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The books sat in a basket under a bench. My dad had 
brought the hunter education books home for my third-
grade self and my first-grade sister, hoping that we would 
take the course and get hunting licenses. My dad was, and 
still is, an avid hunter and outdoorsman. I picked up the 
books, noted a few diagrams, and found myself entirely 
lost. I did not like things that I could not understand. 
Besides, as a third grader with an intense interest in 
school, I did not feel the need or desire to go hunting. 

Over time I convinced myself that the reason I had not 
tried was that I “did not know if I could kill something.” 
An even larger part was a lack of peer interest. My dad had 
one very close friend and others that he grew up hunting 
with. I loved the stories he told of their exploits. None 
of my friends hunted, so I was not especially inspired to 
do so myself. This situation persisted for several years 
until I joined a junior shooting team partway through high 
school. There I found a group similar to that of my dad’s 
in his youth. Nearly every one of my teammate’s hunts; 
some shoot on the team primarily as practice for hunting. 

Last year one of them convinced me to go on a youth 
pheasant hunt. Initially, I wavered but was eventually 
won over by my friend’s insistence that I would “love 
it” and the fact that the more I entertained the idea, the 
more it captivated me. Even though I only needed an 
apprentice license for the hunt, I completed a full hunter 
education course and obtained an official license, hoping 
that I would enjoy hunting just as much as my dad and 
teammates did.  

I arrived at the pheasant hunt not knowing what to 
expect. Pairs of youths followed hunting dogs through a 
field, waiting for the dogs to go on point. When it was 
my turn, I found my heart pounding as one of the dogs 
flushed a bird. Even though I did not have a safe shot 
and thus held my fire, the adrenaline rush I experienced 
was like nothing I had ever felt before. By the end of the 
hunt I had claimed one bird, and before the end of that 
month, I had attended another hunt, bringing home two. 
My friend showed me how to clean pheasants, something 
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that I now do on my own and actually taught 
my dad how to do when he went bird hunting 
for the first time. 

Last year, when deer season arrived, inspired 
by the excitement of my teammates and 
talk of early Americans in my history class, 
I convinced myself that I wanted to go deer 
hunting. Ultimately, I informed my dad two 
days before the special Saturday and Sunday 
youth gun season that I wanted to go to. That 
Friday, my dad happened to run into a friend 
at work who offered us the use of his property 
in Muskingum County, an area known for 
harboring large bucks. We decided to go on 
Sunday, using the day before for me to practice 
kill shots on paper targets in the backyard. I 
was to use a Thompson Center Contender .357 
max Carbine. My dad and I were on the road 
by 4:30 A.M. Sunday morning. I sat in the 
dark, wide-awake, secretly wondering if the 
woods held a big buck for me. I could not be 
incredibly selective for my first deer, but I had 
a strange feeling that my buck was out there, 
waiting.

It was still dark as we pulled down a long 
gravel road up to a small house. As quietly as 
possible, we trudged across a field and along a 
path. At some point, we departed from the path 
and into the woods, coming up to a cluster of 
trees. There were two trees, with a large felled 
trunk between them. I sat in a camping chair 
and rested the rifle on the trunk while my dad 
set up a tree seat for himself. Silently I observed 
the still woods. I did not see the sunrise, but at 
some point, I just realized that I could see. I 
scanned the valley below and the surrounding 
trees to no avail. Eventually cold set in and 
around noon, after seeing a grand total of two 
squirrels, we decided to break for lunch. I was 
reluctant to leave, fearful that the deer would 
start moving as soon as we had left, but my 
dad convinced me that they would likely not 
be moving until after lunch anyways. 

All during lunch, I squirmed as my dad 
and his friend talked. Itching to return to the 
woods, I felt as though I was wasting daylight, 
only having until sunset to get my deer. I had 
the choice of either returning to the morning 
spot or moving to a makeshift blind we 
referred to as  “the box.” Not wanting to be 
cold, and knowing that the field in front of the 
box had been baited, I decided on the latter. I 
later learned that both my dad and his friend 
favored the morning location, but they let me 
have my choice. 

The box was a camouflage spray-painted 
plywood structure facing an open field spread 
with corn. A narrow flight of steep stairs led to 
a small door. Opening a latch, I immediately 
noted a dirty, dusty, blue seat from an old 
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Suburban, complete with an ashtray. A small propane heater and a bucket sat to the right side of the seat, which faced 
the field. Each side of the box had a small rectangular Plexiglas window. Tiny pieces of wood held the windows shut. 
By turning the loosely nailed squares, one could open the window. After climbing into the box, I reached for my 
dad’s binoculars and immediately began scanning the edges of the surrounding woods. After a few hours of intense 
concentration, I saw it. I looked into the trees on the far edge of the field. There, staring at me, was a buck. “Dad!” 
I exclaimed. He immediately shushed me. I pointed excitedly. Taking a look, I was disappointed to learn that I had 
mistaken grass and twigs for a deer. There was nothing there. I was so desperate that I had begun to imagine things. 

By sunset, I had completely exhausted myself. “Serena,” my dad whispered. He pointed out the window to my right. 
After a second glance, I noticed white antlers just barely visible over the top of the tall grass. I felt my heart beat a little 
faster. I was nearly breathless. The deer must have been bedded down. I watched the antlers, waiting to see the buck 
emerge. Suddenly the tips vanished. A second later, the body of the deer was visible. He had walked through a low spot 
in the ground. I quickly and quietly opened the window. As I did so, my dad feverishly rushed to turn off the heater. In 
my haste I had nearly pressed against it, putting myself at great risk of lighting my jeans on fire. I had noticed this but 
did not really care. I was entirely focused on the deer. 

I set the loaded rifle on the windowsill. “Clank!” I lifted it back up. I set it back down again. “Creak!” I lifted it back 
up. Luckily the deer either did not hear or ignored the noise coming from the box. I waited for a clear shot. The deer 
hesitated at the right side of the box. I breathed a sigh of relief when it nonchalantly moved towards the corn. Had it 
gone behind the box it surely would have caught human scent and darted off. I carefully set the rifle down on the open 
front window and peered through the scope. The deer was slowly walking into the open. I could see its entire body now. 

Front View from the 
Box – After Lunch: I 
watch as my dad’s friend 
departs after dropping 
my dad and I off at the 
box for the afternoon 
hunt. This was done so 
that we left as little a 
scent trail as possible 
outside the box.

Rear view from 
the box: I spent 
time observing the 
woods from all 
angles, not sure 
what direction 
any deer might 
come from. It 
began to snow 
shortly after 
lunch. 

Setting the crosshairs slightly ahead of the lungs, expecting it to step forward during the shot, I pulled the trigger. The deer 
immediately fell. I turned to my dad in excitement, slightly shaking. 

“It just dropped!” My dad seemed to be in disbelief.
“Was it not supposed to?” I asked bewildered. 
Unbeknownst to me, a novice, deer usually run a few yards before dropping. My dad was just, as if not more, elated than 

I was. Nearly unable to contain my enthusiasm, I waited in the box for a few minutes before climbing down and out. My 
dad handed me another cartridge and told me to load it. I soon found out why. We walked up to the deer, its limbs jerking. 
Blood poured from its eyes. My dad assured me that it was dead; its spasms were due only to nerves. I fired another two 
rounds into the kill zone as instructed. After a few more minutes, the nine-point buck lay still. Finally able to observe its 
large body, I realized that I was incredibly lucky to have bagged such a sizeable buck for my first deer. I was ecstatic, 
privately deciding in that moment to mount him. 

I guarded my harvest, loaded rifle in hand, while my dad left to get his truck, not trusting coyotes. By the time my dad 
had returned, it was nearly pitch black. He donned a headlight and grabbed gloves and a knife from his bag. I watched 
each step, unaffected, as my dad field dressed him for me, my first deer a lesson. 

I recalled my morning thoughts that a big buck was out there waiting for me. I could hardly believe that there actually 
had been, the first deer that I had had a shot at the entire day. I like to think that the deer was meant for me, to light my 
passion for hunting. The moment was exhilarating, but the hunt was actually just as fun if not more so than the kill. Like 



11Volume 26 Spring 2017

I am standing 
in front of the 
box that I shot my 
buck from.

My dad holds 
my .357 max T/C 
Contender Carbine 
while I excitedly 
grab the antlers of 
my trophy.

with pheasant hunting and competitive shooting, I 
was hooked. At no point was I bored. Nothing could 
match the feeling silently observing nature gave me. 
I enjoyed letting my mind and imagination wander, 
appreciating the serenity that I often lack in the craze 
of my everyday life. The experience revealed to 
me another use of my rifle skills, which I had only 
formerly used for competition. Even though I had 
always recognized the usefulness of firearms for 
hunting, I did not truly think of them in this way until 
I had used one myself for this purpose. In one day, 
I learned of a love that I will pursue for decades to 
come while also cementing my respect of and passion 
for firearms. 

Perspective


