


 

President’s Message 

 
Good Day All, 
 

Just thought I would reflect 
on the events that 
happened this month. 

August 10th thru the 12th 
we provided the targets at 
the GLLI Invitational at 
Charlton Park in Hastings, 
Michigan. 

What a beautiful place, for 
anyone that has not had the opportunity of being there, you missed out big time. 
Everything reflected around family and archery. It was awesome to see. With that 
being said I would like to give thanks to the following people for making that work 
event an easy task.  

Ken Scollick for being in charge of the event like he has done so many times in 
past, and the use of the mule. 

Jeff Woods for allowing the use of his trailer to transport the mule. To the people 
that helped in setting and tearing down of targets, Paul and Lynn Gasiorek, Brian 
Carpenter, Randy Duncan and family . 

THANK YOU VERY MUCH, for making this event happen smoothly. 

August 18th and19th was our 50 target 3D shoot, which I believe was a great 
success.  

I did not see as many members there supporting the shoot. But there was a lot 
going on that weekend across the state. Besides the shoot itself with the dream 
cruise and back to the bricks.  

Saturday the 18th we started, setting the targets at 6:30 am to accommodate for 
shooting to start earlier. We started using Saturdays as part of our shooting 
regime on monthly shoots to accommodate the public that cannot make it on 



Sundays. I believe this has worked out well for the club and the public. For the 
people that made the weekend a success - V.P. Jeff Woods , James Vanover, Erik 
Franks , Cory Franks , Ryan , Josh , Lynne G., Mike Burgess, Billy Hoffman, Robert 
Tripplehorn, I’d like to again say THANK YOU VERY MUCH, for setting and taking 
down targets to working in club where need be.  

With the amount of people starting to show up, I believe we are making the right 
choices for the good of the club. 

IT SHOWS BIG TIME. 

Our last monthly shoot is Sept. 8th and 9th. Let’s get tuned up for the season. 

Sept. 22nd we are hosting a charity shoot, please see flyer on our event section of 
our web page. This is a very special event that should not be missed. 

And remember teach the young ones the tradition of A GREAT SPORT. 

For the good of the club, 

                                             Your President Bill Faber 



 
2018 Board Members 

 
 
 
President – Bill Faber 
Vice President – Jeff Woods 
Treasurer – Chris Sienkiewicz 
Recording Secretary – Deana Faber 
Classification Secretary – James Vanover 
Field Captain – Cory Franks 
Director 1 – Kevin Johnson 
Director 2 – Lynn Gasiorek 
Director 3 – Tom Holscher 
Director 4 – Robin Howell 
Director 5 – Bill Hoffman 
Past President – Ken Scollick 
 
Thank you for serving our club. 
 



 

2018 Event Schedule 

 

ALL 2018 EVENTS OPEN TO THE PUBLIC! 

 
 
 



 
Congratulations 

 
 

 
 

 
We would like to congratulate our Vice President Jeff Woods on his retirement 
from the Howell Police Department. Sergeant Woods served the city for 25 years. 
Here’s to having all the hunting time in the world 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 



 

True fear 

 
Bill Hoffman – Director / Social Media Manager 

The scariest moment of my hunting career came when I was fifteen years old on a 
deer bow hunt in Michigan’s Upper Peninsula. Being fifteen, I had only been 
hunting two years at this point on my own and well let’s just say I was still a little 
green. Okay a lot green. Being that this was first trip up to my dad’s “Deer Camp,” 
the entire way up I drove with my learners permit. This included crossing the 
world’s longest suspension bridge. All five miles of the Mackinaw Bridge were a 
white-knuckle adventure to this inexperienced driver. Aside from the terrors of 
plummeting into the straits of Mackinaw, the entire way up my dad convinced me 
that in the U.P. there was an angry bear around every tree stump. It was a five 
and half hour drive from home. It was five and half hours of him loading me up 
with so many bull butter stories of bear attacks that by the time we arrived I 
didn’t sleep a wink. 

 The next morning we walked the property and I learned the lay of the land. We 
did see some bear tracks and scat.  

“Great, he wasn’t lying.” 

We ate lunch, found some good trails and hung a few stands. After watching a 
flock of turkeys roost, we then settled in for another sleepless night. This night 
was sleepless due to a coyote pack doing their best Lady Ga Ga impressions about 
seventy-five yards from the back door. Dad convinced me they were wolves, and 
yes, it actually was a full moon.  

“Great, another thing that wants to eat me.”  



Again, I’ll kindly remind you, I was very green. However, the cries of the song dogs 
were muffled enough from the fear laced pillow that I had wrapped around my 
head for me to get at least a few hours of shuteye.  

Soon, it is just before daybreak and I was sitting in the dark waiting for the woods 
to come alive, alone. I heard some movement to my left. A shuffling in the leaves. 
It was still too dark to see what it is but I knew damn well that the turkeys we had 
watched go to roost the night before hadn’t flown down yet. It had to be a deer. 
Or a bear, I thought. 

Then I saw them, like small little demons clumsily emerging from the thicket. 
Three black bear cubs, in the early morning light, seventeen yards away. Of 
course, I knew that the cubs were harmless to me, but where was the sow? On 
the car drive up my dad reminded me multiple times of how many limbs you lose 
when you get near a sow’s cubs. Fourteen yards, they were getting closer.  

“They must smell me,” I thought to myself as panic set in.  

Eight yards. My back sunk into the oak tree and was shaking so hard that the last 
of the fall acorns where dropping down from the involuntary vibrations. This 
sound seemed to startle the bear cubs and they began dashing around through 
the fallen leaves that littered the U.P. forest floor. I knew in my mind that the only 
thing worse than being between a sow and her cubs was being between a sow 
and her frightened cubs. I began to pray. 

I closed my eyes tightly and spoke to the Lord with more conviction than any 
other time in my life. All the while, I could hear the cubs moving closer and closer. 
I then felt a thud on the first rung of my twelve-foot ladder stand. I couldn’t bear 
(pun intended) to open my eyes as I just knew the sow was on her way up to 
chew on my leg. 

As I said Amen and opened my eyes, I was ready. Ready to do whatever it took to 
get out of that tree and away from the mauling that was headed my way. I 
focused my eyes looking around to take stock in the locations of each beast as 
they surrounded me. 

Six yards. 

The sun broke over the tree line and there now on the ground surrounding the 
ladder at my feet were three................................................ porcupines. 

It turns out that in the dark, porkies look a lot like bear cubs. 

Thanks Dad.





   

Next Board Meeting 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

September 4th, 2018  

7 pm 

 

 



Field Captain’s  Quarters 

 
 
Cory Franks – Field Captain 
 
Three years ago on a Tuesday evening in the spring, my buddy Ryan and I were 
shooting a weekly 3D league at Flint Bowmen. Somewhere near the end of the 
course, a fellow member commented on the fact that I was shooting a longbow, a 
pretty rare sight on the range in Grand Blanc. As usual I reveled in his 
acknowledgement. I wasn't the only one to hit those woods with the stick and 
string those days but I do believe I was the only one to completely dedicate 
myself to it.  
 
You see, I am a stubborn guy. When I decide I am going to do something, I do it. 
When somebody tells me I can't do that thing I've decided I will do, I won't sleep 
right until I have confidence in my achievement. That previous winter I stumbled 
upon a smorgasbord of videos on the Internet by Jeff Kavanaugh and a guy who 
called himself Wolfie. These two gentlemen, continents apart, were making shots 
with traditional bows that I could only do with a compound.  
 
Let the addiction take hold.  
 
I immediately got a longbow because I had to do this stuff. There was to be no 
"trying." I was going to hit where I wanted; with no sights, no release, no drop 
away rest and no let off. No matter what.  
 
That was a long winter. Cold days, deep snow and long nights of searching for 
arrows, most of which were broken upon discovery. But I was hooked. Shooting 
instinctively was the coolest, most wicked drug I've ever encountered and I've 
been under the thumb of this horrible beast ever since. 
 



Now back to that other guy. I couldn't even finish my answer when he asked 
where I lived. He cut me off to say that there used to be a place in Fenton where 
he occasionally shot 3D. He had no Idea if it was still around but he thought it was 
called something like Land O' Lakes. Being the rookie archery fiend I was, I had to 
look it up. And low and behold, there it was, alive and kicking. And there's a shoot 
in two days!  
 
Ryan, his wife Paige and I had to check it out. That first time at our beloved club 
was a cold and rainy evening. The parking lot was practically empty and nobody 
was to be seen. We wandered into the club house to be greeted by Bill Faber, 
James Vanover and Pat Gleason with looks of mixed feelings on their faces. It 
seemed as though they thought we were crazy as well as relieved that some 
people showed up tonight. We explained that we were already wet and cold and 
we came to check it out so a little more rain wouldn't hurt. 
 
The white course was set that night. Although we were given directions from Bill 
on how to navigate the course, we had a bear of a time figuring out where to go. I 
am sure it was my own anticipation of an archery club that looked pretty 
awesome so far and only ten minutes from home causing me to drown out his 
instruction. But alas, we found foam.  
 
As we trucked on through the course, I cannot remember how many comments 
were made between the three of us about how great this place was. It had 
amazing land and a really cool club house. The Rinehart targets set out in the 
woods were just icing on the cake. I'm pretty sure we weren't halfway through 
the course when the Wigren's and I both decided we were going to become 
members and this would be our new home for the arrow affliction.  
 
The next week we were back. Only this time, we were looking long term.  I talked 
to Pat about how to join and how to help more, particularly with the 3D course. 
He handed me an application and pointed to James saying that this was the man 
to talk to. James let us help tear down the course that night and it was all 
downhill from there. I discovered that the only thing better than shooting the 
bow, is creating the course to shoot that bow. Seeing the shot through the trees 
and trying to execute it later brings about a roller coaster of emotions I have 
never known prior.  
 
I have not missed many opportunities to work in the woods over the past three 
years. And I am grateful for the fact that I was asked to play a bigger role in the 
job that I enjoy at our club. 
 
I am so very grateful for the understanding and support of my wife Jessica. I have 
spent a lot of hours at Land-O-Lakes over the past few years and she has been 
wonderful about that. She understands that it is one of my happy places and 



actually encourages me to be there. And she loves it as well. We have spent many 
an afternoon wandering around the woods shooting stumps and sand pits 
together as well as the 3D course when her schedule allows it. And with any luck 
we will have a couple more shooters on our excursions. 
 
Back in January, we had two wonderful kids placed in our home under foster care. 
Nevaeh and Hayden are brother and sister and are 5 and 4 years old respectively. 
We are truly blessed to have these two and are nearing the finalization of 
adoption. They both like to shoot their bows but at their ages they have the 
attention span of mosquitos and it doesn't tend to last very long. Archers or not, 
they are wonderful kids and I will not push anything on them. But I think Nevaeh 
will be a bow hunter. She is very interested in all of my gear and likes to watch 
hunting and fishing on television with me. If our family is legally whole before the 
end of hunting season this year I bet she or possibly both will be found in the 
woods with me. Regardless, they both enjoy the woods and the playground at the 
club so I am see you we will see you there. 

 

 
 

 

 





 
 
 

Club By-Laws and Constitution 
 

 
 
 
 

As a reminder, the clubs governing documents can be found on our website via 
the link below. 

 
 
 

http://www.landolakesbowmen.com/by-laws--constitution.html 
 
 
 
 

http://www.landolakesbowmen.com/by-laws--constitution.html


 

Special Thanks to our Target Sponsors 

 

 

 

    

 

 

 
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

  

 



 

We also would like to thank these 
members for contributing to the target 

herd. 

 

Dave & Sue Marsh 

John & Denise Pyeatt 

Steve & Suzette Ominski 

Mick & Alissa Parks 

Tom & Mia Holscher 

James & Barb Thibodeau 

Robin Howell 

Dave Curry 

Rick Pelske 

Pat & Karen Gleason 

Ken Scollick 

Jack & Mary Briggs 

Jack & Kathy Shanks 

James and Ulrike Vanover 

Carole & Same Morello 

Kathy & Bill Bouman 

Leasa & Chris Sieniewicz 

Sherri & Mike Wisser



 

The following people have targets 
sponsored in their loving memory. 

 

Lawrence Vincent 

Joe Vincent 

William Faber 

We hope to see you at the club! 

 

 

 

 

 

Want to be featured in a future issue of The Bowmen?  

Email Director / Social Media Manager Bill Hoffman: 
Info@Landolakesbowmen.com 

Cover Immage: Dave Richmond with his 2016 Black Bear. 

mailto:Info@Landolakesbowmen.com

