










	 I went to my water hole corral blind later that morning than normal. I noticed a buck headed that way as I 
neared the blind.  A few days earlier I’d been in the blind.  There was barbed wire on the north and east sides and on 
the  south and west sides were 2 x 12 boards with about two inch spaces between each board.  The corral was over and 
around a water tank that had been buried and had a small portion of  it sticking out.  Making it accessible to the cows 
for drinking with the over flow pond twenty yards to the south. There had been a fire there the year before.  The fire 
was caused by a meadowlark, somehow shorting out the electrical wiring and then falling onto a bunch of  big round 
bales.  The wood on the side of  the corrals was burnt in some places and I had cut out a somewhat small shooting hole 
with my leatherman in one of  the burnt spots.  While waiting, I also had cut long stalks of  grass and bent them over 
the wire that was strung along the top of  the corral blind and tied them with another piece of  grass to hold them from 
falling off.  There were some small chokecherry trees growing in the southeast corner on the bank of  dirt sloping 
downhill.
	 I noticed the cows had eaten the grass I had 
tied to fence as I neared the blind.  I put my pack, 
bow and quiver through the fence and entered 
the corral blind through the hole under the fence 
and between the chokecherry trees. I was looking 
west when I saw an antelope running my way and 
disappearing into a draw between us. 
	 Time passes…waiting, and waiting still no 
antelope, hmm! 
	 Then, all of  a sudden there he was, walk-
ing hurriedly to my right headed north. I had my 
bow lying on the ground with arrow knocked. He 
is walking slowly to my left looking and feeding 
south. A small amount of  time passes and now he 
is running to the over flow water.  As he drinks I 
reach for my bow and try to position myself  for a 
shot through one of  my shooting holes that I had 
made by putting a few old boards on top of  the 
existing ones to cover any movement.  Moving 
slowly since my back drop grass is now gone, I wait for the shot. 
	 The antelope buck is quartering too much to me. Then he blows out of  there and is now standing on top of  a 
little knoll. Leaving me confused I think, “man, why wasn’t I ready?” I’m still looking at him standing there and won-
dering what happened when I look down and see a bigger buck standing where he was standing.
	  Big daddy is quartering too much also, so I wait.  Then he turns a little, and I shoot. The shot looks good.  He 
busts out of  there and stops on top of  the knoll a little further east of  where the smaller buck had stopped. 
	 Looking like nothing had happened he then lays down.  Then gets up, traveling he goes a ways to the west and 
lays down again. There are two other smaller bucks watching the one I shot when he gets up and starts coming back 
towards me, lays down again and dies.
 	 I had seen the arrow come after the buck turned and started up the hill.  When I got to the arrow it was broke 
in half  so the broad head was still in him. I followed the blood trail from the arrow, not much blood but a little where he 
laid down. 
	 The two other bucks were still watching. I took a few pictures and then tagged and dressed the buck out. The hit 
was through one lung, the liver and lower stomach before exiting out and hitting his back leg.  Later, I found the very 
tip of  the Zwickey head sticking into his knee bone joint when I skinned the buck. “So that’s why the shaft broke,” I 
think to myself. 
	 I drag him into a low spot and went to get my photographer, Mrs. Morgan. Jan took the picture; she had a hard 
time with the fence between her and the antelope. In order to get the shot she had to crawl under the fence, like antelope 
do!
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