                                             The Lady and the Buck







By Tom Lounsbury


The dictionary I have defines “huntress” as a woman who hunts. Tara Gould of Cass City is clearly an avid huntress with a passion for spending time outdoors, especially with her husband Todd Gould, who is pastor of the Evangelical Free Church of Cass City. When the couple isn’t hunting for small game, deer or wild turkeys, they are avidly participating in handgun shooting competitions, and Todd Gould is also a handgun-shooting instructor (including CCW). To say that this couple not only supports hunting but the Second Amendment as well is an understatement.


Tara actually grew up in a non-hunting family with parents who were against hunting. Then she met her husband Todd who wasn’t only an avid hunter, but a fulltime Marine as well. She soon found herself shooting various firearms and accompanying her husband into the field on hunting excursions and quickly grew to appreciate the time spent together outdoors and the challenge of the chase.


Tara first began deer hunting on a farm near Cass City 14 years ago. She gives most of the credit for being properly prepared by having the right equipment and a shotgun that shoots accurately to her husband, who is a stickler for such matters. During those 14 years, Tara has harvested 6 does and 4 bucks. She and her husband do their own processing of the deer (and other game) at home, and thoroughly enjoy eating the wild game they have harvested.


When the eve of the 2010 firearms deer season came along, Tara hadn’t gotten home from work until 10:30 pm, and wasn’t quite sure she was prepared for the extra-early wakeup call. It has become a tradition for the hunters of the farm to gather together in the landowner’s pole-barn for an opening morning breakfast before heading out to their deer blinds well before daybreak. When the alarm clock went off the next morning, Tara soon found herself not only getting ready for the hunt, but preparing a large kettle of scrambled eggs and ham for the pole-barn breakfast as well.


Tara enjoys her time in a deer blind. Seeing the early morning sun start breaking its way through the clouds and witness the wood coming awake with the chirping of birds is a favorite time that allows her to literally commune with nature and to meditate. Her favorite birds are the sprite, little chickadees that boldly land on her blind’s window and peer in at her. No matter how tired she might be, Tara has learned to always remain alert in a deer blind, and taking even a slight catnap is out of the question.


With the first light of opening morning came the distant shots of other deer hunters and the intense vigil began. There is nothing quite like experiencing the first hour of opening morning of the annual firearms deer season. Anything can happen suddenly in regards to deer making an appearance. During the first hour Tara, clad in an old wool hunting coat that had belonged to her late father in law, and wool pants that had been used by her husband in the Marines, had nine antlerless deer pass closely by to her “box-blind”, however she refrained from shooting a large doe. Although she and her husband regularly harvest does (and dearly love the venison they provide), they refrain from shooting them on opening day and put a focus on bucks, especially large, older bucks.


The season had been underway just over an hour when Tara heard the deep, throaty grunting of a buck coming from the woods behind her. She automatically assumed it was one of the other hunters using a deer call. However, she maintained her at the ready stance, despite the cold wind blowing through the open front window of her blind, and toes that were beginning to chill.


That is when the large buck made a sudden appearance loping in close to her blind, and had Tara not been ready, the deer would have been there and gone like a simple dream. The first thing Tara saw was the dark, chocolate-colored main beams tipped with ivory points suspended high and wide above the buck’s head.


Just prior to the deer season, Todd Gould had put a “Hi-Viz” fiber-optic front sight to accent the rear iron-sight on his wife’s 12 ga Remington (semi-auto) Model 1100 shotgun. This would pay dividends for Tara as she watched the buck suddenly passing by the right window of her blind and she quickly turned and shoved her shotgun barrel out the left window to intercept the buck’s quick line of travel only 20 yards away. As the buck’s chest started meeting the glowing front sight, Tara touched the trigger. With her total focus on hitting her mark, Tara remembers feeling no recoil at all and the shot sounded like it had come from a long ways away. She tried for a fast follow-up shot (something she has learned to do with tough and tenacious whitetails) but her semi-auto shotgun had jammed as the buck disappeared into the brush like a wisp of smoke.


When Tara had fired her one and only shot, the buck had not kicked out like other deer that she had witnessed when she had shot them. This buck had however visibly flinched, and Tara hoped she had not only just wounded him. She was certain she had hit her mark, and hearing brush crackling nearby shortly after the shot was certainly like the sound of a deer crashing down in heavy cover. She was certain the buck was down for the count.


Everything had transpired so quickly that Tara only had time to react to the ongoing hunter and prey drama. Buck fever came only after it was suddenly over, and she knew she might have just shot a large buck of a lifetime. Tara radioed her husband and excitedly told him she thought she had just downed a very large buck, and Todd calmly replied that she should hold tight because opening morning was just warming up for everyone else, and that they could ruin the hunt for others if they were out and about looking for the downed buck. The next two hours were the longest Tara could ever remember, and her toes had even quit being cold.


When the husband and wife hunting team finally began their search from where Tara had last seen the buck, they immediately spotted a white birch tree with a large splash of blood on its trunk. From there, they followed a very evident blood trail to a very dead and very large buck lying less than 40 yards from Tara’s blind. The 12 ga slug had done a thorough job due to a perfectly placed heart-shot. Tara then had the opportunity to carefully admire her trophy and give thanks for being so blessed, and share the moment with her proud husband and hunting buddy.


The large-racked 8-point buck (despite one tine being broken off) would field-dress out to well over the fabled 200 pound mark, and the inside spread would be 19 ½ inches, with an outside spread of 22 inches. This is a fantastic buck by anyone’s standards, and it’s a Thumb area buck.


I believe what really makes this story so special is that it entails a great buck being harvested by a very nice lady. It’s an unbeatable combination. Congratulations Tara!

