My notes... February 2003

February 24, 2003

I’'m sure there’s a bunch of you that woke up early this morning and have been hitting the refresh button on your web
browser in eager anticipation of today’s update... Today is the day we will reveal the President’s new Plan...

To set the stage, its an early evening last week, and the phone rings... Now those of you that know the president well
have to picture him with one of his shit eating grins, beaming from ear to ear, with a 300 watt light bulb going off
above his head. The President is clearly on a roll, and you know what that usually means... so as you read this,
picture The President in the same mood as when he showed up on Friday of Deer Camp last year... remember when
he founds those lovely barrels...

So The President proceeds to explain to me that he has a new plan for financing our expansion project. Seems he
was extremely busy one night, but happen happened to catch a few minutes of the show “Funniest Home Videos”

proud of this idea... so, with the we pretty muc , he figures we can pretty much pay for the
bunk house, camera, and once the check is cashed, new bunk beds for the bunk house so the junior members don’t
have to play Gilligan and the Skipper every year...

Jesus, | can barely type cause I'm still laughing my ass off... so The President wants to know what | think of this
whole idea, and because I'm laughing so hard, he figures that I’'m pretty much in agreement that the $10,000 prize is
all wrapped up... so we got that going for us this year as well...

On another front, the “Woodchuck Wars” continue... the FM, aka Carl Speckler, seems to be rather upset about the
way I've been addressing his rather impotent “Woodchuck problem”, and has sent me various vicious emails
questioning my outdoor abilities (non-existent), my manhood (hibernating), and even my web site (lame). Carl even
went so far as to send me a “Woodchuck” postcard... Considering the amount of material the FM (Carl) used, he
undoubtedly spent a few hundreds hours on the web, so we’ll have to contact Dixie again and see if she can smash
his etch-a-sketch...

Considering how much the web site crack hurt, I'm probably going to dedicate a section to the FM’s terrible
“Woodchuck Problem” so that he won’t have to try to come up with his own web site... look for that in the near
future...

And that’s all the time | have today...

To all you “wascally” Woodchucks, have a great week!




curtamous

[SECTION EDITED OUT TO AVOID INCRIMINATING EVIDENCE] (for the most part)and have purchased a box
trap. Guess where | plan on releasing the varmints? Maybe then you'll realize the definition of "woodchuck
problem!"

Carl

Well, | don’t know what got into the FM, but | think Dixie needs to tighten the straps on his jacket a little more... Butin
an effort to humor him, I’d like to address his concerns. As far as being an “avid” sportsman, | think the FM might
have that confused with being rabid... and either way, | don’t think either has anything to do with being a successful
outdoorsman... if my 33% success rate doesn’t impress him, clearly he hasn’t been to deer camp for MUCH too long
atime...

Time to address “THE PLAN”! Seems to me, Carl Speckler uttered the exact same phrase in the movie right before
acquiring the C4 explosive... (Personally, | think he read about the Presidents plan, and this is just a copycat
gimmick) At least Carl had the guts to try to kill the varmints, instead of trying use a girly live box trap. And despite
the fact that woodchucks are rather slow stupid beasts, | doubt they will take an invitation to walk right into a metal
cage, especially when they have a nice fresh garden to plunder. | think that we may want to take the Presidents idea
(to be published next week) and video tape this fiasco... it could be made into a documentary called “Outsmarted by
the Crafty Woodchuck!”

But, just incase the water on the premise really is the cause of the FM’s lowered 1Q, and that it has the same affect on
the woodchucks and they actually do go into the “Carl Speckler Girly Live Box Trap Condo”, below is a nice recipe for
the FM and his family... oh wait, this would require actually killing the woodchuck... not going to happen...

curtamous

groundhog pieces. Brown grounhog in hot oil in skillet; sprinkle with sugar. Reduce heat; add 1/2 cup
water. Cover; simmer for about 30 minutes or until tender. Remove cover; cook for 10 minutes longer.

February 18, 2003

I didn’t plan on another update this week, but I’'ve got things to report... since it feels like Monday anyway, | might as
well...



Presidents Day was pretty good... | didn’t get as much done as | hoped, but that’s how | always am. | have big plans
and ideas, and only a quarter of them come to fruition. 1 did go bunny hunting, but | got out in the woods a bit late. |
had to let the Pepto Bismal do its work as | didn’t didn’t feel like squating next to every other tree... Zumbo had to
work, so | went out alone. | saw four, shot at three, and took one home. Not bad for a lone bunny hunter, EImer Fudd
or not... | didn’'t get any wood made because | was pretty well wiped out from humping it through all the snow. Good
enough for me.

I got an email from that no good, meeting skipping FM of ours, and he’s looking for someone to come over and hunt
varmints... and like Carl in Caddy Shack said, “The only good varmint poontang is DEAD varmint poontang!” Now |
can see the problem with getting rid of gophers on a golf course, but the FM has a woodchuck problem. Has ANYONE
ever heard of a woodchuck problem? Woodchucks are pretty slow stupid beast, so | guess that would explain their
ability to confound the FM. Maybe if he spent a little more time at Bored Meetings, he’d be more enlightened...

The President called last night, and he’s got a plan... damn near had tears in my eyes. Now there’s no way | can

actually put together a posting and actually upload it... so its Friday afternoon, and what the heck...
Monday'’s plans depend on the weather... bad weather, and I’'m either working on my gun cabinet project (soon to be
going on its third year!) or possibly seeing the LOTR flick... good weather and I’'m rabbit hunting and making wood..

Which brings me to my next topic... Last month | had MLK Day off too... The weather was nice (but damn cold) so |
went bunny hunting with my brother-in-law... Not the “Sausage Stuffen” brother-in-law or the “Ass-Wipe” brother-in-
law (aka Colin Phallups) or the late great Mr. Rick, but my farmin’, car deal’en, hunter/fisherman brother-in-law... This
guy reminds me of Zumbo of Outdoor Life... you know he’s a good hunter because he connects almost every year,
but the SOB has got some prime real-estate to hunt on, and that’s gotta have something to do with it too... (Unlike
Jack and his buddy Ass who hunt on a game preserve, but connect barely every other year, unless you count does,
and have the nuts to complain about the “wind”...) This is the same guy who set me up as a first time turkey hunter
last spring and | connected on the second day... Those of you who know me realize it would take a pretty good guide
just to put me in position to SEE a turkey, much less shoot one, so either the guy is pretty good or there’s so freaken
many turkeys on his land someone’s gonna get trampled some day... Bottom line is Zumbo’s a good shit just like
the udder brudder-in-laws even if they all were dumb enough to marry into the family...

Anyway, on MLK Day 2003 it was nice so | headed over to Zumbo’s place and we wander out and after a couple of
miles we’re completely skunked, but on the way back, we head thru his sand pit to check if the coyotes have been
chewing on a road kill deer carcass and he kicks out two nice coneys... they head for a nearby line fence, so he
makes a nice push to me and | get both... nice ones... so to make a long story short, | posted the PICS... keep in mind
this is the same guy who'’s responsible for those turkey pics I’'m so damn proud of...

into takin

Unlike the President who is against undeniable proof that something happened, Zumbo’s bi ictures, so |



http://webpages.charter.net/cnelson2/pics.html

PS. On Monday’s post | mistakenly posted the phrase “lick in the ass” instead of “kick in the ass”...
but | corrected it..

cracked me up...

A Packers fan in a bar leans over to the guy next to him and says, "Wanna hear a joke
about Vikings fans?"

The guy next to him replies, "Let me tell you before you tell that joke you should know
something. I'm 6" tall and 220 pounds and 1'm a Vikings fan. The guy sitting next to me is
62" tall, 240 pounds and he's a Vikings fan, and the guy sitting next to him is 6'5", 280
pounds and he's a Vikings fan too.

Now, do you still wanna tell that joke?"

The Packers fan says, "Nah, not if 1°'m gonna have to explain it three times."

February 1, 2003

I didn"t drink this beer, they might be out of work and their dreams would be shattered.
Then 1 say to myself, "It is better that I drink this beer and let their dreams come true
than be selfish and worry about my liver."”

By Jack Schitt

"I feel sorry for people who don"t drink. When they wake up in the morning, that's as good
as they're going to feel all day."

Frank Sinatra

"An intelligent man is sometimes forced to be drunk to spend time with his fools.”




"When we drink, we get drunk.

When we get drunk, we fall asleep.

When we fall asleep, we commit no sin.

When we commit no sin, we go to heaven.
S00000, let's all get drunk and go to heaven!"

Brian O'Rourke

BEER: HELPING UGLY PEOPLE HAVE SEX SINCE 3000 B.C.!!!

Remember "1" before "E", except in Budweiser.

To some it's a six-pack, to me it"'s a Support Group.



Salvation in a can!

Dave Howell

Got an email from Jack, who complimented the content of the site because | have posted some of the drivel he sends
me... well, if | made a living off of strange inter-relationships with bovines like he does, I'd probably have nothing
better to do than find crap on the net just like him... so Jack, off...

Got my turkey permit for 5/7-5/11, so that’s cool... Jack and his buddy Ass will be up North the last weekend of April
on similar pursuits, but hopefully Jack’s buddy Ass won’t mess up the side of Jack’s truck this year on the way to
the hunt... seems last year a stop at Rumors had Ass feeling a bit queasy...

Got the below off another site (as usual) but | thought it was pretty cool. Like it says, its kinda along the lines of our
parent’s walking 15 miles back and forth to school, uphill both ways, in 16 feet of snow when its 40 below zero, but
updated for post baby boomers. Its sad but true that the self beloved baby boomers would never make it thru a
depression like the 1930’s, but its even worse that their kids are even more messed up...

curtamous

P.S. Thoughts and prayers to the shuttle crew and their families...

KIDS THESE DAYS

When 1 was a kid adults used to bore me to tears with their tedious lectures about how
hard things were when they were growing up; what with walking twenty-five miles to school

I mean, compared to my childhood, you live in a goddamned Utopia! And I hate to say it but
you kids today you don"t know how good you*ve got it!



I mean, when 1 was a kid we didn"t have The Internet--we wanted to know something, we
had to go to the goddamned library and look it up ourselves!

And there was no email! We had to actually write somebody a letter--with a pen!--and then
you had to walk all the way across the street and put it in the frickin® mailbox and it would
take like a week to get there!

And there were no MP3s or Napsters! You wanted to steal music, you had to go to the
goddamned record store and shoplift it yourself! Or we had to wait around all day to tape
it off the radio and the DJ"d usually talk over the begining and screw it all up!

You want to hear about hardship?

You couldn"t just download porn! You had to bribe some homeless dude to buy you a copy of

the graphics sucked ass! Your guy was a little square! You had to use your imagination! And
there were no multiple levels or screens, it was just one screen forever! And you could
never win, the game just kept getting harder and faster until you died!

Just like LIFE!

When you went to the movie theater there no such thing as stadium seating! All the seats
were the same height! A tall guy sat in front of you, you were screwed!

And sure, we had cable television, but back then that was only like 20 channels and there
was no onscreen menu! You had to use a little book called a TV Guide to find out what was
on!

And there was no Cartoon Network! You could only get cartoons on Saturday morning...
...D"ya hear what the frick I'm saying!?! We had to wait ALL WEEK, you spoiled little
bastards!



../../
../03notes.htm
JAN2003.html
MAR2003.html
APR2003.html
MAY2003.html
JUN2003.html
JUL2003.html
AUG2003.html
SEP2003.html
OCT2003.html
NOV2003.html
DEC2003.html




