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I watched with a grin as my 10-year-
old son, Steen, gallivanted around the 
mouth of Strawberry Creek, both he 

and the stream running free through the 
meadow. 

 He was a non-stop bundle of energy 
in the Strawberry Mountain Wilderness, 
jumping from the bank into the creek, 
making mudpies and rock weirs, small 
houses made of bark and exuding the joys 
of youth. With no toys or electricity, he 
was armed only with a creative mind, a 
good attitude and the youthful exuberance. 
I watched for hours and learned that his 
day of exploration could help heal any 
internal tough times that I might ever 
have. 

 Like my son, I’m thankful to have 
had a life spent in the outdoors. My father 
took me hunting at a very early age and I 
can remember my boyhood days camping, 
hiking, backpacking, biking and fishing 
in some very special places on Oregon’s 
public land. 

 Back in the old days, kids like me 
played outside. Other than GI Joes, Legos, 
Hot Wheels, Tonka trucks and Lincoln 
Logs, most of us didn’t have much of an 
array of electronic indoor toys to feed our 
short attention spans. Even then, most of 
our indoor toys were used outside as well. 
And after winter’s rain or snow, we’d 
often find our toys half submerged in a 
pile of mud, waiting to be exhumed in the 
spring for the next round of outdoor play. 

 Growing up in today’s high tech age 
is different. Our kids are often locked into 
living rooms, eyes gazing at an arsenal of 
high tech gizmos requiring electricity, no 
physical exertion and little in the way of 
creativity. I can remember surveying my 
students my first year teaching at Tigard 
High School in the Portland, Oregon, 
metropolitan area. I asked them how many 
hunted, fished, hiked, rafted, camped and 
generally, enjoyed the outdoors. Fully two 
thirds of my students raised their hands. 
It was heartening for me to observe that 
even in a suburban area school, kids were 
getting outside. 

 That was 1990. By the time I 
completed my 15th year of teaching at 
South Medford High School, I’d ask 
the same question and be lucky to get a 
sprinkling of hands raised in response. 

 The blitz of the high-tech age has 
impacted a generation of young people 
and the results are troubling. Many of 
our kids today are unhealthy. They don’t 
exercise and they’re literally addicted to a 
bevy of junk food and super-sized happy 
meals. One will see this anywhere they go 
in America. Childhood obesity rates are 
sky rocketing and the results for kids are 
diabetes and escalating health care costs 
for all of us. 

 In a 2008 study, Proceedings of the 
National Academies of Sciences found 
the use of America’s parks and forests 
may be down by as much as 25 percent 
since 1987. Our society is becoming more 
in tune with sedentary activities rather 
than nature-related activities. 

 In the American Journal of Public 
Health, researchers have documented 
that exercise and outdoor play can ease 
problems in children diagnosed with 
Attention Deficit Hyperactive Disorder 
and all children. And it doesn’t cost part 
of a paycheck or use any electricity to 
get our kids into the great outdoors; just 
a bit of time, commitment, knowledge of 
public lands opportunities and leadership 
by parents. And what’s good for young 
people is good for adults.  

 Here in Oregon, we are blessed with 
public land from our ocean beaches to the 
high Cascades and to the depths of Hells 
Canyon. No state has a more diverse or 
beautiful birthright of public land. 

 We need to be good stewards of it, 
and we need to enjoy it. The land and 
water has the ability to help us solve more 
problems than we probably know we 
have. 

 I eventually coaxed my son away 
from the world he had created in 
Strawberry Creek that day, in time for a 
camp dinner. And even though dark was 
fast approaching, he didn’t want the day 

to end. Neither did I. He repeated the 
experience the next day. Interestingly, he 
wasn’t tired the whole five-day trip. He 
smiled and exuded confidence, energy 
and focus throughout. 

 I like to think about that trip in the 
context of what the outdoors can do for 
all of us, challenging us to move beyond 
our physical comfort zones, enriching our 
lives, improving our health and creativity 
and filling our souls. And healing a 
generation. 

 
Mike Beagle is a former U.S. Army 

field artillery officer and Oregon high 
school teacher and coach. 
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BHA’s New Executive Director Will Break Trail

By Jim Akenson

It is an honor to introduce myself to 
you as the first Executive Director for 
the Backcountry Hunters and Anglers. 

I know this job is going to provide many 
exciting new challenges, and I will make 
every effort to build upon the already 
incredible accomplishments of this 
organization. 

 I feel I bring to BHA a mixed bag of 
experiences and capabilities. In the past 
my work experience has been focused 
on wildlife research, and specifically 
looking at how large carnivores affect 
big game populations and each other. 
In more recent times I have emphasized 
educational activities, teaching university 
students backcountry skills, in a 
wilderness setting, that will make them 
better resource managers when they take 
the next step in life into the workforce. 
My wife Holly and I lived and conducted 
wildlife research and taught students for 
21 years in the Frank Church River of No 
Return Wilderness in central Idaho while 
working for the University of Idaho. This 
living situation gave us a unique chance 
to develop wilderness skills while mule 
packing, mule-team driving, and just 
riding thousands of trail miles. 

 My passion in hunting is traditional 
bowhunting. After 40 years of bowhunting 
I’ve shot a mix of critters, but my absolute 
favorite quarry is mule deer. Now my 
greatest rewards are not the size of the 
animal’s head-gear, or numbers killed per 
species, but in educating and encouraging 
the next generation of sportsmen and 
women. I currently serve as the Senior 
Councilmen for the Professional Bow-
hunter’s Society, an organization that 
shares many of the same values as BHA. 
However, I am not just a bowhunter.

 Over the years I have also experienced 
hunting with both modern and primitive 
rifles. To my way of thinking, it is the 
attitude and philosophy of the individual 
more than the tool he or she uses that 
determines the quality and standard of 
the hunter. I have to say, I really admire 
the person who can take a flintlock rifle 
out on a wet, snowy day and harvest big 
game; getting the weapon to fire is quite an 
accomplishment by itself! As for fishing, 
I like it all. My greatest thrills have been 

fighting King Salmon on the Kenai River 
in Alaska and fly-fishing for Kahawai (and 
assorted other Southern Hemisphere fish) 
in New Zealand’s salt and fresh waters .        

 Most of you are probably aware that 
BHA has grown to have several state 
chapters, and members in almost all of 
the United States as well as Canada. With 
this growth, it is becoming ever-more 
difficult to keep track of all the efforts 
being undertaken by our membership to 
protect America’s backcountry, and at the 
same time enhance the image of hunters 
and anglers. 

 As your Executive Director, one 
of my primary goals is to strengthen 
communication among state chapters, 
and between state entities and the national 
board of directors. This organization 
has experienced incredible growth and 
success while riding on the backs of many 
dedicated volunteers. It is very important 
to keep up this momentum and don’t think 
for a second that because we now have a 
full-time paid staff person that you can let 
up – no way! If anything, we need MORE 
grassroots dedication to accomplish our 
objectives of protecting high quality 

hunting and fishing opportunities for 
ourselves, our families, and future 
generations.  

 I have recently been talking with a 
cross-section of the membership and one 
concern that has come up is that we will 
lose our grassroots image as we grow 
and develop staff leadership positions. 
Personally, I think the staff will only help 
facilitate the efforts of our volunteering 
membership. BHA volunteers will be 
more effective advocates for roadless 
area protection, stalwart opponents to 
OHV abuse, and ambassadors for ethical 
outdoor behavior with greater financial 
resources. My feeling is that I’m only a 
part of a BHA team – as a facilitator and 
coordinator, but you folks are the heart 
and soul of this organization, and I look 
forward to meeting and working with all 
of you!     

BHA Executive Director Jim Akenson 
is an avid backcountry archer.



I grew up in Albuquerque, New Mexico 
and was lucky to have a dad who loved 
the outdoors – especially fishing, hunting 
and camping – and who shared his 

outdoor passion with his young son. Our next 
door neighbor, Don Moore – an experienced 
backcountry outdoorsman and trout fisherman 
– had been exploring northern New Mexico’s 
Pecos Wilderness since he was a boy. Although 
my dad was 55 years old and a lifelong 
outdoorsman, he had never enjoyed a “real” 
Rocky Mountain wilderness adventure (we 
were transplants from central Texas). When 
Don invited us to join him and another friend 
on a pack trip into the Pecos high country, he 
jumped at the chance – and he wasn’t about to 
leave me behind!

 The four of us, and a pack mule named 
Rawhide, hiked several miles into Mora Flats 
and camped near the confluence of the Mora 
and Valdez creeks. Through the eyes of a 10-
year-old boy, it was truly a wild and magical 
adventure, and created memories that have 
lasted a lifetime. I can still remember my 
excitement when I was allowed to “help” load 
the panniers and pack Rawhide at the trailhead. 
I remember the clean smell of the mountain air 
as we climbed up through the ponderosa pine/
Douglas fir forest, hiked through groves of 
giant aspens, and took shelter under the broad 
branches of an Engelmann spruce when we 
were caught in an afternoon thundershower. I 
remember dropping down into the lush green 

mountain meadow where we would camp at 
an elevation of more than 9,500 feet. And I 
remember the thrill of catching my first wild 
trout and then slipping on a wet rock and 
falling face first into the icy mountain creek; 
drying myself by the campfire; eating Dinty 
Moore beef stew warmed over the campfire for 
dinner our first night in camp; and sleeping “in 
the middle of nowhere” far from the sounds of 
mechanized civilization. What a way to spend 
the Fourth of July weekend, 1959! 

 Thus began my lifelong passion for wild 
places. Over the years, there have been many 
other pack trips. Until my early twenties, 
my adventures were mostly in the Pecos; 
but as I grew older, I had the good fortune 
to hike, horseback ride, fish, hunt and camp 
in wilderness areas from New Mexico to 
British Columbia. I live in Montana now and 
have many thousands of acres of wilderness 
to explore within just a few miles of my 
home. But that first wilderness pack trip was 
truly special…and played a formative role in 
my career choice as a wildlife biologist and 
conservationist.

 For many years I have longed to return to 
“where it all started.” So in late June 2009, on 
the 50th anniversary of that formative trip, my 
wife Rita and I decided to retrace my steps of 
50 years ago. We were joined by Rita’s sister 
Mary Kay, and friends Dan Jeffre, Cora and 
Leon Harms. And to make it truly nostalgic, 
Leon brought along his trusty pack mule, 
Hannah. We embarked from the same “Iron 
Gate” trailhead, hiked the same trail into Mora 
Flats, camped within 100 yards of where my 
dad and I did 50 years ago, sat under the same 
giant Douglas firs, and fished the same small 
mountain streams. Fresh black bear tracks 
in the trail within 30 minutes of leaving the 
trailhead heightened our awareness and helped 
us feel right at home!

 The Wilderness Act describes wilderness 
as federal land designated by Congress as 
a place where “earth and its community of 
life are untrammeled by man, where man 
himself is a visitor who does not remain.” 
One morning after breakfast, I hiked down the 
narrow mountain valley, took a seat on a log 
and imagined the landscape as I had first seen 
it in 1959. Amazingly, not much had changed. 

A Mule, a Trail, and a Trout Stream  

Revisiting My First Wilderness Adventure
By Gary Wolfe

The author’s wife Rita cradles a trout 
caught in a wilderness stream.
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The trees were a bit bigger, a few old ones 
had died and blown down, the tree line was 
a bit lower in the valley – encroaching on the 
mountain meadow, the grass was still lush and 
green, and the wildflowers were spectacular. 
Even the trout fishing was almost as good as I 
remembered it – although invasive brown trout 
had replaced most of the native cutthroats. We 
saw more people enjoying the backcountry 
than we did years ago; otherwise not much had 
changed over 50 years – what a great testament 
to the value of wilderness!

 But this was in stark contrast to what we 
had observed on our drive from Santa Fe to the 
trailhead. Over the past 50 years, much of the 
private land bordering and intermingled with 
the national forest had been subdivided and 
developed. There were many new recreational 
homes, and every public campground was 
filled to capacity – RVs were jammed so close 
to each other that they were almost touching, 
and ATV’s outnumbered pack stock.

 I thought a lot about civilization, progress 
and wilderness during those four days in the 
Pecos last summer. I thank our forefathers 
for their vision to begin setting aside Forest 
Reserves in the late 19th Century and Congress 
for passing the Wilderness Act in 1964. But 
most of all I appreciate how lucky I was to 
have a father who introduced me to the “high” 
of wilderness experience when I was only 10 
years old. How fitting it was that this 50th 
Anniversary trip also offered me opportunity 
to come full circle and introduce others to 
wilderness. It was Mary Kay’s and Dan’s first 
wilderness adventure and they were moved 
and inspired by the experience. Mary Kay 
immediately began making plans to introduce 

her two young grandsons to the wilderness, 
proving that one is never too old, or too young, 
to experience wilderness for the first time.

 

In the last 50 years, the wilderness has 
seen only natural changes, while the 
surrounding area has been developed.
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About the Pecos Wilderness Area
At the time of the author’s 1959 pack 

trip, the Pecos Wilderness was managed as 
an administratively designated wilderness 
area by the U.S. Forest Service. When 
Congress passed the Wilderness Act in 
1964, it created the National Wilderness 
Preservation System. The initial statutory 
wilderness areas designated in the Act 
protected 9.1 million acres, including 
nearly 200,000 acres in the Pecos. The 
Pecos Wilderness Area was expanded 
in 1980, and now has a total of 223,667 
acres. 

Invasive brown trout have replaced most of the 
native cutthroats in the area’s streams.
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Deep in the shadowed cleft 
between rugged canyon 
walls smoldering in the 
hot summer sun, my wader 
clad thighs enter a liquid 

ribbon of life that tumbles and leaps down 
a classic pool-and-drop course. The frigid 
water of the Rapid River a few miles 
south of Riggins, Idaho, tugs at my legs 
as I step carefully from one slick rock to 
another, working my way into the middle 
of the frothing stream. Once there, a roll 
cast into a quiet, emerald green eddy 
overhung with thick brush explodes 
with the shimmering flash of a fat native 
rainbow snatching the fly and bending my 
rod. Simple muscle memory lets me set 
the hook. Within moments, the glistening 
body is lying on a tiny gravel bar. Quickly 
slipping my fingers in the gills, I snap the 
backbone and end the struggle. 

 Shrugging out of my dad’s old fishing 
vest, I gut and clean the fish, then tuck it 
into the back pouch. This tattered remnant 
of a once-fine garment is saturated with 
memories of other streams and days of 
Zen-like casting. Taking a few moments 
to gather my gear, I realize this Wild and 
Scenic River, the only one so designated 
because of its water quality, is an 
undiscovered jewel of the Gem State. My 
dad would have liked that. He was always 
one to seek out waters others might pass 
up as too hard to get to or too difficult to 
fish. After all, he reasoned, real treasures 
are well hidden. 

 The Rapid River has pristine water 
quality because its upland slopes, as well 
as the river corridor, are all roadless. 
Ancient, old-growth Ponderosa pines with 
their jigsaw puzzle-like bark, tamarack 
trees glowing like golden candle flames 
in the fall and towering dark green firs 
line the steep slopes surrounding tiny, 
icy-cold feeder streams which add their 
snow-fed water to the river. In the spring, 
as winter releases its grip on the canyon, 
the streams and river suck hungrily at the 

leaking nipple of the land. 
 Because the upland slopes are heavily 

vegetated, water percolates slowly through 
the soil, seeping into the streams and 
river. This reduces the sediment load and 
keeps the Rapid River crystal clear even 
after summer thundershowers refresh the 
canyon and settle trail dust. A stronghold 
of endangered bull trout, the last bastion 
of a small run of wild Chinook salmon 
and a treasure trove of wild rainbow trout, 
the cold, pure waters of the Rapid River 
provide one of the state’s best fisheries 
due to its roadless status. Bull trout and 
Chinook both need water that stays bone-
chilling all year long. One wader-less step 
into the Rapid River will convince you the 
stream exemplifies the term “cold water 
fishery.” Without unmolested canyon 
sides, summer heat would quickly warm 
the water, change the aquatic habitat and 
imperil the fish.  

Like most of the best places, it takes 
time and effort to fish here. Anglers park 
at the USFS Fish Hatchery at the end of 
the Rapid River road just south of Riggins. 
The Rapid River is a tributary of the Little 
Salmon, which in turn joins the water of 
the Salmon River. On the canyon trail 
immediately upstream from the hatchery, 
open slopes are common and in summer 
the hiking can be brutal. From late spring 
through fall, anglers need to be wary of 
rattlesnakes. Look before you step, and 
check carefully before you plunk down 
on a rock to rest.

 Eight miles up the canyon, the West 
Fork of the Rapid River adds significant 
volume to the lower river. The West 
Fork originates high in the Seven Devils 
Mountains which divides the Rapid 
River from Hells Canyon. Snow lingers 
in these rugged peaks late into summer, 
keeping the river frigid despite canyon 
temperatures over 100 degrees. 

 Once past the West Fork, the canyon 
narrows and becomes heavily vegetated, 
forcing anglers into the stream. This 

pristine section of the river is trout 
Nirvana, but anglers will work for those 
tasty morsels as they traverse the frothy, 
shallow rapids, wade thigh deep through 
tiny pools and clamber around log jams. In 
quiet pools formed by beaver-felled trees, 
bull trout lurk under overhanging banks 
lying in wait for lunch. These voracious 
fish are here in strong numbers because 
the roadless expanse provides cold water 
all year and produces a plentiful source 
of food: rainbows. Of course, bull trout 
shouldn’t be actively targeted and must 
be released, but it’s not unusual for one 
of these twenty inch bruisers to attack a 
rainbow on the end of your line. These 
big boys fight hard and an angler is not 
likely to forget the thrill of hooking one.

 Feeder creeks to the main river 
provide additional fishing challenges. 
These streams produce tiny cutthroat trout 
– eight inches is typicial – which must be 
hunted, more than fished. My husband 
and I creep along on all fours, keeping 
well away from the water until we find 
a likely pool, then launch our flies using 
our rods as bows. The slightest shadow on 
the water sends these shimmering jewels 
darting under logs, where they refuse 
to be lured out. When you start feeling 
cocky about your fishing prowess on the 
main river, these little guys will give you 
an ego adjustment in a hurry. But for now, 
I’m glad my favorite elk hair caddis fly 
worked its magic once again, rewarding 
me with a succulent, wild, rainbow trout.

 Back in camp, I take the trout from 
my vest and add it to its brother in a plastic 
bag kept cool in a rock-lined depression 
along the river’s edge, just steps from 
our tent. When my husband returns from 
his foray up-stream, he, too, should be 
bringing trout for dinner. As the sun slides 
behind the west canyon wall and the river 
begins to cool the evening air, we’ll roll 
the trout in flour and fry them in butter, 
giving thanks for wild public land. It 
doesn’t get any better than this.

Rapid River Riches
By Holly endersBy
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I 
had heard shooting downhill could 
be difficult. Now I was sure of it! 
It was a second-choice deer hunt 
with a couple of third-rate deer 

hunters, but obviously we had stumbled 
across two bucks with worse luck than us. 
And our bad luck was considerable!

Oregon's West High Cascade buck 
hunt is held in mid-September, when 
a morning can start cold enough, but 
by10 a.m. you’d better trade in your long 
underwear and boots for a Hawaiian 
T-shirt and a pair of flip flops.

Most of our regulars didn’t draw the 
tag that year. That was their bad luck. 
My buddy Joe drew it, but had a golf 
tournament on opening weekend. That 
was his bad luck. This left only myself 
and Joe’s dad Jerry, who I’m sure didn’t 
invent bad luck, but whoever did, better 
get their patent on it – and fast!

• • •
“He cut it off with a lawnmower?!”
“Yeah, at the beginning of summer,” 

Joe said.
“You’re kidding – his big toe – and 

you didn’t tell me?!”
“Well, he didn’t want everybody to 

know.”
“I guess not. But he still wants to go 

deer hunting?”
“Oh yeah, dad can’t wait to go! He 

hasn’t hunted much since a horse landed 
on him a few years back on an elk hunt. 
Besides,” Joe said proudly, “after cutting 
the toe off, he put the lawnmower away, 
had his shoe wrapped with duct tape, and 
drove himself to the hospital!”

• • •
The forest was black but the sky was 

graying as Jerry and I climbed off the 
trail. We worked our way up the mountain 
through tall timber toward a rocky ridge 
that runs straight into the wilderness area. 

Jerry wasn’t saying anything, but I 
figured he was sore from the climb, so I 
suggested we split up. He broke off lower 
along the timberline, while I continued up 
so we could hunt parallel. Jerry was not 
familiar with this area, and by glancing 
off the ridge, I would occasionally catch 

a glimpse of that bright red hunting hat 
of his. Jerry’s wife was worried enough 
about her high liability husband, and if he 
got lost, I couldn’t go back either!

Jerry, himself, carries on mostly 
unaware he’s ever been a victim of bad 
luck. You never hear him whining, you 
couldn’t force a complaint out of the guy, 
and at 60, this old easygoing Marine was 
willing to follow me up a steep mountain 
with a titanium plate in his right hip, 
shrapnel in his left leg, and now a recently 
departed big toe. All of this for the chance 
to see a buck. So besieged with admiration, 
I couldn’t let him down.

The ridge ends abruptly. A sea of 
cedar and fir trees expands beneath, 
stretching out into a wave of mountains 
as far as the eye can see. Birds weave 
through the treetops below. It almost 
makes a guy feel like he’s in an airplane. 
And, an airplane is where I might as well 
have been shooting from!

I only spotted the deer because I heard 
them first. Below the cliff, a steep rockslide 
met the timberline, and somewhere down 
there – a deer was blowing!

I spotted two deer standing on a small 
bench under the cover of a few low limbs. 
The one in front was definitely a buck!

Leaning against a rock for balance, 
I took a steep downward aim. It looked 
to be a fairly easy shot – the kind of shot 
that has you narrating the story for your 
buddies before you ever pull the trigger. 
The worst part was the buck was still 
standing there after I pulled the trigger!

“Okay, well at least he didn’t go 
anywhere!” I thought, levering the 
.308 Savage my grandmother had left 
me, for a second shot. Assuming the 
distance was greater than originally 
anticipated – I aimed slightly higher this 
time. Still nothing! By my third miss, I 
wasn’t only frustrated with my miserable 
marksmanship, I was actually getting 
mad at the deer for not moving, at least 
a little, to show me I was improving! The 
buck, just stood there, staring up the cliff, 
probably wondering why he’s hearing all 
the thunder in September without a cloud 

in the sky.
Meanwhile, Jerry had gotten himself 

up the ridge as fast as any hunter who still 
possessed all 10 little piggies. He made it 
in time to witness my fourth miss, which I 
was somewhat proud of, because the buck 
actually moved this time! Fumbling new 
cartridges into the rifle I heard the crack 
of Jerry’s rifle. 

 Missing the first time, probably just 
to make me feel better, Jerry’s second 
shot was very effective. The buck jerked 
and ran, but didn’t make it far.

I was happy for Jerry. Honest!
And when a second, larger buck ran 

out of the trees to see where his buddy 
went, I was even happier for Jerry!

Pulling the trigger on what I thought 
to be another solid shot, I watched in 
anguish as the huge buck disappeared 
back into the trees. 

I looked over at Jerry, disgusted with 
myself. Behind us, a herd of elk, perhaps 
annoyed with all the noise, busted out of 
the timberline. We watched in amazement 
as the cows and two bulls disappeared 
over the ridge. Animals everywhere!

“I’m gonna circle off the other side 
of the ridge and see if I can catch up with 
that buck! I’m obviously not gonna hit 
anything from up here!” 

“Okay,” Jerry said. “I’ll wait here and 
let you know if he comes back this way.”

 Dropping down between a rock 
saddle and into the trees, I started a steep 
side-hilling search and worked my way 
back toward the spot we had seen the deer 
from above. The closer I got, the more I 
realized the monster buck was long gone. 
I was dejected.

Poking my head out of the timberline, 
I could see Jerry motioning from the ridge. 
Stepping back into the trees, I couldn’t 
believe my eyes!

The author thought he might forfeit 
his best blacktail and grandma’s rifle.

Bad-Luck Bucks
By Shannon Fitzgerald
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After all the shooting, the second 
buck and some other deer were 30 yards 
below me on the other side of an enormous 
double-trunked fir tree!

Not even I can miss from 30 yards.
I saw my buck roll down a steep 

grassy slope, coming to rest in a small 
meadow, so I checked on Jerry’s deer, 
which I found not far away in a rocky 
ravine. He would be pleased to find he 
had taken a nice little four-point buck.

While Jerry made his way down the 
opposite side of the mountain, I located 
my deer in the meadow – the nicest buck 
I had ever taken! 

We had given bad luck the slip on the 
trail, but it must have heard the shooting on 
the ridge. Thumbing through my wallet, I 
seemed to be missing my hunting license 
and deer tag. No big deal. I was sure 
my tag was in the truck, or maybe back 
at camp. What I did have though, was a 
salmon/steelhead tag. And, conveniently, 
they look very similar in appearance, and 
might, at least, give me something to 
attach to the buck until I could locate the 
genuine article. A guy never knows when 
some unsuspecting hunter might stroll 
along and figure it was their lucky day!

“We got two four-points!” I yelled to 
Jerry, who I found making his way down 
to the opposite end of the meadow.

“Nice buck,” Jerry said, walking in 
with a glow on his face.

 “Yeah, I can’t believe he was still 
around and I got close to him. I’m not 
sure why I was missing from up there.”

“I had to aim very low on my second 
shot,” Jerry explained. “Anytime you’re 
shooting downhill at that angle, you have 
to aim low.”

Later I learned shooting up or 
downhill above, or below, a 45-degree 
angle may require an adjustment to the 
low side. I now understand my shots were 
too high, and I wasn’t helping myself 
by aiming higher each time – I was only 
helping the deer.

“So you found my buck, too?” 
 “Yeah,” I said, pointing back up the 

ravine toward the ridge. “Your buck is 
about 150 yards up there. He didn’t make 
it very far.”

“Joe warned me I might find myself 
down in a hole if I hunted with you,” 
Jerry said with a laugh.

“It gets even better, Jerry,” I said. 
“We don’t have any pack frames.” 

Later, after field dressing our deer, 

and struggling to lug and 
tug my buck up a game 
trail, we started to realize, 
at this rate, it would be elk 
season before we got these 
bucks packed out of here! 

“Jerry, I’m gonna find 
a pole long enough to pack 
these bucks on!”

“It’s worth a try.” 
Using a pole made 

sense. We could distribute 
the weight evenly and keep 
from dragging the buck on the ground. 
Why not? It works in the cartoons! 
Besides, I had temporarily tagged the deer 
with a salmon/steelhead tag, so naturally 
it made sense to haul him in on a pole.

Halfway back it became obvious 
that, for the pole-packing system to work, 
you need level ground and two people 
of equal height, and you can't have a big 
game animal swinging from the middle.

Sweaty, sore, exhausted, and still 
another buck to go, we made it back to 
the trail. 

“Jerry, I’m gonna run up to the truck 
real quick to look for my tag.”

“You go right ahead,” Jerry said 
smiling. “I’ll be waiting down here in the 
meadow.”

I hadn’t been searching for my license 
and tag but a few minutes when I heard 
more bad luck coming around the corner.

I looked up to the sound of twigs 
cracking under the tires of a pickup with 
distinctive white lettering displayed on 
the door: Oregon State Police.

Up to my elbows in dried blood, 
I now understood what it meant to be 
“caught red-handed!”

“How we doing today?” the State 
Trooper asked inquisitively.

“Good! But I’ve got to level with 
you, officer – my hunting partner and I 
got two bucks earlier this morning, and I 
can’t seem to find my tag anywhere!”

“Can I have a look at these deer?”
“Oh, yeah, sure, mine is just down the 

trail, and Jerry’s is back in the wilderness 
about a mile – we haven’t packed his out 
yet, and he’s waiting for me down in the 
meadow,” I explained, pointing in that 
general direction.

After he parked his truck, the officer 
and I hiked down the trail toward my 
buck. He wasn’t saying too much, and it 
was making me nervous. I didn’t realize I 
was doing anything wrong until I couldn’t 

find my tag.
Reaching the spot 

where my buck was 
hidden in some tall grass, 
the officer knelt down 
to examine the salmon/
steelhead tag tied around 
the base of the antlers. 

“Yeah, this isn’t 
going to work.”

“Yes, sir, I realize 
that – it was only a 
temporary solution until 

I found my real tag.”
Continuing down the trail, we 

crossed a small stream and stepped into 
the meadow. 

Jerry wasn’t there!
“Jerry!!” I yelled a couple of times, 

hoping for any kind of response. “He 
might’ve headed back to his deer.” I told 
the officer, hoping it was true and he 
didn’t get himself lost trying!

The policeman and I set out for Jerry’s 
buck, and – God willing – Jerry! 

The state trooper still wasn’t saying 
much, and all kinds of crazy thoughts 
began racing through my mind!

“Great! Just great! I lost my tag! I 
may lose my biggest buck ever! Can he 
confiscate my grandma’s rifle, too? And 
now – to top it off – Jerry might be lost! 
This state trooper is probably starting to 
question whether there’s actually a “Jerry” 
at all! He has a hunter on his hands who 
is trying to validate a deer with a salmon/
steelhead tag, and must think he can keep 
two legal blacktail bucks per day – just as 
long as they’re fin-clipped!

“Jerrrry!” I yelled again. No answer.
The possibility Jerry might be lost 

was starting to overshadow everything 
else, so I was excited to see him resting in 
the shade as we came through the trees! 

I wasn’t too sure how excited Jerry 
was to see me, showing up late, in the 
middle of nowhere with someone sporting 
a fancy blue uniform and a badge. But, 
without betraying the slightest bit of 
emotion, all Jerry said was: “I see you 
brought help.” 

And the trooper did help! 
Jerry didn’t get lost, I got to keep my 

buck, and I didn’t forfeit grandma’s rifle. I 
don’t necessarily think of it as a ticket that 
day as much as $75 for the state trooper’s 
help packing Jerry’s deer out of a nasty 
ravine on a hot day.  And, where we come 
from, that’s almost like good luck!

If you’re going to have bad 
luck in the wilderness, have 
a hunting partner like Jerry.
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A 
light drizzle soaks my 
saddle, rifle scabbard and 
horse as we ride silently up 
a main trail connecting the 
Salmon River to the Frank 

Church-River of No Return Wilderness. 
Every September, my husband Scott and 
I hunt bull elk here in Idaho during the 
rut with rifles, something only allowed in 
land this big and wild. Today’s rain is a 
blessing, as sodden underbrush muffles 
our movement through summer’s parched 
vegetation in this heavily timbered 
landscape. Our destination is a long-
abandoned side trail leading to an old 
burn, where we plan to tie up the horses 
at a windfall-blocked trail and continue 

on foot. But just as we dismount, the full-
throated howl of a lone wolf pierces the 
dismal day. Nothing on earth sounds quite 
as wild as that keening cry, starting low 
and deep-chested before rising to a high 
note that lingers hauntingly in the air. 

There will be no elk hunting here for 
us today. 

Despite publicity about the 1995 wolf 
reintroduction into the central Idaho and 
Yellowstone ecosystems, my husband 
and I saw evidence of a small number of 
wolves in the Frank Church Wilderness 
decades before that date. Never a robust 
population, we occasionally saw tracks or 
stumbled upon what was clearly a wolf 
kill. Once, in the mid-1970s, my father-

in-law and husband saw two gray wolves 
while they were hunting a far ridge. But 
wolves then were rare. With the 1995 
reintroduction, they quickly became a 
growing presence. At roughly the same 
time, bull elk numbers began a decline. I 
don’t know if one event is tied to the other, 
but I do know that the two, combined, 
demanded change. Now, instead of 
commanding the role of top predator, 
humans are sharing it with another hunter. 
We have high-powered rifles and scopes, 
but wolves have an intimate knowledge 
of their home ground and a foot-speed we 
can’t match.

I was reminded of that difference 
four years ago while leading two horses 
to meet my husband and a friend at a 
meadow about six miles from camp. The 
men had been hunting all day, and this 
prearranged pickup would save them time 
and energy at the end of a long hunt. It 
had snowed about four inches the night 
before, just enough to preserve the huge 
tracks of a single wolf as it followed the 
same trail I was riding. Like us, the wolf 
was hunting. The snow would capture the 
scent of elk. As I rode along, I wondered 
who would be successful, the two- or 
four-legged hunters. 

We humans strive to kill the biggest 
and best animals. I hate to equate hunting 
to ranching, but I’ve often wondered what 
rancher in his right mind would kill off his 
best breeding bull each year or keep old 
cows that were reproductively inefficient. 
Aged bovines that don’t conceive are sent 
to slaughter and valuable bulls are often 
so prized they are insured. But every year, 
many elk hunters start out with the goal of 
killing the prime bulls of the species. 

I am one of those hunters. Although 
I’ve killed spikes, meat is my primary 

Since their 1995 reintroduction, wolves have became a growing presence. In 
roughly that same period of time, bull elk numbers began a decline.

by Holly Endersby



After more than 30 years of hunting 
the same country, my husband and I have 
been expanding our range in our yearly 
quest for elk meat. It’s been a challenge. 
Learning new country has added another 
dimension to our hunting together. It’s 
made us think more creatively, inspired 
new habits and taught us new skills – all 
adding to the enjoyment of the hunt. 

I neither hate nor love wolves. 
They are simply another animal on the 
landscape. And I support hunting them 
when the numbers warrant it. But their 
presence has sharpened my hunting 
skills, made me stay in shape and think 
strategically. Perhaps more than that, 
it’s given me a new appreciation of my 
love for elk hunting in big, wild country. 
Before wolves, I’d begun to expect to fill 
my elk tag each year, and though it still 
felt like a gift, when a gift is expected it 
begins to lose its magic. Today, when I 
kill a bull, the full measure of that gift has 
returned. 

That day, as we turned our horses 
back toward camp after relinquishing 
the field to the other hunter, I reminded 
myself that gifts often come from the 
most unexpected sources. Certainly, that’s 
the case with a wolf at the door. 

Holly Endersby is an avid big game 
hunter, backcountry angler and, with her 
husband Scott Stouder, has a fine string 
of 12 riding and pack animals that carry 
them into the wilderness and roadless 
areas of Idaho. A former school principal, 
Endersby has been an award-winning, 
freelance outdoor writer for the past 
decade. 
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goal in hunting, and young animals 
simply don’t have as much of it as an older 
animal. Once, when it was briefly allowed, 
I gladly killed a cow. Unfortunately, the 
conundrum with shooting a cow elk is 
that most human hunters can’t tell old 
from young. With a bull you always know. 
The cow I shot turned out to be young, so 
instead of helping herd health by culling 
an older female, I shot an animal in her 
breeding prime.  

Wildlife researchers say wolf packs 
are constantly testing a herd, always 
looking for the first sign of a weak animal. 
Usually it’s the old and the young who are 
the first to show that weakness. There’s a 
delicate dance of life and death with wolves 
and elk as pre-ordained partners. But elk 
quickly adapt to predation, changing 
their behavior dramatically to survive. 
Knowing this research, along with a good 
dose of on-the-ground experience and a 
big change in our own hunting style, has 
allowed my husband and me to fill our 
tags each year while going toe-to-toe with 
some of the best hunters on Earth.

Years ago we often heard bugling 
day and night as the rut turned hot and 
heavy with challenges. At night, the quiet 
chirping of cows would awaken us as they 
grazed in the meadow where we camp. 
That behavior has changed dramatically 
with the advent of wolves. We seldom 
hear bulls bugle in open country now, 
and cows no longer come to the meadow. 
Ten years ago we could kill bull elk with 
regularity. Now, each year is a gamble. 
So far, though, we’re still in the game, 
but only because our strategies have 
changed.

Before opening day, instead of riding 
the lesser-used trails, we now stay on 
main trails where hunter and stock traffic 
is heavy, and we stick close to camp. It 
is now essential to limit the effect of our 
presence in elk country before season. 
The elk are still there, but they’re more 
cautious and move at the slightest 
provocation. Spooking a herd from a 
potential hunting area is a luxury we can 
no longer afford. 

In the past, we often rode to an area in 
pre-dawn darkness, tied up our horses and 
hunted all day. Now, to protect our horses 
and mules, they stay in camp on the high 
line, near our tent, where there is safety 
in the overwhelming human smell and in 
the numbers of animals. Not using our 
horses to get us closer to prime hunting 

spots means we have to stay in better 
physical shape for long hikes. In the off-
season I walk four miles every day with a 
weighted backpack. If I didn’t, at my age 
of 59, my Idaho wilderness hunting days 
would be limited.  

Before wolves we could count on 
a bull responding to our bugle if it was 
within earshot. But wolves have learned 
that a bugle means elk meat, and elk, 
in turn, have learned to stay as quiet as 
possible. We’ve had to change tactics 
accordingly. When a bull does answer it’s 
almost always at close range with barely 
enough time to take a shot. So we are 
far more alert to the slightest movement 
or sound. Now, more bulls ghost in 
silently, appearing and disappearing like 
apparitions. In fact, often, it’s only the 
hollow thump of hooves that gives them 
away.  

Wolves seem to prefer to run down 
their prey on open ground, which means 
some of our favorite hunting spots – 
meadows and open ridges – come up 
empty now. The elk are often hanging out 
in the steep river breaks where rock bluffs 
and heavy timber hinder wolf packs from 
converging on a single animal. That means 
we’ve had to learn new country, not a 
simple task in big wilderness. Successful 
elk hunting has always been dependent 
upon an intimate knowledge of the land. 
We’ve always had to know where wallows 
are, where burns sprout fresh green grass 
and where dark spruce bogs offer security 
and coolness on hot days. But now we 
have to factor in where steep, rugged 
land, crisscrossed with windfall, provides 
protection from wolves. 

Hunting elk where there are wolves now requires hunters to adapt, much like 
any other species when a new predator is introduced.



a display 
board befitting 
the featured 
backcountry racks, 
one an elk taken 
by Mirasole. WA 
BHA signed up 
25 members at the 
Bighorn Show in 
2010 and made 
key contacts, one 
of which landed 
Mirasole and WA 
BHA a favorable 
article on the 
Northwest Sportsman blog.

 In early May, Mirasole and WA 
BHA stayed busy by turning out 12 
volunteers for 2010’s Kids’ Fishing Day 
with Washington Department of Fish 
and Wildlife, an annual event where 
1,000 kids between 4 and 14 get exposed 
to the sport of fishing. Shortly after the 
event, Mirasole and two other WA BHA 
board members decided not to let another 
hunting season go by without turning up 
the heat on the local ATV abuse issues, 
hence the June 15 panel discussion.

 “My wife and I own ATVs,” Mirasole 
says, “But that doesn’t mean I need to take 
‘em on public lands or that I deserve to if 
it affects other people and wildlife habitat. 
I ride the Heel-Toe Express everywhere I 
deserve to go – most of us do – but if the 
ATV crowd is right and it’s the one bad 
apple who spoils the bunch, I keep seeing 
that bad apple. I saw him in Alaska, I saw 
him in Wyoming, and I see him all the 
time in Washington. If there’s really one 
bad apple ruining it for everyone else, he 
must have a hell of a gas bill.”
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Joe Mirasole, 
Washington Chapter 

 
By Jeff Holmes 

Washington State Chapter Chair 
Joe Mirasole is a hardcore 
backcountry hunter who has 

helped jumpstart WA BHA into full gear 
in 2010.

 A committed family man and 
traditional archer who makes his own 
long bows and hunts elk with them, 
Mirasole has worked tirelessly as our 
chair since being elected in early 2010. 
He will soon be a featured panelist along 
with Greg Munther at a BHA-Sponsored 
panel and discussion in Spokane on June 
15 at the Washington Department of Fish 
and Wildlife Region One Headquarters, 
titled “Hunter Ethics, Respect, and ATVs: 
Collisions with Tradition.”

 Hailing from Spokane with time spent 
in the Persian Gulf, Alaska, and Wyoming 
with stops in between, Mirasole was an 
Air Force Firefighter from 2000-2005, 
but now lives in Elk, Wash., with his wife 
and three daughters, about an hour from 
his job as a Fire Captain at Fairchild Air 
Force Base near Spokane.

 Mirasole and this Grande Ronde 
River Steelhead were featured this early 
March by Rich Landers in the Inland 
Northwest’s Spokesman Review after 
Mirasole and another WABHA member 
led Landers on a fishing media tour on 
a roadless stretch of the Grande Ronde. 
Landers asked tough questions about 
BHA all day, and Mirasole deftly handled 
them all, despite coming off a long fire 
shift and sleeping about two hours at the 
boat ramp.

 The resulting article read like a call 
to action to join WA BHA and offered key 
publicity in the biggest outdoor media 
forum in the Inland Northwest – right 
before The Bighorn Show, an outdoor 
exhibition in Spokane that draws 25,000-
35,000 people annually.

 Mirasole set up and took down the 
booth at this year’s show while manning 
shifts at the booth with the help of 
Mackenzie, his daughter and stump-
shooting partner, and built WA BHA

Joe Mirasole and 
a Grande Ronde 
River steelhead. 

Member Profile    

MIGRATING IN 
The SuMMeR?
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.
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Honest Sweat: Backcountry Hunters & Anglers at Work

Colorado BHA
John Gale represented Colorado 

BHA at a State Legislature hearing during 
March for House Bill 1361, which if 
passed would have essentially removed 
the Colorado Division of Wildlife’s ability 
to buy land from willing sellers to protect 
wildlife habitat and hunter/angler access.  

Thanks to the testimony of John 
and many other Colorado sportsmen 
and women, this bill was defeated in 
committee.  John is also one of CO BHA’s 
Roosevelt National Forest Reps. Contact 
Colorado BHA Chairman David Lien at 
dlien2@yahoo.com for information on 
the Forest Rep program. 

Bill Dvorak was recently appointed 
to serve on the BLM’s Front Range 
Resource Advisory Council (RAC). 
Colorado’s RACs are official federal 
advisory committees that provide advice 
and recommendations on all aspects 
of public land management to BLM 
Colorado’s Designated Federal Officers.

The RACs operate on the principle of 
collaborative decision making and strive 
for consensus before making official 
recommendations to BLM.  Each RAC is 
comprised of 15 members representing a 
balance of public land resources and users.  
Bill is a lifelong backcountry hunter and 
fisherman as well as a river outfitter.  He’s 
also one of Colorado BHA’s San Isabel 
National Forest Watchmen/Reps. 

David Petersen wrote a letter-to-
the-editor of The Grand Junction Daily 
Sentinel in support of protecting all 4.4 
million acres of Colorado’s Inventoried 
Roadless Areas. David was recognized by 
the Colorado Wildlife Federation (CWF) 
as one of its Conservationists of the Year 
at the CWF’s annual banquet in Denver 
on May 1.  

David Lien wrote a letter to the 
editor of The Pueblo Chieftain in favor 
of protecting Colorado’s Roadless Areas 
under the 2001 Roadless Rule vs. a 
weaker state rule.

Minnesota BHA
Long-time Boundary Waters Canoe 

Area Wilderness (BWCAW) hunting and 
fishing guide and editor of the Boundary 
Waters Journal Stuart Osthoff is leading 
an effort, in collaboration with MN 

BHA and the Minnesota Deer Hunters 
Association, to establish a late October 
BWCAW deer hunt.  

Montana BHA
 The Charles M. Russell Refuge along 

the Missouri River Breaks is expected to 
have a draft long-term management plan 
out for public review this summer. MT 
BHA has already requested closing roads 
in potential wilderness areas, providing 
better elk security so elk are not forced off 
the refuge to private lands, less intensive 
cattle grazing systems with few fences and 
strong weed control to protect grassland 
habitats. Interested BHA members should 
get on the mailing list and comment on 
the draft plan. Email: Laurie_Shannon@
fws.gov; website: http://www.fws.gov/
cmr/planning

 Montana BHA wrote U.S. House 
Representative Denny Rehberg for 
opposing fellow Representatives that 
requested the Forest Service issue 
guidelines for protecting wilderness 
quality of recommended wilderness 
areas. MT BHA took Rehberg to task for 
incorrectly saying wilderness prevents 
public access, costs jobs and energy 
production, loses timber values, and 
backcountry fire and emergencies can't 
be attended to. MT BHA has joined the 
coalition to work toward lasting protection 
of the Rocky Mountain Front through the 
proposed Rocky Mountain Front Heritage 
Act. While the Act proposal would create 
a modest amount of additional Wilderness, 
it also protects wildlife habitat and open 
spaces, while accommodating existing 
compatible grazing uses. The Act would 
take aggressive action to prevent noxious 
weed infestations. If you like the Front the 
way it is now, you should be prepared to 

support the Act if it begins to move ahead 
in Congress.

Alaska BHA
AK BHA did our first-ever Alaska 

Sportsman’s Show this spring in 
Anchorage and recruited nearly 100 
new Alaska chapter members! Thanks 
to all who helped with the booth and a 
big welcome and thank you to all new 
members who joined us in support of our 
Alaska grassroots conservation mission.

 Mark Richards represented AK BHA 
at the spring 2010 Alaska Board of Game 
meeting in Fairbanks, and was shocked 
at the announcement by the F&G Deputy 
Commissioner that the Department would 
actively advocate to legalize the snaring 
of both black and grizzly bears by the 
public in the interior outside any formal 
bear control implementation plans. 

 Upon hearing this news, Mark sat 
down with Doug Larsen, the Director of 
the Division of Wildlife Conservation, one 
afternoon to discuss our opposition to the 
snaring of bears by the public. The director 
informed Mark that this announcement 
from on high was a complete surprise, 
and it was apparent he did not support 
this extreme change in department policy 
driven by politics rather than wildlife 
science. A week later Director Larsen was 
removed from his position and a new and 
controversial director was appointed who 
has been a strong advocate for evermore 
predator control of wolves and bears by 
the public, including the legalization 
of helicopter transport of hunters who 
participate in so-called “control” efforts. 

 Mark wrote an editorial about these 
events and our view on what is transpiring 
in Alaska with a political takeover of 
F&G leadership that was published in the 
Anchorage Daily News. We recommend 
a read of Mark’s editorial for some 
background on changes that threaten the 
credibility of Alaska’s F&G Department 
and the future of prudent wildlife 
management in Alaska. There's a link to 
the editorial on the AK BHA website: 
www.alaskabackcountryhunters.org.

 Thanks to AK BHA member Rick 
Polzin for getting our new Facebook site 
up and running: http://www.facebook.
com/group.php?gid=112056532151710 

BHA’s Colorado Chapter held its 
second annual rendezvous this spring.
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B.H.A. MEMBER PHOTOS        

Bill Lange in Alaska spring caribou hunting in 
the Arctic National Wildlife Refuge by dog team. 
Notice the lack of snow machine tracks!

Cathy Connelly tries her luck 
while John Koehm shows 
off a trout from Sheep Lake 
in Seven Devils Mountains, 
Idaho. 
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BHA members, send your favorite backcountry photos to: editor@backcountryhunters.org

Bailey and her dad Mark Penninger 
with Bailey’s third turkey in four 
years,  taken near Elgin, Oregon.

Caleb Kasper of Missoula, Montana, submitted this photo taken 
in the Bitterroot Range of western Montana.

Chris Sgaraglino submitted this photo 
of Trystan with his first pronghorn
buck taken his first season out at the 
Chico Basin Ranch at 309 yards after
stalking the buck for more than three 
hours.

Matt Norton of Minneapolis took this photo of his second cousin 
on his first trip to the Boundary Waters Canoe Area Wilderness, 
a 1 million acre wilderness area in northern Minnesota.






























































 


 


 

















