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Forward
First off, welcome to the Michigan Longbow Associations 25th year!  As great

as the last 25 years have been I think they have just set the stage for our next quarter
century.

I thought it would be appropriate to put out a special issue of Sticktalk focused
on our history and what makes this organization special.  My first thought was to
accumulate and publish a complete history of the MLA highlighting the important
people, events, and milestones in our history.  While I did include just a bit of that for
the sake of those of us, myself included, who where not there in the “old days”, I
wanted to take a different approach.  I wanted to focus on the SPIRIT of the MLA.  I
thought that it would be more valuable to look at what makes us tick as an organization
and what better way to do that than to use the words of our membership as recorded
years ago.

One of the things that was handed to me when I became editor was a CD with
53 digitals copies of old issues of Sticktalk.  The majority of what follows is taken
directly from those pages (sorry for the quality of some of the pictures).  None of the
articles directly address the question of who we are but I think they all speak to the
spirit of what the MLA is.  These particular articles where reproduced, in their entirety,
because I felt that they exemplified the ideals of our organization.  I hope that you
enjoy reading or rereading these words from our last 25 years and I hope they inspire
you to be a part of our future.

Matt Cowie
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The History of the MLA
by Ron LaClair

Although the M.L.A. formally began in 1983, I think the real beginning was
much earlier for most of us.

Why in this age of modern marvels does the ancient straight-end bow have such
an appeal?  Possibly we were impressed by old time archery early in life or maybe the
longbow stirred some ancient memory passed down genetically from our archery
ancestors.

In my case, I was influenced at the age of six when my mother read me Robin
Hood. With my little bow, and arrows tipped with rubber suction cups, I was trans-
formed into Robin Hood in Sherwood Forest.

Over the years my bows changed and so did archery. With the introduction of
the compound in the early 70’s, my wife, Nancy, and I dropped out of organized
archery. By 1979 we went back to longbows and started promoting longbows at ar-
chery shoots. We also started our archery business, The Traditional Archery Shoppe,
to supply the needs of newly converted longbowmen.

At the first Michigan Bowhunters Rendezvous in Charlotte, Michigan, in 1980,
our tables of longbows attracted the attention of Fred Trost. He taped an interview for
his show and I performed a shooting demonstration, ending by shooting a fifty cent
piece out of the air. Fred was so impressed, he has had us on his show every year
since, helping us promote longbow shooting.

In 1982 I met Greg Crawford, then president of the Bellvue Conservation Club.
Like others in the area, Fred was interested in shooting a longbow and after seeing the
potential for his club’s range, the Michigan Longbow Association was born. As
founder, I was president,
Greg was secretary, and
Jim Reynolds was trea-
surer.

During the winter
of 1982-83, we shot a
weekly indoor longbow
league at the Bellvue club
with about 20 shooters.
In April 1983, we held
our first outdoor turkey
shoot. Despite the rainy
weekend, we drew 40 Group of 1982 MLA Indoor Shooters
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shooters who shared in 32 donated prizes.
After that first shoot, I began thinking how great it would be to have a National

Longbow event here in Michigan, but there wasn’t enough manpower to pull it off.
I was promoting traditional archery at Anderson Archery’s Clinic in 1983 when I

met Jerry Brumm, a long time archer and bowhunter, he tried one of our longbows and
hit the bull’s eye with his first shot. He was hooked. Jerry took over the MLA secre-
tary-treasurer positions after Greg and Jim resigned. Jerry also furnished an indoor
longbow range above his hardware store for shoots and leagues.

Late in 1984, Jerry and I discussed my goal of having a Longbow Invitational
and we approached Wilder Creek Conservation Club with our proposal. They agreed
to host the shoot and we began promoting it through the Longbow magazine and by
word of mouth, inviting prominent bowyers and well known longbowers.

Our first Great Lakes Longbow Invitational held in July 1985 was beyond our
expectations. The following year attendance almost doubled. This year will be our 5th

annual Invitational and we expect over a thousand participants from across the U.S.
and Canada – a huge success made possible by the hosting W.C.C.C. and the working
MLA members.

In March of this year [1989], Jerry Brumm was appointed the new MLA presi-
dent. Maurice Case was appointed vice-president and Dick Carrigan, secretary-trea-
surer. Council members were also appointed to help run our growing organization and
bylaws are being drafted.

So, the MLA is alive and well, making it through its infant stage, and suffering
only a few growing pains to emerge as a full fledged archer organization with the ability
to influence the destiny of archery today. As long as there are people who love the bow
in its simple basic form, the Michigan Longbow Association will grow and remain
strong. I for one am proud to be a part of it.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 1 Number 2 Summer 1989)
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Back To Shooting Instinctive, Like Dad Taught
by Eric Walter

I grew up like most young boys, wanting to be like my father – especially when
it came to shooting a bow and arrow.

I remember many times watching my father shoot arrows, like Robin Hood, at a
cardboard deer target in our driveway. One time, he missed and hit a canister full of his
hunting clothes, putting arrow holes through them. I also remember going to the school
football field where we would throw up targets and Dad would shoot them with flu flu
arrows. I also remember the smells. In our garage, the aroma of cedar arrows and
Ferruletite mixed with burning feathers. It was all part of archery.

Then there were the deer.  I remember the many Dad brought home on the back
of our ’58 Volkswagen downed by his 45 pound Fred Bear Kodiak. Even though the
neighbors never did quite understand Octobers at our house, archery was something
special to us, something I learned to love.

I learned shooting a Bear Cub recurve Dad bought me when I was eight years
old, and even hit the target at 10 and 15 yards. I shot for a few years but never really
hunted, yet I still went with Dad and can remember getting cold feet and hands while
sitting on a little folding chair.

As I grew older, got married, and had kids of my own, archery slipped out of
my life for quite a few years. Then, one day, I got out Dad’s old Ben Pearson Golden
Monarch. I liked it and began shooting it now and then. The memories were still there.

Later, a good friend invited me over to shoot bows. When I arrived, I discov-
ered he had bought a compound. As we started shooting, I couldn’t help but notice the
speed and accuracy of his mechanical bow. At twenty yards he could easily shoot
bottle-cap groups without much practice. He offered to let me shoot it and I was
hooked, line and sinker. The old Pearson recurve and I suddenly felt like parting
friends.

I traded in the old recurve for a compound. It’s probably hanging on
somebody’s wall as an ornament bow.

After I got home with my new pulley bow, it took me hours to figure out all the
gadgets I had to put on it to shoot it. But soon I was on my way to real archery. Or so
I thought. In no time I was shooting six-inch groups at twenty-five yards.

But the newness quickly wore off my first compound. With manufacturers
pushing faster compounds, I was soon ready to be aluminum shafted. So I purchased
another compound then another. After all, my friends had several. I might as well too!

My buddies and manufacturers pushed for the need of a faster compound ca-
pable of shooting 300 FPS. After spending three hundred dollars on a compound and
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equipment, there I was with my compound gun. My wife and I both grew frustrated
about the amount of money it took for me to have all the latest gadgets: overdraws,
plunger buttons, lighted fiber optic sight pins with pressure sensitive handle switch,
battery-operated heated handle, stabilizers, eight-arrow quiver, hand-held release, kisser
button, peep sight, speed cams, graphite limbs, and sixty dollar a doze 25 inch arrows
weighing 280 grains each.

Then I became very discouraged because so many people shot even better than
I did. But I realized that with a compound you only shoot as good as your equipment.
There’s always someone with the latest gadgets to help them shoot better. With the
arrow-launching compound, the human element is no longer involved, it’s just mechan-
ics.

I needed help. I needed to find archery again.
I purchased a take-down recurve and made up some arrows. Then something

happened. Believe it or not, I felt something I hadn’t felt in years. Once again it was me
shooting the bow and not the bow shooting for me.

The instinctive abilities that Dad had taught me never left. When I hit the bulls
eye, it was me, not my equipment that achieved it. After all the smoke cleared from my
days with the compound, I rediscovered what the sport of archery was all about.
Watching my wooden arrows hit the mark was fun. Today, my compound sits in the
corner and will probably end up being sold to buy a feather burner, shafts, feathers and
stuff to build my own arrows.

At a local shoot I shot the course with some longbow shooters. After the shoot,
they knew I was very interested in their different choice of bows and were nice enough
to let me shoot their longbows. I fell in love immediately. In the short time that I shot, I
realized the longbow made instinctive shooting seem even more natural. I liked the
longbow’s lightweight feel compared to my recurve, and I liked the way it cast an
arrow.

The longbowmen told me of a nearby bowyer, Larry Failing in Hanover, who
specialized in making custom longbows. After talking to Larry and shooting a few of
his bows I decided to have him build me one. And it’s a beauty! It’s a 68” black elm,
black walnut, and Osage orange longbow pulling 66 pounds at 28 inches. It’s made to
fit my hand, the limbs are tapered the way I wished, and the nock ends made to my
design. It’s a faithful bow to own and shoot.

I look forward now to arrowing my deer this season with my longbow and
wood arrows. My only gadgets will be my bow and arrows. I’ll be shooting the bow
traditional style, instinctively, like Dad passed down to me.

Now, Dad even owns a longbow too!
(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 2 Number 1 January 1990)
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Looking Back: Michigan Longbow Association…
The Early Years

by Jerry Brumm

The year was 1983 and thru Ron LaClair I had just rediscovered the simple joy
of shooting the longbow.  The MLA was a fledgling organization of people with only
one goal in mind… to shoot as many arrows in as short a time as possible.  There was
no constitution, no by-laws, and no formal meetings.  There was only one rule,
“longbows only and wooden arrows”.  I was not a charter member, missed it by about
six months as I recall.

Shortly after joining the MLA Ron asked me if I would be the secretary/trea-
surer.  It seemed like and easy job, we didn’t have any meetings and we didn’t have
any money!  These were the best of times, uncomplicated, no controversy.  Granted
the MLA was a dictatorship, Ron was president and I was secretary/treasurer.  We
made all the decisions and planned all the events.  We had indoor weekly league fun
shoots at the Bellevue Conservation Club and later in Nashville above my hardware
store.  For several years, during the last weekend in March, we held a snowshoe rabbit
hunt up by Mio.  We had spring outdoor shoots at Bellevue and in Marshall at Wilder
Creek Conservation Club.  I can remember having around 200 members shooting in
the spring shoots.  We held mid-winter MLA shoots in Nashville and later at Winder
Creek.  We even held indoor/outdoor winter shoots at Wilder Creek with half of the
days shooting taking place on the outdoor range.  It seems to me now that almost out
entire membership showed up at every event.  (Nostalgia is a wonderful thing).

Regressing just a little about the dictatorship thing, I recall both Ron and myself
trying to find other members to “take over”.  Nobody wanted to step up, they all just
wanted to shoot and shoot and shoot.  Everybody said we were “doing a good job…
keep it up”.  So we did!  In July of 1984 Sharon and I and my partner Rick Shepard
and his wife Chris traveled to Wilsonville, Alabama to attend what was dubbed as the
“World Longbow Championships”.  On the long trip home, after spending days in
steamy Alabama, we kept thinking there was something missing down there.  Maybe it
was the location or the lack of participation or organization.  I knew that we in Michi-
gan could host a much better shoot.  Shortly thereafter we got together with the Wilder
Creek Conservation Club to explore the possibility of hosting our own “World Class
Longbow Shoot”.  As I recall, that historical meeting included: Ron and Nancy LaClair,
myself, Rick Shepard, Bill Hammond, and Wayne Smith (representing the Wilder
Creek Conversation Club).  Nancy LaClair suggested we call the shoot “The Great
Lakes Longbow Invitational” and we decided that if we promoted the shoot as the
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“worlds largest gathering of longbow
shooters”, then that’s what it would be-
come.  We had over 400 shooters that first
year (1985) and within 5 years we were
hosting over two thousand shooters
armed with longbows and wooden ar-
rows.

In 1986 Ron stepped down as
president and I inherited the job with my
wife Sharon (AKA Squat) taking over the
secretary/treasure job.  The regime ran
smoothly, still without controversy mainly
because nobody was willing to get in-
volved with “running” what was not a
fairly complex organization.  This was all
well and good except that we (Sharon and
I) didn’t like the aspect of having total
control of the MLA’s operations and
finances.  So in 1989 (I think), after our
winter shoot at Wilder Creek, we held an organizational meeting.  Several long time
members volunteered to serve on the first MLA Council and I was elected President by
that council.  A constitution and by-laws were drafted, along with a filing with the State
of Michigan as a non-profit organization.  This was the beginning of the “official”
Michigan Longbow Association.

Flier for the first GLLI

(Cartoon Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 11 Number 1 January 1999)
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Tech Tip
by Dave Pitchers

Wow! What do you think of the prices for just a piece of rubber called a blunt? Hey,
met too! Here’s an easy, cheap, AND effective blunt tip you can make yourself

Get yourself a piece of fuel-lined hose that’s 1/64 smaller than the diameter of your
metal field point. Cut across to form donuts ¾” long. Clean both the inside of the tube
and surface of your field point with hot grease cutting soap and water. Dry thoroughly.
Using a two part epoxy, bond the piece of fuel line over the point exposing just the
taper. Let stand for a few hours and there you go. A dozen blunts for the price of 2
you’d have to buy!

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 7 Number 1 April 1995)

One Man’s Point of View
by George Philippi

When I came to these shores as a newlywed from Germany 34 years ago, I
planned to work hard to secure a future. I had a positive attitude about this land. As a
ten-year-old kid, I read so much about this country – It’s struggle for independence,
it’s geography and, of course, it’s aborigines – The Indians. Quite often I dreamt about
coming to this great land, where mighty rivers flow, like the Mississippi and the Mis-
souri, its vast prairies and snowcapped mountains. Yes, I have since seen some of
these spectacular sights.

Yet I had another dream. I wondered if there would be shooting with the bow.
As a youngster, I would cut a Hawthorn for a bow. I would use the hides of eels my
father caught in the Rhine River for a string. My arrows were the dormant horsetails
found along ponds. Since very few kids were interested in that kind of pastime, I was
often the subject of ridicule.

I was somewhat disappointed though, when I came to Michigan – My Michigan
– and did not see this primitive and yet so challenging sport. Having tried the recurve
bow, I had mixed feelings. However when I went to a shoot where the mechanical bow
was dominant, I quit archery all together. Using peep sights, release aids and levels
were disgusting to me, a purist.

Then one day I saw a television show where the Good Guys shot at targets
tossed into the air with LONGBOWS! I went to see an event where those down-to-

(continues on next page)
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earth guys, the newly formed “Michigan Longbow Association” put on an exhibition.
After talking to President Ron LaClair, I joined the organization. Since then I have been
to many club activities. These always have priority. Even my wife of 34 years ex-
pressed her happiness that I had finally found what I had been looking for these many
years.

Every shoot I have attended so far, has been an experience and I have found
many new friends. Our first shoot in 1985 was an indoor affair at Nashville, MI. The
attendance was more than double what it was last year. There were some fine challeng-
ing shots; like the imitation of a flying turkey or trying to shoot a bear target while
standing on a tractor inner tube.

I am now looking forward to our “Great Lakes Longbow Invitational” which is
scheduled for the weekend of July 19-21 at Wilder Creek Conservation Club of
Marshall, MI. Our secretary, Jerry Brumm, thinks this event should bring some of the
nations finest archers. I am sure this will be remembered by the participants for a long
time.

I, for one, hope to have many more enjoyable times within my chosen Longbow
Club and I only regret that the forming of the MLA didn’t take place ten years earlier.

What took you so long? – Proud to belong!
(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 15 Number 3 Summer 2003)

Wood Arrow Safety
by Ken Scollick

Grouping wood arrows into a target is something every archer enjoys.  The
downside of it is breaking nocks, tearing feathers and worst of all breaking your own
arrows. I personally know two people that have the scars of shooting themselves into
the web of their bow hand. One of them will not shoot wood arrows, the other quit
shooting at all.

What to do? First if you are slapping arrows together in a target check them, by
flexing your arrow. If you suspect that it is not safe, don’t think another thought. Break
it in half, enjoy the aroma, then throw it away.

Another tip that I got from Jim Chinn’s book Winds of Change, when putting a
nock on an arrow not only be sure the grain of the wood is horizontal, but that the
points formed by the grain run out are pointing forward on the top of the arrow, and
toward you on the bottom. This way if your arrow breaks, the possibility of injury is
lessened.

Safety first, don’t shoot nicked and beat-up arrows. The cost is a lot less than a
trip to the hospital.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 10 Number 2 April 1998)
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How to Make a Flemish-Twist Bowstring
by Wm. Lundine

For those bowhunters wanting to make their own tackle, a Flemish-twist bowstring is a quick,
simple, and satisfying project. In just a few minutes, with a little practice, you can be making better bow-
strings that you can buy.

First, buy a roll of bowstring material such as Dacron B-50 at your local archery dealer. It should be
black, or better yet, buy two different colors to make a more beautiful, somewhat camo’ed bowstring when
twisted together. If waxed Dacron is not available in the color you want, you should buy a cake of bowyers
wax or make your own combining rosin that has been pulverized into a fine powder and beeswax. Apply the
wax with your bare hand then smooth and harden it with a piece of leather.

Measure the length of your bow then drive two large nails into your workshop wall horizontally, six
inches further apart than the length of  your bow or longer for a recurve depending on the degree of recurve
in the limbs. Most of the length of the nails should be left sticking out of the wall a little higher than eye level.

Next, tie one end of the roll of string on the left hand nail and while spooling line off the roll, wrap it
around the right hand nail then back to the left hand nail. You should make four passes to make a twelve-
strand bowstring as the bowstring will be made using three bundles of four strands. Five passes makes a
fifteen-strand string and six passes makes an eighteen-strand string.

Now, take a sharp knife and cut the bundle off flush with the left hand nail, letting the string hang
down from the right hand nail. Grasp the string next to the right hand nail and smooth the strands together
until the heat and friction from your hand causes the wax to soften, forming the individual strands into a
single bundle. Do this to the entire length of the bundle until it is shiny and smooth.

Let this first bundle hang down next to the wall from the right hand nail and go back to the left hand
and begin a second bundle, making it exactly like the first. Again, finish it by hand until it is smooth and let it
hang down next to the first bundle. Make a third bundle and let all three bundles hang down from the right
hand nail. Grab all three bundles close to the nail with your left hand and using a sharp knife, cut off all three
bundles flush with the nail.

Now you must taper the ends of each bundle. Do this by letting a few inches of each bundle extend
from your left hand and hold them over a cutting board. Place your knife over a bundle and press down
gently. Pull the bundle under the blade so that a little of the wax and some fuzz is scraped off in the process.
Each bundle must be tapered separately starting about an inch and a half from each tip. Feel the end of each
bundle. When tapered properly, you should be able to feel the difference in diameter with your fingers.

Once each bundle is nicely tapered, you are ready to begin twisting the bundles into a bowstring.
Let all three bundles extend from your left hand about eight inches. Pinch all three bundles together between
your thumb and first and second fingers. Now with your right hand thumb and index finger, grab the top
bundle, about a half inch from your left hand thumb and index finger and give it one good clockwise twist
while moving that bundle towards you counter clockwise and down. Grab the next bundle on top and do
the same to it. Remember to keep a firm hold on all three strands with your left hand so it does not unravel.
Continue twisting until a cord about two inches long has grown under your left hand.

It is now time to form the loop. Bend the two-inch twisted cord back on itself to form a loop and
hold it in your left hand, between the thumb and first and second fingers. Now you have  a loop in your left
hand and three long  bundles and three short bundles extending from your grasp. Match up one short bundle
with one long bundle and smooth together until the heat and friction from your right hand causes the wax to
soften and hold them together. Match each short bundle with a long bundle so that there are only three
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bundles again combined. Now
continue twisting again each bundle
in turn until you are at least three
inches past the point where the
tapered short bundles have blended
into the long bundles.

Take the loop you have
formed and hang it from the right
hand nail in the wall. Next, grab all
three long bundles in your left hand
and let about twelve inches extend.
Begin to make a twisted cord at this
point in the same manner. When you
come to the end of the bundles, tie
one simple overhand knot. You will
have formed a smooth hard cord to tie to the lower nock.

Next, stretch the bowstring out from the wall and twist in a counter-clockwise manner about twenty
to twenty four turns. Take the loop from the right hand nail and slip it over the upper nock of your bow
about six or seven inches from the top. Attach the straight end of the bowstring to the lower nock using a
timber hitch.

This timber hitch is formed by wrapping the loose end of the bowstring around the nock then
looping it around the string and wrapping around it twice
as is shown in the diagram. Archers of old would have
never considered a bowstring with two loops and at one
time the timber hitch was known as the bowman’s knot.
It is the only knot used for this purpose and if tied right
will never slip and is easily adjusted.

Now the bow is braced and the string allowed to
stretch. After a while you can adjust the brace height by
further twisting the string or adjusting the lower nock.
Serve the center section with a good nylon serving
material available at most archer stores. A simple serving
spool makes this an easy task and is a worthwhile
investment. After making final adjustments, build up a
nocking set with thread or dental floss according to your
own shooting style.

Welcome to the ranks of Flemish-twist bowstring
makers.
(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 2 Number 1

January 1990)
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SHOTS FROM THE DARK  “Missing”
by C. Who Cares

Have you ever considered just how important “missing” is to our sport of
traditional archery? As a matter of fact, “missing” is why I turned to shooting a
longbow full time and got rid of my compound bow.

All longbow shooters, except a few guys such as Terry Henry, miss once in a
while. And it’s our attitude about not hitting the target that separates us from the com-
pound boys.

If you picture a longbow shooter and a compound shooter standing side by
side, there are some obvious differences. Their bows are completely different. That
stands right out. And the compound shooter probably has a release aid strapped to his
wrist which looks like a small caliber pistol.

Looking beyond the gear, we see their faces. But what do we see? The longbow
shooter has a happy face and the compound shooter looks as though he’s concerned
about something, kind of like he has a problem. But just what is his problem?

His problem is that he has the latest super-engineered cam bow with an over-
draw, hydraulic stabilizer, pin sights from here to eternity, release aid, string peep sight,
spring-loaded arrow rest, and cross-wind forgiving veins one his carbon tubing ar-
rows- AND HE STILL MISSES!

And missing the target drives him crazy. He knows that his equipment gives him
the potential to be “in the spot” with every arrow. But a steady incidence of misses,
which he cannot eliminate by adjusting his sight, arrow rest, nocking point, release aid
tension, shaft size, or whatever is at fault, bothers him immensely.

Would you handicap yourself in the woods with a cumbersome, ugly, five-
pound shooting device which requires a constant tinkering, and  then add the additional
penalty of needing lots of time to nock, aim, and release an arrow? Well, you might if
you thought missing was a crime. Which is exactly what it can be among established,
trained compound shooters.

On the other hand, the longbow shooter is at peace with himself and his equip-
ment. When we miss the target, we do so with humor and dignity. No one laughs at us
because the guy who laughs is going to step up and probably miss also, and he knows
it. But this doesn’t bother us because missing is part of the traditional mind set. Shoot-
ing the longbow has freed us from the tyranny and boredom of perfection.

My enjoyment nowadays comes from creating and using my equipment, feeling
a kinship with traditional predecessors, and most of all, watching the graceful arc of
my arrow in flight. And if that beautifully made, well-aimed, and well-released arrow
should miss the spot by a little bit – who cares?

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 1 Number 3 Fall 1989)
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Turkey Shoot: The Beginning & Beyond
by Denny (Old Sagamore) Every

The first appearance of the turkey shoot was at the Michigan Longbow
Association’s Spring campout in 2001 at the Caledonia Sportsmens Club.

 Over the years I’ve enjoyed being a witness to some wonderful displays of
archery shooting skills.  There are to many to make mention of, but because it’s the
beginning, let me tell you about a well known archer and friend to many, Greg Denny.
At the very first turkey shoot he won the final round shoot-off while laying face down
on the ground and shooting from a prone position. It was a beautiful thing to see.

Greg, always competitive, has been in the final round shoot many times.  The
most recent that comes to mind was at the 2006 Great Lakes Longbow Invitational,
held at Charleton Park, Hastings, Michigan.  Greg hadn’t intended to compete but got
caught up in the moment.  He had left his bow back at his camp, so he borrowed
someone else’s bow from the crowd and won the sudden death shoot-off.  On an-
other occasion he had, just the night before, finished crafting a selfbow that he used
with his usual skillful flare.

While standing at the line, the archer shoots an arrow trying to shatter a clay
pigeon at a distance of 10 yards.  Some archers find the challenge of hitting the 4-inch
clay to be a series of near misses, while many others shatter clay after clay.  Not
everyone who breaks a clay pigeon gets to be in the final sudden death shoot-off.
Why?  Well it’s like this.  Hitting a 4 inch target at 10 yards isn’t all that difficult, until
you understand that it’s one of 3 targets (the tom turkey) that makes you eligible for
the final round.  You get 3 shots to break all 3 clays, but if you miss one, then the
pressure is on.  The archer doesn’t know which of the 3 clays is the tom turkey.  Of
the 3 clays, 2 are hen turkeys and 1 is the tom.  The archer must get the tom turkey to
qualify for the final round.  Add to that, the stress of people watching or the harassing
chatter of former archery friends and the likelihood of multiple near misses is in-
creased.

Sometimes the reward for a well-placed shot is a clay pigeon with its center
punched out.  With a hole in its center, the clay is often presented to the archer with
the suggestion that it be made into a wall hanging trophy to be one day replaced with
a real turkey or deer trophy.  This past year, archer Bryan Burkhardt made it a point
to tell me that he had in fact, placed on the wall of his den a center punched clay
pigeon from a previous year.  I was quite pleased to have him tell me of his story.

If all goes well, the turkey shoot will be at the Great Lakes Longbow Invita-
tional in August 2008.  I look forward to seeing many of you there.
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It has been a great summer.  Short but great.  Another GLLI
is history.  This years Great Lakes event was absolutely the best one
we have ever had.  Even the weather was kind to us.  As you know, this
years event was dedicated to the memory of Jay Massey who was a
long time friend of the MLA, and a Champion for Traditional Archery.

The MLA raised money from the sale of T-shirts with Jays’ like-
ness, and the raffle of a Massey replica Bow, Quiver and arrow set.  The
proceeds went to Jay’s family to help with medical expenses.

It was an honor and a joy to have Jays wife and daughters Martha and
Sophia at this years GLLI.  Having them there along with so many of Jays friends
made this special event even more spectial.

The Robin Hood and Maid Marion Silver Arrow competion was a success.  Many
people who were only spectators this year, will I am sure want to participate next year.

I would like to thank all the MLA people who worked so hard to make this years event a
success.  Without your dedication and hard work we could not have this event.  Also a big THANK YOU
to the fine folk at Berrien County Sportsman’s Club for all your hard work, and for having us.

Ron LaClair
(Excerpt from the article “From the President” which originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 9

Number 6 October 1997)
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Christmas in July
By Ryan J. Schook

Another Great Lakes Longbow Invitational has come and gone.  The smell
of cedar, the sound of people reminiscing, seeing the laughter on their faces.  To

me it’s like Christmas in July.  I don’t know what makes it so special.  Is it
seeing old friends, meeting new ones, catching up on old hunt’n stories,

or is it just atmosphere.
I have to commend not only Berrien’s crew but also the MLA’s
for making things run so smoothly.  The banks of the St. Joe

River was a beautiful change of scenery.  It’s nice to mix
things up every now and then.  There is always a variety of

people from Oregon to Texas to Canada, and every
where’s in between.  Not just Michigan.

This year we had a pond for the little ones to fish
in, seminars for the adults, and novelty shoots for ev-
eryone.  You even added some humor in this years
seminars with the addition of the Wensel’s.

I am very proud to be a youth in this sport.  I
hope the elders realize how much they are appreciated
and looked up to by us young longbow men and
women.  You set a great example.  My uncle Al takes
me to this shoot every year and is happy to do it.  I’m

not sure why but I think he likes to see us enjoy some-
thing so sacred as the longbow.  I have noticed a growth

these past years, way back when it was in a little town
called Marshall.  It has since out grown such a place to

become what it is
today.  It’s a great

feeling to watch a tradi-
tion grow.
To all of you who couldn’t

make it; sorry you missed out.  I hope
to see you there next year.  As well as
my old and new friends at “The Great
Lakes Longbow Invitational”.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 9
Number 2 October 1996) Uncle Al Duckworth, Justin Duckworth,

Jeremiah Duckworth, Tony Smith, Ryan Schook



Page  16

From Colorado
Just a note to say how much I missed attending the Michigan

Longbow Shoot this year.  It left a large hole in my year.  I certainly do
enjoy the shoot.  Actually, what I enjoy are the people, and their
enthusiasm…which seems inherent in longbow people, doesn’t it?
Frankly, it is a feeling, a kind of camaraderie that you don’t often en-
counter in archery anymore.  It is always such a pleasure to re-encoun-
ter it in Michigan each year.

I don’t know if everyone was aware of the reason for my not
showing up… as you know, I was supposed to do a thing on instinctive
shooting again.  During the year I had accepted the chairmanship of a
committee to address the anti-hunting/animal rights situation.  On the
same weekend as the Michigan Longbow Shoot there was a national
gathering in Houston of all the hunting groups/organizations within the
United States … NRA, Ducks Unlimited, Outdoor Life/Field & Stream, ect.
It was unfortunate that they were scheduled at the same time but it
wasn’t something I had control over.  Because of the severity of the
situation, I felt it was important that I attend the meeting in Houston,
and cancel my trip to Michigan.  And, as much as I missed attending the
Michigan Longbow shindig, it was good that I went to Houston.  We got
some things rolling, and the beginnings of a national coalition were
formed.  Since that time I’ve attended additional meetings in New Or-
leans and Minne-
apolis.

All that to
say that I missed
my “injection” of
longbow mania
this year… but I
won’t miss it again.
Looking forward
to seeing you all
in 1991.

Good luck and
good hunting.
G. Fred Asbell

(Originally appeared in
Sticktalk Volume 2

Number 4 October 1991)

Dear Jerry:
The Great Lakes Longbow get-together is long

past but certainly not forgotten by Joe and me.
The fellows were really a relaxed, fun-loving bunch.
We saw many friends who we’d known earlier only
by letter or phone call, and, of course, we made
many more friends.

The display area was well arranged for easy
viewing.  Everyone displaying their wares was
genuinely eager to be part of the old school where
getting arrows into the air, without the gadgetry,
was paramount in their thinking.  The motel and
car accommodations were first class.  Thank you all
for inviting us to such an enjoyable outing.

The traditional numbers are growing.  We
like that.

Best regards to all,
Glenn St. Charles

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 2 Number 4 October 1991)
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(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 7 Number 4 October 1995)



Page  18

Longbow Beginnings
by Chad Rensi

The sunrise found me ten feet up in my ladder stand in a familiar maple tree on
the edge of a bean field.  Soon gun shots in the distance announced the start of pheas-
ant season.  After an hour or so and no deer, a rooster pheasant appeared and began
strutting along the bean field right towards me.  I quickly pulled a judo point from my
quiver and prepared for the shot.  I sat in quiet anticipation as the rooster neared my
selected ambush point.  He was almost there when he made a sharp right turn and
disappeared into some tall weeds.  After a short wait, I climbed down from my stand
and traded the judo point for a flu-flu and walked through the tall weeds.  That pheas-
ant never did fly but I sure was excited and having fun.

I had a couple of similar experiences with deer when I was close but things just
didn’t work out.  You see, as far as “getting anything” goes this was a typical year for
me.  I have never gotten a deer, my wife doesn’t heat up the frying pan when I head for
the woods, in fact that is a standing joke between us.

What wasn’t typical was the way I hunted and the satisfaction I received from
doing it the hard way.  You see this was my first longbow season.  My longbow adven-
ture started when I saw “Traditional Bowhunter” magazine for the first time and read
the article “Is It Still Hunting The Hard Way”.  I was reminded of the fun I had shoot-
ing my little Bear recurve and hunting with my Dad’s recurve.  That spring I bought a
64” Meigs flatbow and a dozen cedar arrows at an “Archery Shoppe” in Potterville and
I’ve been shooting it year round ever since.  The fun was back in archery.  In addition
to target practice and deer hunting, I love stump shooting, small game hunting, and
going to traditional shoots, too.

I have always been into equipment and in previous years I added a lot of gadgets
to my bows.  Trying to make them shoot straighter, quieter, ect.  It got so that I felt
more like a mechanic than an archer.  With the longbow and lots of practice you really
do feel like and archer.  It is a good feeling to know that you can pick up another
longbow and still shoot pretty good with it.  Now I don’t think about what to put on
my bow next, but I still spend a lot of time thinking and reading about traditional equip-
ment.  I keep coming up with new ideas on what would be the ideal longbow.  What
wood, what length, ect.  Not because it will make me a better shooter, but just because
of it’s simple beauty.

As another deer season approaches I am looking forward to taking my longbow
and enjoying God’s creation once again.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 3 Number 3 November 1991)
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MLA Rabbit Hunt (A.K.A. Mud in Eagle)
by Eye of the Goose U.P. MLA

Who would ever have thunk that
there would be a problem with schedul-
ing a rabbit hunt for February 10, 1996.
One could expect that it might be too
cold, snow too deep, too windy or
something that is related to Michigan
winter.  Not once did we consider that
is might turn out to be too warm or too
muddy to hunt cottontails.  But, on this
particular day, the temperature rose to
55F and the mud to 6 inches.  I had my
doubts about hosting this hunt as the
weather was warm on Friday and fore-
cast for balmy on Saturday, so I called
Ron LaClair (thinking of canceling) and
he said “by all means, have the hunt –
weather won’t bother longbow people,
they’re crazy and they’ll show up.”  Well, Ron was right as Saturday at 10:00 a.m. we
had Harley Krauss with Skooter and Hoiser, David Krauss with Ozzie and Bozzie,
Lemo, Kevin Marshall, Bob Varney, Brian Koche, Ben Koche, and Bill Heath show up
to chase the waskly wabbit.

We rendezvous at the cabin on the Looking Glass River Long Riffle Range in
Eagle to plan our hunting strategies, that done, Harley and Dave unleashed the anxious
hounds to search for our query.  It wasn’t long and the sweet sound of Beagle music
filled the air.  Soon rabbits were churning up the mud in all directions and the tenacious
dogs were beside themselves as to which quest to chase.  And if our shots would have
been as true as the dogs efforts, we would have enough hasenpfeffer to feed the lot of
us (Ron excluded).

The sound of baying Beagles, the twang of bow strings and the rattling thunk of
arrows missing their mark filled the Sprint-like air.  As I sit here writing this, the wind
chill is -25 and last Saturday seems like a distant dream.  It truly was a great day in the
field, we had 23 shots at rabbits and even though our game bags were void of our
quest, it didn’t matter as a day in the field with fellow longbowers is what is really
important and not whether we scored a kill.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 9 Number 1 April 1996)

Waskly Wabbit hunters L-R Lemo, Bob Varney,
Ben Koche, Dave Krauss, Brain Kocke, Kevin
Marshall, Harley Krauss, Bill Heath, photo man.
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Flint knapping challenges me, as
does the longbow, I practiced knapping
almost every day for two years. Then, I
began to develop confidence in the quality
of my points and started using them for
hunting in the fall of 1985.

I took a six-point buck in Novem-
ber of that year. The spine shot dropped
him in his tracks. I thought it was the most
exciting hunt ever. I never dreamed I
would get a chance to take a black bear
with one of my flint points.

But then in 1987, Jim Tawney asked
me to go on a bear hunt.  Jim met a bear
guide at the Great Lakes Invitational that
summer and he said it sounded like we
would have a good time. I agreed.

When September arrived, we left
for the Western part of Michigan’s Upper
Peninsula to our hunting area. I would be
using my longbow and flint-tipped arrows
to hunt bear for the first time. As it turned
out, Jim’s thoughts on having a great hunt
proved to be true. After setting up camp,
we headed out to rebait our hunting spots.
The bears appeared to be visiting the bait
stations on a regular basis.

I picked a station that took me on a
long hike back into the bush. The abun-
dant bear sign looked promising, espe-
cially one large visible track. I put my
portable stand in a concealed location and
my expectations were running high on the
way back to camp.

Since we were tired from the long
drive, setting up camp, and rebaiting, we

Further Down the Trail  - Black Bear Quest
by Don Gilson

didn’t hunt that night. The next evening, I
saw a small bear and passed up a shot on
it. But what a great thrill just watching that
little bear.

The second night out, a nice bear
showed up just before dark. I waited for
the quartering shot then let the flint arrow
fly. The arrow hit low, smack into a log. In
the blink of an eye, the bear rushed to
cover. It took me five minutes to dig out
that point from the log. Surprisingly, I
found the flint head intact and still sharp.

Although I didn’t take a bear that
trip, I gave thanks for the opportunity at
one and the good times. I was now
hooked on bear hunting with flint arrows
and the longbow and was determined to
try again.

Almost a year passed before I saw
our guide again while I attended the Michi-
gan Bowhunters Rendezvous. He told me
he knew of a guide who was looking for
someone to work at his camp this coming
bear season.

That’s how I came to know Dave
Getzen. Dave managed to get my phone
number at the Rendezvouz and a few days
later, he gave me a call and asked if I was
interested in helping him. After a lot of
questions, he said he would give me a
chance.

September of 1988 came, and once
again, I found myself on the way to bear
camp. I followed Dave’s directions to his
home in Baraga, Michigan, where I met
him for the first time. Dave is a “class act”



Page  21

guy. He made one condition clear from
the start – I wouldn’t be able to hunt until
all his clients completed their hunts. I had
no problem with that. After all, I would be
working for him. We headed for his base
camp that same day.

Time passed quickly. Dave kept me
busy running baits and shuttling hunters.
The learning experience alone made the
trip worth-
while. Dave
shared his
knowledge
with me on
where to put a
station, how
to set up the
ambush, and
the best foods
for baiting.
Dave’s clients
finally finished
their hunting
and at last it
was my
chance to hunt
bear with
those flint
arrows.

The first evening out, I didn’t see a
thing. The second day, bad luck struck.
Of all things to go wrong, I threw my
back out washing the truck. I ended up in
the hospital with a great deal of pain in my
lower back and the doctor said the injury
didn’t look serious. Worst of all, my bear
hunt was over for the season. Dave felt
bad for me, but he wanted me to return

next season.
When the calendar turned to Sep-

tember 1989, I was more than ready. Dave
called me to let me know what day to
meet him at his house and he went on to
say that we would be hunting further West
“in the upper”. His prescouting turned up
some really good areas. Dave also told me
I could start hunting on opening day

because of the
misfortune I
had last sea-
son curtailing
my hunt.

The day
came to start
the long jour-
ney to Dave’s
home. I
thought of my
last two bear
hunts and
hoped luck
would be on
my side for a
change. I
arrived at
Dave’s late
that night. We

exchanged greetings and a little talk about
the upcoming hunt. We then made the
decision to turn in for a much needed rest.

The next morning, we headed for
our camp located in Ontonagon County.
After the two hour drive and arranging
camp, Dave and I set out to rebait the
stations. All the bait stations I saw that
day looked impressive.

Don used Flint Ridge material to craft this point which downed
his bear.  The point weighed 145 graind and mesured 2.5"

long and 1" wide.
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The following day, I picked one of
the stations for my stand. It was located a
half mile from a main road and two hun-
dred yards off a small trail. I put my stand
15 feet up in a hemlock tree. Its limbs
provided excellent cover yet it offered a
clear 15-yard shot to the bait below. I
planned to pay close attention to the thick
brush bordering the stand as bear sign
indicated they approached and left from
this thick undergrowth.

Opening day,
I headed for my
stand with only four
flint arrows in my
quiver. The evening
was perfect for
hunting – the air
still, birds and other
animals active. I sat
quietly for an hour
when suddenly I
heard a red squirrel
behind me scream-
ing for its life. I
knew something was coming.

A few minutes passed after the
warning cry before I heard leaves crack-
ling directly behind me. The noise grew
louder and I looked over my right shoul-
der and spotted a bear approaching. He
came in cautiously with his nose up testing
the air for danger. Then he stopped sud-
denly, took a long look around, and went
right for the bait.

I drew several times, but the bear
kept changing positions. Finally, he
paused, exposing his vital area – a perfect

quartering shot. The flint arrow was on its
way, striking the bear in the chest. The
arrow’s white feathers clearly marked the
hit. The bear wheeled, darting for the thick
brush. As it disappeared from sight, I
heard the arrow shaft slapping against the
small trees. The woods became silent
except for the pounding of my heart. I
waited a short time collecting my
thoughts. Then I went in the direction
where I last heard the bear. There he lay,

my flint arrow still
in him.

The bear col-
lapsed after travel-
ing 80 yards in less
than 10 seconds.
Field dressing
revealed that the
arrow cut two ribs
on impact, then
took a path pen-
etrating the liver
and both lungs –
clearly showing that

sharp flint heads can be deadly, making a
quick, clean, kill.

I was happy with the bear and
especially proud to have taken him with a
Great Northern Longbow, a Kustom King
arrow, and most importantly, my hand-
crafted flint point. My quest of taking a
bear with my flint point is one I will cher-
ish the rest of my life.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 2
Number 3 June 1990)
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Me and My Longbow
by Malcolm Hudy

My name is Malcolm and I’m seven years
old.  I have been shooting bows and arrows for three
years.  I like to shoot arrows at birds and things on
the ground.  I used to shoot a kids plastic bow.  I get
to borrow a bow from my dad’s friend Kenny
Scollick when we go shooting.  I get to go shooting
at 3D targets with my dad and we walk through the
woods and shoot animals, sometimes I even hit them
in the heart.  But I also miss some too.  Me and my
dad make arrows together for us to shoot.  We made
me ten arrows for me to shoot.  I like the arrows, it
took us a long time for us to make them.  I have fun
shooting in the woods.  I like seeing the trees and the
birds in the woods.  I like shooting arrows any time
of the year, in winter and summer.  Someday when I get older my dad and me are
going to hunt together.  That is why I keep practicing all the time so I can get me a big
old deer.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 9 Number 4 April 1997)

Camp Wilderness
by Christopher Suppelsa

When I went to Camp Wilderness, I had a lot of fun.  After I got to the site, we
met all the staff members and went to the different classes.  My first class was archery!
It was a lot of fun.  We shot 3-D targets of deer, turkeys, and even a caribou.  After
that, we went to a firearms safety class and then it was off to survival.  Then we had
other lessons and then some free time.  At free time we could go to pellet guns, the
archery range, fishing, volleyball, swimming, and a lot of other things.

The next day we ate breakfast and went to more classes like blood trailing,
archery, stands, and firearms safety in the field, etc…  After lessons we had free time
and a campfire.

On the third and last day we took the test and went to the gun range, which was
approximately 8 miles from the park.  At the gun range we had a chance to shoot black
powder rifles, skeet, and .22 rifles.  After the gun range we went back to camp.  Unfor-
tunately I had to leave slightly early due to other commitments.

I would like to thank the Michigan Longbow Association for giving me this
opportunity to earn my hunters safety certificate.  I can’t wait to go hunting this fall.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 15 Number 4 June 2003)
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Giving Back
by Ron LaClair

It’s refreshing to know that we have in our ranks of young archers, a boy who
has learned something that many adults have not yet realized. That something is the
importance of “giving back” to the sport.

Jamie Pettibone is ten years old. Just a few years ago at the tender age of seven,
while with his parents at the Michigan Bowhunters Rendezvous, he watches as some of
us from the MLA put on our shooting demonstration. It inspired him to want to shoot
a longbow. His first longbow was a youth model of 25 pounds. Because of his deter-
mination and outgoing nature, Jamie has been helping us for the last two years when we
do our demonstrations for the Bowhunters Rendezvous. Last summer when he turned
ten, he got a new longbow for his birthday. A mans
bow of 42 pounds.

Jamie decided he didn’t need his old bow any-
more, but instead of selling it, he had a better idea. His
parents brought him to my shop. When he presented
me with his old longbow, he said, “I want to donate
this bow to the MLA because I’ve outgrown it. Maybe
some little kid who doesn’t have a longbow will be
able to shoot it.”

Jamie knew that we keep some youth longbows
at the MLA booth at our shoots to loan out to kids
who don’t have a longbow to shoot. I think his gener-
osity is a good example for all of us. With youngsters
like Jamie coming up, I don’t think we will have to
worry about the future of Traditional Archery.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 11 Number 1 January 1999)
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The MLA and B4K
by Ken Scollick

I don’t remember exactly when the Michigan Longbow Association started
running the kids shooting area at the Amy Pray memorial weekend. Not that I have a
bad memory but just that we have been doing it for a long time and events kind of run
together. What I do remember is that after doing it the first time I knew that we would
be doing it for as long as Benefit for Kids wants us to.

As I have said in other articles we run a lot of kid’s events but this one is quite
different, most kids have their parents for guidance and full mobility. The only thing
that they require is a few bucks for the equipment. The “kids” that we get at B4K are
not your usual suspects. Their needs are much bigger and their smiles are much bigger
also.

Steve and April Pray started Benefit 4 Kids when the Make A Wish organization
bent over for the anti hunting groups, and decided to no longer offer “hunts” for their
kids. Steve just wasn’t going to let that
happen. He and a couple of friends de-
cided to have a fundraiser shoot to raise as
much money as they could. Thinking they
might be able to send a couple of kids on
hunts. As they say that was then and this is
now. Benefit 4 Kids is now a national
organization sending dozens of kids with
life limiting illness on their “wish” outdoor
experience. For more info www.B4K.org

The Michigan Longbow Association
is proud to be in the B4K family.

(Originally appeared in Sticktalk
Volume 16 Number 2 Spring
2004,painted by Natalie Vasos)
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(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 16 Number 4 June 2004)
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Camp Cuervo Archery Club
by John Vasos

In the Fall of 2004 the MLA ‘s  Camp Cuervo Archery Club Baghdad Iraq was
born.  Cuervo began from an email sent out from  SFC.  Alejandro, with the Warhorse
Company, 1st Cavalry Division stationed in the suburbs of Baghdad.  They wanted to
know if someone back home could spare a bow or two to send them.  Archery was a
way that they could take their minds off the war and the long wait between missions.

The Michigan Longbow Associa-
tion sponsored this group of soldiers in
Baghdad Iraq.  The idea took off and I
took on the challenge of meeting the needs
and request of the Camp Cuervo Archery
Club.  People not just in Michigan but all
over the United States that have come
together and helped out in starting our
archery ranges not just at Camp Cuervo
but other camps as well.

You have raised money and donated
equipment to send bows, targets and
arrows to the 59th Military Police, Dia-
mondback Archers that was started by First Sergeant Thomas Walsh in Mosul.  Not
far from Diamondback  Platoon Sergeant Jason Christianson 172nd Stryker Brigade
Combat Team “Artic Wolves” was receiving bows not only from us but also Trad
America who’s path has joined ours several times these last few years.

You have sent equipment to a camp
known as TQ, where Sergeant Brian
Johanson from Greenville Michigan with the
help of his men built a fully operating indoor
archery range complete with air conditioning.

LTC Yong Chun at Camp Marez
received permission to build an archery
range that will be run and maintained for
future soldiers to use and enjoy the bows
and arrows we have sent over.

When LTC Yong was preparing to return
home he ran into some trouble turning his

bows over to Captain Inman as the post office at Camp Taji would not accept weap-
ons through the military mail.  I suggested that he build a bow himself and I sent him
bow making books, a wood working vice and my own selfbow for him to copy.  I
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hoped this would help occupy his limited free time until we could get the bows and
arrows to him that the Army postal service declared as weapons and therefore unsafe
to use at Taji.  I listed the bow I sent on the Customs form at the post office as an
artistic hickory stick and the arrows as tomato stakes and Pat received them within
three days.

Greg Denny jumped in and sent an Osage stave, a draw knife and all the tools
that where needed to carve Pat’s first selfbow.  I was told they all arrive had been gift
wrapped with Christmas wrapping.  The Osage stave cracked and Ken received several
staves at the expo to send over so Pat can start over.  Advice and more staves and
selfbows were sent over from across the United States when I started putting pictures
of the Captains bow making experiences on the traditional archery websites we fre-
quent.

Then a strange phenomenon occurred at Camp Taji.  The original Camp Cuervo
soldiers found Pat and his selfbows and started shooting with him.  The same officers
that thought that archery at Taji was not a safe pastime began shooting with these guys
and we now have the beginning of the Camp Taji Archery Club.  Patrick found an
empty warehouse on the base and they are beginning with, the help of Rinehart Targets
and all of you, to build a place to meet at and fling some arrows down range once
again.

My request and
challenge to everyone here
in Michigan today is to do
what ever you can to help
our vets not only overseas
but when they return home
as well.  We can not help
everyone but we can get
involved with those that
ask for our help.   Ken and
I both can assure you
from the reception we
received from our troops
at Fort Leonard Wood
Missouri that the help you
give will never go unappreciated by these brave heroes of ours for what you have
already accomplished.

Thank You
(Excerpt from a speech at the MLA 2007 Awards Banquet)



(Originally appeared in Sticktalk Volume 9 Number 6
October 1997 - Shirts bearing this image where sold
by the MLA to support the Massey family)



Accept The Challenge

 Michigan Longbow Association

 New_____                               Renewal_____

  Circle one:
 One Year:  $15.00                  Three Years: $35.00                 Five Years: $60.00

Name: ________________________________Address:_______________________

City: _______________________State/Province:______________Zip: _________

Phone: _______  _______ ____________________ Email______________________

If gift membership, from: _______________________________________________

All Michigan Longbow Associations Memberships run January-to-January or July-to-July and are family
memberships; if your Spouse would like to be a voting member, please enter his/her name.

_________________________________________________________________

Please make check or money order payable to:
Michigan Longbow Association

Mail To:
Ken Scollick

3431 Old Creek Dr.
Holly, Mi. 48442-9508

Any questions? Please contact Ken Scollick
Phone: 248 634 0845          Email: Kens48@comcast.net
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