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Filled with wonders
Unbelievable wildlife fﬂllﬂd at Turley Ranch

BY BEYAN HENDRICES
AREANSAS DEMOCEAT-GATETTE

DURHAM, Okla, — 1 was
born too late to be 3 western pio-
neer, but 1 was the first to hunt
the Turley Ranch. Last week, |
was the first to kill a deer and
turkey there, and I witnessed
wonders to fill a lifetime of
sweet dreams.

Owned by Windle Turley,
a moted Drallas attorney, Turley
Ranch sprawls across 15,000 acres
in the red hill country of Roger
Mills County, Okla., on the wesi-
ern edge of the state near the
ﬁ:::ﬂs FanhanddII: I:“:Ininig;

b\.q,wrung er Euur
anu.'lmns., Turley has, for the
irst time, apened his ranch to &
limited amount of bunting.

My son Ethan and [ were his
first guesis, Because he hasn't
ver completed a hunter educa-
tion course, Ethan couldn’t hunt,
but I wanted him to experience
this part of western Oklahoma
that [ love so much.

Turley Ranch contains 7
miles of bottomland along the
Washita River and Rush Creek,
as well as miles of virgin prai-
rie, windswept hills and isolat-
ed canyons, White-tailed deer
are o0 numerous to count on
the ranch, and they come in all
sizes. | saw nubbin bucks, spike
bucks and forkhorns, but 1 also
saw multitined monsters rang-
ing from 120 Boone & Crockett
o some excecding 190-class, All
had tall, wide typical racks with
near perfect symmetry.

Tony Sumpier, the ranch
manager and my part-time guide,
said a buck killed on a neighbaor-
ing ranch several years ago had
a rack with an inside spread of
29 inches and scored better than
200 B&C.

Mule deer also live on the
ranch, but Sumpter said the
more aggressive whitetails are
rapidly forcing them out.

Turkeys! | saw more in just
three fields than we'll Kill in
the entire state of Arkansas this
autumn. These are Rio Grande
birds, noted for their buff feather
tips and chattiness. They form
huge flocks in the fall and late
winter that can number in the
hundreds. Sunrise began each
morning with a whistling con-
test among untold numbers of
bobwhite quall, followed by a
excophony of turkey velps, cuts,
A clocks an ?surl::ﬁ Tur=
keys poured out of the trees, as-
sembled and fanned across fields
of winter wheat, rye and alfalfa.
We could not enter a thicket
without bumping a flock.

Sumpter and [ are the same
age. He left these parts for 13
years to work a big ranch in Mew
Mexico, but the g of hame was
mnstmng.!-leteﬁ:r life to
return to Roger Mills County,
where he got an entry level
job punching cows at Turley
Ranch. Ten vears later, he runs
the place,

“Htw Mexico was good to
me,” he said. *1 had my own
spread out there, my own cattle,
and [ was doing well. But this
country here never gets out of
your blood, and T gave it all up to
come back. My wife, Lorrie, is the
same way. When [ first talked to
you over the phone, you yourself
said that you always get excited

when you get a chance to come
out here, | thought, "Uh-huh, he's
been kit by it, too™

I won't deny it. Roger Mills
County has long had a hald
on me. | killed my first turkey
near here, just a few miles from
Reydon, in 1999, Every deer ['ve
killed in Oklahoma was here,
Mow, 1 had been offered a once-
in-a-lifetime chance to hunt deer
with 3 muzzleloader and do a kit-
tle fall turkey hunting on Turley
Ranch. My goal was 1o get what
Sumpter calls a “management
buck.” which he described as a
“Basic 8" in the 110130 class,

“They lock like they all came
from the same cookie cutter,” he
said, “We've got them running all
over the place.”

M. Turley, who also hails from
Roger Mills County, stopped in
0o Vst "l.‘r'tdll.c.hﬂ.l}' niy] the eV
of the hunt. He made Ethan and
me feel very welcome, and we
spent the evening in lively con-
YErsal pon.

Finally, he asked about my
equipment.

“Dio you use a flintlock, or
cap-and-ball?™ he inquired.

“It's an inline, with W200
shotgun primers and Triple
Seven black povwder substitute,”
1 replied. “My gun has a German
tanget-grade barrel and a Weaver
4-power scope,”

“Mot very primitive, is it?” he
asked in a tone that has doubi-
less withered many a witness.

“Well, it is a muzzleloader,
with a lot of components that
have to work flawlessly and in

Moaty Mcblothlin
&1 Durham, Okla.,
shows off the first
i dpr kil
on the Turley
Harnch in th.r
Mills Ciounty,
Dikla, Thi wribes
killad the buck
during thi Sta3e°s
MUZZ d sea-
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unison. There is always an ele-
ment of chamee."

Thar murned oat to be a zelf-
fulfilling praphecy, Some of my
shotgun primers had gone bad,
producing a maddening series
of duds and hangfires that on
Thursday ruined excellent shats
at three big bucks.

Friday evening found me
]'IIJI.'I'I:iIIH with Monte MoGlothlin,
Sumpter's assistant, from a pop-
up blind at the edge of a wheat
and rye field. He said the deer
had been coming through an
open gate about 30 yards away,
but they didn't show up until
late, Inatesd of L'\'I.'IITI-H.'IF !h:nulqh
the gate that evening. however,
every deer jumped the fence at a
spot about 120 vards away. Even-
tually, we counted 50 deer, but
anly two were bucks, and they
were abouwt 500 yards away.

Three does jumped the fence,
and onpe went wild when she saw
our blind. She ran in circles be-
fore jumﬁms back over the fence,
where she snorted and blew for
30 solid minutes. She couldn't re-
sist all that lush, green grass, but
she continued to snort between
mouthfuls. She clearly mystified
and dismayed the other deer.

“Man, iz she whacked out, or
what*® [ azked.

“She don't know it, but she's
gonna be hanging in that big
refrigerator back at the ranch
house if she keeps that up,” Mc-
Glothlin growled.

They finally joined the other
deer at the far end of the field,
and the clock kept tickine.

“I know a big "un's gonna
show up any minute,” MeGlath-
lin zaid, trying hard to choke
back his anxiety,

Then, like magic, there he was,
a "Basic 87 with a tall, wide rack.
He jumped the fence and offered
a full profile at 130 yards. [ rested
my barrel on a shooting stick,
pulled the trigger and, “PING!™
A dud primer! I quickly rep-
rimed and reacquired the buck
in the crosshairs as he started 1o
walk away. A loud, hollow thump
followed the next shot, and the
buck collapsed 146 yards away in
a kicking, thrashing heap. Amaz-
ingly, he lurched to his feet and
slammed into the fence, then
jumped into the thicket and
disappeared. | heard a distant
cr“E and my heart sank with
the thought that 1 might lose
him. | found him 15 minutes later
just inside another thicket about
100 yards away. | had hit him in
thie heart, clipped a lung and de-
stroyed his left shoulder, and 1
was astounded be could run that
far after such a hit.

He weighed 182 pounds and
had a Basic B frame with a 14-
inch inside spread and a small
kicker point on the base of the
left main beam for a total of 9.
The rack would probably score
about 115 1t wasn't a record-book
buck by any means, but to me,
it's priceless.

“Therell be bigger ones killed
out here, but there's only one
first,” Sumpter said. "Nobody
can ever take that away from
you "



