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Leadership of the Oklahoma 
Station Chapter of Safari Club 
International 

Financial Advisory Directors:
William H. Crawford
George Caswell

Board of Directors & Term:
Don Brown 2011; Mark Lea “Beau” 
Cantrell 2010; Lewis Case  2009; Miles 
Hall 2010; Leonard Hansen, Jr. 2011;  
T. Scott Holmes 2009;  Mike Mistelske 
2009; Dr. Gene Muse 2009; Kevin A. 
Shufran 2010; Mike Smith 2011

Officers:
T. Scott Holmes – President;  Mike 
Mistelske – Vice President;  Leonard 
M. Hansen, Jr. – Secretary;  Verilea 
Faust – Treasurer & Chapter Liaison

Committee Assignments:
Don Brown -  Membership 
Recruitment, Membership Programs, 
Conservation Projects, Fall Muster; 
Mark Lea “Beau” Cantrell -  
Legislative, Fall Muster;  Lew Case 
– Education Projects, Fall Muster;
Miles Hall – Education Projects, 
Website;  Leonard Hansen – 
Bylaws, Budget & Finance; Problem 
Resolution; Adrianne Holmes – 
Conservation Projects, Humanitarian 
Services;  Paul Isenberg – Chairman 
of Banquet Facilities (Food, 
Beverage, table settings, amenities);  
Mike Mistelske –Bylaws, 
Problem Resolution, Humanitarian 

Services, Live Auction Donations, 
Website,  Measures;  Dr. Gene Muse – 
Membership Recruitment, Membership 
Programs, Legislative;  Kevin Shufran 
– Membership Programs, Conservation 
Projects, Safari Trails Newsletter, 
Website; Mike Smith – Legislative, 
Grants;  Bill Lockard – Humanitarian 
Services;  Sam Munhollon – 
Membership Recruitment, Membership 
Programs, By Laws, Budget & Finance, 
Legislative, Conservation Projects, 
Education Projects, Safari Trails 
Newsletter;  Leroy Ussery – Bylaws, 
Budget & Finance, Education Projects;  
Jim White -   Measurers. 

Past Presidents Council:
Dr. M.W. (Bill) Lockard, Sam Munhollon, 
Leroy Ussery, Jim Waters, Jim White

SOMETHING YOU DON’T SEE EVERYDAY
Piebald Buck

A friend sent in these photos...are they real?
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Greetings Oklahoma Station Members and Supporters,

I hope you had a tremendous hunting and holiday season.  My year was a good 
one in both respects.  See my hunt report on my Wichita Refuge elk hunt in this 
issue of Safari Trails.

This will be my last Presidents message as this will be the last issue of Safari 
Trails before the upcoming Annual Awards Banquet and Charity Fundraiser 
on March 7th and I will be stepping down as President of the Oklahoma Sta-
tion Chapter at the end of March.  We will have a membership meeting Febru-
ary 12th at the H & H Gun Range, at which time we will hold our Officer and 
Director elections, at which time I expect you will elect Mike Mistelske as your 
new Chapter President.  At our membership meeting we will provide a free 
meal, some shooting activities, a door prize or two and a legislative update on 
new pending legislative movements that could affect our 2nd Amendment rights 
and hunting.  I hope to see each of you there.

I will continue to serve the Chapter as part of the Past Presidents Council and 
support our new slate of Officers.  It has been a great three years serving as your 
President and I have learned so much about the great work SCI does and the im-
pact we are having on protecting our right to hunt, wildlife conservation, youth 
programs and humanitarian services.  I am truly grateful to have had this privi-
lege.  The greatest part has been the wonderful people I have met and worked 
with who care about our hunting heritage and passing it on to our next genera-
tion.  Also the wonderful people at the Wildlife Department who care about 
what they are doing beyond just being a job.  They too are making a difference 
and they continue to provide us with expanded opportunities to enjoy our pas-
sion of hunting.  I am grateful for each of them.

Your participation in our Annual Awards Banquet and Charity Fundraiser on 

The view through the Presidents sight:

Continued on page 4
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March 7th at the National Cowboy Hall of Fame and Western Heri-
tage Museum is vitally important to help us carry out our Chapter’s 
Mission, so please buy a sponsor table or individual tickets as early as possible 
to help us with our planning and cash flow.  I have a great announcement to share 
with you.  A huge friend to hunting and to SCI, Col. Craig Boddington will be 
our guest and keynote speaker at the event and he will also be available for you 
to meet in our Outfitters Room from 3:30 to 6:30 the day of the event.  So come 
early and meet Craig and our other outfitters before the banquet.  I’ll even try to 
get our bars opened up earlier if that is possible.  We have a fantastic line up of 
hunts and other packages in store for you, so come enjoy the fun and bid gener-
ously.

Your chapter recently voted to provide support for a project spearheaded by the 
Audubon Society to help protect the endangered Lesser Prairie Chicken found 
in NW Oklahoma by providing material and some labor to mark fences in their 
habitat.  The Audubon society is asking Oklahoma Station members to attend the 
Lesser Prairie Chicken Festival in Woodward on April 18th & 19th to view this 
bird in their natural habitat and assist in marking fences.  A major cause of their 
declining mortality is that they fly into the fences because they can’t see them. 
The markers have proven to increase their mortality.  See the announcement in 
this issue of Safari Trails.   

May your hunting plans come together and introduce someone new to our pre-
cious hunting heritage.  See you at the banquet in March. 

Scott Holmes
 

The view through the Presidents sight:

Continued from page 3
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January 5, 2009

Dear OSC-SCI Members:

The Chapter is presenting to you a Slate of Candidates from the Nominating
Committee reflecting names of individuals who have consented to fill the positions of
president, vice president, secretary and treasurer.   Also nominations from the floor may
be submitted at the Membership Meeting.    If you have any questions, please feel free to
call Leonard Hansen, Chairman of the Nominating Committee, on his mobile 405/615-
4225.

The Membership Meeting will be held on Thursday, February 12,  2009 at H &

H Gun Range, located at 400 South Vermont, Oklahoma City, OK   73762 –

Telephone 405/947-3888 X 111 – Miles Hall.    Social hour will begin at 6:00 PM;
dinner at 6:30 PM and the business meeting at 7:00 PM.     We will be offering a chili
supper made from deer meat donated by Leroy Ussery, former Past President of the
Chapter, at no cost to you.    It is important that you sign in upon arrival.

A short program is on the agenda.   In addition, we will have DRAWINGS for
prizes, one of which will be a drawing for 2 tickets to the Thunder Basketball Game on
February 17th, 2009.    The team will be playing New Orleans and these tickets cost $151
each.   They are excellent seats.   BUT YOU MUST BE PRESENT FOR THE
DRAWINGS.    Other drawings will be determined at a later date.   NOTE:  We will
draw for prizes at the end of the business meeting.

We hope that you will take the time to attend our membership Meeting and if you
should have any questions, please feel free to call me at 405/641-7209 – Cell; or,
405/947-3729 X4 – office.   Hope to see you at this meeting.

OKLAHOMA STATION CHAPTER – SAFARI CLUB INTERNATIONAL

Scott Holmes, President

Enclosure
Nominating Committee 1-09.doc

NOMINATING COMMITTEE

Phone 405-721-7229 * Office/Fax Phone 405-263-7956

1-800-405-3580

Visit Our Website @www.oklahomastationsci.org

Oklahoma Station Chapter – Safari Club
International

P. O. Box 186 – 114 North 4
th

 Street

Okarche, OK    73762

SLATE OF CANDIDATES  FROM NOMINATING COMMITTEE

OFFICERS

February 2009 Membership Meeting

Thusday - February 12, 2009 @ 7:00 P. M.

OFFICE OF PRESIDENT

____________________ Mike Mistelske

____________________

OFFICE OF VICE PRESIDENT

____________________ Kevin A. Shufran

____________________

OFFICE OF SECRETARY

____________________ Leonard Hansen

____________________

OFFICE OF TREASURER

____________________

____________________ Verilea E. Faust

NOTICE:   Anyone wishing to add their name to the slate for nomination from the floor may do so at the

Membership Meeting on February 12, 2009;  Or,  you may call Leonard Hansen, Jr. at 615-4225

(Mobile) or Sam Munhollon  at 405/302-4168.

.

OKLAHOMA STATION CHAPTER SAFARI CLUB INTERNATIONAL, INC.

NOMINATING COMMITTEE

Leonard Hansen, Jr., Chairman

Leroy Ussery… Sam Munhollon… Bill Lockard, Jr.

Slate of Candidates 2009 from Nominating Committee.doc
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Actual letter from someone who farms, writes well and tried this!

I had this idea that I was going to rope a deer, put it in a stall, feed it up on corn for a couple of 
weeks, then kill it and eat it.

The first step in this adventure was getting a deer.  I figured that, since they congregate at my cattle 
feeder and do not seem to have much fear of me when we are there (a bold one will sometimes come 
right up and sniff at the bags of feed while I am in the back of the truck not 4 feet away), it should not 
be difficult to rope one, get up to it and toss a bag over its head (to calm it down) then hog tie it and 
transport it home.

I filled the cattle feeder then hid down at the end with my rope.  The cattle, having seen the roping 
thing before, stayed well back.  They were not having any of it.

After about 20 minutes, my deer showed up -- 3 of them.  I picked out 
a likely looking one, stepped out from the end of the feeder, and threw..my 
rope.  The deer just stood there and stared at me.  I wrapped the rope around 
my waist and twisted the end so I would have a good hold.  The deer still just 
stood and stared at me, but you could tell it was mildly concerned about the 
whole rope situation.  I took a step towards it...it took a step away.  I put a little 
tension on the rope and then received an education.

The first thing that I learned is that, while a deer may just stand there look-
ing at you funny while you rope it, they are spurred to action when you start 
pulling on that rope.

That deer EXPLODED.

The second thing I learned is that pound for pound, a deer is a LOT stron-
ger than a cow or a colt.  A cow or a colt in that weight range I could fight 

down with a rope and with some dignity.

A deer-- no chance.

That thing ran and bucked and twisted and pulled.  There was no controlling it and certainly no 
getting close to it.  As it jerked me off my feet and started dragging me across the ground, it occurred 
to me that having a deer on a rope was not nearly as good an idea as I had originally imagined.

The only up side is that they do not have as much stamina as many other animals.  A brief 10 
minutes later, it was tired and not nearly as quick to jerk me off my feet and drag me when I managed 
to get up.  It took me a few minutes to realize this, since I was mostly blinded by the blood flowing out 
of the big gash in my head.  At that point, I had lost my taste for corn-fed venison.  I just wanted to get 
that devil creature off the end of that rope.

I figured if I just let it go with the rope hanging around its neck, it would likely die slow and pain-
fully somewhere.  At the time, there was no love at all between me and that deer.  At that moment, I 
hated the thing, and I would venture a guess that the feeling was mutual.

Despite the gash in my head and the several large knots where I had cleverly arrested the deer’s 
momentum by bracing my head against various large rocks as it dragged me across the ground, I could 

DEER ROPING
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still think clearly enough to recognize that there was a small chance that I shared some tiny amount 
of responsibility for the situation we were in, so I didn’t want the deer to have to suffer a slow death, 
so I managed to get it lined back up in between my truck and the feeder - a little trap I had set before 
hand...kind of like a squeeze chute.

I got it to back in there and I started moving up so I could get my rope back.

Did you know that deer bite?  They do!  I never in a million years would have thought that a deer 
would bite somebody, so I was very surprised when I reached up there to grab that rope and the deer 
grabbed hold of my wrist.

Now, when a deer bites you, it is not like being bit by a horse where they just bite you and then let 
go.  A deer bites you and shakes its head--almost like a pit bull.  They bite HARD and it hurts.

The proper thing to do when a deer bites you is probably to freeze and draw back slowly.  I tried 
screaming and shaking instead.  My method was ineffective.  It seems like the deer was biting and 
shaking for several minutes, but it was likely only several seconds.

I, being smarter than a deer (though you may be questioning that claim by now), tricked it.

While I kept it busy tearing the tendons out of my right arm, I reached up with my left hand and 
pulled that rope loose.  That was when I got my final lesson in deer behavior for the day.

Deer will strike at you with their front feet.  They rear right up on their back feet and strike right 
about head and shoulder level, and their hooves are surprisingly sharp.  I learned a long time ago that, 
when an animal 

--like a horse --strikes at you with their hooves and you can’t get away easily, the best thing to do 
is try to make a loud noise and make an aggressive move towards the animal.  This will usually cause 
them to back down a bit so you can escape.

This was not a horse.  This was a deer, so obviously, such trickery would not work.  In the course 
of a millisecond, I devised a different strategy.

I screamed like a woman and tried to turn and run.

The reason I had always been told NOT to try to turn and run from a horse that paws at you is that 
there is a good chance that it will hit you in the back of the head.  Deer may not be so different from 
horses after all, besides being twice as strong and 3 times as evil, because the second I turned to run, it 
hit me right in the back of the head and knocked me down.  Now, when a deer paws at you and knocks 
you down, it does not immediately leave.  I suspect it does not recognize that the danger has passed.  
What they do instead is paw your back and jump up and down on you while you are laying there cry-
ing like a little girl and covering your head.  I finally managed to crawl under the truck and the deer 
went away.

So now I know why when people go deer hunting they bring a rifle with a scope to sort of even the 
odds.

All these events are true so help me God...
Sincerely, Chuck O’Hearn
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Oklahoma Station – 
Safari Club International

P. O. Box 168 – 114 North 4th Street
Okarche, OK  73762

2009 Annual Banquet & Charity Fundraiser
Saturday, March 7th, 2009

National Cowboy & Western Heritage Museum
Purpose of Oklahoma Station  – Safari Club International: 

•	 Protect our freedom to hunt for all hunters and for all species of wildlife, regardless of 
method of harvest as long as it is legal and ethical;

•	 Education of the value of hunting as a part of scientific based wildlife management; 

•	 Conservation of wildlife to preserve the heritage of hunting for future generations;

•	 Humanitarian services, such as Sportsmen against hunger and Sensory Safari. 

Our members are hunters who care about conservation and embrace the highest of ethical 
standards.  We believe that hunting and conservation are not only compatible, but also 
inseparable.

Purpose of our Annual Banquet & Charity Fundraiser:  

•	 To enjoy the camaraderie of fellow hunters with our families, friends and coworkers in 
the greatest venue in Oklahoma, the National Cowboy & Western Heritage Museum.  A 
fantastic meal and beverage to be enjoyed by all.

•	 To raise money to fund charitable programs which support our purpose. We raise funds 
through live & silent auctions, general contests and other exciting games.  Our auctions 
include outfitted hunts in Oklahoma &, across North & South America and overseas; 
hunting adventures, firearms, hunting gear, camping equipment, guided fishing trips, 
art, jewelry and much, much more.

•	 To meet donor outfitters from around the world; many of our donor outfitters will be at 
the event for you to meet and discuss the details of hunts they offer.

70% of Money Raised Stays in Oklahoma!!
	 To Reserve Tickets, call Verilea Faust (405) 721-7229.  Credit Cards Welcome.

 

AUCTION ITEMS LISTED ON PAGE 35
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Oklahoma Station Chapter – Safari Club International
P. O. Box 186 – 114 North 4

th
 Street

Okarche, OK    73762

     24
th

 ANNUAL AWARDS BANQUET AND CHARITY FUND RAISER

                  SATURDAY, MARCH 7
th

, 2009 Registration - 4:30 to 6:30 PM

Outfitters Room Open 3:30 – 6:30 (Look for announcement of Special Guest)

NATIONAL COWBOY & WESTERN HERITAGE MUSEUM
1700 N. E. 63rd Street, Oklahoma City, OK 73111

-------TICKET PURCHASE FORM -------

$_______ GOLD SPONSOR $1,000 -Receive 8 tickets at a premium location Reserved Table with special

recognition in the program & OS Website & Safari Trails for one year.  Letter for tax purposes

indicating donation value will be provided.

In addition you will receive two (2) Raffle tickets –For Sponsor only drawing – Value $ 500

$_______ GOLD SPONSOR  $800  - IF PURCHASED ON OR BEFORE  JANUARY 10
TH

 , 2009

$_______ SILVER SPONSOR $800 - Receive 8 tickets at a preferred location Reserved Table with special

recognition in the program & OS Website & Safari Trails for one year. Letter for tax purposes

indicating donation value will be provided.    

In addition you will receive one (1) Raffle ticket – For Sponsor only drawing – Value $ 250

$_______ SILVER SPONSOR $650 - IF PURCHASED ON OR BEFORE JANUARY 10
TH

, 2009.

=====================================================================================

$_______ RESERVE TABLE $550 - Receive 8 tickets at a Reserved Table. CONFIRMED SEATING FOR

YOU & SEVEN (7) GUESTS.

$_______ RESERVE TABLE $500 – IF PURCHASED ON OR BEFORE JANAURY 10
TH

, 2009

$_______ GENERAL ADMISSION - $75 – IF PURCHASED AFTER JANUARY 10
TH

, 2009 ($ 100 @ DOOR)

$_______ GENERAL ADMISSION - $50 – IF PURCHASED ON OR BEFORE JANUARY 10
TH

, 2009

Mail, Fax or E-Mail Ticket Order to:

Verilea Faust - OSC-SCI, PO Box 186, Okarche, OK 73762

FAX 405/263-7956......... E-Mail faust4v@pldi.net

               THERE WILL BE NO RESERVE TABLE RESERVATIONS AFTER FEBRUARY 15, 2009.

Tickets will be held at the door – Tickets will not be mailed.

OSC-SCI is a 501(c)(3) Charitable Organization.

BID CARDS REQUIRED TO BID IN LIVE & SILENT AUCTIONS: MEMBERS–NO CHARGE; NON-MEMBERS - $50

PAYMENT OPTIONS: Authorized Amount: ________________         ________Check (Make check payable to SCI-Oklahoma Station)

____Visa____ MC   Card Account Number: ______________________________   3 Digit # on Reverse side of card____________
     (Absolutely necessary)

Expires: _____________ Cardholder signature _____________________________________________________              

Reminder: We cannot process your order without the expiration date & 3 Digit #
======================================================================================================================

NAME  ________________________________________ ADDRESS  ____________________________________________________________________________

CITY & STATE _______________________________ ZIP ___________ DAYTIME PHONE: (_____)____________________USA & Canada provide telephone #.
         All other countries please provide FAX number instead of phone number.

Fax No. (____)____________________________ E-Mail __________________________________________________________
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2008 SARENA KAUK C0-EDUCATOR OF THE YEAR
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2008 WINNING YOUTH ESSAYS
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2008 WINNING YOUTH ESSAYS
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Banquet Planning Report
OKLA STATION CHAPTER OF SAFARI CLUB INTERNATIONAL 

“MARCH 7, 2009 BANQUET”
BANQUET CHAIRMAN - Scott Holmes

															             
				    All Meetings to be at H & H Gun Range 6:30 PM					   
						    
												          
															             
															             
							     
						    
								      
										        
															             
	
	
														            
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             
															             

BOARD OF DIRECTOR MEETING DATES:

“Monday, January 5, 2009”

“Monday, February 2, 2009”

February Member Meeting - Director/Officer Elections TBD

“Monday, March 2, 2009”

	

BANQUET COMMITTEE MEETINGS:

“Monday, December 15, 2008”

“Monday, January 5, 2009”

“Monday, January, 19, 2009”

“Monday, February 2, 2009”

“Monday, February 9, 2009”

“Monday, February 16, 2009”

“Monday, February 23, 2009”

“Monday, March 2, 2009”
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 Whether you are an Oklahoma fan or not, you 
may like this story.  Life is bigger than sports.

 Kourtlyn Uzoma grew sick. Just 13 years old, 
he was sick of being  sick, sick of the battles with a 
wicked cancer, sick of the  relapses and the two years 
trying to get well inside a hospital.

 Then came word of a special camp Kamp 
Kourtlyn, to be hosted by Bob Stoops and the Sooners 
at their practice field in 
Norman.  Just for him. And 
for a day, Kourtlyn wasn’t sick 
anymore.

 “He hung around with 
the football players, tossed 
the ball,” said Kourtlyn’s dad, 
Clement Uzoma. “Bob took 
him in his BMW and they 
went around everywhere. It 
was just joyful to see Kourtlyn 
and his face and how he 
reacted when he got home.”  
Such an effect Stoops had on 
the little man.  “Bob Stoops,” 
Clement said, “was God’s  
angel sent to Kourtlyn.”

 While few know this 
personal side of Stoops, 
similar stories stream from 
the many who have either 
seen or experienced the 
Oklahoma football coach’s 
continual outreach and acts of 
compassion for sick  children.  Publicly, it may be a 
hard and rugged persona that Stoops puts forth, but 
privately, particularly when in the company of kids in 
distress which is often he’s gentle and soft.

 “What’s impressive, it’s something he doesn’t 
share with other people,” said former Sooner Jacob 
Gutierrez, who became known for his own charitable 
acts while at OU. “It’s not a publicity thing. It’s him 
being who he is. He understands he can make an 

impact on other people’s lives, and he takes the time 
to do that.  “It’s not because he wants the attention 
or it’s someone making him, it’s just because.  “And 
that’s who coach Stoops is.”

 Kay Tangner, a volunteer at The Children’s 
Hospital at OU Medical Center, first invited Stoops 
and his players to a pep rally the young cancer 
patients wanted to throw to celebrate the Sooners’ 
2000 national championship.  Stoops accepted. And 

he’s been  returning ever 
since.

 More and more frequently 
over time.  In season. The 
off-season. Over the summer. 
Sometimes Stoops arrives with 
players. Many times he slips 
in alone and unannounced.

 “We were in the hospital 
a lot last year,” said Stacy 
Hasley, whose 7-year-
old daughter Jordan is in 
remission from leukemia. 
“One morning, it was 8 
o’clock and there’s this knock 
on the door. And the door 
opens and it’s him.  “It’s just a 
very cool thing that he does.”

 Stoops has stopped in 
at the hospital with his own 
family on Thanksgiving 
mornings and also near 
Christmas.  When he can, he 

celebrates birthdays with the kids.  “Just hangs out,” 
Tangner said. “Talks. Sits on the edge of the bed.”

 If anything, Stoops has avoided any attention 
when it comes to his time at the hospital and his 
fight for the cause.  Even his charity, the Bob Stoops 
Champions Foundation, aimed at helping ill  or 
disadvantaged children, maintains a low profile. 
Only recently, sensing that he could help enhance 
awareness of the need for critical bone marrow 
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matches that many sick patients are awaiting, has 
Stoops peeled back the curtain.  During the team’s 
annual Media Day earlier this month, Stoops 
welcomed reporters to a volunteer testing procedure 
to register potential donors with the National Marrow 
Donor Program.  Stoops was among 84 individuals, 
mostly players, who added their name to the registry.

 “You have the opportunity to save somebody’s 
life,” Stoops said. “It’s pretty neat when you think 
about it. I see a lot of kids at the Children’s Hospital 
at OU Medical Center that are awaiting bone marrow 
transplants, or awaiting matches.  “Or I see a lot of 
them that have already had their match and had their 
transplant and are recovering from it.  And I know the 
difference it makes in their lives.”

 Even kids focused on overcoming cancer know 
who Bob Stoops is.  Some, however, may not be such 
big fans at first.  “Kids are so honest,” Tangner said. 
“They’ll say, ‘I have to tell you, I don’t like OU. I like 
OSU.’  “And he’ll say, ‘Well, that’ s OK.  

Everybody’s got to like somebody.’ And by the 
end, it’s not even about football. It’s about a friend.”  
And friend is the word most associated with Stoops in 
his relationships with the kids and their families.

 “Oh my goodness, each family thinks they’re 
Bob Stoops’ special patient,” said Dr. Rene McNall, 
a pediatric oncologist at the hospital.  “He has this 
amazing way to remember all their names. “I can’t 
tell you the number of patients and parents who are in 
the middle of this very stressful thing and they think 
Bob has this special place in his heart just for them.  
“And he does. He just has a way of making them all 
feel special.”

 T.J. Hutchings was a promising 17-year-old 
high school pitcher with a baseball scholarship to 
the University of North Texas when persistent pain 
on his right hip led to an MRI. Doctors discovered 
a baseball-sized tumor, and diagnosed him with 
Ewing’s sarcoma, a cancer that most often strikes 
between the ages of 10 and 20.  They also found three 
spots on Hutchings’ right lung.

 “I was in the hospital,” Hutchings said, “and 
coachStoops came by and introduced himself, like 

I didn’t already know him before.”  A  few months 
later, Hutchings’ treatment ramped up on his birthday 
no less  with radiation tacked on to chemotherapy.  
“They told me to come down to the nurses’ station,”  
Hutchings said. “They had all  these balloons and 
stuff. I  thought, ‘Oh, that’s nice, the nurses threw a 
party for me.’

 “I turned the corner and Bob Stoops and Adrian 
Peterson were there. I was just baffled. They brought 
out the cake and everything. It was pretty awesome.”  
Hutchings’ birthday: a Thursday, two days before the 
Red River Shootout with Texas in the Cotton Bowl.  
“They were leaving out that Thursday afternoon to go 
to Texas,”

 Hutchings said. “Adrian Peterson was on the 
cover of Sports Illustrated the week before. And he 
brought him up there. “One of the biggest games of 
the year always. I totally couldn’t believe it.”

 That first pep rally evolved into an annual event 
around Christmas. Now the tradition involves sending 
the Sooners off to their bowl destination. The children 
make banners and perform cheers. They present 
awards and “bowl rings”  candy ring pops and light-
up rings and even hand-made trophies. One year, 
there was an Orange Bowl  trophy made with plastic 
fruit.

 The players, they laugh and they howl.  And they 
connect, so much so that they end up coming back, 
too.  A list of OU players who have joined Stoops for 
room tours at Children’s Hospital would be lengthy.

 “I’d ride up there with coach Stoops,” Gutierrez 
said. “He knew each of the kids by name, and that 
really impressed me. He’d sit there and talk to 
them for a little while. And not just the kids, but the 
parents. It’s a hard time for the parents, too.  “It was 
great to see that kind of a person and to  play for that 
kind of a person. I’ll always take that and know that 
no matter how busy you get or how famous you get, 
there’s always time for other people.”

 “The neat thing is watching him bring his players 
and teach them how to be a good person, too,” 
McNall said.  “I always say I’m not  a big football 
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fan, but I’m a huge Bob Stoops fan because of all he 
does.”

 Tangner often shadows Stoops on his trips to 
Children’s Hospital, shooting pictures to present to 
the patients and their families.  She keeps copies, 
too. And there are enough to fill several bulky photo 
albums, the images capturing the bond between 
Stoops and the children.

 Forget, she said, that Stoops is a popular football 
coach. That may get their attention.  But there must 
be something special to maintain it and create a 
connection.  “They can be in the dumps, because 
they’re up there in the bone marrow unit, there for 
several weeks at a time,” said Tangner, who has seen 
a lot in 15 years of  serving at the hospital.

 “And he can walk in and you can just see it. You 
can feel it.  “And the parents are just so grateful, 
because you’ll do anything for your kid to just feel 
better.”  Stoops might toss a football in one room, 
play dolls in another. Mostly, he just talks. About 
stuff.  Kid stuff.

 And, sometimes, he plays coach, too.“That’s 
what he tells the kids in the bone marrow clinic. He 
walks in, and he knows them all by name. ‘You’ve 
got to keep it up. You’ve got to stay strong.  You’ve 
got to keep fighting.’ “

 McNall sees the struggles every day. She works 
on the front line, where disease wages an unfair 
war with kids. Disease too often  wins.  Bob Stoops 
can’t beat that. But he can provide reinforcement.  
“Honestly, it gives them something positive to look 
forward to, to do,” McNall said, “someone special 
who is special to a lot of people, who thinks of them 
as special.  “I had one kid who told me, ‘Except for 
this cancer thing, this has been the best year of my 
life.’ “The rooms and halls of Children’s Hospital 
are filled with stories.  Some heart wrenching. Some 
uplifting. Stories of pain and suffering and sacrifice. 
Of loss. And conquest.

 There are Sooner stories, too, involving Stoops 
and his players. There’s the tale of little Kaci McGee, 
who at the age of 4 would  watch an entire OU 

football game just to see Stoops. And she referred to 
him as, “My Coach Stoops,” which she’d repeat over 
and  over as she followed him from room to room at 
the hospital.

 There was the funeral for Justin Scott, a teenager 
who lost a battle with a bad form of leukemia, where 
no black clothing was allowed, only crimson and 
cream. Where Stoops and several players served as 
pall bearers.

 “It’s not a little thing he does,” McNall said. 
Said Tangner: “I can’t tell you how many times I go 
and there’s the football that he’s signed, right by the 
casket.  Or in the slide show, there he is with them. 
And how much it means to the families.”

 There was Stoops last December, sad that he 
would have to miss the annual pep rally because 
he was due to have shoulder surgery the same day. 
And there was Stoops, on the arm of his wife Carol,  
showing up still groggy from the procedure.  “Who 
would have come straight from surgery?”  Tangner 
said. “It had to mean something to  him.”

 And what about Hutchings, now 21 and a junior 
at OU, beating  cancer. Stoops still meets with him 
two or three times a semester, just to have lunch and 
check in. “He gave me his cell phone number and told 
me to call if I ever needed anything,” Hutchings said.

 And there’s Kourtlyn Uzoma, who died last 
spring.  When he was too sick to attend the Miami 
game he so wanted to see last fall , Kourtlyn was 
presented with a game ball, signed by all the  seniors.  
“That game ball is in my house,” his father, Clement,  
said through tears, “and every day I see it.  Bob 
Stoops came into  our life, and I look at him as a 
Christian man, then secondly as a coach.

 “My son for the last two years was in the 
hospital. Bob Stoops came every week to see him. 
I can remember when it got to the point Kourtlyn 
couldn’t talk, they would bump hands.  “I don’t know 
how to describe Bob Stoops except to say he’s an 
angel. An angel God  sent to visit all these kids.”
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Leroy Ussery with 153 class 
whitetail, Barber Co. Kansas, 
December 12, 2008.

Sam Munhollen, eight point 
deer Barber Co. Ksnsas. 12-13-
2008

Kansas Bucks
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Well my elk hunt is done and it was a brutal hunt, 
but one of the best hunts I have ever been on.  The 
week before the elk hunt I had hunted whitetails with 
Jay Jack who owns Double J Outfitters who donated 
the deer hunt to Oklahoma Station, which my wife 
bought at our Fall Rendezvous and gave it to me for 
my birthday.  Jay’s leased ranch was immediately 
adjacent to the refuge, and each day I could look 
through the fence on the refuge and see many elk 
and fantastic whitetails in the meadows between the 
mountains each morning and evening.  That got me 
excited as I knew only a week later I would be on the 
other side of the fence. 

The weather the 
first day was in the 
low 20’s to low 30’s 
with 35 - 55 MPH 
winds all day. The 
wind was howling 
and growling. I saw 
15 bulls the first 
day and passed on 
a 270 yard shot on 
two wide, 6 x 6’s 
that were bedded 
with 7 other bulls on 
a south slope with 
the wind from the 
North. Just couldn’t 
shoot less than what 
I knew the Refuge 
could produce on the first day. It was rough, rocky ter-
rain which made for slow navigation. I was surprised 
that the bulls would bed so high on the mountain 
sides when they could get out of the weather by going 
low. The cold and wind just drained the energy from 
your body. 

The morning of the second day another hunter 
told of a monster 7 x 7 on the North slope of the 
mountain I had hunted the previous day, but on the 
South and East sides. He was cow hunting so he 
wasn’t interested in pursuing the bull, so I decided 
that would be my plan. This morning was much cold-
er, but the wind backed off to 10 - 20 MPH.  I hiked 

3+ miles to come around the mountain from the West 
to give me the best wind advantage as I hunted the 
North face toward the East. I climbed high so I could 
view the whole mountain side. I am talking boulders 
the size of pickup trucks. Every step had loose rock 
under foot. It took me all morning to cover 3/4 of the 
North slope.

Stopped around noon to have some lunch and 
recharge my battery. As I sat there I kept thinking that 
I was in the perfect spot as I could see down in the 
bottoms from that vantage point and also anything 
coming across the slope. After about an hour and a 

half I decided to 
continue on East, 
but something 
nagged me to stay 
put. But my impa-
tience got the better 
of me and I packed 
up and started out 
East. I didn’t get 20 
yards and I bumped 
a young bull in his 
bed not 12 yards 
from me. The wind 
was in my favor.  I 
stood still for 30 
minutes and he set-
tled back down and 
I backed out slowly.  
I knew if there was 

one bull, there was probably many more close by as 
they bed together.

I went back to my lunch spot and continued to 
glass. Despite my gut feel that I needed to stay in that 
spot, after about an hour the impatience set in again 
and I thought if I went higher, I could get above the 
bedding area and possibly look down into it to see 
if the monster was in there. I once again packed up 
(full external frame pack, rifle, nocks, tripod shooting 
stick) and started climbing. I didn’t get 30 yards and 
two cows ran through the open bottom below and I 
changed my mind and resolved to go back and stay in 
my original hide.

Wichita Refuge Elk Hunt
by Scott Holmes
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All of my water was frozen and I was so thirsty. 
I put my water bladder and one bottle on a rock in 
the sun, but only got sips from time to time. I got the 
occasional headache from dehydration. I put a hand 
warmer on my neck under my collar which really 
helped warm me up. It was so friggin cold.

After about an hour I was glassing through the 
trees and a branch moved. Although it wasn’t a 
branch, it was the antler of an elk moving in his bed 
about 35 yards away. I watched for a long time and 
then slowly stalked closer to about 15 yards. It turned 
out to be a pretty 5 x 5 bull. He stood up 15 yards 
away and ate grass and milled about. Not the bull I 
wanted, so again I backed out to my lunch spot.  I 
kept watching him for another hour when the woods 
came alive with elk calling 
each other (4PM). Strange 
sound as it sounded just like 
a cow call, but it turned out 
to be the bulls.

The woods to my right 
side and below came alive 
with calls and movement 
in the timber. I could tell 
they were moving low and 
bunching up. Then the antler crashing started. The 
bulls were fighting and tearing the bottom up. There 
were multiple fights going on and the calling was 
intense. So I left my pack and grabbed my rifle and 
shooting sticks and slowly made my way East and 
down the mountain. After getting much closer to all 
the commotion and action I inched my way right into 
the bottom with them. I was 15 yards from a bull on 
my left which was eating grass, two bulls fighting 
at 11 o’clock about 35 yards out, two bulls fighting 
about 50 yards out at 12 o’clock and two bulls fight-
ing at about 65 yards at 3 o’clock and two more just 
milling around and eating grass.

I watched this whole process for about 30-40 min-
utes, glassing and looking for the 7x7 monster.  I kept 
glassing and judging each animal to pick out the best 
of the group. I figured that with all this commotion 
that the big boy would show up anytime. This was the 
end of the second day of a two and a half day hunt so 
my options were dwindling rapidly.

I had picked out the best of the group who was 

to my left and currently he wasn’t engaged with any 
other bulls. Then out of no where a new bull walked 
up behind me. He winded me and bolted and must 
have communicated to the bunch as he was running 
and every bull looked up and started running with 
him. He ran right down the center of the whole group 
and the bigger bull I had been watching ran too, but 
stopped in a clear lane for just a second. I was slinged 
up and decided that was my moment. I took aim and 
as I fired my 338 WM as he took a half step forward.

The woods exploded, bulls running, and unknown 
to me a pig was nestled in the leaves 10 feet in front 
of me and he jumped up and was squealing and run-
ning around in front of me and damn near ran over 
me. I racked another shell in the chamber. I lost sight 

of the bull that I shot, and the 
pig stood about 15 feet from 
me staring at me, so I told 
him “buddy I have the gun 
so don’t screw with me”.  I 
moved off toward the elk and 
the pig decided to move on. 
Talk about intense!

My shot was about 60 
yards and I picked up the 

blood trail easily and the bull was 40 yards beyond 
that point due North. I was sighted in for 200 yards, 
but the impact was perfect on elevation, but slightly 
far back because of the step he took, but the angle 
was perfect as the bullet passed through both lungs 
and exited just behind the off shoulder.

I needed to retrieve my field dressing kit in my 
pack, so I hiked back up the mountain and then 
decided to call my helper to let the hunt leader know 
I had an animal down, so I climbed to the very top 
of the mountain. I called, but they had no reception 
in the low lands. Left a message and climbed down 
to my pack. Loaded up and went back to the animal. 
It was pitch dark and cold. I field dressed the elk in 
the dark with a head lamp and then bushwhacked 2+ 
miles around the mountain in the dark, back to my 
pickup spot, totally exhausted.

The next day we had to field butcher the elk and 
three people hauled it out in two trips. It took all day. 
What a fantastic experience. I will never forget it. I 
am a blessed man.
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Twenty minutes in my friend Achim’s Land 
Rover, and twenty minutes on foot in the very dark 
and quiet forest.  Quiet until we hear the first roar of 
one of the stags in the meadow that we are slowly 
approaching.  We very silently complete our approach 
through the soft moss and damp leaves on the forest 
floor, and we climb the wooden ladder of the elevated 
blind just inside the forest’s edge…

We have perhaps fifteen minutes before shooting 
light.  Through our binoculars we count eight large 
dark shapes between 150 and 200 yards out in the 
meadow.  We can see no details, but the roaring con-
firms that there are at least two stags; one has a very 
deep voice.  This is a good start to my first morning…

It’s not going to get any better—at least not right 
here and not right now: all the dark shapes vanish 
into the forest with ten minutes of darkness remain-
ing.  We hear an occasional roar as the red deer move 

further and further away from us.

We make a hurried walk back to the Land Rover, 
and a quick drive to where we park to walk into 
Achim’s next shooting stand.  All of that takes fifteen 
minutes, and it’s definitely light enough to shoot.  It’s 
light enough to see the huge stag feeding upwind just 
30 yards from us in the forest only five minutes after 
starting our very cautious walk into the second stand.  

Actually there are two stags—the first Achim esti-
mates at seven or eight years of age, and the second—
even larger—Achim estimates at ten years old.  The 
stags are totally unaware of us, and we have plenty of 
light for shooting…

It’s an interesting system they have here—man-
aging the deer and wild pigs in the forest:  Each year, 
Achim and his privileged few fellow hunters take 
between 600 and 700 deer (red, roe, and fallow) and 
pigs (full-blooded Eurasian; no feral animals here) 
from these 12,500 acres.  They shoot lots of very 
young animals, very few very old animals, and noth-
ing in between.  Achim has already taken the one very 
old stag he was granted this year—about six weeks 
ago.  Today we can only shoot deer and pigs two 
years old or younger. 

We have to pass on these two monarchs, and we 
slip quietly along without being detected.  Three 

minutes later, we ease up the ladder on our way into 
the second stand…even before we get to the top of 
the ladder, we see four younger stags playing in the 
waterhole just 40 yards out from the stand.  We man-
age to ease into the stand undetected (it’s very well 
camouflaged, built as it is of native materials; and we 
are well screened from the stags’ view even as we slip 
onto the two-person bench).  The four stags are preoc-

Jagd am GDR
October, 2008…the Darss Forest, former communist East Germany

 (the German Democratic Republic), very near the coast of the Baltic Ocean…hunting…
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cupied chasing and sparring with each other (we’re 
very late in the “roar”—the rut of the red deer; but we 
are still in it).  For ten minutes we have this ringside 
seat; it’s great…but Achim estimates these to all be 
three to four year old stags—just safely into the age 
bracket that gives them protection until they fully ma-
ture in another six or seven years.  We enjoy the show.  
Finally the four stags wander off into the forest.

And so it goes for four morning and four eve-
nings.  On every outing we see red deer, roe deer, or 
wild pigs—or all three species.  Every time, every 
animal is too old to shoot (or too young, in the case 
of a few piglets with an old sow).  We see more large 
stags—in the seven-eight year age per Achim’s esti-
mates.  Achim has had to learn to estimate very accu-
rately: the old stag he was granted this year will cost 
him only 1,000 Euros, since the one he shot was the 
required minimum of ten years old; a nine-year-old 
would have cost Achim a penalty of at least another 
4,000 Euros—and black marks for next  year.

Achim gets lots of practice ageing wild beasts: he 
hunts approximately 250 days each year (only an hour 
in the morning and an hour each evening, except dur-
ing the snowy winter—when he can hunt by moon-
light all night if he chooses, and except during the 
time of driven hunts, when he might choose to hunt 
on and off all day with a few of his friends).  Achim 
gets lots of practice.

Achim and his wife, Elke, have worked hard to 
bring themselves from the “simple” life under com-
munist rule to where they are today.  It was tough in 
the days of the GDR: Achim and Elke had friends “in 
the right places”, so after paying for a car (an 18-hp 
“cardboard”-bodied Trabant) they waited only nine 
years to take delivery, instead of the typical 12 years.  
Now, with two restaurants they literally built with 
their own hands, they still work hard; but Achim and 
Elke do get to enjoy the fruits of their labors—and of 
the Darss Forest.

Mike Mistelske
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Due to another change in plans, I gained a new re-
spect for hippo hunting.  I’d seen it done on TV where 
hippos were shot in the water.  I had my doubts about 
this method. I admit that it is a test of marksmanship, 
but I wasn’t all that impressed with the stalking in-
volved. We were a bit limited in shots to take because 
we didn’t have a boat, and with the way the Zambezi 
River was flowing we didn’t want to take one in the 
river. This meant we hunted extremely small, shallow 
pans that held one bull at most, or catching them on 
land. We checked some pans and we eventually found 
a bull. 

He knew we were there too and I had a feeling 
that this wasn’t his first encounter with hunters. He’d 
only shown us his nostrils. After we moved to various 
spots around the pond, he moved around too, bring-
ing up only his nostrils at about two minute intervals. 
This fellow gave me a whole new respect for stalking 
hippos in water. Eventually we gave up on him and 
moved on to try some other locations. We checked a 
marshy, almost dry river where Stephen had seen hip-
pos before, but none were there. There were a couple 
of crocs on the other side, one of which was an abso-
lute monster, but we had no croc on license. 

There was one last place to try, the junction of 
the Mongwe River and the Zambezi. We found a pod 
sleeping on the banks of the confluence. Our original 

location offered a 150 yard shot which I didn’t really 
feel up to. My buffalo heart shot had been perfect, but 
a hippo brain is quite small by comparison. Addition-
ally, if the shot wasn’t perfect the hippo could make 
it into the Zambezi and even if he died he could be 
50 miles downstream before he floated to the surface. 
We made back-track until we found a suitable path 
to stalk up to them after crossing the dried Mongwe 
River. We stalked and crawled to some tall grass 
about 85 yards away. We watched them for a while 
trying to figure out which one was a bull and finally 
Stephen said, “The one facing away with 2 birds on 
his back”. I settled in for the shot, waited until he was 
broadside, took aim midway between eye and ear and 
fired. The hippo fell and pandemonium erupted.

Suddenly my hippo was back on his feet headed 
for the Zambezi. Stephen fired 2 more shots, and the 
hippo was turning around, pink mist erupting from his 
nostrils. Now he was headed in our direction. It was 
funny how things seemed to slow down and all the 
different thoughts that came.

“There goes a $3,000 trophy fee.”
“WOW! Look at that pink geyser, he’s definitely 

been hit.”
 “Okay now he’s coming towards us I can take 

another brain shot.”
“Ummm, if he’s coming back towards us, that 

You Can Keep the Changes: 
HUNTING South Africa and Zimbabwe 

2008
By Caleb Harris, M.D., Ponca City, OK

Caleb and his hippo on the banks of the Zambezi River.
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means we’re being charged.”
“We’re being charged by the animal that kills the 

most people in Africa.” 
“Okay at that angle just inside the left eye should 

do it.”
“Man what a flop and roll after that shot.”
All of this took maybe 10 seconds a most.
When the hippo was finally down, only about 10 

seconds had passed.  Stephen put a shot in the top of 
his head as insurance. As we came closer we saw that 
my shot was about 2.5 inches low. I think his fall rep-
resented the Taylor KO value of 40 for my .375 H&H. 
My second shot was right where I intended it to be, 
just inside his left eye. The vultures were circling 
even before the pictures were finished. The crew sug-
gested we needed more manpower to skin and quarter 
the hippo. We headed to the Mongwe ranger station 
to get more help, and they were more than willing to 
help for a share of the nyama (meat). It was quite an 
experience to watch them work, and in this protein 
starved, or rather just plain starving country the crew 
was almost singing as they worked. Still glowing 
from the hunt I was really feeling on top of the world 
when Stephen said, “Caleb, you have made a lot of 
people very happy in the past two days.”

After loading up the skin and meat I witnessed 
one of those spectacles seen only in Africa; vultures 
closing in on a carcass. They started coming right 
as we left, and within two minutes some were leav-
ing because there was no more room at the table. We 
dropped off the rangers and their meat at Mongwe 
and headed back to E camp. Sleep came easily that 

night. The next morning we’d look for impala and 
later hyena in the evening. At this point anything else 
in Zimbabwe was a bonus.  I already had the animal I 
wanted, and another one as a bonus.

	 Day three in Zimbabwe started early again 
with coffee and rusks. The trackers said we needed to 
go back to their village to get wire for the hyena baits 
we’d be putting out later that day. Stephen said he ex-

pected something like that; a convenient excuse 
for going to Marangora to deliver the meat. We 
delivered the meat, and also dropped off the buff 
and hippo skulls for boiling. The people seemed 
excited about the nyama. We returned by a dif-
ferent route, hoping to catch an impala along the 
way.  Chiggie had mentioned needing one for 
rations, as had the scouts from D camp. Multiple 
times we saw some, but never had a successful 
stalk on a herd with a good ram. Between being 
hunted for rations and baits, impala are probably 
one of the most pressured species in the area.

	 Somewhere along the way Joshua 
spotted a grysbok.  This was another animal I 
hadn’t planned on hunting, but when I learned 
we had grysbok on license, I wanted to take 
one.  The truck stopped and we started trailing it. 
Neither Stephen nor I saw it. Chiggie said he saw 

it running to the other side of the road so we gave up. 
We continued on the road to camp and had a couple 
more fruitless impala stalks before reaching camp. 
The roads here seemed to be made out of elephant 
dung.  Along the way we saw our first elephant herd.  
Before this we had only seen loners, including a bull 
in musth. It was kind of funny about that bull, he was 
hanging out by some trees where we’d seen a baboon 
troop on all the previous days. After the bull was there 
trumpeting away, we never saw the baboons at that 
location again.

	 Finally we made it back to camp. After some 
lunch and a nap it was time to bait for hyena. We took 
the hippo and buffalo bones out to the bone yard.  
While the crew tied the bait up with wire, we cleared 
out an area under a nearby tree and constructed a 
blind. Stephen expressed reservations about the loca-
tion. He said that the hyenas had been hunted hard in 
this area and he doubted they would come during day-
light hours, but he then deferred to local knowledge. 
He also pointed out that the vultures were circling 
and likely to take all the bait before the hyena had a 
chance. The crew covered the bait once they had it set 
and then we noticed that the birds had disappeared. 

One last sunset over the Zambezi.
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We had some time to kill before dusk so it was off on 
the trail of impala again. We soon found out why the 
vultures had disappeared.  Another hunter had taken 
a hippo on the bank of the Zambezi. The birds 
were perched and waiting much like I had seen 
them do the previous day.  Someone involved in 
the hippo recovery waved and we headed over 
thinking they needed assistance, but they were 
just being friendly. We had a brief talk with the 
PH and he said something about hippo hunts 
being underrated. After my recent experience I 
had to agree.

	 The hyena hunt was dully uneventful. 
We just sat under the tree until it was too dark 
to see without any sign of hyena. After dinner 
we went back out to look and sure enough there 
was one there. We now knew that a hyena had 
hit the bait.  The question now was if it would 
still come there in the morning. We woke up ex-
tra early and walked to the hide. When we reached the 
site my rifle fell off my shoulder. The sling stud had 
come out of the stock and the gun came off hitting the 
ground barrel first. A quick check showed no obstruc-
tion of the bore, so we took up our positions and 
waited. We couldn’t hear any bone crunching and as it 
grew light we couldn’t see any movement. The hyena 
had been there only during the night when no hunting 
was allowed. Just as Stephen had thought, the hyenas 
had been educated. He said that with a previous client 
they’d had hyenas almost climbing into the blind with 
them while hunting leopard in another safari area.

	 Over breakfast we discussed plans for the re-
mainder of the hunt. I told Stephen bushbuck was my 
priority, and I let him know that. A series of events 
was telling us that a return to South Africa was in our 
best interest. Stephen miscalculated the amount of 
red wine to bring and we were now out. The camp no 
longer had running water, my .375’s sling had broken, 
and sometime the previous night I started having a 
problem with my contact lenses.  These seemed like 
omens that we should get away. Coupled this, we 
were seeing less game every day.  Camp was packed 
up and we headed south.  As a side note, I’m glad 
we took the buffalo when we did. During our driving 
while looking for hippo and impala the previous two 
days we hadn’t seen any fresh buffalo sign. I don’t 
know if they moved into a different part of the safari 
area, or if they went into Mana Pools.  We weren’t 
looking quite as hard for buffalo sign, but we were 
keeping an eye out for it all the same.

	 The drive back to South Africa was basically a 
reverse of our drive to camp. We dropped off the crew 
and checked out at the ranger station, and then were 

on the highway.  We encountered fewer roadblocks, 
mainly around Harare.  A side trip was made to a 
taxidermist in Bromley and we were stopped by two 
roadblocks on the way.  The skulls and skins caught 
the police’s attention.  One officer walked over and 
said, “We need to find out about the meat.” I had the 
feeling that they would have taken it if there was any. 
After dropping off the skulls and skins, and passing 
through the same roadblocks, we hit the outskirts of 
Harare at rush hour. The only problem we had the rest 
of the way out of Zimbabwe was running over a road 
killed donkey outside Bubi River. We reached the 
border a couple of hours after dark and crossed with-
out any hassle.  Things were also quiet on the South 
African side. The person in charge of sound effects 
for this adventure even had the cricket chirping turned 
on. After quick stop at a fuel station we were headed 
for Alldays and Stephen’s lodge.  I bought a Coke 
at the station and realized that this was a Coke from 
my childhood.  I’d forgotten that in America ours are 
made with high fructose corn syrup.  This one con-
tained cane sugar instead.  It was wonderful.  Even 
more wonderful was the hot shower and real bed at 
Xomaqua.  

	 We made it in about midnight, and had a 
wonderful dinner largely prepared by Joanne, Ste-
phen’s future daughter-in-law. I called my wife and 
let her know how good the hunting had been and 
how much I missed her. I also told her to be glad she 
hadn’t come along (although Stephen assured me that 
we’d have never gone to Nyakasanga with the girls 

Chalet lodging at Xomaqua.
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along). I was tired and sweaty, and the shower really 
helped me relax. Sleep came easily again, and some-
how I was the first person awake the next morning. 
I went out to the sofas on the main lodge’s patio and 
started writing in my journal to catch up. Soon after 
that came the “light breakfast” and the others started 
waking up. At Xomaqua, Stephen’s son Devlin would 
act as my PH. We went to the range to recheck the 

sights on my .375.   They were off quite a bit maybe 
due to bouncing around in the truck or the slip when 
the sling swivel gave way.  After it was re-zeroed, 
or at least close enough without running too low on 
ammo, and we were off for impala and/or blue wilde-
beest. I’d budgeted to take a wildebeest, looking for 
a rug for Mom. In 2005 I’d bought her a springbok 
skin which had become quite a conversation piece for 
her, but I wanted her to have a skin I’d actually shot 
myself. When I told Devlin what my requirements 
for a wildebeest were, he was quite delighted and 
told me that I must be the easiest client to please he’d 
ever had. It did make for an easy request that I didn’t 
care what the horns looked like, or even if there were 
horns at all, just a good brindled skin.

	 We drove by some areas where impala were 
known to haunt, but never saw any. No wildebeest 
either. We drove until we reached a dry riverbed, 
at which point we got out and started stalking on 
foot. As we rounded a corner we came across quite 
a variety of game; a single tusked warthog, some 
impala ewes, baboons, a female waterbuck, and some 
kudu bulls. We watched them for a while and as they 
moved away we made our way through the riverbed 
to a dried pan. Along the way were more warthogs, 
waterbuck cows, one decent waterbuck bull, and then 

a giant of a kudu, estimated at about 55 inches on his 
longer horn. Unfortunately the other horn was broken 
about 5 inches shorter. This fellow just walked and 
fed by us at less than 60 yards. When the kudu cleared 
we slowly went up the bank of the dried pan. When 
we reached the top we saw a group of kudu cows. 
Unfortunately they were in our path so we had to wait 
them out. While we waited, a waterbuck crossed the 

pan and took a rest under some trees on the far 
side. Devlin was very excited about this one. 
We’d had a discussion at the kudu sighting that 
although I hadn’t planned on a kudu or water-
buck, if I came across the “trophy of a lifetime” 
I’d take it and worry about payment later. 
Within that context Devlin said, “I’d take that 
waterbuck.” Now we just had to wait for him to 
stand. To further complicate matters, I wasn’t 
in a good position and we had kudu cows just 
off to our right who would spook with any 
motion. Devlin figured out that I could put the 
rifle on his shoulder and the sticks in front of 
him for me to use as a rest. I set up and it was 
reasonably stable. I thought the shot was at my 
outer limits of comfort, but not out of them, 

so I readied myself and waited for the waterbuck to 
stand. 

After what seemed an eternity the kudu cows 
noticed us and started running away. The waterbuck 
stood and almost seemed to pose for a broadside 
shot going to my right. I got the crosshairs on him 
quickly and fired. I felt good as I squeezed the trigger 
and felt no pulling of the shot. He dropped instantly, 
which was a pleasant surprise. We leisurely walked 
up to him, and as we approached, he didn’t move at 
all. When we reached him I could see why, it was 
a perfect base of the neck shot. Unfortunately I had 
placed the crosshairs for a heart-lung shot. As for 
horn quality I was quite satisfied. We looked back at 
our perch beneath the trees and Devlin estimated that 
it was a 250 yard shot, a bit longer than the 225 I’d 
originally estimated. I now thought it was more in the 
275 range. When we brought the truck in to collect 
him we used a rangefinder and found the distance to 
be 283 yards. That was the longest shot I had ever 
taken, much less made.  The rifle was shooting just to 
right just a bit at 100 yards earlier at the range, which 
would obviously be magnified at the long distance.  
Despite my sights being off, I now had a waterbuck. 
I was a little nervous about future possibilities of 
wounded animals.

Devlin Barber, Caleb and the trophy waterbuck.
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Gamey tasting meat is the direct result of poor 
handling. Once the animal is down deterioration starts 
immediately. Bacteria begin multiplying and the 
breakdown process is underway. You guessed it; it’s 
starting to rot. Fortunately this process can be con-
trolled with sanitation and refrigeration, so “CLEAN 
IT” and “GET IT COOLED” as soon as possible. 
Whether natural or mechanical, temperature can help 
control the rate of bacterial growth and the natural 
breakdown process.

There are several factors that must be added into 
this equation. Heat, moisture, bacteria and flies: Heat 
and Moisture create the perfect 
environment for bacterial growth. It 
allows pH levels to rise.  Bacteria, 
protozoa, microorganisms, maggots, 
mold and mildew all require certain 
pH levels to survive. All of these liv-
ing things continuously threaten the 
edible quality of our game meat after 
the harvest. Since blood has nearly 
the same pH as pure water (neutral 
pH 7-7.5), it becomes important to 
understand how the pH scale will 
help us understand, finally, why each 
of the organisms readily thrive on 
dead meat. And the more we defend 
against them the better our game meat will taste once 
it is prepared for the table.

Heat: All hunters know we must keep game meat 
cool and dry, among other things. And by reducing 
the core temperature of the animal, we can also con-
trol or at least slow the growth rate of bacteria.

Moisture: Moisture levels also determine the rate 
and level of bacterial growth, as water provides a per-
fect (neutral pH) environment. Blood also contributes 
to this equation for growing bacteria and microorgan-
isms.

Bacteria: Once again, pH levels determine to 
what extent bacteria and microorganisms can survive. 
Studies revealed that the breakdown of animal tissue 
is fostered when the pH level is 6.5- 8, but the decom-
position slows drastically with a pH of 5.5 or lower. 
However, you can’t discuss bacterial growth and 
microorganisms without mentioning the other contrib-
uting factors that provide a perfect environment: Heat 
and Moisture.

   
Insects such as the blowfly quickly locate a car-

cass in warm weather and deposit eggs onto exposed 
meat surfaces. Within 24 to 48 hours those eggs 

transform into maggot larvae, which 
quickly become hungry if allowed 
to grow. It is interesting to learn that 
flies are sensitive to acid (pH lev-
els). It is suggested that flies require 
pH levels of 6 or higher to survive. 
The preferred range for blowflies 
to land on any surface is 6.5 to 8, 
but the higher the pH the better for 
them because they not only feed on 
meat but also on bacterial growth, 
and they thrive on the effects this 
growth has on decomposing flesh. 
Therefore, the cooler we can keep 
the meat the more acidic (lower pH) 

the meat surface, the better prevention of flies and 
maggots.

They always say once the animal is down the 
real work starts. Not only has the work started, the 
deterioration process has started before you get your 
knife out. You have to do two things immediately, 
clean it and get it cooled down. Example: The core 
temperature of a deer is 101∞ Fahrenheit. So gutting 
the animal immediately exposes it to the outside air, 
which in turn will allow it to cool down. If it’s warm 
outside you might as well ring the dinner bell because 
everything has access to it now.

“The Silent Secret”
We’ve all heard it a thousand times, “Wild Meat Tastes Gamey”. Yeah right. Use a little common 

sense and follow a couple of basic guidelines, and you’ll never have a problem with “Wild” or “Gam-
ey” tasting meat.

“By reducing the core temperature 
of the animal, we can

 also control or at least
 slow the growth rate of bacteria.”
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Once the animal is down, deterioration starts im-
mediately. At:

32 degrees it takes 20 hours for bacteria to double
40 degrees it takes 6 hours
60 degrees it takes 2 hours
70 degrees it takes 1 hour
90 degrees it takes 30 minutes

One bacteria kept at 37∞ C (98.6∞) if left for 6 
hours in an enclosed environment, can multiply into 
131,072 bacteria, so what about outside? That’s in-
credible. Yet we still continue to treat the animal like 
it’s an old piece of luggage, throw-
ing it in the back of the truck or on a 
trailer and driving around for hours 
with it exposed to the elements. 

The growth of bacteria at lower 
temperatures can be a good thing, 
it’s called aging. Let me pose this 
question to each of you. Would 
you eat meat when it’s hung in a 
cooler for 3 days at 35∞? You bet! 
And it would be great. Now the 
same question, would you eat it 
if it were hung outside in 60∞, 
70∞ or even 80∞ weather? Not 
a chance! Right. We might as 
well serve up a plate of “Green 
Eggs and Spoiled Ham”. In 
other words, you’ll probably be 
visiting with Ralph and Blanch 
on the great white telephone 
(THE TOILET) puking your 
guts up or if not, at least wish-
ing you could.

In today’s fast paced 
world, the processors don’t 
have the space or the time to 
let your deer hang. It’s skin 
it, cool it down, process it, 
freeze it and get it out the 
door.

It is the hunter’s 
responsibility to provide the best quality care 
for the animals they harvest each and every time. It 
makes no difference if your 5 miles or 500 miles from 
home. That animal sacrificed its life for the table fare 

we crave each and every year. This should require us 
as hunters to make the commitment of taking every 
measure and precaution to prevent or at least reduce 
the chance of losing edible meat from unseen forces 
of nature.

Don’t Spoil Your Hunt!
        Keep It Kool‰

Thanks, and Good Luck Hunting!

Steven Glass
Trophy Bag Kooler, LLC
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Tucson, AZ – Safari Club International has 
launched SCI Web Radio, a free online program avail-
able to hunters everywhere. The first program, avail-
able now at www.safariclub.org/webradio features 
inside views of important hunting and conservation 
issues through the eyes and words of SCI President 
Merle Shepard and President Ex Officio Dennis An-
derson. Hunting television star Michael Waddell will 
wrap up this show with some tales of adventure from 
his hunting travels.

 
“Starting SCI Web Radio adds a new dimension 

to SCI’s communications,” said SCI President Merle 
Shepard. “Like Safari magazine, Safari Times news-
letter and Expedition Safari on television, it will bring 
to life key issues and concerns for the hunting com-
munity.”

 
“Bringing SCI’s dedication for hunting to the 

internet can only strengthen the sportsmen’s commu-
nity as SCI Web Radio will be able to act as a singular 
voice for hunters everywhere,” said SCI Web Radio 
Host Jerry Evans. “I am excited be a part of SCI’s 
radio program.”

 
SCI Web Radio is the newest way that SCI’s 

members and hunters around the world will be enter-
tained and informed on the ever-changing environ-
ment that surrounds their passion. From legislative 
victories, to attacks by anti-hunting groups, to conser-

vation success stories, the online world will be able 
hear and see SCI Radio.

 
Each week will feature a new one-hour show. For 

radio you can see, visitors will have the opportunity 
to watch video footage from select interviews.   A 
monthly newsletter is available to all who regis-
ter their email address with webradio@safariclub.
org. Look every week for the latest news on Safari 
Club International, First For Hunters at www.safari-
club.org/webradio.

 
SCI-First For Hunters is the leader in protecting 

the freedom to hunt and in promoting wildlife conser-
vation worldwide. SCI’s 187 Chapters represent all 
50 of the United States as well as 18 other countries. 
SCI’s proactive leadership in a host of cooperative 
wildlife conservation, outdoor education and humani-
tarian programs, with the SCI Foundation and other 
conservation groups, research institutions and govern-
ment agencies, empowers sportsmen to be contribut-
ing community members and participants in sound 
wildlife management and conservation. Visit the 
home page www.safariclub.org or call (520) 620-1220 
for more information.

 
Contact:
Gary Swingle, Marketing Communications Man-

ager
Safari Club International, webradio@safariclub.

org

SCI Web Radio Free for Hunters

www.safariclub.org/webradio
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 The other day the guys from BaconToday.com 
contacted me in search for some barbecue bacon reci-
pes.  Of course I have plenty of great uses for bacon 
in a barbecue pit, but the longer I thought about it, 
the more I wanted to step it up a notch and clog a few 
arteries for those guys.  

Behold, BACON EXPLOSION!!!  Here’s what 
you’ll need…

2 pounds thick cut bacon
2 pounds Italian sausage
1 jar of your favorite barbeque sauce
1 jar of your favorite barbeque rub

To kick off the construction of this pork medley 
you’ll need to create a 5_5 bacon weave.  If the strips 
you’re using aren’t as wide as the ones pictured, then 
you may need to use a few extra slices to fill out the 
pattern.  Just make sure your weave is tight and that 
you end up with a nice square shape to work with.

 
 The next step is 

to add some barbeque 
seasoning on top of your 
bacon weave.  Being 
the barbeque addict that 
I am, I whipped up a 
batch of Burnt Finger 
BBQ’s competition pork 
rub for this special occa-
sion.  Seeing as not ev-
eryone has the time, or 
the expertise, to create 
a tasty rub of their own, 
I would recommend 
trying Bad Byron’s Butt Rub , Rendezvous Famous 
Seasoning , or Steven Raichlen’s All-Purpose Rub .

 
 Now that you’re pork is well seasoned, it’s time 

to add more pork.  Take two pounds of Italian sausage 
and layer it directly on top of your bacon weave.  Be 
sure to press the sausage to the outer edges of the ba-
con creating a patty that is the same thickness all the 
way across.  Most grocery stores carry loose sausage, 
so just pick out one you like.  I chose to go with a 

mild sausage, but spicy would work just the same.  If 
you really want to get crazy, take a stab at making 
your own homemade sausage.

 
 Next up is bacon layer number two.  Take the 

remaining bacon slices and fry them up the same way 
you would for breakfast (or lunch, or dinner, or a 
midnight snack).  If you like soft bacon, make it soft.  
If you like crunchy bacon, make it crunchy.  If you 
like your bacon burnt to hell so the smoke detectors 
go off, then burn it to hell so the smoke detectors go 
off.  These pieces are going to be a major part of the 
inner flavor of our sausage fatty, so cook them your 
favorite way.  Personally, I like my bacon right at the 
point when it starts to get crispy, but hasn’t quite lost 
all of the softness yet.  Regardless of how well done 
you like yours, you’ll need to crumble or chop the 
cooked strips into bite size pieces and place on top of 
the sausage layer.  (Note-It’s okay, and encouraged, to 

snack on these pieces while 
your chopping/crumbling.  
But keep in mind that once 
those bacon morsels touch 
the raw sausage, you’ll need 
to resist all temptations to 
nibble.  This can and will be 
difficult, but hospital trips 
are no fun, so stay strong.)

  Since this is a barbeque 
recipe, we need to add 
another layer of barbeque 
flavor.  Take your favorite 
sauce and drizzle it all over 

the top of the bacon pieces.  Personally, I prefer to 
use Burnt Finger BBQ’s homemade competition 
sauce, but if you’re torn on what brand to use I rec-
ommend Cowtown, Blues Hog , and Fiorella’s Jack 
Stack.  Once you’ve sauced the bacon, sprinkle on 
some more of the barbeque seasoning you used on the 
bacon weave. 

  Now comes the fun part.  Very carefully separate 
the front edge of the sausage layer from the bacon 
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weave and begin rolling backwards.  You want to 
include all layers EXCEPT the bacon weave in your 
roll.  Try and keep the sausage as tight as possible 
and be sure to release any air pockets that may have 
formed.  Once the sausage is fully rolled up, pinch 
together the seams and ends to seal all of the bacon 
goodness inside.

  At this point we can start to see the final shape 
of our Bacon Explosion, but we’re missing one key 
item.  To complete the construction process, roll the 
sausage forward completely wrapping it in the bacon 
weave.  Make sure it sits with the seam facing down-
ward to help keep it all sealed up.

  Sprinkle some barbeque seasoning on the outside 
of the bacon weave, and now this bad boy is ready 
for the smoker .  Cook your Bacon Explosion at 225 
degrees in a constant cloud of hickory smoke until 
your Thermapen  gives an internal temperature read-
ing of 165 degrees.  Normally this will take about 1 
hour for each inch of thickness, but that could vary 

depending on how well you maintain your fire and 
also how many times you open the smoker to take a 
peek.  Mine took about 2.5 hours, which was right on 
target with its 2.5 inch diameter.

Now that our Bacon Explosion is fully cooked, 
we need to add some finishing flavors.  Remember 
that barbecue sauce we used for inner flavor?  We’ll 
be using that same sauce to glaze the cooked bacon 
weave.  Using a basting brush, coat the entire surface 
with a thin layer of sauce.  Sweet sauces are loaded 
with sugars, so they’ll give your fatty a nice glossy 
finish.  Spicy and vinegar based sauces don’t contain 
as much, so they won’t set up as well.  If you’re dead 
set on using those sauces, just cut them with a bit of 
honey and you’ll get the same effect.

  Slice the Bacon Explosion into quarter to half 
inch rounds to serve.  If your roll was good and tight, 
you should now see a nice bacon pinwheel pattern 
throughout the sausage.  Obviously pork is best 
served by itself, but if you feel the need to make this 
meat monster into a sandwich, try placing a couple 
Bacon Explosion slices on a warm Pillsbury’s Grands 
Biscuit.  You’ll reach pork Nirvana is no time flat!
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USFWS Continues Seizing “Worked” CITES 
Trophy Items

     The US Fish & Wildlife Service has once again 
seized trophy items that were “worked” or made 
into utilitarian items. This time it was some whips 
made from the back skin of a hippo taken in Zambia. 
The whips were shipped with the tusks and skull of 
the hippo with a CITES Appendix II export permit 
coded “H” for sporthunted. You’ll recall our previ-
ous bulletin on this issue, which has to do with the 
way USFWS now defines “trophy” under those new 
agency regulations that have created havoc with tro-
phy shipments from all over the world. Any utilitarian 
or decorative item (such as jewelry, accessories and 
furniture) made from a CITES species must be coded 
“P” for personal on the export paperwork, not “H” or 
the item will be confiscated. 

     According to John J. Jackson, III, of Conser-
vation Force (www.conservationforce.org) the latest 
seizure has at least clarified some questions regarding 
the new regulations. The seizures began earlier this 
year with rhino and elephant items that USFWS con-
sidered personal. As “non-trophy” items they required 
a CITES Appendix I permit (instead of Appendix II) 
due to language in the CITES downlisting of these 
species. It was unclear at that time whether the same 
requirements would be made of other CITES Appen-
dix II animals like the hippo. Jackson says the seiz-
ing agent in this latest case explained that the hippo 
shipment should have been on two separate export 
permits, one coded “P” and the other coded “H.” This 
is the first seizure of an Appendix II species. Jackson 
says, “The USFWS is phasing in its new regulations, 
so we don’t know how far it will be implemented 
until there are new seizures.” 

     Until this issue is completely sorted out, the 
safest course of action for hunters importing CITES 
trophies into the United States continues to be import-
ing the trophy parts as unworked items. Wait to have 
your CITES trophy parts converted into utilitarian 
items after importing them into the US.

The Hunting Report

Studies show that more than 90 percent of 
long-haul travelers experience jet lag. And, in 
most cases you will find that you have more 
severe jet lag when you travel west to east. Basi-
cally what happens is that your body becomes 
out of sync and it is causing you distress. If you 
are looking for a holistic approach, a modifica-
tion of diet, sleep and exposure to sunlight can 
help ease your jet lag woes. Here are some tips.

 
Start a few days before your trip slowly 

adjusting your sleep habits to your impending 
destination’s new time

Watch when you sleep on the plane - if it 
is bedtime in your arrival city, then sleep - if it is 
not, stay awake. This will give you a jump start 
for when you are on the ground

Exercise onboard by walking around the 
plane on long trips and when you get on the 
ground start exploring or doing something 
physical immediately

Drink, splash, swim or bathe in some wa-
ter – planes have a very drying atmosphere that 
dehydrates you inside and out and that can make 
you feel very bad all over

Out think the jet lag – the occurrence is as 
much state of mind as it is physical so no matter 
how yucky you feel just press on and try not to 
think about it

If you have tried all of the above and are 
still experiencing severe jet lag then maybe try 
supplementing the practices above with one 
of the over the counter remedies out there. For 
instance, take a Melatonin supplement which 
is touted as resetting your natural sleep/awake 
cycle. This is a good idea for adjusting to your 
new destination’s bed time.

The Drag of
 Jet Lag
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List of March 7th, 2009 Auction Items

54. Daddy’s Money Quail Hunt
56.  2 Lifememberships in SCI and OSC
57. Bronze Sculpture by Doug Eck
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