The Hunt

By MIkE Tirerany

[ never previously had the op-
portunity to hunt in the southwest
and when Joe Schlueter of Outdoor
Travel suggested a New Mexico an-
telope hunt, I jumped. I've hunted
in the northern Rockies and Canada
and when Joe casually mentioned
there might be a chance at a Boone
& Crockett buck, | started to sweat.

[ arrived in Roswell, New
Mexico about noon and met with Jess
Rankin of West Tex-New Mex Qut-
fitters. He and my guide, Mark
Fullingim, had been scouting the
ranch outside Carrizozo where we
would be hunting. Mark said they
had located two herds which were
lead by big bucks. When [ inquired
about how big, he said, “15 to 17
inches.” Jess also mentioned one
buck had a very unusual shape to his
horns. They pointed inward and the
prongs were very flat and large. This
long inward growth made the buck
look like he had a large heart on his
head.

It was about an hour drive to
Carrizozo through some very beauti-
ful country. There was a mixture of
sage prairies and stark, high, purple
mountains. The ranch was typical
of a New Mexico cattle ranch hav-
ing about 160,000 acres which
seemed to this Ozark boy more range
then we could possibly hunt effec-
tively. But Mark assured me he had
been narrowing down our hunt to
two areas that held large herds. Af-
ter arriving in Carrizozo, Mark
wanted to spend the rest of the day
scouting the ranch and locating the
bedding spots of the herds for our
morning hunt.

After a couple hours of glassing
and moving we locared one of our
target herds. The herd was grazing
on the top of a hill in a mixture of
cactus and waist high sage. There
were about twenty antelope just mill-
ing about feeding and looking up oc-
casionally. At first we didn't see any
bucks but then Mark directed me to
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or Loverboy

a particular spot and what I saw made
me really excited. The buck was a
beautiful animal with straight, tall
horns about 16 inches, nice prongs
and well proportioned mass. We
backed off the location, careful not
to spook the herd. Mark assured me
that if the herd was not pushed from
the area during the night by coyotes,
we should be able to stalk these an-
telope at first light the next morn-
ing.

Next, Mark decided that we
should try to locate the herd that
held that big buck with the heart-

“The buck of my
dreams was
centered in my
spotting scope.”
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shaped horns. We drove onto a long,
flat plain where Mark and Jess had
seen the buck the day before. We
stopped and got out of the truck on a
small rise and started glassing. Thirty
minutes went by and we hadn't seen
a thing,. We loaded up and decided
to move further down the plain about
a mile and about 500 yards up the
side of the mountain bordering the
south side of the plain. We resumed
glassing and searching for antelope.
After about ten minutes Mark whis-
pered, “Dar she blows.”

[ knew in an instant he didn’t
mean a big sperm whale. [ focused
in on a wash out about 400 yards off
to the north and spotted a few mov-
ing animals. Some were grazing with
heads bobbing up and down, watch-
ing for danger and feeding on the
sage brush. Suddenly one bigger bod-
ied antelope lifted its head and
looked directly at us, I took in a deep
breath.

The buck of my dreams was
centered in my spotting scope. |
couldn’t believe what [ saw. The
horns of the buck formed a perfect
heart and the prongs, or paddles as
Mark called them, looked like the
arrow through Cupid’s valentine
heart. 1 knew at that instant this was
the buck | wanted on my wall. [ ex-
pressed my wishes to Mark. It was
decided. We would hunt this animal.

We kept glassing the herd and
observing the movements of the big
buck in particular, Over the last hour
of daylight they stayed within one
hundred yards of the spot where we
first spotted them. We moved qui-
etly back to the truck and retraced
our path out of the area. Mark took
me to the motel in Catrizozo and we
made plans to meet at the truck two
hours before first light the next day.

When we returned to the
ranch the next morning two large
mule deer does raced in front of the
truck and my heart raced just as fast.
We drove to a spot located directly
up the mountain from the last loca-
tion of the herd. Now came the hard
part. We sat in the truck to wait for
enough light to start glassing the
plain to locate the exact target for
our stalk. My emotions really began
to dive when the sun started to rise.
The herd was nowhere in sight.

Mark and 1 both spotted the
movement near a large berm about
500 yards off to the northeast. A
berm is a long bank of dirc built up
about ten feet to form a pond from
the drainage of the surrounding area.

It was our herd and there was
Valentine boy. We planned our stalk.
There was a patch of scraggly cedar
trees between us and the herd, so we
packed up and started down the
mountain into the cedar. We had to
half crouch and zig-zag through the
caver to stay completely out of sight.
As we reached the edge of the patch
of trees Mark came to a complete
stop and held up his hand. There



they were about 250 yards directly in
front of us. We crawled up the last
few yards to the furthermost tree ex-
tending from the patch of cover.

We counted over thirty does
feeding around this berm. The buck
was feeding just to the right of the
main herd. 1 focused in on him
through my scope. | had hand-
loaded some 150 grain Nosler Ballis-
tic Tips and had confidence I could
put the shot where | aimed at this
distance. But, as [ peered through
the scope my worst nightmare ap-
peared. About 150 yards directly
behind the buck was a gray pickup
truck. We couldn't figure out how it
got to the spot! It didn't look too
old so 1 didn't think it was an aban-
doned junker. Mark asked if I was
sure if 1 could hit the buck with a
solid kill shot from this distance
which he thought was about 210
yards. Isaid [ could but I also knew
my bullett could pass directly
through the animal and possibly hit
the truck. We decided to wait until
the buck was clear of the truck.

[t was a long ten minutes look-
ing at the antelope as he casually fed
on the tender cactus flowers. Finally
he started to move to my left, away
from the line of fire of the pickup
truck. [ waited until he had the berm
behind him, making it safe to shoot.
But just as quickly as | could spit, he
walked behind the berm. The buck
had disappeared. Mark sighed as he
watched the scenario playing out in
his binoculars, We watched the does
continue to feed in the area, but still
no buck.
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Suddenly in
the center of the
hundred foot long
mound of dirt three
startled does ap-
peared from the
backside. They
didn't break into
the characteristic
full-out dash, but
just stopped and
looked backward. Mark whispered,
“Get ready.”

[ put the scope on the location
where the does had come from. Sec-
onds later the buck was in the clear
and my cross hairs were centered on
his shoulder. Before the sound of my
shot finished echoing down the val-
ley, the buck dropped in his tracks.

Mark patted me on the back
and sprinted out after the dead ani-
mal. My shot had entered at the base
of the neck at the start of the shoul-
der.

As we admired the buck an-
other pickup truck drove across the
valley toward us. The two guys were
locals that had also been hunting the
big buck. We found out the heart
shaped antelope was a local legend.
He had earned the name of
“Loverboy”, because of the large
number of does in his herd and the
heart shape of his horns. They took
some pictures and congratulated us
on taking the much sought after
buck.

We returned to Cartizozo with
the trophy and arranged for the
mounting of the buck. A crowd gath-
ered around the truck and many
guesses were made as how high it
would go in the record book.
“Loverboy” was officially scored at
82-6/8 points and was recently ac-
cepted into the 22nd Awards Period.

I've been asked when my next
antelope hunt will be, but after this
show I think I'll just stick to elk and
deer for awhile.

Avallable Now!

As a Boone and
Crockett Associate, youwill
receive a 20% discount off
the cost of the newest edition
of Records of North Ameri-
can Big Game. This is the
largest and most compre-
hensive edition of the famous
Boone and Crockett Club
records book ever.

The 1othedition con-
tains over 12,700 big game
listings in 34 categories.
There are 84 new top ten
trophies alone. Each big
game category fedturcs
photos of the World's
Records, as well as other top
ranking trophies. Also enjoy
seven [ull-color paintings of
Alaska- Yukon moose, cou-
gar, muskox, Dall's Sheep.
mule deer, desert sheep and
pronghorn by artist, Guy
Coheleach.

To place your order for
the Records of North
American Big Game, 10th
edition. call the Boone and
Crockett Club Headquar-
ters at (406) 542-1888.
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