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I got a call from Colorado Buck on August 28th while 
relaxing and having fun in Las Vegas. He had just 
gotten word of a stone sheep cancellation hunt in British 

Columbia. The first thought in my head was, “Is this good 
news or bad news?” I had two days to decide if I wanted to go. 
I knew it was one of the best places to go for a great trophy 
stone sheep. So within those two days I called the guide and he 
said there was a 42” ram that they last saw in that area, and that 
was all it took. I was going on a stone sheep hunt. I would be 
two days short on a twelve-day hunt. The guide Greg Williams 
told me I could buy a goat tag and harvest at no extra charge. 
Man I was pumped. I knew the least of my worries was my 
Cross Canyon Arms .300 Tejas rifle, as it has never failed me. 
I can shoot consistently out to 1,000 yards for an ethical kill 
shot. I still had a lot to get ready for the hunt. Christine had her 
first elk hunt in the Central Manti Mountains. I had a guide, 
camera crew, and son-in-law to help her out. I really wanted to 
be there with her but I knew she would be alright. She was off 
with her Cross Canyon Arms Seven Short Mag Tejas capable 
of shooting out to 800 yards.

 My thoughts and anticipation were very high. I needed 
to buy a few things, made all the arrangements to get to 
Alaska and meet up with Larry Causey, Colorado Buck’s main 
camera and film editor. Let me tell you, Larry is a first-class 
individual, real easy to get along with, and made the trip fun. 
It was a short float plane trip over the most gorgeous glacier-
topped mountains you could imagine. I was seeing Rocky 
Mountain goats all over. I even saw a couple of grizzlies high 
in the mountains. I wished I had a bear tag just in case, but I 
knew I would be pushing my luck. An hour and a half later 
we landed on a lake where our base camp was. Wow, this was 
unbelievable. I got butterflies, it was so exciting. Blake, our 
guide, was waiting at the edge of the lake with a big smile 
and a friendly, British Columbia welcome, “Eh?” Blake knew 
Larry from the previous year so they had a lot of catching up 
to do. We got the plane unloaded and hauled the gear up to the 
cabin. As I was taking in the vast scenery, Blake came out and 
we started talking. I was asking where we would be hunting, 
were there bears in the area, and if there were any mountain 
caribou. I had tons of questions to ask. He told me the next day 
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we would be on horseback for about seven 
to eight hours. It was one adventure after 
another. Blake said there was a 42” sheep 
that he saw on the last hunt, and of course 
my sights were on this sheep. I was never 
really excited about the mountain goat 
hunt but one of Blake’s clients was hunting 
goats. His name was Mike. He was about 
68 years old and wanted a book goat. Mike 
became my mentor. I was 51 and more 
mentally in the game than physically.
 The next day there would be a 
seven to eight hour horseback ride and 
then a two- to three-hour hike depending 
on my ability. I was pumped- the next day 
couldn’t arrive fast enough. Morning came 
quick and we were up with all the gear 

ready to go. I was actually trying to lighten up my gear so I wouldn’t have to 
pack so much. Mike and his guide got back the night before and saw some goats 
they wanted to go after. Blake went up to get the horses. When he got back with 
them it was awesome- these horses were truly mountain horses. By ten o’clock we 
were off. I had to get off when we were going down the first big mountain, it was 
straight down. Riding up the river was amazing. We were seeing mountain goats 
all over the ridgetops. But our goal was to harvest the sheep first. It was cool- at 
one point we saw a huge grizzly about 1,000 yards away. When Blake told me to 
load my rifle the adrenaline started. I put a 168-grain .300 Tejas in the chamber, 
and I was loaded for the bear. No further conflicts happened with the bear, but 
what a horse ride. We got to spike camp around 5:30. Blake said to get the packs 
ready. Man, my butt was still saddle sore. Oh well, “Buck up,” I told myself. We 
hiked about 2 1/2 hours and it was getting dark. As we were setting up our tents 
we were seeing a small bunch of stone sheep for the first time, about 2,000 yards 
away. There were some small rams, ewes, and lambs.
 There was a big mountain ahead and another all-day hike to get to where 
we would spike camp again. We ate, then headed to bed. It was hard to get to 
sleep but I was exhausted from the long day. The next day we got up early, had 
breakfast and we were off to head over to the big mountain. We walked over a 
glacier and had to crawl up this mountain on our hands and knees because of the 
shale rock. When we got to the top Blake told us to rest and he was going to see if 
he could spot the rams. I asked him how much farther we had to go and he pointed 
and said, “Down there.” For the first time I got disappointed- I knew I wasn’t in 
the best of shape. I was tired, sweaty and was outguessing myself. Larry and I 
talked for awhile and he was feeling the same way. Blake got back about a half 
hour later and said he spotted the rams about four miles away. He didn’t think we 
would be hunting those sheep for one or two more days. I was glad I was mentally 
there- we loaded our gear and down the mountain we went. 
 About four hours later we were at our last spike camp. I had told Blake the 
day before that I was capable of making a 1,000 yard shot if necessary, but he 
stated he didn’t like to shoot over 400 yards. In my mind a 500-yard shot is a chip 
shot for our Cross Canyon rifles. We set up camp, had a little dinner and I thought 
we could rest and relax. I was wrong- Blake said, “Let’s go, we need to check out 
these other sheep (the ones he had seen from above).” Larry and I looked at each 
other with exhausted eyes and loaded our packs and cameras, then I grabbed my 
gun. Off we went again. About an hour and a half later I was glassing my first 
stone ram, and wow, what a sheep he was. He was about 700 yards away. Blake 
looked at me with big eyes and said, “Eh, can you really shoot that distance?” 
I knew right then that I was looking at a monster stone sheep and possibly a 42 
incher. Blake looked at the sheep again and said, “If you can make that shot we 
better make it happen because I don’t think he will be here tomorrow.” Now if 
that isn’t pressure I don’t know what is. I said, “Let’s move up to those rocks and 
see if we can get a closer shot, maybe 600 yards.” We got to the rocks but the 
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sheep had moved out to 640 yards. I laid my pack down 
and got ready for the shot. Blake looked at me and asked 
me if I was sure. I then asked him if he could get the sheep 
off those cliffs. We both agreed. I chambered a .300 Tejas 
168-grain bullet, and did my calculations. Larry was set 
up to film everything. It was happening so fast, but I was 
ready. It was a steep uphill shot but I knew I could make 
it. I fired my bullet, but the shot was way high. It dawned 
on me, through all the excitement that I didn’t calculate 
for the angle. Blake looked at me again and said that he 
was definitely a 42” ram, and I could tell he wanted this 
ram as bad as I did. I made one more adjustment and fired 
the second shot. He went down. I chambered another .300 
Tejas in and we watched as he rolled and tumbled down 
the mountain, falling about 200 yards. I was watching 
this sick to my stomach hoping he didn’t break off any 
horns. An hour later we were staring at my stone sheep. 
He had cracked one horn but everything was there. Wow! 
He measured 42 1/2”. Everyone was giving high-fives and 
taking pictures.
 We had to work fast because it was getting dark fast, 
and I definitely didn’t want to climb off these cliffs at night. 
The whole way back to camp I kept thinking, “Wow, I just 
harvested a monster stone sheep. I couldn’t be happier.” 
Two and a half hours later with flashlights in hand we were 
back at spike camp. Now I was tired. I fell asleep fast only 
to find myself up at daybreak admiring my sheep. There 
was a slow drizzle of rain and we decided to head back 
to the first spike camp which was about an eight to nine 
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and the river running through it- boy, was it a sight. We glassed 
several different pockets and only saw two to three goats as 
we came to where they saw the goat. It was straight off the 
mountain, walking the horses about halfway down when we 
spotted a lone goat about 1 1/2 miles away. We tied off the 
horses and proceeded on foot. We went straight for the goat to 
see if he was the one I wanted to shoot. About one hour later 
we were glassing the goat. Blake figured he would be about 
nine inches. The goat was still about 2,000 yards away. We 
circled back and side-hilled the mountain. We finally got to 
within 515 yards- that was as close as we could get without the 
goat spotting us. I knew this was my shot. I practice 500 yards 
with my Cross Canyon Arms .300 Tejas all the time. Larry 
got set up on the camera, Blake took one more look and he 
was a little bigger than nine inches. I chambered the 168-grain 
Berger, did my calculations, this time with no angle. I squeezed 
off the round, and it was a solid hit right behind the shoulder. 
Now my adrenaline started to rise. Blake said to shoot him 
again because they were tough. He moved about 40 yards. I 
shot again and down he went. He rolled down the steep hill 
and we could see him. We all did high-fives and it was another 
Tejas take-down.
 It took us about another hour to reach the goat and when 
I walked up to the goat I have never gotten so excited like this 
before. It was so big and pure white. Wow- what a trophy. We 
were congratulated and Blake said, “Eh, he looks bigger than 9 
1/2 inches. I think he’s going to be about 10 1/2 inches.” Then I 
just got more excited. This is definitely one of the most amazing 
trophies I have taken. It took us the rest of the day to get back 
to camp. Right at dark we took a short-cut straight off the 
mountain. One adventure after another, I tell ya. Mike and the 
other guide came out and Mike was a little disappointed because 
he had his sights on this goat but the guide thought the one he 
shot was bigger. The glands around the base of the horns were 
swollen and looked 9” long. All I could say was, “Thanks, Mike, 
for not shooting it.” We both went home with book goats. Mine 
scored 52 4/8” making the SCI silver award at 32 1/8” SCI.
 I have so much confidence in my Cross Canyon rifle 
that I know if I can get one in your hands it will turn you 
into a better shooter. My favorite cartridge is the .300 Tejas 
3554 FPS 168-grain Berger bullet 1513 ft-lbs at 1,000 yards. 
Recoil is that of a .243. Check us out on the website.

hour hike. My whole body was feeling the strain. We got back 
to camp, set up tents, and had dinner. Just before dark a huge 
black bear made his way behind camp and was splashing in 
the pond at about 30 yards. I grabbed my Cross Canyon Rifle. 
We threw rocks in his direction which scared him away. Thirty 
minutes later it was pitch black- with flashlights in hand we 
saw glowing eyes 30 yards away. Blake said to shoot over his 
head and then he was gone. That night I slept with my rifle and 
two knives ready to do battle if he attacked.
 The next morning as the sun peered through the trees I got 
up, checked for the bear, and looked at my stone sheep making 
sure the bear didn’t come and drag off my trophy. About 
twenty minutes later I looked above camp and here came that 
bear headed straight for camp. I grabbed my rifle and yelled. 
Blake and Larry flew out of their tent and we all watched as 
the bear headed our way. Blake told me that if he comes within 
30 yards of camp to shoot him. We started shouting about 70 
yards from him and he ran back up the hill and over the ridge. 
That was the last we saw of him. He was probably a 6 1/2 to 7 
foot black bear.
 The rest of the day was relaxing. A small group of stone 
sheep showed up - nothing big so we glassed them and took 
some pictures of other bears. My mind started looking towards 
a mountain goat. Right then the plane flew overhead so we 
knew we were going to get picked up by the horses the next 
day. We hadn’t seen the big bear since and figured he was gone. 
Larry and I walked up on this high outpost and could see way 
down the valley. We were both ready to get back to the main 
camp and have a good steak dinner. That sounded a lot better 
than the dried food we had been eating. I was glassing for goats 
while Blake was down below fleshing the sheep hide. Larry 
was getting ready to film the horses coming in. I decided to lie 
down and rest in the sun. I was about 50 yards from Larry when 
I heard him shout, “Chris there’s a bear between us”. I jumped 
up and here was a four-foot black bear 25 yards in front of me. 
All I had on me was a knife. I looked at the bear, then to Larry. 
I couldn’t decide whose eyes were bigger. Thankfully the bear 
ran off without incident.
 The horses got there about noon. We loaded up the gear 
and we were off. What an awesome ride back to camp. My 
sights were now on a mountain goat. We saw several, one of 
which was a monster but it would have taken three to four 
hours to get to him. We saw another one that I was seriously 
thinking about but he was only about 8 1/2 inches. We finally 
made it back to camp just before dark. As we unloaded, Mike 
and his guide came out to help and told us that Mike had shot 
a 9 1/2 inch goat and that it should make book. I was really 
happy for him, and told him I would love to hear the story over 
dinner. Meanwhile Mike was amazed at how big my sheep was. 
At dinner Mike and his guide were telling us about his goat, 
and how they saw another that they thought was nine inches. I 
had about two days left on my hunt and wanted to get back to 
Utah to see if Christine had gotten her elk yet. Eventually we 
decided to head to where they last saw the goat.
 The next morning came early and after talking about 
what we needed for a day hunt we were off. It was about a 3 
1/2 hour horse ride but what an awesome ride it was. We went 
to the top of the mountain. It overlooked these wonderful, vast 
mountains. You could see the glacier tops, the mountain valley 
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 Chris will receive a knife 
from Outdoor Edge and a 
Hunting Journal from Hunter 
Hills Journals for his story. See 
page 40 for more information.

Gear ListG
• GUN: .300 TEJAS 3553 FPS 

• BULLETS: 168-Grain VLD 

• PACK: Badlands
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