Life in the Outdoors

With Jon Lawson

In honor of the start of Spring Gobbler season, I wanted to remind each of you to cherish the opportunities we have to get out in the woods.  Too often we are hyper-focused on making the hunt successful and miss out on the beauty that surrounds us.  Enjoy this turkey season, because just as my friend explains in the following text the only guarantee of the entire season… is that it is sure to end.

The Last Day

Nathan A. Hood

Back to Life in the Outdoors
I sat on the edge of an open field while my eyes grasped so desperately for those last few rays of sunlight.  The great golden orb had long since made its descent behind the hills of Southwest Virginia and with it; it took my best friend for the last three months.  I sat on the eve of a day I had dreaded for a long time.  Deer season would be over tomorrow and my heart felt empty. Tomorrow I would have to lay down my pursuit of those mythical monarchs that I knew still lurked somewhere nearby.  

I realized something that day.  I do not just love hunting deer, I am in love with deer hunting.  It has become an obsession.  I’m sure it is beyond comprehension to some how sitting in one place for hours on end for three months out of the year can be so gratifying.  However, the deer hunter, or any hunter, for that matter has an acute inner connection with that primitive man who relied on his own ability to hunt and kill to survive.  The pursuit of the hunt awakens something inside of the hunter that has long since been buried away.

In our modern world of convenience and bounty of food at every turn it is easy to lose sight of what we, as the human race, once relied upon to survive.  Prehistoric man could not go down to the local supercenter and gather food from the shelves.  No, it just was not that simple.  With the advent of farming the thrill of the hunt was diminished as an integral part of everyday life.  The excitement of the hunt still burned deeply inside prehistoric man however. Some historians have suggested that the amazing Stonehenge was built by prehistoric peoples to instill some of that thrill back into everyday life as a way of somehow making the transition easier to a more agricultural based way of life.   

This pursuit for me ended on that January day for another year.  I, like the prehistoric people of Stonehenge, would have to find something in my everyday life to replace that thrill as well.  It had not been the greatest of seasons but I felt I had learned more about the object of my pursuit during this past season than I ever had before.  Perhaps, more importantly I had learned more about myself as well. 

 Those hours on stand are not the waste of time that we sometimes feel on those uneventful days.  Rather, they are a time for meditation and self-examination.  In the deer woods, everything is simplified.  The only elements present are you, the natural environment, and your quarry.  That eternal struggle between predator and prey that has been played out so many times through the ages takes place everyday you make that trek into the forest.  I am wholly convinced you can learn something everyday if you stay focused and attentive.

As I left the woods that day and drove toward home in my truck in the dark a grayish ghost flashed through the road and vanished into the thicket just ahead of my headlights.  The last deer of the 2006 season had just slipped into thin air.  Those ghosts of the hardwoods had eluded me in like manner so many times before during this season.  This particular deer served as the reminder that there will be other deer seasons.  This song was over but the dance between hunter and hunted will resume once again.
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