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I dreamt about this lifestyle for many years.  However, 

it wasn’t until I went through many personal changes 

including the end of a long-term relationship, a move back 

to my hometown, and a career change, that I finally started 

doing things for me.  Although hunting was one of the first 

things I wanted to pursue, I felt intimidated stepping into “a 

man’s world.”  But I finally realized that I didn’t have anything 

to lose; rather, I had everything to gain.  I didn’t have much 

of an idea on where to begin given that I don’t come from a 

family of avid hunters, so I had begun to research my options 

as a novice when I came across Kettle River Outfitters in the 

Kettle Valley of British Columbia.

I was instantly drawn here after being in contact with Tami 

and hearing her compassionate response towards my nerves 

of this new world I was about to explore.  She explained 

how welcoming her husband Melvin is with beginners and, 

as a new hunter, this was exactly what I needed.  I quickly 

arranged a three-day mule deer hunt for the upcoming fall 

season.  I could hardly wait for the weekend to arrive!

As I counted down the months that soon turned into days, 

I did all that I could to prepare.  And when the day finally 

arrived, I packed my car with my gear, high hopes, and 

nervous energy and made the road trip up north.  Once I 

Some days it is still hard to believe 
that I have become a huntress.
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arrived, my nerves quickly settled.  Perhaps it was Melvin’s 

friendly personality, the coziness of the cabins, or the fact that 

I was finally living a long-time dream.  Whatever it was, I felt 

as though I was exactly where I needed to be.  After a tour of 

the property, complete with cabins circling around the main 

cook house, a cold storage, off-road vehicles, hoists, a target 

shooting area, and a fire pit perfect for sharing hunting stories 

(of which I was in high hopes of gathering around to tell one 

of my own!), it exceeded what I imagined a hunting camp to 

be.  I settled into my cabin, we sighted in my .308 rifle, took 

a few practice shots, and then headed out for my very first 

evening hunt!

With coolness in the air and barely a cloud in sight, we took 

advantage of the last light of the day.  We hiked up to the open 

slopes of the sub-alpine and glassed down onto the open fields 

in hopes of spotting a buck.  It wasn’t long before we spotted 

a herd of does cantering down the mountain followed close 

behind by three coyotes.  Melvin and I sat back and observed, 

camouflaged in silence.  I felt so engrossed in the moment, 

as though I were watching a movie.  It was fascinating to 

witness this wildlife while being in the midst of nature.  It was 

a wonderful reminder why I wanted to hunt in the first place.  

We watched the coyotes chase the does away and headed back 

down the mountain soon after.  Along the way, we spotted a 

bachelor group of six bucks, two of which were four-pointers.  

The sun was setting on us quickly, just a little too late to act, 

but what an exciting first evening experience and the trip had 

only just begun!  We headed back to camp and made plans 

for an early morning hike to that same spot in anticipation of 

beating the bucks on their way up the mountain side. 

I can’t recall a time I have been excited about a 4 a.m. 

alarm clock ringing before that day.  We began our journey 

up the mountain in the dark, early enough to sit and enjoy 

a beautiful sunrise.  As the night turned to day, we spotted a 

few small bucks and does.  Although nothing big, seeing these 

animals enhanced my excitement and motivation for being 

there.  Melvin and I continued to explore up the mountain for 

a greater view.  I didn’t know it at the time, but my experience 

as a hunter was about to get started.  We sat roughly in the 

middle of the mountain where the silence of nature yet again 

made me feel so connected.  As we waited patiently, we 

spotted an enthralling point buck grazing on the fields below 

then slowly walking in our general direction.  It was almost 

as though he was meant to be mine.

Although we remained silent, I could feel and hear my 

heart beating out of my chest.  As the buck climbed up the 

hillsides, he would disappear and reappear from our sight.  

Ultimately, we didn’t know which direction he was going, 

or if he was moving in our direction at all.  Each time he 

reappeared my heart would beat faster.  The excitement of 

the unpredictability was exhilarating to say the least.  That’s 

when preparation and opportunity collided.  The buck walked 

onto a perfect hillside flat directly in front of us at about 350 

meters.  With my rifle set up on the tripod, I followed him 

closely through my sight.  I rehearsed taking the shot over 

and over again in my mind as he moved closer with every 

step.  300 yards, then 250 yards.  Melvin whispered, “Anytime 

you’re ready.”  I felt confident.  It was in that moment that I 

remember taking a deep breath and taking the shot.

It happened fast but so slowly at the same time.  I remember 
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EDITOR’S NOTE:  

Reach Kettle River Outfitters at 250-498-4176 or visit 

their website at www.kettleriverguides.com

seeing the buck jump up, spin 

around, and then run about 20 

metres where he dropped to the 

ground.  I was flooded with emotion 

- in shock and disbelief that I had just 

shot my first buck.  As I placed my shaking 

hands over my face, I felt tears pouring down both 

cheeks.  Each tear seemed to have a different meaning of 

excitement, appreciation, gratitude, or victory over the fear.  

Some sadness too, because it’s not easy to take a life, and 

pride, as I had been successful in my quest for my own meat.  

It was truly an indescribable feeling; one I had often heard 

hunters speak of and one I absolutely will never forget.  It 

was incredible to feel so supported on this journey by Melvin 

who was just as happy for me.  We shared a celebratory 

coffee as we cut my tag then walked over to retrieve my 

deer.  I didn’t want to rush the process or the feeling; I had 

never seen a wild animal so closely before and took time 

to appreciate the beauty of the buck.  Fully present in the 

moment, I couldn’t help but to pet the fur and look at his 

teeth.  I was fascinated. 

We made our way back to camp where we gutted and 

skinned my deer.  I loved learning the process and Melvin 

loved to teach – the perfect team.  We hung my buck in cold 

storage until it was time to head home and I spent the rest of 

the weekend immersed in gratitude for the experience.  I left 

camp that weekend with my next whitetail trip already booked 

– as well as my campfire story!  There was nothing quite like 

driving home to share the meat with family and friends; it was 

a great honour for this animal.  I am thankful every day that 

I was able to overcome the fear and intimidation of hunting.  

It’s never too late to get started.   
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