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We are in the 
middle of the 

holiday season!  
Thanksgiving has just 
passed us, and Christmas 
is on the horizon.  It truly 
is the most wonderful 
time of year!  We are also 
in the middle of hunting 
experiences.  Since it 
is December, many of 
us are finished with 

our deer seasons, and settling in for winter hunting 
projects.  Others of us are trying to fill more tags with 
our traditional bows by the middle of January.  Some 
of us are already thinking about warmer weather with 
morels, crappie, and turkeys.  It is a wonderful time of 
year for outdoors people like us!  

As we wrap us 2024, I am thankful for so many 
things this year.  UBM continues to thrive, and it is 
because of each of you.  Thank you!  Our 2024 Festival 
in Springfield was spectacular, and so was our 2024 
Rendezvous in Marshall.  We are bringing people 

together, promoting adventure, challenge, and fair-
chase ethics.  Good job everyone!  

I am also thankful for our families.  Our families 
support us in so many ways, so that we can continue 
our addiction to spend time outdoors.  May each of us 
reciprocate this support of money and time to those 
we love. 

Finally, I am thankful for hunting friends.  Thank 
you to the individuals in our lives that listen to us 
through the phone when we have an encounter with 
a big buck or a hair-raising experience.  Thank you to 
the individuals that help us follow a blood trail that 
seems hopeless, yet they are putting out a great effort.  
Thank you to our hunting friends that share their deer 
jerky even if we don’t get a deer ourselves.  Thank 
you to all our hunting friends that make our outdoor 
adventures more meaningful.

We have much to be thankful for.  May 2025 be even 
better than 2024!  Hope to see all of you in February at 
our Festival in Springfield! n

William R. Brown

President's Report William R. Brown
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Call of the  Wild Tim  Donnelly

I had been standing for the 
better part of an hour 

and just sat down when I saw him 
slipping through the buckbrush 
and knee-high fescue. Coyote! He 
came from behind and just to my 
right. As he glided along, I was 
able to stand but he was putting 
distance between us rather quickly. 
He stopped! Standing and staring 
into the pasture in front of him. 
I thought, it’s a longer shot than 
I want but since the landowner I 
hunt on has told me to kill every 
one of them that I can, I started 
processing the shot in my mind. 
Too late, he was on the move again 
and now definitely out of range, 
he stopped again! He was behind 
the walnut tree right on the edge 
of the field, his vision was blocked, 
so pressing my teeth against my 
bottom lip I began sucking to 
imitate a squealing mouse. Almost 
immediately he turned and headed 
straight at me. Again, he was 
covering the ground quickly; if he 
didn’t change his course, he was 
gonna hit my tree head on! My 
bow was up, I was leaning forward 
and down as he came, my intent 
was to drive the arrow right down 
between the shoulder blades, but I 
hit right next to the spine and at the 
back of the rib cage. He exploded! 
Growling and biting at the arrow 
as he tore through the underbrush. 
The broadhead, extending out his 
underside, caught in the fescue and 
pulled through, he was on a death 
run to the nearest dozer pile, which 
was maybe 60 yards away. I could 
see him faltering as he dove into the 
decaying pile of tree brush. All was 
quiet.

Wow, another coyote with my 
recurve and I called him in! I sat 
back down to reflect for a moment; 
that’s five I’ve taken with my bow! 

I must be really 
good at hunting 
coyotes or there 
must be a whole 
lot of them 
around, probably 
the latter, I 
chuckled to 
myself. It’s only 
4:30 p.m., maybe 
I didn’t mess up 
the evening deer 
hunt with all the 
commotion. I 
stood back up 
and resumed my 
vigil. 

The sun 
had almost 
succumbed to 
the west tree 
line when I saw 
a good buck 
off to my right, 
marching due 
north and out 
of my life. I 
could see the light-colored antlers 
immediately. Ten-point, sleek 
body, straight back, probably 
a 3-year-old, not more than 4. 
Mature enough that I thought 
he might respond to a challenge. 
I swallowed, wetting my mouth 
and throat and let go with a snort-
wheeze! He kept walking. Again, 
another snort-wheeze! This time 
he stopped, never looked my way, 
but lowered his head and raked the 
ground, once with his right front 
hoof and then twice with his left. 
Ahh! He heard me but raised his 
head and continued walking north. 
He stopped under a lone white oak 
tree, 120 yards east of me. That 
oak must have been dropping the 
sweetest acorns around, because 
he was the fourth deer I had seen 
partaking of the buffet under that 

tree in the last twenty-four hours.
I know he heard the snort- 

wheeze, so why would he continue 
to munch on acorns? My fanny 
pack was hanging on a branch next 
to my shoulder. I retrieved my 
“can call” from it and proceeded 
to give him two long, come hither, 
bleats. Nothing! At this point I 
am starting to think I am just 
educating this buck, and I should 
stop. But my instincts said don’t 
quit on him yet. The wind is soft 
and steady from him to me. Maybe 
he couldn’t hear the bleats. As 
with the coyote, I swallowed, wet 
my throat and mouth, turned my 
head slightly away and gave him 
the best low, mature grunt that 
I have. No reaction! I repeated 
the grunt. His head came up and 
looked my way. Back down to the 
acorns he went. Okay, that’s it! I’m 
done with him. I’ll just booger him 
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if I keep it up. That thought had 
just cleared my brain border when 
his head came up and he was on 
his way.  His gait was steady and 
purposeful, the direction he was 
taking though would keep him out 
of range. Should I grunt again to 
turn him? Nope, he did it on his 
own. Now he was quartering to 
me on a path that would take him 
right in front of me. When it seems, 
a shot is inevitable I stare at my 
target, shoulder, shoulder, shoulder 
he needs to turn a little to open 
the rib cage to me. He did! He was 
close, I didn’t try to stop him, just 
moved with him as I brought the 
string back. My yellow fletching 
disappeared into his chest! His 
death run was immediate. Seventy 
or eighty yards he ran, spun around 
and looked back at me, as if he 
was trying to figure out where the 
buck was that had just stuck him! I 
could hear him exhaling as if trying 
to catch his breath and in the cool 
evening air each time he did, I 
could see steam shooting out of the 
hole in his chest. I knew it was over. 
His back end listed off to the south 
and pivoted around his front legs as 
he fell to the ground. He was down 
in less than 15 or 20 seconds. 

I looked at the ground to find 
my arrow. There it was, stuck in 
the ground, my now red stained 
yellow fletching and yellow nock 
were pointing directly back at 
me. The 625-grain shaft out of my 
47-pound bow had again excelled. 
I grabbed my phone and texted my 
son, Jamie. He texted back asking if 
I needed help. I replied “no”, there 
would be no tracking necessary, 
just go get the Ranger when you get 
down and meet me at my tree. No 
need to hurry now.

 I lowered my bow to the ground, 
strapped on my fanny pack and 
descended the tree. Walking to 
the buck I admired his sleek and 

powerful body. What a wonderful 
animal the whitetail deer is. We are 
truly blessed to have such numbers 
that we can hunt them four months 
of the year. Whether you agree 
with the Missouri Department 
of Conservation or not, you can’t 
deny their restoration of our deer 
and turkey. When I was a teenager, 
(and I’m now 70 yrs old) it was 
an experience to remember if you 
even saw a deer and there were NO 
turkeys to see! I will step down off 
my soapbox and get back to the 
task at hand. 

2-
Jamie had arrived with the 

Ranger. We completed the 
necessary work, loaded and headed 
to the barn to hang him. Sharing 
time in the woods with my son 
creates memories for both of us. I 
don’t go at it quite the way I used 
to. I still supply all the tree stands 
but Jamie puts them up. I’m the 
ground support, so to speak. The 
cold weather is also a challenge to 
me. One that I used 
to accept, now it’s a 
deterrent, which I 
also accept. My mind 
says go but my body 
says no!

As the saying goes 
“it can’t get much 
better than that”. A 
quick clean harvest 
of a nice buck and 
culling a coyote 
from the herd as 
well. Calling both in 
with my own vocal 
cords adds to the 
satisfaction. This is 
the sixth decade that 
I have been in the 
woods with a bow, 
chasing all kinds of 
critters and learning 
from the experiences. 

For those of you that are from my 
generation, you know there weren’t 
any manufactured calls back in 
the day, so we learned by trial and 
error how to communicate with 
the animals. For those of you that 
aren’t from my generation, there is 
nothing wrong with manufactured 
calls, I’m just saying don’t be afraid 
to try something new. It is how you 
learn and if you can make it work 
there is just a little more satisfaction 
in doing so. 

NOTES: On this hunt I used my 
favorite 47-pound Black Widow 
bow, 150-grain 3-blade Grizzly 
broadheads mounted on 100-grain 
steel adapters for a total broadhead 
weight of 250 grains. My arrows 
were 32-inch Traditional Only 
300 carbon arrows from Three 
Rivers Archery….Calls were from 
Donnelly Custom calls. (LOL)

The ten-point buck’s P&Y green 
score was 142 gross and 136 net 
points.

The coyote is still in the dozer 
pile! n
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This Journey Took a Minute Ken  Webb

They tell you, “It’s not about the 
destination, enjoy the journey.”  

Let’s face it, if we really wanted to put the maximum 
amount of meat in the freezer or take a monster buck, 
we’d probably choose a longer-range weapon, say “a 
combination AK-57 Uzi radar laser triple barrel double 
scoped heat-seakin’ shotgun” from Da Turdy Point 
Buck by Bananas at Large.  The allure of traditional 
equipment got us all at some point, but occasionally 
I’d like to enjoy the bounty of the pursuit, and the last 
deer I took with stick and string was six years ago.  I 
started hunting with a traditional bow in 1995 and 
dropped the compound all together about 15 years 
ago.  I’ve managed to take a couple does, a few javelina, 
and some small game.  But I’ll admit among friends 
that I’ve never taken an archery buck.  Persistent, 
stubborn, just a lousy shot, or I just don’t hunt enough?  
It depends on who you ask.

After retiring in the fall of 2023, I figured I would 
really get after it, but I developed something called 
“frozen shoulder.”  It hurt like the devil to draw a bow, 
and even worse to drop the string.  During the last 
week of the 2023 season, I went anyway – just to say 
I did.  I couldn’t have taken a point-blank shot, but it 
was still good to get out.  I was just out enjoying the 
journey – again.

Vowing to never be completely out the game again, 
I ordered a lighter weight bow and started shooting 
it this past spring.  Over the summer I worked back 
into my stable of bows, but as a sidebar, that light bow 
really helped my shooting.  

By mid-October 2024, the temperatures had cooled 
enough to make for pleasant hunting.  My first evening 
found me surrounded on three sides by basket rack 
8-pointers, the closest being at about 12 yards.  I don’t 
know why I didn’t shoot.  Maybe I’ve been listening 
to too much talk about quality deer management and 
“letting them walk.”  Plus, I’ve taken a few similar deer, 
just never with a traditional bow.  Perhaps I was foolish 
to just sit and enjoy the show, but there I was.  

As suddenly as a songbird whipping by, I caught 
movement over my right shoulder and shifted my eyes 
to see the main beam of a nice 9-pointer.  While there 
was no immediate shot, it seemed he would circle 
around in front of me.  Being right-handed, I managed 
to get into shooting position but had to grunt to stop 
him.  That’s when lesson number 1,000 is learned.  
The grunt put him on high alert and upon my release, 
he ducked 18 inches, and I watched in disbelief as 

the arrow that flew perfectly for 80% of the distance 
went harmlessly over his back.  No way I could have 
missed, I thought.  He had to have ducked it based on 
where the arrow was stuck in the dirt.  At least that is 
the story I’m sticking with.  It’s not like this is the first 
disappointment I’ve faced.  I can’t tell you how many 
times I didn’t shoot and should have, couldn’t shoot, 
chose not to shoot, or uh - missed.

As the evening unfolded, the remaining small 
bucks hung around until well after dark.  Given the 
promising events of the evening, I decided to camp 
out in the barn and see what the next morning had in 
store.  While I didn’t see that 9-pointer, I saw most of 
the smaller bucks, and a decent 8-pointer which stood 
cluelessly in perfect position for a shot.  However, my 
confidence was still shaken, so I settled for a cell phone 
picture of him.  I took some guff after not taking that 
shot, but I was still rattled to the point that it didn’t feel 
right.  

Two weeks later I was in the same stand, but now 
there were fewer leaves and a cold wind in my face.  I 
was under-dressed and decided to give myself a little 
mid-morning break, so I hung the bow on its hook 
and put my frozen fingers in my pockets.  As if on cue, 
the 9-pointer I missed before was 40 yards and closing 
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fast.  With the sun on me like a spotlight I couldn’t 
risk a move and had to let him pass, hoping for yet 
another chance.  He didn’t seem to have any notion of 
my presence, so I felt like I got away with one and the 
journey would have to continue.

The evening of November 10th, I was watching the 
same group of small bucks.  Some were chasing does, 
and I watched “my” 9-pointer breed a doe.  This is the 
most rut action I had ever seen and was having a blast, 
but it sure would be rewarding to close the deal just 
once.  It had been an amazing season so far with a lot 
of encounters.  I added a couple more mistakes to my 
repertoire but had learned from them.  I assume I can’t 
possibly have too many more 
to go before I finally figure 
this traditional bowhunting 
thing out.  

I intended to hunt a 
different stand on the 
morning of Veterans Day 
but two steps up the ladder, I 
realized it was uncomfortably 
loose and unsafe.  The sky was 
turning gray, and I needed 
to hustle to get to my other 
stand; the one I’ve been 
hunting all along.  Given the 
activity of the night before, I 
put some scent out on the left 
side of the stand, if only to 
stop a buck for a moment.  I 
drew my bow in the direction 
of previous opportunities 
and settled in with a new and 
weird kind of confidence that 
provided unfamiliar calmness.  
I knew that if I decided to 
shoot, there was going to be a deer in real trouble.  

Previous hunts resulted in several deer behind me.  
The stand’s platform size allowed it, so at about 7:15 I 
turned to face the tree and backed up a bit to be able 
to shoot if an opportunity arose.  I no sooner turned 
around than I saw the 9-pointer I had missed a month 
prior.  I had the wind and the sun in my favor, but he 
remained 25 yards behind my shoulder-width tree for 
what seemed like forever.  During that time, I could 
only get glimpses of him.  That was fine by me because 
I already knew I would take the shot if presented 
and I didn’t want to risk eye contact with him.  That’s 
another of those 1,000 mistakes previously made.  
Now that I was facing the tree, if he went to my left, I’d 

have a shot but if he were to go the other way, I’d have 
to completely turn around in the stand to be able to 
shoot out the other side.  I stood there trying to guess 
which way he’d go and figured it was 50/50 when I 
remembered putting out that scent.  All other things 
being equal I guessed he’d go that way, so I started 
oozing myself 180 degrees around to face out the front 
of the stand again.  Doing so meant I would lose sight 
of him, and while trying to be silent, smooth and slow, 
I worried that I wouldn’t get around in time.  

After completing my turn, I realized he was, in 
fact, over my left shoulder now and I had guessed it 
right.  I don’t know how it got there but my bow arm 

was already up and when he 
stopped at 11 yards, my last 
conscious thought was “now.”  
Then suddenly my feathers 
are buried in his chest.  He 
ran 60 yards, and I heard what 
sounded like a car crash.  

I was trembling.  It took 15 
minutes to calm down enough 
to get my fingers to work well 
enough to text some family.  
In the meantime, another 
little buck fiddled around 
under my stand and that 
seemed to settle me down.  
Then my mind started playing 
games.  Did that just happen?  
Did I hit him as well as I 
thought or was it a little high, 
a little back, could it be liver?  
I interrupted myself several 
times, “Sheez, would you stop 
already!”  I decided there was 
no harm in waiting a bit and 

45 minutes after the shot I watched a real bruiser make 
a scrape 50 yards out in front of me.  I was so happy 
that I had one down that it didn’t matter a single bit 
that there was a much bigger buck out there.  I was 
fully satisfied. 

I could see a little blood from the stand with my 
binoculars and I reminded myself of the bright red 
I saw upon the hit.  After an hour, I finally got down 
and followed the trail right to the buck.  There was no 
cheering or fist pumping, or anything of the sort.  I 
only felt thankful and blessed for the experience and 
yes, the journey.  They say the level of satisfaction is 
directly related to the effort and I believe it in my soul.  
That said, these might be the best backstraps ever! n
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It’s the middle of July,         
and after two weeks of waiting, it 

is time for the first SD card swap on 
my game camera. I am eager to see 
what is on the property after opting 
to not use cameras last season. I feel 
the first little tinge of excitement 
while quietly approaching the 
camera. It is one thing to think 
about the approaching whitetail 
season, but to now be in the woods, 
proactively scouting and taking 
inventory of the herd makes any 
serious bowhunter anxious for 
opening day. The location I chose 
for this camera is perfect for 
catching most of the local traffic, 
a mineral lick positioned at the 
corner of a corn field where I can 
get images of all deer coming from 
the east and the south. Although 
I enjoy hunting over cut corn 
later in the fall, I must be careful 
while entering and exiting the area 
as deer are likely bedded within 
earshot and may also wind me. I 
change cards, drop back down into 
the nearby ditch and slip quietly 
back to the truck. No deer ever 
knew I was in the area, a small 
success. The camera has already 
told me I have several hundred 
photos to go through and oh how I 
cannot wait to get back home to my 
computer. Finally, it is time for me 
to belly up to the kitchen bar with 
a cup of coffee and see what deer 
are around, God willing, some nice 
bucks. I have only been clicking 
through images for a few moments 
and I am relieved to be seeing lots 
of healthy deer and a good fawn 
crop from the spring. The only 
bucks I see are very young, mostly 
yearlings. Suddenly, there he is. 
Wide and ten points. A buck that 
any bowhunter worth their salt 
would be glad to have a chance at, 
and if I play my cards right, I may 
just have that chance. 

I must clarify something for you, 
the reader, before I progress with 
this story. In general, I am not one 
that gets overly involved with using 
trail cameras and certainly not with 
trophy hunting. However, I have 
arrived at a point in my hunting 
career where I am looking for new 
challenges and ways to elevate my 
overall hunting experience. Other 
examples of this for myself include 
taking closer shots, more scouting 
in the summer and learning new 
venison recipes to test on my pellet 
grill. Leading into this season I 
decided that I would pass young 
deer and strive to shoot a mature 
buck, if such a buck was even 
around to be hunted, as is not 
always the case. It just so happens 
that this season, the right buck for 
me was in the neighborhood.

I must confess, I have never 
entered a season with the intention 
of hunting a particular buck and 
the prospect of doing so was rather 
daunting. Although the buck 
was living on our property in the 
summer, using the standing corn as 
cover, I knew that he would move 

onto the neighboring property 
when the fields got picked. What 
then? I may hunt him all season 
just to find out he had been 
harvested by someone else. These 
thoughts plagued my mind as they 
likely would any hunter that knows 
of a “biggin” in the area. As a wise 
man once said, “you don’t know 
if you don’t try.” So, I committed 
myself to keeping tabs on this deer 
to the best of my abilities. The next 
two months would include many 
evenings spent glassing over the 
soybeans next door, looking for 
buck tracks and beds to indicate 
where the bachelor groups are 
living at any given time.

On a very hot evening in August, 
I told my wife I needed to head 
out to watch over the soybeans in 
anticipation of a good moon phase. 
The moon was supposed to rise at 
around 6 p.m. and I knew if that 
buck was bedded near those beans, 
the rising moon would get him 
on his feet and out in the open. 
Thankfully my assumption was 
correct. At just after 6 p.m. he stood 
from his bed and started feeding 

Antlers Make a Restless Mind - Hunting a Single River Bottom Buck Ethan Page

The Author was all smiles finally setting behind such a buck. 
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only two hundred yards away and 
proceeded to do so until he walked 
into the woods sometime later. It 
was great to personally lay eyes 
on the deer and have an idea of 
where he was living at that time. 
Unfortunately, this would be both 
the first and the last time I would 
see the buck until bow season. 

It was the last week of September, 
and I had been out several times 
by now trying to get a tag filled 
and meat in the freezer that looked 
rather bare. After sitting through a 
brief, afternoon rainstorm, I opted 
to still-hunt the area to scout and 
gather intel for future hunts. As 
I was picking my way along the 
field edge, I noticed a deer walking 
across the large cut bean field 
and heading in the same general 
direction as me. I stopped to look at 
the deer through my binoculars, it 
was him, the wide ten-point I was 
after. He was walking at a pretty 
good pace, so if I was going to cut 
him off, I needed to move with a 
purpose. As a seasoned ground 
hunter and still-hunter, I am always 
looking for terrain features and 
cover that allows me to move on 
deer or set myself up for a shot. The 

buck was headed straight for the 
levy that separates our farm from 
the neighbor’s field, I made for that 
levy and used it as cover to get in 
front of him. After running for a 
couple hundred yards, I got to the 
crossing point just ahead of him 
and set up for a close shot. I waited 
for a short time, but the deer never 
came over the hump. I walked a 
few yards forward to see if he had 
walked further down to cross. To 
my horror, we walked head on into 
each other and the buck turned to 
run out of my life. If I had stayed 
put only for a moment, I would 
have had an easy ten-yard shot. 

By mid-October I had yet to see 
the buck again. However, a nice 
cold front was producing some 
other nice deer that I would have 
been happy to harvest, but I was 
still hoping for the big one. One 
morning, I was presented with 
an opportunity on a fine buck 
that I simply couldn’t pass up. 
Unfortunately, the deer spooked as 
I released the string, and my shot 
hit very low and back. The buck 
was never to be found, and I am 
certain he lived despite his wound. 
Needless to say, I was feeling rather 

low. However, the 
moon guide showed a 
perfect moon phase for 
November 1st and the 
days following, so I put 
in for some vacation at 
work and planned to sit 
all day. The conditions 
were perfect; however, 
I saw no deer until I 
moved locations at 
around 11:30. At the 
very far end of the field 
by the river I could see 
a deer feeding. I took 
a knee to have a peek 
through my binoculars 
and couldn’t believe my 
eyes, it was him. As I 

continued to watch him, I noticed 
something wasn’t quite right, he 
looked thin. Being that this can be 
common for a buck that is run-
down from the rut, I gave it little 
thought. Without hesitation I began 
a long stalk at the same location as 
the September evening mentioned 
before. Only this time, we were on 
opposite sides of the levy. After 
only a few minutes I was within 
thirty yards of the feeding buck, 
too far for a shot. I watched him for 
some time in hopes that he would 
feed closer, but he never did and 
fed off toward the river.

Veterans Day, November the 
11th. At first, I had no intentions of 
going as I had been hunting hard 
through the rut with no luck and 
gun season was looming. Frankly, 
I was tired and ready to give up on 
my archery buck tag. The forecast 
indicated that the 11th was going 
to be the last “somewhat” cool 
morning for the entirety of the 
week, and I decided to give the 
valley one more attempt before 
work that morning. I was hunting 
on the ground, as I do most of the 
time these days, and at about 8 a.m. 
I had yet to see any movement. It 
was time to think about getting to 
work so decided to give the field 
one more good scan through the 
glass before leaving. My eye was 
caught by a wide set of antlers in 
the tree line to the south. There he 
was, plain as day and coming in 
my direction. I kept watching him 
through my 10x50 binoculars until 
he walked out of the cover and 
turned to the right, that is when I 
saw it. He looked even worse than 
our last encounter ten days prior, 
showing lots of bones and moving 
slower than the average deer. At 
the rate he seemed to be degrading, 
he would likely not survive the 
calendar year, and I needed to make 

Summer scouting played a critical role in Ethan’s season. Continued on next page
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this happen. Rather than waiting 
for him to come to me, I went to 
him. I made my way down the tree 
line to within around seventy-five 
yards, slipping out of my boots, I 
crept another twenty-five yards in 
my wool socks to set up for a shot. 
After a few moments, the buck 
made his way to me. One problem, 
he swung out to about thirty yards 
and passed by with no chance 
of a shot. Blast! At this time the 
buck was heading back toward my 
original hide and I have no choice 
but to shadow him and hope that I 
could sneak past him. Keeping the 
tree line between us, I shadowed 
him for almost three hundred 
yards. When he would stop to feed 
and scan, I stopped too. When he 
would meander along, I followed 
suit. He was headed for the wood 
lot to the north end of our property 
and I knew that if I could only get 
there ahead of him, I could use a 
drainage ditch as cover to move and 
set up an ambush. I took advantage 
of him stopping to feed and crawled 
the last forty yards or so on my 
hands and knees, I beat him to 
the woodlot and made my move. 

Rather than 
walking straight 
into the woods, 
he stopped on 
the other side 
of a thick rose 
bush to eat and 
rest a moment. 
I slipped out 
of my boots a 
second time 
and proceeded 
in socks to only 
eight yards of 
the unaware 
buck. Finally, he 
stepped into an 
opening and put 
his head down to 
take one last bite of corn, now is my 
chance. I rose up, drew to anchor 
and sent a Zwickey broadhead 
through his rib cage. The buck ran 
twenty yards before going down. 

In that moment I did not know 
exactly how to feel. This buck is all 
I had thought about for almost four 
months, and he was now at my feet. 
I felt sorry for the poor old warrior. 
He was in rough shape and what 
saddened me most was that he 
simply was not going to be fit to eat. 

Although I cannot 
confirm the cause 
of his appearance, a 
brief autopsy revealed 
an open wound in 
his hind quarter 
that upon looking at 
phone images from 
the last encounter 
ten days before, 
he had the same 
wound at that time 
also. Maybe he was 
infected, sick or both, 
I don’t know. What 
I do know is that I 
learned something 
about myself. I am 
not a trophy hunter 

and never will be. Was I pleased 
to harvest the largest deer I had 
seen all season? Who wouldn’t 
be? But I felt cheated, almost 
dirty. I can say in all honesty that 
a smaller buck covered in lots of 
tasty venison would have suited me 
best. However, as hunters that try 
to conduct themselves in an ethical 
way, we will inevitably be faced 
with tough moral decisions. I could 
have let that buck go and held out 
for fat, young buck for the freezer. 
However, in my mind the choice 
was clear, and I chose to relieve that 
bucks suffering and tag him all the 
same.

When I think of everything in 
retrospect, there is quite the cruel 
irony involved in this story. The 
sleepless nights and long, hot 
hours scouting for that buck only 
to harvest him out of mercy is 
both unfortunate and comical. All 
the same, that old moss back did 
not make it easy on me. He was 
still quite a crafty stag and had the 
will to live even until the end. All 
together the two of us had a good 
run, and I am proud to call him 
mine. n

A buck worth losing some sleep over.

Continued from previous page

Ethan captured this phone Antlers of the buck during a failed stalk.
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Most hunting stories 
begin 

with a glamorous narrative of 
the setting, landscape, sunrise 
or sunset, and identifying fellow 
hunters or guides with high status.  
These stories are accompanied by 
success photos as proof of their 
accomplishments.  

My stories are a bit different 
from those described. You’ll find 
me a mile from home, on private 
property, alone, in a half dead 
cedar tree, sitting on a hang-on 
tree strand without a cushion, 
hoping for a deer to walk by.  I am 
on the south end of a food plot 
(approximately 50 yards X 100 
yards), having woods on three sides  

During this hunt is when my 
Self Conversations became more 
memorable.  As usual, I was lost 
in thought when a group of does 
appeared across the plot at the 
edge of the woods.  As they gazed 
at the food plot, it was obvious 
the boss was the large dominant 
doe.  They were positioned to walk 
directly into the food plot.  This 
was when Self said, “Why not take 
a picture?”  As I was capturing the 
moment, they made a sharp turn 
heading directly towards me.  Self 
asked, “Are you hunting or photo 
documenting?”  I hurried to put 
the phone away and reached for 
my bow while the group of deer 
walked toward me. I got it done, 
but the hurry-mode continued.  
The boss doe stopped broadside at 
approximately 15- 20 yards with 
the group mixing around behind 
her.  The group seemed nervous 
and started to exit, so I hurried my 
release, sending the Bear broadhead 
over her back and into the grass.  
Yep!  Self reminded me, “You didn’t 
pick a spot!  And you are the one 
that preaches, pick a spot.” 

And it continued.  I was sitting 
in a different hang-on stand on 
that same property, in a strip of 
woods below the dam of a five-
acre lake.  While watching two 
does feed above and away from 
me. Self asked, “Why are you 
sitting here at 9:00 am watching 
does at a distance when the rut has 
started?  Go to the area your trail 
cameras recorded the bucks.”  So 
I got down and headed towards a 
second stand.  As I walked along 
the lake looking across it at a large 
field, I watched a buck chasing 
does. Continuing, I became aware 
of another buck standing inside the 
edge of the same woods watching 
me.  I stopped in the creek where 
I could see my intended stand in a 
burr oak tree and there were two 
does feeding underneath it.  When 
my scent reached them, they calmly 
walked away.  After disturbing the 
entire hunting property, Self said, 
“Why not go ahead and finish the 
morning in the burr oak tree.”

Shortly after getting situated in 
the stand, which is directly above 
a small creek near a crossing, 
something small walked in the 
creek bed underneath my stand.  I 
leaned out to see what it was, and 
it stopped behind a tree.  After a 
few minutes, it walked out and 
climbed the bank into a group 
of weeds approximately 10 feet 
from my stand.  It was a bobcat.  It 
lay down on its side it began the 
grooming process I assume most 
cats perform. Self asked, “You going 
to take pictures?  Now is the time. 
Furbearer season doesn’t open for 
two more days.”  I continued taking 
photos and videos until I was tired 
of watching but I could never get 
a face picture.  Thirty minutes of 
this was long enough so I started 
making squeaking sounds and 
finally the cat turned its head to 
look at me.  It must have had as 
much trouble seeing me as I did 
it.  I wanted to see it get up and 
walk.  After squeaking and waving 

Conversations with Oneself Larry Bauman

Continued on next page
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my hand, it got up and walked 10 
yards and surveyed the wooded 
area before trotting away.  The 
morning hunt ended, and it was 
time for lunch.  Self said, “You’ve 

had an outstanding morning!  
You’ve seen more wildlife in action 
than you could possibly hope for.” 
It then added, “Your enthusiasm is 
appreciated, but your hunting skills 
need work.”

I have asked others if they have 
quiet or mental conversations with 
themself.  I usually get a smile or 
grin humoring me.  Most responses 
are, “Everyone somehow talks to 
themself ”.   n

There are different 
seasons of life!  

Sometimes everyone in your 
circle is healthy, while other times 
sickness dominates.  Sometimes 
the calendar is so busy, you need 
a bigger calendar.  Sometimes 
work is high stress, 
while other times 
free time abounds 
during October and 
November.  Sometimes 
you get ten straight 
days hunting, while 
other times it is hard 
to even get out for a 
morning hunt over an 
entire month.

We are all living out a 
different season of life 
right now.  In terms of 
my experiences, I am 
living out a time when 
my youngest child is a 
junior in high school, 

and she has a very full calendar.  I 
am living out a time when work life 
is so full, I am exhausted mentally 
and physically when I do get a 
couple days to hunt.  I am living out 
a time when someone in my family, 
or myself, seems to be sick or have 

a medical situation nearly every 
week.  I am living out a time when I 
have lost both of my north Missouri 
private land hunting opportunities, 
and I am trying out new public land 
spots.  What is your season of life 
right now?

Seasons of Life William R. Brown

Mule Deer in ColoradoPublic Land elk hunting in Colorado is a challenge

Continued from previous page
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I have heard the phrase “this 
too shall pass” many times.  I 
know that family dynamics, work 
schedules, health, and hunting 
opportunities will have their ebbs 
and flows each year, but it can be 
tough.  For me personally, I want 
the world to stop from October 20 
to November 20 EVERY YEAR.  
I want to be in the woods every 
day.  I don’t even want to stop to 
eat or sleep.  I want nothing on the 
calendar.  Late October through 
mid-November is the most special 
and holiest time of year for me.  I 
don’t want to miss being in the 
woods to watch the show.  
It’s kind of like watching 
every Kansas City Chiefs 
game right now.  With 
Patrick Mahomes as your 
quarterback, this is the 
best it will ever be.  You 
don’t want to miss one 
game because you don’t 
know what will happen 
next.  

In my life right now, 
stress is high and the 
calendar is too full.  This 
too shall pass, right?  It 
has been a challenging 
fall of health and rest 
and quality time in the 
undisturbed woods 
(so ultimately very few 
10-yard broadside shot 

opportunities).  So, on November 
11, when I enjoyed deer moving 
all day, I thanked God and I 
realized that this crazy season of 
life will evolve into something 
else soon enough.  I needed that 
November 11th so badly.  I quietly 
maneuvered in the dark to my tree 
stand and was settled way before 
first light.  I enjoyed the sunny 
day and the multiple deer that 
surrounded me throughout the 
day.  I loved the noise of crunching 
leaves with deer running, and the 
anticipation that came with those 
noises.  I never saw another hunter 

for the entire day (can you tell I 
usually hunt public land?).  I never 
released an arrow, but for that 
one day, I was fulfilled physically, 
mentally, and spiritually.  Even 
though this season of life is really 
crazy for me, the experience and 
memory of November 11 will help 
me through many days ahead.  This 
season of life will change soon 
enough, and there will be many 
more November 11ths ahead.  

May you enjoy the season of life 
you are in!  Good luck with your 
balance of life and all the stresses 
that come with it. n

 Public land in north MissouriLong days in a treestand

Sunset Hickory County Missouri
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Dad & Junior Mike Dunnaway

The view from our kitchen window 
is spectacular.   

Our back yard bleeds into a crop field, always 
corn or soybeans, with the crop edge spilling 
into Wild Horse Creek.  The timber climbs the 
hill out of the creek and levels off at the ridge.  
The scenery changes with every season and 
sometimes each day.  As an avid bowhunter, my 
enjoyment of the view is enhanced when a deer 
is added to the scenery.

During the summer of 2022, I started seeing 
a particular buck across the field on a regular 
basis.  Fortunately, it was a year for soybeans, 
so the crop was short enough as to not obscure 
my view of the buck.  Even from 200 yards, 
I could tell that this guy had some serious 
antlers in the works.  I kept binoculars close at 
hand in a kitchen cabinet and could see him 
pretty distinctly through the eight-power lens.  
However, I needed a better look at him.  So, 
I strategically installed a trail camera at the 
field edge across from the house and started 
capturing some good photos.  The images showed 
enough detail to assess the quality of this mature deer.  
He was a main frame ten-point with a fork in his right 
G-2 tine making him an 11-point buck.

During the 2022 season, I was hopeful that I 
would get a crack at this nice buck or at least have an 
encounter with him.  But I didn’t even pick up any 
trail camera photos at my stand locations.  Then my 
opportunity came, and it happened fast.

I was in a stand located at a “T” intersection 
of a tractor path I maintain through our timber.  
Appropriately, I call the stand the “T”.  It was mid-
November and the rut was ON.  Mid-morning, I heard 
the crunch of deer steps and looked to the north.  It 
was him and only 20 yards way on the path. In seconds 
he was going to be at 10 yards broadside.  I rose from 
my seat and took tension on the string.  Just as I started 
to draw my longbow, he changed course and decided 
to cut the corner of the “T”.  He was quartering away 

The author and “Junior".  

 Trail camera photo of “Dad” across the soybean field from our house.  Our house is seen in the background.
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at a slow walk.  My shot was rushed, and I clearly 
saw my yellow-and-orange fletching follow the sharp 
broadhead harmlessly underneath his chest.  After 
a short 20-yard escape run, the buck stopped on the 
east leg of the “T” and gave me that “game over” 
look.  He then walked out of my life.  Maybe.  My only 
redemption was putting a nice doe in the freezer and 
keeping Susie and me fed through the winter.

Season 2023 was tough for me.  I just could not 
make meat.  I thought of that big 11-point buck often 
and could still picture my last view of his backside as 
he walked away.  The “T” stand is my favorite on our 
farm.  It was mid-November and there I was again.  
And, so was he.  I heard the telltale crunch, looked to 
the north and here he came.  There was no question 
that this was the same big buck.  He was just older 
and much greyer.  His body was on the decline.  Like 
before, I stood and readied myself for the shot.  Crap.  
He did the same thing and took a left turn off the trail.  
I did the same thing as well with the same results.  This 
time he did truly walk out of my life.  I will forever 
remember those two encounters and missed shots.

Well, the story could just end there, but wait, 
there’s more.  Fast forward to the 2024 season.  It 
was Halloween morning, and I was in my wool plaid 
costume perched in a ladder stand at the “T”.  Legal 
shooting light was at 7:15. At 7:35, I caught movement 
along the trail to the east.  The white antlers were first 
to grab my attention, then the buck’s big body came 
into view.  He was on a head-on course toward me. 
After veering off course slightly from the trail, he 
turned again and headed in my direction. His path 

took him directly in front of my trail camera for a 
quick pose.

My decision to take a shot was made the moment I 
saw him.  From that point on I ignored the rack and 
focused my attention on “the spot”.  When the buck 
reached the “T” intersection, he took a left turn and 
stopped slightly quartering away at 12 yards.  My 
Douglas fir arrow disappeared high in his ribcage.  The 
mortally hit buck rocketed south, over my property 
line fence into our neighbor’s property.  Long ago I 
obtained permission to recover deer on our neighbor’s 
property.

This particular morning, I was hunting with my 
longtime hunting partner, Uncle Paul.  He was in a 
stand north of my location.  After waiting about 45 
minutes, Paul and I took up the blood trail.  The buck 
only made it about 60 yards.  After giving thanks and 
getting a congratulatory handshake from my partner, 
I inspected the buck’s headgear.  It was a mainframe 
10-point rack with a fork on the right G-2 tine.  Wait 
a minute.  Could it be?  Is it possible that my buck 
was the offspring of the big buck I sparred with in the 
previous two years?  The rack on my buck was not 
nearly as large as the big guy, but the configuration was 
exactly the same.  

I will never be able to think about one of the bucks 
without thoughts of the other.  To me they will always 
be thought of as Dad and Junior.

Equipment notes:  I was carrying my 50# Wild Horse 
Creek Destiny longbow and Douglas fir arrows tipped 
with Magnus 4-blade broadheads. n

Trail camera photo of “Junior” just seconds before the shot.
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DO YOU LIKE PODCASTS?
DO YOU LIKE BOWHUNTING?
(OBVIOUSLY, YOU'RE  READING THIS NEWSLETTER!)

DID YOU KNOW THE 
UBM HAS A PODCAST?

Listen to your friends and fellow hunters on this fine podcast 
everywhere podcasts can be found (Spotify, Stitcher, Itunes, etc) 
and learn more about the sport and hear some fun stories from 

peers and pals along the way.  

Scan this QR code 
to listen!

We are always looking for new material so 
please contact us if you have some ideas!

Ethan Grotheer (stickbow17@yahoo.com)

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

Elise 
Haverstick
graphic designer

SUPPORT THESE VENDORS AND VENUES!
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United Bowhunters of Missouri 
Festival 

February 7-9, 2025 
Oasis Hotel & Convention Center Springfield, MO  

springfieldoasis.com    417-866-5253  

unitedbowhunters.com or find us on Facebook 

SEMINARS 
BOWYERS 
BANQUET 
VENDORS 
AUCTION 

BLACK WIDOW RAFFLE 
PHOTO CONTEST 

GOODIE AUCTION 
ARROW CONTEST 
SILENT AUCTION 
MERCHANDISE 

INDOOR SHOOTING RANGE 
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3. Open Position
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Out-of-State Members Representatives:

Byron Whitlock, 105 2nd Street Oswega, KS 67356 bwhitlock620@aol.com (620) 238-3583

UBM  Contact Information

1

3

6 7
8

9

4 5

2

Atchison Nodaway

Holt

Worth

Gentry
Harrison Mercer

Putnam Schuyler Scotland
Clark

Lewis

Marion

Ralls

Pike
Audrain

Lincoln

Warren

Franklin
Jefferson

Crawford Washington

Perry
Iron

Reynolds

Dent

PhelpsPulaski

Texas

Shannon

Carter

Ripley Butler

Mississippi

Dunklin

New
Madrid

Stoddard

Pemiscot

OregonHowell

Madison Cape

Bollinger
Wayne

Scott

Girardeau

Ste.
Genevieve

St.
Francois

Gasconade

St. Charles

St. Louis

Montgomery

Sullivan Adair

Macon
Linn

Charlton

Knox

Shelby

MonroeRandolph

Grundy

Livingston

Carroll

Saline

RayClay
Platte

Jackson

Cass

Bates
Henry

St. Clair

Cedar
Polk

Dallas

Greene

Laclede

Webster
Wright

Christan Douglas

Taney

Stone

Ozark

Vernon

Barton

Jasper

McDonald
Barry

Newton

Dade

Lawrence

Hickory

Benton

Pettis
Moniteau

Cooper

Cole
Osage

Maries

Callaway

Boone

Howard

Miller

Camden

Morgan

Lafayette

Johnson

Daviess

Caldwell

De Kalb

Clinton
Buchanan

Andrew

UNITED

BOWHUNTERS
of

MISSOURI

Arthur Kanneman (2026)
834 NE 501 Rd.
Warrensburg, MO 64093
ahkanneman@gmail.com
(870) 565-8838

Cole Davis (2026)
210 SE 4th St
Lee's Summit, MO 64063 
cdavis62103@gmail.com
(816) 527-3839

Board Members

Wes McCain(2027)
17339 Business 60
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William R. Brown, President (2026)
73 Tonka Shady Court
Camdenton, MO 65020
wrbwilderness@hotmail.com
(636) 290-5213
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The United Bowhunter
24933 Helium Rd
Newtown, MO  64667

Address Service Requested

Save the Date!
2025 UBM Festival

February 7-9, 2025
Oasis Convention Center, Springfield mo

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

UNITED

BOWHUNTERS
of

MISSOURI

UNITED

BOWHUNTERS
of

MISSOURI

Keynote Speaker: 
Mike Yancey

Vendors  .  Silent and Live Auctions
Seminars  .  Food  .  Fun


