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It was in the middle of April that the Fort 

Riley Outdoorsmen Group (FROG) held 

their annual youth fishing day at Moon 

Lake on Fort Riley. 

 

The event was well attended; over three 

hundred kids participating with lots of fish 

being caught and prizes given away.  This 

event gets more popular with each passing 

year. 

 

It was during the event that I got a call on 

my cell phone from my wife who was at a 

play ground with my grandkids on the far 

side of the lake. 

 

“Listen!” she said and in the back ground I 

could hear birds gobbling.  She told me that 

there were three huge gobblers right out in 

the open gobbling their heads off in plain 

sight.  Every time she would hoot like an 

owl (she does a terrible hoot) she was met 

with a chorus of gobbles. 

 

Now there is a two hundred yard no hunt 

buffer zone around Moon Lake but I 

happened to know where there was an open 

field outside of the zone and so I told her, 

“I know where I’m going to be before 

daylight in the morning.” 

Daylight the next morning found me set up 

and ready on a ridge that sat just above the 

field and my calls were met with lots of 

gobbling but instead of a weary old bird 

coming to check me out they all flew down 

into the field itself. 

 

After about an hour with no bird getting 

any closer I decided that it was time to 

work myself down close to the field and 

see if I couldn’t get a bird to come looking. 

 

As I quietly made my way along an old 

road leading into the field I could see 

through the trees about twenty birds and 

two big gobblers.  I thought to myself, “If 

they move out of the field I can get set up 

and wait about an hour before trying to lure 

one back into gun range.” 

 

Directly in front of me was a huge Oak that 

blocked me from the view of the birds and 

as I peeked around it; to my utter 

amazement was a big Tom standing not 

more than twenty-five yards in front of me. 

 

I very slowly raised my big Remington 870 

and with one pull of the trigger the big bird 

hit the ground without a flop.  

 



 
Seldom have I ever had an easier time of 

shooting such a large Tom.  Most turkey 

hunters will tell you that it takes quite a bit 

of patience just to get one to come within 

gun range.  They usually hang up just out 

of range and it becomes a battle of wills to 

see who will give in first. 

 

My good hunting buddy and fellow writer 

David Zumbaugh likes to say, “He who 

waits longest wins.” 

 

That is so true. 

 

Me with a surprisingly easy twenty pound 

Eastern.  This bird never saw me until it 

was way too late and required only a good 

aim to bring to the table.  Sometimes it just 

happens like that but not very often. 

 
 


