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The Front Sight is the official publication of the Mid-
Michigan Chapter of Safari Club International, keeping 
club members informed about local club activities, and 
encouraging and defining good sportsmanship.  The Front 
Sight Magazine is published quarterly:  January, April, July 
and October.  Distribution 400+.  

Check our own www.midmichigansci.org website for copies 
of the Front Sight, listing of events, and fundraiser auction 
items.

Please support our sponsors!  Call or write them for catalogs 
and information on their products and services.  Make sure 
you tell them you saw their information in The Front Sight. 

Members of Mid-Michigan SCI or Isabella  
County Sportsman's Club may use the  

shooting range located at 2872 W. Millbrook  
Road just east of Winn Road. The lock  
combination is 3855 and changes yearly  

on February 15th. Please carry  
membership identification on you  

when you visit the range. 
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All board meetings are open to our membership. Reservations required. 
Please call and leave a message at 989-560-1061 or email Suzette Howard at suzettejhoward@yahoo.com

Date Meeting Type Time Location 

April 1, 2019 Board / Membership   4:30/6:00/6:45 p.m. Comfort Inn

May 6, 2019 Board / Membership   4:30/6:00/6:45 p.m. Comfort Inn

June 17, 2019 Board-Election 5:00 Cheers

Aug. 3, 2019 Golf Outing 7:30am reg/9:00 Shotgun Pines Golf Course

Aug. 5, 2019 Board 5:00 p.m. Cheers

Sept. 9, 2019 Board 5:00 p.m. Cheers

Sept. 14, 2019 Skeet Shoot 12:00 reg/3:00 final round Isabella County
    Sportsman’s Club

Oct. 7, 2019 Board 5:00 Cheers

Dec. 2, 2019 Board 5:00 Cheers

SCI Mid-Michigan Chapter Meeting Schedule  
 * SUBJECT TO CHANGE
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Editor’s Message 

What a wonderful convention we had at the Soaring Eagle 
Casino in Mt. Pleasant.  Hope most of you were able to attend.  
We visited with so many like minded friends!  It is so much fun 
to be able to talk about hunting with people who understand.  
Many interesting hunts were purchased at our auctions and I 
hope you write stories so others can share in your experiences.

We have new chapter pins which were passed out at convention.  
The chapter membership pins are gold colored metal with our 
logo trimmed with white and red enamel and the chapter 
life membership pins are all a gold color.  When you attend a 
meeting, ask for yours.

We will soon be asking for interest in members to run for our 
board of directors.  Please consider joining us and helping to further hunting, conservation, 
and humanitarian services.  There are many opportunities to help our chapter so please let 
us know if you are interested.  We just need people to volunteer.

Also, if any teachers are interested in attending the American Wilderness Leadership 
School near Jackson Hole, Wyoming, please let us know.  We like to send educators who 
can bring back the information to their students.  Check it out online.  Classes are available 
for several different weeks during the summer.  Our chapter pays for the class and up to 
$500 for travel.  

At convention I discussed our account at the Mt. Pleasant Area Community Foundation 
and using some of the funds to send four teachers to the AWLS program.  Please think of 
this account when you wish to make a donation.  Don’t forget that you could donate to 
honor someone who is difficult to buy a gift for and they will send a letter of your choice to 
make a donation in their honor.  Also, if you wish to donate in memory of someone who 
has passed, they make it easy.  It keeps your money working for your cause FOREVER!  
MPACF, 306 S. University, P. O. Box 1283, Mt. Pleasant, MI 48804-1283.  (989) 773-7322, 
www.MPACF.org

We sure have had an interesting winter with unusual conditions.  Hope none of you have 
been stuck in a snowbank!  Let’s wish for a nice spring.

Keep hunting, Keep writing,

Mary Harter
Editor

President’s Message

The Mid-Michigan SCI Chapter just had their 40th Annual 
Awards and Hunting Convention/Expo on February 22 and 
23 at the Soaring Eagle Resort in Mt. Pleasant.  It was a great 
success with over 500 people attending and outfitters from 
all over the world.  We raffled off over 40 guns and other 
great gifts plus had an amazing auction.  The money we raise 
will go towards shooting sports, veterans and youth hunts, 
education, camp for kids, hunter safety classes, and much 
more.  Thanks so much to those who participated.  We could 
not do all we do without you.

On January 26, we had our Big Buck Night at the Comfort 
Inn in Mt. Pleasant.  We had 166 hunters attend and some of 
the biggest bucks from the 2018 hunting season which won many awards.  
This is a date you should put on your calendar for next year, January 25, 
2020.

This will be my last President’s message as I will be stepping down in July.  I 
served as your president, 
three years my first term and two years my second term.  I attended a SCI 
Christmas party at the Embers in 1992 and have been hooked on SCI ever 
since.  It has
 been a pleasure serving the Mid-Michigan Safari Club Chapter with so 
many wonderful board members and people on this journey,

Jon Zieman is vice president and will become president in July.  He will do 
a great job for our Chapter.

Remember, there is still a lot to do outdoors:  ice fishing, rabbit hunting, etc.

Once again, it has been my pleasure serving you.  Please feel free to contact 
me anytime.

Best Regards,

Kevin Unger
President
(989) 560-7288 • Kevinunger1@frontier.com



Copyright:  2017

List Price: $9.99

Title: The Brother’s Creed -    
 Book 1 - OUTBREAK 

Author: Joshua C. Chadd 
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 You may have noticed the author of this 
book has the same last name of an outfitter who 
has been involved in our annual fundraiser for 
over twenty years.  Josh is one of the register 
guides of Majestic Mountain Outfitters.  When 
he’s not hunting or guiding hunters he enjoys 
writing, hence OUTBREAK.
 When our editor Mary Harter contacted 
me about reviewing a book written by one of 
our outfitters I was all for it.  When I learned 
the book was about zombies I wasn’t as excited, 
because the “Walking Dead” thing isn’t my 
scene.  
 I will say I was pleasantly surprised when 
reading OUTBREAK.  The development of the 
characters and story line drew me in, making it 
difficult to put the book down.  The story brings 
us to the beginning of the zombie apocalypse as 
we read about two groups of people and their 
paths in the days that follow the craziness.
 On one side of the story we have two 
brothers who are on a mission to save their 
parents and on the other side of the story we 
have a father/daughter duo trying to escape the 
undead fate. 
 Josh has written in a way that makes 
the reader feel they are with each pair and 
wondering what will happen next.  If you read 
OUTBREAK and find the storyline enjoyable 
know this is Chadd’s first book in his five book 
series.

   

 

This book gets 10 out of 10 bullseyes

by Josh Christensen

Title:  Why Travel When You Can Live There? Thailand 
Author: Rick Granger 
Copyright: 2012 
List Price: $16.99 on amazon.com 

 I love hunting, but a close second is traveling to far off lands to experience new 
and exotic cultures.  There has always been a part of me that has yearned for knowledge 
and understanding of these places and their people.  Of course the opportunity to do this 
on an average hunt is crammed into a shorter time frame than I would like.  That’s why 
this book was such a good read, it allowed me to enjoy another culture from the comfort 
of my own home.  

Why Travel When You Could Live There? Thailand, is a book about one man, and 
his newly wed wife, who decided to spend over a year of their lives in Southeast Asia in 
the town of Chiang Mai, Thailand.  As a couple, the author and his wife, worked with 
more than one hundred teenagers from over a dozen countries living in Chiang Mai. 
 Throughout this book Rick leads us on a journey through the Thai culture and 
how he and his wife adapted to life in a culture totally different from what they 
experienced growing up in rural Pennsylvania.  His vivid detail and first-hand accounts 
are captivating and often make you feel as if you were there with him.  His observations 
of a westerner in a Southeast Asian country are eye opening. 
 This was the type of book that kept my interest and made me wonder what was 
going to happen next.  I found that as I approached the conclusion of the adventure I 
began to put it down more and more because I didn’t want it to end.  If you’ve ever 
wondered what it would be like to live in a far off land this would be a perfect read for 
you.

This book gets 10 out of 10 bullseyes 



Sherri Froling’s father, Joe Pennington always 
wanted to go bear hunting. Dan Kirchner 

donated a Bear hunt and so Sherri and Roger 
bid on the bear hunt at the auction and gave 

the hunt to her father for his Birthday present. 
Sherri and Roger and Joe and his wife Jean all 

went to the Upper Peninsula and Stayed at the 
Island Resort and Casino which is not far from 

Dan.  The weather was very nice in fact little 
too warm.  The first couple of days sitting on 

baits did not work as the bears were coming to 
the baits after dark. The fourth day with Dogs 

loaded on the trucks they headed out to check 
the baits and the cameras. The first three did 

not have any recent bears there then the fourth 
camera was active. Only a half hour before we 
got there the bear was there. The guys got the 

Dogs out and put them on the bear track.

The Dogs chased the bear a mile away and with 
the GPS collars you could see where and how 

far the dogs were from the road. Then with luck 
the bear turned and headed back toward the 

road and Bear Hunting Big Joe Pennington. 
The Dogs finally treed the Bear and Joe headed 

into the thick woods climbing up through the 
timber and mountain with the guide. Once at 

the site the dogs were barking and the bear 
was staying up in a tree, but only after biting 

one of the dogs, luckily not killing it. 

Joe using his 30-06, made a Good Shot and
this filled his lifelong dream of getting a Bear.

The Bear was processed there by the local 
processor Dan took us to and he did a fine job 
cutting up the bear. Joe and Jean Pennington 
have cooked up some roasts and are enjoying 

the meat.

The bear Hide will make a great piece once 
tanned. We all had a great time there hunting 

in the Upper Peninsula of Michigan. 

Sherri and Roger Froling      
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Black Bear Hunting with Dan Kirchner
Powers, Michigan ~ 2018
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20192019
January 26, 2019 MID-MICHIGAN CHAPTER

Big Buck Night Award Winners
Youth Hunt – Medals for every participant

Biggest In State Rifle – Tony Woodbury 125 1/8

Biggest In State Bow – Rachel Stickler 128 4/8

Biggest Out of State Rifle – Kevin Clare 158 1/8

Biggest Out of State Bow – Rachel Stickler 165 6/8

Biggest Estate Buck – Dawn Manthei 197

Biggest Youth Estate Buck – Wesley Stillin 78 3/8

Biggest Out of State Muzzleloader – Ransom Leppick 145 5/8

Biggest In State Crossbow – Roger Froling 130 5/8

Biggest Out of State Mule Deer – Roger Froling 148 5/8

Overall Biggest Youth Buck - Gabe Jones, 168 1/8

Overall Biggest Women’s Buck – Rachel Stickler 165 6/8

Overall Biggest Buck In State – Gabe Jones 168 1/8

Overall Biggest Buck Out of State – Rachel Stickler 165 6/8

Biggest Non-Member Buck (free membership) - Frank Jones 160

Many Entries

Winners!

Winners!
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A very

Special Thanks
 to those who came to score for our awards:

Nick Giuliani • Dr. Terry Braden
Chris and Dawn Manthei • Gary Tilmann

Dave Connors • Jon Zieman 

Sherri Froling - Reverse Bingo Winner

DNR Officers Ticket Sellers

Youth Participants / Youth Practicing

Winners!
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2019 NATIONAL SCI CONVENTION

Entertainment -

Trace Adkins,

ZZ Topp

and

Bellamy Brothers

Roger Froling

and Scott Carter

Roger Froling and Jeff Chadd

Ollie North
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2019 NATIONAL SCI CONVENTION

Pat and Nancy

Bollman

Roger and Sherri Froling with

Mary and Don Harter

Mary and Don Harter with

Ivan and Ashley Carter

Opening Ceremonies



In my wildest dreams I never thought I would be able to 
say that I have gone on a big game hunt in Africa. I grew 
up in a rural farming community in western Michigan. 
My parents were hard working people but we didn’t have 
a lot while I was growing up. I went to work at an early 
age and gave my earnings to my parents to help make 
ends meet. In 2017 I was blessed with the opportunity 
to experience what I thought would be the best hunt 
of my life.  I hunted with legendary Pieter Viviers at 
Marupa Safaris. During our 8 day hunt I harvested some 
phenomenal trophies including a gold medal Impala, a 
gold medal 60” southern greater kudu, and a silver medal 
cape buffalo. I was also able to harvest a sable, eland, 
gemsbok, black wildebeest, as well as a second impala 
and kudu. After shooting my cape buffalo in South Africa 
we named it Mattanu, which means “Gift from Above”  in 
Afrikaans. I was officially hooked and now wanted to go 
after the Dangerous Seven.

My first South Africa animal was a beautiful 42” Sable 
harvested on July 27th; it will always have a special place 
in my heart. Little did I know how much South Africa and 
the people that I would meet would have such an impact 
on me. You see, Pieter and I really became like brothers 
on that first trip, and now we find ourselves talking to 
each other at least 5 times a week.  Later in 2017 Pieter 
told me that he was going to be a part of a new free range 
concession in Mozambique with everything, including the 
Dangerous Seven. Here was another dream come true! I 
was going to have the opportunity to hunt with one of my 
best friends; and go after a leopard, crocodile and possibly 
a hippo if time allowed. The date was set for the end of 
May 2018. I was ecstatic to say the least, and my goal 
was to outdo my last Africa hunt.

A few weeks before leaving for Mozambique, I was fishing 
the Muskegon River with my good friend Kyle Randall 
from The Wilderness Journal. I was telling him about 
the trip and my goals of harvesting a croc, hippo and 

leopard. He informed me of the SCI Blue Bag Program 
and I was intrigued.  I was a new SCI member but I was 
unfamiliar with the program. I contacted Doug Chapin 
who coordinated the bags and learned that SCI provides 
the bags filled with supplies and has partnered with 
Delta Airlines to fly the bags free of charge. These bags 
are packed with school supplies, coloring supplies, chalk, 
soccer balls, and air pumps.  

Now the day of my departure arrived and I was more 
excited than a little boy at Christmas. I’m sure if you 
ask my wife Tracy about the days leading up to this she 
would be willing to share some of my crazy behavior. 
She and my daughter Anika drove me to the airport that 
day loaded with all the necessities along with the SCI 
Blue Bag, and I was off on an adventure to Africa. Upon 
landing in Johannesburg, Pieter picked me up and we 
headed back to his house for a family dinner and a little 
rest before the 10 day adventure ahead of us.  The next 
morning I was blessed to have breakfast with Pieter’s kids 
and ride along to drop them off at school.  After saying 
our goodbyes, we were on our way to the airport to fly 
into Tete, Mozambique to meet up with one of Pieter’s 
professional hunters G.C. He had driven through Zimbabwe 
with supplies for the hunt and then met us at the airport.

  After being cleared by security we headed out on a 6 
hour drive through some rough terrain. When we arrived 
at the rustic camp late in the evening, I was exhausted 
after my 3rd day of travel and practically fell into my 
bed. The next morning I was awoken by hippos calling 
out to one another, what a beautiful sound!  I felt like 
I was in a dream and couldn’t believe where I was and 
what I was getting to do.  At this moment I recall closing 
my eyes and humbly saying a prayer of thanks to God for 
everything he had done and has created. We had arrived 
in the dark, and as I crawled out of my tent that morning I 
was amazed by what I saw. There were so many beautiful 
things everywhere I looked.  I could see hippos and crocs 
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 AFRICA  Hunt of a Lifetime
 by Brandon O. Jurries
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  Hunt of a Lifetime
 

in the water, impala running over the grasslands, and a 
fish eagle swooping down to the water. Truly amazing!  I 
will remember the sounds and sights from this trip for as 
long as I live.
After breakfast we headed out into the bush to sight in 
the guns and find bait for the leopard hunt.  My 300 
win. mag and my 458 Lott were right on the money and 
we proceeded to scout the area, looking for impala and 
deciding the best baiting locations. Later that morning I 
was able to draw the first blood of the trip on a nice male 
impala; now we were officially hunting for leopard.  

On the third day our bait was hit by what they figured was 
a smaller lion or leopard. It was difficult to tell because the 
bait was torn out of the tree and dragged off.  We decided 
to watch this bait area for activity that night, so we asked 
our trackers to build an elevated blind for us while we went 
for more bait.  After a little while we found some impala 
and brought it back to them. I couldn’t believe it, but the 
blind was almost complete upon our return.  In fact, they 
probably would have been finished if it wasn’t for a run in 
with a lioness while gathering wood and brush. She was 
apparently napping in the weeds when they accidently 
walked up on her! Fortunately, she was full from a big 
meal and didn’t bother chasing them. We couldn’t help 
being on edge after that; this was true Africa!  We decided 
to sit in the blind for safety but soon heard the cracking of 
trees and heavy footsteps coming towards us! A large herd 
of elephants stopped about 60 yards away from our blind. 
I recall Pieter leaning over and telling me that if they 
got much closer we would have to shoot to prevent being 
trampled. Thankfully the elephants went around us but the 
destruction they left behind them was amazing to witness.
That night we spent in the blind was freezing. Pieter had 
worn only short sleeves and shorts; I had on long pants 
with a thin shirt and a light jacket.  We ended up passing 
the coat back and forth to try and stay warm through the 
night. It was too dangerous to walk back to camp after 
seeing elephants and lions. We couldn’t have left even 

if we wanted to, as the only way to get out of the blind 
was by climbing out the backside of it and onto the top of 
the truck.  G.C. had left with the truck and without a way 
to communicate with him, we were stranded there until 
morning. I don’t think I’ve ever been so happy to see the 
sun come up as I was that morning. Thankfully, the truck 
was warm when he picked us up at first light; I’m pretty 
sure I was in the truck before Pieter even got down. My 
body was painfully sore from shivering all night, but the 
suffering was well worth it because I was able to witness 
wild elephants for the first time.

We decided after a cold night we should take a short nap 
and then see if we could harvest a crocodile. The trackers, 
Pieter, G.C., and I visited several different villages to talk 
with locals and ask about any troublesome crocs.  We 
looked at many different crocs over the course of several 
hours but nothing really caught our eye. The last village 
we inspected was where the Chief lived. We talked with a 
Mother there that had recently lost her young daughter to 
a crocodile.  It was at this point that we knew no matter 
the size of this croc, he was our target. By this time, it was 
evening so we decided to wait until the next day when 
the sun would be directly over us.  That night in the blind 
while leopard hunting, the only thing I could think about 
was the lady from the village. She was just doing laundry 
with her daughter when her daughter was taken from her 
by a huge crocodile. My heart broke for her because I have 
a daughter of my own and could not bear the thought of 
losing her.

We had no luck getting a leopard that night so after 
breakfast and a short nap, it was time to pay a visit to the 
village with the problem crocodile. Midday came and it 
wasn’t long after 1 pm that the croc showed up, although 
he didn’t present himself on shore for a good shot until 
about 2:30 in the afternoon.  We had the camera set up 
and recording, I was on the sticks with my 458 Lott and 
Pieter was ready with his 500 Nitro just in case.  I looked 
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through the range finder just to make sure we were 
not too far away. It registered at 81 yards which was 
good because my gun was sighted in for 100 yards. 
I could feel my heart pounding as I closed my eyes, 
said a prayer, controlled my breathing, and then 
opened my eyes, ready to shoot.  Pieter asked if I 
was ready and I gave him thumbs up and squeezed 
the trigger.  Perfect shot! He was done right away 
but his nerves made him do a slow circle so we found 
ourselves putting a couple more rounds in him. He 
ended up half in the water and half on shore with 
zero movement. We celebrated knowing that the fun 
part was just ahead of us: the retrieval.
We paid a couple of local guys to take the canoe 
across the river to fetch the croc that had done so 
much harm to the village.  The man eater was dead!  
Once the croc was brought to our side of the river we 
used the Land Rover’s wench to pull him up. While 
this was going on, something 
I will never forget happened. 
The Mother who had lost her 
daughter approached me 
with tears streaming down 
her face and wrapped her 
arms around me in a big 
hug. Even though we didn’t 
speak the same language, I 
could understand every word 
and tears began to roll down 
my cheeks. I was thankful to 
have been able to bring her 
some peace in her tragedy 
and my heart was changed 
forever that day. Everyone 
from the village came down 
to check out the croc; we took 
pictures with the Chief and many kids.  Reality was 
setting in and I was a happy hunter, I just harvested 
a 15’2” croc!

On our way back to camp to have the croc skinned 
out, God spoke to my heart and I realized what 
needed to be done. You see, they don’t have wells 
so they must collect water from the river for drinking, 

laundry, washing dishes, and bathing. 
Over 1,000 people are killed by crocodiles 
in Mozambique every year. I wanted to 
find a way to raise money to bring wells 
and pumps to the area to make life safer 
for the people.  It wasn’t until the next day 
after Pieter and I visited the schools with 
our Blue Bags that we would know how to 
do this. What an experience!  Interacting 
with the kids, handing out school supplies, 
touring the two room school, and sitting on 
their long log benches was the highlight 
of my entire trip. The children sang for 
us that day, their smiles and laughter 

were something I’ll never forget.  I cannot believe 
how blessed we are here in the United States. I was 
dismayed to find out that most children do not attend 
school beyond 14 years of age. After that, most start 
families of their own. The books they use are nearly 
20 years old, and they have to share pencils or chalk 
to write.   

It was so much fun watching the kids play a soccer 
game with the new balls we had brought for them. 
Soccer is the major sport there and with only 2 soccer 
balls in the blue bag I brought with me, I really 
wanted to do more. I visited a local store but this was 
nothing like a store found in the states.  The room is 
about 12’ x 12’ and contained only a few clothing 
items, some sandals, and two soccer balls. I bought 

both and gave one to the school and the other to the 
village to be the designated game ball when they 
played matches against other villages. 

As the trip came to an end I was leaving with a big 
croc, and a heavy heart.  Pieter, G.C., and I talked 
about what to do for the villages for almost the entire 
26-hour drive home from Mozambique, through 

Zimbabwe, and into Johannesburg.  I decided to 
start a non-profit organization called Marupa United 
Network to help bring croc free water to villages and 
work with SCI and the Blue Bag program.  The Blue 
Bag program is such a huge way for hunters to give 
back to the people in the areas that they hunt.  We 
must work together and improve the lives of others 
wherever the sport takes us. 
 
 Marupa United Network will be working with Pieter 
Viviers and Tommy Steele of Marupa Safaris to bring 
at least 2 water wells and or pumps to the villages in 
Mozambique that I hunted. Marupa Safaris donated 
a hunt at the Mid Michigan SCI annual fund raiser 
on Feb. 22nd and 23rd.  I’m excited to report that 
the hunt went for $3750 which almost covers the 
expenses for both pumps that we are hoping to 
purchase. I am hopeful for more donations to enable 
us to cover the entire expense of these pumps. I 
plan on returning to Africa in May 2019 to see these 
pumps placed.  I will again be taking a couple of 
blue bags with me as well as supplies and personnel 
to build the pumps.  This trip should be awesome!  
For me it is no longer the harvesting of animals that 
is driving me, it is the desire to improve the lives of 
others. Our desire is not to change their culture or 
their way of living, but to hopefully ensure that no 
parent will have to face the reality of having their 
child taken by a crocodile. 

In the end, what I thought was the hunt of a lifetime 
on my first trip to Africa and the harvesting of so 
many animals, didn’t compare to the experience I 
had in Mozambique.  This was a life changing trip 
for me; my view on life will never be the same. 
I’d like to thank SCI for organizing the Blue Bag 
program; Kyle Randall for telling me about it; and 
Pieter Viviers for allowing me to experience it.  If you 
are traveling anywhere to hunt, I would encourage 
you to talk with your outfitter to arrange a visit 
with a Blue Bag.  If the outfitter doesn’t want to 
collaborate with you on the Blue Bag program, then 
perhaps you should rethink that outfitter.

For more information please visit my website at: 
www.marupaunitednetwork.com to see pictures and 
stories from people that have participated in the 
Blue Bag program.  I challenge you to help others 
by donating time or financial gifts to make dreams 
a reality for people across the world; this will make 
your hunt, A HUNT OF A LIFETIME.

“Be the change you wish to see in this world” - 
Gandi
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Two and a half years ago my dad approached me and 
asked if I wanted to hunt in Africa. I easily agreed on 
going. We did a lot of stuff to get ready. We shot at 
bottles, bought all sorts of clothes, and talked about 
what we were going to hunt. I choose to hunt an 
impala, blue wildebeest, and a warthog.

My dad told me that we would be hunting with three 
others, Lance, Lon, and John. My dad and I left on 
June 12 at 6:45 in the morning! I was dead tired but 
I couldn’t sleep because I was so excited. We went 
to Lon’s house. Then Lance came. We were driven to 
the airport and had lunch there. John met up with us 

while we were eating, so we were ready. We walked 
over to where the plane was and waited.

We were flying from Grand Rapids to Atlanta, then 
Atlanta to South Africa. The whole way to Atlanta I 
played on my phone. Then, in Atlanta we took a train 
to get from one end of the airport to the other. Then we 
waited for the plane. We were on by 8:00 pm and the 
plane was HUGE! I got the seat right in the middle of 
the plane. Right after we took off we got hot towels 
and a dinner with shrimp. Then I started watching 
movies like “Captain Underpants” and “Coco”.

After that I decided to take a nap. We were on the 
plane all night and most of the next day. We arrived 
in Johannesburg around 4:30pm. The five of us made 
our way through the airport and found or PH Peiter, 
and another PH Dolf. Then we began our 4 hour trip 
to camp. We stopped once for food at a place called 
Spur’s where I ate a ginormous burger and everyone 
else had eland. Later we had to stop because my 
stomach was hurting from it.  While we were stopped 
we got to look up at the stars and it was awesome 
because the moon wasn’t shining.  A constellation that 
we saw was the Southern Cross.  We made it to camp 
at 10:30ish and I was out cold before my head hit the 
pillow.

The next day everyone woke up at 6:30 and ate 
breakfast. Then we split up, my dad and I going with 
Peiter and our tracker, Jack. We drove around until 
about 9:00 and then we stopped at a water hole and 
waited for about an hour before spotting a nice impala. 
So I got into the prone position (lying down) and shot. 
It was an amazingly placed shot and the impala only 
ran about 40 yards. The shot was from 170 yards!

AFRICA
A Trip I Will Never Forget...as told by      Elijah Christensen

Elephant in Kruger

AFRICA
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My dad gave me a pocket knife after shooting it. After 
bringing the impala back to the skinning shed we went 
out to look again and had no luck until about 3:00. We 
spotted a warthog and I took a shot at it and dropped 
it where it was. Then we searched until about six (it’s 
their winter so it gets dark faster) and right before dark 
Peiter spotted a jackal and told my dad to shoot it. So 
my dad shot this moving jackal and then shot it again 
and it was done for good. We brought the two animals 
back, ate dinner, and went to sleep. 

The day after that, Friday, instead of 6:30 as the wake 
up time we woke up at 5:00. Yippee. After breakfast we 
went out hunting. We saw some impala but my dad got 
buck fever and shot at a moving one. He hit the thing 
low in the front leg, we found blood but no 
impala. We didn’t see anything for the rest of 
the morning so we went back to the lodge for 
lunch, and I decided to take a nap because I 
was wiped out. I slept until around 4:00 and 
when I woke up I started playing on my 3DS. 
When my dad got back I received the bad 
news, my dad hadn’t gotten anything. We 
ate bread shaped like a crocodile and impala 
meat for dinner. We heard around the fire 
that no one had had a successful day. My dad 
wanted to go night hunting, so we set off and 
he got a genet, which is like a big cat.

My dad was on fire Saturday, getting two 
animals in the morning and one in the 
afternoon. The first was a blue wildebeest 
about 20 minutes into the hunt. We spent 
two hours looking for it but finally found it. 
Then after we brought it back I spotted some 
impala at a water hole and my dad got it 
in 2 shots. Then after searching all day we 

were on our way back to the lodge when we spotted a 
few nyala and my dad got one of them, too. That was 
the end of that day. My dad went three for three on 
animals. The funniest part of the day was that after my 
dad shot the wildebeest, he had to use the bathroom so 
he cut the sleeve of his shirt off to use as toilet paper. 

AFRICA
A Trip I Will Never Forget...as told by      Elijah Christensen

Elijah and Dad with his Impala

Breakfast - Bacon, egg and cheese!

AFRICA
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The funny thing is he had toilet paper in the truck but the 
truck wasn’t with us.

We got up Sunday at 6:00, but it felt like five. After breakfast 
we found out we had the whole property to ourselves 
because everyone else was going to Tom’s place to hunt 
(Tom is also a PH). About ten minutes into the hunt we 
spotted some blue wildebeest in the exact same spot we 
saw them the day before after a short failed stalk we got 
back in the truck and tried to cut them off. We did and I 
nailed the shot. The wildebeest only ran 100 yards, which 
isn’t that far because they’re big animals. Plus, the shot 
was 180 yards. We went back to the lodge and stayed there 
until 10:00 then decided to head over to Tom’s. We didn’t 
see anything for the rest of the day, but after it got dark my 
dad shot a steenbok.

We got up early again the next morning and went over 
to Tom’s property but didn’t find anything in the morning 
so we went to Tom’s lodge and had blesbok brats for 
lunch. While we were eating Tom spotted a herd of red 
hartebeests and he and my dad stalked closer. When they 
were close enough for the shot, Tom told my dad that it 
wasn’t big enough and that he could find better. We went 
out again and I slept in the truck and I woke up when we 
stopped. Tom had spotted some red hartebeest and my dad 
and him started stalking them. My dad got it in 1 shot and 
then we went back to the lodge. At the lodge we found out 
that John was done with his hunting, because he shot his 
last animal that day.

  Tuesday we went back over to Tom’s and about 40 minutes 
into the hunt Tom caught sight of a huge warthog and my 
dad had trouble finding it in the scope. When he did get it 
in the scope he shot and the gun didn’t go off. So my dad 
racked the bullet out and put a new bullet in and then shot 
and that one fired. The pig ran around 150 yards before 
falling and my dad got another one shot kill. He was done 
hunting now. Around thirty minutes later my dad spotted 

Wildebeest

Blesbok

some blesbok through some trees and I got to finish my hunt by dropping an animal right where it stood. After we 
took it back, we got to go out to a small blind and hunt for meat for the locals. I shot a warthog in the head with 
a .22. That day we also went to a school. We gave them all sorts of things, like toys and toothbrushes.  They were 
very grateful.

Wednesday we went to a different lodge with Dolf. It was a five hour drive and I played my DS and we stopped at 
KFC to eat. When we got to the lodge, I was amazed by the beauty. There were four houses, one to eat and three 
to sleep in. Also, there was a pool, at least 25 animals on the walls, and a huge TV. I watched TV for the afternoon, 
and that night we went hunting for porcupine, but got 6 rabbits instead.
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We got up at a decent time Thursday (8:00) and we decided to 
head to Kruger National Park. We left around eleven and ate lunch 
there. I got a bacon, egg, and cheese sandwich with chips (fries). 
Then we searched for animals and found three of the Big Five. We 
saw some cape buffalo, elephant, and a black rhino. We went to 
where we were staying in a chalet in Kruger and got settled in. 
Then we went to eat, and I ordered the bacon, egg, and cheese 
again. But at this restaurant, we had to wait over an hour for our 
food.

On Friday we had another early morning at 6:00. We went to 
a restaurant this morning and I ordered the bacon, egg, and 
cheese again. I got it so many times because it was delicious. 
We checked around the park and saw a few lions stalking zebra 
which was cool. But we never found a leopard. After that we went 
back to the lodge and relaxed for the rest of the day.
 
I got up the next morning at 8:00 and took a shower. Then my dad 
and I went to help Lon hunt a kudu. He didn’t get anything after 
a few stalks and just before we gave up for lunch we all spotted a 
nice kudu bull and Lon dropped it. Dolf said it was a real nice one. 
After dinner we stayed up late and talked around the campfire. 
We also had fun trying to get the whip they had to make noise and 
looked at the star constellations.

Sunday was our last full day in Africa so my dad, John, and I went 
to get souvenirs. While we got the souvenirs the others golfed. For 
lunch we all got burgers and shakes at a place called Wimpy’s. We 
went back to the lodge and I finished reading my 3rd book on the 
trip, watched TV, and packed. 

Monday we flew home. I really liked it in South Africa, but I 
couldn’t wait to see the rest of my family. We had our final meal 
made by Felix, our chef on the trip (I’m going to miss his cooking). 
Then we got on the road and started the long 5 hour drive to the 
airport in Johannesburg. We stopped at Peiter’s house to use the 
bathroom. Then we went to the airport and said bye to the PH’s. 
After that we began the long flight home. It was mostly the same 
as last time, because I watched movies again.

We flew all night until 6:00 in the morning. When we landed in Atlanta we had breakfast at one of the restaurants 
then went to wait for our flight. We finally got on our flight back to Grand Rapids. I slept the whole way. When 
we got off the plane we said bye to John and Lance. Then we went to Lon’s place to get my dad’s truck. After we 
said bye to Lon we started our long drive home. I helped take the luggage into the house. Then I said hello to my 
grandparents who were visiting from Arizona and went to sleep. It was only 7:00. I know I will never forget this 
trip or the people I met on it.

Warthog

School visit
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                  by Mary Harter

While attending the National Sportsman’s Caucus auction in Traverse 
City, I bought an alligator hunt.  We met Lane Stephens who was there 
and had donated the hunt and found out a little more about it.  Lane is 
a lobbyist working mostly in Tallahassee, Florida, and hunts nuisance 
alligators when they are called in.  Lane is the exclusive hunter in this 
county and we would be hunting on Lake Talquin near Quincy, which is 
near Tallahassee.

After several phone calls checking to see if he had permits for 
nuisance alligators, My husband, Don, and I were off on a 16-
hour drive from Michigan to Florida.  We stayed in a place at the 
Whippoorwill Resort right on Lake Talquin.  Many boat slips were on 
the lake in front of our place and we talked to several fishermen who 
were catching bream and bass.  Several families had been fishing.  
This would be a great place to come back and fish.

That evening we met Lane for dinner at The Whip and went out to 
hunt gators.  When people call in to report a nuisance gator, Lane has 
45 days in which to hunt for it.  He can hunt within 100 feet of the 
property being checked or set out baits within the 100 feet and after 
the gator takes the bait, find the gator with the float and shoot it with 
a bang stick.  A bang stick is a metal pole with a Powerhead, a direct-
contact, underwater firearm.  His was loaded with a .357 magnum.

Don and I were out with Lane in his boat by 7 pm and saw at least 
30 alligators. Lane had a nice 16-foot fiberglass boat with a 70-horse 
motor.  It got dark around 9 pm and then the gators could be spotted 
by their eyes using a flashlight or head lamp.  None of the gators 
were ones we could hunt so we decided to go back to our place and 
try again the next day.  Lane invited us over for an alligator dinner he 

Page 20  www.midmichigansci.org



would cook at his father-in-law’s just a few doors down 
from where we were staying.

The next morning, we drove to Havana and Thomasville 
just checking out the area.  About 6 pm we met Lane and 
enjoyed a delicious meal of deep fat fried alligator, French 
fries, and coleslaw.  Lane cooked the gator for 30 seconds 
in a basket in the 350-degree fat, then took it out for 30 
seconds, back in for 30, out for 30, back in for 30, and 
then it was done.  The best meat is white and in the tail of 
the gator but there is red meat in the legs and neck which 
is good but sells for a cheaper price.

Then we went out again hunting for alligators.  Lane had 
set two baits and one had been taken.  We searched and 
searched for the white float that had been attached to the 
bait.  While out looking we enjoyed seeing the homes and 
cottages in the area.  At one home, an old hound always 
slept on the dock.  At another home the gators came up 
where they stored their jet skis.  No wonder they wanted 
them eliminated.  Many fishermen had seen gators and one 
was over 10 feet.  We saw many large gators but always 
too far away from where we could hunt them.  We did 
find one and Lane cast over his back until he was finally 
hooked.  Then he gave me the rod and I think both Lane 
and Don enjoyed watching me struggle with a gator until 
I had him up to the boat tired out.  He was small and just 

hooked under the skin, so Lane took the hook out of him 
and let him go.

We finally found the bait after dark down in a canal.  Since 
the alligator had swallowed the bait (pig lungs) it had to be 
killed even though it wasn’t as large as we wanted.  I used 
the bang stick and had to hit it twice.  You really must hit 
them hard to make it go off.  I really had to rethink what 
I was doing as I usually take aim and slowly and softly 
squeeze a trigger. You aim just behind the skull in the 
soft area over the spine and a .357 magnum really takes 
them out quick.  When it went off we got sprayed with 
water.  Don, sitting in the front, also was splashed.  Lane 
had several permits, so I could hunt more than one gator.  
Lane takes between 30 and 75 each year and utilizes all the 
meat.  

The next day we drove to Apalachicola and ate grilled 
oysters and oyster stew at Boss Oyster right on the water.  
Their motto was “Shut up and Shuck”.
(See cover photo)  

We went out hunting again around 7 pm.  We saw many 
gators but again, not where we could hunt them.  We were 
getting pretty good at spotting their eyes just peeking out 
of the water.  We put out seven more baits.  That evening 
we joined Lane at The Whip for their Saturday night special 
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of potatoes and polish sausage covered in peel and eat 
shrimp with ears of corn.

The next morning, we went out early to check on the baits.  
You never know what might take the bait.  Sometimes a 
turtle will get it and they just eat the meat off the hook and 
don’t get hooked.  Two baits had been eaten by turtles.  
The many turtles that we saw were very large, large 
enough to eat.  Two baits hadn’t been hit.  Finally, a bait 
had been taken by a gator and we found him down near the 
edge of the lake under some tree roots.  It took awhile to 
sort him out but after some untangling, there he was, and 
I shot him.  I had to hit him twice.  The first time I hit him 
hard enough to take off a piece of his skin, but it didn’t go 
off.  The next time it went off and we got soaked again.  He 
was larger than my first gator but still small.  We took him 
to Lane’s father-in-law’s dock and tied him off in the water 
to keep cool and continued hunting.

Another bait had been hit but we looked and looked and 
couldn’t find the float.  Another had been hit and the gator 
was right there.  After a little repositioning, I shot and 
got him.  He was larger than the first three.  We added 
him to the dock.  We kept hunting for the gator that had 
gotten away with the float and found a great gator sunning 
himself on a log.  He was over ten feet and just what we 
needed.  Now if only he has a string in his mouth attached 
to a float.  The side we could see had no string.  After 
admiring him and taking pictures, he slid off into the water 
and no float was attached.

That was the last bait that was out, so we called it a day 
and decided to go home.  We had a wonderful time with 
Lane, saw many gators and learned a lot about the area.  
We had meat to take home and great memories.  Maybe 
next time we will connect with a large gator.
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As avid hunters and outdoorsmen, we know the 
comforting feeling of peace and serenity while being 
in nature.  We also know the comradery that comes 
with talking about our past hunts (and follies) with 
our fellow hunters.  For us, the nature is a form of 
therapy unlike any other.  And Tony Mizzoili, owner 
of Crooked Foot Hunt Club, in Owosso Michigan 
provides this type of therapy for our nation’s 
veterans on 300 acres of pristine ground.  

With the staggering number of PTSD and mental 
health related diagnosis for veterans, the common 
form of therapy comes in the form of talking and/
or medications.  But there is something to be said 
for being outdoors and with a group people that 
has shared a similar experience.  My husband and 
I are both Air Force veterans serving in Operation 
Enduring Freedom and Operation Iraqi Freedom 
were fortunate to attend this year’s hunt.  

The annual Veterans Pheasant Hunt at the Crooked 
Foot Hunt club showcases beautiful facilities and 
a warm and welcoming staff.  Upon arrival, we 
registered for the hunt and received a hat, provided 
by SCI, shells for our shotguns, and hearing and 
eye protection.  We proceeded to the meeting room 
which had bounty of fresh donuts and hot coffee.  
This a great time to sit and talk with other veterans, 
discussing where we were stationed at, deployments 
that we have been on and things that we missed 
about the military.  Before the hunt, we honored 
the flag by standing for the National Anthem and 
a safety briefing from Lynn Coleman, the Director 
of the Discovering Recreation & Exploring Wildlife 
(DREW) Foundation.  The Mid-Michigan SCI 
Chapter was represented by Vice President, Jon 
Zieman and Board Director, Randy Raymond 
both members thanked those veterans present for 
their service.  Names were chosen by random to 
participate in a shooting competition of clay targets 
which I’m proud to say that the Air Force won.  

Then comes the moment filled with anticipation, 
we are transported out for the tower hunt where 
hundreds of pheasants were released and top-
notch guides with their dogs from around the state 
retrieved the game.  As we stood in our blind, 
feeling the cold wind on our face, and watching 
the excellent dog work, it brought a sense of thrill 
and joy.  There was also a bit a friendly jabbing 
and joking about missed shots.  Every so often 
a volunteer drove around to check if we needed 
anything such as more shells.  We truly appreciated 
the feeling of being catered to.  

Annual Veterans Pheasant Hunt
Crooked Foot Hunt Club

by Sandra Meyer

During lunch that was generously provided by the 
sponsors and prepared by Jimmy Reynolds consisted of 
pheasant poppers as an appetizer followed by smoked 
pork lion, mashed potatoes with gravy and corn.  
Following lunch, two guns were raffled off for the veterans 
that were generously donated by the Grand River Chapter 
of the Michigan Duck Hunters Association.  The joy of the 
winner’s faces as they held their prizes was accompanied 
by more jabbing us veterans have grown so accustomed 
to.  After the dishes were cleared and a few more 
donuts were enjoyed, a special thank you and mention 
to the sponsors of this event was mentioned.  These 
organizations included the Mid-Michigan, Lansing, and 
Detroit SCI clubs, Michigan Operation Freedom Outdoors 
(MOFO), Lansing Area Veterans Coalition, Michigan Duck 
Hunters Association, The Mannik & Smith Group, Dean 
Transportation, and Towne Mortgage Company.  

After all the dishes were cleared and a few more donuts 
were enjoyed it was time for the walk up hunt.  Bringing 
our own bird dogs was an option, we choose to walk 
behind some of the best bird dogs in the state.  18 guides 
brought their best dogs out to display their impressive bird 
searching skills.  Watching these four-legged companions 
point, flush, and retrieve was a joy.  

When the hunts ended, Crooked Foot Hunt Club had a 
person that cleaned all the game, bagged it and prepared 
it for the trip home.  Not enough credit is given to the 
experience that Tony Mizzoili, sponsors, and volunteers 
that this hunt provided to the 62 veterans in attendance.  
Despite coming from different branches of service, 
participating in different conflicts, the age gaps- we shared, 
for a moment, the brotherhood we so greatly longed for.  
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Jack Freighters 1972
Polar Bear Hunt

FR NT SIGHT

by Paul Conner

Several months ago I had an idea for a hunting story like few 
others, a first ever Polar bear hunt in the high arctic with eskimo 
guides that had never seen a white man.  I then Emailed our award winning chapter 
magazine editor Mary Harter and asked if this story would be of any interest and she 
said... YES!  

I then contacted Jack Feightners widow Betty and their personal secretary to ask them 
about filed away papers, notes, newspaper articles and anything else pertaining to 
hunting and especially Polar bear hunting.  Days later a large folder was delivered to my 
house by his son.  So, now with pen in hand my work begins. 

This story is about my two old friends Jack Feightner & Cecil Roberts, both recently 
passed on to the happy hunting grounds.  They were hunting partners for many years 
and had been collecting all the North American trophies except the arctic creatures... 
Polar Bears, Walrus, Seals and Muskoxen.  While out west on a hunt in the late 60’s they 
met a hunter who had successfully taken a monster Polar bear (“White Fury”) west 
of Kotzebue Alaska, a bear so large and famous it’s still on display in a Nevada casino.  
They knew then and there both had to get the white bear “Nanook”.  While sifting 
through Jacks many old hunt papers, receipts, licenses, etc. stored for years in a musty 
basement I found letters dated 1970-71 where Jack had written for information on arctic 
locations that could get them a Polar bear.  Then, a Canada guide friend of theirs, Stan 
Burrell, told them about an eskimo village in the Northwest Territories being contracted 
to offer an arctic Polar bear hunt in the near future.  They called another friend, Bert 
Klineburger, about this and he confirmed it was true.  Jack then wrote to the head of 
Big Game Management in the Canada Northwest Territories government and was given 
all the necessary forms to complete for two polar bear hunters on the first Polar bear 
hunt ever offered on Holman Island the following March 1972.  Jack & Cecil completed 
all the required forms, added a deposit check and mailed everything back immediately 
to the NWT government officer in charge.  To be permitted to offer paid Polar bear 
hunts on the Canadian island, the NWT government changed the Holman Island 
annual bear quota from “unlimited” to 12 bears per year.  Guided Hunts for 4 bears per 
year was decided on by the Holman Eskimo committee, the balance being for village 
residents use. The previous year they took 84 bears. Now the story gets interesting, 
another letter arrived shortly after from the Holman Island Eskimo CO-OP stating the 
Holman Community Association Polar bear hunt cost includes all but the clothing to 
be worn on the hunt, attached is the recommended clothing and cost to each hunter for 
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a complete eskimo hunting outfit (outside caribou parka, inner wolverine parka, 
Wolf ruff for parka, 2 pr. Muckluk boots, 1 pr. moose gloves, 2 pr. caribou gloves 
with a duffle to hold everything).  Made to your exact measurements at $190.50 
each.  They gladly accepted the surprising offer and to this day have kept some of 
this unique clothing.  

Also, the Canada air travel was booked for both men by the NWT Eskimo CO-
OP Coordinator and all they had to do was get to Edmonton Alberta to start 
their journey north to the arctic. Jack had considered flying his company plane 
to Alberta but the trip was already quite long and March is bad weather time 
in the northern lands so they decided on a commercial flight to Edmonton.  
According to the provided air travel instructions, both hunters were booked on 
a Pacific Western airline flight from Edmonton to Norman Wells, then Norman 
Wells to Yellowknife. A couple days later they were booked on the new weekly 
flight to Holman Island aboard a Northward Aviation plane.  Nearly a month 
before leaving on their hunt both hunters received a document from the Canada 
Minister of Fisheries, a NWT sport sealing license for two seals each on Holman 
Island. Very rigid instructions to be followed were also enclosed:  Hunt to be 
north of 60 degrees north latititude, with a resident native guide, in a native 
owned boat for transportation.  All seal meat must be given to the guide.       

They both now have their Remington 7mm Magnum rifles degreased and 
sighted-in for the hunt and both have packed all the gear they were told was 
necessary to bring with them to the arctic village. 

Now the flight crew to Holman, when all the very few (3) passengers were aboard, 
the pilot asked if anyone had a pilots license, both Jack & Cecil held up their 
hands.  The pilot then asked if either had an instrument rating, and again, Jack 
& Cecil held up their hands.  The co-pilot couldn’t make it so Cecil, the closest 
to the cockpit, got to ride 2nd seat up front all the way there.  After thousands of 
miles and many days travel they arrive at the Holman Island eskimo village where 
the entire eskimo community turned out to welcome their special guests and first 
Polar bear hunters. Most had never seen a white person.  Having no air strip to 
land on, the twin propeller driven aircraft landed in the center of the village on 
the smooth hard packed snow, closely passing by many surprised residents. It’s 
also the warmest day of the hunt at minus 35 degrees below zero!  

After a long night of learning about the hunt, the dangers of the arctic, and the 
polar ice-pack where the hunt will take place... they got a much needed good 
nights sleep.
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The next morning the local school was closed so the whole village could 
witness the two hunters start their Polar bear hunt in traditional hunting 
sleds pulled by eskimo dogs with village fathers, brothers & uncles for 
guides.  Those guides are Simon, Jimmy, Morris & Patsy.  Patsy being the 
only member of this hunt still alive today.  The three sleds were pulled by  11, 
13 & 15 dogs that were not pampered in the least and minded the handlers 
every command quickly as a command might mean the difference between 
life and death.  All three dog sleds were tightly packed with everything that 
might possibly be needed for a long & cold hunt, the hunt reached out 125 
miles to locate the two trophy Polar bears on day 8.  The average temperature 
every day was minus 50-60 degrees below zero!  Every night out an igloo had 
to be built, sleeping quarters made on animal hides to make sleep possible 
on the hard frozen ice-pack, and then food had to be prepared for the 
hunters, guides and the many sled dogs.  (As a side note, the eskimos didn’t 
know how white people went to the toilet so they built a special addition to 
the end of the igloo the first night out. Smiling, the guys told them it wasn’t 
needed though)

The terrible cold and long days on rough ice, pressure ridges and the 
frequent snow pelting were taking its toll on the two white hunters but they 
were determined to get a bear no matter what it took.  They found three 
sets of fresh bear tracks late on the 8th day, they belonged to Jacks 9ft bear,  
Cecils 10ft bear and a female.  Arriving back to the village much much later 
the village elders held a traditional hunters dance ceremony to honor the 
bears. 
About now you’re probably wondering.. “Where’s the pictures?”.  Well, 
they’re next but this story doesn’t end here.  (Pictures go here)  Yes, the 7mm 
magnum rifles did the job just fine, it’s all Jack & Cecil used for 30-40 years 
of big game hunting, and getting, all the North America trophies available at 
the time. 

All the eskimo guides were rewarded financially as well as being given much 
extra clothing & hunting equipment for their hard work, committment and 
perseverance 24 hours a day.  Then, the long journey back home was upon 
them and they returned to --WORK!  

Full standing mounts were ordered for both Polar bear trophies and then 
the next hunt was booked in Alaska for Walrus, Seals and a Muskox.  This 
next hunt in Alaska completed their trophy list of animals, but both were 
dedicated deer hunters for many years after.  
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Locating, restoring & remounting the many slides taken on this trip required two 
years and lots of Photoshop work.  Many rolls of film broke in the frigid cold and the 
cameras both men carried worked sluggishly, focused stiffly, and often incorrectly.  
We made a video slideshow of this hunt for local friends and hunters to see and 
perhaps envy.   

Thirty long years later my hunting partner of many years, Jim Stender, and myself 
had wanted to take this arctic hunt as well, so we had our booking agent make the 
arrangements. We book hunts two years ahead for preparation time and to eliminate 
problems.  Nearing our hunt time, for some unknown reason, Jim decided to have 
a serious heart attack, and it was too late for a cancellation of our hunt or a refund.  
So, I decided to go by myself as few in their right mind would follow me to this land, 
where nothing is simple, forever is close to the horizon, and life is unimaginable 
to anyone who has never been there.  A newspaper article about the 1972 hunt 
was titled: “On the Edge of Insanity!”  Obviously the writer was not much into 
adventurous outdoor undertakings.  Anyway, one evening my wife mentioned to 
Jacks wife, during a phone conversation, that she was a little worried about me going 
alone on this hunt and left it at that.  Two days later Jack showed up at my house and 
said he heard of Jims misfortune, wishing him well, and said he was going to take his 
place on this hunt.. period, end of story.  His secretary would send Jim a check for 
his half of the hunt.  The hunt was cold and successful with the story told in the Mid-
Michigan chapter magazine several years ago.

At 88 years of age and recovering from a health issue, Jack called one afternoon and 
told me to book the Polar bear hunt we had talked about recently as he was ready for 
one last hunt, so, I called Northern Outfitters, who we hunted with previously, and 
said we wanted to hunt Polar bears the following November or February.  Ten days 
later Jack died suddenly and I cancelled the hunt.

When we get older we tend to remember our friends, what they mean to us, and how 
we enjoy doing certain things with them.  Count your friends and ask yourself how 
many would go with you to “The edge of insanity”, for the cost of a new car, risking 
their lives daily just for your friendship.  This was Jack Feightner, our friend. 
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By Abbe Mulders

I grew up with a father who was a Michigan deer 
Hunter.  Every November I remember my Dad 
taking off for a week of deer hunting, and quite 
often, he would come home with a deer that gave 
us venison for supper.   Interestingly enough, my 
mother HATED venison, so when it was on the 
menu for that evening, my Dad would be the one 
to cook supper.  Even with my Dad being such 
an avid outdoorsman – he loved to fish as well as 
hunt – I never really caught the hunting ‘bug’.  
 
When I met my future husband, Joe, he really 
wasn’t into hunting much either.  He used to 
tell me stories about trapping animals on his 
farm, and spearing fish in the ditches, but he 
hadn’t really joined the annual trek to the woods 
on November 15th – that is until he got excited 
about joining my Dad and brother the year we got 
married.  

As traditions are created, Joe, my Dad, my 
brother, and Joe’s Dad, Henry (he was now 
joining the hunting mania as well) starting 
planning out what State land they were going to 
hunt in year after year.  They would start their 
preparations in late October – loading up Henry’s 
motor home, planning their spots, and readying 
their guns. 
 
One year, Joe actually convinced me to come out 
for a day and hunt with him.  It was a beautiful 
Michigan afternoon – the sun was shining, 
we had a great spot to sit – perfect for ……. A 
NAP!!   Needless to say, we didn’t see a deer that 
afternoon and that was the end of my hunting 
experience. 
 
Even though I didn’t hunt myself, I was always 
happy that Joe enjoyed it so much.  He had joined 
the Mid-Michigan Chapter of SCI many years 
earlier and over the years as I got to know the 
people in the Chapter and the Board members, I 
would attend many events with Joe.  I volunteered 
and was appointed to the Board when one of the 
members became ill and had to resign.

At the February 2018 Mid-Michigan Chapter 
Fundraiser a raffle drawing was held for a Mule 
deer hunt in Montana with Jeff Chadd (Majestic 
Mountain Outfitters) and his family.   Joe & I had 
gotten to know the Chadd family through many 
SCI activities that we have attended over the 
years.  When it came time to fill out the tickets for 
the raffle, without giving it a thought, I put Joe’s 
name on several tickets and then put my name on 
several tickets.

Imagine my surprise when my name was called 
as the winner of the Raffle!  I absolutely could not 
believe it – nor could Joe.  He didn’t realize that I 
had entered my name on any of the tickets!

Everyone at the Fundraiser kept asking me if I 
was going to give the hunt to Joe, which also took 
me by surprise.   To this day, I’m not exactly sure 
why, but in a split second I decided that I was the 
one who was going on the prized hunt.  Joe and 
I talked with Jeff and agreed that Joe could buy 
an additional hunt and we could go to Montana 
together to get Mule deer.

Since I hadn’t really ever shot a rifle before, Joe 
and I developed a plan to practice shooting the 
next summer on our property to get me ready for 
the big hunt.  As with a lot of plans, stuff happens 
to disrupt or change those plans.  Such was the 
case in June when I had a freak accident and 
broke my ring and pinky finger on my shooting 
hand.  I ultimately ended up needing surgery to 
put pins into the fingers to ensure that I would be 
able to get the maximum flexibility back as the 
bones healed.  It took 8-9 weeks for the fractures 
to heal, followed by 5 weeks of occupational 
therapy.  The end result is that the fingers will not 
bend and flex like my other fingers and probably 
never will, AND, I lost most of the summer 
without practicing any shooting.

Thanks to Joe and his experience in long-range 
shooting course, he knew exactly what to do to 
get me started and into a practice routine that 

A RAFFLE WINNER’S

Montana Mule Deer Hunt
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helped me quickly gain confidence and comfort in 
shooting my rifle.  We also discovered that I had 
a natural talent for shooting and could overcome 
the limitations that my fingers posed.  Within a 
few short weeks, we both felt that I was ready to 
take on the hunt.

We had hoped to drive to Montana and take our 
time doing some sight seeing along the way.   As 
it turned out, Jeff called and asked us if we could 
come a day or two earlier so we drove straight 
to Montana from Michigan.   It had just started 
to snow when we got there late Wednesday 
evening.  

Thursday and Friday were pretty much spent 
scouting and glassing for animals because no 
shooters presented themselves.   The weather 
continued to snow and the temperatures kept 
dropping.  One morning the temperature reading 
was 1 degree at daybreak – Brrrrr!  Saturday 
ended up being my big day – we had gotten on 
a few deer in the morning, but I just couldn’t get 
myself situated to shoot, and the deer ended up 
taking off without me shooting. 

A bit later in the morning, our guides Bryan and 
Ben had gotten out of the truck on a high ridge 
and were glassing for animals.   All of a sudden, 
they came back to the truck and asked if I was 
ready to get my deer.  I sprang into action and 
Joe helped get my gun out of the truck.   Bryan 

helped me set up the shooting sticks, and I 
was readying my aim, when Ben says – “wait 
a minute here comes a few more deer – maybe 
a better choice.”  I see the other buck come up 
the hill and I move my scope to the new deer.  
The buck pauses momentarily and I aim the rifle 
for the heart shot, just as I had been practicing 
in my head for the prior two days.   I was 
remarkably calm and upon Bryan’s urging, I took 
the shot!  I watched as the deer sprinted a few 
yards and then fell straight down the hill into 
a small gulley.  I put my head down and said a 
little prayer – just as Joe was coming up behind 
me to give me a great big hug.   I had done it – 
with just 1 shot!!!  What relief and pride I felt – 
we were all hugging and high-fiving each other.

Now came the tricky part – the deer had actually 
fallen in the gulley that was not accessible with 
the truck – which meant somehow getting the 
animal up to the truck was going to be a bunch 

of work.  Bryan and Ben decided that they were 
going to have to carry the deer up the high ridge.   
In order to carry it, they also needed to gut the 
animal to make it lighter to carry.  I watched from 
the high ridge as they worked at gutting the 
animal and then hauling it ever so slowly up the 
mountain.   In some ways I felt bad that they had 
to work so hard to retrieve my deer. 

Once it was loaded up into the truck, we set out 
to find a spot for pictures.   Bryan found a great 
spot and together with Ben, they posed my deer 
and I for some great pictures.   In one of the 
pictures that I like the best, the deer’s leg looks 
injured.  Many people ask about that deer’s leg 
and what happened to it, so I get to tell the story 
of the kill again and again.

I am grateful to Jeff Chadd and his family, Bryan 
and Ben for making our hunting trip a wonderful 
experience that I will remember for a very long 
time.   The Chadd’s not only guide for Mule deer 
in Montana, but also hunt sheep and bear in 
Alaska.   

And Oh – by the way, Joe also had success and 
shot his Mule deer on Sunday!  Our plan is to get 
our deer mounted as shoulder mounts and hang 
them on a wall together in our basement side by 
side.  
 

A RAFFLE WINNER’S

Montana Mule Deer Hunt
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Deer Camp Debates Never Stop
“A Veteran’s Advice for Young and Old”

By Robert Mills, Owner, Pine Hill Club
For over 65 years I have enjoyed deer camp debates over 
numerous “hot topics” about hunting whitetail deer.  Heated 
discussions about best RIFLES, CALIBERS, BULLET WEIGHTS, 
and OPTICS, to mention only a few.

My experience based on thousands 
of hours in the woods and many 
years in deer camps lead me to 
some basic conclusions regarding 
the above topics.  These conclusions 
might serve as “good advice” for both 
the young deer hunter as well as the 
veteran.

I am well aware that whatever I say, 
based on my experience in deer 
camps can and probably will be 
challenged by other hunters with 
differing views and opinions.  To 
those that disagree, I can only say, 
“Let’s agree to disagree”.  However, 
I stand solid on my opinions based 
on over 65 years in Michigan deer 
camps.

As a disclaimer for my position, 
I must tell you that I have made 
most every mistake that a hunter 
could make while trying to tag a 
deer.  Hopefully I have learned from 
my mistakes but do not consider 
myself an expert but only a passionate 
whitetail hunter with years of experience in the woods.

RIFLE SELECTION:
Over the years I have owned many deer rifles.  I have used every 
action available from semi-automatics, pump actions, bolt 
actions, lever action, and single shot rifles.  All have dropped 
deer, but time and experience in the woods have brought me to 
one conclusion.  THE HUNTER MUST BE COMFORTABLE WITH 
THEIR RIFLE.

Four factory brands head my list of favorites:  Remington, 
Winchester, Ruger, and Browning.  Other makes could be 
included but a beginner or veteran could not go wrong with 
any of these top four.

As a youth in the 1950’s, the lever action was very, very popular.  
Every new hunter wanted a Winchester Model 94 in the 30-30 
caliber or a Marlin Model 336 in the 30-30 caliber.  These rifles 
were the “benchmark” for Michigan deer hunters.  (I bought my 
first Winchester 30-30 for $45.00 and paid $2.00 per week until 

I had it paid off.)  Considered a short-range brush rifle, the lever 
action was widely carried by deer hunters in Michigan.

The legendary Jack O’Conner swore by 
the Winchester Model 70 bolt action 
in the .270 caliber.  His writings about 
this rifle and his hunting success led to 
a rapid rise in the popularity of the bolt 
action rifle.

Any hunter today cannot go wrong 
with any of the four factory brands 
listed.  All will put venison on the 
buck pole in the hands of an accurate 
shooter.

The BEST OF THESE RIFLES can be 
debated until “hell freezes over’ but 
both the young or veteran deer hunter 
cannot go wrong with any one of the 
four brands recommended.

The most important factors of any rifle, 
in my opinion, is (1) TRIGGER PULL, and 
(2) CONFIDENCE in the accuracy on 
the part of the shooter.  Experience has 
shown that a trigger pull in the 3 pound 
range is the standard.  Whatever rifle or 
trigger pull used, the hunter must be 
able to shoot accurately.  ENUFF SAID!

CALIBER SELECTION:
The topic of BEST CALIBER for anchoring game generates 
numerous hours of camp debate.  Deer have been poled in our 
camp by ALL calibers listed below.  Other calibers, not listed, 
have also harvested whitetails.

Five favorite calibers among our hunters seem to rise above all 
others in the never-ending debate.  I will tell it like it is from my 
many years of experience.  The “BEST CALIBERS” for whitetails 
are:  30-06, 270, 308, 7mm Mag, and the “hot” 7mm-08.  Other 
calibers have poled deer like the .243 and the 30-30, but I will 
tell you the most successful REPEAT HUNTERS use one of the 
above five calibers.  ENUFF SAID!

BULLET WEIGHT:
Hours of camp debate center around bullet brands and weight.  
Any bullet well placed will kill a deer.  For brevity sake I will 
share the most popular brand of bullets used at the Pine Hill 
Club.  REMINGTON CORLOCK.  No matter what the caliber, 
hunters like to match bullet weight to hunting conditions.  
Lighter bullets (130, 150, 165) for long distance shooting, (200 

“Let The Buck-Pole do the Talking”
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plus yards), and heavier bullets for short distance (50 to 150 yards).  The 
heavier bullet choices include 150 to 220 grain bullets.  The debate over 
BEST bullet weight is never ending.  ENUFF SAID!

OPTICS (Scopes and Binoculars):
Having a quality rifle with an inferior scope is a never-ending debate 
in deer camp.  Not only a quality scope but a quality mount is critically 
important to hunter accuracy and success.

One of my favorite sporting goods stores is JAY’S SPORTING GOODS 
located in Clare, Michigan.  JAY’S stock a large selection of quality optics 
at fair prices.

Experience has taught me that a quality scope and binoculars are 
absolutely necessary equipment for the consistently successful hunter.  
Scopes in the 3 to 9 magnification range with 40 plus objects appear to 
work best.  The larger the objective, the more light gathering ability of 
the scope.  More light means added hunting time at dawn and dusk.

I really like NIKON, REDFIELD, VORTEX, and LEUPOLD brand optics.  
Whatever your choice, use what is comfortable.  Shooter confidence is 
critical to shooter success.

Numerous brands of binoculars are available.  Brands come in all sizes 
and magnifications.  Binos in the 8 x 40 or 10 x 42 range are very 
popular in most deer camps.  Whatever size or brand you choose, get 
the best quality pair that you can afford.  My choice is VORTEX in 10 x 
42.

In summary, DEER CAMP DEBATES will never stop.  Every hunter has 
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an opinion and their favorite choices of equipment.  
However, most hunters have not had 65 seasons, “under 
their belts”.  This doesn’t make me an expert but as I 
always say – “LET THE BUCK POLE DO THE TALKING.”

I hope the reader, both young or old, like my 
experienced opinions.  IF NOT, THE DEBATE 
CONTINUES!  I wish all, good luck in tagging your BUCK.

Author and son with Bow Buck
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Thank you letters....
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SCI 2019

    SCI Past President Larry B. Higgins received the Hall of Fame Award on Saturday 
evening at the national convention in Reno, Nevada.
 Larry Higgins has been active in SCI for more than 40 years. He helped revitalize the 
Mid-Michigan Chapter in 2002 and continued moving up within the ranks, serving on 17 
various committees and/or sub-committees and task forces for both SCI and SCIF.
 Becoming SCI President in 2015 was his greatest honor. From the Cecil the lion 
debacle six weeks into his first term to the formation and implementation of the Long 
Range Strategic Plan, plus his continued work unifying like-minded hunting and 
conservation organizations to present a stronger unified force, he had a full slate. 
Higgins is currently Chair of the Record Book Committee and remains busy on several 
other committees.
 Higgins had a successful career in law enforcement with the Detroit Police Dept. and, 
even after moving 250 miles to northern Michigan to work in the family business, worked 
as a Cheboygan County Sheriff’s Deputy at night.
 In business, Higgins has been awarded eight U.S. patents; most notably for the 
original hi-arc water fall faucet spouts appearing in kitchens since 1994. In 1993, 
Higgins won Michigan’s Turnaround Entrepreneur of the Year Award for taking the family 
business through tough and often debilitating situations to record high sales in two short 
years. In the community arena, he served on numerous boards, one of which resulted 
in the formation of the University Center at Gaylord that, from its inception in 1985, has 
grown from two colleges and 22 students to more than 14 universities by 2007.

Looking Ahead In Our Next Issue 

SITKA
BLACK TAILS

ON
KODIAK
ISLAND

by Mary Harter 

BOBCAT
STORY
by
Mary Harter  

MULDER’S
ALLIGATOR

ADVENTURE
by Abbe Mulders  

SCI Past President Larry B. Higgins Receives Hall of Fame Award
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by Rod Merchant 
Over the years, Roger and I have enjoyed the 
African adventure novels of Wilbur Smith. 
Often, when his swashbuckling heroes need 
a place to regroup and comeback to fight 
another day, they retreat to the islands of 
Madagascar. He goes into great detail, about 
the tropical beauty of the atolls and how they 
are extremely remote and inaccessible, nearly 
surrounded by treacherous reefs and shifting 
sandbars.

When a fishing trip was proposed to us by a 
travel agent, we did some checking and soon 
booked our Madagascar Fishing Adventure. 
The flight from Grand Rapids is a marathon—
one leg of the journey, from Chicago to Addis 

Fishing AdventureMadaga
scar
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Ababa, clocks in at nearly eighteen hours. 
After landing at Nosy Be, we drove to a small 
cove, where a water taxi ferried us out to the 
island that would be our home for the next few 
days.

After relaxing twenty-four hours to deal with 
jet lag, we were off at daybreak for our first, 
full day of fishing. We caught a few wahoo that 
were taken to camp for food, and also a couple 
nice groupers that were returned to the ocean, 
after pictures were taken.

Unfortunately, in the over 100° temperature, 
whenever we took our camera out of the 
enclosed pack to take a photo, the lens would 
fog. The boats used in Madagascar all have 
some variation of a simple fiberglass hull, with 
no weather-protected storage area. When it 
rained, everything got wet and, if we put the 
camera in a plastic bag, the humidity was so 
bad moisture condensed inside the sack. We 
eventually quit carrying our camera. Thus, we 
don’t have many fishing pictures.

I would like to report we caught some world 
record trophies, but unfortunately we did not. 
However, we took in some very nice wahoo, 
grouper, barracuda, tilapia, and several other 
species that are native to that area.

We moved four times, allowing us to see 

different areas of the island and do some 
tourist things, as well as to fish inland lakes, 
rivers, coves, reefs, and the open ocean. 
The limestone mountain ranges on the big 
island are spectacular, and we found time 
to explore a couple large cave systems. We 
thoroughly enjoyed the people, culture and 
scenery, gaining an understanding of why 
Wilbur Smith wrote of the area so fondly.

If anyone has an interest in Madagascar, 
we’ll be happy to share our experience, but 
keep in mind, it is a very, very long way, to 
go catch a fish.

Happy hunting and fishing!
Rod Merchant and Roger Card
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Wisdom doesn’t necessarily come with age; sometimes age just shows up by itself.

+2782 956 4037 | tommysteele99@gmail.com

RAFFLE
HUNT
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A lifetime isn’t nearly enough to figure out what it’s all about.
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The art of living a pleasant life is constantly adjusting to circumstances.
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A hard thing about business is minding your own.

Photo by Pat Ford www.crocodilebay.com

BOOK THE ULTIMATE  
COSTA RICA FISHING VACATION!

1.800.733.1115
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A moment’s insight is sometimes worth a lifetime of experience.
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What should not be heard by little ears should not be said by big mouths.

Redpine Whitetails,Inc.
Now

offering
Daily

Hunts for
Bucks!

1894 Kosiara Rd. - Gaylord, MI 49735
email: redpinewhitetails@gmail.com

989-732-0728

       CALL NOW!

AFFORDABLE
PRICING!

Great Savings!
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The only good in pretending is the fun we get out of
fooling ourselves that we fool somebody.
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There’s plenty of room at the top - there’s just no place to sit down.

Kelly’s Deer Processing 
introduces

Hunting Buddy Bucks 

FREE DEER PROCESSING FOR  
“SPORTSMEN AGAINST HUNGER”

WANTED: Cull Deer to purchase
Colin Kelly

19077 12 Mile Road
Big Rapids, MI 49307

(231) 796-5414
Email: colin@cks-place.com

www.kellysdeerprocessing.com
24- Hour Deer Drop-Off During Season 

SCI Mid-Michigan Member

Kelly’s Deer Processing

Roger C. Froling

1000 Dildine Road 
Ionia, MI 48846

Office: (616) 527-4622
Fax: (616) 527-6736
Cell: (616) 291-0066

rogerfroling@charter.net
Life Insurance Company

Medical Insurance
Disability Income

Life Insurance
Pension Plans

Dental Insurance
Annuities
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Advice is like castor oil, easy enough to give, but hard to take.

Roger R. Card

R.R. Card Leasing, LLC
LEASING COMMERCIAL BUILDINGS

rogercard@iserv.net

7799 Schooner Lane
Canadian Lakes, MI 49346

Phone: 231-972-2413
Cell: 989-621-9263
Fax: 231-972-8240

Licensed Realtor

Custom Gun Fittings &
Private Wingshooting Instruction

1428 Trade Centre Drive • Traverse City, MI 49696
(231) 933-0767 • Fax: (231) 933-0768

www.fieldsportltd.com  •  E-mail: fieldsport@fieldsport.biz

13,000 acres on the western edge of the majestic Texas Hill 
County. Designed exclusively for executive hunts, corporate 

retreats, culinary weekends and unique concert events.

(855) 414-3337
www.jlbar.com

3500 Private Rd. 2254
Sonora, TX 76950

Jason Donley Work: 231.796.7100
Buyer/Manager Fax: 231.796.7103

14514 220th Ave., Big Rapids, MI 49307
jason@triggertimeoutfitters.com
www.triggertimeoutfitters.com

TRIGGER TIME
O   TFITTERS



rogercard@iserv.net

Check us out at

New Fast  & Easy Way to  
Send Files & Place Orders 

w w w . p l e a s a n t g r a p h i c s . c o m

(989) 773-7777 • Fax (989) 773-0865
6835 Lea-Pick Drive •  Mt. Pleasant, MI 48858 

C o m m e r C i a l  P r i n t i n g  &  D e s i g n

Pleasant

in
c

Pleasant

in
c

Inc
Pleasant
graphics

D&L Custom House Broker

T: 847.690.0690 

F: 847.690.0699 

E: lisaj@dlchb.com 

Laurad@dlchb.com

D&L Custom House Broker

It’s no accident that we are able to produce such remarkable printing. 

We work hard to make you look good.




