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THE SPRINGFIELD 2020 WAYPOINT AND AN ALASKAN HUNT!

a Wilson Combat rifle in .358 Winchester that need-

ed a good beating or three for testing purposes), but 

it mattered not who hunted with it...the Waypoint 

would not have another easy day on this trip. 

With two days left to hunt, the Waypoint, in the ca-

pable hands of ‘Handsome Jay,’ was at the right place 

at the right time and scored on a respectable 7-point...

or 4x3 if  you live west of the Mississippi! Mike, Jay, 

and I were hunting in gale force winds and driving 

sleet when the blacktail stepped onto a logging road 

approximately 60 yards from Jay. The Hornady 6.5 

PRC round dropped the deer in its tracks and the 

pack-out back to our beachhead was a simple walk 

down a logging road. 

When everyone was back safe and sound on the 

Kingpin that evening, Captain Gabe briefed us on the 

rapidly approaching “polar low” (local science lingo 

for an arctic hurricane) and the prognosis was bad. If  

we didn’t get the ‘h-e-double-toothpicks’ back across 

open ocean to Kodiak by the following evening, we 

may be spending the week of Thanksgiving hunkered 

down in an Afognak island cove in some alternate re-

ality universe version of Gilligan’s Island. 

Since none of us were willing to draw straws on 

who would play Mary-Ann or Ginger, common sense 

ruled the day and we decided to pull up stakes early 

and hightail it back to Kodiak the following after-

noon before the storm turned three to five-foot seas 

into 25–35 plus-foot monsters. 

Worst …D-Day Reenactment…Ever.

The next morning, Handsome Jay, Chad, and Steve 

opted to stay on the Casino and engage in some duck-

hunting. The seas were building, but Captain Gabe 

offered to drop Mike and me off  for one more go at 

the blacktail before returning to Kodiak in late af-

ternoon. We geared up and Gabe expertly navigated 

the landing craft to a steep, rocky bank. The surf 

was building, and the conditions weren’t ideal for a 

non-comedic beach deployment, but I was game, and 

Captain Gabe lowered the ramp and approached the 

drop-off point. 

I’m not a proud man, so let’s just tell like it is.  

Lehigh Mike was the prudent one in our two-man 

party. As we made our final approach to shore, two 

things were abundantly clear. The steep, rocky beach 

was getting hammered by a respectable surf and the 

landing craft’s extended, bobbing and lurching ramp 

would not have exactly made good material for an 

artist who prefers to paint still life scenes. Mike, who 

was behind me as I prepared to storm the beach, took 

note of these aggravating factors and politely whis-

pered in my ear: “Good luck, nincompoop...it’s your 

funeral. Peace out...and if you need me, I’ll be in the 

wheelhouse with Captain Gabe...hopefully he keeps the 

Cardi B rap music to a minimum.” or something like 

that...anyway, the point is, I was going solo onto that 

rocky beach and up that mountain. 

Timing was everything. I stood on the edge of the 

ramp as the bow heaved up and down with the surf. 

In order to successfully egress from the landing craft 

correctly, I would have to step off  the ramp as the bow 

came down and that surf evolution’s wave receded. 

My cat-like reflexes, honed from decades of military 

and high-risk law enforcement operations, were in full 

play as I waited to spring, ninja-like, onto the beach. 

The bow of the 40-foot landing craft dipped, the ramp 

plunged to a mere foot above the slippery black rocks, 

and a large wave rushed backward under the Casino, 

clearing my landing zone. It was go-time.

What happened next was the subject of much de-

bate in the coming days. Depending on the observer’s 

angle of view, individual depictions varied, but one 

fact remained indisputable: The D-Day landings on 

those infamous Normandy beaches may have gone 

differently for the U.S. and its allies had the brave 

soldiers who fought there utilized my ham-handed 

beach-storming technique. [Cont. to page 30]

This is what profanity looks like when digitally en-

hanced (the coming storm)!
What you call hell, the author calls…a wheelhouse…

and also the spot where he bunked while aboard the 

Kingpin! (There was a large forward berth, but also a 

lot of snoring and other…unsavory bodily functions!)

The weapon system that took a lickin’ and kept on 

hittin’! The Waypoint/Nightforce duo scores a 1/2 

inch group at 100 yards…even after their Edmund 

Fitzgerald/Gordon Lightfoot experience!

terry.boyer
Highlight




