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Article by: Ian Jackson – WSSBC Member
In the weeks just before leaving for the sheep trip, I had one guy cancel and another talk
about bailing. After talking him into staying, and last minute finding another guy to go with,
we had our foursome and headed north. It took 21 hours of driving to get to Dease Lake
from Whistler, with a short stop in Prince George, where we picked up my father in law.
The crew was myself (Ian) 39, Jack 64, Art (father in law) 65 and Paul 70.
Yes, I was with an old crew. Haha.
We got a good night's sleep at the motel and we were off to the float plane base in the
morning. After loading and weighing in, we flew an hour east to our little beaver pond of a
lake. 1.3km by 200m wide. Just big enough for a plane.
After moving our gear away from the lake and storing our emergency rations and setting up a
tent, we headed out.
It took about 3.5 hours to walk the 15km to the base of the first two mountains, where we
planned to hunt. We set up camp and got tucked in. That was July 30th.
The day before opening day, started rather leisurely and we didn't get out of camp till around
630am. We did an hour and a half hike to the saddle between the two mountains and
hunkered down. It rained on and off which kept us putting on and taking off layers, as the
rain came and the sun chased it away.
As we couldn't shoot that day, we didn't want to hike too high up the mountain. We were just
hoping to see the quarry we dreamed of so many times. Toward the end of the day, Jack and
I decided to climb a small section of one of the mountains, to see if we could glass up
something from a different angle. Once higher up, it gave us a great view of the mountain
and a leading edge for our route up. We decided that this was going to be our first place to
go and check out for the morning of opening day.
While we didn't see any rams, we did see 3 ewes and a lamb, which was all we would see that
day. So, back down the mountain we went… one last time before the season opener the next
day.
A 4 am wake up call and a much quicker pace to the morning. We reached the saddle before
530 am, where Jack and Paul left us to go up the front face while Art and I went up the side.
Our route was much steeper and it got to the point we couldn't find a reasonable way up.
We hooked around the corner and started to move up the ridge.
Not long on the ridge and I spotted Jack moving along just under a cliff band.
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No backpack, just a rifle. Two things went through my head.
Heck yeah...game on!
And oh crap. Jack's going to get to shoot one and the band will be gone before I can get
there.
I told Art I'd see him up there and I took off. I could see Paul, he was sitting down on a small
knoll looking through his spotting scope. Knowing that, I was confident the rams were still
there, and on the other side of the ridge, Jack was creeping up behind. I kept my pack on
and ran across the mountain to catch Jack. He beat me by ten or fifteen minutes to the top
of a small shelf, but never took a shot. He was sure surprised when I showed up. Happy, but
surprised.
Since he left his bag he had nothing. Just his gun and binos. I crawled up the hill to him and
literally all that was between us and the sheep was a rock two and a half feet high and three
feet wide. Either side was just shale and nothing to hide behind. I ranged the sheep and they
were 121 yards away. One was a potential and the other 4 were way too young. My heart
sank again. I had given Jack first crack.
But before Jack could shoot, we had to
age him. He was definitely short, as he
was broomed to just before his second
annuli. I pulled out my spotting scope and
it took an hour for him to turn his head
enough to get a positive ID on his age. He
was over 8 years old.
Now Art and Paul had both shown up in
that hour and we were all positive of his
age. Now we just had to get the young
rams bedded behind him to move.
A while later, he finally stood and Jack got
prepped for the shot and I got my camera
on him. I told Jack he was good to shoot
and he made a great shot. He staggered
and moved down hill while his friends
moved up. He went not 50 yards and laid
down. Then proceeded to roll further
down the slope, as it was steep.
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We

were

all

congratulating Jack on
his first ram when
another group of sheep
started coming over the
top of the cliffs to see
what was going on.
And it was go time
again. I took up the
shooting spot on top of
the rock
confirming

and
the

after
lead

sheep was legal, I
waited till he was clear
of the following sheep
and squeezed one off.

Just like that, success
on opening day. Feeling
super
stoked
and
proud!
We also knew we had
our work cut out and
the hunt was over.
After cutting tags and
getting pics done we
set to work, deboning
both
animals
caping them out.

and
We

had about 3km back to
our camp and made it
with full packs and tired legs just before dark. Caped out the heads and got rid of all excess
weight we could. We packed what we could and prepared for a big day in the morning.
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Once we broke camp and loaded up, we knew it was going to suck for most of the day, due
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to the distance we had to
go, with the amount of
weight we had to carry. Art,
Jack and Paul took as much
weight
as
they
could
manage, while I stuffed the
rest in my bag (estimated
weight for my bag, about
120 to 130 pounds). Jack
has bad knees and Art was
just recovering from a hip
injury.
We did the 15km hike back
to the lake in about 7 hours,
and it took everything we
had to get back. Next day we packed up
everything and met the plane that we called
in early, since we needed to get the meat
out. We headed back to civilization to put
the meat on ice and had a nice shower with
comfy beds for a well-deserved rest.
We headed south the next day and got home
almost exactly 7 days after we left. Best part
was, since I was back almost a full week
early. I get to go on another hunting trip that
I didn't plan on having the time for. All in all,
the trip cost each of us just over $1200,
which is very affordable.
If you spend the time planning and are lucky
enough to live in a place with over the
counter tags (#OTC), maybe a little crazy,
stubborn, and determined… then you can do
your dream hunt on a shoestring budget like
we do.
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Learn all you can.
Research like crazy.
And never give up.

Oh, and for those
that think that was
too easy… This was
my third year in the
same spot and the
first
rams
we
brought out. Took
20 days of hunting
before I pulled a
trigger
on
Stone Ram,

my
but

that’s
what
happens when you
hunt
Over
Counter.

The

Ian Jackson.
Over the counter
hunter. OTC.

