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President’s Report        Darren  Haverstick   

By the time you read this, 
another season is either in the 
books or pretty dang close. 
I hope you all had one that was 
productive, enjoyable and safe. 
As of this minute, I have not put 
anything in the freezer with my 
stick and string. I have seen a lot 
of deer while hunting but have 
had only one opportunity to shoot 
something and that one didn’t work 
out in my favor. Oh well, I did get 
some meat with a firearm and I 
have high hopes of adding to it with 
my flintlock during Alternative 
Methods season so I cannot 
complain. Besides, no matter what 
you kill them with, once a deer is 
on the ground it’s just work after 
that. It sure makes you appreciate 
where your meat comes from, 
though!
     By now, you all should have 
gotten your 2015 Festival regis-
tration packet. Please fill it out 
promptly and send it back in. If you 
did not receive one, you can either 
download it from our website at 
http://www.unitedbowhunters.
com/DOCS/2015FestivalRegistra-
tionForm.pdf or you can contact 
me and I will mail it to you. All 
plans are moving forward and I 

believe we will have another great 
event. It will be held at the Country 
Club Hotel again this year and our 
banquet speaker will be none other 
than Dick Robertson of Robertson 
Stkybow. As an added bonus, his 
daughter, Yana, is also going to be a 
seminar speaker. Yana is the cre-
ative director for a company called 
onXMaps which provides detailed 
mapping data for use on PCs, GPS 
and mobile devices and she will be 
showing us how this technology 
can better help us plan our next 
hunt. To help make this Festival a 
success, please consider donating 
an item, or items, to the silent and 
live auctions. These auctions are the 
club’s main source of revenue and 
that revenue is used to do things 
like print this newsletter. I know 
there are a lot of talented artisans in 
our ranks so whip up a bow, quilt 
or quiver and donate it now. We are 
also always in need of hunting and 
fishing trips so consider offering 
something like that as well.
     In case you missed the annual 
squirrel hunt, we had a fine old 
time. Of course, it was just Brian 
and me in attendance and we could 
have fun at a leprosy colony. The 
weather was ideal for hunting and 
there was plenty of excellent food 
and drink to go around. Brian’s 
son’s friend, Cole, even got a shot 
at a squirrel! The most memorable 
moment for me, though, was right 
after that shot was taken. We had 
to climb over a fence to get back 
to camp and I hopped up on the 
top strand of barbed wire, got my 
balance and then jumped over. 
As I was picking up my bow, Cole 
remarked, “You’re pretty spry for an 
old man.” I wasn’t sure how to take 
that. On the one hand, it was nice 
for someone to notice my catlike 

grace and agility. But on the other, 
I could have done without that “old 
man” bit. I told Cole my reflexes 
were the result of all the Pilates 
classes I take. What I should have 
done is kicked him in the shin and 
told him to respect his elders.
     Well, fellow member, I don’t 
have anything else for you at this 
time. Turkey season and javelina 
hunting is just around the corner so 
keep those back muscles warmed 
up and broadheads sharp. I look 
forward to visiting with you at the 
Festival or you can just show up at 
my house for a hot cup of coffee.

Pick a spot!

Darren
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It’s a quiet, rainy Friday 
evening, and by all accounts 
I should be standing around 
the campfire with a lot of fellow 
squirrel hunters. Instead, it’s 
another late night in the shop and 
the season finale of Z Nation. Guess 
we’re not as hardy as we used to be!  
Well, maybe someone will come 

From the Laptop       Brian Peterson   

play tomorrow. If not, I’ll eating 
leftover venison for a week! 
I hope you all have at least had 
some quality field time and perhaps 
some success this fall? Deer season 
has had mixed results this year 
around our neck of the woods 
with several poaching incidents, 
but I was still able to tag a sweet 
little button with the bow and a 
dandy 8-pointer with the UBM 
muzzleloader during the first 10 
minutes of firearms season.
Darren and I (mostly Darren) 
have been hard at work getting the 
Festival details in order. I hope you 
all will make an effort to attend. I 
promise you it will be a memorable 
one if for no other reason than 
seeing your “once a year” hunting 
buddies, swapping stories, learning 
something new at the seminars, 

picking up some sweet items at the 
auctions, eating some tasty food, 
and maybe even taking home the 
coveted Black Widow raffle bow. 
Sounds like a blast, doesn’t it? It 
is—see you there!!!

Keep ‘em sharp!

Season ‘s 
greetings 
everyone!
I hope that 
everyone is having 
a good winter 
and enjoying the 
various hunting 

seasons.  I am now enjoying the 
fact that I don’t have to go to class 
or take a final for a solid month! 
I still have to go to work for the 
rest of this week but as of Friday, 
I’M FREE (until the first week of 
January that is)!! 
     You may be asking, “Elise, what 
are you going to do with all that 
free time”? Honestly I have no clue. 
Beyond working on this newsletter 
and doing some early job searching 
I plan to do absolutely nothing. 
I imagine I will be going up to St. 
Louis to see family but beyond 

From the Designer Elise Haverstick

that I plan on sleeping in, being 
overly lazy, and enjoying my well 
deserved break.  This semester I 
worked my butt off to get a myriad 
of time sensitive projects done for 
both school and work. It all payed 
off though! I managed to get a B+ 
in the terrifying image design class 
and I also got on the Dean’s list for 
the second time ever! 
      Despite the end of the semester 
I can’t rest too much. As previously 
stated I intend to do some job 
hunting over the break or at least 
get my portfolio and resume 
in order to start looking when 
semester hits.  That being said, If 
you know of any graphic design 
jobs out there please don’t hesitate 
to email me about them. I need all 
the help I can get.
     In non school news, my 
apartment situation is still going 

swimmingly. My roommate is over 
at my neighboor’s aparment more 
often than I am, so much so that 
she’s practically a live-in.  When I’m 
not doing homework, I still spend
a decent amount of time at their 
apartment watching movies, eating, 
or generally being social.
     I would love to say that I have 
anything else to talk about, but my 
life is basically work, school, eat, 
sleep, and repeat. On the off chance  
I have spare time I still obsess over 
telivision shows, geek out over a’ 
cappella groups, and spend weekends 
at home with my parents, or as I 
call it practice for being jobless post 
graduation. That’s all I got for y’all, so 
goodbye, happy hunting, and have a 
great holiday season!                                     

Elise
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UBM Banquet Awards Criteria     

“what does it take to win an 
award at the ubm festival”?  
   Have you ever wondered if you 
or your buddy may be deserving of 
one of the awards we present? Well 
we thought we should print some 
of the criteria for some of these 
awards so you can be gathering 
information or complete some of 
the things that help measure up 
for consideration.
   Many times I have heard that the 
same people always win but I can 
assure you that all nominations are 
considered equally for each award. 
Sometimes we only have one or two 
nominated for a certain award, but 
you can help us out by making that 
nomination of a worthy member 
for these when we solicit for them.
Here are a few guidelines for some 
of our awards, not the total criteria 
here but just a few things for 
consideration.

fall of fame:  This award does 
not have to be awarded annually. 
It is reserved for those who have 
displayed a long term dedication to 
UBM and bowhunting.

youth bowhunter: A bowhunter 
is considered a Youth if they are 
15 years old or younger and have 
used the Bow and Arrow to pursue 
and possibly legally take some type 
of game. Taking of game is not 
a requirement but it does carry 
weight in the decision. It could be 
a rabbit, squirrel, fish, frog, deer, 
turkey, or ???

district representative 
of the year: A District 
Representative who is working to 
promote UBM and Bowhunting 
to others. You will probably see 
them helping at the Festival, 

Rendezvous, or any other activity 
UBM members may be involved 
in to promote UBM. They should 
be working with their respective Area 
Representatives to help promote UBM.

Fred Bear Award: This award is 
for an outstanding Animal which 
was taken during the year. Type of 
hunt and difficulty may have some 
weight but mostly it is the Animal 
that receives this award.

Jerry Pierce Award: This award 
is presented to a supporter of UBM 
in honor of the late Jerry Pierce. 
The person may be a vendor or other 
who donates to UBM and helps with 
our fundraising efforts to continue our 
mission of promoting Bowhunting. 
Most have been there for several years 
faithfully donating to UBM.

Agent of the Year: These 
nominations usually come 
from within the Department of 
Conservation but can come from 
any member who knows of an 
Agent who has worked to defend 
our Missouri Resources. Archery 
related cases do weigh in on this 
award but other cases are also 
considered. This past year we had 
some excellent nominations and a 
really competitive group to select 
the winner from.

Bowhunter of the Year: This 
award is voted on by the last 
three recipients of it. However, 
nominations can be made by any 
member. Below are the categories 
considered for this honor and 
the maximum amount of points 
awarded for each category.

Equipment Standards (10 points): 
Using hunting equipment that is 
consistent with the UBM standards.
Bowhunter Education (10 points): 
To receive these points, the 
nominee must have completed 
a certified bowhunter education 
course.
Bowhunting Instructor (10 points):  
Eligibility for this category requires 
that the nominee be a current 
bowhunter instructor.

Membership (10 points):  The 
nominee must have endorsed two 
new members that meet UBM 
standards. This information is 
recorded on a person’s application 
for UBM membership and kept by 
the membership committee.

Leadership (10 points):  Nominees 
are judged on their volunteer work 
on UBM programs, committee 
service, etc.

In-State Large Game (10 points):  
Points are awarded for taking at 
least one large game animal in 
Missouri. Large game can be; deer, 
turkey, coyote, fox, or bobcat. 

Out-Of-State Large Game (10 
points):  Points are awarded for 
taking at least one large game animal 
somewhere other than Missouri.

Bow Fishing (5 points):   Awarding 
of these points is based on the fish 
taken and turned in by the person 
who nominated the nominee. 
Small Game (5 points):  Awarding 
these points is based on evidence 
presented by the person 
nominating the nominee.

Hunting Dedication (10 points):  
In this category, a narrative must 
accompany the nomination. This is 

Banquet continued on page 6
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an open-ended category. Possible 
items in the narrative would be 
time spent hunting and scouting, 
habitat development, educating 
newcomers, and personalization of 
hunting gear.

Newsletter Participation (10 
points):  To be considered for these 
points, the nominee must have 
submitted a photo or story or both 
to the newsletter.

   This information is just some 
guidelines and not all inclusive but 
just to give you some ideas as to 
who may be receiving or worthy 
of receiving one of these awards. 
Please help us recognize those 
who are working for UBM and 
Bowhunting by nominating them 
for an award for next year.
  

I’ve had a chance to use the Deer Sleigh’R a few times, 
and it never ceases to amaze me how well it works. It is a little ungainly to 
carry around, so I generally leave it in the truck and will retrieve it during 
the recovery process on a deer, but once the deer is secured, the ABS sheet 
practically glides over the forest floor, blowdowns, and rocky hillsides. 
This is particularly valuable if you want to save the cape on your deer 
and your taxidermist will love you! One could argue that it is an almost 
disposable tool as they do show significant wear after a long drag out, but 
they are resilient and can be used over and over. If the $20-$40 price tag 
scares the frugal at heart, I have even made a smaller version for personal 
use from the little roll up plastic kid’s snow sleds and a grommet kit. A 
little small perhaps for large deer, but perfect for elk quarters and the little 
deer we grow in SW Missouri.

Gear Review—Deer Sleigh’R

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

6



My “Almost a Miracle” Buck Rev. Dr. Nicholas Gray

Spending a lot of time in 
treestands has allowed me to 
pray a great deal and even compose 
some sermon material while 
waiting for a possible shot at a 
deer. I constantly thank the Lord 
for the opportunity to be out in the 
woods and ask that I be allowed 
to shoot well for a clean shot if 
the opportunity presents itself. Of 
course, not killing anything doesn’t 
always mean an unsuccessful hunt. 
When I see fox, rabbits, various 
kinds of birds and other animals, 
how could seeing God’s critters 
be non-successful? His creation is 
wonderful!
   My wife, Cynthia, is allergic 
to beef and most pork partially 
processed. We think it must be the 
hormones or whatever chemicals 
they shoot them up with that make 
her sick. She can eat grass-fed-only 
beef or any wild game without a 
problem. She likes to tell people 
that I must hunt so she can have 
red meat to eat. What a gal!
   Since moving back to Missouri in 
the year 2000, it didn’t take long for 
me to discover that our small part 
of southwest Missouri had poor 
deer hunting. Several reasons have 
been suggested for this including: 
excessive private feeding of deer in 
backyards along Table Rock Lake, 
possible year-round poaching by 
people from both Missouri and 
Arkansas, lack of food crops, just 
not a large number of deer and 
lack of permission to hunt on 
most private land. Our state and 
national forests are all timber, which 
makes bowhunting quite difficult. 
Although, I have had about a 50% 
success rate by not being too choosy.
   Last year, one of the members of 
our church gave me permission to 
hunt a tract of ten acres he owns. 
About half of it contains two large, 

high, thick grass fields and almost 
all of the rest is cedar trees. This 
presented a problem for putting 
up treestands, especially when it 
is necessary to move around a few 
times to learn the correct deer 
routes to get a good shot. I opted to 
use a tripod, which I moved several 
times. I never did see a deer on that 
property last year.
     This year, on the same property, 
I moved my tripod to an old 
mudhole which had been a mineral 
lick in the past. I even tied limbs 
around the edge of my stand to 
keep from being detected. I saw a 
few does the first day of the season 
(September 15th) without any shot 
opportunities. I continued to sit on 
that stand as much as possible in 
September and October without 
seeing any deer.
   Here I am, sitting on my tripod 
on October 27th, watching the 
field and mudhole with the small 
birds and a squirrel in attendance. 
Wondering if I would ever see 
a deer on this property, I was at 

least thankful that God gives me 
the ability to bowhunt at 72 years 
of age. I knew that deer don’t live 
on this property. They just pass 
through back-and-forth between 
feeding and bedding areas. I just 
hoped that I would be presented a 
shot before the season closed!
My own property is all trees and all 
the deer are “pass-throughs-only” 
also, resulting in only two deer taken 
on our property in fourteen years.
   While I was enjoying God’s 
great outdoors, the he was. A nice 
eight-point was standing broadside 
by the mudhole at about twelve 
yards. I was watching the entire 
area but never saw him come in. 
Without hesitation, I sent my 
Wensel Woodsman-tipped arrow 
on its way from my Black Widow 
recurve. This magnificent creation 
of God bolted quickly away with 
broadhead holes on each side of 
his rib cage. “Where did he come 
from?” I thought. After thanking 
the Lord and waiting awhile, I got 

Miracle continued on page 8
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These activities don’t allow me to 
hunt every day. I’m also thankful 
for my many years as a member 
of the CBA board of directors and 
am especially blessed to have Dr. 
Lowell Thill and Rev. David Roose 
as friends.
     I have more deer tags to fill so 
off to the woods I go. 

God bless!

down from my stand to look for 
blood. My arrow wasn’t there and 
neither was any blood. My heart 
sunk. I thought that my arrow had 
been a pass-through, but where was it?
   After waiting a while longer, I 
headed for the spot where I last saw 
the buck; still no blood. I decided 
to start looking again from where 
the deer was standing, taking a 
slightly different angle route. There 
was blood and my arrow a few 
yards from the stand. The arrow 
must’ve been hanging by the feather 
s and dropped out right away. I 
thanked the Lord again for the shot 
opportunity and asked Him to help 
me find the deer and to point me in 
the right direction. I went through 
some brush into a small open area 
about 70 yards from my stand; still 
no deer. I asked our Lord again for 
help. Starting again, I took just a 
few steps and looked to my right. 
There he was! 

After field dressing the buck, I 
dragged him through the brush to 
the field so I could load him into 
my pickup.
   I walked back the almost ¼ 
mile to my truck still thanking 
the Lord for the gift. I attempted 
to get the buck into my pickup 
for about 30 minutes even using 
ropes. “Hey, I could call on my cell 
phone for help,” I thought. I got the 
landowner’s wife, who said he was 
walking the dog. I just had headed 
for their house when he showed up 
on the road in his car. His wife had 
told him that I needed help.
   We drove to the field to load the 
deer into my pickup. Using all our 
strength, and with several tries, we 

were wearing out. Finally, we got 
the buck loaded! Here were two 
old guys with a combined age of 
140 years showing their age. The 
Golden Years!
   Well, I was on my way home to 
show Cynthia God’s blessing of 
this nice buck. The only photos we 
could get shows blood in the truck 
bed. There was obviously no way 
to unload the deer, take pictures 
and then put it back in the truck. I 
should’ve washed the blood away 
but I didn’t think of it at the time. I 
needed to get the deer to the locker 
so I suppose I was in a hurry. This is 
my best whitetail shot in Missouri. 
My best one came from Kansas.
   After investigation, I found out 
that no one in the area remembers 
seeing this buck. I was watching 
intently for deer coming to me and 
the buck just appeared as if from 
nowhere. There was no good blood 
trail in the thick high grass initially 
yet the buck was laying five yards 
away from me, bled out, right after 
I asked the Lord to find the deer for 
me. God is good! Now this doesn’t 
meet the requirements for an actual 
miracle, but the Lord works in 
mysterious ways. I thank God for 
my “almost a miracle” deer.
   The rest of the story is that I 
was hunting in the morning and 
planning to leave home in the 
afternoon to attend the Missouri 
Southern Baptist Convention 
annual meeting. I was able to shoot 
the deer, get it loaded, photograph it, 
take it to the processor, clean myself 
up, travel three hours to Lake of the 
Ozarks and arrive with an hour to 
spare before the first meeting!
   Cynthia and I continue in 
the ministry by counseling and 
helping counselors with continuing 
education. As a “retired” pastor, I 
still do some guest preaching. We 
are both district chaplains in the 
American Legion and auxiliary. 

I immediately fell to my 
knees in prayer thanking 

God for the deer.
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Although I was skeptical 
for a good while, 
the introduction of trail cameras 
has added some pretty awesome 
benefits to the realm of hunting.  
I still favor observed field hours 
in person, but have to admit it is 
pretty neat to be able to keep an 
eye on the property at the times 
life has me occupied in other areas.  
My father and I both were hesitant 
to utilize trail cameras due to our 
traditional hearts and our shared 
love for a good challenge, but once 
we did decide to “modernize” it 
definitely showed us more than our 
own eyes could reveal.
     It is a pretty amazing thing to be 
able to monitor particular bucks 
that cruise our neighborhood from 
year to year.  One buck in particular 
I had a run in with back in 2010.  
The first time I saw this animal 
was with my own two eyes, and it 
was the week before rifle season 
while I had bow in hand.  It was 
a clear, calm, and brisk morning.  

Local Bucks     Ernie Kon   

Everything was still, and ground 
had a nice glaze of frost covering 
it.  It was one of those mornings 
where I was timid to move because 
everything was so still, but my 
eyes were peeled. Fairly early on I 
caught movement coming up the 
ridge, and quickly identified it as a 
whitetail. 

 I was hoping he couldn’t 
hear my heart thudding 

against my chest, 

As the animal made his way I 
took notice of a good looking 
rack.  There was hardly any width 
between his two sides but pretty 
good mass and height made up 
for the lack of spread.  As the 
buck drew nearer to the top of the 
ridge I was hunting he reared up 
on hind legs, and was checking 
some elevated limbs.  Pretty 
awesome sight to see this fairly 
mature animal (I estimated at 3 ½) 
standing upright scent checking 
lofty limbs. The buck dropped back 
to all fours and proceeded to come 
down the trail I was overlooking.  
His hot breath was steaming out of 
his nostrils, as was mine.  

but as he approached I readied 
myself for the shot opportunity. 
   Hindsight is always twenty-
twenty, and I wish I would have let 
him walk just a little further past 
me before I decided to draw my 
bow, but hastiness got the better of 
me this time.  I attempted to draw 
my bow as he was five yards away 

Local continued on page 10
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directly in front of my stand.  Being 
as still as it was the buck caught 
movement as I attempted to draw 
back, and he did a perfect ten yard 
sideways lunge right into the brush.  
With his head high, he scanned the 
situation for a minute before he 
decided to turn around and head 
back out the way he came in.  I 
can’t say that disappointment set 
in because it was such an awesome 

close encounter and anytime I see 
a quality animal it is success in my 
mind.  Regardless, I was not filling 
a tag that day and wondered would 
I ever see this animal again.
   The answer is yes.  Trail cameras 
made it possible for me to keep up 
with this buck throughout the next 
few seasons.  It would appear this 
buck became primarily nocturnal 
after our encounter. I hunted for 
this buck pretty hard, but never got 
the opportunity to see him with 
my eyes again.  I hunted this area 
religiously, but it was not meant to be.
 The following season, which was 
2011, he popped up on a trail 
camera I had on the same trail 
were our rendezvous took place.  
The camera caught him on more 
than a few occasions but all were 
during the late hours of the night.  
The deer was a brute during this 
season. He had an elongated body, 
burly, good mass, and a tall rack 
with a couple dagger G2’s.  He was 
magnificent and I really wanted 
another chance at this guy.  
     During the 2012 season, we 
did not capture any images of the 

buck and thought that maybe he 
met his fate or moved off to a new 
neighborhood.  The 2013 season 
rolls around and a surprise guest 
decides to show his face again.  He 
actually looked like he was on the 
down slope during that year.  He 
still was a great looking buck but 
he didn’t look quite as dominant as 
he did during 2011.  Again, every 
photo that was captured was only 
during the hours of the night.
No sign of the old boy this season.  
I would guess him to be around 
7 ½ years old if he is still kicking 
around. Though I likely will 
never lay eyes on him again, the 
trail cameras enabled me to keep 
up with the guy after our initial 
encounter years ago and this buck 
will always have a permanent slide 
show in the still frames of my mind.  
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There are very few negatives 
about our wonderful sport 
of bowhunting but one, 
however, does stand out and that 
being wounded and lost game. 
Wounding and losing a game 
animal, with the thought of the 
animal going off and crawling 
in a hole to die an unspeakably 
miserable death, haunts us all and 
has been the undoing of many 
aspiring bowhunters. Believe me, 
I have had my fair share of such 
events and trying to deal with this 
over the years has, to say the least, 
caused some sleepless nights. I 
won’t say here that I have found the 
answer but I sure do feel a whole 
bunch better about every blood 
trail I have been on, win or lose, 
since the arrival of Kasey.
     Several years ago, at the annual 
Compton Rendezvous, Ryan 
Rothhaar gave a seminar on 
tracking dogs where he and his dog, 
Oskar, put on quite a show. Ryan 
talked a lot about how to train your 
dog, the ease of training and the 
fun a guy can have watching his 
new friend become an invaluable 
part of our sport. One of the first 
things Ryan talked about was the 
multitude of breeds to choose 
from with the goal being to find 

an animal to fit your needs. This 
means not only choosing a dog 
with the ability to track but also 
to fit into your family. After all, 
hunting season is only a part of 
the year.  A major prerequisite 
for whatever breed you choose 
is the dog needs to have some 
brains. This is usually a very hard 
trait to determine when looking 
at a bunch of puppies running 
around in a pen. One way to help 
ensure this part is by going to a 
reputable breeder with a long line 
of successful dogs. You will have to 
pay for this but it probably is the 
very best way to go. Being cheap at 
heart, that is not what I elected to 
do, but the outcome could not have 
been better.

      We had just lost Sandy, due 
to age, one of the best dogs a guy 
could ask for. Sandy had been a 
member of the family for over 
14 years. She watched over the 
barnyard and it took a bit to 
convince her that chickens, eggs 
and even small pigs were not her 
personal meals. But all in all, I 
would consider her a good, smart 
dog. It was with great apprehension, 
then, that I started looking for 
another dog to replace Sandy. What 
if the one we chose was dumber 
than dirt? Once they are in the 
family there is no turning back. 
You’re stuck with what you get and 
there’s no real way to know until 
they have been around for a while. 
By then, though, it is too late. Dogs 
have a way of winning the hearts of 
at least one member of the family.
     In early 2010 I saw an ad in a 
local paper for some ¾ Australian 
Shepherds, ¼ Border Collie pups. 
I remembered a dog from my 
youth that was one of my best 
friends of that mix so we decided 
to go just look at them. Arriving 
at the south-central Iowa farm we 
were greeted by—yes, a bunch of 
puppies running around in a pen. 
But as we walked up to the fence 
the only black & white pup of the 
bunch came over to visit us while 

Kasey the Wonderdog
    

Larry  Hudson   

Kasey’s first tracking job

Kasey helped me find this nice buck Kasey continued on page 12
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the rest cowered around the dog 
house. Brenda looked at me and 
nodded and I thought, yes, that’s 
the one!  We named her on the way 
home when we passed a Casey’s 
general store, but the name had to 
begin with a “K”. After all, our other 
children were “Kevin” & “Karla” so 
how else could it be?
     I am not sure whether I trained 
Kasey or she trained me, probably 
a bit of both, but we both worked 
pretty hard at it. I had acquired 
some beef blood at our local 
butcher shop as Ryan had suggested 
and, starting out at 9 weeks, I 
laid very short easy trails in the 
yard but always with some fresh 
raw meat at the end. Gradually I 
worked up to more elaborate trails 
leaving several yards between ever 
decreasing amounts of blood.  I 
think the key was the reward at the 

end. It was not necessarily the meat 
but when Kasey realized she had 
done something I wanted she liked 
the attention / loving I gave her as 
much or more than the fresh meat. 
Each training session started with 
me putting a “halter” on her with a 
leash attached. I would carry her to 
the first blood, sit her down and tell 
her to “find the deer”. The “halter” 
seems to be very important. The 
only time it is put on the dog is 
during training exercises and, of 
course, the real deal. After just a 
few sessions, Kasey knew exactly 
what was up and got extremely 
excited when I just showed her 
the halter.  Some type of leash is 
required by Missouri law, with a 
maximum length of 30 feet. I had 
a local harness shop build us one. 
It looks and feels like leather but is 
some type of man-made material 

much cheaper than leather. A rope 
just does not work. I tried that 
but it was forever getting tangled 
in the brush and interrupts the 
dog too much. Kasey would get 
very confused when I had to stop 
her to untangle the dang thing.
The “leather” leash works great; it 
sort of slithers through the brush. 
There are also other restrictions 
on the books regarding the use 
of tracking dogs in Missouri: 1) 
The hunter has exhausted other 
reasonable means of finding the 
animal, (2) has contacted an MDC 
agent and (3) does not possess a 
firearm or bow during dog tracking 
activities. I do not like the “exhaust 
other means” part because the best 
thing for the dog is to have a clean 
trail—just the wounded animal—
not a half dozen guys spitting 
tobacco and relieving themselves 
on every other bush! Some states 
do not allow the use of dogs for 
trailing, leashed or not.  There is an 
organization, United Bloodtrackers, 
(unitedbloodtrackers.org) and one 
of their many activities is working 
with state and federal game officials 
to try and rectify this problem. Give 
their website a look-see. A ton of 
good info is available there.
      Kasey’s first bona fide tracking 
job came in early October of 2010. 
Brenda got a good arrow in a 
young doe, watched it fall but left 
the scene undisturbed. When I put 
the tracking halter on Kasey in the 
dark, even at 8 months of age, she 
seemed to know this was something 
different. The trail was easy but perfect 
for her first recovered deer. It was the 
first deer she got to see up close and 
enjoy real fresh meat afterword!
      Another track that stands out 
is, once again, Brenda shot a doe, 
cannot find any blood but can see 
the leaves turned up where the deer 
made its exit. I wanted to put Kasey 

Helping out the neighbors. This deer would have
never been found had it not been for our wonder dog!

Kasey continued on page 13
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on the trail right away but Brenda 
was afraid she would mess up what 
little visible sign was there so Kasey 
and I were sent home. An hour or 
so later I get a call from Brenda 
saying that the trail was lost but the 
deer was now leaving some blood 
so could I maybe bring my dog and 
re-join in the search? I won’t get 
into the husband/wife conversation 
here but suffice it to say Brenda was 
dually impressed a short while later 
when Kasey found her deer! 
     Probably the hardest part of 
letting a dog do the tracking is 
trusting them; especially when 
there is no visible blood. I still 
sometimes have a big problem with 
that. I mean, after all, we humans 
are much smarter than any dog. 
We know where a wounded deer is 
supposed to run and there has to be 
visible blood on a blood trail right? 
Not really true; a dog’s olfactory 
senses are so acute that microscopic 
bits of blood, or just the animal’s 
scent, are enough for them to 
follow the trail. The dog does not 
necessarily need to be walking on 
the blood trail as us humans would. 
Sometimes being downwind of the 
trail is better for the dog.  Kasey 
has learned to “cheat” by casting 
around to pick up the scent of the 
carcass. Just a couple weeks ago, 
a neighbor shot a good buck. He 
knew his shot was a bit low so he 

waited four hours before starting to 
track. Fortunately, he marked the 
trail as he went because he jumped 
the deer in the dark and wisely 
pulled off it for the night. The next 
morning he got back on the trail 
but quickly lost blood. I had told 
him about Kasey so he called up for 
assistance. We started downwind 
and probably 100 yards short of the 
last known blood. Kasey started out 
right on the blood trail but pretty 
quickly started dropping down the 
ridge off the marked path. I have 
learned to let her do her thing 
and in less than ten minutes she 
was standing over the buck. My 
neighbor is a good hunter and 
had spent several hours searching. 
There is no way that deer would 
have been recovered without the 
dog. We backtracked the 75 yards 

from the carcass to the last known 
blood and did not find a drop. This 
spring, I shot a Tom turkey with 
my bow. The hit looked okay but I 
watched the bird hobble off down 
the ridge accompanied by another 
Tom. I waited a couple of hours 
before bringing in Kasey. There was 
good blood on the arrow, and more 
for the first 50 yards or so, but after 
that it was not visible to me. During 
the tracking job we ran into other 
turkeys and the other Tom. Kasey 
sat down and watched that bird run 
over the hill! It took her a while to 
convince me where my Tom had 
expired but 100 yards from the last 
visible blood, and a long ways from 
where I knew the turkey had to be, 
she once again bailed me out. 
     Since that first find four years 
ago, we have had many like 
experiences and some that did not 
turn out with a dead animal at the 
proverbial end of the road. But 
each one has taught me more (as I 
said, not sure if I trained the dog or 
she trained me) about the benefit 
a good dog can add to our sport. 
Oft times, at the end of the day, the 
haunting question/concern is, “Did 
I kill the critter or not?” I feel much 
better these days that, if Kasey can’t 
find it, it didn’t die.

Ryan Rothhaar’s dog, Oscar.

Kasey bails out Brenda once again!
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Planning for the “2014 
Prime Time Week” started 
during the warm months 
before bow season started. My 
friend Shane from Hannibal, MO 
and friends from North Carolina 
usually join me for a few days at 
my parent’s farm in Illinois each 
year. This year, conflicts kept 
two of the three NC guys from 
coming, but Mark made plans to 
arrive Thursday Nov. 13 and leave 
Tuesday Nov. 18. Shane was able to 
take days off from work Thursday 
and Friday and I took off Thursday 
through Tuesday. The best rut 
activity seemed to be falling in 
this timeframe the past couple of 
years and our farm seems to come 
alive with mature deer during the 
peak. Otherwise, it is loaded with 
young does, fawns and young 
bucks chasing everything they see 
including their own shadow. 
   As the days drew closer, Mark 
secured flights to arrive Wednesday 
night and leave Monday afternoon. 
The weather was nice and cool each 
day and we spent as much time in 
the woods as we could and saw lots 
of activity; just not much mature 
deer movement. We apparently 
missed the prime rut activity by 
about a week. We did manage to 
catch a glimpse of a good buck 
crossing the pasture along the pond 
near the house on two separate 
occasions. The narrow strips of 
weeds and young trees that mark 
the water ways that feed the five 
acre pond make nice hiding places 
for mature deer but appeared to be 
difficult to hunt. 
   This year I had placed a stand 
along a fence row at the top of 
one of these draws. However, after 
hunting it I noticed that most of the 
traffic into the draw was 20 yards 

Lonely Cold Morning  Keith Griffeth   

south of the stand. I found some 
potential spots to move the stand 
to, but we were winding down on 
our days to hunt and I focused my 
daytime hours in the woods and 
not on moving the stand. Shane 
finished up his hunt with us on 
Sunday morning which left Mark 
and I with Monday morning as 
our last morning together. Mark 
decided to take a stool and find a 
spot to hide in the skinny draw along 
the pasture in hopes of seeing the 
buck we had nicknamed Brownie. 
   The approach to this area required 
a long hike down the gravel road, 
up a farm-use lane and into the 
corner of the pasture to keep from 
being totally exposed to the pasture 
and the other narrow strips of trees. 
This trek put him at his approach to 
the draw a little later than planned 
and he was spotted by a group of 
does. After waiting them out, he 
finally got to a hiding place and 
was positioning his stool when 
a nice 10-pointer walked up on 
him and then trotted away. After 
a short time, a second 10-pointer 
arrived and met up with some 
does and they all managed to keep 

themselves out of bow range. Soon 
it was time for Mark to pack up and 
head to the airport. 
    With Mark on his way and 
another day left to hunt, I decided 
to move the stand like I should 
have done a couple days before. 
The temperature high topped out 
at only 12-15 degrees that day but 
by the time I finished hanging 
the stand I had sweated through 
all of my clothes. The wind was 
picking up so I elected to retreat 
to a blind in the woods where I 
could stay a little warmer. I would 
hunt in the new stand location the 
next morning… Tuesday morning 
arrived and I was now the lone 
hunter in camp. 
    I talked my Dad into getting 
up early and driving me close to 
the stand location and dumping 
me out. I wanted to keep from 
spooking any deer that might be 
hiding in the narrow strips and 
avoid the problems that Mark 
experienced the previous morning. 
It was just about getting light with 
a brisk wind and 8 degrees on the 
thermometer. Within minutes 

Lonely continued on page 15
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of getting settled into the new 
stand location, a group of does 
approached the draw and milled 
around in one of the small secluded 
pastures. Then a small buck that 
we had seen plenty of during the 
weekend chased a young doe into 
the draw and made two circles 
around my stand. 
    On the third trip by me, a big 
bodied buck busted into the draw, 
grunting all the way toward the 
young buck. One glance proved 
that this was a mature buck 
and I saw a heavy set of antlers. 
Anticipating one of the two 
10-pointers that had been seen the 
day before, my immediate thought 
was that this could be one of them. 
I turned my attention away from 
his head and anticipated a shot 
opportunity. Within seconds, 
he was approaching my tree and 
stopped at about 5-10 steps. This 
was the chance that I had hoped 
for! I seized the opportunity and 
placed my Zwickey Eskimo 2-blade 
just behind the right leg a couple 

inches left of the spine on a steep 
down angle. The buck blasted past 
my tree into the pasture and angled 
back toward the fence row full of 
tangled Osage Orange. I heard him 
crash into the fence row but could 
not see if he exited. 

 It took a while for all the does 
that had gathered to finally make 
their way out of sight and I began 
the search. The arrow had stayed 
in him as he disappeared into the 
hedge row so I didn’t really expect 
to see any blood in the 30-40 yards 
of pasture between my tree and 
the point where I last saw him. I 
approached the spot that I thought 
he entered the thicket and heard 
some movement. There he was to 
my right taking a last breath nestled 

    What a thrill, 15 
minutes into the 6th day 

of hunting and I had a 
bloody arrow! 

up under some hedge branches that 
came to the ground.  
     My arrow lay in front of me 
where he entered the brush. I think 
we have identified another favorite 
hunting spot! We have considered 
hunting these little draws for many 
years, but always get sucked back 
into the woods and along the 
corn and bean fields. This year the 
experiment worked. My only regret 
is not figuring it out sooner to 
give Mark or Shane a better 
opportunity with an established 
stand or blind site. 
    If Mark had a pre-established 
site and hadn’t wandered in blindly, 
I think he would have had a solid 
opportunity at one of the two 
10-pointers the day before. As it 
turns out, the buck I was able to 
shoot was not one of them and, in 
fact, had three broken points and 
a goofy shaped right side. He was 
definitely an older mature buck, 
though. None of us had seen this 
deer before and definitely would 
have remembered his unique rack. 
Upon post-mortem exploration, 
there was only a palm sized piece 
of recognizable right lung and a 
one inch slice along the bottom 
half of the heart. That Zwickey did 
its job as it moved with each step 
the buck took on his 40 yard death 
run. I also identified a small hole 
in the skull near the base of the left 
pedestal. There was a quarter sized 
area of active infection under the 
skin leaving little question how he 
broke off most of his points! All this 
work and excitement kept me plenty 
warm on a lonely cold morning!
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The Renaissance of 
traditional archery has 
been an exciting time.  
If you’ve seriously shot traditional 
archery for any length of time 
you are aware that traditional 
equipment came very close to 
disappearing along with the 
birch bark canoe and carbide 
lamp.   Many people believed that 
bowhunting had disappeared 
with the invention of gun powder 
but thanks to a chain reaction 
started by the book, “The Witchery 
of Archery”, (written by Civil 
War veterans, Will and Maurice 
Thomson) the seeds were planted. 
Ishi, Art Young, Saxton Pope 
and William Compton laid the 
groundwork for Fred Bear and 
it was he who sold America on 
bowhunting. Hence, Bear Archery 
became the “Legacy Company”.  
Fred Bear is the guy whose media 
connections and accomplishments set 
the stage for bowhunting to become a 
wildly popular method of hunting.
   It wasn’t long, however, before 
invention once again spelled doom 
for the traditional bow and arrow 
whose arc was a direct result of the 

muscle power of the archer.  The 
compound bow appeared to have 
done to old fashioned bows what 
gun powder had done before.  If 
Bear Archery was responsible 
for a fresh legacy then, indeed, 
Missouri’s own Black Widow Bow 
Company deserves the title of 
“Renaissance Company”.  The sheer 
truth of the matter is that Black 
Widow was a major player in the 
rebirth of traditional archery.
   I spend a lot of time in 
communication with bowhunters 
from all over and while Missouri 
is my home I tend to view the 
attractions in the “Show Me State” 
as lacking the glitter of the oceans 
or Mt. McKinley.   I guess it is our 
nature to take for granted those 
special things nearby.  Further, I 
feel even greater surprise when a 
bowhunter from Germany laments 
how lucky I am to live in the state 
Black Widow calls home.  Indeed, 
when one stops to think about it 
we are pretty lucky to have Black 
Widow right here on our doorstep.
   In the heyday of target archery, 
the name Wilson was long 
associated with success.  Beginning 

in the 1930’s, the Wilsons, of rural 
Springfield, Missouri, repeatedly 
demonstrated skills, not only 
as archers but also innovators 
of archery equipment design.  
Originally there were five Wilsons 
whose reputations as archers had 
become the talk of organized 
archery.  Three were brothers; 
Bob, Norman and Jack. Bob’s wife, 
Christine, and a nephew, Howard 
Wilson, were all frequent visitors to 
the winner’s circle.  Their first bows 
were Osage longbows carefully 
crafted (many from fence posts) 
using a draw knife in the ways of 
the old master bowyers.  It was 
generally recognized that Bob 
Wilson’s creations were highly 
desirable prizes because of both 
their performance and durability.  
In 1946, Wilson Brothers 
Manufacturing came 
in to existence.
   The year 1957 marked the 
beginning of it all with the birth 
of the Wilson brothers’ Black 
Widow Archery Company. It was 
rumored that the name, “Black 

The Renaissance Company-
Missouri’s Own Black Widow Custom Bows  Marv Cochran   

Silver anniversary Black Widow

Renaissance continued on page 17
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Widow”, was selected after a nest 
of the poisonous spiders sharing 
that moniker was discovered in the 
corner of the shop.    In those early 
years, Black Widow was known 
for their Model TF, glass-backed 
target and hunting bows.  The TF 
Hunter had red glass and the model 
TF Target featured white glass.  I 
always considered myself fortunate 
because, as a freshman at what is 
now Missouri State University in 
Springfield, Missouri, I actually 
visited the nearby Black Widow 
Bow Company.  The bows were 
beautiful but, unfortunately, out 
of my price range.   I could only 
look and admire.  In those days 
you could buy Black Widow bows 
in pro-shops, a practice long since 
discontinued. 
   With the compound bow looming 
on the horizon, the Wilson Brothers 
sold the company to an employee 
in the 1970s.  Production continued 
but sales were mostly being made 
outside of the United States. With 
things not going well for traditional 
archery in general and Black 
Widow in particular, a gentleman 
named Ken Beck purchased the 

company and returned it to a 
prominent position.  The previous 
owner had been producing metal 
handled bows.  Ken preferred the 
warmth and beauty of wood so 
with the introduction of the Silver 
Anniversary Black Widow, the bow 
not only became instantly popular 
but also catapulted Ken’s newly 
acquired company into the role of 
a major player in the renaissance of 
traditional archery.
   As Black Widow continued to 
evolve as a leading innovator in 
traditional equipment design and 
production, another chapter of 
the Black Widow saga was being 
written.  A defined leadership team 
had emerged whose individual 
names had thus become synonymous 
with the quality and honesty to 
which Black Widow’s customers had 
become accustomed.  It only made 
sense that, when it was time, Ken 
would turn the reins of leadership 
over to those proven team members 
who had already demonstrated their 
ability and commitment to maintain 
the Black Widow name as a 
standard of excellence. 

Interestingly enough, 
the current owners were 
originally connected not 

by blood but rather a 
love for rodeo.

    It seems only fitting that a 
company started by three men 
dedicated to excellence be, once 
again, lead by three men with the 
same commitment.  The Wilson 
trio was originally brought together 
by the fact that they were family.    
Each owner, in his own right, is 
an accomplished and authentic 
rider and western hero with a 
love for adventure.  This was the 
perfect match for a company whose 
reputation was for selling adventure.
Those years under the ownership 
of Ken Beck were filled with 
innovation and hard work.  
Although the Wilson brothers’ 
design was never discarded, Ken 
was able to put his own signature 
on this renaissance company 
by accurately recording exact 
tolerances so equipment prone to 
producing success could continue 
to do so.  Ken’s commitment to 
quality and excellence made Black 
Widow the industry leader in the 
production of durable, attractive 
equipment setting the bar for others 
to do their best to emulate.
   The new owners, Roger Fulton, 
Toby Essick and John Clayman 
each play a specific roll to maintain 
Black Widow quality.  Roger 
Fulton, a lifelong resident of 
southwest Missouri, is the partner 
who speaks with the public.  If 

 The current owners: Toby Essick, John Clayman and Roger Fulton

Two more bows from the early days. The top 
bow is one of the few brown glass TF models 
from the beginning of Black Widow.

Renaissance continued on page 18
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you call Black Widow to discuss 
a bow model, it is quite likely that 
your call will be directed to Roger 
as it is his job to track orders, 
answer questions and write on 
bows.  Roger jokes that his biggest 
challenge is to keep Toby and John 
from killing each other.
Toby Essick, like Roger, is also 
a lifelong resident of southwest 
Missouri.  Coincidently, Toby 
was attending elementary school 
when Ken purchased Black Widow 
back in 1982.  As a matter of fact, 
elementary school for Toby was in 
Highlandville where Black Widow 
bows were being made.  Toby 
grew up on a farm and remains 
passionate about farming.  Toby has 
the job of overseeing production 
and quality control.
   John Clayman is the third 
partner.   John, like Toby, attended 
elementary school in Highlandville. 
The difference is that John actually 
started working for Ken Beck while 
in the 7th grade.  At the ripe old 
age of 12, John did odds and ends 
for Ken ranging from painting 
the flagpole to assembling Black 
Widow quivers at the factory.  
Thus, one can easily say that as 

far as Black Widow is concerned, 
he has been there and done 
that.  Today John’s duties include 
shipping and receiving as well as 
accounting responsibilities.  All 
things considered, Black Widow’s 
management is a team with 85 
collective years of experience 
in making some of the finest 
traditional bowhunting equipment 
ever produced.

Without a doubt, under the 
leadership of Roger, Toby and John, 
Black Widow continues to build on 
an already flawless reputation.  The 
new Black Widow bows are more 
beautiful than ever, sporting a whole 
new line of exotic woods. Today’s 
Black Widow is not only beautiful 
but one of the toughest hunting bows 
you could ever hope to possess.
    Having worked to promote 
traditional archery over the years, 
I can assure you that the United 
Bowhunters Missouri is indeed 
blessed to have had such stellar 
support from such a special 
company.  In the early days of 
the UBM, Black Widow was a 
huge factor in our organization’s 
successful start.   When we held 
our first event at Dave Alkire’s 
farm near Adrian, Missouri, 
Black Widow was there.  Not as a 
company planning to benefit from 
the efforts of dedicated bowhunters 
but as a company dedicated to 
bowhunting.  

From bottom to top - 
HF 500 1972, Crown Jewell 1987, PGA 207 (50th Anniversary), PSA Graybark, PLX TD Longbow
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The Unexpected Loss 
of Man’s Best Friend
    

Brandon Butler

Editor’s note: The following article 
was sent to me for possible use in 
our newsletter by Conservation 
Federation of Missouri executive 
director, Brandon Butler. It 
was originally published in the 
September 2014 edition of Brandon’s 
online magazine, “Driftwood 
Outdoors”. While it has absolutely 
nothing to do with archery, it does 
have to do with hunting and the 
strong bond between Man and his 
better canine half. If you are a dog 
person, you will see why I chose to 
use it. If you are not a dog person 
then all I can say is that we are 
praying for you. 
     J u n i o r  wa s  b o r n 
t h e  s o n  o f  B o c e p h u s . 
He was destined for greatness. 
Having a renowned retriever for a 
father sets expectations high. Junior 
may have never won a world title, 
but he was a champion. The tears of 
two little girls prove it.
     From the first time I read Where 
the Red Fern Grows over 20 years 
ago, I dreamt of owning a well-
trained, highly-functional hunting 
dog. Time and attention kept that 
dream from becoming a reality for too 
long. Opportunity struck when I was 
presented the chance to buy Junior as 
a three-year-old field trial washout.
   Finished retrievers aren’t cheap. 
Paying $3,000 for a dog wasn’t a 
decision I took lightly. But the first 
time I walked up to Junior’s kennel 
and saw him standing there smiling 
his big goofy smile, with eyes so full 
of life and muscles rippling under 
his shiny black coat, there was no 
doubt he was going to be mine.
   My daughters had no idea I was 
bringing home a dog. When I asked 
them to come outside to meet 
someone, I’m sure they figured it 

was just another fishing buddy. 
Instead, they saw Junior. They 
looked up at me for a telltale sign 
he was ours. My smile gave it away. 
Hugs, shrieks, giggles and face licks 
lasted a good half-hour, then I ran 
him through a series of retrieves to 
show his new family how special 
Junior truly was.

 Junior’s life had been a series of 
trainers and kennels. He had lived 
like an Olympic athlete. Now, he 
could lie on a couch, have his belly 
rubbed, swim in our pool and every 
so often enjoy a piece of bacon. His 
new life must have felt surreal.
   Junior and I worked on his 
retrieves in the fields surrounding 
my house. At first, he had to put up 
with my novice handling abilities, 
but it didn’t take long for us to click. 

We made the most of our only hunt

Watching him zigzag through a field 
searching for scent from a dummy I’d 
hid was amazing. I’d blow my whistle 
and he’d stop and sit facing me. With 
hand signals, I’d show which direction 
he needed to go. He’d respond and 
always found the dummy.
   We only had one duck hunt 
together, but it was a hunt for the 
ages. A friend drew the first pill 
at Grand Pass during the peak 
migration. Three of us killed our 
limits of mallards and rounded out 
the morning with other bird limits 
of teal. Junior retrieved every bird 
we dropped. He was a machine. 
I was so proud, and so full of 
excitement for the future. I had a 
mallard from that hunt mounted. It 
hangs in my office. I’m so thankful I 
made that decision.
     When Junior was a puppy he had 
Leptospirosis. The disease degraded 
his kidney function. It caused him 
to drink and urinate more often 
than most dogs, but he otherwise 
seemed perfectly healthy. Still, 

   It took him awhile to 
figure out how to be a 

family dog.

Unexpected continued on page 20
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he somehow caught an infection. 
When we took him to the vet, he 
had water in his lungs and around 
his heart. The vet tested his vitals 
and discovered his kidneys were 
only functioning at an estimated 
25 percent. She suggested putting 
him out of his pain. A second vet I 
enlisted concurred. I couldn’t do it.
   The vet said she could perform 
an expensive surgery to drain the 
fluid and remove bacteria from 
Junior’s lungs, but with his severely 
damaged kidneys, he would likely 
only live 4-10 more months. I didn’t 
believe it, or at least I wouldn’t 
accept it. He’d had bad kidneys for a 
long time. I thought maybe he had 
learned to live with them that way. 
I told her to perform the surgery. 
I wholeheartedly believed Junior 
would come out of surgery and live 
at least a few more years. We’d kill 
a bunch of ducks and I breed him 
with a strong female, so my future 
dogs would carry on his bloodline.
   Junior died September 18. We 
had him for one year and one day. 
His kidneys just couldn’t handle 
the surgery and he never recovered. 
I’m still at a loss. My wife and I sat 
with our young daughters and we 
all cried as we recalled the best dog 
we’ve ever known.
   In the end, I believe Junior and I 
gave each other incredible gifts. He 
taught me what it means to truly 
love a dog. For me, he solidified the 
meaning of “Man’s Best Friend.” 
It is so hard to look at the empty 
space on the couch in my office 
where he’d lie all day while I 
worked. What I gave him was the 
best year of his life. I gave him the 
love of little girls, the comfort of 
couch cushions, the taste of bacon 
and the admiration of a man whose 
dream came true.

See you down the trail, Jun-Bug…
Editor’s postscript: I cried like a 

Top: 
Brandon and his new best friend, Willie.

Bottom: 
Willie in action

baby the first time I read this online 
and immediately contacted Brandon 
to offer my condolences. He reply 
was, “Thanks, Darren. I appre-
ciate the words. Willie has been 
sleeping in Junior’s place for about 
two months now. I got him started 
at eight months old. He’ll turn 11 
months on Friday. We had a big day 
last Friday, when Willie retrieved his 
first four ducks down at Reelfoot Lake. 
I attached a couple pics for you.” 
You gotta like a happy ending!



So, the 8th annual Sheep Eater’s Greater Ozark Mountain 
Squirrel Hunt is in the books… with only one other UBM attendee! 
Last year’s party was cancelled at the last minute due to a major snow 
event. This year’s followed a bit of rain during the week but the actual 
hunt date was perfect. I’m just sorry you all missed it. Needless to say, we 
all feasted on roast venison, venison parmesan, moose chili, Dutch oven 
Russets, bobcat ham, and sweet potato cake and drank brew around the 
fire. And while I don’t mind setting up the grounds and eating leftovers 
for a couple of weeks, it would sure be nice to share some campfire 
time with my UBM buddies again. I hope the SEGOMSH hasn’t run 
its course—maybe set the first week of December 2016 aside on your 
calendar in advance and we’ll give it one more try?

What if We Threw a Party 
and Nobody Came… Again!

United Bowhunters of Missouri Festival 2015
February 6th-8th

Country Club Hotel & Spa Lake Ozark, MO
www.countryclubhotel.com 800-964-6698

Keynote Speaker: 
Dick Robertson (Robertson Stykbow)

Seminar Speakers: 
Brian Peterson – Alaskan Moose Hunting
Richard Dewey – Broadhead Sharpening Tips 
Marv Cochran – How to Improve Your Shooting
Yana Robertson – Planning Your Hunt With onXMaps
MDC Deer Biologist Jason Sumners – 
Proposed Changes to Deer Hunting Regulations

Something of interest for everyone!
Black Widow bow raffle • Photography contest • 
Archery dealers • Custom bowyers • 
Trader’s blanket • Live auction • Silent auction • 
Indoor shooting range • Game mount displays

For more information contact:
Darren Haverstick 

(417) 693-6084 • dchaverstick@gmail.com
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Darren Haverstick, President  (2015)
10276 N. Farm Rd. 183
Fair Grove, MO 65648 
dchaverstick@gmail.com
(417) 693-5304

Brian Peterson, Vice President  (2015)
3097 State Hwy KK
Cedarcreek, MO 65627
bpeterson007@centurytel.net
(417) 331-1135

Mike Calahan, Secretary (2016)
130 Plumwood
Cape Girardeau, MO 63701
kcjc.cal@charter.net
(573) 335-3994

Bob Burns (2015)
11507 S. Cave Road
Lone Jack, MO 64070
stonesheep@embarqmail.com
(816) 520-5361
Michael Morgart (2017)
14085 Cairo Lane
Dixon, mo 65459
michaelmm88@hotmail.com
573-433-4059

Brad Harriman (2016)
15150 HWY. 135
Piolet Grove, MO 65278
bharriman@yahoo.com
(660)-815-2920
Mike Wirt (2016)
713 B Tall Oaks Drive
St. Clair, MO 63077
scpd753@yahoo.com
(636) 584-2649

Jim Pyles
22815 Coffelt Road
St. Mary, mo 63673
jpetraditional@aol.com
573-543-5357

Tom Dickerson, Bowhunter Ed.
226 Country Road 436
Jackson, MO 63755
TRAD_5558@yahoo.com
(573) 243-7113

Elise Haverstick, Graphic Designer
10276 N. Farm Rd. 183
Fair Grove, MO 65468
elise.haverstick@gmail.com
(417) 693-6084

Brenda Hudson, Executive Secretary
24933 Helium Rd.
Newtown, MO 64667
larrydeanhudson@hotmail.com
(660) 794-2591

1. John Marriott, 24435 State Hwy JJ, Clearmont, MO 64431 marriott@unitedwb.coop (660) 778-3514

    Max Medsker, 22363 State Hwy A. Graham, MO 64455 (mjrrmeds@grm.net 660) 939-2257

2. Open: Representative needed!

3. Jay Faherty, 5734 N. Clinton Lane, Gladstone, MO 64119 (816) 455-0617

4. Open: Representative needed!

5. Mike Wirt, PO Box 141, Lonedell, MO 63060 sepd753@yahoo.com (636) 584-2649

   Todd Goodman, 504 Willow Grove Ct., Troy, MO 63379 (636) 528-2278 

    Steve Bostic, 4234 Dogwood Lake Ct., Wentzville, MO 63385 stevenbostic @yahoo.com (636) 828-4923

    Jim Pyles, 22815 Coffelt Rd., St. Mary, MO 63673 jpetraditional@aol.com (573) 543-5357

6. Jason Hensley, 21 East Hawthorne, Aurora, MO 65605 mojasonh@gmail.com (417) 669-4424

7. Darren Haverstick, 10276 N. Farm Rd. 183, Fair Grove, MO 65648 dchaverstick@gmail.com (417) 759-6522

     Kevin Pinckney, 4017 S. Fairway, Springfield, MO 65804 (kparchery@yahoo.com 417) 417-733-3362

8. Bob Roach, 19927 Bearclaw Rd., Eunice, MO 65468 roachw@wildblue.net (417) 457-6248

    Charles Jetel, RR 1 Box 439. Ellington, MO 63638, jetelfarm@hotmail (573) 663-7244

9. Justin Glastetter, 721 Corinne St. Jackson, MO 63755 jhcglastetter@yahoo.com (573) 225-9098

Out-of-State Members Representatives:

Byron Whitlock, P.O. Box 31, Oswego, Ks. 67356 bwhitlock620@aol.com (620) 717-5340 

UBM  Contact Information

Ernie Kon, Treasurer (2017)
2347 County Rd. 553
Jackson, mo 63755
killzone.kon@gmail.com
573-837-3351
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The United Bowhunter
24933 Helium Rd
Newtown, MO  64667

Address Service Requested

Presort Standard
U.S. Postage

PAID
Springfield, MO

Permit Number 801

UBM Group Javelina Hunt
When: 
January 10-24, 2016
(Sunday Noon-Thursday Noon)

Where: 

(26 Square Mile Private Ranch)

Mahaska Bows

Cost: 
$420 plus $48 NR 5-Day 
Small Game License
$200 Non-Refundable Deposit 
Required Limited to 10 Hunters

Contact:  
Brian Peterson 
(417) 331-1135 
(bpeterson007@centurytel.net) 
or Kent Ostrem (575) 687-4003


