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The OWU Spring Classic proved to be more than expected, in many ways, in 2009.  First, there was the snow, serious snow, the night before the event. The morning of the event the weather was bleak at best, but, my husband, Will, and I had committed to an exposition of Retriever Handling for the OWU Spring Classic.  Only for Beck Wood, would we brave that type of weather forecast to exit our comfy bed, and travel to Southern Sportsman Lodge in Selma.  Plus, Castor (“Cas”), our HRC retriever, had been told that he was going to get to show off for the participants that day; who could resist those big black eyes?
Despite the cold wind, rain, and temperatures, we had a great day.  I have been involved with OWU from its inception.  Participating in OWU  events as an instructor, participant, and go-fer  has been informative and rewarding. On this particular day, it was more than rewarding.  Not only did “Cas” successfully retrieve a blind mark for Will, I won a raffle for a Spring Turkey Hunt with Johnnie Wood as my guide.

On a spectacular spring morning, later in the spring, I harvested my first turkey!  Johnnie Wood did an excellent job of guiding my first successful turkey hunt.  Prior to getting into the woods, he went over the basic strategies of turkey hunting and reviewed safety items.  

Listening to him use various calls to locate a turkey was most interesting.  Many inexperienced turkey hunters think that the only call used is that of a hen. Johnnie created very believable calls for an owl, a crow, and a turkey.  It was a misty spring morning and the three of us stood along the wood line with our ears attentive to any positive response we might hear.  The crows were, and are, happy to oblige! 

One of the things I love most about hunting is walking through the woods and looking and listening to what creation has to reveal. This morning was no exception. We eased around and called, listening, looking, and waiting. Both Will, my husband, and Johnnie are very seasoned woodsmen. How blessed was I to have this early morning experience with them at my side? I watched everything they did, from the way they walked, to how quickly they pulled their masks over their eyes, to the way they carried their guns.  I was determined to have a rewarding and safe morning whether I bagged a turkey or not.

No gobblers were taking our enticements, so Johnnie suggested we relocate to another field, several miles away. It was later in the morning, to be setting up for a hunt. However, I was very confident in my companions expertise and knowledge of the woods and of our challenger—the gobbler.
Johnnie knew the woods very well and put me at the base of a tree about 10 yards away from him.  Will was facing opposite of me. They were calling and purring back and forth and all of a sudden, Will said, “There is a turkey right behind you.”  OMG!  I was so excited!  I kept thinking, “Sit very still. Sit very still.”

I could hear the turkey moving just behind my right shoulder. The leaves were quietly crunching under his stealthy steps. He was looking for the “girls” he heard.  The compulsion to look at him was tremendous, but, I knew I must sit still. Watching Will’s eyes and listening to the turkey’s steps right behind my tree, I was breathless.  When Will closed his eyes, I thought, “That turkey is staring at him, I must sit very,  very still, which is a very,  very difficult thing for me to do, usually. 
Tenacity paid off.  The turkey began to walk back towards the ridge it had materialized upon. He was leaving. Then, he hopped up on a fallen log to peruse the location just one-more-time, and decided to check out the space just behind my left shoulder.  MISTAKE.  

Will whispered, “Take your safety off and get ready.”

I carefully snapped my safety off and was on full-alert.

Wait.Wait.Wait. 

Will said, “Now.”

I shouldered my gun, took aim, and Pow.  I jumped up and ran towards him, which was one of the things Johnnie and Will had reviewed with me.  Standing over my first turkey with great anticipation of “What should I do next?”  They started laughing at me and saying, “ You got him. You got him. You don’t have to do anything else!”

Excited does not begin to describe what I was feeling. Jumping up and down, I kept saying,” I got a turkey, I got a turkey, a lot of guys don’t kill a turkey!!”  My two male hunting guides, said, “You sure did. You got one. You did great!”

Now, I want to go again. It is so much more fun than deer hunting. Turkey hunting is active, even the sitting perfectly still part, is really very active.

I know I am spoiled and blessed because both my father and my spouse are avid outdoorsmen and have included me in many related activities throughout my life. However, that day, I killed my first turkey and it was my second time to go as the hunter and not just as a student. Having developed many outdoors skills from the two of them is one of the reasons I became involved with OWU. I realized that many women want to know and develop skills in out-door sports but have never had the opportunities to do so. An expert I am not, but, a willing participant I am.
Working with OWU has revealed to me that many women, from many socioeconomic and vocational backgrounds have a true interest in developing outdoor sporting skills.  OWU consistently does a good job of providing interesting events with talented and professional instructors.  The events are always planned to provide the training and exposure to the sports or skills, in low-stress environments and to minimize intimidation.  These are a few of the reasons OWU is becoming so popular. I am a member, have been from the beginning. I have been a participant, an instructor, a helper, a raffle winner, and now, a successful turkey hunter!    Bobbie-Ann S. Thames

