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Prologue



We don’t complain about things, Kristi. We fix them.”


These words, so often spoken by my dad, have motivated me to show up for the tough jobs in my life. From cleaning stalls to signing legislation.


Growing up on a farm in South Dakota, there was always plenty that needed fixing. The same is true of our world. God gives us all different talents to work on our own little corner of it. We ought to do so humbly—our society is so hungry for that—but we shouldn’t shy away from debate, and we shouldn’t settle for an easy out that leaves the job for someone else later.


That’s partly why I got into politics in the first place, not exactly a profession I ever envisioned as a young girl pulling calves on the ranch or competing in rodeos across the state. While politics has been anything but easy, convenient, or pleasant, it was, I believe, the right choice. But I will let you be the judge on that one.


I am the first woman to serve as governor of South Dakota. While this is deeply significant to me, I do not believe there are “women’s issues” any more than there are “men’s issues.” There are only issues that affect us all as Americans. There is, however, a woman’s perspective on every single issue. That perspective is essential when we as a country make decisions about our freedom, defense, prosperity, health, and the well-being and happiness of our kids.


I’ve offered that perspective—whether people asked for it or not—from the barnyard to Congress. Always with conviction. Often, alone.


Along the way I’ve learned a few things. I often tell young people one of the best things they can do is decide to be a teachable person. You can learn something from everyone, even your worst critic. This book is my attempt to share some of what I’ve learned about family, work, faith, and decision-making.


Fair warning: this is a memoir of a life so far; it is not a book about politics. Of course, campaigns and political fights—from South Dakota’s windswept plains to the marbled halls of Congress—make up a good part of these pages. But politics is a lot like walking through a feedlot in springtime: it’s slow going and you’re constantly surrounded by crap. Who wants to read that?


You’ll find some familiar faces here—presidents and politicians. You’ll find relatively unknown people who are every ounce as important. But the character on every page is South Dakota. It is my home. It has made me who I am. After a global pandemic and the crisis in American cities, more and more people are discovering the gift of rural life, learning that it’s better for their families—and for their souls. Rural communities are at the heart of our American story: they are people taking risks to earn a living off the land. If these memories and stories do nothing more than make you want to come see South Dakota, to be among its honest, hardworking people for a moment or a lifetime, that’s good enough for me.


But if you happen to learn a little more about the daughter of a farmer who can’t help choosing the hard way at every turn…


About a rodeo queen who prefers cowboy boots to high heels…


About a wife, mother, and grandmother who has, by now, learned a thing or two about politics in America…


Well, at least you’ll be entertained. Life is a rodeo. Hang on.




Kristi


Christmas 2021


















Chapter 1



The Tapes


I don’t know why I’m doing this,” he said over the crackles of the tape recorder. “I guess I’ll go check cows.”


Click.


The tape stopped. That was the end.


I couldn’t believe what I had just heard, what I had just found, what I held in my hands. And what a gift it was.


Suddenly, I knew everything was going to be okay. We were going to get through this.


Just a few months before I discovered the tapes, my dad, Ron Arnold, died in an accident on our farm. I was twenty-two, newly married, pregnant with our first child, and taking classes at South Dakota State University forty-five minutes away. One day, I finally got the courage to go clean out his pickup.


Now, everyone who has a farmer or a rancher in their family knows they live out of their pickups. Everything important can be found in the cab, including wallets, bills to pay, cattle and seed records. The console is littered with dusty little notes about things that need to be done, jotted down on whatever may be handy—food wrappers, scrap paper, or cardboard from a tool package.


The little microcassettes mixed in the jumble of odds and ends in Dad’s console, however, contained something more important than just his latest, fleeting to-do list. They were something he clearly wanted to leave behind. They were kind of a record of everything he had done and how he did it.


Dad’s truck was his office. It was his desk. His filing cabinet. His library. As every farmer’s kid knows, if you need to find something important, the first place you look is in the cab of his pickup.


But since the accident, I just could not bring myself to go clean out his truck. It was just too hard. Now, I am not a sappy person. I don’t get particularly emotional about things. I am not a procrastinator. If something needs doing, I just go do it. But this was the hardest thing I ever had to do in my life.


I was still in shock that he was gone.


My dad was indestructible. He never quit and never let anything stop him. I remember sitting at his funeral days after the accident and staring at his casket. He was forty-nine when he died. I thought to myself, Yep, he’s going to sit up any minute. No way he is really dead. He is going to sit up and tell us to get back to work.


Those were hard days. I was devastated. I had lost my anchor.


But there were also more pressing problems for my family and me. How were we going to keep it all going? How were we going to make a living? Would we be able to keep the farm afloat? Every day was filled with thousands of questions to which I had no answers.


What seed should we plant? What field to plant first? What is the price we need for our calves to keep the cattle operation running? What neighbor is giving me the best advice?


It was overwhelming, and I was not handling it well. I could not sleep. I got real quiet and kept my thoughts to myself. I did the only thing I really knew how to do, which was work. And I worked hard.


Obviously, I was not the only one suffering. And I wasn’t any help in that department. According to my family, I got hard and angry and, at times, downright mean. My mom kept telling me I needed to grieve. Well, I didn’t want to. I didn’t even know what that meant. I just wanted to work. I wanted to be outside, doing what Dad always did. Work was the only thing that provided me with a bit of peace, a moment of respite from the overwhelming dread I had about the future. I literally had no idea how we were going to keep this family business going without my dad. Worst of all, I could see it in the neighbors’ eyes when they came over to check on us or chatted with me at the sale barn or grain elevator. They also were worried we wouldn’t make it.


The easiest thing to do probably would have been to sell everything and find a new line of work. Take a break and figure out a new future. But in my head I could hear Dad’s voice saying to me: “Don’t ever sell land, Kristi. God isn’t making any more land.”


Hearing Dad’s voice in my head seemed natural, because the truth is I’m a whole lot like him. I am not afraid of hard work. I am strong and even more strong-willed. As my husband, Bryon, likes to say, “You always pick the hardest option. There will be three options and you always pick the most impossible one. That’s really hard to be married to.”


Turns out Bryon is pretty tough too. We have been married thirty years now.


Walking out of the house that day to clean out Dad’s truck, I was determined we were not going to fail. I was not going to let everything Dad had built blow away. Somehow, some way, we were going to make it. Or I was going to die trying. I just had no idea where to begin. Honestly, in the months since he had died, I’d been faking my way through each and every day. And I was scared.


But as I carried an empty box out to his truck, I was focused on the job at hand. I opened the middle console between the two front-seat captain’s chairs and found the tiny silver tape recorder, the kind that doctors dictate into. This was a surprise for sure. I had never seen it before and had no idea why he had it or what might be on the tapes.


I popped in a cassette and pushed Play. It was my dad’s voice, talking—as if he were sitting right there in the front seat of his truck with me. That was a pretty haunting moment.


On that first tape, Dad was explaining seed corn varieties and which ones performed best on specific fields we owned and others we rented. He talked about how the extra-wet year before had resulted in poor crop yields and damaged grain. He said the harvest was tough, and he went on to describe the variety of choices he would have made differently and what he thought might work better for the spring we were expecting.


Sitting there in the driver’s seat of my dad’s truck, my eyes started to fill with tears as I listened to his voice from the past.


Digging deeper through all the junk in the console, I found more tiny, clear cassette tapes—about a dozen in all, each in its own little plastic case. One by one, through eyes blurred by tears, I slipped each into the recorder and listened to him talk about cows, weather, and crops, and what to do if we ever found ourselves in a tough financial situation.


I have always believed in the power of prayer. And I have always been okay with how prayers are often answered in ways we least suspect, rarely answered in any kind of direct way. Sometimes we really have to hunt for the answers to prayers.


But this was something else. Here I was in the hardest, most hopeless, most impossible moment of my entire life. Like storm clouds parting, never before had my prayers been answered so directly and clearly. And it was all in my dad’s voice.


On each of those tapes were the answers to so many of the questions I had asked over and over in the months since he had died. How many times had I said to myself, “If only I could just ask Dad this one question.” Here were all the answers, straight from him, in his voice—literally in the palm of my hand.


I started to sob. I completely lost it. I might have been “grieving,” but in that moment I wasn’t exactly sad. It was more like a revelation and a relief.


For the first time since he’d died, after months of going through all the motions and pretending things were fine, I realized with absolute certainty that we were going to make it. I and my mom and my sister and my brothers, we were going to be okay.


The words in my dad’s voice came straight from God, telling me, “I will provide. Stop worrying. You will be okay. Your family will be okay. I’ve got this.”


A peace like I had never felt before in my life passed over me. And to this day—no matter what this crazy world throws at me—I think back to that summer day, sitting in my dad’s dusty truck, listening to his voice as an answer to my most desperate prayers. It gives me strength and I know we will be okay.


Listening to all the tapes, I got to the last one. It ended with Dad, as usual, getting restless. He was eager to get on with work. He paused for a moment.


“I don’t know why I’m doing this,” he said impatiently. “I guess I’ll go check cows.”


All these years later I still think of that and laugh to myself. He might not have known in that moment exactly why he was talking into a microcassette inside a tiny little tape recorder in the cab of his truck. But not a day goes by that I don’t give thanks that he did.


Included in those tapes was one that was several years old.


Now, dad drove his trucks hard, racked up miles, and always traded them in before they started to break down or had close to one hundred thousand miles on them. We had a lot of old equipment and trucks around the ranch. But he needed one vehicle that would never leave him stranded anywhere. It had to be reliable. So, buying a new pickup often wasn’t some kind of luxury. It was an absolute necessity.


My point is, the tape that was several years old when I played it for the first time had seen the inside of several different truck consoles. It had been moved from pickup to pickup for years.


That tape was different from the others in that he wasn’t talking about just the weather, cows, and grain prices. He talked about us kids. Me, my sister, Cindy, and my two brothers, Rock and Robb. At the time he recorded that tape, most of us were teenagers. He spoke of our strengths, our weaknesses, what he thought we struggled with, and what he thought we would be when we grew up.


You could hear in his voice that he wondered what he could do to help us be better people and succeed in life. (Now, my dad was not exactly Dr. Phil. He didn’t sit around watching Oprah Winfrey all day. And, like me, he wasn’t emotional about anything. But nobody ever loved his kids more than Dad loved us in his tough way.) What surprised me most in that tape was his insight into what made each of his kids tick. What our passions were and what habits or behaviors in each of us he feared would cripple us for life if we didn’t deal with them at an early age.


He talked about how tough he thought I was, and whether I knew it. I can tell you that growing up I tried so hard to please him and—as a kid—I never felt like I did enough. I always felt I could and should do better, be better, work harder.


As much as I was like my dad, I could tell from that tape that he knew my strengths and my flaws. But he sure loved each one of us for exactly who we were. I had no idea my dad ever spent time thinking about us this way or dreamed about us and our futures. Here I was at twenty-two years of age, listening to my deceased father describe me as a fourteen-year-old and what he thought I could be when I grew up. I wish I had known his thoughts earlier. I wish we would have talked more. I wish we would have argued less about the stupid things that two hardheaded, willful people find to fight about. More than anything, I just wish I’d had more time with him. I wish the world could have seen all he would have done if he had not died so young. And I wish he would have lived to see all of his kids grow into adults and make new lives of their own. I wish he could have seen his grandchildren, could have watched them grow up.


On that day, listening to my dad talk about a future he would not live to see, I made a decision about my own life. I vowed to never waste my time on things that do not ultimately matter. I would live every day with purpose. I aimed to serve my family, my neighbors, my state, and my country in any way I could. I would not follow the glittery distractions of whatever was popular or convenient at any given moment. I pledged to be honest and straightforward in all things, no matter how hard it might be or how harsh the truth might sound to those around me. No doubt my husband, Bryon, is right. It does make life hard. But as I learned that day, what matters is not how hard life is, but rather how hard you fight for what is right—and how tall you stand against what is wrong.


Like my dad, I aim to stand fast in any current for what I believe.


That is why I got into politics. It was not the easy, convenient, or pleasant choice. But it was, I believe, the right choice.


If you want to find heaven on earth, it’s in northeastern South Dakota, where I grew up. You have never seen skies like those stretching over these endless rolling hills, deep blue and dotted with clouds—except when the storms come. Then you won’t find a more fearsome display of nature’s power anywhere in the world. Our part of the state receives much more rain than the western part. Our glittering rivers give proof of that.


This was where we had our farm. Growing up, I loved our farm. I thought it was amazing. Always immaculately kept, mowed, with white fences that went on and on. Nice, neat buildings. No weeds or junk lying about. As kids, we spent most of our childhood pulling weeds, painting fences, and mowing grass. We were taught to take pride in our work.


There was a magazine my parents subscribed to when I was a child that had a monthly series called “Prettiest Place in the Country.” I waited for that magazine every month because I loved reading those articles and looking at the pictures of the beautiful farms and ranches across America. I dreamed of our farm being in that magazine. I even wrote a couple of letters to the editors asking them to come and visit our farm because I was sure that if they just saw it for themselves, they would recognize that it clearly belonged in their pages to showcase to the world what a truly beautiful farm looked like. They never wrote back.


At the other end of our state lies one of the proudest features of South Dakota—Mount Rushmore. It is a stunning monument to four great men who founded this country, saved us from total destruction, and did so much to preserve America with all her limitless potential: George Washington, Thomas Jefferson, Abraham Lincoln, and Teddy Roosevelt. Four of the finest men to ever live.


Goodness knows they were not perfect.


America is great because the people who came before us and built this country were imperfect. And they knew it. Their obvious imperfections gave them humility. That is why they envisioned a country where no single imperfect person—or small group of imperfect people—would have all the power. Instead, all of us—imperfect as we all are—would come together and work on problems together and figure things out together. While each and every one of us is imperfect, the final result of that democratic, constitutional process would achieve the most perfect solutions possible.


America did not just happen. It wasn’t an accident. We are here not because of one king, one group of powerful oligarchs, one race, or one set of ancestral boundaries. America is the most powerful, prosperous country in the world because we, the people, have worked together through a democratic, constitutional process.


These gifts of freedom, self-determination, and individual liberty were not easily won. That took guts, blood, and vision. Brave people, guided by great purpose, fought for these gifts. For them, the future was never certain. Nothing was guaranteed. Yet they gambled everything, risked their lives, and put their fortunes on the line for the principles they believed in. The result of their daring efforts was the single greatest experiment in freedom and self-governance in human history.


Just like the tapes my dad left me, we have been blessed with a great inheritance.


And whether my family’s farm or our country, I’m going to fight to preserve it.















Chapter 2



The Rugged Life


I was born in Watertown, South Dakota. My parents, Ron and Corinne Arnold, had a bit of a scare when I was born because the umbilical cord was wrapped around my neck and I wasn’t breathing. Obviously, they got it all worked out because here I am. When I was younger Mom used to call me her “little miracle.” Much later, my family joked that the only reason I got into politics was because that cord around my neck had cut off the flow of oxygen to my brain.


Nobody in our house was allowed to take themselves too seriously. But there was also a lot of love. We lived in a modest but comfortable house. Our social life revolved around mostly church at the Family Worship Center in Watertown, and the community and schools in Hamlin County, named for President Lincoln’s vice president.


My parents both grew up in South Dakota. On their first date, Dad took Mom to a Lowell Lundstrom revival on a Wednesday night. They got married and settled on the same land where Dad’s parents lived and where Dad had learned to farm. We raised cattle and grew corn, soybeans, wheat, and alfalfa. Dad rotated barley or flax when the market seemed good. We had horses, of course, and also raised buffalo for a time, as well as a random assortment of 4-H sheep and the occasional goat. Farming, hunting, and riding horses was pretty much in our blood, like it is for a lot of families—especially out here in the Midwest.


While I grew up on a ranch, my childhood was probably not all that different from the way kids all over America grow up in terms of school, church, sports, hunting, rodeo, and family. But from the time I was a little girl I felt kind of out of place, like I didn’t belong. I was uncomfortable with who I was and always very aware of my shortcomings. I guess, like a lot of children, I lacked confidence when I was young. Most people are surprised to find out I am an introvert. I mean, look at my day-to-day life now. I spend all my time talking with people, giving speeches, attending events, doing media interviews—all activities that involve being very outward focused, always being ready, being “on,” performing and giving a good impression—hopefully. But that does not come naturally for me. In fact, I find it pretty exhausting. Don’t get me wrong, I love people and I love what I do. But if I need a day that “fixes” me, if I need to recharge, my natural inclination is to go sit in a tree stand and hunt deer or spend time outside in some activity that involves animals and nature. Being alone is something I can find joy in.


Being quiet is a gift.


As the third of four children in a busy house on a working farm in northeastern South Dakota, there were quiet days, but no boring days. We were always working, it seemed. Growing up, I always thought that my mom and dad had had four children because they needed more hired hands to work on the farm and ranch. That’s a joke—kind of.


I was a tomboy and I loved growing up on a farm. I loved animals and quickly adopted any kind of animal I could lay my hands on—in addition to the livestock that was part of our farming operation. At some point, I became known as the kid that would take in any random pet or abandoned animal. Most often these were raccoons. One of my very favorite pets was Bandi, a raccoon I raised from just a few days old that was a part of our family for more than ten years. I also had parakeets. And I was not terribly creative at naming them. They were Nicky 1, Nicky 2, and Nicky 3.


One chore that I never minded was feeding the dog and cats. I maintained a small herd of cats—usually between twenty and thirty of them—out in the barn.


Dad’s barn was also a good place for keeping animals we were raising for 4-H contests and caring for any animals that had gotten hurt or were abandoned, or didn’t find a home somewhere else when they needed one. That is how I ended up with my first burro, a long-haired goat, a miniature horse, and a sheep.


I am still amazed that my parents put up with all of it.


My birthday gifts included parakeets and puppies, including a shih tzu that couldn’t hunt or help herd cows, but that dearly loved me. I was even granted permission to have a house cat. To my dad’s great irritation, she wound up getting pregnant from some rendezvous with an outdoor cat. That cat gave birth to eight kitties underneath my dad’s desk in his office. As you can imagine, he was having none of that. As many times as I moved them out and made the perfect spot for her somewhere else, she would have them back and snuggled in under his desk within the hour. He eventually gave up and I still love thinking about those tiny little kittens playing with Dad’s socks and his wiggling toes while he worked on paperwork late into the night.


Mom was equally long-suffering in all my animal adoptions. She certainly did not appreciate all the frogs and salamanders I brought home from my explorations. Perhaps most disturbing for her was when I brought home baby mice I found and then wanted her to help me save their lives. She always did. Her patience with me and my animals was amazing. My mom has an incredible ability to see the unique gifts in everyone and she recognized my affinity to work with animals early on. I am sure she wished I would comb my hair once in a while and quit wearing my brothers’ clothes, but she let me cut my hair short so it would not be a bother and focused on helping me see what I was good at.


Mom also let me learn what I wasn’t so good at, and one of those things was music. Mom herself was a huge country music fan; she loved listening to Willie Nelson, Johnny Cash, and Waylon Jennings. I probably know every single country music song from that generation because she sang them in the car the whole way anywhere we went. With Mom’s encouragement, I played piano for six years, but my fingers just don’t work that way. Eventually, I switched to trumpet because it had only three buttons, and I figured I could handle that.


When I was in middle school, my dad offered me a deal: “Kristi, if you get to be first chair in the school band, I’ll buy you a brand-new silver trumpet.” I’d had my eye on that trumpet for a while, and I guess Dad was hoping that I’d either get better at practicing or else move on altogether. I did neither, but I did make first chair in the school band, and Dad was true to his word. That silver trumpet was a lot better than the rental I used to take out to the pasture and play for my horses. I’d sit on a fence rail and play and play, and the horses would stand right by me and listen. If you know horses at all, you know they are sensitive to loud noises. It is a miracle they could stand all my racket. Nobody else on our farm ever could.


I was a big reader growing up. Laura Ingalls Wilder was a favorite, of course, and when I got older, I devoured Louis L’Amour westerns. I especially loved the strong, silent characters who always followed their convictions, did what was right, and generally spoke little.


I think one of the reasons I liked them so much was that I was born without a filter, according to my mother. I remember my mouth getting washed out with soap many times during my childhood for saying something I should not have or talking back to those in authority. I distinctly remember being shocked by it each and every time.


What did I say? Are you kidding me? How am I possibly in trouble for my tone?


When I first went into politics, my family was the most surprised and admitted later that they spent a lot of time worrying about my mouth and the things I might say that could get me into trouble.


My sister, Cindy, is the oldest, and to my childhood eyes she was perfect. She was beautiful, sweet, kind, and never seemed to make a mistake. She worked outside, but she also helped my dad with bookkeeping and organizing his office. She worked with Mom, sorting the logistics of getting farm parts, food, or supplies out to the field for the entire operation. We had a very large farming operation, and it was constantly changing. It was nothing to bump into a new hire in the shop that Dad had just brought on that day. It was not unusual to be sent out to the yard to move a tractor or a truck Dad had just acquired. If it had a key and a gas pedal, you just had to figure it out. More than once one of us was sent out to some field having no idea how to get there because Dad had just rented it that day.


Keep up and figure it out. And don’t come back until the job is done.


Cindy often got the “less dirty” jobs, but that was due more to her skill set and the fact that right behind Cindy were three other siblings who were able to fill in everywhere else. Cindy could sing like an angel, always obeyed our parents’ rules, and didn’t seem to get into trouble. She excelled at everything she did. We had to share a room growing up, and some of our biggest disagreements as sisters came because she was neat as a pin and I was, in her words, a “slob.” Also, I loved wearing her clothes to school without asking. And, supposedly, I got them all dirty and never put them back.


My older brother, Rock, was the mechanic. Like my dad, he could fix anything and build almost anything. My childhood is filled with memories of him rewiring dirt bikes, snowmobiles, and engines to get more power out of them. He admired Evel Knievel, so many of our free afternoons were spent trying to figure out how to build better ramps and get the speed necessary to reach new heights. Rock was often scraped up or bruised, but that never seemed to stop him from taking chances after spending hours puzzling out his daredevil stunts.


Rock had severe asthma as a child and was sometimes rushed to the hospital for emergency treatments and in some cases would need to spend a night or two recovering. Living on a farm during harvest was extremely dangerous for him, as the dust could close up his airways in minutes. My mom had to closely monitor Rock.


My younger brother, Robb, was the baby. Robb was fun, but then what youngest child isn’t? Like most parents, Mom and Dad were more lenient with the baby. They had quit overreacting to the small stuff that would have gotten us older kids in trouble. Perhaps that allowed Robb to become more independent and happy-go-lucky. He was naturally good at everything. If you gave him something to do, he would be an expert in five minutes. When he was eleven years old, he drove a tractor the two miles to elementary school sometimes because he was too young to legally drive a car. And if the tractor wouldn’t start, he hopped on a four-wheeler instead and drove that to school. He could shoot better than anyone, drive better than everyone, and just had overall amazing luck and natural talent.


One of the best examples of Robb’s luck came years later, when I asked my brothers for help filling my deer tag. I love to hunt. My brothers are always willing to take me along on their hunting trips out of the state, but most of the time we hunted on our own land during deer season in South Dakota.


Life was busy that particular fall with work and being married and raising kids. I hadn’t had much time to hunt big game, so when I finally got my new license, I knew I might need a little help from my brothers. They kept up with all the big bucks around our farm, and they knew their habits and patterns in the area.


First, I got Rock to take me hunting. We spent a few days together. We would get up hours before daylight, sit in snowbanks or tree belts, high in tree stands on windy days, with gusts blowing over 20 mph and temps below zero. We stalked, scoped, and tried to outthink the deer. For all our efforts, we came up with nothing. Never even fired off a single shot.


I decided to change tactics. Sometimes with hunting or fishing you just need to try something different. A different size of shot in your shotgun and change up your gear. So I asked Robb to take me with him.


It was the night before the last day of the season, and Robb was not excited about it. Getting up that early to fill his own tag was obviously something he was willing to do. In fact, he had already done that, days earlier. But doing that for his sister was just a pain. He did not understand why I couldn’t just go by myself and get the job done.


Yet he agreed and we set a time for me to pick him up the next morning. When I got to his house before daylight, he was still sitting at his kitchen table getting dressed. Slowly pulling on his socks and tugging his sweatshirt over his head. I was trying not to look nervous, but I could see the sun starting to come up and worried I was missing my opportunity to take advantage of the last day to fill my tag. Finally, he was ready and he climbed inside his pickup and quietly shut the door. I jumped in and slammed my door. His head snapped toward me and he whispered, “Quiet!”


Relax, I thought. We were literally sitting in the middle of the farmyard right in front of his house! Who did he think was going to hear us? He put his truck into drive and we started to slowly roll across the yard and down the driveway headed east without our lights on. The sun was starting to come up.


We drove no more than three minutes, about a mile before he stopped. Robb looked out into the field and said, “Why don’t you shoot that one?”


Peering through the half-light, I could make out a good-sized buck in the middle of the field. I nodded to Robb.


“Let’s wait a couple of minutes for it to get lighter and then you can get out and shoot him,” he said nonchalantly.


We sat there quietly in his truck, waiting for the sun to come up a little more.


After a few minutes, he said, “Okay. Get out and don’t slam the door!”


He looked at me like I was a dummy. I got out slowly, kneeled in a ditch, and shot the buck. We had literally been hunting for fifteen minutes. We had spent fourteen of those minutes in the warm comfort of the truck cab. I had taken less than ten steps. But I had my deer. We had gotten the job done.


Robb’s luck paid off for me.
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