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the morning of september 20, 
2014 found me and Mark, my 
great friend and hunting partner, 

marking time on the shore of tyhee 
lake near telkwa, British Columbia. 
though a generation apart in years, 
Mark and I are of like minds and paths 
and we get on famously together. Our 
gear was loaded aboard Alpine lakes 
Air De Havilland Otter float plane, for 
further transportation to our hunting 
destination. the sky above us was a 
60/40 blend of clouds and blue sky. 
the sky over our intended destination 
was overcast with low-slung clouds; 
so we cooled our heels and waited for 
a favorable report on the destination 
weather. We were advised to go to 

lunch, then return to await further 
word. In the meantime, we became 
well acquainted with the third member 
of our hunting group, John, who hails 
from south Carolina, embarking on his 
first ever Canadian hunting experience. 
Mark and I had hunted two years 
earlier with love Brothers & lee and we 
hastened to assure John that he made an 
exceptionally good choice in selecting his 
outfitter. We also advised him to stand 
by for a lot of humor, camaraderie, and 
the opportunity to be the butt of a joke 
or two.

At 15:45 when I, along with everyone 
else, had become quite anxious over 
the situation, the pilot sauntered forth 

looking happy and said “let’s get 
aboard.” In a matter of minutes we were 
strapped in and taxiing across tyhee 
Lake, readying for takeoff. The flight 
was bumpy, as one might expect given 
the weather conditions, but otherwise 
uneventful. Our first stop was at a 
lake camp to pick up Ron and Brenda, 
the owner/operators, and our guide, 
Brandon. It was a homecoming of sorts 
for Mark and me because that was the 
camp we had successfully hunted out of 
in 2012. A huge set of antlers from a well 
weathered moose was on display with 
the widest grin serving to identify the 
man who had shot the moose. The flight 
from that camp over to our river camp 
was a short one. With the late arrival, 
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our first day in camp was a short one 
that involved no hunting.

While we unpacked and readied our gear, 
dinner was being prepared by Brenda. It 
was the first of many epicurean delights 
that would have graced the dining hall 
of a king. If one came intending to shed a 
few pounds, he would be disappointed. 
the quantity, and especially the quality, 
of the food rivaled any meals to be 
served anywhere.

Mark had a caribou tag and I had a 
moose and a caribou tag. John had  a 
moose, caribou and wolf tag. For our 
first morning hunt Mark and I went 
downstream with Brandon where the 
latter attempted, without success, to 
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entice a bull moose into becoming a 
bridegroom. Breakfast was served after 
the morning hunt and then we took 
to fishing. John is the consummate fly 
fisherman and, wielding a rod supplied 
by Brenda, he hauled in many nice fish; 
most of which were released. Mark and 
I fished with more conventional gear – 
spinning rods with hardware lures, and 
we caught and released a lot of wild 
rainbow. We also supplied fish for lunch, 
augmented by a huge Dolly Varden trout 
hauled in by John that proved to be 
excellent table fare as well.

For an afternoon hunt, Brandon took 
us upstream by boat, to a quiet spot 
on the southwest bank overlooking a 

large marshy meadow on the opposite 
side. We stayed until the onset of 
darkness dictated our departure and 
then returned to camp for dinner. John 
and Ron had seen a small moose, but 
John wanted to take home a respectable 
trophy to mount as well as meat for his 
family.

For our second morning, Brandon took 
Mark and me further downstream, about 
two miles, to a promontory overlooking a 
large meadow interspersed with clumps 
of balsam fir and aspen trees. Brandon’s 
calling enticed one young bull to make 
an appearance, albeit a brief one, but he 
was out of range and too small for serious 
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consideration. He did serve to heighten 
our anticipation and our watching 
became more vigilant following his brief 
appearance. We returned to breakfast 
followed by more fishing as we wiled 
away the afternoon waiting for the hour 
to begin the afternoon hunt. We once 
again motored upstream and stationed 
ourselves in what seemed like a strategic 
location. Calls were answered a time 
or two, but no moose materialized. My 
pulse quickened for a brief moment 
when a flash of white moved through 
on the opposite shore. I thought I might 
be seeing the white mane of a mountain 
caribou, but it turned out to be the 
white patch on a pinto horse. the other 
Brandon, accompanied by two hunters, 
was coming from another camp with 
the five steeds we would be taking to 
the mountains for our hunt on day four.

We ate an early breakfast that morning, 
stowed sandwiches and fruit in the 
saddle bags, loaded panniers on the pack 
horse, loaded ourselves, and struck out 
for the top of the mountain. Mark and 
I were guided by ‘the other Brandon’ 
who was Ron & Brenda’s son-in-law 
and owner of the horses. Access to the 
top required the gain of some 2,500 
feet in altitude. We arrived about three 
hours after departure, with most of 
the climbing being done by the horses. 
the trail was a steep one, necessitating 
my hanging on a horse mane with one 
hand, with the reins in the other, leaning 
forward to keep from going off the 
fantail. some places, such as crossing a 
rock slide, we had to dismount and lead 
the horses. sometimes we led them just 
to give our butts a break and our legs a 
stretch. Eventually the trail mellowed 
out and we found ourselves ambling 
alongside the kick-start four-wheel 
drive units, searching with our eyeballs 
for the caribou that we believed must 
surely be there somewhere. 

We ate our lunches, then just rested and 
gazed; mostly through binoculars. Mark 
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of Mark’s .338 Winchester Magnum, 
fired from his ported Browning A-bolt. 
that report was followed by a second 
boom, and then silence. I know Mark is 
a competent marksman and I believed 
there was a dead caribou lying on the turf. 
When the pair of sprinters reappeared, 
both wearing broad smiles, my belief 
was confirmed. Mark had taken a rest 
on a large boulder and made a killing 
shot from just over 300 yards. the hit 
was not instantly fatal and the caribou 
kept going, though mortally wounded, 
and Mark shot again. small matter that 
his second shot did no further damage. 
The magnificent beast expired there on 
the tundra. the two hunters came back 
for me and the horses before even going 
up to see the downed animal. Brandon 
promptly announced that we would have 

and Brandon wanted to have a look from an outcropping a short distance away and they asked if I would hold the horses, 
which I did. It seemed stupid to just stand there, and the tundra really looked inviting, so I sat down. that felt so good, that 
I laid down, reins clutched in my hand, and promptly fell asleep. sometime later I was awakened by the jerking of a rein, 
and then I heard voices, one of which said “looks like Frenchy took a nap.” I learned later that each of them entertained the 
passing thought that they sure hoped I was just sleeping! Brandon then went on to say that I was the first 80-year-old they had 
ever brought up there. Anyway, we were up there, on a high plateau with miles and miles of grassy open land lying before 
us, interspersed with lakes, streams, and small clumps of brush. At one point Brandon picked up a small band of caribou in 
his spotting scope, too far off to tell if there was a bull among them and too far away to reach in the amount of daylight we 
had left. We ambled along on horseback and the thought was tossed out that we would give this area a two-day rest and then 
come up for another look. I was not looking forward to a re-match with that trail, but knew that I would do it if that was what 
it took to get a mountain caribou. 

not long after we had angled back toward the trailhead that would enable our descent off this pinnacle, Brandon spotted a 
lone bull caribou, about a mile away and unconcerned with our presence. He announced that we would ride directly toward 

it, hoping that it would see us and amble 
over for a better look. Caribou are 
curious creatures and frequently move 
in for a closer look at something new 
in the landscape. that is about what 
happened. the caribou did see us and 
headed in our general direction, but 
on a more circuitous route rather than 
straight at us. Brandon dismounted and 
directed me and Mark to do likewise. 
then he had me follow him to a grassy 
knoll while Mark held the horses. the 
caribou continued his approach, 
covering ground with deceptive speed 
as it trotted along. My position made a 
right hand shot awkward so I opted to 
shoot left handed, not a handicap by 
any means. Brandon watched through 
his range finder, instructing me to be 
ready. I told him to let me know when 
the range closed to three hundred yards. 
the caribou paused, looking at us, and 

Brandon said “Okay.” I interpreted 
that to mean the range was right. My 
interpretation was wrong and the 
caribou was too far off; not too far for 
my rifle, but too far for where I held the 
crosshairs. the caribou continued on 
his circuitous route, gradually closed 
the range, and I tried again for a shot – 
with the low lying sun angling into the 
objective lens of my rifle scope. Another 
miss, and then the caribou got too 
much in line with Mark and the horses, 
so additional shooting was out of the 
question. We ran over to Mark while the 
caribou stood at the crest of a distant 
hill. Brandon asked Mark if he could 
run. Mark said “you bet I can,” and he 
shed his day pack. 

the two of them took off like a pair of 
gazelles disappearing in the distance 
over the crest of the ridge. shortly after 
they disappeared I heard the loud boom continueD on pAGe 16
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to work fast to finish the field dressing, 
caping, and packing everything on the 
horses in time to make it back before 
dark. We did not make it but we came 
close. Going down the mountain was 
at least as difficult as coming up it and 
I do not mind saying that my 80- year-
old frame was handed about all it could 
take. the up side is that we made it back, 
partly in darkness, without mishap, due 
solely to the professionalism of Brandon 
in negotiating a treacherous trail, and 
to the surefootedness of his mountain-
bred horses. We were greeted upon our 
return by all the other members of our 
group. never at a loss for the right words 
for any occasion, Ron said to me, “sure 
glad to see you sitting upright in the 
saddle; thought you might come back 
draped over it.”

Day five found me a little stiff and sore, 

not yet eager for a re-match with the 
mountain. Brenda took me downstream 
to the beaver lodge where she attempted 
for most of two hours to call in a moose. 
Her efforts were convincing, but it 
seemed that no moose was within 
earshot, so once again we returned to 
good coffee and a great breakfast. After 
breakfast we fished the wide part of the 
river, with Ron piloting us around in 
the barge-like water craft. the rainbow 
trout were uncommonly feisty and one 
that I had a hook into jumped right into 
the boat, where it came free of the hook. 
It would not have come as a surprise had 
it jumped out of the boat, back into the 
water, but Ron pounced on it before it 
could do so. He was counting on trout 
for lunch.

During the afternoon we were back with 
our original Brandon and once more 
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went downstream, beyond the beaver 
lodge, where we commanded a good 
view of some nice meadows interspersed 
with balsam fir and aspen trees. Brandon 
called but no response was forthcoming 
and no moose materialized in the 
meadows. the two hunters who had 
come over from the other camp with 
Brandon, the horse man, were archers, 
eschewing opportunities to kill with a 
firearm. They had gone on horseback in 
the early morning with Brandon guiding, 
headed for a high valley. they returned 
as darkness fell without having come 
within bowyer’s range of a moose. they 
planned to leave the next day with the 
horses to hunt farther to the west.

On day six, as we were having our 
morning coffee, Ron told me to get my 
rifle and board the boat; we were going 
upstream to an area where he had seen 
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a smaller ̀ steak and burger` moose that 
I would probably like just fine. Mark 
came along for moral support and to 
observe the day’s events. We soon came 
upon a cow moose standing knee deep 
in the lake with a calf on the shore. I lost 
track of the calf and while I was scanning 
the shoreline willow growth I detected 
a pair of antler tips projecting above 
the bushes. Mark and Ron spotted the 
animal simultaneously and Ron shut off 
the engine. As we coasted silently over 
the still water, Ron emitted a plaintive 
call that sounded much like a love sick 
cow. the bull, walking directly away 
from us at the time, did a complete about-
face and commenced marching directly 
toward us. With his head held high, he 
kept coming at a steady pace until he ran 
out of real estate, whereupon he stopped 
on the bank above the water’s edge. He 
stood proudly with his antlers up, looking 
directly at us. I was once admonished 
by a guide for taking an end-on shot, 
with the guide telling me I should have 
waited until he turned broadside. I 
surveyed the situation before me, said to 
hell with waiting, steadied the crosshair 
on the chest, and fired. The moose 
dropped in his tracks – literally. I mean, 
he never took a step. I was using my 
favorite moose cartridge, a .300H&H with 
a 220 grain nosler partition bullet over 
70 grains of IMR7828, fired from a 1951 
vintage Model 70 Winchester. that is a 
lethal combination by any standard.

the moose had barely hit the ground 
when Ron announced “you’ll be wanting 
to get that one mounted.” I said “no, I 
don’t think so. He isn’t that good.” Ron 
persisted, saying that is one really nice 
bull. I was so concentrated on making 
the bullet go to the right place that I 
had paid scant attention to the antlers, 
other than to note that it was a mature 
animal. In the excitement of the moment 
none of us three folks bothered to take 
a landmark on where the moose stood 
in relation to other surroundings. When 
Ron beached the boat no one knew 
whether we were west or east of the 
fallen beast. Ron instructed me to sit 

tight; he would go upstream and Mark 
would look downstream. they milled 
around the brush for an interminably 
long time and I grew restless, thinking 
how hard can it be to find something 
as big as a moose. I took a short jaunt 
upstream, then concluded that it had to 
be downstream from where we beached 
the boat. As I neared the boat, Ron joined 
up and asked how confident I was that I 
had made a good hit? He asked if there 
was any chance that I might have got off 
to the side a little, grazed the shoulder 
slightly, causing the bull to lose his 
balance? I did a mental re-cap of the 
moment of truth, remaining convinced 
that the bullet had indeed plowed into 
the chest of the moose. Ron persisted 
in his wounded moose story, telling me 
that he would get me a pair of waders 
so I could walk the back of the marshy 
area while he and Mark beat the bushes 
on the near side. Mark then chimed in 
saying he had found some splotches of 
blood but the trail vanished at the edge 
of the marsh. I was still weighing the idea 
of trudging around the marsh in waders 
when I looked into a depression near 
Mark’s feet, and there lay my moose, 
deader than a stone. I used some rather 
salty language about then, selecting 
words that brought into question 
whether or not the whereabouts of 
their fathers is a known fact, and even 

attributed their mothers’ family ties to 
the canine corps. Ron and Mark brushed 
off my comments and just laughed 
uncontrollably. According to Ron, I 
looked like someone whose dog had just 
been run over by a pickup truck when 
he told me my moose had apparently 
run off. It was my turn to be the butt of 
a joke as I recalled the words I had used 
with John to prepare him for what might 
come his way. I would have done well to 
heed my own advice.

We returned to camp for breakfast and 
to enlist the aid of the other members 
of our group. It turned out to be an 
all-hands evolution with all six of us, 
riding in two boats, returning for some 
photo work followed by field dressing 
and skinning. Ron’s initial estimate of 
the antler quality was spot on. the big 
guy sported a set of large well-shaped 
symmetric paddles and a like pair of 
symmetrical eye guards, each sporting 
three tines. to say I was jubilant would 
be a gross understatement. It was late 
afternoon before I could keep both feet 
on the ground at the same time.

We had several days left on our hunt 
and I still carried a caribou tag, but with 
the horses gone, there seemed little 
likelihood that I would be harvesting a 
caribou. I was more than content with 
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what I had and the caribou suddenly 
seemed unimportant. John, on the other 
hand, had three un-filled tags, and his 
hunting continued in earnest. the rut, 
for the time being, seemed to have been 
put on hold, and no amount of calling 
induced any moose bulls to appear. 
Mark and I fished some, told stories, and 
readied our gear and ourselves for the 
fly-out.

Because of the low water level, it was 
decided to use a Cessna 185 float plane 
to carry people and equipment out 
in relays, staging over at a lake camp 
for later pickup by the Otter. On the 
morning of our departure the weather 
was reasonably good and we staged 
things for loading aboard the float 
plane, to be done by first loading it into 
the boat, and then into the plane. While 
making preparations, someone noticed 
a cow and calf up river, walking in 
shallow water near shore, about ½ mile 
away. While watching the cow/calf pair, 
a huge bull came on the scene, striking 
boldly out into the lake, headed toward 
the cow. Ron told John to get his rifle, 
which, of course, was broken down 

and packed away. John set some kind 
of a record in extracting his rifle from 
the pack, assembling it, and finding 
the cartridges and boots in the duffle. 
He and Ron embarked in the boat and 
motored upstream toward the trio of 
moose. I selected a vantage point in some 
willow bushes from which I could watch 
without being watched. unfortunately, 
when the boat had covered little more 
than half the necessary distance to 
enable a shot, the male of the trio took 
leave of the scene and, after splashing to 
the shore, disappeared into the riparian 
trees. It was then that I discovered I was 
being watched after all. A weasel dashed 
to and fro in the bushes near me, first 
running toward me, then darting away, 
as though it wanted to get a good look 
but not at the price of its life. For my 
part, I considered the prospect of having 
a weasel make a dash up my trouser leg, 
on the inside, and put my heels tightly 
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together. However I still treasured the 
sighting of this handsome little creature.

It was a fitting end to a great outing and 
soon afterward I was airborne, headed 
for the camp on the big lake. that, too, 
was a nice stopover because I was able 
to make the acquaintance of Rena, the 
other Brandon’s wife, and daughter of 
Brenda and Ron. the two hunters who 
had spent a few days with us on the river 
were also there and one, on his first ever 
moose bow hunt, had tagged a really nice 
one. It was almost an arrow unleashed 
in self defense because the moose had so 
enthusiastically responded to the calling 
of Austin, the guide, that he closed to 
within eight yards.

As with all good things, our hunting 
adventure wound down as we stepped 
aboard the Otter for the return flight. It 
is reasonable to conclude that we had 
had a truly great hunting adventure.


