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I had been interested in hunting for quite a while, 
and since my sisters were going to take Hunter’s 
Safety, I decided to join them. After taking the 
course, I went deer hunting. My first hunt went 
very well, but on the second hunt I missed the deer, 
and since the gun wasn’t placed properly on my 
shoulder, it hurt me. The boom was horrendous, 
and I have been scared of that high- powered rifle 
ever since. I still wanted to hunt, though, and 
squirrels were a good option, since it required a 
smaller gun. 

One day, my Dad finally had time to go squirrel 
hunting with me. I had never gone squirrel hunting 
before, and I was exhilarated. We dressed in warm 
clothes and boots because it was cold outside. We 
trudged to the truck, and plowed through the snow, 
adrenaline pumping through my veins every 
second. We arrived at the edge of the woods and 
advanced to the spot that Dad had chosen. When 
we arrived, we brushed the snow off the bales, 
placed our pads, which we brought for this purpose, 



watched, and waited. 

After a while, Dad whispered that he had spotted a 
squirrel. I was ecstatic. I could hardly contain my 
excitement. I looked through the scope at where 
Dad pointed, but I couldn’t see the squirrel. I kept 
trying to find it in the scope, but couldn’t seem to 
get in the right area to see it. I was starting to get 
frantic. I really wanted to get a squirrel and make 
Dad proud, but I just couldn’t find it. After a bit 
more of this, I found the squirrel in the scope and 
hastily pulled the trigger. BOOM! The gun fired, 
but since I had been so hasty, it jerked and missed 
the squirrel. Then both Dad and me saw the 
squirrel run into its hole. Now it was over for 

 
getting that squirrel. I was severely discouraged, 
and was frustrated with myself that I couldn’t find 
the squirrel in the scope for a while, and when I 
did find the squirrel, I missed it. So, once again, 
we sat and waited. 

After quite a while, Dad spotted another squirrel in 
a nearby tree. We skulked over to the tree, but the 
squirrel spotted us and went to the other side of the 
tree. Dad then whispered that I should wait here 
and keep my eye on the tree while he went to the 



other side of the tree to scare the squirrel to me so I 
could get a good shot. His plan worked flawlessly. 
A short time later I heard my Dad crunching 
through the woods, and saw the squirrel scamper 
to my side of the tree. Then I found it in the scope 
and slowly, with adrenaline rushing through my 
veins and a fear that I would miss, I pulled the 
trigger. BOOM!!! The gun fired and I saw the 
squirrel drop. I rushed over, squealing with 
excitement and yelling to Dad that I had gotten it. 
Then we went home, gutted it, skinned it, and gave 
it to Mom, who put it in the crockpot and cooked it 
up with some gravy. It was one of the best things I 
have ever tasted. 

 


