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New South Dakota State
Record Mule Deer

Scott Sharpe
192 typical mule deer = Pennington Co., SO 2003

As “The Big Day” approached (our wedding) on
April 12th, 2003, I asked my fiancée where she
wanted to go for our honeymoon. I figured she
would say any place but South Dakota, which
was already planned for our hunting trip. She
surprised me when she said, “Let’s make it our
honeymoon trip as well.”

In 2002, Laura and I had hunted with White River
Qutfirters. We were both successful in taking two good
animals. [ took a fair 5x5 mule deer scoring in the 150s,
and Laura took a nice whitetail with a 425-yard shot.

For this hunt, [ had decided to be more selective. |
was hoping for something in the 170s. Laura, meanwhile,
had her sights set a little more realistically. She would be
satisfied with anything in the 140-150 range.

Scott Sharpe is
pictured here
with the new
South Dakota
state record
typical mule
deer. The buck
officially scores
192 points.

Day one of our hunt began ar 4 a.m., with coffee
and a half-hour drive to the ranch. The strategy this
day, like most of the days, would be trying to catch a
deer moving from feeding areas to bedding areas in the
mornings and glassing in the afternoons. Day one ended
uneventfully; not a shot was fired although we glassed
many good bucks.

On the second day, we split up to increase our
odds of finding a good buck. My guide Pete and I jumped
a nice 5x5 buck out of a cedar canyon, but he wasn't quite
what | wanted on only the second day of the hunt. We
bedded the buck down and then decided that Pete would
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go find Bruce and Laura, so that she could make a stalk
on this buck. [ stayed behind to watch the deer in case he
decided to move.

Pete found Laura and Bruce, and when they re-
turned the buck was still in his bed. Laura stalked up to
150 yards, but the tall grass and the short bipod prevented
her from getting a comfortable shot. The buck decided
not to hang around any longer and bounded over the hill,
not to be seen again.

While moving back out of the area, we spotted
another 5x5 that looked promising. We put the spotting
scope in him and Laura decided that if she could make a
successful stalk, then he was the buck for her. She circled
downwind, got within 175 yards, and made a great shot on
her first mule deer, a nice 26-1/2-inch spread 5x3.

The next day Pete and | hunted alone, as Laura
decided to take the day off and sleep in. We hunted
most of the day by glassing cedar draws, looking for that
170-class animal. By late afternoon, we decided to set up
overlooking a winter wheat field where we had previously
seen a number of deer.

As the day was wearing down, we noticed ten deer
gerting out of their beds and feeding on the same sage-
brush in which they spent the afternoon. They were over
a mile away, but we could tell there was a pood buck in
the bunch. We needed to get a closer lack, but time was
against us. We only had about 45 minutes, so off we went
in a big hurry. At this point, running was the only option.
Our lungs were burning and sweat was pouring off us like
we had just gotten out of the shower.

[ stopped Pete for a suggestion about halfway
there. We had one more draw to encounter and 1 knew
that time and trying to shoot at any long distance was
going to be a big question mark on this stalk.

[ said, “Pete, let’s back off for today and come back
first light tomorrow morning. This buck has his bunch of
does, so | don't think he will move too far tonight. Plus,
with the wind not in our favor, we could blow them out of
the area. Also, if | have to make a longer shot, this draw
that we have to drop into and came out of will never allow
me a quick clean shot before shooting time runs out.”

Pete agreed. We stood there wiping the sweat off
our faces and trying to put oxygen back in our lungs. The
weakness in my legs and the burning in my lungs was
phenomenal. This feeling was still making me smile.

“This is what makes me return here year after year.
This is what it is all about; nothing’s easy,” [ said to Pete.

As we stood there catching our breath, I noticed
four does topping a small saddle to our right about 400
yards away. | lifted my binoculars and was shocked. A
gigantic buck was trailing with them. This was not the
same buck that we had been running after.

“Pere, look at this one!” I pointed out to him.

He took a quick look and his jaw dropped as far as
mine. This was a giant, for sure! His antlers dwarfed his
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body like nothing I had ever seen. His lumbering stroll
was as picturesque as his antlers.

We crawled about 50 yards to the edge of the draw.
Pete was on my right side and was still trying to get his
glasses and binoculars defogged.

“Can you still see him!"” Pete whispered

“Yes! He's pushing his does our way!" [ replied.

The sight of him throwing his head back and
smelling the does with that lip curl made a feeling come
over me that is indescribable.

“How far is he?” Pete asked.

“I think around 300 yards,” I whispered back. “I
can't take this anymore, I'm taking him.”

[ was thinking about lack of time and other fac-
tors that could cost me another chance to harvest this
magnificent buck. [ looked down the barrel to make sure
nothing was going to affect this shot of a lifetime. The
gun barked, and he dropped like I had pulled the ground
out from under him! The next moment found us at his
side in awe.

“Whar a buck!” Pete exclaimed.

With a high percentage of antlered game, ground
shrinkage takes effect, but not with this animal. His deep
forks, symmetry, and mass were all breathtaking. I was
speechless.

With some quick photos and rough estimate, Pete
commented, “This will score in the top ten of the state,
maybe even the top five!”

Later, we put a tape on him. We were starting

then to see that this buck
might break the 50-year
old state record of 190-6/8.
At that point, the 60-day
drying period seemed to
take forever.

January 18, 2004, the
score was final. He scored an
amazing 192 points. It was a
new State Record for South
Dakota, and shot on our
honeymoon! It was a great
week of hunting with some
great memories.

The only thing that
could have made it better
would have been to have my
father, Everett, with me. He
was the person who instilled
in me the desire, drive, and
love to hunt. Also, 1 hope
that every hunter that goes
afield can experience such
an awesome feeling as only
the taking of such a trophy
animal can hring.

New #4 Manitoha Typical
Jason R. Price = 189-1/8 typical whitetail
Shell River. Manitoha, 2003

For a full week, Jason Price waited
patiently for a good opportunity. He
saw plenty of sign, but the full moon
had all of the activity happening
between dusk and dawn.

He had seen three small bucks, but
was holding out, hoping for something in
the 150-class. His patience paid off when,
on the second to last day, a giant whitetail
suddenly appeared only 45 yards away.

A shotfrom an uncomfortable position
missed, but the buck quartered toward him,
unaware of where the blast had come from. A
second shot found its mark at 30 yards.

Jason Price's exceptional whitetail is
the fourth-largest typical whitetail ever re-
corded in Manitoba. The provincial record,
a 197 B&C typical, was taken by Larry H.
MacDonald on the Assiniboine River in
1980.

Lastly, thanks to my wife, Laura, Whar a hunt-
ing/honeymoon trip! The memories of our trip and of
the Honeymoon Buck will last forever, &

For'severallyears, hunting of the'Aishihik|River:mountain caribou herd
wasiclosed; withithelintent oflettinglnumbersrebuild. Ini2002; limited

entry/permitsiwerelissued:Oneyear later, Valerie'Drummondiwas'a|lucky
recipientiof aitag andiwould!be'going on her first mountain caribou hunt:

Drummond wasithrilled;jandiwasfaccompaniedionlherhuntbylher hiisband
Dan} allocallconservation' officer (B&Cimeastrer), thein daughter-in-law/Banielle;
anditheir yellow/lab pack—dog Harley.Tihey hikedlinto'the arealthe day before the
seasonlopenedfin‘polringirain.’ At1ip:m:, in‘thellate-summer evening light; they
sawifivelbullst@neiwas'aimassive bullithat towered above the'rest.

Eafly thefnext morning, her'husband spottedfthelbullsithey’ hadlseen the
night'befores@nelofithelbulls'hadimagnificentantlers coveredlin chocolate-brown
velvet-hey quickly'denned wet'boots andigear, and thelstalk'was on. Mhey got
withinishooting/distance, butalhasty'shot'missed. Drummond watched!helplessly
as herdream bullfledithe othersiaway.

lihethuntersihikedibackitolcamp) regrouped; and hiked the'rest of the day,
without'seeing ancthencaribous As'they/settledlinto/camp that evening, Harley/let
outabark’Everyonellookediandisawia largelbullicrestingithelhotizoni800lyardsifrom
theirtents Itiwasiskylinedlinia'regal poselinithefading I|ght aitruly magnlﬂcent sight:
Itwasiwithottialdoubt; thelsamelbull'she hadimissediinithelmorning.

Asithellightwas fading, they:haditoirespond quickly:nheylarabbedlalcoliple
ofi ampty packst and the nifle; and performad around=: about stalkitolensureithe wmd
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Pennsylvania Top Twelve

Thomas J. Youmng
22-1/16 black hear = Pike Co., PA 2003

The second morning of the Pennsylvania deer
season found Thomas J. “T.]J.” Young and some
of his family members at their hunting camp,
known as Dippy Dell. They were conducting a
deer drive in a familiar patch of woods known
to them as “Death Hollow.”

At 8:30 am., T). took a stand on the other side
of a massive blowdown thar a tornado had leveled a few
years prior. Once the drive was underway, a few does came
out. Shortly thereafter, a large solitary
black object appeared. It was moving
in his direction. It emerged from a
stand of hemlocks with its nose in the
air, checking the wind. The animal
was trying to locate T.].'s cousin, who
was pushing him from the safety of
the blowdown and swamp.

TJ. had no doubts this was
a giant bear, and at eighty yards, he
squeezed the crigger on his 280, The
bear was hit hard but continued on at
a fast rate right toward him! Two more shots to the vitals
finally dropped the bear 30 yards from che excited hunter.

TJ. and his cousin approached the hear and were
shocked at the animal’s size. They guessed the bear's
= weight to be close to 300 pounds. His official weight was
K later determined to be a staggering 664 pounds.

Pennsylvania is producing the biggest black
= bears on the continent right now, and T.J. Young's bear
is a prime example of great genetics. It is the twelfth-
largest bear entered in the records book ever taken in
that state. =
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AaroniKelly/sifirst trip/to’Alaskanettedia'nice
Dall’s sheep. His second trip, in/September,
2004, held'highipossibilities'and'higher

, standards Kelly would bahuntlng in the
Chu

New # 4 Kansas Typical

ChrisE. Unrein
190-1/8 typical mule deer = Trego Co., KS 2003

Oversleeping and rushing to get to your
hunting spot is not a textbook way to bag
a big mule deer, but don‘t tell that to Chris
Unrein. After arriving late to his chosen
location, he was lucky enough to find this
great buck following a doe.

Unrein says of the encounter, “l was
shaking with excitement. | had just taken the
deer of a lifetime. It was truly a God-given
gift.”

Kelly' started the hunt looking for al goat, and
found one: It was a beautiful, mature billy:with horns
longen than nine inches. After that opporntune start,
Kelly'andhisiguideiwere able tolcencentrate on/look:
ingifor algreatiram.

They flew tol a new! |location and! began! their
hunt onithelopeninglday ofithe season. They quickly
found! a massive! ram feeding in'the moraine, below,
the steep cliffs that most sheep call'home:. A tense
staredown that left Kelly!s legs cramping ended with
the'ram walkinglaway unscathed’

After another hour off glassing, they' spotted
him again. Helwas a'mile'away, andifeeding withi'two
other rams. The animals proceeded toe!spar and/ feed
for an hour befoere beddingldown: After watching/this
rami next to these othern twolfull-curl trophies; there

S was no doubt whichlone lhe wanted.

They attempted another stalk that ended! with

‘the/biglwhite ram diving out of sight over a cliff: After

everal tense minutes ofi looking, Kelly!s guide said,
“iMhere helis!™
The rami was a half=mile away. They quickly

~closed the! distance, and then! Kelly had to make a

greatllong-distance shot tolbring down his prize:
Kelly wasisolexcitedithat helyelledlout|loud; and

even bear-hugged' his guide!l Kelly saysiof the pack-

out, “Three hoursiinitheldark overirocks and'icelnever

ihtrt'solgood.” &



New #3 All-time Taken by 10 Year Old

Jack F. Nelsen
233-4/8 BaC Rlaska-Yukon moose = Anvik River, AK 2004

Ten-year old Jack Nelsen goes to fifth grade. He likes to hunt, fish, and
do most other things 10-year-olds like to do. In his spare time, he also
does things like taking the third-biggest moose in recorded history!

Moose hunting is something he had always dreamed of, ever since his dad
brought home a big moose. Finally, the younger Nelsen would get his own chance.
His dad, Dean, had invited him to go along with him and his hunting partners on an
Alaska moose hunt.

Nelsen met his dad in Anchorage, and the next morning they boarded a small
plane, arriving in Aniak an hour later. From there, they hopped on a single-prop plane
and headed to their “middle-of-nowhere” destination.

On the first day of the hunt, the party split, with Nelsen and his dad walking
downriver. Dean called for moose as they walked, but received no responses. All they
saw were wolf and grizzly tracks.

Dean called one last time and got a faint answer. The son didn'’t hear it, as he was
preoccupied with skipping rocks on the river. The second time, however, he heard the
bull grunt. They ran back up to the top of a small cliff just in time to see the bull come
over the mountain on the other side of the river. He was huge! Jack started to get very
excited as the bull came roward them through the trees.

Ten minutes passed, and they thought the bull might have vacated the area.
Suddenly, he started grunting again, this time raking his massive rack on trees and
tearing up brush. The bull got quiet again, and then gave one soft grunt. Dean answered
back. That did the trick, and the bull came walking toward them, pushing over trees as
he moved. Jack was so overcome with excitement that he was bouncing up and down.
At that point, Dean had to not only keep tabs on the big bull, but also keep his boy’s
excitement in check.

The bull stopped on the edge of the river, now less than 100 yards away. They
couldn’t find a rest for the gun, so Dean grabbed Jack’s beaver-chewed walking stick for
height and instructed Jack to shoot off of his arm.

Jack placed his rifle on the rest and peered through his scope. He says at that
point, the moose looked very big! The moose took a drink of water, looked up, and
started to cross the river. Jack placed the crosshairs right between his quarry’s eyes and
pulled the trigger. When the smoke cleared, the gigantic moose had dropped in its tracks
and lay at the river’s edge.

Jack says that he doesn’t remember much about the next few seconds. Dean says
thar Jack gave him the gun, then started jumping up and down and screaming some-
thing about a big moose!

The logistics of the situation didn't permit them to go directly to the animal.
Instead, they had to go back to camp, change into their waders, and float back down
with a raft. As they arrived, the hunters were speechless as they pulled the tape past the
76-inch mark. Jack tried to help with the field-dressing, but the moase was so big that
he wasn’t much help. So, while Dean and Rod (another hunter in their party) cleaned
it, Jack wenr fishing.

As Jack reflects on his adventure, he says that he really wants to go moose hunt-
i n, but he'll haye to wait. Dad says it’s his brother Ben’s turn next.
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New #3 All-Time
Patrick Brewer = 94 Pronghorn
Coconino County, AZ 2003

It took Pat Brewer fourteen vears of patient
waiting to draw his coveted Arizona tag. In the
end, algl the waiting paid off, and Brewer would
finally have the opportunity to hunt in some of
the best pronghorn country in North America.
He decided to hire a guide, and they began scout-
ing the area. Thirty-two miles later on a dusty two-track,
they found an enormous pronghorn buck. It was
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the day before the opener and Brewer was excired.

They camped in the area, with no other
intention but to go after that one trophy. As first
light bloomed, they were astounded to see that they
could acrually see their quarry right from camp!
They put on a tension-packed stalk, as Brewer tried
not to let the thought of those massive horns ruin
his shooting skills.

Finally, Brewer touched the trigger on his
.270. He missed! He watched as his dream buck
hastily put some serious real estate between them.
Eventually, they found the buck in their sights
again. They watched as he bullied a lesser buck, beating
him up until the litcle guy gave in and fled. Brewer still
had no shot as he warched the buck start ro follow a doe.

Finally, a decent shot presented irself. He used his
bipod to gain a steady rifle barrel and connected on a
great shot. Fourteen years of waiting had given Brewer a
trophy far greater than he had ever hoped for. &
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According tofTom Toman/of thelRocky/iMountain
EliklFoundation, thelcurrentipopulationjofielk

inlBennsylvanialisiairesultiofitransplantsithat

took placeifrom YellowstonelNationallPark from
1913-1926. WhilelRMEF|has!helpediwith habitat
enhancementiandirelocationsiof ellkiwithin'the
state) alllelkifound'thereinow resultfromithose
veny early transplants.

Rennsylvaniansiseeml to eithen love therelk or
hatefthem; withotut'muchimiddlelground: Cotnt Albert
Erichiin'withithelbunch thatilovesithem: Hisibull taken
iniNovember 20043 becomesitheffirstAll-time records="

bookientry forrany elkicategonyifromiPennsylvania:
[thgl stanted SfoptErichiind September; whenfhe

foundioutiheiwasone ofitwelvelltickyirecipients of bl

tagt He saysi22)777 people’appliediforithe tag: Hisiexa
numberinthedrawingyiwhichihelwillllikelylnever forge
was#4’

Helsoon did all'helcodlditolobtainipermissionite
huntivarious propertiestinitherareas Erichisays that the
herdiinthistunit'efteniinhabits reclaimedistripiminesiand
privatetranchiholdingsilitiisrairuraliarea, withthemlacks

coverand foodiplotsiandinaturallbrowse: e
HelScolted faninadvancerand hadifolind threé».'

goodibullsiby thesseasonfopener.Hefwatched it
movements  andtlearnedftheir habits: Finally, on
night'beforethe opener; he putithemitolbed:

New Delaware State ord

Jefirey K. Foskey = Sussex Co., DE 2003
202-3/8 non-typical whitetail

Jeff Foskey and twelve of his friends decided
to lease a property for their annual whitetail
adventures. For Foskey, it paid off in ways he
had never imagined.

Opening morning came with high expec-
tations, windy conditions, and no results. He
relocated for the afternoon hunt and was watching
a small buck with a doe when he heard something
crashing the brush. The sound continued until,
finally, a heavy-racked buck appeared at 45 yards.
Foskey waited until the deer went behind a tree and
then raised his shotgun. As the buck reappeared,
Foskey made good on the most important shot he

will likely ever take.
Jeff Foskey's
202-3/8 non-typical
whitetail is the
largest to ever
come from
Delaware, and
one of only two
from that state
to ever make
the All-time
records boaok.
The other, a 197
B&C trophy,
was harvested
only two months
later, by Robert
P. Reeves, Jr., in
Kent County.

On opening morning, Erichisison, who'is 4|50
named Albert; Rodney: Bistner,jand RaullGilleniwent out
tolenjoy/alRennsylvaniaelkihtint:|Erichiwas thelonlyitag:
holder;butthelexperienceiwasitooimuchito resistforthe
otherthree: _

They eventuallySspotteds thelelk, whichhad
movediaisignificantidistance from'the'eveninglbefore!
Atraghorntbillfhadigiventaway theirlocation; thelherd
wasibeddedlinideadfallYAs Erichimoved in; heiwasisoon
bustediAllargelbull’stooditipiiandiheandiEnichihadiatfif-
teen-secondstaredown-ihelbullifinallygavelinianditook

alstep forwardyallowinglErichthisimuch-neededishoot-

ingllane;@ne shotwithihi 7mm and| Erlch hadlalprizelas
uniglerasianyieven ok
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Kevin Halbmaier
218-2/8 Ba.C non-typical whitetail
lMonroe Co., IR 2003

Kevin Halbmaier would like to tell you that he
has hunted for 30 years, or that he was after
this particular deer for 5 years, or perhaps some
other grand hunting story. But as a humble
Halbmaier talks about his exper:ence in the
field, he says, “I'm just a beginner.”

A big buck was not at the forefront of Halbmaier's
mind. There was a big buck running about, or so the
rumors had said. Someone even had a picture of it, sup-
posedly, but not Halbmaier.

Halbmaier only started hunting about 5 years
ago (he is now 50). He had just recently purchased 100
acres, of which better than half is timbered. Beginning
some sort of hunting on his property seemed to go hand
in hand. Until che fall of 2003, Halbmaier had raken
two deer in that short hunting career, both of which
were does.

On the last day of the second season, he and some
friends were our chasing deer. His friends pushed the
timber, and it wasn't long before a giant buck popped out
of heavy cover. Actually, he says there were about ten
deer in the bunch, but he scarcely remembers the rest
of them.

Halbmaier shouldered his Remington 8§70 pump
shotgun and tock the 80-yard running shot. He had no
doubt it would be the most important shot of his life. As

lowa hunter Kewn Halbmaler had onlv been huntmg
for five years when he harvested this non-typical
whitetail scoring 218-2/8 points.

if drawn on paper, the slug struck home, ending the reign
of one of the biggest bucks in the area.

We say “one” of the biggest bucks, because another
one taken in the area is Tony Lovstuen's 307-5/8 non-typi-
cal, which stands as the largest hunter-taken whitetail in
history. But Halbmaier isn’t too worried about that. He is
happy with his first buck, and he is continuing to learn
how to deer hunt. =
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