
After years of frustration hunting Turkey, I met a good friend who has taught me about the way 
of the woods.  David McNeal has taken me countless times hunting and has given me a great deal of 
knowledge.  David has dedicated countless hours in helping me become a true hunter.  This is a story 
about the harvest of my first bird.  Even though David did not come hunting that December morning with 
me, I met David at his house where he showed me how to clean the bird.  I can’t say enough about David 
McNeal as a man.  I have learned more than just hunting from him and feel I am a better man for the 
role he has had in my life.  Thank you, David. 

My Turkey Story 

Matt Hopkins 

 

As my old high school football coach would tell us, “Sometimes you bite the bear, sometimes 
the bear bites you”.  In hunting, more often than not, “the bear bites you!”  Years of frustration and 
defeat came to an end a few days before Christmas.  After getting off work, I began my hour drive home 
and put together in my head everything I have learned about this piece of ground from my past failures.  
The mysterious majestic wild turkey is an American icon.  If Ben Franklin had his way, the turkey would 
reign over our current symbol, the eagle.  When you hunt a wild turkey, it gives you a feeling of a 
simpler time and you can’t help but think about the commencement of our country.   

The amount of work it takes to bag a bird is different for many, but one thing is certain, all the 
stars must align to have a chance.  The time I spent in the field with boots on the ground gave me an 
idea of where the turkeys were roosting.  From my previous times hunting this property, I learned the 
birds will call back to my box call, but will not deviate from their daily route to come toward me.  My 
plan was to set up on the ground near the roost and call as the sun began to rise.  As I lay on the frozen 
ground, the sound of my call resonated through the holler and was answered back by female hens 
displaying their dominance.  Every flinch of your muscles is magnified by the frozen ground covered in 
crunchy dead leaves.  One wrong move could ruin your hunt, and essentially another day of 
disappointment.  The sound of the flock of turkey’s answering back to my call continued, but the sound 
faded off in the distance as the ground became illuminated by the sun.   

I decided to embark on a bold, aggressive move, a gamble that most turkey hunters would never 
think of.  Everything I have read or been told by others is to sit and wait.  My plan consisted of me 
putting on my blaze orange hat and vest due to firearm deer season and hiking one-half mile around the 
tree-line to another field that would essentially put me in front of the moving flock.  I managed to locate 
a shallow spot in the creek where rocks were exposed almost as if they were placed there perfectly to 
walk across.  The sound of the creek hitting the rocks masked the sound of my footsteps.  To the left of 
me, I saw 3 deer feeding about 50 yards away.  The sun radiated on the ground as it began to thaw and 
the mud began to stick to my boots containing my frozen feet.  My hands were so cold that they began 
to hurt and I noticed a crack in the skin between my thumb and pointer finger.  I thought about my 
father as I walked, who worked in the elements as an auto glass mechanic.  My father always had cuts 
and cracks on the skin of his hands.  As I carried his old 1970’s era Remington 870 Wingmaster through 
the woods, I could feel the presence of my father.  As a child, my father wanted to take me hunting, but 
I was not interested.  My interest in hunting came only a few years before the unexpected death of my 
father and I regret never hunting with him.  Every time I hunt, I think about my dad as I hold his gun, 



wishing he was with me.  This hunt was different because for the first time, I was not hunting and 
wishing my dad was with me.  The unexplainable presence of my father gave me the feeling that he was 
by my side serving as my guide.  

In the distance, I saw a perfect location next to the creek on the edge of a field.  There was a pile 
of brush that served as a natural blind; concealing my identity.  The sun was positioned in the sky at an 
angle where the trees blocked its rays and did not allow the sun to melt the frost and thaw the ground.  
Minutes before I set up, I hit my box call a few times to locate the flock and immediately I was answered 
by several birds that sounded like they were slightly in front of me behind the brush pile.  It was time to 
take off my blaze orange hat and vest and set up.  The sounds of the turkeys became louder as my 
calling answered them.  After only a few minutes, which seemed like an hour, the turkey’s stopped 
answering me.  In yet another bold move, I planned to move again to get in front of the moving flock.  I 
then heard “putt-putt” and the birds had surrounded my position.   

The sound of a turkey’s wings beating against the cold air made my head turn.  I saw the limbs 
of a tree shake as the ungraceful in-flight birds landed on the branches.  I was nearly certain I had been 
seen and was now busted by these stealth-eyed creatures.  Unexpectedly, a giant Tom flew down from a 
different tree behind my location.  I felt the presence of my father in that very moment as my hands that 
were frozen became hot, the safety turned off simultaneously as the old wooden stock was secured on 
my shoulder.  I fired a round before the trash bag figure hit the ground.  The turkey fell to the ground 
and flopped around for a few minutes.  I ran over to the turkey only to find him struggling to stay alive 
and even contemplated putting a lighter load in the gun to end the suffering.  I thanked him for the 
hunt, pet him, and promised him he would not go to waste.  The comforting I gave to the bird as he 
passed on was driven by the presence of my father by my side.  I was proud and confident, and at 8:30 
that Sunday morning, years of disappointment was erased.  I had bitten the bear! 



 


