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As we enter 2011, I wonder how 
the conservation efforts of today 
would score with our forefa-

thers of a century ago. Would Theodore 
Roosevelt or Aldo Leopold say our ef-
forts are on target? 
 I imagine they would be proud of 
the current land protection status with a 
fairly robust wilderness system, and the 
general recovery of “huntable” wildlife 
populations across this country’s rural 
landscape.  However, I think they would 
also be alarmed with modern man’s thirst 
for mechanization and the shear human 
population pressure on our planet.  The 
challenges of the next 100 years will be 
huge, even in our relatively narrow focus 
of “wild habitat protection for quality 
hunting and fishing opportunities.”  New 
Year is a good time to re-examine our ef-
fectiveness, both as individuals and an 
organization.
 For Backcountry Hunters & An-
glers, 2010 was a year of sweeping 
change in our leadership and structure.  
Founding Chairman Mike Beagle has of-
ficially stepped down, a task that he has 
tirelessly and effectively tackled, bring-
ing BHA from a fledgling organization 
in 2004. Mike literally took BHA from a 
group of friends in a bull session around 
a campfire near Eagle Point, Ore., to a na-
tional organization that is a highly sought 
after as voice for the concerned sports-
men of today.  
 Fortunately, Mike will stay on as a 
regular Board member and we have two 
very capable people from Montana step-
ping in his leadership role. Joel Webster 
will serve as senior Co-Chair and Ben 
Long will join him as the other Co-Chair.  
There are other changes on the board, as 
well. Kelly Smith, of Oregon, has done 
a great job as BHA Treasurer and he 
now hands that baton off to very capable 
Brian Parker from Wyoming.   The other 
change on the Board will be the addition 

of John Gale from Colorado.  John has 
been serving as a Co-Chair of the Colo-
rado Chapter and he’ll continue that task 
while taking on new duties as one of 
BHA’s national Board members.  
 In this past year, BHA has also de-
veloped staff positions to operate the new 
BHA office in Joseph, Oregon, and to 
manage the daily business and infrastruc-
ture of our growing organization. Recent-
ly, the Board confirmed Rose Caslar as 
our half-time Executive Administrative 
Assistant.  For several months now she 
has been doing bookkeeping duties on 
contract.  Rose will now help me identify 
and complete grant applications, organize 
BHA financial records and budget, man-
age daily business and coordinate mem-
bership matters with our membership co-
ordinator, Arlene Holmes, in Medford.                            
 Backcountry Hunters & Anglers 
have grown into a mighty force for wild-
country conservation and fair chase hunt-
ing access.  We currently have larger 
scale projects going in several states.  In 
Idaho the big project is the Clearwater 
Basin planning collaborative, entering 
its third year.  In Alaska there’s a new 
project focused on protecting the Chuitna 
River, a pristine salmon stream, from a 
coal strip-mine proposed to occur in the 
streambed.   Efforts in Utah will concen-
trate on BLM wilderness issues and edu-
cation about these lands.  In Wyoming we 
will be spearheading collaborative efforts 
aimed at protecting important big-game 
hunting habitat the Absaroka Range from 
irresponsible gas exploration.   Montana 
BHA is engaged in multiple educational 
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BHA roars 
into 2011!

and stepped up enforcement activities fo-
cusing on protecting habitat from abuse 
and overuse by off-highway vehicles.  
Colorado and Washington have been 
focusing on their states wilderness and 
roadless area protection issues. 
 Throughout the West, BHA has be-
come a powerful voice for sportsmen pro-
tecting the public lands and waterways 
that support our outdoor traditions.  As 
our membership expands, we are also ex-
panding our geographic scope, cultivat-
ing opportunities to protect wild places 
in the Appalachian states and hopefully 
someday the great swamps and bayous of 
the Deep South.  The list goes on and on 
– wherever there remains wild country 
that supports our freedom and traditions.
  So, would Teddy Roosevelt and Aldo 
Leopold respect and appreciate our ef-
forts?  I think those two men would ap-
plaud them, but they would warn us to 
maintain vigilance and avoid apathy.  In 
short, stay involved. If you don’t know 
how to be involved, contact any of our 
state or national leaders, staff, or any ac-
tive members for advice, and please feel 
free to contact me anytime to locate BHA 
people in your area.  My email is: 
jakenson@backcountryhunters.org
 Let’s maintain our momentum and 
“keep the faith” in conservation for 2011 
and beyond! 

Executive Director Jim Akenson has set 
up BHA world headquarters in Joseph, 
Oregon, gateway to great backcountry.
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My good friend Roy Jacobs, 
BHA member and mem-
ber of the steering com-
mittee for the Coalition to 

Protect the Rocky Mountain Front, and 
I hunted elk on a ranch west of Depuyer 
recently. Roy is a long-time hunter, ad-
vocate and outstanding guide. I could not 
have asked for a better hunting partner, or 
better country.
  We hiked about four miles, seeing 
wolves, large herds of mule deer and 
plenty of elk. We glassed a massive bull 
that would have given anyone a case 
of “buck fever.” We ran across grizzly 
sign and scanned the jack pine in hopes 
of catching sight of old Ephraim. We 
watched a lone, white wolf work his way 
down into a thick aspen stand and came 
across a wolf kill. All we found left of the 
mule deer was scattered hair, a portion 
of a rib bone and piece of four-square-
inch piece of hide. Such experiences cre-
ated a bond between myself and the wild 
country that I was blessed to experience. 
I did not feel that the wolves had taken 
an opportunity from me, or other hunters.  
  In fact, the presence of those other 
critters made my hunt that much more 
memorable. It made me remember that 
the wildlife in Montana is not here to 
serve my purposes. Rather, I should be 
here to serve their needs, and to ensure 
that all wildlife has a place on our shared 
landscapes. My hunting, and my oppor-
tunity, are important to me, yes, but those 
rights I possess come with great and pro-

found responsibilities. 
 The Rocky Mountain Front is the 
heart of Montana. It’s our big game fac-
tory, and it’s where we go when we need 
to give our world-weary souls a rest. 
There is something magical and majestic 
about watching the sun rise on the Saw-
tooth Range, or Walling Reef; something 
that moves every hunter and lover of 
wild country. This is why we fight for the 
Front, for wildlife and wild country. As 
you head into the forests and the fields 
this season, remember the actions Ameri-
cans have taken for more than 100 years 
to ensure this heritage.
  As many of you know, the Montana 
Wildlife Federation has been working 
with the Coalition to Protect the Rocky 
Mountain Front (I often say that we work 
for the Coalition) to develop a plan that 
ensures future opportunities for hunters, 
anglers, and all recreationists, while pro-
viding for the continued use of livestock 
grazing, wood gathering, motorized use, 
mountain bike use, and every other use 
that is allowed in this last, best place. 
We’ve crafted a plan with the input of 
outfitters, ranchers, business owners, 
hunters, anglers, hikers and conserva-
tionists. We’ve sought input from every-
one we could contact, or who contacted 
us. The Front has always been a model 
for wildlife conservation, beginning with 
the Sun River Game Preserve. That tradi-
tion continues with the Rocky Mountain 
Front Heritage Act, which is supported 
by Backcountry Hunters & Anglers.

  This hunt helped remind me that 
hunters alone have not conserved our 
shared treasures. Landowners have 
helped in so many ways, from their car-
ing for wildlife to providing hunters ac-
cess to their lands. As we continue our 
debates about access and the privatiza-
tion of wildlife resources, we must re-
member that these people we tangle with 
are also our neighbors. They deserve the 
same respect and consideration that we 
demand ourselves. We could have never 
conserved and restored wildlife without 
their help. They are our partners in wild-
life management, not our enemies.
  It was a truly unique hunt. It drove 
home that we will not have these places 
unless we continue to fight for their pro-
tection, and to respect each other, and 
treat each other with the respect we all 
deserve.
  We are blessed to live in a state that 
values wildlife and our opportunity to 
harvest a shared resource. We are also 
blessed to live in a country that demands 
more of ourselves than we receive. This 
blessing helps us all become better peo-
ple. As you immerse yourself in all that 
North America has to offer, remember 
that our legacy is far greater than a Boone 
and Crockett score, or the camaraderie of 
elk camp. Our legacy is one of selfless 
caring and dedication to the resource.
  
Ben Lamb is conservation director for 
state and national issues for the Montana 
Wildlife Federation. 

Special Place: Opening Day on Montana’s Rocky Mountain Front

By Ben Lamb

Montana's Rocky Mountain Front offers some of America's finest big game habitat – and sweeping vistas.
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I
n 2009, my hunting partner, Jim 
O’Kelly, went on on a British Co-
lumbia moose hunt.  Much to my 
delight,  I got to be cameraman.  
He met with the outfitter and told 

him how we were hardcore backpackers 
and like to hike in.  The outfitter seemed 
glad that we were at least willing and 
able to walk.
 We drove from our home in Reno, 
up to the Fraser River in Canada. We met 
our guide at a small logging town, then 
drove another 100 kilometers of dirt road 
to an alpine lake where we established 
our base camp. Even though it was No-
vember and the lake was half frozen over, 
there were several  tundra swans in the 
open water.  The guide also pointed out 
some wolf tracks in the snow on the road. 
From the way he talked about them, they 
are pretty much considered vermin up 
there.
 We were up early the next morning, 
driving to a roadless area in the dark, then 
hiking in.   
 A little after daylight, we are sitting 
on the edge of a meadow with a creek 
down the middle and short willows on 

the other side, running up to a timbered 
ridge.  We listen and watch for a while, 
seeing nothing. Finally I started hearing 
some sounds from across the drainage 
in the timber. We moved up a few hun-
dred yards and it became obvious that the 
sound was a large animal scraping a tree. 
Since there are no elk in this area, it had 
to be a moose! We moved up farther until 
we could see a gap in the timber running 
up the ridge on the other side.  The scrap-
ing sounds got louder but we still couldn’t 
see anything.  Then the relative quiet of 
the woods was broken with a loud Clack, 
Clack Clack Clack! This was an obvious 
antler Vs. antler sound, so we now had 
two bulls sparring.  We picked our way 
through what open spots in the snow we 
could find, as it was about 3 to 6 inches 
deep and very crunchy/noisy when you 
stepped on it.  
 We moved up about another 100 
yards and spotted one of the bulls walk-
ing through an opening in the timber.  He 
was soon joined by two other bulls and 
they began wandering in and out of the 
small pine trees in the gap in the timber 
about 300 yards away. One was obvi-

ously bigger than the other two, but any 
of the three would have made us happy.  
We were unable to get a clear shot before 
they reached the far side of the gap in the 
timber and entered a stand of short pine 
trees that extended clear down almost to 
the creek. We began hearing the bulls 
fighting again with much loud clacking 
of antlers.  It was neat to hear them fight-
ing, but frustrating because it sounded 
like they were just inside the short trees 
and we could not actually see any of the 
moose.
 Carefully checking the wind, we 
moved up again, closing the distance to 
the little trees to about 200 yards.  Then 
we spotted the moose moving in the trees 
again. I dropped and got the camera out 
while Jim and the guide set up over a 
bush where he could rest the rifle on his 
pack.  A bull came to a gap in the trees 
and stopped broadside.  Jim was squeez-
ing the trigger when the bull laid down, 
dropping almost completely out of sight.  
We could see his antlers and just the top 
of his head.  Now we were kind of stuck, 
because we were still on the meadow side 
of the creek and two small pine trees were 

Backcountry BC Moose 

Moose are big game
in big country. 

By Kelly Dean
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the only cover.  To move beyond them 
would be to move into the bull’s area of 
vision.  Also, about 20 yards in front of 
us, it was solid crunchy snow, so we re-
ally couldn’t low crawl towards him to 
close the distance.  So the waiting game 
began…
 After about an hour and a half, a 
cow moose appeared. She was casually 
walking through the little trees, stopping 
for a bite here and there. Then we spot-
ted a small bull following her.  He looked 
smaller and had short paddles and brow 
tines, even for a Shiras. He offered a shot, 
but the guide advised we could do bet-
ter.   We also heard another moose walk-
ing around in the timber on our side of 
the creek, but we are not able to spot it. 
Some time when we were focused on the 
cow and the little bull, the bedded bull 
got up and moved into the trees.  We 
got glimpses of them here and there, but 
no further opportunity for a shot. After 
about an hour of watching and seeing no 
further movement, we decided to back 
off for the day and try again tomorrow.  
 We were right back to the same area 
at daylight the next day. We crept along 
checking out openings, but did not see or 
hear anything.  Around noon our guide 
decided we should cross to the timbered 
ridge on the other side and hike up to the 
open rocky top and try glassing the area 
from there. We were half way across the 
opening when we saw a movement sev-
eral hundred yards away in the short wil-
lows.  I couldn’t tell, but the guide hissed 
“wolves.” He said that may very well be 
why we saw no moose, even though we 
had left them undisturbed there last eve-
ning.
 We topped out on the ridge about 2 
in the afternoon.  The wind was howling 
on one side, but it wasn’t too bad on the 
side we came up. We glassed for sever-
al hours, spotting only one cow moose, 
which we watched for about 5 minutes 
before she disappeared again.
 The next day a storm is moving in, 
but it is warmer and the snow is softened 
up and melting. Since the south facing 
slope of the ridge is mostly melted off, 
we begin traveling along it, just up into 
the timber a ways, looking for sign.  We 
find several fresh rubs, then drop down 
near the creek where it opens up to have 
a look. At the edge of the timber we find 

some moose bones. The guide says it was 
a wolf kill from the previous year.
 We then head back up the hill into 
the timber.  A short time later we jumped 
a moose, which we could hear moving, 
but could not see.  The guide did several 
moose calls, but got no answer.
 We worked our way back toward the 
creek, coming to the edge of the timber in 
an area that is open for about 400 yards, 
clear over to the opposing north facing 
slope. It is covered in short alpine wil-
lows that are only about 2 to 3 feet high 
and have kind of a red tinge to them.  Jim 
and the guide are just breaking out of the 
timber when I see them freeze, looking 
across the opening.  I squat down and 
look through the trees and see a bull 
moose lumbering out of the timber on the 
other side.  He is heading in our general 
direction and he looks like a linebacker 
with full shoulder pads on walking out 
onto the field. The way he is moving, he 
looks confident and challenging, as if he 
is showing off his rack. As he walks he 
is dipping it from side to side in slightly 
exaggerated movements.  He stops and 
thrashes a small pine, then continues on 
his way. I immediately drop to the ground 
to get the video camera out of my pack, 
while Jim and the guide are setting up 
with a rest in a little pine tree.  The bull 
continues, quartering towards us, cross-
ing the opening at a leisurely pace. He 

has come out about two hundred yards 
and walks up to another small pine tree, 
which he goes behind and then stops.  I 
look over to Jim and the guide. They are 
all set with a good rest in the little tree. I 
move out into the open where I can see 
and film better, up and slightly behind 
them.  
 The moose comes out from behind 
the tree, walks a little more towards us, 
then turns to the left, stops broadside and 
puts his head down to feed.  I can hear the 
guide whispering the distance while Jim 
is aiming. Booom! Despite the fact that I 
know the shot is coming, I flinch with the 
video camera… the moose is hit, but does 
not go down, he walks in a little circle, 
again exposing his left side, Jim shoots 
again. The moose walks in another little 
circle, then lays down, still keeping his 
head up…
 I look over to Jim and guide, they 
are ecstatic, jumping up and down. I look 
back at the moose. He is definitely still 
head-up and alert. I look back to them 
and say words to the effect of “Easy 
boys, he’s not out yet.”  I look back to the 
moose and he is getting up!
 I tell them, they look at me as if I 
am teasing them, then look at the moose.  
Jim gets back to his rest, but the moose 
is looking wobbly now, he walks a little 
way and collapses behind another little 
tree.  Moose down!
 When we get up to him, we were 
amazed at how long and tall he is. We 
are used to hunting elk, but he was defi-
nitely a step up in size!  As you can see 
in the photo, he was fully palmated with 
no separate browtines, unusual for a Shi-
ras moose. The other thing we were sur-
prised at, he had virtually no smell.  We 
can usually smell a bull elk or a mule 
deer buck from 40 yards away (down 
wind of course) and this guy had no smell 
at all until we opened him up. We have a 
moose down and we are about two and 
a half miles in, with only the quads God 
gave us to get him out!

Kelly Dean, of Reno, is an avid back-
country hunter and teaches Hunter Edu-
cation with the Nevada Department of 
Wildlife, as well as Wilderness Survival 
and Back Country Travel for the local 
community college, Cabela’s and other 
state and local agencies. 

A bull moose trophy makes a full load on 
its own.

Backcountry BC Moose 
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The plan calls for my younger 
brother B.J. to fly from Austin 
to Spokane before catching an 
Amtrak that will travel east to 

Libby, arriving about 5:30 Thanksgiving 
morning. I’ll drive over the summit and 
pick him up, and since he can only stay 
two days, we’ll go hunting straight from 
the train station.

 I pack our lunches the night before, 
and gather up gear for both of us. I go to 
bed excited, wake up at 3:30 and drive 
up and over the snowy summit, my 
excitement building – perfect tracking 
weather. B.J. gets off the train, and it’s 
great to see him.

 In the train station, he stares blear-
ily at my hunting boots and gaiters, and 
tries to rally. I feel like a crazy person, 
an Elmer Fudd kind of fanatic, for hav-
ing even dreamed that it might be. It’s 
just that I’m so anxious to get him into 
the winter backcountry, and we have so 
little time.

 “Do you think we could go out later 
this afternoon?” he asks.

 “Absolutely,” I tell him. 
 I drop him off at the house at dawn, 

and build a fire anew in the woodstove, 
and get his bed set up; and then I head 
back into the woods, for now there are 

only four days left in the season, and 
the tracking snow will be perfect, with 
the movements of all animals, today, 
revealed inescapably. If I should be so 
fortunate to find and follow and catch up 
with and take an animal today, B.J. can 
come help me pack it out.  There is an 
extraordinary fullness and sweetness to 
taking an animal, on or around Thanks-
giving.     

We have friends coming for dinner, 
and I’ve told Elizabeth I’ll help her 
cook, in the middle of the day, but in 
the meantime, the whole day stretches 
before me, and it’s snowing steadily, 
perfect hunting weather, and I leave the 
house quietly, with everyone in it still 
asleep, and head up toward the high 
country. 

I’m daydreaming, walking through 
the early morning blue light, not really 
hunting, and as such, I’m surprised 
when, only halfway up on the moun-
tain, I spy a large mule deer, back in the 
timber, watching me.

I think it’s a buck, but I can’t be 
sure. The light is still dim and he’s back 
in a tangle of brush, the leafless branch-
es of which also look like antlers, and 
we watch each other, across the distance 
of perhaps a hundred yards or more, and 

then he breaks into a trot, and I see that 
it is a buck, and a very big one, and then 
he disappears into the dense forest, and 
the rest of the herd follows him.

I am not a careful hunter.  Any 
animal I ever got is almost always by 
luck alone.

I set off up the hill after the herd, 
following their new tracks.  I follow 
them for the rest of the morning, up and 
down and all around the mountain. I spy 
the nervous herd twice more, includ-
ing a smaller buck, but never again that 
big one. Then it is time for me to head 
back home and cook. Weary from all the 
tracking, I’m glad for the break.

The house smells incredible.  
There’s a fire going in the woodstove, 
beside which I can dry my boots and 
coat, and there is the fragrance of pies 
and rolls baking, fresh coffee, and citrus 
peels, spiced tea, and roasting garlic.  
The snow still slanting past all the win-
dows. Three-and-a-half days left.

Peel the potatoes, slice and seed 
the jalapenos, dice the onions – prep 
work mostly, leaving the real cooking 
to Elizabeth. I do mix up some pastry 
dough for the dessert and set it aside 
to rise, and then it’s time to go back up 
onto the mountain again. This time, B.J., 

B.J.’s
Deer
By Rick Bass
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who is feeling a hundred percent better, 
is able to accompany me.

We cut fresh buck tracks less than 
five minutes into our walk. They are 
huge tracks, and I recognize them from 
the deer that I followed all morning.   

His tracks turn around and head 
back up the mountain, disappearing into 
the dense forest like a ghost: except that 
now he cannot disappear, not entirely. 
We follow him, leaving the trail to do 
so, and disappear ourselves into that 
seemingly impenetrable forest, passing 
through snowy fronds of cedars, and 
slipping sideways between the upright 
bars of lodgepoles, laboring up the hill, 
invisible now to the rest of the world, 
as a key enters the gears and tumblers 
of any one lock. This is what I wanted 
B.J. to see. My Thanksgiving is already 
complete.

We hurry along behind the deer, 
as silent in the new snow as ghosts. As 
long as he does not hear us or scent us, 
maybe he will not know that he is prey.

He is not running; he is only walk-
ing, and for a while, we’re excited, 
thinking we’ve got the drop on him, 
because he’s passing through some fairly 
open areas – places where, if we were 
close enough behind him, I might have a 
good shot.

The wind is quartering from south 
to north, so like casters or weavers, we 
try to follow his tracks and yet at the 
same time tack northerly, to help prevent 
him from slipping downwind.  We can’t 
assume that he’s just going to keep 
climbing straight up, and so we keep 
drifting to the right of his fresh tracks, 
trying to get out ahead of him, and look-
ing back into the wind, hoping to catch a 
glimpse of him standing stock-still in all 
that timber, watching us, even if only for 
a couple of seconds.  

The fantasy we have of possibly 
sneaking up on him undetected, as if 
coming upon him while he is merely out 
for a stroll in the woods, this fine stormy 
day, lasts for about six minutes.  He 
must have heard a stick snap, perhaps, 
or the thumping of our hearts, or felt 
the heat of our living bodies radiating 
through the falling snow. 

His trail veers directly into the 
gnarliest tangles of lodgepoles, blow-

down and cedar – trash available to him 
– ridiculous obstacles of wind-sprung 
rootwads and the bristling dry spires and 
branches of trees long-ago dead.  

We play his game, anyway.  He has 
led us already into a black hole of blow-
down where the only way out would be 
to turn around and go back down the 
mountain. So we follow him, trying to 
be as quiet as we can, climbing over 
and under and through, but unavoidably 
snapping the little twigs as we do so, and 
making little slithering sounds – little 
leafy and brushy sounds – and yet even 
though we know now, beyond certainty, 
that he knows we’re behind him, and 
that we’re following him, we persist in 
the myth of the stalk, as if following 
some extraordinarily formal code of 
manners.

ing continuity. We hunted deer when she 
was living, and now we are still pursu-
ing them after she is gone. 

A young mountain lion slips in 
between us somehow, coming in from 
downwind and catching the scent of the 
mule deer buck and the humans climb-
ing right behind him.  

The tracks suddenly appear where 
the lion has come in from the north and 
joined in on the stalk, maneuvering itself 
into that compressed space just behind 
the deer, but just ahead of us – the new 
tracks heat-glistening in the pressed 
white snow.  The lion had belly-wrig-
gled under the low boughs of yew and 
cedar and hemlock, with its big padded 
feet, and the litheness of its spring-steel 
muscle, surely as silent as any single 
strand or current of water within a larger 
river, or as silent as any one thought, 
over the entire course of a day.

The tracks are so fresh. A big deer, 
two men and a lion are all jammed in 
together, all gathered within a fifty-yard 
sphere on this mountain, and none of 
them can see one another. Three of the 
four parties know of the existence of all 
the others, though it seems certain, by 
the deer’s casual gait, that he still does 
not yet know of the lion.

Seen from above, would it look 
like a parade?  The great deer, with his 
huge crown of antlers like a king; and 
behind him, the lion, threading the same 
course, and behind the lion, the two 
men? And behind us, what?  A single 
raven, perhaps, following silently, flying 
coal-black and ragged through the fall-
ing snow?

We follow the deer for the rest of 
the afternoon.  We push hard, flounder-
ing in the deep snow, thinking always 
that just over the next ridge, we will see 
him, even if only briefly, and our labors 
are made all the more tantalizing by the 
fact that he is out in the open now, pass-
ing across wide steep-tilted parks and 
meadows. Still his tracks are new-cut 
in the storm, still he is no more than a 
minute or two ahead of us, and we surge 
to rejoin him – to close the distance, like 
one river seeking perhaps the confluence 
of another.

He begins side-hilling, clearly tir-
ing; but still, like a magician, he keeps 

It’s wonderful anyway.  I want B.J. 
to see, revealed in this new-falling snow, 
the inner workings of this deer’s mind, 
manifested incontrovertibly.  The deer 
is smarter than we are, and stronger, and 
more graceful.  Of course we want it.

Our mother died when I was 33, 
when B.J. was 17. I can feel also that 
she is looking down with pleasure at the 
sight or knowledge or grace of two of 
her boys trailing that deer through the 
snowy wilderness on a Thanksgiving af-
ternoon while the rest of the world, per-
haps, sits at the table, at the feast: two 
of her boys threading their way through 
the nearly impenetrable wilderness, as 
unseen to the rest of the world, in that 
forest jungle, as she is now to us; but 
again, no less real, for the not-seeing. 
And I think it is that way for B.J., too: 
that there is a reassuring and empower-

A young mountain lion 
slips in between us some-
how, coming in from down-
wind and catching the 
scent of the mule deer buck 
and the humans climbing 
right behind him.  
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always the perfect distance between 
us and him.  The snow is coming 
down harder, so that he’s granted extra 
protection beneath that cloak, and he 
heads around to the southern end of the 
mountain, and then climbs up and over 
the final windy ridge, and travels straight 
down the back side, back down into the 
dark timber of his home, as if trying now 
not just to escape, but to break our spirit-
we cannot help but think of how hard 
the climb back out will be, and with a 
Thanksgiving dinner engagement await-
ing us, shortly after dark-but still, we 
follow him, almost as if hypnotized now, 
betranced by some mesmerizing braid 
of falling snow, and our own desire, and 
the strange weave of the deer’s day-long 
path, like one long and convoluted wan-
dering sentence whose meaning grows 
ever-sharper, tantalizingly sharper, near-
ing its end.

It’s as if some 
madness or obses-
sion has come over 
us, to be follow-
ing him down the 
backside like that 
– into the deeper 
timber, and into the 
darkness.  

There was 
only half an hour 
of light left, and a 
dim cold blue light, 
at that, but finally, 
he ceased in his 
decent, and began 
angling to the north, and sidehilling his 
way slowly back up to the ridge. We are 
a long way from our truck.

We’re getting tired and sloppy, and 
losing our hunter’s edge, I think, at a 
time when it should be growing sharper, 
with only a very few minutes left in the 
day.  We’re looking off into the dark 
canyon below, and at the snowy wild 
crags in the blue distance, as night slides 
in over the wilderness; and it seems to 
us, in the way that the icy spits of snow 
are striking our face, and in our exhaus-
tion, that we are somehow in a much 
wilder place than when we started out, 
and that it is all the more beautiful, for 
that extra or added wildness: and we 
stop and rest, looking out at the horizon, 

pausing to admire the sight of such wild 
country before the night takes it away.

Walk and run, walk and run; we 
close the distance, with our brute endur-
ance, and he opens it back up again, 
stretches it farther once more.  We never 
see him – only the places where, look-
ing back, he has seen us – and finally, 
though it is not quite yet dark, it is time 
to head on back.  

It’s been a great hunt, with every 
single minute of it filled with the pos-
sibility of making game. We have no 
regrets.  

We pause one more time to look out 
at the mountains, as they sink beneath 
the darkness and in my mind, there is a 
feeling like I have released the buck; as 
if, in my letting go – my grateful letting 
go, I have snipped some thread or leash 
that has connected us, all day long.

I have gotten 
what I needed; I 
have gotten what I 
came for.

It’s snowing 
harder.  We pass out 
of a grove of dark 
lodgepole and into a 
small opening, and 
I look downslope, 
and see, in the 
dimness, nearly 
two hundred yards 
away, a doe mule 
deer peering out 
from behind a tree.
She, too, is about 

to pass on into the same clearing. Then I 
see the buck just behind her.

He is facing us, looking upslope, 
and has his head lowered, in the way 
that big mule deer bucks will sometimes 
do, when evaluating something.

Unthinkingly, as if with the echo or 
momentum of desire, rather than the pre-
vious burning essence of it, I raise the 
rifle to put the scope on him.  I lift the 
gun quickly. Desire has now resumed its 
path with mine and has re-entered my 
steps. Even at this distance, the target of 
his big neck looks ample, and I squeeze 
the trigger.

He is gone, vanished immediately.   
The doe that was standing next to him 
is still there — prancy now — after a 

second, she whirls and trots away and 
the snow begins coming down harder, 
as if the sound of the rifleshot somehow 
punctured some reserve or restraint, 
some previous withholding, and I watch 
and wait, wondering where the buck 
went.

Under normal conditions, we’d sit 
down and wait.  Rushing down there 
isn’t going to change anything: if he’s 
dead, he’s dead. But if he’s hurt, I want 
to know it.  In this falling snow, we’re 
not going to have the luxury of letting 
him lie down to die quietly. 

As if we might be destined to 
follow him forever, like the wheeling 
revolutions of some one set of constel-
lations, following eternally another set, 
across the autumn or winter skies, night 
after night, and with their distance never 
varying.

It is about 175 yards to the place 
where he was standing – farther than 
I’d realized.  We examine his tracks. 
The doe ran north, while he turned and 
bounded down the mountain, to the 
west, and I can find not even a fleck 
of blood, nor even any hair – only air, 
space, white snow, absence.

The tracks look awkward to me, 
in a way I can’t explain: not the usual 
choreographed dance steps of whirl-and-
bound alarm, but with something else, 
some indecision or confusion charted in 
the snow – or so it seem to me, or to my 
subconscious.  Or, perhaps, only to my 
desire.

We follow the tracks down the hill. 
Out in the middle of the steep clearing, 
there is one lone bush, a large leafless 
willow, limbs and branches stark against 
the snowy evening.

“Look,” B.J. says, pointing to the 
base of the tree, where there are branch-
es, wide branches, beneath the other 
branches, and a dense dark sleeping 
body that is being covered already with 
snow: vanishing already, now, except for 
the memory, our memory, of the hunt.

 Montana writer and outdoorsman 
Rick Bass has authored more than 15 
books. A longer version of this essay 
appeared in his book,  The Wild Marsh. 
BHA appreciates the permission to print 
this story.   

It’s as if some madness 
or obsession has come over 
us, to be following him 
down the backside like that 
– into the deeper timber, 
and into the darkness.  
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By Ben Long

Let’s face it, Hollywood doesn’t 
know squat about backcountry 
hunting and angling. When Hol-
lywood directors try to capture 

“the strenuous life” on the big screen, they 
mostly embarrass themselves. Every now 
and then is an exception. These are the 
movies that endure for decades for cap-
turing the essence of the great outdoors. 
Here is a scattering 
of films to savor this 
winter.
 • Deliverance. 
1972. Based on a 
novel by traditional 
bowhunter and poet 
James Dickey, about 
a band of suburban 
friends who canoe 
down a wild river in the South, finding 
misadventures as thrilling as they are 
dark.  Banjo music never recovered from 
this soundtrack. 
 • Out of Africa. 1985. Based on 
the memoirs of Karen 
Blixen, Meryl Streep 
stars as an independent 
owner of a Kenyan 
coffee plantation, who 
falls in love with a pro-
fessional hunter played 
by Robert Redford. 
This film captures the 
“golden era” of the 
African safari in the years leading up to 
World War I. Still a 
great date movie.
 • The Ghost and 
The Darkness. 1996. 
The man-eaters of 
the Tsavo were a pair 
of lions that made a 
habit of snacking on 
railroad workers in 
the Tsavo River val-

ley of East Africa over most of of 1898. 
The lions were credited with killing 135 
people. A British colonel, John Henry 
Patterson hunted them down. The drama 
has been retold for 100 years, but held up 
in this adventure staring Van Kilmer and 
Michael Douglas.
 • A River Runs Through It. 1992. Di-
rected by Robert Redford, starring Brad 
Pitt, based on the no-
vella by Norman Ma-
clean. This is perhaps 
the greatest fishing 
novel ever written, 
about a flawed but 
loving family where 
“there was no clear 
line between religion 
and fishing.” Beauti-
ful filming that honors the original novel 
and the Big Blackfoot River.
 • Jeremiah Johnson. 1972. BHA 
member Scott Stouder can recite this 
script chapter and 
verse. It has some 
corny components, 
but remains the best 
film about the moun-
tain man era of the 
1830s. Directed by 
Sydney Pollock, who 
also directed Out of 
Africa, and Robert 
Redford, who starred in it.
 • Dersu Usala. 1975. Here’s a hold-
over from the art-
house theater. This is 
the journal of a Rus-
sian explorer, writing 
about his native Sibe-
rian guide, brought to 
film by the Japanese 
master Akira Ku-
rusawa. It explores 
the moral and philo-

sophical differences of aboriginal v. in-
dustrialized worldviews. Colorado BHA 
stalwart Paul Vertrees quotes Dersu in his 
Facebook page.
 • Legends 
of the Fall. 1994. 
Based on a novel-
la by Jim Harri-
son. Here’s Brad 
Pitt again, in an-
other big-screen 
epic. Prohibition-
family era shaped 
by the wilderness, 
global war and 
ill-fated love. Also stars Bart the Bear.
 • The Deer Hunter. 1978. This mov-
ie is only partially 
about hunting. It’s 
about a group of 
blue-collar friends 
and their struggles 
both in the war in 
Vietnam and at home 
afterward. Hunting 
camp is their emo-
tional touchstone. 
Stars Robert Deniro 
and John Savage. 
 • Brokeback Mountain. 2005. This 
is Ang Lee’s controversial movie about 
gay cowboys 
in 1960s Wyo-
ming.  I’ve nev-
er actually seen 
this movie, but 
Montana back-
country bow-
hunter David 
Stalling says it’s 
got the best elk-
hunting scene 
in the movies. Thank one of the West’s 
best screenwriters, Larry McMurtry, for 
that.
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Mr. sportsman Goes 
to Washington

By Joe Mirasole

on the Wednesday afternoon be-
fore Thanksgiving, I got a call 
from Backcountry Hunters & 

Anglers executive director Jim Akenson.  
He told me about an opportunity for a 
Washington hunter to go to DC and advo-
cate for the Land and Water Conservation 
Fund (LWCF).  

What an adventure! I have never had 
a desire to go to any big city and have 
never been so nervous in my life. 

The Land and Water Conservation 
Fund directs royalties from off-shore oil 
leases to conserve land and water for the 
American people. BHA has supported 
several projects to purchase backcountry 
habitat for addition to the US National 
Forest system. We also took the oppor-
tunity to lobby for the Interior Omnibus 
Appropriations Bill, which also funded or 
included many conservation measures.

I left the house at 4 a.m. on Mon-
day and landed in DC at 5:45 p.m.  Af-
ter checking into the hotel I met up with 
Keith Curley, my point of contact from 
Trout Unlimited, and other sportsman 
for dinner.  There were 3 BHA members 
in the group: Chris Hunt from Idaho, 
Greg McReynolds from New Mexico, 
and Garrett VeneKlasen, the State Chair 
from New Mexico. Within 15 minutes, 
we were old friends.

Tuesday morning came fast. I 
scrambled down to breakfast 20 min-
utes late to get a quick layout for the 
day, then rushed to clean up and head out.   
  We joined sportsmen from Colora-
do to visit a legislative assistant for one 
of their senators. We gathered around a 
large table in a small conference room.  
Keith started with introductions, and we 
talked about backpacking in the Cascades 
briefly. The conversation was kept fairly 
casual but on point, Omnibus and LWCF 
being the hot topic. 

After lunch, we headed to the Capi-
tol Building to meet representatives of the 
Majority Whip’s House Leader and the 

Majority Leader for the Senate.  LWCF 
needed three to five Republicans in full 
support to make it to the floor. Hoping for 
the best, I was freed up for the evening. 

I wasted no time getting back to the 
hotel, ditching my slacks, dress shirt, 
and self-inflicted noose of necktie. I 
was quickly out the door with my hik-
ing boots and camera. The grounds were 
very photogenic in the fleeting light. I 
learned that the Washington Monument 
was like the next ridge in the backcoun-
try — it doesn’t look that far, but sure is 
farther than you think. I spied some of 
DC’s wildlife, some of the fattest squir-
rels and one unafraid fox.  Sightseeing 
complete, I headed back to the hotel for a 
much needed night’s rest.

The next morning, we were off to the 
Washington State Senators’ Offices. We 
started in Sen. Patty Murray’s office. At 
my cue, I started talking about empower-
ing people to participate in nature instead 
of view it from behind a car window. Af-
ter a lengthy discussion, I finished with 
the assurance that if LWCF made it to the 
floor, Sen. Murray would not block the 
bill. Ted spoke a bit from his perspective 
as a fly fishing guide, and we were off.   

Next stop was Senator Cantwell’s of-
fice for much of the same. We had the 
opportunity to make our case for LWCF. 
Sen. Cantwell is a co-sponsor of LWCF, 
and her support was very welcomed.  

I caught a flight at 1 p.m. Wednes-
day, heading home from the fastest three 
days of my life; I began processing what 
had just happened. I learned that one 
should always give oneself one day 
when traveling from the coast-to-coast 
to acclimate to the time-change. Sec-
ond, events that aren’t what you tradition-
ally view as challenges are still challeng-
ing, like travel. Third, like the fear of a 
charging sow or a high country electrical 
storm, DC taxi rides will give me night-
mares for some time to come.

 In the end I’d do it again; I hope to 
do it again.
 Joe Mirasole is Washington State 
chapter chairman for Backcountry Hunt-
ers & Anglers.

 

BHA Leaders Publish 
outdoor Adventures

BHA Board member David 
Lien, of Colorado, recently 
published (January 2011) the 

first of two books, 4/44/14 I (Four 
Years and Forty-Four Fourteeners): 
First Fourteeners, about his Colora-
do and international climbing adven-
tures, and other travels. 
 David is a former Air Force of-
ficer, worldwide adventurer, and ac-
complished mountaineer.  His climbs 
and travels have taken him to 28 coun-
tries and onto the highest points in all 
50 U.S. states, the 54 highest peaks in 
Colorado (the 14ers), and six of the 
Seven Summits (the highest points on 
each continent).
 Meanwhile, founding BHA 
board member Tom Reed has recently 
published Blue Lines, a memoir of a 
fishing life. Blue Lines is about fishing 
small streams in the Rocky Mountain 
West. 
 It follows one man’s life from 
Colorado childhood streams to Mon-
tana high country creeks. Blue Lines 
is filled with superbly told fishing 
stories, and it shows us fishing as a 
healer, fishing as common ground 
between adversaries, and fishing as 
a way to escape the travails of the 
mundane. Reed is a conservationist 
and outdoorsman who lives in south-
western Montana. He is also author 
of Great Wyoming Bear Stories and 
Give Me Mountains for My Horses, 
all published by Riverbend.

David lien Tom reed
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sportsmen must 
conserve the 
character of the
Big Blackfoot

By Jerry Grebenc

When President Theodore 
Roosevelt created the Hel-
ena National Forest about 100 

years ago, he might have had my family 
in mind.

Roosevelt wanted to guarantee that 
all Americans would have a chance to 
hunt, fish and roam the wilds, not just 
a select few. My family has benefited 
greatly from his foresight. Only now, I 
fear that his legacy may be squandered 
on the Lincoln Ranger District of the 
Helena National Forest.

 My fondest memory afield was 
when my wife and I hiked into the back-
country near Lincoln on her birthday one 
early November.  As luck would have it, 
we got into elk and we called in a 6-point 
bull. We spent two days packing that bull 
out, but the memory is as lasting as our 
wedding day.

No place is more special to many 
Montanans than the Big Blackfoot, from 
people like Lewis & Clark, Norman Ma-
clean and thousands of other families. 

Part of what makes that country spe-
cial is the sense of solitude one enjoys, 
being high on a backcountry peak, look-
ing out to the Great Plains in one direc-
tion, the Mission Mountains, the Flints, 
the Elk Horns and the Belts in the others. 
You’re by yourself and it’s fantastic.

Much of this country is an island of 
wild country in a sea of ranches and log-
ging roads and it’s no secret the hunting 
is great if you are willing to use your legs 
to get to it.

I count myself lucky to have ex-
plored much of the Blackfoot drainage 

over the past 20 years. Believe me, I’ve 
seen some big changes. 

Most distressing are the changes 
in off-road vehicles. Old dirt bikes and 
three-wheelers had natural limits. But 
today’s technology is making this big 
country small. New high-power ATV’s 
can climb over deadfalls and power up 
extremely steep slopes.

There is no doubt that Montana is big 
enough for all of us and there’s a place 
for off-road vehicles. But if we want to 
keep Montana special, we also need to 
protect big, wild country entirely sepa-
rate from the noise and disturbance that 
comes with motorized traffic.

The fact is, elk and other big game 
need that kind of “security habitat” to sur-
vive, let alone thrive. And we Montanans 
need it too, as a place for the kind of soli-
tude and adventure that makes Montana, 
Montana. If we want a 5-week big game 
season and the chance for a working-class 
elk hunter to take a trophy-class bull, we 
need to protect core habitat.

It is with this in mind that I am dis-
mayed that the Forest Service is failing to 
look to the future and protect wild coun-
try in the Big Blackfoot.

If people illegally drove ATVs 
across your lawn or pasture and left deep 
ruts, you wouldn’t call it a “road.”  You 
would call this property damage, a scar 
on your land, and you would put a stop 
to it. Yet this is happening on a regular 

basis on the Lincoln Ranger District and 
rather than calling a “spade a spade,” the 
Forest Service is calling these scars “user 
created routes” in the new travel manage-
ment plan. This label simply legitimizes 
these illegal routes no matter if this mo-
torized use displaces the elk, trashes trout 
streams or displaces the majority of folks 
who come to the forest seeking quiet rec-
reation.

In other places, the Forest Service 
says it wants to “store” unused or obso-
lete logging roads by locking them be-
hind gates. This is also shortsighted, as 
ATV riders can quickly circumvent near-
ly all gates anyway. The agency should 
figure out which roads it needs to man-
age the forest, which ones it can afford to 
maintain, and actively reclaim the rest to 
protect water, wildlife and other natural 
resources.

My wife and I have been fortunate 
enough to enjoy many backcountry ex-
periences along the Blackfoot and in 
the surrounding high country. But what 
I am concerned about is what the future 
holds for people like my two daughters. 
Already, they love to roam the woods, 
and talk about being old enough to take 
hunter education courses.

What kind of Montana will we leave 
future generations? Will it be one entirely 
handed over to noise and machines? Or 
will it be a more special place, one with 
big elk, the occasional grizzly bear and 
the ability to step back into a quieter, 
simpler time? 

If anything goes with motorized use, 
we will soon have nothing left. Let’s 
make sure the good folks at the Helena 
National Forest live up to the legacy 
of Theodore Roosevelt on the Lincoln 
Ranger District and beyond.

Jerry Grebenc lives in Helena and is 
a life member of the Backcountry Hunt-
ers & Anglers (www.backcountryhunters.
org). This column appeared in the Helena 
Independent-Record.

Elk and other big game need “security 
habitat” to survive.
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Alaska BHA chooses 
to support salmon 
instead of strip mine
 

By Dave Lyon
 Sometime in late January, the Alaska 
Department of Natural Resources (DNR) 
will hold a series of hearings to address 
a petition requesting protection for the 
salmon streams that would be perma-
nently destroyed by PacRim's proposed 
Chuitna coal strip mine.
 This is not a "new" regulation sud-
denly thrown in the 
way of development; 
state and federal coal 
mining laws allow 
citizens to submit a 
legal petition to reg-
ulators, asking them to declare certain 
lands "unsuitable" for coal strip mining. 
Where is it more unsuitable in Alaska 
to strip mine than through a salmon 
stream?
 To begin with, let's look at Pac-
Rim's proposal. They intend, for the first 
time ever in Alaska, to destroy a salmon 
stream by strip mining for coal. They will 
dig an enormous pit over a period of 25 
years and remove 12 million metric tons 
of coal and overburden per year over the 
life of the mine. They claim that they can, 
somehow, restore the stream to its former 
productivity after mining is done and that 
all will be well with this salmon-bearing 
tributary of the Chuitna River.
 The basis of the objection to this 
mine is the precedent that would be set. If 
PacRim is allowed to completely remove 
this salmon stream that the Department 
of Fish and Game considers important 
habitat, then the road is paved (literally) 
for similar mine proposals anywhere in 
the state. If you can mine through this 
salmon stream, you can mine through 
any salmon stream.
 PacRim's proposed mine would ne-
cessitate diverting water from existing 
salmon spawning and rearing grounds to 
an adjacent watershed, then ripping up 11 
miles of stream to get to the underlying 
coal. What effect this would have on fish 
seeking their ancestral waters, both for 
the diverted stream and the newly created 
"watershed," are unknown but it is safe 

to assume that the new flow would not 
smell like either of the streams as they 
exist now.
 This mine would not benefit Alas-
ka's energy needs, as the coal is going to 
China. Of course, the Chinese have plen-
ty of coal; they are just smart enough to 
save theirs for when there is a shortage, 
and as long as we are willing to go for the 
fast buck, their stockpiles are secure in 
the ground.
 PacRim is proposing a mine with a 
25-year life, exporting 12 million metric 
tons of coal per year, 300 million tons 

overall. Of course, 
that is for just one of 
three mine sites, and 
should they be al-
lowed to go through 
with the plan the 

numbers will be much greater.
 So, how exactly does PacRim ex-
pect to remediate the riparian watershed 
that the mine will destroy? How can it be 
restored in any way, shape or form?
 Twelve million tons of coal trans-
lates to roughly 7 million cubic yards of 
removed fill every year. 
 That represents a hole 10.6 miles 
long, 300 feet wide and 30 feet deep ... 
annually.
 This alone should render the idea of 
this mine as totally unfeasible; there is no 
way a hole that size can be reconstructed 
as a salmon stream. This is akin to saying 
a six-layer wedding cake can be moved 
from one room to another with a spoon, 
then brought back and reassembled.
 As an Alaska hunter and fisherman, 
I urge all Alaskans to be aware of Pac-
Rim's shortsighted, irresponsible mining 
plan and avail themselves of the opportu-
nity to testify at the upcoming meetings.
 DNR has until Jan. 21 to schedule 
a hearing and must provide 30 days' no-
tice, so the places and times should be 
announced soon.
 •  •  •
 Dave Lyon is a founding co-chair of 
the Alaska chapter of Backcountry Hunt-
ers and Anglers. He has worked for the 
Alaska Department of Fish and Game, 
as a commercial fishing deckhand, fish-
ing guide and licensed big game guide. 
He lives outside Homer and runs a water 
taxi business on Kachemak Bay.

BHA volunteers help 
gain support for 
colorado backcountry
 
 Big kudos to Paul Vetrees, the Pike 
National Forest, for helping gain power-
ful support for habitat protections in the 
Colorado high country.
 Pike National Forest Representa-
tive Paul Vertrees helped convince Colo-
rado’s Fremont County Board of County 
Commissioners (2 Republicans and 1 In-
dependent) to vote unanimously, 3-to-0, 
in favor of more wilderness designations 
in their county.  
 This is Paul’s “backyard,” and a 
classic example of “boots on the ground” 
knowledge gained from hunting, hiking, 
camping, and angling paying dividends 
for (hopefully permanent) protection of 
backcountry habitat and watersheds.  
 The proposed Freemont County wil-
derness areas include: 
 • Badger Creek Proposed Wilder-
ness: 25,229 acres; 
 • Beaver Creek Proposed Wilder-
ness: 38,378 acres;
 • Grape Creek Proposed Wilderness: 
44,372 acres; 
 • McIntyre Hills Proposed Wilder-
ness: 17,318 acres.
 “By finally designating these areas, 
we can help draw people from across the 
state to come recreate in our backcountry. 
And relax in our towns…This solution re-
quires no money spent on advertising, no 
exploiting our natural resources for short 
term gain, and will provide a sustainable 
boost to our tourism economy,” Vetrees 
wrote in the local newspaper. “With our 
local government constantly having to 
make tough decisions on how to balance 
our budget, and what programs to cut, 
we shouldn’t pass up any opportunity to 
bring in a little extra income.” 
 For more information visit: http://
www.ourcolorado.org/media-center/fact-
sheets/colorado-wilderness-act.html
 CO BHA was busy elsewhere. As 
2010 came to an end, the December 2010 
Four Corners Free Press story (“Coun-
ties’ Boggy-Glade appeals fail,” 12/8/10) 
highlighted Colorado BHA member Bob 
Marion’s successful efforts to overturn 
the San Juan National Forest Forest’s 

As an Alaska hunter and fisher-
man, I urge all Alaskans to tes-
tify at the upcoming meetings.
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Boggy-Glade travel management plan 
due to excessive road densities negative-
ly impacting big-game habitat. 
 “A county crusade against a plan to 
close some roads in national forest lands 
north and west of Delores stalled last 
month…the successful appeal by Colo-
rado Backcountry Hunters and Anglers, 
a group advocating for improved wildlife 
habitat, means the Boggy-Glade travel-
management plan of the San Juan Na-
tional Forest has been overturned…”
 “Bob Marion, a volunteer ‘forest 
watchman’ for the group that filed…did 
so in part because road densities in the 
new travel plan exceeded thresholds es-
tablished in the San Juan National For-
est’s recently revised Resource Manage-
ment Plan to protect big-game habitat…
The Colorado Backcountry Hunters and 
Anglers group is concerned that a lack 
of winter refuge is a limiting factor for 
elk in the Boggy-Glade areas and pushes 
them onto private land.”
 “‘The DOW has clear evidence that 
the elk come down to these areas in the 
winter, but instead of using the Boggy-
Glade area as winter habitat they cross the 
river and move right through it because of 
the disturbance due to motorized traffic,’ 
Marion said.  ‘This becomes a financial 
issue because the elk go from public to 
private land around Dove Creek, where 
they eat feed intended for livestock…It is 
an issue of protecting wildlife habitat that 
the forest plan specifies, because the elk 
cannot speak for themselves.’”    
  

 BHA speaks up for 
Minnesota backcountry
 An official Minnesota BHA chap-
ter is on the way.  In early 2011, Darrell 
Spencer, Matt Norton, Erik Jensen, and 
David Lien will be forming Minnesota’s 
official BHA chapter.  Stay tuned.
 Meanwhile, BHA members are 
speaking out for Minnesota backcountry. 
Spencer and Norton had a story about 
their annual deer hunts in the Boundary 
Waters Canoe Area Wilderness featured 
in the Duluth News Tribune “Hunting 
whitetails in the Boundary Waters.” The 
article reads:
 “When Darrell Spencer and Matt 
Norton talk about their deer camp, that’s 

exactly what they mean. Camp. Each No-
vember, during Minnesota’s firearms deer 
season, they paddle and portage into the 
Boundary Waters Canoe Area Wilderness 
near Ely. They pitch a wall tent. They cut 
wood for the stove. They hunt. This isn’t 
a high-percentage hunt, especially be-
cause the hunters restrict themselves to 
bucks. But it’s just the kind of hunt the 
men are seeking … ‘The general con-
sensus is, it might be the last place you 
can hunt white-tailed deer on their own 
terms, with no food plots, no gardens 
to attract them,’ Spencer said. ‘That’s 
why all of us do it.’ Norton appreciates 
the solitude of the hunt, too. More than 
200,000 people visit the BWCAW each 
season, but almost none of them come in 
November.  ‘I like pheasant hunting. I’ve 
hunted ruffed grouse and sharptails,’ said 
Norton, 40. ‘This year for the first time, I 
went turkey hunting. This is the one hunt 
that involves wilderness. I look forward 
to it every year.’
 You can read the entire article at: 
http://www.duluthnewstribune.com/
event/article/id/183845/
 Meanwhile, David Lien wrote a let-
ter to the editor, “Public lands good for 
local economies,” 11/14/10) in the Du-
luth News Tribune. He wrote:
 “…the economic and other benefits 
of public lands exceed any real or imag-
ined gains from putting land on the tax 
rolls.  This has been an economic truism 
since the days of Teddy Roosevelt. In 
March 1904, U.S. Forest Service Direc-
tor Gifford Pinchot presented Roosevelt 
with a report showing that the states and 
territories with the most public land were 
“progressing rapidly in population and 
wealth.” In other words, the larger the 
forest reserves, the more prosperity for a 
state or territory.  Today, in Cook County, 
for example, where I hunt whitetails each 
November, more than 90 percent of the 
land is in public ownership (vs. 63 per-
cent in St. Louis County). And even af-
ter the bursting of the real estate bubble, 
Cook County’s real estate prices are the 
highest in northern Minnesota. This isn’t 
due to a limited private land base but be-
cause of the desirability of an area with 
an abundance of public land and waters. 
Those same natural resources are the 
backbone of the economy.”

utah BHA embarks on 
ad campaign for 2011

 The Utah BHA Chapter is embarking 
on an advertisement campaign to educate 
the Utah congressional delegation and 
county commissioners that many Utah 
sportsmen and sportswomen desire to 
ensure access to America's outdoor heri-
tage in a natural setting. We want public 
policy decision makers to understand 
that many sportsmen and sportswomen 
believe in protecting the big natural ar-
eas that support our hunting and fishing 
heritage. These decision makers need 
to understand that hunters and fishers 
are concerned with our freedom to hunt 
and fish in a healthy habitat. Utah BHA 
is bringing sportsmen and backcountry 
advocates together to protect our outdoor 
traditions and make sure future genera-
tions enjoy the high-quality outdoor ex-
perience we grew up with.
 The effort is particularly timely 
because a number of rural Utah county 
commissions have expressed interest in 
working with wilderness advocates as 
well as with the federal government to 
resolve longstanding wilderness-desig-
nation issues. Showing sportsmen’s sup-
port for moving wilderness forward will 
help provide hunters and fishers with a 
greater say as the processes unfolds.
 Project objectives and activities in-
clude working with a media consultant to 
design and place newspaper ads in Salt 
Lake City and rural county newspapers. 
Before finalizing the ads, Utah BHA will 
work to secure sign-on to the ad from 
other sportsmen’s groups. Utah BHA will 
ensure delivery ad to decision-makers by 
organizing meetings with staff of congres-
sional delegation members and county 
commissioners. As part of this campaign 
Utah BHA will work with other sports-
men’s groups to develop a contact list 
for Utah pro-wilderness sportsmen. This 
list will be used to organize and involve 
county residents to take part and support 
wilderness in above-mentioned meetings. 
Another aspect of the campaign is to post 
the ad on the BHA website, email the ad 
with contact alert to BHA Utah mem-
bers, and post a link to the BHA website 
sportsmen ad on sportsmen blogs.
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idaho Bha member Ted Koch took this early 
season bull with traditional archery gear.

clay hayes, wildlife tech for idaho Fish and Game, 
killed this bear with an 8-yard shot from a .50 caliber 
flintlock while still-hunting. 
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lin houang of Montana hunts the 
evening grasslands in eastern Montana 
in fall 2010. Montana's high prairie has 
some of the most intact grasslands in 
north america, home to native sharptail 
and sage grouse, as well as hungarian 
partridge and ringneck pheasant. 

Photo by Greg Munther.

Bha member rod Grimme 
of Wisconsin reports his 
hunt club cherishes the 
peace and quiet in the 
north Woods. 

Bha member Bob eckerle 
shows off a nice cutthroat 
trout caught in Montana's 

Beartooth Mountains. 
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