
caught the turkeys and put them in the crates. The crates
were bigger.

P: Yes.

W: We would put about four or five turkeys to the crate--it was
a wooden create--close the lid on them, and they would get
the truck loaded.

P: Now, these were not wild turkeys originally?

W: No.

P: They were domesticated turkeys.

W: However, there were lots and lots of people's turkeys back
in those days that did revert into wild turkeys. I was
living close to the river, and there were lots of wild
turkeys over around the river. Our turkeys would be just
kicking it up in the field, and my mother would say, "Get on
the horse and go see what is wrong with the turkeys." I
would get there, and a bunch of wild turkeys would fly up
from them. What it was is the wild turkeys were causing the
tame turkeys to kick up. The hens were coming to visit the
gobblers in the spring of the year. As you get near the
wild hens, they would fly away.

P: So they mixed.

W: They mixed. Then, of course, in driving the turkeys you
would probably lose some. Once in a while one or two would
get away from you.

P: How did you drive them? Did you just have a stick?

W: You just took a dog fennel or something like that. They
were not hard to drive. The old turkeys always knew what
you where doing anyway, because they remembered the year
before. So they would just go, and the young ones would
follow them. You just do not get in a hurry with them. It
is kind of like herding sheep, I suppose, although I do not
know anything about that. They were not hard to handle at
all.

P: Did you like doing it?

W: I was like any kid, I reckon.

P: You wanted to go play.

W: Well, I enjoyed that because it was out in the woods, and
you had plenty of time to stop and play a game of marbles
with one of your other brothers while the turkeys were
feeding, because we did not constantly drive them. We had a
couple hundred acres or so, and we lived pretty well in
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