
My Guns
by
Eyes Right 
Gainesville, VA - I have owned a gun since the age of 14.  It is a .410 bore single barrel shotgun.  Until the past year I had not fired the gun in nearly 60 years.  Once I moved to Maine for half the year, I decided that the shotgun could come in handy in the event that if some local varmints, such as raccoon, fox, or even a bear, were becoming a nuisance for our camp, I might use it to change their priorities.  So on our spring drive up to the camp, I packed it in the back of our pickup truck and moved the gun to Maine.  I did nothing with the shotgun for the next several months, probably because I was not convinced that it was safe to fire a gun which had been sitting idle for half a century.  But by fall I ginned up sufficient courage to give it a test.  After thoroughly cleaning the gun, I purchased some new shells and drove up the local gravel road into the deep woods for the big trial.
Several years ago while hiking in the area near our camp, I had discovered an informal shooting range set up by locals for outdoor target practice.  I headed here with my trusty (hopefully) .410.   My wife came along to be able to call 911 in the event that the gun blew up in my face.  On the ground in front of the dirt embankment target area I saw an empty soda can that had previously been someone’s target, so I sat it up on a mound of dirt to blow it away.  As I raised the gun to fire from a standing position about 20 yards from my target, I muttered a silent prayer, placed the butt of the gun firmly against my right shoulder, and squeezed the trigger.  Boom!
I had been expecting a significant kick against my shoulder, but it was much milder than I had recalled from my teenage years.  The can did not move; I had missed.  So I expelled the spent shell, re-loaded and fired again.   Once again the can was safe...not a scratch, although some dirt in the hill had been disturbed.  Apparently my shooting abilities had declined precipitously; maybe the noise alone would scare any animals threatening our camp??
I returned to the camp, put the shotgun and the remaining shells in a secure location and slept confidently that night secure in the knowledge that we were now “safe” - sort of.  But the next morning I realized that I no longer had a gun at our home in Virginia, so I vowed to myself to correct that deficiency upon our return.
Once back in Virginia in late October, other priorities overtook the no-gun issue.  By early December I decided to purchase a new shotgun at a local Cabella’s as my own Christmas present.  After driving 30 miles west from our home, I was overwhelmed by the number and variety of guns available at this store.  On display there were at least 400 different handguns, ranging in price from a few hundred dollars to over $2000.  The shotgun offerings were also numerous, but I saw no .410’s on display.  
I quickly learned that gun selling is big business - at least here currently in Virginia - and I had to take a number to talk to a clerk.  Ninety minutes later my number was called.  The fellow with whom I was working told me that .410’s are not popular and that they had none in stock.  So I moved up in size to a 20-gauge, but those also had a meager selection.  My next choice was a 12-gauge where there appeared to be an essentially infinite choice.  After being presented with many options, I chose a 4-shell “pump action” 12-gauge, a monster of a gun compared to my now-certifiably trusty .410.  [an interesting note:  the .410 shotgun is the only one named for the size in inches of the inner diameter of its bore…all others, such as a 12 gauge, refer to how many solid spherical lead balls of diameter equal to the inner bore of the gun will equal a pound; the actual formula involves a cubic root!]
Then began the paperwork to be able to buy the gun.  Actually it was all accomplished via the salesman’s iPad where I checked numerous boxes stating that I was not a felon or overall bad guy.  I asked the clerk who possibly checks the box saying that they are a felon, and he responded, “You would not believe how many!  Then they are pissed off that they can’t buy a gun.”  I also had to show various ID’s and sign many forms (using the iPad), but after 30 minutes and several hundred dollars later, I was carrying my new gun in a box along with some new 12-gauge shells.  
The clerk told me that business was booming because as a result of the November election both sides of the Virginia legislature and the Governor would now all be Democrats in two weeks.  They had campaigned on promises to enact a series of laws restricting the sales of guns and many gun-loving citizens were worried that they would no longer be able to purchase (or even own) their favorite gun(s).
I do not consider myself to be a gun lover, but I wanted to have this shotgun to be able to protect my family in the event of chaos or civic unrest.  Even with my proven non-ability to hit a target, this 4-shell shotgun might change the priorities of the first bad guy attempting to enter our home.  I no longer have any desire to hunt animals, and I see no need for most Americans to own automatic weapons, but I also believe that we should all have the right to self-protection, both from criminal elements and, in an unlikely, but possible, scenario, the government itself.  The U.S. Constitution currently guarantees this right.  In view of recent elections and changing demographics, I am not certain how long this will be the case.  Nonetheless, I now have a gun in each of our homes, and I plan to keep them.
I am sleeping better now, both in Maine and in Virginia, and animals need not worry.
I thought you might like to know.
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