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AN OPEN LETTER FROM THE EDITOR OF THE ‘CREEKER GAZETTE

Given the events of yesterday, I find it difficult to write about the things that we enjoy so much. The cowardly, dastardly acts that have been done to our nation have shaken us all to our core.  I’m sure that you feel the same blinding rage and deep sorrow I feel.  We want the blood of those who did this. That’s OK, but. It’s probably a good thing you and I are not in charge of foreign policy right now.  Feelings of disbelief, rage, sorrow and all the others springing out of these events are as natural and normal as the feelings of joy and happiness we feel when we’re on the water or in the woods. Suppressing or denying these feelings is as unnatural and destructive as would be denying the positive ones we enjoy. We’re going through tough times but by God we’re Americans and we get through tough times with class and dignity.   I believe that the best thing we can possibly do is to pray for those who are hurt, dead or trying to rescue those hurt or dead, to give blood, to volunteer help (as ‘Creekers always do) and go on with our lives, heads held high.  Showing the cowardly bastards that did this to us that we might be a little bent but nowhere near broken is job one.  I also hope that our leaders have the fortitude to hunt down the sons of bitches that did this and mete out punishment that makes the cost of terrorism so high that other psychopaths will abandon it.  God have mercy on the souls of those lost.  God help those injured mentally or physically.  God give strength to the rescuers. God bless America.

Terry Sullivan
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Home of the World Famous Catfish Derby

PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE

Our club has fixed expenses and variable expenses.  No, this is not the beginning of a lecture on economics.  The fixed expenses are about twice the income produced by the club dues.  We pride ourselves in supporting other organizations that support the hunters and angler of Kentucky and elsewhere, mainly Kentucky.  In addition to having fun events for our members we also try do good works. 

The Fall Bass Tournament sponsored by the club is the one big thing that allows us to make the money it takes to keep the club solvent.  It also allows us to sponsor some kids to the KDFWR conservation camp.  

In order to succeed, we need at least twenty people to man this tournament.  We’ll need people at 5:30 A. M. September 30 to get the boaters squared away, put their boats in the water and park their vehicles.  We’ll also need people at 2:00 P.M. to man the weigh-in.  Details of what we’ll be doing will be discussed at the September 19 meeting.  

It is critical to our club to make this event succeed.  It’s as close to do or die as we will see.  Please come out to the meeting and make yourself available to help with the tournament.

BASS TOURNAMENT

The president’s message states the case for this tournament pretty eloquently.  We need your help.  Please heed Art’s call and help us out.  We have a lot of fun with this tournament and, well, we can always use the dough.  Art has not overstated the importance of the success of this event.  I’ll be there morning and afternoon.  I hope you will be there too.

FRIENDS OF NRA DINNER

The Friends of NRA dinner and auction will be held on September 22 at Wildwood Country Club.  It’s a nice event and the dough goes to one of the most worthy of causes.  We’ve indicated that our club will fill a ten-place table.  We still have an opening or two and we’d like for you to be sitting next to us.  See Alex Lea or Norman Worful for your ticket.  Let’s put on our best bibb and tucker and step out in style.

BULLY PULPIT

MEMORANDUM:

TO:  The Officers, Directors and Members of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club

FROM:  Terry Sullivan, Secretary and Inspector General

RE:  Annual Inspection of our Southwest Florida Operations

For the fourth time, a delegation has descended upon our Lee and Collier County Florida organization to determine their readiness and general behavior.  As a result of this trip, I would like to issue the following report: 

1) This year’s team consisted of members Sullivan, Sesit and Steilberg as well as an observer Judge Tom McDonald.  McDonald’s presence was a breath of fresh air, tempering the usual merriment with decorum and judicial demeanor.  The team landed in Florida 29 Aug after and proceeded to our quarters without incident.  The team then hooked up with Wetzel the Elder and Wetzel the Younger, our companions, hosts and guides.  After a full, rich meal at the Snook Inn (which included some unfortunate haggling over a small dinner check) plans were laid for a day of fishing.  All parties retired to quarters.

2) Thursday was the first day of fishing.  All anglers were plagued with a certain amount of equipment failure, most notably the fittings for wire leaders.  McDonald was particularly snake bit by this failure, but did manage to land a eatin’ sized blacktip shark.  As a hunter-gatherer, he is nonpareil.  Several other sharks were caught, including one foul-hooked by Steilberg.  Sesit, the crew’s official timer, clocked off 45 minutes before this beast was brought to heel.  Fish tend to fight more mightily when hooked under the belly than in the mouth.  A similarly sized shark caught by Sullivan was subdued in five minutes.  Those present ascribed this quick fight to the shark being correctly hooked and not to the fact that Sullivan is twice the size of Steilberg.   Becoming lazy in our dotage, we eschewed cooking and went once again to the Snook Inn.  They are rumored to be filing for Chapter Seven bankruptcy due to our grazing at their buffet.

3) Friday brought a change in tactics.  Wetzel the younger engaged the services of an offshore guide and he; Sesit, Steilberg and McDonald sampled the offerings offshore.  Sullivan remained at quarters to wait for Hobbs who could not make the beginning of the trip.  Presumably, Wetzel the Elder rested and enjoyed a day of peace and quiet.  Hobbs and Sullivan launched his Hobbs’ new craft and did some inshore fishing for redfish and snook.  Results of this effort were spotty at best.  Later that evening, the Offshore crew returned with a number of fish, filleted and ready for a good meal.  The group was joined by a colleague of Sesit’s, Marvin Johnson of Clearwater.  Johnson came down to enjoy fishing with us on Saturday.  In deep conversation with Johnson, he at some point referred to someone somewhere being “in a weakened condition”  Long-time members of this club know that this expression is almost a trademark of our member Jack Foote.  Upon questioning, we learned that Johnson indeed knew Foote and had in fact hunted doves with Foot the elder as well as Foote the younger.  Clearly, Johnson is ‘Creeker material and plans to induct him into the southern division are at hand.  Brad Hobbs whipped up a fine meal of mussels with black bean sauce and sweet and sour grouper.  As a result of that meal, comments were made that Escoffier must have indeed learned from Hobbs.

4) Saturday was given over to sharkin’.  The Wetzels, Steilberg, Sesit and Johnson boarded Wetzel’s craft.  McDonald, Sullivan and Hobbs boarded the Hobbs yacht.  Saturday, it was all Johnson.  Marvin caught several large fish.  For a first timer, he exhibited great grace and style in handling a powerful fishing rod.  Fishing was spotty at best.  Recent heavy rains had made the inshore water less saline and murky.   Winds whipping the offshore waters to four feet made small craft fishing uncomfortable.  We were in the ironic position of being able to catch only a few sharks while surfers at the Ponce Inlet were being eaten by the toothy critters.  Perhaps if we had human bait.  I will proffer the idea that we could use Osma bin Laden for bait as his punishment when he is caught.  I suspect that he might not work.   There are things so foul that a shark will not eat them.

Saturday night’s feast was a moveable one in that virtually every angler had a hand in its preparation.  The kitchen table fairly groaned under the load of goodies prepared for this repast.  It showed of the best ‘Creeker tradition.  Brian Sullivan from Fort Lauderdale joined our new-found friend Johnson departed and us.  Brian was making his second pass at fishing for big fish. The previous year found B Sullivan in a weakened condition (not the same sort of weakened condition to which Foote the Elder refers, but a truly weakened physical condition.  Tan, rested and fit, B Sullivan was ready to whip alligators.   The offshore guide Dennis Epps and his first mate Chantel also joined us.   In the course of conversation with Epps it was discovered that he had captained a boat for and was well acquainted with David O’Neil.  It seems as if this 1200 mile trip was destined to have more Kentucky and ‘Creeker connections than we could imagine.  The entire party dined and conversed for hours.  Pleasant conversation and good food is one of the best ways to while away some time.

5) Sunday began with gathering bait.  After a couple of hours we’d snagged enough ladyfish to cover our needs.  We then delivered Wetzel the Elder to his quarters.  He complained of gastrointestinal distress, which clearly showed on his face. He ascribed it to the previous evening’s meal, but since none of the other diners were similarly afflicted, it seemed clear that he was in the grip of some vile microbe or that he just doesn’t have the same strong intestinal constitution as the Yankee ‘Creekers.  At any rate, he decided to rest.  

On our way to the fishing grounds, a Federale stopped Hobbs and cited him for creating a wake in a manatee zone.  We found this odd, in that he was traveling at the same speed as Wetzel the younger.  At this writing, we cannot determine if this was a case of selective enforcement, a mistake or we just looked more law-abiding than Hobbs’ crew.  It was distressing that this ill-informed law enforcement official would even begin to think that a ‘Creeker would be any sort of violator.

Fishing was absolutely uneventful until at mid afternoon when a large tarpon picked up T Sullivan’s bait.  Although done with a certain lack of grace, Sullivan kept the fish on through a couple of jumps and managed to steer him out of the nearby mangrove thicket.  All seemed well until the line went limp.  Speculation on how the fish was lost swirled while the empty line was retrieved.  The hook told the story.  It was bent badly, almost to the point of being straightened.  Dispirited, the crew pulled in their lines and headed for Stans.

Those of you who are faithful readers know about Stan’s so I won’t bore you with a description of the place.  Stan was on vacation.  In his place was another local band that filled in adequately, if not meeting Stan’s high standards.  Still, a pleasant time was had by all.

The group retired to quarters to avail themselves of the leftovers of the previous evening’s meal.  A small group went out for a nightcap to round out the trip.  All involved had to face the sad reality that this trip was at its end. 

6) Monday brought the pain of packing and leaving.  After manful good-byes, the Yankee contingent headed for the airport and back to their lives of responsibility.  The southerners mounted their vehicles and returned to their lives as well.  Very little is sadder than the ending of a good vacation…er I mean inspection trip.

CONCLUSIONS:  

1) Wetzel the elder and Wetzel the younger are in fine spirits and condition.  They are as hospitable as ever and it is my profound desire that they come to Kentucky so as to experience some of our Yankee hospitality.

2) Mc Donald and Johnson should and have been extended invitations to be a part of the 2002 inspection tour.  They typify the best of ‘Creeker spirit.  Additionally, Epps and B. Sullivan are on the team as well.

3) We experienced more equipment failure on this trip than in all previous trips combined.  This problem will be remedied by purchasing stronger hooks and learning more about terminal tackle so as to buy the right stuff.  No more mooching from the Wetzels.

4) A bland diet will be prepared for Wetzel the elder at future meals.

5) Stan will be advised that his presence will be requested at his joint when we’re in town.

6) We’ll do this again on the same dates, 2002.

Respectfully Submitted


Terry Sullivan

Secretary/Inspector General

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.

