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I I lay in my bunk, 
I I 

The Deerhunt 

listening to the wild snoring of Leo and Jack; 

listening to the field mice gleefully exploring the .mysteries of our 

provisions; listening to the hellish clanking of the camp ararm clock. 

My hatred for exploring mice and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching 

homicidal proportions. I must get a grip on myself. I resolutely closed 

my hot eyes. Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. Ah, at last--outright 

strangulation was setting in. Iopened my eyes and lay watching our woolen 

hunting underwear and socks executing a grostesque ballet hanging from the 

rafters, fitfully lit by a dancing slit of light from the camp stove. 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, This is roughing it; 

this is camp life; this is the first night in deer camp. This, too, is 

probably the terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too many blends 

og blended whiskey. Tomorrow, I thought, was the fiteenth of November,the 

first day or deerhunting. Tomorrow fifty thousand--count them--red-coated 

hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and Jack and me and thousands of 

other upper peninsula hunters in the annual chase. Tomorrow this army of he-

men, armed with elephant guns, would go forth to hunt and scourge the most 

graceful and defenseless and least offensive animal in the entire northwoods. 

The annual slaughter was about to begin. The--the annual slaughter ... 



Suddenly I found myself sitting on the camp floor. There wae a great 

frisking and scampering of startled mice. I sat there on the cold wooden 

floor rubbing my eyes like a bewildered child in a moist suit of Dr. Danton's. 

The figure intrigued me. "Mama, I said, lurching to my feet. There was a 

muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with you, Buckshot," I said, 

creaking and groping my way across the camp floor to the water pail. 

11Ah-h-hl 11 I stealthily opened the camp door and went outside. 

The night was big and still and the stars had tipped and wheeled 

greatly across the sky. It had snowed and the diamond points glittered 

faintly in the starlight. I stood there and wrote my name in snow; That 

is, all but the last three letters, for even the most literate must 

occasionally run out of ink. I stood there stupidly, wretched and shivering, 

watching the stars gleaming through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. 

There was one pnrticular star. lt was a star which always stared at 

one unblinking, cold and tar and timeless; a star the name of which I never 

knew or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a bird or 

a flower, I somberly reflected, was to know a little less than nothing; it 

was to barter the awareness that lies in just looking at the mystery and 

wonder ot Nqture for the 9lib ignorance of man's fury to classify and label. 

"Yea, I know all about that star--its name is Orion." I stood there shivering, 



in a mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. A jingle from the 

extensively unpublished works of one Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind. 

110, impersonal and distant star, 
So far, so tar out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight , 
And stares at Earth? I ponder." 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west of Silver Lake. 

It had been built many years before, of cedar, and had been the main office 

of a logging company. The bunkhouse, the barns, the cook.house bad fallen 
I 

into ruins many years before. The white pine had been logged. The t umult 

and the shouting of the spring drive had faded and died away. The old 

lumberjacks--where were they?--had f aded and died away. Our camp was all that 

was left--a low, dark, mice-ridden relic--mouldering among the white pine 

stumps and tall hardwood. An owl who-whoed far down the valley toward 

Silver Lake and I hurriedly scrambled back int the camp. 

Again I rattled the water pail, and carefully fixed the draft in the 

stove so that our underwear would cease its obscene dance. Then~ craftily 

hid the alarm clock under a spare blanket. I glanced at the snoring forms 

of ·Leo and Jack. The neatest way to silence them would be to use a deer 

rifle. Where was the ammunition•. But then there would be the inquest and 

all the explaining. And all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter 



led me north, north, north. I finally crossed a narrow creek and round 

myself in strange country. I had never hunted there before. The trees 

seemed taller. The deer tracks grew fresher. I slipped my ritle off 

safety and pressed ahead. I came to a little knoll. On top of this 

knoll stood a wall of close-growing cedars. Like a hedge. The fresh tracks led 

into this hedge. Shrugging, I ducked my head and followed. 





It was dawn of the fifteenth of November--the first day of deer season. 

An army of fifty thousand red-coated hunters had poured over the Straits of 

Mackinac to reinforce the hunting troops of the Upper Peninsula of Michigan. 

The anm.ual slaughter was about to begin ... 

Leo and Jack and I had arrived at camp the night before. Our camp stood 

in the tall hardwood just west of Silver Lake. It was built of cedar and used 

to be the office of the old Dea.J..River logging Company's main camp. It was all 

that was left--a low, dark, cedar camp mouldering among the white pine stumps 

and thick hardwood. 

I had not slept well the first night. Perhaps it was sheer excitement; 

perhaps it was the corned beef and cabbage; perhaps it was that I had lost nearly 

five bucks in smear; perhaps it was the charge of blended whiskey I had absorbed 

sitting too close to the stove. Perhaps it was all of theae things. 

A half dozen times I had been up groping for the water pail. I envied 

the regular snores of Jack and Leo:"l\~ed their bovine cloddish oblivion. -~ 
~ • ,<nrp- - "" / 

Back in the bunk I fell asleep and then rolled out on tr/e floor,$hen~ 
JH../uJ~4-t ./~ ~,,__~~A~-a«k~ ~~~ 

stare at the stare. A When I wasn't out star gazing or prowling and creaking 

around the dark camp--which was lit only by a dancing slit of light from the ~ 

stove-I dreamed uneasily about regiments 

past my bunk. Daylight wa~g when I 

of gi7nt ten-point bucks goosestepp~P ~ 

~~~~~'"'~~ 
last stalked sleep. A I must have dozed • 

and stirred uneasily and rolled, for once again l found myself out of the bunk 4&c.c. 

~ on the floor. To hell with it, I'd get up and go hunting. 



It was dawn of the fifteenth of November--the first day of deer season. 

An army of fifty thousand red-coated hunters had poured over the Straits of 

Mackinac to reinforce the huntil"g troops of the Upper Peninsula of llichigan . 

The am.ual slaughter was about to begin ... 

Leo and Jack and I had arrived at camp the night before. Our camp stood 

in the tall hardwood just west ot Silver Lake. It was built of cedar and used 

to be the office of the old Dear River Logging Company's main camp. It was all 

that was left--a low, dark, ced·1r camp mouldering among the white pine stumps 

and thick hardwood. 

I had not slept well the first night. Perhaps it was sheer excitement; 

perhaps it was the corned beet and cabbage; perhaps it was that I had lost nearly 

five bucks in smear; perhaps it was the charge of blanded whiskey I had absorbed 

sitting too close to the stove. Perhaps it was all of theae things. 

A half dozen times I had been up groping for the water pail . I envied 

the regular snores of Jack and Leo. I hated their bovine cloddish oblivion. 

Back in the bWlk I fell asleep and then roiled out on the floor, then out to 

stare at the stars. When I wasn't out st~r fazing or prowling and creaking 

around the dark camp--which was lit only by a dancing slit of light from the 

stove--! dreamed uneasily about regiments of giant ten-point bucks goosestepping 

past my bunk. Daylight was coming when I last stalked sleep. I must have dozed 

and stirred uneasily and rolled, for once again I found myself out of the bunk 

on the floor. To hell with it, I'd get up and go hunting. 
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My hatred for exploring mice and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching 

~~ ~~~~~ 
homicidal proportions. I .ams::t.Aget a grip on myself. IKesolutely closed 

~ dwJ,,, ~to~ ... 
my hot eyes. ~ Then Leo~::;;t-t~~~ 

strangulation was setting in ••• =ed my eyes~:- le:, net el~~ :-0~~~ 
L .tk, ,.. ,,,H, __ ; :Jj'=. =i ~ ~ ~ u-~ -.,< ...,..,.-w~:,J - ..., .... I\ 

fm=l: i:l.g underwear ks/\xecuting a grostesque balle~aneid¼g fH111: the 

""' r:Ju. r ~ , 
Pa(ters,/\ fitfully lit by a dancing slit of light from the camp stove. 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, This is roughing it; 

this is camp life; this is the first night in deer camp. This, too, is 

probably the terminal result of tao much boiled cabbage and too many blends 

of blended whiskey. Tomorrow, I thought, was the f K eenth of November, the 
/\ 

first day of deerhunting. Tomorrow fifty thousand~ fred-coated 

hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and Jack and me and thousands of 

~ ~,tk. ~-~·du,z./, 

other upper peninsula hunters in the annual/\efiaac. · Tomorrow this army of he-

men, armed with elephant guns,would go forth to hunt and scourge the most 

graceful and defenseless and least offensive animal in the 
~, 'fl'M-L~. ~' ~a,a~wviU. ~ 
~~• annual slaugh~er was about to begin.~~- ~ ;~ual 

entire northwoods. 

slaughter ... 



~ 
Suddenly I found myself sitting on the camp floor. There was a great 

I\ • 

c._~tk ~~~ -4ttk.~~,&_~ 
frisking~ MflfflH r:Yf startied mice_,A I sat there on the ce=d wowden ~~ 

floor rubbing my eyes like a bewildered child in a moist suit of Dr. Denton's. 

The fig reAintrigued me. "Mama, I sai~ :ng to my feet, There was a 

muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with you, Buckshot," I said, 

~' and groping my way across the camp floor to the water pail. 9 ~ 
~ ~~'11:;~/h,id~~~~➔ · I\ 

A "Ah-h-hl" I a:t,anJ~~ ~ -~~.:S door a;:;:;;~ __,, 

The night was~ aftd st "1i and the stars ~had tipped and wheeled 
'I\ " )ft 

,·1 9 } 

greatly across the sky• It had snowed and the diamond points glittered 

~1 ~~~ 
faintly in the starlight. A I stood there(and wrote my name in snow; -fhat 

is, all but the last three letters, for even the most ~ 

• · ··~"',:!~~' 
-V"'- A. ~ - 0" 

occasionally run out of ink. I stood there,(stttpidly,;\wretched and shivering, 

~ batt~ 
watching the stars gleaming through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. 

" 
There was one particular star. lt was a star which always stared at 

one unblinking, cold and far and timeless; a star the name of which I never 

knew or ever wanted to learn. To know t he mere name of a star or a bird or 

a flower, I somberly reflected, was to know a little less than nothingf $:, 

~ ~ £nvw-~ A.~ tk ~~47 o( 
I\ was to barter the awareness that lies in/\,jtral J. ,,dcing &f/.• the mystery and 

~ 
wonder of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's fury to classify and label. 

A 

"Yew, I know all about that star--its name is Orion. 11 I stood there shivering, 



~ 
~ in a mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. A jingle from the 

" 
extensively unpublished works of one Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind. 

"0, impersonal \and distant star, 
So far, so far out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight, ,, 

An\st;:::,tt:a~~Mv ~-✓ 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west of Silver Lake. 

~ 
It had been built many years before, of cedar, and had been the main office 

A 

of a logging company. The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse had fallen 
. ~ /\ 

~ a1J. ~~ a-J,~·(/., ,·.,~~~'14~. 

into;\ ruins _-fl'RnBFl:Fl-J¥'-':Y'1'1e!'!<'an1~sr-tbree't'fo-01rie,"',• A lh:f h:te pin~ had been ~ogge<¼ The tumult ~~.::: 

- a-..< • 
and the shouting of the spring drive had faded and died away. i'he old 

,' 
lumber jacks--where were they?~.ie l;mae and die l 

/\ 

~ ~ I 

Our /\camp was all that 

was left--a low, dark, mice-ridden relic--mouldering among the waite ~:i:ne 

~ 
~ stumps and ~ hardwood. An owl who-whoed far down the valley toward 

;\ 

Silver Lake and I hurriedly scrambled back in~~ camp. Mt 5 a 5'•• "t (,, v 

·•~iiafbi1,z.9 ·1&°11 

Again I rattled the water pail, and carefully fixed the draft in the 

stove so that our underwear would cease its obscene dance. Then~ craftily 

hid the alarm clock under a spare blanket. I glanced at the snoring forms 

t~--· 
of Leo and Jack. /\ The neatest way to silence them would be to use a deer 

rifle. Where was the ammunition? But then there would be the inquest and 

~ 
~ the explaining. And all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter 

" 



~h~J 

runs amuck in deercamp11 Or was it "amok"? And anyway, they were quiet 
~ 

for the moment. 
~ ,++51 77-

I sank wearily ee:eh in my bunk and drew the blankecy over 
A A 

~~ 
Into my oblivion ~!PifiOQ 

/\ 

$~~fluul.,~ 
my head. AI must have fallen asleep immediately. 

~ a regiment of giant ten-point bucks, haughti~ st my bun~ vi-t- 01. ~ 
goosestep~ their moist muzzles glistening in the firelight. 

) 
@~' 

me. AI reached a&!:. for my rifle--and 
~ 

stopped and protruded hisAtongue at 

~ 
again found myself sitting on the cold floor. 11 To hell with it,

11 
I muttered 

1rn.w.,,~1~•-~ J,t~~~ ,a+ 
through clenched teeth. lloi s • t np" nJ o;: 

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

11Like all the works of men, 11 I thought, smiling 

~¥ .,,.otif»..; 
inwardly at this kernel of phi-

► 
camp I took a compass bearing and struck westerly toward 

' t>-< ~ 
the Dead River falls. The tall hardwood_s lookedAghostly in the half-dawn. 

~ ~ ~~ mtw- ~"OI ~ ~ ""7-j ~ 
During the year iiGm& REm eHe:, Ae: d f!aHen-?" some of the older ,t;eee-s '""'ll'R'e now ~ 

A. (Z;;J.~ ~ 
1-earm·~ confideni;#ially against the others, "whispering, like proud and 

aged priests mild~gossiping in the unkempt grounds of ~ ected cloister. 
f,. ~~~ 

-fk ;?,,.,. .-1-~~J I had gone about a q~r mile w,b j struck _t;~~sh dee~ trac~ g 

1.u,~ 11,Jvrv• 3/vtn't\ 1k. ~ "'-tt..,;,A~ JP~ ¾~-~bi.~,~~, 
ones~ ~ /\went due north. I checked my compass and followed them. They 



• 
lu~~ik ~ ~ 

led me north, north, north. A I finally crossed a narrow creek and found 

myself in strange country. I had never hunted there br;/~~~ /1/ees 

1/cl/U,UJfA.£ /t)WU ~ • ~ eltt>o,~ of /Isl~~~ 
seemed taller. A The,. track~ grew fresher. ~ed my rifle off 1-f 

~~ 
A ~ 

safety and pressedft ahead. I came to a little knoll,-. t0n top of Wti:e ~ 

~ ,t4•~" /.1.kA,'t\,~~-
hnlMl!i! stood a,., wall of close-growing cedars) ~a~/\ The fresh tracks led 

into this hedge. Shrugging, I ducked my head and followed. 
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' t " think I wideratand some of the things that goad you hwiters to so 

\ 
%Jllu_: , relentlessly pursue us. In many cases, .;in most perhaps, it 18 the 

simple lust for meat; in others it is an atavistic urge to stalk and kill; 

and in still others, more subtly, to kill a deer somehow at once demonstrates and 

massages ths ego of th~ human male. All of it is a curious .mixture of juvenility 

and plain brutality. And whatever your .motives, the results are the same for us: 

pain, sorrow and death." 

I stared at the olive branch I held in my hand. 

"Consider, then, what I am abcut to say... For many, many years, even 

before the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors pondered how 

they might 1hield themselves from their human tormentors. Only this year do 

we think we may 

713 







The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly in the halt-dawn. The new 

snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeching naked limbs ot the hard~ 

woods in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally falling, lending 

the forest an oddly gala aspect. In the silent hardwood the trees were mostly 

old and tall, and some were rotted and dead and fallen., and some were rotting and 

dying., still standing, like proud and aged priests. Others leaned and sighed 

against their fellow~., like willful, tippling old men exchanging obscene con-

tidences. The scene was invested with a sense of nameless and infinite ~uin. 

There was a strange hush, a sort of whispering stillness., as I walked along 

upon the light new snow, cushioned on the matting ot ao many years' dead leaves. 

I came upon a great hardwood that had crashed in a recent storm, its trunk 

pisted and tom and ripped with the agony of its final reluctant surrender to 

the obedient and triumph1¥1t earth. 

"~!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood stupidly staring and frozen, 

my fifle listless at my side., .watching it bound gracefully out of sight., gaining 

incredible speed., bouncing 0 1 er the tangle of windfalls, its tall white flag gaily 

wig-wagging a fond farewell. "Big one," I said aloud thus keeping my stupidity 

strictly .in character; and big indeed it was, as its large tracks., with the wide 



splayed hoot marks, plainly showed. The tracks led due north. I checked my 

compass and follwed them. They led me north, north, north. Several times I was 

ready to abandon them, but each time 1 would hear a distant "whew" luring me on, 

and May I plW1ged through the tanp of hardwood, again the keen-eyed mighty 

hW1ter determined to make his kill. "Folks call him 'Ligbtnin'' Traver," I 

mused. "He can wheel and shoot the eye out of a gopher at seventy paces l" 

Winding through the tortuou1 hardwood, crawling over and under and detouring 

around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narrow creek and !0W1d mysel! 

in strange country/ I had never hW1ted be!ore. I had never been there before. 





and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching homicidal proportions. I had to 
~~ . .,;::;·:::~::= ~ '} 

get a grip on myself. I again ar~b ankets and resolutely closed my,... · 
• ~ I 

~-~ cfcvm,n,.tZI 
eyes. To sleep, perchance to dream ••. Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. Ah, 

at last--outright strangulation was setting in ..• ~ ~~ 
and,.6.1ueu, I opened rnyAeyes 

~:.. 
lay there waiting for b!. to expire. I\ I idly watched our long woolen underwear 

A :Iii' 

and socks ~om the camp rafters• tAe sAa<k>ws-of-..h±clrwere exucating--a 

A ~ 
gre,&teSErae-ea-llet- on the :f.a-F wa-H, fH.fttlly t..t by A dancing slit of light from 

~ .,_ I • • Jj_ ., ,,J, ,,.,L,.;. AA• · - ·- ~ ~ 0-.. ~ ✓ 4A,, ~ ~ 111J:-Aamp stove, V\..t,vl, ~ ~ ,.- - ,rrVf',_,YP CL... (I - tr (J • 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, this is roughing it; this 

is camp life; this is the first night in deer camp. This, too, is probably the 

terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too ma~ds offl~skey. 
~ ~ ~ ~ o--n-<. ~ ... A 

/1 Tomorrow, I thought, was the fifteenth of November, the first day of deerhunting. 

Tomorrow fifty thousand red-coated hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and 

Jack and me and thousands of other upper peninsula hunters in the annual assault on 

I 



the white-tailed deer. Tomorrow this army of he-men, armed with elephant gW1s, 

would go forth to hWlt and .sc~ ge the most graceful and defenseless and least 

offensive animal in the entire northwoods. J ay, in all Ameri~a. Nay, in all the 

Cmd-~~~-- -
world. The annual slaughter was about to begin. /\ Yes, the--the annual slaughter ••• 

(~t?--~_,~6:-~~o/~· -· 
Suddenly I found mysEtlf° sitting on the cold camp floo~ There was a great 

~ 
frisking of startled mice across the~ floor, like the/\scurrying of dried 

leaves. I sat there on the drafty floor rubbing my eyes ~ bewildered child 

¢
~ )" 
MiM suit of Dr. Denton rs. The figure intrigued me. "Mama, I said, falsetto, 

" 

lurching to my feet. 

wheeled greatly across the 

~int~ht. 

name in the snow; that is, all but the last three letters, for even the most 

dogged penmen must occasionally run out of ink. I stood there in a seizt 7f state 



of miserable enchantment, wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming 

through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. ~ l'itz<1t tt@g%6:z.:...z7 J6':; 'Iµ _· 

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at one ~ 

oi-J.., unblinking; cold and far and timeless; a star the name of which I never knew or 

ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a bird or a flower, 

l~~~• ,t""fh~ 

To know but t(r • £ 1 a,.,. nothing. 

AKl:szlll,ll/;a /4 4# .>is 1( 
namtas to barter the awareness that lies in the si±ene beholding of 

and wonder of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's blind fury to classify an~ 

'f r'f4"J w+aft.HiJJr ,,,... J~-~~ ~. 
label. "Yes,~ow all about that" ~--its name is ~." I stood there fi. .L Kili -•- /\I 
~~~) --- -- -

(~·:v;,,i';;;:i~~ofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. 

~ "A {Jiagie/.._from the extensively unpublished works of one Robert Traver came un-

bidden to my mind. 

110, impersonal and distant star, 
So far, so far out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight 
And views the Earth in wonder?" 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west of Silver Lake. It had 

been built many years before, of cedar, and had 

~ Uf~ ~ ~~ ~ - .. 
i\ 

logging company. (\ The bunkhouse, the barns, the 

~-~ 

~ 
once been the ~A office of 

cookhouse Drt had long ago fallen 

~ ~ ef 
into \.e11gh,,J /\ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and a tiilltez.><e~~ 



~ . ~-cu£" 
• 

J:lii?r€.eu,,c,~tr''~ 
:Jk~tiik aµ,~t/4 ~,~~,J ~ 
r /\ t--

their graves. 11 Timber-r-r!" 1\ ._ tumult and the shouting of 

--aft, 
the spring driv1 had faded and died away. And the old lwnberjacks--where were 

~ 

they? ... Our remote deer camp was all that was left--a low, dark, mice-ridden 

relic--mouldering among the rotten stumps and rotting hardwood. An owl who-

~ ~' 
whoed far down tne valley toward Silver Lake and I hurriedly scrambled back into 

A IA 

camp. 

Again I rattled 

r~~~,, 
the water pail,\ ..B:ftd, carefully fixed the draft in the stoge 

obscene dance_, ~ I~tily hid the 

~ A 
so that our underwear would cease its 

alarm clock under a spare blanket. I glance~at the snoring forms of Leo and 

--e- -.J'l,..,,.r.- ~,/ ,J ,J;,..J_;_,.r ~ tv 
...,~-q>Q.D-... :--,.,. ✓.::::: rrr .,v-v -,r,,----·. -

Jack. Hm ••• The Reateo~ way to silence them would be to use deer rifle. 

~~--~~ 
Where was the ammunition? 1'!«J11'"2~there would be the inquest and the endless 

ti,.,,~~ 
explaining. And all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter runs amuck 

A 

in deercamp"--or was it 11amok 11 ? And anyway, lucky for them, they were quiet for 

u,a,£41Pt,1~~~-

and f drew the blankets over my head. 

I would play - dead. Instead I l!lllst have fallen asleep immediately.~ Into 

-4,.,(JSo,wl ~ 
rn'!r~ oblivion there presently a~~e&Poa a regiment of giant ten-point bucks, haughtily 

,... ' " 
~ st my bunk in a curious sort of goosestep, their mcist muzzles glistening 

in the firelight. The last one stopped and protruded his blue tongue at me. 



Outraged, I reached for my rifle--and again found myself sitting on the cold 

camp floor. "To hell with it, 11 I muttered through clenched teeth. Mice, snorin~ 

~ bbage ••• 
~ 

It was far ~ 'l\to get up and go hunting. • ~a f .,,: 

~'~~,~~~t;t., 
~ r).J,,V) ()'I, ~, __ /' ~ ~ ,I.I . . ., u. ~ /)7\t,~ ~ t"" W1VW" • 

·raculously erased ~y newer snow. /. 

tk~~+ 
t\ 

"Like all the works of men, 11 I inwardly at this splendid ernel 
/\ / 

of philosophic corn. 

westerly toward the Dead River falls 

when I struck 

From the marks 



The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The new 

snow had covered the earth and clW1g to the beseeching naked limbs of the hard- _,,L; 

~~ti-wr ~ 
woods in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally £alliflg1' lending 

~ 

the f'u're'St,\an oddly gala aspect. In the silent hardwood the trees were mostly 

old and tall, and some were rotted and dead and fallen, and some were rotting and 

dying, still standing, like proud and aged priests. Others leaned~afte sighed" 

/.\N2:n,1,,V....,......r,vJ._~1 

against their fellows, like wil~ul, tippl:i.ng old men exchanging obscene con-
,. ~~ "!--~~ -

fidences.~ ~ ';:tu,~=•~=•:~~-~ :::t:f ~ : !Ml nite ,~czr t 
There was a strange hush, a sort of whispering stillness, as I walked along 

upon the light new snow, 

I came upon a great hardwood t in a recent storm, it e t.1 wtk 

~~~4~ ~ 
\ gwisted and tom and ripped with theA agony of its ~ reluctant surrender to 

. / it 

~
+M111,e,-hl!ij:flelle,, Viv 
- } /~~a,~ I\.~ ~ -v' the~ M and triumphant earth. 

~~~~~;•• 

"Whew!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood s-bupidl;r staring and frozen, 

~ ()., ~~4-~~ 
my tifle listless. a~ my side,/\watching i:t~ eom.s g.PaoetY::1..1:y out of sight• asinine 

~~ ~14 ~wai.,~ ~ ~ ~ 
~ incredibl':,(~, boW1cing~over the t.&A:gle{oi windfalls, its tall white flag gaily 

wig-wa~J::t:s;arewell. "Big one," 1 said alou')'•h•• keeping m:r sto,¢dit,, 

etrietly ir:t eearaetoPJ and big indeed it was, as its large track✓-ith the wide 

SA 
\ 

~· 

~ 



• ~ 
splayed hoof ~,/\plainly showed. The tracks led due north. I checked my 

0 
compass and follwed them. They led me north, north, north. Several times I was 

~~Zt,~~-
ready to abandon them1,/lut each time l would hear a distant "whew" luring me on~ """"J 

~ e,,,'sa cc;: • '- • ~ . _ _ • 

and cMay I plunged through the t.mzge 1,i_hardwodd, again the/ keen-eyed~ 

~~ 
hunter 

mused. 

~~o make his kill. 

ttH:efc"an wheel and shoot the 

"Folks;(call him 1Lightnin 11 Traver, 11 I 

~ 
eye out of a,fgoph.e:p at seventy paces l" 

Winding through the tortuous h&rdwood, crawlir,g over and under and detouring 

~ 
around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narro:,Areek and found myself 

in strange country/ I had never hunted before. I had never been there before. 



~ 
The trees/\ seemed taller~ ~ were more evergreens. The tracks of the great deer 

~ i~tk~~~½~~ ~ 
~ /\fresher. The~nally slowed to a walk. k I slipped my rifle off ~ safety r~ 
and pressed cautiously ahead. I came to a little knoll on top of which stood a 

tall wall of close-growing cedars, like an unkempt hedge. The fresh tracks led 

~ ~~r~~~; 
into this,Ahedge. Shrugging/\ I duced my head and followed. 

SP:G'f, .t SPA-Cl. 
I raised my head and found myself in a vast clearing, a large natural amphi-

~ 
theatre, the night gloom of which was not yet entirely dispelled by the/\graycf' 

~ 
daylight. Thel\place was completely encircled by tall evergreens and cedars; like 

a sort~ckade. · In the center of this great clearing a large deer stood 

cu:: Pa facing me. The tracks I had been following led to where he stood. 

~ 
I blinked my eyes. A This deer, the noblest buck I had ever seen, was pure white. 

~ ~ ~ ~ 
A(shaft of light glistened on hi~~muzzle and~spreading rack of antlers. I 

could see his sides quietly heav 

• ~...) > ~~ik_ . _wd;~ ..atlirv6. A--~p--M-.. ~~~ 
r'coo , a os dis,AAi~ully. ap:praie:ing !!\ti ·ckly raised my rifle and levelled ~ . i\ ~ c,1., • {X,. ~ -'I ~ ~ ..,,--..__L I / ..De fkd, ~/'l'fWIH,', ~ ~A,,.,,,.,., ~ • J,:...? • ~ 

it at the deer./\ I blinked again/.. My rifle had turned into, of all things, a ... 
slender olive hrancht • 

Just then I felt a sharp prod in my buttocks. I wheeled and saw two bucks 

~ 
immediately behind me, urging me forward with impatient tosses of theirJ\antlers. 



In my haste to avoid them, I rushed forward and stumbled and fell prone on 

the snow- covered ground. 

laughter an~Ult finl ti111~ in the 

I heard a burst of ffl:d:;' g hilarious . ~ 

" .,~~ik, r 
gathering daylight,/\el;i1aP.1ed that the edgelJ 

~~ 
of the eleaI:M¼g was 

A 
lined with ~ and hundreds of deer: 

" 
young deer, old 

I glumly nodded my head. 

"You have hunted my people for teu seasons nov:-- and during that time you 

have slain eight of our number." 

I hung my head in shame. 

1 



11 1 think I understand some of the things that goad you hunters to so 

,, tk~4-v~Prl/-
llXBEY relentlessly pursue us) A~In many cases, in most perhaps, it is the 

simple lust for meat; in others it is an atavistic urge to stalk and kill; 

and in still others, more subtly, to kill a deer somehow at once demonstrates and 

~ +tvk:ta;fo,,w.,~Jua.-a--..,_,J.'~ 
massages the ego of theAhuman ma:e~All _of it i~ a cu;ious mixture of juvenility f 

o>~~S:C~f,n, ~~~-- ~.,~ 
and plain brutality.l\~atever your motives, the results are the same for us: 

~ 
pain ,._ sorrow and death. 11 

bifi,, 1 t;.z:;:::~ 
I~stared at the olive branch I held in my hand. 

"Consider, then, what I am aboot to say... For many, many years, even 

before the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors pondered how 

~~ 
they might shield themselves from their human tormentors. ~this year._ 

7A 



~ 
have;\at last found a o you, Robert Traver, falls the great l1u11or and dis-

tinction of being th~ .,.t hunter ever to be tried by a a e11rt 1:11ti jury of your . 

~ &¥·a4,/t.Z:t:::-:--~ ~ ~ ~c/4,v r--~ ~O"-' ~ Ith~~ 

deers.A But fear not, for I assure you that your trial will be eminently fair. ' 

In the unhappy event of your conviction, you will be given t he same chance, 

the same gracious treatment, that you humans havh long so generously accorded 
A 

~~4'-Jtwwv, -~ 

us.JI. Are you ready to proceed?" '!"t t:: U:,-tl. ~ ~ -
.J'-

Perspiration fell from my chin.A..,_ f nodded my head. 

-~ "Robert Traver, you have not only slain my people, you have crippled many 
A 

more of our number and left them to die or iifl slowly starve anij::;t prey to 

the coyotes and wolves; you have separated entire families; you have harried us 

~ ~j 

during the season of our love makingt ..a,Qd you and your kind have brought nothing 
I\ " 

but sorrow and death into our domain." 

I continued to stare at the ground, -ar-ioee.i.ng. ~ ~ ~ , 

"Look at me!" t be great deer commanded. 

. 
~ 

111 have not yet finished your 
~ 

arraignment. Last year--by mistake, it is true--you shot a doe deer with twin 

f 



The great deer turned and thoughtfully surveyed the vast assemblage which) ~ 

~ ~,41~ 
~ ;;;~ u:1 ~joserJ dul4ag tb&-proeeedi.Rgs,-. un~ I w~s ;,~etely encircled 

,½-... ..,,,-C.:6~@;-•iCf-':: ~~ 1%,_ 
-e, 2!lf'l H1t.eR~ throng o -✓--..a1 ..... - ~ ~ dlzw. ~~ ~ a-

w4, ~ ~ - :i/~.-l! ~ . 
11Gentle,en of the jury, 11 the white deer said, "you have now heard the 

~ 
court's indictment of thisfthunter. The time has now come for you to reach your 

~ 
verdict. Deliberate fairly and consider well. If you ~me te~ find the defendant 

please answer no; if you-~ find him guilty, please answer yes~ innocent, 

~/I 
A • 

~ • ck,,.,,~ ~ ~ ~' u.4 ~ . at kz ~ ~~ 
~ ~ '*'rher ~- .. 

s an i.11.te ble J!PUSe. "Ho;: nha:'b is jvdl ibldie~" 

'1/ 'f ff~ ~ a,{a( ~~? 11 

g,t,z, - . .:al. -.. al'f/1"'. -· ~ ~ ~ ~ ~,( tk,..,;_ flL,."'W'/4..- • 

fl Fearfuiiy"r'g1anc~ ~~fi~ of deer and was horrified to see every 

,Lt one of them gravely nodding his head up and 

4 ~ ,/;-t.yJrrt,JJ 

down)~ike a mechanical deer I 

~wti:tt,~ 
had once seenAin a Christmas display atAField's. 

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said. 
~ 

"Your verdic(will be accepted 

wid recorded." He again turned and confronted me. 

"Robert Traver, in accordance with the verdict of the 
~ 

jur7~ I find you 

guilty on all counts of the indictment. Do you have anything to say before the 

sentence of the court is passed upon you?" 



Trembling violently, 1
~ 
/\shook my head, no. 

~ 
The white deer spoke slowly, almost wearily. There-aioS even a note of kindness 

ti O ~~I (b ~ A 

~~,h~ voice.,....., not tremble; do not shake.~,._hav",\promisej to treat you as 

('" ~~~de,~---~- ~ I ~I~~~: 
~ irly as you would treat us ..• It is the sentence of this court that you be 

instantly trassformed into {:~e deer and) furthei;, that you forthwith find 

1/wa.v 
yourself in front of your own hunting camp, from the door of which ~ fellow 

~~ ~--
slayert-your brother Leo and your friend Jack--will jgst be emerging,Mtwith 

}-~~ ~ ..... ~ ,, 
loaded rillesl• A~ ~ ::::, ! ,.;,_«•,...,,L<{· 

Lot in an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled wil~~e tree 
;It-

in front of camp. Jack and Leo were just coming out the camp door--with their 

riflesl 

"Wait!" I tried to shout, but the only sound that came from me was the 

!~' 
snorting "whew" of a blowing 
~~~-

buck.~~~ ~~/&v~~~~ 
~ 

"Whew! whew! WHEW!" I frantically shouted, as Jack and Leo simultaneously 

levelled their rifles at me . .P ~ tr, >M»P ~n~ 

"Whew!" I ~ s they both fired. 

"Whew, 11 I ·A'eetlcly: whispere~ collapsed on the ground. 





\ \ 
\ 

The Deerhunt 

I lay in my bunk listening: listening to the tield mice gleetully exploring 

the mysteries or our provisions, to the wild snoring ot Jack and my brother Leo, 

and to the hellish clanking o! the camp alarm clock. My hatred tor exploring mice 

and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching homicidal proportions. I had to 

get a grip on myself. I again arranged my blankets and resolutely closed my hot 

eyes. To sleep, perchance to dream ••. Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. Ah, 

at last--outright strangulation was setting in ... I opened my eyes and quietly 

lay there waiting tor Leo to expire. I idly watched our long woolen underwear 

and socks hanging tram the camp ratters, the shadows ot which were executing a 

gro~tesque ballet on the tar wall, fitfully lit by a dancing slit or light from 

the camp stove. 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, this is roughing i~; this 

is camp lite; this is the first night in deer camp. This, too, is probably the 

terminal result ot too much boiled cabbage and too many blends or blended whiskey. 

Tomorrow, I thought, was the fifteenth ot November, the first day ot deerhunting. 

Tomorrow titty thousand red-coated hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and 

Jack and me and thousands or other upper peninsula hunters in the annual assault on 



the white-tailed deer. Tomorrow this al"ID1' ot he-men, armed with elephant gWls, 

would go torth to hunt and scourge the most graceful and defenseless and least 

otfensive animal in the entire northwoods. N.,!Y', in all America. Nay, in all the 

world. The annual slaughter was about to begin. Yea, the--the annual slaughter ••• 

Suddenly- I toWld my-self sitting on the cold camp floor. There was a great 

frisking of startled mice across the camp tloor, like the acureying of dried 

leaves. I sat there on the dratty- floor rubbing my- eyes like a bewildered child 

in a moist suit of Dr. Denton•s. The figure intrigued me. "Mama, I said, falsetto, 

lurching to my feet. There was a muttered curse trom either Leo or Jack. 11To hell 

with you, Buckshot," I said, venomously, creaking and groping my- way across the 

camp tloor to the water pail. I elaborately clattered the tin dipper against 

the water pail and drank long and greedily-. "Ah-h-hl" I opened the camp door 

and went outside. 

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing !or dawn, had tipped and 

wheeled greatly across the sky. It had snowed and the diamond points glittered 

taintly- in the starlight. Shivering, I stood there in the stillness and wrote my-

name in the snow; that is, all but the last three letters, tor even the most 

dogged penmen must occasionally rWl out ot ink. I stood there in a sort ot state 



of miserable enchantment, wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming 

through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. 

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at ooe 

unblinking, cold and tar and timeless; a star the name o! which I never knew or 

ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a bird or a !lower, 

I somberly reflected, was to know a little lees than nothing. Tq know but a 

name was to barter the awareness that lies in the silent beholding o! the ~stery 

and wonder ot Nature tor the glib ignorance ot man I s blind fury to classify and 

label. "Yee, I knCM all about that star--its name is Orion." I stood there 

shivering, clutched in a lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night tor poetry. 

A jingle from the extensively unpublished works ot one Robert Traver came un-

bidden to ~ mind. 

"0, impersonal and distant star, 
So tar, so tar out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight 
And views the Earth in wonder?" 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west ot Silver Lake. It had 

been built many years betore, ot cedar, and had once been the main office ot a 

logging company. The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse JDDl had long ago fallen 

into tangled ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and a million 



stump:s marked their graves. "Timber-r-rP' The tumult and the shouting of 

the spring drive had faded and died away. And the old lumberjacks--where were 

they?... Our remote deer camp was all that was left-a low, dark, mice-ridden 

relic--mouldering among the rotten stumps and rotting hardwood. An owl who-

whoed tar down the valley toward Silver Lake and I hurriedly scrambled back into 

camp. 

Again I rattled the water pail, and carefully fixed the draft in the stoge 

so that our underwear would cease its obscene dance. Then I craftily hid the 

alarm clock under a spare blanket. I glanced at the snoring forms of Leo and 

Jack. Hm •• , The neatest way to silence them would be to use a deer rifle. 

Where was the ammunition? But then there would be the inquest and the endleaa 

explaining, And all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter runs amuck 

in deercamp"--or was it "amok"? And anyway, lucky for them, they were quiet for 

the moment, I sank wearily into my bunk and ddrn the blankets over my head. 

I would play~ dead. Instead I must have fallen asleep immediately. Into 

my oblivion there presently appeared a regiment of giant ten-point bucks, haughtily 

marching past my bunk in a curious sort ot goosestep, their mdst muzzles glistening 

in the firelight. The last one stopped and protruded his blue tongue at me. 



Outraged, I reached for my ri!le--and again found myself sitting on the cold 

camp floor. "To hell with it, 11 I muttered through clenched teeth. Mice, snoring, 

cabbage ... It was tar better to get up and go hunting. 

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

"Like all the works of men," I thought, smiling inwardly at this splendid kernel 

of philosophic corn. Leaving the camp I took a compass bearing and struck 

westerly tbward the Dead River falls. The tall hardwoods looked secretive and 

ghostly in the hal.f'-dawn. During the year there had been some new wind!'alls to 

block my way; and some of the older trees now leaned confidentially against the 

others, as though whispering, like proud and aged priests mildly gossiping in 

the unkempt grounds of some neglected cloister. I had gone about a quarter mile 
I 

when I etruck .f'resh deer tracks. They were/the largest tracks I had ever eeen. 

From the marks in the new snow I eaw that I had jumped the big deer. His tracks, 

now running went due north. I checked my compass md !'ollowed them. They led me 

north, north, north. Winding through the tortuous hardwood I !'inally crossed a 

narrow creek and .f'ound myself in strange country. I had never hunted there before • 

• 



The trees seemed taller. There were more evergnena. The tracks of the great deer 

grew fresher. They finally slowed to a walk. I slipped m:r rifle ott of safety 

and pressed cautiously- ahead. I came to a little knoll on top of which stood a 

tall wall ot close-growing cedars, like an unkempt hedge. The fresh tracks led 

into this hedge. Shrugging, I duced m:r head and followed. 

I raised m:r head and found myself in a vast clearing, a large natural amphi-

theatre, the night gloom of which was not yet entirely dispelled by the gray 

daylight. The place was completely encircled by tall evergreens and cedars; like 

a sort. of stockade. In the center of this 1reat clearing a large deer stood 

quietly facing me. The tracks I had been following led to where he stood. 

I blinked my eyes. This deer, the noblest buck I had ever seen, was pure white. 

A shaft of light glistened on his wet muzzle and spreading rack of antlers. I 

could see his aides quietly heaving as be breathed. The great animal stood 

cooly, almost disdainfully, appraising me. I quickly raised my rifle and levelled 

it at the deer. I blinked again. My rifle had turned into, of all things, a 

slender olive branchl 

Just then I felt a sharp prod in m:r buttocks. I wheeled and saw two bucks 

immediately behind me, urging me forward with impatient tosses ot their antlers. 



In my haste to avoid them, I rushed forward and stumbled and tell prone on 

the sna,w covered ground. I heard a burst of wild,bx hilarious 

laughter and tor the first time, in the gathering daylight, obse"ed that the edge 

ot the clearing was lined with scroes and hundreds of deer: young deer, old 

deer, and medium deer; large deer ~nd small deer; bucks, does and yearlings; 

there were even several late fawns. I scrambled to 1lJ'1' teet and stood there un-

certainly. Again I felt a sharp prod, harder then the first, and I quickly moved 

toward the white deer. The two bucks followed closely behind me, forming a sort 

of military escort. I drew near to the great white deer and stopped. Curiously 

enough, I was not in the least surprised when the deer spoke. 

11 Your name is Robert Traver." It was not strictly a question. 

I glumly nodded my head. 

"You have hunted 1lJ'1' people for ten seasons now--and during that time you 

have slain eight of our number." 

I hung my head in shame. 

"Consider, then, what I am about t9'sa7 ... For many, many 7ears, even before 

the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors have pondered how the7 

might protect th.emselvee against their human tormentors. This year we think we may 



have at last found a way. To you, Robert Traver, tills the great honor and dis-

tinction or being the first hunter ever to be tried by a court and jury or your 

deers. But tear not, for I as,ure you that your trial will be eminently fair. 

In the unhappy event ot your conviction, you will be given t he same chance, 

the same gracious treatment, that you humans have so long so generously accorded 

us. Are you ready to proceed?" 

Perspiration fell from my chin aB I nodded my bead. 

"Robert Traver, you have not only slain my people, you have crippled many 

more of our number and left them to die or to slowly starve and fall prey to 

the coyotes and wolves; you have separated entire families; you have harried us 

during the season of our love making; and you and your kind have brought nothing 

but sorrow and death into our domain." 

I continued to stare at the ground, unseeing. 

"Look at mel" t be great deer commanded. "I have not yet finished 7our 

arraignment. Last year--by mistake, it 1• true--7ou shot a doe deer with twin 

fawns." 

I nodded my head in aad assent. 

"And 7ou were just about to murder me." 



Again I nodded. 

The great deer turned and thoughttull.7 surveyed the vast assemblage which 

had pressed in closer during the proceedings, until I was completely encircled 

by an intent throng of silent deer. 

"Gentlemen of the jury," the white deer said, "you have now heard the 

court's indictment ot this hunter. The time has now come tor you to reach your 

verdict. Deliberate tairly and consider well. It you wish to tind the detendant 

innocent, please answer no; if you wish to find him guilty, please answer yes. 

"There was an interminable pause. "Now what is your verdict?" 

Feartully I glanced at the circle ot deer and was horrified to see every 

:at one of them gravely nodding his head up and down like a mechanical deer I 

had once seen in a Christmas display at Field's. 

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said. 11Your verdict will be accepted 

wid recorded." He again turned and confronted me. 

"Robert Traver, in accordance with the verdict ot the jury, I find you 

guilty on all counts of the indictment. Do you have anything to 1ay betore the 

sentence ot the court is passed upon you?" 



Trembling violently, l shook m:r head, no. 

The white deer spoke slowly, almost wearily. There was even a note of kindness 

in his voice. noo not tremble; do not shake. We have promised to treat you as 

fairly as you would treat us ... It is the sentence of this court that you be 

instantly traasformed into a male deer and further that you forthwith find 

yourself in front of your own hunting camp, from the door of which_your fellow 

slayers--your brother Leo and your triend Jack--will j9st be emerging--!ill_ 

loaded rifles!" 

Lo! in an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled wild apple tree 

in front of camp. Jack and Leo were just coming out the camp door--with their 

ritlesl 

"Wait l" I tried to shout, but the only soWld that came from me was the 

enorting "whew" of a blowing buck. 

"Whew, whew, WHE.W ! 11 I frantically shouted, a1 Jack and Leo eimultaneousl.7 

levelled their rifles at me. 

"!b!!!,! 11 I shouted as they both fired. 

''Whew," I weakly whispered as I collapsed on the ground. 



\ 
\ : 

In my death throes my eyelids weakl~ t\ uttered open and 1 dimly saw Jack 

and Leo curiously staring down at me, now miraculously clad in pajamas. 

11Wllew," I murmured eheepiely trom my favorite vantage point on the camp 

tloor. "What a hell of a dream that one was 111 



I 
~ 

floor rubbing rq eyes, teeling like a bewildered child afloat in, suit ot 

Dr. Denton' a. The tigure intrigued me. "llama," I said, falsetto, lurching to 

rq teet. There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with 

you. Buckshot," 1 aa1d, venomousl7 creaking &nd groping u:q wa7 across the camp 

tloor ~o the water pail. 

My thirst was assuming Deat.h Valley proportions. I elaboratel.7 clattered 

the tin dipper against the water pall and drank long and gnedil7. "h-h-h!11 

In pertect uni1on Leo and Jack nsponded with answering snores. It onl7 I 

could somehow disturb their bovin nasal trumpetings .•• I wrenched open the 

camp door and went outside, alanvning th h av1 wooden door. All I achieved, 

apparently, was to dislodge several !eet ot chinkin.ft from between the logs. 
~?-~~~~~ 

Leo and Jack oblivioual.y snored en and on. l moved away trom the ca.mp,Aout ot 

rang•·// J f~ ~ a..-- ~ / >n--~~ /.Jv--C ~~- • • 

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing !or dawn, had tipped 

and wheeled greatly acrose the sky. Sometime during the night it had snowed; 
U.t, ~ ~ J:k,,,,~~ 
and K billion diamond points glittered teebly 1n the waning starlight. 

ShiveringJ 1 stood there in the frosty atillnesa and wrote my name in the anow; 

that is, all but tho last three letters, for even the most dogged penmen must 

occasionally run out of ink. I stood there in a state or miserable enchantment, 

wretched and shivering, watching the stare gleaming through the naked brancbea 

ot the tall hardwoods. w.,. 

There wo.e one particular etar. !t was a star which alwa1s stared at one 

balefully and unblinking; cold and tar and timeless; a star. the n811le of which 

I never knew or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name ot a star or a 

bird or a flower, I aomberly reflected, was to know a littles leas than nothing. 

To know but a name was to barter the awarenese that lies in tho quiet contem­

plation ot the JDTStery and wonder of ature for the glib ignorance ot man'• 

blind tur1 to claHity and label. "Yea, 7es, I know all about that atar--its 

name is Sirius, the Dog Star. u I etood there shivering, no longer earthbound, 

clutched in a lofty mood tor poetry. Tonight was a night tor poetry. Looking 

at the cold star a dubious rhyme from the exteneively unpublished works of one 

Robert Traver came unbidden to ,rrr mind. 

- 2 -



~ 
floor rubbing my eyes, teeling like a bewildered child a.t'loat in ~/\'uut ot 

Dr. Denton' s. The figure intrigued me. "Mama," I said, talsetto, lurching to 

my_ feet. There was a muttered curse trom either Leo or Jack. "To hell with 

7ou, Buckshot," I said, venomously creaking and groping my way across the camp 

tloor to the water pail. 

My thirst was assuming Death Valley proportions. I elaborately clattered _ 

the tin dipper against the water pail and drank long and greedil7. "Ah-h-h! 11 

In perfect unison Leo and Jack responded with answering snores. It only I 

could somehow disturb their bovine nasal trumpetings ... I wrenched open the 

camp door and went outside, slamming the heavy wooden door. All I achieved, 

apparently, was to dislodge several feet ot chinking from between the logs. 
• c,,v,ev~~~~~ 

Leo and Jack obliviously snored on and on. I moved away !ran the camp,t\out ot 

range.;; J~~ tvF~~~~---
The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing tor dawn, had tipped 

and wheeled greatly across the sky. Sometime during the night it had snowed~ 
,M.,_,~Pf-tk-~ 

/ and f billion diamond points glittered feebly in the waning starlight. 

Shivering, I stood there in the frosty stillness and wrote my name in the snow; 

that is, all but the last three letters, tor even the most dogged penmen must 

occasionally run out of ink. I stood there in a state ot miserable enchantment, 

wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming through the naked branches 

ot the tall hardwoods. 

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at one 

' balefully and unblinking; cold and tar and timeless; a star the name of which 

I never knew or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name ot a star or a 

ird or a !lower, I somberly retlected, was to know a littles less than nothing. 

o know but a name was to barter the awareness that lies in the quiet cont.em-

lation of the. Jey'Stery and wonder of Nature tor the glib ignorance ot man's 

lind tur7 to claesity and label. "Yes, yes, I know all about that star-its 

ame is Sirius, the Dog Star. 11 I stood there shivering, no longer earthbound, 

lutched in a lofty mood tor poetry. To~ight was a night tor poetry. Looking 

t the cold star a dubious rhyme from the extensively Wlpublished works of one 

Traver ca.ma unbidden to J!l1' mind. 

- 2 -



~ 
floor rubbing my eyes, feeling like a bewildered child afloat in~suit of 

Dr. Denton's. The figure intrigued me. "Mama," I said, falsetto, lurching to 

my feet. There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. 11·ro hell with 

you, Buckshot;" I said, venomously creaking and groping my way across the camp 

floor to the water pail. 

My thirst w~s assuming Death Valley proportions. I elaborately clattered 

the tin dipper against the water pail and drank long and greedily. 11Ah-h-h1 11 

In perfect unison Leo and Jack responded with answering snores. If only I 

could somehow disturb their bovine nasal trumpetings ..• I wrenched open the 

camp door and went outside, slamming the heavy wooden door. All I achieved, 

apparently, was to dislodge several feet of chinking from between the logs. 
()-v,VV k.. ~ UxU, ~ ~ 

Leo and Jack obliviously snored on and on. I moved avfa.y from the camp,/\out of 

range.11 J'~ ~ cvr-~~Cvnd ,,'eae.b, •• 

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing for dawn, had tipped 

and wheeled greatly across the sky. Sometime during the night it had snowed~ 

~~[!~~ts glittered feebly in the waning starlight. 

Shivering, I stood there in the frosty stillness and wrote my name in the snow; 

that is, all but the last three letters, for even the most dogged penmen must 

occasionally run out of ink. I stood there in a state of miserable enchantment, 

wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming through the naked branches 

of the tall hardwoods. 

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at one 

balefully and unblinking; cold and far aud timeless; a star the no.JD.e of which 

I never knev, or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a 

bird or a flower, I somberly reflected, was to know a littles less than nothing. 

To know but a name was to barter the awareness that lies in the quiet contem­

plation of the mystery and wonder of Nature for the glib .i~,uorauce of roan I s 

blind fury to classify and label. 11Yes, yes, I know all about that star-its 

name is Sirius, the Dog Star." I stood there shivering, no loneer earthbound, 

clutched in a lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. Looking 

at the cold star a dubious rhyme from the extensively unpublished works of one 

Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind. 
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teeth. Mice, snoring men, undigested cabbage... It was far wiser to get up 

and go hunting. 

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

11Like all the works of men," l thought, smiling inwardly at the sheer creative 

unoriginality of this splendid kernel of philosophic corn. Leaving the camp 

I took a compass bearing and struck westerly toward the Dead River falls. 

Slowly, slowly I worked west, ever on the alert for deer or fresh tracks. 

Hadn't my father always told me that dawn was the best time to get them? 

The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The 

new snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeching naked limbs of the 

hardwoods in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading 

~ntle thud~d lending the scene an oddly gala aspect. In the 

silent hardwood the trees were mostly old and tall, and some were rotted and 

dead and fallen, and some were rotting and dying, still standing, like proud 

and aged priests. Others leaned wearily against their fellows, sighing and 

scraping, like wilful, tippling old men exchanging obscene confidences. Here 

was the untouched comedy and tragedy of Nature itself, a tangled mingling of 

death in life ... 

There was a strange hush, a sort of whispering stillness, as I walked 

along upon the light new snow, cushioned on the matting of so many years' dead 

leaves. I came upon a great hardwood that had crashed in a recent storm, 

bending a dozen young trees down to death with it, its very back broken, its 

trunk twisted and torn and ripped with the final agony of its reluctant sur­

render to the waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a 

sense of ~ameless and infinite ruin ... 

"Whew!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood staring and frozen, my 

rifle listless at my side, stupidly watching a large wraith of a deer leaping 

out of sight. It seemed to paw the very air with incredible graqe and speed, 

bouncing and bouncing over the jumble of windfalls, its tall white flag wig­

wagging a final gay farewell. "Big one," I said aloud; and big indeed it was, 
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bending dozen young trees dOMn to death with it, its very back. broken, it.a 

trunk twisted and torn nd ripped with the !inal agony ot its reluctant sur­
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11.:.h!!:! 11 a deer blew just ahead or me. I stood staring and frozen, my 

rifle listless at~ eido, stupidly watching a large wraith of a deer leaping 
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teeth. Uice, snoring men, tmdigeated cabbage ... It was tar wis,r to get up 

and go hunting. 

Outside l saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

"Like all the works of men," I thought., smiling inwardly at the sheer creative 

unoriginality of this splendid kernel ot philosophic corn. Leaving the camp 

I took a compass bearing ad struck westerly toward the Dead River falls. 

Slowly, slowly I worked west) ever on the alert or deer or fresh tracks. 

~ Hadn't my father always told .me that dawn was .t~ best time to get them? 
, ,,.oe,~ ••• ~'6,a, • .-t fl'tle ~,,..J..,r>.,_ 

The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The 
. 7f'c' 

new snow had covered the earth and Clllllg to the beseeching naked limbs of the 
~ .. 

&&Pe1100de/\in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading 

~ Awith gentle thud~nd lending the scene an oddly gala aspect. In the 

silent hardwood the trees were mostly old and tall, and some were rotted and 

dead and fallen, and some were rotting and dying, still standing, like proud 

and aged prie~ts. _Others lean~d wea~il~gainst their f_!;;~s, sighing and 
~lk.~~wid,,Uuic, • .._.,,.,,-4,-1- ~ ~/c--~L,~l l"t-... 

scraping, like wilful, tippiing old~ oxch ging obscene confidences.I\ Here 

was the untouched comed1 and tragedy of Nature itself, a tangled mingling ot 

death in life •.. 

There was a strange hush, a sort of whispering stillness, as I walked 

along upon the light new snow, cushioned on the matting of so many years' dead 

leaves. I came upon a great hardwoo~ had crashed in a recent storm, 
A 

bending a doze~ young trees down to death with it, its very back broken, its 

trunk twisted and torn and ripped with the tin.il agony ot its reluctant sur­

render to the waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a 

sense ot nameless and infinite ruin ••• 

"!ill!!!.!" a deer blew just ahead or me. I stood staring and frozen, my 

ri!le listless at my side, stupidly watching a large wraith of a deer leaping 

out ot sight. It seemed to paw the very air with incredible grace and speed, 

bouncing and bouncing over the jumble or windfalls, its tall white flag wig­

wagging a final gay farewell. "Big one," I said aloud; and big indeed it was, 
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Written by: 
John D. Voelker 
Ishpeming, Michigan 

THE TRIAL 
by 

Robert Traver 

I lay in my bunk in the darkened cam ,· tossing and rolling and then 

fk 

pausing and . listening: listening to the .field mice glee.fully exploring the 

mysteries ot our provisions; listening to the wild snoring _or Jack and my 

brother Leo; listening to the hellish clanking ot the camp alarm clock. Ky 

hatred tor exploring mice and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching homi- • 

cidal proportions. I had to get a grip on myself. I again arranged my~­

hevelled blankets, ComPQsed my tired limbs, and resolutely ciosed my eyes. To 

~ sleep, damn itJ ~perchance to dream... Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. 

Ah, at last--outright strangulation was setting in ... I opened my hot eyes and 

expectantly lay there waiting for him to expire. 7/aiting, I idly watched our 

long woolen underwear and socks dangling .from the camp rafters. Lit by a .fitful 

dancing slit of light from the camp stove, their shadows were performing a 

grotesque ballet en the tar wall. 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, this is roughing it; 

this is camp life; this is the first night in deer camp. Thia, too, is probably 

the terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too many inept blends of 

blended whiskey. One deserves the whiskey one drinks ... Tomorrow, I thought, 

was the fifteenth of November, the first day ot deerhunting. Tomorrow fifty 

thousand red-coated hunters .from lower Michigan would join Leo and Jack and me 

and thousands of other upper peninsula hunters in the annual assault on the 

hite-tailed deer. Tomorrow this army of he-men, armed with elephant gw1s, 

ould go forth to hunt and scourge the most graceful and deteneeless and least 

offensive animal in the entire northwoods. Nay, in all America. Nay., in all 

The annual slaughter was about to begin. And I was so very tired ... 

es, the--the annual slaughter ..• 

Suddenly I .found IIITSelf sitting on the cold camp floor. To sleep, perchanc 

o fall out ot bed ... There was a great !risting of startled mice across the 

loor, like the autumn scurrying of dried leaves. I sat there on the drafty 
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floor rubbing my eyes, feeling like a bewildered child afloat in his suit of 

Dr. Denton I s. The figure intrigued me. ''Mama, 11 I said, tal:setto, lurching to 

my feet. There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with 

you, Buckshot," I said, venomously creaking ~nd groping my way across the camp 

tloor to the water pail. 

My thirst was assuming Death Valley proportions. I elaborately clattered 

the tin dipper against the wnter pail and drank long and greedily. 11Ah-h-h 111 

In perfect unison Leo and Jack respondep with answering snores. If only I 

could somehow disturb their bovine nasal trum~etings ..• I wrenched open the 

camp door and went outside, slamn:ing the heavy wooden door. All I achieved, 
~ -

apparently, was to disl_9_dge s_eve)'al feet/4!' chinking from between the logs ... -« 
~~-"-. ~ t4t., J!"9' ~ ~ -4,,q ohe 1 '71- ;fu/d ~. 
Leo and Jack obliviously snored on and on. I moved nway from the camp, over by 

the wild apple tree and out ot range. I would have a few moments silence and 

peace ... 

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing for dawn, had tipped 

and wheeled grently across the sky. Sometime during the night it had snowed, 

the first of the season, and a billion diamond points glittered feebly in the 

waning starlight. Shivering, I stood there in the frosty stillness and wrote 

my name in the snow; that is, all but the laet three letters, for even the most 

dogged p-~ ·occasionally runf out of ink. I stood there in a state ot . '. --
miserable enchantment, wretched and shivering, ~atching the stare gleaming 

through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. 

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at one 

balefully and unblinking; cold and far and timeless; a star the name of which 

I never knew or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a 

bird or a flower, I somberly retlected, was to know a little leas than nothing. 

To know but a name was to barter the awareness that lies in the quiet contem­

plation of the mystery and wonder of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's 

blind tury to classify and label. "Yes, yes, I know all about that star--its 

name is Sirius, .the Dog Star." I stood there shivering, no longer earthbound, 

clutched in a lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. Looking 

at the cold star a dubious rhyme tran the extensively unpublished works of one 

Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind. 
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"O, impersonal and distant star, 
So tar, so tar out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight 
And views the Earth in wonder?" 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west o! Silver Lake. It 

had been built many years before, ot cedar, and had once been the paymaster's 

office ot a large logging company. What glittering treasure once lurked there .• 
~--~~ 

The bunkhouse, the bams, the cookhouse had long ago !alien intoA.:111.l.d-gPOWfl 

ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and endless thousands ot 

decaying stumps marked their graves. "Timber-r-r!" The eager bite ot the axe 

and the whine o! the cross-cut saw, the tumult and the shouting ot the spring 

dr1ve--all had faded and died away. And the old lwiiberjacks--where were they? •.. 

Our remote deer camp was all that was left-a low, dark, mice-ridden relic-­

mouldering among the rotten stumps and rotting hardwood. An owl who-whoed tar 

down the empty valley toward Silver Lake and_, shivering, I hurriedly scrambled 

back into camp. 

Again I rattled the water pail kr an indecent interval, carefully fixed 
) -

the draft in the stove 10 that our underwear would oeaae its obscene dance, and 

craftily hid the alarm clock under a spare lilanket. I glanced appraisingly 

at the snoring torms of Leo and Jack. Hm. • • The most etticient way to silence 

them would be to use a deer rifle. Where was the ammunition? But hold-after 

~there would be the inquest and the endless explaining. And the reporters 

and all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter ·runs am11ck in deercamp"­

or was it "amok"? And an7Way, l11cky for- them, they were qlliet tor the moment-­

probably gathering their resources. I sank wearily into rq bunk and drew the 

blankets over my head. I would play dead. Instead I must have tallen aeJ •P­

immediately~ CV ~ ~ 
Into my oblivion there presently marched a regiment of giant ten-point 

ucks, haughtily parading paat my bunk in a curious sort ot goosestep, their 

1st muzzles glistening in the firelight. The last one stopped and protruded 

1a bl11e tongue at me. Outraged, I nached tor my rifle--and again f'oWld Jll1"Self 

itting on the cold camp floor, "To hell with it," I muttered through clenched 
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teeth. l!ice, snoring men, undigested cabbage ... It was tar wiser to get up 

and go hunting. 

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

"Like all the works ot men, 11 1 thought, smiling inwardly at the sheer creative 

unoriginality ot this splendid kernel of philosophic corn. Leaving the camp 

I took a compass bearing and struck westerly toward the LJead River falls. 

Slowly, slowly I worked wes~ ever on the alert for deer or fresh tracks. 

Hadn I t my old father always told me that dawn was the best time to get them'? 

The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly 1n the halt-dawn. The 

new snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeching naked limbs of the 

trees in streamers and tutts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading 

earthward with gentle thuds and lending the scene an oddly gala aspect. ln th 

silent hardwood the trees were mostly old and tall, and some were rotted and 

dead and fallen, and some were rotting and dying, still standing, like proud 

and aged priests. Others leaned wearily against their fellows, sighing and 

scraping, l.ike wilful, tippling old men exchanging obscene confidences. Even 

the whitepine stumps, with their foaming mounds of snow, somehow looked like 

giant seidels of beer. Here was the untouched comedy and tragedy of Nature 

itself, a tangled mingling of death in life ... 

There was a strange hush, a sort. ot whispering stillness, as I walked 

along upon the light new snow, cushioned on the matting of so many years' dead 

leaves. I came upon a great hardwood maple that had crashed in a recent storm, 

bending a dozen young trees down to death with it, its very back broken, its 

trunk twisted and torn and ripped with the final agony of its reluctant sur-

render to the waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a 

sense of nameless and infinite ruin ... 

'~!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood staring and frozen, my 

rifle listless at my side, stupidly watching a large wraith of a deer leaping 

out of sight. It seemed to paw the very air with incredible grace and speed, 

bouncing and bouncing over the jumble ot windfalls, its tall white flag wig­

wagging a tinal gay farewell. 11Big one," I said aloud; and big indeed it was, 
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as its large tracks with the wide splayed boot prints plainly showed. The 

tracks led due north. I checked my compass and followed them. They led me 

north, north, north. Several times I was ready to abandon them and return to 

camp !or food and snoreless rest. But each ti.me I would hear a distant "whew" 

luring me on and on, and away I plunged through the hardwood, again the 

mighty keen-eyed hunter determined to make his kill. "Folks up thieaway call 

him 1Lightnin'' Traver," I mused. "He can wheel and shoot the eye out ot a 

groundhog at seventy paces!" 

Winding through the tortuous hardwood, crawling over and under and de­

touring around the endless windtalls, I finally crossed a narrow boggy creek 
~ 

and fou."ld myself in strange country . I had never huntedAbefore. I had never 

been there before. The trees somehow seemed taller and there were more ever­

greens. The tracks of the great deer had grown fresher. They finally slowed 

to a walk:. I heard the snap of a twig ~ahead o.f' me. I slipped my rifle 

oft safety and pressed cautiously ahead. I ca.me to a little knoll on top of 

which stood a tall wall o! close-growing cedars, like ah unkempt hedge. The 

!reah tracks led into this thick hedge. Shrugging and putting my rifle back 

on safety, I ducked my head and followed. 

I raised my head and found myself in a vast clearing, a large natural 

amphitheatre, the night gloom or which waa not yet entirely dispelled by the 

slow gray ot daylight. The st.range place was completely encircled by tall ever 

greens and cedars, like a sort of rough stockade. In the center o! this great 

clearing a large deer stood racing me. The track• l had been following led to 

where he stood. I blinked my eyes. 

This deer, the noblest buck~ had ever seen, was pure white. A fugitive 

shaft of light glistened on his muzzle and immense spreading rack o! antlers. 

I could see his sides ~heaving as he breathed and~ pillars or 

vapor rising from his nostrils. The great animal stood appraising me with its 

large wet eyes, cooly, almoat disdainfully. It took a step in my direction. I 

quickly raised JJfY rifle and le~elled it at the deer. It did not flinch or move 
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I blinked again and rubbed my eyes with the back of my hand. My rifle had 

turned into, ot all things, a slender olive branch! 

Just then I felt a sharp prod in my buttocks. I wheeled and saw two 

bucks immediately behind me, urging me forward wiih impatient tosses ot their 

sharp antlers. In my haste to avoid them, I rushed forward and stumbled and 

.tell prone on the damp snow-covered ground. I heard a wild burst of hilarious 

laughter and in the gathering daylight I saw tor the first time that the edge 

of the vast arena was lined with scores and hundreds of deer: young deer, old 

deer and medium deer; large deer and small deer; bucks, does and yearlings; 

and even several late fawns. Ail of them stood silently watching me with 

large repr~achtul eyes. 

I scrambled to my teet and stood there, trembling and uncertain. Again 

I felt a sharp prod, harder than the first, and I quickly moved toward the 

large white deer. The two bucks foll~wed closely behind me, forming a sort of 

escort. I felt like a dangerous felon going to his trial under heavy guard. 

I drew near to the great white deer and stopped. I was not in the least sur­

prised when he spoke. His voice was low and gentle and yet it seemed to carry 

to the tart.heat reaches ot the strange place. 

"Your name is Robert. Traver." It was not strictly a question. 

I glumly nodded my head. 

11You have hunted my people for ten seasons now-and during that time you 

have slain eight of our number." 

I hung my head in shame. 

nI think I understand some of the things that goad you hunters to so re­

lentlessly pursue us," the great deer went on. "In many cases, in most per­

haps, it is the simple lust tor meat; in others it is an atavistic urge to 

stalk and kill; and in still oth~rs, more subtly, to kill a deer somehow at 

once demonstrates and massages the ego of the strange human male. All ot it ia 

a curious mixture of juvenility and plain brutality. Perhaps these are some ot 

the reasons tor your interminable wars ... But I digress. Whatever your motive, 

the results are the same tor us: infinite pain and sorrow and death." 
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I stared at the olive branch I held in my hand. 

"Consider, then, what I am about to say ... For many, many years, even 

betore the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors pondered how 

they might shield them.selves troJll their human tormentors. But only this year 

have we at last round a way to protect ourselves ... To you, Robert Traver, 

talls the great honor and distinction ot being the first hunter ever to be 

tried by a jury or ;rour deers. All or them are relatives and friends of the 

deer you have killed or wounded in the past. But fear not, for I assure you 

that your trial will be eminently fair. ln the Wlhappy event of your convic­

t1ory/jou will be given the same chance, the same gracious treatment, that 

you humans have tor so long so generously accorded .us. ·othing could be 

fairer. Are you ready to proceed?" 

Perspiration fell .from my chin unto my hand -which held the olive branch. 

I nodded my head. 

rtRobert Traver, you have not only elain my people, but you have crippled 

many more of our number and left them to die or slowly starve and finally fall 

prey to the coyotes and wolves;· you have saporated entire families; you have 

harried us during the season of our tenderest love m.aking. Yes, you and your 

kind have brought nothing but sorrow and death into our domain. 11 

I continued to stare at the ground, crimson with ehame. 

"Look at me!" the great deer commanded. 1tI have not yet tinished with 

your arraignment. Last year--by mistake, it is true--you shot a doe deer with 

twin tawns." 

I nodded my head in sad assent. 

"You did not know that both of these fawns later died of starvation." 

I sadly shook my head. 

Law-voiced, the white deer went on with his accusations. 11.And, finally, 

you were jw,t about to murder me." 

Again I dolefully nodded. 

The great deer turned and thou.gbttully surve7ed the vast assemblage which, 

during the trial, had drawn in closer, until I was completely encircled by a 
~ 

a1lent throng o.f deer. TheAring or deer pressed even closer as the white deer 

-f:1:i1al~ spoke to them. 
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"Gentlemen of the jury," the white deer said, nyou have now heard the 

' court's indictment of thi3 W'lhappy hunter. The time baa now come for you to 

reach your verdict. Deliberate fairly and consider well. If you should find 

the defendant innocent, please answer no; if you should tind him guilty, 

please answer yes." There was an interminable pause. The vast jury of deer 

seemed to be whispering to each other. At last the white deer spoke. 

"Have you arrived at your verdict?" 

The other deer nodded their heads. 

"What ia ycur verdict?" 

Fearfully l glanced at the circle of deer and was horrii'isd to see every 

last one of them grav ly nodding his head up and do,vn, up and down, like~ z:G., 

mechanical deer I had once aeen as a little boy in a Christmas display at 

Marshall Field's. 

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said. 11Your verdict of guilty will 

be accepted and recorded." He again turned and confronted me. 

0 Robert. Traver, in accordance with the verdict or the jur7, I !ind 7ou 

guilty on all counts of the indictment. Do you have anything to say before the 

sentence of the court is passed upon you? 11 

Trembling violently, I despondently shook my head, no. 

The white deer spoke slowly, almost wearily. There seemed even a note of 

kindness in his vo1o "0 miserable hwiter, do not tremble; do not shake. 

You have our promise to treat you as fairly as you would treat. us... As 

always, we ourselves will do you no harm. Listen, then, to your sentence: It 

is the sentence o! this court that you be instantly transformed into a large 

mai. deer and, further, that you forthwith find yoursel.f' in tront ot your own 

hunting camp, from the door ot which those fellow slqers and excellent marks­

men-your brother Leo and your friend Jack--will just be emerging !!fil load$d 

ritles ! Farewell and good luck to you. You will stand in sore need of it." 

Lo! 1n an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled ~ apple 

tree in troot ot camp. Jack and Leo were just coming 011t the camp door--~ 

their rifles! 
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"Wait!" I tried to shout, but the only sound that came from .me was the 

snorting "whew" of a blowing buck. Horrified, I tried to turn and flee but 

my teet seemed weighted with lead. 

"Whew! !!h!! ! WHEW! 11 I frantically shouted, as Jack and Leo simultaneousl 

levelled their rif'les at me. 

"Whew!" I pleaded as they both tired. 

"Whew," I whispered faintly as I collapsed on the ground. 

In my death throes my e,elids weakly fluttered open and I dimly saw 

Jack and Leo standing over me, both laughing heartlessly. 

"What'8 the matter, Kid?" Leo chortled. 11Here--you better take this~ 
• .-1) 

drink. It's just a tuft of the hair or the dog that bit you ... " 

"Whew," I murmured sheepishly, from my favorite vantage point oo the cold 

camp floor. "What a hell of a dream ~ one was l Me--!' m all through with 

deerhunting. Really through... Let me tell you about it. But tirat gimme 

that drink!" 

END 
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THE TRIAL 

by 

Robert Traver 

I lay in my bunk in the darkened camp, tossing and rolling and then 

pausing and listening: listening to the field mice gleefully exploring the 

mysteries of our provisions; listening to the wild snoring of Jack and my 

brother Leo; listening to the hellish clanking of the camp alarm clock. My 

hatred for exploring mice and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching homi-

bevelled blankets, com.posed my tired limbs, and resolutely closed my eyes. 

sleep, damn it; em:trperchance to dream ..• Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. 

Ah, at last--outright strangulation was setting in .•• I opened my hot eyes and 

expectantly lay there waiting for him to expire. Waiting, I idly watched our 

long woolen underwear and socks dangling from the camp rafters. Lit by a fitf 

dancing slit of light from the camp stove, their shadows were performing a 

grotesque ballet on the far wall. 

This, I thought, sleepily reviewing my blessings, this is roughing it; 

this is camp life; this is the first night in deer camp. This, too, is probabl 

the terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too many inept blends of 

&$iRQia whiskey. One deserves the whiskey one drinks ... Tomorrow, I thought, 

was the fifteenth of November, the first day of deerhunting. Tomorrow fifty 

thousand red-coated hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and Jack and me 

and thousands of other upper peninsula hunters in the annual assault on the 

white-tailed deer. Tomorrow this army of he-men, armed with elephant guns, 

would go forth to hunt and scourge the most graceful and defenseless and least 

offensive a.."limal in the entj,re northwoods. Nay, in all America. Nay, in all 

the world. The annual slaughter was about to begin. And I was so very tired ... 

Yes, the--the annual slaughter ..• 

Suddenly I found myself sitting on the cold camp floor. To sleep, perchanc 

to fall out of bed •.. There was a great frisking of startled mice across the 

floor, like the autumn scurrying of dried leaves. I sat there on the drafty 
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~ 
floor rubbing my eyes, feeling like a bewildered child-efle&t in his suit of 

I\ 
Dr. Danton's. The figure intrigued me. "Mama," I said, falsetto, lurching to 

my feet. There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To bell with 

you, Buckshot, 11 I said, venomously creaking and groping my way across the camp 

floor to the water pail. 

My thirst was assuming Death Valley proportions. I elaborately clattered 

the tin dipper against the water pail and drank long and greedily. 11 Ah-h-h !n 

In perfect unison Leo and Jack responded with answering snores. If only I 

could somehow disturb their bovine nasal trumpetings ..• I wrenched open the 

Ccililp door and ent outside, slamming he heavy woode oo~ 

appa;entl!J ·,ms to dislodje _several feet of chinking fr.om betwe~_Y1! logs.- -
~" ...... t".Ufb ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~. 
Leo anJack obl!'viously snored on and on. I moved away from the camp, over by 

the wild apple tree and out of range. I would have a few moments silence and 

peace ... 

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing for dawn, had tipped 

and wheeled greatly across the sky. Someti.~e during the night it had snowed, 

the first of the season, and a billion diamond points glittered feebly in the 

waning starlight. Shivering, I stood there in the frosty stillness and wrote 

my name in the snow; that is, all but the last three letters, for even the most 

dogged penmen must occasionally run out of ink. I stood there in a state of 

miserable enchantment, wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming 

through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. 

There vrns one particular stc1r. It was a star which always stared 

balefully and unblinking; cold and far and timeless; a star the 

I never knew or ever wanted to learn. To know the mere name of a star or a 

bird or a flower, I somberly reflected, was to know a little less than nothing. 

To know but a name was to barter the awareness that lies in the quiet contem­

plation of the mystery and wonder of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's 

blind fury to classify and label. "Yes, yes, I know all about that star--its 

name is Sirius, the Dog Star. 11 I stood there shivering, no longer earthbound, 

clutched in a lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. Looking , 

at the cold star a dubious rhyme from the extensively unpublished works of one 

Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind. 
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110, impersonal and distant star, 
So far, so far out yonder, 
What being stands on thy curve tonight 
And views the Earth in wonder?" 

Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west of Silver Lake. It 

had been built many years before, of cedar, and had once been the paymaster's 

office of a large logging company. \'lhat glittering treasure once lurked there .. 
wt!.el-c11e,Kel 

The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse had long ago fallen into/\ wa.l,'iil g~ 

ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and endless thousands of 

decaying stumps marked their graves. 11Timber-r-r! 11 The eager bite of the 

and the whine of the cross-cut saw, the tumult and the shouting of the spring 

drive--all had faded and died away. And the old lumberjacks--where were they? ... 

Our remote deer camp was all that was left--a low, dark, mice-ridden relic-­

mouldering among the rotten stumps and rotting hardwood. An owl who-whoed far 

down the empty valley toward Silver Lake and) shivering, I hurriedly scrambled 

back into camp. 

Again I rattled the water pailJl,.Q~ 8!R iRGQceot irtw~1al, carefully fixed 

the draft in the stove so that our underwear would cease its obscene dance, and 

craftily hid the alarm clock under a spare blanket. I glanced appraisingly 

at the snoring forms of Leo and Jack. Hm ••• The most efficient way to silence 

them would be to use a deer rifle. Where was the ammunition? But hold--after 

au/there would be the inquest and the endless explaining. And the reporters 

and all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter runs amuck in deercamp"-­

And anyway, lucl<:y for them, they were quiet for the moment-­

probably gathering their resources. I sank wearily into my bunk and drew the 

blankets over my head. I would play dead. Instead I must have fallen a3J r 

immediately~ a,.., 4' ~ 
Into my oblivion there presently marched a regiment of giant ten-point 

ucks, haughtily parading past my bunk in a curious sort of goosestep, their 

oist muzzles glistening in the firelight. The last one stopped and protruded 

is blue tongue at me. Outraged, I reached for my rifle--and again found myself 

itting on the cold camp floor. "To hell with it," I muttered through clenched 
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teeth. Mice, snoring men, undigested cabbage ... It was tar wiser to get up 

and go hWlting. j D 

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow. 

"Like all the works of men," I thought, smiling inwardly at the sheer creative 

Wloriginality of this splendid kernel of philosophic corn. Leaving the camp 

I took a compass bearing and struck westerly toward the Dead River falls. 

Slowly, slowly I worked wes~ ever on the alert !or deer or fresh tracks. 

Hadn't my old father always told me that dawn was the beat time to get them? 

The tall hardwoods looked secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The 

new snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeching naked limbs 

trees in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading 

earthward with gentle thuds and ~ending the scene an oddly gala aspect. 

silent hardwood the trees were mostly old and tall, and some were rotted and 

dead and fallen, and scme were rotting and dying, still standing, like proud 

and aged priests. Others leaned wearily against their fellows, sighing and 

scraping, like wilful, tippling old men exchanging obscene confidences. Even 

the whitepine stumps, with their foaming mounds of snow, somehow looked like 

giant seidels of beer. Here was the untouched comedy and tragedy of Nature 

itself, a tangled mingling of death in life .•• 

There was a strange hush, a sort of whispering stillness, as I walked 

along upon the light new snow, cushioned on the matting of so many years' dead 

leaves. I came upon a great hardwood maple that had crashed in a recent storm, . 

bending a dozen young trees down to death with it, its very back broken, its 

trunk twi~ted an torn and ripped with the final agony of its reluc~anir'--sur­

render to the waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a 

sense of nameless and infinite ruin ..• 

•~!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood staring and frozen, my 

rifle listless at my side, stupidly watching a large wraith of a deer leaping 

out of sight. It seemed to paw the very air with incredible grace and speed, 

bounc~g and bouncing over the jumble of windfalls, its tall white flag wig­

wagging a final gay farewell. "Big one, 11 I said aloud; and big indeed it was, 
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as its large tracks with the wide splayed hoof prints plainly showed. The 

tracks led due north. I checked my compass and followed them. They led me 

north, north, north. Several ti.mes I was ready to abandon them and return to 

camp for food and snoreless rest. But each ti.me I would hear a distant "whew" 

luring me on and on, and away I plunged through the hardwood, again the 

mighty keen-eyed hunter determined to make his kill. "Folks up thisaway call 

him 'Lightnin'' Traver," I mused. "He can wheel and shoot the eye out of a 

groundhog at seventy paces! 11 

Winding through the tortuous hardwood, crawling over and under and de­

touring around the endless winofalls, I finally crossed a narrow 
tAvu,, 

and found myself in strange country . I had never hunte~ before. I had never 

been there before. The trees somehow seemed taller and there were more ever­

greens. The tracks of the great deer had grown fresher. They finally slowed 

to a walk. I heard the snap of a twig j=-t. ahead of me. I slipped my rifle 

off safety and pressed cautiously ahead. I came to a little knoll on top of 

which stood a tall wall of close-growing cedars, like an unkempt hedge. The 

fresh tracks led into this thick hedge. Shrugging and putting my rifle back 

on safety, I ducked my head and followed. 

I raised my head and found myself in a vast clearing, a large natural 

amphitheatre, the night gloom of which was not yet entirely dispelled by the 

slow gray of daylight. The strange place was completely encircled by tall ever 

greens and cedars, like a sort of ro~h stockade. 

clearing a large deer stood facing me. The tracks I had been following led to 

where he stood. I blinked my eyes. 

This deer, the noblest buck I had ever seen, was pure white. A fugitive 

shaft of light glistened on his muzzle and illlll'~nse spreading rack of antlers. 

I could see his sides ~eaving as he breathed and ~r~ 
vapor rising from his nostrils. The great animal stood appraising me with its 

large wet eyes, cooly, almost disdainfully. It took a step in my direction. I 

quickly raised my rifle and levelled it at the deer. It did not flinch or move. 
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I blinked again and rubbed my eyes with the back of my hand. My rifle had 

turned into, of all things, a slender olive branch! 

Just then I felt a sharp prod in my buttocks. I wheeled and saw two 

bucks immediately behind me, urging me forward with impatient tosses of their 

sharp antlers. In my haste to avoid them, I rushed forward and stumbled and 

fell prone on the damp snow-covered ground. I heard a wild burst of hilarious 

laughter and in the gathering daylight I saw for the first time that the edge 

of the vast arena was lined with scores and hundreds of deer: young deer, old 

aeer and medium deer; large deer and small deer; bucks, does and yearlings; 

and even several late fawns. All of them stood silently watching me with 

large reproachful eyes. 

I scrambled to my feet and stood there, trembling and uncertain. Again 

I felt a sharp prod, harder than the first, and I quickly moved toward the 

large white deer. The two bucks followed closely behind me, forming a sort of 

escort. I felt like a dangerous felon going to his trial under heavy guard. 

I drew near to the great white deer and stopped. I was not in the least sur-
• 

prised when he spoke. His voice was low and gentle and yet it seemed to carry 

to the farthest reaches of the strange place. 

"Your name is Robert Traver. 11 It was not strictly a question. 

I glumly nodded my head. 

11You have hunted my people for ten seasons now--and during that time you 

have slain eight of our number. 11 

I hung my head in shame. 

111 think I understand some of the things that goad you hunters to so re­

lentlessly pursue us," the great deer went on. "In many cases, in most per­

haps, it is the simple lust for meat; in others it is an atavistic urge to 

stalk and kill; and in still others, more subtly, to kill a deer somehow at 

once demonstrates and massages the ego of the strange human male. All of it is 

a curious mixture of juvenility and plain brutality. Perhaps these are some of 

the reasons for your interminable wars ... But I digress. Whatever your motive, 

the results are the same for us: infinite pain and sorrow and death. 11 
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I stared at the olive branch I held in my hand. 

"Consider, then, what I am about to say... For many, many years, even 

before the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors pondered how 

they might shield themselves from their human tormentors. But only this year 

have we at last found a way to protect ourselves ... To you, Robert Traver, 

falls the great honor and distinction of being the first hunter ever to be 

tried by a jury of your deers. All of them are relatives and friends of the 

deer you have killed or wounded in the past. But fear not, for I assure you 

that your trial will be eminently fair. In the unhappy event of your convic­

tion(you will be given the same chance, the same gracious treatment, that 

you humans have for sQ long so generously accorded us. Nothing could be 

fairer. Are you ready to proceed?" 

Perspiration fell from my chin unto my hand which held the olive branch. 

I nodded my head. 

"Robert Traver, you have not only slain my people, but you have crippled 

many more of our number and left them to die or slowly starve and finally fall 

prey to the coyotes and wolves; you have separated entire families; you have 

harried us during the season of our tenderest love making. Yes, you and your 

kind have brought nothing but sorrow and death into our domain. 11 

I continued to stare at the ground, crimson with shame. 

"Look at me!" the great deer commanded. "I have not yet finished with 

your arraignment. Last year--by mistake, it is true--you shot a doe deer with 

twin .fawns." . 
I nodded my head in sad assent. 

"You did not know that both of these fawns later died of starvation." 

I sadly shook my head. 

Low-voiced, the white deer went on with his accusations. "And, finally, 

you were just about to murder me. 11 

Again I dolefully nodded. 

The great deer turned and thoughtfully surveyed the vast assemblage which, 

during the trial, had drawn in closer, until I was completely encircled by a 
~ 

silent throng of deer. TheAring of deer pressed even closer as the white deer 

fie JJa spoke to them. 
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"Gentlemen of the jury," the white deer said, 11you have now heard the 

court's indictment of this unhappy hunter. The time has now come for you to 

reach your verdict. Deliberate fairly and consider well. If you should find 

the defendant innocent, please answer no; if you should find him guilty, 

please answer yes." There was an interminable pause. The vast jury of deer 

seemed to be whispering to each other. At last the white deer spoke. 

"Have you arrived at your verdict?" 

The other deer nodded their heads. 

"What is your verdict?" 

Fearfully I glanced at the circle of deer and was horrified to see every 

last one of them gravely nodding his head up and down, up and down, like -a; 

mechanical deer I had once seen as a little boy in a Christmas display at 

Marshall Field's. 

11Very well, gentlemen, 11 the white deer said. 11 Your verdict of guilty wil 

be accepted and recorded." He again turned and confronted me. 

"Robert Traver, in accordance with the verdict of the jury, I find you 

guilty on all counts of the indictment. Do you have anything to say before the 

sentence of the court is passed upon you?" 

Trembling violently, I despondently shook my head, no. 

The white deer spoke slowly, al.most wearily. There seemed even a note of 

kindness in his voice. 110 miserable hunter, do not tremble; do not shake. 

You have our promise to treat you as fairly as you would treat us ..• As 

always, we ourselves will ao you no harm. Listen, then, to your sentence: 

is the sentence of this court that you be instantly transformed into a large 

male deer and, further, that you forthwith find yourself in front of your own 

hunting camp, from the door of which those fellow slayers and excellent marks­

men-your brother Leo and your friend Jack--will just be emerging with loaded 

rifles! Farewell and good luck to you. You will stand in sore need of it. 11 

Lo! in an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled Yci::b:t apple 

tree in front of camp. Jack and Leo were just coming out the camp door--with 

their rifles! 
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11Wait! 11 I tried to shout, but the only sound that ca.me from me was the 

snorting "whew" of a blowing buck. Horrified, I tried to tum and flee but 

my feet seemed weighted with lead. 

"Whew! whew! WHE.W ! 11 I frantically shouted, as Jack and Leo simultaneous 

levelled their rifles at me. 

"Whew!" I pleaded as they both fired. 

"Whew," I whispered faintly as I collapsed on the ground. 

In my death throes my eyelids weakly fluttered open and I dimly saw 

Jack and Leo standing over me, both laughing heartlessly. 

''What1 s the matter, Kid?" Leo chortled. "Here-you better take this ::hot= 

drink. It I s just a tuft of the hair of the dog that bit you ••• " 

"Whew," I murmured sheepishly, from my favorite vantage point on the cold 

camp floor. "What a hell of a dream that one was! Me--I I m all through with 

deerhWlting. Really through... Let me tell you about it. But first gimme 

that drink!" 

END 
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