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President's Report Ethan Grotheer

Hello all,
By the time you are 

reading this, we will be right 
the time to get together for 
the summer Rendezvous, 
which is being held June 
25-27 at the Marshall 
Bowhunters venue. I, for 
one, am incredibly excited to 
catch up with many of you 
in person for the first time in 
nearly two years!

Another important 
happening for the club will be this year’s Board of 
Directors election. We have three open positions on 
the board and three members have come forward to 
run for the positions. You should have received for 
ballots by mail at this reading, so please return them 
promptly. There will be a write in option non your 
ballot, and all I’m going to say is feel free to make 
use of that line. If anything, it will give us an idea of 
who to convince to run for next year’s positions. I 
know this has been echoed many times before in the 

past by other Presidents, but I’ll say it again: This is 
YOUR club so make sure you vote and/or step up into 
positions if there are things you’d like to see change or 
happen in the UBM.

In personal news, after 21 grueling months of 
waiting for the “system” to work itself out, my little 
boy, Ezekiel Thomas Grotheer, officially became ours 
by adoption on May 21st. I’ve had a lot of incredible 
times in the woods, but this was, by far the greatest 
moment in Sarah’s and my lives and we are excited to 
see what the future holds!

I hope that you are all getting ready for this 
upcoming bow season, as I’ve been pondering it hard 
myself given how so often it creeps up on us before we 
know it. I’ve glued up a new bow this year but haven’t 
made time to get it past the blank stage. However, I 
plan to have it at least shootable at the Rendezvous. I 
also hope to do better by some Surewood shafts this 
fall as well in my arrow building time.

Anyhow, can’t wait to see you all at the Rendezvous, 
and I hope you’ve taken some time to shoot your bow 
before then! n
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The UBM, in cooperation with Queensboro.com, now 
has its own online store selling quality clothing 

branded with the club’s logo. There are hundreds of 
items to choose from and the UBM makes a modest 
5% pro�t from each sale. Visit often because there 

are new sales taking place each week!

Don’t wait for the Festival or Rendezvous to get 
your UBM apparel. Order yours today online at 

http://ubmmerchandise.qbstores.com/
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Most summers for the past 15 or so years, 
I’ve always tried to make it a habit to chase 

carp and buffalo as they spawn along the shallows 
at Stockton Lake. Last year I was too covered up in 
projects to get after them, but I vowed to make time in 
2021.

Lyle Shaulis and I dusted off the old bowfishing rigs 
in mid-May and happened to hit the common carp 
spawn just right! On our first outing, I was still trying 
to make use of an old PSE Nova and half working 
reel setup that I’ve had for years. Fortunately, I still 
managed to bring six carp in but had quite a time 
dealing with faulty equipment, so I came away with the 
resolve that afternoon to get a better setup (much to 
my poor wife’s dismay). Lyle had a Samick Sage on this 
trip that worked wonders!

Ironically, I went into that Bass Pro Outlet Store that 
we all know and love the very next day and picked up 
a Cabelas branded 45# recurve for $80 that a featured 
threaded stabilizer and rear inserts. I also stopped 
by Bowfishing Extreme in Willard for a new reel and 
some fiberglass shafts. Oh, and Dollar General for a 
pair of polarized sunglasses to boot!

That afternoon I managed to reel in 14 commons 
(Carp). I had planned to gather them up and bring 
them to Lyle, who loves canning carp and turning 
them into patties, but some super friendly Hungarian 
gentlemen started following me along the shoreline 
with a - gallon bucket and collected the carp as I 
brought them in. Hey, who am I to rob anyone of a 
rough fish dinner!

A few days later, Lyle and I headed back out together 
and managed to bring in roughly 15 common carp 
again, but the real excitement were the buffalo! I had 
taken notice of a spillway that had a lot of floundering 
fish, but when I picked the largest fin in the bunch 
and my arrow struck flesh, I wasn’t expecting the fight 
that I was in for with a buffalo! This is why I always 
I’ve always loved shooting buffalo in particular as they 
always make the retrieval a lot more exciting! In the 
span of 20 minutes, I managed to connect with three 
more buffalo in the 20# range and land them on shore. 
A fourth was hit but it turned out to be a substantially 
larger fish that provided rope burns on my hands as I 
attempted to retrieve it and it eventually pulled loose of 
my fiberglass shaft. You hate to lose any type of game 
when hunting, but I do believe that water buffalo won 

Water Bufflo Hunting for Poor Dudes Ethan  Grotheer
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fair and square, and I have the marred-up hands to 
prove it!

Lyle and I also discovered that, on top of canning the 
meat, buffalo provide a fillet on their underbelly that 
makes for quite the fine table fare, that I don’t think 

anyone would snub their nose at if they gave it a try!
As most of you know, bowfishing can be done on 

virtually any budget, and it provides hours of fun! I’ve 
also found it to be really great way to introduce kids to 
the outdoors/hunting as the excitement stays constant 

along with the opportunities to fling arrows!
I will end by saying that I’ve always found 

bowfishing to be a great “break in” before bow 
season for the instinctive eye in shooting. The 
older I get, I try my best to settle into more 
calm and controlled shots when hunting, but 
there are times when autopilot needs to be 
available to an archer, and after a lot of practice 
(ahem misses), I found myself connecting with 
a lot of fish out to 15 yds as they gave me quick 
glances of their profile through the murky 
water. The satisfaction in having your arrow 
appear right where you intended in an instant 
certainly provides its own type of euphoria, and 
it gives one optimism for their abilities come 
fall.

So then, if you’ve never tried bowfishing, 
don’t let another summer/spring go by without 
giving it a shot. I promise you’ll be asking 
yourself why you didn’t start doing this earlier 
in life!n
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UBM Javelina Hunt -Story #1 Ken Webb

2021 would be the third 
straight year that a 

bunch of likeminded stick slingers 
have gone to the CE Miller Ranch 
near Valentine, TX for a March 
javelina hunt.  Last year COVID-19 
was just becoming known as a 
pandemic and as we left that hunt 
we had doubts about returning a 
year later.  Given the uncertainty of 
vaccines, quarantines, and general 
mindset of “what next?” the list 
of attendees and plans remained 
dynamic right up until it became 
time to load the truck.  That said, 
seven UBM members and two 
recruits had a heck of a hunt! 

Challenges were new this year. 
Heat, drought, and the onslaught 
of illegal immigrant traffic through 
the ranch was a new dynamic that 
obviously none of us had ever 
dealt with.  It’s a little unnerving 
to hike around a ranch of some 
20,000 acres with no real signs 
of civilization only to find tennis 
shoe prints in the dirt.  Remnants 
of illegal travel was commonplace, 
including left-behind clothing, 
water bottles, empty backpacks, and 
a couple suspicious vacuum sealed 
bags behind camp.  A couple guys 
in the group had direct contact 
with a group of illegals without 
confrontation.  The disturbance was 
punctuated in the middle of the 
week when a lone illegal decided 
it would be a good idea to burn 
down an old unoccupied house 
on the ranch just so he could be 
discovered and picked up.  

The ranch owner’s wife is an 
accomplished photographer whose 
work is focused on the natural 
beauty of the area.  It’s a sad state 
when she will not venture out for 
evening and nighttime photography 
for fear of her safety.  On her own 
land!  These ranchers’ way of life 

is in danger so read up on it.  As if 
the traffic across the border weren’t 
bad enough many ranchers are 
being forced to sell off their cattle 
due to the terrible drought they’re 
experiencing.  It’s important to 
understand the landscape, culture, 
and dynamics of the areas we hunt 
and this trip was exceptionally 
interesting.  But that’s enough of 
the editorial.  On to the story of this 
remarkable javelina hunt!  

The drought was undoubtedly a 
factor in concentrating the javelina 
in larger groups near limited food 
and water sources.  Small groups 
were spotted, but bands of 15 or 
more were commonplace, and 
everyone got into them almost 

every day!  As in years past, javies 
could be found up on the hillsides 
among the prickly pear, Spanish 
dagger, giant yucca, and Cholla.  
For many of us this year the 
play was out in the cat-claw and 
greasewood flats, around water 
tanks and feed barrels full of cotton 
seed for livestock.  Spot and stalk, 
still hunting, or taking a stand near 
food or water sources all proved 
successful tactics, as did good old-
fashioned dumb luck.   

On the first hour of the first day, 
Dave Miller (hunt organizer) and 
I glassed a band of javies at the 
abandoned house that would be 
burned down later in the week.  We 
made a big circle to gain the wind 

Don and javelina
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and intercept them.  With javelina running by on all 
sides, I’ll just shorten a long story with what we’ll just 
call first day jitters - and misses by both of us.  Javelina 
are small and quick targets (at least 
that is how I console myself).  That 
evening, in the waning hours of 
light, Dave and I had more blown 
opportunities near a water tank 
on the far north end of the ranch.  
We were both a little dejected that 
night since we both should have 
been tagged out with 2 javelina each 
on the first day.  Could we have 
subconsciously pulled those shots to 
enjoy a full week of hunting?  Yep – 
I’ll go with that.

Greg Hanzlick has been on a 
couple UBM javelina hunts and 
we were all happy for him as he 
doubled up and tagged out on the 
evening of the second day.  Dan 
Novotny and Kenny Parton had also 
scored one each that day.  

One of the highlights of my week came 
Wednesday morning while hunting with long 
time UBM member, Don Vaughn, a regular 
on UBM javelina hunts.  He’s easy going, never 
flustered and always positive no matter a badly 
sprained hand or a thorn in the eye.  He’s the 
camp tough guy!  Don and I took up glassing 
spots above a flat early on the third morning.  I 
had just settled in a couple hundred yards from 
Don when I saw him bailing off the hillside to 
intercept a large band of javies working along 
a ditch in the flat.  He got there in the nick of 
time, but the group took an unexpected turn 
to surround him on three sides!  As I watched 
through the bino’s whispering, “shoot, shoot, 
shoot”, nothing but half-draws and long stares 
ensued.  It was a hoot to watch and I know Don 
had a pretty good time with the encounter.    

Why is it that every – single – year – a rodeo 
breaks out on a javelina hunt?  This year was 
no exception.  In the middle of the third day, 
Don, Dave, and I went to check out another 
abandoned ranch house.  As we were about to 
leave, I stepped through a gate to inspect a small 
feedlot of maybe a couple acres.  I had no sooner 
set foot inside when I spotted three javelina and 
backed out.  Don and Dave immediately knew 
it was game time based on my reaction.  These 
javies were making a home around a bunch of 

abandoned farm equipment and cattle gates.  While 

Participants in the group photo Left to Right

Dave Miller (UBM), Mike McDonald (UBM), Dan Novotny (UBM), Greg Hanzlick (UBM), Don Vaughn 
(UBM), Chris Rackley (UBM) , Kenny Parton . Not pictured:  Ken Webb (UBM) and Rich Stanze 

Ken and javelina
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not the wilderness stalk of which 
Don Thomas may write, there was 
plenty of cover for a sneak.  Two of 
the three collared peccaries boogied 
for the hills, but the third was just 
too curious for his own good.  It’s 
probably not the best visual but 
imagine a couple old farts (Dave 
and I) climbing gates and dodging 
barns and feeders at top speed (?) 
trying to get into position.  The 
result of all this tom foolery was me 
getting into a five-yard stare down 
with a pretty darn big boar with 
nothing but a wooden fence post 
and chicken wire between us.  After 
what seemed an eternity on both 
knees and unable to shoot through 
the wire, I figured that surely Don 
had had time to put his longbow 
together and be in position on the 
other end of the lot.  So, I did what 
any good hunting buddy would 
do.  I flicked a pebble at the curious 
woofer.  I intentionally hit a piece 
of sheet metal (that part is up to 
the reader) and the resulting “ping” 
sent him right over to Don who 
made him pay!    

Day Four got even weirder and 
you can read about Dan Novotny’s 
broadhead recovery elsewhere 
in this issue.  As I said, R-O-D-

E-O!  The best part was when Dan 
walked into camp and announced, 
“Everybody better get over here 
‘cause I’m only gonna tell this once.” 
Fact – and hilarious.  

Don and 
I had built 
a couple 
minimalist 
blinds around 
some feed 
barrels the day 
before.  As we 
approached in 
the pre-dawn 
light of day 
four, I could see 
a single javelina 
at the site.  Don 
offered the 
opportunity, so 
I put the sneak 
on and crawled 
to within ten 
yards to shoot 
that rascal and 
drop him on 
the spot.  Given 
the immediacy 
of recovery and 
that it was still 
barely light, 
I drug my 

bounty into the blind with me and 
we began our short vigil about 30 
yards apart on opposite sides of the 
little corral.  It was only 20 minutes 
or so before a large group came in 
from behind Don.  His shot didn’t 
work out, and we spent the rest of 
the morning still hunting through 
the scrub.  There were multiple 
sightings and sneaks, but no more 
javies were tagged by us that day, 
though big fun was had by all.  Rich 
Stanze notched his second tag that 
day bringing the group’s total to 
nine with one day left.  

Aside from some good-natured 
ribbing, most of us are not real big 
score keepers, but we only needed 
one more to get into double digits 
and that would just be kinda cool!  
Someone – anyone?  Rich offered 
to go along with me to help spot, 
so we went off to the south end of 
the ranch and separated to glass 

Officer quarters at the fort

Beautiful bow with beautiful scenery.
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a hillside.  I heard some tumbling 
rock high above me and discovered 
a band of three big javelina working 
down the mountainside.  This little 
group seemed to be wandering 
aimlessly and were not committed 
to a direction, so I elected to save 
my energy.  About then Rich 
informed me that he saw another 
bunch up on the mountain and 
that I better “haul ass” if I were 
to cut them off.  Did I mention 
that Rich is a good friend, or that 
I am capable of “hauling ass?”  
You bet, and up I went at my top 
speed, woefully pitiful as it may 
be.  I reached the top to find myself 
within 60 yards and watch the 
desert pigs top out and descend off 
into the canyon.  I was glad just to 
see them.  After a short breather, I 
began my descent, and encountered 
another on the hike down, but as 
they often do, he vanished.  

Rich and I climbed in the truck 
to try and get back to camp in time 
for the group photo.  As we entered 

the valley of the fort, wouldn’t you 
know another javie ran right in 
front of the truck!  What’s a fella to 
do but jump in the brush and give 
chase.  That single javelina turned 
out to be a group of six and I was 
within a few steps multiple times, 
but if you’ve been in that God-
forsaken catclaw you’ll believe me 
when I say there was just no ethical 
shot.  Rich being the pal that he is 
was waiting in the truck and I soon 
realized I was about equidistant 
between camp and truck.  So, I sent 
him a text that I would just meet 
him at the fort.  When Rich showed 
up without me, he told Dave that I 
had been apprehended by Border 
Patrol, along with a group of illegals 
because I had no ID on me.  I’m 
told that Dave’s blood pressure 
spiked!  Maybe we’re a little old for 
those shenanigans, but the look on 
Dave’s face was priceless when I 
walked into camp unaware of the 
prank.  

Rich and I missed the photo, but 
I figured it was for a good reason.  
And happily, Chris Rackley scored 
in the bottom of the ninth, bringing 
our grand total to ten javelina tags 
notched!

It’s a pretty safe bet that everyone 
had a great time.  As with every 
hunt there is always a story or two 
about the one that got away, and 
we’re no exception.  I’ve focused on 
the positives here, and I am positive 
that we could have put another 
five or six in the cooler.  Ah – if we 
had only had the Rendezvous last 
summer, we all may have been a 
little sharper!  Those little woofers 
sure are a lot of fun and the Sierra 
Vieja Mountains at 4,000-5,000 
feet are beautiful, even during a 
drought. It’s a great time of year to 
get after some new game, reconnect 
with old friends and make some 
new ones.  n

MTP Drivetrain Services, LLC
205 McDonald Drive
Many, Louisiana, USA 71449

Office: 318-256-2083
Toll-Free: 866-873-2454
Web: www.MTPDrivetrain.com

Mobile: (816)591-1350
Fax (866) 320-2336
Email: TCarder@MTPDrivetrain.com

Thomas Carder
Customer Solutions Manager
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In spite of our interrupted 
2020 season caused by Covid, 

we are taking advantage of lessons 
learned.  Well, maybe not learned, 
but mistakes remembered?  We 
continue to review trail camera 
videos and adjust stands to match 
deer routes, etc.  Changing wind 
direction is always a problem 
when hunting hill sides.  I once 
hunted with a fellow that said he 
always had the wind in his face.  He 
sometimes had to turn around and 
hunted the opposite direction to 
make that happen.  Didn’t sound 
right to me either.  Swirling wind 
pockets have been recognized 
in videos when deer continue to 
stop in the same location to take 
advantage of the wind. In 2020 
there were times when we weren’t 
prepared for changing winds. 

Moving or repositioning a tree 
stand, has a new twist.  Two of 

us are right-handed and one is 
left-handed.  When trying to take 
advantage of double trees or cedars 

as a background, 
we have to 
remember we have 
a lefty among us.  
Brother Jerry was a 
lefty and his main 
complaint was we 
always set things 
up for right handed 
people.  Ok, we 
will position all 
tree stands to be 
Ambidextrous?  
Would you have 
ever thought? 

We have eight 
tree stands.  We 
should give 
them names so 
we can identify 
which one we are 
referring to.  One 
is already referred 
to as “Sweet” and 
another is sure to 

be the “Cedar Tree” where James 
met Godzilla.  Six more to go.

There are six trail cameras taking 
videos.  We stopped taking pictures 
a few years ago because it was 
difficult to determine where they 
came from or where they were 
going.  A video provides more 
information and you can see if 
there are additional animals.  One 
example is, a group of six deer 
became startled when the lead 
deer was surprised by the camera 
light/signal shining directly in its 
face.  Without the camera being on 
video, we wouldn’t have known that 
happened.  Video is what made us 
aware where deer take advantage of 
wind swirls.  Placing the cameras 
higher, directed downward, they 
have been less noticed.  An unusual 
video was two armadillos fighting.  
Reminded me of a Punch and 
Judy show.  The show lasted longer 
than you would have expected.  
For those too young to know who 
Punch and Judy are; (Punch and 
Judy is a traditional puppet show 

Stump Bunch Prepping for 2021 Season Larry Bauman
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featuring Mr. Punch and his wife 
Judy).  Facing cameras north has 
for the most part, eliminated the 
sun triggering the cameras.  Can’t 
do much about the wind, other 
than removing small brush or 
swinging leaves that are close 
enough to trigger the camera.  
Don’t mean to sound like a trail 
camera expert, just sharing what 
works for me. It is entertaining, 
plus knowing if or what deer 
frequent the area.  When I think 
the time of day means something, 
they change their schedule and 
walk by in the middle of the day.  
Sometimes they are traveling 
through or slowly browsing and in 
the next video, a group is running.

Planning and preparation only 
provides opportunity.  What we do 
with our opportunities also needs 
attention.  There were a couple 
misdirected shots last year.  No 
judgement intended.  The most 
skilled and best shots still “miss” 
for various reasons.  My two most 

repeated errors are 
thinking I have 
to hurry and not 
picking a spot.  
When I hurry my 
shot, I generally pre-
release and shoot 
high.  Not picking 
a spot is a common 
mistake.  When 
shooting at a static 
range, you don’t 
shoot at the entire 
target.  You focus on 
the dot.  Shooting 
3D targets is helpful.  
It teaches me to pick 
a spot.  A fellow 
new to bowhunting 
once asked, “Where 
do you aim at on a 
deer?”  My simple 
answer was, “Shoot 
at the rib cage.”  That 
is where the vitals are hidden.  Ok, 
that was a quick simple answer, but 
not too far from what you need to 

know.  Just pick a 
spot.

You may 
remember the text 
conversations I had 
with the neighbor 
last year while the 
buck was courting 
the does and James 
was in the nearby 
cedar tree? He later 
claimed to have seen 
Godzilla?  Well, 
that buck continues 
to frequent the 
neighbor’s area and 
is still sporting his 
rack, in mid-April.  
The neighbor took 
another distant 
fussy picture of the 
buck with his cell 
phone and sent it 
to me.  I forwarded 

it to James and the picture made 
him nervous.  This guy gets buck 
fever from photos?  He has since 
offered Roger to sit that stand so he 
wouldn’t have to change his pants 
when Godzilla comes into range.  
Roger is amazed how this buck 
has polished his rack and kept it so 
long.  These two trying to decide 
who will sit this stand, will change 
often before September 15th.  
Roger has said, “This is going to be 
a long summer waiting on our fall 
deer season”.  

 As we continue our weekly 
stump shoots, we’ll continue to 
relive the 2020 hunts and discuss 
possibilities and expectations for 
2021. James is having scary dreams 
of Godzilla while Roger has hope 
of tagging his first deer with a bow.  
I am looking forward to James 
and Roger’s hunt episodes and 
the neighbor is sure to continue 
to be involved. Stay tuned.  I am 
confident we will have more antics 
or amusing behavior to share from 
the 2021 season.  n   
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UBM Javelina hunt- Story #2 or "Where Did My Broadhead Go" Dan Novotny

I settled into my chair nestled 
into the brush in the Texas countryside. 

Although that could be a slight exaggeration 
as the bush I was sitting by was barely as tall 
as my chair and was the only one within 50 
yards.  I was on the 2nd afternoon of a five-day 
javelina hunt in West Texas.  My friend, Mike 
McDonald, was sitting about 70 yards away 
on the other side of the only tree within a half 
mile.  There was a water tank under the tree 
between us and some barrels on Mike’s side 
with cotton seed in them.  This was a horse 
pasture and the seed was for them, but there 
was one barrel turned on its side and the javies 
seemed to like the seed also. 

We had found this spot earlier this morning 
after a nice hike in the rocks. Yesterday we had 
scouted a place called Knox Canyon about 3/4 
mile to our north. The other guys in camp had 
nicknamed it Catclaw Canyon. I’m thinking Hell’s 
Canyon would be more appropriate.    On our first 
day we hiked up this canyon through the rocks and 
catclaw brush for over a mile, but then we had to hike 
back out.  We found trails and sign of javelinas but 
no sighting.  This hike about did us in. Some of the 
roughest country and walking I have ever seen. There’s 
a reason they nicknamed it Catclaw Canyon.  Several 
other guys in camp, Dave and Ken, had seen a number 
of javelina Monday at the opposite end of the ranch, 
ten miles north.  A couple of shots were taken but 
nothing was killed. 

So now it’s Tuesday afternoon and we have not 
seen any game yet except for four mule deer bucks in 
the headlights driving in the  mornings. They’re not 
in season anyway but it was fun to watch them.  We 

figured we would sit by this water tank for a quiet 
evening, rest up a bit and figure our plan out for the 
next day.  Just sitting there, I pondered some of the 
recent events before this hunt.  Due to a mishap at 
work three months earlier I had a nerve in my right 
elbow acting up. I hadn’t been able to shoot a bow for 
a month from excruciating pain when the elbow was 
bent coming to full draw. I could only manage about 
half draw.  As the hunt got closer it slowly improved 
while in the meantime, I got a new lower-weight 
Destiny longbow from Mike Dunaway at Wild Horse 
Creek Bows. This bow was identical to my other one 
except for it being only 43#.  The new bow arrived a 
week and a half before the hunt and two days before 
leaving I was able to draw it for the first time. I didn’t 
shoot it but drew it back. The first time I shot it was in 
camp the afternoon we arrived. I managed four arrows 

with slight pain.  
What’s that noise? Holy Cow! We’ve only been 

here 30 minutes!  There’s a line of 12 javelina 
trotting toward the seed barrels.  As they mill 
around trying to get around each other to get to 
the seed, I stand and ease my way to in front of the 
tree at the water tank. At this point I saw one of the 
javies jump into a barrel. It was one of the funniest 
things I’ve seen.  I saw Mike up and easing forward 
toward the group.  He was in better position and 
closer so I watched as he stalked slowly closer. The 
javies didn’t seem to notice either of us moving 
slowly. Their eyesight is not the best but they will 
see quick movements.  One of them started moving 

The author with one of his javelinas.

A beautiful Texas sunrise.
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away from the barrel in my direction. I thought maybe 
they would come toward the water seep next to the 
tank. Several others are moving around when suddenly 
I see Mike’s arrows sliding across the ground. He took 
a shot but the javie jumped forward on him.  As he 
takes aim at another, I am waiting for the closest to 
give me a shot. TING!!

I see an arrow sticking out of the side of a barrel. 
Mike shot just under the belly of one.  At this point 
the javies take off and we watch them head up into the 
cactus and yuccas a couple hundred yards uphill from 
us.  It is sloping gently uphill and we can see them 
spread out quite a bit. I told Mike I’m going to head 
out and try to circle around and get in on them.

I did a several hundred-yard half circle and started 
stalking in toward them. Stalking might not be the 
right word because it implies sneaking slowly and 
quietly.  There is no such thing as quiet in the rock 
footing I have.  I have a couple in view and am moving 
toward them at about 30 yards. Suddenly one woofs 
and four of them scatter a bit.  I’m watching one I can 
see through a yucca plant at 25 yards.  After about 
five or more minutes, they start to relax and the one 
I’m watching seems to be moving toward me. At the 
same time another is the same distance and about five 
yards from him moving toward me. As I’m thinking 
“get ready, you’re going to get a shot”’, I hear something 
down the hill from me. Somehow in sneaking in, I got 
past a couple and one is walking past me. As he comes 
out from behind a bush, I swing the new bow up and 
shoot. It’s about 18-20 yards and he is walking slowly. 
My arrow hits and he goes down snarling, growling, 
and snapping. I spined him. While he is trying to bite 
off my arrow, I move forward and put a finishing arrow 
in him immediately.  I raise my arms over my head to 

show Mike I was successful.  He comes up to join me 
and we get a few pictures.  We then move off in the 
direction Mike had last seen them in hopes of finding 
one.  We find a ravine at the base of the hill that you 
can’t tell is there from any distance. Lots of sign there.  
As we head back down to retrieve my javie and head to 
the truck, we spot a lone large javie headed toward the 
cotton seed barrels.  Mike moves down ahead of me 
and stalks in on him as he feeds in the sideways barrel. 
He comes out of the barrel as Mike gets closer. Mike 
takes a shot that goes through the hair on his back. 
He bolts a short ways and Mike takes another shot. 
Another clean miss.  

We head back to camp. Upon arriving there, we find 
that Greg had gotten two within two minutes. He was 
pretty excited! Everybody has to hear everybody’s 
stories while cooking and eating dinner. It makes for 
an enjoyable evening.  

The next morning we’re ready to head back to 
our spot, going from discouraged just the previous 
morning to ready to get after them.  We get to where 
we park the truck in time to watch the first rays of 
sunrise. This is a very pretty sunrise with rays of 
orange and yellow shining off the clouds.  It’s about 
4.5 miles from camp but takes us about 35 minutes to 
drive it.  Standing and glassing I spot a lone javelina 
moving down the steep hillside toward the ravine.  We 
head up toward the bottom of the hill. I head kind of 
toward where the one I saw disappeared while Mike 
heads downs to the bottom end of ravine to hunt up 
it toward me.  I slowly hunt up the edge of the ravine 
which is a thick brushy draw with lots of catclaw and 
bucket sized boulders.  I reach the upper end where 
there is a two-track trail coming up and going around 
a tight turn to head out the other side of the ravine. 
At this point I jumped a couple javelina in the brush 

We fought Mexico for this?

Nice accomodations.
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that ran a short way. I couldn’t see more than 
ten feet into the thick brush so I just kept going 
figuring that if they heard me coming, they 
would hear me leaving.  Following the trail, I 
found myself going up a very steep hill. After 
a short distance I left the trail to make my 
way down at an angle. It was difficult going 
with all the rock that would move under your 
feet. I soon spot Mike below me and then he’s 
motioning out in front of me. I spot a javelina 
coming uphill in front of me and I move 
forward and take a shot. The arrow disappears 
through the edge of a yucca bush just as he 
disappears behind it. I watch him trot uphill 
not showing any indication of a hit. After 
searching for my arrow awhile and not finding 
anything I manage to make my way down to 
where Mike waits without falling. He informs 
me he heard my arrow bouncing off the rocks 
so I’m certain now I missed. 

Mike tells me he made a good hit on one right 
behind the shoulder and thought it would be close.  
We take a short rest and take up the blood trail.  After 
about 150 yards the trail just quits, so we searched 
around but never found anything. These javelina are 
known for this. Without a simply perfect hit, they will 
just stop bleeding and they’re impossible to find. I 
think if it’s not fatal right away they recover. They are 
incredibly tough little animals.  

That afternoon we head back to the water tank.  The 
other guys have been seeing lots of javies in other 
areas. At the water tank, Mike tells me to sit where 
he had the night before and he wants to sit under the 
water tank tree and take pictures. After sitting about 
an hour, I spot a lone javelina trotting in toward the 
cotton seed barrels. As he starts to feed, he is on the 
opposite side of a couple barrels from me so I start to 
stalk him.  I ease up and kneel behind a couple other 
barrels for a bit which if he comes around gives me 
about a 15-yard shot.  After kneeling for a few minutes, 
I have to get up. I just can’t kneel on my replaced knees 
for very long.  He is still on the other side of the barrels 
and I can see enough to know he is facing to my left. I 
figure if I sneak to the right, I can get a shot at his vitals 
before he can see me. I get about halfway there when 
he decides to come around the left side. Now he is only 
about eight yards away and I see a shot I can make. 
I’m not completely sure what happened but I think I 
pulled the shot slightly at the same time he swung his 
head toward me. Whack! I hit him in the skull! The 
arrow broke off right at the back of the broadhead and 

clattered off the barrel. I’m shooting wood arrows.  He 
runs off while I stand there feeling like a fool.  I know 
he’s not hurt too bad and there’s no way to trail him.  I 
go over to Mike and explain what happens while he 
stands there laughing at me. We gather out stuff and 
head toward the truck.  There’s still some light left so 
we glass the bottom of the hill for a while.  Mike finally 
spots six or eight feeding along but they’re probably at 
least 500 yards away with not much light left. We leave 
them figuring to come back and chase them in the 
morning.

  Back at camp (which is an interesting place in itself) 
I found myself in the predicament of having to tell 
everyone my story. Everybody seemed to enjoy it a lot!  
This was a great bunch of guys to meet and hunt with. 
I only knew Mike and Chris before the hunt, but now 
there’s Dave, Ken, Don, Rich, Greg and Kenny. 

Speaking of camp, this place has some very 
interesting history. The rancher calls it the fort but the 
real name is Camp Holland.  Built in 1918 as a supply 
depot to supply American cavalry troops on the border 
during the Mexican Revolution, it consisted of several 
large stone buildings that were barracks for soldiers, 
A large mess hall, horse stables and several officers’ 
quarters.  It is a neat place. There is also a large stone 
marker in the midst showing this was close to the site 
of the last battle between the cavalry and the Apache 
Indians in Presidio County on June 12, 1880.  Some 
cool history!

Thursday morning we arrive at our spot a little extra 
early, wanting to get in closer before too much after 
daylight. There is a gorgeous sunrise with the bright 
orange lighting up the bottom of the clouds.  

Home sweet home.
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We take off headed up toward the 
bottom of the hill.  Mike decides to 
go south and check out a canyon 
we hadn’t gotten to about 600 yards 
away. I head a bit north to checkout 
a draw that was several hundred 
yards from the ravine we had been 
hunting.  I found some good sign of 
frequent use but no animals so after 
a couple hours sat on the hillside 
for a snack and glassed the bottom 
for a while.  Not seeing anything I 
moved slowly down along the edge 
of the ravine. A couple hundred 
yards later I spot Mike down below 
me along the opposite side of the 
ravine.  Just then I get a good whiff 
of that musky smell of javelina.  I 
motion to Mike “I can smell them”.  
As I slowly move along, I don’t 
go far when Mike starts pointing 
ahead of me. I finally see a javelina 
come up out of the ravine about 20 
yards away. He is partly screened 
by a catclaw bush so I take a step 
or two to get a clear shot.  Before 
I can shoot, he starts walking off 
downhill passing behind some 
bushes. I start off in pursuit but am 
unable to gain any ground on him. 
After 40-50 yards I spot a small 
javelina below me looking at me. 
Right then I hear a woof and hear 
one bolt behind me. I can’t see it 
because of a slight rise in the rocks. 
Then I spot a second, then a third 
small javelina, below me to my left. 

They are all looking at me.  While 
I’m standing there, I suddenly see 
the one I was following come into 
view and he walks out is plain sight 
broadside below. I draw and shoot. 
It looks like a perfect hit. He bolts, 
running in a half circle toward me, 
the arrow still in his side.

 He ends up about 15 feet away 
snarling and spinning. I draw and 
shoot at him but just as I release, he 
turns again and the arrow simply 
glances off his rear ham and goes 
clattering across the rocks.  At this 
he bolts again, this time circling 
back around to end up under a 
catclaw bush ten feet to my right. 
I can tell he’s about done and, that 
quick, he’s done.  I go to find Mike 
and after crossing the ravine again 
with lots of scratches and blood loss 
to us from the catclaw, we come 
back to him.  I turn him over to 
pull the arrow out and we notice his 
snout is deformed. He must have 
been an old warrior because you 
can tell it was 
from fighting 
along with the 
gashes and 
slices in his ears.  
Then Mike asks, 
“What is that 
on his head?”  
We look and 
both of us look 
at each other 

in astonishment, then burst out 
laughing!!  It’s my broadhead!!  This 
is the same one I shot in the head 
the night before. We can’t believe it! 

After a few pictures and the 
drag out, we head to camp where 
we find a couple guys with their 
kills also. I carry my javelina up 
by the skinning pole and tell the 
guys, “You need to come see this.” 
After recounting the story to them, 
everybody is amazed by my luck, as 
am I.  They’re saying “You have to 
write this up for the newsletter!”

This was a great group of guys to 
share a camp with. Lots of fun. All 
told, there were ten javelina killed, 
several wounded, and a few misses.  
Chris Rackley took one Friday 
morning with 90 minutes left to 
hunt. n

 Equipment notes:  Wild Horse 
Creek Destiny longbow 43# @ 28 

Fir arrows at about 575 gr. 
With Magnus I or Zwickey Delta 
broadheads.

Like us on 

https://www.facebook.com/
unitedbowhuntersofmissouri

https://www.facebook.com/groups/
unitedbowhuntersofmo/
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UBM Board of Directors Candidates

My name is Wes 
McCain and I 

have been an avid hunter 
and outdoorsman for 
over 40 years.  I have 
been a licensed Physical 
Therapist for the past 
28 years, graduating 
from Southwest Baptist 
University in Bolivar, 
Missouri.  I have been the 
Manager of the Physical 
Rehab departments for 
both Integris Miami and 
Integris Grove Hospitals in 
northeast Oklahoma for the 
last 18 years.

  Originally from Blue 
Springs, Missouri, I moved to northeast Oklahoma 
for over 20 years before moving to Neosho, Missouri 
after marrying my wife, Shannon, 6 years ago.   I was 
introduced to the outdoors by my father.  My brother 
and I grew up competing in traditional muzzleloader 
competitions.  I progressed through modern archery 
and firearms hunting and returned to traditional 

archery about 12 years ago.   I'm having a blast 
experiencing the outdoors with my wife and teaching 
her the knowledge passed down to me at our family 
farm in northern Missouri and our hunting property 
in northeast Oklahoma.  

I'm encouraged that traditional archery is 
experiencing an uptick throughout the United States.  I 
believe the current pandemic and time at home helped 
our sport.  The increasing popularity of bowfishing 
and survival shows such as "Alone" have also brought 
traditional archery to the public's attention.  Hopefully 
with social restrictions lifting, those who are new 
to traditional archery will join clubs and attend 3D 
shoots. 

I believe it is the responsibility of UBM to help 
encourage and facilitate the transition to clubs and 
3D shoots in any way possible.  We should continue 
to support the skill and challenge of the hunt and 
maintain our core doctrine.  We cannot, however, 
be completely self-centered.  We need to support the 
hunting industry as a whole. Stick and string, wheels, 
centerfire or smoke pole, we need to support each 
other, combat the "anti's" and educate the public. n

Wes McCain

Wes McCain

A father 
of two 

incredible boys 
with completely 
different roles in life, 
they're my greatest 
creation, and we 
spend our precious 
moments together 
outdoors learning 
life lessons from 
nature and exploring.  

Tristan my oldest (20) with severe Autism/non-verbal 
will be graduating from High School in October at the 
age of 21 and he's taught me many humbling attributes 
through the years, but patience being the leader on 
the chart.  Patience has taught me the meaning of time 
spent in the woods hunting or on the water fishing 
isn't always all about the harvest or success rate.  It's 
the moments leading up to the harvest that requires 

investing the time in field study, scouting, land 
management, sharpening the shooting skills, attending 
MDC workshops with my youngest son Cole, sets the 
recipe for the table time of thanks.  Tristan has also 
taught Cole and I to give back to people any chance 
that time allows.  Cole (17) going on (67) which a lot of 
you know growing up in the UBM family giving help 
with Deaf Camp weekends, Rendezvous', and helping 
Dad out with the UMB Festival Auctions will be big 
asset for UBM in years to come.  Cole earned "Student 
of the Year" in the welding program this year and 
will be graduating from High School May 22nd with 
honors on his mother's birthday. Cole will be obtaining 
his Eagle Scout rank in the upcoming months and 
has already been working on his certifications for 
the Union Boiler Makers 83 while also working as 
an electrician.  Cole talks about UBM with me often 
and how he misses all the events we haven't been 
able to participate together as a UBM family. Cole 
spent countless hours hunting with his Black Widow 

Joel Davis
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Good evening 
UBM members, 

please allow me to 
introduce myself. My 
name is Ryan Plummer, 
I have lived in Missouri 
most of my life and now 
call Neosho in southwest 
Missouri home. Growing 
up as a kid, I spent every 
possible moment outdoors 
usually chasing snakes and 
lizards – A hobby I still 
have today. I will never 
forget, however, receiving a 
.22 on my 9th birthday and 
I have been hunting ever 

since. My brother is responsible for introducing me to 
bowhunting when I was 12 or 13 and while I still have 
that .22 it very rarely leaves the gun cabinet. I started 
out shooting a compound bow but made the switch to 
traditional tackle about 6 years ago and today I proudly 
carry my Kestrel Longbow made my Mike Dunaway of 
Wild Horse Creek Bows with me in when I am in the 
deer woods. Speaking of deer woods, I primarily hunt 
public land around Missouri but had the fortunate 
opportunity last fall to try my hand hunting elk in 
Colorado. 

In addition to bowhunting, my family and I enjoy 
fishing, kayaking, camping, and just being in the 

outdoors. Speaking of family, I have been married to 
my wife Trisha for 11 years and have 4 children: Zach 
(22), Tegan (21), Kylie (18), and Allison (10) and as 
you read this, I will likely have welcomed my first 
granddaughter Remi into this world compliments of 
Zach. My family means everything thing to me, and I 
pride myself in being the best father, husband, and role 
model that I can be. 

Professionally, I am a Registered Nurse and have 
worked in healthcare my entire adult life. Most of 
that time was spent as an ER/Trauma nurse and in 
a few different leadership roles. Currently, I work 
for a healthcare strategic consulting company called 
Workforce Insight where we work with healthcare 
organization across the country to optimize their 
workforce management processes and improve their 
outcomes. 

I have not been a UBM member long as I first joined 
in 2019. I was fortunate enough to be able to attend the 
2019 Rendezvous and the 2020 banquet before COVID 
reared its ugly head and shut most everything down. 
It did not take me long however to realize how great 
of an organization the UBM is and that I wanted to be 
a part of it for years to come. In my short time, I have 
made some great friends and had some great times 
with like-minded folks that view this great sport more 
of a way of life than a hobby.  I would love nothing 
more than to have the privilege to give back to the 
organization by serving on the board. Thank you for 
your consideration! n

Ryan Plummer

Bow this year with me and he's recently acquired a 
recurve he's converted to harvesting fish.  Cole has also 
outperformed me finding arrow heads and we enjoy 
finding Mozarkite rock to start knapping our own 
arrowheads for primitive arrows. I know I'm supposed 
to talk about myself, but my boys have shaped who I 
am.   I can't leave out my wonderful RN wife Aimee of 
20 years that is my rock that shines out above all the 
Mozarkite. 

This last year has certainly had its challenges, but 
the Davis boys and my wife spent most our time 
isolated in the Hills & Hollers starting a Glade 
Restoration Project in Ozark Country.  After the first 
year improving the habitat, we've seen a tremendous 
improvement in the declining turkey numbers, many 
other critters have flourished, and biomass indigenous 
to Glades are slowly coming back.  Cole did help out 
with the declining turkey population by harvesting a 

double-bearded old Tom and it was delicious with a 
side of morels. 

I'm wanting to return as a current Board Member 
for UMB because I'm at the 50% mark of my life 
(43) and trying to make more time for my passions 
such as UBM and spending more time hunting with 
family/friends.  My son Cole is the future of UBM 
with his passion of the outdoors and his networking 
skills.   You!!! The UBM members are some of the most 
talented people in the state of Missouri and hold a 
wealth of knowledge/wisdom that needs to be passed 
on before is lost to Cole and other children leading 
into young adults.  I've certainly learned a lot from you 
all and am hungry for more of your knowledge, so let's 
get the arrows flying and gather soon.

Please help us help you.
Cheers, Joel Davis
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Joel Davis (2021)
110621 S Alley Jackson Road
Grain Valley, mo 64029
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(816) 522-4260

Bob Burns, Secretary (2022)
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St. Mary, mo 63673
jpetraditional@gmail.com
636-346-6023

Tom Dickerson, Bowhunter Ed.
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Jackson, MO 63755
TRAD_5558@yahoo.com
(573) 243-7113

Elise Haverstick, Graphic Designer
50 Highley Court Apt. 22
Bonne Terre, MO 63628
elise.haverstick@gmail.com
(417) 693-6084

Brenda Hudson, Executive Secretary
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larrydeanhudson@hotmail.com
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3. Open Position
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The United Bowhunter
24933 Helium Rd
Newtown, MO  64667

Address Service Requested

A new book from 65 years of bowhunting with longbow and 
recurve. From the deserts of Arizona to the high mountains of 
Alaska and Canada, follow the author and his family on great 
bowhunting adventures. 344 pages and 281 photos grace this 
fine book of bowhunting for small game to big moose. 

“I’ve known Marv Clyncke for over 35 years now, and always 
wondered when “The Book” would be written! Well, here it is, at long 
last, and it is a fine testament to almost 65 years of his life chasing animals 
all over North America with his bow. Not only is Marv one of the finest 
and most ethical hunters I know, he is also a well-established writer 
and photographer, and this book is loaded with decades of high quality, 
4-color images that complement his 39 chapters beautifully. A master 
of bowhunting the high country, an outstanding individual and ethical 
hunter, Marv Clyncke epitomizes all that is good in this world, and I am a 
better person  having him as a dear friend. This is his life story, and it 
is a good one!”  

-T.J Conrads, editor and founder of Traditional Bowhunter Magazine.

$29.95 plus $4.00 shipping. Out of U.S. pays actual shipping cost.
Purchase at sonofthelongbow.com.

To contact Marv or to purchase by PayPal use mclyncke@usa.net,  
Or send check or money order to; Marv Clyncke :7190 South Boulder Rd. Boulder, CO 80303

Son of the Longbow


