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  Dedication


Iwant to thank my mother. Aimee G. Mott for collecting my grandfather’s articles and scrapbooks. With her invaluable help, I am able to publish these wonderful big game hunting stories, 
Second to my grandfather, Russell Mott aka “Double Barrel,” for writing his hunting adventures for Forest and Stream Magazine.
I must mention my great grandfather, John G. Mott, who joined his son, Russell, on several hunts and wrote his own remarkable story of a big game hint in Wyoming in 1900.  This book 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 while hunting mountain sheep in Canada.  I knew and loved Cutler during my childhood. 
Finally, to my mother’s brother and my uncle, Ed Graham, who was a successful and creative marketing executive and cartoonist in New York City.  I used his cartoon of a man sitting in a chair reading a book as my logo for Golden Shadows Press.






  
  Introduction


It was my mother, Aimee` G. Mott, who obtained my great grandfather’s and grandfather’s hunting stories from the early 1900s. My great grandfather, John G. Mott, joined his son, Russell, on a couple of these hunting expeditions. Russell, who is my grandfather, also included his young son, Cutler, on a mountain sheep hunt in Canada. 
My great grandfather John G. Mott, my grandfather Russell Mott aka Double Barrel, and my father, Grenville Mott, were outdoorsmen, well-educated and writers. They had no grammar check, spell check, or iPad to help edit their stories.  
I am truly amazed at my ancestors’ writing skills. Their stories only required a few minor corrections and changes.  I did take some license by editing, adding chapters and paragraph breaks, clipart, photos, and a book title to make these stories more enjoyable for the reader.  The photographs are actually from my grandfather’s scrapbooks.   I used my iPhone to take photos of these pictures. 
Russell’s descriptive words of places and people are exceptional.  It was such a pleasure for me to transcribe and edit his stories from Forest and Stream Magazine.  
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: 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 this same area mentioned in John’s 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 and a three act play titled, Heavy Bombardment, about a B-52 Bomber Wing in 1945. 
I have written and self-published two books, Scams, Swindles and Rip-offs in 1993 and my most recent book in 2024, 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 relish his every word.
Warmest regards, 
Graham M. Mott (transcriber, editor, publisher, and author of "Hooked by Fly Fishing)






  
  A Moose by Machan, 1908 by "Double Barrel"
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The fall moon that comes nearest the first of October brings with it the height of the hunting season for moose and consequently, the best of the hunting season.   Between these two seasons comes the last two weeks in October which are likely to give barren hunting in the New Brunswick woods.  As the rut is over, the old bulls are wary, and most of the fools are dead.  Generally, ice has formed on the ponds and dead waters.  The bulls are on the high beech ridges indulging in pleasant and tender memories of the last full moon. 
Yet, despite the disadvantages of the season, the 17th of October found me starting a two-week hunt with Adam Moore on the little Tobique River in New Brunswick, Canada.  The weather had turned warm.  Two days of hunting convinced us that we had a better chance near the water than on the ridges.  On the 19th after working over the ridges in the morning, we visited a lick at noon which Adam had discovered during the past summer.  It was located about three miles back from our camp on the Tobique River and consisted of a small pond or mudhole about twenty-five feet wide by fifty feet long.  This spot was in the depths of the forest surrounded by thickets of young firs and spruces.  From every direction, muddy game trails led into it.  The water and mud in the hole seemed to have no distinctive qualities, but something about it was evidently attractive to the moose.
Log Platform

When Adam first discovered the lick, he was confronted with a problem.  It was impossible to lie in wait anywhere near the hole without the moose seeing or scenting a hunter before he could get a shot.  To obviate this difficulty, he built a platform of logs in the top of a large yellow birch tree near the edge of the hole.  A rough ladder led up it and formed a first-rate imitation of the machan* of East Indian hunting stories.  The height of the machan prevented the scent from getting low enough to warn the moose while the hunter commanded the entire hole and its approaches.  *Editor’s Note: Machan is a platform (as in a tree) used for observation in hunting. 
Though this hole was evidently a resort for moose, the machan had not been a great success.  Although Adam had tried it on various occasions, he had never seen a bull at the hole.  Yet when we visited it, every appearance promised there were moose.  Many of the bushes near the water were broken by a moose hooking its rack.  The water in some places was still muddy where moose had been tramping at night.  About fifty feet away, a desperate fight between two moose had evidently taken place a few days previously.  The ground was tramped and torn, all the small trees and bushes were broken down and large wads of black and gray hair was strewn on the ground. This indicated that some damage had been done. 
Moose

After looking over the situation, Adam and I retreated at once as quietly as possible. We planned to return toward evening and fought the need to sit down on the machan.  Accordingly, after lunch and another fruitless hunt over the ridges, we took the trail back to the lick.  I was carrying the little double barrel eight-millimeter rifle which had proved such a success on mountain sheep.  I was anxious to test its effect on a big bull moose.   When Adam and I approached the hole, it was about 4:30 in the afternoon.  After arriving, we crouched behind a log and saw a spiked bull moose standing in the water. 
Adam and I watched this moose for a minute or two.  I was troubled with an uncertain feeling that the bull had only one large horn.  Suddenly Adam whispered to me, “There’s a big bull behind the little one.  I see his horn..  Come on.”  We crawled onto a game trail which led down to the hole behind a screen of small fir trees.  Adam and I were within fifty yards of the water when we heard a terrific rushing noise and splashing in the hole and saw the rear of a moose vanishing in a thicket.  Whether this was the big bull or the spike, we could not determine.  It was certain that both moose had not seen us or heard our moccasins on the soft ground so they must have scented us even though it was perfectly calm.
This was most discouraging situation.  When moose are badly frightened, they will often leave a waterhole for a week or more.  Still hoping they might return that evening, we mounted the machan and sat patiently for an hour and a half.  It was no light task to sit perfectly quiet for an hour and a half without moving, speaking or solacing your nerves with tobacco.  
Personally, a couple of long trips to New Brunswick in 1907 and 1908 had taught me the great art of sitting quietly on a log.  At last, it grew nearly dark, and as there was no sign of any moose, Adam and I climbed down and started back toward our camp.  As soon as it got too dark to walk, we lighted a lantern Adam had brought for that purpose and stumbled our way back into camp.
The next morning, Adam and I got up before daylight and walked back to the hole by dawn.  It had been undisturbed by moose since the night before, so we left and devoted the middle part of our day to once again tramping over the ridges.  Four o’clock in the afternoon found us back at the hole.  As no moose were visible, we climbed into the machan and sat down to wait.  Soon after, Adam and I heard a faint noise of something moving through the thicket. Presently the noise ceased. Adam whispered that a moose had evidently been standing close to the hole.  Probably upon hearing us arrive, it had quietly sneaked away.  This was far from cheerful news and seemed to put a pall on our chances. 
Noises

As there was no wind, the silence was perfect except when a red squirrel engaged in building a nest.  This squirrel tore off a fresh piece of bark and ran dragging it through the leaves and bushes making a loud noise out of all proportion to its size.  Finally, as it grew darker, even the squirrel ceased all his activities.  Adam got out his watch which showed 5:20. I folded down my peep and threw up the open sight on my rifle.  Just as I was beginning to worry whether I could see the front sight at all, the silence was broken by a clear, loud clank.  No words can really describe the sound.  It was unmistakable, and I knew at once that a big horn had struck against a tree.  Adam whispered, “It’s a bull and close.”  
Then for an interminable period, there were no sounds. For at least twenty minutes, we did not move a muscle as the bull was evidently standing listening with his ears.  Finally, we heard his horns strike again.  Once again, this was followed by a long silence.  It was quickly getting dark, and the last light was nearly gone.  The fir trees looked black against the pearl-gray sky, and on the ground, only large objects could be distinguished.
The sights on my
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