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~ t/4 ~ ~ ~ 
It was/\on our way to deercamp that I first elca1l:., realized that Maddock 

. lll ~ ~ ~~~/t::v~a-dcl~~ 
wanted to k.:..:•c :::ck~l!a:,;n ~18 togeth.« wer, - ~ 

~arfy fifteen yearo--and now all of sudden he wanted to kill me... There - ~ 

~ i 
was nothing 1 11 J iL,- tangible; nothing one could..(.1111111111111' put his finger on; 

fk4'~~~~~~~,, 
certainly nothing,tone could ever prove in court.Ab;. g;f':.as mo_re of a feeling 

~~J~P 
than anything else. In fact this strange f'WCil:~g came over me even before 

f\ 

~ 
Maddock and I ever got ifl/\the woods. 

We were coming across the Straits of Mackinac on the crowded state ferry, 

headed north with all the other lower Michigan deer hunters. Fred-that's 

~·4.fh~~r~~ 
Maddock I s first name--had bough~ a Detroit newspaper 4rom a ki~ the Mackinaw ~~ 

w'- ~~1'..,t, ~a;►at +__,, (~ et 

sid•; on the way aero•• I -•r~•• •~ad! .:., art~ 

some~columnist or other. It was the usual( pre-deer-season newspaper/gttf-f-about 
~ lkz~~/4 "~ ''~~- ~ ~ ,,r:, ~ <2?!_._~ io t»'lb 

the "army of nimrods~ ~ A sure enough ~ read out loud/\wbere the cclwm,ist. 

~ ~ ~\ ,,~ ~~ef~ 
s:d:d UMt e "army of nimrods~woul~on be~ the Northwoods-.i\the,. always eall it 

J~ ... _;.dl- ~--~ tk;t ~.· "..,vt..a. ~ 
~F. • -- 'bhatr, too-.,_it was a "mathematical certa ty" that some ofJ'1he!rr would /be carried 

,, -- ..... - " 
u1~~J 

out feet first, killed by other hunters. 

" ..... 
"Sure hope it doesn't happen to either of us, Clyae, !' ~ said to meJ winking, 

'": 
and then he kind of chuckled. 

~ almostfike turning back." 

t1t, , f¥1l, B~e (1' 1;,,.. . 

' 
"Sort of gives a fellow the willies--makes him 

" ~ mu a; r,drn<-~ 
·-~t711J.~ 



"Yes, Fred," I said. 

~'~ . 1 
Then I remember he turned and looked at m.eAwith ~little smile. 

~ 
think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boat, happy and 

I\ ~· 
"Just 

henl~h-y,l\and looking forward to a week of deer hunting and relaxatio~that'll be 

stone dead in a few days-and he doesn't even know it. BrrR •• Let's talk about 

• ~ * t .. ,.ft,~1ul..~~~~ 
something •l Cl; ~ ~ • • .,.,,.,, 

_,;t~~ tA,,i,f't,,IYVI U ~~~ . . 
~ • __ f/~ ---

said. &A& that's when I got the first small ~,--ii" 
/\ 

"It's okay with me, Fred," I 

1.n~~,J~ pt1'c~:a--
- - Y" • • -fid.elc,ep/\ that Maddock intended to pay me off. I'll tell Yott, Sk made me shiver~ 

with horror. 

ht , ? 
~ W.crossed on the ferry, picked up a few quick drinks and a bot sandwiclle"' • 

(~"tk,~~~ + 
in St. Igaace) and by nightfall we ha~tvd I ~Chippewa, fway up in the Upper 

w~ ~ ~ t ctr~~~~~- ~ ~ 
Peninsula. A By then Fred was so cheerful and full of~at I I tit q ist • ~ 
~ 

forgot~,{he odd feeling I had had earlier that day. I remember we stored our 

r~~/H,f4/A~• U/~ 
car and two-wheel trailer of duffle in a garage in ~waj decided it was too 

~~{1,#'l,;,,,n,,,{,w<-- J 

late to head for deercam~)l-7ere lucky enough to get a room i n the local hotel: 

the Palmer House it was called. I often wonder why these one-horee towns choose 

sucbie-t~....,. for their miserable little bars and hotels,,, 



"Let's raise a little middle-aged hell tonight, Clyde," Fred said after 

~ ~"-• tJ.-~~~td{_,, 
supper, as we sat around in th~obby listening to{ the other lower Michigan 

hunters bragging and shooting the breeze. "They tell me there's a hunters' 

~~ '" 
14 ~,1 _ ball tongght at the local s°t,rk Club. Believe it or no s what they call it. 4!:, 

lll_~,.."wk~~~~~""--~~.-~ r~-~ , l 

~l' "Okay by me, Fred," I said. • • • 

,l' ~Lfu,~, ~~~ 
These hunters' ~ are quite an instj\__ution in north Michigan.,dvwa.g ~ 
\..~'f..t,~~~~~~~p-~,.~~ 

\ee deer seaee~ About all they are,_ really, is a big informal drunk where scores ~ 

~-~of~~~~~~J ~ 
of perspiring red-clad, rubber-booted deer hunt~/\clutch and grab at the local ~ 

virgins and wrassle them around an over-heated dancehall, while t he local Mortimer r 
Snerds stand around envioU8l.;r looking on, t/u,:[ ,!! 

I remember that there was a little dark one at the dance - ~ - ~ ij 
~/4~ §t~4v~~'- t 

I wimt for., M!a t 11J.gbt. H~r name was _Hazel, a A divorcee. A F~ oul.9 d~e "'tc. . 
U11tt,,_,,,,_,L _,.__,~J~ # LI . • ~ - f> 

L.,an;z~~~ ~~ -·· l .... 
with her and buy her a drink and then I woul~ We were both~ giving her quite a 

-- (Yl/ ~ - /IV . ~~ ~ ' 

play and trying to take her ~ome" Ha;,:- was th~~~e61ie a man want.Y,,At 0 ~ ~s 
1~+~61%1 ~~-•' r ~ 

get out .-.. with, alone. i,.I ~ r• to brag, but I finally sold her ,q bill fr . 
of goods. Hazel went homef ith me inb=ead of ~• • ~~ ( \ i 

0, ,, c;h~-.P ~- / «. ,~. If . ~..L.~ ,_ u /I;/./-~ 
7f (/ V - --~✓, J -- 2 11.t.. (/V ,~,te. CU.. ~ ---r • \ • 

</j- I took Hazel home in a cab. B~t first we went and had sane genuine top-grain ? 
;fu:t4, #~ ~ ~ ~<"'"~ }~ t 

cowhide steaks at a local restaurant. And some soggy French fries.(\ Naturally 43 J ~ 
0' J 



/ a-,,.,_{,~ 

~ ~ ~ ~ff ~ :> ~ 
' -1/ /J..,££_11,~J/:i,,,4,,k~a,-t.~~~ ~~"'-~~AD..~~ 

~ was called Lindy' s, I stayed at Raz el' a place longer than anlli\ married : 

deerhunter ever should, and when I got back to the Palmer House~ some of the 

~ 
sleepy chamber maids were beginning to stir. 

" 
cl(,vn'VYV 

I remember how those~wooden stairs 

creaked as I teetered up to our room. Tip-toeing down the carpeted hall in my 

~ <f'~ /tn,a. ~ 
rubber boots I saw a slit of light under i••l!i~ door.fr quickly wrenched open 

~ ~ . 
the door and there was ~ .A sitting on the bed holding his deer rifle{ pointed ~ 

I ~ 

at me 1 When he saw me he quickly lowered the gun an'}(began~ubbing it with a 

rag. I ttood there in the doo~refully watching him. 

~"Couldn't sleep," ~ "Decided to oil .up the old ,30-,30 a little,' 

n '' Jt,..JJ~,•' .P~ ~., ~ ~ ~. 
(j) ~ ~L,; ' "&cJA,4,~ 
7/ "How was the loca i~I5amell? 11 ~ said. ~equate'?" He stood up yawning, 

) 

~ ~'1 
and leaned the rifle against the back corner of the old walnut bureau, next to t he 

I\ 

bed. I longed 
~~4-' 

to grab it and see 
" 

if i t was loaded, but decided to wait until later 

/./c,, -lw 
when ~ Awaa asleep. ~ At urned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was that goot/15' 

was she, Mr. Eagle Scout'?" he said. "So you won't talk, hey?" 

"Fred," I ~ "I don't like the ••T TOU were holding that rifle at me 

when I just came in the door." 

~ l~~r~Ad. 
~/\looked at me, at first incredulously and then a little angrily.;\ Then 

~ f Je, ~ t ~ } . 
he grinned at me and/\sat on the bed. He,;::apoke....::Q::d :1-~t\/4-1'\. a, ~ ~ , ~ 

• 



"Clyde, yo) better hit the 

tired •.• I told you I couldn't 

tiltr~~­

4,t,k,t-' tJ, • ff6~ L ;12, .t.., 17 ? 
hay. ,;ou've had a l arge _evening and you're 

sleep and I was going over my riflf;f pass the 
" 

tun•I. : d~dn:tiz::;l~t::'g down the haJ.l. And it isn't loaded anyway, 

<HJVll.f).<,J ~1 '1! '/J./k4'unnL~~~~ 
naturally. (\ But th~• is all too silly... Listen, fella-don't be that way.11/u \ 

got the dame and took her home-and now I'm trying to shoot you for it.' No, t 
Q/~ 

Clyde--not over a>~ little divorcee neither of us ever saw before tonight.,, 1 
C1mon, Clyde, let's roll in. We've both had a long day. We're bushed." He ~~1 

It All ... ..1~ ' 
~~r-,'L_,,_.,? ~ ~--:Iv.. , ~ 

held out his hand to me. ~ ]T"',--- ~I' ~r..bU . tl-.1 • 

~ IJVt:;tJ-~'-"' PL ~ ~ <>I'~ · ~ ~ 11r---·1-~~ -
qt "Okay, Fred," I said, shaking his hand. 

~ ~ 
~ It was broad daylight when I awoke. ~Awas lying on his back-" his mouth ( ~ 

1~ ~~~and~ ¥--¼. a ~oWkJ tuz£.I ~...(;_ s 
open, snoring. I carefully slid out of my side of the ~ed and qz" I Jy went over .,,f-l 

~ •• ~ J?{J cr < µ~ i . 
and looked at his rifle. It was empty. "must have waited until I ~ s eleeJ' f 

A--- A- , 
and then unloaded it. And I had meant to stay awake and catch him at it ••• r 

"Fred," I said)gently pushing him in the ribs. "Fred, get up. It's daylight 

in the swamp. Let I s get up and head for deer camp." 

_ JS PA Ce 
The~~ver me again,~ stronger, as we packed ,, . f\ our stuff into 

deer camp. Our camp was part of an old abandoned lumber damp standing in the 



JvJv ~ -
second-growth be:J1GWe0~and maple/ On account of the swamps and windfalls we had to 

~cJ). ~ 
pack our gear~~earl~ two miles over an old tote road. It was nearly noon before 

~ ~ QM->tiJwt i~ ~ 
wei\l~aded our cks and took our rifles and started off for camp. E•td .. as in/\ 

,_ - 7."_/r, A 
~ C4, ci'tMJ,~ ~P~ ~ 

the lead~We ant gone a half-~ore heAsat down dm a windfall and said 

/J~ka~~I\~~~~ . 
he'd have to rest. ~ grinned up at me. I was beginning to hate that grin,o,,f- t:.✓.v. 

"Guess you're ole chum Fred isn't the man he used to be,
11 

he puffed. 

•lk; ~/ue,,~- • 
"What's more he never wat ,:.uuess the ole legs are goin' .back on me, Clyde.~&?...1. ~ 
~ tk ~: ~ t./,a,-:.- · ~~ ~~~~~ ~-:..,_,., _;; l/ 

"Take it easy, Fred," I said, watching him carefully. 

'Jkr ~b-1l- 1»'7'~' 
I/ I coul~~he was~to get me in the lead,,\~ there wasn't \. 

~ 
much I could do about it without making another scene. I'd have.to humor him. / ~ 

~~ ~, ~~ ~~/111.£~¾¼ 
So after we rested a~ minutes s afte r ~ inthe lead]X #el kept close to me • 

j (( l~U/'lt4. ~ S o t.Lt tc>tW-- L ~n-,·· .. 
for awhile and then pretty soon he started falling behind. I\ Once I thought I 

~ 
heard a metallic click behind me, like someone loading a rifle, but when I 

/\ 

~ 
turned around ~ Awas sitting on a log again, far down the traµ, resting his 

arms on his knees and his head on his arms. His rifle was leaning on the log 

beside him. I e&il:~e ct,(to him and he looked up and waved at me, kind of 

~~~~ef~C<, ~ , ,4C>U 

I +:I;;• !1-t~oi.-what. e. sud! 8 •••bastard my old hunting chum had beco_m_e_. __ '[l,v-:::._.-·r 

/,,,.__ n, ~~ 
,J;- ~ 'ft As I A walked along the trail I tried to calmly think i out. 

7Al1't!. ~ ~ / , .. ~,. / w 4 ... 
J-. , ;\want to kill me?A, Per~ it was over little Hazel of the night before. 

l 
·,P.:~ , ~ ~~o· 

weakly. 

But no, 



couldn't be, because I 

crossing the Straits, long befz;ither of us had laid eyes on little Hazel. /\. 

still brooding over that New Year's eve he had caught me and his 

wife llaida in~ h. 

evd-~~~~~ 
But hell, that was nearly five years beforej\and the Lord ~ 

1 
) ~ iMewAFred had necked my wire often enough, right out before God and everyone, at 

,~?.. •• 
bridge parties and anniv ersaries and the like. No, it couldn't be that , K hen, 

as I was walking along in the silent hardwoodlj carrying my rifle and pack, the answer 

. ~ • 
suddenly came to me in a"flasb: tJiAANl,~•lnG ljis mind! fl/lit,{ 17ztui'd-.h ""'-~'{ . 

C<r4~~)p, .. • c~J ~ ·/, 
The realization made me so weak and jittery that I had to sit down. I dis- ' t 

~ 

~ ~/4 

I glance~ down the 
I 

;bt:w-P-
covered that I was perspiring and my hands were trembling. 

trail on which Fred was afp1;'aching. ~ was not yet 
A 

in sight. ~ ~have to act fast. 

~ u ~fru.l, 
Quickly I/\ eased off my pack, whipped I stood out three shells and loaded my rifle. 

~ 
up and took careful aim down the trail. It was a case of either him or me. fk~ 
~d, tc; ~A-~ cvn.d__ tk, ~ ~ ~ u:.. ~~ 

<fl 11Steady, ~ 6ispered to myself. "When he rounds that bend you've got to 

let him have it--right between the eyes 111 

wut, -,,~r guess that's the whole story. 

say before you pass sentence on me, Judge. 

- ~ 
Yes, I guess that's¢ I've got to 
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John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Y.ichigan 

A MATH:a!ATIC~L CERTAINTY 
by 

Robert Traver 

It was in the woods on our way to deercanp that I first r ealized that· 

-ddock wanted to kill me. It came as a t errible shock, for Maddock and I we 

good friends; we had hunted deer together every ?1ovember for nearly fifteen 

years--and now all o! a sudden he wanted to kill me... There waa nothing I 
I, 
I 

tangible; nothing one could really put hia finger on; certainly nothing that 

one could ever prove in court. That's what i:mde it at once so baffling and a 

terribly frightening. It was more of a feeling than anything else. 

this strange sense of dread first came over me even before ddock and I ever 

got into tha woods. 

We were coming across the Straits or Mackinac on the crowded state ferry, 

headed north with all the other lower 'ichi an deer hwiters. Fred- -that's 

Maddock's first name--had bought a Detroit ne,spnper from a kid on th~ 

l!ackinaw City side, and on the way across I remember wee.at in the car read:!. 

it. He became quite am.used over a deex· hunting article by some columnist or 

oth.,r. It wae -the usual pre- deer- season newspaper blather about the 

"army o! nimrods'' that ould soon be ' talking" th l1'hite- tail deer, con-

eluding with the same neat little annual essay on safety in the woods •• • 

Then sure enough 1' ddock read out loud to me about the army of nimrods that 

would soon be 11 inv ding the l-1iortlnroods 11- s.nother of their favorite phrases--

and that it as n 11mathematical certai.T1ty11 that some of them would be carried 

out of the woods, f et first, killed by other hunters. 

11Sure hope it cloesn I t h:.ppen to either of us, Cl.7.:.!13, 11 1addock said to me, 

winking, and then he kind of chuckled . 11.Sort of gives a !ellov tho willies- ­

makes him almost feel like turning back. 11 

"!es, Fred,'' I said. 

Then I remember he turned ~nd looked at me soberly, with a peculiar litt,e 

smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very bo,t, 

all happy and unsuspecting a.nd looking forward to a week of deer huntin5 ar:.d 
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John D. Voolker 
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A ,THEUATIC/..L CERTAINTY 

by 

Robert. Traver 

It was in the woods on our wa7 to deercamp thot I first realized thot 

Maddock wanted to kill me. 1t came as a terrible abock, tor tladdook ond I wer 

good triends; we had hunted deer together every Nov mber tor nearly fifteen 

years--and now ull or a sudden he anted to kill me.. . 'rhero was nothing 

tnngible; nothing one could really put hie linger on; certainly nothing that 

one could ever prove in court.. That's wh t ade it at once so baffling and so 

terribly trightening. It was ore ot a feeling than anything else. In tact 

this strange sens of dread first came ov r me oven before addock and 1 ever 

got into tho oods. 

Wo were coming across the Straits of ackinac on the crowded state terry, , 

headed north with all the other lower Michigan deer huntffrs, Fred--thot•s 

Mnddock's first name--had bought a Detroit newspaper from a kid on the 

'ckinaw ity side, and on the wq across 1 rem mber wo sat in the car reading 

it. He become quite amused over a deer hunting rticle by some columnist or 

~ other. It waa the usual &M~a• pre-doer-se aon newspaper blather about the 

':..rm,y ot nimrodsn thfJ.t would soon be •atalkingu the white-t il doer, concluding 
~ ~ 

✓ ~ /\the same neat little/\ eas· y on safety in the woods... Then eure enough 

U ddock r&ad out loud to me about the ann.y of nimrods that would soon be 

"invading the 1orthwoode"--another or their favorite phrasee--and that it was 

✓ a "mathematical certaint711 thnt some or them would _... be carried out of the 

woods, toot first, killed by other hunters. 

"Sure hop it doesn't happen to either ot us, Clyde, 11 Maddock said to me, 

1'inking, and then he kind of chu.ckl d. "Sort of gives a tel10 the willi a-­

makes him almost feel like turning baok. 11 

"Yes, Fred," I said. 

Then I remember ho turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar little 

smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one glly on this very bot 

all happy and u.nsuapecting and looking forward to a week ot deer hunting and 



V,'ritten by 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

A HATHEUATIC/'1 CERTAINTY 
by 

Robert Traver 

It was in the woods on our flay to deercamp that I first realized that 

~addock wanted to kill me. It ca.me as a terrible shock, for l.!addock and I were 

good friends; we had hunted deer together every November for nearly fifteen 

years--and now all of 

tangible; nothing one could really put his finger on; certainly nothing that 

one could ever prove in court. That's what made it at once so baffling and so 

terribly frightening. It was more of a feeling than anything else. In fact 

this strange sense ot dread first came over me even before Uaddock and I ever 

got into the woods. 

We were coming across the Straits of Uackinac on the crOl'tded state ferry, 

headed north with all the other lower Michigan deer hWlters. Fred--that•s 

Maddock's first name--had bought a Detroit ne~spaper from a kid on the 

Mackinaw City side, and on the way across I remember we sat in the car reading 

it. He became quite amused over a deer hunting article by some columnist- or­

other. It was the usual annual pre-deer-season newspaper blather about the 

1·ar.my of nimrods" that would soon be "stalking" the white-tail deer, concluding 
,v1r.ll 
-Mtel\the same neat little essay on safety in the woods... Then sure enough 

Maddock read out loud to me about the army of nimrods that· would soon be 

"invading the Northwooda11-another of their favorite phrases--and that it was 

a "mathematical certainty" that some of them would soon be carried out of the 

woods, feet tirst, killed by other hunters. 

nsure hope it doesn't happen to either of us, Clyde, 11 Maddock said to me, 

winking, and then he kind of chuckled. "Sort of gives a fellow the willies-­

makes him almost !eel like turning buck." 

"Yes, Fred," I said. 

Then I remember he turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar little 

smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boat 

all happy and unsuspecting and looking !onward to u week of deer hunting and 



rela1ation, that'll be stone dead in a few days--and he doesn't even know it. 

I!!:!:!:•. Let I s talk about eomething a little less grim. 11 He balled up the 

newspaper and threw it on the car floor. 

11It•s okay with me, Fred," I eaid~ It may sowid foolish but that's when 

I got the tirst ·small inkling-premonition, I guess you'd call it- that 

Maddock intended to pay me of!. It made me shiver inwardly with horror. 

We crossed on the ferry, picked up a few quick drinks and a hot sandwich 

in St. Ignace, and by nightfall we had reached the min~ town o! Chippewa, 

•way up in the Upper Peninsula. We were going to do our hunting north of 

there. By then Fred was so cheerful and full of his usual good humor that 1 

nearly forgot about the odd feeling I had had earlier that day. 1 remember 

we stored our car and two-wheel trailar ot dut!le. in a garage in Chippewa, 

except tor our rifles. We decided it was too late to head tor deer camp 

that night and we were lucky enough to get a room in the local hotel: the 

Palmer House it was called. I often wonder why these one-horse towns choose 

such glittering names for their miserable little bars and hotels ••• 

"Let's raise a little middle- aged hell tonight, Clyde, 11 Fred said after 

supper, as we sat around in the crowded lobby listening to a o aring radio and 

all the other lower Jlichigan hunters bragging and shooting the breeze. nThey 

tell me there's a hunters' ball tonight at the local Stork Club. Believe it 

or not, Clyde, that's what they call it. 11 He winked at me. ''Who knows, 

ma~e there•s something in that name. Let's go see. 11 

"Okay by me, Fred," I said. 

These hunters' balls are quite an institution in northern Michigan. 

There's at least one held somewhere every night during the season, and so.me 

mighty deer hunters never get any nearer to the woods than the scene of the 

latest hunters' ball. About all they are, really, is a big informal drunk 

where scores of perspiring, red- clad, rubber-booted deer hunters, chuck- full of 

high spirits and low purpose, clutch and grab at the local virgins and wrassle 

them around an over- he'.lted dancehall, while tlie local Mortimer Snerds stand 

around enviously looking on. 

- 2 -



I remember that there was a little dark one at the dance that night that 

both Maddock and I went for. Her name was Hazel, a lonely little divorcee. 

It seems her former huaband was a hulking jealous brute that suspected her of 

running after other men. My, my... First Maddock would dance with her and 

buy her a drink and then I would. And little Hazel just got lonlier and 

lonlier... We were both naturally giving her quite a play and trying to take 

her hom.e--or somewhere. Hazel was the sort of motherly type a man wants 

rapidly to get out with, alone. Kind of like that noted nude or istler•s 

delinquent daughter ... I don't like to brag, but I finally sold her my bill 

ot goods. Hazel went home with me instead of lfaddock. 

"Good luck, Kiddies," Maddock joked as we left him. 

I took Hazel home in a cab. But first we went and had some genuine top­

grain cowhide steaks at a local restaurant. And some soggy French fries. 

Little Hazel was simply starved... Naturally the dump was called Lindy's. 

Then I took her home and we settled down on her davenport and had a good long 

talk ... • 

I stayed at Hazel's place longer than any decent married deerhunter ever 

sboula, and when I got back to the Palmer House some of the sleepy chamber 

maids were even beginning to stir. I remember how those damn wooden stairs 

creaked as I teetered up to our room. Tip-toeing down the carpeted hall in my 

rubber boots I saw a slit of light under Maddock's door. Pausing for a moment, 

I quickly wrenched open the door and there was Maddock sitting on the bed 

holding his deer rifle. It was pointed straight at me! When he saw me he 

quickly lowered the gun and sheepishly began rubbing it with a rag. I atood 

there in the doorway carefully watching him. 

"Couldn't sleep," Maddock mumbled. 

little. 11 

.. "Decided to oil up the old .30-.30 a 

"So I see," I answered coldly, closing the door. 

"How was the local Linda Darnell?" be said. 11Wae she adequate?" He sto 

up, yawning, and leaned the rifle against the back corner ot the old walnut 

bureau, next to his aide of the bed. I longed to walk over and grab it and se 

if it was loaded, but decided to wait until later when he was asleep. He 

- 3 -



turned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was~ good, was she, .llr. Eagle Scout?11 

he said. "So you won't talk, hey? 11 
• 

"Fred," I quietly said, 11I don't like the way you were holding that rifle 

at me when I just came in the door. 11 

~addock looked at me, at first incredulously and then a little angrily. 

His !ace got very red. Then he grinned at me and again sat on the b~d. He 

began to speak, in a low voice, almost wearily. 

11C.lyde, you'd better hit the huy. You•v had a large evening and you' re 

tired ... I told you I couldn't sleep and I was going over my rifle just to 

pass the time till you got back. I didn't even hear you coming down the hall. 

And it isn't loaded anyway, naturally. Look at the damn thing if you want to. 

But this is all too silly ... Listen, fella--don't .E!!_ that way. What's co.me 

over you lately? God, man, pull yourself together. You got the dame and took 

her home--and now I'm trying to shoot you tor it! No, Clyde--not over a 

hungry little divorcee neither ot us ever saw before tonight... c•mon, Clyde, 

let I s roll in. We've both had a long day. We're bushed." He stood up and 

held out bis hand to me. "Clyde, let's forget the whole sorry business. 

He was smiling 

"Okay, Fred," I said., shaking hJa hand. 

It was broad daylight when I awoke. Maddock was lying on his back with 

his mouth open, snoring. His hair waa wispy and standing up like a Kewpie 

doll's and I noticed that hews getting much balder than I. I carefully slid 

out of my side of the bed and went over and looked at his rifle. It was 

empty. Hm ••• He must have waited until I fell asleep and then unloaded it. 

And I had meant to stay awake and catch him at it ... 

"Fred," I said, gently pushing him in the ribs. "Fred, get up. It's 

Let's get up and head for deer camp." 

The same horrible feeling came over me again, only much stronger, as we 

packed our stuff into deer camp. Our camp was part of an old abandoned lumber 

camp standing in the second-growth birch and maple hardwood. On account ot the 

swamps and windfalls we had to pack in all our gear about two miles over an 

old tote road. It was nearly noon before we had loaded our packs and took up 

our rifles and started of! tor camp. It was a clear, cold November day with a 

thin sunlight. I saw to it that Maddock took the lead. We haan't gone a half-
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mile before he suddenly sat down in a windfall and said he'd have to rest. 

He held his rifle loosiy across his knees and grinned up at me. I was be­

ginning to hate that grin ot his. 

"Guess you' re ole chum Fred i~n' t the man he used to be," he putted. 

"What's more he never was." He shook his head. "Guess the ole legs are goin' 

back on me, Clyde. Or maybe it's the ticker acting up ugain. You remember 

that little spell I had two--no three--years ago'!" 

"Take it easy, Fred," I said, watching him carefully. 

I could see that he was craftily trying to get me in the lead, playing on 

my sympathy, and there wasn't much I could do about it without making another 

scene. I 1d have to humor him ... So alter we rested a few minutes I started 

out in the lead, my spine tingling, thinking of him walking right behind me 

there with his deer rifle. 

he started falling behind. 

He kept close to me for awhile and then pretty soo 

He was changing his s:.rategy.. . Once I thought I 

heard a sharp metallic click behind me, like someone loading a rifle, but when 

I turned around Maddock was sitting on a log again, tar down the trail, resting 

his arms on his knees and hie head on his arms. H1s ri!le was leaning on the 

log beside him. I halloed to him and he look p n wave • t , kfo of 

weakly. I stood there thinking sadly of what a cunning, sly old bastard my 

old hunting chum had become. 

As I turned and walked along the trail towards camp I tried to calmly 

think it out. This evil thing that had come between us was not only ruining 

our hunting trip, but a valued old friendship as well. I wracked my brain to 

solve it. Why did Fred Y.addook want to kill me? Perhaps it was over little 

Hazel of the night before. But no, that couldn't be, because I had bad the 

feeling earlier in the day, on the ferry crossing tie Straits, long before 

either of us had laid eyes on little Hazel. 

Why then did .Fred want to kill me? Why? 

Perhaps he was still brooding over that New Year's eve he had caught me 

and his wife Maida in a friendly clinch. But hell, that was nearly five years 

before and everybody clinches on New Year's anyway--and the Lord knows Fred had 

necked my wi!e often enough, right out before God and everyone, at bridge 

pnrties and anniversaries and the like. o, it couldn't be that. 
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Why, why, why'? .•• 

Then, as I was lfalking along in the silent hardwood, carrying my rifle 

and pack, the answer suddenly came to me in a blinding flash: Fred was losing 

his mind! Fred Maddock was going inaane1 

The realization made me so weak and jittery that I had to sit down. l 

discovered that I was perspiring and my hands were trembling. I glanced back 

down the trail on which Fred was approaching. Thank God he lVElS not yet in 

sight. I knew I'd have to act fast. Quickly I scrambled to f!JY feet, eased 

off my pack, whipped out three shells and loaded rn:, rifle. I stood up and 

took careful aim down the trail. It was a case of either him or me. It had 

etartod to snow a little and the thin flakes glistened in the sunlight. 

''Steady, Clyde, 11 I whispered to myself. "l'lhen he rounds that bend you've 

got to let him have it--right between the eyes! 11 

Well, l guess that's the whole story. Yes, I guess that's just about all 

I've got to say before you pass sentence on me, Judge. 
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Written by 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

A MATHEMATICAL CERTAINTY 
by 

Robert Traver 

It was in the woods on our way to deercam.p that I first realized that 

Maddock wanted to kill me. It came as a terrible shock, for Maddock and I wer 

good friends; we had hunted deer together every November for nearly fifteen 

years--and now all of a sudden he wanted to kill me... There was noth~in~ .......,-=-'-=• 

tangible; nothing one could really put his finger on; certainly nothing that 

one could ever prove in court. That's what made it at once so baffling and so 

terribly frightening. It was more of a feeling than anything else. In fact 

this strange sense of dread first came over me ..... before Maddock and I ever 

got into the woods. 

We were coming across the Straits of Mackinac on the crowded state ferry, 

headed north with all the other lower Michigan deer hunters. Fred--that's 

Maddock's first name--had bought a Detroit newspaper from a kid on the 

Mackinaw City side, and on the way across I remember we sat in the car reading 

other. It was the usual pre-deer-season newspaper blather about the 

"army of nimrods" that would soon be "stalking" the white-tail deer, con­

cluding with the same neat little annual essay on safety in the woods ..• 

Then sure enough Maddock read out loud to me about the army of nimrods that 

would soon be "invading the Northwoods"--another of their favorite phrases-­

and that it was a "mathematical certainty" that some of them would be carried 

out of the woods, feet first, killed by other hunters. 

"Sure hope it doesn't happen to either of us, Clyde, 11 Maddock said to me, 

winking, and then he kind of chuckled. "Sort of gives a fellow the willies-­

makes him al.most feel like turning back." 

"Yes, Fred," I said. 

Then I remember he turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar littl 

smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boa, 

all happy and unsuspecting and looking forward to a week of deer hunting and 



rela)(ation, that'll be stone dead in a few days--and he 

k!:!:•. Let's talk about something a little less grim. 11 

newspaper and threw it on the car floor. 

11It•s okay with me, Fred, 11 I said. It may sound foolish but that's when 

I got the first small inkling-premonition, I guess you'd call it-that 

Maddock intended to pay me off. It made me shiver inwardly with horror. 

We crossed on the ferry, picked up a few quick drinks and a hot sandwich 

in St. Ignace, and by nightfall we had reached the mining town of Chippewa, 

'way up in the Upper Peninsula. We were going to do our hunting north of 

there. By then Fred was so cheerful and full of his usual good humor that I 

nearly forgot about the odd feeling I had had earlier that day. I remember 

we stored our car and two-wheel trailer of duffle in a garage in Chippewa, 

except for our rifles. We decided it was too late to head for deer camp 

that night and we were lucky enough to get a room in the local hotel: the 

Palmer House it was called. I often wonder why these one-horse towns choose 

such glittering names for their miserable little bars and hotels ... 

"Let's raise a little middle-aged hell tonight, Clyde," Fred said after 
th/ 

supper, as- we sat around in the crowded lobby listening to/.. blaring radio and 

all the other lower Michigan hunters bragging and shooting the breeze. "They 

tell me there's a hunters' ball tonight at the local Stork Club. Believe it 

or not, Clyde, that's what they call it." He winked at me. "Who knows, 

maype there's something in that name. Let's go see. 11 

"Okay by me, Fred," I said. 

These hunters' balls are quite an institution in northern Michigan. 

There's at least one held somewhere every night during the season, and some 

mighty deer hunters never get any nearer to the woods than the scene of the 

latest hunters' ball. About all they are, really, is a big informal drunk 

where scores of perspiring, red-clad, rubber-booted deer hunters, chuck-full of 

high spirits and low purpose, clutch and grab at the local virgins and wrassle 

them around an over-heated dancehall, while the local Mortimer Snerds stand 

around enviously looking on. 
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I remember that there was a little dark one at the dance that night that 

both Maddock and I went for. Her name was Hazel, a lonely little divorcee. 

It seems her former huaband waa a hulking jealoua brute that suspected her of 

rwming after other men. My, my ••• 

buy her a drink and then I would. 

First Maddock would dance with her and 

And little Hazel just got lonlier and 

lonlier ... We were both naturally giving her quite a play and trying to take 

her hame--or somewhere. Hazel was the sort of motherly type a man wants 

rapidly to get out with, alone. Kind of like that noted nude of Whistler's 

delinquent daughter ... I don't like to brag, but I finally sold her my bill 

of goods. Hazel want home with me instead of Maddock. 

"Good luck, Kiddies," Maddock joked as we left him. 

I took Hazel home in a cab. But first we went and had some genuine top­

grain cowhide steaks at a local restaurant. And some soggy French fries. 

Little Hazel was simply starved... Naturally the dump was called Lindy's. 

Then I took her home and we settled dol911 on her davenport and had a good long 

talk •.. 

I stayed at Hazel's place longer than any decent married deerhunter ever 

should, and when I got back to the Palmer House some of the sleepy chamber 

maids were even beginning to stir. I remember how those dam wooden stairs 

creaked as I teetered up to our room. Tip-toeing down the carpeted hall in my 

rubber boots I saw a slit of light under l4addock's door. Pausing for a moment, 

I quickly wrenched open the door and there was Maddock sitting on the bed 

holding his deer rifle. It was pointed straight at me 1 When he saw me he 

quickly lowered the gun and sheepishly began rubbing it with a rag. I stood 

there in the doorway carefully watching him. 

"Couldn't sleep," Maddock mumbled. "Decided to oil up the old .30-.30 a 

little." 

"So I see," I answered coldly, closing the door. 

"How was the local Linda Darnell?" he said. ''Was she adequate?" He stood 

up, yawning, and leaned the rifle against the back corner of the old walnut 

bureau, next to his side of the bed. I longed to walk over and grab it and see 

if it was loaded, but decided to wait until later when he was asleep. He 
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turned to me, grinning. 11Oh, so she was that good, was she, Mr. Eagle Scout?" 

he said. "So you won't talk, hey?" 

"Fred," I quietly said, "I don't like the way you were holding that rifle 

at me when I just came in the door. 11 

Maddock looked at me, at first incredulously and then a little angrily. 

His face got very red. Then he grinned at me and again sat on the bed. He 

began to speak, in a low voice, almost wearily. 

"Clyde, you'd better hit the hay. You've had a large evening and you're 

tired ... I told you I couldn't sleep and I was going over my rifle just to 

pass the time till you got back. I didn't even hear you coming down the hall. 

And it isn't loaded anyway, naturally. Look at the damn thing if you want to. 

But this is all too silly ... Listen, fella--don't be that way. What's come 

over you lately? God, man, pull yourself together. You got the dame and took 

her home--and now I'm trying to shoot you for it! No, Clyde-not over a 

hungry little divorcee neither of us ever saw before tonight ... C'mon, Clyde, 

let's roll in. We've both had a long day. We're bushed." He stood up and 

held out his hand to me. "Clyde, let's forget the whole sorry business. 

-We' re both a trifle over-mature for this sort of thing. 11 He was smiling again. 

110kay, Fred," I said, shaking h;ia hand. 

It was broad daylight when I awoke. Maddock was lying on his back with 

his mouth open, snoring. His hair was wispy and standing up like a Kewpie 

doll's and I noticed that he was getting much balder than I. I carefully slid 

out of my side of the bed and went over and looked at his rifle. It was 

empty. Hm ••• He must have waited until I fell asleep and then unloaded it. 

And I had meant to stay awake and catch him at it ..• 

"Fred," I said, gently pushing him in the ribs. "Fred, get up. It's 

daylight in the swamp. Let I s get up and head for deer camp. 11 

The same horrible feeling came over me again, only much stronger, as we 

packed our stuff into deer camp. Our camp was part of an old abandoned lumber 

camp standing in the second-growth birch and maple hardwood. On account of the 

swamps and windfalls we had to pack in all our gear about two miles over an 

old tote road. It was nearly noon before we mRP" loaded our pg.cks and took up 

our rifles and started off for camp. It was a clear, cold November day with a 

thin sunlight. I saw to it that Maddock took the lead. We hadn't gone a half-
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mile before he suddenly sat down<1n a windfall and said he'd have to rest. 

He held his rifle loosiy across his knees and grinned up at me. I was be­

ginning to hate that _grin of his. 

"Guess you're ole chum Fred isn't the man he used to be," he puffed. 

"What's more he never was." He shook his head. "Guess the ole legs are goin' 

back on me, Clyde. Or maybe it's the ticker acting up again. You remember 

that little spell I had two--no three--years ago?" 

"Take it easy, Fred," I said, watching him carefully. 

I could see that he was craftily trying to get me in the lead, playing on 

my sympathy, and there wasn't much I could do about it without making another 

scene. I'd have to humor him ..• So after we rested a few minutes I started 

out in the lead, my spine tingling, thinking of him walking right behind me 

there with his deer rifle. He kept close to me tor awhile and then pretty soo 

he started falling behind. He was changing his s:.rategy... Once I thought I 

heard a sharp metallic click behind me, like someone loading a rifle, but when 

I turned around Maddock was sitting on a log again, far down the trail, resting 

his arms on his knees and his head on his arms. H1s rifle was leaning on the 

him. I halloed to him and he looked up and waved at me, kind of 

weakly. I stood there thinking sadly of what a cwming, sly old bastard my 

old hunting chum had become. 

As I turned and walked along the trail towards camp I tried to calmly 

think it out. This evil thing that had come between us was not only ruining 

our hunting trip, but a valued old friendship as well. I wracked my brain to 

solve it. Why did Fred Maddock want to kill me? Perhaps it was over little 

Hazel of the night before. But no, that couldn't be, because I had had the 

feeling earlier in the day, on the ferry crossing the Straits, long before 

either of us had laid eyes on little Hazel. 

Why then did Fred want to kill me? Why? 

Perhaps he was still brooding over that New Year's eve he had caught me 

and his wife Maida in a friendly clinch. But hell, that was nearly five years 

before and everybody clinches on Ne-w Year's anyway--and the Lord knOlfs Fred had 

necked my wife often enough, right out before God and everyone, at bridge 

parties and anniversaries and the like. No, it couldn't be that. 
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,. Why, why, why? ••• 

Then, as I was walking along in the silent hardwood, carrying my rifle 

and pack, the answer suddenly came to me in a blinding flash: Fred was losing 

his mind! Fred Maddock waa going insane1 

The realization made me so weak and jittery that I had to sit down. I 

discovered that I was perspiring and my hands were trembling. I glanced back 

down the trail on which Fred was approaching. Thank God he ~s not yet in 

sight. I knew I'd have to act fast. Quickly I scrambled to my feet, eased 

off my pack, whipped out three shells and loaded my rifle. I stood up and 

took careful aim down the trail. It was a case of either him or me. It had 

started to snow a little and the thin flakes glistened in the sunlight. 

"Steady, Clyde," I whispered to myself. "When he rounds that bend you've 

got to let him have it--right between the eyes!" 

Well, I guess that's the whole story. Yes, I guess that's just about all 

I've got to say before you pass sentence on me, Judge. 
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Written by 
John D. Voelker 
lshpocing, W.chigW'l 

A W\Tfffl& TIC L CERTADITY 

by 

Robert r ver 

It was in the woods on our way to deercamp that I tirst realized that 

Maddock wanted to kill me. It cnme as a. terrible shock, tor l!addock wid I wer 

good friends; we had hunted deer together every November for nearly fifteen 

years--ond now ll of a sudden he want d to kill me ••• There was nothing 

tangible; nothing one could really put his finger on; certainly nothing that 

one could ever prove in court. That's what made it at once so battling ands 

terribly trightening. It •as more of feeling th n anything olse. in !act 

this strang sense of dread first came over me ......,._ betox·e Ltaddock and ever 

got .into tho 11oods. 

e were coming across the Straits ot Mackinac on the crowded state ferry, 

headed north with all the other lower 'chigan deer hunt rs. Fred--that's 

Uaddock's first name--hnd bought a Detroit newspuper from a kid on th 

M.ackinnw City side, and on the iy ncros I remember we sat in the car read~ 

it. He becrune quite used over a deer hunting article by oome columnist or 

other. It was the usual pre-deer-aeason newspaper blather about the 

"arm;, or nimrods" that would soon be 11stalk1ng11 the white-tail deer, con­

cluding with the same neat little MWll ess 7 on s fety in th \ oods .•• 

The.~ sure enough ~addock reud out loud to me about the ormy o! nimrocl th t 

would soon be 'invading the ~ortlnwoods"--anot.her o th ir favorite phras s-­

and that it w a a' thematical cert inty" thb.t some of them ould be carried 

out of the woods, feet first, illed_ by other bunt rs. 

1'Sure hope it doesn't happen to aithet' of us, lyde," Maddock s id to e 

winking, and then h kind of chuckled. ''Sort ot ivee fellow tho willi s-­

mnkes him almost feel like t.umin back. 41 

"Yeo, Fred," I said. 

Then I remember he turned and looked t, ma soberly, with a p culinr litt e 

smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably nt least one &Ill on this very bot, 

all happy and unsuspecting and lookin 'forward to a e k of de r hunting and 



rela~~tion, that'll be stone dosd in tew days--and he doesn't. even know it. . 
V ~.. Let I s talk a.bout something a little leas grim. 11 He balled 

newspaper ond threw it on the car floor. 

nlt•s okn7 with me., Fred," I said. It 1/JAf sound tooliah but that's when 

1 got the tirst small inkling-premonition, I guess ~ou'd call it--that 

Maddock intended to pay mo oft. It made me shiver inllnrdlr with horror. 

e crossed on the ferry, picked up a few quick drinks and a hot sandwich 

in St. Ignace, and b.Y night.tall we had reached the mining town ot hippewa, 

•way up in the Upper Peninsul. e were e oing to do our hunting north ot 

there. By then Fred wae so cheerful and full ot his uauul good humor that l 

nearly forgot about the odd feeling I bad h d arlier that day. I remember 

we stored our car and two-wheel tr iler ot duttle in a garage in Chippew, 

except tor our rifles. ·e decided it waa too late to head tor deer camp 

that night ond we were luck7 enough to set a room in th local hotel: the 

Palmer House it was called. I often wonder why these one-hors towns chooe 

such glittering names tor their miserable little bars and hotels ••• 

"Let's raise a little middle- ged hell tonight, Clyde," red said tter 
~ 

supper, as we sat arowtd in the crowded lobby listening to A blaring radio and 

ull the other lower ' chigan hunter, bragging nd shooting the breeze. "They 

tell me there's a huntera' ball tonight t the local Stork Club. Believe it 

or not, Clyde, that's what the7 call it.. 11 Ho •inked at me. "r.'ho knows, 

mnY,be there's something in that name. Let's go see." 

''Okay by me, Fred," I said. 

These hunters' balls are quite n institution 1n northern Michig n. 

There's at least one held somewhere every night during th season, and some 

mighty deer hunters never get any nearer to the ~oods than the scene of the 

latest hunters• ball. About all they are, really, is big informal drunk 

where scores ot perspiring, red-clad, rubber-booted deer hWltera, chuck-full o 

high apirita and low purpose, clutch and grab at the local Yirgina nd wrassle 

them around an o"er-heated dancebull, while the local 1ortimer Snerde st nd 

around enviously looking on. 
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I remember that there was a little dark one at the dance that night th t 

both addock and I went !or. Her nrune wae Hnzel, a lonely little divorcee. 

It seems her tormer husband was a bulking js> lows brute that euepeoted hero! 

rwming alter other men. M1, ,q... First addock would dance with her and 

buy her drink and then I would. nd little Hazel just got lonlier and 

lonlier... e were both nntu.rall1 giving her quite a play and trying to take 

her harne--or somewhere. Hazel was the sort ot motherly type a man wonts 

rapidl7 to get out with, alone. Kind ot like that noted nude ot Whistler's 

delinquent daughter ... I don't like to brag, but I finally sold her my bill 

ot goode. Hazel went home with me instead ot Uaddock. 

"Good luck, ddiee, 11 Maddock joked as we left him. 

I took ·azel h0111e in a cab. But first we weut nd had some genuine top­

grain cowhide steaks t local r etaurnnt. And some soggy French tries. 

Little Hazel was simply etarved ... 'nturall7 the dump was called Lindy-' s. 

Then I took her home and we settled down on herd venport and hnd a good long 

talk ... 

I stayed at Hazel 1e place longer than n7 dee nt married deerhunter ever 

should, and when l got. back to the Palmer House some of the sleepy chamber 

maids were even beginning to etir. I remember how those damn wooden stairs 

creaked as I teetered up to our room. Tip-toeing down the carpeted hall in my 

rubber boots I saw a slit ot light under Maddock'• door. Pausing for a moaient., 

I quickly wrenched open the door and there was l:addock sitting on the bed 

holding his deer rifle. It wa atrai.Jtht at m 1 Whm he saw he 

4uickl1 lowered the gun nd sheepishly began rubbing it with a rag. I stood 

th rain the doorwa1 carefully watching him. 

"Couldn't sleep," 'addock mumbled. "Deoidod to oil 1.tp the old .30-:-.30 a 

little. '1 

"So I eee," l answered coldly, closing the door. 

''How was the local Linda Darnell?" he said. 11 as ahe adequate?" Ho stood 

up, ya ning, and leaned the rifle ag inst the back comer ot the old •alnut 

bureau, next to his side ot the bed. I longed to walk over and grab it and aee 

it waa loaded, but decided to wait until lnter when he was asleep. He --~ 
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turned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was ~ good, was she, Mr. Eagle Scout~!" 

be said. t1So 1011 won't talk, hey?" 

11Fred, 11 I quietly said, 11! don't like the way you wer holdii:l:g that rifle 

at me when I just came in the door." 

Maddock looked at me, at tirst incredulously nd then littls angrily. 

Hie toe got very red. Then ho grinned at me and gain eat on the bed. He 

began to speak, in e low voice, almost wearily. 

ttClyde, you'd bett r hit the hay. You've h d a large evening and you're 

tired ... I told 1011 I couldn't sleep and I was going over my rifle just to 

pass the time till you got back. I didn't even hear you co.ming down the hall. 

And it ian't loaded anyway, naturally. Look at the dam thing it you want to. 

But this is all too silly ... Listen, fella--don't !L that way. Whet'e come 

over you latel1? God, man, pull youreolt together. You got tbe dame nd took 

her hm -- nd now 11 m trying to shoot you tor it : o, lyde-not over n 

hungry little divorcee neith rot ua ever aw befor tonight ••• C'rnon, Clyde, 

let's roll in . . e•v~ bot~ had a long daT• e•re bushed." He stood up and 

held out his hand to me. "Clyde, let's forget the v.hole sorry business. 

e•ro both a trifle over-mature tor this sort of thing." He was smiling again. 

110kuy, Fred," I saio, shaking hta tiand. 

It was broad daylight when 1 awoke. nddock was lyj.ng on his back with 

his mouth open, snoring. His h ir was wisp7 and st nding up like a Kewpie 

doll's and I noticed that he was getting much balder than I. I carefully slid 

out ot my side of the bed and went over and looked at his rifle. lt was 

empty. Hm... He must have waited until l tell ele p and then unloaded it. 

And I had ~ant to stay wake and o tch li t it ... 

uFred," I e id, gently pushing him in th rib. "rd, get up. lt'a 

da7light in the swamp. Let's get up and head tor deer camp." 

The same horrible feeling came ovor me ngain, _ only much stronger, fts e 

packed our stuff into deer camp. Our camp as part of an old abandoned lumber 

camp standing in the second-growth birch d maple hardwood. On account o! the 

swamps and wind! lls we hud to pack in ill our gear about. two miles over an 

old tote road. It was ne rly noon bet ore we~ lo ded our i:acks and took up 

our rifles , nd sturted ott tor camp. It was clear, cold ovember day -with 

thin sunlight. I saw to it that addock took the lead . e hadn't gone ah lf-
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mile betore he suddenly sat down c,/ •. windfall and said he'd have to rest. 

He held his ritle loosly across his knees and grinned up at me . I w s be­

ginning to hate that grin or his. 

0Guess you'ro ole chum Fred bn't the man he used to be," he pu.t'fed. 

''Woo t' • tccre he never was. tt He shook his head. 11Guesa the ole J.ege are goin 1 

baok on me, Cl7de. Or ma)'be it' a the ticker acting up ngain. You remember 

that little spell l had two-no three--years ago'." 

11Take it e s1, Fred,' I soid, watching him c rei'ul17. 

l could eee that he was craf't.ily trying to get in the lead, playing on 

my sympathy, nnd there waen•t mu~h I could do 1bout it ithout king another 

scene. I'd have to humor him ••. So after we rested a few minutes I started 

cut 1n the lead, my spine tingling, thinking of hiro wulking right behind me 

there with his doer rifle. He kept clos to me tor a•hile and then pretty soo 

he t rted falling behind. He as changin hb d:..rategy... Once I thou ht I 

heard a sharp roet,nllic click b hind me, like someone l ding a rifle, but. when 

I turned around 'addock~was sitting on u log again, tar down the trail, reetin 

hie oms on his knees and hia head on his nrms. H1• ritle was leaning on the 

log besid him. 1 halloed t.o him nd ho looked up nnd waved t. me, kind or 

weo.kl.7. 1 stood there thinking sadly of what cunning, sly old bast rd my 

old hunting chum had become. 

As! turned and •alked along the trail tow rds co.mp I tried to calmly 

think it out, Thia evil thing that had come between us was not only ruining 

our hunt~ trip, but valued old triendahip aa well. I •racked IIJ1 br in to 

solve it. by did Fred 'addock want to kill me. Perilapa it a over little 

Hazel of the night be!ore. But no, that couldn't be• b causo l had h d the 

re ling earlier in the day, on t.he !err, crossing tbe Straits, long before 

either ot us had laid eyes on littl Hazel. 

hy then did Fred want to kill mo? hy? 

Perh ps he was still brooding ovor that. New Year• s eve he h d caught me 

and hia ni!e 'aida 1n a friendly clinch. But hell, that w s nearly five ye rs 

be!or and everybody clinches on New Year's anyway-and the Lord knows Fred h d 

necked my wire often enough, right out betoru God and everyone, at. bridt;e 

p:.irties and nniveraaries and the like. No, it couldn't be that. 
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hy, why, why? ... 

Then., as I was walking along in tho silent hardwood, carrying my rifle 

nnd pack, the answer euddenly came to me in a blinding tlnsh: Fred was losing 

his mind! Fted ' ddock was going insane 1 

'!'he realization made me o weak and jittery that I h,·d to sit down. I 

discovered th t I was perspiring and my hands n re trembling. l gl ncod back 

down the trail on which F.red as npproaching. • Thank God he waa not 7et in 

oight,. I knfffl I'd h.'lve to net raat.. Quickl7 l sorembled to mr :feet, eased 

ott my pack, •hipped out thre shell and l0'1ded my ritle. I stood up and 

took careful aim down the trail. It was a case of eith r hitn or me. It had 

st rt d to anew little and th thin !lakes glistened in the sw,light. 

11Steady, Clyde," I whispered to myself. irrlhen he rounds th&t bend you've 

got. to let him have it--right between the e1es!" 

ell, I gueas that's the whole story. Yee, L ues1 that's just about all 

I've got to say before you pals sentence on rne, ,Judge. 
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