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HUNTING STORY

Mr. Dulany lives in Brooklyn, New York,
where he attends the eleventh grade at Poly
Prep Country Day School. He wrote and
submitted this story while in the tenth
grade. Among his interests are baseball
(he’s an All League player for Poly Prep),
writing, and photography.

This story was told to me in 1983 by a man named Samuel Cavileer. Mr.
Cavileer resides in Chatsworth, New Jersey–the center of the Pine
Barrens. He has lived there all his life with his fellow ‘Pineys.’ The

Cavileer family is the most well-known family of the area and has inhabited the
pinelands since the seventeenth century.

Now this was back in ’52, long before they paved that old road out by
Buzby’s place. There wasn’t hardly no towns as many as there is now and
there was plenty of game around. My pop used to tell me that there was
panthers and wolves around these woods in the olden times. But hell, I
ain’t that old. And there sure wasn’t none around in 1952. No, sir. What
I was hunting was deer–the best all-around hunting in the world. The
hunting is fun and the eating is even better! You ever gone deer hunting?
You ever eaten deer? You don’t know what you’re missing if you haven’t.
Delicious is the word for it. Deeelicious! I hear some people eat it raw, but
not around this way. We always cook our deer.

But anyway, back then you could taste all you wanted and not get
locked away for it. There wasn’t no game wardens with laws saying you
had to wait until the deer was in season to shoot them. Hell, you’re not
picking blues; the deer don’t have to ripen. It ain’t like they’re a crop. We
used to hunt because we needed the food! They didn’t put no law down
on us saying we could only hunt when they told us we could because if
they did we’d have gone hungry . . . I’d like to have seen them even try
to tell us something like that. We’d have blown their hats off and put
peel-out marks in their underwears. We hunted because we needed the
food. We didn’t have no frozen TV dinners like they have now. We did-
n’t have no supermarkets nor these malls. Not back this way. It seems that
every town around here is getting malled these days. They’re going to
mall these woods right on out of here. It’s a damn shame.

If we didn’t hunt I don’t know how we’d have lived. But nowadays I
can see why they have hunting seasons: if they didn’t, there’d be no more
game left around here. There are so many gol-dern people around here; I
can’t even count that high! I don’t even know how many of us Cavileers
there are anymore. If we hunted deer year round they’d be all killed and
eaten by next winter. Hell, some of these people don’t even use the deer
for food. They stick them up on their walls as souvenirs. It’s a damn
shame.

Well, like I was saying . . . what was I saying again? . . . oh yeah: there
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trating me. He gave me the desire to kill. And after he
was long gone and not about to come back, I was
thirsty for the real thing. I wanted some action, I
wanted to kill me something big!

I walked five miles from that point on to Apple
Pie Hill without seeing so much as a crow. I didn’t
even see one of those nervous little squirrels running
up this tree and that. Everything in its right mind had
buttoned down for good. The wind was rushing
through like the devil himself. I’ll tell you, it was just
freezing. The snow was hitting into my body with all
its coldness stocked up inside it. I began to wonder if
the trigger would pull if I got the chance to use it, or
would it just stay frozen in position. I just kept on
moving. I wasn’t stopping to let the cold get to me.
When I got to Apple Pie Hill, I walked right on up it.
Hell, I wasn’t thinking about directions. It didn’t mat-
ter where I was going just as long as I kept moving.

Most people from other parts laugh when they see
Apple Pie Hill. They say, “You call that a hill? Hell,
that ain’t nothing but a pimple on the ground!”
Which is true. I heard they measured it and it was only
200 feet tall. No matter what the numbers say, it does-
n’t mean much to anyone but us Pineys. It’s the biggest
thing around these flat parts. This place is almost like
a desert, you know. There ain’t nothing coming out of
the ground here ‘cept the trees and Apple Pie Hill.
And it was on this hill, dragging my way through a
blizzard and a foot of snow, that I first saw the Big
Daddy.

He was standing up straight, watching me long
before I got to watching him. I turned my head to one
side and saw this great buck staring me down about
thirty yards away. I stopped dead in my tracks, feeling
a coldness I ain’t never felt before in my lifetime. This
deer made me so rigid that there was nothing I could
do but stand there and let him stare me down. I could
see the wind sending his fur into waves and ripples.
His antlers were strong and wide. These things had to
be four feet wide at least. They were locked and didn’t
move. Neither did his eyes, which seemed to have a
fix deep into mine. The two black piercers looked over
his upturned nose at me, which was sniffing my scent
in the wind. This buck was grand. I still get chills
when I think about it.

All of a sudden he was off and running–charging
right at me! A shock ran through me. It was as if I’d
awakened from a trance. He was almost halfway to me
before I even remembered that my gun was tucked
underneath my arm. I cocked it and brought it up to

weren’t no laws telling you when you could hunt and
when you couldn’t. We hunted whenever we wanted,
even in the middle of winter. And this day was smack
dead in the middle. It was so cold that if I took a deep
breath my nostrils would freeze together and stay stuck
until I pulled them apart. I don’t see how it can snow
when it gets that cold. But it sure was cold and it sure
was snowing. It was snowing when I went out and
snowing as I came back.

Now I woke up early this day to go hunting all by
myself. That’s the best way to hunt–by your lonesome.
Hunting’s fun when you go with a whole bunch of
guys. It’s like a party but you goof around too much. To
hunt deer you don’t need no parties. I go out by myself
nice and early and set right to business. If it wasn’t
that I had to carry them back home I’d shoot two or
three or four deer in one day. All bucks, too. So I told
everyone that I’d bring back the Big Daddy Buck and
we’d have us a big feast come Saturday night.

I started out my door at five o’clock and spent
around four hours just wandering through the woods
like a fool. Plodding my way through snow that was
already up above my ankles and still coming down. It
wasn’t until around nine o’clock that I saw a deer and
by that time even my belly button was frozen. Shoot,
I had icicles growing down off my beard! I had my old
blue hat on and I was sweating because of all the work
I was doing making my way through the snow. And
the sweat was dripping down blue from the dye in the
hat. Well, it froze on up and made blue icicles on my
beard. You would’ve thought it was Bluebeard coming
along!

But anyway, I see this deer around nine, ten
o’clock. I usually can get to one sooner than that so I
was kind of frustrated and I almost shot him. This deer
had no meat on his bones whatsoever! Hell, his horns
was just beginning to sprout. I looked around for his
momma but she wasn’t there so I just let him run away
and thanked the Lord for it too. It wouldn’t have been
worth the trouble of hauling him back home, gutting
him, and this, and that, and everything else. About
the only thing this little fellow was good for was frus-
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bloodpatches get lighter and lighter. The snow was
definitely on that animal’s side this day: the damn
snow was covering up his tracks before I could get to
him. I couldn’t keep up with him or the falling snow.
I was running out of time. I was losing him. Or, rather,
maybe he was losing me! But either way around, there
wasn’t going to be no feast at Samuel Cavileer’s this
Saturday night unless the chips started falling in my
favor mighty soon.

As you know, Nature has her ways. It kept on
snowing hard and I couldn’t do a thing about it. I tried
running down what was left of the hoofprints but the
only thing that I managed to do was trip twice and get
snow down my neck and up my sleeves. I walked a lit-
tle farther, following the faint trail. My pupils had to
be about the size of a buckshot; I had been looking
into the snow for so long. I turned around to make sure
I hadn’t gone off the trail, which was invisible by now.
When I turned back around I saw nothing but the
trees and the white glare of the snow. I had lost him.
As soon as I admitted this, things got twice as cold. He
could have been anywhere in the pines for all I knew.
He could have circled around to May’s Landing or he
could have just kept going on up toward Brown’s
Mills. I hadn’t the foggiest clue.

It took me about five more minutes to walk off the
rest of my hope, at which point I sat down behind this
big old fallen pine tree that shielded me from the wind
and snow. I was still cold but at least I didn’t have the
wind blowing rock-hard snow into my face. I took out
a frozen cigarette which took me nine frozen matches
to light. Sitting there in my shelter, I could think
about my troubles and why he had escaped me.

I just sat there listening to the wind howl over my
head, smoking cigarette after cigarette for about half
an hour, until I finally ran out of matches. My butt was
frozen anyway, so I decided I’d get up and go back for
that ‘Bambi’ I’d seen earlier in the day. That way I’d at
least have something for us to eat. I got prepared for
the smack in the face I was going to get from the wind
and I stood up.

At the same time that I raised myself to my feet,
Mr. Big Daddy Buck did the same on the other side of
the log. And that was the biggest smack in the face I
ever got in my life! Both of us were so surprised to see
each other we totally forgot what to do. I, again, for-
got about my gun and he was either too astonished,
too cold, or not able to run due to the sizable tear on
his right hind leg. Its dampness seemed to attract
snow, which clung to the area like briars to cotton. So

my shoulder. Through the sight I watched his antlers
coming straight at me, but then break and head on up
the hill with his body following. I followed him up the
hill, looking through the sight at his powerful strides
and motion. Just as he was going over the top I pulled
the trigger. The shot was real sweet. It seemed to just
flow right from my finger out through the barrel.
Hardly no kickback at all. There was no way I could
have missed him . . . but the buck just kept on run-

ning. He bounded right over the top of the hill and
out of sight without no stutter-step or nothing.
Flowing as free and powerful as when he first started
running. The funny thing was that I hit him flush in
the leg. Right here, see? POW! . . . But he just kept
running. Right over the top.

Now I didn’t know that I had hit him and I was
thinking to myself, How could I have missed him?
Shoot, it was perfect. If I lost this one I’d never forgive
myself.

So I work my way up to the top thinking about
this and suddenly, WHAMO! As I reach the very peak
I’m hit by this tremendous force of wind. The hill had
been shielding me from it, but when I showed my
frozen face over the top it knocked me right over. It
was like the ocean had opened up and come crashing
through. I still remember the rushing sound it made
rolling over my body. The wind was like a force pre-
venting me from getting at him, the only thing that
stood in the way–dividing us. While I was lying there
on top of Apple Pie Hill, he was running away just as
fast as he possibly could, and there was a damn mon-
soon in between the two of us that was freezing my
butt solid if I didn’t get the show on the road mighty
quick.

About halfway down the hill I saw something that
made me a hell of a whole lot happier and my job a
hell of a whole lot easier. The sweetest sight of
all–fresh blood, dropped about every eight feet or so,
right beside hoofprints that were set deep in the snow.
I began walking on into the wind and snow, watching
the distance between the tracks get smaller and small-
er, and, although I didn’t realize it, watching the
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After about a hundred feet or so I found him lying
in the snow with his nose turned up. He was dead. The
snow was falling on him, half burying his priceless
antlers, sinking him deeper and deeper with every
flake. His fur still ruffled in the wind, only now with
little white crystals on the tip of each hair. His eyes
were still and open, only they was looking off to some
unknown place in the sky instead of into mine. The
wound in his hind leg, which so delighted me before,
was not nearly as grand as the one on his chest, which
so disgusted me now with its warm blood melting all
the snow on it. The wound bled into the snow, dis-
solving it like spit on cotton candy. This was the most
beautiful thing I’d ever killed.

I wasted no time and gutted him, cleaned out his
scent gland, and did all those other glorious things
people don’t know about deer hunting. I then hung
him up on a tree to let him bleed out and went back
to the shelter of the log where I managed to get a small
fire going. I went back on over to the deer and cut out
his liver which I cooked up and ate right there. It tast-
ed pretty good, considering I had no lunch that day.

After a while it got dark and I couldn’t keep the
fire up so I went to go check on the deer. He still had
some draining to do but I wasn’t about to freeze out
there in them woods. So I wrapped him up in a rag I
brought along and started for home. I know these
woods like I know my own living room–you had to
back then–and I made it home without any trouble in
about two hours. During the walk it kept snowing and
the wind kept up just the same and nearly frostbit my
fingers. My ring finger had broken when the gun
kicked back out of my hands and, aside from the loss
of my brother Robert to the war, caused some of the
worst pain I ever felt. To this day I’m one of the few
Pineys who hasn’t hocked their wedding ring because
I can’t get it over the swollen knuckle.

When I got back home I hung him in my barn. My
family was mighty pleased when they saw the size of
this buck. On Saturday we butchered him up and that
night we had us a feast. My brother Edward was over,
he was a trader from over by Atsion, and he bought
the antlers for twenty-six dollars. That was quite a tidy
sum back in 1952. He told me he could have given me
more if I’d have saved the head. He said he could have
stuffed it and sold it to some fancy hotel down in
Atlantic City. I told him that wouldn’t have been
right. This buck was such a great one that he deserved
better than to be just some dumb old souvenir.

we just stared at each other, frozen with fear. The wind
blew all the snow that had collected on him right into
me, making his body like a silhouette for a few sec-
onds. His antlers weren’t no four feet across. These
things had to be six or seven feet easy. I didn’t know
how powerful he was before from that faraway view.
But I knew now when I stood this close to him.

This was the closest I had ever come to a live
buck, especially one of his size. And this was the only

time I had ever gotten buck fever. I haven’t gotten it
since. I tried to bring the gun up to my other hand but
it wouldn’t go. It was like my brain had lost touch. I
had to bring my left hand down to get the gun because
my right hand wouldn’t do it. I cocked and brought it
up. My hands were so shaky I dropped it and damn
near blew my foot off. I had to bend down and bring it
back up again. All this time the buck had the same
lock in with my eyes and I couldn’t get out of it. My
eyes were about the only things that were
steady–everything else was shaking with buck fever.
Still looking into his eyes, I somehow found the trig-
ger and, not even knowing which way the barrel was
pointing, I pulled it. The gun went off and kicked back
out of my hands. The buck staggered back a step as if
I’d punched him in the face. He went all pop-eyed and
gave me this look that seemed to ask me what I did to
him. He was looking at me sort of like: “What was
that?” Well, I didn’t know what I had done for a
moment, whether I had shot him or what. I was still in
such shock that I wasn’t sure what had happened.
Then I saw it.

It was a large solid circle forming right in the mid-
dle of his chest. At first you could hardly make it out,
but within seconds it was bright red, scarlet, and drip-
ping down to his forelegs. That was the first time I
took my eyes away from his.

He turned around, started off into the wind, only
this time with not quite as much power and agility. I
looked at the new fallen blood on the snow and knew
that he wouldn’t make it very far. I picked up my gun,
hopped over the log, and followed the trail of blood. I
knew this time I would find him.
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