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President's Report Ethan Grotheer

My fellow 
UBMer’s, 

I hope you’ve 
had a fantastic 
bowhunting season 
so far. Rumor has 
it that that both 
Dan Novotny 

and VP, William Brown, took 
some incredible bucks with their 
stickbows this year. I managed to 
take a good antelope in Wyoming 
and a decent eight here at home 
with my training wheels, but 
haven’t been able to close the deal 
on anything with my longbow 
yet (picking an actual spot when 
shooting at them would help).

I hope that you are all excited 
for the Festival in February. By the 
time you are reading this, the board 
of directors will have convened 
a special meeting to concrete 
all final details on the event, but 

some details are already in the 
bag. Longtime UBM supporter, 
member, and businessman/bow 
hunting extraordinaire, Ken Beck, 
will be our keynote speaker on 
Saturday night. I’d listen to Ken 
tell a story about a Denny’s menu 
if that was my only option, so 
bowhunting stories will be a treat 
for sure! Other seminars include 
a shooting discussion with none 
other than Tom Clum Sr., a report 
on Missouri’s black bear hunting 
by the MDC, a turkey hunting 
adventure from south of the border 
with Darren Haverstick, and 
perhaps a few other captivating 
tales of this year’s adventures by 
fellow UBM members if we can 
twist their arms hard enough.

By the way, I cannot tell you 
how pleased I am with our current 
board of directors. Every one of 
these guys is invested deeply into 

the future of bowhunting and this 
club. Anyhow, I don’t have much 
else to report on my end of things 
currently. My taxidermy business 
has nearly doubled this fall, which 
has made for some long evenings in 
the shop. The church is rocking and 
rolling with Christmas events and 
festivities. I cannot wait to share 
stories with you all in February!

P.S. If you still have any tags left 
in your wallet, I hope you are out 
enjoying the late season as much as 
I do!  n

Ethan
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The Conservation Federation of Missouri – 
One of our State’s Best Kept Secrets Darren Haverstick

I became acquainted with 
the Conservation Federation 

of Missouri (CFM) not too long 
after I joined the UBM. The UBM 
is an Affiliate Member of the 
CFM and UBM members would 
occasionally receive the CFM 
newsletter. At the time, I knew very 
little about the organization other 
than it promoted and fought for 
conservation throughout the 
state. When I remembered 
to do so, I would send in 
my annual dues to become 
a member and feel I was 
helping fight the good fight.

After a few years of sitting 
on the sidelines, I became 
a lot more involved in the 
UBM and, as a consequence, 
learned a lot more about the 
CFM. UBM officers attended 
the annual CFM convention 
back then and I found 

out that it is MUCH more than 
just an organization promoting 
conservation.

The CFM was founded in 1935 by 
Missouri sportsmen with its initial 
purpose of removing politics from 
conservation. They accomplished 
this goal with the creation of 
the Missouri Department of 
Conservation, a government 

agency that has a constitutional 
mandate to manage the natural 
resources in our state without 
too much interference from the 
legislature. Not bad for a first act, 
but the CFM did not stop there. 
Conservation issues are many and 
varied and the CFM has worked 
tirelessly to recruit Missourians 
from all walks of life to help work 

on them. I always think of 
the CFM as the civilian arm 
of MDC. Both organizations 
work closely together but 
all you have to do to join 
the civilian arm is pay your 
annual dues. 

Once I became more 
involved in CFM business, 
the one thing that always 
amazed me was how few 
Missourians actually 
knew anything about the 
organization. Did you know 

UBM Board Meeting Minutes Ryan Plummer

The United Bowhunters of
Missouri board meeting 

 was August 28th, 2021. The 
meeting started at 1pm. Those in 
attendance were William Brown, 
Ethan Grotheer, John Banderman, 
Nicholas Gray, Wes McCain, Joel 
Davis and Ryan Plummer. Bob 
Burns and Cody Cass were not in 
attendance. Cole Davis and Allison 
Plummer were also in attendance.

     Officers for this year are 
Ethan Grotheer – President, 
William Brown - Vice President, 
Ryan Plummer – Secretary, and 
John Banderman - Treasurer. The 
treasurer reported a balance of 
$19,046.16. The Secretary report 
was read and both were accepted.

Old Business: The Rendezvous 
was a success and everyone had a 

good time.  The board agreed to 
have it at Marshall again next year. 
The newsletter was also discussed.  
A reminder that all articles need to 
be submitted electronically.

New Business: Wes made a 
motion that Mike Calahan be the 
new Area #9 representative. Joel 
seconded it. All agreed. Archery 
hunting regulations for youth were 
discussed. The board agreed that 
this is to be addressed by the UBM 
Conservation Representative. Share 
the Harvest and snack sticks were 
discussed. Wes made a motion for 
the UBM to donate $1000.00 to the 
program. Dr. Grayson seconded 
the motion. All were in favor. Ryan 
made a motion to set a $2,500.00 
donation limit per year. Wes 
seconded the motion. All were in 

favor. The board discussed adding 
a junior associate to the board. This 
position will hopefully bring in a 
younger group of people to join the 
UBM. William made the motion 
and John seconded. All were in 
favor. Also under new business was 
the upcoming Festival. The Festival 
will be February 11th-13th.  It will 
again be at the Oasis in Springfield. 
Awards, speakers, and table favors 
were discussed. Contact Ethan for 
more info and for vendor space.

 Wes made the motion to adjourn 
the meeting and Ryan seconded 
the motion.  All agreed.  Meeting 
adjourned at 3pm. n

Respectfully submitted,
Ryan Plummer, secretary 
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that two big programs that affect 
the Missouri hunting community, 
“Operation Game Thief ” and 
“Share the Harvest” were both 
programs started by the CFM? 
Remember the big fight we had 
a few years ago when some of 
our state legislators decided to 
circumvent MDC CWD regulations 
by getting captive cervids (deer) 
defined as livestock? Guess who 
organized the opposition against 
that move which we narrowly 
won? Yep, it was the Conservation 
Federation of Missouri.

To really get a good dose of what 
the organization is all about, it is 
best to attend the CFM convention 
held every year around the middle 
of March. Like our Festival, it has 
speakers, auctions, awards, and a 
banquet. The main difference is 
that every aspect of conservation 
is represented at this event with a 
committee giving a report on the 
subject. Want to learn more about 
native prairie grasses? There’s a 
committee for that. How about 
slowing the spread of “rock snot” 
algae? There’s a report on that. 
Turkeys? Yep. Bears? Gotcha 
covered. Clean water? You betcha! 
Saturday is the day for reports and 
voting on resolutions that may 
have been brought up during the 
committee meetings. A resolution 
can be thought of as a “plank” in 
a political party’s platform. If a 
resolution is adopted by the end 
of business on Sunday, then it 
becomes CFM official policy. A 
lot of these resolutions have to do 
with changing MDC regulations. 
They are passed on to the MDC 
Regulations Committee for further 
contemplation and study with the 
full weight of the CFM behind 
them.

My favorite thing about the 
convention, though, is getting 
to visit with members of the 

Conservation Leadership Corps. 
This CFM program takes high 
school and college students 
and teaches them leadership 
skills by participating in various 
conservation activities. They also 
pretty much run the convention by 
doing all the grunt work, making 
sure everything runs on time, and 
making sure all the paperwork gets 
to where it needs to be. You may 
come to the convention with a dim 
view of the future of our country 
but after talking to these young 
men and women, I guarantee you 
that your view will brighten.

If you haven’t guessed already, 
the primary reason for this article 
is to entice you, the individual, to 
join the Conservation Federation 
of Missouri, if you’re not already 
a member. The secondary reason 
is to coax the UBM, as an affiliate 
member, to get more involved 
in CFM business. Affiliate 
memberships aren’t handed out, 
the UBM applied for one way back 
when. This membership gives 
us the right to have a seat at the 
table when the CFM makes policy 
decisions at the annual convention. 
Unfortunately, in recent years, 
those seats have been mostly 
vacant. From what I hear from 
older UBM members, we used 
to pack the Archery Committee 
meeting at that convention. Now it’s 
just a handful of us. I am often still 
referred to as the UBM president 
because I am the only face CFM 
knows that is associated with our 
club. Hell, I haven’t been on the 
UBM Board in six or seven years! 
The CFM is the perfect place for 
the UBM to broadcast its message, 
to network with other bowhunters, 
and recruit new members. We 
should be taking advantage of that!

The future of conservation, 
like just about everything else, 
is becoming more and more 

politicized and it takes political 
muscle to fight for what our 
organization stands for. An example 
of this politization took place last 
year when a representative from 
my neck of the woods took it 
upon himself to defund Share the 
Harvest because one of his anti-
conservation bills was shot down 
in flames, mainly due to CFM 
opposition. So, he basically wanted 
to shut down a program that does 
nothing but good, all because most 
folks didn’t agree with his point of 
view. CFM battles this nonsense 
on a daily basis and, since you have 
more than just a passing interest 
in how conservation is practiced 
in our state, they are fighting your 
fight. Doesn’t it make sense for you 
to join their ranks so you can help 
in that fight?

As always, I will post the dates 
of the next CFM convention 
when they are announced. It is 
usually held at the Capitol Plaza 
Hotel in Jefferson City, but I’ve 
heard rumors that it might move 
to Columbia. Plan on trying to 
attend, even for the just the day. 
It would be great to see the UBM, 
once again, packing the room of the 
Archery Committee meeting! n

For more information, go to 
https://confedmo.org/

Darren Haverstick
CFM Board Member
CFM Share the Harvest 

Committee Chairperson

https://confedmo.org/
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Stump Bunch 2021 Field Notes Larry Bauman

2021 opening day. 
James is in his favorite tree 

stand (The Cedar Tree) set for a 
north wind.  A large doe is coming 
out of the tall grass and looks to 
be headed for the clover 30 yards 
behind his stand. He is holding it 
together because he isn’t expecting 
to have a shot. Unexpectedly, the 
doe changes direction, leaving the 
field and entering the timber. She 
is on the run that passes in front 
of James. His adrenaline surge is 
immediate. Reaching for his bow 
and preparing for an unexpected 
happening adds to the hubbub. 
Experiencing that natural instinct 
to hurry, James sends the wooden 
shaft on its way. He hears that 
familiar sound, remembered from 
stump shooting when striking a 
tree. The deer didn’t jump, run, or 
flag. It started walking at a faster 
pace. He explained his shot and the 
Bunch spent a good amount of time 
searching for the arrow, unsure 
of a direction since it might have 
ricocheted. It was finally found, 

eight foot up in a small tree, 
angled down. The arrow was 
far short and high of reaching 
its 15-yard intended target.  
Who thinks of looking up?

The next adventure is with 
Roger sitting in Mel’s stand. It 
is located in the timber towards 
the top of a ridge. He has a 
north wind in his favor and is 
watching two young yearlings, 
(most likely this year’s fawns 
- no spots) feeding towards 
his stand. If they continue, 
he would have a shot to his 
left, inside 20 yards.  Roger is 
left-handed and had to turn to 
his left.  He is wearing a safety 
harness, but the strap around the 
tree that attaches to the tether is too 
short. He was unable to draw his 
bow. Being tangled and wrestling 
with the strap, Roger could only 
admire his intended targets that 
unknowingly continue on their 
way. He now has a Prusik Knot on 
his safety rope, allowing him the 
freedom to better position himself, 

but remain safe.
As the season continues, 

James is in a stand named 
after one of last year’s events, 
“First Miss”. We moved and 
repositioned the stand to 
avoid deer coming in from 
behind the stand. Not all plans 
work. Two young deer came 
in behind him. One bedded 
down, five to ten yards directly 
behind his tree, safe from a 
shot. Continuing to feed on 
acorns, the second deer was at 
approximately 15 yards to the 
right. James is right-handed 
and would need to shoot to his 
right.  Doing the boot scooting 
boogie, he turned right and was 
able to draw without the deer 
noticing his movement. Feeling 

he had his blood circulation, 
breathing and metabolism under 
control, he released the arrow. 
The lower limb of his bow hit his 
knee, launching the arrow. The 
noise was heard by both deer but 
didn’t alarm them. The bedded 
deer got up and joined the sister/
brother. The obvious loss of motor 
skills continues. While removing a 
second arrow from his bow quiver, 
he drops it. It hit every step of the 
metal ladder stand, playing a ding 
a ling similar to a neighborhood 
ice cream truck. The two deer 
were now a bit further out. While 
fumbling with a third arrow, one 
of the deer advanced to investigate 
the ladder. The deer is looking up, 
stomping its foot. With arrow in 
hand, they come eye to eye. That’s 
where the morning ends. Joe calls 
these young deer, “Young, Dumb 
and Tasty”. 

The following weekend, James 
was on Mel’s stand watching two 
deer feeding, at approximately 25 
yards. With his shooting confidence 
at an all-time low, he chose not 
to take a shot. Being the best shot 
of the Bunch, this is difficult to 
understand. He has a solid anchor 
and consistently leads the way at 
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our weekly stump shoots. Maybe it’s 
because stumps don’t have eyes and 
ears.  

After much encouragement and 
discussion regarding buck fever, 
James returned to Mel’s stand. It’s 
mid-morning when I received a 
text. “You aren’t going to believe 
this, but I just shot under a doe”.  
When we were able to discuss the 
situation and he described the 
deer, we soon determined is was 
a little more than 20 yards and 
this is the same deer with a bad 
leg that he missed last year. James, 
being a good sport, quickly went 
into a routine as if he and the deer 
were having a conversation. “Hi 
James. How have you been? I didn’t 
recognize you with the beard. It’s 
good to see you. Looks like you are 
still troubled with self-control when 
you see us.”  He had us laughing so 
hard I missed some of the antics. 

Maybe I should write a disclaimer 
when writing or telling these 
stories. These are true happenings 
laughingly shared by the 
individuals named. The names have 
not been changed because no one 
is innocent.  Most of us have had 
these experiences, but not everyone 
is willing to admit or share their 
stories. This is what keeps the fun 
in hunting camps. 

Joe holds off hunting early, and 
usually waits on the rut. I have 
been nursing a sore shoulder 

and have been giving it some time. 
Not that we won’t contribute to 
these bloopers, we just haven’t got 
started. A few years ago, I shot 
three arrows at the same deer as 
it circled my tree. It just got tired 
of the noise of arrows bouncing 
around and left. On another 
crazy morning, it wasn’t until I 
was situated in my stand before 
realizing my hip quiver and arrows 
were in the truck. Joe puts reflective 
tape on his hunting arrows, just 
before the nock. Using a hip quiver, 
he set it aside making a quick stop 
in the weeds on the way to his 
stand. After moving on, realizing 
he didn’t have his quiver, but he was 
able to find it with a flashlight.

In past seasons, we would inspect 
brother Jerry’s broadheads for mud, 
but he wouldn’t admit to a miss. He 
claimed to have shot at squirrels. 
Brother Denny would usually 
admit his misses, while brother 
Kenny always had equipment 
malfunctions. I don’t remember 
who shot how many deer, but I 
will always remember the stories 
told and retold at the late-night 
campfires and early morning coffee. 
Everyone continues to enjoy these 
stories long after the hunt. This is 
my favorite part of hunting camp. 

Below are a couple quotes 
that I enjoy and chose to 
share.

“Humor is the great thing, 
the saving thing after all. 
The minute it crops up, all 
our hardnesses yield, all our 
irritations, and resentments 
flit away, and a sunny spirit 
takes their place.” –Mark 
Twain

 “Now and then it’s good 
to pause in our pursuit of 
happiness and just be happy.” 
–Guillaume Apollinaire

“Life is really simple, but we 
insist on making it complicated.” –
Confucius n

Larry Bauman
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That is something! W.R. Brown

One buck…two bucks

 …3…4…5 mule deer bucks!  
These magnificent creatures 

walked 30 yards broadside past my 
dad and me.  As hunting partners, 
we rarely hunt together where we 
can see each other or even on the 
same piece of property because 
we are often hunting in different 
states, but we were savoring the 
moment.  What magnificent 
creatures, and they just walked 
by undisturbed at 30 yards!  As 
traditional bowhunters, our brains 
are not thinking about taking a 30-
yard shot, but rather, “How can we 
get closer and closer to create that 
ethical broadside shot next time?”.  

This five-buck experience came 
on our annual “out west” hunting 
trip with our recurves each 
September in western Nebraska.  
This adventure is an opportunity 
to start the season early and start 
going through the hunting process.  
My hunting partner (my dad) and 
I couldn’t be much more opposite 
in our current styles of hunting, yet 
we balance each other beautifully 
at this moment in time.  My dad, 
an Iowa resident for over 20 years, 
is the wise veteran hunter who 
has hunted for 50 years (30 years 
with traditional equipment) from 
Colorado to Manitoba to Tennessee 
to Arkansas.  He has harvested so 
many deer in these different places.  
At age 71, he prefers treestands 
with climbing sticks that he can 
put both feet on the same rung. 
My dad’s idea of deer camp is a 
minimum of four coolers, at least 
two tents, and every conceivable 
piece of equipment to be loaded 
into his trailer. I am the 42-year-
old hunter from Missouri that 
has used traditional equipment 
for hunting for 30 years and 
have hunted Manitoba, Indiana, 

Nebraska, Iowa, and Missouri.  I 
have harvested multiple deer, but 
much less quantity than my dad.  
I prefer a very mobile treestand 
set-up where I never hunt the same 
tree more than one day.  For my 
camp set-up, I live out of my SUV 
and everything is organized and 
compact.  I am able to move camp 
in a short amount of time because 
my living space, bedroom, and 
kitchen are all contained in my 
SUV.  We couldn’t be more opposite 
with our set-ups.    

Let’s fast forward to mid-
November.  Neither one of us had 
released an arrow yet….    

My dad was hunting in Iowa on 
a Tuesday morning and he sent me 
a text that he had shot a buck.  He 
had hung a treestand on a hillside 
that very morning and made a 
four-yard shot on a bruiser of a 
buck with his 45-pound recurve.  I 
was in a tree in northwest Missouri 
and was so excited to receive this 
news.  Even though we are close 
hunting partners, we rarely get 
to be together in the same woods 
because of our personal passion 
to chase whitetails individually.  
Fortunately, I was within 
90 minutes of his location, 
so I headed up to Iowa to 
help him find his buck.  I 
savored the moment in the 
Iowa woods with my dad.  
He showed me his treestand 
and the shot situation, and 
we set out to find his buck. I 
found his 11-point buck piled 
up and ran to get my dad.  It 
was wonderful to see his face 
light up when he walked up 
to his buck.  It was definitely 
not his largest buck, but 
what a warrior it was!  The 
rack had chocolate brown 
antlers and lots of broken 

tines.  We savored the moment 
together because I don’t know if 
life gets any better for a hunter 
than accomplishing the goal with 
a traditional bow.  I stood in awe 
of a hunter that had gone through 
the ups and downs of traditional 
bowhunting for many years.  I 
was proud! He had also harvested 
a coyote with his recurve the day 
before.  What a week!  I drug that 
buck out of the Iowa hills and 
enjoyed every moment with my 
dad.  

Traditional bowhunting is such 
a challenge that most hunts do 
not involve a released arrow.  Even 
a rare-released arrow does not 
guarantee touching brown fur.  
Traditional bowhunting involves 
dreaming, research, sweat, patience, 
effort, learning, and sacrifice of 
time.  My dad’s 11-point buck at 
four yards was reason to celebrate, 
and we did with country fried steak 
dinners and pie!  Good times!
Thursday (two days later) in 
Iowa…

I had decided to stay in Iowa 
to hunt rather than return to 
northwest Missouri.  I possessed 

My dad enjoying the moment.
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the elusive Iowa archery tags, and 
when you finally get drawn for 
Iowa tags, it is hard not to hunt 
there.  The wind was finally right 
to hunt a ridgetop that I had been 
patiently waiting to hunt.  I hung 
a treestand in the darkness before 
dawn and the following hours were 
filled with deer activity.  Within the 
first 30 minutes of shooting light, a 
doe walked by broadside at seven 
yards.  I had been bowhunting 
hard since early September, but 
this was the first arrow released of 
the year.  The doe ran off in a death 
run to the east.  I was pleased with 
the double-lung shot.  Since 
my dad and I rarely shared 
the same woods together, 
let alone be together for a 
harvest, I texted my dad to 
meet me at 11:00 am to savor 
the moment and go find the 
doe together.  After shooting 
the doe, I enjoyed watching 
a nice 8-pointer follow a doe.  
The doe went right under 
my stand, while the buck 
never got closer than 15 
yards away.  These two put 
on quite a show.  There was 
another 8-point buck that 

went right under my stand at three 
yards, plus another doe at 20 yards.  
I was tempted to release an arrow 
at the up-close 8 pointer but knew 
the potential of a much larger buck 
over the next week in Iowa, so I just 
took pictures.  

At 11:00 am, my dad and I went 
to find my doe and we found her.  
She was a beautiful doe and we 
savored the moment together.  

We got the doe hung up in camp 
and then I reorganized and was 
ready to hunt again by 3:00 pm.  
The wind was gusting to 40 mph, 
but there was another ridgetop 
treestand that I wanted to hunt 
for an evening, and the wind was 
coming from the right direction.  I 
hiked to the stand location and was 
settled by 3:40 pm.  The wind was 
really strong up on the ridge.    

I spend many, many hours in 
a treestand each year.  I dream 
of bucks coming by and I have 
experienced some pretty incredible 
moments.  Re-living past hunts 
and dreaming of the possibilities 
fill many hours in my mind, and 
sometimes dreams become a reality.   

My recurve was hanging on a bow 
hook, and I was holding the arrow 
on the bow due to the strong wind.  
I looked over my right shoulder 
behind me and there was a buck 

coming right down the ridge on the 
trail from the south.  I instinctually 
checked his rack to see if I would 
be filming or picking up my bow. 
In the one second of looking at this 
buck, I was getting my bow ready.  
He had really, really long tines and 
he was coming towards me from 
about 25 yards away.  I immediately 
turned my focus off the long-tined 
buck after my initial glance at him, 
and I readied for the shot where I 
expected him to walk by.  I had to 
pick up my bow, position my feet, 
and be ready for a close shot at a 
rather steep downhill.  The buck 
stopped broadside at five yards 
instead of taking a couple more 
steps to be quartering away.  The 
arrow was released instinctually, 
and I knew I was two to three 
inches too far back.  I believe I 
was distracted that he stopped 
broadside with his shoulder blade 
back instead of taking a few more 
steps forward.  Two seconds passed 
after the shot, and he was out of 
sight due to the vegetation and 
topography.  Wow!  This whole 
situation happened in less than 15 
seconds, and I had just released an 
arrow at the largest buck I had ever 
shot at!  Wow!

I snuck out of the woods in the 
opposite direction from where 

the buck ran and headed back 
to deer camp.  Spirits were 
very high at deer camp.  I was 
REALLY excited.  My dad was 
REALLY excited.  The problem 
with this situation is that we 
had to wait.  I felt confident 
that I hit the back of the lungs 
or liver, and that the buck was 
going to die, but it is hard to 
wait, especially since it was a 
long-tined, big buck.  I wanted 
to find that deer.  

Hours passed and we finally 
went to look in the dark for 
the big buck.  As with these 

Iowa does are big!

What a journey!
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types of hunting experiences, 
I was on the teeter-totter of 
excitement and deep sorrow.  I 
wanted to find the buck, but I 
knew that I might not find the 
buck.  I was going along every 
ridge and going down into 
valleys.  No buck.  I looked 
at my GPS and I had been 
looking for him for a mile 
and a half so far.  It was now 
really late at night and I was 
mentally exhausted and there 
was no buck.  I called my dad 
and said “let’s call off the search 
tonight and we will look for him 
some more in the morning light”.  I 
was downtrodden.  

I tried to sleep through the 
overnight hours.  I wanted to put 
my hands on that buck.  I knew 
daylight was going to help a lot, 
but it was hard to wait until 6:30 
am and daylight.  I was planning 
on walking my legs off looking for 
him all day.  I would walk every 
inch of the small property we were 
hunting and the neighbor’s to the 
north and east (we had permission 
to look).  As usual, my dad and I 
split up to look.  Just before 7:30 
am, my dad called me and said he 
had found my buck.  I thought he 
was playing a joke on me, and I 
didn’t really believe him.  He told 

me that he had found the buck not 
20 yards off a gravel road in a ditch.  
I was on the total opposite end of 
the property and I started walking/
running as fast as I could in my 
rubber boots to where my dad was 
located.  As I walked/ran, I called 
my wife Sara to tell her the hopeful 
news.  It’s hard to describe the 
feeling of hope and concern and “is 
this for real?”  I wanted to see that 
buck with my own eyes.   

I went as fast as I could through 
those Iowa hills, and there was 
my dad calmly leaning against his 
SUV videoing me running towards 
him.  I was still not believing the 
situation yet.  I walked up to that 
buck and knelt down in front of 
him.  What a moment!  Once I 
put my hands on his rack, all the 
anxiety and stress left me.  Wow!  

What a beautiful buck!  
Words cannot describe 

how I felt, yet I will try 
in the following words.  I 
work so hard to be a good 
traditional bowhunter.  I 
spend hours in the woods.  I 
continue to refine my craft.  I 
wait patiently for 5-10 yard 
broadside shots.  I hunt public 
land and private land all over 
multiple states.  There was 

so much effort and time and 
energy to accomplish this kind 

of goal.  It felt great!  
To make things even better, I had 

never shot a buck of this size.  I 
have always looked up to my dad 
as a hunter, and there I was holding 
a buck that looked like the kind of 
bucks that my dad has on his wall.  
The best part of the whole situation 
though was that my dad was there 
to share the experience together. 

In a four-day period, we had 
harvested a coyote, two 11-point 
Iowa bucks, and a doe with our 
45 pound recurves.  What a week!  
Due to the immense effort and 
time involved, it felt tremendous 
to accomplish this goal together!  I 
can’t wait to get out into the woods 
again to dream and to wait for the 
next opportunity…  n

Thoughts from a Treestand... Ken Webb

Like you, I think about, 
read about, dream about 

bowhunting - a lot.  I don’t get to go 
as much as I’d like but I go when I 
can.  Those of you who know me, 
also know that I almost never kill a 
deer with a bow.  I don’t know why.  
I see my fair share, but shots are too 
far, bad angle, bla bla bla, and yup, 
I’ve missed one or two.  The last 
deer I took with a bow was a doe 
in 2018.  But don’t start a Go-Fund 
me for meat.  I’m good thanks to 
centerfire rifles.

Sitting in a tree not killing deer 
leaves a lot of time just enjoying 
being out there – and thinking 
about all sorts of random things, 
but the one that consumed my 
thoughts during a couple hunts 
this year was the concept of 
“competition.”  My trigger was 
tripped when I noticed the cover 
of the PBS magazine that uses a tag 
line “..Bowhunting, The Greatest of 
Sports”.  Don’t get me wrong, I’m 
okay with it, I just wonder if it’s 
a sport or a “recreation.”  Maybe 

that’s an internal debate reserved 
for another deerless hunt.  The one 
term I hear used when describing 
more traditional sports is that it 
was “a battle.”  Now that, I abhor.  
That straight just pisses me off 
when they compare a sporting 
event to a “battle”.  But I digress.

What is a sport?  What is 
competition?  Is defense required?  
Deer certainly have defenses.  Does 
it involve keeping score?  Against 
whom?  Yourself, or another 
human?  Maybe now we’re on 

This is fun!
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to something?  This is where it 
starts to get off the rails for me.  I 
understand using scoring systems 
like Pope and Young, or Boone 
and Crockett, and I have nothing 
against it.  As a practical matter, 
it’s a good way for us to describe 
an animal, even for those of us 
who may not care about entering 
one in a book.  It’s a handy 
standard of measure and a way 
to summarize a deer to a fellow 
hunter.  If I tell you that deer was 
about 120-125”, you get a general 
idea of what we’re talking about.  
But this isn’t what troubles me on 
this deerless sit. 

No, I’m talking about how 
stupid competition has become, 
and the unfortunate outcomes 
it has produced.  I imagine it all 
started with some buddies in a bar 
that all threw in a few dollars in 
a coffee can and the one with the 
biggest buck gets the loot.  Bass 
tournaments probably started 
out the same way.  Then comes 
the money, the sponsors, and 
the inevitable greed.  The money 
gets real, and the cheating starts.  
And what has that gotten us?  An 
unhealthy thirst for biggest, the 
first, etc.  Maybe even some of 
the restrictions or regulations 
have their roots in the almighty 
dollar.  Say it ain’t so!  Examples 
are a rancher who doesn’t want 
bobcats shot because there is a 
prize for bringing in the biggest 
one.  A bass fisherman who 
catches lunkers early and stores 

them in underwater pens until the 
tournament starts.  As much as 
we all hate crossbows being called 
archery (100% not), they kill more 
deer than longbows.  And what 
about ego?  Jim-Bob just has to say 
that he won the big buck contest in 
Dingdong county.  Seriously, who 
cares!  What about deer farms and 
high fences?  Dudes are actually 
buying taxidermy mounts.  They 
just want a deer on the wall.  It 
doesn’t mean anything to them – 
and they don’t know or care about 
the story of that deer.

In October, I was invited on 
a public land pheasant hunt in 
South Dakota with a great bunch 
of friends.  Hunting was pretty 
good, and I made a cool shot on 
a nice bird.  The rooster’s tail was 
longer than average, and I didn’t 
pound him too hard with the #5’s, 
nor did the dog mutilate him.  I 

debated dropping some coin on a 
mount, but he ultimately hit the 
skillet.  During that debate one 
of the guys mentioned that there 
was a contest in Mitchell for the 
bird with the longest tail.  He had 
killed a really nice one a couple 
years ago and considered entering 
it, thinking he had a chance.  
Locals simply laughed it off since 
people apparently raise birds for 
their long tail to win the stupid 
prize.  I bet that wouldn’t happen 
if there was only a 12 pack on the 
line.  

I’ll get off the grumpy old man 
stump now and leave you with 
what competition ought to be 
(at least relative to hunting).  No 

prizes, just braggin’ rights.  Fellow 
UBM’r and longtime hunting 
buddy, Dave Miller, and I have an 
ongoing “argument” about who 
shot the biggest javelina.  Both 
bottomed out Brian Peterson’s 50lb 
scale, but mine did it quicker.  I’d 
even say there was a thud when 
the marker hit the peg.  Both were 
shoulder mounted by Brian, who 
had to modify the forms and add 
clay since they were both too big 
for the biggest form.  Mine took 
more clay though!  If the prize 
were material, I suppose it would 
be settled scientifically, but what’s 
at stake here?  Nothing.  That’s 
why it’s fun.  Brian is the only guy 
who could settle it – maybe.  But 
he wouldn’t dare.  In fact, he’s been 
known to reopen the argument on 
occasion – just for fun. n

My Deer  Hunt Dan Novotny

I’ve got a stand in an oak tree 
on a little finger ridge that comes 

off of the main ridge with a pasture 
on the back ridge of the property. 
This ridge runs slightly southeast 
and I’ve passed a couple deer in 
past years from that stand for one 
reason or other.

Saturday, October 30th, I had a 
required hunt orientation meeting 
to attend for a managed hunt I’ve 
been drawn for. After the meeting, I 
hiked and scouted the management 
hunt area for three hours, so I 
didn’t get out to hunt on Saturday. 
Sunday morning, I got into the 

stand and, after three uneventful 
hours, headed back out. Now this 
stand is maybe 100 yards from the 
pasture. On the way out I found a 
huge rub. It was on a cedar that was 
a full four inches in diameter! My 
neighbor says they had seen a big 
buck back around that pasture. My 
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interest was spiked! I wasn’t able to 
get back out that afternoon, but that 
spot was on my mind.

 Fast forward to Tuesday. I made 
it away from work early (self-
employed) and loaded a stand and 
sticks in the truck. I headed out 
back to that pasture. I can drive 
through my fields then across my 
neighbor’s pasture into my pasture. 
He actually has cattle in my pasture 
as we leave the gates open year-
round for that. I drive right to edge 
of woods, figuring any noise will 
be regarded as normal farm work. 
Having scouted more after finding 
the rub, I had found a spot I wanted 
to pay close attention to with a trail 
crossing the top of the ravine where 
the small ridge joined the main 
one. The deer had a trail cutting 
across along with a trail leading to 
a hole in the fence they were going 
through. I hung my stand in a small 
oak then got in my truck and drove 
away back to next pasture. Then I 
snuck back and got settled in.

 After an hour or so, I saw 
movement among the trees up 
near where the rub was. I’m just 
slightly off the crest of the ridge. 
Finally, I make out two deer, a doe 
and fawn, feeding on acorns about 
30-40 yards away. One of the deer 
starts wandering slowly in 
my direction. It takes quite 
a while but finally ends up 
about ten yards away - a 
button buck. I just watch 
as he noses around where 
I walked in, then he goes 
back up by the doe and 
they feed off away from me. 
Maybe another hour goes 
by and I’m listening to the 
squirrels cutting acorns 
but I was thinking I was 
hearing something in the 
leaves. There’s a cedar next 
to me on my right giving 
me cover but also obscuring 

my sight.
Finally, after a few minutes, I can 

spot a deer only about ten yards on 
the other side of the cedar. It slowly 
makes its way up toward me. Brush 
and trees really don’t let me get a 
good look. It finally comes around 
the back of my tree.

It’s an 8-point buck! I’m looking 
at him and I decide I’m letting him 
walk. I take about a minute of video 
of him going from eight feet from 
my tree to about 20 yards. Really 
cool! I need to mention that the 
wind is coming from the southeast 

and blowing towards the field 
which is directly to my right while 
I’m watching the buck behind me. 
Good thing I didn’t want to shoot 
him because he never actually 
presented a good angle. He has 
good width but thin antlers. I can’t 
believe I’m doing this as I usually 
figure I’m a trophy hunter until any 
deer comes by. This buck wanders 
around towards the field taking his 
sweet time until it’s dark enough I 
can’t see him. I waited a while after 
that so hopefully I wouldn’t spook 
him getting out.

 Wednesday afternoon I get home 
early again. I headed back out there 
with a new plan. I snuck in, took 
my stand and sticks down, and set 
back up the hill about 20 yards. 
I hung the stand in an old cedar 
without a lot a dead branches to 
clear. Sitting in my stand, I’m about 
30-40 yards from that big rub. Then 
I notice a scrape that wasn’t there 
on Sunday about 20-25 yards away 
in the direction of the rub. When 
you’re on the ground that area is 
pretty open but in a tree it’s pretty 
thick. I can see in front of me pretty 
good but everything on my left is 
thick. There’s a mature cedar in 
front of me with all the low dead 
branches. Not good in terms of 

The young 8-pointer I videoed. Trail camera photo of the buck.

The big rub I found.
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shooting lanes but I didn’t want to 
disturb the area anymore. The wind 
is blowing from the scrape to me 
and towards the field again. Some 
of the gusts had my tree swaying 
pretty good!

 After about an hour I hear a 
snort from the direction of the 
field and five does and a fawn run 
behind me. One small doe fawn 
comes my way and stops about ten 
yards in the open but I’m thinking 
“You sure are little” and just watch. 
After she walks away, I sit for 
another hour or so.

When I take a look over towards 
the scrape, I’m shocked to see a 
buck standing in it. How did he get 
there?  I didn’t see or hear anything. 
He starts really working the 
overhead branch good then paws 
in the scrape. I’m up with bow in 
hand because I don’t know how big 
he is but I know he’s big enough! 
He starts on my direction SLOWLY 
and works his way over to stand 
behind an oak in front of me. I’m 
getting nervous! He’s less than ten 
yards!

Coming from behind the oak, 
he takes a few steps and stops just 
very slightly quartering to me but 
mostly broadside. But! He’s on the 
other side of a big cedar with all 
those dead branches between us.  
I’m watching him and am getting 
bad vibes. His body language is 
telling me he senses something and 
I think he’s getting ready to leave. 
Crouching just slightly, I can see a 
couple small openings through the 
branches and decide to try a shot. I 
draw back and shoot, and the arrow 

makes it through without 
hitting a branch. When 
the arrow hits him, I don’t 
think I’ve ever seen a deer 
move that fast. He whirls 
and makes a J hook loop 
and goes back down the 
ridge. I think this takes 
about one second. The 
shot hit him a bit high 
and just slightly back. 
I could see part of the 
fletching showing with the 
broadhead end sticking 
way out angled down 
steeply as he was close. I 
have to sit!

 I don’t wait as long as 
I should to get down as 
it’s cloudy and starting to 
dim and I just want to get the trail 
marked. I’m confident that with 
the way he bolted I’m not going to 
spook him if I don’t go far. Looking 
all over, I can’t find any blood 
anywhere and it’s getting dark. I 
head back to house.

 Back home, I make a couple calls 
to see if I can get some help. My 
one son lives next door and he’s at 
cub scouts with his son. Another 
guy I work with sometimes says he 
can come by but it’s going to be an 
hour or more. I’m fine with waiting 
as I’m thinking it’s good to wait a 
bit. The only problem is that rain 
moving towards us.

We finally get back out there. It’s 
now about three hours after the 
shot. Searching the ridge top, we 
cannot find any sign so we continue 
down slowly searching. I head 
down further and get down into the 

ravine looking for him. I work my 
way toward the guys and we haven’t 
found anything! I said let’s work 
down a bit and then there’s a flat 
bottom he might lay up in. All of a 
sudden, Dave shines his light down 
into the ravine and yells, ”There he 
is!” I’m so happy! 

It looks like he died on the run. 
He was stiff and I’m pretty sure 
he died very quickly. There was 
fat plugging the exit hole which is 
why we couldn’t find any blood. 
He’s a beautiful buck and I’m very 
thankful.

  I used a 49# Destiny longbow by 
Wild Horse Creek bows, fir arrow 
with a Zwickey Delta 2-blade.

One thing I remember clearly is 
that the bow was absolutely quiet at 
the shot. n

My deer and me.

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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The United Bowhunter
24933 Helium Rd
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Address Service Requested

Save the Date!
2022 UBM Festival

February 11-13, 2022
Oasis Convention Center, Springfield mo

2546 N Glenstone Ave, Springfield, mo 65803
Call (417) 866-5253 for reservations

Keynote Address by Ken Beck of Black Widow Bows

Vendors  .  Silent and Live Auctions
Seminars  .  Food  .  Fun 
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