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Fre / A QTM%‘CAL CERTAINTY. . st ppdnbns
o Vs vvvcle Nobnr Zrontn
It was,on our way to deercamp that I first ekeariy realized that Maddock

: W&mw MM/WI/WMjWW

wanted to kill me./‘ﬂlarﬁa'ddock—and—l' Feaxr

for nearly fifteen years--and now all of sudden he wanted to kill me... There

was nothing resdy tangible; nothing e could,(“ put h1s finger on;

MWW W""j

certainly nothing ,one could ever prove in court.. was more of a feeling

f(

than anything else. In fact this strange f&ihg/\came over me even before

.

e

Maddock and I ever got ‘a%t.he 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'

4Z L\) W“(m

Maddock's first name--had bought a Detroit newspaper jrom a kid én the l(ack:naw eo%

side, and on the way across I remembe ad u.nting article by

cy% avrv'W“L 1wml~) Al

someAcolumnist or other. It was the usual{pre-deer—season newspaper,éaff- about

WW«&(W 'WM‘M bt otee T}

the "army of nimrodsg" 'Phoae sure enough read out loud/\wmt

alyul dj/ —‘-aﬂvv%/uﬁf Uicen
said that—an army of nimrods woul soon be ,?.z the Northwoods- they-always—eall-it

Yise oo poerv

a bha—t-—,——&oo-—it was a "mathematlcal certa y" that some of[t-helr would ‘be carried

o s T8

outhfeet first, killed by other hunters.

"Sure hope it doesn't happen to either of us, Cl}&'e‘,‘-."__biyl‘said to me)winki.ng s

N

and then he kind of chuckled. "Sort of gives a fellow the wiliits--—makes him

foel almosd like turning back."

mé-aéasé&.«y




"Yes, Fred," I said.

; :
Then I rémember he turned and looked at meAwith a fmyi little smile. "Just
oll

think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boat,Ahappy and
¢ B
bea-l—bhy/\and looking forward to a week of deer hunting and relaxat.ion/that'll be

stone dead in a few days--and he doesn't even know it. Brr§g., Let's talk about
) Lo > anel Brcor-
something elmsis .2 W MWJ Hé W l‘%» He mw:ﬁa{n
. Lo >N, 7 - M
wfm ”\l/ ﬂb’ i {/1 >

"It's okay with me, Fred," I saidg, s-nd/\t‘hat's when I got the first small /"”’41"7”

) g5
T fiicker ,that Maddock intended to pay me off. ¥1l-tell-you, QI made me shiver,Vnwwv/?,

L4 A

with horror.

’ 7

Bat Mcrossed on the ferry, picked up a few quick drinks and a hot sandwicke -
in St. Ignace)and by nightfall we had aﬂud:’naChippewa, rma.y up in the Upper
e W‘W7é U bter MovimTimg, vioill of Ditec. y S 4

Peninsula., By then Fred was so cheerful and full of/Zood humor that I lfi=quite /)W-?
A

forgot%l\t.he 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. decided it was too

s .

late to head for deercamp,(-mwere 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

: a
suchf i names for their miserable little bars and hotels...

o)




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

supper, &8s we sat around in t.he/llobby listening to(the other lower Michigan

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

W N\

i ' ball tongght at the local Slork Club., Believe it or no at's what they call 1t.é
P e R
"Okay by me, Fred," I said. :
% MW) Wn&w
These hunters' balls are quit.e an insti ution in north Michigan, during earer
q%/m, Qncl Lo Hrontorarmtvte GEansy o,
M Apout all they are, really, is a big informal drunk where scores

Crch~full of Sugh Hpirie ancl Lo furponey

of perspiring red-clad, rubber-booted deer hunteﬁ clutch and grab at the local

virgins and wrassle them around an over-heated dancehall, while the local Mortimer

I remember that there was a little dark one at the dance that.Aboth Ered (and
,/WAM D e bow W)/W
I went for thet—might. Her name was Hazel, a divorcee. AF::‘E’EM/\ r-‘-red_‘gwoulg dance

et st got bonliin et

with her and buy her a drink and then I woum We were bothﬁglv:mg her quite a

‘“WWW

play and trying to take her homeA Haz ,‘11 was t.he'Q
Moj

/W % MKZ/ W WZ‘/' P4
get out zk=mm with alone. I\I don't like to brig, but I finally sold her my b

Y

Snerds stand around enviously looking on.

of goods. Hazel went home [with me ingtead of MW
o
V ' Dol lrced | Hocly” riacd o kit 2o mﬁﬂém
?I took Hazel home in a cab, But first we went and had some genuine top-grain

M#WWW Ao vveol-=~

cowhide steaks at a local restaurant. Apd some sSoggy French fries. ANaturally-ﬁ




ot d looty Amm MWMMMW#a
e decent % ;h%%({zh

SN
Swas called Lindy's. Eﬁﬁl stayed at Hazel's place longer than anyA married

deerhunter ever should, and when I got back to the Palmer House e¥sn some of the

ol
sleepy chamber maids were/\begirming to stir. I remember how those Awooden stairs

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

’ ;
Inastdonkss Qhuaig, fora mrment,
rubber boots I saw a slit of light under R-od-lsAdoor. ﬁ quickly wrenched open

W wre

the door and there was MAsitting on the bed holding his deer rifle_fpoint.ed M

j ; A
at me! When he saw me he quickly lowered the gun and(began éubbing it with a

rag. 1 Btood there in the doox{::@afrefully watching him.

"Couldn't sleep, mumbled. "Decided to oil up the old .30-.30 a little."
g "40-‘0,4(4/, J anaverd ao-&(% éé/w We oo,
;&Mgé, Zvae ahe
"How was the localA arnell?" Fpé:sald. "d!.dequate?" He stood up) yawning,

b 42oe of
and leaned the rifle against the back corner of the old walnut bureau, next toAthe
walh oV aud
bed. I longed to grab it and see if it was loaded, but decided to wait until later
e
when Eged Awas asleep. -EmdAturned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was that goodf)/

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

"Fred," ij;/:i‘./dﬂ?“l don't like the way you were holding that rifle at me

when I just came in the door."

Oadidsck Wede e got wengy 1.

S-od looked at me, at first incredulously and then a little angrily. A Then

e Legam bo speats)

he grinned at me andz sat on the bed, Esspoke.__-gsﬁ:etip/\m o M/ume, abnioar

be :




"Clyde, yon.b better hit the hay. ;ou've had a large evening and you're

tired... I told you I couldn't sleep and I was going over my rifleAto pass the

time‘ I didn't even hear you coming down the hall. And it isn't loaded anyway,

Sk ot goud Pl B i e

naturally. o But this is all too silly... Listen, fella--don't be that way.
A —

got the dame and took her home-—and now I'm trying to shoot you for it.l No, Eg

@,
Clyde--not over »wnttle 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." HeW ‘%«

held out his hand to me. A Wﬁ&, W M %/m Mﬁ/
Wmm%wﬁ@aw"z’m MWW‘?%M'
4‘ "Okay, Fred," I said, shaking his hand.
Ges . | il
was broad daylight when I awoke. Fweedswas lying on his back his mouth
Wes Froni toae wtsfosy ancl tlancting L Leke a WM«ZM/ 4
open,ml carefully slid out of my side of the bed and qubeleky went over %é

bgpu. St

and looked at his rifle. It was empty. A must have waited until I(

and then unloaded it. And I had meant to stay awake and catch him at it... %
s

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

\

in the swamp. Let's get up and head for deer camp.”

= NPALLE

The Afeeling came over me again much stronger, as we packed our stuff into

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




second-growth he-ndwoed)‘and mapleK On account of the swamps and windfalls we had to
an ol
pack our gear,: nearly two miles over an old tote road. It was nearly noon before

we loaded our packs and took ifles and started off for camps m A

the lead. _We hadn't gone a half-mile before he sat down &n a windfall and said

N ftlet Loce nofiley pos AL s L

he'd have to rest. iiﬁgrinned up at me. I was beginning to hate that grmof Aa/

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

«No%m»ﬁ be Yo -

"What's more he never was. “Guess the ole legs are goin' back on me, Clyde.“ ﬂ/&. W

W%Wﬂwhﬁdw %WW%/M?(WW;”

"Take it easy, Fred," I said, watching him carefully.
Uul e "”W"‘%
¥y1 could’aee he was/trying\craftily to get me in the lead, Abntr there wasn't

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

So after we rested a f' minutes I started out in the lead) kept close to me
Azt Me m« So—-lés&wm— Ko Mﬁ

for awhile and then pretty soon he started falling behind. ,Once I thought I

heard aAme’callic ciick behind me, like someone loading a rifle, but when I
turned around ﬁ!ud'\was sitting on a log again, far down the trail, resting his

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

Aa!&-&r&
beside him. I eedded/to him and he looked up and waved at me, kind of weakly.
,[LMW&WW%W@ Cernnang , +y ol
I tw%of-nhyb—a-m bastard my old hunting chum had become.
Turnid, and Lrvwasbe comeder \

) q‘m; I wa.lked along the trail I tried to calmly think i out . A!&FMM

oyttt

?Mtl. Awant to kill me? A'Perhpfs it was over little Hazel of the night before. But no,

(

g

P P




that couldn't be, because I had had the feel earlier in the day, on the ferry

crossing the Straits, long before either of us had laid eyes on little Hazel.

C %W /.KL/
- %Perhaps was still brooding over that New Year's eve he had caught me and his
)

M and ;
wife Maida in a/\clinch. But hell, that was nearly five years before /\and the Lord

knew 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 thatc :

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

suddenly came to me in aﬁfh;twmndl ;AM Thedolrck mf’“} ¢

i e
The realization made me so weak and jittery that I had to sit down. I dis~- %

fart

covered that I was perspiring and my hands were trembling. I glanced down the

Hork Svel lic \ﬂé/rwﬂ

trail on which Fred was aiproaching. %A was not yet in sight. &kél\have to act fast.

Lo oy 047

Quickly I 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. .OZ,(&(

Wﬁ;&féwfawwucﬂb%fé/ ?@mezz;"zjﬂ

ﬂ "Steady, ALW ispered to myself. "When he rounds that bend you've got to

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

Wl W"l "
@-,AI guess that's the whole story. Yes, I guess that'sAall I've got to

say before you pass sentence on me, Judge.




Written by
John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

A MATHEMATICAL CERTAINTY
by
Robert Traver

It wae in the woods on our way to deercamp that I first realized th&t“
¥addock wanted to kill me. It came as a terrible shock, for Maddock and 1 weré
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 nothing ;

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

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

terribly frightening. It was more of a feeling than anything else. In fact
this strange sense of dread first came over me even before Maddock and I ever
got into the woods.

We were coming across the Straits of Mackinac on the crowded state ferry,
headed riorth 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 1 remember we éat in the car reading
it. He became quite amused over a deer hunting articlo by some columnist or
other, It was the usual pre-deer-season uewabaper blathar about the
"army of nimrods" that would soon be "stalking" the white-tail deer, con-
cluding with the same neat little annual essay oﬁ gafety in the woods...

Then sure enough Maddock read out loud to me about the army of nimrods that
would soon be "invading the Northwoods"--unother of their favorite phrases--
and that it was a "mathematical certainty" that soms of them would be carried
out of the woods, feet first, killed by other hunters,

nSure hope it doesn't happen to either of us, Clyde," Maddock said to me,
winking, and then he kind of chuckled, "Sort of gives a fellow the willies--
makes him almost feel like turning back."

"Yes, Fred," I said.

Then I remember he turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar littly
smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at lsast one guy on this very bos

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

5N,

Qs




Written by
Jobn D. Voelker

Ishpeming, Hichigan

A MATHEMATICAL CERTAINTY
by
Robert Traver

It was in the woods on our way to deercamp that I first realized that
Maddock wanted to kill me. It came as a terrible shock, for Maddock and I were|
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 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 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 even before Maddock and I ever
got into the woods.

We were coming across the Straits of Eac%innc on the crowded state ferry,
headed north with ali the other lower Michigan deer hunters. Fred--that's
Maddock's first name--had bought a Detroit newspaper from a kid on the
Mackinaw Uity 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 ususl sasued pfé-déerbseason newspaper blather about the

"army of nimrods" that would soon be "stalking" the white-tail deer, concluding
wtﬂv anrumal

ﬁhgnphe same neat littlﬁmfsaay on safety in the woods... Then sure enough

Yaddock read out loud to me abbut the army of nimrods that would scon be

"invading the North;géda"—-anobher of their favorite phrases--and that it was
a "mathematical certainty" that some of them would seem be carried out of the
woods, feet first, killed by other hunters.

"Sure hope it doesn't happen to eithar of us, €lyde," Maddock said to me,
winking, and then he kind of chuckled. "Sort of gives a fellow the willies--
makes him almost feel like turning back."

"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 forward to 2 week of deer hunting and







relaxation, that'll be stone dead in a few days--and he doesn't even know it.
Brrr.. lLet's talk about something a little less grim." He balled up the

newspaper and threw it on the car floer.

nIt's okay with me, Fred," I aaid, 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, pickéd 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
supper, as we sat around in the crowded lobby listening to a 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,
maybe there's something in that name. Let's go see.”

"Okay by me, Fred," 1 said.

These hunters' balls are gquite an 1natitdtion 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
P 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

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

I around enviously looking on.




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 husband 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 home--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
delinguent daughter... I don't like to brag, but I finally sold her my bill
of goods. Hazel went 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 down 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 Hduee some of the sleepy chamber
maids were even beginning to stir. I remember how those damn wooden stairs
creaked as 1 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 stood
there in the doorway carefully watching him.

"Couldn't sleep," Maddock mumbled. "Decided to oil up the old .36-.30 a
little." 2 5

"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 sed

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




turned to me, grinning. "Oh, 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."

Maddock looked at me, at first ineredulously and then a littls angrily.
His face got very red. Then he grinned at me and again sat on the bed. He
began to speak, in & 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 shobi you for it! No, Clyde-énot 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, ieé's forget the whole sorry business.

We're both a trifle”oVef;mgtufé fof'this sort. of tgiﬂgtﬁ ﬁe'was amilihg again.

"Okay, Fred," I said, -sha)d_.ng hip N

It was broad daylight when 1 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 bdlder than I. I carefully slid
out of my side bf 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 1 had meant to stay awake and catch him at it...

lI "Fred," I said, gently pushing him in the ribs. "Fred, get up. 1It's

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

The same horrible feeling came over me again, only much stronger, as we
il
packed our stuff into deer camp. Our camp was part of an old asbandoned lumber

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

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

thin sunlight. I saw to it that Maddock toock the lead. We hadn't gone a half-

Shis




mile before he suddenly sat down in a windfall and said he'd have to rest.
He held his rifle loosly 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," 1 said, watching him carefully.

il 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 for awhile and then pretty soon
he started falling behind. He was changing his drategy... Once I thought I

heard a sharp metallic click behind me, like someone loading a rifle, but when
I turned around Maddock was sittiﬁg on & log again, far down the trail, resting
his arms on his knees and his head on his arms. Hys rifle was leaning on the
log beside him., I halioed.to him and he looked up and waved st me, kind of

weakly. I stood there thinking sadly qf 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
‘aolve 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 tie Straits, long before
'either of us had laid eyes on little Hagzel,

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

parties and anniversaries and the like. No, it couldn't be that.




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! Pred Maddock was going insane!

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 was 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. 1 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 bemd you've

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

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

I've got to say before you pass sentence on me, Judge.




Written by
| John D. Voelker
Ishpeming, Michigan

A MATHEMATICAL CERTAINTY
by
Robert Traver

It was in the woods on our way to deercamp that I first realized that
Maddock wanted to kill me. It came as a terrible shock, for Maddock and I werg
I 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 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 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 emen 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
il

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

it e e Cam—— o ~# deer hunting article by some columnist or

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-

i| 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—-

I and that it was a "mathematical certaintyﬁ 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," Maddock said to me,
winking, and then he kind of chuckled., "Sort of gives a fellow the willies-~
makes him almost feel like turning back."

"Yes, Fred," I said.

Then I remember he turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar littlﬂ
smile., "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boatl,

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




relaXation, that'll be stone dead in a few days--and he doesn'ﬁjz:fn know it.
Brrr.. Let's talk about something a little less grim." He balled ugﬂthe
newspaper and threw it on the car floor.

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

supper, as we sat around in the crowded lcbby listeniﬂé 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."

"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.




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 husband 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 home--or somewhere. Hazel was the sort of motherly type a man wants

rapidly to get out with, alene., Kind of like that noted nude of Whistler's
delinguent daughter... I don't like to brag, but I finally sold her my bill
of goods. Hazel went 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 down on her davenport and had a good long
talke..

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 damn wooden stairs
creaked as I teetered up to our roon. 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 stood
there in the doorway carefully watching him.

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




turned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was that good, was she, Mr. Eagle Scout?"
he said. "So you won't talk, hey?" i

"Fred," I quietly said; "I don't like the way you were holding that rifle
at mé when i just came in the door."

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." He was smiling again.
"Okay, Fred," I said, shaking his 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. 1It's

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

ll

The same horrible feeling came over me again, only much stronger, as we
llpacked 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 ouf gear about two miles over an
old tote road. It was nearly noon before we Ha@ loaded our packs and took up

llour 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 leads We hadn't gone a half-
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mile before he suddenly sat down Gn a windfall and said he'd have to rest.
He held his rifle loosdy 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 for awhile and then pretty soon

he started falling behind. He was changing his ssrategy... 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. Hys rifle was leaning on the
log beside him. I halloced to him and he looked up and waved at me, kind 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 aleng 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 New Year's anyway--and the Lord knows 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.




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 flaéh: Fred was losing
his mind! Fred Maddock was going insane!l

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 was 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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A MATHEMATICAL CERTAINTY
by
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It was in the woods on our way to deercamp that I first realized that
¥addock wanted to kill me. 1t came as a terrible shock, for Maddock and 1 werp
good friends; we had hunted deer together every November for nearly fifteen
years--and now nll of a sudden he wanted 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 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 wysbefore Maddock and I ever
got into the woods.

We were coming across the Straits of MHackinac on the crowded state ferry,
headed north with all the other lower ¥ichigan 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 1 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 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 Kaddock read out loud to me about the army of nimrods that
would soon be "invading the korthwoods"--another of their favorite phrases--
and that it was a "mathematical certainty” thut 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," Maddock said to me,
winking, and then he kind of chuckled, - "Sort of gives a fellow the willies--
makes him zlmost feel like turning back."

"Yes, Fred," 1 said,

Then 1 remember he turned and looked at me soberly, with a peculiar 1itt]
smile. "Just think, Clyde, there's probably at least one guy on this very boj

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




relajation, that'll be stone dead in a few days--and he doesn't evi:ékzz: ?;:
Brrr.. Let's talk about something a little less grim." He balled ui%;\tfhe”””' y
newspaper and threw it on’the ear floor.

"it's okay with me, Fred," 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 8t. 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 1
nearly forgot about the odd feeling I had had earlier that day. 1 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

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

all the other lower Wichigan 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,
maybe there's something in that name. Let's go see.”

"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.




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 husband was a2 hulking jealous brute that suspected her of

running after other men. My, my... First Waddock would dance with her and
buy her a drink and then I would. And little Hazel just got lonlier and
lonlier... ¥e 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, alcne. Kind of like that noted nude of Whistler's
delinguent daughter... I don't like to brag, but I finally scld her my bill
of goods. Hazel went 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 scggy French fries.
Little Hazel was simply starved... Naturally the dump was called Lindy's.
Then 1 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
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 damn wooden stairs
oreaked as I ;eetered up to our room. Lip-toeing down the carpeted hall'in ny
“ rubber boots I saw a slit of light'undor Maddock's door. Pausing for a moment,
I I quickly wrenched open the door and there was Maddock sitting on the bed

holding his deer rifle. :; igp;pointod straight at me! When he saw me he

quickly lowered the gun and sheepishly began rubbing it with a rag. I stood
{l there in the doorway carefully watching him.

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

I little.”
'S0 1 see," I answered coldly, c¢losing 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

| A#-it was loaded, but decided to wait until later when he was asleep. He




turned to me, grinning. "Oh, so she was that good, was she, r. Hagle Scout?”
he sald. "So you won't talk, hey?"

"Fred," I quietly said, "I don't like the way you were holding that rifle
at me when 1 just came in the door."” ;

¥addock looked at mo,'at first incredulously and then a little angrily.
His face got very red. Then he grinned at me and sgain sat on the bed. He
began to speak, in & 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 1 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! WNo, 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."” He was smiling again.

"Okay, Fred," I sald, shaklng his hand.

It was broad daylight when I awoke. Maddock was lying on his back with
his mouth open, snoring. His halr was wispy and stonding up like a Kewpie
doll's and I noticed that he wes getting much balder than I. 1 carefully slid
out of my side ot’%hé bed and went over and looked at hisﬂrifle. It was
empty. Hm... He must have waited until I fell asleep and bhanrunloaded it.
And 1 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'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 sbandoned 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 hmad loaded our packs and took up
our rifles and started off for camp. It was & clear, cold Hovember day with a
thin sunlight. I saw to it that Maddock took the leads We hadn't gone a half-

gt




mile before he suddenly sat down aa/ & windfall and said he'd have to rest.
He held his rifle loosly ecross 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 espell 1 bad two--no three--years ago’"

"Take it easy, Fred,"” 1 said, watching him carefully.

I could see that he was oraftily trying to get me in the lead, playing on
my sympathy, and there ugsn't much I could do about it without msking another
scene. I1'd have to humof him.,. 8o 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. HKe kept close to me for awhile and then pretty SOOT
he started falling bebind. He was changing his g#rategy... Once I thought I
heard a sharp metallic click behind me, like someone loading a rifle, bat when
I turned around Kaddock was sitting on a log again, far down the trail, resting
his arms on his knees and his head on his arms. His rifle was leaning on the
log beside him. I halloed to him and he looked up and waved at me, kind 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 trall 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 tiie Straits, long before

gither of us had lald 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 wife often enough, right out before God and everyone, at bridge
parties and anniversaries and the like. MNo, it couldn't be that.
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