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This time around, I was making a plan. 
I was also making peanut butter cookies, 
but I had several months to do that.

When I first decided to go deer hunting, 
I made the decision three days before 
Ohio’s 2015 youth gun weekend. I told 
my dad late at night on a whim; he did 
not even know I was considering going. 
While I had significant experience with 
firearms, I had only hunted twice. Both 
of those times were organized youth 
pheasant hunts, planted birds nearly 
guaranteeing at least an opportunity for 

Hunting, Peanut Butter 
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a shot. Luckily, my dad and a friend 
arranged to introduce me to hunting on 
some private property in Muskingum 
County. Both my dad and his friend 
are seasoned hunters, with years of 
experience. They were able to help me 
set up in locations that were most likely 
to have deer nearby. Even with this help, 
everyone was amazed that the one deer 
that walked in front of me on my first 
day of hunting was a buck that is now 
on my bedroom wall. Even though this 
worked out in my favor, I knew that it 
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was a lucky chain of events, all 
cards lining up to introduce me 
to a passion I only was beginning 
to know I had. With my little 
experience and my dad’s years of 
knowledge, I decided that it was 
only right to pass the tradition on 
and help those to get started who 
did not have the opportunities and 
resources that I had.

As I started to know George 
Kerg, a younger member of the 
South Cuyahoga Sportsmen’s 
Association’s Junior Rifle Team, 
I could tell that there were many 
things he wanted to do, but simply 
did not have the resources or 
opportunities to do so. Just as 
my dad and other hunters have 
helped me along I wanted to help 
encourage George and help to get 
him started. My dad felt the same 
way and agreed to guide George, a 
seasoned Boy Scout, on a weekend 
hunting trip for the 2018 youth deer 
gun season. I started making plans 
in June to hunt in Southern Ohio. 
Though my ideas began in June, it 
did not all come together until two 
weeks before the November hunt. 
While we were willing to tent camp 
or rough it in the bed of the truck, 
my dad’s friends decided not to use 
their trailer for bow hunting so they 
offered it to us for the weekend. 
After school on Friday, November 
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17, we finished last minute packing, with 
George and Mr. Kerg arriving at our house 
early Saturday morning for the three-hour 
drive down to Washington County. My 
mom and I made one batch of the peanut 
blossom cookies I had promised George 
for his upcoming birthday, and my sister 
made another. The bed of the truck was so 
filled with gear that I wondered how we 
would fit a deer inside. It always amazes 
me how much equipment one brings for 
even a short hunting trip. It is better to be 
over prepared than under prepared when 
going out in the elements. 

When we arrived, we stopped first to 
talk to the neighbor across the street, then 
unpacked our gear and changed clothes. 
It is best to bring layers with you while 
hunting rather than put them all on at 
once. Once you sweat in clothes and they 
get wet, it is harder to stay warm and dry. 
Dad oriented George to the .444 Marlin 
he would be hunting with, while I donned 
my hunting bag. We walked an open, but 
muddy path, to a small clearing. Having 
temporarily abandoned their hunting 
packs, Dad and George headed into the 
woods to find an optimal location to set 
up a hunting blind. Mr. Kerg and I waited 
in the clearing. Four people make more 
noise than two. My dad came back alone 
after a few minutes, and we followed as 
quietly as we could through some brush, 
finding ourselves at the top of a hill. I saw 
George sitting on the leaves a short bit 
away, rifle across his lap. He was scanning 
the area for deer while we set up. Dad 
had selected an area with a good vantage 
point overlooking a saddle between two 
ridges where the wind would not blow 
our scent to where we thought the deer 
would travel. We then set up the blind 
and inserted small fallen branches and 
leaves into the side pockets of it to further 
camouflage and obscure the outline of 
the blind. Surprisingly, all four of us fit 
comfortably in the blind. 

I knew we would be waiting awhile. 
While you never know when a deer 
will appear, even with a good guide and 
location, most often a hunter should 
expect to wait at least a few hours in a 
new area. Every so often I would look 
over at George. I could not help but 
laugh, recalling my first hunt. He had the 
same energy and excitement I had had: 
the agony of waiting coupled with the 
continuous fear of missing an opportunity. 
We hunted the rest of the afternoon. At 
one point, George’s dad grew restless, 
accidently making considerable noise in 
the otherwise silent blind. George turned 
around, furious. This continued for quite a 
while. I watched George remain quiet but 
I could tell that he was angrily wishing 
his dad would be quieter. It was quite 
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comical to observe. We saw nothing more 
than a squirrel or two and some leaves 
rustling in the wind by the time dusk fell. 
After sunset yielded no signs of deer, we 
secured the blind and headed out of the 
woods. We made our way by headlamp 
back to the truck. Dinner followed, with 
a trip to the Marietta Wal-Mart afterward. 
The next day would be colder than the 
first, so we wanted to see if there was a 
small heater there. We also needed more 
bottled water to use in the sink to wash 
our hands since we had no running water. 
We split off for a short time; my dad and 
I met George and Mr. Kerg back at the 
checkout. Mr. Kerg was grinning, while 
George shook his head. They held two 
boxes of doughnuts, a half-gallon of white 
milk, and a full gallon of chocolate milk. 
Seeing as how we were only staying the 
night, even with breakfast in the morning, 
I could not understand why they bought so 
much milk. All was soon explained. Mr. 
Kerg could hardly contain his excitement. 
The entire gallon of chocolate milk was 
mere 82 cents, rather than the usual $2.50 
or more!  

I knew the 82-cent milk would live in 
infamy as talk of the milk continued on the 
rainy drive back to the trailer. George was 
annoyed with all of us. The 82-cent milk 
was the find of the night, and my favorite 
memory of the trip. Mr. Kerg proposed 
that if George shot a buck, they should 
mount it with the framed receipt next to it. 
The next morning I asked George how he 
slept. His dad responded, “Of course he 
slept well, knowing his dad was scoring 
major deals on milk!” George shook his 
head as I laughed. We packed sandwiches 
in our bags, not knowing how long we 
would be out. As tempted as we were to 
take it along, we left the milk in the trailer. 

The hike in, though dark, was easier 
than that of the previous day. Once we 
arranged ourselves in the blind, with 
George’s dad trading his stool for my 
chair, we remained quiet and still. With 
George watching intently, I watched the 
area to the right of the blind, but found 
myself nodding off every so often. I was 
awake, but extremely tired. I had finally 
decided to try to shut my eyes, turning 
around to ask my dad to take up my vigil 
for me. Simultaneously, George nearly 
jumped up and motioned to everyone 
to don ear protection. I quickly did so, 
now fully awake. Dad peered over to see 
where George was looking. I watched 
George start to shake as he watched two 
does through the scope. I tried to calm 
him, albeit quietly, so that he could make 
a clean shot. I had warned him that he 
might shake when he saw a deer, but he 
did not seem to believe me when I told 
him the day before. After a few agonizing 
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seconds, George pulled the trigger. The 
doe fell immediately. The smaller doe 
stayed in the area; she had not smelled 
us. Though we waited a few minutes, she 
did not leave until we had left the blind 
and started climbing down the hill. 

I was thrilled that George shot a doe. I 
was worried that he would lose interest 
in hunting if he did not see anything. 
Dad showed George how to field dress 
the doe. It was fun to see George’s 
reaction to the smell. A strong smell 
like that of livestock is the worst part 
of field dressing a deer. When they had 
finished, Dad and I took down the blind, 
leaving George and Mr. Kerg the task 
of dragging the doe. As we collapsed 
the blind, dad watched as George and 
his dad started dragging the deer up the 
steepest part of the hill. He shook his 
head, noting that they were attempting 
a path that appeared shorter, but would 
prove harder than taking the doe up 
the longer but more gradual slope. Dad 
and I had stowed all of the gear in the 
truck before George and Mr. Kerg were 
in view of the truck. We brought them 
bottled water and with our hands free we 
helped drag the doe the rest of the way. 
Even with the four of us, we had to take 
some breaks. Once we got the doe in the 
truck bed, we headed back to the trailer 
to clean up and pack. We stowed all of 

our luggage in large plastic bags since 
they were going in the back with the 
deer. The last items in the truck were 
the plate of peanut blossom cookies 
and what remained of the chocolate 
milk. It was a good ride home; 
George was thrilled to death to drink 
straight out of the gallon with a plate 
of cookies on his lap, I was happy to 
take pictures out the window. Driving 
down the highway, we saw Joe Lacko, 
another member of our junior team, 
and his dad driving next to us. They 
had been out hunting but had not seen 
anything. It was amazing that we 
saw them, considering the fact that 
if George had shot the doe a minute 
earlier or later we might never have 
seen them! 

Everyone had a great time. 
George’s dad loved the trip and plans 
to start hunting with George this fall. 
(I am debating bringing a large cooler 
so he can stock up on chocolate 
milk.)  While hunting with friends 
makes it most memorable, it is even 
more fulfilling to watch someone 
experience something and find a 
passion for the first time. I am certain 
that George, Joe, myself and our dads 
will find ourselves hunting together 
this fall, hopefully bringing someone 
new along too! 


