NEVER A DEER
By Rebecca Woodbury Tucker, Perkinsville/Weathersfielgd

My father grew up in a hunting family, went out
religiously every hunting season for nearly 50 years,
out he never brought home a deer.

Born in 1909, Philip Howe Woodbury was the eldest
of four boys wno hunted, fished and trapped all over
Windsor County, Vermont. Dad says today that his
father, Harry, was an avid nunter and a good shot, who
toox .is boys with him one at a time on his frequent
hunting excursions.

Even after my father went through college, had a
wife and young family, the outdoorsman in Dad never
waned. He brought home creels full of fish, or his
jacket pouch full of many specles of ducks, partridges
and woodcock. I still remember those little breasts of
tough, cark meat, with a piece of shot here and there,
that my mother cooked up and served.

Mama never ate them, though. To her, anything not
bought at the store or grown in the garden was not fit
to eat, especially if it was just recently lying dead,
feathers and all, still warm on the kitchen table. She
did the best she could for a Connecticut girl brought
up in town, however. She got out Fanny Farmer's cook-
book and followed directions.

Our menu was usually supplemented with tuna or
hamburger. There were four children very soon in our
family, eventually six, and a day's catch didn't always
make a full meal. A whole venison would have.

Like a lot of the native Vermonters, my Dad looked
forward to whitetail deer hunting all year long. Every
opening day of the November season, four a.m. would see
a light in our kitchen and my father at the table down-
ing the last of his hot coffee with his characteristic
quiet "Slu-u-u-rrpp-pp."

Always an early riser, I would tiptoe in and
quietly close the door so as not to awaken Mama. He
might turn, finger to lips in a silencing gesture, and
whispers:
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As I got older, I tried to figure it out and got
brave enough to ask my Dad one early November

morning,
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Dad was backing his lunch, and as
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He set the little waxed paper packages carefully 1
on top of the drink bottle. Looking up at me, he
Shrugged his shoulder a little and smiled as he spoke.

He gathered the o0ld canvas bag, slung it over his
Shoulder and stepped outside. The old Plymouth, parked
at the top of the drive facing the road last night,
turned up its lights like eyes opening after a night's
sleep. The car rolled silently down the drive and
turned left onto the highway. I saw the vehicle slow,
the little red tail lights blink, then the car jerk
forward and begin to gain speed as Dad pulled out the
clutch for a keyless start.
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the door. I pulled my head in from the darkened win-
dow, stepped back into the lamplight, sat down in his
still-
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(Editor's Note: A shortened version of "Never a Deer" t
appeared in Nostalgia Magazine in 1395.)




