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			Deer, Deer, Oh Dear
	I had just turned the corner a quarter mile away from our home, on my way to nearby Northwood to do some shopping when I a deer bounded out of the ditch and began to cross the path in front of me.
     With my heart in my throat, and one eye on my rear view, I hit the brakes and honked my car horn. I know. I know the advice given, if you find yourself in this situation, you’re to slow down and avoid swerving around the animal. 
     But our area is replete with these critters. They don’t call our locale Deer Creek for nothing. And it wasn’t my first rodeo with one of them. I wasn’t too crazy about doing a repeat performance.
      If memory serves well, a sizable number of years ago, after a rock in the field had found our combine, and in the process, taking out the header, ending a day of harvesting, we decided to salvage the day by going to nearby Albert Lea for some needed supplies. 
     Two miles from home, another lovely deer leapt out at us from a drainage ditch, taking out our driver’s side headlight, as well as putting a nice crumple in our car’s hood, and doing in the radiator. Gordon was driving at that time. 
     On another occasion, I was driving home, about five miles from home when another deer decided to jay-jump across the highway, taking out the driver’s side headlight, as well as doing other sundry damage.
     Back to the deer at hand. He and I must have had the same mindset. As I brought the car to an abrupt halt, he stopped, dead still in my lane of the road, looked right at me, then went on his merry way across the road.
