
It was early in the morning about 2 am and he woke me up with, “hey Moose, get your ass up, it’s time.”  I sat up groggy as fuck and sick as shit from the chicken tender appetizer plate I scarfed the night before at Denny’s.  At that moment I thought to myself, “must’ve been the ranch.”  But fuck it, this wasn’t something cold water on my face wouldn’t fix.  He went outside to warm up the truck and I started packing the rifles and ammunition and we were soon riding down the road while still pitch black outside.  
WWe had some rancheritas playing on the radio and both felt love and pain because we knew.  Upon arriving at our destination, only minutes before sunrise and cold as shit, we got out of the truck with rifles in hand and started walking very slowly, while being careful not to disturb any of the ordinance that might lie dormant in the sand.  It was strange that morning having our bodies irradiated with the neutron and gamma fuckery.  Hell, he was already sick in his blood with the cancer.  But, we were walking in the Chamisos 
with rifles in hand, fingers numb from the cold, and hungry as predators.  with rifles in hand, fingers numb from the cold, and hungry as predators.  We got quiet and one-track-minded real fast.  Coming over a sky dune, as our ancestors had done throughout time, we came up on the them with the sun.  He zeroed in on one and with my heart racing, I started praying, mourning, and grieving.  Then it was over, and the work of blood, guts, and knowledge everywhere.  We had just killed an animal not indigenous to our homeland. We ate that meat. It was the last time we hunted together.
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