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“THERE’S NO REST FOR ME IN THIS WORLD. PERHAPS IN THE NEXT.”

—T. Shelby
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FOREWORD


Human motivation is a peculiar thing. We all come into this world with the same circuits—the same biological machinery that creates an ability for us to pursue goals, to do hard things. It is ancient stuff: these neurons and brain circuits that place our mind and body into a state of wanting, and in some cases needing, to move toward a goal. All animals have these circuits, and they always look pretty much the same. In fact, it doesn’t matter if you’re looking at the brain of a dog, a horse, a raccoon, or a person. They’re identical and they all leverage the same chemical—dopamine, as a sort of currency for determining the value of our efforts.

Humans are special, however, because we have an expanded patch of real estate in the front of our brain—our prefrontal cortex, that lets us apply new rules, our rules, to basic drives. In other words, our prefrontal cortex gives us the opportunity to get motivated by the idea of something, not just by our emotions or biological drives. We can be motivated by the idea of serving family, our country, to earn self-respect, by fear, by love, or by a higher calling. That makes us truly special, but it also means that there truly are no excuses. A failure to motivate to get things done is a failure to honor our God-given uniqueness as a species.

I don’t know if Cameron Hanes ever sat back and thought about any of that. Probably not. But what I do know is that Cam honors and embodies that gift every single day, and I know of no other human as hardworking, or consistent with his efforts across as many domains of life, as Cam is.

Cam’s is a wild story. A boy growing up in a broken home in a small Oregon town outside another small Oregon town becomes an athlete and a drinker, just like his father was. And in an almost predictable way, both of them experience a series of near-fatal accidents, potentially irreversible detours, and increasingly deterministic circumstances.

Why predictable? Well, because those circuits for motivation—they have another unique feature in humans too. Humans are the only species that uses the motivation-generating circuitry to become addicted to behaviors or substances that can lead to our demise. So, if ever there was a double-edged blade in our wiring, it is that the same brain circuits that can drive us to do phenomenally hard and positively generative things can destroy us.

Whether consciously or not, Cam Hanes internalized that reality. He took the life he had been handed—the lack of stability in his childhood home, his internal frustration about the world he was born into, and he made the decision to lean into his love of bowhunting, to get sober from alcohol, to get married and to embrace the joys and challenges raising three children. By any measure, he took the right road.

But love is a special motivator. It’s not just an idea. It’s an idea fused to an emotion that doesn’t just leverage dopamine, it generates it. Cam used his love of bowhunting to embrace daily shooting practice. Soon he realized he could venture deeper into the woods, stalk more efficiently and carry out larger game if he trained harder, and harder, and longer. Soon Cam’s runs became daily half- or full marathons. That’s right, a full or half-marathon every day before a full day’s work, followed by shooting practice, lifting weights in the garage, tending to his home business, and all while being a devoted husband and father.

Eventually the mighty Joe Rogan learned of Cam’s training and hunting prowess, and the rest is history. The whole world now knows who Cameron Hanes is and his “Keep Hammering” mantra is as direct and impactful as Nike’s “Just Do It,” but frankly, more so because “Keep Hammering” is an everyday thing. Running, lifting, shooting, no matter what. No 21-days-to-this or New Year’s resolutions to that. No flashy commercials. Keep Hammering is, just as it sounds, unrelenting.

No one can stay unrelentingly driven unless they have a readily accessible set of motivators to pull from. I mean, c’mon, this the USA—and there are countless stories of people rising from anonymity or challenges to significant levels of recognition, then succumbing to the excesses or slowly fading away. Not Cam. What truly sets Cameron Hanes apart and why he is such a shining example of human motivation, is that he wasn’t handed a path, an academic staircase, or a military road to follow. To be sure, those are respectable trajectories, but he had no roadmap. He looked at what he had, and he looked inward, into the understanding that motivation is not just a choice but a series of choices. Then made the one choice—to lean into his loves, and to let that serve as the organizational and driving force for all the rest. Cam loves to share his love of hunting—so he teaches it online, and to the guests and listeners of his podcast. He loves being a provider, so he hunts, and he shares the meat he kills. He loves to run, so he runs, and shares his love of running. And on, and on, and on.

Everything about Cam and everything he does is steeped in that love and I do believe that God offers special powers to those that embrace life through that portal. After all, we all share the same circuitry. It’s not just a question of what we do with it. It matters what we use as fuel.

So, as we marvel at the head-shake-inducing battles Cam endures: 100-mile races on badly broken feet, a super-human training schedule and unbreaking devotion to his wife and kids, we feel Cam’s love. We feel it as his fuel. God offered us Cam Hanes as an example of what’s possible to achieve, but also how to achieve it. The question then becomes, what do we do with that feeling? How do we harness and apply it toward creating our own best life, our own right road?

Undeniable shows you how.

Andrew D. Huberman, Ph.D.






PROLOGUE: REACHING THE TOP


My world used to be 20 miles big. When I was a teenager, I lived in a small logging community 20 miles outside of Springfield, Oregon. A big trip would be to go to town—where the “flatlanders” lived—to get pizza or see a movie or hang out in a bar. Growing up, I was a guy with my head down, always looking at the ground, never really finding a reason to look up and have dreams. Those 20 miles represented my life’s universe.

Chances are, you know what happened next. By now, you probably know my origin story: how a guy going nowhere got brought into the world of bowhunting by a high school friend named Roy Roth. Things started to happen, and all of a sudden my gaze began to go up. I started looking farther: To places like the mountains way over in eastern Oregon. The Eagle Cap Wilderness. The wilderness was a lot more than 20 miles. To me, that was a whole other world. Soon it became my world.

The bigger the world became, the stronger my mission inside it grew. On my quest to become the best bowhunter I could be, I soon realized how many others were on similar quests in their lives. I found so many connections in this big world of ours. One day I received a tweet with an invitation to come to Los Angeles and talk about bowhunting and fitness with Joe Rogan, and I discovered that my quest was a lot bigger than I thought it was. Suddenly I found myself looking toward the mountains—toward any mountain in sight—and wondering what was on the other side of them.

That’s how it always starts. It begins with this person who has no real reason to dream. No reason to be confident and nothing to be excited about. A head down and a heart desolate. But then something happens. Little changes start to take place.

One person believing in you gives you motivation.

One person doubting you gives you fuel.

One passion gives you purpose.

One victory gives you confidence to keep going.

It all starts with that small journey. And as I always say, if I did it, anyone can.

I shared my story in Endure, and it’s been gratifying to see the response from readers. If that book is my origin story, then this is the next installment of my journey. The invitation to share my passion of this unique endeavor called bowhunting with Joe Rogan and the rest of the world opened many doors. All of a sudden this bowhunter from a logging town began to find himself meeting and training with incredible individuals from all over the world: Olympians and fighters and runners and intellectuals. I said a few years ago in my book Endure that I could fill an entire book full of the outliers I’ve met and what I’ve learned from them. Undeniable is that book.

I might owe Rogan for the inspiration behind the title. During one visit, I was sharing how I was able to train with all of these different outliers and how that allowed me to pick their brains and see what made them tick. I was able to run alongside the best of the best, and that is how you progress. Anybody who has ever risen to heights in their field has always learned from the greats and has always strived to add tools to their toolbox. Now I was able to immerse myself amongst winners to try to learn more from their mindset.

“It’s like that expression ‘Be undeniable,’” Joe said. “There’s a certain level that you can achieve in life. You can say all you want about Michael Jordan. That motherfucker’s undeniable. He’s one of the greatest basketball players that’s ever walked the face of the planet Earth, if not the best. That’s just an undeniable person. And it’s very few people that get to that undeniable place. And if you really want to have no excuses in life, you’re going to have to be undeniable, and you’re going to have haters. You’re going to have haters. But those haters can all suck it, because they’re just lying to themselves.”

I’ve always taken a lot of inspiration from those undeniable people like Jordan and Kobe Bryant. I will always remember something the great Hall of Famer Allen Iverson shared about Kobe, who he had often faced as an opponent. He said that when the other players would go out to the club, Kobe would go to the gym.

“That was just him,” Iverson said. “That was ‘Mamba.’ He was younger than me, but I actually looked up to him and his greatness.”1

That was why there was only one Kobe. He was simply working harder than his competitors. That’s what sets those who are undeniable from the rest.

What drives me every day and it has for decades is asking myself the following questions:

How can I become the best I can be?

What can I do today to become better than I was yesterday?

And how can I be better tomorrow than I am today?

That’s why I study outliers, men and women who are experts in their field. They can be track athletes, mixed martial arts (MMA) fighters, scientists, or experts in any discipline. There’s something about all these people that makes them truly exceptional, so I examine those people, and I try to use what I learned from them to earn an edge over what I had the previous day. That’s why I created my podcast called the Keep Hammering Collective. It’s a chance to bring together winners and successful people and learn from their journeys. We get to hear about their successes and failures, but mostly we can hear how they’ve obtained their winning mindset. But before I pick their brains, I share my routine with these outliers. Each one is introduced to my daily Lift Run Shoot.

I know I have to put in the work every day to be the best I can be, so Lift Run Shoot has been a big part of it. It can be in any order—it doesn’t matter. My ultimate goal every day is to hurt. Unless I’m outdoing everybody, I’m not offering my best. Running is to build endurance throughout those long hunts. Lifting is to build strength for packing the animal out after the kill, and as we know strength is never a weakness. And lastly, shooting my bow accurately is what makes those other two happen. No matter how fit you are, if you can’t hit the animal you want to hit, you don’t have to worry about your endurance or strength.

Outliers who visit share this Lift Run Shoot experience with me, and then we sit down to talk for the podcast. What better way is there to get to know someone before an interview than suffering together?

I want to talk to these outliers and hear how they became successful. These people have done extraordinary things with their lives. My hope with my podcast and now this book is to glean things for others to take and use to elevate their own lives.

Sometimes I sit back and wonder how a bowhunter from that small logging town in Oregon is now training with all of these incredible outliers who have risen to the top of their fields. But the truth is I like people who put themselves in a position to become undeniable at what they do. Some people out there might not like me, and they might say all sorts of things about me, but they cannot deny the work I put in and the results to show for it. You can judge and say whatever the fuck you want, but when the goal and tunnel-vision focus is on becoming undeniable, hollow criticism from the cheap seats doesn’t hold much weight.

Just like I wrote in Endure, I hate giving advice. I don’t have a blueprint. But I will listen to those outliers who will share their wisdom and show their roadmap to success. I am always learning and trying to improve. Along those lines, my intent with this book is to share some of that wisdom with you.

Do you want to be elite, or do you want to be normal? If you want to be elite, you’re going to have to step out of what normal people do, ignore how they think, and dismiss how they approach things.

You need to study from the masters. Then you need take those nuggets and apply them to your own life.

When you do that, who knows what’s possible?







CHAPTER 1
CHOOSE YOUR SUFFERING
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RESILIENCE:

The capability of a strained body to recover its size and shape after deformation caused especially by compressive stress



“SUCCESS IS A FUNCTION OF PERSISTENCE AND DOGGEDNESS AND THE WILLINGNESS TO WORK HARD FOR TWENTY-TWO MINUTES TO MAKE SENSE OF SOMETHING THAT MOST PEOPLE WOULD GIVE UP ON AFTER THIRTY SECONDS.”

—Malcolm Gladwell, journalist and author, Outliers: The Story of Success


 

Nobody wants to get into a race to the death with David Goggins. I learned that the first time he came out to my town in 2018 to do what would become the first-ever Lift Run Shoot experience I shared with an outlier. We had a big Saturday planned that consisted of a 50K that would be followed by shooting bows, lifting weights, and then watching Ultimate Fighting Championship (UFC). Since he came in the day before, we decided to take a run up Mount Pisgah. That’s when I saw the two sides of the man. There is the stoic David who you might share a cup of coffee with, then there’s Goggins who you throw raw meat at.

I normally take guests to Mount Pisgah, where we can share a run together. I can usually tell pretty quickly how good a runner somebody is in the first few hundred yards. As we took off up the backside of the hill, I thought to myself, Damn he’s got a long stride! At the time, he was living in Nashville, so I assumed that since there were no hills there, this was going to be the equalizer. But the farther up the mountain we got, his stride never changed. Normally when you’re running uphill, you shorten your stride—because if you don’t, you’re going to gas out—but Goggins’s stride never seemed to change.

This is gonna be rough.

He never faded in our run to the top of the mountain. After we finished, he remained calm and serious. I had grown used to Goggins, the badass who spoke to followers on social media, but David was cool to hang out with. I appreciated being able to train with somebody who was going to push me. And this was just our warm-up for the Frozen Trail Run 50K the next morning.
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David Goggins has provided an incredible amount of inspiration, not just for me, but my family in general. For example, my son, Truett, who has been the Guinness Book of World Records holder of pull-ups in a day, got the idea to chase that title solely because David previously held it.
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The following day was cold and rainy. Miles into the race, everybody was soaking wet. By mile 22, something started happening with Goggins’s feet. He had to untie his shoes and take them off, something that’s never a good sign 22 miles into a 32-mile 50K ultramarathon. Your feet get torn up in long races: toes can be bleeding, toenails are torn off. This is what happens. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I decided to keep chugging along. I assumed that David would get it figured out and would catch up with me. But I couldn’t help having doubts.

Maybe I won’t see him again?

But … no. Sure as shit, he caught back up with me and my brother, Taylor Spike, who was also running the race. By the time he reached us, he was running in a different groove. Just as we were going up this last grade to do one more summit in the race, my calf began to lock up so I couldn’t run it. As I started to power hike up the hill, that’s when Goggins took off. When I reached the top of the mountain, 30 miles into the race with only a couple left to go, I asked a cameraman who was up there how Goggins looked.

“Well, he had his shirt off”—remember, it was cold and rainy—and he was saying, “They don’t fucking know me! They don’t know me, son!’”

“Who was he saying that to?” I asked the cameraman.

“Nobody. There was nobody up there.”

Goggins got better the farther he ran. He crushed the second half of that race. I saw David turn into Goggins firsthand, and it was real. When shit got hard, he got into this different zone. He became better and tougher. All I could think was, This guy is different. And I loved it.

The same thing happened when we were lifting weights later that day. We had been doing as many reps as we could on the incline bench, true burnout sets, however many it took to get 100 reps, and this was after doing 600 total reps already during this weightlifting session. My younger son, Truett, who was 21 at the time, was working out with us as well. My trainer, Eric McCormack, was running us through the workout, so, on the last set, McCormack was standing behind Goggins, urging him on. I had been able to get in only 15 or maybe just 13 for my last set, but David switched to Goggins mode and pushed it. It was insane to watch. McCormack was calling off the numbers—“Nineteen! Twenty! Twenty-one!”—all while Goggins began to shout, “They don’t know me, son!” and “Who’s gonna carry the boats and the logs?” Most people get fatigued, but once again he showed us how he was actually getting stronger.

Say whatever you want about David, but when he morphs into Goggins, look out. He’s a whole different person; someone who’s unstoppable. Someone who is truly undeniable.

We all look for inspiration, for people to follow and emulate. Goggins is one of those people who I love the most. Good, hardworking people who embrace suffering. I fall in love with their spirit. Goggins is one of those guys that I know is never going to waver. You always know what you’re going to get with him. He understands what it takes to be undeniable.

“It’s a lot more than mind over matter,” Goggins wrote in his book Can’t Hurt Me: Master Your Mind and Defy the Odds. “It takes relentless self-discipline to schedule suffering into your day, every day.”



I am always looking to learn more about my breaking point and ability. I am drawn to challenges where success often hinges on one’s ability to deal with pain, to endure suffering. Bowhunting the country I love, the rugged mountains, is tough. Do it long enough and there will be many days that you’ll question why you subject yourself to such misery.

Sometimes I wonder if I am drawn to endeavors like bowhunting or extreme endurance running because I like the challenge or because I am good at suffering. I think it is because of the latter. I’ve been doing it a long time.

My mom and dad divorced when I was four going on five. He was a star athlete; she was a cheerleader. Theirs is not the first such union to fail. Young adults having kids is never easy. I’ve never blamed them or used the fact that I came from a “broken home” as a crutch. Just the opposite, in fact. Their divorce did hurt me and my younger brother, Pete, though. I think this was when I first learned to excel at suffering. I remember wanting nothing more than my mom and dad to be back together. Not having my dad around made my heart ache. He was like a god to me. And while I didn’t see him nearly as much as I wanted to after the split, his legend motivated me.

Kids many times put their parents on pedestals, but parents are not perfect. They screw up, and their kids are exposed to their flaws. That never really happened with my dad. He set the standard, was infallible and omnipresent. No one could ever compete. My mom remarried, and, of course, I hated my stepdad because he wasn’t Bob Hanes. There was drama in the house, and eventually I went to live with my dad. Suffering followed me.

Living with Dad was tough because I dearly missed my brother Pete, who opted to stay with Mom. Pete didn’t have the same connection with Dad because he was so young when our parents divorced. With Dad busy starting a new business and me missing Pete, I moved back with my mom. One good thing came out of it. My stepdad, trying to extend an olive branch of sorts, took me and Pete rifle hunting. I was 15, and Pete was 12. Right out of the gate, I was a good, successful hunter and an accurate shot. I went out by myself a lot, as while my stepdad got me started in the field, I still wasn’t that excited to hang out with him; accepting my stepdad felt like it meant I was disrespecting my real dad.

I kept filling tags until I was 19, when my buddy Roy Roth got me started in bowhunting. The timing was perfect. I needed the challenge of bowhunting. Rifle hunting wasn’t offering it.

At first, I was in over my head. My very first morning out with my bow, I had a big 6x7 bull elk come stomping into range, bugling the entire way. I was knelt down, shaking. My arms felt tingly, like they were asleep, and I wondered how I would ever get my bow pulled back. Even if I did, I had doubts that my tiny arrow could down the amazing beast that stood before me. I got my bow back and completely missed that big bull elk on the first shot, then somehow got another shot before he spooked and blew that shot too.

Learning from that mistake and many thereafter, I eventually found success that very first year after 18 straight days of elk hunting when I arrowed a spike bull elk. The next year, in my second season bowhunting in the woods near my hometown, I arrowed a 5-point bull elk, a black bear, and a Pope & Young blacktail buck.

It wasn’t long before I knew it was time to take this passion of bowhunting to the next level. I had my sights set on Oregon’s largest roadless wilderness area, the Eagle Cap. Roy and I headed toward the middle to the most remote area I could find on my topo map. We were 400 miles away from home; away from the only area we had ever hunted. Just as I had hoped, the Eagle Cap Wilderness was tougher than anything I had experienced. Not only was the hunting hard, but the country was overwhelming, and the conditions were extreme. It was a true test. I missed the comforts of home. I missed my loved ones. Being away hurt, and I was suffering. But that feeling was familiar.

The ache and the pain. The misery. I embraced it.

I thought of my family and my dad a lot in the mountains. Absence makes the heart grow fonder, they say. I think they are right. The irony was that I loved the hunt, and my father never hunted. He never bought one hunting license in his entire life, and, in fact, he didn’t get why anyone would hunt. Regardless of this, he was always proud of my accomplishments. But those accomplishments came from those early days of suffering in the wilderness.

Shared suffering builds bonds. I first discovered this with Roy Roth. Before he ever invited me to start bowhunting, I already knew something about suffering, but my misery came from hating my life and never feeling happy. The only suffering my body felt came from being lonely or the morning after a long night of drinking. I never realized that one day I would welcome suffering and, actually, that I would thrive on suffering. The wilderness offered a different sort of misery. This was the kind that helped you grow and made you stronger.

Roy understood this well. It came from venturing into the rugged and treacherous wilderness. Of course, not everybody would view this kind of suffering as a positive thing. Most people wouldn’t want anything to do with it. So, when Roy moved to Alaska in the early 1990s, just as I was all in on backcountry bowhunting, I had to learn to suffer by myself.

The pain felt wonderful.



You find out what type of person somebody is when they put a fucking rock on their back. That’s why I love the Lift Run Shoot experience.

My fourth guest to visit was Chris Williamson. Even though I had been following him for a while and loving the content he was putting on his Modern Wisdom podcast, I was able to get to know him more and to dive deeper into this theme of suffering while showing him my daily routine. In some ways, Williamson’s childhood resembled my own. He was an only child living in a northeast town of England called Stockton-on-Tees. As someone really unpopular and bullied at school, he grew up convinced that he was flawed and chronically meant to be alone. I understood this feeling. But this drove him to become the man he has become today.

“Most of the high performers that I know about are coming from a place of insufficiency,” Chris told me. “They’re trying to prove something to that parent, that teacher, that bully, that group of friends or whoever from their childhood that they actually are worthy of love or praise or acceptance or admiration.”
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The first “intellectual” I ever interviewed was Chris Williamson. I was stressed out because that’s not my forte, but it turned out to be one of my most popular podcasts, and his “unchosen suffering” take from the discussion went viral.


When he first got to a university, Williamson wanted to have an excuse to party for free, so he became a club promoter and became very good at it. He and his business partner built a successful business. In his late 20s, he became widely known to the British public when he ended up on a reality dating show called Love Island. To Chris, this big reality TV dating show was the pinnacle of the party-boy world championships. But suddenly he found that he didn’t like his life.


“I thought, Is this really all that I’ve got to offer the world? You know: me in tiny swim shorts prancing about on TV. Not that that’s not nothing, but it just felt like there was something else missing. And even though I loved the work that I’d done, it felt like being a crab that kind of was outgrowing his shell somehow.”

Williamson found meaning and purpose after two of his friends invited him on their podcast, and he discovered that he really enjoyed it. He thought, If I do this on my own, I can do this as much as I want. So, in 2018 he started his own podcast. Five years later when we spoke, Modern Wisdom had 600 episodes.

When Williamson came to visit, he admitted that he hadn’t run in a long time but rather only did little jogging warm-ups in between lifting. For a while, he did CrossFit. After picking him up at the airport, I took him to shoot some arrows at The Bow Rack, the archery pro shop in Springfield, Oregon, that opened in 1971. After that I drove by the house I grew up in and the first place I used to hunt. I wanted to give him the perspective I had when I was in my early 20s.

“I thought if I could have a little mobile home like that,” I said, motioning to a trailer we were driving by at the time, “and a decent truck that I could count on getting me to work—if that was my setup right there, I thought I’d be set. My own little place and a truck. That was going to be my life. That was the goal.”

“What’s the goal now?” Chris asked me.

“I don’t know. I feel like I’m playing with house money. Since a trailer and truck was my goal, and I have more than that, I can’t lose. I already won, no matter what happens. I should never have made it out of this small town and don’t really know how I did.”

I elaborated on my attitude of feeling like I didn’t deserve everything I had, like the house I owned or the life I was leading. I told Chris I felt like somebody was going to figure that out, and everything was going to go away in a snap.

“There are people out here who work their ass off who will never have what I have, so why should I have it?” I explained.

Chris told me this was a feeling that he really struggled with himself, a feeling that he was only now starting to get past.

“I think it’s a by-product of coming up in a super-working-class background, where you associate the amount of money that you deserve—or the recognition or whatever—not only with the amount of work that you put in but the amount of suffering associated with that work. And this sort of Puritan work ethic—it’s what my country is very good at. So, you can imagine these priests in the Middle Ages, and the sun’s beating down on their back, and their hoeing the ground in the garden. But they’re not doing it necessarily for what the work achieves. It’s the work itself. It’s in service of God. Right? That’s that Puritan work ethic. It’s almost like self-flagellation. They’re making themselves hurt because the sacrifice is their tribute.”

After shooting arrows, we took a warm-up run up Mount Pisgah before grabbing the 72-pound rock in my truck. The clouds had settled over the 1,060-foot-tall mountain, so we jogged in a thick fog for about 7 miles before heading back to the truck to pick up the rock. We took turns hauling it up the mountain. Chris learned something that everybody who comes learns eventually:

There is no good way to carry a giant rock up a mountain.

As we were nearing the top of Pisgah, I took over carrying the rock and went ahead while Chris continued walking and caught his breath. The guys were there filming him, so they captured his thoughts.

“I respect Cam,” he said. “I admire him a lot. I’ve got to learn a lot from him today. There’s not much else I could do right now that would fulfill me more than this. I mean, it could be a bit warmer, I guess. But again, we’re gonna have some elk chili later on, and it’s going to taste a lot better because we’ve done this. And also, man, I work hard, right? I put myself through difficult things, especially cognitively. But I can’t push myself this hard without a reason to do it. Performance without a purpose is one hell of a skill to have. No one there cheering you on. No race to prepare for. No finish line. No glory. No nothing. Yet he still performs. He still pushes hard. And I suck at that. I find it very, very hard to put myself into the place that Cam’s put me in today without a Cam there.”

After taking turns with the rock until reaching the cloudy summit, all that was left was to lift, then we would have earned our suffering for the day. It turned out that this would be one of the themes of our discussion the following day when we spoke about taking that rock up the mountain.

“Why I like doing it is because when someone suffers, there’s never a more honest time,” I said. “When you’re suffering, you can’t fake it. That’s one reason why the Mob has used torture: they’re going to find out the truth about a person. The military makes their men suffer because they want to find out who’s weak and who’s the best. Because you cannot lie when you’re suffering.”

I asked Chris whether he thought suffering was the ultimate truth teller, the ultimate truth serum? He said it definitely opens people up, and he proceeded to the concept of chosen and unchosen suffering from David Goggins’s latest book, Never Finished. Unchosen suffering is going to happen in life: like your parents passing away, and relationships breaking down, and your body failing you. Things are going to happen that you have no control over, Chris said, and the only way that you can prepare yourself for unchosen suffering is with chosen suffering.

“You can elect to put yourself into a position to become a stronger alloy of whatever the metal is that you’re made of,” Chris stated. “And by purposefully choosing difficult things, you will arm yourself against that situation … Every single person that I know that is incredibly successful in a balanced way and has a good perspective on it elects to do very hard things regularly. It humbles them. It reminds them that they’re just mortal. And it also means that if the entire mainstream media apparatus tries to come down on top of you—let’s say just as a hypothetical—you can deal with it because you know that you’ve dealt with a thousand disgusting kettlebell workouts followed by a cold tub.”

[image: Chris Williamson and Cameron Hanes stand side by side outdoors, aiming compound bows in unison. Both hold focused postures with arrows drawn.]
Launching arrows with Chris Williamson


The other concept Williamson spoke about was also from Goggins’s latest book: performance without a purpose.

“I found that very interesting because a lot of the time people need an excuse to perform. They need a race to be working toward a goal, a holiday, a photo shoot, a wedding. And that is what drives them forward. And, you know, that’s not nothing. That’s an incredibly powerful, potent motivator. But if you can manage to perform without that, that’s real power. Because it means that not only are you going to choose your suffering, but you’re going to continue to hit close to your maximum performance with no finish line, no crowd celebrating your completion, no glory. No nothing. And that’s why you carrying this fucking pointless rock uphill with marker pen on it that reads ‘Poser,’ with no one there. That’s why that’s impressive.”

As we talked about Goggins, I said I believed he was the master of self-motivation. Williamson shared how the two of us were similar in regard to motivating ourselves.

“The desire to prove other people wrong is a fucking potent fuel, but it is toxic,” he said. “I do think that as much as proving other people wrong is great and useful and can get you a good amount of the way there, I do wonder how much peace you find with that. And I asked Goggins that as well. ‘Have you found peace?’ And he said, ‘When you go to war with yourself, you find an awful lot of peace.’ So maybe the only way out is through stuff like this.”

Williamson expressed how he wished that the Gogginses of the world—those people who were daily doing these sorts of things of going to war with themselves—could go to bed with a little peace, knowing they had made a sacrifice trying to inspire others. But then he wondered if having a little bit more inner peace would mean those people would be less motivated and disciplined.

Hearing that word peace made me think of something else a lot of people say, how the key is balance.

“If you’re ‘balanced,’ you’re probably not doing shit to stand out,” I said. “A lot of people are balanced. They go run a mile, they have a cookie. Very balanced. You rewarded your effort. The people I know who are the best at what they do are not balanced. And I don’t know about how peace relates to that. I feel a peace in the mountains and sleep great. At home, I have a hard time sleeping, because I’m like, ‘I should be putting in miles, doing work. I’m wasting time sleeping.’”

To me, sacrificing more means that at the end of the day you feel exhausted. At the end of the Lift Run Shoot with Chris, I went to bed feeling like it had been a good day. A good day of training where I loved the fellowship and where I felt pretty good. I was at peace with the effort, I told him, but I didn’t necessarily feel “balanced.”

“You are in the top 0.1 percentile of people that do hard things, showing suffering on a daily basis that inspires a lot of other people,” Chris said, adding that many people might admire that but wouldn’t want to live that life.

Williamson compared that sort of suffering to a scout for an army going out on their own.

“They’re suffering with wilderness and loneliness and foraging for food and all the rest of it for the troops. What they bring back is the information that makes the rest of the army better. And that’s a fucking noble purpose. That’s an incredibly noble purpose.”

The way Chris sees this is that people can’t take only a part of someone’s life. They can’t look at someone like Goggins or myself and say that they like our approach to training but don’t want to deal with sleeping four hours a night or don’t want to feel like they should be out there getting in miles. Yes, they might want my motivation for training, but they didn’t want to deal with my permanent discontent when I wasn’t putting in work.

“This isn’t an outfit; this is a onesie,” Chris stated. “You have to take every single bit. You have to take the bad childhood. You have to take the loneliness at the age of thirteen. You have to take the regret for four decades about the decision to leave your father and move back to live with your mom and brother. Every single bit of you has contributed to make the person that you are. It’s like alchemy. Like taking something which is toxic or bad or useless and turning it into something which is positive. That is where the magic lies.”



The Eagle Cap Wilderness was the most wild and intimidating place I ever stepped foot in. It was a big, unforgiving country where every kill is earned with blood, sweat, and tears.

Roy was still living in Oregon when we scraped up enough money to hunt Eagle Cap. The first time we went, we got our butts kicked, but we still loved everything about seeing big, unforgiving elk country and embracing the challenge. We went the first week of the season, in the last week in August, which isn’t the best time to hunt elk, since they hadn’t started to rut yet. We needed a break on the elk but didn’t get one that first trip, so we decided we had to get back somehow.

On the third week of the season, Roy and I made it back to Eagle Cap, and that’s when I killed my first wilderness bull—a spike bull. It was 22 miles to the trailhead, and we had two llamas to assist us. A spike bull doesn’t yield a ton of meat, so it wasn’t too heavy weight-wise, but it was still 22 miles. This wasn’t the giant trophy I was going for, but the bull was still a big mark of success for me. It meant a lot to go back there and hunt a country that people larger than life—heroes of mine—had hunted. Roy didn’t kill, but he had opportunities; it’s just a tough hunt. Regardless, my friend was excited for me. We felt like we had done something monumental. This was our introduction to the brutal challenges of the wilderness.

Then Roy moved his family up to Alaska and started building his legacy as both a contractor and a hunter while I remained in Oregon. I tried to find people to share that wilderness experience with, but it was a hard time. It’s not for everybody. You either love it and can’t think about anything else or you hate it. There’s not much in between. That sprawling remote country and the feeling of insignificance it brings is too much for some people.

It made me feel alive.

For the next 12 years, I ventured into the Eagle Cap Wilderness. Most of the time, I was by myself; I stopped wasting the energy trying to convince somebody to join me. I couldn’t afford to squander it, as it took all I had to withstand those unrelenting mountains.

I did have a friend named South Cox come out with me once. He is super tough. For the first six days, we didn’t really hunt together; he killed a bull on his own, while I killed a buck on my own. After that, we happened to bump into each other at base camp, and he said he wanted to go out with me on day seven. He was there when I killed a nice bull. It was fun to have him accompany me to Eagle Cap, but other than that, I was always alone. Another time, I killed a 6x6 bull when I was hunting on my own. Since it was the opening day of the season, the llamas I had used to pack in were too tired to haul the bull out, but I did have friends on the other side of the mountain about 10 miles away. I had the bull broke down and the meat hanging in a tree before I hiked the 10 miles to ask if they could lend me a hand, and a few strong backs. This group—Tim Thompson, his cousin Joel, and Greg Miller—all helped me pack out the bull for 12 miles to the trailhead where my truck was parked. All the other times, it was just me hunting in isolation.

This rugged wild shaped me into the hunter I am today. Those years in the Eagle Cap showed me just how resilient I could be.

Hunting on my own felt like nothing else I had ever experienced. While hunting deep in the wilderness, I saw the world through a whole different lens. And through that altered perspective, I had a stark awakening.

I’m nothing deep in the mountain backcountry.

If I die for whatever reason back here, nothing changes. Absolutely nothing changes.

The wind will still blow the same.

The animals will still carry on the same way.

The mountains will remain unaffected.

Nothing will change if I die.

The wilderness puts life in perspective. In the outside world, in regular society, we can think we’re so important, and we might have this misconception that the world revolves around us. Obviously, it doesn’t, but that doesn’t stop us from eliciting a response from people, weighing in on this and that, and feeling very self-important. But in the mountains, none of that matters. In the mountains, your life is similar to that of an ant. If you step on an ant, you just keep going. Nothing changes. The same thing applies in the wilderness for a human.

There is death every day in the mountains, and it has no bearing on anything. Coming to grips with this during those early hunting trips didn’t adversely impact my confidence. In fact, it made me feel empowered. I thought to myself, If I’m going to survive back here, I need to be at my very best.

For some this might be too daunting, but for me it was exciting.

What types of challenges can I face?

I knew before I faced them that I had to prepare myself to overcome those challenges. That was the only way I was going to be able to consistently kill a bull elk with an arrow.

This wasn’t overwhelming, it was incredible. I loved it. Even though I couldn’t share this with anybody, I kept going back. Early on, I started with short scouting trips because I wasn’t super comfortable being alone that far back. This was all before we had satellite phones or anything like a Garmin inReach satellite communicator. It didn’t matter. I was addicted to whatever positives I got out of the wilderness. They outweighed any of the negatives, any of the fear or suffering that being out there might bring.

There were some intense moments in the wilderness in those early days. On the hunt when I killed my first wilderness black bear, I set up in this saddle that animals kept moving through. It was a low spot that connected a big basin with a water source—a swamp area—perfect for animals traveling the path of least resistance. The day prior to the bear kill, I screwed up on a nice bull, but the following day, a flash of movement caught my attention. I prepared for the opportunity but thought it might be a mountain lion or a coyote. A few seconds later, a cinnamon-colored bear, with blond highlights on its back, came through, and I shot him at 50 yards. I thought I made a good shot, but I was so nervous about trailing him. I circled around on high spots in the rocks to try to see him down there in the trees below. Even though the shot felt good, I just wasn’t sure. A wounded bear deep in the wilderness when you’re by yourself can be intense. Nowadays, after killing more than 50 bears, I would just follow the blood, slowly, and if it wasn’t expired yet, I’d arrow it again, knowing that if wounded-bear-type shit goes down, that’s just the way it is. But at that time, I didn’t have the kind of confidence I have now. I was very tentative. While I was up high, I finally saw that he was down—dead after a quick death sprint.

Big, late-summer thunderstorms often come through the mountains and with them lightning. With it striking all around in the middle of the night, these moments always felt extreme. Lightning can get people off the mountain in a hurry, as most just don’t want to deal with worrying about getting struck. But storms happen in the mountains. In that country, you have to choose very carefully where you’re sleeping at night. You never want to camp or hunker down by a lone tree on a high ridge because that can draw lightning. It’s in your best interest to pick places that are going to be safe for humans in the event of thunder and lightning.

“FIND SOMETHING THAT’S HARD—THAT SUCKS—BUT THAT MAKES YOU TOUGH. THAT’S THE WHOLE POINT OF WHY I DO WHAT I DO. IT’S JUST AS SIMPLE AS IT GETS. YOU WANT A GOOD WORKOUT? GRAB A ROCK, TAKE IT TO THE TOP OF A MOUNTAIN, THEN BRING IT BACK DOWN. BOX IS CHECKED.”

—Cam Hanes

Speaking of campsites, one time I made a mistake and bedded down right in the middle of a travel route that elk moved through to feed. In the middle of the night, while I was in my little bivy sack, a whole herd of elk started coming through. They became spooked because they smelled human (me), so they started to scatter, and as I heard the hooves pounding around me, I had a horrible thought.

Am I going to get trampled here?

These are some of the little things that I never thought about until I was back there, in deep. Storms. Pouring rain. Snow. Freezing temperatures. Getting soaking wet and not being able to start a fire. This was another way you could literally die. Hypothermia is a real risk out there when you’re wet and that far away from any heat source or any way to get out of it. I had to learn tricks on how to dry out, where to camp, how to start a fire and where to find material to burn, kindling or anything dry that I could light and build a fire off of. It might be under a thick canopy of pine trees or maybe on the south side of a tree that might stay dry, whereas the north side was typically taking the weather, so it’d be wetter. I also learned where to find pitch you can use to start fire and what wood burned hottest. It’s little things like this that were big challenges for somebody who has never done it before and who is on their own.

Every time something came up, I had the same mentality.

Okay, I gotta earn this confidence one more time.

Then I did it, and each time I did, I became more capable and more confident and more self-sufficient. It was a process that took a long time. A process where the first few times were very intimidating.

Those hunts in the Eagle Cap Wilderness definitely changed me. It changed who I was. It changed how I thought about myself. And it changed how I carried myself, the

































[image: Cameron Hanes and Mike Glover stand on a stone path outdoors, each holding a heavy sandbag over one shoulder, with a hilly landscape behind them.]











[image: Mike Glover aims a compound bow with both hands, pulling back the string while wearing a patterned jacket and a cap. Tents and gear are in the background.]
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