THE CREEKER GAZETTE
The Official Journal of the 

Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club


HOLIDAY GREETINGS

The officers and directors of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club wish all of our members, friends and fellow sportsmen and women a merry Christmas, a happy New Year and a wonderful holiday season.

THE CHRISTMAS PARTY

It’s that time of year again.  We’ll have our annual Christmas party on Wednesday, December 19.  Our meal will consist of the products of our Chili Cookoff contestants as well as a potluck dinner.  This year we’ll be trying something different.  Those of you with last names beginning with A-M try to bring a side dish and those from N-Z bring a dessert.  I know that’s more organized than usual, but let’s give it a try.  Of course, if your name is, say Sesit and you simply cannot live without bringing a tasty side dish treat, we’re not into strict rule enforcement.  We’d love to have an idea of how many are coming, so an RSVP is nice. Your guests are more than welcome.  

RAFFLE

In addition to our usual door prizes, we’re going to have a unique raffle.  We’ve got a really nice casting rod and reel and a tackle box for our raffle item.  The unique part?  We’d like for everyone to bring a lure to stock the tackle box.  The lucky winner of this raffle will walk off with enough stuff to go fishing immediately.  Of course, most of us are can outfit an entire expedition to the Amazon, but I don’t know any of us who couldn’t use just one more rod and a few more baits.  We’ll also have a piniata for the kids to gather those sweet door-prize goodies.

OFFICERS

Your 2002 Officers and Directors are:  Dan Sesit, President, Kent Cooper, Vice-President, David Brandt, Secretary, Bill More, Treasurer, Art Gunst, Past-President and Director at 

Large, Jack Foote, Director and Hugh Adamson, Director.  Congratulations to all of our new and not-so-new leaders.  

PHEASANT HUNT

We have tentatively planned our pheasant hunt for Saturday, February 2.  The number of participants will determine cost.  We’ll have all of the details in the January newsletter and at the meeting, but please, please indicate your interest early.  Presently, we have about five or six guys who are absolutely committed.  Let’s have a good crowd and a good time.
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Home of the World Famous Catfish Derby
JANUARY MEETING
Our January meeting speaker will be biologist John Phillips.  He will be enlightening, so mark your calendar already!

MY TURN

We’re fortunate to be able to round out 2001 with a guest column by Alex Lea.  In his column, Alex is recounting the year in the life of a pretty dedicated turkey hunter.  Sit back and enjoy his musings.

A YEAR IN THE LIFE OF A TURKEY HUNTER

                                                                  Alex Lea

April 6, 2001: This morning I got on a plain and flew to Tucson Arizona. This is the first leg of my trip to Mexico. After checking in to the Holiday Inn I rented a car and drove down highway ten to New Mexico. Thus crossing the state line I have only one state short to have visited all fifty states. It is Hawaii.  I had found a book at a yard sale in Louisville about a small town in southeastern Arizona. The town is Dos Cabezas.. After reading the book I had to see this abandoned town. Wilson Arizona is just north of there and is on highway 10. So I drove there. Traveling on I came to The Chiricahua National Monument. It was a beautiful place. North of Wilson is the location of the two releases of Gould’s turkeys. Arizona will have it's first Goulds turkey hunt in 2002. Their department of fish & wildlife will let one permit. The permit will be auctioned off at the NWTF convention in February. Like Kentucky's elk hunt it is the first Goulds turkey hunt ever in modern times. That day I put 379 miles on the little rental car and was back at the Holiday Inn at dark. Overnight some fool set off the fire alarm and I was the only one in our group that took it seriously. I was out of there at 2:00AM. 

Next                April 7, 2001:  morning our group met in the lobby. The shuttle took us to the airport and we boarded Aerolitoral (Aeromixico) for Hermosillo. There we went through customs and flew on to Ciudad Obregon. From there we boarded two Dodge vans and drove to Yecora. And what a ride it was, four hours on rutted black top winding roads. This is in the Sierra Madre mountains in South Eastern Sonora. The road went up and down, right and left, bump after bump. All of us were sick. Our stomachs were churning. After three hours of this torture I told them that we must stop. The short fifteen minute break refreshed us and the last hour was bearable. At last we reached Yecora our home for the next three days.


That afternoon we ate lunch and got acquainted with our fellow hunters:

Ross               Skip Shelton, a wildlife biologist from Alabama


Jeff Belcher, a firefighter from Owensboro, KY


George Wright, KY’s turkey biologist


Jim Cox, Attorney for the NWTF & a national board member


Dr. James E. Kennimer, NWTF wild turkey biologist


John Brown, NWTF vidiotographer

                      After lunch we camoed up & went out for a PM hunt with our respective guides.


I was assigned to Juan Cruz. It was a good choice he is older & has leg & back problems. So do I. We hunted at an equal pace. Our first hunt was very exciting, the Mexican Army stopped us & searched the truck. The “Soldate” examined the gun license & questioned Juan. They didn’t detain us. Once in the hills we walked up on a flock of birds. We called & pursued them to no avail. On the way up the hillside Juan pointed out a creature through the trees. He called it a Tejo’n. I didn’t understand. On the way down the hill we encountered several Tejo’n. They were Coati (Nasua Narica). A cocker spaniel sized animal, tan with a long tail carried vertically. There were several adults & some little ones. The coati did not see us until Juan whistled at them. Where they climbed  about three feet up trees & stared at us. Coati are related to raccoons & are very cute. The Mexicans do not eat or hunt them, but sometimes keep them as pets. Their curiosity filled they dropped to the ground & trotted off. I was the only one of our group that saw these interesting creatures. 

                       April 8, 2001: Next morning found us on the same hillside ( well, mountain, we were hunting at six thousand feet). Juan did most of the calling but we just were not in the birds. It was the same thing that afternoon.

4/9
April 9, 2001:  This time we went to another ranch owned by Tony Torries. We walked up a long road to the top of a tall hill in the dark. With first light Juan called up about twenty five birds in a flock. One half were gobblers. It was still cold at that elevation & dispersal was yet to began. I shot a fine twenty & a half pound bird with a ten & a half inch beard. These are Gould’s Turkeys (Meleagris gallopavo mexicana) largest of the subspecies. With green feathers on their backs. Boy do Gould’s have big feet.


That evening on the same farm I mistakenly shot a jake. There was a huge long beard in the flock but I couldn’t see it. I got impatient & blue it. Juan was mad.. This was my two bird limit, so I was done.


The next two days were spent looking around Yecora & visiting with “Skip” Shelton. The return to Louisville took the better part of a day. I was glad to see my family.

                        November 21, 2001: Turkey hunt in Florida! Thanks to the Internet I came in contact with Austie Heacock a retired insurance agent from Sebring Florida. He manages the Silver Lake Hunt Club and has since 1986.  The Silver Lake Hunt Club is 25,000 acres of native palmetto range, oak and cabbage hammocks. Some of it is planted in pine and a little cypress. So I met him at the gate just three miles in the western edge of Glades County, he locked the gate and off we went to his hunt cabin. Quickly I put on my camo and assembled my Remington 1187 12 gauge ( I have decided to name the gun "Tominator"). Austie dropped me off in an oak hammock interspersed with Saw Palmetto ( Serenoa repens ) thickets.  I clustered up to a Laurel Oak ( Quercus Laurifolia ) camoed up and commenced to call. Nothing. Just about the time birds would be moving to roost along came a deer hunter in camo and no hunter orange. He was on the stalk and if I would of moved he might draw down on me. So when he was close I yelled “Be careful you are not alone.” Boy did he jump! After he settled down and was looking for me I said “I am going to stand up now”. As I moved he spotted me. Standing I put on a blaze orange hat and walked up to him. His name was Andrew and was hunting deer with his father. Well we talked a bit before he went on his way. The encounter blew any chance to waylay a Florida Turkey ( Meleagris gallopavo “Osceola”). Walking back to my pick up point 400 yards across a marsh I saw two turkeys flush from a roost. I was amazed as to how spooky they were. As it drew dark I was standing on a sandy track waiting for Austie to pick me up. From the brush came two Nine-Banded Armadillos ( Dasypus novemcintus ). I tip-toed up close enough for a picture. Much to my amazement at the camera flash one of the Texas Chickens walked up beside my foot and looked up! I wonder what survival skills this species possess that has made them so successful. PM 65 degrees clear

                        November 21, 2001 P.M.  Turkey hunt in Florida!  The origin of the word “Osceola” comes from the Indian word “Yaholo”. I was told that the Florida Indians to test their manhood drank a concoction made from the leaves of the Dahoon Florida Holly ( Ilex Cassine) It was a black liquid that they called “Asi”. As they struggled to keep from vomiting ( the test of manhood) a chanter called out incantations to their gods for encouragement. This crier or chanter was called a “Yaholo”. The Europeans settlers mispronounced it “Osceola” and it stuck. This was the tradition of the interior tribes. On the Gulf coast grows another holly called Yaupon Holly (Ilex Vomitoria ). In keeping with it’s scientific name the west coast Indians made a drink from this holly’s leaves. Drinking it they vomited and in this way purged themselves of evil thoughts. Two traditions, two hollies.  
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November 22, 2001: Florida turkey hunt in the AM. Last night Sonny Mowbray the south Florida Regional Director for the National Wild Turkey Federation Joined us. He brought some elk steaks with him. Austie fixed them on the grill. They were delicious. Before daylight the three of us drove in the swamp buggy to the bog where I was the night before. Sonny set up on one side of the oak hammock and I was on the other. Well the birds came my way. I could hear them walking and making the soft purrs and cluck. One jake tried to gobble twice. They passed just to my left and I never saw a bird. Had I of set up 30 yards to my left I would of gotten a shot. The cover was just to thick. This was my fourth try at an Osceola turkey. It was the closest yet. 68 degrees and clear

I have tallied it up on how many times I have turkey hunted this year and it comes to nineteen days. I was successful in the spring Kentucky season and I took a bonus bird from Fort Knox. With the Turkey I shot in Breckinridge county during the fall five day season that brings me to six birds for the year. One of my better seasons. I am still hunting, bow season is on until January 21st.

Quite a year, Alex!

BULLY PULPIT
Folks, it’s been quite a year.  As a nation, we’ve faced turmoil and war.  We have faced the unthinkable and learned how to think about it in a manner that made us stronger rather than tear us apart.  As I write this, brave Americans are at the verge of rooting out the ghoul who ordered the terror killing of many of our fellow citizens.   We’ve watched a white-hot economy cool and create some economic hardship for all of us.  A year ago, we watched the foundations of government shake when the presidential elections went into extra innings.  Each of us can think of personal trials or tragedies we’ve endured.  Life can sometimes be a gritty, difficult business.  Remember, though, the old adage, it’s always darkest before the dawn.  

I don’t believe it is an accident that three of the world’s major religions have their greatest holidays at the end of our calendar year.  While not all adherents of our commonly used calendar, December is the darkest time before the dawn of the new season.  After a late summer harvest, fall brings on the death of the summer crops, the hibernation of many animals and a slowing down of the natural rhythm.  Days become shorter.  Cold envelopes us.  The shortest day of the year, the darkest before the dawn is the stuff of December.  By accident or design, Christianity gives us Christmas as a celebration that breaks up the bleakness of this time.  Jewish folks have the celebration of Hanukkah in December.  Muslims look forward to Ramadan at this time.  I’m not going to hang myself out to be a major religious scholar and I know that there are traditional reasons that these holy and festive times fall in December, but the coincidence of having these celebrations during the darkest month of the year is not lost on me.  Regardless of which holiday one celebrates, the celebration comes at the darkest moment before the dawn…a time we really need to celebrate and get ready for the birth of the new year, if not by calendar, then by season. 

I’d like to offer you the following suggestion; Like these major religions let’s use the dark month to celebrate the fact that you and yours are alive and well.  We’re all safe and happy.  We’ve got a very good life going for ourselves.  No, not perfect.   Far from it, but a lot better than a world of others.  This is the season that we should free ourselves from dwelling on the half-empty glass and cheer about it being half full.  I hope you will honor the season by enjoying the gifts (spiritual and personal as well as material) you’ve been given.

As I close out yet another year of bringing you this column, I wish you all a happy holiday, health and happiness.  I want to thank you for allowing me to once again come into your lives each month.  It’s awfully nice to be invited into so many homes so often.  It is indeed a privilege and I look forward to starting anew in January.

The opinions expressed in the Bully Pulpit are those of the author.  They are not necessarily the opinions of the officers, director s or members of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club, Inc.   But they should be.

The ‘Creeker Gazette  is the official publication of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club, Inc.  You can reach us with comments, complaints, submissions, complements and most importantly requests for membership applications.  You can write us at box 22592 Louisville, Kentucky 40222, call us at (502) 228-5464, fax us at (502) 228-7443 or email us at daking101@hotmail.com.  We’d love to hear from you.

DECEMBER MEETING�THE CHRISTMAS PARTY


WEDNESDAY DECEMBER 19


DOORS OPEN AT 5:00








