The youth hunt for the 2011 season was going to be a real test of endurance for Chase Borg. My son would have to deal with temperatures in mid to high 80’s and the fact that he was waiting to shoot his first buck ever. This is no easy task for a fourteen year old; the only guarantee was the fact that we were going to have fun.

      Friday afternoon was spent as a teaching session for Chase. I had Chase climb into the ladder stand he would be hunting from on Saturday as I walked off some distances in the picked cornfield out to 50 yards to give him an idea of how far he could shoot. Fifty yards is as far as we practiced on the shooting range. We talked about the directions he could shoot and which direction would be unsafe to shoot. Chase’s grandpa Dan would be with us bow hunting close by so all safety aspects needed to be addressed prior to hunting. For an added bonus we checked some trail cameras I had out, hopefully we would have some pictures of some bucks on them.

      That evening we met back at our travel trailer with good friends Steve and his son Nick (members of our hunting party) and Chase’s grandpa. The warm temps made our cookout seem like a summer camping trip which was fun for the boys. I think the boys enjoyed the venison burgers, the brownies and ice cream.

      Saturday morning came early but the boys didn’t need too much coaxing to get up. We had some breakfast and began getting dressed for our morning hunt. Chase and Nick wished each other luck as we would be hunting two different farms. Chase, I and his grandpa would be making the ½ mile walk in without trying to sweat too much or spook deer from the picked cornfield. After arriving at the stand it was time to climb up get situated and cool down. Chase made sure that the guns safety was on and he loaded his 12 gauge shotgun. The wait was on which I figured was going to be a long one due to the heat we would be experiencing. Boy was I wrong next thing I know Chase is focused on a deer coming through the picked cornfield. We can tell it is a buck and he is closing the distance to fifty yards. Without a word Chase gets his gun ready and on a solid rest. The buck continues in and Chase gets his first taste of buck fever he remains composed enough to stop the buck with his voice making a bleat sound. The buck stops broadside to Chase and the safety comes off. At the shot the buck kicks up his rear legs and sprints toward Chase and piles up right in front of him. To say that the both of us were shocked would be an understatement all this before a quarter to seven in the morning. We still had no idea how big the buck was Chase thought he was a six pointer. After hearing the shot Chase’s grandpa met us a short time later at the ladder stand. As the three of us walked up to Chase’s deer Chase smiled lifted the deer’s head and said he is an eleven pointer. He was somewhat right about the deer being a six pointer on one side of his rack. As a father sometimes words can’t express just how proud you are when your kids achieve the goals they set for themselves. After a lot of celebrating and picture

taking it was time to take care of the deer as temps were rising fast. What a great hunt and one we will always remember even if it only lasted less than a half hour.

