The Unexpected Effect of a Deer

I thought I would never get to hunt like my dad, but that would all change. When I was six, I would always wonder when my dad would take me hunting, but that year I was able to stop wondering. My wish was about to come true.

In the chilly October of 2005, I had been counting all the years that led up to that year; I had watched my dad go hunting every year in the fall. I used to think he would never take me, but even if he did, I probably wouldn’t be able to get a deer. Even though I wasn’t very optimistic, this year was different. At about the end of October my dad came up to me and asked me if I wanted to go hunting with him that year. Of course I said “Yes!” Then the weekend before the youth season, he took me shooting to build up my accuracy and to get used to my gun. 
Finally, it was time to get my first deer. When we arrived at our hunting location, and got in our tree stands, only a week after shooting my first gun, I was sitting in a tree stand trying to harvest something bigger than I was. The floor was covered with dead leaves and trees. The trees seemed to go on forever. My 30-06 rifle was resting in my lap. The forest was very quiet except for the occasional squirrel running around. The whole day passed without seeing a single deer. At around 5:00, we were about to leave when a huge 8-point ran up about 50 yards away. He was looking right at me. As soon as he turned sideways my dad gave me the okay to shoot. I raised my gun and aimed. I was so nervous and adrenaline was pumping through my body.  Next, I gently squeezed the trigger.

When the smoke cleared from my gun, all I saw was the buck lying on the ground. My dad said that I dropped it. I then knew that I had gotten my first deer. When I got out of my tree stand my dad was so proud of me. The feeling was unbelievable and I felt like I could do anything. It made me feel so important and gave me so much confidence. As we approached my big buck, it got bigger and bigger. Next we had to drag it to the truck, which was about a mile away. We were exhausted after dragging it, but it was definitely worth it. 

When we arrived back home, I was greeted by my family who had clearly heard about my accomplishment. They told me they were so happy and proud of me. After we skinned and cleaned the deer, I felt the need to give some of my deer meat to the rest of my family because they supported and believed in me. They also really deserved it. It felt good to share my deer and it made me feel like I provided for my family. For the first time in my life, I felt very confident and proud of myself.                                                                                      

This unbelievable event in my life changed me so much. It’s truly incredible how me killing my first deer gave me so much confidence and made me a better person. That deer made me a provider, a giver, and a confident person. Now that I go hunting every year, I learn something new every time and sometimes pick up some more good qualities. I would’ve never thought that going deer hunting would affect my life but I’m so glad it did. Ever since that amazing hunt, I have hunted and will continue to hunt along as I can to bond, become a better person, and have fun. 
