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  Dedication


By Graham M. Mott, grandson of Russell Mott, transcriber, editor, and publisher.) 

First to my mother, Aimee G. Mott, who collected my grandfather’s articles and scrapbooks.  With her help, I have been able to publish all these wonderful big game hunting stories after 100+ years.
Second to my grandfather, Russell Mott aka “Double Barrel” for writing his hunting adventures for Forest and Stream magazine.
Also, to my great grandfather, John G. Mott, who wrote his own story of a big game hint in Wyoming in 1900 and is now available as a book, Monarch of the Glen.
I would be remiss if I did mention my uncle, Cutler Mott, who as a young boy accompanied his father, Russell (the author) while hunting mountain sheep in Canada.   I knew and loved him during my childhood. 
To my mother’s brother and my uncle, Ed Graham, who was a very successful marketing executive and cartoonist in New York City.  I used his cartoon of a man sitting in a chair reading a book for my publishing company, Golden Shadows Press.






  
  Introduction


It was my mother, Aimee` G. Mott, who obtained my grandfather’s articles which were first printed in Forest and Stream magazine over 100 years ago. Russell Mott aka Double Barrell, wrote detailed stories about several of his big game hunts for Forest and Stream Magazine.  My great grandfather, John G. Mott, joined his son, Russell, on several hunting expeditions. Russell also included his young son, Cutler Mott  (my Uncle),  on a mountain sheep hunt in Canada.
Obviously, both my great grandfather, John G. Mott, my grandfather, Russell Mott, and my father, Grenville Mott, were all well-educated and writers. They had no grammar check, spell check, or iPad to help them write their stories.  Russell Mott’s stories only required few minor corrections and changes.  I did take some license by editing, adding paragraph breaks, clipart. photographs, and a book title to make these stories more enjoyable for the reader.  The photographs are from my grandfather’s scrapbooks, and I used my iPhone to take photos of those pictures. 
Russell’s descriptive words of places and people are exceptional.  It has been such a pleasure for me to transcribe and edit his stories. 
My ancestors have just been waiting to be heard.  Their voices are now speaking through me.  The fact that I was the one who received their stories seems preordained.  I am publishing a series of three books filled with my ancestors’ historic stories: Monarch of the Glen: A True Adventure Story of a Big Game Hunt in Wyoming – 1900 by John G. Mott (my great grandfather), Big Game Hunting Tales from the Early 1900s, and More Big Game Hunting Tales from the Early 1900s by Russell Mott aka Double Barrel (my grandfather).  
When I look back over my life, it is remarkable that at the age of thirteen I attended a Skinner Brothers camp for boys located near Pinedale, Wyoming, the Wind River Mountains and the Green River.  During the camp, I took a week-long pack trip by horseback into the Wind River Wilderness.  There is a strong possibility that my great grandfather, John, and my grandfather, Russell may have hunted in the same area as described in the book, Monarch of the Glen: A True Adventure Story of a Big Game Hunt to Wyoming - 1900. 
Plus, I attended and graduated from the University of Wyoming in Laramie.  During college, I also spent two summers working in Yellowstone National Park.  
It is evident that I received my own love of adventure, the outdoors, fly fishing, and writing from my great grandfather, my grandfather, and my father.  My father wrote many newspaper articles as a sportswriter under his byline, Beyond the Pail. 
I have authored and self-published two books, Scams, Swindles and Rip-offs in 1993 and my most recent book, Hooked by Fly Fishing: Feel-Good Stories of Family and Friends, Life lessons, Mishaps, and Mayhem.
I know you will enjoy reading Russell Mott’s hunting stories as much as I did and after 100+ years, are ready to discover his adventures.  Have fun and enjoy his every word.
Warmest regards, 
Graham M. Mott (grandson of Russell Mott, transcriber, editor, and publisher) 






  
  A Lillooet Sheep Hunt, 1909 by Russell Mott
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Russell with Mountain Sheep Heads
Having previously shot almost every other kind of game in this country, I determined early in the spring of 1909 that if it were possible to add mountain sheep to the list, I would do so.  I knew this would be quite difficult to accomplish.
The first thing was to select the best possible hunting ground. After careful consideration of Mexico, Montana and Canada, I finally picked out the Lillooet district of British Columbia as the best place to hunt for mountain sheep.  After a long and careful correspondence with several guides, I selected Grant White, of Lillooet, as our outfitter and guide.
My son, Cutler, who is very young, wanted to join me and shoot a mountain sheep.  He left the selection of the place and outfit entirely in my hands.  As we were going with the sole purpose of hunting sheep, we discarded any idea of an early trip.  We planned to make our hunt between the 20th of October and the 15th of November so our arrival in sheep country would be during the time of the rut. This would be the best time for securing heads. 
[image: Cutler]
Cutler
Editor’s note: To my readers, how old do you think Cutler is in the photo above?  I thought maybe 12 to 14. 
My Guns

Having selected the time and place, the next thing was to take care of our personal supplies.  Of course, our guns were most importance.  I had been using a double barrel .370 caliber rifle fitted with a single trigger and automatic ejector.  It was a beautiful and handy weapon.  I decided, however, that this rifle was unnecessarily large and did not have as flat a trajectory as I might want for shooting sheep.  I, therefore, sent the rifle to a company in London and had it fitted with an extra set of barrels which took the 6½ millimeter Mannlicher cartridge.  The new barrels proved to be satisfactory being lightweight and having a high velocity.  One advantage of a double rifle is the fact that there is no room wasted.  It is at least six inches shorter in total length than the Springfield and consequently, easier to handle.
Cutler chose a 1906 Springfield army rifle but did not have it resighted as he found that the ordinary battle sight, which shot high at 100 yards with the army cartridge, was exactly right for the ordinary sporting ammunition.  Beside these two rifles, we brought an extra Springfield rifle, a shotgun and a .22 caliber rifle.   I also purchased a 9x9 tantalite tent, a small folding stove and two sleeping bags lined with twelve thicknesses of blankets.    
In addition to these, of course, we carried a good supply of heavy clothing, and in particular knickerbockers, flannel shirts and Mackinaw coats.  We planned our selection of clothing with considerable care and made only one mistake which was about our shoes.  We took shoes with light hob-nailed soles trying to save weight for climbing which were too light, and the nails easily loosened on the rocks.
Thus equipped, we left Chicago by train on October 15th and arrived about two in the morning and three days later at Lytton where we were dumped with our baggage on the station platform. After considerable stumbling around in the dark, we found a man from the hotel who took us down to the village and put us in cold storage for the night.  However, our sleep did not amount to much as we were up at 6 o’clock to find the stagecoach getting ready for its departure for Lillooet. It is, perhaps improper to dignify the conveyance with the name of a stagecoach as it was simply a big two-seated wagon.  However, it was sufficient to hold both of us and all our stuff, and we started on our way before seven.   
The road ran straight up the valley of the Fraser River, which is narrow with the mountains rising precipitously on each side, and the water was almost over the riverbank.  The road is almost at the level of the river and at other times a thousand feet above it and a half mile away.  The country is sparsely settled.  There were no signs of game during the day.  We changed horses at noon and pulled into Lillooet at dark. 
Lillooet is a small mining town situated on a flat plateau at the foot of the mountains and a bend in the Fraser River.  It is, I suppose, one of the principal outfitting points for hunting parties in the country.  We found the inhabitants congregated at the Victoria Hotel in different stages of intoxication, some being jolly and some “absolutely foul,” as Harry Lauder* says.
*Editor’s Note: Sir Henry Lauder was a Scottish. singer and comedian popular in music and Vaudeville and successful internationally.
We stayed at the hotel and heard that Grant White was not in town and was often late for his appointments.  This was bad news for us as we were in a great hurry to start hunting since it was so late in the season.  The weather could change at any time bringing snow.  We were most anxious to get going.  Of the dozen hunting parties in the area, all had returned except two and were expected back any day.  No one else was starting their hunt except us.
After supper, Mr. Dunlop, the storekeeper, came up to the hotel.  He told us that it would be best for us to take our luggage and provisions using a pack train and ride to Grant White’s ranch on the Bridge River fifty miles from Lillooet.  Hopefully we could find White and not waste any more time.  Dunlop said that he had engaged an Indian, Chief Peter, who would meet us the next morning and guide us on this trip.  This sounded feasible and would save time. We agreed to meet Dunlop the next morning at his store about a mile and a half out of Lillooet, get our provisions and join Chief Peter.
That night was, I suppose, as peaceful as any in Lillooet, though by no means quiet on account of the number of dogs and hilarious citizens.  However, we arrived at Dunlop’s in the morning and found all our provisions securely packed and waiting in the wagon with Chief Peter.  He was an old, wizened little Indian who wore an embroidered buckskin vest as his only sign of authority.
Our supplies consisted of the ordinary hearty food for camp: butter, canned milk, bacon, beans, tea, coffee, oatmeal, flour, cornmeal, sugar, etc.  With these provisions and the rest of our baggage, our wagon drove from Dunlop’s store to the end of Seton Lake about two miles from Lillooet.  Seton Lake is a beautiful body of water seventeen miles long and a mile or two wide and shut in on all sides by snow-capped mountains.  
A little steamer lay at a dock at the Lillooet end of the lake.  We were to take this boat up the lake fifteen miles to an Indian village where Chief Peter lived and kept his horses.  At 9 o’clock, the boat pulled out carrying ourselves, Chief Peter and several other passengers, among them a miner named Ferguson.  He was a pleasant man and advised us not to wait and camp with Chief Peter.  We should leave him with our baggage and start over the trail toward Grant White’s ranch.  If we hurried, we would be able to make another ranchman’s house (Jones) by dark.
While going up the lake we saw our first game in British Columbia, a couple of sheep standing on a slide on one of the mountains near the lake.  Whether they were rams or ewes no one could tell, and I could barely make them out through my glasses.
About 11 o’clock, we arrived at the wharf at the upper end of the lake at Mission Village. It consisted of a collection of twenty or thirty log huts full of Indians of all ages.  We were greeted with great interest by a large portion of the population. After sitting on the wharf for a couple of hours, Chief Peter arrived about 1 o’clock with a couple of saddle horses. We saddled up and started riding over the mountain in pursuit of Ferguson, who had started on foot two hours before us and made great time. The trail wound diagonally up the mountain for about six miles.  It was 3 o’clock when we reached the top.  We sat down under a tree and ate our lunches which we had brought from the hotel.  It was raining while on the top of the mountain, but as soon as we started down the other side of the valley of the Bridge River, the rain stopped bringing moderately good weather. 
Jones’ Ranch

We pushed on as fast as our horses would allow and reached the valley of the Bridge River at little after 4 o’clock.  From there the trail, which was merely a broad well-kept path not adapted for wagons, wound up along the banks of Bridge River.  We moved on rapidly, but when darkness set in there was still no sign of the house.  Cutler and I had the uncomfortable feeling that somehow, we had lost our way.  Still, there was nothing to do but keep moving.  After about an hour’s riding in the darkness, we finally saw a light ahead of us and drew up at Jones’ ranch. 
Jones proved to be a big, fine-looking man who resembled, Adam Moore, my former guide in New Brunswick and seemed like an old friend.   Ferguson had arrived earlier, and supper was nearly ready.  Cutler and I were both sore and tired from the unaccustomed use of the saddle.  We sat talking with Jones and Ferguson until late that evening.  Jones had been out hunting that day, killed a bear and was going out the next morning to bring it in.  He wanted us to go with him, but Cutler and I declined as were in a hurry to get to White’s ranch which was about ten or twelve more miles.  We were provided with good beds, and the next morning, were up early and rode out on our way.
Grant White’s Ranch

As we neared White’s ranch, we passed several sloughs where the river left expanses of dead water, all of which had many ducks feeding on them.  About 11 o’clock, we sighted Grant White’s ranch, a comfortable looking log house situated on a plateau in the valley of the Bridge River.  We rode up to the house and were welcomed by several dogs and assorted cats.  
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Cutler at Grant White's Ranch
Soon the front door opened and Liza, Grant’s Indian wife, came out.   She told us Grant had not yet arrived.  She was expecting him later that evening.  Liza was evidently sick with tonsillitis.  She told us a man named Sharp, who was a ranch hand would take care of us.  This was not a cheerful welcome.  Sharp came from the vegetable garden where he had been digging potatoes for winter and welcomed us to the kitchen in the rear part of the house. 
Cutler and I spent the afternoon target shooting with the rifles and waiting for White to arrive, but he never showed up.  We finally went to bed on the kitchen floor wondering what we should do.  We were impatient to get started and afraid some accident had delayed Grant.  
Liza was positive that he would arrive the next day. In the meantime, Chief Peter had arrived at Grant’s with all our baggage which was promptly unloaded in the yard.  There was nothing to do but wait until Grant showed up.  
Duck Hunting

The next morning, we went over to a neighboring guide’s house named Williams. He suggested that we go duck hunting.  I took our shotgun, and one of Williams’.  He had a dog that was supposed to be a retriever.  Williams, Cutler and I started walking toward the sloughs we had passed the day before.  At the first one, I hid in some grass where the creek flowed out of the bottom of it into the Bridge River. 
Cutler and Williams took the retriever, walked up to the other end and tried to get a shot at some ducks in the slough.  They did not get any shots but scared up a few ducks which came within shotgun range of me.  I was able to drop four of them into the water.  This slough looked shallow, so I took off my shoes and stockings and started to wade after them.  The water was icy cold, and I soon found that I might sink up to my waist.  I tried wading farther but found it was so deep that a person would have to swim to get the fallen ducks. I quickly abandoned that idea without much hesitation and waited for the return of Cutler and Williams with the retriever.
As soon as the dog appeared, he ran out into the water swimming with great courage and grabbed a duck and brought it ashore.  After that, we showed him the other ducks, but it was no go.  Every time we pointed out a duck, he would run into the woods and came back with a stick.  The more we tried to get the dog to go in the water, he always pretended there was something else in the bushes he wanted.  There was absolutely no hope of
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Cutler and Russell in Camp
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Four Kountain Sheep Heads
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