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CHAPTER ONE

THE GIANTS

This first chapter is about some of the giant bears my hunters have taken
over the years. When we hunt Alaska brown bear, naturally we are looking
for the big boys.

Grizzly bear hunting in the interior of the state, where the number of
bears per square mile is nothing like it is on the coast of Alaska, there you
pretty much are just looking for a legal bear. You can’t afford to pass up too
many—that one legal grizzly may be the only one you’ll have a chance at.

Coastal Alaska brown bear hunting is a different game. You will
typically look over dozens of bears in your pursuit of the holy grail of
brown bear hunting—the bear that will square 10 feet or better.

In this chapter we will relive some of those hunts where we took those
giants.



I will start off with the account of my bear, which is the first of the big
boars that heads this list.

It was the spring of 1978 and only the second time I had the opportunity
to travel to the Alaska Peninsula. My first trip down to Cold Bay was to
pack for Master Guide Clark Engle in the spring of ’76 (I wouldn’t get my
assistant guide license until the fall of that year).

The every-other-year hunting seasons hadn’t been in effect too long and
spring hunts were on even years and fall hunts fell on the odd years. This
had to be done because in the years before the same-day airborne law was
in effect you could hunt the Peninsula every spring and fall. The bear
population was hammered, and I remember those early years of guiding the
Alaska Peninsula when we didn’t see anywhere near the number of big
bears that we do today.

The spring of ’78 I was guiding the president of Diamond Shamrock
Corporation, Bill Bricker. Bill had brought a group of business friends with
him and had flown to Cold Bay in the corporate jet, a Grumman G2. Also
with Bill was his friend (whose name escapes me), and with Assistant
Guide Dan Elliot this made up our hunting party. We had only hunted four
days when Bill got word that his presence was needed for some corporate
decision in Dallas, Texas, and even though the rest of the group could have
stayed and hunted, they elected to leave with Bill. No bears had been taken.

After all the clients had been flown back to Cold Bay, which took a
couple of days, Clark decided to move Dan and me to a different camp,
Long Beach, where one of his guides had been scared poopless by a bear
that had torn into his tent while he was away from camp and continued to
harass him every night.

By the time Clark had flown Dan and me into the camp, the guide
certainly had had enough of bear hunting and was more than ready to leave!
The poor guy had moved out of his tent and had spent the night on the
lookout hill beside camp as the bear tore through his tent and food source.
Imagine sitting on that hilltop all night in the dark, listening to a big coastal
bruin ripping your camp apart! He was wet and cold, and I don’t know if he
ever guided another hunt.



Even though I was a new guide at the time, it was that event that taught
me never to leave my camp due to a rogue bear! If I couldn’t run it off I
would kill any bear that attempted that, as the tent and the supplies inside
are my lifeline, and in those days we didn’t have radios or satellite phones
to call for help in case of emergencies. You were just stuck there until the
outfitter flew in to check camps.

The young guide should’ve killed that rogue bear—as it was lawful to do
so—and never left the safety of his tent. If one of the big storms that the
Alaska Peninsula is so famous for had come in and prevented any aircraft
from flying in, he would have been hosed and could have died of exposure.

Dan and I cleaned up camp, put up a new tent, and as all the clients had
left, Clark let Dan and me stay and hunt the rest of the season. On the off
chance of something like this happening, both Dan and I had bear tags.

Even as I write this 45 years later I can still remember most of the hunt
details. I remember that Dan and I stalked the first bear spotted that he was
going to take, but it winded us and cleared out. The next one was to be
mine.

I spotted a big bear high up in the snow on Pavlov Volcano and we made
a run for him. When we finally made it to the base of the mountain it was
getting too late to try for him, and as it was a clear, bright, moonlit night we
decided to stay there all night and see if we could use a predator call to
bring the bear to us.



This is not a tactic I would recommend, but we were young and
bulletproof—so we thought—and unbeknownst to us at the time the big
boar had found himself a sweet-smelling lady friend and was not about to
leave her to go all the way down the mountain and kill a couple of dumb
guides for what little protein he’d get! Once again, the Lord looks out for
idiots and bear hunters!

By the time the morning light came, we were so worn out from staying
alert all bloody night and realizing what a stupid idea that had been, we
headed back to camp to get some hot food and some badly needed sleep.

The next day found us on the lookout hill beside camp, and once again I
spotted the big guy on the mountain where we had last seen him, and this
time he was not alone. The big boar was in the company of Sweet Thing!
Yes sir, Bruno had himself a girlfriend! The good news is that when mating
they usually stay pretty much in place and will likely give you the time
needed to make the stalk.

Big Dan and I bailed off the lookout and started the two-mile trek to get
closer to the bears. We made it to the base of the mountain and started up,
and after climbing a thousand feet we made it to the snow line. I had the
bears in sight but knew I would have to take the shot from the snow line, as
by then they were stretched out in the snow napping, and unfortunately the
way they were positioned if we tried to get closer, one of the two would
have spotted us.

I had my Winchester pre-64 .375 with a receiver peep sight. The range
was, as best as I could judge, about 175-200 yards, and I was using my
hand load of 80 grains of IMR 4350 and the 300 gr. Hornady round nose
bullet. I had given up on the 270 gr. as it had come apart on a grizzly that
my first bear hunter took in the fall of ’76. This was before Hornady
developed their interlock design.

With two backpacks stacked for a rest, I put the front sight on the top of
his shoulder and let that 300 grainer fly! I was shocked that the huge bear
didn’t move! The sow jumped up and was looking at him, but the boar
didn’t lift his head or even wiggle. It hadn’t dawned on me that the big bear
was stone-cold dead so I hammered him again, and the impact of the bullet



rocking him he just rolled over, as they were on a slope. By this time the
female had had enough of this action and left her late boyfriend on the run.

The bear was huge! It was all Big Dan and I could do to roll him over
for photos, and dang it I only got two photos of my bear! After those two
photos I had to change film. It was starting to rain and I was in a hurry to
get the new roll inserted and failed to load it correctly, so those two pictures
are all that I have.

After Dan and I had the bear’s fur coat off I could see where my bullets
had hit him. The first shot had broken his neck, and my second “insurance
shot” was about two inches below the first. I have taken well over a
hundred brown/grizzly bears in the many years of guiding, but I have never
seen one killed instantly as this one was.

The skull was a little over 27” and missed making the book, and the
green hide squared 10’2” but nothing ever went higher in my personal
record book!

After Dan and I had the bear packed back to camp, we took stock of our
remaining food supply and were about out of vittles. The weather was bad
for flying, and for all I knew Clark had most likely flown back to
Anchorage. I had a short conference with Dan, and we decided we needed
meat as we were completely out. Time to go on a subsistence caribou hunt!



I found a willing caribou that I let the air out of and we now had meat
for camp. Alaska law allows you to take emergency game if it is indeed an
emergency, and not knowing anything about our outfitter’s arrangements
we declared it an emergency! It was good that we did as no more groceries
were brought in.

We packed the caribou back to camp, and after cutting out the outside
and inside tenderloins we hid the four quarters in the alders behind camp as
high up as we could.

We were camped below a big knob that jutted out in the ocean, and at
high tide bears that might be traveling on the beach would have to cut
behind and around the knob to get back on the beach, and as a result there
was a heavily worn bear trail behind it. In retrospect this was not a great
place for a spike camp and is probably what got the prior guide in trouble
with his camp-raiding bear! The next morning we went to check on our
meat cache. All four quarters were gone! Old Curses Horribles had made
off with all of it!

Fortunately about five days later, after the season had closed, we were
picked up by George Kitchen out of King Cove. Clark had indeed gone
back to Anchorage and had made arrangements for George to pick us up but
had mistakenly told him that we were in Chinaman’s Lagoon camp and not
at Long Beach! By sheer luck we just happened to be standing on the beach
when he flew over, saw us and landed, otherwise George would have been
looking for us 15 miles away—and who knows how long it would have
taken for someone to find us!

My next story has many twists and turns, which in most cases make
these hunts very interesting and full of excitement. We were hunting out of
my favorite Misty Bay camp with Brent Jones’s AAA Outfitters. I guided
for Brent for over 20 years and he ran a class act outfit!

I was hunting with my friend and Assistant Guide Dennis Wingrove. My
client was Gene Foust; Dennis was guiding Gene’s friend, Dave Baker, an
airline pilot.



Early in this spring hunt I spotted a big boar moving down the mountain
late in the evening, and I could tell that he was a huge bear—if he didn’t go
10 feet, he would be darn close. It was getting late and I didn’t want to lose
sight of the bear, so I told Dennis to take the boys, return to camp and start
dinner, and I would stay on the lookout to see where he bedded so we
would have a spot to zero-in on the next morning.

Early the next morning we were on a small hill behind camp that
afforded a good view of the huge alder patch where I had seen the bear
disappear the evening before. I had the spotting scope focused on the alder
patch when I saw the smallest amount of movement, Hot dang boy howdy,
he was still there! We loaded up and headed for the mountain.

As I had spotted the bear, by rights it was my client’s bear, but Gene was
being pestered continuously by his friend Dave that he always wanted a
dark boar like this one and on and on until Gene was sick of hearing it and
said, “OK, you go for it.” I was pissed, as I knew Dave was taking
advantage of the older hunter Gene, but I stayed out of it. We made it to a
place where we could plan a stalk, and I helped Dennis make the plan. The
wind was such that the only thing we could do was to have them circle
around the alder patch and get above the bear.



The plan was for Dennis to get in a good, safe shooting spot, and if they
couldn’t see the bear to blow my bear cub distress call that I had given him
and try to bring the big boar up to them. Plan B was if the call didn’t work,
Gene and I would circle underneath and give the bear our scent, which
would push him toward them.

Gene and I moved up the right side of the mountain until I found a place
where we could see a good portion of the alder patch and were on the same
level as where the bear was bedded. I removed my backpack and told Gene
if he saw the bear to hammer him.

I then slowly made my way up to Dennis and Dave to see if they had
seen anything. We had a whispered conference, and as they had not seen or
heard anything after blowing on the bear cub distress call I told Dennis that
we’d do Plan B—Gene and I would go back down and circle underneath,
giving the bear our scent to try to move him up to them.

Gene and I made our way back down and circled underneath, and it was
while doing that I spotted the bear in his bed. We immediately sat down as
the bear had not spotted us.

I could see Dennis and motioned to them that I could see the bear and to
come to us to take the shot from where we were. The setup was perfect.

To my horror, Dave started running, with Dennis close behind trying to
catch him to stop him! Keep in mind the bear now knew that something that
didn’t sound quite right was above him and we were below him. I knew he



had picked up our scent as we circled underneath, and being a smart old
boar he stayed put, hiding from us.

Dennis finally got Dave to stop, and I was frantically motioning for them
to look at me through their binoculars, which they did. I indicated that they
needed to slow down and sneak down to me.

Well, what did dipstick Dave do? He took off running again! I couldn’t
believe what I was seeing! He was now making so much noise that the bear
heard them and decided to blow out of that alder patch. I yelled, “There
goes your bear!”

Well, they saw the bear then! At that time Dave let a shot go and I heard
the bullet hit, and by this time the bear was running full-out up the side of
the mountain through that thick alder patch. I let one fly, Gene let one go as
well, and then I saw the bear come out of the alders and over the rise right
where Dennis and Dave had been standing and was gone!

I yelled for them to get back to where they were and see if they could see
any sign of the bear or any indication of his being hit while I went into the
alders to find his bed and look for blood as he blew up the hill.

I made it to the bear’s bed and saw where his huge paws had dug up the
dirt as he started his run and just to the side of the tracks was a large alder
branch with a bullet hole through the middle of it. This was what I heard
and mistook as a hit on the bear.

I tracked the bear easily through the alders and to the top of the rise
where the boys were waiting, and there was absolutely no blood anywhere.
We then started tracking the bear up the high valley looking for any blood
or possibly seeing him high on the mountain in the snow, leaving the
country. We didn’t see any blood and were able to track the bear for about
200 yards before he disappeared into the alders. I was convinced that no
one had touched the bear.

I was so mad at Dave that I told him that he had single-handedly
screwed up one of the most sure shots at a huge brown bear that I had ever
set up!



All he and Dennis had to do was pussyfoot down that ridge and over to
us and there in front of them was a perfect 100-yard shot at a 10-foot bear
lying in that little opening. I don’t remember what the hunter was shooting,
but Dennis had his .416 Rem Mag. as did I, and Gene was shooting a .378
Weatherby Mag. That bear would have never made it out of that alder
patch!

I don’t know if I told Dennis, but while glassing the high mountains for
any tracks that would indicate where our bear went, I actually spotted
another bear lying at the top of an alder patch further up the canyon. I knew
it wasn’t our bear—it looked like a much smaller younger bear and besides,
a huge old boar would not have stopped until he was over the top and into
the next valley.



You’ve Just Finished your Free Sample
 

Enjoyed the preview? 
 

Buy:  http://www.ebooks2go.com

https://www.ebooks2go.com/biographies-memoirs/stalking-giants

	Title
	Copyright
	Contents
	Introduction
	1 The Giants
	2 A Grizzly First
	3 Hunting the Interior Grizzly
	4 Memorable Bear Hunts & Encounters
	5 A Hunt to Remember
	6 The Great Predators of Alaska
	7 Weather
	8 Hunting the Alaska Moose
	9 Hunting Alaska’s Dall Sheep
	10 The Alaska Brown Bear
	11 More Brown Bear Hunts
	12 Alaska Big Game Hunting and Rifles
	13 The Cub Killer of Misty Bay
	14 Surviving a Bear Attack
	15 Epilogue
	Back Cover



