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PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE
Editor’s note: This article by Dan Sesit appeared in The ‘Creeker Gazette a couple of years ago.  Given the impending opening of turkey season, it seems again to be timely as well as a pretty good read.

Recently, this reporter was granted an interview with "Jake the Turkey." Jake lives in northern Kentucky. The interview took place under some pine trees found just off an old corn field where Jake and his buddies hangout. For obvious reasons though, Jake is still hesitant about revealing his exact location.

Reporter: "Jake, thanks for taking a few minutes out of your busy day to talk with us."

Jake: "No problem, but if you see me running off all of the sudden clucking, yelping, chirping, or some other such thing, I'll either be running for my life or looking for a pretty ol' hen to mush feathers with."

Reporter: "Uh, huh. Well, I bet you have had an interesting couple of weeks, why don't you tell us a little about it."

Jake: "Sure, well just recently, we had a hunter come over to our place. It was kind of a lazy, sunny, Sunday afternoon, low 70s, just beautiful for a little stroll out in the field. Of course, my buddies and me felt no pressure to worry about anything that afternoon…with good reason." Jake then starts snickering, and continued,  "A hunter had come to the field. We knew this guy was an amateur, third-year turkey hunter. He goes by the name of Dan, I believe. But, we knew he wasn't a real threat though."

Reporter: "First, how did you know his name, and second, how did you know he wasn't a threat to you and your buddies?"

Jake: "Oh, that was easy. He's shown up here for the past three years. For example, last year, we had a really good time with him. It was funny, I mean it was a real scream! By the time we got finished with him, that poor sap went stomping through the field carrying all this equipment, you know, turkey calls, camoed seat cushion, binoculars…Oh man, it look like a yard sale at Sears with everything he was packed down with. 
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Anyway, this Yahoo was just cussin' and stompin' through the field back to his car, saying, 'Dan, Dan, Dan… you sit here for

five hours and nothing…absolutely nothing!' I'm telling you it was priceless to watch. After he left the field, we partied all 

night long, just yelping it up all through the trees and bushes." Then Jake starts chuckling, "Oh, man, it still just cracks me up thinking about it. How can you not love that? Anyway, that's how we know this guy. My buddies and I will have him in therapy within two years if he keeps this up…bank on it!"

Reporter: "That's really interesting. So, it is pretty much your goal during spring to frustrate these hunter types as much as you can?"

Jake: "Oh, yeah! I mean, don't get me wrong, we're always looking for the ladies and a good time…if you know what I mean…but teasing the bejesus out of these hunters is a lot of fun, too. Of course, every once in a while, we do lose some of our brethren to the cause. But, that's the price you pay for 'grins and hens' as we like to call it."

Reporter: "You call it 'grins and hens?' Who came up with that phrase?"

Jake: "Well, that was Skeeter. We lost Skeeter last year to a decoy. He was never the dustiest feather in the tail, but every once in a while he came up with a good one. But, even though they got him, he got the best of that rubber decoy before he fell last year. I mean, that decoy will never be quite the same after ol' Skeeter got at," Jake said laughingly.

Reporter: "So, you guys have to watch out for little tricks like that, huh?"

Jake: "Oh, yeah. Those turkey hunters try all kinds of things. The old Toms will tell ya to watch out, 'If it smells like rubber…run for cover!' Wise words for all turkeys to live by, I would say."

Reporter: "Indeed, words to the wise, no doubt.  So, back to this Dan fellow…"

Jake: "Oh, yeah…it was great, me and the boys were out in the back part of the field just walkin' along, picking up seeds here and there, doing a little dusting, you know, just having some fun doing the turkey thing we do, and then all of the sudden we see good ol' Dan pull up with all his stuff. We're on a first name basis now because we feel like we know him so well after three years. Well, right away, I have to tell the guys to quite down and stop laughing. I mean, we all knew we were in for a good time, but we didn't want ol' Dan to have his feelings hurt with us laughing and all."

Reporter: Interrupting, "Yes, and…"

Jake: "Oh, sorry. Well, he sets up in the front part of the field, in the sun and tall grass, just so 'we can't see him'" Jake says mockingly. He continues, "So, we decide to have some fun with him. We cruise down to the bottom part of the field and then start circling back around like we were coming back up to the front of the field where he's at. Then, just as we get out of site before reaching him, we stop in the shade and then just wait there for like two to three hours. And all the time, we're hearing this yelping, and clucking and all these other 'turkey noises' it sounded like a whole forest full of hens during breading season. I mean, I actually began feeling sorry for the guy he was trying so hard to call us in. So now it's been like five hours that he's been waiting for us. So then we just start circling around back to the bottom part of the field. I stopped and looked back at him for a second, just before walking into the tree line. 'See you next year,' I clucked."

Reporter: "And, so, what was his reaction?"

Jake: "He just stood there, with this dumb, bewildered look on his face, binoculars in hand, watching our dusty backsides disappear into the trees. Rather fitting don't you think?"

Reporter: "So, do you think you'll see Dan again next year?"

Jake: "Are you kidding? Oh, yeah…he'll be ticked off for a good couple of months and then he'll settle down. Come late April next year, he'll be around for another visit. And we'll be ready for him. We bought some hen outfits recently that will really set him off. Can you imagine the bunch of us dressed up like hens…all with 10 inch beards hanging down…I mean, will that mess with his mind or what?" By now Jake is laughing uncontrollably,  "Heck, I can't wait to try them out…poor ol' Dan, he'll just have to realize that we turkeys are some pretty smart birds, wouldn't you say?"

Reporter: "Apparently. Thanks for the interview, Jake. Good luck to you and your buddies next year."

Jake: "Thank you."

[Editor's Note: We tried to reach Dan for a response to this interview and the allegations made herein by Jake the Turkey, but he refused to comment "upon advice of his lawyers." ]

BLUEBIRD BOXES

We have not yet been successful in getting materials, people and a date together to build our signature bluebird boxes.  It’s too late for them to be of any use this year, but we’ll still consider building them for future use.  

WELCOME NRA

The National Rifle Association has announced that it has chosen the League of Kentucky Sportsmen to be the Association’s state affiliate.  This is a great honor and opportunity for the League.  For a number of years the League’s NRA representatives have worked toward this goal and finally, their work has paid dividends.  Special thanks should be given to a long-time League NRA rep Phil McFadden as well as current NRA rep Tom Laswell for bringing this great honor to the League.

LEGISLATIVE RESULTS

The general session of the Kentucky Legislature is over.  Sportsmen had mixed results in this stanza of governance.  First and foremost, the KDFWR budget remains untouched.  Our money is still our money.  That is in no small part due to the hunters and anglers of the state insisting that they keep their meathooks off the dough.  

We did not fare so well on the cervid ranching bill.  After hammering out a senate bill that would really protect Kentucky’s native deer herd, the bill died in the house.  For the time being, an executive order is in place to do what SB 112 would have done.  This governor can revoke the order.  He will be replaced by a new governor next year who may not take the same long view of game management, as does the present guy.  We can only hope that through the efforts of hunters a bill can be crafted and guided through the legislature.

The trespassing bill died an ignoble death in committee as well.  Designed to put some teeth into trespass laws, the bill was viewed as a way to improve relationships with private landowners.  Again, we’ll try again in 2004.

Finally, paddlefish ranching still seems to be tied up in the bureaucracy.  Maybe this is bureaucracy at its best.  Gridlock here is preventing something bad from happening.  We’ll keep an eye on the issue as time unfolds.

NEW HUNTIN’AND FISHIN’ LICENSE TIME

If you have not yet done so, it’s time to buy your new fishing and hunting license.  Yes, we’re all law-abiding folks that want to do the right thing.  Don’t put yourself in an embarrassing pickle by forgetting to purchase your new fun tickets.  

DUES DUE

Speaking of spending money, it’s time to pay your dues.  You received an invoice so please remit your payment so that you can be an official part of the fun.

LEAGUE CONVENTION

It’s not too early to consider the League convention for 2003.  It will be held on June 13-15 in Lexington at the Springs Hotel.  We are entitled to two delegates to vote on the new officers and the resolutions.  Rumors abound that there may be some of our own in line for various awards, so it would be good to have some friends there to share in good fortune.  Lexington is one of the best places to attend the convention, so if you want to have a little fun in June, consider this event.

BULLY PULPIT

By Terry Sullivan

Yesterday, my 2003 Bass Pro Shops Master Catalog arrived.  In the interest helping revive the economy, I decided to thumb through its 434 pages and see what damage I could do to my kids’ inheritance.  I love looking at huntin’ and fishin’ stuff and appreciate why an angler might need 25 or 30 fishing rods.  I was nonetheless unprepared for some of the gadgetry that the good folks from Springfield Mo. are offering this year.

The first thing that jumped out at me was on page 270.  A doggie personal floatation device.  A dog life preserver!  What self-respecting dog can’t swim?  Where do we get the expression “doggie paddle”?  What’s worse is that it’s canary yellow and has the cartoon character Scooby Do emblazoned on its side.  Scooby Do logo wear for dogs?  I guess, but if I were Scooby, I wouldn’t plan on the royalties from this item to buy me many Scooby Snacks.

After deciding that no dog I know needed a PFD, I flipped to the electronics section.  Aha!  This is manly stuff.  What real guy doesn’t like to know how deep the water is or where the fish are bitin’?  Well, sir, even in electronics ridiculous gadgets abound.  One company offers a combination GPS and radio.  That’s about the dumbest thing I ever heard.  If you have a GPS, you’re not lost.  If you’re lost and have no GPS, you need a radio to summon help.  Why both in the same device?  Are you going to call people to tell them you know where you are?  It reminds me of the cellular phone ads with the guy in the horned rimmed glasses that constantly asks, “can you hear me now?”  With this device you could constantly call to say that you know where you are.  All that convenience for a mere $249.99.

A quick flip into the terminal tackle section brought me back to reality.  Here they had hooks, swivels, sinkers, bobbers and all of the stuff that is familiar to anglers everywhere.  Buying this stuff makes sense because it actually has a use…or so I thought.  There, while deciding on the ideal float for crappie fishing, I spied what must be the Rolls Royce of bobbers.  Made in Scotland this beauty retails for a buck and a half.  A BUCK AND A HALF!  And I thought gold would sink.  I’m resisting the temptation to part with twelve bits to see what makes a fishin’ cork worth that kind of dough.  This kind of item should not only wiggle when the fish bites, it should set the hook and fillet the crappie for me.  

Back into the section with dog stuff, I found the Avery Heeling Stick.  Described as a “flexible fiberglass rod, tightly wrapped with polypropylene tape with the right amount of flex at the end for a great tool for humane corrections.”  It took me a while to figure out what this device was.  It’s a dawg beatin’ stick!  Don’t these guys know that PeTA would have you arrested and given a lethal injection for hitting a poor beast?  Besides, how much flex is the right amount of flex for whipping a dog?  Is it like golf club shafts, the lighter flex for the less experienced whipper and a stiffer flex for the dog beater with a faster whip-head speed?  Why not graphite?  It’s a lot lighter than fiberglass, making whipping a snap.  All this for a mere $14.95!  I’d say buy one for the dog you love, but the Freudian implications of such a statement are too deep for these pages.

For those of you with eight hundred bucks looking for a new home, you can purchase the Atlantis Underwater Camera.  This nifty device has a camera on a cord and what can best be described as a little television set.  The idea is that you can pitch the camera into the water and watch what’s going on below on your own little Trinitron.  I envision the most frustrating event in history.  You see Big Bertha swimming lazily just below you.  Down goes your can’t miss super secret bait.  It twitches enticingly in front of Bertha who does the fish version of laughing at it and presumably you.  If that’s what’s happening at the end of your line, do you really want to have it delivered to you MTV-style?  The little TV thingy has a place where you can plug in your VCR so that you can record the comings and goings of the fish that ignore your bait.  Presumably you could use this feature to film fish during the spawning season and sell the tapes on a sleazy website or late night informercial.  I can see it now… Fish Gone Wild on Spring Break!  You wouldn’t even need them to sign a release because they were behaving badly in a public place.  When you make a million dollars selling those tapes, remember your old buddy that gave you the idea.

The final straw when I came across a device that adds support to truck springs.  The device looks sensible enough and probably works.  The thing that caught my eye was the pitchman they had hawking it…none other that television angler and professional product shill Jimmy Houston.  Now why on God’s green earth would I take advice about automotive products from a professional fisherman?  I might follow his lead on a rod or a reel or maybe even a boat, but a truck spring?  Please.  Maybe from Click and Clack the guys on public radio, but not someone who doesn’t know where the spring even goes.  What’s worse is he’s giving the spring his signature kiss.  For money, that guy would kiss anything.  I wonder how much it would take to get him to kiss….naw, this is a family publication.

Don’t get me wrong.  I love Bass Pro Shops and it would seem that they love me, given the number of packages they’ve sent me over the years.  Their catalog is a constant bathroom companion and their merchandise has always satisfied me.  I’m sure they’ll be getting my annual love offering and in turn I’ll receive a package.  I guess that they understand what H. L. Mencken meant when he said “nobody ever went broke underestimating the American public.  If their merchandising is any indication, they have a good grasp of the concept.

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.
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