This Old Gun

I purchased a gun at a show recently that was one of those special guns you run into only once in a while on your very luckiest days. Oh I tried to haggle a trade but that didn’t work so I just paid the price he wanted. He didn’t know it but I wasn’t walking away from that table without it even if he had jacked the price up some. The gun I was holding was a Savage model 23C in 32-20. What makes this gun so special is that it’s the very same model and caliber of gun that I first fired when I was about 10 years old. The one my grand dad had left to my dad after he died.

 My Grand dad died before I was born but I had heard stories about him and his trusty gun since I was old enough to know what a gun was. These stories were mixed in with other stories of hunts of long ago along with the scary bear stories that were told to make you shiver at night so everyone can snicker in the next tent. This story is about my Granddads Savage 32-20.

Granddad served in France during the war fixing the newly invented airplanes of that time. He miraculously survived the war and came back to start his new family. So he bought land near Burnt woods Oregon and went into logging. It was a hard life in those days logging with hand saws and axes but it was a living and he loved it. He also wanted to hunt with his dad. So he needed a gun.

 I heard he bought his first and only gun at my Great Granddads service station in the late 20’s before the depression. He then started hunting with him down in Sweet Home Oregon till my Great Granddad died. Then all through the depression till 1941 when the war broke out he fed his family with it, poaching deer whenever they needed the meat. He worked as a logger then, didn’t make much money but in those days the deer were plentiful where he worked, so it seems natural he would do what he needed to do to feed the family. Year around hunting was viewed differently in those days I’m told. It was a poor mans way to have meat on the table when times were tough. They didn’t have the massive welfare programs we have today and people had to fend for themselves. Poaching a deer under such circumstances was considered acceptable, almost a right. Well, dad says he poached maybe 40 deer or so during that time span. Some of them right in the back yard, and some where ever he happened to see them, all mixed in with the legal ones during hunting season. Dad tells of him shooting a deer across the road on a hillside with one shot at maybe 200 yards, more or less.  He also trapped and shot bear when he needed to with the same gun. It was the only gun he ever owned and I’m told he loved it. Didn’t really need anything else. But he shot the high velocity stuff. You could get it back then, but not now. They’ve quit selling it because people who don’t read labels kept blowing up their old black powder guns with it. With the good stuff it was quite a potent round, enough for deer, and sometimes bear in a pinch. At any rate it was all a person needed when you weren’t trying to impress someone with the latest thing on the market. I’m told Grandpa lived a simple life, didn’t really have any “hobbies” just worked hard and lived through a time when hard work was necessary to survive. He died in 1946, at the age of 52, way too young by my estimation for what he had been through. Never the less his gun still survives, it’s still in the family and I have one just exactly like it and I’m going to see just how good it is. I’m taking it deer hunting this year. The caliber is legal again in Washington so I guess I will see what my Grand dad liked about it. I’m loading up some of the “good stuff” though. 100 or 115 grain bullets at about 1600fps. I’ll keep you updated.
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