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to ask numerous questions about bow hunting to make this
story as realistic as possible. You are both great role models
for me and for other future hunters and I truly appreciate all
the stories and information you have shared with me.
I need to thank Kirk for allowing me to use his gun on
my ﬁrst hunt and for being the spirited story teller in our
community. If you look closely you may ﬁnd a character in
the story that sounds a bit familiar.
This book is therefore dedicated to the hunters I care
for the most. Pat my loving husband, Nick who shared his
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with anyone who will listen and of course Terry, Randy and
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Chapter 1

The frigid air of winter had settled in on the Barnes
house. Winter in an old farm house wasn’t always as warm
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and cozy as one would hope. Will lay in bed listening, as his
dad got up and stoked the ﬁre in the old wood burning stove
in the kitchen. No one cooked on the stove in many years, but
it still worked as a great source of heat through the winter. It
seemed like you could feel the temperature in the house rise
almost instantly.
Will rolled over and tried to sleep, but he couldn’t get
the feeling of discontent out of his system. It didn’t make
any sense. It was two weeks before Christmas, his favorite
holiday of the whole year, and he just did not feel happy or
excited. Three weeks ago, he went out deer hunting for the
very ﬁrst time. Just after daybreak opening morning, he had
two nice deer come into sight: one a nub buck, and the other,
a beautiful ten-pointer. Just when his heart felt like it was
going to jump out of his chest, a third deer spooked the ﬁrst
two out of sight. The third deer would be the one mounted
on his wall. It was a nice little eight-point buck. This wasn’t
extraordinary to the avid hunter, but to Will it was everything
he had been dreaming about.
The year before, Will had spent hours and hours
preparing for that very morning. He and his dad had fought
about whether or not Will could go out hunting with him,
but his dad had caught him and his best friend Brian
pretending to be bear hunting in the living room with his
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twenty-two caliber in hand. After that, there was no way
Will was going out in the woods until he could prove he was
going to be a responsible hunter. Will secretly worked on
learning everything he could think of to show his dad he was
ready, including taking hunter’s safety and learning how to
recognize deer sign in the woods, how to pick the best spot
for a deer stand, and how to make the best deer stand. It
was a whole lot of work, but well worth it in the end. No,
he just couldn’t understand this feeling in his gut. Didn’t he
have it all already? He gained knowledge, had the ﬁrst hunt
under his belt, and the trust of his father. What more could
he possibly need?
Will ﬁnally drifted oﬀ to sleep pondering that very
question. For the ﬁrst few weeks, he moped around the farm
while doing his chores. Then, for the next several weeks, he
cut and stacked ﬁrewood, and helped ﬁx the north wall of the
old barn so it wouldn’t blow down in a wind storm over the
winter. Those north winds could be fairly strong whipping
through their farm. Brian came over nearly everyday to help
out so they could go oﬀ and fool around, but in truth, that
uneasy feeling never left Will the whole time. He needed
something . . . but what?
Christmas morning Will woke up before the alarm clock.
In the wintertime, 5:30 a.m. sure comes early. He wanted to
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roll over and go back to sleep, but he knew that he had to get
up and feed the cows before church. John Barnes, Will’s dad,
was never big on going to church, but since Will’s mom had
died in the car accident a year and a half ago, he made sure
they went every Sunday. Being a holiday and all, Will wasn’t
about to argue. He wiped the sleep from his eyes as he sat
up on the side of the bed. Vern, his trusted golden retriever,
looked up at him from his rug on the ﬂoor beside the bed
and almost seemed to be begging him to go back to sleep a
little longer. Reluctantly, the two slipped outside to start the
morning chores.
Grandpa Jake and Grandma Carol met Will and John in
church as usual. Grandma was all dressed up in an old favorite
dress of hers, with a white shawl his mom had knitted for
her for Christmas a few years back. Grandma’s hair was set
in a bun on top of her head just so, the way she did for fancy
occasions.
Grandpa Jake looked over at Will with a smile and a
wink. “Good mornin’, Will,” he whispered, as they ﬁled into
the pew next to them.
“Merry Christmas, Grandpa.” Will met his grandma
with a reluctant hug. “And you, too, Grandma.”
Grandma’s face lit up as she began to sing along with
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the choir. She didn’t have the prettiest singing voice one had
ever heard, but she had an air to her tone that sounded as if
she were singing with the angels above. Will had to admit he
loved to listen to her, while imagining his mom standing up
in front of the church, singing with the choir as she had done
for so many years.
After church was over, and Sunday brunch had been
consumed, Will couldn’t help but get a little antsy waiting to
open the gifts under Grandma’s tree. He looked over at his
dad who already had the television turned to football. John
grinned at him and nodded, “Go on and see if there ain’t one
for you under there. And while you’re at it, see if Grandma
put one under there for me, too.”
Will rushed over to the tree Grandma had so
meticulously decorated. Neither John nor Will had felt much
like decorating this year, so there weren’t any decorations
at the Barnes house. Will quickly opened boxes ﬁlled with
new pants, shirts, socks, and underwear, and even a board
game that Will had already owned. He didn’t want to hurt
Grandma’s feelings, so he tried to seem happy about the gifts,
but let’s get real. He was twelve years old. What twelve-yearold wants socks and a dumb old board game? Will looked
around for “the present” – you know, the one he had been
waiting for -- but he couldn’t ﬁnd anything else beneath the
tree.
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John stood up to leave, “Come on, Will. We’ve got chores
to do before dinner.”
Will reluctantly took one last glance around the room
before he got up oﬀ the ﬂoor to leave. He was pulling on his
winter coat when Grandpa Jake came out of the bedroom
with a big box.
“Looks like we missed one gift for you when we put out
the others. Do you want to open it now or wait until you
come back?”
Grabbing the box out of his hands, Will quickly tore the
paper in response. Will was expecting a new gun for hunting
season next year, but instead there was something else,
something somewhat unexpected.
“A bow and arrow? I don’t even know how to shoot one
of these Grandpa.”
A smile spread across Grandpa Jake’s face. “I know. I
thought, since you had worked so hard over the last year to
learn so much about hunting, only being able to go out nine
days out of the year would be a little disappointing. Now, you
can hunt from the beginning of October all the way through
to the end of the year. All you need is to practice with the
bow for a while and you’ll expand your season.”
Those words could not have felt better to Will’s ears if he
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had thought of them himself. “Grandpa, what a great idea!”
He ripped open the package and ﬁngered the bow gently
while turning it over in his hands. “Can we go shoot it?”
John put up a hand to gesture. “Not so fast, son. We’ve
still got chores to do, and Grandma’s ham is starting to smell
good already. Let’s go get stuﬀ done around the farm, and
we’ll be back before dark. We can bring back a bale of hay to
shoot at.”
Reluctantly, Will put down the bow and followed John
out of the house and into the truck. All the way home, Will’s
mind raced with possibilities about the things he would need
to practice and do before next fall. This was what was missing:
a new skill to learn.
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