DARK WINDOWS
AND BOLOGNA
SANDWICHES

“You shot my deer!” I heard a voice
exclaim as I sat in my tree stand
watching the steam rising from the
nostrils of my freshly downed
buck. Ilooked to my left and saw
a large, moose of a man in
camouflage. He crossed from
“his” cornfield behind me

into “mine” and was
heading toward the
magnificent buck
IThadshotonlya
fewminutes
earlier.

I had
heard the sto-
ries of hunters
squabbling in the
field over disputed
kills, though I had never
been witness to such an
incident. Aswith all thingsin
life, there is a first time for
everything. For a brief in-
stant, I contemplated the
probable outcome of my en-
gaging in a physical alterca-
tion with aman twice my size.
Fortunately, my story
has a happy ending. And per-
haps semi-fortunate for you,
gentle reader, is that you get
to hear it. So gather ‘round,
children!

November 17, 2012, was
the first day of gun season in
Indiana. The land I hunt is
somewhat centrally located
in an area of farmland and
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small woods.
Because of this, I consider my
spot somewhat inferior since
other hunters on adjacent
properties theoretically have
first crack at deer moving
through. From my stand I can
sometimes see two, three,
even up to twelve hunters at
any given time, not counting
me. On thisdayIbelieve there
were at least eight of us in
the area.

For almost 20 years, my
planofattack has been to take
two weeks’ vacation from
work to hunt deer. Indiana’s
gun season is generally 16 days
in November—two full weeks
encompassing three week-
ends. Itry to hunt all day from
morning until dark, maximiz-
ing my time in the stand. My
thinking is: “You can’t shoot
ifyou ain’t there!” And, if an-
other hunter leaving at mid-
day or entering before dusk
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kicks
a deer
my way, So
much the better!
There are
downsides to my plan of
attack, however. It takes in-
credible mental stamina to
look at the same damned soy-
bean stubble or corn stalks
10 hours a day for 16 days
straight and not go mad from
the monotony. Happily, the
occasional crow, cardinal,
squirrel, barn cat, lost dog,
low-flying airplane, or what-
ever shows up to provide
welcome diversions.
Hunger must also be
considered. Before I began
deer hunting, I could take or
leave a bologna sandwich—
usually leave. Alas, during
deer season, bologna sand-
wiches are now my staple. I




TROPHY INFO

This column is dedicated to the system that supports the public hunting of public wildlife for all
fair chase sportsmen, and the stories and trophies that are the result. Theodore Roosevelt strongly
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exploration was the best way to keep man connected to nature. We score trophies, but every hunt HUNTER: Timothy J. Beck
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Opening day, I, in turn, had
to watch the dark windows
of his empty home for the
first time. In previous
seasons, the lights in the
windows telegraphed what
was happening at the
house. Eating breakfast.
Went to the garage. In the
laundry room. Watching
television. Now, all the
windows told me the same
thing: He is not here. A
sense of melancholy seeped
Into my usual opening day

enthusiasm.

always have a few in my pack
to help ward off hunger on my
day-long vigils. Unhappily, no
filet mignons magically appear
in my pack to provide respite,
so by about day eight I am sick
and tired of bologna. Conse-
quently, I have found that I
can’teat cold cuts at all during
the rest of the year. It’s a
tradeoff I have been willing
to make.

On this day, as I had
done for years, L arrived at the
propertyin the early morning
and parked my Chevrolet Sil-
verado four-wheel-drive pick-
up. My AWD quad ATV was
safely loaded in the truck bed
ready to be used if needed to
haul out a buck. I always walk
to the stand, so I slung my
much-beloved Remington
12-gauge autoloader over my
shoulder, careful not to bump
my sweet Leupold scope. The
Winchester slugs nestled
peacefully in my pockets,
ready for action. I checked the
time on my watch and adjusted
my ear warmers around my

orange hunting hat. Then I
began my walk to my stand.

My walk was alittle over
ahalfmile through an already
picked and tilled cornfield.
Mercifully, the farmer who
farms the landowner’s ground
leaves a path for me from the
road to the woods untilled. It
hastobeatleast a small aggra-
vation for him toleave a truck-
width half-mile strip in the
middle of the field. I have al-
ways appreciated it.

There is no way to tell
my story without anonymous-
ly mentioning the man who
had owned the land on which
Iwashunting. His relationship
to me can probably best be
described as pseudo-stepdad.
He passed away August 2012.
In his time, he was a sports-
man who took many trophy
game animals and fish fromall
over the world. He and I were
abletogo fishing several times,
once with a charter captain
who at the time had a televi-
sion show.

This 2012 deer season
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was the first he was not there
to watch me from his window
as I sat in my tree stand. In a
season several years earlier, he
watched me shoot a nice
12-pointer. From his window
he gave play-by-play announce-
ments to my mother over the
phone. “The buck is coming. It
is coming. It looks like an elk!
He is going to shoot. He shot.
He shot! The buck is running
to the woods!” The old man
eventually drove my truck
back and watched me gut the
incredibly large-bodied buck.
“Hisheartlookslike a frigging
beef heart!” he exclaimed. I
think he was happier than I
was. Over the years when I
field-dressed deer, I harvested
the tongues for him, which he
considered a delicacy. Sadly,
there was no tongue bagin my
pack for the 2012 season.

Openingday, [, in turn,
had towatch the dark windows
of his empty home for the first
time. In previous seasons, the
lights in the windows tele-
graphed what was happening
atthe house. Eating breakfast.
Went to the garage. In the laun-
dryroom. Watching television.
Now, all the windows told me
the same thing: Heis not here.
A sense of melancholy seeped
into my usual opening day en-
thusiasm.

I had not eaten break-
fast. By 9 A.M.Thad consumed
two sandwiches to quiet my
stomach. Seasoned hunters
know that a whitetail deer can
hear a rumbling belly from a
quarter mile away. I cursed
myself for not bringing a half
dozen of the succulent, delec-
table treats. I checked my
pockets for granola bars. I
found one. Expiration date—
2007. L held it in reserve.

This day [ was in a lad-
der tree stand with a padded
shooting rail covered with
camo blind material. I had
hung a few deer scents in the
branches around me, includ-
ing the scent drag I had used
on my walk in. My hunting
pack (sans sandwiches) was on

the floor of the stand be-
hind me.

Around9:30A.M.,Iwas
checking the weather radar on
my smartphone. I had placed
my gun on the floor in front of
me with the barrel resting in
the right-hand corner of the
shooting rail, pointing up.

To my left I saw a doe
crossinto the field I was hunt-
ing. An antlered buck was
walking right behind her with
love in his eye. They had been
traveling from behind me. The
doe walked out in front of me,
turned, and angled back head-
ing toward my stand with the
buck bringing up the rear. I
waited until the doe turned her
head to look back at the buck
and then picked up my gun. I
put the gun on the shooting rail
and shouldered it. The buck
seemed oblivious to anything
except the doe and continued
to follow her toward me with
his head down, his wide rack
obscuring much of his body as
I viewed it through my scope.

The doe stopped and
appeared nervous. I think she
spotted me. The buck contin-
ued to her, quartering toward
me. At about 50 yards out from
me the buck stopped and
raised his head.Iputthe cross
hairs on the right-hand side of
his chest and fired. I hit him.
The buck stomped around and
did not run. The doe did not
run. The buck stood still for a
few seconds and then began
walking to my right giving me
abroadside opportunity. I fired
a second time; he pivoted and
went down. It appeared that
his antlers held his head off of
the ground. The doe traveled
away to my right, exiting my
field. I heard a shot. I learned
later a hunter on the neighbor-
ing property took her.

The buck was still. 1
prepared to watch him for a
time just in case. On previous
huntsThad taken photos of my
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WHAT IS THE
DIFFERENCE
BETWEEN B&C’s
ALL-TIME BOOK
AND THE
AWARDS BOOK?

The All-time book, Records of

North American Big Game, is

published every six years and
includes all trophy listings that

meet the All-time minimum
scores. The Awards books—
such as our newest records

book, Boone and Crockett Club’s

29th Big Game Awards 2013-
2015—are published every

three years and have listings of

trophies accepted during a

three-year Awards period. The
Awards books are considered

supplements to the prior

editions of the All-time books.

Another major difference

between the two books is the

inclusion of hunting stories
about the award-winning
trophies recognized during
that Awards Period, like

Timothy Beck’s account of his

non-typical whitetail deer.

Less than 600 copies of our
new records book remain.

Call toll-free 888-840-4868
or visit boone-crockett.org
to order your copy today.

= Hardcover with dust jacket

mIncludes all B&C trophy entries

accepted between 2013- 2015

= Qver 500 B&W photographs and

60 color photographs
m7x 9inches, 736 pages

Sign up as a B&C Associates

today and buy for only $43.95!

The regular price for this book is $54.95.
It is only available from B&C and is not
sold in book stores. Once the book is sold

out, no more will be printed.
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deer from my stand when prac-
tical. That was my plan for this
buck as well—waiting and
photographing. As it turned
out, I never took any photos
from the stand.

“You shot my deer!” I
heard from the mooseman
who was following the same
path as the buck had taken.
Mooseman crossed into my
field and turned to speak with
me. For a split second, I did not
recognize him. Fortune smiled
on me when I realized he was
afellow hunter from the prop-
erty adjacent to me. I had met
him afew times over the years
during deer season and we had
exchanged information such
as “Which way did they go?”
(West.); “Did you see anyone
messing with my deer stands?”
(Thad.); “Do you have any extra
bologna sandwiches?” (He
did not.)

The mooseman asked
for permission to golook at my
buck, which I granted. He
marched to the buck and I
descended and joined him. “Ay
Chihuahua!” Ithought, when
I saw the antlers up close. We
counted 36 points. Boone and
Crockett later counted 35.
Even later, a Buckmasters
scorer counted 38. (If anyone
knows of a Safari Club Inter-
national scorer who can count
40, please let me know.)

As it turned out, the
buck and doe had passed right
in front of my mooseman ac-
quaintance on their way to-
ward me. Indiana has a one-
buck rule. He had already
taken a buck during bow sea-
son and did not try for the doe
because he wanted to watch
the giant-racked deer. He had
witnessed my harvest and
congratulated me on a clean,
quick kill.

An interesting fact we
discovered about my buck was
that he had an older wound
from an arrowin hisright rear
hip. The buck was not limping
and appeared to be walking
normally as he trailed the doe.

We ogled the antlers

[ —

and chatted a bit. He took some
photos and then returned to
his property to continue hunt-
ing. The official Boone and
Crockett photo was one he
took with my phone.

My usual practice upon
getting a deeristo send a text
message with photo to my
good friend, Bubba Joe, who
usually texts something back
like “good job” or whatever. I
dutifully selected a photo and
sent a message about a thir-
ty-something-point buck to
Bubba Joe. Almost immediate-
ly my phone rang and Bubba
Joe exclaimed, “I am coming
tosee!” Ithen explained where
I was and requested that he
unload my ATV and driveit to
me to save me a walk.

Igathered my gear and
field dressed the buck. I
tagged him with my home-
made deer tag. I have an Indi-
ana Lifetime Comprehensive
Hunting and Fishing License
(no longer offered), which I
had purchasedin1996. It cov-
ers all possible Indiana hunt-
ing and fishing licenses such
as deer firearm, archery,
muzzleloader, antlerless deer,
trout, gamebird, etc. From a
cost standpoint, I broke even
long ago. A minor inconve-
nience is that I have no official
temporary tags and have to
craft my own. Over the years,
I have used scraps of paper,
wrappers, keychain tags
(work great!) and notecards,
to name a few items. Lately,
the Indiana DNR website has
offered a printable temporary
tag. Inow use that and hand-
write “Lifetime” for li-
cense type.

Eventually Bubba Joe
arrived on my ATV, and I
rigged the buck for transport.
I had not mentioned bringing
my deer cart as well (he did not
bring it), but I did have a plas-
tic deer drag sled already at
my stand. The plastic sled is
similar to a child’s snow sled,
which, no doubt, an enterpris-
ing company colored olive
drab and sold for ten times the

price.Thad used it successful-
ly in the past with other deer.
Unfortunately, the buck’s rack
proved too cumbersome for
the narrow sled to handle. We
unloaded the buck from the
sled and tied it to the ATV with
a tow rope.

Bubba Joe pointed to
my truck in the distance and
noted that a crowd was gath-
ering. Sure enough, word had
already spread. I marveled at
modern communication tech-
nology. Inoticed other trucks
with hunters milling about
waiting for my buck and me to
make an appearance.

I climbed aboard the
ATV and started again. I had
todrag out the buck slowly and
arrived at my truck with no
further issues.

Ienjoyed getting to talk
to several of the hunters who
had gathered to see the buck
and offer me congratulations.
I believe that more than once
I saw the same vehicle leave
and return with even more
spectators. I allowed photos
to be taken by anyone who
asked. Some of these photos
later showed up on various
hunting websites much to my
delight and amusement. [ read
comments such as: “That deer
will never score 300. Nice
buck, though!” The official
B&C score for my buck is 303-
7/8, which puts it in the top 5
All-time and makes it the new
Indiana state record.

After about an hour, I
decided to call an end to my
one-man deer show. [ thanked
everyone for coming and asked
them to please drive safely
going home. Bubba Joe took
charge in loading my buck
onto my hitch rack—arack he
had fabricated and recently
given to me. He was as proud
ofthe hitch rack asIwas of the
buck’s rack. Perhaps even
more So.

As I drove away, I
glanced in myrearview mirror
at the house and the dark win-
dows. I think the old man
would have been proud. =



