Hunting the McClellan Farm - 2021

Robin’s 8-point, 11 AM 11/20

Mike’s 8-point, 2:30 PM 11/20

JC’s 11-point, 8:30 AM 11/21

It was a warm opening weekend this year, not dipping below zero, a light breeze and no rain, at

least through Sunday noon when we were through. My feet are usually very cold by 9 AM so I usually get out for breakfast. This year, thanks to Tim’s generosity, I wore a pair of insulated Danner’s
that kept my feet toasty, and I carried a urinal which meant I could stay in much longer. Good thing
I did. Just as I was about to start packing out about 11, 4 doe ambled out of the woods. I stopped
packing and waited to see if a buck was with them. Indeed, he was.
I always labored under the misconception that deer moved at dawn and dusk. They do, but sometimes they move at other times, too, and this weekend was one of those times. Mike was cautiously
walking up to his spot about 2:30 when a big 8-point got up out of the grass. JC, on the other hand,
shot his buck at 8:30 on Sunday.
Covid has dampened the activities around the hunt—we are much more cautious about going to
Minnehan’s or having our usual Friday night dinner with Gord—so we focused more on the hunt.
We didn’t have to rush off to do something midday on Saturday but ate lunch together in the field.
In the evenings, Tim and I reminisced about the hunt and our youth over a (small) glass of singlemalt. I basked in the company of his dogs, Ivy and Blazer, feeling the love only a dog can give, more
precious now that Angus is gone.

When Bryan died 12 years ago, I wasn’t sure that I was going to keep hunting. I hunted the farm be-

fore Bryan joined me, first in 1979 and regularly starting in the late 1980s, but it became a ritual for
us, a religious holiday for two single guys who tried, unsuccessfully, to grow up together. I continued hunting because I wanted to stay connected to the meat I eat. I am glad I did. JC and I go back
almost as far as Bryan and we now have a similar ritual. Reconnecting with Tim, one of my best
friends in high school, has created another ritual. All of these are different and all very meaningful.
And Mike has watched and hunted the farm since I first shot a gun, as well as hosted me and tried
to make sure I shot a deer every year.
The hunt is different for me now. I used to be terribly anxious about missing or wounding a deer,
the former about my ego, the latter about my soul. I did miss a deer this year but was redeemed

when it didn’t run and I was able to get a clean kill on the second shot. I still have work on the range
to do but I no longer have a pit in my stomach the night before.
I’m also more relaxed in general. I always used to try to cram a lot of visiting into the time I was
here. This year, I got out and was in the moment. I watched the squirrels and birds but mostly just
sat in the moment.
Tim, JC, and Mike, thank you. Even though I was sitting alone, I was constantly aware that I was
hunting with friends. Friends I have known at least half my life, some all my life. Friends who are
generous to a fault. I circle back to my feelings of gratitude so much that people must be tired of it

but I can’t help it: I am so grateful to have these
three men in my life whose examples of how to enjoy life and serve family and community inspire me.
Robin McClellan—November 23, 2021

Bryan Kenauss, 1954 - 2009
with our deer in 2007

