BEAR CAMP 2003
Everyone arrived in Edmonton, Alberta on May 16th.  Eight family members are gathering for the hunt.  The older generation, Gary, Chris, Dave and Gordon, and the younger set, Mark, Jason, Kelly & Darin. We spent the evening talking, eating and getting cameras ready for the big adventure.  
Day One

The following morning we were picked up by our guides and outfitter for the long drive north to our camp.  It was nearly 4:00 pm when we arrived and everyone was getting anxious to get into the tree stands.  After getting unpacked and settled in our tents we were escorted to our individual tree stands for the evening by 5:00 or 5:30 pm.  By the time I had set up in my stand with bow and rifle in place it was time to put on another shirt.  The (cold) wind seemed to be from the wrong direction for the bait I was at and it seemed I was in for a long cold evening.  Suddenly I caught a glimpse of black out of the corner of my eye!  This heart-stopping sight turned out to be the silencers on my bow string blowing in the wind.  As I continued to sit ever so still I was excited every half hour or so by again thinking the fluttering black silencers were incoming bear.  If it had not been for this excitement there would have been none at all, so I suppose I should have been grateful for it.  I found myself, several hours into this adventure asking, “is this really fun??”.  By this time I am so cold I CAN NOT stay in the stand any longer.  As I get down and walk around quietly for a couple of minutes it seems to have warmed up 20 degrees.  There is still some light, so back into the tree stand.  It is now the ‘magic hour’ just before dark.  A movement of black catches my eye and my heart stops for just a moment only to discover it is the same ‘bear’ I had been seeing all night.  

Back at camp the bear report is a good one.  Our camp mate, George has taken a small bear. Darin has had a ‘kill-or-be-killed’ experience and shot a small bear (small enough to earn the baby bear award, at least for now).  Darin’s bear climbed the tree he was in, surprising him by resting his head on the floor of Darin’s tree stand only inches from Darin’s feet.  After the bear retreated from the tree this rather unnerving experience was followed by a charge toward the tree stand again, at which time Darin decided it would be better to kill the bear than to share the stand with him again.  Chris has collected a nice black bear, killing it twice: once with a bow shot and once with the rifle just to make sure it stayed dead.  There is still some skepticism in camp about killing bear with bows, since there have been some ‘stick-em and loose-em’ experiences.  This is a convenient excuse for double-tagging the bear.  Dave may have the honors for biggest bear so far.  “I don’t know what the big deal is,” he says, “wake up, see the bear, shoot the bear”.  We discovered later that not only was little Davie sleeping in the stand, but also peeing from it!  Everyone seemed content not knowing what else he may have been doing up there.  By 12:30 we begin to be concerned because Gary and Jason have not returned to camp.  As we all wait in the cooks tent, Jason finally appears (on foot) about 1:00.  He has walked back to camp, which was a much longer walk in the dark than he was hoping for.  About an hour later Gary arrives at camp.  He has shot a bear but not yet retrieved it.  When asked about the size of his bear, Gary will only say “I’ll wait to see if we find it to say how big it is”.  The camp is much encouraged by the taking of some bear.
Day Two


At about 8:00 Gary, Chris & Dave leave with guides to find Gary’s bear, while  George & guides leave to retrieve his.  Members of the ‘no-see-no-bear’ club, Jason, Mark, Kelly & Gordon stay in camp.  It doesn’t take long for the return of Gary’s crew with his bear.  It is an extremely nice boar measuring 6’ 10”, a Pope & Young quality bear.  By 5:00 we are all back in the stands again, hoping for a repeat performance of yesterday.  Today I am in the stand Darin had yesterday.  I have a new perspective on his experience.  The stand is rather unstable and small.  As I take a seat on the small piece of plywood it collapses.  I will not come back to this stand without a rope to tie myself in.  By 8:00 there is still no sign of bear.  There are several well used game trails leading into the bait, but the only bear is the 7-8’ chocolate color phase in my imagination.  Birds & squirrels break the monotony and the landscape is spectacular.  About 9:30 I hear a bear (large one, judging by the growls).  For about 15 minutes I tracked his movement by this growls but he never came closer than 100 yards.  As darkness settled in I left the stand and walked to the road.  After waiting for awhile I elected to take my turn at walking back to camp in the dark.  Upon arrival at camp I discover Jason has taken his 1st bear, 1st bow kill, 1st anything-with-any-weapon kill.  It is a beautiful black bear.  George has filled out with his second bear.  Later Darin & Kelly return with guides.  As they enter camp there is honking of horns, suggesting that something noteworthy has happened.  It has, indeed.  Kelly has taken a nice black bear measuring 5’8”.  This very nice bear was unfairly diminished however, by the beautiful 6’8” chocolate taken by Darin.  I will have to go to Darin’s house to visit the bear of my dreams!  
Day Three


Mark and I are the only remaining members of the no bear club.  We all left for the stands a little late and got settled in around 5:30.  I have borrowed a camera bracket from George for my movie camera.  I get it all set up and ready only to discover that my battery is dead.  It’s just as well for the moment because it has started to rain.  It rains…………..and rains………..and rains.  I am very thankful for my rain gear.  My backpack is soaked as is everything inside it.  The sky begins to clear and the rain slows a little then stops.  The sun begins to shine through the disappearing clouds.  Everything takes on a glistening life of it’s own.  As I am enjoying this display of beauty I notice the birds have stopped singing.  Off to my left about 20 yards, from out of nowhere has appeared a nice black bear, his wet coat shining in the sun.  I try to judge his size and he looks like he is big enough to be a shooter, so I decide to fill my first tag.  The bear approaches the bait, turns and walks toward my stand then back to the bait.  I come to full draw and maximum heart rate. When the bear enters the narrow shooting lane he stops for a moment broadside.  At that instant my arrow is released, sending it completely through his chest behind the front shoulder.  It is easy to tell where the bear is after he ran from the bait.  The sounds as he left made it clear I had claimed my first archery bear.  I heard him crash about 50 yards into the woods.  The time was 7:31.  At 7:45 I leave the stand to examine the bait site and get my arrow.  Lots of blood on the arrow convinced me again this was a kill shot.  At 7:50 I begin to slowly search for the bear.  He is easy to find and has a great pelt.  By 8:00 I have seen the bear and made it back into my stand to wait until dark and the return of my guide.  Gary has hit his second bear while expending three arrows.  The dense cover and boggy ground discourage him from pursuing the bear since it is getting dark.  Mark is now the only member of the no bear club.  

Day Four


While Kelly & I pick up my bear Gary and entourage pursue his bear.  His choice to wait until daylight was a good one, since the bear was still alive.  Four more arrows dispatched the bear.  My bear measured 5’9”, outdistanced by Gary’s at 6’10”.  Back in stands by 5:30 with everyone’s hopes still high for more bear.  Three hunters, Gary, Darin and George have filled their tags.  The day ends with Dave filling his second tag with another nice black bear, this one sporting a white ‘chevron’ on his chest.  Jason’s hunt ended by scoring on a beautiful cinnamon bear.  Mark got a shot which caught the bear in a movement that resulted in a non fatal shot allowing the bear to escape.  Sympathy is growing for Mark who seems to be handling his (mis)fortune pretty well.  Although he does have a video camera in his stand, he somehow wasn’t able to film this (mis)adventure.
Day Five


The day begins with a major search for Mark’s bear; Lots of blood & arrows but no bear.  Kelly, Mark, Chris & Gordon back in the stands for the evening.  Kelly has a bear come in to his bait and shoots, but fears the shot may be to far back.   I am on a stand which has not been productive for anyone so far, but has been getting hit.  About 10:15 I spot a small black bear heading toward the bait.  He has a beautiful golden-brown muzzle and a nice pelt.  Since it is getting late in the hunt I decide to take him if I get a good shot.  After some high adrenaline the bear presents me a good shot opportunity.  He only makes it 30 yards beyond the bait before cashing it in.  This time my camera was charged and recorded the entire scene.  Chris spent quite a bit of time making fun of a bear on his bait which seemed to have a shortage of hair.  After making fun of the poor creature for so long, it finally left the bait.  Shortly thereafter another bear (or so Chris thought) approached the bait barrel.  Chris shot twice (one arrow-one bullet) and the bear dropped.  What a great feeling to get the second bear!!!  At least until he realized what bear he had shot.  It seems the ‘no-hair-bear’ got the last laugh!  Back at camp Chris proudly (?) displayed his second bear, which became well known at camp as ‘old baldie’ and ‘black baldie” as well as the ‘no-hair-bear’.  Chris has lots of film to show, but like his apprentice, Mark, the kill shots are strangly missing.  During the high adventure some of the rest of us were having, Gary was having the film experience of a lifetime.  A sow with four cubs entertained him for quite some time.  What fun it is to throw them jelly beans and power bars!  How thrilling to have one or two of the fuzzy little things scamper up the tree to the tree stand and send them scurrying back down again.  Oh, My! What adventure it is to have them all join in the fun; all the cubs trying to join Gary in the tree stand!  OOOOOH MY!!! What fun to have the mommy bear charging the tree stand also, to protect her little darlings from this un-scented but ex-cited intruder in the tree stand.  Fortunately, the encounter ended with no real harm done, save a thumb badly battered from smacking it against the tree in hopes of encouraging the little SOB’s to evacuate the tree .  Even more fortunately, the entire event was on film for the whole family to enjoy!

Day Six


Guides leave camp with Kelly, Gordon & George to search for Kelly’s bear.  It was a great tracking experience with a blood trail followed for nearly a mile.  It was not such a great “getting “experience, the search ending without a bear.  Mark, the only remaining hunter with no bear, encountered a nice cinnamon bear on the way in to the stand.  Some time after Mark had settled in a small black bear arrived at the bait.  A well placed arrow killed the bear, but Mark decided to “do what Uncle Chris told him to do”, and killed it again with his rifle.  Mark remained in the stand and soon the cinnamon bear finds it’s way to mark’s twice-dead black bear.  It looks as if the cinnamon is going to kill the black bear again, so Mark scares it away.  He could have shot it with his rifle, but it just wouldn’t be sporting to kill it with the rifle unless he had first killed it with his bow.  As Mark waited for the perfect bow shot, the bear decided not to give it and went away.  Mark received comfort at camp, being assured that his small black bear would make a wonderful glove.
The next day all of the happy hunters went away too.  Everyone left with two bear except for Mark & Kelly, who each had the chance at two bears.  As we prepared for our trip home the following day there was much discussion about the hunt and the prospect of another bear hunt next spring.  As all the video and still pictures are gathered together there will certainly be enough memories to last a lifetime. 

CAMP QUOTES
Mark

“ Do-over!!”

Gary

“ You just can’t shoot a bear to many times”

Chris

“ You just can’t shoot a bear with to many weapons”

Kelly

“I was just resting in here.  These aren’t my magazines”

Mark

“I have to tell the truth.  Kelly is lying”

Dave

“ I thought everyone peed off the tree stand”

Gordon
“ Some guy is stuck out in the woods who can’t get his 4-wheeler started”

Darin

“ I don’t want a bear in my tree stand”

Jason

“ I had a wonderful walk in the dark back to camp”

David

“ My wife won’t let me leave the head on my bear rug”

Chris

“ My wife won’t let me leave the hair on my bear rug”

Mark

“ I shot him right where you told me to”

Gary

“ Can I borrow some arrows”

Chris

(to camp cook) “hey, someone is already in here”

Gary

“ Shoo!  Go away!  Hyah! ......SOB…. Whew!”
Chris

“That’s not the bear I thought it was”

Chris/George
“Coffee should be ready in about an hour, when this stove warms up”

CAMP AWARDS
Luckiest shot

Kelly
Unluckiest shot
Mark
Most arrows used
Gary

Most weapons used
Chris

Biggest bear

Gary

Smallest bear

Mark                              note… Mark insists that Darin got the smallest bear…they ‘weighed them’, so Darin gets honorable mention if not the prize
Worst bear

Chris

Most bears in stand at one time
Gary

Most dangerous small bear

Darin

Happiest hiker

Jason

Best imagination
Gordon

Most escaped bear
Kelly/Mark

Best colored bear
Darin/Jason

Peeing the farthest out of tree stand
Dave

