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Hello. I am Brian (Bear) Squirrell, one of North America's top hunting and fishing guides, and I am lucky. Okay, I'm fortunate in hunting and fishing. The stories I can tell are all true. However, some of them seem far-fetched. They are true. I am from Halifax, Nova Scotia, and reside in Alberta, Canada. I am the eldest of five brothers and sisters. 

In our family, hunting and fishing were a way of survival. My father tried hard to provide, but it was not that easy with five kids. So instead of going hungry, we were taught by our father, a sharpshooter, in the Navy no less, to hunt at ten. Let the hunting begin! Our first hunt was on a day when the snowshoe hares were caught in their white fur coats, like taking candy from a rabbit after the snow had disappeared.

Dad took the time to show us the right way to hunt with the old Cooey 22. Hours of practice took place before the rabbit hunt. We went out, and the rabbits didn’t have a chance. We lived out and would eat like kings and queens as Mom had the magic in the kitchen. It was from that day on that I was hooked. We moved all over this great country, from coast to coast, and I was very fortunate to have met some influential native Canadians who took me under their wing and taught me how to hunt, fish and trap. 

It's funny now that I reflect on how much a person can learn. Early in Prince Rupert, I fished and hunted with a young Haida named Peter, who showed me snaring, hunting, and fishing techniques and introduced me to smoking fish. From there, I went to Smithers, British Columbia, to hunt and fish again with a Cree named Hector, who showed me how to trap, hunt, and fish. My mother became quite impressed with the number of game coming in to feed our growing army.

From here, we moved to Northern Ontario—what a wake-up call that was—Kapuskasing, Ontario, Canada. The General Motors cold-weather test station: This was where I believe I learned most of my survival skills. I ran a trapline well, but those days were cold, long, and difficult. There were some terrifying moments, with encounters involving a badger, bears, wolves, and big wolves. If you can survive here, hunting and fishing, you can survive anywhere. Black flies that carry off moose from the bush, and mosquitoes you will swallow when you talk, make it even more challenging. 

Now, I will say one thing: the game was plentiful, the fishing unreal, and the trapping amazing. But reality hit me. The reason was that it was like living in Alaska, barren and remote. The weather was so cold that the tires fell off a car in the traffic circle at the downtown core. 

Next stop: Peterborough, Ontario, Kawartha Lakes. Here, I would meet my native brother, Dave Rose (Rosebud) (Rosie). Our lifelong bond continues to this day, although his health has deteriorated, and he has hung up his rifles and bows now. When I left ten years ago to come West, we were lost without each other. Over the years, those stories I have alluded to in the beginning have been witnessed by this man. Forty years is a long time to be hunting and fishing friends. 

Rosie has seen the success and the knowledge that I was so lucky to have learned from growing up as a gatherer—knowledge that I passed on to him and our hunting and fishing posse. I continued to hunt throughout my life, wherever I lived in Canada, giving me a sportsman’s view of this beautiful country. 

Eventually, I purchased land and opened Big Bear Outfitters - Nova Scotia, providing hunters worldwide the opportunity to see the vast hunting lands of Nova Scotia, Canada. Unfortunately, I experienced a severe T-bone car collision one day on my way home, suffering from brain injury and multiple impact injuries. Luckily, I had Sure Shot to nurse me back to health. It took over eight years to recover and thousands of dollars in therapies. Daily, I prayed for recovery, and I thanked God for saving my life. My honey was with me every step of the way, encouraging, reminding, and healing me. 

Today, I continue to hunt with my treasured posse in a small town in Alberta, Canada. I have hundreds of acres of land to access for hunting and fishing due to the kindness of friends and neighbours. I have a passion for bow hunting, “Excalibur - Assassin”, purchased at Cabela’s, my favourite now. Bow hunting helps to get out for the hunt before rifle season begins. Less human traffic means more deer, moose, and elk are available. 

I live in a beautiful, original art-filled home with my honey and am thirty minutes away from my hunting areas. I recently built four incredible treehouse blinds to help further my health recovery. Last winter, I had a friend paint my blue Honda, love that old girl, in a unique custom camouflage paint. The one colour the deer can see is blue, so leave those blue jeans at home. There is a good reason you wear camouflage for hunting. The deer come down from the hills at my house and love to stand by Ole Blue. Never seen anything like it. Hunting always brings me peace and serenity, which all men seek. I have plans to hunt for many years ahead. I found my happy hunting grounds and have been blessed with an exciting and adventurous life. Surprisingly, it is the simple things that bring fulfillment in life. Of that, I have an abundance.

In my life I have had the opportunity to become a young football player drafted by a national football team, a top radio Disc Jockey and broadcasting career in the Toronto market, I had a long manufacturing career working as a Millright, I was Deputy Mayor of Cavan/North Monaghan, Ontario area elected as a favourite for twelve years where I had the opportunity to build roads and reduce property taxes for my constituents by combining and cooperating assets and costs with two townships. I was a personal security guard for Celine Dion. Eventually, I became a top Honda car salesman, often selling 35 cars monthly. Then, I bought a one-hundred-acre hunting forest and started Big Bear Outfitters - Nova Scotia, where I trained to become a registered, certified hunting and fishing guide. Throughout all of my careers, the one thing I was able to do along the way was to hunt, trap and fish to my heart's content. 

I have been married four times, the last one being a keeper. I have a daughter, one stepdaughter, two stepsons, and three beautiful grandchildren. I am blessed to be involved in all of these precious lives.

In closing, I am very blessed to have had the individuals show me the proper ways to hunt and fish when I was young. I am thankful to the creator for giving us the bounty and beauty of this great country. I lost another brother in John Mills in March of this year, another thirty-eight-year-old friend gone to bigger and better hunting and fishing grounds. God Bless. 

I realize now that I must pass on my knowledge of hunting and fishing. You will find that I can show you where the big ones are. But it is up to you to learn the patience required to be successful. Thanks to those who taught me, I am an outstanding hunter and fisherman. Won’t you join us?

A Squirrell and a Nut-job

Hello again, back to another story from the Squirrell's nest. This one will forever be etched in our minds. Everyone dreams of flying into a remote spot to fish or hunt. We all want to get to that one honey hole, where the waters are untouched or the land has not had the pressure from fishermen and hunters.

My bud, Rosebud, and I discussed getting a fly-in charter with a local pilot. To bring the cost down, we talked to a couple of other friends, Ray and Paul G. We had heard about this pilot, Paul B., out of Rice Lake, and how he had flown some locals to a great lake for pickerel, about three hours away from Kawartha Lakes. We all know that money does not grow on trees, even for a Squirrell and his friends. Rosebud and I worked many hours at the local juice manufacturing company. We all saved our hard-earned dollars; finally, the time had come to book this trip. We were pumped.

In the days leading up to this adventure, we were very excited. As fly-in trips are not cheap, we expected great results. The pilot assured us of stringers full of pickerel in this remote, virgin lake; it was only accessible by plane. We could hardly sleep the night before the big day. So, as per usual, we were up before the alarm clock went off. Bright-eyed and bushy-tailed, we headed to this paradise. 

The weather was great for the flight, and as we landed, we could not believe the size of this lake. It was calm and perfect, like the calm before a storm. Our pilot said he would pick us up in six hours, and off he went. Little did we know, this trip was about to catch us something wilder than we ever could have anticipated. 

We were about twenty minutes into our adventure, getting some nice hits but no big catches, when we looked up and saw this old fellow paddling his canoe right toward us. Odd, considering this was such a remote location. As he approached our boat, we greeted him with a friendly “hello.” However, he was not pleasant at all. A double-barrel shotgun came out, and he said, “This is my lake, and you do not have permission to fish here.” We told him we had paid a good amount of money to come on the trip. He told us to remove our poles from his lake. 

For the remaining 5 hours, we were held at gunpoint. When our guide landed and saw us held at the end of a shotgun, he called the local OPP (Ontario Provincial Police). When they arrived, the older man was immediately arrested. We then explained that he may own the land around the water, but no one, besides the crown, owns the water.

I never did hear the outcome in court, but the OPP explained to us that he was not all there and that this was a regrettable incident. Honestly, at the time we were held hostage, we couldn’t tell if he was just threatening, or would have pulled the trigger on us—a Squirrell and friends held at gunpoint by a nut-job. 

Now, the thing that bothered the four of us most was that we were not reimbursed one cent or offered a make-up trip for what we had been put through. That pilot was not lovely. 

This was one fishing trip that, to this day, I remember as a living nightmare. I can still see that old double-barrel shotgun pointed right at us. And no, we did not want to know if it still worked. 

With that said, be careful when booking your flight to any remote location; ask many questions. Also, please stay away from older men with guns who think they own the lake. That was a very long day!

Elmer Fudd and the Group of Seven

Occasionally, something happens in my life that gets me laughing when I remember it. This story does just that for my youngest brother, Braden, and me. My Uncle Ken, a very serious hunter and retired police officer, had asked if we would join him on an elk hunt in Kananaskis Country. “K Country” is also called “GB Country” (as in grizzly bear), though at the time, the thought of bears did not appeal to me; wrestling one of those big bruins was not high on my list of priorities.

Unfortunately, I had left all of my hunting clothing back in Ontario, so I would have to make do with what little I had brought. I had a pair of pumpkin orange coveralls and my security work boots (which might have been a pair of downhill skis for all the traction they provided). 

On the morning of the big elk hunt, my brother and I were at Uncle's place full of vim and vigour. Ken had told us we would go to a place in the mountains and that it would take us all day to stalk the bull herd. After a long drive, we finally arrived at the mountain's base. I looked up... way up. 

Are you kidding me? I thought.

Ken always liked extreme hunts, and this was no different. So off we went. It wasn't long before Uncle became very excited like a pointer on a pheasant. He had glassed “The Group of Seven,” as he affectionately called the herd of bulls.

Like a drill sergeant, Uncle said, "Boys, we can only go so far and then we will be on our bellies, slithering like a worm so I can get a shot.”

"Okay, whatever it takes," I said. 

We stalked the herd for about four hours. You could see this look in Uncle’s eyes... almost as if he was possessed. We were slithering and slithering closer to the herd. We needed to be at least twenty-five yards closer to get the shot. What took place next was utterly unexpected, and still baffles me to think about.

"Arrrr! Arrrrr! Arrrr!"

We looked down the ravine, and this beagle ran after a deer! Behind him was some clueless Elmer Fudd. One thing I know for sure is that dogs cannot run deer in that area, period. 

As soon as the herd of elk heard the dog, they ran off to their hideaway over the other side of the mountain, never to be seen again.

Every expletive that could be used on “Elmer Fudd” was thrown in fury. Uncle was fuming! Twenty-five stinking yards and we could have had our shot.

Although the hunt was over, our adventure was not; the part of the story that makes us all laugh today came from heading back down the mountain. I told you I had a pair of security boots I thought would be okay to hunt in. Boy, was I in for a surprise. 

As the sun set, we started our descent down the mountain. Things began to get slippery as the temperature dropped. I took one step forward, and—“Ohhhhhhh, heeeeeeelp!” I yelled as they looked back at me to see that I was downhill skiing! No kidding! 

They just got out of my way and watched. I am well over 250 pounds, so as Uncle and Braden would later say, "We did not know what to do
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	Leadership is established early on in the pack.

	Watch which dog holds its tail the highest, and keeps it that way; the dog with the tail down between their legs is the one to stay away from.

	Finally, feel their nose, whether warm and dry or wet. Most top dogs in that department have noses in between and will over-sniff when they are pups.

	The final thing that I watch for, depending on what you are hunting for, and I have done this, is to take what you are hunting for the scent and see their reaction. A coon tail, a bird wing, a rabbit foot. The one with the most interest is the one I go with.
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