
New Years Eve…..an aftermath…

We, “Broken Arrow”, and I, “Arizona Tom”, were traveling back from visiting some friends over the last couple of days. We not only sat around and had a good time celebrating the arrival of the New Year 2007, but had also indulged in something else we love to do too: CAS with our friends and neighbors! The weather had been cold, but not cold enough to stop us from staying outdoors at the range for hours on end playing this game that we all love! To wind it up on the last day before we all headed back to our homes, we indulged in some long range shooting, and then, after a hearty meal, we all set out to go back to our “other lives”. “Broken Arrow” and I were traveling in her rugged off-road vehicle, a English-built "Landrover" Defender, not in my van as usual, because there had been quite a bit of snow in the higher elevations where we had met with our friends. Using this vehicle in preference to my more comfortable van had turned out to be a good idea, roads had not cleared at all in that that area we traveled. 

So, back towards our home we went, still dressed up in our “weekend clothes”, “Broken Arrow” in her buckskins and me in my 1880 Infantry uniform. 

As we traveled along the highways towards our home, the sun broke through the clouds and it turned into a really beautiful day with sunshine glistening on the snow-laden trees and on the frozen surfaces of the fields that we were passing through. As the day had turned out to be so fine, I did not stay on the highway which would have been the shortest route to our home, but chose to take to the country roads to see more of this wonderful day and prolong our trip. 

This road we finally wound up on is well known to both of us; it also passes directly past the area where I frequently hunt, so it came to us quite naturally that we might just stop off in that hunting area to take a nice walk through the snow-covered landscape and really make this an enjoyable trip. No sooner said than done, we soon pulled the Landrover off the road and drove about a mile into the wooded area, parked the off-roader off to the side and got out for our walk. I slid into my Civil War Greatcoat against the cold, “Broken Arrow” donned some of her furs, and off we went! 

We had gone just about 200 yards from where we had parked when we saw tracks in the snow…fresh tracks… Without even a word spoken between us we both simultaneously turned on our heels and headed back to the Landrover. Once there I took my trusty “Gemmer” Sharps out of its leather cover and strapped on my web belt with the row of black powder .45-70 cartridges that I had worn for our long range shooting. “Broken Arrow” hesitated for a moment, and then chose her muzzle loading .45 Tryon rifle with the medium range sights on it, slung her hunting pouch over one shoulder, glanced at me, shrugged and said “did you expect me to go naked?” So off we went again – this time hopes high for something else than just shooting for fun!

About 800 yards into the woods there is an elevated stand that I like to use when hunting in the summer months because it gives me a better view over the foliage of the bushes surrounding that area, so we headed in that direction – and saw more fresh tracks in the snow on the ground. Now this was really getting exiting!!

When we reached the stand I had been heading for, I noticed a slight breeze blowing directly away from the stand, so we did not enter it and sit there, but headed another 70-80 yards down a small slope towards a small brook or stream that flows through the woods there. This brooklet was not quite frozen over, and we could hear the soft tinkling of running water as we made ourselves comfortable among some man-sized boulders that are grouped around this little stream as it winds its way through the forest. We took advantage of the shelter of the rocks from the wind, settled down among them in a corner where we could still catch a little sunlight and quieted down for a wait…

This is one of the aspects I love so when hunting; getting yourself prepared, finding your stand according to the instincts you have developed over the years of hunting experience, then getting as comfortable as possible before settling in and letting things go quiet as you prepare for your wait. This is when I love listening to the sounds of nature in the forest, the little sighs of the wind in the branches, scuffling of mice in the undergrowth, the patter of squirrels and the flickering flight of birds as they flit from tree to tree on their errands. No birds etc. today though, just a squirrel that bounded from one tree to another after we had sat for a short time. 

Then – sure enough – after almost an hour there is the movement between the trees that we have been waiting for – a doe is moving slowly over into our range of vision from the right hand side, pausing to nibble at some branches every few steps as she passes some dense brush that obscures her for a few moments. As I am on the right side of where we have settled down, she is “mine” – so I slowly take up the heavy weight of my trusty old Sharps, softly set my trigger and when the doe stands perfectly still about 90 yards away, I pull my triggers and the black powder load roars out into the stillness. The doe drops in her tracks, and all becomes quiet again. 

Boy – what a way to start a new year, - and what a way to put a highlight on a wonderful day! Happiness surges through me, “Broken Arrow” gives me a hug and is grinning from ear to ear as well. She knows how much I enjoy this!!

After letting the woods get quiet again after that blazing shot filled the air with smoke and sound, we walk forward to where the doe is lying on the ground, get out our bowie knifes and start to work on our game. As we progress, I suddenly feel “Broken Arrow” stiffen slightly and stare off to her left. I follow her glance and there, just a mere 50-60 yards off stands a young buck. He is seemingly uncertain what to do, just stands for a moment and then moves very clumsily for a few steps. Then we see the reason why: he is dragging his right fore leg uselessly over the ground; obviously the limb has been broke or otherwise incapacitated. I look at “Broken Arrow”, she looks back at me, still frozen still the way we were and not moving an inch. It is now I realize with a rush that I have not reloaded my Sharps rifle after that last shot that killed the doe, because we had definitely seen my game go down – that is something I usually NEVER let happen, I ALWAYS reload immediately – but today I have  truly forgotten to do so. DARN IT. While I am still thinking about this and cussing myself, “Broken Arrow” is slowly and smoothly reaching for her .45 Tryon, and I realize this is going to be ok… She had loaded her gun with a good sound load of 55 grains GOEX fffg, the same she uses for long range, and had set 400 grain Minie bullet on top of that charge while we were sitting and waiting in between the rocks. She now sofly settles down on one knee, steadies herself against my side, slowly raises the muzzle loader and carefully draws a bead on that wounded buck. Just as he raises his head in a perfect stance, she touches of the Tryon and in a blaze of smoke and fire the heavy bullet races towards the buck, and takes him down in a perfect shot to the heart. As soon as “Broken Arrow” touched of her gun, I had jacked a fresh round into my Sharps – just in case, but it was not needed. She did a perfect job with that muzzleloader that she is so fond of. (And I know deep in my heart that I have not heard the last of this for a long time..!)

So, now we have some more work to put our hunting knives to, and after another hour has passed I hike back to where we left that Landrover and maneuver it through the woods as far as I can, to get as close to our game as possible. That off-roader made in Great Britain with its powerful six-cylinder diesel engine is great for that job, it is not really comfortable to travel long distances in, but it is one of the few true 4wheel drives left around that do nor compromise to give more driving comfort by slacking ability to travel really rough terrain. Permanent four wheel drive in combination with the ability to lock both axles for a maximum of traction pretty much gets you anywhere you might want to go. Even the US Army Special Forces utilizes these rugged vehicles as weapons carriers in some areas.

After loading up and washing our hands in the ice cold waters of the stream, we then happily continued on our journey towards our home, not only with VERY high spirits, but also with a good load of venison for the deep freezer!

As we headed out of the woods we met up with a group of hunters heading in, so we stopped for a chat and to pass the time of day. While doing so, one of them tells us conversationally that they have been called out to try and track down a deer that had been hit the night before by a car on the nearby road. We grin at him, take him over to our truck and show him the contents of our loading space in the rear…

…and I regret deeply that we did not remember to take at least one of our two cameras that we had with us out of the truck until the next day, when I found them sitting in their bags on the back seat while I was cleaning the rest of the gunk from our adventure out of the vehicle….but nonetheless – the pictures of that day will live in my memory for a long time to come!!

Thomas L. Dobert


