
We decided to take a hunting trip
Just south of a big slough
No one know of the many troubles
That we were about to go through.

We were packed up pretty quickly
Although we got there late.
We hunted for a little while.
Then we came back to camp and ate.

I guess we forgot our cooking stove
And we had to cook our meat
Over the open fire that night
I admit it was kind of neat.

We didn’t eat very much that night
And Josh was not a hog
We got to eat corn from the can
That we cooked on a nice flat log.

The tent was cold when we got inside
The heater couldn’t keep it hot
None of us slept well that night
Instead we turned and tossed.

When we got up in the morning
The milk had turned to ice.
When I got outside and looked around
The weather was not so nice.

The clouds were heavy with threats of snow
The sun was hidden or gone.

It was bitter cold but there was no wind
And still we hunted on.

There were some mice right near my stand,
Who made sounds as if there were deer
Standing behind us in the brush
But it was the mice that kept near.

After a while I saw a doe
I tried to aim and shoot
But I found that I was too unsteady
And she ran away to boot.

When we got back to the site there were signs
That men had recently been near
And indeed there was evidence on the ground
That they had gotten four deer.

After a while we began to have lunch
But we had no cheese to eat
So we had some chips and a little water
With a bit of break and meat

Soon we decided that we should go
Somewhere else for the rest of the day
Then we could come home to eat
And sleep the night away.

We could get up early and go somewhere
Even before the dawn
Though I shot no deer
Still we hunted on.

First Place Senior Poetry - “An Unfortunate Hunting Adventure”
By Gianna C. Anderson (St. Hilaire, Minn.)
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First Place Senior Prose
 “An Unseen intruder” by Michael J. Cambareri Jr. (Lacona, N.Y.)

IT IS A PECULIAR silence that 
hangs over the woods as you walk 
toward your hiding place. The 
movement of a stranger silences all 
of the creatures that were previ-
ously in motion, bringing an un-
earthly stillness to the previously 
active forest.  You are alone with 
your footsteps and your thoughts, 
surrounded by attentive animals 
waiting for you to pass.
Once you have settled into your 

stand or blind, you become a 
part of this stillness, allowing the 
woods as a whole to forget your 
presence.  Little by little, the for-
est comes back to life.  The first 
movement is always that of a 
precocious bird or squirrel, suffer-
ers of a kind of natural attention 
deficit disorder, unable to maintain 
perfect silence any longer. They 
chirp, squawk, chatter, or rustle in 
a way that, though not very loud, 
shatters the quiet that enshrouded 
the woods just a moment before.
With that first disturbance, the 

woods burst to life.  Turkeys gob-
ble in the distance, deer begin to 
pick their way delicately through 
the underbrush, and squirrels begin 
to chase each other in incessant 
circles around the trunks of trees. 
The creatures grow progressively 
bolder, and with their boldness 
come closer to your hiding spot.
There are a few sensations that 

can rival that thrill that overtakes 
you when you are within inches of 
a wild animal.  Even a chipmunk 
or a vole running across your boot 

is enough to send chills down your 
spine, and reaching that proximity 
with a larger creature is even more 
exciting.
These are moments that you re-

member for the rest of your life.
I had one such moment while 

out hunting with my father when I 
was very young.  He had gone off 
to pursue a deer, and had left me 
propped against a tree, perfectly 
silent so as not to ruin his attempts.  
After a breathless few minutes of 
intensely sharp focus, my preteen 
lack of attention span got the better 
of me, and I began to relax. Just as 
I began to shift around on my foam 
cushion, searching for a more com-
fortable position, the sleek form of 
a red fox appeared from a patch of 
dense ferns to my left.
He strutted confidently, fancying 

himself master of his domain, so 
far unaware of my presence. He 
strode into the clearing, walked 
straight toward the base of the tree 
at which I was sitting, and stopped 
to enjoy a patch of sunlight that 
surely helped to ward off the fall 
morning chill.
It was there that I was able to ap-

preciate the beauty of the creature. 
His black nose gave way to a snow 
white muzzle and chest, and the 
red coat that covered the rest of his 
body gleamed brilliantly in the sun, 
creating an almost surreal image of 
a brightly glowing vulpine figure.
The moment was magical, but 

fleeting. A quizzical look crossed 
his face, and he paused to sniff 

the air for a moment, detecting a 
presence that he could not see. He 
continued to sniff until he identified 
the particular scent that concerned 
him. Placing his muzzle close to 
the ground, he began to search for 
the source of the odor, and after 
what seemed like an eternity he 
stopped at my feet.
All the while I stayed perfectly 

still, not daring to make the slight-
est movement for fear of startling 
the animal. Suddenly, I felt a 
dangerous tickle in my nose, the 
precursor to a sneeze. I held my 
breath, waiting for it to pass, but I 
had no such luck. The thunderous 
sneeze escaped my nostrils without 
warning, contorting my entire body 
with the force with which it left.
The effect was instantaneous 

and hilarious. The poor creature 
tumbled over itself, executing a 
maneuver reminiscent to a trick 
performed by extreme in-line skat-
ers known as the “flatspin 180” in 
its haste to escape whatever threat 
had just manifested.  It barreled 
into the woods, and I never saw it 
again.
When my father returned from his 

unsuccessful pursuit, he asked how 
my wait was. I could only smile.
Moments like this affirm a belief 

that I have held on to for years. 
Hunting is not about the chase, and 
it is not about the kill. Hunting is a 
chance to get closer to nature than 
you ever would have imagined, and 
to create memories that you will 
treasure for the rest of your life.



I STAND AT the edge of a swamp, the rich smell 
of dying grass and sitting water filling my nostrils. I 
glance up at my dad, the bow slung across his back.  
He nods at me and goes first. We slog through the 
water, stumbling over grass hummocks that seem to 
move to trip us. I carefully place my rubber booted 
feet exactly where his larger ones have gone so I will 
not fall over what cannot be seen under the foot of 
muddy, gooey water. We are panting in the chill of 
the late October afternoon by the time we reach our 
destination.
The change is immediate. One step brings us out of 

spongy mire into a forest of dry, rustling gold.  The 
trees are large and glorious. They lift their arms to the 
sky as if they were all competing to cradle the fast-
sinking sun. Birds flit from bush to bush, squabbling 
over dried berries. As we step into the forest, silence 
falls. The forest examines us, unsure if we are intrud-
ers or if we are welcome. Nothing moves for a few 
moments. Then it makes its decision. As one, the birds 
appear again, the leaves rustle, and the trees creak in 
the wind as though nothing had happened. Amazed, I 
follow my dad to the tree with the stand.
It is high in an old poplar tree, the two main branches 

passing right through the middle of the platform un-
hindered. When I look at it I wonder how it can stay 
up. It looks like it is up on stilts in the sky, but my dad 
assures me it’s safe.  A railing parades around the pe-
rimeter. The stand has a new, old look. The wood is so 
new you can still see the number the lumberyard put 
on it, but is grey from the wind, rain, and trees around 
it, spreading their leaves and needles like a thin carpet 
on floorboards. We approach the old metal ladder that 
clings to the bottom of the stand by a frayed piece of 
rope. I ascend first, the metal freezing cold under my 
fingers, the ladder wobbling dangerously. Finally the 
trapdoor is right above me. Carefully I push it up, gin-
gerly avoiding the needle-sharp nails poking through 
the bottom. With a reluctant creak it falls open and I 
climb upward.
With my feet on sturdy wood I feel more confident. I 

lean over the railing and look down at my dad far be-
low. I lower a cord hanging from the tree through the 
branches to my dad waiting below so that we can haul 

the backpack and his bow up safely. When everything 
is up, I coil the cord and my dad comes through the 
trapdoor. There is barely enough room, but we manage 
to set up the rough, canvas folding chairs.  With every-
thing assembled, we settle down to watch and wait.
As the time passes and we sit motionless in our 

chairs, my sense feel like they have just been woken 
up after being asleep for a long time.  The woods are 
not silent. They scream with sound. Leaves rustle in 
the trees, and crackle as they turn over in the wind. 
Limbs of trees creak and groan as it gets progressively 
cooler.
Every small, abnormal crunch of leaves makes me 

turn my head. There are the scurries of unknown 
animals under the leaves, the quacking of ducks, peep-
ing of frogs in an unseen pond, and pheasants cack-
ling out of sight among the trees. My sight seems to 
sharpen, too. I can pick out the shapes of leaves down 
below and I take note of their colors. Red, green, gold, 
orange, and brown splotches intertwine and cover the 
ground like a many-pieced quilt created by nature. 
What remains of the sun dapples them, and they look 
unreal. I close my eyes and inhale the crisp, fall beauty 
around me.
It is getting darker.  The diurnal animals are going to 

bed and nocturnal animals emerge.  The birds go silent 
and fly to their roosts for the night.  In the tree across 
from us, six squirrels have squeezed into a tiny hole in 
the trunk, performing acrobatic stunts with each other 
before they turn in, making my dad and me chuckle. 
As the sun goes down the scurrying in the leaves 
intensifies as the tunnels and holes underneath them 
become highways.
There are sounds of animals in the dense brush that 

we can hear clearly, but cannot see. The frogs in the 
pond grow louder, and hoots of owls can be heard 
booming across the forest. An occasional bat darts 
over out heads to catch what may be the last insects of 
the year. Shadows lengthen to make everything seem 
eerie and unfamiliar. The wind dies slightly and the air 
becomes colder and damper.  I zip up my jacket  
farther, pull on some gloves, and settle deeper into my 
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chair.
The sun is behind the trees and 

it is getting to be that time of 
day when I cannot tell if I am in 
a waking dream, or if what I am 
experiencing is real.  I look into 
the darkness, willing myself to see 
something, when, incredibly, there 
is a movement.  Behind a thorny 
bush, I see a long, slender leg 
emerge and then a slim head bends 
down. She is moving so slowly 
that I cannot be sure if she is there, 
or if I am imagining things. It is a 
doe, barely more than a fawn, and 
she inches her way into the brush. 
She is a tawny brown color, even 
darker in the lack of light. Her 

legs are long, delicate and fragile 
looking. Two massive ears swivel 
around on top of an elegant head.
She is looking at me with ques-

tioning eyes that are liquid brown. 
She makes absolutely no sound. I 
tap my dad and he looks, but sees 
nothing.  I continue to stare at the 
doe as it gets darker and darker.  
After about 10 minutes it gets so 
dark that she melts away into the 
inky black of the forest, and it was 
like she was never there at all. I am 
left wondering if she was real or 
my imagination. My dad asks me if 
I still see her and I shake my head 
numbly. He smiles and nods know-
ingly.
“That’s the way they are,” he 

whispers.

In a few minutes we leave and 
pack up the gear to head back to 
civilization and the seat warmers in 
the truck. We pick our way out of 
the silent woods, but before I get to 
the swamp I pause and look back. 
The tree stand is barely visible in 
the dark, but I know it is there, 
waiting for me to return. I sigh and 
step into the icy water, once again 
following my dad. We may be 
leaving the forest but I know it has 
changed me and it will never truly 
leave me. The experience has been 
one I will treasure forever. It will 
always be there, just out of sight, 
a slim, mark figure stepping dain-
tily into the darkness, deep in my 
thoughts.

You can see him in the clearing
The biggest you’ve ever saw,
Though he can’t see you there
In your camouflage brown and green
He stands there so bold
Sporting a ten point rack,
How you love to be the one
To shoot and drag it back.
You plant your feet
Firmly on the ground,
Trying your best 
Not to make a sound.
You take your best aim
Right at that buck,
Wishing, hoping
For the best of luck.
You pull the trigger 
And hope your shot was true
And that your bullet does
What it was sent to do.
The shot misses 
The buck no longer does stay,
It turns, it runs
It’s the one that got away.

Second Place Junior Poetry
“The One That Got Away”  

By Jonathan Decker (Akron, N.Y.)

The Norm Strung Youth Writing Awards 
competition honors outstanding writing by 
junior high and high school students. This 
year’s total payout was $1,7000.  

The contest has categories for poetry and 
prose in two divisions: junior (grades 6 – 
8) and senior (grades 9-12).

Entries were required to be outdoors ori-
ented and previously published in a news-
letter, newspaper, magazine, collection, etc. 
Cash awards and certificates are granted  
for both divisions.

Thank you, 
Safari Club International 

and Safari Club 
International Foundation, 

for sponsoring 
the 2009 Norm Strung  

Youth Writing Awards!

...Transformation in a Tree 
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MCALESTER: A TRADI-
TIONAL HUNT Known to repre-
sent ambitious hunters from sixteen 
states in one year, the archery hunts 
at McAlester Army Ammunition 
Plant are ones to be remembered. 
Often argued as being the most 
sought after, respected, and en-
joyed deer hunts in the state, many 
a hunter applies for a tag in the 
trophy-ridden management area. 
Pope & Young bucks are teem-
ing all over the place. The catch is 
only traditional archery equipment 
is allowed - no modem compound 
bows with sights or other attach-
ments are permissible. With a very 
limited range, the once P & Y buck 
soon becomes a fantasy, and a fat, 
healthy doe starts to become just 
as much a trophy as any other deer. 
Eager to try my hand at the chal-
lenge, I finally got my wish this 
year. 
Finally made a reality, youth 

archers are now allowed to par-
ticipate in a hunt on the renowned 
and revered munitions plant. This 
recent enactment, made possible 
by the hard work and dedication of 
the Oklahoma Wildlife Department 
and McAlester Army Ammunition 
Plant, has opened up a whole new 
field of outdoorsmen to a world 

not found anywhere else. One can 
drive a mere mile down the road to 
his or her stand and see things not 
possible anywhere else in the state. 
Trophy bucks only fit for dreams 
are bedded down on the side of the 
road, just out of reach. Harems of 
turkeys strut across the road with-
out a worry, like pet peacocks. A 
couple hogs wallow in the mud on 
the road’s shoulder. A pack of coy-
otes sing the blues only a few yards 
into the timber. Only at McAlester 
can one see such a high diversity 
and density of quality game ani-
mals in one concentrated area. 
Upon the realization of my dad 

and I being drawn for such a 
reputable hunt, practice sessions 
went into overdrive. From the time 
I started hunting we always prac-
ticed shooting the rifles and bows 
together. He would watch me and 
correct my mistakes, and would 
try to return the favor. This year, 
though, we were working towards 
something truly magnificent. The 
potential was there to be a once-in-
a-lifetime hunt. Even my little sis-
ter, usually only slightly interested 
in archery, was drawn to the excite-
ment. Hours upon hours were spent 
between the three of us, flinging 
arrow after arrow into the target. 

Thousands of practice shots were 
going to come down to one single, 
well-placed arrow at the moment of 
truth during the hunt. 
The arrival into camp before the 

pre-hunt orientation was a true 
heart thumper. Guys and gals were 
walking around with stick and 
string in hand. Finally, a group of 
people had been realized to match 
my passion for the tradition of 
bowhunting. Every man, woman, 
boy and girl was just as pumped 
up as me. The eagerness became 
a tangible, uncontrollable energy. 
The thoughts of what the next day 
might bring was all the mind could 
think about. A 4:30 a.m. wakeup 
call every morning was a tough 
exercise of will, until I remembered 
why I was doing so. Getting up so 
early really separates those who are 
determined from the weak-hearted. 
You both love the sport and are 
willing to make do with the early 
morning routines, or you shouldn’t 
be there in the first place. Besides, 
there’s nothing like waking up 
to be greeted by three hundred 
other people who are just like you. 
Everyone there shared the same 
heritage – the heritage of a hunter, 

THIRD PLACE SENIOR PROSE - “McAlester: A Traditional Hunt ”
 By Steven Maichak (Edmond, Okla.)
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of an archer. 
Disappointingly, the hunt didn’t 

go as planned or so imagined. The 
success rate was low all across 
the board. Neither my dad, I, nor 
anyone else in our group was able 
to launch an arrow at a deer. But 
that doesn’t mean there wasn’t 
any success at all. A select few of 
the hunters were able to harvest 
a mature animal, be it deer, hog 
or turkey. Most importantly, the 

camaraderie was as abundant as the 
leaves on the ground. Everyone had 
a good time with everyone else, 
and that makes the trip completely 
worthwhile. 
The draw hunts for McAlester 

Army Ammunition Plant are the 
best place to share the heritage of 
archery and bowhunting. The idea 
of using traditional tackle only 
enhances the emotions and quality 
of the hunts. Now that the youth 
are allowed to take part in the ac-
tivities, father and son, mother and 
daughter, husband and wife, and all 

combinations thereof can share the 
memories and experiences with one 
another. Although my little sister 
wasn’t participating in the hunt, 
she was just as excited as my dad 
and I. Getting to spend time with 
the family outdoors makes even the 
worst hunt a success in itself. The 
stories brought back allow others to 
join in and imagine they were there 
themselves, as if everything was 
happening right in front of them. 
The spirit, tradition, and heritage 
will forever live on and be passed 
from generation to generation.
 

...McAlester: A Traditional Hunt 
CONTINUED

BARELY TWO HOURS into 
our first family snowshoeing trip, 
fog settles around us as the falling 
snow thickens. The only trees I can 
see are 10 feet away, and they look 
pale and blue through the dense 
fog. 
The tiny snowflakes that looked 

so peaceful earlier are no many 
times larger; they fall even faster, 
with sideway gusts of wind driving 
them into my bare face.
The trail has been blown away. 

The cabin should be no more than 
two miles farther, yet we do not 
know in which direction. We might 
not even be on the trail anymore.
In all my years of outdoor activi-

ties I have never been this lost. I 
have never felt so helpless in such 
harsh weather.
All along the trail, pink ribbons 

have been tied to trees about every 
50 feet. We spend several minutes 
looking for our next guiding rib-
bon. I am barely 10 years old and 
cannot fully understand the danger. 
I can see, however, by the worried 
looks on the faces of my family 
all around me, that this was not 
planned. No one looks more wor-
ried than my dad.

“Sheltered Child”  
By Tyler Olson (Spokane, Wash.)

Fourth Place  Senior Prose

...CONTINUED on next page 



thought it would be. Even without 
bodies inside, the bags are overlap-
ping.   The roof is less than 3 feet 
above our faces as we lie down.
I am afraid to even breathe be-

cause I can already see the ceil-
ing begin to shine in the light as 
it slowly melts. Knowing my life 
depends on the strength of a pile of 
snow, I reluctantly fall asleep.
I wake, remember where I am, 

open my eyes and see the ceiling 
has sagged a foot closer than it was 
when I closed my eyes.
No one wants to stay in the 

shrinking room, so we put on our 
boots and get ready to go home at 
last.
I slide out of the tunnel, and we 

all share a sigh of relief as we 
realize the danger is gone. The sky 
is clear and blue. I put my snow-
shoes back on and walk back with 
my family, amazed that a place so 
beautiful and calming could sud-
denly become so threatening.

My fear rises as I see my father, 
who seems to always know what 
to do, become increasingly upset. 
Soon my fear peaks as I understand 
we are, indeed, lost.
Several years ago, our family 

lived near Anchorage, so my dad 
knows the dangers associated with 
snow camping. He came prepared.  
Boosting my confidence and hope, 
he pulls out a flat piece of plastic 
with handles and a collapsed camp-
ing shovel. My brothers are in high 
school, so they take the shovel and 
slab and begin piling snow into the 
center of a large clearing.
I watch, confused, and wonder 

if they really expect to sleep in a 
snow fort tonight. We kids have 
tried to make one every year in 
our front yard, but we never finish, 
even after several hours of work 
spread over a couple of days.
I realize there is much more snow 

on a mountain than at my house. 
My sister, brother and dad have 
begun pushing snowing onto the 

pile with their snowshoes. I join in 
and forget how could I was.
Almost an hour later, my brothers 

say the pile is big enough. Since we 
have only one shovel, one of my 
brothers digs while my dad builds a 
fire under a tree where there is less 
snow. The burning pile of wood 
slowly drops as the fire melts the 
snow and does not stop until it is 
almost a foot below the surface. 
I am thankful for my young age 

as my elder brothers take turns 
hollowing out our massive heap 
of snow. By now darkness has 
fully settled in. All I can see of my 
brothers is the faint light of head-
lamps escaping the mouth of the 
cave. 
Dad pulls tarps and sleeping bags 

out of our packs and disappears 
into the cave with my two broth-
ers and my sister. I’m amazed they 
have actually pulled it off.
Once all the sleeping bags are 

spread out, I squeeze through the 
tunnel and enter our bedroom 
for the night. It is not as big as I 

...Sheltered Child CONTINUED
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total $1,700, thanks to the 2010 sponsors, Safari Club International and Safari Club International Foundation. Eligible entries 
must be published during calendar year 2009.  

CONTEST RULES

1.  The work must have been published in a newsletter, newspaper, magazine, literary collection, etc. during 2009. The pub-
lication can be school or club related, or commercial.

2. At the time the article was published or accepted for publication, the author must have been a student in grades 6-8 to 
enter the junior division; grades 9-12 (including prep school) to enter the senior division.  

3.  The topic must be outdoor oriented (hiking, camping, boating, fishing, hunting, nature, ecology, canoeing, etc.).  Any 
prose or poetic form is acceptable.

4.  Entrants must submit one original published copy (tear sheet) of the entry. The tear sheets must contain the publication 
name and date. A cover sheet needs to include the entrant’s address and grade in school at the time of publication. If these 
criteria are not met, the entry will be disqualified.

5.  Students may enter as many pieces of writing as they wish; however, each student will be limited to one prize per annual 
contest.

6.  Send entries to OWAA Headquarters, 121 Hickory St., Ste. 1. Missoula, MT 59801 by March 15, 2010. Mark the lower 
left-hand side of the envelope with the division for which the entry is intended (“Junior” or “Senior”), and for the category 
(“Prose” or “Poetry”).

7.  OWAA will announce the winners at its annual conference. OWAA reserves the right to reprint the winning articles in its 
monthly publication.

THE 2010 NORM STRUNG 
YOUTH WRITING COMPETITION



As I excitedly awake and stretch my legs,
I can hear the sizzle of bacon and eggs.
I gather my gear and head out the door
A deer I’m seeking with legs of four.

Crunch, goes the leaves beneath my feet,
As I head to stand where I’ll plant my seat.

As I wait for the trophy to appear,
That nosy little squirrel is coming far too near!

Gobble, gobble, goes the turkey as he struts on by,
Just hoping he is not the one I’m about to fry.

Crack, goes the stick as I turn my head,
I saw the trophy straight ahead

Thump, thump goes my heart as I raise my gun.
I knew that this was the perfect one!

With the rack of 12, as far as I could see,
He was the perfect one, just for me!

BOOM, goes the gun as I pulled the trigger,
All I could see was a streak of brown, go figure.

In disbelief, I climb down from my stand,
Sobbing and crying, I place my head in my hands. 

“Hunter’s Big Day” by Shelby Johnson (Pierz, Minn.)
First Place Junior Poetry

THE FULL MOON bathed 
the dew-filled field as we silently 
glided through the ocean of grass to 
our deer blind about three hundred 
yards from the road. My boots were 
soaked with icy water as I waded 
through the tall weeds. Finally we 
were settled in our blind and waited 
for two things: sunrise and a buck. 
I now had the chance to inspect my 
surroundings as I sat elbow to el-
bow with my dad in our homemade 
deer blind. About two hundred 
yards away from us was a pond. I 
was filled with awe as I watched 
the mist that covered it roll across 
then fade into nothing as it left the 
protection of the water. The eastern 
sky was beginning to show evi-
dence that sunrise was just around 
the comer. I am always amazed at 
the rainbow of colors that fill the 
sky. Finally, the sun pushed over 
the horizon, flooding the yellow-
orange grass with its warm rays. 
Deer season had begun. 
Sitting in that deer stand for hours 

gave me time to contemplate why 
I had risen at four o’clock and rid-
den two hours to sit in a cold field 
on a very uncomfortable stool. 
The memory of my first dove hunt 
flashed through my mind. I sat 
between my father and his friend as 
they explained over and over how 
to identify a dove. I felt discour-
aged as I threw lead into the air, 
only to miss. 
My grandfather told me stories 

of when he would take my father 
hunting. These memories made 
me think about how much I have 
learned about hunting through my 
family. I shot my first skeet round 
at my grandfather’s house as he 

taught me how to hold and shoot 
a gun. There have been so many 
hunts when we have taken the 
whole family, right down to my 
ten-year-old sister. The most recent 
dove hunt which we went was the 
first day I was able to bring down 
a dove, but the thought that stuck 
with me the most was the memory 
of learning about the heritage of 
hunting with family and friends. 
As I sat in the deer stand, I was 

reminded of these experiences, 
and for the first time in my hunt-
ing history I realized there was 
more to hunting than shooting an 

animal. Thinking back to that day, 
I remember the young doe that 
pranced within twenty yards from 
us out of curiosity, the crows’ calls 
as they flew to roost for the night, 
the coyotes as they called to each 
other, gearing up for another night 
full of hunting. As these memories 
come to mind, I know that my hunt 
that day was very fruitful. Even 
though I didn’t bring down a deer, 
I came home that night with stories 
to last a lifetime, and inspiration to 
share the heritage of hunting with 
my children in the future.
 

“Hunting Sharing the Heritage” By Rainy Stiles (Collinsville, Okla.)
First Place Junior Prose



MY LOVE OF RUNNING water began when I was 
little. Each spring I would dig ditches and build dams 
out of mud and melting snow to make rivers, pools 
and lakes. I used corks for boats in the water that ran 
down the ditch.
One spring my dad took me to Fritz Loven Park to 

see the spring melt in Stoney 
Brook. Stoney Brook had 
something my ditches did not 
– live fish. I was fascinated 
by the suckers swimming, 
feeding, spawning, and many 
dying and washing up onto the 
bank.
We tried catching some bear-

style with our hands. The first 
on I caught was too heavy to 
even lift out of the water!
I noticed this stream had a 

sign designating it as a “Trout 
Stream” and I wondered what 
that meant. My dad is not a 
fly-fisherman but he explained 
to me about trout and fly-fish-
ing. I have always loved fish-
ing but I had only fished from 
boats and docks on nearby 
lakes. I had never heard about 
fly-fishing before and it was 
interesting.
Several years later, in 5th grade, I hear about the For-

estview Fly Fishing Club. I joined right away because 
I wanted to learn how to fly-fish. I soon learned that to 
be a good fly-fisherman I needed to learn a lot! First, 
I have to learn to tie flies. Then, I have to learn which 
fly to use on any particular day. Different flies are used 
for different fish during different times of the year. I 
also have to learn casting and how to make the catch 
– hooking and reeling.  It is a lot to learn but I have 
enjoyed it so far.
I love fl-fishing, and it’s not just about catching fish. 

I love watching the stream go by and playing in the 
whirls and water. I like to hear the water gurgle and 
the birds sing. I like the damp smells of the earth, 
water and woods. On a hot day, the cold water is cool-
ing and refreshing. The dragonflies and damselflies 
are beautiful; these are some of the insects my flies 

attempt to copy.
I like to catch crayfish and see 

what other creatures are hiking in 
the rocks. And of course, the taste 
of fresh fish is a nice treat.
I catch a lot of “tree fish” be-

cause I am still learning how to 
cast and reel. But even when I go 
home empty-handed, I go always 
enjoy the day and am a very 
happy person for having went.
On another trip to Stoney Brook, 

I noticed some structures in the 
water that were unnatural. There 
were two types of man-made 
structures: one kind was made 
of logs stacked on top of each 
other and the other was made of 
logs in a V-shape. I learned that 
these were placed in the water 
to improve habitat for the fish. I 
have heard that projects like these 
are an important part of being a 
fly-fisherman.

I want to learn more about these projects so I can 
help. This will make sure the trout will continue to live 
in Stoney Brook.
I still love to play in the mud and snow melt, but 

now I love fly-fishing too. There is so much more to 
learn, and I am eager to do so. I can’t wait for spring 
to come, so I can try out the flies I created this win-
ter. And of course, there I just the fun of being at the 
water. 
That is why I want to be a fly-fisherman.

 “Why I want to be a fly-fisherman” by Sam Guida (Nisswa, Minn.)
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“Squirrel or Not, 
 

By Bradley Sprau (Rocky River, Ohio)

in the Woods with Dad is the Place to Be”

“BRAD,” MY DAD whispered, “half-way up that tree.”  I looked.  Half-way up the old, gnarled oak was a 
squirrel.
We had been waiting for a long time for a squirrel in this tree to come out. All day, we watched squirrels play 

in that one tree, but never at the right angle. I was beginning to get frustrated because I was so anxious.
Now was my chance, but the squirrel quickly scurried around to the other side. It was almost as if it was play-

ing a game with us. It always stayed on the opposite side.
This time, we tricked it. My dad slowly walked around the tree, forcing the squirrel to come back around to 

my side, as it tried to keep out of sight of my dad. As soon as it came into my sight, I raised my gun and fit it 
tightly into my shoulder. I peered down the barrel and lined up the iron bead with the squirrel. With my thumb, 
I carefully switched off the safety, all the while keeping the squirrel in my sights. My heart was racing, and I 
could feel myself breathing heavily, but I tried to hold my breath. With my index finger I slowly squeezed the 
cold, metal trigger. BANG!
We were hunting in a private woods owned by one of my relatives.  I was very excited to go hunting that day. 

It was only my second time. I was just now growing into my gun, a Savage model 220, .410 gauge, passed 
down to me from my grandpa. My grandpa bought the gun when he was about 12 years old. He went hunting 
for rabbits with a .22 caliber rifled when he was my age. When his older brother found out, he told him never to 
hunt rabbits with a rifle. That very day, they went out and bought that shotgun. It was also the shotgun my dad 
used until he was in high school when he bought a bigger gun.
Hunting has been a tradition in our family for over 70 years.  It started with my grandpa’s brother, who taught 

my grandpa to hunt when he was about 12. My dad hunted with grandpa when he was old enough. When I was 
10, I started going along and actually hunting.
One of the many reasons that I like hunting is being out in the wild, alone with my dad. On a good day, the 

weather feels a little chilly, but sunny. The woods are quiet and a light frost covers the ground. There are many 
trees all around and their leaves are turning colors and falling. Adjacent to the woods lies a large cornfield. 
Sometimes the animals in the woods visit the corn. We sometimes spot deer moving along the edges of the corn-
fields. Usually my dad and I scare up flocks of doves.
Away from the city and all the houses, the woods is very quiet and relaxing. Even the chattering of squirrels 

and calling of birds is enjoyable.
Another reason I like hunting is the adrenaline rush. When I see a squirrel, my hear starts thumping quickly. 

My hands get sweaty and my breathing gets heavier. I aim my gun at the squirrel and carefully pull the trigger. 
Even after we bag a squirrel, I’m still very excited. If we don’t get a squirrel, I’m still happy and glad I went. In 
the woods with my dad hunting is my favorite place to be.

   



WE WERE IN the 
depths of the Cana-
dian woods, in a small 
little camp on a lake. The 
morning was warm and 
the strong smell of the 
native green pines spread 
through the thick forest 
like the smell of grand-
ma’s cooking spreads 
throughout her house. We 
woke up early, very early, 
to get out on the lake to 
go fishing, of course. 
Parent Lake consists of 
nice walleye, pike, perch, 
white fish, suckers, and sturgeon.  
Anyway, the sun rise on the lake is 
one of the best sites known to man, 
the sky lights up in all colors of 
orange, pink, yellow and blues. My 
dad and I packed all of our tackle 
which was mostly just some older 
jigs and grabbed our “ugly sticks” 
and headed out. The day was pretty 
nice – a little wind and a warm sun 
beating down on us. We cruised on 
out with our little Mercury motor 
and we were ready to catch our 
limit!!!
We planned on going to Sturgeon 

Pass and we did, unfortunately 
though the fishing was not as good 
as we had planned, because of 
the sunny day. Of course, every 
real fisherman knows that a good 
weather day is a bad fishing day, 
but our good spirit and our passion 
for fishing kept us out on the water. 
As we were cracking jokes and 

eating lunch, “SSSSSSSSSSSS…” 

The fish hit my dad’s rod and it was 
on the run. We were both ecstatic 
– the first fish in hours, the first 
fish of the day for that matter. My 
favorite part personally about any 
type of fishing is that part when 
you’re fighting a big fish or even 
something smaller, but no matter 
the size you’re wondering what 
kind of fish is it, and I think that’s 
the biggest reason any fisherman 
wants to get any fish in the boat, to 
solve the mystery. So, anyway, this 
fish is running so far it was already 
out of Sturgeon Pass. So my dad hit 
the rod, the fish halted. Then me, 
the netter, and my dad, the fisher-
man, were in our own world yet we 
knew exactly what each other were 
going to do next. He brings the fish 
in – a 9-pound pike. 
Of course I was happy for him 

but kind of disappointed because I 
knew that was the first fish of the 
day and the last, and that this story 
would end like this.  I was wrong! 

“SSSSSS” that 
was my rod.  I hit 
the rod; “snap” my 
line snapped. Now 
I was really mad 
‘cause I knew that 
was my chance, 
my only chance 
and I blew it, but 
anyone that knows 
me know I never 
give up, never, so I 
blood knotted my 
line and dropped 
my line back in 
that dark blue, 

clean, natural, Canadian water.
Once again the line ticks up and 

down then “SSSSSSSS” the fish 
hits my rod. At first I was a little 
scared because the line was just 
held together by my blood knot. 
I just hoped to god that would be 
enough. My heart raced in fear and 
in joy. The fish took off. I hit the 
line and in an up-and-down mo-
tion I slowly reeled him towards 
the boat. I knew now it was a pike, 
because of the small distance it 
was away from me. Once again 
though the big pike took off and 
I will never forget when that pike 
jumped out of the water because 
for a pike to jump is very rare to 
see. When the pike finally came in 
the boat it ranked at a rather large 
18 pounds. This day I will never 
forget. I encourage every girl to try 
this sport and gain good memories 
with the ones that you love.

Fourth Place Junior Prose
“Fishing Memories” by Jessica Gruss (Selkirk, N.Y.)


