
I can… can-‘ou?

DUES!!! Sorry to have to lead off with this but I checked the roster and we only have 11 members listed as having paid up for this year. I know many of you have just forgotten. Here is a list of initials for those I have listed as paid. TK,EW,BD,DD,JF,TH,JS,SW,JC, JB and myself. Remember our dues structure changed so that we all pay in June for the next year so you may only owe a portion of the dues to get current. You will need to check with Wart to know for sure.  Here is his contact info.
 Membership Director 
Jim "Wart" Perkins 

P.O. Box 172 

Warsaw, OH 43844 

membership@coht.org
Dues are currently $35 single and $45 family.

If you didn’t see your initials please follow up with this the COHT really needs you!
Makin Meat in Missouri


I picked up Tracy Smith about 5 that Friday evening to spend the weekend hunting for the sometimes elusive bushytail and also to scout out a new tract of land for  future treks.  We traveled that evening, and arrived at our destination way past dark. I had thoughts of walking into the woods a piece by moonlight and setting up a sparse camp for the night.  Those thoughts were dashed by the complete lack of moonlight, and very few stars were visible through the tree canopy.  We elected to sleep in the back of the "wagon" that night, and begin our travels by foot the next morning.  I must say that with our period equipment we were very well prepared, though, with the change in plans and lack of campfire, we discovered a slight inconvenience.  No light.  No light at all.  (No modern flashlights, cigarettes, lighters, or any modern sources of light)  We did have candles, and being the resourceful lads we are, we decided to try to light a candle straight from a piece of char cloth.  I'd actually seen it done once.  I laid out all my supplies, and sparked a char cloth with flint and steel with very little problem.  Tracy was trying at the same time with his equipment.  We always seem to learn so much on these trips, and this was no exception.  I learned there is a very fine line between blowing on a piece of char cloth held next to a charred candle wick, and blowing said candle out!  Since I am the stubborn person I am when it comes to learning new skills, I tried over and over unsuccessfully.   I also learned that I need to practice that trick at home before taking it on the trail.  Finally, Tracy saw the light, literally, when he lit a small wad of tow with char cloth and quickly lit his candle stub.  From there, we spread out bedding and enjoyed a cool night buried underneath our blankets.  


In the morning, we awoke as the sun rose, or maybe some time after since my head was buried under those dark blankets.  It was light, and chilly, and time to pack and get going.  We broke our fast with some cold food, and headed down into an Ozark Holler.  Our area was probably at least 3rd growth, but very mature oak timber with very little underbrush.  We hadn't gone terribly far when the first squirrel came playing by.  I shouldered my .40 cal flintlock and somehow, scared him very badly without actually hitting him.  Tracy joined the hunt with his fowler loaded with shot, and we worked around him, up and down trees, 'til he finally decided he'd rather play somewhere else.  Not long after, we gave brief chase to another squirrel, also unsuccessfully.  Maybe luck hadn't been with us yet, but it was good to see game in the area, both squirrels before we reached the bottom of the hollow.  Some of you may not be familiar with the Ozark Mountains. It's been said that the Mountains ain't tall here, but them Holler's are deep.


I knew from the last time I camped in the area, there was a disappearing stream along the valley we were in.  We reached the bottom and began to hunt our way down the floor looking for water to camp by.  Generally, in these parts you can just head down hill and eventually you'll find water.  Well, we headed down hill for some time, close to half the day, looking for this disappearing stream to appear somewhere in its bed.  We discovered a few smallish rock houses that might serve to keep one or two hunters dry in a storm, but never found the water.  Finally, we decided we'd travel back up the hollow and make camp toward from the wagon, but close enough to hike back up the steep hill to re-supply our canteens from the water barrel in the wagon.  All this time, we were still hunting. We'd seen a few squirrels, but none had offered a nice shot for us.  


We picked a spot for camp at Tracy's suggestion about half way up the eastern facing slope of the valley on a somewhat flat spot.  The idea was to get us out of the coldest air that falls during the night and gathers at the bottom of a valley.  But not so high as to put us in any wind that may blow over the top of the hill.  Overall, it was a pretty nice spot and it gave us the morning sun to warm up by.  It was late afternoon before camp was put together, and we decided to return to the water barrel to fill our empty canteens.  Up on the ridge in the area the wagon was parked we found more accommodating bushytails.  The first one I actually dropped, was very accommodating.  I'd be lying if I told you it took me less than 3 shots to convince Mr. Squirrel to come out of his tree.  Three shots or not, I was very happy as this was the first meat made with my flintlock.  Tracy came by, and we ended up hunting in the middle of a whole mess of squirrels that were nice enough to keep moving in the leaves so we could find them.  Tracy bagged one, I bagged another, and then Tracy bagged another.  Finally, there came the one I'd be remiss in my duties telling hunting tales if I didn't brag about him.  This particular squirrel was a good 60 paces off, about half way up a tree, sitting on a branch, backed up against the trunk with his tail curled up high.  My other two kills were body shots, and I was feeling pretty good, so I wanted to do better.  I grabbed a sapling in my left hand and laid my forstock across it, then took a good solid stance.  I peered down that long barrel, across the front sight, and slowly placed the tip of that silver blade on Mr. Squirrel's head.  I squeezed the trigger, and he disappeared in a cloud of smoke.  When the smoke cleared, he was rotating around that branch, hanging off the bottom of it.  One leg released, then the second.  I knew he was hurt, but he didn’t want to let go.  Finally, he was stretched out into space below that limb, hanging on with what looked like one toe.  Then he dropped and lay still.   I approached him, and to my surprise, not only had I hit him smack in the head, that .40 cal ball hit him right in the eye.  I was wearing a pretty big grin by now. Tracy and I decided we had plenty of meat for that day, and headed to fill our canteens and back to camp.  


We dressed the squirrels by the wagon and took them back to camp with our full water canteens.  It was pretty much dark by the time we had our fire going and ready to cook over.  We both decided instead of trying to skin those squirrels in the dark, and enjoy some tasty meat covered with hairs, they'd hang just fine in the cold night air until breakfast.  With that in mind, we ate what trail rations we brought with us.  Tracy had a popular noodle mixture, and I was experimenting with something I'd never done before.  My intention was to make kind of a stew with vinegar boiled venison backstrap, thickened with corn meal.  I found out that 2 heaping tablespoons of corn meal doesn't just thicken the broth, it makes a mush.  I could have used a few more seasonings, but overall, my vinegar venison corn mush was pretty satisfying, especially, eaten in the cold dark night after a physically active day.  After dinner I learned my next lesson the hard way.  I had a very nice gourd canteen; I've carried in a canvas bag since at least '03.  Pete Mckee could tell you how I carried it on Lewis and Clark's expedition up in the Great Falls area.  I actually carried it with me the entire time I traveled with the explorers.  Well, I hung this canteen on a stub of a branch to get it safely up off the ground.  That stub of a branch, was a little too rotten, and broke off, dropping my favorite gourd canteen to the ground, putting an irreparable crack in the bottom.  Now, not only had I broken my canteen, but it was also my water supply in this dry area.  Not a good thing thing to do.  Tracy and I were limited to the water in a pot, his canteen.  We made it ok with the water we had this time, but it’s not a mistake I'll be making again.  


After dinner, we secured our camp, and had an enjoyable time around the camp fire.  When it was time to wrap up in our blankets to sleep for the night, Tracy and I took two different approaches.  He moved his bedding alongside the fire, and put a good night’s supply of wood within easy reach.  I opted to use "hot rocks".  About a half hour before heading to sleep, I took a good sized rock that was ringing the fire, and rotated it to cool off the side close to the fire, and begin warming the back side of it.  When it cooled enough to handle comfortably, I took this rock to wrap up in my blankets with me.  A rock the size of a man's head will put off warmth for hours.  As you can imagine, care must be used to make sure the rock has cooled enough to not put you or your blankets in danger.  When the rock and I finally cooled off enough to wake up, it was simply a matter of getting up and trading out for a warm rock from the fire ring.  This is almost as good as having a favorite hound sleeping with you, though the rock doesn't try to steal the blankets.  During the coldest part of the morning, I believe somewhere between 3 and 4 am, Tracy and I finally sat up, told some stories, and warmed our selves around the fire for an hour or so, building the fire back up, and re-warming rocks.  I took 2 to my blankets this time, and slept peacefully until light.


We arose the next morning and decided to have a light breakfast and take our squirrels home to our cabins. We spent our morning scouting/hunting.  We climbed the ridge top to our backs, and circled the ridges back to the wagon.  Squirrels weren't as accommodating that morning, but that was fine, since we'd both made meat and today was more about exploring anyway.  As it was getting late in the morning when we finally arrived at the wagon, we filled up on water, and returned down the hollow to break camp.  The sun was past high when we finally returned to load the wagon and start the horses in the direction of civilization.

Report submitted this 26th day of November in the year 2007.

Your Most Humble and Obedient Servant

John Meyer  

Boyes in da Woode Report

Here's a report on the doins. We had three hardy souls turnout. Thanks to Jeff Bottiger (and Laura) for hosting us. I got down Friday night and found Tater already at Jeff's house. We stayed at Jeff's overnight and after we finished breakfast and Tater got done watching cartoons we set out Sat. Morning for Paddy Creek. We hiked back into the area to set up camp and about half way in realized the bug spray was still in the truck and unused. I'm still covered with timber mite bites although they are just starting to heal. (update: I pulled this post from the web so the bites have healed now) We got close to where we would camp and split up to scout for the actual location. We camped "near" a rock overhang about a third of the way up the side of a mountain with good water in the creek below. The next day when we packed out we decided to go up and over to avoid the heavy weeds and brush that had infested us with bugs the day before. I had a good time and tried a new set up that was lighter than what I had carried last year. I got rid of the pack basket and put everything in my bed roll and haversack. I also took a bow instead of gun witch also lightened my load considerable. I found my footwear has worn out so its time to get a new pair of fugawees. Due to my bad feet and ankles I may have to start doing something different in rough terrain. I came back with a stone bruise that lasted a couple of weeks. 

They are planning to do a float in this area the first week in March.

Tracy
Upcoming events:
If you want to get something listed please let me know for the next newsletter.

Winter Weekend Camp

Jan. 4-6.  Bruce Everhardt is putting together a weekend camp near Wellsville KS, you can email him at bentflint@hughes.net for details.

A Bibb Front Gown and Pockets Workshop will be the weekend of
February 23-24, 2008, from 8:30 to 4PM, both days, at the new Education
Center at Fort Osage National Historic Site, Sibley, Missouri, just east of Kansas City, along the beautiful bluffs of the Missouri River.
Contact Sally Bennet  

Fortdearborn1812@aol.com
Bulls Eye Gun Club Woods Walk 




Feb. 23/24th 2008 South of Desoto MO

Contact Merrick or Jeff 1-800-423-3204

Float trip on the Big Piney

March 1st-2nd
Contact Brian Everhart  
KS-rep@coht.org
Hog Hunt with Trapper Killsmany
Contact tkillsmany@hotmail.com

Mar.12-17th. The weather is great that time of year & the bugs aren't out yet. There's a small lake fer fishin just a mile or so from camp. Got several guys wantin ta do this again so here it goes. Got this posted over on the Frontier Folks site,so the more input there will help folks see who all is commin. It's also on the C.O.H.T. site. The more souls we get the better the odds. These are harder to hunt than deer,so without dogs we need numbers. Some can only come on week days & others only weekends,but I think we'll have enough of both to be a good hunt.
Hope ta see ya!   Trapper Killsmany
2008 EVENT CALANDER FORT OSAGE

1. Winter Encampment: March 01-02.

2. War of 1812 Symposium: March 29-30.

3. COHT National Gathering: April 15-20.

4. Honoring America's Soldiers: May 24-25.
Site will be open the 26th with limited displays.

5. Independence Day: July 04.

6. Fort Osage Bicentennial: September 06-07.

7. Grand Fete: September 13-14.

8. Territorial Militia Muster: October 25-26.
Lastly, sorry that there are no pictures this time I’m out of color ink at present.

Hope everyone one had a blessed holiday.

Tracy
The Missouri Trekker


The Coalition of Historical Trekkers


Missouri Chapter


Tracy Smith – Missouri Representative


Winter Quarter Newsletter 2007-2008








