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EDITOR’S NOTE      By Ben Long

Outdoor habitat helps 
build outdoor habits

I recently read Wilderness Warrior, a 
biography of Theodore Roosevelt. 
What struck me, besides his heroic 

deeds of statecraft and conservation, was 
his childhood.

As president, Roosevelt saved 
hundreds of millions of acres across 
America where, a century later, American 
families are free to hunt, fish and camp. 
America’s Great Outdoors birthright can 
be traced back to TR.  

One of Roosevelt’s critics once 
cracked wise that the President was, in 
mental age, about 6. But the truth is his 
passion for the American wilderness was 
fueled by his youth spent outdoors.

As a boy in New York in the decades 
after the Civil War, Roosevelt was simply 
turned loose on the world with a rifle and 
fishing rod. He caught and shot all sorts of 
creatures, and missed many more. He shot 
them, studied them, drew them, skinned 
them, boiled them to their bones and tried 
to put them back together.

Roosevelt grew into a full-fledged 
outdoorsman, a competent field scientist 
and a globally praised statesman.  But it 
all grew out of a spoiled, heavily armed 
pipsqueak running wild over hill and 
dale.

I could relate. My own youth was 
spent with bow and arrow and 16-guage 
single-shot, roaming the grassy fields of 
the Palouse. Pursuing ground squirrels and 
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pheasants in pastures and creekbottoms 
logically extended to chasing elk in the 
Idaho wildlands and mulies in the wilds 
of Montana, and casting for king salmon 
in Alaska. And a passion for protecting 
wild lands remains today.

Meeting Backcountry Hunters & 
Anglers from around the country, I know 
that many of them enjoyed  similar 
childhoods. Some grew up chasing 
rabbits in Oregon, plinking prairie dogs in 
Kansas or casting for striped bass on the 
Atlantic Coast. And many of them are still 
enjoying happy childhoods – as mentors, 
coaches, parents and grandparents.

So this edition of Backcountry 
Journal is dedicated to that wonderful 
phenomenon of elders passing on 
skills, wisdom and passion to younger 
generations. This is key to passing on both 
our outdoor traditions and our wilderness 
heritage. It is the reason BHA exists.

Reading Wilderness Warrior, I was 
struck by a quote from one of Roosevelt’s 
camping partners, the great naturalist John 
Burroughs. His advice to kids of his day 
still rings true: “Do not go to museums, but 
find Nature. Do not rely on schoolbooks. 
Have your mothers and fathers take you 
to the park or the seashore… Nature is 
nothing at all when it is twice removed. It 
is only real when you reach out and touch 
it with your hands.”

Hey kid, let’s go get our hands dirty.

Published by Mountain Valley Publishing
mvp@ccountry.net
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Honest Sweat: Backcountry Hunters & Anglers at Work

BHA Continues 
Growth in 2009 

Your contributions are building 
a stronger and more effective 
Backcountry Hunters and 

Anglers. Despite the recession, BHA’s 
income increased and our bank accounts 
look healthy.

The organization spent 8 percent 
of expenses on administration in 2009, 
the remaining 92 percent dedicated to 
education, programs, and membership 
development.  (Not shown in charts is 
$25,000 held over from previous years, 
but spent in 2009.) We owe a big thank 
you to our growing membership and 
generous high donors for our strong 
financial health.

In 2009, BHA initiated a significant 
presence at a number of sportmen’s 
shows around the West. We hired Greg 
Munther to reach out to hundreds of new 
and potential members. This investment 
laid the groundwork for a larger effort at 
sportsmen’s shows in 2010.      

Also new in 2009, BHA initiated a 
special life member offer, where new life 
members were awarded a Kimber Custom 
II .45 ACP handgun during a limited 
time.  The promotion was a huge success, 
particularly for a pilot program.

Arlene Holmes continues to provide 
professional bookkeeping services and 
has become a priceless asset for BHA. As 
we grow, we find ourselves increasingly 
grateful for Arlene’s high quality work 
and dedication to the organization.

As we look into 2010, BHA has 
secured a cash reserve sufficient to hire 
an Executive Director, thanks to major 
donors and grants. We are currently on 
the hunt for a paid leader who will ensure 
that BHA continues to grow in numbers 
and influence. We appreciate all your 
support during 2009 and we look forward 
to building BHA into what it is capable of 
becoming: the most effective sportsmen’s 
conservation organization working to 
celebrate and safeguard the backcountry 
hunting and fishing experience.

 Colorado BHA Sets Dates for 
Rendezvous

 Colorado chapter of BHA has been 
busy working to rein in ATV abuse and 
protect the backcountry habitat. The 
chapter also has its annual rendezvous 
scheduled for June 11-13 at the San Isabel 
National Forest west of Salida/Poncha 
Springs. Camp will be located in an open, 
level, high-mountain meadow covering 
about 6 acres at around 10,000 feet in the 
Sawatch Range south of the Collegiate 
Peaks Wilderness.  For more information, 
email Matt Kenna at matt@kenna.net or 
visit the CO BHA website. 

 BHA Storms Western Sportsmen’s 
Shows

 BHA volunteers from around the 
West brought the backcountry message to 
the masses at several sportsmen’s shows. 
Our volunteers listened to the concerns of 
our fellow hunters and anglers. We learned 
that many share our deep concerns over 
the quality of habitat and the traditional 
outdoor experience on our national forests 
and public lands and waters. At every 
event, volunteers recruited new members 
and passed out educational materials. 

These events marked opportunities 
to build on new chapters in Washington, 
Arizona and New Mexico. Event cities 
included:

 • Reno, Nevada. (Rocky Mountain 
Elk Foundation’s Elk Camp.)

 • Spokane, Wash.  
 • Phoenix, Ariz. 
 • Albuquerque, N.M.

 • Anchorage, Alaska.
 Thanks to the many volunteers who 

made these events so worthwhile!
 Habitat Watch Programs at Work 

in Montana and Colorado
 BHA chapters are seeing results from 

their habitat watch programs, in which 
BHA members keep an eye on public land 
and waters. 

 In Montana, Jim Onderko of the 
West Fork Bitterroot met with Bitterroot 
National Forest officials about habitat 
protection; Chad Silvertsen of Thompson 
Falls area recently became a Habitat 
Watchman for the west end of the Lolo 
National Forest. Al Luebeck of Butte and 
Greg Munther joined others in Dillon 
to urge Beaverhead Deerlodge Forest 
Supervisor Dave Myers to protect key 
habitat from motorized intrusion. After 
the meeting, Supervisor Myers did sign 
the Decision Notice enabling closures to 
be in effect this summer. MT BHA also 
argued for better habitat protection on 
the Charles M. Russell National Wildlife 
Refuge. MT BHA welcomed the final 
decision to restrict motorized traffic in 
specific locations, including Wild and 
Scenic River Corridor of the Flathead 
River Forks, Hungry Horse Reservoir, and 
Cedar Flats, which was in line with our 
recommendation. BHA also commented 
on a state purchase of land near Fish 
Creek, near Missoula.

 CO BHA’s habitat watch program 
has grown to 13 volunteers covering 
eight of Colorado’s 11 national forests. 
Our current volunteers include: Arapaho 
National Forest, Don Holmstrom; Pike 
National Forest, Paul Vertrees; Rio 
Grande National Forest, Tom Reyburn and 
Bernie Krystyniak; Roosevelt National 
Forest, Ben Rodman and John Gale; 
Routt National Forest, Mark Paulsen; San 
Isabel National Forest, Bill Dvorak and 
Chas Clifton; San Juan National Forest, 
Robert H. Marion, Tom Sykes and Rick 
Hooley; Uncompahgre National Forest, 
Michael Glasscock.

 Many thanks to other chapters and 
volunteers doing work for backcountry 
habitat. We could not fit you all in this 
edition, so stay tuned.

A BHA volunteer speaks with visitors 
about our mission at a recent sports 
show booth.



Seeking 
Quiet Waters

Where can fishermen find solitude on big water?

By Greg Munther
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Standing crotch deep in cold clear Idaho 
steelhead water, my fly line again straightened 
as its swing brought the fly nearly straight 
below me. In this cold water I let the fly settle 
for a half minute, gazing at the myriad of river 

surface textures, hoping for a latent tug.
 I refocused to pick up the line  and the powerful arc 

of the spey rod again sent the fly far into the riffle.  The 
swing began once more.  Step down a step, cast and 
swing, and repeat.  

For hours, only the slight whisper of the riffle 
over the distant roar of a downstream rapids.  “It’s 
the process, not the product," profess many diehard 
steelhead fishermen.  The surroundings, the anticipation 
and occasional grab of a wild fish make an unforgettable 
experience.

By coincidence, this week the only two other wading 
fishermen on this remote section of stream were also 
long time Idaho fisheries biologists.  Collectively, the 
three of us had over a century of fish biology, water 
politics and steelhead fishing experience.  Independently, 
each of us had sought and found one of the last sections 
of Idaho steelhead water not dominated by high speed, 
noisy powerboats.  

Each of us knew finding this sanctuary from noise 
was even more difficult than enticing a steelhead to rise 
to a surface fly.  Each of us knew the quiet, large river 
experience we were experiencing was threatened with 
extinction, just like the wild steelhead we were seeking.  

Today, in our society that emphasizes faster and 
easier, fisherman have difficulty finding a quiet large-
river experience.  Some rivers have been lost to choking 
dams, others paralleled by major highways, and many 
to relentless motorized boats.  Even the remote Salmon 
River that flows through the Frank Church Wilderness 
is a narrow corridor allowing continued and expanded 
jet boat use.  

In late October of 2009, several of us floated this 
section of the main Salmon for a week and nearly 100 
miles. Despite snow creeping down the canyon to the 
waters edge, we endured passing of jetboats carrying 
steelhead anglers each day.  Near the boat ramps, the 
roar of the 300 horsepower motors never subsided.  Our 
fly drifts and deep wading was often interrupted by the 
large wakes of super-sized jetboats.  

Before jetboats dominated, long shallow glides of 
Idaho’s Salmon and Clearwater Rivers  held steelhead 
that readily chased a fly.  Now, the constant disturbance 
by jetboats forces steelhead from the shallows into deep 
holes for security, which become largely unavailable 
to fly fishermen. Even in Alaska, outfitters' jetboats 
carrying well-heeled clients shatter the solitude of 
otherwise remote rivers like the Alagnak and Kanektok.

Only a few rivers with extended float opportunities 

protect non-motorized experiences.  For example, 
Idaho’s Selway and Middle Fork of the Salmon River 
offer exceptional quiet experiences, but floating these 
rivers requires obtaining a hard-to-draw permit, or 
going with an outfitter that is cost-prohibitive for most 
of us.  Hells Canyon of the Snake alternates days of the 
week between motorized and non-motorized.  The Grand 
Canyon of the Colorado is dominantly non-motorized, 
however huge commercial catamarans resembling cattle 
cars open up outboards to power through the quiet 
serene waters of the giant pools of the canyons. The 
Smith River in Montana remains a hard-to-draw permit 
opportunity.   Demand exceeds the supply for these 
experiences.

Some shorter reaches of large rivers remain largely 
free of motorized use, a few with legal closures.  
However, most remain open to motorized use.  Only 
the lack of boat ramps or river hazards currently limit 
opportunities for powerboats.  Motorized impacts are 
not only limited to fishermen, solitude and experiences.  
For example, on my home river of the lower Bitterroot 
River in Montana, jetboats and jet skis are allowed to 
use the river until July 1.  Not only does this disturb 
fishermen and floaters, but nesting and rearing 
waterfowl are repeatedly displaced.  Nearly every 
shorebird and duck and goose is forced to take flight 
whenever a motorized craft passes.  Female ducks 
and geese are forced to leave their flightless young on 
such occasions.  Large wakes from these boats erode 
shorelines and may flood shoreline nests.  A flyrod 
protruding from a passing jetski is perhaps portending 
the future.

Each year without formal protection, powerboat use 
can be expected to expand or increase on our formally 
quiet water.  Expanded use reduces the political reality 
of future restrictions of motorized use.  Actions by 
government agencies to add or upgrade boat ramp 
facilities encourage more motorboat use.

To assure quiet water for the future, anglers and 
wildlife advocates need to insist on legal protection from 
motorized use.  Additional boat ramps should not be 
added or upgraded unless there is commensurate legal 
protection of waters from motorized use. Fishermen who 
treasure the experience as much as the fish need to stand 
up and organize alliances to work for protection of quiet 
waters for the future. 

To assure quiet water for the future, 
anglers and wildlife advocates must insist 
on legal protection from motorized use. 
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Paul Williams Sr., the 72-year-
old Gwitch’in elder, pointed to 
the mess of tracks in the muddy 
banks of the Hadweenzic River.

“There is Grandpa’s footprint,” said 
the resident of the village of Beaver, 
Alaska.

The mark was unmistakable 
amongst the confusion of prints. It 
also demanded respect. Grizzly bear 
power is strong. Recognizing that fact, 
Paul Williams didn’t refer to the bear 
by name. He and other Gwitch’in and 
Koyukon elders have taught me to call 
them “big animals” or “Grandpa.” 

“That way, they won’t know you 
are talking about them and make them 
angry,” he said. He had my attention. 
But, I had already learned that particular 
lesson the hard way. 

 That is the great thing about 
hunting. It is an activity with endless 

lessons to learn. I remember succinctly 
what another great elder, Dr. Bob 
Jackson who taught at the University 
of Wisconsin-LaCrosse, told me years 
ago: “Hunting is a life-long learning 
proposition.” 

Certainly that is part of the appeal 
hunting provides me. It is also one of the 
reasons I have taught hunter education 
in Washington, Idaho, Nevada, and 
now Alaska for over 30 years. I learn 
something new in virtually every class I 
teach. 

However, nothing in my white-
haired existence is better than the 
pleasure gained from being the catalyst 
for providing youth with hands-on 
learning experiences, especially as 
they relate to hunting. Don’t get me 
wrong, I thoroughly enjoy my individual 
hunting time. But being in the presence 
of youthful energy and excitement is 

Grandpa’s Footprint

The great outdoors is a 
school that’s always open.

By Barry Whitehill

euphoric. I have found that I can make it 
happen in a classroom and certainly on 
a hunt. 

This fall was no exception. I left 
Alaska to hunt elk in Idaho with a group 
of long-time friends, our friendship 
dating back to high school. Joining our 
elk hunting group was a buddy’s son-
in-law, Nick, who had never filled an 
elk tag. True, at age 30, Nick may not 
qualify as a kid in some folks’ book, 
but I notice that the definition of “kid” 
changes as I get older.

As luck would have it, Nick 
happened into a 5x5 bull. When we 
walked up on his elk, I was in the 
presence of child on Christmas morning. 
Better yet, Nick has two children of his 
own, ages 4 and 7, who can quote every 
hunting story they have heard verbatim. 
Their father’s own elk hunting story 
will all but ensure that a new generation 
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of hunters will follow my elk hunting 
footsteps. 

Such pathways, however, aren’t 
always a given. Many of us share an 
instinct for the great outdoors but lack 
the opportunity and encouragement to let 
it blossom. I have been fortunate to have 
great teachers, such as Paul Williams Sr. 
and Dr. Bob Jackson. They have inspired 
me to be an outdoor mentor on my own.

I know in my heart-of-hearts, each 
little effort I make in engaging youth 
with the outdoors through hunting can 
make a difference. Every time I listen 
to a student enthusiastically relate their 
family’s recent hunting experiences or 
track the progress of a student who has 
decided to make a career of wildlife 
conservation, this hunch is validated. 
I also know even if my students don’t 
become hunters themselves, it can be 
a positive influence for the future of 
hunting – and their lives will be a little 
richer for the experience.

There are risks. Whenever I hand a 
teenager a knife to clean a bird or head 
with a kid to the woods on a hunt, I am 
taking a gamble that they won’t get hurt. 
Yes, it is a concern, but it never should 
be a “deal breaker.”  Far too often in our 
litigious society I think we have used 
“protecting” our youth as an easy excuse 
for not providing them with outdoor 
experiences. 

All I need to do is recall my 
upbringing. My father was, is, and shall 

took me fishing because I was so young. 
He does admit it didn’t go well. 

However, I am very thankful to my 
father. Even though I still cannot tie a 
hook to a line, his trust in allowing me 
unfettered opportunities to wander the 
woods molded me into what I am today. 
At age five while he fished, I began to 
explore, venturing farther and farther on 
each trip. At age seven I made my first 
kill, a cottontail rabbit with a BB gun 
while crawling through a willow thicket 
on the banks of the Grande Ronde River. 
By age twelve I was riding my bicycle 
out of town to hunt a string of ponds 
with only the guidance of “be home by 
dark.”

He also taught me my mantra in life: 
“Nothing ventured, nothing gained.” It 
certainly applies to my working with 
youth. And over 30 years, I can attest 
that the investment in kids pays deep 
rewards.

The greater risk though, is having 
additional children in this world grow 
up removed from the natural world. 
If wild places are to be saved, the 
greatest advocates are those who have 
been intimately engaged with the web 
of life on the land. It is now up to my 
generation to connect our youth with 
wild places. That is a footprint I wish to 
leave.

forever be a fervent fly-fisherman. My 
earliest memories are of fishing, but 
not in a good way. Those memories 
are of being hungry while my mother 
held dinner night after night, until my 
father returned from fishing. Then eating 
trout, dinner after dinner, throughout the 
summer since a teacher in those days 
was only paid during the school year. 
I have no memory of when he actually 

Who else hunts here? Can you identify the footprints left along this Alaska 
River? Photos by Barry Whitehill.
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Special Place: 
Potrillos Mountains,
New Mexico
By Nate Small
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S
ometimes we need to make a 
clean break with city life and 
head into the backcountry 
hunting. Living in Las Cruces, 
New Mexico, makes this easy. 

Within 30 miles from town are eight 
Wilderness Study Areas (WSAs) filled 
with wildlife and wild country. But, with 
a rapidly growing population, we cannot 
take these lands for granted.

On a cold January morning, Marcos and 
I left Las Cruces, New Mexico’s second 
largest city. We headed south toward the 
rugged Aden Lava Flow WSA. He held a 
late season archery mule deer tag. I was 
along to help hunt the height of the rut.

Aden WSA, the largest protected BLM 
lands in New Mexico, is rich in wildlife 
and hides lush pockets of Chihuahuan 
desert vegetation. Ankle-breaking black 
lava overlooks twisting draws filled with 
gramma grass while short, steep cliffs 
shelter small groves of Mexican walnut 
trees and sandy basins sprout towering 
yuccas. Dominating the horizon are the 
pyramid shaped masses of Mt. Cox and 
Mt. Riley.

Daybreak found us overlooking a long 
break in the lava as two does rose from 
their beds with a  nice buck trailing them. 
The rough country offered good cover, 
although it was nearly a mile to where the 
deer disappeared behind a ridge. Since 
the broken lava below required countless 
small detours, we scrambled down only 
after identifying key terrain features lest 
we blow the group out of the area. A lone 
ocotillo bent like a question mark stood 
near their location. Reaching it would 
signal the deer we were close.

Twenty minutes later we lay on the 
ocotillo hill, but the deer were gone. 
Several hundred yards west was a solitary 
yucca, standing like the front sight post on 
your favorite open-sighted rifle. Marcos 
whispered that three does were bedded 
under the yucca. Off we went, down the 
hill into a small sandy basin. Climbing the 
far side of the basin,  Marcos eased up to 
glass the yucca, and went rigid – the deer 
were moving! He led as we paralleled 
their probable course. Coming to a rocky 
overhang, we saw two does walking 50 
yards to our left and a few steps behind us. 
We sank down, squeezed into the rock, and 

Marcos got ready. I put a fawn bleat call 
in my mouth and positioned the camera. 
 The deer ambled into view, three does 
leading. Marcos drew. The deer were 
nervous, ears swiveling and hooves 
getting restless because of the ever-so-
slight movement. I blew the fawn call 
twice, just as the buck’s antlers became 
visible. He took several slow steps. I was 
transfixed as Marcos held at full draw. 
The twang of the string and clatter of 
an arrow striking the rocks were nearly 
simultaneous. The deer moved fast over 
the hill. We scrambled to see them, getting 
a good look as they stared at us from a 
safe distance.

While Marcos didn’t get his buck, we 
had a good hunt and were encouraged by 
the  number of deer we saw the rest of the 
day.  With continued protection, herds 
which have suffered through droughts 
in the mid-1990s, should continue to 
increase.

The Organ Mountains-Desert Peaks 
Wilderness Act 

 Good rain won’t do much 
without high quality habitat. The Potrillo 
Mountains complex has long been 
classified as three different Wilderness 
Study Areas. For two decades, local 
sportsmen have worked to protect 
them. Beginning in 2005, a coalition of 
sportsmen-conservationists, business 
leaders, horsemen, non-consumptive 
conservation groups and others worked 
on a community-supported conservation 
plan. Senator Jeff Bingaman and his staff 
guided and shaped the legislation, and he 
was joined by Senator Tom Udall after the 
2008 election. On Sept.17, 2009, Senator 
Bingaman and Senator Udall introduced 
the Organ Mountains-Desert Peaks 
Wilderness Act, Senate Bill 1689.

S. 1689 would protect core habitats 
near several cities. The Organ Mountains 
are the dramatic backdrop for Las 
Cruces. Midway up their steep slopes, 
streams flow past Ponderosa pine trees. 
West across the Rio Grande rise the 
Robledo Mountains, home to the newly 
minted Prehistoric Trackways National 
Monument. North and west of the 
Robledo Mountains begins the Broad 

Canyon Country. Flat topped bajadas 
are cut by winding canyons which hide 
rock walls covered in petroglyphs. The 
Sierra de Las Uvas Mountains contain 
equal measures of rolling grasslands and 
rugged lava rock ridges. They shelter 
many plant and animal species and 
reach elevations above 6000 feet. South 
of the Sierra de Las Uvas is the Potrillo 
Mountains complex – a large and diverse 
mosaic of lava flows teeming with barrel 
cactus and soap tree yucca, cinder cone 
mountains and sweeping grasslands. 
700,000+ people live in El Paso’s metro 
area, an hour from the Potrillos. Millions 
more live just across the U.S./Mexico 
border.

     Where We Go From Here: 

Senate Bill. 1689, the Organ 
Mountains-Desert Peaks Wilderness Act, 
introduced by Senators Jeff Bingaman 
and Tom Udall, would protect the land—
and sportsmen’s opportunities to forever 
enjoy this exciting slice of southwest 
hunting.

The Organ Mountains-Desert Peaks 
Act is supported by dozens of local 
organizations, including six local 
sportsmen groups who helped craft local 
compromises. Four local governments 
passed unanimous supporting resolutions. 
A small coalition of off-road vehicle 
enthusiasts, some local ranchers, and a 
few land developers continue opposing 
S. 1689. Counter-proposals from these 
wilderness opponents have included 
largescale public land privatization 
schemes.

This year, an Omnibus Public Lands 
Bill will likely be introduced in Congress. 
Measures from across America to protect 
high quality habitat will be combined 
into one bi-partisan package. Contact 
your Senators and Congressional 
representatives. Let them know you 
want a 2010 Omnibus Conservation Bill. 
Sportsmen across America will benefit, 
and you’ll receive a special thank you 
from folks down in Doña Ana County, 
New Mexico.

 
Learn more at: www.DonaAnaWild.
org  and www.nmwildlife.org
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Backcountry Mentoring 
Brings Rewards
By Blake Fischer
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up the hill. Dad, Jeff, and Gilbert followed at a respectable 
distance. We hiked hard, and covered some ground. Tristan had 
four spotters, and we were all trying our best to see something 
for him.
 We all hiked a few miles, with several stops where we would 
talk, point out good looking mule deer country, and tell quick 
stories of hunts past. We had yet to see a deer, except those that 
had run across the road. Tristan and I hiked up and over another 
ridge while our support staff went down the draw.
 At the next ridge, Tristan and I moved across the crest 
slowly, as to not skyline ourselves. I told him for at least the 
tenth time that “there has to be a deer here somewhere.” We had 
been going for three hours and I could see his interest, and his 
legs, were starting to wane. As we topped the ridge and worked 
along an edge, there was some movement below us. 
 Three does bounded up the hill, and like we had practiced 
on the pumpkins, we quickly got into place to take a shot. I had 
pulled the monopod from my pack as Tristan worked the action 
of the gun slowly and quietly to load a shell.
 The trio of deer stopped at the ridge top and looked back, 
and I asked Tristan which one he was going to shoot.

  “The big one,” he replied. 
He steadied himself, and with 
the crack of the rifle the deer 
dropped. After a brief celebration 
consisting of several high fives, 
he gave an understated, “I just 
shot a deer,” hinting at deeper 
emotion. 
 We hiked back up to the 
ridge top where Dad, Jeff and 
Gilbert could see us. Using 
charades, I pointed a stick at 
Tristan, and just like the deer, he 
dropped. Knowing that we had 

them to go back and bring the truck around, we went to recover 
his deer.
 After taking photos, we started field dressing. I would point 
out several of the internal organs, and ask if he knew what they 
were. We identified everything, and also talked about their 
functions. 
 “Now I understand Biology class,” he said. We saw that my 
dad had brought the truck to the bottom of the draw, so Tristan 
and I dragged the deer down. My dad congratulated him, and 
told him that he wished that he had been good enough to hit the 
first deer that he had ever shot at.
 I have to say that when I started in the BBBS program, I 
knew that I may have an effect on somebody’s life, but I don’t 
know that I ever realized the effect that they might have on 
mine. Tristan was excited, and as proud as anybody with their 
first deer, but I know that I was and am even more proud of 
Tristan, to see the way that he has matured, and the confidence 
with which he made the shot. It was an amazing experience for 
both of us, one that I, and I am sure Tristan, will never forget.

BHA member Blake Fischer lives in Boise, Idaho, with his 
understanding wife Brandie, and their two kids, Marlie, 2 1/2, 
and Cash, 6 months.

Six years ago, I contacted the Big Brothers-Big Sisters 
Program and signed up to be a volunteer mentor. I didn’t 
know what I was getting into, but I did not imagine it was 

a ticket to one of the most rewarding experiences of all my time 
outdoors.
 Big Brothers-Big Sisters matches mentor, or “bigs,” with 
kids who have special needs. Often, these are kids from single-
family homes who could use an extra adult friend.
 After the organization completed a background check on 
me, I was matched with my Little Brother, Tristan. I was a bit 
uncertain. He was only seven years old and only in the first grade.
 The first meeting, I met him Tristan and his mom. His 
mother asked what I liked to do. The answer was simple, “Hunt.” 
Tristan’s mother looked rather shocked, so I quickly followed up 
with other activities, such as going to the movies and playing 
catch, that I knew how to do as well. She said that sounded fine, 
but she wasn’t so sure about hunting.
 Tristan and I have experienced many activities together 
over the last six years, such as spelunking and attending Boise 
State University football games, but I was careful not to push 
my hunting on him. We spent some time shooting bows, and 
I bought him a longbow for 
Christmas in 2008.
 Then last winter Tristan 
and his mother informed me 
that he would like to hunt, 
and that he was signed up for 
hunter education. Tristan and 
his mother went to the classes 
and he graduated last winter. 
Unlike most of us that grow up 
hunting and shooting, Tristan 
had never shot a gun until 
hunter education, let alone shot 
at an animal. To make up for 
this Tristan and I started shooting, first with a .22, and then with 
the .243 that my biological little brother Jake had loaned us.
 Tristan and I went out in the desert and put a stalk on a herd 
of pumpkins, and set up and shot them at varying distances and 
stances; he seemed ready. However, opening weekend of deer 
season he was busy with a Boy Scout camping trip to Craters 
of the Moon National Monument, near Arco, Idaho. I couldn’t 
argue with that, so I told him that it would be fine to go hunting 
the next weekend.
 He called me midweek to ask if instead of Saturday, we 
could go Sunday; it seemed that one of his friends had a paintball 
birthday party. Remembering what it was like to be 13, I told 
him Sunday would be fine, but be ready to go at 5:30 am.
 When I told some of my hunting buddies that I was going 
to take Tristan hunting I found myself flush with volunteers. A 
friend, Gilbert, welcomed us to his property. Sunday morning my 
father, Larry, chauffeured Tristan, Jeff, and myself out to hunt. 
 As the sun was starting to bring a little light to the world, 
we drove toward the base of the hills. In the pre-dawn, three 
does skittered across the road in front of us. I asked Tristan if he 
thought he could shoot one of them. He told me that it would be 
too easy and to head up the mountain and find some more.
 The five of us got out of the truck, and Tristan and I started 

	 After	taking	photos,	we	started	field	
dressing. I would point out several of the 
internal organs, and ask if he knew what 
they	were.	We	identified	everything,	and	
also talked about their functions. 
 “Now I understand Biology class,” he 
said.
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John Gale, Colorado 
 

 By David Lien, Colorado co-chair 

John Gale is a 5th generation 
Idahoan whose family came in 
the early settlement days before 

statehood.  Now he calls Colorado home 
where he continues his outdoor life. 
According to John, even before he was 
old enough to hold a rod or gun, he was 
outdoors. 

“I was always with my parents and 
family hunting, fishing, riding horses, 
and hoofing it into the wild country.”

Today, John hunts and fishes all 
over Colorado, but his preference is for 
“some lonely mountain stream and all 
the solitude that wilderness and roadless 
areas … where I go to get my boots dirty 
and my soul clean.”

But it was in Idaho where John began 
his love affair with hunting and fishing. 
He grew up fishing some of the country’s 
finest waters (he’s a fanatical fly 
fisherman, but it’s not unheard of for him 
to pick up a spinning rod on occasion).

“I do it all!” he says, thanks largely 
to his parents, grandparents, and great 
grandparents. At a young age he was 
fascinated to learn from his Great 
Grandmother the art of fly tying and 
he has “yet to see a fly or meet anyone 
who matches her skill, precision, and 
imitation. She was truly and literally an 
artist.”

In addition to fishing, John is also 
a dedicated big game and bird hunter, 
although if he had to choose he’d never 
leave the horses and elk hunting behind. 
He hunts with a shotgun, rifle and 
muzzleloader, and grew up shooting a 
bow in his grandparent’s barn on the 
farm.  But recently he’s started feeding 
his big game and turkey bowhunting 
addiction.

After growing up in Idaho and 
working for the state legislature, while 
feeding his outdoors passion as a 
whitewater river guide and ranger, John 
received degrees in Natural Resource 
Management from the University of 
Idaho. He then ventured east to Capitol 
Hill where he directed a variety of 

Colorado Backcountry Hunter & 
Angler John Gale helps keep an eye 
on national forests and other public 
habitat both in his day job and as a 
volunteer for BHA. Photo courtesy of 
John Gale.

grassroots conservation programs for 
Trout Unlimited. At the end of 2005, 
succumbing to calls from the western 
topography, John returned to the West 
and now works for the National Wildlife 
Federation (NWF). 

As the Regional Representative for 
Arizona, Colorado, Idaho, New Mexico 
and Arizona and Utah for the NWF, he 
oversees wildlife conservation efforts in 
those states and collaborates with NWF’s 
regional affiliates, sportsmen, and other 
partners. John is also one of Colorado 
BHA’s Roosevelt National Forest habitat 
watchmen. Habitat watchmen serve 
as Colorado BHA’s “eyes and ears.” 
They’re our points of contact for issues 
impacting specific national forests, and 
John is one of our best volunteers.  
 

Member Profile    
Backcountry
Bookshelf  

MIGRATING 
THIS SPRING?
If you move camp, please 
send us your new address, 
so you don’t miss anything!
Email your address change 
to membership@
backcountryhunters.org, or 
mail to BHA, P.O. Box 655, 
Eagle Point, OR 97524.

The Wild Marsh 
by Rick Bass

Review By Reg DaRling

The Wild Marsh is the month-by-
month story of one year – a fully 
told story of a fully lived life 

wholly engaged in the place of its living, 
on the edge of the 
backcountry. Though 
The Wild Marsh is 
neither a hunting 
book nor a book about 
environmental issues, 
it is a book both hunters 
and environmentalists 
sorely need. It has a 
quite a bit of hunting 
in it, and Rick Bass is never shy about 
expressing his environmental concerns. 
Both his palpable grief as industrial 
logging gnaws away the heart of his 
homeland, and his profound satisfaction 
in taking sustenance for his family from 
that same deeply loved land, are a constant 
current in the subtext of his narrative.

If you choose to glean out the story of 
the daylong pursuit of a buck or the winter 
road trip adventure with his dogs in search 
of pheasants, you’ll find hunting stories 
as great as hunting stories get. But the 
true richness of this book is the seamless 
interweaving of those stories with all 
the other threads of his life. Therein 
is the umbilical connection between 
backcountry and home, sustenance and 
love, blood and reverence, the wildness 
of the land and the wildness of the heart. 
Bass reveals that connection with clarity 
inaccessible to didactic preaching or 
analytical explication. He reveals it as it 
was revealed to him through the living 
cycles of his year.

I like prose that strives toward the 
compactness of poetry. I have no desire 
to be as moderate in the consumption of 
meaning as I have to be with red meat and 
scotch. I don’t read a book for a snack; I 
want a feast. The Wild Marsh is venison, 
home grown potatoes, fresh berries, and 
single malt.

Houghton Mifflin Harcourt Publishing 
Co. ISBN 978-0-547-05516-9
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The fur on my homemade parka 
kept the deadly cold winter 
from hitting my face. Though I 
could feel my nose getting raw 

and wet from the cold conditions. I had 
been walking for hours non-stop. I had to 
get a moose not just for me, but also for 
my family. The winter meat. 
 As I walk over the beautiful 
timberland, the snow crunches under my 
big, heavy bunny boots, “crunch, crunch, 
crunch.” My bunny boots are now starting 
to make my feet ache from the long walk. 
I felt like stopping for a rest, but I had to 
get the winter meat; I just had to.
 After awhile I gave in and stopped 
for a rest. I leaned up against a big birch 
tree and laid my gun on the cold frozen 
tundra. I close my eyes. I can image 
home; how sweet home is. I can almost 
taste mama’s homemade corn bake. The 
sweet savory taste paints a clear image in 
my head. I can see everyone’s beautiful 
smiles, which make me feel warm inside. 
I can almost hear my sister’s radio playing 
her favorite song. The beat plays in my 
head over and over again. I keep saying to 
myself, “Why didn’t you listen? You fool! 
You could be at home right now in front 
of a warm fire with hot cocoa.” 
 The image of home vanished. “Urh” 
something grunted. The trees moved. 
I jumped up fast, grabbing my gun. I 
examined the land, which I stand on. 
Nothing, then I hear it again, “urh.” I turn. 

There is a 60-incher right straight ahead. 
I load my gun, I aim, and then it runs. I 
didn’t want to wound it so I don’t shoot. I 
lay my gun back on the ground and called 
to it “urh,” I repeat it a few times. Then I 
grab a stick and rake it against a tree a few 
times. It sounds like a great bull moose 
raking his antlers across trees. 
 I get no reply; so I sit back down. I 
was kind of happy the moose ran away 
because the only light that shines at this 
hour is the great moon that sparkles in the 
jet-black sky. As I’m sitting back down 
I say to myself, “I’ll get him tomorrow 
and I will come back home with the great 
moose.”
 I shut my eyes and dreamt of home; 
but I awaken to a horrible noise. A noise 
that gives you nightmares after hearing 
the sound. Something crying of pain, the 
sounds in something in grave pain. 
 I got up slowly; I tried to think of 
what would happen. I headed toward the 
noise. Scared, holding my gun tightly 
in my hand. I walk through the brush 
trying to be quiet so I wouldn’t scare the 
creature. I saw the fox laying there in 
pain, crying. The leg of the beautiful red 
fox was badly wounded from a moose; 
the moose had trampled her leg. The 
small female fox cries when I look at it. 
I gently touch her soft fur. I picked her 
up and brought it back to the beach tree. I 
lay her on the ground. I gave her a piece 
of my homemade salmon strips that my 

mom had packed in my snack bag before 
I had left.
 Now I am determined to find that 
moose. As I creep through the trees I 
can see where the moose had broke off 
branches while running. I grab my mans 
knife out of my pack and put a slit in the 
tree so I will know where to come back.
 I stop and call for a while, then rake 
the stick against a tree. It grunts back and 
then I see it. It didn’t see me. Its back 
is turned. I slowly creep closer to get a 
better shot. As I am going through the 
brush I step on a branch, “snap!” The 
moose hears me. Turning its head to see 
what was going on I quickly load the gun. 
“Boom!” I hit it on the side and it runs 
“boom!” I hit it again. It goes down with a 
“thump!” It struggles to get up. “Boom!” 
I shot it again. It is dead this time.
 I grab my knife and start to skin the 
moose. I take off my fur coat so it won’t 
get blood on it. I save the fur to put the 
meat on so the meat won’t get gross; I 
drag it under a tree so it can't be seen. 
I put some meat in a bag so I can bring 
some meat home, but there is no way 
I will be able to carry this alone. I will 
have the men carry it the next day. I head 
back to the fox. I will take it with me and 
nurture it until it is well again. As I walk 
home, I put marks in the trees like I had 
done before and head home so I can see 
my loving family (and so I can have some 
of mama's homemade corn bake.)  

Hunter’s 
Moon
EdITor's NoTE: The following story 
was written by Molly Brooks, 7th-grader 
at	 Effie	 Kokrine	 Charter	 School	 of	
Fairbanks, Alaska. she wrote this story 
in conjunction with a hunter education 
class taught by BHA member Barry 
Whitehill at her school in November 
2009.

By Molly Brooks

Molly Brooks, 7th grader in Fairbanks, field-dresses a sharptail grouse in a 
hunter education course taught by Alaska BHA member Barry Whitehill.
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B.H.A. MEMBER PHOTOS        

Idaho BHA member Jeff 
Barney enjoyed hunting 

with his niece, McCall 
Barney, in Idaho in 2009, 

where she bagged this out-
standing mule deer buck. 

Successful elk hunter Ty 
Hanlon, brother Justin 
and dad, Bill, savor the 
moment in the backcoun-
try of British Columbia. 
The Hanlons live in the Elk 
River country of southeast-
ern BC.
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BHA members, send your favorite backcountry photos to: editor@backcountryhunters.org

Hamilton Platt, 12, son of Montana BHA 
member Steve Platt, took this fine whitetail 

buck on the Lolo National Forest.  

Austin Brockamp, son of Oregon BHA member 
Matt Brockamp, cradles his first steelhead 
after a four-mile hike from Cow Creek into 
Hells Canyon on the Snake River near the 
Imnaha confluence.    

Tyler Dungannon, son of BHA member Duane 
Dungannon, took this blacktail in its bed just two 

hours before the end of the season in southern 
Oregon’s Cascade Mountains last fall.






























































 


 


 

















