
( A Hunt Not Forgotten 

I re remembered for what went right, what went 

d for the special people who were there along the 
king a nice animal is memorable, but nothing creates 

ies like stumbling backwards into a cactus patch on a 

morning or almost being run over by a doe that's 

I being chased by a buck with your rifle leaning against a tree 

1, 20 feet away. Good friends create good memories regardless 

of how forgetful we can sometimes be. 
I spent Thanksgiving weekend of 

1989 hunting with my brother, Sedrick 
Sutton, in the Texas Hill Country. 
Sedrick and I weren't blood kin, but 
we were brothers just the same. We 
had been "matched" through the Big 
Brothers and Big Sisters program when 
I was in school. When we were first 
matched, we didn't have money to do 
much of anyhng except hang out 
together, but we did a lot of that. One 
of the many things we talked about was 
hunting together some day. Our match 
officially ended when I finished school 
and moved away to take a job, but 
we remained "brothers" even though 
we lived hours apart. My finances 
improved with employment and we 
began hunting together some. I was at 
his side when he first fired a gun, first 
went hunting and when he took his 
first animal. 

Sedrick was 16 when I picked him 
up on the way to my hunting lease. 
We had a couple of hours in the car 
together during which time we caught 
up on his school, my work, girls and 
how our families were doing. We talked 
about shot placement and gun safety. 
I teased him about his new earring 
and reminded him to be on his best 
behavior around the landowner, a 
sweet country lady in her 80s who had 
hesitated before giving me permission 
to bring Sedrick to hunt on her land. I 
bet Sedrick was the first young black 
man she had ever met in her life. I 
swelled with secret pride when Sedrick 
removed his earring before meeting her 

and quietly said he was doing so to 
make her feel more comfortable. The 
introduction evidently went well, as 
she did something the next morn- 
ing she had never done before: She 
brought a huge country breakfast, 
complete with a big hug for Sedrick, 
to the converted chicken coop we used 
as our hunting cabin. 

The weekend was great. Good 
weather, no television, just a couple 
of guys catching up and enjoying the 
opportunity to hunt together. We saw 
lots of deer and turkeys and we took a 
nice &point buck. Sedrick even tried to 
teach me how to "moon walk" (the lat- 
est craze) the last night in camp, with 
hilarious results. 

Then a problem occurred as we 
were packing to leave. Somehow in the 
excitement of it all the keys got locked 
in the trunk along with the deer. There 
was nothing we could do; the landowner 
was visiting her grandchildren and 
staying overnight, and we were literally 
in the middle of nowhere. The deer had 
my keys, and we couldn't blame him 
for refusing to help us. Finally, I took a 
crowbar and pried open the trunk lid of 
my first new car. It worked, but it was a 
very painfd experience and it put me in 
a very bad mood. The weekend was in 
danger of being ruined. As we began to 
drive back, tension filled the car. Instead 
of filing away the memories of our hunt, 
our time together and the fun we had, 
my jaws were clenched in disgust as I 
wondered how I was going to afford a 
new trunk lid, and how I could be such 

an idiot. Then I 
felt a hand on my 
shoulder. I looked 
over at Sedrick. 
He looked at me 
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seriously and said, of his " l i e  
"Bruce, I know it's brother." but none 
bad right now, but ere a; special as 
we'll laugh about the time they 
this 10 years from went hunting. 
now." ?he tension 
evaporated immediately and we laughed 
together right then. Sedrick saved the 
trip. The drive back was Ned with 
stories of what we had seen and done, 
how much fun we'd had and when we'd 
be going back. I also swore Sedrick to 
secrecy regarding the "moon walk" les- 
sons. We ioked about our $1,000 deer 
(unfortun'ate~~ an estimate which later 
proved prophetic) and how the buck 
refused to h e l ~  us out of our iam. 

The onlv rch ~roblem was'that 10 

years later ke  didn't get to laugh about 
the episode. Sedrick died in a car accident 
at age 19. I miss him still. But I have 
pictures of him and pictures of our hunt, 
and even more importantly, I'll always 
have the memories of a special hunt with 
my little brother. Unlike the car keys I'll 
never forget it. k# 
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