RADITIONALLY, the Olszewski

family has hunted whitetails at

Potts Creek Outfitters for many

years, with considerable luck,

and we have special ties with the

good folks there in Paint Bank, Virginia.

In early November 2009, we were back

for yet another hunt, and our main goal

was to get my 15-year-old son, Ryan, his
firstarchery buck.

On the evening of November 7, I was
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When'a chilly
wind gust slapped
me in the face, |
took it as some
sort of sign.

hunting a stand in an area where Potts
Creek wildlife manager Josh Duncan
had captured photos of some real bruiser
bucks on his trail camera. At precisely
5 p.m., from out of nowhere, a rather
chilly, sharp wind gust hit me square in
the face. It may sound a little strange, but
I seriously took it as some sort of sign.
“Ryan shot a buck,” I remember saying
out loud. I could feel it.

WHEN JOSH ARRIVED at dark to
pick me up, T told him that Ryan had
shot a buck. He looked at me like T was
crazy. Moments later, a garbled voice

AUTHOR'S PHOTOS



Code Blue is
furning scent
elimination
upside down.

EliminX 360°

AEROSAL SPRAY

Code Qs Limn® eel s advenced odzr
dessraying berrui s oo avaiokls inoon
oorrcsal spray,

g 350 spraysen
LiL-alime sl al s

ey [ R WA B R
ot TrakirgL ey
Lo oo o frind e
ezl arees ke Lie
by Lo of bouls ard
yr bk,

- -
5L 3GEATAG | wyme cane aliBsc e 2ary

came over Josh’s radio. It sounded like
guide Bob Beasley, who had gone to pick
up Ryan from his stand. Through the
static, I could make out that Ryan had hit
abuck.

“T knew it! T had a feeling! That is so
awesome!” T yelled out as we sped towards
Ryan. Josh was equally excited. Ryan had

done it. He had shot his first bow buck. I
wanted to be there so bad to share in all
the exuberance, but I was miles away.

Now, in all of my excitement here,
I've already stolen way too much of my
son’s thunder. After all, this is his story!
So without further delay, let me turn the
keyboard over to Ryan...

E LOVE HUNTING AT POTTS CREEK, it’s like Heaven on Earth for

me. The people at Potts Creek are the nicest, friendliest people I know. Josh

Duncan is always trying to put me in a place where there are some good
shooter bucks. On this hunt, I started out in a ground blind, with a field below me and
hardwoods all around. I was seeing a lot of deer from this blind, including some nice
bucks, so I hunted there for the first couple of days, but I didn’t have any luck.

Before our last evening’s hunt, Josh
asked me if I wanted to hunt out of the
blind again or try my luck hunting a spot
called the Hemlock Stand. My dad killed
an amazing 10-point out of this stand two
years ago, so I thought maybe his good
luck there would carry over to me.

We dropped my dad off at his stand,
and then Bob, Grandpa, and I drove
several miles to the Hemlock Stand. My
Grandpa had already shot a doe in the
morning, so his hunt was done for the
day, but he was going along for the ride
and was helping me out with some good
advice. Since this was my first time alone
in a treestand, I was a little nervous.

Stepping out of the truck and into the
chilly air, the first thing I did was put my
safety harness on. Then I climbed up the
ladder stand to the seat, and strapped my-
self in. Grandpa and Bob wished me good
luck, and then left me to sit alone in the
quiet, beautiful woods.

I sat back against the rough bark of the
hemlock tree and closed my eyes, listen-
ing to the wind in the trees and the birds
singing. Moments later, [ opened my eyes
to the sound of something walking behind
me in the leaves. Ever so slowly I reached
for my bow while trying so see what was
creeping up on me from behind. My heart
was pounding like a hammer! After a few
minutes, I finally saw what it was — a
gray squirrel! T was really disappointed.

Before long, I started to doze off. Then
Iheard more crunching in the leaves. Try-
ing to remain perfectly still, I rolled my
eyes to the left and saw a nice doe. She was
like a ghost and made no sound. The doe
kept looking back the way she had come,
and then magically, two fawns appeared
over the hill, running towards their mom.

The doe and her fawns kept me enter-
tained for a few minutes, and then they
left. A few minutes later, three more does

We stayed at this old railroad foreman’s
house built around 1909. This place is part
of why Potts Creek is like Heaven on Earth.

fed past me on the same trail. Then I saw
another deer come over the ridgetop. It
was a spike buck! My heart started to race
and my hands started sweating!

Josh and Bob both had said to hold out
as long as possible for a chance at a big
buck, but it was getting late, and I didn’t
want to pass up this opportunity to get my
first buck. Minutes later, the spike stood
about 20 yards from me. I thought about
everything my dad, grandpa, Josh, and
Bob had told me. I was ready.

There was a doe in line with the buck,
and while I waited for her to move, I
silently asked God to help me make a good
shot so the buck would not have to suffer.
When the doe cleared the broadside buck,

I drew my bow, took careful aim, and let
the arrow fly.

My shot looked good, and right away I
started shaking. I even had to hold on to the
tree because I was shaking so bad! As the
deer ran away, 1 tried to watch it as far as
could see. Right before the buck disappeared

[from my sight, he started to slow down.

I pulled out my rangefinder and used §
it to look for my arrow, but it was almost 5
dark now. I still could not believe what 1§
had just done. It was the greatest feeling 2



I just
couldn’t
stop smiling
as | rode in
the back of
the truck
with my

| buck.

in the world! I was almost bouncing out of
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my seat as I waited for Bob and Grandpa
to pick me up.

When they pulled up, I had already
climbed down from the Hemlock Stand
and was on the ground, grinning from
ear to ear! They were really happy for me.

That'’s what it’s all about!” Bob said.
We couldn’t find my arrow at first

Josh Duncan jumped right in and helped
drag my buck to the truck. It sure was
tough dragging, but | didn’t care. It was
the greatest feeling in the world!
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buck!” The buck had gone about 150 yards.
Both Bob and Grandpa congratulated me,
and then Bob got on the radio and tried to
tell the story to Josh and my dad, but the
radio reception was poor.

We dragged the buck downbhill through
a terrible mess of briars and other thick
brush, but I was so pumped up I couldn’t
even feel the thorns tearing up my skin!

N

g ‘Gmndpaﬁ)tmd it later), but we didﬁnd
§ little drops of blood, so we started to trail
s my buck. As we walked, the blood sign
S became more and more plentiful, and
2 then Bob yelled, “There it is! There’s Ryan's

Soon, we saw more headlights coming up
through the woods. I knew it was my dad
and Josh.

When we got to the bottom of the hill
and about halfway to Josh’s truck, we met
up with my dad. He had run through the
briars, in the dark, with no flashlight, and
I could see that the thorns had bloodied
his face and hands. Dad gave me a big
hug, saying “Wow! I can’t believe you got
your first buck! Awesome!”

We took some photos and loaded my
buck onto the truck bed, where I rode with
the buck back to the meat locker. On the

Thanks to my grandpa (left) and Bob,
we found my deer in 15 minutes.

TURNING CLOTHING INTD GEAR.
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ride back, I thanked God one more time
for helping me make a good shot and for
letting me find the buck. I had never gut-
ted a deer in my life, but I had promised
Grandpa I would, so I had to do it. The
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| promised Grandpa that | would gut my
4 first buck, and even though | had no clue
= as to what | was doing, Grandpa helped me
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smell was horrible, and I had no clue as
to what I was doing, but Grandpa helped
me and Dad laughed the whole time as he
took photos and videotaped it all.

Iwill never forget this for the rest of my
life. What an awesome feeling!

...AND HE IS RIGHT ABOUT THAT.
“You will remember this moment for the
rest of your life, Ryan,” I said to my son.
“And throughout your life, you will play
this moment over and over again in your
head. That’s what it’s all about.”

A out. “Not bad for your first time,” he said.
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