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Eastern Platte
Muzzleloaders

More Wind from the High
Plains

Thought For Today
A Letter From One President
To Another

Dear Mistuh Prezidint,

Pleze gwit tryin to take my guns an
ther ammo away frum me. | hav heerd
tell you is comensin to make me a
outlaw by bannin ta use uh sech
plesunt pas times as weepons---not ter
menchun ta safty wherof they involv. |
am the Prezidint of a gun klub an a
responsoble gun owner---why jes
yestiday | axidentaly dropped 1 on ta
flore an then | pikked it up! Do not
peenalize yer lawyer abidin sitizins
becuz a sech rif raf as drug deelers,
gang memburs, mafia bosses, an the
guy at the Gas n Spuds in charg of the
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peeza kownter. Some folks is jes no
good an got no mothers---thats why |
need to karry a weepon at all times an
pade my taxis to do so. Seese an desist
yer attemptions to unsafe me an mine
an work on catchin ta reel kriminuls
of this grate nashun---those bastids
raisin the price of my ammo ever 3
weeks.

Sinserely,

Sean McKown

Prezidint of Astern Plate
Mizzlediddlers

PS You an ta missus are korduley
invited to atend this here gun klubs
spring shoot an enjoy the plentaful
fixins we make by are selves. Bring yer
own ammo

Howdy Members! Welcome to 2010 if its *
not frozen in 2009---arent we having a *
world? Hope everyone managed to

have a wonderful Christmas despite *
the weather conditions and the
crankiness it might have caused. 111 *
tell you how it went at the Appel

Hunting Lodge---my dad called to wish *
me a Merry Christmas from the great *
state of Texas and volunteered the
information that hed just left the *
golf course, but wanted to make sure

he got to speak to me for Christmas. | *
blasted his ears for at least a full ten *
minutes; “Golf course!” “You just left

the golf course!” “I hope you and your *
Bermuda shorts, tank top and sandals

all together looked like one of those *
goofy old men | see on the sitcoms!” *
“Golf!” “Unprintable stuff” After
exchanging these holiday pleasantries *
with my traitor-moved-to-Texas dad, *
my mother joined the sheer *
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effrontery and called from sunny
California to let me know she was tip-
toeing through the damn tulips.
Humph...those people wont be
bothering me next year at Christmas!

® The meeting and
| delayed

3 Christmas party
@ on January 12th
§ was attended by
14 members; not
a bad turnout
when you
consider the
icebergs still
roaming the
city, the
Inhumane
temps, and American ldol: Season
Forever, beginning on the same night.
(Dads voting for any golf club
swinging Bing Crosby lookalike...)
Business got off to a great start---
there were no official notes from the
last meeting due to the fact there was
no meeting and the treasury report
consisted of these rousing ciphers---
“We got a little money.” Thank
goodness the next order of business
was to elect some responsible, decent
officers to replace last years bungling
crew! EPMs new officers for 2010
elected unanimously by the inanimate
for the most unfortunate and which |
really dont feel like scribing down
because its always same ol’, same
ol’---but | have to; apparently theres a
law, are in the following order of
derangement:

President: Sean McKown

V.P.: Jim Klinger

Secretary: Pat Appel

Assist. Secretary: Cal Griffiths
Treasurer: Butch Appel

Range Officer: Rick McCollum
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Shoot Coordinator: Marshall Hohman
Assist. Mike Benham, Cal Griffiths

As you can see, Cal ended up Assistant
Officer Everything---thats what
happens when youre a former
President; you get recycled and pop
out the bin a Commoner. (Ha! Ha! “Pop
out the bin.” Thats SO Cal!)Webdude
Karl inquired if anyone would care to
take over his Webmaster
responsibilities and earned a
resounding “Cram it clown!” for his
trouble. And then Mrs. Webmaster
smacked him soundly about his airy
head so Im quite sure he considers
himself duly and most popularly
elected for another year at his post.
(Those pilots are like, so up-in-the-air
decision makers...) (Hey---shut up! | got
stuck writing the newsletter for
another year and this is my way of
announcing it!)

(Thank you. Really! One and all...)

Assistant to the Universe Cal let it be
known at the meeting there are still a
few EPM T-shirts to be had from the
last batch ordered if anyones
interested. There are various sizes in
shades of blue or gray and they sell
for $18.00. Spruce up your duds look
fashion hunters and give Cal a
holler---“Yo! Mr. Assistant assistin
everything! | wanna snag me the EPM
duds and give my camous a wash!” at
1-800-g-o-t-d-u-d-s. (Or, if youd really
like to speak with him, try 669-0292.)

Members are asked to please in their
shoot/rendezvous/gun show travels
this year to take along EPM event
fliers for the peoples public to ignore.
You never know though---someone very
important like George “Gunner Guts”
Clooney or Brad “Perpetually Cute”
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Pitt may get a gander and actually
show up. (Im counting on you,
travelers!)

pertaining to
our shoot
agenda are
easily dealt
with toot-sweet
and are as
follows; all
shoots
scheduled for
early spring
are as always
R i weather
dependent and hopeful ly someone will
have the courtesy to announce
cancelations and rescheduling online
for the world to see. Several of our
robust-in-age-but-not-movement
mountain men suggested a robust
walk-in-come-as-you-are-insane camp
and shoot for a weekend near you in
January, but you can take this savvy
reporters worth for it---Im almost
79.8 x pi percent they were trying to
impress a blond one meeting over. (She
stomped out shortly thereafter
muttering something about “frozen
redneck brains on the range.”)
(I asked her to join..)

Our second announcement concerns
the Meat Shoot in February as it was
meeting decided (Once we got rid of
the blond.) to ask members to donate
meat or money to purchase meat for
prizes. Yes---were just trying to save
the club a buck (Oh! Get it?!) or two.
The Meat Shoot is always a 1st Prize
only, mostly novelty shoot. Prizes are
pounds of hamburger, venison,
sausages, bacon--- Meat, people! Top
prize is usually a turkey or ham some

Announcements

poor, innocent, quietly dutiful
mountain man housewife ends up
having to cook. But I digress, and
dammit, | mean to! Members wanting
to donate toward shoot prizes need
only hand over a few mula-bucks to
Cal Griffiths or Jim Klinger or
purchase their preferred chops o’
pound and drag them along to the
shoot on the snow sled it looks like
theyll be needing till May. And those
con-no-sirs amongst you carnivorous
cackling curs---keep your special
vittles at home. You punctuate my
meaning with gist? Just in case |
actually attend this cold weather
shoot Id like to keep my eyes innocent
from the sight of gizzard a" la feet, elk
hoof ground round, raccoon rack o’
rib eye, or buck tooth tastes-just-like-
meatloaf when you add the powdered
antlers. Donate sensibly mountain
folk---theres a Hy-Vee near you.

the end of year highlight
that puts the star on the
EPM Christmas tree; a
meeting adjourned solely
to begin the unchivilrous,
knife-in-the-back, who
potty trained you, Beelzebub?
degradatin’ debacle known as “Dirty
Santa.” (And this clubs always spouting
off about encouraging the youth in
our midst to high incentives!) If only
“Dirty Santa” could be described as an
unwashed mountain man displayed
whereof in his cleanest dirty winter
duds doing his best to portray the
Santa on the Coke bottle for winking
adults and for the delight of that
crowd we designate “Juniors’...”
Where the hell was I?

But no!
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Dirty Santa
IS a game
played with
the
presents of
the well-
intentioned
and was
probably
thought up
by one of

' those
mountain men rejected by a blond one
meeting over many winters ago.
Members pick numbers and in the
order thats usual with numbers, are
asked to “Please! Go pick a present!
Any gift you want!” You dont have to
invite most of us with walkers twice to
accept that sort of offer!
After standing at the gift table ogling
and salivating longer than it took the
good Lord to create the world, the
gifted member hails a cab back to his
table, rips open with sheer abandon
their chosen prize, and then somebody
comes and takes it away! This goes over
really well with them Juniors...
Presents can be “stolen” by other
members when their number is called
for choosing---providing they dont
waddle up and pick something new off
the gift table---but once a gift has
been “stolen” three times its “dead.”
(Were sorry, Lit’le Leroy, but your
present is dead! Ha! Ha! Ha! Just to
show you how much we resemble the
guy on the Coke bottle in complete
jolliness, were gonna let you keep
that dead thing!)
Where the hell was 1?
But yes!
In the end, everyone gets to go home
with a present regardless of whether
its “dead or alive.” (Its in the EPM

Bylaws.) Every now and then we get a *
Lit’le Leroy that kicks the nearest *
Santa in the Coke sign and calls him a
“sugar plum bastid sasquatch,” but you *
know---its all fun. *
(I do feel it pertinent at this time
however to remind you therapy- *
inducing revelers we allow these Lit’le
Leroys to possess guns...and knives.) *
AS in almost every year Ive attended as *
witness, we had a wonderful horde of
presents and a great dedication *
toward receiving one. Two of our more
coveted gimme-thats were a hand sewn *
leather bag with attached powder

horn made by President Sean, and a *
Wade Farr hand forged turquoise *
beaded knife in a neck pouch. (Good

luck getting on a plane to a rondy far- *
from-you with this stuff..)

Your Ed was the first time chooser of *
Seans gift and | could see it in a lot of *
eyes | wouldnt be keeping it for long.
That didnt stop me from announcing | *
had a cool new “range purse” and a

horn to load the vodka in. Sean, being *
the persnickety type, informed me too *
immediately that “Ta horn wont hold

no vodka! Itll seethe out the butt *
plug!” I ignored this rather nasty
outburst of ed (get it?)-ja-ma-ca-tion *
and demanded the caulking of the butt *
plug or something in the way of less
sinister so as to ease its serviceability *
into my vodka horn minus a butt.

Before | could fully plan the brand of *
vodka that oughtta grace the horn VP *
Klinger mercilessly sauntered over to
“steal” my new purse/bar and made *
some wisecrack about “Schizzles, wed

have to give her a gun!” Then of *
course, Mr. Ed stood to save my honor *
and newly sown range purse/lounge by
“stealing” it from the VP who dont *
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need vodka
anyway. |
S was

4 thinking
S5 with the
~ avarice of
Cleopatra
“Nanny,
~nanny, boo-
4 boo! Its
| mine now!”
= but the Mr.
8 =& broughtit
home and hung it on his “trophy
wall.” (Theres a special place reserved
on it for when my time comes!) So
through the coming year instead of
seeing Ed sporting her new range
purse that shines you folks will get
the usual Ed-sight---the comes-with-a-
drawstring Glad 13 gallon and a pint
of “Schizzles | Almost Got a Gun” held
round my neck with whatever dog
collar our hounds arent dressing out
in at the time.
Davis “Lit’le Leroy” Anderson had the
pleasure of ending up with the wade
Farr “dead” knife-in-a-pouch.
Accompanying the pleasure and honor
came the heckling---
“Give it up peacefully sonny, youre
under 18.”
“Lemme hold that for you till you
finish college.”
“Im callin’ Homeland Security!”
“If your mom finds out youre armed,
shell follow suit!”
And the aforementioned statements
are only the ones from his dad...

AR

To all members who braved the Arctic
conditions to attend the Christmas
party a great big thanks for your
participation in our end of the year
blowout in the wrong year. Santa
himself could not fault the zeal
unanimously intentioned in which we
are determined to sap the holiday
spirit out of fellow members and
crush them Lit’le Leroys what kicked a
Coke sign once too often. May we
frequently through the year
experience like spiritualism in each
others company when attending to or
just enjoying our range. Just stay the
hell away from my Glad bag and pint
0’ Schizzles...

‘Til Next Month,

Butt Plugs!

Pat
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8l 0. How much food should I take?

L family, but also for the entire raccoon community. When
3 ® | was a boy in rural Armonk, our garbage cans were
'~ regularly terrorized by a gang of brilliant criminal
= raccoons. | recall being awakened at 3 a.m. by loud
& noises, and looking out the window to see, by moonlight,
my father, a peace-loving Presbyterian minister,
® charging around in the bushes, wildly swinging a
“ baseball bat and saying non-Presbyterian words.

Q. What if | get lost?

A. If you don't have a compass, stand
very still, and listen very carefully,
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That is Canada. Whatever you do, don't
C A N A D A go that way.
Not as cool as you've heard.
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