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The day was still. A new blanket of 
snow dampened all sound, creat-
ing ideal tracking conditions. As I 
crept through the oversized boul-

ders to a spot I’d seen game before, I began 
to notice fresh sign everywhere. It looked 
like an elk and deer party gone wild that 
had carried on into the morning. I slowed 
my pace to a crawl, hyper aware of my sur-
roundings. Then I saw him; a small white-
tail buck, moving slowly uphill about 250 
yards below me. 

I stopped and watched him feeding 
unaware. After what seemed like hours, I 
decided to make my move. I crept up on 
my belly to a smaller boulder, found a per-
fect rest, and waited. As he stepped from 
behind a group of pine trees, it was auto-
matic: I pulled the trigger and he dropped, 
50 yards from where I shot him. After six 
days in the Bob Marshall Wilderness, a day 
down the Blackfoot, and three weekends 
in the Elkhorn Mountains, I had an animal 
down. All told, I covered over 150 miles in 
some of the most beautiful and wild coun-
try Montana has to offer – all on my own 
two feet. As I dragged my deer the three 
miles to the truck – thankfully downhill – a 
flood of memories from this year’s season 
came rushing back. The vistas and hunt-
ing amongst grizzly tracks. The snowshoe 
hare who had changed white a week early 
and stuck out like a sore thumb. The great 
horned owl that landed in a branch just ten 
feet above my head, who I then followed as 
it flew silently through the lodgepole pines. 
The numerous close encounters with elk 
and deer. The chase was superb.

Driving back to town I called my good 
friend Jim Posewitz to give him the good 
news. I’ve known Jim all my life – he lit-
erally drove my mom to the hospital as I 
came weeks before my due date and my 
father was out gallivanting across the state. 
Since then, and especially since my father 
passed away, Jim has been my go-to men-
tor. He couldn’t wait to hear the story and 
insisted we meet for dinner. 

Jim came West on a football scholar-
ship and remained in the state he grew to 
love. He founded Orion-The Hunters In-
stitute in 1993 after a 32-year career as a 

biologist for Montana Department of Fish, 
Wildlife and Parks, where he led the agen-
cy’s ecological program for 15 years. Jim 
is the author of three conservation/hunting 
ethic staples, “Beyond Fair Chase”, “Inher-
it the Hunt” and “Rifle in Hand.”  He is a 
proud BHA member and will turn 80 at our 
National Rendezvous in Spokane.  

Both Jim and I had drawn coveted elk 
tags in the Elkhorn Mountains, his being 
the most sought-after bull tag in the state. 
Including a scouting trip, I’d been lucky 
enough to spend four weekends at La 
Casa De Poz just outside of Helena. Each 
evening Jim’s wife, Gayle, would feed us 
hearty fare and then we would retire to the 
living room. Jim would hold forth on an 
array of conservation topics and his foot-
ball career as a MSU Bobcat (As a life-long 
Griz fan, I try not to hold that against him). 
These conversations continued on our ear-
ly morning drives and they often drifted 
to Theodore Roosevelt, who set aside the 
very hills we were hunting over 100 years 
ago. Poz is steeped in Roosevelt history 
and it flows out of him like a cool mountain 
stream. In addition to Roosevelt, I heard 
more stories on Granville Stuart, Cecil Gar-

land, Lee Metcalf, Bud Moore and other 
heroes who contributed to making the Big 
Sky State what it is today. Jim always loves 
to extol our conservation history and I’m 
always eager to soak up his knowledge but 
this year was different. Jim was preparing 
for the inaugural Montana Outdoor Hall 
of Fame (HOF) induction ceremony. Jim 
envisioned the HOF as a way to celebrate 
those great leaders who came before us and 
remember that the benefits we reap today 
didn’t happen by accident. Every night, I 
would write down as much of his knowl-
edge as I could before I turned in for bed.   

On Saturday, Dec. 6, I got to watch Jim 
announce the initial twelve HOF inductees 
in beautiful prose. The crowd was rapt. It 
was all the stories I had heard over the last 
month-and-a-half in one place, with pic-
tures to boot. As I sat with admiration of a 
man who continues to give so much, I was 
not only thankful for the knowledge flow-
ing out of him, but also for the process. Our 
conservation history in this country is still  
young. By most accounts, it’s roughly 150 
years old. Countless players big and small 
have contributed to the great estate we have 
today, creating a legacy we are entrusted to 
carry forward. Every state, every commu-
nity has their own conservation heroes. Let 
Poz inspire you to do your own homework, 
find out those visionaries in your neck of 
the woods whose dedication contributed to 
our great outdoor legacy. Now is our time, 
our moment, to do our part.

-Land Tawney

Land Tawney and founding board member Mike Beagle presented the BHA Chairman’s Award to 
Montana conservation legend Jim Posewitz earlier this fall. Thank you Jim!

DIRECTOR’S MESSAGE
Hunting With

The Poz

Every state, every 
community has their 

own conservation heroes
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Remembering Larry Fischer
By Holly Endersby

Those of us who had the pleasure of knowing Larry Fischer of Boise, Idaho, know 
that he was a big man with a big heart and big ideas. Larry joined the national 
board of BHA in 2012 at our first Rendezvous in Missoula, MT. Prior to that time, 
he was active in the Idaho chapter and was one of our state regional reps and 

remained so up until his passing. Larry was a driving force to include more business partners 
in supporting BHA, both in Idaho and nationally. Larry and his late father, Bernie, were part-
ners in B.A. Fischer Sales Company, a regional wholesale irrigation supply house where his 
son, Blake, is now in charge. Those who knew Larry remember that it was almost impossible 
to say ‘no’ to him when he was calling on you to support a good cause. Larry and Blake lead 
the charge for business involvement in our 2013 Rendezvous in Boise, ensuring that the 
event would be a financial success as well as a chance for like-minded sportsmen and women to meet and share ideas and knowledge. 

But Larry’s reach went far beyond Idaho. He was a co-publisher and advertising manager of Traditional Bowhunter Magazine. 
Larry took his passion for traditional archery on hunts around the US, Canada, Germany and Africa, often in the company of his wife, 
Belinda. Larry was also a member of Traditional Bowhunters of Montana, Traditional Archers of Oregon, Compton Traditional Bow-
hunters and was a founding member of Idaho Traditional Bowhunters. But, Larry’s greatest passion was always his family: Belinda, 
his children Blake, Diana, Jake and Becky and the grandchildren he adored.

Mike Beagle, founder of BHA and President Emeritus has this to say about Larry: “He brought pragmatism, determination and fo-
cus to our board during a crucial time period in our history. Larry’s hard work to garner support from the corporate world has brought 
BHA to a level of professionalism and growth that has helped launch us into the 21st century. His best qualities were his selfless and 
friendly demeanor and genuine ‘can do’ spirit. Larry would go miles out of his way to help people.”

Larry Fischer will be missed by all who knew him. Those who knew him have been blessed by his presence. 
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Journal Entry - Nov. 29, 2014
“I backpacked a few miles southeast of 

Ruby Mountain on the Turret Trail, trying 
to get to a spot flat enough to nail down my 
shelter and gather firewood before I got 
caught in the dark. Getting caught out in 
the dark in these dry washes and rugged 
hills doesn’t pose much of a problem with 
a half moon tonight. It’s late November, 
and a Chinook wind is coming in. It won’t 
even freeze tonight at 8,000 feet above sea 
level though, with a warm wind blowing 
downslope. I come here from time to time 
to muscle my way into the backcountry, 
clear my head, and listen to the wind blow 
through the pinions. This isn’t the first night 
I’ve spent in Browns Canyon, and it cer-
tainly won’t be the last.”

As a backcountry hunter, angler and 
backpacker, it’s easy for me to recognize 

Browns for exactly what it is: a unique 
22,000-acre chunk of rugged, low-elevation 
wild area that’s home to a wide variety of 
wildlife, including mule deer, elk, bighorn 
sheep, mountain lions, black bears, and a 
host of small game and fish. The  Upper Ar-
kansas River, serving as the western bound-
ary, is home to brown and rainbow trout 
and is ranked as a Gold Medal fishery. The 
Arkansas also provides some of the best 
whitewater rafting and kayaking available 
in Colorado and beyond. While the major-
ity of Colorado’s federally designated wil-
dernesses lie in the alpine zone, locked in 
ice and snow during the winter, Browns is 
accessible year-round, providing valuable 
winter range for big game. Hunters and 
conservationists  should understand what 
that means for the health and sustainability 
of mule deer, elk and bighorn sheep. 

I urge all sportsmen who value the 
backcountry to support the National Mon-
ument designation of Browns Canyon. This 
effort has broad support from local busi-
ness owners, local government, and many 
of the backpackers, hikers, hunters, anglers 
and quiet-use recreationists from Colorado 
and across the US.  Browns is a beautifully 
wild, special place that deserves permanent 
protection. 

Paul is a tenkara fishing guide in the 
San Juan Mountains of southwestern Col-
orado. He is a freelance writer on his blog, 
Tenkara Tracks (tenkaratracks.com), and 
various publications, and serves as the Pike 
National Forest habitat watchman for CO 
BHA. He lives in Canon City with his wife 
and three daughters.

Bob Wick photo

Browns Canyon, Colorado
By Paul Vertrees

Who Is Your Conservation Hero? 

BHA Seeks Nominees for Annual Awards
The Awards Committee is accepting nominations for our annual awards recognizing outstanding conservation efforts on behalf of 

North America’s backcountry. These honors will be awarded at the 2015 North American Backcountry Hunters & Anglers Rendezvous 
in Spokane in March:

·	 The Aldo Leopold Award, for outstanding effort conserving terrestrial wildlife habitat.
·	 The Sigurd  F. Olson Award, for outstanding effort conserving rivers, lakes or wetland habitat.
·	 The Ted Trueblood Award, for outstanding communication on behalf of backcountry habitat and values.
·	 The Mike Beagle-Chairman’s Award, for outstanding effort on behalf of Backcountry Hunters & Anglers.
·	 The Larry Fischer Award, for outstanding corporate contribution to BHA’s mission.
·	 The George Bird Grinnell Award, for the outstanding BHA chapter of the year.

 If you know of someone who deserves special recognition for the work they do for our backcountry habitat, backcountry 
values and our organization, please contact Jay Banta, 435-496-3600 or groverite@gmail.com. Deadline is February 1, 2015.    

Your Backcountry
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Hunter: John Bussard, BHA Member
State: Montana Weapon: Rifle

Distance from nearest road: Five miles
Transportation: Foot/backpack

Hunters: Jared Lampton & Dan Halvorson
BHA Members

State: Montana Weapon: Bow
Distance from nearest road: Seven miles

Transportation: Foot/backpack

Hunter: Martin Noyd, BHA Life Member
State: Alaska Weapon: Rifle
Distance from nearest road: 100+ miles
Transportation: de Havilland Beaver Floatplane

Hunter: Matt Miller, BHA Life Member
State: Idaho Weapon: Rifle

Distance from nearest road: Eight miles
Transportation: Foot/backpack

Hunter: Dan Edwards, BHA Legacy Member 
State: Oregon Weapon: Rifle
Distance from road: Seventeen miles
Transportation: Pontoon raft

Backcountry Bragboard

Thanks everyone for sharing! Submit photos and relevant stats 
of your backcountry hunting and fishing accomplishments 

to lungrensam@gmail.com for a chance to have your face in 
Backcountry Journal.
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Bart George
Wildlife Biologist for 
Kalispell Tribe
WA Chapter Steering 
& National Rendez-
vous Committees

Bart George likes to hunt bobcats and lions with his hounds in northern Idaho. He will be 
speaking on northeast Washington wildlife at the National Rendezvous in Spokane in March.

Faces of BHa

BHA: How did you get started 
hunting and fishing?

Bart: I grew up in south-central Iowa. 
I lived in a rural area and we had terrific 
small game and deer and turkey popula-
tions. Hunting and fishing back there is 
kind of the obvious choice if you live in 
the country. I think every farm kid in that 
area has a choice between chores or hunt-
ing on every weekend morning. You’re 
going to choose hunting when you can.

What attracted you to BHA?
I’m not a Ducks Unlimited guy or 

a Rocky Mountain Elk Foundation guy 
necessarily. I’ve been involved with BHA 
ever since Washington had a chapter 
five or six years ago. I like that BHA is 
habitat-centric, I like that they’re active 
politically and making meaningful change 
for wilderness bills and things like that. 
But it’s the attraction to actual designated 
wilderness that got me involved initially.

The Salmo-Priest Wilderness in north-
east Washington is a project we’ve been 
working on with the Northeast Washington 
Forestry Coalition. We’re trying to get a 
wilderness bill that will increase the size 
by about 13,000 acres.

When I first moved to Washington, 
my first elk hunting season I spent in the 
Alpine Lakes Wilderness Area and I sort 
of fell in love with that area too.

What is your favorite species to 
pursue?

I love elk hunting. I make time every 
fall to elk hunt for myself, when I’m not 
helping somebody else or guiding a hunt, 
when I try to get out and do my own per-
sonal elk hunt because I love the meat and 
I love chasing bugling elk. But my favorite 
is probably cats. I love to chase bobcats 
and lions with my hounds. 

What’s your dream trip?
I’m trying to plan a do-it-yourself 

hunt in New Zealand for tahr. That’s kind 
of my next dream. I want to get down 
there and spend some time and learn the 
area and get up in the high country and 
take a tahr. Unguided, of course, and just 
kind of do it on the cheap. 

I want to hunt bighorn sheep and 
mountains goats, but the chances of 
getting a tag are slim and the cost of 
getting an outfitter in North America is so 
expensive. If you look across the world, 
New Zealand is one of the last places that 
a normal person can go pursue that type of 
species, even though it’s not native to the 
island. You can go do a big, alpine hunt 
for cheap. I can go hunt in New Zealand 
cheaper than I can go on an outfitted hunt 
in British Columbia.

In your opinion, what is the biggest 
threat to hunting and fishing opportuni-
ty in Washington?

It’s become somewhat clear that the 
biggest threat is through the initiative 
system. We lost hound hunting because 
of a voter initiative based on anti-hunting 
rhetoric. Trapping is illegal because of 
anti-hunting rhetoric. Those privileges that 
hunters have in Washington are sort of 
being chiseled away by people who either 
don’t understand hunting or think they 
understand hunting and want to eliminate 
it. Right now I think Washington has more 
of a political issue than anything.

We need to engage sportsmen and if 

the sport is sort of being eliminated from 
the landscape, we are losing a voice for 
habitat protection and wildlife species. 
There’s lots of “No Shooting Zones” and 
things that are associated generally with 
developments. Those are the places that a 
kid that otherwise might not hunt goes out 
and hunts small game or grouse or what-
ever. When we lose those small opportuni-
ties it makes a big difference. 

What are you most excited about 
for the National Rendezvous in March?

The brewfest! I’ve not been to a BHA 
rendezvous, believe it or not. I’m looking 
forward to the brewfest, to getting an en-
tire group of like-minded people together 
and talking about issues. I’ll be giving 
a talk on northeast Washington wildlife, 
which hopefully will be informative to 
people who don’t understand the suite of 
species we have up here. 

Overall, the big excitement for me is 
just going to be meeting a bunch of people 
from all over the place that share the same 
interests. That goes back to why I’m a 
member of BHA rather than some of the 
other groups. Generally, I don’t think of 
Backcountry Hunters & Anglers’ members 
as being the “joiner” type. We generally 
hunt solo or with one partner, often in the 
backcountry where we’re not sharing a 
big camp with a group of elk hunters or 
something like that. I don’t think of us as 
“joiners”, so getting everybody together 
will be exciting.

-Interview by Sam Lungren
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Backcountry Hunters & Anglers 
celebrated federal legislation 
passed by the Senate on Dec. 12 
which protects habitat, access 

and outdoor opportunity for some of 
America’s finest hunting lands and fishing 
waters. Attached as a rider to a massive 
bill funding the Department of Defense, 
several important conservation acts were 
signed into law by President Obama on 
Dec. 19.

“We applaud elected officials 
from both sides of the aisle for coming 
together to listen to their constituents and 
conserve backcountry hunting and fishing 
opportunities on our public lands.” said 
Land Tawney, executive director of BHA. 
“This conservation vision represents 
decades of hard work by hunters and 
anglers and other partners to keep 
America’s Great Outdoors the envy of the 
world.” 

Colorado: Hermosa Creek 
Watershed Protection Act, San Juan 
National Forest:

The bill includes a new 37,000-acre 
Wilderness Area, as well as 68,000 acres 
of Special Management Area that will 
maintain existing uses, while prohibiting 
future industrial development. 

“This bill protects a great wild 
headwaters habitat for trout, elk and many 
other species valued by hunters, anglers 
and wildlife watchers. It demonstrates the 
cooperative spirit and effectiveness of a 
great local effort in carefully crafting this 
workable legislation.” -Dan Parkinson, 
Colorado BHA Board Member, Bayfield.

New Mexico: Columbine-Hondo 
Wilderness Act, Carson National 
Forest:

Officially designates 45,000 acres 
of alpine terrain as a Wilderness Area, 

permanently protecting habitat for bighorn 
sheep, elk and mule deer, while keeping 
out motorized traffic, bulldozers and 
commercial development.

“Wilderness designation for the 
Columbine-Hondo will preserve the 
area’s iconic vistas of a high alpine forest 
laced with lush, green, wet meadows and 
streams. It is a sportsmen’s backcountry 
paradise in a tranquil wild landscape.” 
-Oscar Simpson, Chairman of New 
Mexico BHA, Albuquerque.

Nevada: Northern Nevada 
Land Conservation and Economic 
Development Act, Humboldt-Toiyabe 
National Forest.

Designates 70,000 acres of 
Wilderness Area in the Pine Forest Range 
and Wovoka Wilderness Areas. The areas 
provide good cold water fishing for both 
native and non-native trout species, and 
high quality hunting opportunities for 
upland game birds, mule deer and bighorn 
sheep.  

“NV BHA is proud to have been part 
of a lengthy stakeholder group process 
resulting in Wilderness protection for 
the Pine Forest Range: a rare, alpine, 
high-value wildlife gem in Nevada’s 
high desert, long beloved by hunters and 
anglers alike.”

-Karen Boeger, Nevada BHA Board 
Member, Washoe Valley.

Montana: Rocky Mountain Front 
Heritage Act, Lewis & Clark National 
Forest

Adds 67,000 acres to the world-
famous Bob Marshall Wilderness 
Complex, while protecting habitat and 
traditional access on an additional 208,000 
acres of Conservation Management Areas 
and ramps up the war on weeds over 
more than 400,000 acres. The Front is 

regarded as some of the finest habitat in 
North America, supporting nine big game 
species, from pronghorn to mountain 
goat, elk to grizzly bear. It supports the 
largest native herd of bighorn sheep in the 
country.

“What a super day for one of the 
greatest intact landscapes left in the 
US, or for that matter, the world. The 
conservation work done on The Front, 
be it on private or public land, is simply 
amazing. The Heritage Act does truly 
protect the heritage of our area and will let 
future generations enjoy the landscape as 
so many of us have cherished it for years. I 
cannot thank the congressional delegation 
enough for supporting the Crown of the 
Continent conservation movement. It’s 
simply the right thing to do.”

-Roy Jacobs, Montana BHA Chapter 
Board Member, Pendroy.  

Montana: North Fork Flathead 
Watershed Protection Act, Flathead 
National Forest

Precludes oil, gas and mineral 
development on 430,000 acres in the 
North Fork of the Flathead Watershed, in 
Glacier National Park and the Flathead 
National Forest. The North Fork is one of 
the remaining strongholds for native bull 
and westslope cutthroat trout and a source 
of clean water for Montana’s Flathead 
Lake. The Flathead National Forest 
provides habitat for moose, elk, mule deer, 
whitetail deer, cougar and grizzly bear.

“On clear fall days the water is so 
clear, and the river rock so vibrant that 
a floater could mistake the place for an 
airbrushed magazine cover. That kind of 
purity is increasingly rare and must be 
conserved.” 

- Ryan Busse, BHA board member, 
Kalispell.

BHA Celebrates Conservation Victory
By Tim Brass

news

Rocky Mountain Front elk. Photo courtesy of Ben Lamb



Big mule deer like this one in the Columbine-Hondo will be among the many 
species to benefit New Mexico’s newest designated Wilderness.

Elk love high country aspens. The Hermosa Creek Watershed 
Protection Act, passed in the recent defense bill, permanently 
protects this headwaters habitat and preserves backcountry hunting 
opportunities.

New 
Wilderness

Areas!

Blue Lake in the Pine Forest Range Wilderness Area is one of the few alpine trout 
fishing lakes in Nevada and is an easy hike for kids to enjoy a Wilderness fishing 
experience.
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My teenage son and I leave 
our truck in the dark and 
cold breeze to trudge 
through ankle-deep snow 

to a high grassy ridge, looking for his first 
elk. All the way up we follow the head-
lamp-illuminated snow looking for fresh 
tracks. Scanning the distant landscape, my 
binoculars focus on a herd of more than 
200 elk grazing in a meadow two miles 
below. 

Unfortunately for my son, these 
elk have found refuge on a large private 
ranch closed to most hunters. The herd 
was forced down there by early-season 
motorized hunters using the abundant 
open roads and trails penetrating Nation-
al Forest lands. Outside of designated 
roadless and Wilderness areas, most of the 
Blackfoot portion of the Helena National 
Forest has at least a mile of open road or 
motorized trail per square mile of For-
est. The elk, continually pressured since 
archery season, finally found refuge on the 
adjacent private ranch. My son and I make 
a wide circle back to the truck, cutting 
only a couple old tracks. The wildlife 
biologist told me there were ample elk in 
the hunting district. My son wonders if 
hunting is worth it.

Increasingly, public elk on public 
lands are being displaced to private lands 
early in the hunting season due to in-
sufficient patches of intact elk security 
habitat – ie. deep, roadless timber. Wildlife 
scientists have documented elk reacting 
to motorized disturbance as far as 1500 
yards away. Open terrain or patchy timber 

requires even larger patches of security. 
Without it, these elk often remain on pri-
vate land for the entire hunting season.

The Helena National Forest in west-
ern Montana is home to thousands of elk, 
along with deer, mountain goats, moose, 
grizzly bears, black bears, wolves and 
wolverines. Some large, intact patches of 
timber remain, but many have old mining 
or timber roads as well as off-road vehicle 
routes slicing through them. There are also 
abundant naturally occurring openings, 
including long grassy ridges. The Helena 
Forest Plan, completed in 1986, acknowl-
edged the need to provide elk security 
and incorporated elk security standards. 
However, for 28 years since the plan was 
adopted, additional roads and off-road 
vehicle trails have been constructed and 
used by the public in violation of the 
elk security standards. It is clear that the 
Forest Service simply failed to close roads 
and motorized trails as their Forest Plan 
directed. Now the spider web of motorized 
routes leaves insufficient elk security and 
elk routinely leave public land for private 
during hunting season. In addition, the 
bull-to-cow ratio has dropped below mini-
mum objectives stated in the Montana Elk 
Management Plan.

Rather than close roads and motorized 
trails, two of the Helena NF ranger dis-
tricts are choosing to reduce the strength 
of their own elk security standards by 
using a Forest Plan Big Game Amendment 
process. The new amendment eliminates 
any requirement for retaining elk cover. 
Elk management units with insufficient 

elk security will be allowed to stay in 
the current degraded condition under the 
amendment, and there are no requirements 
to restore needed security. The Helena 
Forest Service Office has just released a 
new travel plan reflecting those reduced 
elk security requirements. Throughout the 
process, Montana BHA along with other 
Montana sportsmen’s groups has consis-
tently advocated for closing more roads 
and motorized trails. Chapter leadership 
has sent three extensive letters and met 
with Forest Service leaders twice in efforts 
to persuade the agency to use the best 
available elk science to provide adequate 
security on public land. 

Elk hunters across the West have 
much to lose if the Helena approach to de-
grading elk security is widely adopted and 
applied to other National Forests across 
the West. Public elk forced to private lands 
by inadequate elk security is already a 
huge issue across the West.  

Because of the precedence this travel 
plan and reduction of big game security 
potentially sets for other national forests, 
MT BHA filed formal objections to the 
Helena National Forest elk and travel plan 
decisions. The same could be happening to 
your public lands as well.

Greg Munther is Co-Chairman of 
BHA’s Montana Chapter.  With a career 
as a National Forest biologist and district 
ranger, he has been addressing road and 
motorized trail issues for decades.  

Public Elk Forced Onto Private Land
By Greg Munther

Travis Boughton photo
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Successful Scavenger Hunters!

Elsa Grebenc and her dad, Jerry, from Helena, MT

kid’s corner

In the Summer issue, we printed a Scavenger Hunt for young backcountry hunters & anglers to find natural objects around their home 
or campground. Here’s a few of our lucky winners. Enjoy your Columbia River Knife & Tool Company Eat’n’Tool prizes, kids!

Col and Rose Hinds, Cedar and Teo Fisher from Colorado

Maggy Hubsmith from Boise, ID

Lillabeth Goltz from Durango, CO

The Mills Family from Vaughn, WA

Winter Scavenger Hunt
Find the following and send a picture to caitlin@backcountry-
hunters.org to claim your prize!
Green tree leaf or needle - 5 points      _____
Wild bird feather - 5 points                           _____
Piece of trash or litter - 5 points           _____
Two types of animal droppings - 3 points each _____
Animal droppings identified - 3 points each      _____
An animal track - 5 points      _____
Animal track identified - 5 more points    _____
A piece of animal fur or hair - 5 points    _____
Spot and identify migrating wildlife - 10 points_____
    Total          _____

Travis Boughton photo
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Alaska
AK BHA continues to push for 

changes to Dall sheep hunting regula-
tions amidst upcoming results from a 
scientific sheep survey conducted by the 
University of Alaska Fairbanks covering 
statewide sheep biological data and sheep 
harvest trends. AK BHA stands behind 
our proposal to the Alaska Board of Game 
(deferred from spring 2014) that will again 
be debated at the upcoming February 2015 
Board of Game meeting. Our proposal 
seeks to limit nonresident sheep hunting 
opportunities by making all nonresident 
sheep hunts draw-only, with a limited allo-
cation. We see it as the first step in solving 
some of the resource concerns, crowding 
and conflict issues afield surrounding 
sheep hunting in interior and northern 
Alaska units.

AK BHA opposes a 220-mile-long 
proposed industrial “Road to Resources” 
in the southern Brooks range from the 
existing Dalton Highway west toward the 
Kobuk River Valley and the Ambler min-
ing district. The proposed state-subsidized 
road would travel through pristine, arctic 
wilderness lands, require 13 major river 
crossing bridges, with the intent to access 
lucrative copper deposits in northwest 
Alaska. With no access to any deep water 
port, copper ore would be transported by 
90-ton ore trucks (estimates up to 100 
trucks per day) via the proposed industrial 
road and the Dalton Highway to a Fair-
banks railhead. From legitimate state fiscal 
concerns to environmental concerns to 
impacts to fish and game populations and 
local villagers and communities along the 
proposed road, AK BHA opposes this pro-
posed road and mine. - Mark Richardson

British Columbia
BC BHA held a general meeting 

on Nov. 18 and introduced new member 
Nakita Dalke to the organization. Naki-
ta is a finalist in the Extreme Huntress 
competition and is eager to get involved 
in BC BHA. Good luck in the competition 
Nakita! On Feb. 21 we will be hosting 
the Hunting Film Tour in Cranbrook BC. 

Thank you to Doug Martin for volunteer-
ing to chair the HTF event committee. 

BC BHA is considering ways to 
expand the successful Access Guardian 
Program, which exists in the Elk Valley, 
to the entire East Kootenay region. An 
Access Guardian is a full time Conser-
vation Officer position whose mandate 
is to promote, educate and enforce our 
legislated Access Management Areas 
and travel management plans. AMAs are 
basically high value habitat lands protect-
ed by legislation under the Wildlife Act 
and have become conservation success 
stories here in BC. We feel that promoting 
this program and raising awareness and 
enforcement of these areas would be the 
best way to champion the values of BHA 
and these non-motorized areas at the same 
time. (Editor’s Note: Check out BC BHA 
member Aden Stewart’s story about the 
Elk River AMA mtn. goats on pg. 30!)

BC BHA is also considering charter-
ing a bus to attend the 2015 BHA Ren-
dezvous in Spokane to encourage a large 
Canadian contingent to invade the Red 
Lion Inn. We encourage other chapters 
to consider the same celebratory travel 
option! - Bill Hanlon

California
In October, the CA Chapter submit-

ted a letter to the president in support of 
his use of the Antiquities Act in designat-
ing the San Gabriel Mountains National 
Monument in Southern California.  

Currently the chapter is reviewing 
the efforts by several groups seeking des-
ignation for the Berryessa-Snow Mountain 
area as a National Monument and deter-
mining if the chapter should sign on in 
support. The Berryessa-Snow Mountain 
region of Northern California is one of the 
most biologically diverse, yet least known 
regions of the state. Located less than 100 
miles from the Sacramento and Bay Area 
metropolitan regions, the area is a dazzling 
outdoor wonderland rich in unique natural 
features and loaded with hunting and fish-
ing opportunities. - J.R. Young

Colorado
CO BHA held Hunting Film Tour 

showings in Gunnison and Montrose 
during October spearheaded by members 
Kevin Alexander and Doug Clowers. They 
recruited more than 50 new members and 
collected signatures from locals in opposi-
tion to Montrose County’s policy favoring 
the sale of federal lands.

We also published several let-
ters-to-editors supporting keeping public 
lands in public hands and submitted 
a letter to the county commissioners 
opposing their public lands position. In 
addition, we educated sportsmen about 
a Gunnison County public lands habitat 
protection plan that would conserve over 
200,000 acres of roadless and big game/
sage grouse wintering habitat.

The chapter now has a Southwest 
Regional Director, Dan Parkinson, who 
will lead up various public lands/wild-
life habitat protection efforts extending 
beyond single national forests or BLM 
districts. And during November, CO BHA 
Members Eric Lynn and Tim Brass were 
in Washington, D.C. for meetings with 
legislators and other decision makers 
advocating for the Hermosa Creek Water-
shed Protection Act and Browns Canyon 
National Monument protection. Thanks 
guys! - David Lien

Idaho
Idaho BHA officers and board mem-

bers will be holding our annual meeting to 
discuss where to focus our efforts for the 
coming year. If you are aware of issues 
that you would like to see the Idaho Chap-
ter become involved with please contact 
one of the board members. BHA has hired 
professional wildlife biologist Toni Ruth 
of Salmon to work on wildlife habitat, 
security and connectivity issues in the 
High Divide region of Idaho. This critical 
area connects wildlife in the Yellowstone 
ecosystem through eastern Idaho into the 
central Idaho wild lands core of the Frank 
Church-River of No Return Wilderness 
and the Selway-Bitterroot Wilderness. We 
are excited about the opportunity to work 

BHA’s State Chapters:
Conservation Across the Continent

chapter news
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with Toni on the issues surrounding this 
critical area. Idaho BHA is developing 
a quarterly newsletter that will be sent 
electronically to members. Look for the 
first issue this in your inbox this spring! 
-Derrick Reeves

Oregon
Volunteers descended on Hart Moun-

tain National Antelope Refuge in October 
and spent two days thinning juniper to 
improve sage grouse habitat. Nature did 
its best to dampen spirits with squalls and 
winds in excess of 50 mph, but it under-
estimated BHA members’ resolve. The 
laughter and camaraderie around a camp-
fire, the great Dutch Oven meals, and the 
opportunity to camp out in the stunning 
beauty of eastern Oregon was no match 
for the adverse conditions. The event was 
such a success plans are underway to 
return in June.

Reauthorization of the Land and 
Water Conservation Fund is getting a big 
push in the Senate. The fund “has been the 
solution to increasing access for hunt-
ers and anglers by making public lands 
public…” according to a letter signed by 
Oregon Senators Ron Wyden, Jeff Merk-
ley, and 38 others. The Oregon Chapter 
of BHA has been a strong voice in urging 
passage of this bill which uses fees from 
offshore drilling to fund conservation proj-
ects across the nation. Oregon has invested 
nearly $370 million from LWCF over the 
past fifty years, much of it to improve ac-

cess for sportsmen. The letter urges a vote 
on the bill by the end of December.

Also nearing a vote is Senator 
Wyden’s O&C Timber Lands Bill. This 
bill would increase timber harvests on 
BLM lands in western Oregon to provide 
jobs, improve habitat, and enhance rev-
enues in rural communities. The Oregon 
chapter of BHA has been a vocal supporter 
of this bill, and hopes to see a vote on it in 
the Senate by the end of the year.   

Chapter representatives attended 
a two-day National Sportsmen-Legisla-
tor conference in which there were state 
lawmakers from 44 states along with key 
sportsmen’s groups.  There was much 
discussion about fair chase and high tech-
nology, proposed bans on lead ammo, and 
knife rights issues. -Edward Putnam

New England
Board members Robert Bryan, Corey 

Ellis and Eric Nuse hosted a Backcountry 
Hunters and Anglers table at the L.L. Bean 
hunting expo where they recruited several 
new members and promoted issues to 
local hunters and other participating con-
servation partners including: The Maine 
Guides Association, the Maine Wardens 
Service, Ducks Unlimited and the Wild 
Turkey Federation. The chapter started a 
Facebook group and has been continually 
adding content. In New Hampshire the 
chapter began coordinating with the New 
Hampshire Fish and Game Legal Depart-
ment to craft language on the banning 

of drones for use in hunting. The bill is 
expected to be presented to the legislature 
in the spring for a vote. The New England 
Chapter is continuing to coordinate with 
the New York and Pennsylvania chapters 
on issues as well as putting on an “Eastern 
Rendezvous.”  Additionally, “The Green 
Hills Expansion”, which permanently pro-
tects a wild brook trout stream, a winter 
deer yard and 1200 acres, was completed 
by the Nature Conservancy with support 
from the New England Chapter. - Corey 
Ellis

Minnesota
About seventy people attended the 

Sept. 3 Hunting Film Tour in Minneap-
olis, where Minnesota BHA had a table 
and spread the word about the good work 
we’re doing on behalf of wild lands, 
wildlife, and backcountry hunting/angling. 
Thanks to co-chair Erik Jensen for setting 
this up and Matt Norton, Mark Nordquist 
and Will Jenkins for assisting at the event! 
Erik, Mark and Will also volunteered/
assisted with the Minnesota DNR’s new 
Adult Deer Hunter Program, which cul-
minated in a late October deer hunt. We 
need many more like you! The chapter 
also submitted comments to the DNR in 
support of expanding Minnesota’s elk 
herd and published a related op-ed in the 
Duluth News Tribune. And co-chair Erik 
Jensen was recognized as BHA’s Volun-
teer of the Month for October. Well done!             
-David Lien

Oregon volunteer Sara Domek chops out encroaching junipers at the Hart Mountain National Antelope Refuge. The group covered 650 acres in late October 
and will return in June.
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Montana
MT members can celebrate another 

major victory. The FWP Commission 
voted 3-to-1 to abandon plans to build a 
road into the heart of Marias River WMA. 
The Commission credited MT BHA and 
its members for convincing them that it 
should protect the backcountry walk-in 
and float-in hunting opportunities that 
would have been destroyed with a public 
road to the river bottom. MT BHA also 
wrote letters in support of in-holding land 
acquisition to protect fisheries and winter 
range on Fish Creek west of Missoula and 
a conservation easement on Stoltz lands 
near Whitefish that will ensure hunter 
access and prevent subdivisions. MT BHA 
joined other groups and the Blackfeet 
Tribe urging action to ensure the Bad-
ger-Two Medicine is protected from oil 
and gas development.

Between archery and general sea-
son, Co-Chairs John Sullivan and Greg 
Munther held organizational meetings 
in Lewistown and Havre.  BHA Board 
Members Ben Long and Ryan Busse held 
a Hunting Film Tour in Whitefish.  MT 
BHA had Board changes with the addi-
tions of Hannah Ryan and Lindsay Persico 
of Missoula and Nick Siebrasse of Havre. 
Thanks to Larry Timchak, Jock Conyn-
gham and JW Westman who all rotated off 
the Board after serving since the Chapter 
was initiated. - Greg Munther

Nevada
Sage grouse continue to be a primary 

conservation issue for our state and for our 
chapter of BHA. We continue near-weekly 
Wildlife Coalition meeting, conservation 
coalition conference calls and meetings 
and/or calls with the staff of Senators Reid 
and Heller regarding their draft Sagebrush 
Landscape Conservation and Economic 
Development bill.

We recently submitted comments 
to our Nevada DC delegation and staff of 
the House Natural Resources Committee 
regarding HR 5205, which included two 
Wilderness proposals drafted by local 
stakeholder groups in which NV BHA par-
ticipated. The draft bill had been amended 
in committee to include egregious loop-
holes to template wildlife management 
language.

NV BHA met with other members of 
the NV Conservation Priorities Coalition 
to discuss potential legislation and issues 
that may arise in our next state legislative 

session. Of primary concern is a resolu-
tion to sell public lands to the state. We 
will have a busy session ahead, especially 
given that the recent election resulted in 
many new members, most of whom are 
not familiar with natural resource issues. 
This may be both an opportunity and a 
challenge. - Karen Boerger

New Mexico
NM BHA attended several meetings 

concerning the cost & feasibility of divert-
ing water from the Gila River in southwest 
New Mexico. The Gila is the last river in 
New Mexico that has not been dammed. 
The diversion of water and associated 
development would significantly degrade 
the river, its riparian habitat and would be 
cost-prohibitive for municipal and agricul-
tural use. 

NM BHA continues to assess suit-
able lands to be nominated for Wilderness 
designation and/or special management 
areas in four of the five national forests in 
New Mexico. - Oscar Simpson

New York
The New York State Chapter contin-

ues to get organized and identify hunting 
and fishing issues that are most important 
in the East and New York State in partic-
ular. As part of these discussions, we have 
realized how important it is for New York 
and other eastern chapters to support what, 
on the surface, might be seen as mostly 
a “western issue,” namely the protection 
of federal public lands from sale and 
diminished wildlife values. Millions of 
hunters and anglers from eastern states 
travel westward each year to hunt and fish 
on federal public lands. A 2011 survey 
shows that in 2010, 391,000 anglers and 
790,000 hunters from New York traveled 
out of state to go hunting or fishing. Public 
lands belong to all of us, and there is real 
danger in painting threats to these lands as 
a western problem. As hunters and anglers 
who thrive on wild places, we must rally 
together to protect what is our collective 
environmental wealth.

As such, the New York State chapter 
is currently working on a prospectus and 
position statement aimed at policy makers 
and stake holders, especially other outdoor 
and conservation groups, that have the 
ability to make a difference and might not 
realize the impact that current proposed 
legislation might have. This document 
will differ from efforts by national BHA in 
that it will highlight the role that eastern 

hunters and anglers can play in protecting 
western public lands. The prospectus will 
also be used in New York and other east-
ern states as an outreach and recruitment 
tool targeted toward existing and potential 
BHA members.

In addition, along with the New 
England and Pennsylvania chapters, New 
York is helping to plan an Eastern BHA 
Rendezvous for some time in early-to 
mid-2015. The rendezvous will likely be 
partly focused on strategic planning to 
help coalesce the work of the eastern BHA 
state chapters and partly designed to re-
cruit new members and celebrate the BHA 
mission. - Ron Rohrbaugh Jr.

Pennsylvania
Pennsylvania BHA has 28 active 

members, and as such the primary objec-
tive of this new chapter continues to be 
growth of its membership – a goal shared 
with the two other eastern BHA chapters. 
To this end, members of the PA leader-
ship have worked with the leadership of 
the NY and NE chapters to produce an 
Eastern BHA brochure with features that 
are likely to be generally more familiar to 
prospective members in the east/northeast. 
Additionally, PA continues to work closely 
with NY and NE to plan an Eastern BHA 
Rendezvous.

PA BHA member Tony Campisi 
has stepped up to take over the offices of 
Secretary and Treasurer formerly held by 
Dustin Feher. - Jeff Sample

Washington
The WA Chapter successfully held 

a Hunters’ Happy Hour and a 10-for-10 
raffle. The grand prize winner is Joy Hart.

The chapter commented on U.S. For-
est Service Over Snow Vehicle Use; WA 
State Dept. of Ecology Proposed Spokane 
River Flows; Umatilla National Forest 
Plan Revision; and Draft Columbia River 
Basin Fish and Wildlife Program.

The Chapter sent letters to Senators 
Patty Murray, Cathy McMorris Rodgers 
and Maria Cantwell concerning the Forest 
Road Bill, Land Water and Conservation 
Funding and Wilderness Bills progressing 
through the Senate.

WA BHA supported Pathway to the 
Pacific with letters to the U.S Depart-
ment of Interior and Dept. of Agriculture.           
- Bob Mirasole



PHOTO: Zack Boughton| MONTANA WILD 
HUNTER: Travis Boughton 

Spring ad BW.indd   1 3/31/2014   3:11:25 PM



Bill was 
looking at a piece of 
knapped obsidian I’d found 
while elk hunting in the Salmon 
River country of Idaho. A relic left 
by a hunter from another time.

If I’d been in better shape, this 
conversation wouldn’t have hap-
pened. It was September hot, and I’d 
drug my overfed, sea level body to 
around 8,000 feet from the hogback where I’d tied 
my horse. It was steep and I was winded. I had a hand 
on the ground for support and that put my face close 
enough to notice the glint of shiny black peeking through 
the elk track-churned soil. I wiped the obsidian clean and admired 
the work. It seemed fat for an arrowhead and wasn’t sharp, but it was 
pointy and clearly someone had made it, so what else could it be?

I wondered about the guy who had lost it. Did he discard it? Had 
he missed a deer and been unable to find it? Maybe he’d killed an 
elk and lost the arrowhead in the mess and excitement of his success. 
However it ended up on that ridge, it went home with me.

Later in the fall, I called the Department of Anthropology at 
Washington State University.   

When I described my find to the man who answered the phone, 
he said, “I’ve been an anthropologist for a long time and my spe-

cialty is stone tools of indigenous people of the Northwest. I’m Bill, 
but first things first, did you get an elk?”

I knew I’d found the right guy.   
From our conversation he diagnosed my find as a dart point – a 

dart being the projectile flung by an atlatl, a sling-like weapon predat-
ing bows. Later when we met in Bill’s office, things changed. My little 
piece of obsidian was never meant to pierce the hide of a deer or elk. It 
was the back of a spear, the part an ancient hunter had lashed to a shaft.

“This was made at least 10,000 years ago,” Bill said. “Maybe 
12,000 years.” 

“You mean the guy that lost it might have been hunting mam-
moths?” I asked.

“Yeah,” Bill said, throwing his arms wide, “Or those great big 
bison!”

------------------------------------------------------------------------
 Months passed but I kept thinking about hunting giant bison, 

horses, or even mammoths… with a spear!
I eventually realized that what stirred my hunter’s heart was not 

the tiny broken tool I had found,  or even the  puckering  concept of 
trying to somehow drive a spear between the ribs of a prehistoric giant. 
I was struck by the realization that the man who broke his spear that 

long-ago day was 
not an abstraction. Not a grunting 

cliché caveman squatting by a fire, gnawing on a bone. He was me.
 When I found his ruined point, I was hunting because I 

love  it and I wanted to make meat for my family. I imag-
ine he enjoyed hunting too, but the stakes were   
higher. My unfilled tag didn’t mean 
unfilled bellies.   For him, suc-
cess meant survival.  

I have no doubt he 
was a better hunter than 
me. I have a good 
game eye but if we 
were hunting togeth-
er, I’ll bet he’d point 
out animals I’d miss. 
He’d have me pause 
to listen to sounds I 
hadn’t heard, or at least hadn’t 
interpreted. A displaced twig or 
the lay of the grass would   convey 
meaning to him that would elude me. 

Where my lug soles overlaid his footprint in the duff 
on that ridge is an intersection, a place where he and I and our shared ex-
periences connect across time. Ten thousand years ago or this fall, he and 
I could communicate. We would be without a common spoken language, 
but with the understanding of hunters.  

He knew, like I do, the anticipation that makes the last few steps 
approaching the top of the ridge easier, and the head-shaking frustration 
of the false summit. He’d stop for a moment to readjust his attitude, and 
then resolutely continue to climb.

Despite his skill, he failed more than he succeeded. He knew the 
shoulder-sagging feeling from a tiny puff of breeze cooling the sweat on 
the back of his neck just before he reached that critical distance where 

“This is NOT what I thought 
it was,” Bill said, reaching 
for another book on the 
overstuffed bookshelf 

behind his desk. “This is way, 
way older.”

Elk Hunting 
througH the eons

Photo and story By Kevin Kennedy



he could thrust or throw his spear into the chest of his 
quarry, and he relived the times when he did every-
thing right, right up to the instant he missed.    

He must have had moments where he stopped to 
marvel at the low morning sun sparkling through water 
droplets on a spider web or the pattern of frost on a leaf 
only to turn and make eye contact with a potential meal 
a lance length away. I suspect as his target crashed off 
he made a comment that I would clearly understand. 

He would have been lost on occasion. He knew 
the perplexing feeling when a river wasn’t where it 
was supposed to be. His brow furrowed when he’d 
walked twice as far as expected  yet nothing looked 
familiar, and I think he would have had a wry smile 
when he got his bearings and his gait had slowed 
noticeably from just moments before. He 
never worried about his safety but 
he knew someone else did, 
so he didn’t stay lost 
as long as he would have 

liked.
We’ve shared the instant certainty of a 

well placed arrow – or spear – and 
the growing anxiety that 

seeps in within a few 
heartbeats. 

We know 
the tension when a 

blood trail abruptly 
stops and the deep 
satisfaction 

of picking it up 
again. And we know how it feels when the trail ends as 
it should, creeping in for final confirmation and  touch-
ing, claiming our prize.     

Causing the death of a large animal   didn’t allow 
him the mixed feelings we have the luxury to indulge 
today. It meant elation and relief. It was not only the 
attainment of a goal, but critical food for many; a hide, 
maybe horns, tusks, claws, or antlers for tools or talis-
mans and, like today, the kill was likely accompanied 
by an element of awe and gratitude.  

For sure it meant hard work. 

 Alone, wrestling a carcass 
many times his size and breaking it 

down with a stone knife, he would try to ignore 
the bees and insects of summer, and in winter the heat 

emanating from the carcass would keep his fingers from 
becoming clumsy with cold.   
He knew the pleasure and pain of hauling meat and the stoicism 

required to pick up a heavy pack again after a break. He’d sigh upon reach-
ing camp after a long haul, lay down almost more than he could carry, then 

take a deep breath and go back for the next load. 
We would not need words to share the relief, the utter joy of getting the last 

of the meat and hide from a canyon kill site to the truck, or to the communal fire.  
He hunted with a group on occasion. The shared bounty of cooperative success 

benefitted all but I like to think he most enjoyed the meat he earned himself.   
When younger, stronger men sought his advice rather than his help, he 

understood and remembered when he 
was in their place. He showed them 

how to shape the angles on their 
stone blades to keep edges sharp 

but durable. He taught how 
to pick up a track when the 
blood trail dwindled. And 
he would hunt on his own. 
He wouldn’t range as far as 
before, but far enough to get 

just a little lost sometimes.
I can eat anytime and 

nearly anything I want.  I can, 
at the touch of a button, alter 

my environment. I travel 
long distances in com-
fort and if I’m sick 
or injured I have re-
sources to alleviate 
my suffering.

His survival 
was a daily question 

and his comfort 
was at the whim 
of the elements. 
Yet the connec-
tion I feel with 

this man, this hunt-
er, is not diminished 
by these differences 
or the millennia.

He and I walked 
the same path. The smell 

of pine, sage and entrails 
were our friends. We savored similar silence, and spent September nights treasur-
ing the beauty of familiar constellations . We share a kinship that crosses language, 
culture, even time. I’m grateful to be part of it.

Kevin has been a member of BHA for two years. He and his wife Laurie raised their 
three children and several bird dogs at their home in Puyallup, Washington.

Check out our seminars “Archaeology and the Hunt” and “The 500-Year-Old Man” at this 
year’s BHA National Rendezvous in Spokane, WA March 6-8th. 

Elk Hunting 
througH the eons
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My thirteen-year-old knees were wobbly from the 
thousand-foot climb up the talus in the pre-dawn. It 
was good daylight now and I could see the urgency 
in Dad’s eyes. Back in the day before fleece and 

blaze orange, when hunters wore red flannel because it was good 
enough, his face was flushed the color of our shirts and sweat ran 
down his brow.

“All we have to do is make it to that big rock up there,” said 
Dad in low murmur, pointing at a massive boulder on a slight pla-
teau of the steep mountainside. 

I grabbed his hand and held on, pumping my legs and spin-
ning pebbles to make it that last 100 yards. Dad had the binocu-
lars up when I finally staggered up to the rock. 

“There’s a buck in the willows,” he said, pointing down into 
the alpine bowl beneath us. “Right there in the opening. Come 
over here and lay your gun on this rock.”

Huffing, I stripped off my backpack, ran a bullet into the bar-
rel, and did as I was told. Trying to gather myself, my scope cir-
cled the willow patch, periodically passing over a deer’s outline.

“It’s okay, son, just relax and take a deep breath”
Calm finally settled in and I found the buck in the 4X scope. 

The crosshairs on his front shoulder, I exhaled and squeezed. 
The next few moments were a blur as Dad shot and a dozen or 
so deer scattered in all directions. The shot felt good but I never 
saw the buck again after the recoil. When it was over, I waited, as 
instructed, at the rock while Dad went down into the willows. My 

heart was pounding. Dad walked in circles for a few minutes then 
finally emerged in the clearing, waving his arms and motioning 
me his way.

Moments later, I walked up on my first buck - a dandy 
four-pointer by California standards. Fifty yards away lay an al-
most identical buck. I let out a war whoop that echoed down the 
canyon. Father and son, two-for-two, on opening day! 

We spent the next couple of hours skinning the two bucks, 
loading the meat in white cotton deer bags, and putting what we 
could in Dad’s pack for the first of multiple trips. Loaded up, I 
glanced down the mountain at our camp by a bend in the creek at 
the head of a massive meadow, and then looked upward to Gun-
sight Pass as the morning’s rays glanced off the ice caps. It was 
big country, magnificent wilderness, and I was taken by it in a 
life-changing way. 

The thirteen-year-old boy was a folk hero in camp that night. 
Surrounded by Dad, his two close friends Doug and Walter, 
Uncle Rick, and my great uncle, Hank, the story was repeated 
in exquisite detail as the embers glowed in the fire. By dusk on 
Monday, ten deer bags hung in the tree above camp, adorned by 
five racks. Laughter and smoke rings bellowed from our fire for 
hours on that last starry night.

We came out of the mountains on Tuesday afternoon, walk-
ing ten miles down the dusty trail to the rustic pack station at 
the edge of the wilderness boundary, and then, with the sinking 
afternoon sun in our eyes, down the winding two-lane highway 

T h e 
Emigrant
      -- WilderneSS Rituals -- 

By Dave Smith
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to the civilization of 
California’s foothills 
and Central Valley. 
Back at school the next 
day, my friends won-
dered why, and how, I 
had missed three days. 
Hunting, I explained, 
which of course didn’t 
begin to explain the 
emotional attachment 
to the Emigrant that 
was born that week. 
I would return each 
September and that 
country would become 
part of my soul.

Several years 
later, the boy had become a college student who could hunt hard 
from opening morning through Tuesday afternoon. Venison was 
a prized staple in the college diet. Dad and I were in our glory 
years; we had hunted together long enough to anticipate each oth-
er’s movements and were still young and strong enough to scale 
the highest peaks and drop into the most remote basins. 

We began to learn the country and the habitual nature of 
mule deer on their vast summer range but also had the physical 
conditioning and sheer will to hunt anything we could see, on any 
horizon. Some of those places proved fruitful, others interesting 
but unproductive, and a few were so rugged they were outright 
dangerous. Particularly harrowing was the afternoon I followed a 
talus ledge upward for two hours only to learn that it terminated 
at a cliff. The trail was too steep and narrow to follow back down, 
which necessitated altering course and shinnying down an alder 
stringer, adjacent to several waterfalls. I vowed henceforth to 
leave the aptly named Deadman Canyon to muleys and marmots.

As the college years faded to my late twenties, we narrowed 
the scope of our wandering and put to use what we learned in a 
couple decades. Year after year, we ran the same drives in the 
same places – the wil-
low stringers, cherry 
pockets, and isolated 
talus bowls – that had 
produced bucks in the 
past. Like clockwork, 
bucks bedded in the 
same places, at the 
same time of day, 
and eventually the 
driver would jump a 
buck and the hunter 
on point would get 
an open shot. We 
became increasingly 
effective, circling 
back to the same 
haunts, making the 
same hunts.

A productive patch was 
the highest bitter cherry 
thicket on the north face, a 
steep mountainside above 
our camp. We learned the 
best way to approach it was 
to circle around the south 
face, cross the creek in the 
secluded stretch below Buck 
Basin, and then quietly 
sneak across the talus until 
directly above the cherry 
patch – with the point per-
son positioned in a small 
grove of junipers on the 
far side of the north face. 
We killed bucks there with 
exceptional regularity. One 

afternoon, I started into the patch from above, heard crashing, 
moved out into the talus to get a rest, and laid the crosshairs on a 
three-pointer as it slipped through the brush 200 yards below. The 
shot was true and the buck crumpled, rolling to a stop on a flat at 
the base of the thicket. Upon arrival, I found a large flat rock and 
positioned the deer for gutting and skinning. Something seemed 
familiar. I looked down and noticed a dark red stain on the rock, 
then glanced up at the single juniper on the flat. A branch on the 
tree had been sawed off, at the height of my father, as if to easily 
hang a deer bag. It was exactly where I had killed my third buck 
in the country, at 15 years old, on a snowy Sunday morning. 

The revelation was that by returning to hallowed ground 
the circle grows tighter and the richness of the hunt expands ex-
ponentially. It was a game-changer. One by one, we all stopped 
applying for premium California deer tags. We had the best of the 
best, albeit public land in a zone with over-the-counter tags and a 
6% success rate. We talked less about trophies and took the bucks 
as they presented themselves. Be it the string of forked horns that 
now line my rafters or the massive 27-incher that came in later 
years, what truly mattered was the country, the hunt, the camara-

derie, and the pattern. 
The graying of Dad, 

Doug and Walter may have 
influenced our emphasis 
on tradition but I was the 
youngest, becoming the 
hunt-master, and I was 
fully subscribed. The com-
fort of the wall tent in the 
secluded timber, the same 
logs around the campfire 
serving as chairs for years, 
the rituals of re-tracing 
our steps through the same 
willows and across the 
same talus each September 
became the reason for the 
hunt.

Rituals enhance the 
hunting experience but 



habitats and deer populations are always in flux. By my early 
thirties, things were starting to change. Development of winter 
range, changing forestry practices, and predation by mountain 
lions on the west slope of the Sierras was putting a dent in Cal-
ifornia mule deer populations. We simply weren’t finding the 
numbers of west-slope deer we had in the early days. Some of our 
wanderings into the peaks at the crest of the mountains exposed 
us to the Rocky Mountain mule deer of the eastern Sierras that 
shared the summer range with their west-slope counterparts but 
wintered in the less-fragmented sagebrush of Nevada. Those days 
often involved skinning a 
buck on a windswept ta-
lus ridge at mid-day and 
a long pack back to camp 
in the fading light. 

Several nights of 
deep discussion around 
the campfire one Sep-
tember prompted the un-
thinkable option – should 
we move our camp to 
the high country? I re-
sisted, citing all we had 
learned about our favor-
ite haunts, and the value 
of familiarity. In the end, 
hunting hard for deer that 
didn’t exist necessitated 
a change. 

We opted for a hy-
brid approach to our drop 
camp routine: opening morning in the high country, move camp 
that afternoon, and hunt our traditional spots on Sunday, Mon-
day, and Tuesday morning. That meant camping at 10,000 feet 
on Friday night with the wall tent tucked in to a fort of boulders. 
No trees, no fire, cold nights, howling winds. It wasn’t comfort-
able but it put us in a good spot come Saturday morning without 
climbing two thousand feet in the dark. 

The adjustment proved brilliant. The east-side mule deer 
bucks were prone to staying in bachelor groups in the most re-
mote shale country until the snow would fly. Dad and I settled on 
a talus ridge above a nameless lake and learned it well, as we had 
with our favorite spots in the lower country. Our point-and-drive 
system worked even better in the rocks on top of the world. Ab-
sent timber, willows and brush, the driver routinely put the bucks 
in motion. We sized up the escape routes and began killing bucks 
better than we had in all of our years. The lower haunts didn’t 
produce as well but the combination was perfect – a day in the 
wildest of wild country with a good chance for a buck and then 
three days in our home country. It was the best of all worlds.

Those days above timberline grew sacred with each passing 
year. We came to love the rawness of country defined by rocks 
and glaciers – its deep blue skies, talus ridges, ancient whitebark 
pines, tiny alpine forbs, and glacial-fed lakes. The memories 
stacked up. Walter and I intercepting five bucks in a tight draw at 
daybreak; Dad and I taking two nice bucks in the bowl where his 
late friend, Jack Kahl, got it all started one Sunday afternoon in 
the early years, in a herculean trek from the low camp; breaking 
my pack trying to carry both halves of a 24-incher; dozens of in-

stances of mule deer bucks lined out across the talus. My brother, 
Stephen, a periodic participant in the autumn ritual, was with Dad 
when I flushed seven bucks from their beds in the whitebarks, 
dropping a three-pointer and sending the rest to them on a string. 
It was an epic afternoon of gutting, skinning, and packing three 
bucks off the mountain, with the wind brisk and bright skies 
piercing the heavens. The bond of blood was powerful on that 
fine day.

The years flew by and age began to take its toll on the origi-
nal camp. Walter’s knees gave out from decades of working in a 

cotton gin and other fac-
tory jobs. Doug decided 
it was time to hunt dif-
ferent places, with other 
friends. Remarkably, Dad 
and I never missed a sin-
gle year, not for school, 
work, or any measure 
of a reason. At some 
point, the consistency 
became noteworthy. As 
self-appointed historian, 
I gathered photos and 
transcribed the memories 
by year – the people, 
the hunts, the bucks tak-
en, and the memorable 
events, like when Doug 
came across an American 
coot, apparently blown 
off its nocturnal migra-

tion, sitting peacefully on a talus slope in Deadman Canyon. The 
exercise revealed that we had collectively taken 98 bucks out of 
the camp. 

That next fall, it was just Dad and me. I killed a heavy 
forked-horn on the ridge above our high camp opening morning. I 
then hunted hard as a driver for Dad all day Sunday on the North 
Face, to no avail. Dad was in his late sixties and having some 
heart problems so neither of us knew whether he’d be back the 
next year. The century mark seemed a fitting end. 

We decided to go on Monday to the most hallowed of all 
our traditional haunts, a stunning canyon that stair-stepped from 
the meadow six miles up to the highest peak in the country. The 
trek involved hiking four miles in the dark, following a faint 
trail through dark timber, and then, at daylight, climbing nearly a 
thousand feet up a skinny game trail into the most well-watered 
and willow-choked alpine bowl. From there, a chute led into an 
upper talus bowl with willows and a vast spread of alpine forbs. 
Dad, Walter, and Doug killed three big bucks in the upper bowl 
back in the early days and we had hunted it periodically with 
mixed success over the years. It wasn’t the best spot to hunt, and 
it was unequivocally the hardest, but it was a magnificent place. 

That morning was wrought with customary struggles of 
finding our way through the timber but we emerged at the base 
of talus in good time. We spooked a dozen does and fawns from 
the alders on the way up the trail at daybreak but the deer circled 
right back into the meadow below. Finally cresting the lip of the 
bowl, we quietly slipped down a couple hundred feet to a large 
boulder that was strikingly similar to the rock where a thirteen 
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year-old boy rested his rifle in 1979.
We glassed the willows below and then the talus ridges of 

the upper bowl. Deer were scattered around in both places, but 
no bucks. Finally, a deer stepped out of the willows of the lower 
bowl, at about 350 yards. I could see antlers in the dim light. 
Dad lay down prone, got a solid rest, and waited, studying the 
buck, waiting for the right shot. After what seemed an eternity, 
the crack of the rifle broke the morning silence. Whack. The buck 
toppled over and rolled down a gradual talus slope. 

“You got him, Dad,” I called out, much as my father had ex-
claimed many times after a thud from my 6mm rifle. “Nice shot.”

It was an arduous pack back to camp but the fullness of the 
day was everlasting.

The following autumn, Dad’s heart issues had improved so 
we hunted alone again. On a pitch-black night at the high camp, 
with the wind howling and an ominous storm approaching, we 
laid on our cots in the dark and talked for a long while. We con-
cluded that the two of us didn’t make a camp. 

The next year, I recruited two of my best friends, Craig and 
Chadd, and we engaged a revolving cast. The fresh faces brought 
renewed excitement and enthusiasm. The camp was alive again 
with the laughter and camaraderie of the old days. We killed 
bucks in our best haunts, old and new, and we genuinely cher-
ished the whole experience. Dad remained in remarkable condi-
tion into his early seventies but the thin air and rugged country 
spurred thoughts each year of an ending. 

At 39 years old, with two young daughters at the time, I initi-
ated the break in our most valued tradition. California was home 
and I was immensely proud of my Dust Bowl migrant family 
roots, but it was time for a change. I had the opportunity to leave 
metro Sacramento and raise my kids in the smaller and more out-

door-oriented community of Missoula, Montana. I never flinched. 
I returned the next two Septembers and Dad and I spent an-

other 10 days in the high country. I killed bucks both years and 
we had great camps but it was too much time away and too much 
expense for the father of a growing family. All good things must 
someday end, and so it would be for our incredible relationship 
with the Emigrant. 

On that last trip, my 28th consecutive year, Dad and I made 
our hunts but we also spent time listening to the creek and the 
breeze through the whitebarks. We relished in the embers of the 
campfire, gazed off into the stars, and, with a sense of urgency, 
captured images in our minds of lush willows, glacial lakes, talus 
slopes, ice caps, and the highest peaks. We reminisced about the 
people and places that filled the nearly 150 days of our lives that 
we each had spent in the Emigrant Wilderness.

Heading down the dusty trail to the pack station on Tuesday 
morning, we stopped for a drink of water. Laying back in the 
sedge meadow, we watched white puffy clouds drift over the 
peaks of the canyon where the 100th buck rolled to a rest in the 
talus. Without a spoken word, we knew the Emigrant camp had 
mattered immensely. 

It shaped who we are, perhaps more so than anything in our 
lives. And it made us determined to continue the journey, in an-
other camp.

Dave is a BHA member and freelance writer. He’s an avid upland 
bird and mule deer hunter, and spends each autumn on the prai-
ries of eastern Montana and southern Saskatchewan. Based in 
Missoula, he’s raising his kids - Tara, 12; Kyla, 10; and Cole, 8 - 
to carry on a family outdoor heritage that spans five generations.
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T
he backcountry has a way of making just about any 
nourishment taste good, but a truly great meal can create a 
window of comfort in even the toughest conditions.

Kipp Saille was a professional chef before he moved to 
Montana to become a horse outfitter. He and his wife, Heidi, own 
and run Rockin’ HK Outfitters out of Montana’s Paradise Valley. 
After seventeen years of traversing the wild corners of Yellow-
stone National Park he still brings his love of food to every camp. 
It’s a luxury he doesn’t skimp on. 

Although with the benefit of muscled mountain mules, Kipp 
doesn’t worry about weight when plans meals. But his stance 
on spices, flavors, prep and leftovers can help any backcountry 
traveler eat a little better.  

When I joined him on a week-long horse-packing trip in the 
backcountry of Yellowstone National Park to watch and listen 
to elk during the rut, I vowed to walk away from freeze-dried din-
ners in a bag, even if I didn’t have a mule. 

We’d been on the trail for four days when we woke to blow-
ing snow, frozen boots and ice in the stream. It was a day that 
could have stranded his clients in tents. Instead, Kipp announced, 
“It’s a relax and eat day.” 

Like any dialed-in packer, Kipp has an organizational streak 
that runs deep. Watching them mantie and pack enough food and 
gear for eleven people and nineteen head of stock, it was obvious 
there was a calculated madness behind every move he and his 
crew made. But Kipp is a bit of a walking contradiction, too. He 
loves to improvise and actually “plans” to not plan every meal. 

Unbeknownst to his guests, this was leftover day. “I love 
to bring one day less of menu items and then have to make up a 
day,” he says.

Kipp and his other chef, Mike, began with pancakes and 
eggs (scrambled with leftover mushrooms and enchilada meat). 
By lunchtime, Kipp was under a pine tree, cutting up leftover 
potatoes and steak tips. He stirred them into a cheesy potato soup 
that had everyone melting from the inside out. 

We were all crusty and layered in down and wool and rain 
jackets. That soup—and the bottle of whiskey and the bottomless 
pot of cowboy coffee warming by the fire —buoyed the camp. 
It was clear, on that day, that pure contentment came from a fire, 
good food, and the stillness of a snow-filled meadow before us. 

Here are five tips to robust eating in the backcountry:

Jennifer Duffield White is a freelance writer and editor living in 
Montana. She’s a member of BHA and a contributor to the blog 
Montana Backcountry. 

1. Make it ahead of time
“Premade items are worth their weight in gold,” says Kipp, 

“especially if you have long rides in between camps. They’re also 
good in emergencies.” 

Pre-trip: Bake potatoes before you go. Turn them into home 
fries for breakfast, potato wedges, mashed potatoes, or a filler 
for breakfast burritos. Planning on rolling into camp really late 
the first night? Having a precooked meal, such as chili, that only 
needs to be warmed up will make everyone indebted to the camp 
cook. 

In camp: If you have extra time in camp during the af-
ternoon, you can make mealtime a lot simpler (and faster) by 
pre-cooking items so they only need a warm up later. For pre-
made breakfasts, try building breakfast burritos and wrapping 
them in foil. In the morning, warm them up by the fire, eat, and 
go. No clean-up. No prep time. 

“Winging It”
The art of adaptive cooking

story and photos by jenny White
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5. Counting ounces? 
Not willing to pack in a steak? It’s still all about potatoes and 

doctoring your flavors. Take a cue from mountain guide Emilie 
Drinkwater, who, for example, can spend weeks at a time on 
Denali and wants her meals to be light, low in fiber and easily 
digestible. She relies on dried potato flakes. “I look for the brands 
that don’t have many ingredients besides potatoes,” she says. 
Then she brings an arsenal of flavors to mix in: red pepper flakes, 
dried parsley, miso soup mix, cheese and tuna. “This dinner is 
relatively tasty, warm, filling, and only requires hot water,” she 
says. She’ll do the same with couscous or stuffing mix. 

At the most basic, Kipp says he would at least bring along 
salt, pepper, and dried vegetables to add to his freeze-dried meals 
when hiking light. “Also, one package of noodles can go a long 
way with some packets of gravy, alfredo, pesto, etc.” 

For breakfast, Emilie has granola with powdered milk, hot 
water, and, if she’s feeling fancy, dehydrated berries. Or, she’ll 
make breakfast couscous with cinnamon, raisins, and brown 
sugar.

3. Leftovers
Potatoes, vegetables and meat are all versatile and can be 

turned into burritos, reheated for another meal, or fried up with 
some eggs. Just plan on enough so that you have leftovers when 
you need them. 

4. Pack and plan
“Other important things are being organized and having lists 

for bigger trips,” Kipp stresses. He creates a menu based on what’s 
easy and what’s worked well in the past. Everything is carefully 
packed and double checked. Eggs get packed tight in the coolers, 
with a good buffer. “And you put them on a good mule,” says 
Mike. 

“Just don’t put them on Sally,” laughs Kipp, referring to his 
mule who sometimes likes to kick up her heels. 

2. Doctor it up
The difference between plain and gourmet is really in the 

spices and flavor—additions that typically don’t weigh much. Add 
mushrooms, peppers, onions, chives, and/or butter to those baked 
potatoes. Put vegetables on rice. Or fry up vegetables in butter and 
breadcrumbs. Kipp also brings a lot of sauces (e.g. mustard sauce 
for pork tenderloin and hollandaise for steaks) and chicken and 
beef base to add to staple foods. 

instructional
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By Jenn Doherty

I am not a morning person, not even close. However, on the 
first day of my only hunting trip of the year, I may have even 
surprised my husband. I was as anxious to get my hunt under-
way as a college kid is to leave campus on spring break after 

mid-terms.  A handful of times in years past, I had woken up hours 
earlier than I preferred only to walk out into the darkness on one 
of Mitch’s antelope hunts. Each and every time I would ask myself 
why I didn’t stay in my warm sleeping bag. Each morning though, 
as the sun rose I found myself gulping the crisp, silent air looking 
at another stunning Montana landscape.

The early morning shuffle at camp was worth it every time 
when the belly-crawling began. Oftentimes the excitement would 
take over and I would find myself on Mitch’s heels during the first 
stalk of the day. This time was different though. This time I had 
the tag. 

I didn’t grow up hunting. It was certainly all around me while 
growing up in a state Aldo Leopold called home for many years, 
but my family was simply not a hunting family. Instead I enjoyed 
hiking, backpacking, canoeing, swimming and other activities 
which instilled in me a respect and appreciation for the outdoors. I 
got into upland bird hunting with Mitch after several years of res-
idency in Montana. A good bird dog made it fun and afforded me 
some extra weekends with my husband before he headed into the 
woods, rarely to be seen until the end of big game season. 

As any working parent knows, personal time is precious. 
Mitch and I welcomed two kids to our family, which pressed pause 
on my hunting adventures with Mitch and the idea of trying it my-
self someday. It would be a few years until I committed myself to 
the act of hunting something larger than a pheasant. Looking back 
on it though, I was still trying to build the confidence to hunt big 
game and adjusting to life as a working mom.  One thing was clear, 
I wanted the opportunity to provide quality food for my son and 
daughter beyond the garden. 

In the spring of 2014, I managed to draw an antelope tag in a 
district that Mitch and his hunting partners classified as a guaran-
tee. As soon as he said ‘guarantee’ I felt my competitive side kick 
in – I can’t break their success streak! My second thought was that 
I had better put the shotgun away and start practicing with a rifle. 
I hadn’t shot a rifle before so I quickly realized that this challenge 
would be a lot more than just simply finding antelope. Over the 
course of several months I spent many lunch hours at the range 
with Mitch. Mitch never shot once during those weeks; he simply 
coached me. 

I didn’t take my chance at hunting lightly. Any time away 
from my 3-year-old and 6-month-old is something I consider with 
great care. In this case, I got to maximize some much-needed qual-
ity time with my husband, in a wall tent at night and watching the 
sun rise each morning. 

My three days of hunting came quickly, and I found myself 
in the field stalking antelope in ‘district guarantee.’ However, it 
didn’t feel like such a guarantee on opening morning when we re-
alized that other hunters had found the spot we had scouted. I made 
two attempts to gain access on private lands to no avail. We had 
planned to hunt on the few State and BLM parcels in my district. 

Mitch and I scoured the maps and found some scattered public 
land nearby. 

We managed to put the stalk on a few antelope on two separate 
occasions. Both times my heart was racing as I tried to dial my 
scope on the antelope. Finally, this was the shot I was hoping for. 
However, adrenaline had gotten the best of me as I tried to relax 
my breathing to steady my shot. That process was just too long 
for the antelope to stay broadside. Later that day, I got back in the 
truck and had the same thoughts and regrets that I’m sure many 
hunters have. Did I fumble my only chance to harvest an antelope? 
My single biggest fear about hunting big game is wounding an 
animal, which would surely tug at my confidence level and my 
heart. With that said, I decided that I had made the right decision.

On the final day of my hunt, a lone buck walked into my line 
of sight as I was trying to sneak along a fenceline. Having just 
spooked a few antelope, I had straightened my back to cover some 
distance when the pronghorn ducked under the fence and walked 
on to public land 150 yards in front of me. I instantly dropped to 
the ground, got him in the gun’s sight and took the shot. 

I was grateful for that small buck, the time in the field with 
Mitch, and for the experience. I could write about all those emo-
tions that swept over me as I pulled the trigger and ultimately field 
dressed my first antelope, but I can’t imagine they are much dif-
ferent from those felt by other people. The fact is, I was ready, 
tactically and emotionally. I had prepared and felt confident, which 
made all of the difference when it came down to the shot and the 
subsequent aftermath. In the end I was really grateful for what this 
antelope meant to my family and to my confidence as a hunter. 
The preparation and time in the field was precious. I’m grateful for 
Mitch’s patience and generosity with his time and I hope that in 
the future it becomes easier for new hunters to network with other 
hunters and get into the field. 

Belly Crawling
to Victory

Jenn has worked to protect wild places and public access at a 
national conservation organization since 2004. In addition to 
hunting, she enjoys hiking, camping, rafting, sewing, gardening, 
swimming and skiing with her husband, Mitch, two children, 
Gillian and Donovan, and their field-sweeping Griffon, Scruggs.
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The Glo-Bug

Pat’s Stone/Rubberlegs/Girdlebug/Turd Fly

New World Trout species cutthroat and rainbow generally spawn in the spring. Old World brown trout, and char species like brook trout 
and bull trout, spawn in the fall. Other fishes spawn throughout the year. Simply put, there are always eggs around in a healthy waterway 
and trout know it. Fish the Glo-Bug behind a wieghted nymph. Pink, orange, yellow, white or anything in between can do the trick. Tie 
on a size 12 or 14 nymph, scud or egg hook.

Three Super Easy, Super Effective Cold Weather Trout Patterns
By Sam Lungren

1. Cut two strips of Glo-Bug Yarn. With the darker 
strip on top as the eye, tightly wrap the thread 
around the yarn twice in the same place, securing 
it to the shank. Some glue on the underside helps.

2. Gather the yarn and pull it upward. With sharp 
scissors, cut cleanly straight across, parallel to 
the shank. The distance from the shank here will 
become the radius of the egg.

3. Make a few wraps around the hook eye, knot 
the thread and cut it off. With your fingers, fuzz 
out the yarn into a ball shape. Then try again. This 
might take a few tries to get it down.

There are more than 3,500 species of stoneflies worldwide, and they are the largest aquatic insect in most systems across the U.S. This 
pattern is the easiest stonefly nymph imitation, yet seems to produce better than more complex and “realistic” flies. Tie in brown, black, 
tan or green on a long-shank streamer hook, sizes 4 - 10 depending on local hatches. 

1. Wrap the hook shank with lead. Tie in medium 
chenille at the hook bend and leave it. Tie in back 
Sexi-Floss legs and cut to even lengths.

2. Wrap forward and tie in the rest of the legs 
- ten total. Cut legs twice as long as needed and 
wrap in the middle to create two at once.

3. Wrap chenille forward in such a way that legs 
are separated and positioned properly. Wrap all 
the way to the eye and tie off with thread.
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The San Juan Worm

The essence of passion for a sport is that drive to prepare for it even when you can’t 
actually do it. Fly tying is just like bullet reloading, target practice and cardio train-
ing in that regard. But, unlike hunting, trout fishing is open year round in many plac-
es and there is no better way to spend a clear winter day than on the river. When the 

weather is nasty, break out the vise and add some productivity to a day of watching football.
These three, easy-to-tie patterns will work on pretty much any trout stream, pretty much any 
time of the year, pretty much anywhere in the world. Go catch some fish this winter!

instructional

1. Poke the fine chenille through the bead hole, 
then through the hook point. Push bead to the 
hook eye, adjust chenille, then tie in thread behind 
the bead. Secure solidly then tie off and cut thread

2. Re-attach thread at top of hook bend. Make a 
few wraps, tie off and cut off thread. Go to bottom 
of hook bend and repeat. The chenille should now 
be attached to the hook in three places. 

The most inexplicably effective trout pattern. Red is the most popular, but other colors 
work too. Get creative. Most fly shops carry specific, bent-shank worm hooks sizes 2 - 10.
Tied here on a red size 2 octopus hook for steelhead applications.

Five of Earth’s great trout rivers flow 
through our mountain town. It’s why 

our first, second and third love are 
fishing, fishing and, well, fishing.

missoulafishingcompany.com
406-544-5208

Missoula. 
The perfect 

fishing town.
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mountain goat
by aden stewart

Alec Underwood photo



My grandfather used to say, “If you want an animal, you can pay in cash or sweat.”  
Thanks to past generations of conservationists,  I was able to make good on that observation after drawing a mountain 
goat tag in the  Upper Elk Valley Access Management Area (AMA) at the headwaters of the Elk River in southeastern 
British Columbia. This is a special area where three wilderness provincial parks and one AMA converge. Some people 

complain the area is exclusive but I’ve never seen it that way. For me, it is a place where those willing to work have a chance of earning 
an animal. The only specialized gear I needed was a set of gun racks mounted to my bike and a used bike trailer. Total cost: $50.00.

I met my cousin Bruce in Elkford, B.C and we drove to the trailhead. With only the afternoon to hunt, we hiked up to “the forks” 
where five drainages come together in a wide, braided valley. We glassed the slopes above but saw no goats. On the way out we heard 
a bull elk bugle and saw a cow cross the creek channel. Ten minutes later we heard a second bull on the opposite side of the valley but 
couldn’t get him to respond. Instead we hoofed it back to truck and kicked up a fire. I had packed a seasoned whitetail backstrap and 
garden vegetables in tinfoil so I tossed a large flat rock in the coals and placed the packages on the rock and twenty minutes later we had 
a fabulous first night dinner. No use rushing into the freeze dried stuff!

The night was mild so we threw down a tarp and slept under the stars. In the morning after a quick breakfast, we tossed on our packs 
and headed back up. A single cow elk was moving up the valley near the forks. We followed but never saw her again. Beyond the forks 
we were rewarded with fabulous views, but the best goat country was on the south side of the creek, unfortunately outside the boundary 
of my hunting zone. Further up, we spotted three single goats, all on the wrong side of the creek. Crossing the valley, we saw lots of 
winter range but with no water on the north side it was not the spot for an early season goat. We climbed a long way up a steep draw to 
the next side valley but it never opened up. Maybe it dropped over to something with water but it was a long way to go for a “maybe” so 
we started the long climb down. In goat country, the down is almost worse than the up and before we reached the bottom I was suffering 
from a bad case of “sewing machine leg.”  

We ate lunch in the creek bottom and decided that our side of the valley did not have enough water for goats this early in the season 
so we hiked back toward the truck to move further north. We drove up the valley to the next trailhead, loaded our bikes and bike trailers 
and got moving. After two kilometers of pushing, the slope leveled enough to actually ride. Then the rain started, a slow steady drizzle 
soaking us to the bone. Half joking groans were replaced by silence as we buckled down and willed our legs to keep going. At the eight 
kilometer mark, a landslide had destroyed the trail. Cursing, we got off our bikes, unhitched and carried everything across the wash out. 
At our intended base camp, a second slide had come down, wiping out the trail again and burying the creek. No water! With that we 
turned around and started back towards the first washout where there was a spring. 

When we got back to the first washout we were cold and exhausted. By the time the camp was set we were both so tired we didn’t 
feel like eating, we just wanted to climb into bed. Experience told me this was a bad idea so I fired up the stove and got some water 
boiling. Ten minutes later we were eating freeze dried rice and chicken and drinking hot chocolate. Then we crawled into bed and were 
asleep in no time. Who knew a Therm-a-Rest could be so comfortable?

I woke the next day with my arm numb and someone driving a nail into my hip. Scratch that part about Therm-a-Rests being com-
fortable, I felt like I’d been hit by a truck. We agreed that a serious climb was not in the cards. I grabbed my hot chocolate and climbed 
a small slope to get a view of the nearest basin. Minutes later I was watching four goats feeding along the lower cliff band and a bull elk 
feeding at the bottom. I called Bruce to show him the animals. Two nannies and two kids – no billy – but the bull looked interesting and 
he was at the bottom of the mountain, so we grabbed our gear and struck out for the basin, three kilometers distant. 

By the time we reached the next opening the bull had disappeared into the alders. With the valley to ourselves, we were pretty sure 
that he’d show up again that afternoon. We decided to drop down into the valley bottom to get a better look at the basins to the north. We 
descended across  the washout that had thwarted us the night before. In the light we were surprised at the destruction. The washout had 
torn out the trail, buried the creek and wiped out an outfitter’s camp. As we surveyed the scene I noticed something under an old spruce, 
a reclining lawn chair had been tossed there during the landslide. I grabbed the chair and settled down to glass in comfort. 
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Laying in a lawn chair, glassing three different basins, eating 
trail mix, I was feeling much better. Suddenly, in the basin to the 
north I spotted white dots. Two goats became eight then twelve 
and finally sixteen goats were all grazing across the basin. That 
many goats meant one thing: nannies and kids. A couple goats 
moved off on their own, potential billies but likely younger ones. 
As I watched, I picked out a lone goat on a ledge on the other side 

of the bowl. While we 
discussed potential ap-
proaches, out came sev-
eral more goats with 
several more kids follow-
ing along; time to move 
on. We hiked across the 
meadow to get a better 
view of the basin to the 
west, a giant amphithe-
atre of rock with multiple 
faces interspersed with 
grassy benches, and spot-
ted another band of goats; 
three nannies with two 
kids. Even if they weren’t 
what I was after it was 
pretty inspiring. In total, 
we’d counted 32 goats.

We ate our lunch, 
watching nannies and 
kids, enjoying the scen-
ery and speculating on 
the potential of several 
side valleys. One in par-
ticular, a steep narrow 
cut, attracted our atten-
tion. Bruce and I had 
hunted this area on three 

other trips and we had never explored that valley. We needed to this 
time. We set off across the main valley on a network of elk trails. 
As we climbed, the trails joined to form a deep, worn track headed 
straight up the headwall of the valley and we began to question our 
decision. Finally, the valley leveled out and the trail faded off into 
the blow-down. Dozens of elk beds dotted the chest-high mess of 
debris but there was no obvious trail through. Without any visible 
goal to encourage us onward we decided to save our legs and make 
our way back to the valley bottom and see if the bull from that 
morning would make an appearance.  

As we neared the valley bottom, we noticed several elk trails 
heading off towards a small lake so we followed them and emerged 
through the trees into a broad beaver meadow at the base of the 
big amphitheatre. Glancing back up at the rock walls above I was 
shocked to see a lone goat bedded not far from the bench we’d just 
come down from. Bruce and I hit the deck and took cover behind 
some logs. “I think it’s a billy,” I said. “It’s big and all by itself.” 

 “Are you sure it’s not one of the five we saw this morning?” 
Bruce replied, glassing across the far side of the basin I located the 
nannies and kids we’d seen earlier. 

“No, they’re over there, this is a new one.”  Even at a distance 
it was clear that this goat was bigger and shaggier than the others 
we’d been watching. 

“It’s probably small,” said Bruce. “Besides, I’m bagged. I 
don’t think I can climb again.”   

“It looks like a decent goat, we have to check this out,” I in-
sisted.  “It’s only 3:00 p.m., we have tons of time.”

As it turns out I can be pretty persuasive. I convinced Bruce 
that it actually wasn’t as far as he thought and maybe the hill 
wasn’t as steep, and besides, the goat was in a really good place 
for a stalk. At least the last part was true.  

We glassed the goat again, making sure to get several land-
marks for reference, then headed back the way we’d just descend-
ed. Perhaps the trail was steeper the second time or perhaps we 
were excited, but we bailed off the trail and started side hilling way 
too early. The loose rock and chin-deep azalea slowed our progress 
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and we slipped and tripped our way towards the billy as quietly as 
possible all the while trying to continue uphill. Several times we 
cut decent game trails but they all led downwards, robbing our 
hard-earned elevation. At 6:00 p.m. we finally reached the edge of 
the basin and the brush began to thin out. We quickly gained more 
elevation and reached the rock band that stretched across t towards 
the bedded billy. As we clambered on to the top of the rock band 
I froze. There was the billy looking toward us. He rose up off his 
bed and turned away from us. “Damn!” I thought, “There goes my 
goat.”  The goat stretched, walked a few yards and pawed at the 
ledge. Then, to my relief, he laid down again. But we weren’t in 
the clear yet. The goat was still out of range and we were exposed. 
I glassed him again, feeling more confident that this was a big bil-
ly. It was clear that we couldn’t make this stalk fully loaded so we 
clipped our packs off to a tree and marked the spot.

Half crouched, half on our bellies we slithered across the 
opening. Moving slowly, side-hilling across the steep terrain and 
using fallen logs and rocks for cover we managed to reach the edge 
of the second rock band unseen. Now with the rocks for cover we 
could stand up and move faster, uphill hugging the rock face, eas-
ing our way towards the goat. At last I found a spot I could climb 
up and, easing over the edge, I could make out the billy. Now I had 
a clear look and could see his heavy black horns. This was the goat 
I had been looking for. We crawled across the ledge and slid into a 
low spot where we could stand up again. Carefully we picked our 
way to the final rock band and crawled into position behind a fallen 
tree. I took off my vest and stuffed it into the tangled roots to get a 
steady rest and laid the rifle in position. Looking through the scope 
I saw only bushes. The goat was still unaware of my presence so I 
took the time to pull the foliage out of the way. Now with a clear 
view I moved the crosshairs onto the bedded goat, released the 
safety and, taking a deep breath, squeezed the trigger. 

At the shot, the billy stood up then immediately laid back 
down on his bed. Twice he tried to stand but collapsed. On the third 
attempt he got his legs under him and walked a few steps before 
falling off into a tangle of balsam fir. I could see some movement 
through the trees but could no longer see the animal. I rushed out 
on to the open rock and took a rest on an old log in case the goat 
tried to leave the patch of trees and head out onto the steep cliffs 
beyond. I waited ten minutes and nothing happened so I made my 
way to the fallen goat. 

With Bruce giving me directions I traversed carefully along the 
narrow ledge towards the goat. Finally I saw him directly above, 
me laying in some dwarf willow. His flanks were still heaving and 
I lifted my rifle. He stood up and I quickly fired a second shot. The 
goat collapsed and fell towards me. I leapt back just in time as he 
tumbled past into the alder-choked avalanche chute below. 

Bruce and I went back and grabbed our packs and then crossed 
the slope to the avalanche chute where we found my billy, with his 
amazing  10 ¼” horns. After some photos, we boned out the ani-
mal and loaded quarters into my pack. Bruce took the cape and we 
began the arduous task of down-climbing back to camp. At last 
we stumbled in at 12:30 a.m. I rinsed the game bags in a nearby 
spring, hung them up, then climbed into bed exhausted. 

The next morning, after carrying the bikes and trailers across 
the last creek crossing, we arrived at the truck, wet, sore and hap-
py. I am truly grateful to those brilliant conservationists inspired 
enough to protect this spectacular country and create a place where 
anyone who doesn’t mind paying in sweat can enjoy a fabulous 
adventure. I hope to pass this treasure on to future generations.

Aden was raised in the Kootenays and has been hunting and 
fishing since he was three. He started actively hunting the back-
country fifteen years ago while living in Alberta. He now resides 
with his family in Wycliffe, British Columbia and continues to 
access non-motorized areas on foot or using his mountain bike.  
Aden is the secretary and a founding member of the BC chapter of 
the Backcountry Hunters & Anglers.

TOO MUCH TO SHOW HERE. 

www.crkt.com 

We can’t begin to show all of our 
cool knives and tools here, so just
 log on to our web site to browse 
and get a free 96 page catalog.
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The mountaintop had been selectively logged many years 
ago, making way for the forage grasses now growing 
in abundance. It is exactly the sort of place one would 
expect to find a few deer or an elk browsing. Today 

however, with the hillside in front of me awash in the morning 
light, I could clearly see two gray wolves charging straight at me. 
As the first wolf came into range, I drew my longbow, holding 
only long enough to assure the correct placement of my shot. 

 I had been pursuing the dream of taking a gray wolf with my 
longbow since they were delisted in 2009. As an avid predator 
hunter and traditional archer for most of 
my adult life, it seemed like the ultimate 
challenge to take what is arguably the 
most elusive apex predator with one of the 
most difficult primitive weapons. I spent 
hundreds of preseason hours practicing 
and countless days in the field every ar-
chery season in pursuit of wolves but had 
never been able to put it all together. Ask 
any predator caller and they will tell you that 
the most difficult part of predator hunting is just locating an area 
that holds the target species. This problem is greatly magnified 
by the incredibly transient nature of wolf packs, whose territories 
often cover hundreds of square miles. 

The 2014 Montana archery season started on a Saturday and 
by one o’clock that afternoon I was nine miles from the nearest 
blacktop. Right in the middle of the trail I found a pile of still-wet 
wolf scat. I knew they had to be close. I set up quickly, my back 
to a small ridge, with a great view of the facing hillside and the 
shallow valley below. Both the wind and sun were in my favor as 
I began to blow on my Flextone rabbit distress call. Just minutes 
into my calling sequence I was startled to hear very aggressive 
barking fifty yards directly behind me. A pack of five wolves had 
been bedded down on the ridge and, responding to the call, they 
got a good whiff of my scent blowing right into their faces. Game 

over! The pack seemed quite content to stay just out of sight up 
in the timber and alternately bark and howl at me for more than 
30 minutes before finally drifting out of the valley. Sadly, I must 
admit that I have experienced that same response from wolves on 
a number of occasions and they all ended the same way – a fun 
show and a long walk home, empty handed.  

Three days later my work schedule unexpectedly cleared so 
I decided to take a quick morning trek back into the same basin 
and give it another try. I am well aware that frequent calling 
will quickly educate a wolf pack, making them even harder to 
hunt. But I threw caution to the wind and decided to go back on 

the slim chance that they would still be in 
the same general area. As I approached the 
valley, I saw no fresh sign. I selected a large 
tree to hide behind with a good view of the 
opposing hillside and trail running along the 
base of it. I shed my backpack and nocked 
an arrow, my Toelke longbow ready for 
action. 

I started to blow into the Flextone call, 
doing my best to replicate the sounds of some 

small animal dying a horrible death. Less than two minutes into 
the sequence I saw movement out of the corner of my eye. A 
silver- and gray-coated wolf was coming in at a dead run, racing 
straight down the hill towards the sound of my call. A second 
wolf was running about 40 yards behind the first. 

Only 20 yards from my tree, the first wolf put on the brakes 
hard. As the wolf came to a stop, I let the call fall from my lips 
and I drew my bow. The wolf turned to leave but I gave a quick 
bark – a surefire way to get any canid to stop and look back. The 
moment the wolf turned its head back towards me, I let the string 
slip from my fingers and sent the broadhead on its way. I watched 
the arrow arc the 28 yards to the wolf as if in slow motion. I saw 
the feather fletches bury in the fur near the last rib of the now 
quartering-away animal. The wolf spun and bit once at its side 
before taking off at a dead run straight back up the hillside it had 

Primitive
 Pursuit 

Wolf Hunting the Hard Way
By Jay Sheffield

 The moment the wolf 
turned its head back 
towards me, I let the 

string slip from my fingers
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just come down. It disappeared over the hilltop and out of sight. 
The other wolf also turned and ran, stopping at the top of the hill 
just long enough to bark at me several times before departing.  

In the moments after the shot, archers will frequently replay 
the action in their mind. They try to visualize the spot they hit, 
the reaction of the animal and its direction of travel. Though 
very confident in the shot placement, I am experienced enough 
to know that what looks like a good hit can often result in a long 
blood trail, or even worse, a lost animal. I picked up my pack, 
gathered my gear and tried to calmly wait the recommended 30 
minutes before following after the wolf. It took every ounce of 
my will power to fight off the urge to rush over that hill. I finally 
reached a compromise with myself and after a 20 minute wait, I 
went to have a look. As I scaled the small hillside I found a fairly 
good blood trail with drops close enough that they were no chal-
lenge to even my limited tracking skills. When I got to the top I 
found where the wolf had followed a game trail on the spine of 
the ridge then the blood droplets suddenly stopped. This looked 
like my worst nightmare and a moment of panic set in. I took off 
my pack to get out my flagging tape and mark the last known 
drops of blood. As I unzipped the pack I glanced over and not 
fifteen feet away lay the now lifeless wolf, sprawled over a small 
log. It had traveled less than 100 yards. I let out a whoop they 

probably heard in town 20 miles away.   
All the hours spent at the range and in the woods had finally 

paid off. I had just fulfilled an incredibly challenging personal 
goal and at the same time I had also taken what may be the first 
modern-day American wolf killed with a longbow. I sat there 
on that log taking it all in. In the distance I could see the snow 
capped peaks of the Cabinet Mountain Wilderness, glistening in 
the mid morning sun. As I ran my fingers through the thick fur 
that would have protected the wolf when temperatures plummet-
ed well below zero, I could not help but think of how perfectly 
designed they are to survive in this hostile environment. Sitting 
there I could also smell the very pungent musk common to wild 
canids. It was an experience that I now shared with the wolf hunt-
ers throughout history. I wanted to savor it as long as I possibly 
could.

Jay lives in the woods of northwest Montana where he 
enjoys predator and big game hunting. He has taught both hunter 
education and bowhunter education for the past ten years. He 
was recently appointed to a three-year term on the Montana Fish 
Wildlife & Parks Citizens Advisory Counsel. 
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By Robyn Migliorini

Becoming a hunter changed the way I experience the 
wilderness. 

You see, before I was a hunter I was a backpacker. 
And before I was a backpacker I was just an out-

doorsy kid from the suburbs of Massachusetts. In 
my youth, the wild served as a back-
drop – the set for my latest 
made-up adventure movie, 
starring me. The wild was 
my playground. In those early 
days, I saw myself as distinct-
ly separate from the rest of the 
natural world. 

When I started exploring the 
backcountry in my early twenties, 
I became a more experienced hiker, 
navigator and camper. But my orien-
tation toward the wilderness was still 
marked by separation. With a handful 
of expeditions under my belt, I decided 
to embark on my first solo backpacking 
trip. I felt ready to test my mettle as an 
outdoorswoman. But when I departed 
from the trailhead I was struck by an 
uneasy silence. I remember feeling almost 
too aware, as if the dial on my hearing had 
been turned up to ‘uncomfortably loud’. 
This hyperawareness scared me. Without the distrac-
tion of a partner, I was alone in the wild – disquietly alone.

I sat in my tent on that first evening of my trip, staring at the 
Silnylon walls, listening to my iPod to drown out the deafening 
silence. I brought the sounds of my human life with me because I 
did not know how to face the wilderness without them. 

Despite the discomfort lingering in the deeper corners of my 
mind, the allure to be in nature remained. At the same time, my 
years of staunch vegetarianism and veganism began to weigh on 
me. I wanted meat, but I didn’t want to get it from the grocery 
store. Ultimately, I was attracted to hunting for reasons that many 
of us are – to access fresh, wild, food, to take personal and ethical 
responsibility for the animals I eat, and to trek and explore with a 
renewed sense of purpose. 

As a fledgling hunter, I knew that I couldn’t go gallivanting 
about, loudly traipsing through the fields if I wanted to have any 
hope of success. But I felt frustrated with having to regulate my 
voice to a low whisper for days on end and having to move so 
gently and slowly. I wanted to comment out loud on everything 
I saw – to narrate the wilderness – as if to impose a human pres-
ence on the fearsome and rugged landscape. The backpacker in 
me wanted to charge on through, conquering the terrain to reach 
my destination. 

The truth was that nature needed no commentary and hunting 

had no destination. The goal was to see before being seen and to 
hear before being heard. The pursuit of game required a complete 
mental and sensory recalibration. For the first time in my life, I 
had to actually tune in to the living, breathing wild. I had to em-
brace the silence that I feared. 

Over time, the silence and stillness 
gradually morphed from a chore, to a rou-
tine, to a way of existing. On a bowhunt 
for deer this September, six quail waltzed 
by within ten feet of me as I stood like a 
statue in the pre-dawn dimness. During 
a mid afternoon glassing session, I 
entered into a five-minute staring 
contest with a hyper-vigilant doe 
while her two fawns milled about 
feeding. In these moments I felt like 
more of an intimate member of the 
desert wilderness than I ever have 
before. These silent, beautiful 
interactions return to my mind 
again and again.

In becoming a hunter I 
learned explicit lessons that 
fulfill my primary goal of 
putting meat in the freezer 
– how to shoot a rifle, how 

to identify tracks, how to skin and field 
dress game. But I also learned implicit lessons that 

fulfill a more important goal that I never even knew I had. For 
me, becoming a hunter meant quietly embracing the chorus of life 
in the wilderness – what I had before perceived as uncomfortable 
silence – and gleaning as much information from it as possible. In 
doing so, I am developing an integrated sense of belonging in the 
backcountry and seeing what it means to be human-as-predator. I 
am finding my wilderness self. 

I went my entire childhood seeing only a handful of shooting 
stars. Now I spend many weekends a year falling asleep to a blaz-
ing milky way, crisscrossed intermittently by the most vibrant of 
meteors. Tucked in my bivy I have no need for the tent walls that 
blinded me from the expansive night. And on the last weekend of 
this past season after the hunt was said and done, we hiked back 
to the trailhead in silence under a moonless sky. We could have 
talked – spooking any animals would have been inconsequential 
at that point – but we didn’t want to. When we finally began our 
drive back home, I was still speaking in whispers. My partner 
made fun of me, “You can speak up now, you know.” I had tem-
porarily forgotten that there was another way to be. 

Robyn is a PhD student living in southern California. She is a 
co-founder of modern-hunters.com, a blog focused on minimizing 
the barriers to entry into hunting. She became a member of BHA 
this fall. 

Finding My Wilderness Self
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end of the line

Roasted
Snowshoe
I dropped my pack at the bridge and 

withdrew one of two 16-ounce Ket-
tlehouse Cold Smoke Scotch Ales. 
Just before climbing down to cache 

the victory/consolation beer in the cold 
creek for the hike out, the thought finally 
arrived that had been nagging since 
leaving the truck two miles prior: I didn’t 
strap the tent on the side of my backpack. 

It was an early Saturday morning in 
the mountains after a late Friday night 
at the Rhinoceros Bar in Missoula. I had 
planned to go about seven miles in and 
camp for the night, in order to hunt the 
last two days of archery elk season solo. 
Every other piece of gear was in order; 
zero-degree sleeping bag, pad, stove, 
food. But the weather was clear enough 
to make me believe mid-October Montana 
might play nice. I didn’t want to waste 
precious hours retracing my steps for a 
semi-essential. 

The first waterhole I went to check 
out was still and clear – not exactly the 
state an elk herd usually leaves such plac-
es. On my climb up the mountain face to 
the next one, a flinch of movement caught 
my eye. Then my eye caught another eye 
in the brush just ahead. With difficulty 
I could discern that it was attached to a 
blotchy brown and white snowshoe hare, 
oddly camouflaged in the understory. 
Smoothly as possible, I pulled out a blunt-
tipped arrow, drew halfway and let sail. 

The rabbit was knocked unconscious 
and I quickly finished the job. Shortly 
after I found a flat place to camp, dropped 
my stove, food, sleeping bag and hung 
the snowshoe in a tree while I went to sit 
another waterhole for the evening. 

This was my first season giving 
archery elk hunting a serious go. And, 
perhaps deservedly, I did not kill an elk. It 
took me several years to get my first bull 
with a rifle, so it stands to reason that at 
least a few archery seasons need to rack 
up in order to earn it. I harvested my first 
black bear and pronghorn antelope this 
year, but the elk evaded me.

That evening, just before shooting 
light, I launched my one shot at an elk that 
year. In the milliseconds it took my old, 
loud bow to hurtle an arrow 40 yards, the 
skittish cow elk bounced and disappeared 
from the clearing, leaving a wet patch of 
mud to catch the broadhead. I walked back 
to my camp kicking myself for passing on 
two other shots at cows inside ten yards 
earlier in the season, when bulls bugling 
nearby had stayed my hand.

While water boiled, I set about clear-
ing a patch in the pine duff to build a fire. 
Once the flame began in earnest, I selected 
a wide, flat rock and placed it in the center 
of the ring to heat. I poured the hot water 
into my Chicken Teriyaki Mountain House 
meal and tea cup, but the main course was 
just getting started. 

Gingerly, with a razor knife, I skinned 
the snowshoe hare for the wonderful fly 
tying material and removed the legs from 
the torso. I started my make-shift stovetop 
sizzling with olive oil I carry in a travel 
shampoo bottle. Then I placed a rabbit leg 
on the rock to sear, seasoning with salt, 
pepper and Sriracha hot sauce from anoth-
er shampoo bottle. There is great satisfac-
tion in a well-stocked cook kit. 

One by one, I fried the hare legs and 
ate the meat off the bone. Flavor is relative 
to the eating experience as a whole, but 

if you know the sweetness of food in the 
backcountry, the delight of cooking over 
an open fire, the pleasure of eating an an-
imal you killed that day, you can compre-
hend the magnificence of that meal. If not, 
go try it. 

I sat back sipping pine needle tea 
while the fire simmered to coals. After 
hanging the remaining food in a tree away 
from camp, I gathered another load of 
wood for the morning and set it by my pad 
and sleeping bag next to the fire ring. Now 
quite pleased to have forgotten my tent, I 
fell asleep beneath the cosmos illuminat-
ing the Montana sky.

I started a fire the next morning before 
even emerging from my bag. In 15 more 
miles of hiking, I dropped a chunky blue 
grouse, with the same blunt-tipped arrow, 
out of a tree at a 49-degree angle accord-
ing to my rangefinder – a shot to restore 
confidence my archery abilities. One last 
bull took me and his herd on one last 
wild elk chase through the timber before 
I hoofed out to my consolation beer in 
the creek. But I didn’t feel the need to be 
consoled. The Cold Smoke certainly didn’t 
hurt the hike out, but a weekend by myself 
participating in wilderness was victory 
enough for me.

-Sam Lungren
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