by John Kasun

Make a Noise Like a Carrot

A

s a young boy, I was a passionate, although often unsuccessful,
hunter. I hunted anything that was
in season, all season with both gun and
bow. For those animals and birds that had
no seasons or limits, I simply hunted them
all year long. As I said, in those early years,
I was a hard hunter but not necessarily
a successful hunter. I loved to hunt rabbits and one Saturday, I spent all morning
stomping through local farm fields with
nothing to show for my efforts when I
spotted an old, weathered hunter walking
towards me with his open shotgun over his
shoulder. As he drew near, my eyes must
have widened with amazement as I stared
at the four fat rabbits hanging from his
game belt. He must have sensed my wonder as he stopped
feet from me and slowly lit his pipe. He stared at me for what
seemed like an eternity before he spoke. In a soft voice, I
could barely hear him asked, “Son, do you know the secret
of rabbit hunting?”
Staring at what at that time was the greatest hunter I had
ever met, I was unable to speak but slowly shook my head
side to side.
“Well,” he said as he continued slowly walking away,
“you stand behind a tree and make a noise like a carrot.”
That story from long ago came rushing back to me
recently when I was stopped by a woman at the local shopping mall. “I just love your column,” she said. “But I’ve got to
know one thing: where do you find all of those different ideas
you write about? You make it look so easy.”
“I don’t find them,” I said with a smile, “they find me.
The trick is just being able to see them.” That brings me to
this month’s column and the story behind the story.
Several weeks ago, I was at Lowe’s improvement center
picking up some building material for a Honey-Do project
and due to the heavy weekend crowds, I had to park some
distance from the store. However, when I left some time
later, shoppers had pretty much cleared out and my truck
stood all by itself some distance away. As I walked across
the lot, I noticed a large white object in the space next to my
truck. A few minutes later, I found myself standing over an
approximately 20 pound turkey that appeared ready for the
oven. Lying on its back with its wings and legs reaching skyward, the bird seemed to be asking for a hand in getting up.
This turkey was not in a grocery bag; it was not wrapped in
a plastic bag or in one of those big nets turkeys are normally
packed in. Nope, this turkey was as naked as a jaybird and

ready for the oven.
As I stared down at the bird, my mind
immediately raced to the obvious. How
could I turn this into a column? Just like
Clark Kent, the mild mannered reporter for
the Daily Planet my first thoughts were to
get the facts. Who was this turkey and how
did he get here? Glancing around, I could
easily see there was no one in sight, just me
and a naked turkey in the fading evening
light. Was it possible this was a drug deal
gone bad? There definitely were signs of
violence, as the turkey’s head was missing. On the other hand, it could have been
a robbery, as all of his feathers were also
gone. Another possibility, although less
likely, was that the turkey escaped from a
nearby grocery store. That might explain the fact that he had
no covering of any type. Was it possible that just as he ran out
the door, a clerk grabbed at his wrapping and it tore loose,
giving the turkey one last chance at freedom? He may have
run until he collapsed at the side of my truck.
As I stood in the lot, I pondered my next move. One possibility was to simply pick it up and take it home but I knew
my wife would have a lot of questions that I would not be
able to easily answer. For a moment, I considered taking it
into the store and turning it in to the lost and found department. Can you imagine the announcement over the store’s
loudspeaker? “Attention please! Would the person who left
a dead, naked turkey in the parking lot please report to the
lost and found department? To claim bird, you must be able
to identify any unusual tattoos or body scars on the bird, as
dental X-rays will not be possible.”
Just as I reached for the bird, it hit me. Could this bird be
a personal warning for me? Could this turkey be from a reader who did not like a recent column I wrote? Was this bird a
warning like the horse’s head in the bed from the movie “The
Godfather”? Was there a bomb hidden inside this bird that
would explode when I touched it? Slowly, I got in my truck
and pulled away with a backwards glance to make sure the
bird was not following me.
If there is any doubt in your mind, put it aside, as this is
a true story. Even I could not make something like this up. It
is the actual story behind this column and an example of just
how easy it is to find something to write about. As a matter
of fact, this was so easy that I think I will go rabbit hunting
tomorrow. All I really have to do is hide behind a tree and
make a noise like a carrot. Anyone can do it.
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