My First Tom in Red Bluff
By Roger Hatin

I arrived at the ranch Thursday afternoon; Ken Bertelsen arrived about 3:30am Fri. We decided to hunt an area they have nicknamed as (the Hotel). Ken led the way down the canyon and across the creek. He pointed out a great (his words) tree to set up, and said that the birds would be roosting in the trees across the creek. They would probably fly down and land right in front of me. I always defer to experience, so I set up, exactly where he indicated. Ken set up about 100 yards down the creek. As it started to get light the Toms started to sound off. Gobbling like mad! It sounded like four or five birds. I heard some fly down, but I could not see them. Out of the corner of my eye I saw some movement on top of the ridge about 200 yards away. A couple of hens and a big tom strutting appeared. I tried calling him in but no luck he had the hens with him. More birds came out on the ridge and I called, one turned and started down the hill. Then another and another in a few minutes’ four birds were coming down the hill. I put down my call and picked up my shotgun. “One of us was going to get a shot at one of these birds” I said to myself. I could see them in and out of the trees, coming straight at me. They got to the creek and didn't slow down, crossed the creek, one popped up on my side and started towards where he thought the hen should be. Fatal mistake, he was mine. Not a monster, but to me a trophy, First One in Red Bluff! A great hunt and I have to thank Ken, my guide.
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