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The March “spring forward” to daylight savings time – as 

controversial as it is – always signals the welcome imminence 

of spring.  All the extra evening daylight serves as great 

motivation to spend less time behind my desk and more out 

in the yard, and in the skies!

The time change has also been a reminder that we’ve been 

rolling with the pandemic punches for a whole year now 

– much, much longer than we had hoped, that’s for sure.  

The GOABC continues to adjust and adapt and support our 

members any way we can.  “Indispensable” is our mantra 

and based on the feedback we’ve been receiving from 

members, that’s what we’ve been and will continue to be.  

As an organization, we exist to serve our members and will 

do that until our final breath.

Last year we were forced to postpone, and then eventually 

cancel, our much-anticipated AGM and convention.  A bit 

heartbreaking as it’s the one time our GOABC family gets 

together en masse.

At the start of this year, the board made the decision to 

postpone our AGM from our standard end of March week 

until the end of May, hopeful that Provincial Health orders 

would allow an in-person gathering.  Sadly, we’re still 

severely limited to how many people can get together in one 

spot.  Our nimble office team is now retooling for our first 

virtual AGM.  

The new format presents its challenges – but many 

opportunities as well.  Technology is our new best friend!  

No need to drive or fly the distance across the vast province 

to meet up, this year it will only take a few clicks.  As a result, 

we’re expecting a robust turnout and expect to see some faces 

that don’t usually have the time to spare on the five days it 

would typically take to travel down to Kelowna and back and 

attend our three-day event in person.  

This year we’ll be delivering the scaled-down event in two 

partial days, Friday, May 28th for our government panel, 

and Saturday, May 29th for the formal business meeting 

and awards celebration.  We continue to develop ways to 

maximize membership participation and engagement.  In 

true GOABC style, it’s gong to be an event not to be missed.

GOABC
PRESIDENT’S 
CORNER

Sean Olmstead & Family 

President, GOABC

FIRSTWildlife TM

With seven board positions up for election, we’ve reached 

out to members electronically to solicit advance nominations.  

Government too has responded positively, and we anticipate 

a full panel with good discussion on the key issues facing our 

industry, COVID-related and beyond.

Although AGMs are typically rearward facing, this year 

we’ll be taking the opportunity to put some focus on the 

future as well.  COVID-19 has taught us many good lessons 

and brought us closer.  As always, together we are stronger!  

Exciting times await us as we move forward with recovery, 

resilience – and success.  

Our Vision
A province with a strong and stable guide outfitting 
industry and abundant wildlife populations for all to 
enjoy, both today and in the future.
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We are well into spring 2021 now, with many things still 

the same as they have been since the strange spring of 2020.  

Yet, although we are still masked and restricted, we’re much 

wiser for the challenges we have faced and overcome in the 

past 14 months.

The GOABC continues to work, day in and day out to support 

our members in this challenging time.  I sometimes almost 

wonder what we did before we had a COVID file!  My top 

priority continues to be working with government on the four 

pieces needed for COVID recovery: waiving of Crown fees; 

improving financial aid; quota flexibility; and developing a 

safe/trusted traveller program so that international borders 

can reopen, and outfitter revenue can start flowing again!  

Together with our provincial and national tourism, 

adventure tourism, and outfitting partners, we have acquired 

increasing relief for the sector.  Programs have evolved as 

government has responded to our appeals for adjustments and 

extensions that have allowed many GOABC members to qualify 

for grants and zero-interest loans.  Funds are being received, 

resiliency, recovery and diversification plans acted upon, and 

some small sprouts of hope are starting to pop up.  We’ve also 

seen some positive movement on the ability for outfitters to 

carry their unused quota forward.  

While a few outfitters have been able to pivot to some 

Canadian clients, ultimately, we need the borders open and 

our international guests returning for full recovery to take 

place.  As Canadian and American immunization plans hit 

their stride, we are becoming increasingly hopeful we’ll have 

a fall season.  Recent data shows that Americans are eager to 

travel – and we know for sure that our outfitters are eager to 

host them!

The GOABC is committed to building the trust of the traveling 

public while keeping British Columbians and Canadians safe.  

We continue to rally provincial and national support for a safe 

traveller program where vaccinated and border-tested clients 

are permitted to travel to BC.   

Although COVID has taken up a great deal of our time, the 

GOABC has also joined some exciting – and unlikely – new 

coalitions for the benefit of wildlife and habitat.  For many 

years, the GOABC has been working diligently to achieve 

change for the benefit of wildlife.  And yet, we’ve seen virtually 

no meaningful revisions to the Forest and Range Practices Act, 

Professional Reliance, and logging practices.  Wildlife will 

NEWS &
VIEWS

continue to suffer the brunt of these bad practices unless we 

alter our approach. 

Therefore, the GOABC has changed its strategy, choosing to 

forge alliances with some unexpected organizations.  One such 

group we have joined is the Fish and Wildlife Habitat Coalition, 

made up of 26 environmental non-government organizations, 

hunting and angling guides, conservation organizations, 

wildlife viewing, ecotourism, naturalists, hunters, anglers, and 

trappers – who ultimately represent over 206,000 members, 

67,000 supporters, and 900 businesses across BC. 

There are some vastly different opinions and perspectives 

on these coalitions to be sure, but there is also far more that 

unites us than divides us.  All participants have agreed to put 

their differences aside to move the needle for habitat and 

wildlife.  Together we are stronger.  United we are a tidal wave 

for change.

Scott Ellis, Executive Director, GOABC

Straight shooting and safe travels.

Our Mission
As passionate advocates for wildlife, the Guide Outfitters 
Association of British Columbia is the recognized voice 
of the guide outfitting family.  With integrity and 
professionalism, GOABC promotes the conservation, 
stewardship and sustainable use of wildlife.
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I do wish I had some great news for all you that are reading 

my ramblings today.  I know all of you are like me – we want to 

get back to some kind of normalcy in our lives.  We want to get 

out in the mountains and the wilderness and do what we love to do.  The reality as 

I write to you today though is that we have no assurance that we will be free to get 

out to our camps and operate this coming season.  There is still hope – we are doing 

all we can to try and get travel restrictions eased.  Vaccines are being administered, 

albeit at a slower pace than hoped.  Generally speaking, the second wave of COVID-19 

seems to have peaked and numbers are going down.  We have had assurance from 

the government of the NWT that they will work with us to find a way to allow us to 

bring in our clients.  Please believe me – we have not given up!  

There is just so much about this pandemic that does not make any sense.  There 

does not seem to be any sense of urgency among those in government who make the 

decisions that make or break us.  Our federal government is working to make it harder to enter Canada – not easier.  I truly 

believe that if those in government who want to continue with the lockdowns could feel our pain, they would take a more 

balanced approach.  Not one government employee in Canada has lost a single penny due to COVID-19 – in fact most have 

more money in the bank today than ever before because they could not travel, eat out, or go to a movie, etc., etc.  Meanwhile, 

countless businesses have been forced to close their doors – many will never open again.  Thousands have lost their jobs, 

their homes and do not know where their next meal will come from.  Yes, there are programs in place to help those in need, 

but those of us who have worked all of our lives don’t want help.  We want to be able to go to work, to open for business, to 

employ our crews, and drive the recovery.  We are loaded and ready – we just need the green light!  In the meantime, all we 

can do is wait and see.  Thank you all for your patience and understanding.  Hopefully we will get some good news in time to 

put together a 2021 season.  Good Hunting!

decisions that make or break us.  Our federal government is working to make it harder to enter Canada – not easier.  I truly 

Harold Grinde, President, Association 

of Mackenzie Mountain Outfitters

NEWS & VIEWS 

Mac Watson, President, 

Yukon Outfitters Association

Perseverance, adaptation, planning, and hard work; 

all important attributes of the successful.  At least the 

lengthening days and warm sun offer hope for great 

hunting adventures ahead!  The changing seasons, wild 

places, and wild game remain thankfully unaffected by the pandemic.  

As outfitters, our winter to-do list is shortening as the season to get hunting 

approaches.  The coldest days of winter afforded the opportunity to get after the 

lengthy list of indoor chores.  Chainsaws, pumps, lanterns, stoves, and tents through to 

aircraft, boats, four-wheelers, and tack.  Maintenance completed and repairs – check.  

In the office, hunting plans completed, deployment of hunters, guides, crew, and pack 

strings carefully planned (along with a plan B).  

The impact of international border restrictions continues to cast a high degree 

of uncertainty on what the 2021 season has in store.  Within the Yukon Outfitters 

Association, we continue to work with Canadian and Yukon governments and 

public health officials to develop an evolving safe traveler program (inclusive of a 

combination of proof of vaccination, pre-arrival testing, COVID-19 “best practices” 

and minimal in-person interaction with communities) to enable international adventure travellers to safely engage in their 

Yukon hunting adventures. 

Within the Yukon we continue to address opportunities to ensure long-term abundant game populations to the benefit of all 

harvesters.  With more people and the associated increasing demands ranging from jobs and housing to an increase in people 

enjoying hunting, we humans continue to increase pressure on game populations.  One must have some foresight to anticipate 

what these pressures on the hunting opportunity will be and work proactively with likeminded leaders to ensure that abundant 

game persists in the decades ahead.  One must go to where the proverbial old ram is going to be, not where it was last week!  

Successful conservation outcomes require skill, teamwork, leadership, and perseverance to ensure conservation of hunting 

opportunities.  We consider these long-term game conservation initiatives as much a part of our responsibility as salting the 

capes and maintaining our equipment.  After all, our future hunting opportunity is dependent on it. Stay safe and happy trails.
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DSC’s mission is to ensure the conservation of wildlife 
through public engagement, education and advocacy for 

well-regulated hunting and sustainable use.

JOIN US!

info@biggame.org  I   www.biggame.org  I   Dallas Safari Club  I    (972) 980-9800



WILD SHEEP FOUNDATION

Record Fall During Sheep Week®

The Wild Sheep Foundation in January 

concluded its 44th convention and 

conservation expo, Sheep Week® The 

Experience.  Although the annual event 

was completely virtual, record amounts 

were raised for wild sheep conservation. 

Nine permits were sold for record 

amounts, and two other permits saw bids 

that tied their previous records including 

an incredible $275,000 bid for the BC 

Minister’s permit.  From these 11 permits 

alone, over $2 million was raised from 

sportsmen to restore and enhance wild 

sheep populations in North America.

WSF is entrusted by state, provincial, 

territorial, and tribal wildlife agencies 

to auction their coveted conservation 

permits, primarily for wild sheep.

In all, an astounding $4,488,500 was 

raised from conservation permits in 

three live-streamed evening auctions.  

Depending on the permit, 85 to 100 

percent of these funds are directed to 

these fish and wildlife agencies for wild 

sheep conservation, management, and 

enhancement programs.  The balance 

that WSF retains is also directed to 

wild sheep and habitat conservation 

through its mission programs.  Agencies 

depend on these funds and the Wild 

Sheep Foundation to raise them.  

According to the Western Association 

of Fish & Wildlife Agencies, 74 percent 

of all agency wild sheep conservation 

funding comes from an auction or raffle 

conservation permit.

WSF is privileged to be able to market 

and sell these special permits.  No 

one else, no other group other than 

sportsmen, are putting this kind of 

money into wild sheep conservation.  

Wild sheep would simply not exist in 

the numbers they do today without 

this specialized economy built for their 

benefit that puts and keeps them on 

the mountain.  In the world of wildlife 

conservation focused on a specific 

species, the generosity of sheep hunters 

is unmatched.

Gray N. Thornton, President & CEO

DALLAS SAFARI CLUB

Success for DSC’s First-Ever Virtual Event

From Wednesday through Sunday, 

February 10-14, DSC held its first-ever 

virtual online event.  Thanks to the 
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unbelievable support from around the 

world, the 2021 convention Reflections 

far exceeded any expectations and 

allowed the conservation community to 

join in support of the DSC mission safely 

in the digital world. 

After several pivots and adjustments 

throughout 2020, DSC had been planning 

for an in-person convention when the 

City of Dallas made the decision in 

December 2020 not to allow the event 

for February.  With a little over eight 

weeks to prepare, DSC pivoted once 

again to bring a virtual experience to the 

conservation community.  

“When you do an event of this scale 

for the first time in the digital space, 

you always stay cautiously optimistic,” 

said Corey Mason, DSC Executive 

Director, “but seeing how all our donors, 

exhibitor partners, sponsors, members 

and staff embraced the new platform 

really showed the true dedication of this 

community.”

Amy Callender, DSC’s incoming 

President, also added, “This 

extraordinary support from the 

conservation community encourages us 

to tackle our mission of conservation, 

education, and advocacy with recharged 

enthusiasm in 2021.”

While the four nightly live auctions 

have concluded, anyone can still browse 

the digital floor plan of the exhibitors or 

catch up on the award winner videos 

from the DSC website www.biggame.

org. 

Thank you to each and every person 

who made our 2021 virtual event a 

success.  We look forward to seeing 

everyone back in Dallas for the 40th

anniversary convention, January 6-9, 

2022!

  Corey Mason, Executive Director

GRAND SLAM CLUB/OVIS
It’s difficult to imagine anything good 

coming out of the global pandemic we 

are currently experiencing.  In many 

circles, COVID-19 has created financial 

turmoil and instability.  The pandemic 

has initiated an enormous negative 

impact on the hunting industry like 

many of us have never seen before.  Let’s 

hope and pray for brighter days ahead.

Along with the health crisis, here 

in the US we have experienced social 

unrest, rioting, and political upheaval 

which has produced great concern 

and anxiety.  These concerns and 

trepidation have spawned over seven 

million new gun buyers to purchase 

firearms and ammunition.  If you visit 

any gun shop in America, chances are 

you’ll see empty shelves of ammo.  Both 

handguns and long guns are selling at 

record rates.  Through the Federal Aid in 

Wildlife Restoration Act of 1937 – more 

commonly referred to as the Pittman-

Robertson Act – excise taxes on firearms 

and ammunition generate a considerable 

financial resource for conservation.  Last 

year’s contributions from this tax will 

surely be exceptional.  These dollars are 

intended to enhance wildlife and habitat.  

Hopefully we can do more for wildlife 

conservation, and in order to achieve 

this necessary and vital endeavor, we 

need to start hunting.  As most of us are 

aware, without hunting there is a void 

for necessary funding for conservation.  

If you don’t believe that “hunting is 

conservation” just look around and 

see how many projects get funded 

when seasons are closed and hunters 

are forced to stay at home.  Whether 

in Africa or the Artic – and any other 

destination where wildlife resides – 

hunting plays a major role in financing 

wildlife conservation initiatives.  Our 

hunting industry is more than ready for 

brighter days.  Let’s go hunting! 

Mark Hampton, Executive Director 
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BOONE & CROCKETT

Promoting Our Ethics: The Principles of 

Fair Chase®

Our last two articles talked about the 

history of fair chase and explained the 

Boone and Crockett Club’s definition 

of Fair Chase® as: “the ethical, 

sportsmanlike, and lawful pursuit and 

taking of any free-ranging wild, native 

North American big game animal in a 

manner that does not give the hunter an 

improper advantage over such animals.”

But we, as hunters, should all think 

about the individual principles that 

define our own personal fair chase ethic.

The Fair Chase Hunter:

• Knows and obeys the law, and 

insists others do as well.

• Understands that it is not only 

about just what is legal, but also 

what is honorable and ethical.

• Defines “unfair advantage” as 

when the game does not have 

reasonable chance of escape.

• Cares about and respects all 

wildlife and the ecosystems that 

support them, which includes 

making full use of game animals 

taken.

• Measures success not in the 

quantity of game taken, but by the 

quality of the chase.

• Embraces the “no guarantees” 

nature of hunting.

• Uses technology in a way that 

does not diminish the importance 

of developing skills as a hunter or 

reduces hunting to just shooting.

• Knows his or her limitations, and 

stretches the stalk not the shot.

• Takes pride in the decisions he or 

she makes in the field and takes 

full responsibility for his or her 

actions.

These principles should serve as our 

bedrock foundation when we go afield, 

and hunters who embrace the fair chase 

principles can take pride in the role 

they play in conservation and wildlife 

management.
        Danny Noonan,
  Sales & Corporate Relationship Manager

PREFERRED CONSERVATION PARTNERS
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Elk Valley 
Bighorn 
Outfitters

Hunting British Columbia’s Rocky Mountains for:
Elk, Bighorn Sheep, Mountain Goat, Shiras Moose, Black Bear, 

Mule Deer, Cougar, Lynx, Wolf

elkvalleybighorn.ca

Sam Medcalf 
250.425.5531

sam@elkvalleybighorn.ca

Ryan & Denise Damstrom
250.421.0476 
ryden@skcmail.ca

MUNCHO LAKE, BC
QUINTIN THOMPSON 
Box 2941, Rocky Mountain House, 
Alberta Canada T4T 1P2
	 403-391-7879
	 Toll Free 1-866-GRO-HUNT
	info@gundahoo.com

Specializing in 
Stone Sheeep, Moose, Caribou, 
Mountain Goat and Black Bear

Gundahoo 
River Outfi�ers

gundahoo.com

GRIZ & GINGER TURNER are excited to offer exceptional 
service, with personal, high quality hunts in over 6,000 sq. mi. of 

PRISTINE, NORTHWEST TERRITORIES WILDERNESS.

Hunts Offered
River raft and heli-assisted back pack hunts for:

Alaska/Yukon Moose,

Dall Sheep, 

Mountain Caribou, 

Wolf, 

Wolverine

GREG ‘GRIZ’ & GINGER TURNER

www.ravensthroat.com

PO Box 58, Whitehorse, YT  Y1A 5X9 
867-332-RAVN(7286)   |   hunts@ravensthroat.com

COMMITTED TO EXCELLENCE



by Mike Wittet

A Hunter’s Wanderings
Near Tatlayoko Lake
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would recommend these books to readers of this 

magazine, more especially to those of you who 

dream of a hunt in Africa, and to those of you who 

are about to embark on one.

Before I get into the details of my 2017, late November/early 

December hunt with Doug McMann of Skinner Creek Hunts, 

based near Tatlayoko Lake in the western Chilcotin, a little 

background will put my story in some perspective.  

I was brought up in a country area of Perthshire in Scotland, 

and from an early age spent many happy times on the hills and 

in the forests.  As youngsters we caught rabbits in snares and 

collected eggs from large ground-nesting birds like gulls and 

ducks (only one egg only from any nest).  We enjoyed many an 

omelet from these eggs cooked over an open fire.  We caught 

river trout and Atlantic salmon in season and enjoyed them 

cooked on a stick over a flame.  We strode out across the moor 

waving flags beating for shooters in a line of butts who were 

trying to down the fast-flying red grouse.  Game keepers were 

keen to take me on the kills for stalking and shooting of red 

deer; I did not shoot and merely assisted in game retrieval and 

butchering.  Actual shooting was too expensive for me in those 

early student years.  

Inspired by the two hunters named above I resolved then to 

get myself in a financial position to be able to pursue the actual 

shooting of game for both trophies and consumption.  Also 

inspired by those two hunters, this would be first in Africa.

In short, I did manage, through a career in mining in 

Southern Africa, to put funds together for hunts in Africa 

mainly, but also in several other countries.  I have lived in 

South Africa for almost 50 years while retaining links with 

Scotland.  Along the way, I chose to build myself a log house 

in the Scottish Highlands and this led me to British Columbia – 

Williams Lake to be precise.  My family home in Scotland was 

designed and built by Pioneer Log Homes of BC.  Through this 

connection, I was introduced to Doug McMann by friends in 

Williams Lake and that is how my hunting adventures in BC 

were conceived. 

Hunting with Doug at Skinner Creek Hunts began for me in 

2012.  Over the next two years I hunted with him looking for a 

world-class tom cougar.  On those hunts we killed a great lynx 

and a wonderful coyote, but the old tom eluded us.  Although 

The title of this British Columbian hunting 
experience is inspired by two hunting books 
I have enjoyed reading.  They relate to the 
hunting adventures of their respective authors.
A Hunter’s Wanderings in Africa by Frederick 
Courteney Selous and A Hunter’s Life in South 
Africa by Roualeyn George Gordon-Cumming 
(a fellow Scot).

MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021   |  13  



14  | MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021



on the first day.  We watched two coyotes running across a 

field, but wolves remained elusive. 

On the second day mule deer were sighted running off but 

this did not lead to a shot.  The end of the rifle season for mule 

deer was fast approaching but luckily, where it ended, bow 

season started.  Doug had a cross bow at the ready for my use 

after November 30th in case we saw a mature mule deer while 

looking for cougar tracks.  Some practice with the crossbow 

was necessary and this was achieved in the evening with a box 

target set up at around 15 meters in the basement.  I am happy 

to say I was hitting the target nicely, but I also admit that Julie 

was much the better shot with the crossbow.

The third day progressed in much the same way as the 

previous two with no viable cougar tracks encountered.  We 

watched several deer and after a short stalk in the snow the 

sticks were set up and I searched the small herd for a shooter.  

Although I identified a very nice three-pointer that could come 

into play with the crossbow in December, it had to be a four-

pointer to be harvested in November with a rifle. 

No cougar tracks were encountered on day four; however, 

there did appear to be more movement of mule deer in the 

area.  Driving down from Doug’s southern boundary, we 

noticed movement of a small herd of mule deer bucks and 

does about 200 meters ahead of us.  They were moving across 

the road into a narrow opening between two forest areas.  

“Get out with the crossbow,” Doug whispered with some 

excitement and strong encouragement.  “There’s a nice four-

pointer there.”  I got out and crawled forward to the opening, 

ready on one knee as the deer continued on their way in single 

file unaware of my presence.  The does were calm and the 

we treed several cougars, all were females or young toms 

which were released to live and breed into the future.  My 

third hunt was more successful when we changed species.  

This time, we pursued black bears and harvested two, one 

black bear with a white diamond blaze on its chest, and a 

lovely chocolate brown phase bear.  On yet another hunt in the 

alpine meadows above the tree line to the west of Tatlayoko 

Lake we were successful with a nice bull moose, but still never 

closed the deal on a mule deer buck or wolf. 

Now, we get to the 2017 hunt for mule deer, cougar and wolf.  

Doug collected me as usual from Williams Lake and after the 

three-hour drive to his property, settled me into the basement 

of his family home.  Skinner Creek has luxury A-frame cabins 

on the hill behind the homestead, where I had stayed on my 

first hunt.  However, I am proud and privileged to say that 

I feel part of the family now and am fortunate to share the 

comforts of their home...hospitality, warmth, good food, great 

coffee, drinks, TV and Wi-Fi.  Doug, his wife Julie, and their 

children Colton and Courtney are wonderful people whom I 

have come to love dearly. 

This hunt was to focus on mule deer, cougar, and then wolf 

if luck shone favorably on us.  Daily hunting trips involved 

driving the roads in the forest above the lake and in the area to 

the east of the homestead looking for tracks.  We would follow 

recent deer tracks from time to time on foot and consider 

sending out the dogs on fresh cougar tom tracks.  The cougar 

tracks we encountered were all old, and the fresh deer tracks 

led us in deep snow to young buck only, so no shots were fired 

Far left top: A spectacular day overlooking Tatlayoko 

Lake and the surrounding snow-capped mountain peaks 

of the west Chilcotin.  Remainder: Multiple successes with 

Doug McMann (and the hounds) of Skinner Creek Hunts. 

Above: The McMann’s beautiful family home.

At right: Julie takes lethal aim with the crossbow in the 

basement range.
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bucks were concentrating on sniffing after the females, partly 

obscured by bushes at a distance of 25 meters.  Standing would 

have revealed my presence so I remained on one knee, focused 

on a gap in the bushes between myself and where the deer 

would pass. 

Some does passed, then a few young bucks...and then came 

the four pointer.  Steadying myself and holding my breath 

after exhaling, I aimed for the middle of the buck as he was 

quartering away.  I let fly and hit him where I wanted.  He 

sprang into the air from all four legs, dashed some 20 meters 

to my right and fell dead, leaving a strong blood trail behind 

him.  The arrow had hit him perfectly, exiting at the back of his 

left front leg and impaling itself in fallen timber a few meters 

behind where he had initially stood.  We found out later when 

butchering that the arrow had ripped through the top of the 

heart and destroyed the blood vessels.  Very little meat damage 

and a quick death resulted in good meat for the kitchen as well 

as a nice trophy.  My first crossbow success! 

We were now free to focus on locating the elusive cougar.  

The dogs needed to be exercised so they were let out to run 

on some lynx tracks.  This resulted in the treeing of a pretty 

female, which of course was left to run away.  The next two 

days saw us checking baits for wolves and looking for fresh 

tom cougar tracks, with no success.  Fresh female tracks along 

with several kittens were identified but the toms remained 

elusive.  

The eighth day of the ten-day hunt started more promisingly 

than others.  There had been a fresh snowfall, which resulted 

in our locating fresh female tracks, but still, no tom tracks to 

turn the dogs out on.  

We were out before sunrise on day nine and drove the usual 

roads behind the homestead, with which I had become very 

familiar over the years.  Up on a hill above the road Doug 

spotted cougar tracks on top of the wolf tracks we had seen 

the day before.  The dogs were let loose, immediately got the 

scent, and were off yelping with excitement.  After some ten 

minutes the tone of the barking changed, and we concluded 

that they had treed “something.”    

From the GPS signals transmitting from their collars, Doug 

was able to estimate the distance the dogs had travelled.  The 

route the dogs had followed was very rough through deep 

snow and wind-blown timber, and Doug concluded we could 

get close to the tree by walking a forestry access road to and 

then crossing a lake to where the dogs were congregated.  My 

cougar hunt was really on now!  Would it be a large tom or a 

smaller one, like the ones we had let go over the years?  Would 

he still be in the tree when we got close? 

My mind buzzing with questions, we trudged through deep 

snow, and across a frozen swamp, building up a good sweat.  

Excitement was mounting and our hearts were beating fast.  

We arrived at a large fir tree to find the dogs had treed a 

giant tom cougar, which quickly jumped out when he saw us 
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EDITOR’S NOTE: 
Reach Skinner Creek Hunts at 250-476-1288 or visit 

their website at www.skinnercreekhunts.com

The final day saw us checking the baits for wolves, but the 

lack of fresh sign indicated that they were to live and challenge 

us another day.  That certainly provided me with a good reason 

to plan my return to assist Doug with his conservation and 

wolf control efforts in the Tatlayoko Lake area.  

After assisting Doug with the skinning of the cougar we 

chose the tenderloins for supper, really delicious.  We also 

completed butchering the two carcasses and processed the 

meat that evening as I refused to miss out on any aspect of 

the total hunting experience. 

During my stay Julie had served up moose she had saved 

from one of my earlier hunts, and on another evening, she 

prepared some of my mule deer.  Thank you to Doug and Julie 

of Skinner Creek Hunts for many fabulous experiences – I shall 

be back, you can be sure of that. 

approaching.  Fortunately, he ran no more than a hundred 

meters, climbed another tree and glared down, hissing at the 

barking dogs.  We were soon near that tree, but I was puffing 

and panting and needing to compose myself.  After several 

deep breaths to steady myself, I raised the 30-06 and focused 

on the chest of the cat.  I fired and the cat was hit properly in 

the heart area.  However, he jumped from the tree and made 

it one hundred yards downhill before he dropped dead in a 

pile of blown down trees.

Soaked in sweat and pumped full of adrenalin, no doubt just 

like the cat, we rejoiced in our success, made that much sweeter 

after several years trying.  Congratulations, back slapping and 

photographs complete, we moved the cat to an area accessible 

by a four-wheeler, then walked back to the truck and were 

home by last light.  I relaxed while Doug retrieved the cat 

on the quad.  At long last, we had a magnificent tom cougar 

trophy after years of trying and celebrated before bed with 

a couple of drinks.  It was difficult to fall asleep after such a 

“high,” but tiredness eventually won.
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WE HUNT: 

Stone Sheep, Moose, Goat, Caribou, Elk, Black Bear & Wolf
WE FISH: 

Lake Trout, Bull Trout, Arctic Grayling, Dolly Varden, 
Northern Pike, Rainbow Trout & White Fish

Darwin & Wendy Cary
5615 Deadpine Drive
Kelowna, BC  V1P 1A3 

Tel: (250) 491-1885  
Cell: (250) 859 4327
Email: info@scooplake.com
www.scooplake.com



The hunt began with us 
traveling by horseback up to a 
base camp in the mountains. 

WORTH WAITING FOR
A HUNT

by Thomas Huff
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had begun my quest for the grand slam when I was 67 

years old.  For the final ram, in pursuit of California 

big horn, I and my son Craig – who had committed to 

this quest along with me – were booked to hunt with 

Marc Hubbard and the team at Okanagan Outfitters.  Craig 

and I had started our slam with a Dall sheep hunt and I was 

glad to have him along with me on this hunt as well.

We had signed up for the California big horn hunt three 

years prior.  At the time of booking, I had told Marc that I 

would be 73 by the time my hunt came around, but he 

convinced me that I could do it. 

I had always been overweight and found the physical 

requirements of the proceeding hunts difficult, despite having 

gotten myself into basic sheep shape for the first three.  I then 

committed to losing weight and maximizing my enjoyment 

of the last sheep of the slam – and in hindsight, I’m sure glad 

that I did.  I found that I enjoyed myself far more on this hunt 

after having lost the 50 pounds. 

We arrived at Okanagan Outfitters in southern BC during 

a period when the forest fires from the west were creating 

terrible smoke in the area.  The unusual conditions made 

it difficult to spot the sheep from a distance, even with as 

many as four spotters on staff joining in the efforts.  The team 

of guides working to help me achieve my goal consisted of 

Marc, Brent, and Jake, along with Marc’s daughter Kelly, who 

performed multiple tasks as our cook, wrangler, etcetera.  I 

felt a lot of responsibility for the success of my shot with all 

these great people helping me so much.

The hunt began with us traveling by horseback up to a base 

camp in the mountains.  The horses were great – strong and 

accustomed to the terrain.  Once at base camp, for the first 

four days we hiked and spent a lot of time glassing.  Those 

were very long days and we really looked forward to the 

meals Kelly prepared for us in the evenings.  By the end of 

the fourth day, Jake had spotted a group of four “shooters.”  

Considering the fire conditions and the difficulty of seeing 
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long distances, we were ecstatic.  We “bedded” the sheep 

before we came back to camp after dark and that evening 

Marc hatched a plan for the next day.  

Early the next morning, Marc, Craig and I headed up the 

mountain on horseback.  Unfortunately, we couldn’t get close 

to our potential shooting site because of our noisiness.  We 

then revised the plan slightly and hiked up to the top of the 

mountain where Marc was confident there would be a good 

spot for a possible shot.  We knew the general location of 

the sheep, and although we wouldn’t see them for a couple 

of hours yet, he knew that once we did, it would be a shot 

of over 400 yards from this location.  Comfortable with my 

Jarret mountain rifle, this kind of shot didn’t present a great 

problem for me – I had taken all of my previous sheep at 400 

to 600 yards.  The problem was the canyon in between and 

the 30-mile-per-hour wind moving to our right. 

We got ourselves into position and when the sheep finally 

crested over the top of the mountain across the canyon, they 

were between 410 and 430 yards away.  Marc had chosen the 

perfect rock with a front downslope allowing me to use my 
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bipod.  I had a nice locked-in view.  With no way to adjust for 

the wind, I hit the sheep midbody and was disappointed in 

myself for not allowing for greater bullet movement. 

My ram separated himself from the other three and made 

his way into the “canyon from hell.”  Marc spotted the bedded 

down ram almost immediately at 430 yards.  However, with 

the sun glaring directly into my scope, I couldn’t get a good 

sight picture, so we decided to go down into the canyon closer 

to the ram to see if he was finished. 

Up to this point I’d had no problem climbing up to anywhere 

that was required, but descending down into the steep canyon 

proved to be another matter.  Father time had something to 

do with my slowness.  

It took me an hour to get to the ram.  Upon our arrival, he 

appeared to be finished but I put in one more for insurance.  

He was magnificent.  Already excited, having achieved my 

slam with a ram of that caliber made it even more special. 

After all the handshakes and pictures, the team finished 

their work very quickly and we headed back to base camp.  

I was amazed to see Jake and Kelly walking into camp, each 
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with backpacks that must have weighed 60 pounds plus.  

Although she had to be very tired, Kelly then proceeded to 

prepare a celebration dinner.

We headed out the next morning.  As we rode, I was a bit 

sad knowing that this great experience was over, realizing I 

wouldn’t be seeing most of these people again until we were 

back for Craig’s hunt, four years from then.  

There is no way that I can say enough great things about 

Marc and his team.  All of them really love what they do, and 

it shows.  During our long days, my two guides Brent and 

Jake were extremely patient and kind with my slowness going 

down the mountains.  The spotters, Steve and Skip, worked 

many hours to help us find the sheep.  And Kelly – not only 

cooked, but wrangled horses and caped – and helped carry 

my sheep out of the “canyon from hell.”

This was, by far, the greatest hunting experience of my 

life.  Thank you to the entire team at Okanagan Outfitters.  It 

doesn’t surprise me at all that Marc’s hunts are booked so far 

ahead – they’re worth the wait.  

EDITOR’S NOTE: 
Reach Marc Hubbard of Okanagan Outfitters  by phone at  

250-809-8441 or email okout@telus.net
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GANA RIVER OUTFITTERS LTD.

Horse or Backpack Hunts
RIFLE OR BOW IN CANADA’S NORTHWEST TERRITORIES

Hunt the Beautiful Mackenzie Mountains
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HAROLD GRINDE • Box 528, Rimbey, AB  T0C 2J0

PH: 403-357-8414   
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McGREGOR RIVER OUTFITTERS

Black Bear     Moose     Mountain Goat     Wolf

visit www.mcgregorriveroutfitters.com

Family Owned & Operated
Eric & Monica Hanson

Box 1885, Station A
Prince George, B.C. V2L 5E3

Email: mrohunts@outlook.com    Phone: 250-614-3488





MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021   |  29  



HIGHLIGHT

Mountain caribou taken by David Uehling of Wisconsin with 
guide Neil Berard from Backcountry BC and Beyond Ltd.

Mule deer taken by Werner Otte from Australia in 2019 hunt with 
Silent Mountain Outfitters.

Terminus Mountain outfitter Craig Kisselbach packs out a 
moose of his own with flight services by Darwin Carey.

Black bear taken by Doug Jelens from Wisconsin 
with Mountain Spirit Outfitters.

Sheep hunting COVID-style! Mark Solikowski  from 
Alberta with Scoop Lake guide and past GOABC 
guide of the year, Garth Olafson.

HUNTof the
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Send us your pics of the moments that made your hunt stand out from all 
the rest. Submit to communications@goabc.org with the outfitter’s name, 
species and/or names of people in photo, your home state, province or 
country, and adventure date.

Submit your “Highlight of the Hunt” photos to see your 
most compelling BC hunting memories featured.

Jesper Nielsen with his beautiful billy goat guided by Stan Newton 
of Williston Lake Outfitters.

Diego Lebrija of Mexico, on a hunt with his father 
and brother, took this nearly-record book Dall sheep 
with guide Tom Wood from South Nahanni Outfitters.

Father and son, Jake and Jordan of BC, had a successful moose-goat 
combo hunt with BC Wildcountry Outfitters.

Ray Pastway completed his archery Grand Slam 
and FNAWS with this Dall sheep, guided by Tyne 
McCaughey from Raven’s Throat Outfitters.

Don Johnson from Colorado took this 63 inch 
monster moose with Northwest Big Game Outfitters.
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“You need to have knee surgery,” 
he said.  “You should probably 
cancel your Canadian moose hunt.” 

“Not a chance in hell,” I said.  “You 
better just order me the best knee 
brace that money can buy.”

by Brandon David Enevold
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or as long as I can remember, I have dreamed of 

hunting for big bull moose in the wilds of Canada 

and Alaska.  Two years before my “negotiation” 

with the knee surgeon, I had finally bit the bullet 

and booked a combination moose and mountain goat hunting 

adventure in Northern British Columbia with Sikanni River 

Outfitters.  Unfortunately, just two months before the 

scheduled start of my moose hunt, I tore a ligament in my knee 

and dislocated my kneecap.  Although it definitely made the 

hunt more challenging, especially when hiking in mountain 

goat country, there was no way that a little dislocated kneecap 

was going to get in the way of my dreams.

Our Canadian hunting adventure began by loading our 

hunting gear, two chest freezers and a portable generator into 

my pickup truck and driving 20 hours north from my home 

in Spokane, Washington to an area near Pink Mountain, BC.  

I was accompanied on this trip by my friend Jamison Taylor, 

who traveled all the way from Nairobi, Kenya to meet me in 

Spokane for the beautiful road trip north.  

After arriving at the Sikanni River Outfitting lodge, we made 

sure our licenses and tags were in order and spent one night 

at the main lodge. While there, we even managed to spot a 

few free-range bison.  Early the next morning, we loaded 

ourselves and our gear into a small bush plane for the 30-mile 

flight into moose camp.  As we wove through the mountain 

passes flanked by steep granite cliffs, we soared over vast 

expanses of untouched mountain wilderness dotted with 

pristine aquamarine-hued lakes.  Soon we broke out into a 

broad river valley where the pilot made a few adjustments, 

and started the small plane on a gradual descent toward the 
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distant airstrip that had been carved out of the river bottom 

some 60 years prior.  As the balloon tires of the aircraft made 

contact with the ground, the small plane hopped, skipped and 

bounced its way to a successful landing and eventual stop.

We unloaded the plane, and then watched it taxi around 

and take off.  As the hum of the engine dissipated into the 

BC wilderness, we began to soak in the pristine beauty of the 

rugged mountain peaks surrounding our camp.  We quickly 

got acquainted with our hunting guides, who consisted of two 

Kiwis, Tim and Bruce, and a Brit, Rob Shackleton, who I was 

very fortunate to have as my guide for the next 12 days.  All 

three guides were in their twenties, and it quickly became 

apparent that I was going to have my work cut out keeping 

up with these young gents in the mountains!  We were also 

greeted by our camp cook, Arlene, who was responsible for 

preparing incredible meals that far exceeded my wildest 

expectations, including fresh bread, cinnamon rolls and pies 

baked daily!

On the first day of our hunt, Jamison anchored a beautiful 51 

inch rutting bull moose just up the valley from camp, which 

meant we had plenty of fresh meat in camp for Arlene to 

prepare her famous teriyaki moose ribs.  To say we were 

being well taken care of is a huge understatement!  Day 

two dawned wet and stormy, so we rode to a nearby lake, 

hunkered down around a fire, and hoped for a bull to show 

up.  We spotted a lone cow moose feeding at the end of the 

lake, but no bull showed.

On day three, we awoke to clear blue skies and subfreezing 

temperatures.  As we hopped up onto our horses and headed 

up the drainage behind camp, it felt like a “hunter’s day” 

and I couldn’t help but get excited about what it might hold 

in store for us.  After riding some 20 minutes, Rob began 

mimicking the long, slow, nasally bellow of a cow moose.  

His pleading calls reverberated through the still morning air 

and intertwined with the heavy sound of horse footfalls on 

the mountain trail.  After ten more minutes of riding and 

calling, we approached the edge of an expansive meadow that 

stretched up the valley floor.

As we paused to tie up the horses, my horse’s head snapped 

toward the meadow, his ears pointing straight forward, 

sternly focused and listening intently.  Following his lead, 

I also turned in the same direction and could hear the 

distinct sound of moose antlers raking icy willows, followed 

immediately by the distinct guttural grunt of a bull moose.  

Rob’s cow calls had found their target, and the rutting bull was 

already working himself into a frenzy.  Although we couldn’t

see the bull, he sounded like he was within a couple hundred 

yards, and quickly closing the distance.

We scrambled to finish securing the horses and get my rifle 

from its scabbard.  By the time we turned away from the 

horses, the bull had already closed the distance to less than 

one hundred yards and was still coming fast.  When the bull 
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paused for a moment, Rob let out another cow call, which kept 

the bull moving closer.  The bull began grunting back, and Rob 

began interrupting the bull with his own bull grunts.  This 

infuriated the bull, and he began charging straight towards us.  

As the bull closed in, he began rocking his massive head from 

side to side, smashing any tree or frozen willow that stood 

between us.  With each swing of his antlers, ice exploded from 

the willows and flew into the air, glistening in the fingers of 

early morning sunlight that were now beginning to stretch 

across the meadow.

At thirty-five yards, the bull stopped in the tall willows, 

facing straight on, staring straight through me.  At this point, 

I suddenly realized everything had happened so fast that I 

did not yet have a live round chambered and ready to fire!  

I raised my hand slowly, firmly grasped the rifle bolt and 

worked the rifle action to chamber a round.  In the same 

motion, I flipped off the safety, and returned my finger to 

hover near the trigger.  Despite my movement, the bull just 

kept staring me down.  I was surprised the bull couldn’t 

hear my heartbeat, as it felt like it was ready to pound out 

of my chest!  Another grunt from Rob sent the bull charging 

toward us again.  At thirty yards, the bull veered slightly to 

the left to avoid some thick brush.  When he emerged, he was 

slightly quartering toward me at 28 yards and still closing the 

distance, which provided me with the shot opportunity I’d 

been anxiously waiting for.  

As I peered through the rifle scope, I quickly realized my 

next mistake.  I had obviously been expecting a much longer 

shot, because I was having difficulty trying to locate the 

bull’s chest with my scope cranked up to 16 power!  Finally, 

As the hum of the engine dissipated into 
the BC wilderness, we began to soak in the 

pristine beauty of the rugged mountain peaks 
surrounding our camp.
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my crosshairs settled in behind the bull’s shoulder and I 

instinctively squeezed the trigger.  The bullet found its mark, 

and the big bull lunged forward, causing a massive plume of 

warm steam to rise sharply from the bull’s chest into the crisp 

morning air.  The bull stopped and stood just 17 paces away, 

so I quickly moved a few steps closer to get another clear shot.  

A second shot behind the shoulder sent the bull tipping over 

in a thunderous heap of antlers, hooves and willows.  Rob let 

out a loud “Whoop!” of excitement as the bull hit the ground.  I 

turned toward Rob, still in disbelief, trying to comprehend the 

speed and magnitude of what had just transpired.  Then I gave 

Rob what I’m pretty sure was the biggest hug an Englishman 

had ever received from an American!

After collecting ourselves, we cautiously approached the 

expired bull.  With every step closer, I was more awestruck 

by the sheer mass and size of this amazing animal.  His rich 

brown ice-covered antlers shimmered in the morning sun.  

Together Rob and I struggled to maneuver the massive bull 

into an upright position to allow for a few photographs of this 

incredible animal in its environment.  Fortunately, we were 

not far from camp, and reinforcements arrived quickly to 

assist us with quartering and packing the bull.  After arriving 

back at camp, the guides measured the bull at 53 inches wide!  

With two moose tags filled in the first three days, we could 

not have asked for a better start to our trip.

“Pack up your gear boys, we’re going to goat camp!”  To 

prepare, we packed our essential hunting gear, a couple 

small two-man tents, minimal clothing, sleeping bags, enough 

dehydrated food for three days...and some fresh moose 

backstrap!  Departing moose camp on horseback, we spent the 

next six hours navigating about 12 miles of rough mountain 

trails and one lake crossing in order to reach goat camp.  

“Camp” consisted of a flat spot on the riverbank of a glacially 

fed mountain stream that was surrounded by some of the 

sheer rock bluffs that BC mountain goats call home.  It was a 

significant departure from the log cabins, warm wood stoves 

and hot homemade meals found at moose camp.  But, if you 

want to hunt mountain goats, you gotta go where the goats 

live.  Within 30 minutes of our arrival, we had already spotted 

a half dozen promising white dots on the craggy bluffs above, 

providing us with plenty of prospects for the days to come.

The next morning, we awoke to temperatures in the cool 

20s, making it a bit more difficult to crawl out of our warm 

mummy bags.  After a simple breakfast, we rode upriver to 

begin glassing for goats from the frozen river bottom.  Not 

spotting any goats in huntable positions, we decided to split 

up.  Jamison and Tim headed upriver, and Rob suggested that 

he and I go for a “short hike’ up a side canyon to reach another 

high basin with good goat habitat.  After we started hiking, 

I soon realized that our ‘short hike” would consist of a very 

steep climb through thick willows, across shale slides, and up 

sections of nearly vertical rock face.  Needless to say, I was 
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very grateful for the basic rock-climbing skills that buddies 

had taught me back in high school, as they were put to the 

test on this “short hike.”

Rob quickly traversed the steep terrain like the 24-year-

old mountain man that he was.  I, on the other hand, took 

a bit more time.  Three miles and 1,600 vertical feet later, 

we finally reached the open valley at the end of our “short 

hike.”  We found a high grassy knob to begin glassing from 

and immediately began spotting goats but were unable to 

find a mature billy in the basin.  After a few hours, we began 

making our way back down the valley.  During our descent, 

I spotted a mature goat bedded down on a pronounced ledge 

above us.  As we attempted to close the distance, the goat 

stood and began to climb higher.  Rob indicated that it was a 

very nice mature animal and recommended that I take a shot 

if I was able to.

Stacking two hunting packs on top of a large boulder proved 

to be the only available option for a shooting rest.  Standing/

laying against the large boulder provided me with a long 

shot at a very steep angle, but it was my only option, and it 

was now or never.  Rob ranged the goat at 490 yards, and I 

adjusted my scope turrets accordingly.  I was still breathing 

a bit hard to make a shot at this range, but I was able to slow 

my breathing, steady my aim, and squeeze the trigger.

At the sound of the rifle shot, the goat began climbing 

toward even higher ground. I felt confident in my shot, but 

initially the goat seemed unphased and continued his climb.  

I took a couple follow up shots, in an attempt to stop the goat 

from climbing to a location that would be extremely difficult, 

if not impossible, to recover – but they didn’t connect.  Finally, 

the goat stopped climbing and stood motionless on a high 

rock bluff, and we could see that my first shot had indeed 

struck successfully in the front shoulder.  As the goat stepped 

clear of a large granite slab, I was able to connect with a final 

shot that sent the goat cascading down the mountain side 

approximately 400 feet to a location that was accessible after 

some additional very steep climbing.  

As I watched the goat come to rest above us, I was overcome 

with a combination of exhaustion, relief and accomplishment.  

Once we reached the spot where he lay, we slid him another 

300 feet downhill in order to find a small chunk of real 

estate that was just large enough for us to take a few photos 

and safely work on the goat.  Looking out over the vast 

BC wilderness from the high bluffs gave me a whole new 

appreciation for goat country.  

After a very careful descent back down the mountain, we 

arrived back at goat camp just as the last glow of evening light 

was fading from the Canadian sky.  Upon arriving back at 

camp, we were happy to learn that Jamison had also managed 

to fill his goat tag with a beautiful mature billy.  As we sat 

around the campfire, swapping the day’s hunting stories and 

grilling moose backstrap, there was a sense of comradery that 
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EDITOR’S NOTE: 
Reach Sikanni River Outfitters at 250-412-5209 or visit 

their website at www.sikanniriver.com

can only be found in such wild places.

The next day we said goodbye to goat camp, and our horses beat a quick path back to 

moose camp.  It’s funny how the horses always kick it into high gear when they know 

they are headed back to where the oats are stored!  Arriving back at moose camp, we 

were very happy to find our nice warm bunks and Arlene’s incredible cooking awaiting 

us!  With our moose and goat tags filled, we spent the next week exploring the vast 

wilderness, keeping our eyes open for an opportunity at a wolf, but mostly just soaking 

up as much of the remote mountain wilderness as possible.  We had came to Sikanni 

River chasing a dream to pursue wild critters in the wildest of places.  What we found 

was an incredible adventure spent making memories to last a lifetime.
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CHRIS WIDRIG
139 Falaise Rd., Whitehorse, Yukon Y1A 3C8

1-867-333-9660
 chris@widrigoutfitters.com

www.widrigoutfitters.com 
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MERVYN’S
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Box 33036   Whitehorse, Yukon  Y1A 5Y5

MYO

Tim & Jen 
Mervyn
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FAMILY RUN FOR OVER 40 YEARS NEAR GOLDEN, BC

We have been on many great 
trips since 1973. However our 
trip to Beaverfoot Outfitting may 
have topped them all!”

- JK, Texas

From beginning to end 
everything was fantastic. What 
an incredible trip and adventure.  
What an amazing place this is!”

- NZ, Wisconsin

www.beaverfootoutfitting.com 888.830.6060

BRUCE & TERRY 
AMBLER   

250.459.2367
Clinton, BC Canada
amblersbighornguiding@gmail.com
amblersbighornguiding.com
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by Rob Cochrane

BIRTHDAY’ BOU
Yukon ExperienceA Shared

42  | MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021



in the spotting scope, she was amazed at how big it appeared. 

When we cut the distance in half by horseback, and looked 

him over again, I knew this might be the moose to take.  With 

Curt’s warning in mind, and Dean’s favorable assessment of 

the moose I decided we would continue our pursuit.

He looked good, but then again, to an Ontario boy, any moose 

here in the Yukon was going to be at least twice the size of 

anything I had ever seen back home.  I would have to rely 

on my experienced guide for guidance and make the final 

decision myself.

We continued our stalk on foot, and I began to notice 

something strange about Barb.  She had this funny, cat with 

a bird in its mouth look about her.  Each time I looked at her 

during this next phase of the stalk, the grin seemed to get 

bigger, and she was beginning to vibrate.  There was no way 

she was cold, not with all the new gear I had bought for her, 

and it was warm out.  No, I realized, she had “the fever.”

Every time I looked, she grinned at me and this only made 

the experience all the more exciting for me.  I was excited 

enough as it was, and we almost got to the point of laughing 

out loud a couple of times.  She was skulking through the 

ankle-grabbing, sideways-growing, ground willow brush and 

having a blast through her struggles.  When either one of us 

stumbled, we both laughed.  The closer we got, the funnier it 

seemed to become.

When we finally got to about one hundred yards, we were 

out of cover.  I had Barb take a position where she had an 

unobstructed view of the moose, and Dean and I moved 

forward another fifteen yards to the last stunted black spruce.  

As I edged forward to rest my Winchester Model 70, .300 Win. 

Mag. against the tree, Dean again stated that it was a good 

moose, probably mid fifties.  Any of his clients in the previous 

hunts would have ripped my arm off and beaten me over the 

head with the wet end to have had a chance at such a nice-

looking bull.  We might find a wider one, and we might not, 

but we probably wouldn’t find a nicer looking one. 

As I ran all this information through my mind, good friend 

and world-class taxidermist Len Murphy’s warning about not 

ending the hunt too early also ran through my mind.  He was 

bang on in his “seeing into the future” assessment he had given 

me a few weeks before.  His warning was that we would see a 

moose, would stalk up on it, and be so caught up in the whole 

deal that there could be only one ending.  Bang, you’re done, 

and way too early.

Well, Murph, your crystal ball was bang on, but there was 

a twist.  Neither Len nor I could have envisioned just how 

perfect this moment really was playing out.  My wish was to 

take a really big moose, antler wise, and to do it under a certain 

set of circumstances.  But, you see, this had turned from “my” 

moose hunt into “our” moose hunting adventure.  This was 

to be Barb’s initiation to the risks and rewards of hunting big 

game, and this hunt was playing out perfectly.  I wanted all the 

or any of you who have considered having your 

bride along on a hunting adventure, I say this: If 

she wants to experience it, do it.  If you ever want 

her to truly understand why you hunt, and why 

you dream of far-off places to carry out your passion, take her 

along.  It will give her a better understanding of your passion 

to hunt.  But I warn you, it may also have an unexpected side 

effect.  She may want to do it again. 

My idea of a “once in a lifetime” horseback hunt in the 

mountains of the Yukon Territory did not originally include 

having my bride along with me.  That was entirely her doing.  

I was amazed enough to receive “permission” to book the 

hunt for my 50th birthday present but even more to be told to 

book for two because she was going to accompany me on the 

adventure.  I don’t know what shocked me more.  The fact I 

was going to hunt moose in the Yukon, or that she actually 

wanted to tag along.

I do not get overly excited in preparing for any hunting 

adventure.  A successful hunt for me has never hinged on the 

amount of “bone” brought home.  I covet a great adventure 

and a chance to witness and enjoy new surroundings.  If an 

animal of large trophy proportions is harvested, then that is 

a bonus, but a good animal taken under a truly exciting set of 

circumstances always wins out in my book.

After our initial meeting with Curt Thompson of Trophy 

Stone Safaris, and our guide for the week, Dean Sandulak, I 

was told not to expect to see a great number of moose.  Indeed, 

that it might prove to be foolish to turn down any legal moose.  

Sightings had been pretty grim during the past few weeks, and 

with the warm conditions and a month-long rain, the rut was 

nowhere to be seen.  Good moose had been hard to come by, 

and I was running the very real risk of going home moose-less 

as others had in the previous weeks.  

It was an honest overview of what was happening in this 

part of the Yukon, and not exactly what I had wanted to hear.  

I had been dreaming of a 60-inch plus choker for the last 

eighteen months.  Would this adventure be a bust if I didn’t 

get one?  I thought so, but would be proven wrong.

You see, Barb had never been hunting.  She had never in 

the past wanted to know how our annual supply of moose 

and venison got from the bush to the slow cooker.  Mornings 

were too early; she never really had an interest in the pursuit 

of the critters I chased.  Until now.

Barb has always been an outdoors type of girl, so I had no 

fear she would have a problem with a bush camp or hiking 

around the country.  What I was worried about was when 

the time came to actually shoot something with her watching.

I need not have been concerned. 

When we first spotted a good bull moose, bedded down 

about a mile away, she was just as excited as Dean and I.  

During the forty-five minutes we spent glassing the moose, 

her binoculars never left her eyes.  When she got a look at it 

MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021   |  43  



things that were happening during this picture-perfect stalk to 

happen so we both could experience the successful conclusion 

together.  This moose was giving me all that I had wished for 

in the adventure department, even if Dean’s “inches” estimate 

was short of my dream moose.

As all this was going through my mind, I heard an audible 

gasp from behind me.  That would be Barb.  I turned to look 

and she was mumbling to herself, and still vibrating.  I don’t 

know how she could even focus her binoculars. 

At the same time, I heard Dean mutter something to my right.  

As I turned my head and gazed through my Leupold scope, 

I saw what had made them both gasp.  The moose was no 

longer bedded.

The creature that stood before me looked as big as a dinosaur.  

My word, but I had never seen such a magnificent animal this 

close before, and never in my rifle scope.  All thoughts seemed 

to be erased from my mind as I put my cheek tight to the stock 

and centered the crosshairs on the chest of the beast. 

I squeezed off a round and sent 180 grains of Winchester 

product into its chest.  To my surprise there was absolutely no 

reaction from the moose.  Dean urged me to shoot again, and 

I sent a second round on its way.  Still no reaction that I could 

see, and at Dean’s request, I followed up with a third round.

At that point the big bull tried to turn and fell to the ground.  

We had our moose.

 Size-wise, this moose wasn’t the one I had gone there for, but 

the excitement factor and total adventure of the whole deal 

more than made up for it not being the gagger I had hoped 

for.  Heck – it was the largest critter I had ever put on the 

ground, and the biggest moose I had killed to date.  The sight 

of its massive body laying there in the Yukon grass really was 

astounding.  In Barb’s words, “He was magnificent.”

After congratulations, photos and the chore of gutting a 

1,600-pound creature was finished, we had a three-hour ride 

back to camp.  We would have to return the next day with pack 

horses to retrieve the meat, cape and antlers.

Barb handled the killing of this moose much better than I had 

anticipated.  After we had a long talk the following morning 

about the previous day’s events, I knew it was the best thing 

in the world that she had come along on this adventure of a 

lifetime.  Her words on how she had felt during the spotting, 

stalking, and even the shooting of the moose erased any 

lingering concern that the moose wasn’t “big enough.” 

She shared how she had been looking over my shoulder when 
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I shot the bull and stated that it was one of the most exciting 

things she had ever done.  That’s pretty high praise from her 

considering she has had me accompany her on some pretty 

hair-raising adventures.  They have included hang gliding, 

parachuting, kayaking off Vancouver Island – surrounded by a 

super pod of over one hundred killer whales, and the dreaded 

bungee jump off a very tall bridge, over a rushing river, while 

on our return from the killer whale adventure.  

So yes – to have this hunt score so high was high praise 

indeed and only reaffirmed my thought at the time that it 

was the perfect moose to take. It would have been a shame 

and nowhere near as rewarding to have taken a bigger/wider 

moose on a day she stayed in camp, and not had her along to 

experience the hunt. 

The whole purpose of her being there was to experience 

what we had just done and to share in all aspects of hunting.  

Glassing, stalking, the mind-numbing excitement and the 

killing of the animal, even getting her hands dirty while 

gutting the moose were all part of the experience.  Mission 

accomplished. 

The only thing she missed out on was the subsequent eleven-

hour day riding out to process the moose, load it on three pack 

horses, and return to camp in the dark.  Even though she 

missed this part, I got to do something I had been dreaming 

about for the last eighteen months.  I got to watch my moose 

rack being carried through some of the most beautiful country 

in the world, on the back of a pack horse.  As they say in the 

commercials, “Priceless!”

At that point, I did not think things could get any better, but 

I was mistaken.  After spending several days and countless 

hours glassing, and traveling I don’t know how many miles, 

we never saw another moose.  No moose, no bears, no wolves, 

nor wolverine. 

As I stepped out of the hilltop throne the next morning, I 

noticed it was snowing on the mountain pass, while we were 

getting rained on in the valley.  I also saw mountain caribou 

making their way over the mountain in the blowing snow.  

This is exactly what we were needing, some normal weather 

to make the animals move.

When I relayed my findings to Dean, we made hasty plans 

to climb the mountain behind camp.  Curt had told Dean that 

it was excellent mountain caribou country, and he wasn’t 

kidding.

We hadn’t even crested the climb to the flat-topped country 
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covered ground to pick up the caribou again. 

After crawling around a large, scattered pile of glacier strewn 

rock we found them again but could only see three of the bulls 

and a few cows.  Off we went again to circle in front of them.  

This time we hit the jackpot.  They were close and just over a 

rise in the ground. 

We managed to crawl to within fifteen yards of some of them 

one time and I thought Barb was going to wet herself when I 

had her lift up from our crawling posture to peer over a low 

rock wall.  Her eyes bugged out of her head and I thought she 

might scream.  Her mouth hung open in amazement as she 

witnessed several caribou up close and personal.  Fifteen yards 

and I almost burst out laughing as I watched the amazement 

show on her face.  Again, another priceless moment in our 

adventure.

Dean had spied a young bull ahead of us and every time 

it dropped its head to feed, we crab-crawled ahead a few 

more yards.  It was a truly remarkable sight to see these great 

creatures that close, who seemed totally unaware of our 

presence.  We could hear them chewing, even their stomachs 

grumbling and de-gassing!  The three of us were trying not to 

laugh out loud as we hugged the ground.

We backed off after getting busted by a cow and waited.  Soon 

we could hear the grunting get louder and they all appeared 

right in front of us.  Incredible!  Cows, bulls and calves of the 

year.  All so close and putting on a show.

between the peaks when we began bumping into small groups 

of caribou.  There were only three small, stunted bushes on 

the whole mountainside, so we tied our horses there and took 

off on foot.

Soon we found ourselves face to face with the band we had 

first bumped into.  They were almost in bow range, and it was 

an absolutely amazing event.  There were a number of good 

bulls in the group and I was too wrapped up in the moment to 

seriously consider just shooting one, but I did manage to get 

some great photos.

Barb and I were both amazed as the caribou milled about, 

grunting, and carrying on.  The bulls were posturing, and one 

bull in particular seemed to be the boss of the herd.  It was him 

I had seen jousting with another bull as we were climbing the 

hillside.  Before I made up my mind between him and a large 

younger bull, they took off around a rise. 

Dean was astonished that we had been that close to that 

many “shooters” and I hadn’t pulled the trigger.  I told him I 

wasn’t able to make up my mind on which bull to shoot, and 

my reasons for looking at the two I was debating on.  He had 

also been looking at a good bull, and it wasn’t either of the 

ones I had studied.

He asked if we wanted to get another look at them, and 

before I could say anything, Barb said, “Let’s go!”  Holy cow, 

she had that same “I ate the canary” look on her face again.  

I had to laugh as we took off across the tundra and lichen-
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Barb’s!

Dean later stated that this was the highest scoring mountain 

caribou he had ever guided to, and that this area was also the 

best mountain caribou area he had ever had the pleasure to 

hunt in.  From our vantage point we could see for miles – when 

the snow stopped.  The lichen covered plateau area ran for 

many, many miles, and every mountain pass we gazed into 

looked like they all continued into more caribou country.  This 

was a truly wonderous place.

After many photos were taken, we again had Barb help us 

with the gutting process, and eventually made our way back 

to the horses, hidden in the now-blowing blizzard of snow.  

When we eventually made our way to camp, and the horses 

were looked after, we enjoyed a great meal of moose loin, with 

fresh bannock.  The whole deal was topped off with a birthday 

cake prepared by our wonderful young cook.  She had even 

installed makeshift twig antlers on top of the cake to honor 

the “Birthday ‘Bou.”  This time it was in celebration of Barb’s 

birthday.  My 50th birthday gift collected on Barb’s birthday.  

Pretty neat how things work out sometimes.

Both Barb and I will remember this trip for a long, long 

time.  We shared some wonderful time together and she got 

to witness just what hunting was all about.  Best of all, she 

“caught the fever.”  Her final comments on our way to the lake 

camp and our plane to Whitehorse were, “Where are all the 

bears, and when are we coming back?”

If you doubt that she enjoyed herself, just look at that smile 

when we had our picture taken with the caribou.  I have it 

blown up poster sized and whenever I lay back on my favorite 

couch, there it is.  That big as life and let’s do it again smile.  

Gotta love it.

EDITOR’S NOTE: 
Reach Dean at Trophy Stone Outfitting  

by phone at  867-994-2200 or visit their 

website at www.yukonhunting.com

The big old bull I had been debating about earlier now 

appeared directly in front of us.  My goodness, he was 

impressive!  Tall, heavy beamed antlers topped off by amazing 

palmation and two back tines on top that curved inward and 

almost touched.  Such a beautiful chocolate and white coat, 

and a blazing white mane.  I wanted nothing more than to dig 

out my camera and record him, posed as he was, grunting his 

dominance to the rest of the herd.

Instead, I centered his lungs in my Leupold scope and asked 

Dean to let me know when I had a clear shot.  At Dean’s word, 

I took the great caribou through both lungs. 

My word, that was one of the most remarkable afternoons 

I have ever experienced!  Before we had come on this trip, I 

had entertained thoughts of trying for a mountain caribou, but 

because of the added cost of taking one, I had all but given up 

on the idea.  Barb to the rescue again.  It was ultimately her 

idea to chase down this caribou.  We had climbed and crawled 

and run, and crawled some more, and we had our prize.

Even before I got my hands on the beast I was floored at 

the size of its body.  So much bigger than the barren-ground 

caribou we had hunted a few years before.  Len had told me 

beforehand that they were very large-bodied animals, and his 

quote of  “seven-hundred-pound animals” was bang on.  It 

was enormous, and much larger than I ever imagined.  And 

to top off that big body with that set of antlers was more than 

I could have asked for.  I couldn’t get over the back tines and 

how long and curved they were.  They came mere inches from 

touching at the back and the whole rack was an incredibly 

dark chocolate color.  I was left 

speechless, but I did have 

a rather large grin 

pasted on my face.  

Almost as big as 
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TM

Animal Nature: Acknowledging the 
Intelligence and Emotional Capacities 

of the Others We HuntShane Mahoney is considered to 
be one of the leading international 
authorities on wildlife conservation. 
A rare combination of historian, 
scientist, and philosopher, he brings 
a unique perspective to wildlife issues 
that has motivated and inspired 
audiences around the world. Named 
one   of the 10   Most Influential 
Canadian Conservationists by 
Outdoor Canada Magazine and 
nominated for Person of the Year 
by Outdoor Life Magazine, he 
has received numerous awards 
including the Public Service Award 
of Excellence from the government 
of Newfoundland and Labrador and 
International Conservationist of the 
Year from Safari Club International. 
Born and raised in Newfoundland, 
he brings to his writings and lectures 
a profound commitment to rural 
societies and the sustainable use of 
natural resources, including fish and 
wildlife.

CONSERVATION
MATTERS
with Shane Mahoney

he hunting world is full of contradictions, some more visible than others.  

One of these is how often hunters, in private, share their wonder at the 

capacities, intelligence and emotional expressions of wild animals; and, 

how infrequently they do so, in public.  There certainly appears to be an 

unstated reluctance by hunters to acknowledge or celebrate the intelligence and 

emotional capacity of non-human animals, especially when there is any likelihood 

the discussion will drift into a debate over the ethics of hunting itself.  It seems there 

exists a deeply ingrained fear that discussing the shared capacities of humans and 

non-human animals is a strategic mistake; and we might acknowledge that, yes, there 

really is some risk to this.  But, a question: will engaging in such discussions only 

and always unleash more criticisms of hunting?  Isn’t it possible that demonstrating 

our careful study and acknowledgement of the complex lives of other animals might 

lead to a better understanding of hunting and hunters?  

When we talk about the minds and emotionality of animals, we usually refer to 

their sapience and sentience.  These are technical terms but are easy to understand.  

Broadly speaking, sapience encompasses thinking and intelligence, whereas 

sentience represents the capacity to experience emotions and feelings.  Advances in 

modern technologies, from radio-tracking devices to camera-equipped drones, have 

been exploding our understanding of both aspects of non-human lives and cultures. 

Every day we see news features that present us with incredible examples of the 

amazing thinking and emotional capacities animals, of all kinds, possess.  The 

constant barrage of new observations into the private lives of animals, combined 

with scientific advances to probe ever deeper into their behaviours and relationships 

to other species, as well as their own, is leaving less and less room for those who see 

animals as fundamentally distinct from humans or driven solely in their behaviours 

by that catch-all term, instinct.  The great 17th century scientist and philosopher René 

Descartes may have been brilliant, but his belief that animals were machines and 

incapable of feelings has long been laid to rest. 

Thank you to Sports Afield for 

permission to reprint this article.
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Hunters need to recognize that the wider public is seeing 

animals as less and less different from humans, and it isn’t all 

Bambi’s fault.  Through the magic of new technologies, we are 

all seeing with our own eyes what formerly was hidden from 

view by distance, darkness, or depth.  Hunters must join with 

this new awakening or risk being out of step, once more, with 

social change.  That, I suggest, is where the real risk lies; not 

in sharing our own fascination at the thinking and emotional 

capacities expressed by the animals we pursue.  After all, our 

investment in observing wild animals in their natural state 

is exceptional by any social standard.  Hunters and anglers 

spend more time trying to understand how animals behave 

than most people, by far; and are rewarded by experiences 

and observations that only a small segment of society will ever 

encounter.  That knowledge is something to be celebrated, not 

hidden. 

Many of us are familiar with methods commonly used to 

determine animal intelligence.  Perhaps the most widely 

known involve mazes and/or boxes, which the animal must 

figure out in order to be rewarded with food.  Sometimes this 

involves the animal needing only to navigate through a series 

of twists and turns, while other times it can involve multi-step 

processes whereby tools must be employed or repurposed, 

such as pushing a button or lever to access a reward.  Another 

common test is the mirror test, in which animals are exposed 

to their own reflection in order to determine whether they 

understand the mirror to be showing them a reflection of 

themselves.  There is truly no shortage of variation to the tests 

that scientists employ in their search to understand animal 

intelligence; and their findings have been remarkable.

While most of us have already heard about the intelligence 

of great apes, a growing body of evidence now points to the 

intelligence of a much broader array of species.  For example, 

a study published last year revealed that New Caledonian 

crows are able to engage in complex puzzle solving and can 

plan (think) three steps ahead.  In the test administered for 

this study, the crows had to select a short stick from a tube, 

which they then used to get a stone out of a second tube, which 

they could use to weight and depress a platform to get a piece 

of meat.  This test revealed an astonishing level of problem-

solving and strategizing on behalf of the crows. 

Outside the lab environment, researchers have also been 

able to identify intelligence markers by observing animal 

behaviours, sometimes very sneaky behaviors!  For instance, 

researchers studying squirrels have determined that they are 

capable of engaging in tactical deception.  When they have a 

nut in their possession and they are certain that they are being 

watched, squirrels will pretend to bury the nut, going through 

the entire process they normally would – digging the hole, 

refilling and patting it down – all the while keeping the nut 

hidden in their mouth to bury later when they are out of sight. 

These are just a few examples of findings from recent studies 

of animal intelligence.  In fact, this entire field of research 

is snowballing.  Across the board, from large mammals to 

insects, scientists are proving more and more that the thought 

capacities of non-human species are far beyond what we had 

initially assumed, with creatures demonstrating incredibly 

sophisticated cognition.  Indeed, a study of manta rays in 

2016 revealed these creatures can pass the mirror test, 

demonstrating self-recognition, considered a high cognition 

capacity once thought limited to humans, chimpanzees, and 

dolphins.  Viewed against a historic backdrop in which we 

consistently distinguished and distanced ourselves from 

all other animals, these findings are exciting for many, 

and certainly challenging for some.  Almost every hunter I 

know, however, can relate their own observations of animal 

intelligence, striking behaviours they have witnessed and 

struggle to interpret.

Sapience, or intelligence, is only part of the story, however; 

we must also consider animal sentience.  While intelligence 

has been tested and proven in a variety of species, measuring 

the emotional capacity of animals has proven a more nebulous 

target for researchers.  Nevertheless, there has been a litany 

of scientific ventures across a number of disciplines, including 

many within the field of medical research, which shed new 

light on the emotional lives of animals.  Findings reveal 

strong evidence in support of non-human animals’ capacity 

to experience a diversity of positive and negative emotions 

including joy, contentment, empathy, grief, sadness, fear, 

anxiety, anger, and jealousy.  We may well wonder what, of 

our human emotions, do animals not express?

Elephants, for example, have repeatedly been observed 

displaying grief and mourning over the loss of herd members.  

In 2016, a doctoral student studying African elephants released 

a video depicting how, after the death of a matriarch, three 

different families of elephants came to the site where she had 

died in order to touch her bones.  While we may wonder at 

the motivations, few observing such behaviour doubt that 

it indicates a sophisticated level of emotionality.  Elephants 

have also been seen protecting the bodies of deceased loved 

ones from scavengers, standing watch and chasing away any 

predators that approach.  These behaviours have extended 

to offspring, predictably: but to other members of the herd 

as well.

In July 2018, a Killer Whale gave birth to a calf off the coast 

of British Columbia only to have it die just half an hour later.  

Visibly distraught by the loss, the mother refused to let go and 

instead carried the 400- pound calf, keeping it at the surface of 

the water as she travelled more than 1,000 miles over a 17-day 

period.  Following this journey, it appeared the mother finally 

accepted the death of her calf, and released it to the ocean 

depths.  The whale’s journey was a media sensation and while 

some dismissed the unique observations as insignificant, many 

people, including experienced scientists, did not.  Whatever 

MOUNTAIN HUNTER - SPRING 2021   |  49  



the mechanism behind the mother’s behaviour, one has to 

travel a long way to avoid calling it what we would if a human 

mother and child were involved - mourning. 

Of course, to many of us with a pet, these findings are 

unsurprising.  When our dog greets us at the door, wagging 

his tail, we can see in his eyes and body language that he truly 

is happy – happy to see us.  Likewise, when he curls up next 

to us shaking as a thunderstorm rages outside, we know he 

is afraid and in need of comfort.  When we ask him to sit, he 

understands and responds, but we all know his intelligence 

goes far, far beyond learned commands.  None of us need a 

scientist to tell us our dogs are intelligent and can experience 

emotions; we see this first-hand every day.  Nor do we need a 

psychologist to tell us how we feel towards our dogs, or what 

human word best describes it.  Why should we doubt that wild 

animals possess these same capacities?  What would be the 

scientific rationale for doing so?

I believe current research is only scratching the surface in 

our understanding of the lived realities of non-human species.  

To me, this is incredibly exciting.  I am thrilled at the prospect 

of learning more about the intelligence and emotional lives 

of other species and wondering about our relationships with 

them; and, I am not alone.  It is these rich, interconnected 

layers of existence that speak to the beauty and mystery which 

are the magic in our world, and in our lives afield. This is 

something hunters can never stop pursuing, must never stop 

admiring, and must always fight to conserve.

With this in mind, I stand firmly in support of legal, ethical 

hunting, and I believe this remains the most natural and 

humane manner in which we can participate in the complex 

circle of life.  I love wildlife; I always have.  But I also recognize 

that we, like every species, must make our way; and I believe 

we should do so, as naturally as we can.  Most hunters I 

know feel the same way.  And this love goes far beyond the 

appreciation of wild meat to a deeper gratefulness for the 

entire natural system we seek to engage.  Many of my fondest 

hunting memories are not of harvesting a wild animal; instead, 

they are of simply being in and around the hum and buzz of a 

wilderness alive with incredible creatures.  In the end, what 

we hunt most is the experience of nature, sometimes amazed 

at our own frailties and always enthralled by the capacities 

of wild things.  

As hunters and conservationists, let’s celebrate the beautiful 

and complex lives of all wildlife – those we hunt and those we 

simply admire – as we wander the wild places we all depend 

upon and enjoy.  We can be excited about knowing wild species 

think and feel in ways much like ourselves.  This does not 

mean we must somehow remove ourselves from participation 

in the drama of existence; however, it does mean that we may 

walk a little more humbly along the way.

layers of existence that speak to the beauty and mystery which 

are the magic in our world, and in our lives afield. This is 

in the drama of existence; however, it does mean that we may 

walk a little more humbly along the way.

The Guide Outfitters Association of British Columbia (GOABC) continues to foster a fundamental shift among hunters 

from caring about hunting to caring about all wildlife. Ranchers care about cattle and anglers care about fish, but 

hunters are concerned for all animals and their well-being. Hunters are committed to the responsible use of wildlife 

resources and passionate about preserving a diversity of wildlife species. GOABC is a strong supporter of the North 

American Wildlife Conservation Model, which stipulates that law and science should manage wildlife. This model is the 

result of hunters and anglers who were dedicated to conservation. As anti-hunting pressure becomes louder, it becomes 

increasingly important to continue and enhance the legacy of the hunter-conservationist.
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ADVENTURE
Spatsizi Stone Sheep

by Brent Lavergne
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have twin boys, so before that evening’s auction 

started, I had met with the guys at BC Safaris and 

asked if they would be willing to put the hunt on 

for the boys, with me tagging along as a camera guy. 

They were fine with it and, as I’ve come to see demonstrated 

repeatedly over the years, they bend over backwards to make 

each and every hunt a fabulous memory for their clients.  We 

had a successful hunt that first time and enjoyed ourselves so 

much we went back for another one – also successful.  On top 

of that, I’ve returned for a couple more solo hunts.  But this 

story is about my most recent adventure in 2020. 

At the 2020 SCI convention, I, and a great friend of mine 

booked a mixed game hunt.  Mike, a US citizen, was going for 

moose and caribou, while I was going for the dream – Stone 

sheep!!  Well, of course the world changed dramatically at 

about the same time as the SCI convention ended: Coronavirus.  

Most of the world’s hunting trips were canceled as international 

borders were closed and hunters could not travel – needless 

to say, causing untold difficulties for everyone associated with 

this form of tourism. 

Mike Gilson from Spatsizi River Outfitters (formerly 

Collingwood Brothers), family owned and operated along with 

BC Safaris, contacted me, and offered me a Stone sheep and 

moose hunt in 2020 since, as a Canadian, I’d be able to travel.  

“Absolutely - I’m there!!” 

Then another 2020 thing happened, and I wasn’t able to make 

our agreed dates.  I let Mike know, sad about the situation 

but he understood, and the hunt was canceled.  A week later 

though, he called with another idea!  He could get me in for a 

hunt one month later than originally planned.  I immediately 

said I would be there.  I had no idea how I could possibly pull 

it off, but no matter...I’d find a way.  

Seems everything was affected by 2020, even the weather!  

My daily diary states: “Weather...rain or overcast with breaks 

for snow.”  Yep, we experienced three snowfalls while hunting 

between August 24th and 29th – unbelievable. 

Anyway, time to tell you about the actual hunt!  

After being delivered into base camp by float plane, I settled 

into a comfortable cabin for the night.  The next morning, after 

a great breakfast, the horses were readied for our three-hour 

ride into the beautiful mountains.  Upon arrival to spike camp, 

we set up our pup tents and enjoyed mountain goat curry for 

supper. 

Relaxing after dinner, I gazed down into the plateau 250 

yards below camp to where the horses were hobbled.  It struck 

me as strange that one horse was away from the rest.  When I 

I’ve had the pleasure of hunting with BC Safaris 
several times since 2015 when I was the fortunate 
winning bidder of the father-son hunt they had 
donated to the 2014 Safari Club International auction.  
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pointed that out to my eagle-eyed guide Roger, he stated that 

it was away from the others because it wasn’t a horse – it was 

a grizzly bear!  

We tried to scare him away from our area but he didn’t seem 

to care that we were there.  By dark he had ambled about 450 

yards away and we crawled into our respective tents.  I was 

sure I’d be up listening for strange sounds all night but was 

asleep when my head hit the pillow.  No sign of him the next 

morning.

Venturing out by foot on day two, we climbed a mountain, 

got snowed on, and saw a bull moose three quarters of the 

way up – but Roger said he was too small.  Back to camp for 

another good meal and sleep.  The following morning, we 

packed up camp and made a six-hour ride deeper into the 

mountain range.  

On day four, we rode the horses an hour and a half from 

camp before starting our ascent of the highest, steepest 

mountain I’ve ever tackled.  Just below the summit we got 

snowed out again, so back to camp for supper and sleep. 

Days five and six we were up and riding out of camp at 6:30 

a.m., headed back to the same mountain range.  The weather 

was overcast but no snow.  Same procedure as the day before 

but this time, on day six, we reached the summit.  

I was only weeks away from “celebrating” my 60th birthday 

and these were the toughest, highest, rockiest mountains I’d 

ever hunted, so upon cresting the summit, I found a real sense 

of satisfaction, pride and accomplishment.  I also expected that 

now we were on top of the world, we would sit, glass and relax.  

Roger is a hunter through and through, however, so after we 

glassed the valley it was up and around the next five peaks.  

We saw ewes and lambs, but no rams.  After all the 

accomplishments of the day I would have been content to 

call it a day, and return to camp, but things were only just 

beginning.  As we were glassing, our wrangler Becky pointed 

out an animal coming in our direction.  Several thousand feet 

above the nearest tree, it was a porcupine waddling along the 

ridge between bare rock and snow.

And then suddenly, we found ourselves looking towards the 

next mountain ridge...and at nine mountain goats!  Roger set 

up his spotting scope for a better look and there, two mountain 

peaks away, was our quarry – seven Stone rams!  And five 

of them were legal!!  They were a long way away and it was 

2:30 in the afternoon.  We discussed going after them versus 

returning to camp, getting the tents etcetera, and coming back 

the next morning.  Both Becky and I were for going after them 

right then. 

But then Roger asked me, “Can you guarantee me that you 

can get back off this mountain if we go after them now?” 

I looked him squarely in the eye, and with all the confidence I 

could muster, said, “No, but I don’t fail too often, and I will give 

it my all.” The decision was made.  We were going after them. 

We side-hilled around the porcupine, then managed to do 

the same to the goats.  One more ridge and we would be on 

the rams.  Just as we were about to reach the crest, one of the 

rams met us at 375 yards.  We crouched motionless until he 

eventually turned and went back the way he had come and 

back to the rest of the band.  We crawled on our bellies to 

the ridge, peaked over, and there below us lay seven rams, 

chewing their cud.  We got set up on the closest one.  As they 

rose, I was prepared.  Safety off, finger on trigger, started to 

squeeze.  Then Roger interrupted.

“Stop.  The one we want is the second farthest away.”  

We reset up on that one as he was looking away from us 

towards the valley below.  “Don’t shoot,” Roger warned.  “If he 

runs over that cliff, we will never recover him.” 

After waiting about 700 hours (okay, this may not have been 

the actual amount of time) the band of rams started heading 

our way.  Becky was ready with the video camera and Roger 

called the distance as they neared us: “375, 350, 325, 300, 275, 

250.”

“At what distance do you want me to shoot?”  I whispered 

to Roger.

“250,” was his slightly frustrated reply.  I had been set up 

on the group for well over an hour, and the shot proved 
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anticlimactic.  I squeezed the trigger.  At the report of the rifle, 

Roger remarked, “You shot two inches over his back.” 

I was shocked but chambered another round and fired.  This 

one went right where it was supposed to go and the majestic 

animal was down within 40 yards. 

Photos, celebrating, skinning for a full mount, deboning, and 

loading the packs put us ready to start our return hike by 8 

p.m.  With seven peaks to hike around before our decent, we 

started our trek back to camp. 

Total darkness fell while we still had two peaks to sidehill 

around before our final decent to the horses, which we 

accomplished with the aid of our headlamps.  Finally, we 

arrived back to the horses. 

With the horses now shouldering the weight, we proceeded 

on.  The trail was wet, steep, and very slippery and it was 

necessary we lead the horses down.  When it wasn’t snowing, 

it was raining.  About one third of the way down, I lost my 

footing, fell backwards against my horse, ricocheted off a tree 

and rolled, **s over teakettle down a drainage, finally coming 

to a stop with my head pointing towards the bottom of the 

mountain and my feet towards the top. 

“Are you ok?”  I heard Becky call out from above me.  

Thankfully I was – all except for a severely bruised ego.  My 

catapult must have been quite the show, but like everyone in 

the organization, her professionalism successfully masked her 

amusement.  After I crawled back up, wiped the mud out of my 

ears and pretty much every other spot on me, we headed down 

the trail again, this time Roger leading the way.  He traveled 

faster than I did, but would eventually pause for me to catch 

up.  As I was looking down the trail at his head lamp, I once 

again tripped and this time fell forward, somersaulting past 

him with my horse in tow.  When I finally came to a stop, he 

looked my way and remarked dryly, “You really are trying to 

impress me!”  Again, the professionalism. 

Without any further gymnastics, we reached the bottom of 

the mountain and were able to ride the horses back to camp, 

arriving at 1:30 a.m.  A quick supper of moose stew and to 

bed – after what had been an adventure of a lifetime, one 

I’m truly thankful for.

The next day was a camp day.  I got up around noon, had 

some delicious sheep backstraps, and went back to bed.  I got 

up at supper, had more sheep meat and went back to bed.  It 

was perfect.  The following day we broke camp and made the 

seven-hour ride back to base camp and the comforts of cabin, 

shower, and clean clothes! 

With still more hunting to enjoy, the next day we decided to 

go for moose.  The horses brought us up to the high plateaus 

to search for a new quarry.  As was standard weather for this 

trip, it was windy, cold, spitting rain and a few flakes of snow.  

After glassing a few spots Roger pointed.  

“See the moose?  Two bulls and four cows.”  

They were far in the distance, so we rode for a bit and 

stopped to glass again.  Then he said, “See the wolves?” 

“No.”  At my negative reply he set up his spotting scope and 

asked if I could see them then.  I looked and said, “No.” 

“See the little black spot in the center and a white spot in the 

top corner of the scope?  Those are wolves.” 

“There is no way you could have seen those two wolves from 

where we were!”  I exclaimed incredulously. 

“Well actually,” he said, “there were eight wolves there, I’ve 

just shown you the ones that were the easiest to see.”

Incredible!  Talk about eagle-eyed!  I have never seen a man 

so in tune with his environment.  Then he asked, “You want 

to go after the wolves and leave the moose ‘til tomorrow?” 

I did not need to think about it.  “YES!” 
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We mounted our horses and rode for over two hours to get 

near the wolves, finding them on a moose kill.  They were 

lounging, bellies full, and relaxed.  We dismounted 700 yards 

from them and snuck up to 200 yards.  As we got close, the 

alpha male – a huge grey male, exactly the one I wanted – went 

up and over a hill, out of sight.  We made the decision to take 

the black alpha female instead.  I lined up on her, ready to 

pull the trigger when once again Roger interrupted with the 

instruction to stop.  The big male had circled behind and was 

coming to check us out.  When he stopped at 140 yards, I sealed 

the deal.  The moose now had nothing to worry about from 

that four-legged nemesis, and he would be another beautiful 

full mount to gaze upon as I relived the hunt in future. 

The following morning, we headed back to where we had 

seen the moose the day before.  They were no longer there.  

Yet, after searching a couple more valleys we found the same 

group together.  It was just 300 yards for my 300 WSM and we 

now have a freezer full of delicious meat.

Twenty-twenty was a tough year everyone will remember, 

but thanks to everyone at Spatsizi River Outfitters, many of my 

memories of 2020 will always bring a huge smile to my face.  

My diary may report rain and snow, but in my mind’s eye it 

was all sunshine and smiles. 

EDITOR’S NOTE: 
You can reach Spatsizi River Outfitters by phone at  

250-847-9692  or visit their website at www.spatsizi.com
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Spring is here and bear season is upon us! I have decided 

to share another delicious recipe with you, one I really hope 

you try. 

When I am creating wild game dishes, I pull inspiration from 

different ethnicities.  The other day I had a real hankering for 

some BBQ pork and thought to myself, “Why not try using 

bear meat?” 

I love Asian cuisine and was fortunate to have a mom who 

loved to cook it.  We used to make trips to Chinatown each 

month so she could stock up on all the ingredients to prepare 

her own dishes for us at home.  I remember the seafood 

markets with the most incredible variety I had ever seen.  The 

meat shops were loaded with every cut and every portion...

and I remember wondering what types of dishes they would 

create with a pig tongue! 

My favourite spots were always the BBQ shops, with the 

BBQ duck, chicken and pork hanging on hooks under soft 

heat lamps outside the doors.  We would always bring home 

a whole duck and some sliced-up BBQ pork.  Mom would add 

it to her wonton soup or serve it on rice. 

Char Siu is a Cantonese dish and literally means “fork 

roasted.”  I find bear meat quite tender and wondered if I 

could pull off this dish without the marbled fat of a pork 

shoulder.  Marinating this meat is key in getting the authentic 

flavour of Char Siu.  You would benefit in using a roast with a 

bit of fat marble; however, if all you have is a tougher cut, just 

remember to slice it thin when serving. 

The next time I cook Char Siu bear, I plan on putting it in my 

smoker as an added twist.  I think it would add a great element 

of flavour to the already delicious bear. 

@sossyoutdoors#sossyoutdoors

 Five Spice Blend
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Tammy Wood is a wild game and seafood chef, author, 

and international huntress.  When her husband of 18 years 

was killed in a workplace accident, she was left with their five 

children and a sixth on the way.  It was then that she began 

to hunt to feed her family – and her love of wild game cooking 

blossomed.  She competed in Master Chef Canada, finishing 

in the top ten before publishing her first recipe collection, The 

Venison Cookbook.  She’s a contributor to the food editorial in 

BC Outdoors Magazine, is a Pro Staffer for Cabela’s Canada, 

and is an ambassador for Browning Firearms.  Her TV show, 

Sossy Outdoors, began airing on the Canadian Sportsmen 

Channel in January 2020.  She loves welcoming newcomers, 

youth and women to the outdoor lifestyle and participates on 

the board of SCI West Coast, and presents on sportsman show 

stages across BC and beyond.

I love bear meat! I think it is one of the best wild game meats out there.

Tammy Wood
Sossy Outdoors



• 3 lbs bear meat (roast portions if possible)

• 2 tbsp garlic, minced and crushed fine

• 2 tsp salt

• 1 tsp white pepper

• 1 tbsp Asian five spice mix

• 1 tbsp molasses

• 1 tbsp soy sauce

• ¼ cup of sugar

• 2 tbsp Chinese rice wine

• 2 tbsp Hoisin sauce

• 1 tbsp sesame oil

• 1/8 tsp red food coloring

• 2 tbsp maltose

• 1 tbsp hot water

• ¼ cup of marinade

Slice bear meat into 2–3-inch steaks.  Combine all marinade 

ingredients well.  Put meat into a zip-lock bag with the 

marinade.  You may wish to use two bags to allow the bear 

to become better coated.  Massage the bags well and place in 

your fridge overnight.  If you open your fridge at any point 

during this time, remember to massage and flip the bag over!  

You can leave it marinating for two days.  

Preheat oven to 450˚F.  Line a baking sheet with parchment 

paper and top with a rack.  Keeping the meat elevated will 

allow more even cooking.  Put some water in your baking 

sheet to prevent burning. 

Cook for 10 minutes.  Ovens vary in temperature, so it is 

important to be vigilant and check often to avoid burning.  

If you find that the drippings are burning, replace your 

parchment and add more water to continue. 

After 10 minutes, reduce the temperature down to 350˚ F and 

Bear Char Siu

Method of Preparation

BBQ Bear!

• 1 ½ tsp whole cloves (or ¼ tsp ground)

• 6 pods star anise

• 1 cinnamon stick (or 2 tbsp ground)

• 2 tsp Szechuan peppercorns

• 2 tbsp fennel seed

Main Ingredients

Asian Five Spice Recipe

continue cooking.  After 25 minutes, flip the bear over, and 

rotate the baking sheet to allow even cooking. 

While the bear is roasting, prepare your glaze.  Microwave 

the maltose for a few seconds to loosen it up as it is very sticky 

and thick.  Coat your tablespoon with oil before using it to 

measure out two tablespoons.  This little trick will allow the 

maltose to slip right off!  Add the hot water and whisk well. 

Begin to brush the glaze generously over the meat.  Flip it 

and glaze the other side.  By this time, your BBQ bear has been 

cooking for about 40 minutes.  It should be cooked thoroughly 

and caramelized on top. 

Using a meat thermometer, check to make sure the internal 

temperature is over 160˚F. 

Remove from the oven and brush on the remainder of your 

glaze and let rest. 

To serve, you can slice thin and add to Asian soups, present 

it over rice, or eat it just the way it is.

Method
Place all ingredients in a spice or bean grinder 

and blend until smooth.

Keep in an airtight container and use within 

six months to enjoy the amazing aroma!
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Do Hunters Have Compassion? 

Those who accuse hunters of lacking compassion always 

frame their attacks based on morality: that hunting is wrong 

because it is cruel, a sport of bloodlust and not needed for 

human survival. 

The pro-hunting community tends to respond with an 

argument of effectiveness: that hunting is part of conservation 

and game management; that it is highly regulated; that 

humans are part of the circle of life; that we’ve been hunting 

since we were cavemen and so forth. 

The hunting community tends to lose the argument. 

I suggest that the pro-hunting argument shift to also be based 

upon morality and ethics.  We should vigorously argue from 

the basis of morality.  We can demonstrate that hunters have 

compassion for the animals and, indeed, more compassion 

than those accusing hunters of having none. 

I offer suggestions for Socratic Dialogues that combine two 

closely related questions: 

• Do hunters have compassion?  And,

• Do non-hunters have more compassion than hunters?

I start with the definition of compassion: A feeling of deep 

sympathy and sorrow for another who is stricken by misfortune, 

accompanied by a strong desire to alleviate the suffering.

What’s Missing from Compassion?

Do you notice what is not in the definition of compassion?  

Hint: a person does not have to do anything to be 

compassionate.  Compassion requires a feeling and a desire.  

Compassion is different from benevolence, for example, which 

requires an action of kindness or charity.  Compassion does 

not require action or doing.  Just say the magic words: “I 

love animals and would not hunt” and through verbal virtue 

signaling, you have been transformed by some disreputable 

You Are Socrates! (Part 2)
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A DIFFERENT PERSPECTIVE

alchemy into a morally superior compassionate human being 

– and you did not do anything! 

Two reasons explain why the accusation that hunters lack 

compassion is such a powerful indictment against hunting and 

hunters.

• Few people know the definition of compassion.

Thus, most people do not know that the accusation 

is erroneously applied, but it sounds so worthy and 

superior; and, 

• The accuser supports his accusation on one fact: that 

animals die.  This single basis for the accusation suffers 

several moral and factual defects.  Animals die for many 

reasons:

◊ Nature’s brutality is drenched in disease, injury, 

starvation, predation, aging and weather adversity.

◊ Many animal deaths are far more gruesome and 

painful than a death caused by a hunter. 

The accusers do not act consistently with the accusation.

Notice their leather wallets, pocketbooks, shoes, couches, 

chairs, automobile upholstery; their double cheeseburgers 

and chicken filets; their sizzling New York strip steaks and 

melt-in-your-mouth BBQ ribs. 

Therefore, we may rightly conclude that the anti-hunter 

accuser is not against killing animals.  The accuser is only 

against killing animals under certain circumstances.  The 

opposition is not based on moral principle; it is based on 

avoiding personal responsibility. 

The accuser outsources what he considers to be the immoral 

murderous behavior to others and thereby absolves himself of 

the killing, thereby justifying presenting himself as morally 

superior.  I hope I am making this point clearly.  Compassion 
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for animals cannot be ethically or logically established by 

having someone else kill animals for you. 

In all fairness, some people that condemn hunting limit their 

condemnation to situations where the hunter does not eat the 

meat of the dispatched animal.  This reasoning is flawed, as 

explained in my discussion on the phrase “trophy hunting.” 

Compassion: What Do the Facts Say?

“Facts tell and stories sell.”  That statement does not suggest

that facts are unimportant.  To the contrary, facts, and the 

collection of facts we may refer to as “reality,” are the most 

important component in making a morally and rationally 

justified argument.  Facts are crucial.  Facts are not cluttering 

details the person stumbles over like shoes in a darkened 

bedroom.  Facts anchor your arguments. 

Here are two guiding principles for teaching how to apply 

facts to an argument or opinion.

• Facts do not care about your feelings.

• You can have your own opinions, but you cannot have 

your own facts. 

To address the credibility or morality of an argument or

assertion about any topic, a useful technique is to reference the 

behavior of the accuser or group of accusers in similar factual 

situations.  If the accuser is consistent, then integrity may 

exist.  If the accuser is inconsistent, then motives and beliefs 

are likely based on preferences that lack consistent principles.  

For example, if a person accuses a hunter of being a murderer 

while stuffing his mouth with filet mignon and a chunk of 

lobster, a moral inconsistency cascades from the person’s 

mouth like Niagara Falls.  Also see my discussion above on 

the hypocrisy of the selective concern for killing animals. 

Here are some examples of facts that can support the 

argument that hunters have compassion. 

Priscilla Feral and the Gazelles

Here is one luminous example where people posturing

that they have compassion for wildlife are, to the contrary, 

destroying wildlife.  Many are likely familiar with this situation 

because it has been the subject of protracted litigation.  In 

brief, Priscilla Feral, president of a so-called “animal rights” 

group, Friends of Animals, had been suing the United States 

Fish and Wildlife Department to ban hunting in Texas of 

three species of African antelope: the scimitar-horned oryx, 

the addax, and the dama gazelle.  Here are the key facts: they 

were near extinction in their native Africa, but were thriving 

on the plains of Texas, increasing from about 2,000 animals in 

2005 to 17,000 animals as of 2011.  For our purposes, the most 

important fact is that Priscilla Feral stated to host Lara Logan 

on the CBS TV program Sixty Minutes that: “I would prefer 

they all die rather than inhabit their non-natural habitat in 

Texas.”

I am unaware of any so-called “animal rights” group or any 

anti-hunting group disagreeing with the extermination of 

thousands of animals proposed by Ms. Feral. 
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A Nasty Colorado Winter

I interviewed two Colorado Department of Wildlife officers

for background on this example.  The 2017 winter in parts 

of Colorado were particularly brutal for animals, including 

elk and deer.  Deer and elk were starving in the mountains.  

Hunters volunteered to do the arduous work of delivering 

food to the animals.  The Department of Wildlife and hunting 

groups sought assistance from several so-called animal-

advocacy groups.  Not even one person from any of these 

self-styled pro-animal groups offered to help feed the animals. 

The members of these groups gave two reasons for their 

refusal to help save the animals. 

1. That the hunters were going to kill the animals anyway; 

and,

2. That they should not interfere with Nature. 

These two rationalizations were used to justify increasing the

deaths of animals by people who claim the moral high ground 

of having compassion for animals.  These rationalizations beg 

for a Socratic analysis.  As a yeast mixture for a Socratic dough, 

I make one point for each rationalization. 

Regarding rationalization 1: The number of deer and elk 

that would have successfully been hunted is tiny compared to 

the number of animals that would have been saved. 

Regarding rationalization 2: There is a critical point 

that screams for recognition – the people making this 

rationalization do not believe a word of what they say!  Their 

opposition to interfering with Nature is selective.  Their 

opposition to interfering with Nature is not based on moral 

principle but on bias and emotion.   Think about it! If any of 

these people or a family member became inflicted with cancer, 

which is “natural,” they would want every medical treatment 

society could afford.  When they get tooth decay, which is  also 

“natural,” they go to a dentist.  Should someone defraud or 

injure them, which, sadly, is also “natural,” they appeal to the 

legal system and administrative organizations for help.  Their 

alleged refusal to interfere with Nature is a fraud. 

Here is the key point: their virtue verbalizing extolling their 

compassion for animals is selective and not based on moral 

principle.  The hunters expended time, energy, and money to 

save the animals.  The so-called pro-animal groups intended 

to let the animals die. 

Thus, another vital lesson can be learned: good intentions 

are morally meaningless if the consequences are bad, evil, 

or destructive.  If we can impart this lesson upon those we 

influence, we will have done a profound service to all.
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