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The Deerhunt
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,I lay in my bunk, 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 akarm 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 woollen

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 teo much boiled cabbage and too many blends

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

first day of 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 was a great
frisking and scampering of startled mice. -I sat there 6n the cold wooden
floor rubbing my eyes like a bewildered child in a moist suit of Dr. Denton'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.

"Ah-h-hi" I stealthily opened the camp door and went outside.

The night was big and still and the stars had tipped and wheeied
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. 1 stood there stupidly, wretched and shivering,
watching the stars gleaming through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods.

There was one particular star. 1t 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 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 of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's fury to classify and label.

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

in a




in a mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry. A Jjingle 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,
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 cookhouse had fallen

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

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

lumber jacks--where were they?--had faded 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 4 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
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led me north, north, north. I finally crossed a narrow creek and found

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

seemed taller. The deer tracks grew fresher. I slipped my rifle 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.
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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 ammual 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 DeadRiver 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 theme 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.

mav” ey 44/% /
ut to

Back in the bunk I fell asleep and then rolled out on the floor, fhen

Srodl grrived anel L vl Y Sions oG Mt [Otrane, Al finy, Log Hiree L,
stare at the stard./\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 weze”

stove--I1 dreamed uneasily about regiments of giant ten-point bucks goosesteppin

past my bunk. Daylight wa/‘coming when I last stalked sleep.‘al must have dozed ;

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

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 hunting troops of the Upper Peninsula of Michigan.
The ammual 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 Dear 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 theme 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 bunk I fell asleep and then rolled out on the floor, then out to

stare at the stard. 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--1 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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The Deerhunt W
lay in my bmkwm%mm
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listeningg‘t{o the. ?ield mice gleefully exploring the mysteries of our

e Wil ampoy of Jacl omal jonel

provisions} sbendrmp=to the hellish clanking of the camp akarm clock.

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

Aot le 0Gouum, Crnamged mvsy blankeds o-ngl

homicidal proportions. I MA get a grip on myself. IR‘esolutely closed

% M, Wvﬂd— t(/ ‘éw"w"'
my hot eyes. Then Leo emitted a curdling snore. Ah, at last—-outright

strangulation was setting in... Iopened eyesj ang-Fay—watehing woollen , -
g g op my ey PRt

Carmfs ¢
/. . m/\v/mfl‘ow R g 2 Urete Geme.
buntdng underwear an socksAexecuting a grostesque balle%aeing—f-ven—ﬁve
i ithe fa,., wetl,
Paﬁ“,/‘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 two much boiled cabbage and too many blends

o%f blended whiskey. Tomorrow, I thought, was the fﬁeenth of November, the
A

first day of deerhunting. Tomorrow fifty thousandW]ﬂWf-red—coated
hunters from lower Michigan would join Leo and Jack and me and thousands of
i e, Bl kit - lackect Aozt
other upper peninsula hunters in the annual Aeha—se-. 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.

e annual slaughter was about to begin. A g-/—the annual slaughter...
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Suddenly I found myself sitting on theAcamp_floor. There was a great

C Aervae Bhe camp flove, Loy the Esvondld o chriioe Looen

frisking and-sesmpering o artle mlce, I sat there on the oe&:&:wuc&auag‘a%
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floor rubbing my eyes like a bewildered child in a moist suit of Dr. Denton's.
)
The flgﬁre intrigued me. '"Mama, I said,Alurching to my feet. There was a

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

) M
%m and grop:Lng my way across the camp floor to the water pail. 9(1&%&«( e

"Ah-h-hi" I aﬁsaﬂ:bhﬁy opened the gamp door and went outside.

'ﬁ,tlm,

The night was bigAa:nd—s‘k'ai&Aand the stars/Xhad tipped and wheeled

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

! the STMr >

faintly in the starllght. I stood thereI@nd wrote my name in snow; that

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

oA Maf‘ 0{ ,gyw,/WJorMZ)

A
occasionally run out of ink. I stood there/{s’bupa:d—ly,/\wretched and shivering,

watching the stars gleaming through the nakedkbranches of the tall hardwoods.

There was one particular star. 1t 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 the mere name of a star or a bird or
a flower, I somberly reflected, was to know a little less than nothingp =

% ,éwwﬁula. Nane WMWW of

Awas to barter the awareness that lies in mthe mystery and

ok

wonder of Nature for the pBlib ignorance of man's;\fury to classify and label.

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

Freg.




(,W 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.

10, 1mpersonal\and distant star, 1
So far, so far out yonder, I

il
W Loy What being stands on thy curve tonight, l
And stares—a—%--ﬁarbhwm W |
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Our log deercamp stood on a knoll a mile or so west of Silver Lake.

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

e o

of a logging company. The bunkhouse, the bams, the cookhouse had fallen

1nto/\ru1ns many-years—before. t‘he hite pinejhad been loggedA The tumult

W
(295 4
and the shouting of the spring drive had faded and died away. fhe old
l" /\M “I

lumber jacks--where were they?+&d: OurAcamp was all that
N

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

nePorg v
/u-m/"/ stumps and taﬂ;\hardwood. An owl who-whoed far down the valley toward

Silver Lake and I hurriedly scrambled back intgtd#® camp. W‘t’v

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

stove so that our underwear would cease its obscene dance. Then 4 craftily

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

PR

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

A

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

=Y the/\explaining. And all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter
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runs amuck in deercamp" Or was it "amok"? And anyway,kthey were quiet

o
for the moment. I sank wearily beek—l-n my bunk and drew the blankets over

Rvwctst. flog thac Inaiact thone ey

my head. AI must have fallen asleep immediately. Into my oblivionAmeobod

/rymwl:/my/
Afifleaced a regiment of giant ten-point bucks, haughtily fm Past my bunkg U O e

oo Fhe last onte

VA yf gooseste}jm their moist muzzles glistening in the firelight.
)

stopped and protruded his tongue at me. AI reached emt for my rifle--and

A

again found myself sitting on the cold floor. "To hell with it, ' I muttered

W’M uﬂ-,g... kwﬁ:\vh@vé g wf

through clenched teeth. H-d-.get._u.pl\and go hunting.

I speee

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 kernel of phi-

(\ A
losophic corn. WW

Lea/ing the camp I took a compass bearing and struck westerly toward
the Dead River falls. The tall hardwoodglooked Aghostly in the half-dawn.
thie Aol Actre aome mear wenotfulis g Hlocks iy, weny ; Ol
During the year some-mew—emes—had-fallenmy some of the older eres wsre now @4«(

o Thwugh

leardny confidentially against the others, Awhlspermg, like proud and

By r - R oornes .
aged priests mild/gossiping in the unkempt grounds of ayAneglected cloister.
e

%&WW ﬂl had gone about a quarter mlle m} struck ﬁresh deer tracksj%

ym me WeaCraetsn, oURammany,

one'\)*/\ ‘th/\went due north., I checked my compass and followed them. They

MMMM




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

myself in strange country. I had never hunted there before., The trees
Hunw were e g ﬁ"‘?—W M%ﬁ%m

seemed taller.A The Wy tracks/t‘grew fresher. )(l/;l_i?pgd my rifle off rf
A
safety an(‘ixpressed/\ahead. I came to a little knoll’ @®n top of &kis W

Jes@Bb stood aAwall of close-growing cedars) )éa&saqhgdge/ The fresh tracks led

into this hedge. Shrugging, I ducked my head and followed.
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think I understand some of the things that goad you hunters to so

reiue- relentlessly pursue us. 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
massages the ego of the 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 1 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. Only this year do

we think we may
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The tall hardwoods 1ookea secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The new
snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeching naked limbs of 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 fellows, like willful, tippling old men exchanging obscene con-

fidences. The scene was invested with a sense of nameless and infinite ruin.

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, its trunk
gwisted and torn and ripped with the agony of its final reluctant surrender to
the obedient and triumphant earth.

"Whew !" 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 over 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 hoof 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 avay I plunged through the tange of hardwood, again the keen-eyed mighty
hunter determined to make his kill., "Folks call him 'Lightnin'' Traver," 1
mused. "He can wheel and shoot the eye out of a gopher at seventy paces!"
Winding through the tortuous hardwood, crawling over and under and detouring
around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narrow creek and found myself

in strange country/ I had never bunted before. I had never been there before.
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the mysteries of our provisions}{to the wild snoring of Jack and my brother Leoj

Lty

aad-ﬁ.o the hellish clanking of the camp alarm clock. My hatred for exploring mice

and ticking clocks and snoring men was reaching homicidal proportions. I had to
ﬂny_thaﬂzénwég,
get a grip on myself. I again arrgaHé‘d’E\ab ankets) and resolutely closed my hedr

Liroronllen.. larmm ) A
[_/

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

chpelarty

at last--outright strangulation was setting in.., I opened my Aeyes and

Hoon WM&?/ Uo—borribooovz—.

lay there waiting for :I-m%to expire., /\I idly watchedﬁgur long woolen underwear

and socks han-g:'mg/\from the camp raftersg the-shadows of which were executing-a
a/

grogtesque-ballet on the far wall, f4fully it by Adancing slit of light from
w " . < P>
w%camp stove,UmMWW&W‘WMmf ‘ 4.
N

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
e blenceod

terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too many blends ofxghlhd whiskey.

i i ive. W%mm

/‘ 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 sscourge the most graceful and defenseless and least

offensive animal in the entire northwoods. Nay, in all America. Nay, in all the
éfw sy loid -

world. The annual slaughter was about to begm.AYes, the-~the annual slaughter...

{ J"“‘M)W & fatk sclof Le. - .
Suddenly I found myself s the cold camp floom There was a great

W/ﬂvrv
frisking of startled mice across the eama floor, like the Ascurrying of dried

zlike a bewildered child

leaves. I sat there on the drafty floor rubbing my eyes)

in a meied suit of Dr. Denton's. The‘figure intrigued me. "Mama, I said, falsetto,
¥ 1

[/

lurching to my feet.a'There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell
eV
. with you, Buckshot," I said, enomously,i creak:mg and groping my way across the
v

h camp floor to the water ail, } I elaborately clattered the tin dipper against _ va

o«zﬁ, Lgrreterte MVfAﬁ”_W’ Pician,,

g g WAt (\—
\I /(opened the camp door %(

: , o
and went outside MWW_WW %
% “"g‘ﬁ?@ mwmw“% e hak

*T e fiight was big and clear and the stars, preparlng for dawn, had tipped and
wheeled greatly across the sky. %Ahad snowed and the/diamond points glittered

%Ain the/\starfight. Shivering, I stood there in thé;ﬁlness 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 sert=of state

2




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

through the naked branches of the tall hardwoods. ﬂzhzw%%ﬁé#— :

There was one particular star. It was a star which always stared at mew
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 somberlyAref-}:ec'bedT was to know a little less th nothlng. To know but h a

— A -

namg’was to barter the awareness that lies in thejsilent—beholding—ofthemystery

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

. = JW“ZZ‘,U'}%V

label, "Yes,(I know all about that, star-~its name :LsAOa-i-ea- " 1T stood there

-Q“

/)WWMM&;""") e

shivering,g clutchﬁd in a2 lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry.

f;'wtﬁt e f

*—j&ngie/‘from the extensively unpublished works of one Robert Traver came un-

bidden to my mind.
u -
“0 WW "0 impersonal and distant star,
[y Mu"’ww So far, so far out yonder,
W 4What. belng stands on thy curve tonight
W WZ ’% ‘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 na-inAoffice of a »ZM?&

Aty Qichavre vree Livikhek Chizee . .
logging company. AThe bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse amst had long ago fallen

into ten'gi:edl\ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and)s—middienm ===




eza - cud
O M“"““ﬂ‘“"/"’mwmﬂz D%
"Timber—r—ri" K'Ehb tumult and the shouting of

stumps marked their graves.

~—adl

the spring drive[{had faded and died away. And thgﬁgld lumber jacks--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 thghvalley toward Silver Lake ané}l hurriedly scrambled back into
A

camp., .
ovVAQaaéaudf¢4d9¢¢“z”
Again I rattled the water pailA;and carefully fixed the draft in the stoge

f-} M
so that our underwear would cease its obscene dancg)//i;-s%acraftily hid the

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

MW
Jack, Hm... The meatest{way to silence them would be to use A deer rifle.

Where was the ammunition? B!Fj!’,pﬂ@here would be the inquest and the endless

anol
explaining. AndAall the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter runs amuck
in deercamp"--or was it "amok"? And anyway, lucky for them, they were quiet for

<;~—”’_Tfﬁfzﬁﬁﬁﬁgéif?mzzzz wearily into my bunk and ’Hrew the blankets over my head.

I would play kkak dead, Instead I must have fallen asleep immediately./\Fnto

£§Aoblivion there presentlzﬂappeereé a regiment of giant ten-point bucks, haughtily

-

%nfehingﬁpast my bunk in a curious sort of goosestep, their mdst 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," I muttered through clenched teeth. Mice, snoringm

M‘d::abbage... It was far bott-erhto get up and go hunting.

Gy v

7,

Outside I saw that my name had been friraculously erased by 3ewer SNOW ., A
#he,enealivie unorigeralily

"Like all the works of men," I thought,/ smiling inwardly atAthis splendidﬁ,_ke/rnel

of philosophic corn., Leaving the camp I took a compass bearing ‘fyd’/struck
= <O . ol

westerly toward the Dead River falls ’ Me tgl¥ hardwoods looked\secretive afid
. gRostly in the half-dawn. e year thgre had been some new¥indfalls to

block Wy way; and some of

Py 8 coficle

others, as\though whisperiag, like p
n AN

the yakempt gryunds of some neglected clodgster. I had goge about a gudrter\mile

now mnning’went due north.

north, ngxth, north,

»ed

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




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 hard- /

plsth
woods in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally £a;-§:a'.-ng’\ lending

QN

the fm'estAan 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 leanedAaad—sigﬂEd‘
omd 2erap g !

against their fellows, like w:.l'rul tippling old men exc}z ging obscene con-

fidences./\ he—seene-was

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

upon the light new snow, cushioned on the mattlng of so many years' dead leaves.

“Aencng / WMM«&

(om o
I came upon a great hardwood that had crashed 1n a recent storm,)iss—trurc

MM&NM’(@M

gw:l.sted and tom and ripped with th agony of its #emed- reluctant surrender to

the)(ebed-i-eat and triumphant earth. %/Lm Wtee gnilelicd tli G 2crdl/
MNarnclesz Crnel W _Atecriiy e a
"Whew!" a deer blew just ahead of me. I stood stbupidiy staring and frozen,
WW%»MM—

- Awatchlng :tXbomd-—graoe#&h out of sight,—geinimg
w M

N Gl NPT bl
Aincredible gpeed, bouncing,\over the %engle(of windfalls, its tall white flag geidy

wig—wag\g#g%%farewell. "Big one," 1 said aloud)‘

sbrietly—in—ehargetery and big indeed it was, as its large track%ith the wide

my fifle llstless at my side,

5A




splayed hoof wmeris, 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

ready to abandon them)\ ut each time I would hear a distant "whew" luring me on,cef s7v,

i ) —Lrrbeammbiseatert. :
andavay I plunged through the baagb:a&{hardwoo‘d, again the/keen-eyed{mighty

hunter determirll,ed to make his kill, "FolRS/(call him 'Lightnin'' Traver," I
mused, UHe/can wheel and shoot the eye out of a(gopher at seventy pacesi"
Winding through the tortuous hardwood, crawliiig over and under and detouring

around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narrow‘Kreek and found myself

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




MM

The treeﬁkseemed tallerk There were more evergreens. The tracks of the great deer

Lhsnndt o B ornofla Loy fro2ar;_

grew fresher. They finally slowed to a walk. | I slipped my rifle off @ safety ?/
N Ze.

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

thuch MW‘?”K"?W gL

into this /\hedge. Shruggmgh 1 duced my head and followed.
spaoe SPACE

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

' by
theatre, the night gloom of which was not yet entirely dispelled by thgﬂgrayoﬁQ
daylight., TheAPlace was completely encircled by tall evergreens and cedarg) like
a sort of stockade.,” In the center of this great clearing a large deer stood

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

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

fugiin - - % o
Akshaft of light glistened on hi Amuzzle and zspreading rack

could see his sides quietly heav1ng as he breagﬁbé‘;‘fag:great gllmaligiood

e mw_anwM%WM%ﬁW“%k“.”‘?\%%

}:coofﬁ, “almost dis 1nfully, app?&igtns-gg;. qulckly rgizsg my rifle and levelled

DO it PO, gt Pl o it 5 4

it at the deeruj\l.bllnked agaln‘ My rifle had turned 1nto, of all thlngs,
fore

slender olive branchi
&

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

ahort

immediately behind me, urging me forward with impatient tosses of theirAantlers.




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

the M snow-covered ground. I heard a burst of wildsimx hilarious ;
£ Y frral lorre
D s fo*

laughter anwm:tﬁm in the gathering daylight,Aehsmed- that the edgeﬁ

e

o’
of theAe&e-aréen-g was lined with scseesA and hundreds of deer: young deer, old

deer, and medium deer; large deer and small deerj; bucks, does and yearllngs,

Ul /m»%»? Lo
bh-omo-weca;\even several late fawns. %I scrambled to my feet and stood there)un-

certaln}x. Again I felt a sharp pro 3 har%then the first, and I quickly moved

Mrd té hlt,e deer, Thel|two bucKs followed closely behind me, forming a sort
J fett A o Londen M%w? W

of midsibary escort. i drew near to the great white deer and stopped. Curieusdy

/7

enpughs I was not in the least surprised when)(t-he-—dee-r spoke. Hea voee Wae Lo
"Your name is Robert Traver." It was not strictly a questlon.
I glumly nodded my head.
"You have hunted my people for teu seasons now--and during that time you

have slain eight of our number."

I hung my head in shame,




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

\ MLWWWW

reiugx relentlessly pursue us)/L “n 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

avr’

massages the ego of the human mal All of it 1s a curious mixture of Juvenllltyl

fWWﬂm WWW /M\IW

and plain brutallty.AMatever your motives, the results are the same for us:

oamed
pain, sorrow and death."

IAstared 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 ancesf;ors pondered how

MW

they might shield themselves from their human tormentors. enﬂ:y;\this year go-

we—think-we~may—




have/\at last found a way o you, Robert Traver, falls the great homor and dis-

tinction of being thg fiFSL hunter ever to be tried by a eeurt—esé jury of your
W%WW/W“’%% i Sl P e AR O “g
deers. ‘A But fear not for I assure you that your trial will be eminently fair.
R W

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

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

: A
WW&W,
us. Are you ready to proceed?" M

" /’%W’?

Perspiration fell from my chin &I/\nodded my head.

A o IS o

"Robert Traver, you have not only slain my people;Ayou have crippled many
more of our number and left them to die or % slowly starve anm prey to

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

lndincs yes'
during the season of ourAlove makingg andAyou and your kind have brought nothing

but sorrow and death into our domain."
I continued to stare at the ground,-anaeeéag.w w«%M
"Look at me!" the great deer commanded. "I have not yet finishedAyour
arraignment. Last year--—k;y mistake, it is true--you shot a doe deer with twin

fawns,"

q| ina éied my head in sad assent. / Lz !
/Pny W g

"
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debgulty. — trgreeg oty
Again I nodded(m———z.

[y
The great deer turned and thoughtfully surveyed the vast assemblage which,éi§?¢¢2§

2, Dutrfad ...

in closef)du;;ng—the_preeeeéiﬁgs,.untll I was completely encircled

4nra,.¢nf§ZfL§£:ing : = deew. ;;;§552532é§4‘¢4a<29(;¢&u i e

whl MW s oAeto %m.

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

court's indictment of thisAhunter. The time has now come for you to reach your
verdict, Deliberate fairly and consider well., If you whﬂ+4nkfind the defendant
W

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

Cletr decomct Co ¢L:Au4«7s~um7,ﬁ toch obeer. Akﬁzéaquzeév4kza2%a§

dé,awd d}wka

szz7one of them gravely nodding his head up and down like a mechanical deer I

auyavléuzz~“6'1?’ AZ"“adlaaa! 4

had once see?Aln a Christmas display at Field's.

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

and recorded." He again turned and confronted me.
2
"Robert Traver, in accordance with the verdict of the jur;A 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, ll\shook my head, no.

The white deer spoke slowly, almost wearily. There un.sAeven a note of kindness

" .
O rmusirobte bunlen ) o Yo
in his voice. \™@® not tremble; do not shake. h/\have/\promiseﬂ to treat you as

\ B
o et i

~——""Fairly as you would treat us...y It is the sentence of this court that you be

instantly trassformed into aAm‘gZ‘L/e deer and) further/that you forthwith find
hrze

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

Snd W marbermew - —
slayer%--your brother Leo and your friend Jack--will jist be emergingaéwith
Feantuudl gland sin 2T 2o

loaded rifles!™ . $

Lo! in an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled wild‘%pple tree

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

rifles!

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

e : :
snorting "whew" of a blowing buck,jM % leere Mféﬂ//td"/ndy WW
gt lod Wit Ltea. N

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

levelled their rifles at me. W&W

"Whew!" I ;s-h-e&ted- as they both fired,

"Whew," I weelely whispereéAas & collapsed on the ground.




and Leo i | (fre ¥ 1le i famas.

o1 1o hats Yo, il M"m- L anis : . Hhrs ffmm;é_

q "Whew," I murmured sheepisly,’from er' favorite vantage point on the/\camp

rine A
= M‘W
floor. What a hell of a dream that one was! Z. g
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The Peerhunt

I lay in my bunk listening: listening to the field mice gleefully exploring
the mysteries of our provisions, to the wild snoring of Jack and my brother Leo,
and to the hellish clanking of the camp alarm clock. My hatred for 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 for Leo to expire. I idly watched our long woolen underwear
and socks hanging from the camp rafters, the shadows of which were executing a
grogtesque ballet on the far wall, 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 of blended whiskey.
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 animal in the entire northwoods. Nay, in all America. Nay, in all the
world. The annual slaughter was about to begin. Yes, the--the annual slaughter...
Suddenly I found myself sitting on the cold camp floor. There was a great
frisking of startled mice across the camp floor, like the scurrying of dried
leaves. I sat there on the draft}'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 from either Leo or Jack. "To hell

with you, Buckshot," I said, venomously, creaking and groping my way across the
camp floor to the water pail. I elaborately clattered the tin dipper against
the water pail and drank long and greedily. "Ah-h-h!" I opened the camp door
and went outside.

The night was big and clear and the stars, preparing for dawn, had tipped and
wheeled greatly across the sky. It had snowed and the diamond points glittered
faintly 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, for even the most

dogged penmen must occasionally run out of ink, I stood there in a sort of 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

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 reflected, was to know a little less than nothing. To know but a
namc‘was to barter the awareness that lies in the silent beholding of the mystery
and wonder of Nature for the glib ignorance of man's blind fury to classify and
label. "Yes, I know éll about that star--its name is Orion." I stood there
shivering, clutched in a lofty mood for poetry. Tonight was a night for poetry.
A jingle from the extensively unpublished works of one Robert Traver came un-
bidden to my mind,

"0, 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 main office of a
logging company. The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse mma#t had long ago fallen

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




stumps marked their graves. "Timber-r-ri" 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 far 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 stome
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 endless
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 ddrew the blankets over my head.
I would play khak 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 of goosestep, their mdst muzzles glistening

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




Qutraged, I reached for my rifle--and again found myself sitting on the cold
camp floor. "To hell with it," I muttered through clenched teeth. Mice, snoring,

cabbage... It was far 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 tbwa#d the Dead River falls. The tall hardwoods looked secretive and
ghostly in the half-dawn. During the year there had been some new windfalls to
bl;ck my way; and some of the older trees now leaned confidentially againstvthe
others, as though whispering, like prouq and aged priests mildly gossiping in
the unkempt grounds of some neglected cloister. I had gone about a quarter milﬂ
when I struck fresh dger tracks. They were/the largest tracks I had ever seen.
From the marks in tho new snow I saw that I had jumped the big deer. His tracks,
now running went due north. I checked my compass and followed them. They led me
north, north, north. Winding through the tortuous hardwood I finally crossed a

narrow creek and found myself in strange country. I had never hunted there before.




The trees seemed taller. There were more evergreens. The tracks of the great deer
grew fresher. They finally slowed to a walk. I slipped my rifle off of 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 hedge, Shrugging, I duced my head and followed.

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 gray
daylight. The place was completely encircled by tall evergreens and cedars; like
a sort of stockade. In the center of this great clearing a large deer stood
quietly facing me. The tracks I had bqen 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. 4

could see his sides quietly heaving as he 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 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 antlers,




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

the snow covered ground. I heard a burst of wild,kxx hilarious
laughter and for the first timef in the gathering daylight, observed that the edge
of the clearing was lined with scroes and hundreds of deer: young deer, old

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

there were even several late fawns. I scrambled to my feet 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.

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

I glumly nodded my head.

"You 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.

"Consider, then, what I am about t¢say... For many, many years, even before
the Indians so freely roamed these woods, my ancestors have pondered how they

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




have at last found a way. To you, Robert Traver, falls the great honor and dis-
tinction of being the first hunter ever to be tried by a court and jury of your
deers. 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 the same chance,
the same gracious trdatment, that you humans have so long so generously accorded

us. Are you ready to proceed?"

Perspiration fell from my chin as I nodded my head.

"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 me!l" the great deer commanded. "I have not yet finished your
arraignment. Last year--by miatake, it is true--you shot a doe deer with twin
fawns."

I nodded my head in sad assent.

"And you were just about to murder me."




Again I nodded.

The great deer turned and thoughtfully 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 of this hunter. The time has now come for you to reach your
verdict. Deliberate fairly and consider well. If you wish to find the defendant
innocent, please answer noj; if you wish to find him guilty, please answer yes.
"There was an interminable pause. "Now what is your verdict?"

Fearfully I glanced at the circle of deer and was horrified to see every
kst one of them gravely nodding his head up and down like a mechanical deer 1
had once seen in a Christmas display at Field's.

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said. "Your verdict will 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, 1 shook my head, no.

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

in his voice. "Do 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 trassformed 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 friend Jack--will jgst be emerging--with

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
rifles!

"Wait!" I tried to shout, but the only sound that came from me was the
snorting "whew" pf a blowing buck.

"Whew, whew, WHEW!" I frantically shouted, as Jack and Leo simultaneously
levelled their rifles at me.

"Whew!" I shouted as they both fired.

"Whew," I weakly whispered as I collapsed on the ground.
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In my death throes my eyelids weakl} )¥uttered open and 1 dimly saw Jack

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

"Whew," I murmured sheepisly from my favorite vantage point on the camp

floor. "What a hell of a dream that one was!"
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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. "To hell with
you, ﬁuckshot," 1 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. "Ah-h-h!"
In perfect unison Leo and Jack responded with answering snores. If only 1
could somehow disturb their bovine nasal trumpetings... I wrenched open the

camp door and went outside, slamming the heavy wooden door. 4ll I achieved,

apparently, was to dislodge several feet of chink from between the logs.
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Leo and Jack obliviously snored on and on. I moved away from the camp,Ayut of
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The night was big and clear and the stars, prepering for dawn, had tipped
and wheeled greatly across the sky. Sometime during the night it had snowed,
iai?, : 57¢r522141¢214494v6
; 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 bennan 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 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 littles less than nothing.
To know but a name was to barter the awareness that lies in the guiet 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." 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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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
pt the cold star a dubious rhyme from the extensively unpublished works of one
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you, Buckshot,”" I said, venomously creaking and groping my way across the camp
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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,
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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 upblinking; 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 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 ignorance of mau's
blind fury 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 from the extensively unpublished works of one

Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind.




teeth. Mice, snoring men, undigested cabbage... It was far wiser to

and go hunting.

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow.
"Like all the works of men," 4 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

:demnkwith gentle thudqj/fgd 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 1 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 nameless and infinite ruin...

"Whew!" a deer blew just ahead of me. 1 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 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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and go hunting.

Outside I saw that my name had been miraculously erased by newer snow,
"Like all the works of men," 4 thought, smiling inwardly at the sheer creative
unoriginality of this splendid kernel of philosophic corn. Leaving the camp
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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 hardwoodht t 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 1ta reluctant sur-
render to the waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a
sense of nameless 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 grace and speed,

bouneing and bouncing over the jumble of windfalls, its tail white flag wig- %
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wagging a final gay farewell. "Big one," I said aloud; and big indeed it was,
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Robert Traver

I lay in my bunk in the darkened caij/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. Ny
hatred for 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 dis-
hevelled blankets, composed my ti;ed limbs, and resol&éely closed my eyes. To
sleep, damn 1%,;aad’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. Waiting, I idly watched our
long woolen underwear and socks dangling from the camp réfters. Lit by a fitful
dancing slit of light from the camp stove, their shadows ST Iertiening
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 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 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 animal in the entire northwoods. Nay, in all America. Nay; in all
the world. The annusl 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, perchance
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 bqwildered child afloat in his suit of
Dr. Denton's. The figure intrigued me. "Mama," I said, falsetto, lurching to
my feet, There was a mubttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with
you, Buckshot," I said, venomously ereaking and groping my way across the camp
fioor 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. "Ah-h-h!"
In perfect unison Leo and Jack respondegd 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 aghieved,
apparently, was to dislgdge seve al feet/of chinking from between the logs.u—AZL
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1Leo and Jack obliviously 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. 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 last three letters, for even the most

Aabes,
dogged penmgn ggaﬁ'occasionally ruq’bub of ink, I stood there in a state of

miserable enchantment, wretched and shivering, watching the stars gleaming
through the naked branches of the tail 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 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, 1 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 from the extensively unpublished works of one
Robert Traver came unbidden to my mind.




"0, imperscnal 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. What glittering treasure onc:bi::f:d there.
The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse had long ago fallen intg&u&id-grewn
ruins. All the towering white pines had been logged and endless thousands of
decaying stumps marked their graves. "Timber-r-r!" The eager bite of the axe
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 lumber jacks--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 anq)shivering, I hurriedly scrambled
back into camp.
Again I rattled the wator pai})£or an indecent interval, carefully fixed
the dratt in the stove so tbat our underwear would cease its obscene dance, and
craftily hid the alarm.olock under a spare blanket. I glanced appraisingly
at the snoring forms of Leo and Jack. Hm... The most ofticient way to silence
them would be to use a deer rifle. Where was the ammunition? But hold—after

allc{%hore would be the inquest and the endless explaining. ' And the reporters

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--
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 asleep
immediately.c. s o /A%A/ .

Into my oblivion there presently marched a regiment of giant ten-point
bucks, haughtily parading past my bunk in a curious sort of goosestep, their

ist muzzles glistening in the firelight. The last one stopped and protruded
is blue tongue at me. OQutraged, I reached for my rifle--and again found myself
itting on the cold camp floor. "To hell with it," I muttered through clenched




teeth. Ifice, snoring men, undigested cabbage... It was far wiser to get up

and go hunting.

OQutside I saw‘thaﬂ 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 splon&id 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 old father always told me that dawn was the best time to get them?

The tall hardwoods locked secretive and ghostly in the half-dawn. The
new snow had covered the earth and clung to the beseeéhing naked limbs of the
trees in streamers énd tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading
earthward with gentle thuds and lending the scene an oddly gala aspeet. 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. Even
the whitepine stumps, with their foaming mounds of snow, somehow looked like
glant 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. 1 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 t;e waiting and triumphant earth. The scene was invested with a
sense of nameless 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 grace 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,




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 times I was ready to abandon them and return to
camp for food and snoreless rest. But each time 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!"

Winding through the tortuous hardwood, erawling over and under and de-
touring around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narrow boggy creek
and found myself in stragé; country. 1 had ne:;r hungzg:g:;ore. 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 snapof a twig just 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 rough stockade. In the center of this great
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 immense spreading rack of antlers.
I could see his sides-quic%}qhyeaving as he breathed and thgkt in pillars of

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. 1

quickly raised my rifle and levelled it at the deer. It did not flinch or move.




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 hear@ 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
deer 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.

1 drew Ae;r to the great whit;.doer 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." It was not strictly a question.

I glumly nodded my head.

"You have hunted my people for ten seasons now--and during that time you
have slain eight of our numbér."

I hung my head in shame.

"I 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 motives,

the results are the same for us: infinite pain and sorrow and death."




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

"Consider, then, what I am abput to say... For many, many years, even
before the Indians éo 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 distinetion of being the first hunter ever to be
tried by a jury of your deers. All of them are relatives and frieqda of the
deer you haverkilled 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 convie-
ti you will be given the same chance, the same gracious treatment, that
you humans ha;;mfor so long so gene;éusly accorded us. Nothing could be
fairer. Are you ready to proceed?"

Perspiration fell from my chin unto my hand which held the olive branech.
I nodded my head.

"Robert Traver, you have not-only slain my people, but you have erippled
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.™

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. "iAnd, finally,
you were just about to murder me."

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

anling
silent throng of deer. The,ring of deer pressed even closer as the white deer
£inaily spoke to them.




fGentlemen of the jury," the white deer said, "you have now heard the
court's indictment of this unhapﬁy 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 ycur 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, likeAfZZQP

mechanical deer I had once seen as a little boy in a Christmas display at
Marshall Field's.

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said., "Your verdict of guilty will
be accepted and recorded." He again turned and confronted me.

“"Robert Traver, in accordance with the verdict of the jury, 1 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, almost wearily. There seemed even a note of
kindness in his voices "O miserable hunter, do not tremble; do not shake.

You have our promise to treat you as fairly as you would treat us... Ais
always, we ourselves will do you no harm. Listen, then, to your sentence: It
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."

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

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




"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 feet seemed weighted with lead.

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

"What's the matter, Kid?" Leo chortled. "Here--you better take this_hot=

drink, It'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 évdream.gggg one was!wlhe--l'm all through with
deerhunting. Really through... Let me tell you about it. But first gimme

that drinkl!®
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THE T RIANL
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-
cidal proportions, I had te get a grip on myself.' I again arranged my dis-
hevelled blankets, composed my tired limbs, and resolutely closed my eyes. To
sleep, damm it; amer 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. Waiting, 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 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 probably
the terminal result of too much boiled cabbage and too many inept blends of
brended 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-tziled 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 animal in the entire 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, perchance
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




odrtt
floor rubbing my eyes, feeling like a bewildered child afdeet in his suit of
Dr. Denton's. The figure intrigued me. "Mama," 1 sa;:, falsetto, lurching to
my feet. There was a muttered curse from either Leo or Jack. "To hell with
you, Buckshot," 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. "Ah-h-h "
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. A11 T achieved, :

i

apparently, was to dislodge several feet of chinking from belwegn the logs_..ﬁﬁit,

.Zaow?. i ne~ el
ALeo anf Jack oblfviously” 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. 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 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.

Therc 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 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." 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.




"Q, impersonal and distant star,

So far, so far out yonder,

What being stands on thy curve tonight

And views the Earth in wonder?"
Qur 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. What glittering treasure once lurked there,.
weed-cHeoked
The bunkhouse, the barns, the cookhouse had long ago fallen intqﬂnééd—grewn
ruins, All the towering white pines had been logged and endless thousands of
decaying stumps marked their graves, '"Timber-r-r!" The eager bite of the axe
|l 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?,.
Qur 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 anq)shivering, I hurriedly scrambled
back into camp.
Again I rattled the water pai%)ﬁopthiadecent_intasual, 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

al%j/there would be the inquest and the endless explaining. 4nd the reporters

and all the unpleasant publicity, too. "Crazed hunter runs amuck in deercamp"-—i
or was it "amok"? 'And anyway, lucky 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 askteep
immediately.ende— & o&% lecfor

Into my oblivion there presently marched a regiment of giant ten-point
bucks, haughtily parading past my bunk in a curious sort of goosestep, their
moist 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," I muttered through clenched




teeth. Mice, snoring men, undigested cabbage... It was far wiser to get up
and go hunting. *g‘ CPALE
Outside I saw that my name had ;;en miraculously erased by newer snow.
"Like all the works of men,” I 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 Uead River falls.
Slowly, slowly I worked west, ever on the alert for deer or fresh tracks.
Hadn't my old 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
trees in streamers and tufts and cotton-balls, some occasionally cascading
earthward with gentle thuds and lending the scene an oddly gala aspect. In th#

gilent 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. 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 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...

"Whew!" a deer blew just aheéd 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 of windfalls, its tall white flag wig-

wagging a final gay farewell. "Big one," I said aloud; and big indeed it was,




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 times I was ready to abandon them and return to
‘camp for food and snoreless rest. But each time 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 pacesi"

Winding through the tortuous hardwood, crawling over and under and de-
touring around the endless windfalls, I finally crossed a narrow boggy creek
and found myself in strange country. I had never huntqubefore. 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 juwst 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 soré of rough stockade. In the center of this great
i

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 immense spreading rack of antlers.

I could see his sides quiet%ikheaving as he breathed and i APi lars of

vepor 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.




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
deer 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." It was not strictly a question.

I glumly nodded my head.

"You have hunted my people for ten seasons now--and during that time you

have slain eight of our number,"

I hong my head in shame.

"l 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 atavistiec 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."

.




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-

tiong/}ou will be given the same chance, the same gracious treatment, that

you humans have for so 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."

I continued to stare at the ground, crimson with shame,

"Look at mel" 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 nédded 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,
Yyou were just about to murder me."

Again I dolefully nodded.

The great deer turmed and thoughtfully surveyed the vast assemblage which,
during the trial, had drawn ?n closer, until I was completely encircled by a

silent throng of deer. TheAring of deer pressed even closer as the white deer

£imatty spoke to them.




"Gentlemen of the jury," the white deer said, "you 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 noj; 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 othef 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 = e
mechanical deer I had once seen as a little boy in a Christmas display at
Marshall Field's.

"Very well, gentlemen," the white deer said. "Your verdict of guilty will
be accepted and recorded." He again turmed 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
sentenge of the court is passed upon you?"

Trembling violently, I despondently shook my head, no.

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

kindness in his voice. "0 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 do you no harm, Listen, then, to your sentence: It

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."

Lo! in an instant I found myself standing under the gnarled wii=t apple
tree in front of camp. Jack and Leo were just coming out the camp door--with

their rifles!




"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 tum and flee but

my feet seemed weighted with lead.

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

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.

"What's the matter, Kid?" Leo chortled. "Here-—~you better take this het:
drink, It'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'm all through with
deerhunting. Really through... Let me tell you about it. But first gimme

that drink!"






