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(Note: Any simlarity to persons living or dead is purely
coi ncidental .)

THE HUNTI NG ACCI DENT
By Paul Lanbrecht

So ny friend Webb had cone hone to Vernont to see his
gr andnot her who was nost |ikely counting her final
rai ndrops on the wi ndowpane. She was covered in tattered
quilts on the first floor, laid out on a mattress, an old
gas |lanp on the table providing the sole illum nation. She
had been a proud frontier woman, tough as piss. Today, at
t he age of ninety-eight, her mnd had gone, anticipating
the final nounting of her spirit. | had cone along for the
ride, and | was jittery, because up here in the rarified
Vernont air, every man, wonman, and child had this very day,
been set |oose into the trees wth cheap rifles and visions

of veni son.



Lanbrecht / Hunting Accident / 2 of 6

| sat in the car parked in front of the old woman’'s
house whil e Webb hel d her hand inside and whi spered his
goodbyes into her vacant eyes. Every mnute or so, | heard
the distant register of a shotgun blast. Mist be a | ot of
deer out there, | thought to nyself. Blast Bl ast!

Webb finally cane out with a wan paisley smle. He
got in the car and started it up. “You know, it was fine
al nost until the end, when she took nmy hand and tried to
break nmy thunb. She said she wanted to spit on ne.”

“Tough old bird,” | said.

“Yeah,” he said, though obviously pai ned beyond his
thunb. “She’s still got sonme fight left.”

Webb’ s grandnot her had noved into this old farmouse
in a string of hills outside Fair Haven back in 46 when it
was buddi ng arcades and cow pastures. Even then the house
was a hundred years old and sone parts fifty years on top
of that. Here, lost in the fog of a thousand nonths, she
had derived neandering sol ace from studyi ng her Bible and
pl ayi ng concertos on an old Aerosonic piano. Wbb and |
drove down the road naned after her |ate husband, m sty
ourselves, he in the eyes and ne in sone inner center of
affect ...

I was ready for a beer, so we stopped at a roadside

bar and ordered cheap draughts. Many of the other patrons



Lanbrecht / Hunting Accident / 3 of 6

wore bright orange hats and vests. For perhaps the dozenth
time that day, they drank the health of Banbi and his tasty
nmot her. The nobod was nurderous, yet their eyes glistened,
their black beards bristled, and their ruddy faces sl apped
you on the back shaking off the sharp pains you felt

t hi nki ng about comng into this cycle of |ife and death, as
it were on a red carpet, and then after a neal which wasn’t
particularly filling, getting kicked out through the
service entrance.

Tonorrow woul d be the second day of deer season.

Per haps they’d be too hungover to shoot. Perhaps there
woul d be snow. Webb | ooked sad, and | was still sober
despite ny best efforts. W were both bushed so once we
reached his nother’s house, we turned in wthout fanfare.
The next norning, heading back to Boston, Wbb wanted to
stop again at the farmto check his grandnother’s
condition. Amazingly, the old cuss was up and around,

t hough obvi ously denented, pacing in her ratty robe.

Qut of a sense of shane, | excused nyself, |eaving her
to Webb and the nurse who were frantically trying to coax
her back into bed. | took a tour of the grounds, exam ning
t he ancient barn, the noss-grown silo foundation, and the

old rock walls. | followed one of these under sone felled
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trees, and before | knewit, | nust have been a half-mle
out in the woods.

Wth a tingly feeling rising up ny spine and the
sounds of crunching branches in ny ears, | realized | was
not al one.

“Good thing you' re wearing that bright yellow hat,”
said a hunter, descending a nearby ridge. He approached
anal yzing ne. “You shouldn’t be out here,” he concl uded.

“I believe this land is posted,” | replied, daring the
situation | aden with expl osive potential .

The gun was between us, glinting and hunorl ess as the
man who bore it, as if that were the prine directive for
sonmeone holding a rifle and maki ng contact with a fell ow
woods st al ker.

And then | alnost shit nyself. The thunderous
detonation of a shotgun reverberated in ny ears. It was
cl ose! The hunter sunk to his knee, and called out,
“Charlie?” No response. Was this maniac having a Vi et nam
fl ashback? He ran in the direction of the blast. Qut of
my mnd, | followed. 1In five mnutes, we had energed from
the trees in view of the farnmhouse. The hunter sl owed.
There was a huge commotion in front of the house.

The hunter said, “The shot came fromhere but | don’t

see Charlie.”
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I couldn’t tell you howlong it took ne to reach the
house because | was running on nunb | egs and the sky was
roaring so loud. There, next to his car, slunped against
the tire, holding his stomach where bl ood oozed through his
shirt, was ny friend Webb. H s eyes were scared, al nost
bet rayed.

| could hear the distant sounds of sirens and the
occasi onal gunshot as | knelt beside him Inside the
house, | saw the shadow of the nurse energing fromthe
doorway holding a shotgun. | |ooked at Wbb, dying, and |
whi spered a prayer to God for us, but she didn’t shoot ne.
She was hol di ng out the gun.

“Here. Take it. | finally got it away fromher. |
have to give her a sedative. Holy Christ. | hope the
paranedi cs can save him”

“Where are you going?” | shout ed.

But she was al ready back in the house, shaking and
sobbing like a child. The paranmedics and police arrived
nonments |ater.

They found nme hol di ng Wbb’ s shoul der in ny hand and
crying, as he gurgled on his blood. The police officer on
the scene, spotting the shotgun next to ny leg, and ny
bri ght yellow hat, |ooked at ne, nodding his head up and

down, eyes glistening. Sonehow he | ooked famliar.
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“Hunting acci dent?” he asked.

THE END



