Happy Thanksgiving and Pass The Ammunition
 

This week in this part of the country a die hard group of good ol boys will leave the comfort of home and fireplace, turkey and all the trimmings, and an afternoon in a recliner watching football games to spend the entire Thanksgiving week hiding in the cold bushes hunting deer.
 

My friend Joe Seaman is one of them. Every year Joe heads off to the mountains of NC to rendezvous with a bunch of old gomers and they’ll spend the whole week camping and hunting in the woods.
 

I dropped by Joes place the other day and found him and his boy Ned down behind the house working on Joe’s pickup truck. Ned and Joe had just put the camper shell on the back of the truck so Joe could take it hunting.  Ned said Joe really only goes hunting so he can sit around the campfire with all the other old men and eat stew and tell lies. Ned also said he bet if we hid Joes shells he’d go the whole week without even noticing.
 

I looked over about that time and saw a couple bags of horse feed and since I know Joe doesn’t keep horses I asked what they were for. Ned pointed at his dad and said, "That’s what he puts out for the deer to eat". I said, "Well that must be his trouble then, he’s putting the wrong food out and luring the wrong thing. Instead of attracting deer he’s attracting horses and if he ain’t careful he might just shoot one".
 

Well of course Ned and I started cackling and hooting about this time. Joe wasn’t impressed and he growled in manly fashion that he’d be glad to take us up to the house and show us his freezer full of deer meat.
 

We left Joe alone after that. He might be beating up on 80 years old, but it’s a pretty good bet he could still beat up on us.
 

As for me personally I’ve never taken up the manly art of deer hunting.  Its not that I don’t like camping or eating stew. I make a mean pot of stew and I can out lie the best of them.  I also spend an awful lot of time in the woods behind High Grass Manor sitting by the campfire in my Redneck Encampment. It's just that I figure if my luck hunting is anything like my luck fishing Id never even see a deer much less get off a shot at one.  
 

I’ve fished nearly all my life and have never caught much of anything.  The last time I did was over a year ago when I pulled some kind of ugly slimly fish like thing out of the South Fork River. Before that the last time I caught an eating size fish I was 14 years old.  I’ve tried everything they say do to catch fish to include using one of those under water fish radars and its a heck of a thing to be able to actually see fish all around your baited hook but still wont go near it.  
 

So I know I wouldn’t have much luck deer hunting. And they don’t even make radars to find deer that I know of and if they did I expect you’d have to rent a helicopter to use it. Even then Id be willing to bet it’s against the law to shoot at deer from a helicopter.  At least I sure hope it is. I can just see some fool now flying down the power lines shooting at deer.
 

With my luck Id end up like the guy in that home video that sprayed him down with lady deer musk only to get attacked by a huge male deer who was only looking for love.  The man’s wife is heard to say while all this is going on, "I told him that was a bad idea".
 

So this Thanksgiving, in a ritual as old as Thanksgiving its very self, hosts of good ol boys from all over this part of the country will join Joe and his confederates for the thrill of the hunt, the stew, the lies or all the above.
 

The good news here is for good ol boys wives like Anna Seaman. They get the entire house, bed and all to themselves for an entire week.  Laurie says that’s a vacation money cant buy. She also says she’s getting me a 30-06 and an orange hat for Christmas.
 

