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November 9th, 2008 started out like any other Sunday at home, with Mom and 

Delaney sleeping in. I had been up 
since 6 a.m., it had been a long 
week of moose hunting with my 
father and that built in alarm clock 
was still set. 

The next day my daughter, Delaney 
did not have school, so Dad’s 
wheels were in motion already 
thinking about the first day of hunt-
ing I had planned for my little girl. 

After supper on Sunday, I said to 
Delaney that Dad had a plan for our 
all day hunting trip tomorrow. I was 
soon advised that being out hunting 
all day with Delaney, would be 
quite a chore to do, “So said Mom.” 

As all parents of seven year olds know, all you have to do is make a deal with 
them. As I began to hatch my plan, Delaney began to say those famous words of 
hers “The Deal Is Dad, if you rent Scooby Doo movie, I will come and hunt 
with you all day long.” 

Well, there is a God and he’s just answered my prayers. My daughter and I - on 
her first day of hunting. As we began to plan for the next day, the kid had a few 
more deals up her sleeve. “Dad, The Deal Is, I get to bring my Barbie, DVD and 
a few toys with me, so I won’t get bored while we’re hunting”. As any proud 
parent would be, I just said, yes to all of the deals she said.  

Monday could not come quick enough, for dear old Dad, as I spent the rest of 
the evening finding Delaney all she needed to be a little hunter on her first trip. 

On November 10th at 5:30 a.m., I was up and running, coffee was brewing, I 
started making lunch and packaging all the snacks. Remembering all the 
DVD’s, Barbie, and a few toys or I’ll be breaking the deal. 

At 6:15 a.m., Mom’s alarm goes off and there’s my queue, time to wake up 
“Peanut” (Delaney). “Delaney, time to get up, we’re going hunting today”. To 
my surprise, there was no typical response of ‘five more minutes’, she just shot 
out of bed and headed for the front room, saying she wanted her Honeycombs 
and apple juice for breakfast. 

After her breakfast was done, she just started to get dressed in all the hunting 
gear I had for her. Well, Dad’s in his glory! Delaney seems as excited as me. 

After 10 minutes of loading the truck and making sure that I haven’t forgotten 
anything, we are off and running. 

As we are heading to the area I’ve hunted for the last 10 years, I can’t help 
thinking how great it would be, if I got one of those numerous bucks I had seen 
in the muzzle loader season. 

All of a sudden Peanut says, “The Deal Is, Dad. All we can shoot today is the 
BIG bucks.” Wow! She’s thinking the same thing as me. Man, what a day this is 
going to be. 

Daybreak and its legal shooting time, as we near the spot I had picked out for us 
to hunt. Out of nowhere comes this deer and Delaney looks calmly at me and 
says, “Dad, he’s just a little boy buck with pickle forks, we won’t shoot him, 
we’re after the BIG bucks”. Well, I’m just beaming with pride, my little girl is 
just like the hunter I thought she wanted to be. 

After seeing a few more deer and answering a thousand questions, I said, we 
were going to move to a clearing where I’ve seen many of the BIG deer move 
through. As we neared the clearing, I told Delaney, she would have to be quiet 
so the BIG bucks don’t get scared off. 

As we are settling there watching the clearing, Peanut decides to start giggling, 

because the BIG bucks won’t know we are there, as we have the invisible spray 
on. What can you say, I’m just so happy she’s with me and she’s enjoying it all. 

CRACK! Branches breaking to my left, “Sh, Delaney, there’s something com-
ing”. Looking at her said it all; she was at full alert looking to the direction of 
the noise. I again made the gesture to be very quiet. There he is walking into the 
clearing. I slowly raised the scope to see what it looks like. It’s a BIG buck! 

I looked over at Peanut and said it’s a buck and Dad was going to shoot. Well, 
in an instant, her hands were over her ears, her eyes as wide as saucers and the 
biggest grin on her face. Well, what a feeling had come over me, I now had to 
get the job done. Talk about an adrenaline rush and pressure not to miss. 

The buck had not seen or smelled us, so he just began to browse. I steadied 
myself, and let it fly.  

 I got my wish! I just shot a BIG buck with my daughter. 

“You got him Dad! You got a BIG buck! Wahoo! Yippy! Yahoo, Daddy’s got a 
BIG buck!” 

Well talk about being overrun with emotions. This was the greatest feeling. 
Peanut and I enjoyed the success of hunting together. 

Both our eyes met and Delaney starts to say, “Hurry up Dad! Let’s go and look 
at your BIG buck!” 

We both covered that hundred and fifty yards in seconds. There he was a mature 
5 x 5, with impressive brow tines. Well, the party dance started, I don’t know 
who was more excited, me or her, and we enjoyed the dance and yahoo’s for 
quite a while. Wow, what a day! It’s one of those we both will remember for a 
lifetime. 

As we started back to the truck, Delaney looked up at me with that serious look 
and said, “The Deal Is, Dad, I’ve got no school on Friday the 21st, so let’s you 
and me go hunting for your Muley buck.” “Deal!” Dad has just got the best 
present any father could get. His little girl is just like her dad, she enjoys the 
hunt. 

As the morning of the 21st 
comes to light, Delaney once 
again looks at me and says, 
“The Deal Is, we just shoot a 
BIG Muley buck today.” 

At 9:30 a.m., we spot and 
shot a 4 x 4 Muley along the 
Turtle River. What a day! 
What a season! Just me and 
my little deal maker, De-
laney. 
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