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I always have been blessed to be surrounded with won-
derful big game hunting, being raised in northwest Wy-
oming. Another privilege I have enjoyed sharing with 

folks is operating a trophy guiding service which helps build 
a networking resource base for potential hunts abroad for 
species we cannot harvest in our area or country.
 About four years ago, a returning client from Calgary, 
Alberta and I were discussing trophy draw strategies for 
Wyoming when he had mentioned I should contact Mike 
Kabanuk of Cassiar Stone Outfi tters, LTD., if I were ever 
serious in taking a stone sheep. I did not know then what great 
fortune would await me a few years later.
 There was a hesitation to contact Mr. Kabanuk- due to 
the magnitude of a hunt like this, was a stone sheep even 
within reach for a guy like me? And how about the funds 
required for a lifelong dream to harvest a special species 
of sheep, a fantasy hunt? Mike was very pleasant to talk to, 
which helped ease my concerns. Most importantly, he was 
very honest on what to expect on the hunt and patient in 
fi lling me into a slot with appropriate timing to schedule the 
hunt, add appropriate funding, and for both of our schedules 
to accommodate the right timing for this adventure.

 My fi rst experience in northern BC was in 2009, yielding 
a beautiful 340-class bull caribou. We were also fortunate to 
spot every species available, with the exception of wolverine. 
To be able to see the changes of color in vegetation, plumage 
on the ptarmigan from brown to white color phase, and the 
velvet stripping from both moose and caribou, is a special treat 
to observe and very hard to adequately describe in words.
 In 2009 and 2010 I was hooked up with the husband and 
wife team of John and Kayla Schapanski, guide and cook. John 
has exceptional packing and trailing skills with horses. Kayla is 
an accredited chef in town, and very accomplished at campfi re 
cuisine in the mountains. I can verify that all camping, cooking 
and associated tack equipment, is in good, if not new, condition. 
The horses are all of a good, gentle nature and in ample supply, 
traded out each day so they are always fresh and ready to 
go, in any conditions. One special, additional perk I see that 
makes this operation unique is the added support by Logistics 
Manager, Dennis Dalen. He will help before, during, and after 
your hunt, including departure. You could not fi nd a nicer 
gentleman. Without Dennis’s help, this often important, but 
overlooked action item, dealing with unknowns or intangibles, 
is normally left to the guide or outfi tter. They may have to try 
and get reception or hope for luck with appropriate contacts at 
various times to keep things running smoothly.

by Jeff Schweighart
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 The Cassiar Mountain Range is a magnifi cent setting with 
lush vegetation in the bottom fl oors and the glacier-cut rocks, 
outcroppings of ridges and steep chutes, carved through time. A 
rock hound or geologist would be in heaven with the diversity 
of rock that comes in such a variety of colors. The weather can 
be a challenge at times, never knowing if you need sunscreen 
or rain gear.
 We shared camp in 2010 with a very accomplished guide, 
Hank, and return client, Bryan, from Montana. There is more 
than enough room to range and support two sheep hunters, 
which can always come in handy in spotting additional game. 
On opening day, Bryan took a very nice and pretty 37-inch, 
lighter color-phased ram, nine years old. Also, there was an 
additional, legal ram a little farther up the drainage.
 Day two was going to be a long day backpacking for us. 
We were probably halfway up our intended ridge, just above tree 
line, when John found two mature rams bedded, chewing their 
cud and fi ghting off the bugs at mid-morning, probably at around 
1,000 yards. Little did we know, it would be nine hours later 
before an ethical shot would reveal or present itself for the fl aring 
ram. The tighter curled ram was well beyond the full-curl mark 
and John later estimated him at better than nine years of age.
 Our fi rst staging or set up area was ranged at 625 yards. 
I believe the bugs got too bad and forced the rams above some 
cliffs about 400 yards farther toward the crest, possibly utilizing 
a wind drift deterrent to the bugs and a cooling effect. They 
were in sight and we just had to wait for the right opportunity.
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GUN: Gunwerks custom 6.5 x 284 • BULLET: Berger 140-grain VLD
SPOTTING SCOPE: Swarovski ATS 65 • RIFLE SCOPE: Leupold VX3 4-14x 

BINOCULARS: Zeiss 10x42 and Swarovski 15x56 SLC • CAMO: Sitka

 Mid-afternoon brought a distant thunderhead headed 
straight for us. We donned our rain gear and expected the normal 
light drizzle. Boy was I wrong- light drizzle turned to monsoon 
rain, then hail. Luckily it was pea size and soft, then the fi nale 
of the closest hitting and most violent lightning I have yet to 
experience. The sheep also must have felt the same power of 
the storm, as there were no rams when the rain was light enough 
for glassing. We heard a loud rolling of rocks coming down the 
chute and thought the rams could have been the source of the 
dislodged rocks. But it was nine ewes and lambs hightailing it 
at about 80 yards past us to the basin around the corner from 
our view. It reminded me of the antelope from home at the pace 
they were on. As quick as the storm came on, it was now in the 
distance, with only a light, misting drizzle upon us.
 One additional negative detail had also developed. 
My Zeiss binoculars of 24 years developed moisture inside, 
hindering my spotting efforts. I have never been negative, but I 
did have concern of what other cards could be stacked against 
us and if we would even be blessed to see either ram again. 
We continued up and around the face the ewes and lambs had 
exited across. The rams had seemed to stay somewhat level 
in the same direction. Late afternoon brought the sight of the 
feeding, tight-curled ram, in a grassy ravine straight above us 
at a range of 407 yards. The question was where- where was 
the fl aring ram? A half curl had joined the tight curl ram and 
it would be over two hours until the fl aring ram would show, 
around 7 p.m.



Spring 2011 · TROPHY HUNTER · 55visit us on the web at. . . www.trophyhuntermag.com

 I felt confi dent in this distance and shot placement, as I was 
using a brand new, custom-made rifl e by Cloud Peak Gunwerks, 
in 6.5 x 284. We had tested and proven shots on targets much 
farther than this prior to the hunt and I had a sound rest. I took my 
scope covers off in order to avoid the letdown of not being ready 
for an opportunity. I had to dump the rain from the front lens on 
four occasions and the rams seemingly came closer.
 I held lower than I should have on my fi rst shot and the 
biggest ram disappeared for about ten seconds. The other two 
rams made their way across the mountain and were waiting 
to see where this noise came from or were waiting for their 
buddy. The bigger ram showed and seemed to run a different 
route without the same kind of running- was he hit? He settled 
by standing on the only knob of grass that this slope supported. 
For some reason, my contacts were a little dried out, as I was 
wearing them for the fi rst time on a hunt. Between that and the 
rain, there was limited visibility. It seemed to take me forever to 
get still enough to fi nally squeeze and fi re. Same results as the 
fi rst shot. The other rams ran, then eventually resumed feeding. 
The fl aring ram had disappeared, with only two escape routes, 
either straight up or down and no rolling rocks or other noise 
indicated his whereabouts.
 It was mutually agreed on to return to camp and come 
back in the morning for investigation and recovery measures. It 
was a long night, but I felt confi dent in my shot, but there were 
still visions of wounding him.
 Morning three found us up on the mountain. Upon reaching 
the chute below the ram’s location, we parted, as I did not know 
if I could traverse one cliff in the middle. The guide went that 
way, but I chose the ridgeline from my fi rst shot. Not too long 
after John disappeared past the cliff portion, came, “Woohoo! 
Jeff, you got him.” It was not the steepness of the slope that 
took my next breath away, but the relief of this fi ne ram being 
down and the accomplishment of fi nally getting a mature stone. 
The next sound heard out of the ravine was, “He is the largest 
we have ever taken, 41 ½ x 14 ½.” I had to take time to get 
my air back, knowing of only two rams this caliber or better 
being taken in the last fi ve years, much farther to the north. 
Upon taking the sheep to the offi cial measurement, plugging, 
and aging of this ram at eleven years old, the lady stated she’d 
only had one ram close to this size in her last seven years of 
experience. The same greeting toward the size of the ram was 
refl ected upon dropping it off at the taxidermist’s shop.
 In coming down the mountain and packing out the sheep 
we were met with the unexpected surprise of Hank and Bryan 
helping pack out my ram and equipment, a truly rare courtesy 
measure. Both gentlemen were all smiles.
 My hat is off- sincere thanks to Mike and his sheep 
team crew for helping me fulfi ll a lifelong dream. I will truly 
count my blessings the rest of my days for this cherished 
accomplishment. We brought my fantasy to reality. One 
note to pass along- in 2012 they are scheduled to reallocate 
and distribute stone sheep licenses amongst the outfi tters in 
British Columbia. With supply and demand, this will only 
drive prices higher for those willing to try an adventure with 
these magnifi cent creatures up north.

Jeff’s Mountain Caribou.

Jeff will receive a Trophy Hunter scope coat and a 
Hunting Journal from Hunter Hills Journals for his 

story. See page 40 for more information.

Alaska Fishing

 $300 A DAY. Get yourself to Anchorage. Includes food, 
stay in the lodging, and fully guided fishing. Fish on the river 

all to yourself.
 SPECIAL DEAL: If you can get three people go a fourth 
can come free. Four people fully guided fishing for $900 a 
day. You will need to pay for airfare.

Call 970-240-4868
visit www.bearfootadventures.net.
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