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Sneaking info arrow range of a mature
whitetail buck isn’f for the faint of heart.
But when you manage fo pull if off,
it’s a feeling like no other.

by Steve Rockey

The ivory tips of the bucks rack
seemed to be floating in mid-air. |
couldn’t detect any part of the deer’s
anatomy; the antlers were all | could
see. The image is still vividly etched
in my mind.

As the buck traveled 30 yards, his
form slowly materialized, but the
lower two-thirds of his body never
became fully visible. It wasn’t long
before he completely disappeared,
and | knew the time to make a move
was as good as it would get.

After descending from my (ree
stand. which was actually serving as
an observation tower. | slowly began
stalking the totally concealed bruiser.
My only reference point was the
power line in the background and an
oddly shaped section of goldenrod
right beside the bedded buck. To my
eye, that shape resembled the outline
of a bear cub. With my concentration
fixed on the clump of weeds to the
left of the deer. and the top portion of
a distant electric pole immediately
behind him, | inched my way across
the 100 yards that separated us.
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After a tedious stalk, a soft grunt
with my voice brought the unsuspect-
ing 9-pointer to his feet. At 31 yards
the arrow hit solidly. and his high leg
kick assured me that his attempt o
escape was an exercise in futility. He
was dead on his feet, and as he
reached the woods edge, his body col-
lapsed.

My prize was a mature buck for
this area of New York. with his body
dwarfing the moderately sized rack.
Still, he was a prized trophy, espe-
cially in respect to where I harvested
him and the strategy I employed in
doing so.

THE CHALLENGE

Hunting mature bucks presents the
greatesi challenge any sporisman can
experience. In my opinion. no other
big-game animal has so many finely
tuned senses that are nearly impossi-
ble to overcome under normal condi-

To stalk a bedded buck. you must first

find him. Overgrown fields of grass

are a grear place io look. Phote by
John Trout Jr.



