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     Christine Mary 
"Chris" Stewart, age 
67, passed away 
Sunday morning, 
March 24, 2019 sur-
rounded by her lov-
ing family, especially 
her grandkids. She 
was born May 16, 

1951 and lived in the Muskegon area most of 
her life. She received her Bachelor of Nursing 
degree and had worked 44 years as a Regis-
tered Nurse. On August 7, 1971, she married 
Jon P. Stewart in Elmira, MI and he survives 
her. Chris was an active member of St. Mary of 

the Immaculate Conception Catholic Church. 
Chris and Jon together accomplished many tri-
athlons and cycling events, including riding 
across the United States. Chris ran the Chicago 
Marathon, and with Jon, she ran many half-
marathons, 5k and 10k races. Chris was a life 
member of the Muskegon Bowmen, the Michi-
gan Longbow Association, and Michigan Bow 
Hunters. Survivors include her husband, Jon 
Stewart; her son, and her beloved grandkids. 
Contributions may be directed to Muskegon 
County Right to Life or to Catholic Charities 
West Michigan for the Baby Pantry. Sign the 
guestbook online at www.sytsemafh.com. 

     At this time, the MLA has 531 current mem-
bers, with 22 January 2019 memberships re-
ceiving this spring issue of STICKTALK as their 
last, unless they renew. 41 memberships were 
added this past quarter. The MLA is represented 
in six countries including Canada, Norway, the 
Netherlands, South Africa, the United Kingdom, 
and of course, the good ol’ USA. We are repre-
sented in 21 states and have 233 memberships 
that include an active spouse. Spouses are in-

cluded with your membership at no extra cost 
giving them the same MLA benefits and voting 
rights. Feel free to add a spouse, update your 
mailing address and/or email, to sticktalkedi-
tor@yahoo.com or through michiganlong-
bow.org. Including your email to your member-
ship means that you will receive the electronic 
version of STICKTALK in full color and an email 
reminder if your membership is going to expire.  

by Caroline Wells 
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Beneath the sylvan bough we yearn to weave 

The tune of bowstrings strummed shall be our song 

We’ll pluck our notes with fingers lithe and strong 

And drums shall sound as arrows strike and cleave! 

While our music rings throughout the wood 

This dance shall bring us close and win us friends 

For the fellowship we forge while bow limb bends 

Earns us our place in the sisterhood 

     All was right with the world. I had a bow in 
my hand, the breeze was cool, the sky was 
mottled grey, and the forest was green. The 
sort of million shades of green Michigan does 
right. Years ago as a child in Western Australia, 
I never would have imagined so much green 
could ever exist in a forest in summer. There, 
summer is the season of hot and dry, the sea-
son of green browning to a crisp beneath the 
unforgiving sun. But here I found myself in a 
summer of lush and alive, a season of green 
exploding into more green—more green than 
my eyes were used to. And scattered amongst 
all that green foliage, delicate wildflowers nod-
ded their heads in the breeze around me: wild 
geranium and columbine blossoms seeming 
fragile and wildly exotic to my untrained eye. 
How had I lived in Michigan for years and not 
known about these flowers? And all those 
shades of green? 
     I'd been in the slow process of coming out 
of a long, dark hibernation many years in the 
making. I was finally beginning to see things 
with eyes of a child again, to gaze with growing 

courage at a world that was regaining its luster 
and starting to glow with possibility. Reconnect-
ing with my inner child had led me to dip my 
feet in the lake of lost passions: I'd bought a 
kayak and had been delighted to spend the pri-
or summer discovering that Michigan’s lakes are 
as numerous as shades of green in her forests. 
I'd been at a loss on what to dabble this year, 
until a chance encounter with a Longbow Sister 
(in a bank, of all places) opened my eyes to ar-
chery. Suddenly, yet another light flickered on 
in my ever brightening world. Archery! Long-
bows! My inner-child got all giddy like it had 
downed too many poolside popsicles. 
     My fascination with archery came out of a 
childhood filled with imagination and fantasies. 
If I wasn't daydreaming of being a horse-riding 
gypsy or running barefoot with wolves, I was 
dreaming of stalking through the undergrowth, 
bow in hand and arrows upon my back. I read 
Robin Hood stories voraciously. I made bows 
out of sticks and ropes, and arrows out of twigs 
I whittled with a steak knife. And I dreamed.     
I dreamed desperately of drawing my stout       

All parts contributed by Frances Gibbs 
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by Bryan Burkhardt 

     Wrapping up another routine February day, 
I pulled the bundle of mail out of the mailbox 
and headed into the house.  I quickly sifted 
through the mail, throwing most of it into the 
recycle bin.  One large envelope, however, 
caught my attention.  As I opened the enve-
lope, I was pleased to see the Winter issue of 
STICKTALK.  The striking cover photo immedi-
ately caught my attention as I recognized an-
other gorgeous “Arrow Bow” made by my long-
time friend, Jim Reynolds.  An accompanying 
welcome letter from the MLA President thanked 
me for joining the Michigan Longbow Associa-
tion. 
     Embarrassment for letting my MLA member-
ship lapse settled in quickly.  Then I wondered 
who the anonymous individual was that gener-
ously paid for my membership.  Who was will-
ing to give up their hard-earned money to re-
new my MLA membership?  Thankfully, genuine 
gestures like this are typical for members of the 
MLA family.     
     Blessed, humbled, and embarrassed, I want-
ed to pay the generosity forward.  I went on 
Instagram, thanked the individual that renewed 
my membership and then offered to pay for     
a one-year membership for any new MLA     
member.   

     A post from Mitten Traditional stating “I 
want to be a member of MLA!” came in quickly 
and he was the winner of the MLA membership. 
What I didn’t realize was that my Instagram 
post automatically posted on Facebook as well. 
Mark Murphy was the first person on Facebook 
to post “I want to be a member of MLA!” so we 
signed him up as well.  
I contacted MLA mem-
bership secretary, Car-
oline Wells, to give her 
a heads up and to pay 
my tab. 
     Deep down, I knew 
something good had 
just happened.  MLA 
gained two new mem-
bers that will hopefully 
be positive contributors 
to MLA, and I knew 
these guys would have 
exposure to a great 
organization.  To the 
anonymous donor of 
my membership renew-
al, thank you again…
you made a difference!           



 



 



 



 



 



 

 
 

 



 

 



 

 



 

 








