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Hey there folks,
It's a pleasure to be serving as BOLU s vice president becavse 1'm working with a

great bunch of bowhunters and doing something that [ believe is imporntant for
wildlife and imporiant for all hunters.
I'm eontinuing with the monthly email messages and | hope thes re worthwhile to
vou. Always feel free to respond back
Thase who know me will attest to the fact that I'm not one to panic and I'm not a
fear monger. So when el vou that we're at a critical time for bowhunters right
now it 150t an emotional response to some bump in the might. Every vear, when we look at the

guidcbooks, we see more changes and there' |l undoubtedly be even more changes in the future, These
changes can be beneficial for bowhunters, but only if we wield enough influence in the decision-making
process 1o make that happen, Being actively imvolved 15 as fundamental to hunting today ag practicing with
our hows and sharpening our broadhcads.

Some factors that will have a definite influence on the future of hunting are bevond our control, Utah™s
population growth shows no sien of slowing down. The state projects that the population along the
Wasatch Front alone will double by 2030, Such growth will inevitably put a wet blanket on some of our
collective efforts fo preserve and restone habitat which in tum will impact permit numbers and the demand
for permits as well. But human population growth could also present us with new bowhunting
apportunitics and new hunts, which 15 why BOU is activelv pursuing possibilities of urban hunts and other
special archery permits in arcas where guns are prohibied.

We're also looking to make the most of the opportunities we already have, which is why Il be spending
the better part of June and July gathering information on legal access points around the Wasatch extended
arga and working dirgetly with municipalitics and countics to promate positive relationships with
bowhunters. You'll be able to watch that work develop on our website,

And a8 we prepare for the season ahead, we all realize the importance of practice and proficicncy
That’s why BOL iz eager to support any and all public shoots and bowhunter education efforts. We're in
strong support of the Lee Kav Center’s new archery range which promiscs to be the best public outdoor
range and bowhunter education facility in the state. 1 orgamized a fundrsing shoot and archery clinie then:
on June 20t andall proceeds went to the Center for enhancement of the range. Please come out and support
us if vou can, Sec our wehsite for details

While we work for the future, we should also appreciate the present. hope you folks did well in the
draw. T orapped out, myself . but stll. U'm excited about this vear’s hunt. There's a particalar buck in the
Central region that 1'm looking forward to meeting again come August. And 1 sull anticipate the illusive
appaortunity to take a mature bull elk on the Wasatch this vear, even though that challenge has proven too
much for me in the past fow vears. But isn't that what makes bowhunting great? Sure, we need o work for
improvements in Ltahs management. but we should appreciate what we've got, too.



| ﬂ vears of waiting o draw a limited entrv elk
tag. 10 vears of wishing, finger crossing, researching
units and drawing odds. 10 vears and the realization
that statistically | may never draww another LE Elk tag in
my hfetime leads 1o an enormous amount of self
pressure. Perhaps the most asked question when ones
friends And outl about vou drawing 1= "How bag a bull
are vou going to hold oot for?” After all, this is vour
big chance. Of course. numbers are cast out like fishing
lines. Ome would be scoffed at of vou didn 't hold out
for at least a 320 bull. For others “1t ain’t worth takin
unless it scores 3707, and finally there are those that
could enlv give up tag soup for a 400 or bigeer bull.
Iromic isn'tit, that tag soup fastes better then just vour
average tun of the mall six point ball if it doesn™t have
the magic numbers. In my
research of the arca that | had drawn | had come upon a
couple of fellow bowhunters that were very helpiul
with information of where to start and what to cxpect,
In the end there would be no substitute for getting nto
the country and bemmg amazed by it's grandewr, smelling
it's wildness, fecling s solitude, | must admat that at
tumes [ felt like a progpector as [ traversed this
lonesome, hard, steep, and wonderfully dangerous
country in search of a golden moment to be
remembered for the ages. 1 relished the sound of the
wind in the trees, that nip of cold on vour forcarms as it
crawls from the dark timbered canvons below, and the
blinding glare of sun off jageed rocky ridges that give
way to smooth rolling terrain on the ridgebacks of what
i5 the roadless area of the Book Cliflz, LTS
of my sources told of his experience of clation of the
harvesting of a beautiful bull. He twid of how excited
his father had been as he watched from a neary bench
above the water hole as the encounter unfolded. | can
sl hear his jov as he remembered the bunt but then oot
of a dark pit, a black sadness crept forth only o make
the sweet memory fall prey to the bitterness of the
mighoy 400 expectation. For the next 5 nmunutes he
spoke as if he wished he'd have never taken the
magnificent animal he had earlier descnbed because
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when he got it home and a tape measure was placed on
the antlers it didn™t measure up.. He was embarmassed and
now the antlers only served to renmind him of his failure,
It was 30 inches shy and he could not get past that awful
270 score. 1 was sickened o think that this 26 vrold
prodigy had experienced the pamble of the pearl before
the swine g0 Keealy and that he would fot fecomhize it as
such for anather 10 or so years if he would ever
recognize it at all

My expenence was going 1o end differently. Mever
mind that Utah LE Archery stats ren around 45%. Never
mund that the country that I was huniing was far away,
gas was high, and [ would only be able 1o scout the arca a
fow times before the hunt began. Mever mind that one of
my friends had drawn one of the most coveted units in
Ltah the year before and didn't harvest despite hunting
all but 3 davs of the season, | was going to harvest. My
bull was going to be great. My fate would certmnly be
different. As time has the tendency to move on, in the
blink of an eve I found myself at the back of a deep
canvon at a spring that came out from under a 20 foot
sheer rock face embedded into the side of the canvon



O either side of me towered 2 ridgebacks that
topped out 2000 feet above intermittently scattered with
car sized boulders amongst the trecs that desperately
held on to the gravelly sides strewn with oakbrush and
grassy patches, Directly in front of me and over a small
knoll about 300 vards away a small side canvon with
another sping and small pool lay hidden in the crevice
of a washed out gully. | had been torn about which
water to set up on, but the memory of bugles both
evening and moming heard from the saddle above had
led me to this spot. To my back lav the rock
face with a few scattercd bushes and some knarly pine
trees scattered on a narmow shelf before giving way o
the nze of the canvon slope. 1 was eve level with the
shelf in a lone quakie and the top of a small pine tree
that was wedeed between the rock Tace and the tree that
I was in. 1 wsed the trunk of the tree a8 mvy cover and
the pine tree to break op my outline from behmnd. 1
knew that 1 would have to negotiate the trunk of the
quakic for a shot but it was
the only way to make the
siuation work

I had moved my trec
stand at around 11 am,
from what looked like a
great wallow to this spot
because of that gut fecling
that vou get when vou just
know that vou should be
somewhere else. Previous
davs had been full of side
hill adventures. Lots of
elk, lots of eves, only a foew bulls that were considered
shooters and the sounds of thundenng hooves. Even
with the best cover and careful attention to wind my
hunting partner and 1 had moved on bulls that proved
much wiger than us both. We had watched i
amazement from high across the canvon as a bull ran
diown wath hus cows to the bottom not moce than 10
vards [rom our tent to drink.

4 davs had gone by and not even a close cncounter
had presemted itself 1was frustrated and tired and my
partner was scheduled to leave for home the next
moming, | was truly going to be alone in a matier of
hours, While I moved my stand my parner decided to
take one last hike to provide me with as much scouting
information as he could before he lefl for home, Under
such circumstances one begins to come to grips with the
reality of the situation. | pondered upon the story of
the voung man and thought of the advice of a dear

friend just davs before |left on my tnip. He had stated.
“Shaun, don’t pass up a bull on vour hunt that vou would
gladly take on the last day.” The words echoed from
someplace deep within and | vowed that if a nice thick
bull were to come | would certamly be happy.

The shadows of the dav began to crawl up the canvon
and the day sounds of birds and breezes crossed over to
the night-time sounds of crickets amidst a cool stillness.
“Crame time™ had amrived and shortly thereatter a gpike
broke the silence with his plodding footsteps eager to sip
al the pool enly a few vards away, The route he had
chosen would have allowed me o jump on his back like a
cowboy m an old westem movic jumping from the
sgcond story window. After a amall drink his nose shot
up and his lip curled. He tratted ofT after a snoot full of
stiinky Shaun nuned hos refreshment. 1 knew now how
my seent was dnfling and | mentally took note of where |
must take the shot so that an approaching bull would not
become alered. 15 minutes later, a rag hom obliged me
by trotiing around the bend of
the canvon bottom and then
swinging wide to check the
water hole situation from 14
vards downwind, gradually
making s way forward, At
63 vands he froze as a swirl of
wind alerted him to something
but he just couldn’t quite
figure it out. A few morne stff
footed steps towards the water
and then he changed his mind.
He quickly climbed to the
bench level with me to about 40 vards looking back at
me, as | supposed, but very nervous none the-less

shadows were darkenmg by now and 1 figured I'd
have another 13 nunutes of shootng light. The silence
wias almost deafening. Would tonight be the mighe? [ had
already cone cloger than the previous 4 davs efforts
combined. [ scanned belund me to the small fat only 23
vds away and there he was. He had mysterwousiy
appeared without a sound. He was frozen, alert,
magnificent, King. My breathing changed from
moderately calm to an exploding volcano. | was afrasd
that he could hear me as hus crown swirled toward the
spring next to my tree and then o our immediate
surroundings, 1 don’t know how long he had been there
but now was my chance. | drew my bow level and being
sure o bend at the waist, edged into the cxact hair |
wanted to hit above his leg
















































