Quality Writing Examples excerpted from Eastmans’ Journals
(How to avoid the rut of a chronological event story)

1)  If there was a single moment that seemed to embody the life this bull led, it was during a bitter-cold evening that I observed him during the winter of 2007. I was waiting for the “Big 7” to come out of the patch of dark timber he bedded in during the day, hoping to catch a glimpse of him in the fading light.  Fifteen other bulls had already left cover and were feeding in the burned off aspects of the hillside. During a brief period of thaw, the sun had exposed enough food for these bulls to hack out a living at nearly 10,000 feet in elevation during these harsh winter conditions; the hungry herd was taking full advantage of it.

I saw the tan and russet form moving stealthily through the fringe of the last few lodgepoles before I glimpsed his magnificent rack. The “Big 7” paused at the edge of cover, survival instinct at work, honed from years of living a life of caution and evasion.  For minutes he stood locked in place, motionless, other than a slight rotation of an ear or possibly a shift in his gaze that was unseen to me at the distance.  He hadn’t seen, heard nor smelled a hunter in over three months but, still, the bull had sensed something that made him uneasy, shifting his senses into overdrive.

I was struck by that moment.  Here was a creature reduced to surviving the elements in one of the harshest environments in the West yet, even then, he still fell back on what had brought him this far – he let his instincts guide him.  Who knows what had brought the bull to full alert; a raven croaking somewhere, a branch snapping from the burden of snow, or something unperceivable to human senses.  The younger bulls fed with disregard, giving into hunger and the cry of empty stomachs.  As the alpenglow faded from its pinks to the cold blue of last light, the “Big 7” joined the rest, using his size and dominance to quietly displace one of the young bulls from a choice piece of dried, frozen vegetation. (Mike Duplan, EHJ #108)

2)  What an amazing animal. As I stood next to the huge buck, memories of the last 30 years overwhelmed my thoughts and emotions. When I was six, Dad toted me up and down those same canyon walls. His persistence in keeping me by his side formed my character as a young man. I know that he gave up many opportunities for big deer over the years so that we could be together in the woods. 

Only one thing could have made the day more perfect, and that would have been for my dad to be standing there with me in the bottom of that canyon. We would be reunited later that afternoon at the trailhead, his disability not allowing him to get as far these days. The look on his face as I emerged from the brush that afternoon will be remembered for a lifetime.

My life changed that day; the buck was what I needed. Ten years ago, after a few years of questionable health, the doctor told me, “I’m sorry Rich, but you have tested positive for Multiple Sclerosis.” 

Ten years ago on that rainy March day, I would not have guessed that I would be standing here, over that massive deer in the bottom of the canyon. The Lord has blessed my life in so many ways, and the feel of those massive antlers in my hands rejuvenated my spirit and refreshed the hunter in my soul. The magician was truly magical that morning; his poor judgment proved to be his last but most valuable trick.

I am truly thankful that we have public lands that generate this type of experience and memories that will last lifetimes. I am hopeful that, one day, my son and I will enjoy those experiences together as we sit on the face of that canyon and I tell him the story of that special deer.  (Rich Baalman, EHJ # 107)

3)  As we emerged from the wilderness to the flat ground of the trailhead with a pack string of eight llamas and a bull elk on board, I was greeted by an admiring hunter. “Where did you get him? How far back in were you?” He asked with obvious envy.

It reminded me of how my wife, Patty, and I used to be. Seven years ago, we met a pack string of mules with two very impressive elk racks being led out of the wilderness in northern New Mexico. We were awestruck and inspired.

Up until then, we had done most of our hunts from the comfort of an RV at the trailhead. Most of our experience came from deer hunts in South Dakota, so the idea of packing deep into the wilderness after elk was both intriguing and intimidating. In the years that followed, we tried new methods, including heavy camping gear and our fat, pasture-fed horses. There was plenty of trial, error, and frustration, but we were learning as we went. By the sixth year, we had come up with a system that seemed sure to work for us – lighter gear for a spike camp and llamas for pack animals. Yes, those furry “Star Wars bar scene-looking creatures” you see sitting around in the fields of America chewing their cuds.  (Jay Redlin, EBJ # 46)
