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An April to Remember: Misery and Magic
Blooming wild flowers, gobbling turkeys, morel mushrooms 
bursting through the forest floor, and the natural world 
celebrating its reawakening combine to make April one of 
my favorite months. Normally this newsletter leans heavily 
towards the past, with reminiscences of my marvelously 
misspent boyhood and recollections of old long ago figuring 
prominently in my ramblings. This time around, however, I 
thought it might be appropriate to share some reflections of 
the month just past. One of my favorite people and the 
unofficial poet laureate of the wild turkey, Tom Kelly, once 
devoted an entire book to an account of his springtime 
dealings with the grand game birds. Entitled The Season, the 
book is, as is always true of Tom’s efforts, a pure delight to 
read. What follows is a brief summation of my 2012 season.

April of 2012 proved for me to be a season which combined 
what might be styled “the spring of my discontent” with 
some times of pure delight. Turkey doings for me got off to a 
sad start with the death of my mentor in the sport, Parker 
Whedon, on the eve of a planned trip to hunt down Alabama 
way. This trip had been arranged thanks to arrangements 
made by Pam Swanner of Black Belt Adventures. Pam is a 
true professional at what she does, and I know beyond doubt 
that what she had lined up for me would have been a few 
days of fine hunting and finer fellowship. It was not to be; 
because there was no way my inner self would let me miss 
either the visitation or services for Parker. After all, as my 
wife astutely reminded me when we were talking about my 
long acquaintance with him, “second only to your father he 
may have had more influence on your life than any man.” I 
don’t know that I would agree, because along with Daddy 

This Month’s Special Offers
Special One-Of-A-Kind List of Turkey Items

Recently I went through and cataloged a number 
of turkey hunting items, most of which I have 
acquired this year and most of which are quite 
rare or unusual. Before I add them to my website 
listings and they become available to the general 
public, I thought I’d offer them here. That’s in 
keeping with the subject matter of this 
newsletter, and I’ll even sweeten the pot a little 
by covering shipping and insurance. A couple of 
the items are extraordinarily rare and none of 
them are easy to find. They are missing from 
most collections.

Payment by check, cashier’s check, money 
order, or online through PayPal.

1. Horatio Bigelow, Gunnerman (with a 
Foreword by Col. Harold P. Sheldon). NY: 
Derrydale Press, 1939. Hardbound (lovely 
red buckram with gold trim). No. 651 of a 
numbered, limited edition of 950 copies. 
Near fine (small bump to edge of spine 
keeps it from being so). xxii, 246 pages. 
Illustrated. A dandy book from the best-
known of all American sporting publishers. 
Not all turkey hunting but multiple 
chapters devoted exclusively to the sport 
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Grandpa Joe did a great deal to shape and mold me, but 
there’s no denying what my friendship with Parker meant.

He was a direct link with some of the greatest names in the 
sport—Henry Edwards Davis and the Turpins (Tom, Inman, 
and Hunter). Parker was at the heart of the fall tradition of 
hunting turkeys with dogs, he was a skilled call maker, and 
he collected information on the sport over virtually all of his 
adult life. Most significantly, he was gracious enough to take 
me under his tutelage and, as periodically as he thought I had 
earned it, Parker shared with me insight from his vast 
reserves of wisdom. How I loved to talk with him on the 
phone after an encounter, successful or not, with an old 
gobbler. I can hear his voice even now, as full of enthusiasm 
as a youngster at Yuletide, saying: “Tell me all about it.”

Mind you, Parker belonged to the old school of hunting. He 
had little but disdain for the National Wild Turkey 
Federation, frowned on all the hype connected with calling 
contests, and wanted nothing to do with much of the hoopla 
surrounding the sport in its modern form. His comment to me 
when we stood admiring the first turkey I ever killed (he 
called it in--I did nothing but pull the trigger) was typical. 
“That’s how it’s done,” he said, “now you are on your own.”
He realized that the essence of the sport was an uneven 
contest between man and bird, and he left me to learn in the 
school of trial and error. Yet periodically he would quietly 
suggest how I might have done something a bit differently, 
and he was solely responsible for making me the great fan of 
the wingbone call that I am and long have been.

 When I think of Parker all sorts of tidbits of wisdom come to 
mind. Speaking of a turkey on the roost, his admonition was: 
“Get his attention and lay a heavy dose of silence on him.”
When it came to playing the waiting game, he suggested: 
“Keep in place as long as you can stand it, then stay there 30 
minutes longer.” Or best of all maybe, the advice he gave me 
immediately after the above comment about being on my 
own once I had that first turkey on the ground. “Jim,” he said, 
“if you like turkey hunting as much as I think you will, there 
will come a time when you can’t remember every turkey you 
ever killed. Let’s go back and pick up your spent shotshell. 
When you get home, write up a little story about the hunt and 
put that information, along with the beard, inside the shell. 
That way you can always go back and relive a hunt.” It was 
splendid advice, and 283 turkeys later I’m still doing it.

There was a goodly gathering of family and friends at 
Parker’s graveside service, and to my delight several others 
had, like me, worn wingbone calls he had made around their 
necks. Without consulting anyone I had already made up my 
mind that I would, at some point in the service, put the first 
of numerous yelpers he made for me to my lips and produce 
a few yelps. When an artist with whom Parker had worked 
closely in connection with a major conservation project 

and mention of it in others. Also, there are 
two chapters devoted to coverage of the 
author’s acquaintance with and visit to 
Archibald Rutledge’s Hampton Plantation. 
An immensely readable, rare, and 
generally overlooked book. $225.

2. Another copy, this one #398 of 950. Very 
good, with a rather messy gluing job for a 
previous owner’s bookplate and slight 
fading to the spine keeping it from being 
fine. $195.

3. Bob Clark, Bob Clark’s Cure for Turkey 
Fever. No publisher or place given 
(privately printed in Pennsylvania for the 
author), 1987. Paperbound. 160 pages. 
Illustrated. Clark’s second book, and like 
the first one, quite rare. A good copy, 
inscribed and signed. $175.

4. Bob Clark, Long Beards, Long Spurs and 
Fanned Tails. Boiling Springs, PA: 
Northwoods Publications, 1981. 
Paperbound. 107 pages. Illustrated. Very 
good copy of an obscure book. Some 
minor staining to inside of cover, 
otherwise clean. $210.

5. “Wingbone” Cryer, You Never Know! 
Texarkana, TX: Optimum Publishing, 
1996. Paperbound. v, 245 pages. 
Illustrated. Signed and inscribed. Near 
fine but on close examination one notices 
some type of staining to the edge of a 
number of pages (the stain is unobtrusive 
and has no impact on either the cover or 
the book’s interior). This self-published 
book is extremely rare and this copy is the 
first one I’ve had on offer in a number of 
years. In fine condition would bring $750 
to $1000. A chance to obtain a really 
elusive and quite presentable copy book 
at a very reasonable price. $350.

6. Jack Dudley, The Greatest Moments of 
My Life. DeKalb, MS: Privately published 
by the author, 1991. Hardbound in dust 
jacket. Illustrated. Signed. An extremely 
rare book and one of the most difficult of 
all works from the modern era to find. 
Almost certainly fewer than 1000 were 
printed, and since the author gave away 
many of the copies, they have 
disappeared from the scene. This is the 
first copy I’ve offered in years. Book is like 
new but the dust jacket has tears at front 
top (though it is complete). If you don’t 
have this work I can guarantee you will 
have trouble locating it. $950.

7. M. L. Lynch—Two advertising items. One 
a single sheet for Lynch’s Quail Call, the 
other a four-page ad for Lynch’s Fool 
Proof Turkey Call. Both in very good 
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focusing on his beloved Catawba River mentioned having 
been given a Spirit Yelper, as Parker named his signature 
call, that was my opening. I offered some plaintive yelps and 
another man he had mentored did the same. Later the artist 
told me that Parker had once confided in him: “I hope 
somebody calls on a yelper at my funeral.” That soothed my 
soul and eased my sorrow at what was and will continue to 
be a great personal loss.

When opening day arrived here in South Carolina it was 
almost as if Parker was afield with me. When I killed a fine 
gobbler in mid-morning and stood admiring the bird my 
thoughts immediately turned to the man in reverent 
recollection and realization that I was truly fortunate to have 
one of America’s great old turkey men to guide my footsteps. 
I can’t resist sharing a tale from our early acquaintance, one 
which I suspect explains, as much as anything, why Parker 
decided I was worthy of his efforts.

We were traipsing through the greening-up woods of April in 
the middle of the day, and as my wont, I was noting and 
commenting on wild flowers with which I was familiar. 
There was some sweetshrub growing on a hillside near a little 
creek, and I pointed it out to Parker and asked whether he 
knew the old Appalachian name for the plant. He replied 
“no” and I indicated it was “sweet bubby or bubbies.” I then 
explained that it was once common for mountain women, 
who in the days long before indoor plumbing didn’t have all 
that many opportunities to bathe, to break of a sprig of the 
aromatic flowers of the aptly named sweetshrub and stick in 
their bosom (i. e., between their “boobies” or “bubbies”). 
That really tickled his fancy, as did the fact that I was able to 
identify a number of other flowers and shrubs with which he 
was unfamiliar. I have always believed that the fact I 
possessed some basic field naturalist skills, mostly learned 
from my father and grandfather as well as a wonderful high 
school biology teacher, gave me a leg up in Parker’s eyes. He 
evidently felt that my abysmal ignorance of all matters 
connected with turkey haunting was in some small degree 
alleviated by general knowledge of woods, woodsmanship, 
and the natural world.

That opening day bird was balm for my turkey hunting soul, 
but in the following week things went to hell in a hand 
basket. After working a bird for upwards of three hours and 
finally getting him to fly a creek and come onto my property, 
I promptly made the most basic of mistakes. I failed to get 
my cheek down on the gun’s stock and shot over the 
gobbler’s head. There was no need for me to have been 
rushed or in any way hurried. The turkey didn’t know I was 
in the world and was coming apace strutting and gobbling. I 
simply became too excited and as a result I’m still living with 
the misery of a miss. Mind you, there have been many 
previous ones and no doubt are more in the future. The only 
positive thing I can spin out of it is that the excitement 

condition. Obscure ephemera. $30 for the 
pair.

8. M. L. Lynch, Meet the Champ in Action 
and Complete Professional Turkey Calling 
Manual. Birmingham, AL: M. L. Lynch 
Co., no date. Paperbound. 24 pages. 
Illustrated. Good—shows signs of wear 
and there are pencil markings (some 
numbers) on page 3. An obscure item 
missing from many holdings. $55.

9. M. L. Lynch, The Wild Turkey and Its 
Hunting. Birmingham, AL: M. L. Lynch, no 
date. Paperbound. 16 pages. Although 
there is no hint whatsoever of its origins, 
this material is actually lifted, in full, from 
E. A. McIlhenny, The Wild Turkey and Its 
Hunting. In other words, it is plagiarized. 
Interestingly, McIlhenny also skated on 
thin ethical ice, because the book which 
bears his name was almost entirely 
written by Charles Jordan. Interesting in a 
lot of ways. Very good. $55.

10. NWTF, Wild Turkey Stamps. Edgefield, 
SC: NWTF, 1978. This is an album, with 
an introductory statement by Tom 
Rodgers, designed to hold the turkey 
stamps issued annually by the 
organization. The album is in fine 
condition and it includes very fine mint 
copies of every stamp from the first one of 
1976 through 1995 (20 stamps in all with 
a face value of $92). An unusual and 
attractive item. $185.

11. Ben Ames Williams, The Happy End. NY: 
The Derrydale Press, 1939. Hardbound. 
Xiv, 240 pages. Limited edition of 1250 
copies, this copy #1110. Includes a great 
turkey story, “The Centaurs,” as well as 
an Introduction, “Turkeys, Dreams and 
Mr. Williams” by noted writer Kenneth 
Roberts. Good copy—there is a bit of 
staining to the linen portion of the cover. 
Unusual item from the most famous of all 
American sporting presses. $95.

12. NWTF’s Wild Turkey stamps in special 
presentation folder with a first day of issue 
cover bearing the post office imprint of the 
town of Turkey, North Carolina. Each of 
these items includes a description of the 
year’s wild turkey stamp and the actual $5 
stamp. I have these items for the years 
1981, 1982 (2 of this year’s offering), 
1983 (2 of this year’s offering), 1984, and 
1985. These items are unusual and will 
likely become increasingly collectible with 
the passage of each year. All are in very 
fine condition. $30 each.
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Back to Top

The morning after the miss, with the persistence which is a noteworthy characteristic of any serious turkey 
hunter, I was back in the woods to greet the dawn. A couple of distant turkeys gobbled early and I was trying to 
make up my mind which one I needed to close ground on before setting up. As I played the two scenarios in my 
mind, a diesel engine rumbled to life a few hundred yards away. It was soon followed by a second diesel and 
then the world fell apart. The neighboring landowner (whom I do not know) had picked the second week of 
April to clear cut several hundred acres of prime hardwood timber. I’m sure every turkey in a mile radius 
suddenly decided it needed to be somewhere else, because the racket of falling trees, whining saws, and logging 
trucks made the Tower of Babel seem like quiet time in the school library. I could have sat down and cried, 
although I do realize that next year all of this will work to my advantage, as it will this fall in deer season.

Fortunately I had three out-of-state hunts ahead, and I could look forward to those as I licked my wounds from 
the destruction going on adjacent to my property. Those hunts took place, in the order they are listed, in the 
states of Kentucky, Tennessee, and North Carolina. All brought success in the form of tagged turkeys, not to 
mention fine camaraderie and the sort of social interaction which is part and parcel of the overall turkey hunting 
experience. Accordingly, get set for a dose of turkey tale telling or, if tales of big birds and the spring woods, 
don’t float your boat, maybe you will want to skip to the recipes at the end. However, even those offerings 
revolve around the wonders of spring as seen through the eyes of a turkey hunter.

The Kentucky trip was one of the industry-related hunts which are an integral part of the writing life. The idea is 
to venture afield with noteworthy folks in the industry, see their products in action, get a feel for the nature of 
their operation, and hopefully obtain story material. In this case my hosts for the Kentucky hunt were the guys 
from Down N Dirty Outdoors, fellows who have made a major splash on the hunting scene in recent years. The 
company is the brain child of a pair of splendid hunters and callers, as well as longtime buddies, from 
Lewisburg, Kentucky, Mark Coin and Jason Kidd. Back in 2004 these guys, both hardcore turkey hunters, 
teamed up to take their passion to the commercial level. Along the way they picked up some local support (we 
had the better part of 10,000 acres to hunt thanks to a local investor in Down N Dirty who is also a major 
landowner). They have, in less than a decade, made truly impressive strides. 

Their gobble call, The Haint, was the talk of the NWTF Convention in Nashville this year, and they recently 
added one of the true icons of the sport, Eddie Salter, to their staff. Eddie, with his longtime presence in the 
industry and genius for call development, should be an ideal complement to Down N Dirty. I had heard The 
Haint at a writer’s meeting back in the fall, and had enjoyed the opportunity to “run” box calls and slates made 
by Down N Dirty. The opportunity to share a hunt camp with them was an irresistible opportunity, never mind 
that I absolutely hate to fly in today’s world of the TSA. Based on my experience, there’s no way on this green 
earth that the average intelligence quotient of TSA employees reaches triple digits, and what makes that even 
worse is the fact that there is so much of what old mountain folks call “uppitiness” in their ranks.

That’s beside the point though. Jason met a fellow writer, Doug Howlett (one-time editor of the NWTF’s 
magazine back when it went by the title Turkey Call and was devoted exclusively to the sport, unlike today’s 
situation), and me in Nashville. An hour and a half later we were at the Down N Dirty shop changing clothes and 
getting ready for an afternoon in the woods. I won’t go into any great detail other than to say that for the first 
afternoon and about 11 hours of the next day yours truly, along with Jason, a cameraman, and the son of the 
landowner, covered a lot of ground, listened to a fair number of gobbling turkeys, and had nothing but weary feet
to show for our efforts.

Along the way on the second day, I picked four-leaf clovers and handed one, in turn, to each of my companions. 
After we had hunted all day Jason said something to the effect: “You said you wanted to hunt all day (other than 
a 30-minute stop for a sandwich and soda that’s exactly what we’d done); now let’s get down to business.” We 
took a longish hike through as pretty a piece of turkey country as you’ll see, at one point walking along an 
avenue of overarching pawpaw bushes that could have been the portals to a turkey hunting paradise. Finally we 

remains as strong for me as it was decades ago. Hopefully 
that will never change.
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set up in a long, narrow food plot nestled at the foot of hardwood ridges. Jason yelped one time and I may have 
sent out a note or two on my trusty wingbone.

At any rate, with the cameraman still fidgeting with his 
equipment and panning to see what view he had, a 
longbeard popped into the field. I whispered turkey in the 
field and one of us, probably the cameraman since he was 
closest to the turkey, made an untoward movement. The 
bird, while not badly spooked, started the old “I’m walking 
away from here” march. At about 30 yards, never mind 
camera footage or anything else, I laid him low with a load 
of No. 5s from a 3 ½-inch Remington shell stuffed into a 
borrowed Benelli. The string of misfortune of the previous 
two weeks was at an end, and as we stood admiring the bird 
and talking about various rituals of the hunt, Jason shared a 
tale of a youngster he had accompanied on a youth hunt. He 
indicated that the boy, in a similar situation, had solemnly 
removed a primary feather from a gobbler and reverently 
“planted” it in the ground. I loved the idea of seed for the 
future and a sense of spirituality connected with the hunt. It 
is a concept I’ll use to good advantage in a future “Craft and 
Culture” column for Turkey & Turkey Hunting magazine.

We barely beat a driving rainstorm back to the truck, but the
first leg of my three-state hunt was a success. 

I flew home the next afternoon, spent a night reorganizing 
gear, getting some camo duds cleaned by my long-suffering 
wife, and preparing for a trip to Tennessee. It was in 

connection with the mid-year meeting of the board of the Southeastern Outdoor Press Association (SEOPA), a 
group to which I’ve belonged for decades and which I presently serve as secretary. The board meeting was 
several days off, but since it was scheduled for Johnson City, just a few miles from the stomping grounds of an 
old turkey hunting friend and one of the most devoted and skilled turkey men I know, Larry Proffitt, I had 
arranged to combine business with pleasure.

Larry, who is the quintessence of old-time Appalachian hospitality, was going to be on the road hunting in 
Texas, Oklahoma, and Kansas, but he graciously turned over the home of his late mother to me and two equally 
avid hunters, husband-and-wife team Jill Easton and Jim Spencer. Jill is the current president of SEOPA and the 
two of them regularly travel to 10 or 12 states each spring while enmeshed in the grand quest. I had already been 
getting regular accounts of three- and four-year old gobblers going to their final reward from them.

Not only did Larry provide us a place to stay—he had stocked the house with enough groceries for an entire hunt 
camp and left strict instructions that we were not to be charged for anything we ate at Ridgewood Barbeque, as 
fine a “down home” BBQ place as you’ll ever visit (it lay just down the hill from the house where we were 
staying). If you are ever in or around Bluff City, Tennessee, ask directions to this local culinary shrine. They’ve 
been serving BBQ and all the fixin’s since 1948, and if you dip a cracker into the blue cheese dip they serve 
you’ll never be the same. As for the serving sizes, I got a pork platter one night and ate three full meals off of it 
(and I’m no dud as a trencherman).

Mind you, the nearby ridges will readily take care of any extra calories, and Larry, along with housing and 
feeding us, had even arranged for two local fellows, Fred Markland and James Heaton, both turkey hunters of 
the first rank, to serve as our guides and companions. Our first morning dawned damp and rainy, with rain 
having fallen steadily since before midnight. Fred and I opted to spend the opening hours in a blind on his family 
property. This is an approach I don’t normally like, but given the weather I welcomed the shelter. We watched a 
bunch of young gobblers, one of which had a full-grown gobble and would have fooled anyone who couldn’t see 
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it, cavort in front of us before finally acting like the teenagers they were and wandering off.

A distant gobble was all the draw we needed to leave the blind, and some ridge running, positioning, and calling 
put me in what I thought was a good spot. Unfortunately there were two old roads leading to the point where I 
sat up, and I selected the wrong one. I’ll never know whether it was a mature longbeard or a young tom which 
came to the calling, but it got within a dozen yards, offered half a dozen irritated “where are you?” clucks, and 
said to heck with it.

The following morning found us in a different locale, listening to at least two mature gobblers and a bunch of 
young toms while once again failing to make a meaningful connection as the birds filtered away. That afternoon, 
however, Fred and Jill watched a bird that had Jill hyperventilating about the size of its beard and body. 
Accordingly, when Fred and I settled into place about as close to the roost site as we dared the following 
morning, I had high hopes. These gradually dwindled as night gave way to light and there was but a single 
gobble, obviously from an immature tom, as crows raised a ruckus and geese honked in a seemingly ceaseless 
cacophony. 

Then, about fly-down time, a vociferous jaybird flew overhead 
and it was as if a switch had been triggered on eight or ten 
gobblers. Two series of soft clucks and muted tree yelps got two 
responses, and I stuck the yelper in my shirt pocket to play the 
waiting game. A half hour later a bunch of birds, among them 
two clearly discernible longbeards, paraded into a field 35 yards 
from where I was set up. It was all over moments later with a fine 
three-year-old bird in hand and tales to be told. When we got 
back to camp Larry had shown up, having cut his Texas trip short 
after facing triple-digit temperatures, so we had a good visit. That 
evening he let us view and handle a bunch of calls which once 
belonged to Dwain Bland, and I knew the considerable joy of 
eliciting a few clucks and yelps from Bland’s celebrated suction 
yelper, “Jezebel.” What a great trip, and what a fine reminder that there are grand folks like Larry Proffitt out 
there amongst the membership of the Tenth Legion.

Once again it was the typical routine of a hard-gunning turkey hunter—home for a day and then on the road 
again, this time to Willow Oaks Plantation just outside Eden, North Carolina. Upon arrival late in the afternoon, 
I drove down a gravel road and, as I did so, noticed what I first thought was a hen decoy perched alongside the 
drive. As I neared she moved and then I caught sight of two longbeards back behind her. Talk about a visual 
welcome!

Willow Oaks owner Arthur Dick greeted me upon arrival, still in the midst of winding down from his son’s 
wedding on the property the previous day. We chatted a bit and he said: “If nothing else you’ll eat well, because 
we’ve got worlds of prime rib, salmon, ceviche, salad, wine, and the like left over from the wedding feast.” I got 
moved in to my room—sumptuous would be a fitting description—and then Arthur took me for a drive around 
the property. He has done a marvelous job of intensive management with wild bobwhites as his primary focus. I 
saw and heard the glorious little five-ounce packages of feathered dynamite everywhere I went while at Willow 
Oaks. Similarly, our tour resulted in sighting one turkey after another, with the majority of them being gobblers. 
I subsequently concluded that most hens were nesting and it was that wonderful period of time, short though it 
may be, when gobblers are alone and still keenly interested in romance.

Outdoor photographer and good friend Glenn Wheeler joined us at supper time, and is ever the case in turkey 
season, I was soon ready for dreams of dawn and gobbling longbeards. As so often happens, the next morning, 
full of expectations after having seen so many turkeys the previous evening, proved frustrating. We heard distant 
gobbles at dawn, and Glenn and I tried to maneuver on field birds three times with no success whatsoever. 

We decided to separate that evening, and a patch of beautiful woods offering a view of three different fields was 
my destination of choice. I found an ideal set-up spot, build a bit of a blind, got comfortable, and called 
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sparingly—a cluck or two, with maybe a short series of yelps, every half hour. I’ll also confess to a bit of 
napping once or twice. Nothing happened until a few minutes before 6:00 p.m. when I caught a glimpse of black 
just as the turkey passed behind a massive willow oak. This gave me the perfect opportunity to get my gun up, 
although I wasn’t certain whether I had seen a hen, gobbler, or young tom. The bird took what seemed an 
eternity to reappear, but when it stepped out from behind the tree all doubts were resolved. I already had the 
safety off and a trigger squeeze sent a load of #6 Hevi-Shot to their ultimate destination. 

I was delighted before I even reached the flopping bird, but that delight gave way to something approaching 
delirium once I saw my prize. It was, all things considered, the finest Eastern of my entire career. Not a 
particularly heavy bird at 17.5 pounds, but it sported two beards of 11 ½ and 9 ½ inches and, better still, 
matching 1 5/8-inch spurs rounding off, scimitar-like, to sharp points. The photos will give you a better idea of 
the spurs.

The following morning saw me put the cherry atop my already delectable hunter’s sundae. I got on a strong 
gobbling bird at about 8:30 a.m., and after a repositioning move of perhaps 300 yards, the turkey got quite 
interested. He gobbled at my calling twice then shut up. I immediately decided he was either on the way or had 
acquired himself a hen. Ten minutes later a tree crashed to the ground well to my left (there was a stiff wind) and 
the turkey gobbled at the sound, much closer to me than he had been. A couple of clucks evoked enthusiastic 
responses, and minutes later I had my second North Carolina bird. Two fine turkeys in the space of about 15 
hours, both taken as I listened to sounds from a world we have largely lost in the form of whistling quail—what 
a way to end a season.

I’ll simply close by saying that Willow Oaks is truly something special, and Arthur Dick has 2,000 acres which 
show what careful, conscientious habitat management can do. Interestingly, turkeys are well down his list of 
management priorities, with quail and whitetails coming first. The simple truth of the matter though is that good 
management has a positive impact on all sorts of game, not to mention songbirds, which were present in 
impressive numbers and variety. As I walked past a trio of tombstones en route to a post-hunt photo session with 
Glenn, I couldn’t help but pause and ponder the tombstones for members of the Broadnax family, the hardy folks 
who created Willow Oaks along a lovely stretch of the Dan River well over two centuries ago. My thoughts ran 
along the lines of what a paradise this place must have been in the 18th century and the way Arthur Dick is 
restoring it, including the original Broadnax home, which is on the National Historic Register, to its former 
splendor. It was enough to gladden the soul of any turkey hunter and lover of the good earth.

I’ve had far better springs in terms of turkeys taken, ground covered, states visited, days afield, and other 
standards of measurement. Yet in some ways, for all the sadness at the outset, the spring just concluded was one 
of surpassing gladness. For that matter, they all are, for there are few things more meaningful in my life, other 
than family and my own particular brand of faith, than the opportunities afforded by spring turkey hunting. My 
good friend and fellow turkey scribe Jim Spencer put it quite nicely as we raised a glass at a meal together in 
Tennessee. His toast was as succinct as it was spot on: “To Turkeys!” All I can add is a hearty “Hear, Hear”

The finest Eastern of my entire career. 
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along with a closing note of vexation to the effect that I often see this mistakenly rendered as “Here, 
Here” (that’s part of the way we used to call dogs when we jumped a rabbit, not the resounding voice of 
approval that originated in Britain’s parliament). That’s enough of being pedantic though. April has come and 
gone, I need a rest, yet already I long for another round of the rites of spring. 

Back to Top

Turkey Recipes

TURKEY STROGANOFF SUPREME

1 pound boneless wild turkey (you can use dark meat if you first cook it in a stew pot until the meat is easily 
removed from the leg and thigh bones; otherwise use breast meat cut into thin strips)

2 tablespoons margarine
1 tablespoon olive oil
½ cup chopped onion
2 large garlic cloves, minced
1 (10 ½ ounces) can Healthy Request cream of chicken soup
¼ cup white wine (chardonnay)
¼ cup water
1 teaspoon beef bouillon granules
2 teaspoons Worcestershire sauce
¼ teaspoon coarsely ground black pepper
4 tablespoons sour cream

Tenderize turkey strips (if using breast meat) with meat mallet and cut into ¼-inch strips. Melt margarine and 
add olive oil. Heat to medium heat and add turkey, onion, and garlic. Sauté until turkey is done (or in case of 
dark meat until onion is translucent). Add soup, wine, water, beef bouillon, Worcestershire sauce, and pepper. 
Bring to a boil, reduce heat, cover and simmer 30-45 minutes. Add sour cream and stir until heat through, but do 
not boil. Serve over pasta or rice.

TURKEY PIE

6 tablespoons butter
6 tablespoons all-purpose flour
¼-1/2 teaspoon black pepper
2 cups homemade turkey broth (save this from when you stew dark meat for use in salads, pate, soup, or the 
like—you can also use store-bought chicken broth)
2/3 cup half-and-half or cream
2 cups cooked wild turkey
Prepared pastry for two-crust pie

Melt butter; add flour and seasonings. Cook about a minute stirring constantly. Add broth and half-and-half and 
cook slowly until thickened. Add turkey and pour into pastry-lined pan. Top with rest of pastry and pinch edges 
together. Bake at 400 degrees for 30-45 minutes or until pastry is browned.

TURKEY FRUIT SALAD

1 (20-ounce) can pineapple chunks, drained
1 red apple, cored and chopped (substitute drained Mandarin orange slices if desired)
3 cups cooked rice
2 cups cooked wild turkey
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1 cup seedless grapes
½ cup sliced celery
1 (8-ounce) carton light peach yogurt
2 tablespoons orange marmalade
1 tablespoon grated orange peel
Lettuce leaves

Combine pineapple, apple, rice, turkey, grapes, and celery in a large bowl. Combine yogurt, marmalade and 
orange peel in a separate bowl, mixing well. Add yogurt mixture to fruit and turkey, tossing to mix. Spoon salad 
into a bowl lined with lettuce leaves.

Back to Top

Thank you for subscribing to the Jim Casada Outdoors newsletter. 
Feel free to contact Jim with your comments, questions or suggestions at jc@jimcasadaoutdoors.com.
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