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IT WAS AN EARLY 
AND CHILLY 
SEPTEMBER 
MORNING IN 

ANDERSON COUNTY, 
SOUTH CAROLINA. 

I found myself back in one of the 
ladder stands on Ken’s property, a 
friend of mine. He invited me to hunt 
with bow and arrow for a whitetail 
buck. The season just started, and I 
was curious and excited about it, es-
pecially because it was my first time 
bow hunting whitetails. At 6:00 a.m. 
on this Saturday morning, I was in the 

stand, still a bit sleepy due to the early 
morning wake-up-call at four o’clock. 
However, the fresh air of the woods, 
the rising sun, the chirping birds, the 
always busy running around squirrels, 
and my tiny chipmunk friend sneak-
ing around under my stand searching 
for food as well as the slowly start-
ing warmth creeping into my feet 
and body was more than rewarding 
enough for the early wakeup. 

For about two hours, the action and 
activities in the woods were more 
than moderate. No whitetails came in 
sight; just a couple of squirrels were 
busy running around and some birds 
flew in and out. I was sitting quite 

relaxed in the ladder stand, leaning 
against the tree, when all of a sudden 
a turkey gobbled somewhere in the 
trees in front of me at close range. 
I was so overtaken by the turkey`s 
morning call that I was close to falling 
out of the tree stand.

Rapidly, I took my binoculars to find 
out where he was sitting because it 
seemed to be very close.

I scanned through the trees, and 
after a couple of minutes, I could see 
him sitting on a branch, probably 15 
feet high in a tree and roughly 80 to 
100 yards in front of me. I was real-
ly astonished and tried to keep track 
on him when suddenly from close to 

scratch I heard a noise directly under 
me, and I could see that a coyote di-
rectly walked under my stand heading 
to the direction of the gobbler’s call. 

Fantastic . . . but my bow was hang-
ing on the hook to my left with the 
arrows nicely stored in the quiver. So, 
I could only see the canis latrans de-
terminedly wandering off, and I was 
pretty upset about it. Luckily for me, 
the yote did not notice me on his first 
walk along my stand, and he came 
back after about three minutes from 
his unsuccessful search for the tur-
key. Fortunately, it looked as if he was 
coming back the same way, and this 
time, I was prepared and waited for 
him, standing in my ladder stand with 
my Elite GT 500 bow in hand and a 
Carbon Matrix Maxima Hunter 350 
arrow with a G5 Tekan II broadhead 
on my Copper John Fall-Away-Rest. 

I drew my bow to full draw quiet-
ly when he was roughly at 50 yards 
and followed his stroll back. At 25 
yards, I had a clear shooting win-
dow and the sight pin of my Hogg-
It sight was located about a hand in 
front of his vitals with respect to his 
movement. Within a split second af-
ter releasing the trigger of the Scott 
Wildcat release, I heard the smash-
ing, bone-breaking noise of the arrow 
punching through the coyote exactly 
behind his right shoulder. The Amer-
ican jackal swirled around before he 
rushed away into the brushwood 30 
yards to my right, and I heard and 
saw nothing anymore. 

About 3 seconds later a shattering 
howl of the coyote sounded through 
the woods. Then, it was deadly silent. 
No noise, no sound, no bird chirps 
at all. Did the coyote expire and was 
dead? I sat down on my stand and let 
go of all my tension after this thrill-
ing moment. My view was fixed on 
the spot where I last heard the coy-
ote howl, and I was full of hope to 
find him there. I waited for 30 min-
utes before I grabbed my stuff and 
climbed down. First of all, I looked for 
my arrow and found it sticking in the 
ground, still in excellent shape, with 
clearly opened G5 Tekan II broadhead 
and full of blood. 

I nocked in another arrow and fol-
lowed the way the yote took after the 
shot. Cautiously, I kneeled down in 

front of the brushwood where he ran 
into and hoped to find him there. I 
moved it up a bit and . . . yes! There 
he was--dead as a doornail! To be sure, 
I pricked him with the arrow on his 
body and checked his eyesight as well, 
but there was no reaction at all--he 
was in the happy hunting grounds. I 
pulled him out of the brush for some 
nice final pictures and saw that the 
arrow passed through his vitals and 
body and additionally went through 
the bone of his left front leg. That 
was an amazing performance of bow 

and arrow again. When I walked back 
the half mile to Ken`s house, I called 
him on his cell phone and told him 
what I harvested, and he was more 
than happy and as well surprised that 
I got a coyote with bow and arrow. I 
did not get a whitetail that day, but I 
had a lifetime memorable experience. 
Finally, there was a lucky hunter and 
an unlucky coyote, and the full-mount 
trophy is now a stunning piece in my 
hunter’s den. 

Always good hunting, shoot straight, 
and “Waidmannsheil”.  

UNEXPECTED
OR, A LUCKY HUNTER AND  

AN UNLUCKY COYOTE
 By Frank Berbuir 

EQUIPMENT:
Elite GT 500 bow @ 70lbs

Carbon Express  
Maxima Hunter Arrow

G5 Tekan II Broadhead

Scott Wildcat Release

Zeiss Binoculars &  
Nikon Rangefinder

Cabelas Realtree camo  
& Under Armour


	Einfügen aus: "Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 - Page 1.pdf"
	A Different Angle
	Traditions in Britain
	Grey Ghost
	CROC 

	Einfügen aus: "Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 - Page 2.pdf"
	A Different Angle
	Traditions in Britain
	Grey Ghost
	CROC 

	Einfügen aus: "0) Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 3 scan pager.pdf"
	Einfügen aus: "0) Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014.pdf"
	Einfügen aus: "Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014.pdf"
	A Different Angle
	Traditions in Britain
	Grey Ghost
	CROC 


	Einfügen aus: "0) Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 3 pager.pdf"
	Einfügen aus: "Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 - Page 1.pdf"
	A Different Angle
	Traditions in Britain
	Grey Ghost
	CROC 

	Einfügen aus: "Berbuir Coyote UHM Nov.-Dec.2014 - Page 2.pdf"
	A Different Angle
	Traditions in Britain
	Grey Ghost
	CROC 




