Come Join Us At The

SEATTLE
SPORTSMEN'S
CONVENTION
February 19 & 20, 2010
Meydenbauer Center 36,000 Square Foot Main Hall
Bellevue, Washington

Largest Wildlife Fundraiser in Washington
Over $500,000 in auction items, Wall of Hunts/Guns Raffle, WA Auction Governor Tags,
Fishing & Hunting Trips around the World, Fine Wildlife Art, Ladies Jewelry & Furs, 300+
Silent Auction Items, Exhibitors & Outfitters to Visit, Gourmet Meals & Fine Wines!

Don't Miss This Amazing 10th Annual Event!!!
Convention & Fundraiser Dinner Ticket Information

(425)519-3747
www.working4wildlife.com

(No tickets will be sold at the door, so call today!)
Our convention hotel this year will be the Bellevue Downtown Courtyard by Marriot. It is
Located 1 block from the Meydenbauer Center. For hotel reservations, call 1-800-716-5874
or 425-454-5888 by January 22, 2010 and receive our special convention rate of

$95 per night.
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The Great Sea Duck Hunt
By Tom Fowler
The time had come for our next
great adventure, hunting sea ducks in
Boston with Capt. Adam Smith. The
first question you have to answer is,
"Aren't there ducks in Washington
State?" The question was asked so
many times I care up with a story to
amaze and confound even the most
inquiring mind. I told people we were
on a scientific mission to acquire sea
ducks indigenous to Massachusetts
for a museum collection in
“mumble,
mumble...”
That seems
to do the
trick. We're
hunting sea
ducks in
Boston because we bought the trip at the Sportsmen’s Convention auction. It got rave
reviews from Joe Greenlaw and Buzzi
Cook. We were supposed to go last in
January but a major storm back east
cancelled the trip.
We left Seattle on the Saturday
after Thanksgiving. The hunters were
brothers, Ben and Chris Bradshaw,
Terry Thomas, Roy Abston, Sil Arata,
and me. We arrived in Boston in early
evening. Boston is a difficult city to
navigate under the best of circumstances. When it is dark, rainy and
you are exhausted from the trip, it’s
even harder. I brought my GPS to
help us find the way. Our hotel was
about 20 minutes from the airport. It
took us 1 1/2 hours to get there, even
with the GPS. Some GPS's seem to
have an attitude. Mine has always
been friendly even when I screwed
up. By the time we got to the hotel
my GPS was screaming insults laced
with profanity. We managed to get
within 400 feet of the hotel entrance,
only to make the wrong turn which
took 30 minutes to get back to the

same spot. Its favorite word became,
"Recalculating". I would like to tell
you this got better in the ensuing days
but it didn't. By the third day we were
shouting profanity at the GPS and I
swear, every time it said,
"Recalculating", it was sparking.
Day One
Day one started bright and early, 3
am, 12 midnight in Seattle. Adam
Smith arrived at 3:30 am.
We were on the road by 4
am heading for our great
adventure. This hunt
started a little different
from my previous duck
hunts. Rather than heading to frozen corn fields
and lakes, we drove
through residential
neighborhoods like we
were going to work. I thought we
would be hunting off the front lawn of
someone's ocean front home. After a
while we arrived at Suffolk Downs, a
horse racing track. Adam tells us to
wait at the entrance as he takes down
a barricade and drives into the restricted area. He mutters something
and leaves. I’m sitting in the car with
the motor running, dressed in camo;
with shotguns in the back seat of the
car wondering how I would explain
this to a policeman
should one appear? After
a brief few minutes,
Adam’s truck comes out
through the gate towing a
large green structure. It
looked like a poorly constructed, green outhouse
for six, lying on its side.
‘What’s that’, I asked
Sil? “It’s the boat,” he
said as we sped off through the residential streets of Boston. I was reminded of the old Kingston Trio song
about Charlie and the MTA. All I
could remember were the words,”

Will he ever return, no he’ll never
return…” We continued to weave our
way through the pre-dawn morning
until we came to parking lot which
led to the boat ramp. The boat was
launched and we climbed into what
now looked like Noah’s Ark. As we
began to motor out into the darkness,
two mallard drakes gave us a mocking quack. The adventure was now
full throttle.
When you leave in the dark with
only flickering lights in the distance,
there is a great sense of adventure
along with a sense of wonder as to
what you can expect at first light.
Adam told us what to expect, but
when you have no frame of reference
to compare it to, much of what he
tells you doesn’t register. For instance, he told us we were going to be
hunting over decoys from rocks similar to a jetty. He said the city had built
a trail on the land above the rocks and
occasionally, people would walk by
and talk to you. He said sometimes
they were nice and sometimes, they
weren’t.
When we arrived at the hunting
spot I clambered out of the boat and
onto the rocks carrying my gun and
gear, I stepped onto the slipperiest
rocks you can imagine. I was spread
eagle on those rocks hanging on for
dear life. One
mistake and
you either
broke your
leg or went
into the water. I was
hoping I
could climb
higher before
the rising tide
drowns me. That old adage, “One step
forward, two steps back,” described
me to a tee. Scooting on my knees
and my butt, I finally made it to my
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(Continued on page 5)

shooting spot.
We were hunting Eiders. They are
beautiful ducks. The drakes weigh 4-6
pounds and they are very fast. They
fly close to the water and in formations reminiscent of fighter jets
tucked into a tight group of four. I
was looking for something the size of
a mallard. Not realizing how big they
were I was shooting at them when
they were 60+ yards out. After the
first 15 misses, I started waiting for
them to fly over the decoys. My shot
average went down with practice. My
final average was 30 shells for 5
ducks. Speaking of fast, I led the first
duck by 15 yards and the fourth duck
fell. By the end of the hunt our party
had 23 birds, a good day. It was about
half way to our limit. It’s a good thing
Adam supplies the shells because all
of us were out of ammo by the time
he picked us up.
Remember the hiking trail Adam
told us about that didn’t register? As
we were waiting to be picked up off
the rocks I heard a woman’s voice, “I
see you. Even in your camouflage, I
see you,” she yelled out in a sing song
voice. I looked up behind me and,
standing on the trail atop the rocks
was a woman walking her dogs waving like we were her long lost friends.
We joked back and forth until Adam
got us back into the boat.
When you go out in the morning
darkness you have no idea where you
are in relationship to your surroundings. As we turned for home, we
came around the point where we were
hunting and there on the horizon was
the city of Boston. The sun was reflecting off the buildings giving the
skyline a golden glow. I had not expected to see such a sight. It was
amazing beautiful in the morning sun.

retrieve the “Ark”. This morning it
was a crisp 32 degrees down from the
balmy 35° of yesterday. It was a clear
sky with a full moon and stars. The
wind had picked up which made the
temperature feel colder than it registered on the thermometer. We all hunkered down a little more into our
coats. I was thankful for my neoprene
waders. Adam said the tide was in our
favor and he was going to put us on
some rocks which were under water
yesterday. That “under water” should
have registered with
me but it didn’t.
Adam had
placed us on a
breakwater built
with the same large
granite rocks. They
were equally as
slippery as those
from the day before.
I had a tough time. I
dropped one thing after another which
I had to retrieve. I climbed down.
Slipped down is a better description. I
climbed up and over the rocks trying
to keep from dropping those items I
had just retrieved at the peril of life
and limb. The hunting was good for
all of us. There were nice shots made
by all parties.
You remember that “under water”
statement earlier in the morning?
Where we had hunted yesterday, you
could climb until you got to the path
about the rocks to escape the rising
tide. Today, you could climb until the
water got to the top of your chest
waders. By the time I got in the boat I
was wondering if these waders could
float a 250 pound man. We were
never in any danger but my frame of
reference was the fast moving Alaskan tides which can rise 20 feet in 30
minutes.

Day Two
Day two started at 3 am again. It
was a little easier to get up this morning. Right on time, Adam picked us
up at 3:30 am. We wound our way
through the same residential area to

Day Three
The third day was a balmy 37°
with daytime temperatures forecasted
for the high 50ies. The morning was
beautiful. A full moon illuminated the
dark sky. We headed in a new direc-

(Continued from page 4)

tion which brought us closer to the
Boston skyline. It looked like a huge
Christmas decoration. The sunrise
was a stunning red. It looked more
like a sunset than a sunrise. We
thought of the adage, “Red sky at
night, sailor’s delight. Red sky in the
morning, sailors take warning.” The
next morning winds off the runway at
Logan airport were clocked at 70 mph
which, by the way, was exactly where
our boat was. We had more planes
flying over us than ducks.
The day turned
into a boat tour of
the harbor and bay.
The weather
change ended our
duck hunting. The
ducks had vanished. Adam tried
his best but he
wasn’t a magician.
He couldn’t create
ducks out of thin air.
What’s a hunting trip without stories, especially humorous ones? These
are the stories that build camaraderie
among hunting buddies. They are remembered long after all the other
memories fade. Unfortunately, you
often have to have been there for
them to be funny. We were drifting
through a listless set. The Coast
Guard was systematically broadcasting a message over the marine channels every thirty minutes. During this
long lull, most of us were in a semi
daze when the message repeated.
Breaking the silence I heard Ben’s
voice angrily speaking into the radio
(or so I thought), “This is Tom
Fowler. Get your “#*¢” off this channel. We’re trying to duck hunt here!!”
That woke me up and got everybody
laughing. I thought for sure the Coast
Guard would be waiting for me at the
dock when we got back.
It’s the little things which create
the total hunting experience. In the
end it’s not how many ducks you got
but the special remembrances along
the way.
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My Very First Elk
My name is Jama Utigard and I am 8 years old. I was excited for days and days about my hunt. My dad and I woke up at 4
a.m. We got ready and headed for Cle Elum. Two hours later we got to the ranch and met with Bruce and Lori Moe, the
owners. We talked with them for a while then got ready to hunt. I put on my boots, hat and safety gear real fast cause I
was excited to find my elk!
I told my dad that we should go to the pond but he
said “no, we’ll go up the hill first and then down to
the pond”. Then he realized he forgot my shooting
sticks. So he went back to the truck and on his way
back he saw a cow elk with her calf run across the
field by the pond. We watched them for awhile until
they left. So we decided to go sit at the pond. Awhile
after a big herd of elk came running towards us. And
there was a cow elk with a broken leg. As she fell
behind the herd I aimed at her, five seconds later
“KABOOSH”! I dropped her with a double lung shot.
She tried to get back up so I shot her again.
I felt so good and I love my elk.
Thank you Bruce and Lori for sharing your land.

Jama Utigard with her first elk

2009 Season Wrap
Wrap--up
By Joe Greenhaw
Well another season is about to end and it seems the newsletter is in need of some stories so I will do my part as a chapter member. The season started off with a January 1-15th archery tag for Ibex in New Mexico. Even though I didn't harvest an
Ibex I had one of the most challenging hunts I have ever experienced. This animal has very acute vision and can make a mountain goat think it lives in gentle terrain. If I can draw a tag again I
will definitely go back.
In the spring I started applying for tags in 8 different states
and even bought a few raffle tags hoping to get lucky and draw
a good tag someplace. So until then I will just get to tag along
with those folks that are fortunate to end up with one of those
quality hunts.
Next in-line was with a turkey that decided to check out my
truck while it was high centered in some snow in the Blue
Mountains. What he was doing in 4 feet of snow I do not know
but it didn't take long to get the gun out and call him back in.
He had a 9" beard and weighed in at 23#, we all get lucky
sometimes.
Next in line was my grandson Marcus whom wanted to shoot
a bear with a bow. After a few days of trying he succeeded in
shooting a nice 250# black bear which will no doubt be his last
as he is now in Korea serving his country. Next up was Gary
Tennison, who seems to draw more than his share of tags,
drew a desert tag in eastern Washington. Between chasing elk
and after a couple of trips Gary harvest a nice 5x5 mule deer.

But for those of you that are interested the big ones, they got
away.
Martin my son was up next as he drew a muzzle loader hunt
in eastern Washington. We hunted hard for 9 days and on the
last day after glassing and stalking a lot of deer Martin took a
really nice 31 1/2" 5x5. I will never forget what he said after
stalking that buck for 3 hours and missing the 1st shot, "Give
Me a Rifle", well two hours later he made the second shot
count.
Next up was a hunt with Mike Warn, his son Jim, and both of
my sons Brian and Martin. The quarry was California Bighorn
Sheep. Mike had purchased the Auction Tag, which I prefer to
call it rather than the Governor Permit. Who would want to be
associated with our Governor and what she has done to cut
their budget {WDFW}. We looked for sheep in 6 units. We
had days where we saw 200-500 sheep and over 100 rams.
They are usually highly visible during the day and if you know
where to look are easy to find. After many nights in a motel
and trying out everything on the menu at Outback, Mike's wish
came true and he harvested the oldest ram we found. The ram
was heavily broomed on one side and still 36", and aged at 12
years by Buzzi.
I only made it up once to look at Mountain Goats with Jim
Cook. He too has the Auction tag. He really seemed to have
things under control and was looking at a lot of goats. Hope-
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Seattle Sportsmen's Convention Project Funding
Wildlife Conservation, Habitat Preservation, Hunter Education and Advocacy project funding using proceeds of the past eight conventions and all
groups.
Wildlife Conservation

Funds for reintroduction of native Pronghorn Antelope in WA State
Mountain Goat Population Surveys in WA with WDFW 04, 05 & 06
Funded Grizzly bear study & survey in British Columbia w/ GOABC
Wild sheep transplants, vaccinations and radio collars in WA & OR
Rocky Mountain Bighorn sheep population survey in BC.
Funding for DNA testing and cataloging of mountain lions in WA
Bighorn Sheep feeding and supplement nutrition project, WA
Bear Dog project with the WDFW to aid in handling problem bears.
Baja Desert Bighorn Sheep survey, optics and conservation project.
Special Government Tag sales funding specie specific game mgmt
Snyder Fish Hatchery & Olympic Peninsula Guides Assoc.
SE WA Bighorn Sheep Collar Project 05
Mule Deer Genetic study and survey w/Purdue University
Bighorn Sheep Fencing Project
Mt. Rainer Elk surveys
Chelan Bighorn Sheep Collar Project 07
Wolverine GPS Tracking Project, SE Alaska

Habitat Preservation

Tieton, WA 10,400 acre critical range habitat purchase.
Asotin Creek, WA critical winter range land acquisition.
Tuccannon, WA habitat enhancement with minerals.
Umptanum, WA wildlife water guzzler habitat enhancement.
Wynoochee River drainage forage enhancement evaluation, WA.
Lagrande, OR Ladd March critical rangeland acquisition.
WA Pheasant Habitat Projects.
Southeast WA Bighorn Sheep Habitat Enhancement
Turkey Habitat Preservation

Education

Sponsor Sensory Safari exhibit for education of blind children.
Scholarships for boys and girls to the Youth Conservation Corp Camp
Sponsor the South Kitsap ROTC shooting team.
Scholarships to the SCI Adult Wilderness leadership School in WY
Scholarships to Hunters Apprentice Program at Indianhead Ranch
Roadside billboard education/advocacy program in WA.
Sponsor of Eddie Eagle Firearm safety course in all levels of school.
Young people education and conservation awareness in WA
Sponsor JAKES project for NWTF

Hunter Advocacy & Community Service

Donated over 60 tons of salmon for "Hunters for the hungry".
Hunter access program Selah butte, WA
Friends of NRA
World Conservation Force, Hunter advocacy world wide Sponsor
SCI Washington DC building for hunter lobbying and advocacy
Wheel chair Access for SCI Washington DC building.
Motorized wheel chair provided to deserving member of Convention.
Hunters Heritage Council hunting & fishing lobby in Olympia, WA
Northwest Sport fishing Industry Association Sponsor 05 & 06
Guide Outfitters Association British Columbia, BC Hunting Lobby
Whitetail and Turkey Hunts for disabled hunters

Your PNW Program Dollars at Work Total $1,501,900

$99,000
$73,000
$10,000
$39,000
$13,000
$42,000
$3,000
$4,500
$56,250
$557,000
$4,200
$35,000
$8,000
$20,000
$650
$15,300
$9,900

$95,000
$16,000
$ 2,100
$7,000
$5,000
$10,000
$5,500
$100,000
$10,000

$2,000
$6,800
$10,000
$10,000
$12,500
$7,000
$2,000
$10,000
$2,500
$34,000
$3,000
$12,000
$15,000
$30,000
$ 3,000
$9,000
$27,000
$10,000
$38,500
$16,700

Because of the unbelievable support of this event over the past six years, the participating groups have been able to significantly impact the important conservation
programs listed above. Your continued support will insure that many of these
programs continue to be funded Again, thank you for your important financial
contribution to Wildlife Conservation!

Newsletter Submissions
We are always looking for stories and photos for the
newsletter. Long stories or short stories. Hunting or
human interest stories. What ever you’ve got, we’ll
take it.
We will also take your photos, the more the better.
To encourage your participation we’ll send you a $50
Cabelas gift certificate if your story gets published!
The easiest way for us to handle your newsletter submissions is…
1. Send us an email.
2. Attach your story as a MS Word document. We
will take stories in other formats but it is easiest if
they come as a Word doc.
3. We may need to edit your story for length, although we try not to, so when writing your story
try to do so by separating all important events or
facts with paragraphs.
4. Attach your photos as JPEG images. You may need
to send more than one email depending on how
many photos you wish to submit.
5. If possible, do not crop or edit your photos
(although we’ll take them however you want to
send them).
6. Give us some background information about each
photo: Who is in the photos, where it was taken
and what relevance it has to your story.
Send your stories to the Chapter President.
(Continued from page 6)

fully the weather turned better because he was after
good hair and has pushed it to the end. As of December 22, 2009 he had not harvested one but I know he
was having a great time and wishing he was 20 years
younger! As for the 20 years younger part that had better not happen or we wouldn't have Terry and your
daughter Jordan to sing the National Anthem at the
fundraiser each year.
As for me I have the Auction Whitetail tag and have
spent a number of days looking for the right buck. I did
see some really great bucks back in September but
things got pretty difficult in the end I harvested a 140"
buck that still had his horns as I was starting to see
more without horns than with by December 27, 2009.
When you read this I will have traveled to New Mexico
where both of my sons drew an Ibex tag and I just have
to go down and see if I can get in their way! Besides,
Scott Gordon also drew the tag and he too will find out
how elusive these animals can be.
So once again I have enjoyed a season of fellowship
with a few of our Chapter Members. Sorry Lloyd, but it
looks like we will have to do the duck hunting next
year. I promise.
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The Trading Post
SATELLITE PHONE

BUY - SELL - TRADE
New Kenetrek Mountain Extremes, size 12E.
$250.00 or best offer. Call Woody (360)856-2731

FOR LEASE

When traveling to those remote destinations, take a
satellite phone for your calling needs.

Elk Heights Ranch

Terms...






Rental fee: $50.00 per year per member PLUS all minutes used.
$1.50/minute.
A credit card is required upon time of reservation and all minutes
used will be billed directly to your credit card.
All damages and repairs will be the responsibility of the renter and
renter will be billed replacement cost if phone is damaged. Phone,
solar charger, cases & etc. value: $1755.25
Rental times are on a “first come first serve” to reserve basis.
You must be a current Seattle Puget Sound Chapter of SCI member to rent this phone.

The Hide Away
Bruce & Lori Moe
331 Elk Heights Road
Cle Elum, WA. 98922
I 90 - Exit 93

Contact
Steve Rakes (425) 985-9456
serakes@comcast.net

Phone: 509-674-5903
Fax: 509-674-5906
Web: elkheightsranch.com
Email: moe@elkheightsranch.com

Contact Steve and reserve it today!

Seattle Puget Sound Chapter
of Safari Club International

Keeping Track Newsletter
Annual Advertising Rates
Include All 3 Issues + the Convention Issue
Random
Within

Inside Covers
(front or back)

Business Card
1/2” x 2-1/2”

$100.00

$150.00

$200.00

Double Ad

$200.00

$300.00

$400.00

Half Page
8” x 5”

$400.00

$700.00

$1,200.00

Full Page
8” x 10”

$750.00

$1,200.00

N/A

Ad Size

Outside
Back Cover

3-1/2” x 5”

NEWSLETTER EDITOR WANTED
Please contact Kevin “ Woody ” Woods for
details and/or questions - ( 360 ) 856-2731
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Stone Sheep

The Third Time is the Charm
By Bruce Moe

and new authors like Boddington and
He had this beautiful Dall sheep
A mountain valley and 538 yards
Campbell, we get to read stories and
mounted and I had read of the other
separated me from a beautiful Stone
sheep. My rifle range in Cle Elum
see geography and the game of which three sheep from North America.
Those four sheep now hallowed as the
Washington is set from 50 yards to
they write.
“Grand Slam” had to be on my list
820 yards. I know my experience &
Would I ever be able to hunt the
also.
30-378 with 22 power Night Force
greatest of the animals I read of?
Capstick, Ruark and others wrote of
scope can make that shot. The sheep
What would be on my all time list? At
was laying down with a smaller ram
that time of my life it was the distance Africa, The Dark Continent. Back to
the library to see what a Kudu, Sable,
oblivious to our presence. I was put
to travel and the physical abilities I
Wildabeast & others looked like. The
on hold by “The Legend” Charlie
thought of. Now I understand it is the
Peasley and Kelly Wiebe to “wait
cost of our sport to contend with. But, stories of Elephant, Lion and Cape
buffalo made our Moose and even
until he stands up”. It is always a
in those days dreams cost nothing
Bear seem small by comparison.
good idea to be able to see the whole
other than bringing home less than a
There was no doubt the Africa big 5
target but those minutes sure do drag
desirable report card.
must be on my all time list. For many
slowly.
So at an early age I came up with
years a list of 10 seemed
To be lying at that locato be the ultimate chaltion for that reason, in
lenge and experience for a
that time of my life, really
hunter.
began half a century earStill in school I read of
lier. To add to that withMarco Polo’s travels and
out it being this outfitter
a sheep that was first writin this particular time of
ten of by him in the late
his life I would not have
1300’s and which bears
been looking through the
his name today.
scope.
A missive animal in itself
Years back still in
and horns which dwarf
school, I know I received
even the best of our North
several bad grades; all
American Sheep made it a
earned mind you, by the
tremendous animal. The
distraction of the Anchoraltitude can make it one of
age Alaska, Chugach
the world’s toughest troMountains outside the
phies. The climate has
classroom. What was on
only the Polar Bear as a
the other side? Moose
Bruce and Lori Moe with Bruce’s Alaskan stone sheep
rival. That sheep and the
season starting today and
stories I read changed my list from
here I sit, Sports Afield open at home
my personal top 11 hunts. A boy can
ten to eleven.
and only partially read.
dream right?!
So, as I lay on this mountain in B.C.
Do you remember all the books and
Being from Alaska, The Great
the only two animals remaining on
stories we read? Authors like R. RuWhite Bear, The Polar Bear, topped
my list of eleven are a big horn sheep
ark, T. Roosevelt, Capstick, Sheldon,
my list. At least it was a reasonable
and the stone sheep in my scope.
J. Jobsen, and Batten took you to
travel distance.
This was my third trip to British
places, altitudes and animals you
My uncle used to tell stories of his
Columbia for this sheep, with Kawdy
could only dream of. Many times it
Dall sheep hunts. He fell thru a snow
Outfitter & Stan Lancaster.
took a trip to the library to look up the bridge on one of those hunts which
Trip number one in 2004 ended with
Marco Polo Sheep or other un-known
almost lead to his last day of hunting.
my hunting partner and wife shooting
animal to see what the animal actually The same uncle had an encounter
a beautiful Moose. We spent 21 days
looked like.
with a Kodiak Brown Bear and his
(Continued on page 10)
Thanks to the technology of today
buck knife, but that’s another story.
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New South Wales estate-taken animals withdrawn from
SCI Record Book...
I just received a letter from the SCI Record Book
Committee informing me that “The Record Book Committee has recently been made aware of information that
has prompted the decision to withdraw all record book entries for estate-taken animals from New South Wales, Australia”
They attached a copy of the portion of the law
“Prevention of Cruelty to Animals Act,” 1979, No. 200,
Section 19A, Game Parks Prohibited. The current version dated Nov 19th, 2009.
Item (a) animals are confined and (b) the taking or
killing of those animals as a sport or recreation is permitted by virtue of the payment of an admission fee or
the giving of other consideration.
This sounds like a double negative, but the current
version of this law makes it illegal to hunt on estate
properties.
So I called SCI World Headquarters (520/620-1220)
(Continued from page 9)

with great guides, horses and memories – but no sheep.
Trip number two in 2006 ended
with a wolf for myself, hunting partner zero – but still no sheep.
Even though this may sound like I
had better change my hunting partner,
outfitter or luck it was really none of
those, (at least I best say that as “She”
might read this). On each trip I have
been on, all the other hunters in camp
saw and shot sheep. It simply was not
my time.
Trip number three in 2008, by all
rights should have ended before we
got on the beaver to fly to the main
camp
On the two previous hunts, (approx
thirty five days total), and at the SCI
convention, Stan Lancaster had repeatedly assured me “we will do what
it takes to get you a sheep.
We had great camps, guides,
weather, equipment and hunting areas. Stan has built many “line cabins”
over the years in great areas for the
numerous species he hunts. The cabins & lodge are comfortable, dry &

and talked to Dodd in the Record Book Committee
and he informed me that the old version of this law has
been in effect for 30 years and until just recently has
not been enforced. Apparently two free range outfitters have raised a stink about this which has now made
it illegal for outfitters to sell hunts on estate properties
in Australia. That is why SCI has removed all the estate
trophies from the record book and will convert all entries to photo entries.
SCI highly recommends that until this issue is resolved that no one should hunt on estate properties in
Australia.
I have sent an e-mail to a guide I hunted with a couple
of years ago in Australia on his estate and have not
heard back from him. I will keep you posted if I hear
back from him on his take of this issue.
- Hal Signett

clean. It is a true North American Experience. We did have rain, snow,
forest fire smoke Etc. We “got to”
experience it all. In all that time & for
every day we spent in the field or in
the saddle, we could not have asked
for a better experience. We have
probably all had hunts with first day
shots, quality animals and that’s great.
This sheep hunt(s) however was turning out to be an experience.
On the day we were to meet at Watson Lake for hunt number three, Bart
Lancaster drove in & told us of the
death of his brother Cam the day before. To say we were greatly saddened and shocked at the loss of a
fine person, family man & superior
outdoorsman doesn’t say enough. We
would have understood a phone call
to our hotel canceling the hunt. Not
the Lancasters. I told Bart let’s cancel
the hunt so he could attend to these
more important matters. Not the Lancasters. I don’t know how they did it.
Bart said “that’s what Cam would
have wanted, he will be watching us.
Stan said “I told you we would do
what it takes to get you that sheep.” I

can not imagine a more trying time! I
could not imagine his words “We will
do what it takes” could go to such
heights to achieve his promise. That is
the metal the Lancaster’s and team
are made of. If you ever get the
chance don’t miss it!
After approx 30 minutes of keeping
the sheep in the scope, past adventures remembered, and this experience running thru my mind, the sheep
stood up, the rifle barked and he was
down. I think Cam did have a hand in
it. There is no question I think he was
watching from a little higher vantage
point.
My hunting partner also connected
on a great Mountain Caribou and dispatched a goat at 515 yards. How
lucky could I be, to be on that mountain, with my wife, with Kawdy Outfitters and a sheep laying one hilltop
away?
The successful conclusion of this
hunt leaves a Big Horn Sheep to complete a boyhood dream.
Thanks Stan, Bart, Kelly, Charlie &
Ricky.
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34”

Mexico Muley
By Lloyd Moler

My urge to hunt mule deer started
back in 1968. I was at my uncle’s
house for Thanksgiving dinner and he
was showing all of us a mule deer he
had just taken that was a 30” wide
4x4. Wow! I was hooked. I had to kill
a big mule deer.
Through the years I hunted Wyoming, Idaho, Oregon and my home
state of Washington, with no luck. I
hadn’t even seen a big buck 30”-plus
wide until I started hunting Mexico.
Twelve years ago on my first hunt
there, I killed a 28” mule deer that
scored 182. I have seen deer over 30”
wide, and as a result, I have hunted
Mexico every year since. I hunted
many years with Roberto Campillo,
but in 2008, Roberto passed away,
and I had to find someone new to
hunt with. I was at the SCI convention in Reno when I met Carlos Hermissillo. He had a rack of a mule deer
that scored 224 typical and was 34”
wide and heavy. He was exactly what
I was looking for so I sat down and
started talking with him. We talked
about the chances of taking a 30”
wide buck and what his hunting and
management style was like.
After a long conversation, I decided
to book with him. I was scheduled to
hunt 12/31/08 through 1/07/09. The
moon would be perfect though I
would be gone during my better half’s
birthday. She supported my decision
because she knows how important my
mule deer hunting is to me and she’s
done counting birthdays.
After almost a year of waiting the
time had come to board the plane. I
arrived in Hermisillo, went through
the typical gun check and met up with
Carlos. We started out at a great restaurant for lunch and then loaded up
and headed for camp which was a
three hour drive. Once we arrived I
must say that it was the nicest camp

that I had stayed in, in the 12 years of
hunting in Mexico. Camp was a small
hotel which Carlos had acquired,
separate rooms with a shower and
even a TV. What a luxury!
After 3 days of hunting only a few
deer were seen, but lots of tracks. The
Sonora desert is very large with many
places for deer to hide. On the fourth
day my guide and myself finally got
out of the high rack and started walking observing the tracks and trying to

night before. This was not very good
for the glassing but if we were lucky
and found a mule deer track we could
tell very easily whether it was fresh or
not.
With no luck we decided to start
down where we could see and hopefully find some deer. Just before we
reached the desert floor we spotted a
couse deer doe. We watched her
move along the bottom of the hill finally disappearing off to our left. De-

Mexico’s Sonoran Desert
find fresh ones. I had explained to
Jose that I preferred to track deer
rather than ride. At day break we
were walking in an area with many
hills that shot up out of the desert
floor. We began walking up into those
which for me were the very first time
I had not hunted the desert floor. After about a mile of walking up into the
mountains, we saw tracks, they were
old so we kept moving until we were
in a kind of flat spot. We glassed and
glassed but there was just too much
fog because it had rained hard the

scending then to the right so we
wouldn’t spook her, we ended up in a
dried-up riverbed. We hadn’t walked
a quarter mile when we crossed a
track that was real fresh and very
large. We studied the track for about
five minutes, this was a large mule
deer, the front tracks were sunk in the
sand a lot deeper than the rear with
the dew claws leaving definitive
marks. We both knew this was a very
large mule deer carrying something
very heavy in the front, as in a big
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rack.
For many years I have tracked deer
in Mexico with a guide, and this is the
only way to hunt large mule deer.
Many times I have tracked deer for
miles and miles just to get a glimpse
of a very large deer, but no shot. Anyway, Jose looked at me and I look at
him, all I had to do was point in the
direction the deer had gone and we
were off. Jose was following the
tracks, mile after mile, sometimes
walking right on top of them, other
times when it was quite visible paralleling it. This was a large buck and he
was on the prowl looking for does,
walking with his nose into the wind
so he could smell them. This would
prove to be his downfall because we
were behind him. About three miles
later the buck was able to come in
contact with four does. Now we had a
lot of tracks to try and follow while
they played their games running all
over the place, making it very difficult to figure out which way they had
gone.
We came to a very rocky area, spent
about thirty minutes trying to pick up
tracks. I must say Jose was glued to
this buck; he knew that it was big and
wanted nothing better than to prove to
his older brother that he could kill a
bigger buck than him. All the while
Jose was tracking; I was staring all
around hunting for any sign of a live
deer. After about 45 minutes, I spotted a doe, slowly I reached up and
touched Jose’s shoulder with my index finger pointing at the doe. This

began the longest five minutes of my
life. There we stood frozen, neither of
us moving, just watching the deer
feed. One doe, two does, three does,
still no buck, where did he go? We
knew there were four does with him;
we kept staring and staring until I finally saw his antler tips above the
brush, chasing the fourth doe. The
doe and buck shot through a 4’ hole
in the brush, and in that instant, I
knew I was going to shoot this buck if
I got a chance. The doe and buck continued moving both Jose and I only
moved our eyes following them.
There was too much brush to take a
shot; all of a sudden the doe breaks
out into the open almost behind us
and comes to a grinding halt. I wasn’t
watching her, my eyes were still on
the buck that also halted right behind
a bush, both deer had us pegged.
I slowly raised my rifle, I couldn’t
see the deer very clearly, shuffling
very slowly to the right, I still couldn’t see him. Now he was starting to
fidget, I knew I had to shoot or I
never was going to get another
chance.
Slowly, focusing on him in the
brush I found two big brow tines and
followed them to the top of his head.
Wow, these were antlers! Instantly I
followed his outline to the shoulder,
moved the crosshairs to an open spot I
thought was behind the shoulder and
pulled the trigger. My heart just sank
because the buck bolted out of the
bushes in the direction of his tracks
we were following. I jerked another
shell in, crosshairs behind the shoul-

der and pulled the trigger. Down he
goes. Instant happiness and then up he
comes again, crosshairs in same place
and I pulled the trigger again. Finally
the buck is dead. Jose comes up to me
with a high five. We’re both very
happy.
As we approached the deer, I’m
thinking did I finally kill a buck over
30”? I never did get a width look at
him except for in the bush. Jose got to
him first; he was talking very rapid
Spanish and raising the buck up so I
could see. All I could look at was how
heavy he was and then I realized his
rack extended about 5” beyond his
ears which would make him 34”
wide. Finally I knew I had broken the
magic 30” mark.
The buck was very heavy with 5
points on the left and 7 on the right.
Back in camp no one did any scoring.
Carlos studied the deer a long time
and said he thought he will go 220. I
had guessed 210, but not until I was
in Seattle again would I know. The
first morning back I drove to my taxidermist who is a certified scorer to
actually get a number. He stopped
what he was doing and said “Wow
that this is the biggest deer I have
seen in a long time.” After he was
done scoring the buck, it didn’t make
220 but ended up at 216.5 Safari Club
score. The biggest mule deer I have
ever killed.
Now I am just counting the days
until I return to old Mexico to track
another deer, my favorite hunt and
most challenging one.

Annual Christmas Party
The annual Christmas party was once again hosted by Jeff and
Kathy Baier at their beautiful home in Lynnwood. The evening
was filled with food, drinks and conversation — just what a
Christmas party should be! Ninety members attended the
event.
A special thanks to Jeff, Kathy, Ed, Janette, Mark, Nick, Bean,
and the whole Baier family.
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West Mt. Baker Mountain Goat
By Kevin Simpson
split up, one hunter per unit by draw- with my vision and balance because
Each year I look forward to the reof depth perception. Overlooking the
ing names from a hat. I had already
sults of our State’s special season
middle fork of the Nooksack River
contacted the other person drawn
permit hunts. With 10 points accuwe could see several Goats grazing
for this hunt and knew he was scoutmulated for Mountain Goat, I wonon the northwest side hill. We also
ing the Black Buttes and he knew I
dered if this would be the year I fispotted a nice Billy 500 yards from
was scouting Chowder Ridge. Well,
nally draw a hunt of a lifetime? The
our location and decided to get a
Murphy’s Law took over and you can
end of June I start checking for the
better look. After
results online
hiking within 75
every day hoping
yards of him, we
this will be the
could see just
year! When I
how big his horns
opened the rewhere. The rule
sults I couldn’t
is a Goat’s ear is
believe my eyes
about 4 inches
Mountain Goat
long. We figured
SELECTED!
this one to be
The reality of
about 8 or 9
making a Mouninches long. From
tain Goat hunt
this new location
was here and so
we could see 23
many things went
nannies 9 kids
through my mind.
and 5 Billy’s
First, a diet plan
across the middle
was necessary
fork and wonbecause I was
dered how to get
overweight. I
there.
knew it would be
After talking with
physically defolks on the
manding and
internet and
needed to get in
looking at the
shape fast. The
district map we
second thing was
located a
equipment. I had
climber’s route
most of the
that would get us
equipment with
into the area we
the exception of
spotted Goats
mountaineering
from the weekgear like cramend before. The
pon’s climbing
Kevin Simpson with his hard earned 30 2/8” Mountain Goat
plan was to get
boots and trekabove the Goats and descend into to
guess what happened. With two
king poles. The third thing was netthem. It was much steeper than we
weeks remaining before the season, I
working with people and learning as
anticipated so we moved on to the
started scouting the Black Buttes.
much as possible about the area. My
base of the Black Buttes. We spotted
Our first scouting trip took us to
area was listed as Chowder Ridge
the base of Deming Glacier near High several Goats in this area. All of
and the Black Buttes also know as
these Goats were inaccessible do to
unit 4-3 and 4-4. One of the first calls Camp via the Railroad Grade trail. I
a very dangerous glacier with many
soon understood why trekking poles
I made was to WDFW Biologist. He
are so important. I had a problem
informed me that the units would be
(Continued on page 15)
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crevasses. As we moved further west
we could see Thunder Glacier, the
head water for Wallace Creek. In
this very large basin we spotted 30
more Nannies and several Kids. We
figured Billy had to be around somewhere? All the way across the basin
at the top of Marmot Ridge was two
big Billy’s watching over the Nannies
and Kids. During our second scouting
trip we located 48 Mountain Goat
and had made our minds up, this was
the place for a base camp!
Now it was time to make our first
hunting trip for Mountain Goat. We
choose to make an archery hunt
early thinking this would be a great
achievement if we could pull it off.
After a brutal three hour hike in to
base camp in September heat at 7000
feet, we made time for a short nap.
Around 3:00pm we hiked another
hour to our archery hideout in the
large rocks at the base of the Black
Butts and started spotting the area.
Tyler my Son noticed a nice Billy only
175 yards from our position but he
had already made us from his perch.
The trick is, getting above a Billy and
hunting down to him but that is easier said than done. So I tried to do
just that but Billy only let me get
within 100 yards and then made his
way over the Black Buttes. Thinking
that the Goat may return to the
same spot later, I took a stand. With
only a half hour of shooting light I
was anticipating anything at this point.
I heard a sound below and looked; to
my surprise two very large Billy’s had
crossed the dangerous Glacier to just
below my position at about 100yards.
I knocked an arrow and waited until
they were facing downhill and made
my move. The problem was they
were on a mission and I think the
dinner bell was ringing! They made
their way past my son at shooting
distance but I was 100yards behind
them. Hunting from above grants you
no guaranties, but what a rush!
After returning from Montana
Archery, we shifted gears and

grabbed the rifle for what I thought
would be our last trip up Mount
Baker. Everything had changed in two
weeks. It was 18 degrees with a foot
of snow now. We made our way
back to the same spot and took a
stand. After about an hour of not
seeing anything, we asked ourselves
what happened? A few minutes later
my Son spotted something in the
rocks? We investigated and found a
Billy’s carcass with the meet still on
the carcass minus the hide and head.
I wondered what the deal was.
Maybe the Governors tag? I had forgotten about the two raffle tags for
Mountain Goat. After all WDFW said
I was the only one in this unit. Come
to find out, the Nooksack Tribe had
4 tags also that I was not aware of.
This whole time I thought I was the
only one in this area but in reality
seven other tag holders could be in
the same area at the same time. It
would have been nice to at least be
warned. After talking with WDFW, I
received a call from a Warden in
Whatcom County. He had found the
hide and the 19 year old Nooksack
Tribal member. The elders of the
Tribe said they would discipline the
young man for wasting the meet. At
this point I had all but given up on
Mountain Goat in this area.
During the next week my Son and I
talked about our options and Tyler
talked me into trying an area that we
never scouted. Tyler had found a
climbers route to access Marmot
Ridge. Two Billy’s had made that area
their home earlier in the year; we
had spotted them from a mile and a
half away. This would be a real long
shot but we only had one last weekend to make something happen or I
would eat the tag. At day break we
started up the trail in full rain gear
and our meat packs ready to go. The
trail was good but I’ve never seen it
rain any harder than it did that day
on Mount Baker. The creeks looked
like rivers of chocolate milk and the
trail looked like a creek. We almost
made it to the top of the ridge when

Tyler slipped and slid out of sight below me. At that very moment at the
top of the ridge a cloud blew bye and
for one second the image of a Goat
could be seen on the ridge. I dropped
to the ground opened my bipod remove the scope cover and couldn’t
believe my eyes. It was a beautiful
Mountain Goat standing 250 yards
away walking right to me. I could
hear my son talking below and he
didn’t sound very happy. He had no
idea what was about to happen and I
think the Goat was coming closer to
see what my son’s problem was. At
105 yards broad side, my 150gran
bullet pierced his heart. About two
seconds later my son had found a
way up the hill and was standing next
to me wondering what I just shot at?
Then the Goat relaxed and started
rolling down the hill. We both ran as
fast as possible to stop the Goat
from rolling down into the basin. Tyler stopped the Goat and saved the
day!
SCI score 30 2/8.

SEND US YOUR
PHOTOS!
We want your hunting or SCI related photos for the Newsletter. In
fact, the more photos you send us
the better — if we can download
them, we’ll take ‘em!
When sending a photo please do
so as follows:
1. Send them in a JPEG format.
2. Do not crop or edit your photos. You may have to send
more than one email to avoid a
file size that is too large.
3. Include a brief description with
each photo and please provide
the name(s) of anyone in the
photo.
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