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    If turkey hunting is a journey, I started at mile marker No. 1.

    My home state, Wisconsin, didn’t have turkeys when I was growing up. Well, OK, that’s not entirely true. Some holdover birds remained from a failed 1960s introduction attempt in central Wisconsin’s jack-pine country. My father used to take us duck, grouse, and woodcock hunting in that area, and once, we saw a group of those Allegheny-strain birds crossing the road. To a kid from Wisconsin, that was like seeing a dinosaur.

    In the late 1970s, some forward-thinking biologists at Wisconsin’s Department of Natural Resources decided to trade some ruffed grouse, which the state had in abundance, to Missouri for a few turkeys. The turkeys were transplanted to the Bad Axe River watershed in the southwestern corner of the state, and more than 30 years and several hundred thousand turkeys later, the rest is history.

    As turkeys took off in Wisconsin, turkey hunting soon followed. Trouble was, 99 out of 100 state hunters had no idea how to hunt the big birds. Deer? You bet. Waterfowl? Sure. Grouse and pheasants? Absolutely. But turkeys? Unless they had grown up in the South or had money to hunt exotic locales, Wisconsin hunters hadn’t a clue. And trust me, friends, I was at the top of that clueless list.

    After reading and hearing about this new type of hunting for almost a decade, my dad and I decided to give it a whirl. He had a friend with several hundred acres of prime turkey ground just off the Mississippi River in Crawford County, and spending a May weekend in Coulee Country seemed like a great idea.

    We figured we should probably learn something about turkey hunting first. So Dad bought a few Quaker Boy mouth calls and an audiocassette of a live hunt from legendary world champion Ben Rodgers Lee. I listened to the tape again and again, never really sure what I was hearing, but realizing Lee sounded like a turkey and called a lot. And at the end of the tape, a gunshot punctuated the hunt, so whatever Lee was doing must have worked.

    Then it was time for us to master the mouth call. The instructions on the package said to place the call tab-down in my mouth and then mouth the words “thee-ock” while forcing air across my tongue. Simple enough. After a few weeks of “thee-ocking” around my apartment, I sounded like . . . well, I sounded like a guy screeching “thee-ock.” Actually, it was probably a fair representation of the death cry of a vampire bat.

    As the big day neared, Dad and I broke out the secret weapon: a hen decoy! Being an avid duck hunter, I knew a love-struck gobbler would likely come to a faux hen just like bluebills to a string of black-and-white fakes. Sure, the hard-plastic full-body decoy was a bit cumbersome, and yes, I had to duct-tape a wooden stake to it, and OK, it made a lot of noise scraping against the brush, but it would doubtless be the element that sealed the deal on Mr. Tom.

    Finally, the turkey weekend arrived. Dad and I drove to Prairie du Chien, Wisconsin, got a motel and bought our licenses. The next morning, we were on the road early and in the woods before light. I don’t remember exactly what happened, but I know no turkeys gobbled nearby despite my best “thee-ocking.” On the way out, however, we flushed a hen from a grassy fence line and watched in stunned silence as it floated away. It was the closest I’d ever been to a turkey. There was hope.

    The next morning progressed much like the first, with one exception. At about 9 a.m., as I dozed and daydreamed deep in a wooded coulee, something responded to my “thee-ocking.”

    “Was that . . . ?” I thought.

    The noise echoed through the timber again, and that time there was no doubt. It was a turkey gobbling.

    Now what?

    Not knowing any better, I “thee-ocked” a few times. The turkey—which apparently also didn’t know any better—responded. Holy smokes—I’d really gotten into a mess. An actual live turkey was responding to my “calling” and would probably be looking for me soon. I had no idea what to do, and moreover, I was scared out of my wits.

    In hindsight, the hunt played out the only way it could. I “theeocked,” the gobbler responded and moved to within 100 yards, and eventually faded away. I never saw him and was quite relieved when the encounter was finished. Of course, any competent turkey hunter would have killed that bird within 15 minutes. He was pepper-hot and closed 200 yards in a heartbeat. No doubt, he didn’t see the source of the hen-talk and slinked away. Through the years, I’ve thought back often to that turkey and kicked myself for my ignorance. It would be three years before I finally learned enough to kill my first gobbler—and even that hunt involved lots of luck.

    That initial hunt now seems hilarious, but it got me started on the turkey-hunter’s path. Somewhere in that deep coulee, turkey hunting got under my skin and took hold. As my friend and esteemed turkey-hunting writer Dr. Jim Casada says, “I lost a corner of my soul to the wild turkey.” I’ve never gotten it back.

    Eventually, I learned that my “thee-ocking” sounded awful. I was also told that my skills with box and friction calls were sorely lacking. And I knew nothing about turkeys and their habits. But I was enthusiastic, so that counted for something. Persistence kept me in the turkey woods, and then good fortune smiled. In August 1995, my employer, Krause Publications, named me editor of Turkey & Turkey Hunting magazine. With that came a chance to learn from the greatest turkey-hunting writers, callers, and hunters in the industry. I served as editor for almost seven years, receiving countless lessons along the way. Even as I worked on other titles—Bass Pro Shops’ Outdoor World and Gun List/Gun Digest—turkey hunting remained at the forefront of my thoughts. Eventually, that led me back to Turkey & Turkey Hunting in November 2008 and to this book in February 2009.

    It would be impossible for me to thank everyone in the turkey-hunting industry who has helped me. You know who you are, and your instruction and assistance have been invaluable.

    Many thank-yous to all the landowners and outfitters who have so graciously let me chase turkeys on their land the past 20 years. I cannot name all of you, but without you, I would not be a turkey hunter.

    Special thanks to Patrick Durkin and Debbie Knauer, then of Krause Publications, for trusting me with T&TH in 1995. Thanks to Brad Rucks of F+W Media for trusting me again in 2008 and Hugh McAloon for trusting me with other titles along the way.

    I’ve had some great co-workers through the years, and I must thank them. Thanks to Dan Schmidt, Gordy Krahn, Bart Landsverk, Jim Schlender, Ryan Gilligan, Joe Shead, Dave Beauchaine, Al West, Jennifer West, Kevin Michalowski, Craig Netzer, Dustin Reid, Jake Edson, and many others.

    Of course, there would be no turkey magazines or books without the country’s greatest turkey writers. I cannot name everyone, but I must send out special thanks to Jim Casada, Gerry Blair, Michael Hanback, Jim Spencer, Scott Bestul, and Lovett E. Williams Jr. You are truly the best.

    Special thanks to Judith Schnell, Deb Smith, and the rest of the good folks at Stackpole Books. From my first effort in 2007, Hunting Pressured Turkeys, to this, working with you has been a pleasure. Also, I owe tremendous thanks to Tes Randle Jolly for the incredible photography that graces this book, and to Al West for the awesome graphics contained in several chapters.

    I’m indebted to my family for all their love and support through the years. Thank you Mom, Dad, Eric, Andrea, Robbie, Joan, Jody, Jim, John, Jay, Randy, Kim, Molly, Mackenzie, Riley, and Maddie. And of course, thank you, Jenny, for sharing your life and home with a turkey hunter.
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    Sometimes we make turkeys tougher than they really are. You’ll boost your odds if you settle down and hunt intelligently.
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    What Makes Turkeys

    Tough(er)?

    I was whipped.

    Physically drained from middle-of-the-night wake-up calls and long days of hiking ridges, and mentally beaten from turkeys that seemed to have a sense of humor about their daily routine of humiliating me, I had cried “no mas” and called it a season.

    “I can’t believe how bad it was,” I wrote in a whiney e-mail to Turkey & Turkey Hunting contributing editor Jim Spencer. “I’ve never seen so many tough birds in my life.”

    The reply was swift and straightforward.

    “[The tough spring] doesn’t qualify you for membership in the boohoo club,” Spencer wrote. “It’s supposed to be tough. That’s the whole point.”

    Man, isn’t that the truth. My bruised pride and hurt feelings had made me forget the essential element of turkey hunting: it’s inherently difficult.

    Really, that difficulty is what makes turkey hunting so enjoyable and popular, inspiring the rabid cadre of followers in America’s famed 10th Legion. If turkey hunting were easy, people wouldn’t get up at 3 a.m., drive 90 minutes, and spend countless hours in the woods just to get one more crack at a bird that has frustrated them. And if the game’s odds were stacked in a hunter’s favor, we wouldn’t jump, whoop, and fist-pump in pure elation every time we hit the jackpot and actually killed a gobbler.

    Of course, it’s no secret why turkey hunting is difficult: it’s the turkey itself.

    The bird is a survival machine. Meleagris gallopavo, in all his sub-species—Eastern (silvestris); Merriam’s (merriami); Rio Grande (intermedia); Gould’s (mexicana); and Florida, or Osceola (osceola)—is a living testament to a wild critter’s tenacious will to live. Turkeys have always been a prey species, of course, and were hunted, killed, and eaten from the first day their forebearers set foot in the woods. By the early twentieth century, the birds had almost been wiped out because of vast habitat destruction and severe commercial overharvest. Yet from a low point of about 30,000 birds during the Great Depression, turkeys have rebounded (with tremendous help from sportsmen and the National Wild Turkey Federation) and now number more than 7 million across North America. In fact, they’ve far exceeded their historical range and population numbers, opening the door for turkey seasons in 49 states, portions of Mexico, and several Canadian provinces.

    The bird is a miracle of evolution-honed survival skills. Its hearing is exceptional, letting a turkey detect the lightest footfall or crackle of brush in the woods. Its eyesight is legendary, allowing birds to pick up the slightest hint of movement several hundred yards distant. To top it off, the bird is always on alert—paranoid, perhaps. It is constantly looking around and checking things out, certain—rightfully so—that danger lurks behind every tree. And if a turkey detects something out of place, it doesn’t stop to investigate. The bird has no curiosity, so if it senses something is amiss, it leaves—and keeps going until it feels safe. It can dis -appear into dark timber with a roadrunner-like sprint across the countryside or an explosive flush and flight to points unknown. An old joke holds that if turkeys could smell, you would never kill one. That’s certainly an exaggeration, but there’s a lot of truth there.

    As the esteemed Mr. Spencer mentioned earlier, the act of spring turkey hunting is no cakewalk. You’re basically trying to reverse nature by convincing that wary gobbler to come to hen imitations. In reality, a hen that wants to breed goes to a gobbler, and Mr. Tom knows that. When he hammers from his roost, hens pitch down underneath his tree and breeding commences. That’s normal from a turkey’s point of view. It’s how the species has been perpetuated for millennia.

    So when an unseen “hen” yelps, clucks, and cackles at a longbeard’s gobbles but doesn’t come to him, it’s not quite normal. Will some gobblers go to those hen imitations? Absolutely, depending on their mood, the time of year, and myriad other factors. Will all or even most of them approach, calling to check it out? Nope. Even if they aren’t with hens, they might not gobble at calling. Or they might gobble but stay put, or even walk away. Even if they want to come to that noisy “hen,” many never make it. They get dissuaded by obstacles, intercepted by real hens, or merely draw a line in the sand and stop, waiting for what they know should occur.

    In the relatively rare occurrences when everything goes right and a gobbler comes to your calling, nothing is guaranteed. If you move, it’s finished—and that bird is gone. If he pops up behind a deadfall or goose-berry bush, you might not have a shot—and he’s gone. And if he tops a rise at 60 steps and doesn’t see the source of that calling, he ain’t sticking around. Trust me.

    Harvest statistics support all the aforementioned factors. For example, in my home state of Wisconsin, hunters shot a record 52,411 turkeys during spring 2007, a whopping total that placed it among the top turkey-harvest states in the country. Still, the success rate per individual permit holder was 25.5 percent. That’s right; hunters filled slightly more than one in four of the 205,306 permits issued during the first drawing and subsequent over-the-counter sale of leftover permits. Of course, those numbers don’t take into account hunter effort or people who couldn’t hunt, but the lesson is clear: even in a state crawling with more than 350,000 turkeys, success is far from guaranteed.

    As you can see, fooling and killing one of these miraculous survival machines is difficult. Now, here’s the bad news: that’s just Turkey Hunting 101. It’s man vs. turkey—like the first question on a test, it might seem difficult, but it doesn’t even begin to hint at the difficulties to come.

    Friends, the big, bad world of turkey hunting has almost limitless situations, challenges, and extenuating circumstances that make an already tough activity even tougher. In fact, there are multiple levels of tough uber turkeys out there, waiting to thwart the best you can throw at them.

    Let’s say you can hunt a 250-acre farm that’s loaded with turkeys. Sounds great, right? You bet—at least in Turkey Hunting 101. But when you add a day of high winds and driving rain to that mix, the picture becomes hazy. And what if you throw in some henned-up field turkeys, which you accidentally spook during a hasty move one morning? Now this tough proposition of turkey hunting has just become even more difficult. You’re entering a world that has tantalized and flustered folks for generations, leaving them questioning their abilities, their commitment to the sport, and perhaps even their sanity for sticking with it.

    But before you quit turkey hunting and take up model-train collecting, let me give you the good news: you can score on tough turkeys. In fact, you can kill the toughest turkey in the woods. That’s the point of this book. I’ll examine the factors that make a difficult activity even tougher and explain how you can overcome those difficult scenarios—and how you can even turn them to your advantage.
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    I’ll share what almost 20 years, 16 states, and hundreds of days in the woods—many with the world’s top turkey hunters and callers—have taught me about outsmarting tough turkeys. I’ll detail the skills, mindset, and gear you need to take on the most difficult gobbler. I’ll show you how to kill turkeys in wind, rain, heat, and on unfamiliar territory. And I’ll tell you how to tackle birds in fields, gobblers with hens, turkeys that hit the ground running, longbeards that roost in inaccessible areas, or just mean, old, hard-hunted birds. All of those are tough, but none are invincible.

    These tips will not help you score every time out—far from it. As we’ve established, this is a rough game you’ve chosen, and nothing is guaranteed—or even likely. But knowledge is power, and as your bag of tricks grows, your success will increase—especially during tough times.

    Here’s one final tip, and it might be the most important: no matter how difficult, frustrating, or even maddening turkey hunting gets, you have to enjoy it. Spending morning after morning being humiliated by a goofy bird is a far better thing than many of the daily struggles we face. Enjoy the little moments and the roller-coaster journey that is turkey hunting. Savor everything for what it is, and don’t let your idea of “success” be defined by beards hanging in a trophy room or statistics on a harvest report.

    Just the act of hunting turkey makes a successful day. I’d forgotten that years ago when I sent that e-mail to Spencer, and he set me straight. Please keep that lesson in mind as we examine how to make a tough sport a bit less difficult.

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 2
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    Best Practices for

    Tough Turkeys

    If you’ve been part of the corporate world the past few years, you’ve doubtless heard the buzzword—or, more accurately, buzz phrase—”best practices.” And like many folks, you’ve probably asked, “What the heck does that mean?”

    A brief Google search turned up these somewhat confounding definitions.

    
      • “Standard operating methods found to produce the best performance and results in a given industry or organization.”

      • “The processes, practices, and symptoms . . . that performed exceptionally well and are widely recognized.”

      • “Planning and/or operational practices that have proven successful in particular circumstances.”

    

    For our purposes, let’s stick with this translation: best practices are things that work. In turkey-hunting terms, those practices include the skills, knowledge, experience, and mindset that help you consistently fill tags, no matter the circumstances. These are the elements that define you as a turkey hunter. They let you kill turkeys when other folks don’t—in wind, rain, heat, and other seemingly impossible situations. Even when I discuss specific scenarios later in this book, I’ll always refer back to the base of knowledge and set of skills that make up your best practices.

    Turkey hunters acquire and hone their best practices one way: through experience afield. Because much of my professional life has involved writing about turkey hunting, I feel weird saying this, but here goes: reading and hearing about successful strategies can help you in your turkey pursuits, but until you actually do something, you won’t truly learn about it. Experience is by far the best teacher. To learn, you must do.
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    School is in session every day in the turkey woods. From the minute you leave your truck until the second legal shooting hours expire, the birds are revealing tiny, subtle clues. If you learn from these clues you will have more successful hunts.

    Experience tells you what to expect and how to react. It makes decisions easier and helps you decrease—albeit not avoid—mistakes. It helps calm your pounding chest, still your shaking hands, and focus on the hunt when opportunity presents itself.

    I’m a good example. I can pretty much divide my turkey-hunting career into four parts: clueless neophyte, eager apprentice, overconfident underachiever, and my current level, which I’ll let someone else classify. When I started turkey hunting, I had no idea what I was doing, and it showed in my lack of success. The few birds I killed came through dogged persistence rather than skill. After I started as editor of Turkey & Turkey Hunting magazine in 1995, I was privileged to hunt with many of the best callers and woodsmen in the country, and my trek up the learning curve got a huge boost. After a couple of years, I began to apply my newfound knowledge to my own hunts, but I seemed to lack that X factor possessed by great hunters. I made far too many mistakes. But now, after several hundred days in the woods and countless tough lessons at the hand of Mr. Tom, I’m a far better turkey hunter than I was even five years ago. The difference? Hard-earned experience.

    School is in session every day in the turkey woods. From the minute you leave your truck until the second legal shooting hours expire, the birds and their environment are revealing tiny, subtle clues. As hunters, we have to pay attention and decipher those daily tutorials. Sometimes learning comes easily, like when you stop calling to a hung-up gobbler and he walks into range 20 minutes later. Often the lessons are harsh, as when you take one step too many in an open woods and send turkeys scattering to the four winds. And many times, you don’t even decipher the lessons until days or even years later. (Don’t ask me why I insisted on cutting and running through small, open woodlots for so many years.)

    Always pay attention to details and try to learn the small stuff. Work endlessly at refining your skills, whether it’s calling, shooting, identifying sign, or moving through the woods. When you make observations, ask yourself, “Why?” Try to apply your conclusions to other situations. Above all, keep an open mind, and don’t make hasty judgments or determinations. Let turkeys teach you, and apply those lessons every day.

    THE BIRD AND ITS LANDSCAPE

    First and foremost, learn everything you can about turkeys: their vocabulary, habits, tendencies, physical characteristics, behavior patterns and eccentricities, and their reaction to weather, calling, and other factors. Discover how the social interaction between turkeys changes through the spring breeding season. Scout like a madman (see chapter 3).

    You could write volumes about each of those topics, but there are some general rules. You’ve probably heard folks discuss the differences between Easterns, Merriam’s, Rio Grandes, and Osceolas, but really, turkeys are turkeys no matter where they live. Honestly, the differences boil down to this: hunting pressure and how turkeys use the landscape in a specific area.

    The former is easy to define. If you take your average gobbler and plop him down in the middle of a public hunting area in Pennsylvania or New York, he’ll likely be bumped, boogered, and spooked many times throughout his life—and possibly shot at. If you take the same turkey and raise him in the South Dakota prairie, he will face far less interaction with bumbling human predators. Which turkey will be easier to hunt? It’s a simple answer.
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    No matter where you hunt, you must spend time with turkeys to learn about their peculiarities. Scout, hunt, or just watch.

    The landscape factor is tougher to crack, but it’s a critical piece of the puzzle. The basics are widely known, but the specifics of how turkeys use the land varies greatly by region. Remember the turkey in Pennsylvania and the turkey in South Dakota? The Eastern bird might spend most of his time on a hardwood ridge, follow hens into a wooded hollow, strut in a hilltop meadow, and never travel more than a few hundred yards all day. The prairie bird might sail down and make a beeline for the nearest food source—which could be a mile or more away. At night, he’ll make the trip back, because the big cottonwoods he favors are the only viable roost trees in the area.

    The bottom line is this: no matter where you hunt, you must spend time with turkeys to learn about their peculiarities. Scout, hunt, or just watch. Each opportunity to learn more about the bird will pay big dividends later.

    THE SKILLED TURKEY HUNTER

    Successful turkey hunters have several common attributes: they’re excellent woodsmen, they can call, and they are skilled with the tools needed to get the job done.

    Being a woodsman, of course, is predicated on spending lots of time in the woods and having experience with and knowledge of turkeys. Good woodsmen find and identify turkey sign, such as tracks, feathers, droppings, scratching, and dust bowls. They constantly listen to and watch turkeys. Using those observations and the clues provided by the sign they’ve found, they can put together pieces of the puzzle and formulate solid game plans.
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    Successful turkey hunters have several common attributes: they’re excellent woodsmen, they can call, and they are skilled with the tools needed to get the job done.

    Good woodsmen are quiet and stealthy. They can slip through the timber, making light footfalls on the crunchy forest floor and avoiding other noise, all the while watching and listening for turkeys or other critters. They can walk along a ridge without being skylighted or slip along a field edge without sticking out like a sore thumb. Depending on a turkey’s location, they know when to move and when to stay absolutely still. If necessary, they can slip and crawl on the ground to relocate or gain ground on a bird. They’re constantly filtering through the din of sounds in the spring woods, listening for distant gobbles or yelping. When they hear it, they can course it correctly (that is, determine the source of the sound), and thereby locate the turkey.

    Along with experience, woodsmanship is the most important factor in turkey-hunting success. I’ve often said that if you pit a good woods-man who is a poor caller against a great caller but shoddy woodsman, the former will kill turkeys more consistently than the latter.

    If you combine good woodsmanship with solid calling, you’ll be a gobbler-hunting machine. When I say “solid calling,” I don’t mean that you have to be a contest-caliber yelper. However, you must sound as realistic as possible, be well-versed with all types of calls, be able to produce a variety of turkey vocalizations, and above all, be confident and smart with your calling. (See chapter 4 on calling.)

    Don’t fall in love with your calling. Remember, it’s one leg in a solid foundation of turkey-hunting success. If you just want to marvel at your calling prowess, invite your buddies over to your house and hammer away on your favorite box, slate, or diaphragm. If you’re interested in turkey hunting, remember that the wonderful noises you make are just intended to make a gobbler believe there’s a hen there. Learn when to call and when to shut up, and know which calls to use in specific situations.

    Also, make sure your equipment is ready for any turkey task. Be familiar with your shotgun, choke-and-load combination, and know their effective range. Make sure your camo (hat, facemask, gloves, shirt, pants, and boots) isn’t too faded, and that your clothing will keep you warm during chilly mornings yet comfortable when the midday heat sets in. Keep your calls in good working order. If you’re hunting big country, a compass or Global Positioning System unit will help. Good binoculars are pretty much mandatory anywhere except the thickest timber. And whether you use them or not, it’s always wise to have two or three good-looking turkey decoys in your vest.

    More than anything, know how to use your equipment, and make sure you can access it when you need it. If you do, you might just need two more pieces of gear: your turkey tote and a sharp knife.
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    Good woodsmen find and interpret turkey sign, and then use it to their advantage.

    CONCLUSION: THE PERSISTENT MINDSET

    More than any other outdoor activity, turkey hunting requires persistence and a positive attitude. The roller coaster that is spring hunting can change in a second, turning a seemingly wasted day or week into the hunt of a lifetime.

    That’s because of the nature of turkeys. They often act in seemingly random fashion, not following any pattern or mode of behavior from day to day. In the blink of an eye, a gobbler that has acted disinterested all week can suddenly get hot, gobble at your calling, and run in. That’s why old-timers say that with turkey hunting, “Every day is opening day.” It’s corny, but it’s absolutely true.

    Never give up on a turkey hunt. Sure, you might have to give up on some gobblers—those that walk away, clam up, or seemingly disappear—but keep hunting as long as you can. You never know when a hen will leave a gobbler, or you’ll strike just the right note that gets a longbeard to fire-up or reveal his location, setting the wheel of opportunity in motion.
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    Patience is always part of a successful turkey hunter’s bag of tricks. Without it, you won’t have many turkey dinners.

    A never-say-die attitude won’t net you a gobbler every day or even every spring, but it will put more than a few beards and spurs on your wall. That was never more evident than almost a decade ago, when I was finishing up what seemed like a fruitless week hunting in southern Wisconsin.

    The final morning of my hunt, I worked a tepid gobbler for about 20 minutes before he drifted away with a hen. In desperation mode, I spent the rest of the morning driving through a large public area, yelping and cutting into the timber in hopes of striking a hot bird. I received no responses. Finally, willing to accept my failure, I returned to my original setup at 11:45 a.m. for one last shot. I had to leave at noon, so it was really a futile gesture. My yelping netted nothing, so I walked to the edge of the timber and prepared to say goodbye to my hunting grounds. Just then, a crow flew over a nearby pine grove and caw-cawed loudly. A thunderous gobble echoed in response. The bird I’d worked that morning was loafing in the shade of the trees.

    I slipped into the area, made a quick series of calls, and was walking out two minutes later with the longbeard slung over my shoulder. It was 12:01 p.m., and I’d killed the gobbler at the last possible minute of my hunt.

    Will that ever happen again? I don’t know. However, the memory of that hunt keeps me in the woods every day until the closing bell sounds.

  


  

  
    CHAPTER 3
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    Scouting

    To be honest, the turkey almost fell into my lap—literally.

    Thankfully, I’d been alert enough to follow the signposts.

    The previous day, a friend had invited me to hunt his 80-acre parcel during Wisconsin’s second spring turkey period. I knew the ground was good, but I was somewhat apprehensive because I’d only have a few hours to scout the place. Even if the land was better than the stuff I’d planned to hunt—which it surely was—I wouldn’t know it as well as the other property, which would put me at a disadvantage.

    Fortunately, the path was easy to follow. A quick walk up a farm road revealed numerous gobbler tracks. Some diverged onto a long timbered ridge, and the others split off to either side of a corn-stubble field. Tall pine plantations bordered two sides of the field, with open hardwood ridges on the other sides. Droppings and tracks in the field told me turkeys were hitting the corn hard, and a quick walk through the pines revealed that several turkeys were roosting there.

    The next morning, I slipped along the field edge to a spot where I thought turkeys might cross on their way to the field. Unknowingly, I’d hit the X. As dawn broke, turkeys gobbled from across the field, 100 yards to my left, behind me, and directly overhead. In fact, when the closest bird sounded off, he showered my friend and me with pine needles. One series of soft tree yelps sent several of the gobblers into a frenzy. Two flew down when it was still almost too dark to see, and one slowly made his way into range. After checking my watch to make sure I was legal, I clucked once and ended the quickest hunt I’d ever experienced.



OEBPS/Fonts/palabi.ttf


OEBPS/Images/i.jpg





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
Ihmg
] llﬂ(/evs






OEBPS/Images/iii.jpg





OEBPS/Images/1a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/4a.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/palab.ttf


OEBPS/Images/11a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/ii.jpg
36,

3

7





OEBPS/Images/14a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/vii.jpg





OEBPS/Images/16a.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/pala.ttf


OEBPS/Images/13a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/6a.jpg





OEBPS/Images/10a.jpg





OEBPS/Fonts/palai.ttf


OEBPS/Images/8a.jpg





