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THE CREEKER GAZETTE
The Official Journal of the 

Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club


APOLOGY

I apologize for the late publication of the newsletter.  Upon my return from Florida, my schedule was far fuller than I imagined.  I won’t let it happen again.

SWAP MEET

One of the good things about being late is that I can report on the first annual HCFS Swap Meet.  By any measure, it was a success.  A number of tables were rented to people who wanted to sell stuff and a large number of buyers browsed the merchandise. We had almost picture perfect weather until the rain began.  Fortunately, the rains came just about the time that the festivities were waning.  We got lucky.  Why don’t we have another such meet in the spring?  It gives us a chance to meet new people, sell some junk, make a donation to our landlord and promotes our sports.   

TROUT TRIP

This weekend a contingent of members is going to the Cumberland River to fish for trout.  With the recent rains and cooler temperature, fishing should be quite good.  We expect a complete update on their return.

THIRD DISTRICT MEETING

The October meeting of the Third District Wildlife Federation will be held Wednesday, October 23 at the Taylorsville Community Center.  At this meeting, we elect our officers and our League Director.  Each club gets five votes. Let’s be there to represent our interests.

OCTOBER BOARD MEETING

On Tuesday, October 1, we will hold our regular board meeting.  It will commence at 7:00 PM at the Knights of Columbus at 4417 River Road.  We will discuss the Christmas Party and other upcoming events.  If you want to put in your two cents’ worth, please come on out.

PADDLEFISH MEETINGS

The State Department of Agriculture is conducting a series of meetings about the possibility of ranching paddlefish in some of Kentucky’s smaller impoundments.  If you read the July Bully Pulpit, you may have learned some of the reasons that this is a bad idea.  After attending one of these meetings, it became clear that it’s a worse idea than first imagined.  Please make sure that your state legislators know that you think it’s dumb to jeopardize a billion-dollar industry in any manner, but especially to support an industry that MAY bring in seven million each year starting in ten years.

NOMINATIONS

In October, we nominate the 2003 officers and directors for the Club.  If you have a call to service, please put your name into nomination.  Fresh blood keeps our club fresh. 

BULLY PULPIT

TO:  The Membership of the Harrod’s Creek Field and Stream Club

FROM:  Terry Sullivan, Inspector General


RE: Annual Inspection Tour of the Southwest Florida Detachment.

On August 28, 2002, a contingent including the author, Jim Steilberg, Dan Sesit and Tom McDonald made their annual inspection tour of our Southwest Florida Detachment.  As a result of this inspection, I would like to report the following findings:

28 Aug 02 1600 hours: The group found itself in the Ft. Lauderdale airport.  Ground 

Transportation was arranged to car rental.  Car rental staff surly but did provide fine Detroit iron for our trip across Alligator Alley.  Short stop at Bass Pro Shops.  Total fishing overload.  Their store and inventory is so big, one doesn’t know where to begin.  We did, however, figure it out as we all left with significantly lighter wallets.  Trip across Alligator Alley uneventful, though no alligators were seen.

1900 hours: Arrive at Marco.  Pick up keys for house.  This house provided the best accommodations yet.  Plenty of room, good pool, great dock.  A few minor problems but a sincere promise from agent to correct them.

The inspection team then sent out parties to gather provisions while others began rigging fishing tackle.  Finally when the larder was full and the tackle ready for the next day, swimming, eating and television were the preferred recreations.  Some in the group had not yet seen any of The Sopranos.  That situation has been corrected.

29 Aug 02 545 hours: The team arises, performs morning ablutions and eats.  After careful checks of gear, we visit our spiritual leader, captain and all around good guy, Bill Wetzel.  We loaded the boat and motored to one of the better fishing grounds.  Success was moderate.  Hook failure problem from 01 trip was corrected by using larger, stiffer hooks.  This year’s equipment failure was line.  A brand change was effected this year and the new product does not seem to be as satisfactory as previously used product.  Recommendation:  Return to product that worked in the past.  Especially snake bitten during this first day of fishing was McDonald.  At some point his poor luck is going to turn with a vengeance and he’ll devastate the shark population.  


An interesting highlight of the day was being surrounded by a school of large ladyfish.  Commonly used for bait, we fished for them with six-pound tackle and crappie jigs.  Ladyfish think they are tarpon, with fast runs and numerous jumps.  Fishing for bait like this is a pleasant interlude while waiting for the sharks to bite.  

1400 hours: Fishing’s over for the day.  Wetzel the Elder is at a loss to explain the slow action.  He should have relied on the time-honored “I’ve seen it happen a million times”.  No explanation necessary.  The weary troops returned to home base for refreshment, nourishment, recreation and rest, all of which was done, in grand style.  Agent did as promised; minor glitches at house were repaired in a timely fashion.  These people are real professionals.   At 1830 hours, we met Wetzel the Elder, Wetzel the Younger and my favorite member of the group Bill’s wife Maureen for dinner at the Snook Inn.  The quality of the fishing may wax and wane, but the Snookster is always reliable.   After a pleasant repast we again returned to our billet, leaving the management of the Snook Inn to contemplate the damage that had be wrought on their seafood buffet.  We are worried that they may post a sentry at each end of this feast the next time we appear.

On our return home we were greeted by fellow ‘Creeker, Brad Hobbs.  After a hard day of educating the youth of America, Hobbs joined us for a typical evening of R&R.  Early to bed for a crew of hard fishing guys.

30 Aug 02 0545 hours: Crew again arises.  After preparations, the crew divides some with the Wetzel crew, some with Hobbs.  Fishing again slow.  Line failures still plague the crew.  At one point Sullivan has what appears to be a very large shark running dead at Hobbs’ boat some 250 yards away.  Contemporaneous with Sullivan’s hookup, Hobbs snags a 6’ tarpon. Tarpon runs dead at Sullivan.  Lines singing, fish jumping, the potential for mass confusion is high.  Again tackle failure causes loss of both fish.  Will appoint a task force to determine what manufacturer makes the best line for our cause.

1400 hours:  Group reassembles at the billet.  Hobbs’ friend John Ruidicilli and a former Louisvillian, Everett Miller, greet the crew.  Ruidicilli has brought his flats boat, while Miller has brought a prodigious quantity of produce for our enjoyment.  Refreshments, a quick resupply trip and a swim are the order of the day.  Hobbs produces a Cuban dish that is quickly scarffed up by the assembly.  More Sopranos on TV.  The expression “Fish On” may be replaced with “badda bip badda bing”
31 Aug 02 0600 hours: With three boats, the crew thins out a bit.  Miller goes with the Wetzel crew.  Having never caught a serious shark, it seems incumbent on the group to make sure Miller is properly hooked up.  Maureen joins the crew.  Apparently her presence brings good luck because Miller snags a quite nice blacktip shark, ideal for the dinner repast.  Miller fights the fish like a natural and soon has it to heel.  Feisty shark.  Requires two cerebral lead infusions from the Smith and Wesson finishing tool to calm the fish.  

1300 hours: The group reconvenes at the house.  Another afternoon of R&R along with preparations for dinner.  Saturday is the night of our traditional feast.  Miller is the hero of the day.  Not only has he provided vegetables, he’s provided the main course!  A 2003 invitation is assured!  Food preparation is complicated.  Menu for the evening: Fish kabobs, Beer batter fried shark, black bean salad, macaroni and cheese, various leftovers, a green salad and home-made key lime pie.  At the appointed time, Team Wetzel ( Bill, Maureen, Danny, Bill’s daughter Andrea and her husband) find themselves poolside, enjoying refreshments and watching the swains from Louisville cook.  Final analysis of the meal: Excellent.  Leftovers were scarce and all those fed left with that “I ate too much but boy was it good” feeling.  

1 Sept 02 0630 hours: A different plan for fishing today.  Wetzel the Younger takes bulk of the crew to the five-mile reef to bottom fish.  Sullivan and Hobbs and Ruidicilli and Wetzel the Elder head out in search of snook.  Both boats encounter a difficult problem; no bait.  After a three-hour search for anything that might wind up in a cast net, Ruidicilli and Wetzel have a small amount of bait, Sullivan and Hobbs blank.  Sullivan and Hobbs pack it in early to rehash some old times and catch up on what has been happening in old friends’ lives.  Later, all others arrive at the house.  Fishing had been sparse for all.  Oh well, it’s Sunday and that means but one thing, STANS!  After making themselves presentable, the crew saddles up and heads for Goodland’s favorite gathering spot.  It was no disappointment.  Lively as ever, Stan’s made for a nice afternoon interlude.  After whiling away a few hours with the other patrons, we headed back to the house for leftovers, pool and yet more Sopranos.  

2 Sept 02 0900 hours.  Sleep in day.  Miller treats the group to an artery plugging breakfast at a local establishment.  After stuffing ourselves, Miller and Hobbs bid a fond farewell, Hobbs off to Fort Myers, Miller off to Fort Lauderdale.  McDonald and Steilberg try their luck surf fishing at Tigertail Beach while Sullivan and Sesit consider life’s complexities poolside.  When summoned, Sullivan and Sesit pick up McDonald and Steilberg.  Their luck had not been good.  Fishing again is slow.  On the way back to the house, the possibility of sampling the Ft. Myers nightlife was briefly discussed.  After deciding against taking a road trip, the possibility of Marco Island nightlife was discussed.  Entropy set in and the crew found themselves poolside with leftovers.  Nightlife for this nearing fifty crowd is beginning to consist of a spirited discussion over control of the remote control.  If not because of virtue, we became models of rectitude because of weariness.

3 Sept 02 0800 hours: It’s over.  It’s time to leave.  No good purpose is served by rehashing the clean-up process, packing or the trip.  It’s the most melancholy part of the trip.  Enough said about this subject.

Findings:  The Southwest Florida contingency is at its highest state of readiness.  The addition of Everett Miller and John Ruidicilli to the group is a positive.  Both bring great cheer and positive contributions to the trip.  Both should be considered members of this organization.

Wetzel the Elder is like cognac.  He only gets better with age.  A true gentleman, he has been a kind and patient host.  Wetzel the Younger’s work schedule was a bit less rigorous this year, allowing him to spend more time fishing.  This is a welcome circumstance.  After a two-year absence, Maureen was again with us.  The loss to her grandson’s birthday party was more than offset by us enjoying her company.  Sorry, kid.

Equipment failure: Whenever a weak link is made stronger, it accentuates the weakness of the next weakest link.  Stronger hooks did not fail and exposed line as the next weakest link.  Problem to be corrected.  Weak links will be strengthened until the weakest link becomes the angler.  Then we’ll stop worrying about perfection.

I am pleased to report that our Florida regiment is in good spirits, at a high state of readiness and is well.  We will perform this inspection during the same period in 2003.

Respectfully Submitted

Terry Sullivan

Inspector General.

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.

SEPTEMBER MEETING, WEDNESDAY THE EIGHTEENTH


7:30 P.M. AT THE CREASEY-MAHAN NATURE CENTER








