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A Word from Your Editor 

Safety Notice
During article development, firearm testing, training, and participating in shooting 

activities, Junior Shooters insists that all juniors are supervised by an adult and follow 
NRA-approved safety rules. In addition, the taking of photographs must always be 
accomplished in a safe manner. Any photographs taken in which the camera is in 
front of the firing line, or what would be the firing line, are made using a remote 
camera.

It is thrilling to see so many people supporting juniors around 
the country.  People are volunteering their time. Companies 
and organizations also provide time, energy, products, and 
money to ensure the shooting sports continue. However, 
we are not doing enough. All the companies involved in the 
shooting industry need to realize our youth are the future of 
the shooting industry and thus each job within the industry 
is dependent upon juniors growing up with an appreciation 
for the sport we love. Each adult needs to help in some way 
by volunteering, or promoting youth shooting. This effort 
will also have a huge impact on retaining our gun rights, our 
hunting heritage, and wildlife conservation. We all need to 
do our part.

Yes, yes, you know all this, right? I know you do. Then 
why, when we talk to many people and companies within 
the industry, do we hear the response: “Oh, that isn’t my 
market?” 

Juniors start shooting, and become interested, in related 
sports at a young age, as young as six, seven, or eight. Though 
a junior may be classified as an adult when they reach 18 in 
many competitive shooting sports, international competitions 
still considers the youth competitor a junior until they are 
21. Considering the wide range of a junior’s age, a youth 
may compete in everything from BB gun competition to the 
shotgun sports, tactical 3-Gun, and IDPA. They may also have 
the build of a young youth or an adult.

What market isn’t tied to juniors? I really can’t think of any. 
Military and law enforcement firearms have civilian versions 
which are applicable. The Concealed Carry Weapon (CCW) 
market has firearms which hold 10-rounds which is the limit 
for IDPA competition.  When the junior turns 21 they can get 
a CCW permit. What do they buy? It is usually a gun from a 
manufacturer they are familiar with. 

What did you say? You know a market that isn’t applicable? 
“Yes, high-end firearms, those rifles that cost $2,500 of 
even $4,500 with a scope or mount, and those shotguns like 
Krieghoff that go for $5,000 and more.” Baloney, there are 
more juniors shooting airgun sports than there are adults 
and competitive Olympic style air rifles can run as high as 
$3,000 without any of the gear that goes with it! Competitive 
air pistols are just as expensive. The Scholastic Clay Target 
Program (SCTP) has over 9,000 junior members. Yes, many of 
them use cheaper shotguns to start, but after a while you see 
them out there sporting a SKB, Beretta, Krieghoff, or a high-
end Browning 725 Sporting Over/Under shotgun that has an 
MSRP of $3,139.99.  Many juniors are shooting STI, or custom 
made pistols, in USPSA  competition that easily cost $2,000 
to $3,500 plus. 

Scoped Tactical is the biggest division in 3-Gun competition.  
This requires the use of an accurate civilian version of a 
military semi-automatic rifle with an excellent scope, a semi-
auto shotgun with an eight-round magazine such as a FNH 
SLP, Remington 1100, or Mossberg 930, and a good quality 
semi-auto pistol that is set up for competition. Add in all of 
the gear and extra magazines you need and you are easily 
talking $3,000; or more like $5,000 to $7,000.

What about hunting and ammunition? 92.8% of a person’s 
first hunting experience occurs between the ages of 6-17 
years of age according to statistics provided by the National 
Shooting Sports Foundation. Ammunition covers the whole 
gambit of the shooting sports (with the “possible” exception 
of metal piercing) – the smallest caliber to the highest caliber.

So pass this information on to others, especially those who 
say, “I support juniors but they aren’t my market.

NOT PROOFED
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RCBS

By: Cody Leeper (17)

Beginners and novices alike would enjoy this kit. It 
arrives at your bench with everything except dies and 
components. It just does not get any simpler to get 
involved in reloading. Pick up a set of dies and some 
components, and you’re ready to start cranking out loaded 
rounds. Well, okay, it is a little more complicated than that. 
You will have to do some reading, but there are complete 
directions included that will walk you through setting up 
the equipment. The kit even includes a Speer reloading 
manual that will pump you full of helpful information as 
well as supply you with quality loading data. While you 
are picking out dies and components, you will want to 
pick up a quality caliper to measure cases, as this is 
the only thing that is not included. The press is a single-
stage, O-frame design that will handle most cartridges. 
The press operates smoothly with its long handle that 
provides plenty of leverage. It has a primer arm that can 
be hand-fed. There is also a hand-priming tool that can 
handle small and large primers. A spent primer catcher is 
held in place with a plastic clip and is easily removed for 
dumping. Though the press is solid enough to provide a 
sensitive feel for seating primers, I still prefer to use the 
hand-priming tool. The ram is designed to accommodate 
removable shell holders which are held in the ram with 
a spring clip, no set screws. Just snap in a shell holder 
and you are ready. These don’t come with the press and 
will need to be purchased separately. You can find shell 
holders to accommodate a giant range of cartridges.

A Uniflow powder measure is included in the kit that 

can speed up the loading process dramatically. I am not 
sure how long RCBS has been producing the Uniflow, 
but it has proven itself for years. The measuring screw 
protrudes from the back of the measure and can easily 
be adjusted to throw the exact charge you are seeking. 
It has a lock ring designed to be tightened with thumb 
pressure, and it stays put. The bushing that carries the 
measuring screw runs in a cast groove in the measure 
body, which allows for smooth, consistent operation with 
a solid stop at each end of the crank travel. Extruded 
powder has the normal shearing effect expected with 
this type of powder measure, however ball and flake 
powders feed through it smoothly.

The 5-0-5 powder scale is a beam-type scale that 
uses magnetic damping to stop swing quickly. Zeroing 
the scale is accomplished with a large leveling foot at 
the left end of the scale. Simply rotate the foot to bring 
the beam to zero, and you’re ready to go. The beam 
has a high contrast finish, which makes it easy to read 
the graduations. It uses three poises: 1 in 10-grain 
increments, 1 in single-grain increments, and 1 in 10th 
of-a-grain increments. The scoop or powder hopper rests 
on a base that hangs from the right end of the beam 
instead of being cradled on a wire. This makes it simpler 
and quicker to set on the scale. A powder funnel included 
in the kit gives you a big target when pouring powder into 
the cases.

Included in the kit is a deburring/chamfering tool that 
works great. It is big enough to grip and yet does not 
fatigue your hand. The kit also includes a case lube 
kit that works well. There are two nylon neck brushes 

Rockchucker
Reloading  Kit
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and one handle, a bottle of lubricant, and a lube pad 
with cover. Simply put a teaspoon of lube on the pad 
and spread it around. Select the proper brush for your 
case neck, roll the brush across the pad a couple of 
revolutions, and then push it into the case neck. You can 
do two or three cases, and then pick up more lube on the 
brush. Do eight or ten cases, and then lay them all on the 
pad. Roll them back and forth with light pressure once or 
twice, and you’re ready to size them. The pad material 
is firm enough that unless you roll the cases too hard, 
no lube will get on the shoulder of the case. I have tried 
spray-on lubricant and was not impressed. RCBS makes 
a spray-on, but I did not try it. The pad system works 
better than any other method I have tried.

I think the package is an excellent buy. The kit contains 
nearly everything a beginner needs to get involved 
in reloading without draining the bank account. Shop 
around; prices seem to vary on the kit, but I have seen 
them on the Internet for under $250 plus taxes and 
shipping. So in the end, the RCBS Rockchucker kit has 
it all for the beginning reloader and will definitely teach 
you the basics of reloading but is still serious enough for 
the avid reloader.

Editor’s Note: Cody reloads all of his own rifle 
ammunition for his competitions and tunes his load to 
his rifle. He is currently using a Next Generation Arms 
(NGA) X7 .223/5.56 for 3-Gun competitions provided 
by “Junior Shooters” magazine and NGA. His cartridge 
components include CCI primers, Hodgdon Varget 
powder, and Sierra 69-grain fmj bullets. He says this 
combination of rifle and load is perfectly matched and 
has contributed greatly to his success.

Far left: The kit comes with everything you need to 
reload except powder, bullets, primers, and brass.
Left: The Rockchucker is an “O”-shaped, single-stage 
press and extremely strong. Above: Cody at his press. 
Note the can full of .223 brass ready for reloading. He 
reloads all of his rifle ammunition for his matches.

Above: Cody holding the Next Generation Arms X7 
rifle that was a significant part of his being able to 
win the junior shoot-off at the JP Enterprises Rocky 
Mountain 3-Gun Championship.
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My Story
By: Poppy Vorse (13) 

My story about getting into competitive shooting 
starts about two years ago. My family and I were 
not that into guns. Personally, I had never even held 
one, let alone shot a firearm. My twin brother River 
wanted to go to Hunter’s Education, and I thought, 
“Why not?” My mom decided to go, too, because it 
didn’t make sense to drive out there and just waste 
time in another town (where the class took place). 
So we walked into this place, and my mom, of 
course, gets the lowdown on the course. This is the 
birthplace to my future of firearms. We attended this 
class, and my mom got the most out of it. I wasn’t 
interested until we started shooting at the range. 
Man, I realized how much potential this sport had 
in my life!

 I really didn’t start shooting until about a year 
after the Hunter’s Education class. Oh, boy, it’s 
absolutely unbelievable the effect firearms have 
had on my life! I started with a .22 long rifle and 
worked my way up. I’d say starting with a .22 is 
the way to go. It’s fun to experiment; try shooting 
a .22 pistol and go to a 9mm, then go back to the 
.22, and you can really feel the difference. I was 
apprehensive about shooting a rifle because, just 
looking at people shooting them, they appeared to 
have too much recoil for my liking. Three words: I 

was wrong. Rifles are the best thing that have ever 
happened to me in shooting. I find so much joy in 
rifles. I learn something new from rifles every shot I 
take. I recently went to Front Sight and took a four-
day course on rifles. I highly recommend visiting 
Front Sight at any age! 

The next wonderful thing that came to me was 
a shotgun. The first shot I took on a shotgun was 
terrible. The firearm did not fit me properly so it was 
not on my shoulder; it was on my arm! I got a bruise 
to make a fun story, but it surely was not worth the 
pain. If I had one tip to give you about shotguns, 
it would be this: Make sure the shotgun fits you 
properly. I decided I would give them another go so 
I went back to the range about two weeks later, and 
my opinion drastically changed. Shotguns became 
a part of my life. They are so different from anything 
else, and they are downright fun to shoot! The 
recoil on shotguns is incomparable to rifle recoil. 
Shotguns push you back whereas rifles simply hit 
your shoulder. I do have to say this: I favor rifles 
and shotguns over pistols. Keep in mind that this is 
a personal opinion. I still find much joy in shooting 
pistols. All firearms have their own place in this world 
and their own characteristics; they are all simple, 
yet complex.  

 Now we get into competition. I really haven’t 
gotten into much competition. This coming year, I 
will shoot 3-Gun matches, and I am very excited! 
This way, I will not have to worry about finding 
time to shoot all types of guns because I have the 
opportunity to excel in all three. Another aspect to 
competition is getting to know people in the shooting 
industry. My tip to you is just to be yourself and don’t 
hold back. Trust me, there are many people like 
you, and so far, everyone I have met has been very 
friendly and more than willing to help in any way, 
shape, or form. I hope to get back to you and let you 
know how competition is!

Above: Poppy receiving instruction at the MGM Junior 
Camp in 2011.



www.MKSChiappa.com

Chiappa   

Firearms innovator Chiappa has a new player on their team –  
the M9 pistol. The latest addition to Chiappa’s line of quality 
firearms, the M9 is a true and faithful reproduction of the 
original, chambered in .22LR. Along with its cousin the 
1911-22, these two reproduction handguns are “must haves” 
for serious collector-shooters. 

SEE  
your local

gun dealer
today!

11Volume 11 Spring 2012



12 www.juniorshooters.net

2011 USPSABy: Jake Denno (13)

I                   recently shot the 2011 USPSA Multi-Gun Nationals 
in Las Vegas, Nevada. The match was made up 
of very well-designed stages that required every 

shooter, from Heavy Metal Limited to the Open Division, 
to really plan out their stages VERY carefully. The 
match directors and staff designed and ran the match 
very well. 

USPSA Multi-Gun Nationals had some of the most 
complex stages I have shot yet. There were difficult 
angles and unstable shooting positions, but the target 
arrays were some of the hardest so far.  The targets were 
arranged so that if you just blew through a stage, you 
would definitely miss a target or two.  Some matches have 
stages where you can figure out two or three shooting 
positions and engage all of the targets. Not here! You 
had to continually move to be able to engage the targets, 
and you had to keep track of what you shot from each 
location.  I had to plan more carefully at this match than 
any other I have shot in the past.  I also had to keep in 
mind how fast the stages would be and consider USPSA 
hit factor into my plan. Could I take a C on this target or 
would it blow up my score? Most importantly, I had to 
execute my plan or I knew tragedy would strike.  Probably 
the best thing about USPSA Multi-Gun Nationals is that it 
really forced you to apply DVC (Diligentia, Vis, Celeritas) 
– Accuracy, Power, and Speed. It forced me to get those 
crucial A hits to stay competitive against the top shooters 
in my division, and it helped me keep my cadence steady 
at a fast but controlled speed. For me, this was a great 
match to shoot to get back in the saddle and get ready 
for the rest of the 3-Gun Nation Tour.

It was great to see the other junior shooters again.  
My friends Katie Harris, Cody Leeper, and J.D. Wilcox 
were there, along with several other junior shooters I 
got to meet for the first time. I think the junior shooter 
programs like the AMU/MGM Junior Shooter Camp and 
the 3-Gun Nation Tour Junior Shooter Championship are 
really helping the sport grow.  I see more and more junior 

MULTI-GUN NATIONALS
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2011 USPSA

 

shooters at every event, and some of the juniors I have 
shot with at the AMU/MGM Junior Shooter Camp have 
joined the adult shooter ranks now that they are out of 
high school.  Great shooters like Katie and Cody inspire 
kids I know, and it makes them want to come shoot with 
me.  It was great to get back to shooting after recovering 
from my wrist injury.  I hope to give Katie and Cody a run 
for their money for the Junior Championship.  I can’t wait 
for my next match: the FNH USA 3-Gun Championship.  

I would like to congratulate my friend Katie for another 
amazing victory and for becoming the first junior shooter 
to win the Top Lady title.  And I also want to congratulate 
the winners of each division: Mike Voigt, Daniel Horner, 
Kurt Miller, Barry Dueck, and Andrew Liu.  This was a 
demanding match, and each of these great shooters had 
to do some amazing shooting to win their divisions.  

I would also like to say a big thank you to the USPSA 
staff, the match sponsors, all the folks who helped me 
through the match from Squad 3, and especially my 
sponsors who have been so kind to help me have the 
opportunity to shoot these great events!  

MULTI-GUN NATIONALS
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Firearms Safety
Traffic Signs are NOT Targets!

As you drive or ride to and from your daily destinations, 
you see numerous road signs along the highway. These 
signs fall into three major categories: regulatory (speed 
and stop signs); warning (curve) ; and informational (gas 
station ahead). Have you noticed any that are damaged?  
If so, what kind of damage have you seen?  I see spray 
paint (tagging), paint ball, and bullet holes. Yes, BULLET 
HOLES!  Who would shoot at a road sign? 

The headlines “blare” out: City Men Charged with 
Shooting Road Signs; Sign Damage Mounting Expense 
for County; Sign Theft, Damage – Everyone’s Problem.

I’m sure you have seen damaged road signs as you 
travel about. It may seem like harmless fun to some, but 
they are not “looking beyond the target” to see the real 
and potential results of their actions. 

The first result is the cost of replacing signs that are 
no longer functional. The state of Texas reports that it 
spends almost $2 million repairing or replacing signs; 
Iowa spends an estimated $1.5 million. I’m sure that every 
state in the US has similar costs. Now, I’m not saying that 
these costs are primarily the result of shooting, because 
they are not. 

The second result is that any “shot-up” sign is a perfect 
tool for anti-gun folks to show others and try to convince 
others why we shouldn’t have guns.

The third result is the potential that a severely damaged 
sign could cause a driver to not get the information they 
need and cause a traffic accident with ensuing accident 
repair costs and possibly injury or death. Who wants to 
be the cause of anything like this? 

And the fourth result – get ready because this is the 
firearm safety one – is that a sign may not stop a bullet 
and that bullet will travel some additional distance and 
strike something. Maybe it’s just the ground, but what 
if that something is some livestock, a house, or even a 
person? I’m sure you see the big picture here. Shooting 
at a sign likely means the shooter has no idea of what 
lies beyond, one of our most important shooting safety 
rules.

Do I think that the readers of this article are likely 
candidates to shoot at signs?  No, I absolutely do not. 
The fact that you are most likely involved in some 
organized shooting sport means that you have been 
taught the safety rules along with the ethics of shooting. 
The information above is for your benefit so you can help 
inform others if the opportunity arises about the cost, 
effect, and dangers of shooting at signs.

Note that this article could have also been about 
shooting at other things that are not valid targets such as 
electric line insulators.

Dilemma: What would you do if you were with some 
friends and one of them wanted to shoot at a sign or 
insulator?  This might be a good subject to talk about 
with a parent or shooting mentor.

By: Larry Haley
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By: Casey Lutz  (12)

By: Sara Brandenburg (17) 

Everyone knows that moose are big animals. Every 
breath he makes moves his body, causing the habitat 
around him to rustle. Each step his hooves make shakes 
the ground, tearing down vegetation in its way. You 
do not realize just how big they are until you look at a 
monster bull through your crosshairs.  Well, let me just 
say, “big” is an understatement. And “big” is how Leif 
Olsen described a moose that he saw in their area, one 
month before, and again two days before our arrival. 

I prepared for my hunting adventure by talking to my 
teachers and telling them about my upcoming hunt. Their 
response, “Most kids, well, 17-year-old girls, spend their 
vacations in a sunny place filled with malls and cute boys 
to gawk at. You said you are going hunting?”  I gathered 
up three weeks of homework, packed my duffle bag full 
of camouflage gear, including my new Cabela’s line for 
women, and prepared for another adventure with Dad. 
My dad travels everywhere with me, partly to keep me 
safe, but mostly because he enjoys hunting with me – he 
is my best friend. 

We were hitting it just right, early September, in British 
Columbia. We were just in time to see the fall colors 
change. The chill of the morning reminded us that winter 
was on its way, the animals were in rut, and bears were 
aggressively feeding in preparation for hibernation. With 
two duffle bags weighing 50 pounds each, we were 
prepared to make something happen. We loaded the 
Super Cub full of our necessities, left the beautiful lodge 
that Leif and Kellie Olsen of Stone Mountain Safari’s 
catered to us, and headed for base camp. 

We were greeted with warm, smiling faces, one of 

which was our guide, 
Derrick Stevens, and 
the other being the 
wrangler, Marty Matis. We 
grabbed a quick bite of lunch, 
and heard about this monster of a 
moose they spotted a few days before our arrival. Digital 
pictures proved this. His antlers had bleached white 
paddles which were tall and wide and should measure 
around sixty 60 inches; everything a hunter dreams 
about!  I couldn’t sleep from the moment I heard about 
this magnificent creature we called “Goliath.”  

Our guide, Derrick Stevens, asked if we were up for 
a hike that afternoon – I was glad to hear he was as 
excited as we were!  They say guides and outfitters make 
the whole trip. They can make it the best trip of your 
life, or, if you do not get along, a miserable experience. 
Kellie and Leif Olsen, owners of Stone Mountain Safaris, 
made this trip unforgettable, but their guide, Derrick 
Stevens, was the best guide I have ever had!  Derrick 
was enthusiastic, encouraging, mindful, and patient. Not 
only did he know the area like the back of his hand, he 
was also mindful of the horses and the game. My dad 
and I were in shape from all of our sheep adventures, 
but we didn’t know these B.C. moose went just as high 
as their Stone sheep. 

We mounted our horses, and started riding down the 
river, towards the direction of where they had last seen 
“Goliath.”. Just as my butt started to become sore, we 
dismounted, tied up the horses, and proceeded up the 
mountain. And when I say “up,” I mean straight up!  We 

Above 
the

Sheep
 Stone

British Columbia mountain goat. Rod (father), 
Sara (age 17).  This goat had 9-1/2” long horns, 
was 5 years old, and scored 46-1/2”. It was a 
146-yard shot taken with a .260 Kimber, using a 
Nosler 140-grain Partitioners load.  
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on the range!

Above 

Sheep

hiked a total of 5,000 feet, and started to glass. We 
started our first day by getting in shape B.C. style!  My four 
layers of camouflage were soaked with sweat, and the 
crisp Canadian wind sent shivers through my spine. We 
glassed the mountain for hours, looking for a promising 
sign of that bull. I wished I was one of those hunters that 
things came easy, but that’s not hunting. Like most of 
you reading this, you know what I am talking about. As 
you crawl out of your sleeping bag in the morning, tired, 
you are awakened with the cooling of September. Then, 
as you double up on wool socks and slide into slushy, 
well-insulated boots, you are ready to see a shooter. 
You hear of those stories where the animal wanders into 
camp, and the hunter had an easy shot. Well, I somehow 
have to work hard for all of mine. I earn it – things are not 
handed to me. 

We did not find my bull that night, but we made a game 
plan of riding upriver and making a spike camp there for 
a few days, hunting the unknown, untouched mountain 
ranges. After we made camp, we started our vigorous 
hunt:  riding up to 20 miles one way, getting soaked 

in the rain, going on stalks that turned into death 
marches. The feeling of your knees about to 

fall off, your heart racing so hard it felt as if it 
was going to explode, your lungs pumping 

so fast, it felt as if they were going to 
pop – this is what we call hunting. 

Every other day, I rode a “proud cut” 
stallion named Tennessee. He was 
a beautiful horse but clearly liked to 
do things his way. Derrick and Dad 
blazed the trail ahead with Fool and 

Romeo. Tennessee was just a little more stubborn and 
did not want to follow them through the rugged game 
trail. He plunged straight downhill tripping over branches 
and banging me into every tree, bush, and rock he 
encountered!  I hung on and struggled to turn him around 
toward the mountain. I had my rifle in a scabbard on 
my right side, which left only left foot available to kick 
him. Upon doing so, he immediately threw me – right 
into a sharp pine tree!  I heard 10,000 branches snap 
as my 100-pound body flew into it, non-voluntarily!  
By the time Dad mentioned to Derrick that Tennessee 
wasn’t following, he had dismounted and was running 
down the mountain after me. Dad burst into laughter as 
he approached because he saw me laughing, trying to 
untangle my unwashed hair from the pine needles. From 
that moment on, Derrick led Tennessee up and down the 
mountain with a lead rope. 

We spotted several legal bulls, antlers shining in the 
morning sun, giving me easy stalks and a semi-easy way 
to get him back to camp, but none of them were my bull. 
We even saw a unibrow, a moose with a single brow tine. 
The might have been legal, but he wasn’t Goliath. I was 
holding out and continued to push myself for the biggest 
bull they had seen in nine years. 

September 20, 2011, Day No. 7: I woke up with a 
feeling that today was our day. We made the same six-
hour ride we did the day before, but this time we took our 
time, glassing each and every hillside and mountaintop, 
looking for Goliath. Around 1:00, we sat down to eat our 
sandwiches when Derrick spotted a legal bull a few miles 
downstream. Although he was legal and after seven days 
of having my .260 on safety, I was ready to release some 

Sara (age 17); Derrick Stevens (guide); Rod (father);  with 58” 
British Columbia Canadian moose.  (Measure the widest point 
of his left antler to the widest point of his right antler)  He scored 
203 Boone & Crocket points.  He was a record book moose.  
Live weight approximately 1,500 pounds.  He was 8 feet at the 
shoulder, 10 feet tall including his antlers.  A 96-yard shot taken 
with a .260 Kimber rifle, Nosler 140-grain Partitioners load.  
Outfitter:  Stone Mountain Safari’s — Leif and Kellie Olsen.  
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lead, I had my heart set on Goliath. They only get big for 
a reason, and it was a challenge, but not impossible. We 
decided to get back on our horses and keep going south. 
We rode five to ten minutes, when Derrick grabbed his 
spotting scope, turned to me with this accomplishing grin 
and said, “Sara, there’s your bull!  That’s HIM!”

He had just found Goliath, 1,000 yards away, just 
above the timber!  Looking through the spotting scope, 
you could see two bull moose, one’s antlers beaming 
in the sun, just dwarfing the other’s. Derrick’s uncanny 
ability to spot game earned him the nickname “X-Ray”!  
Quickly, we tied our horses near the river, shed our thick 
layers, and prepared for the thousand-yard stalk, uphill 
through the timber. 

Although rain gear is a necessity and very appreciated, 
it’s not the best gear to try to be sneaky in!  Every step 
felt like I was in an amphitheater; every step was loud. 
I tried to maneuver my legs not to touch as I tried not to 
trip over the thick brush that was taller than me. We crept 
so close I could hear his steps. As I saw the side of the 
mountain start to clear and the trees thin, my heart raced. 
For once I was thankful for the burning in my legs as it 
served as a distraction. Tiptoeing, the three of us made 
our blind under a very tall, brushy pine. Hearing some 
mild thrashing in the timber, 96 yards away, I quietly 
loaded my 140-grain Nosler Partitioners in my .260. 

Derrick told me to find a comfortable rest, but being 
that I am only five feet tall (thanks to my parents,) I had 
to crouch, leaning my right elbow on my knee to give 
me a nice solid rest. “I can see him – he’s 96 yards.” 
Derrick whispered, “I’m going to start cow calling, once 
you feel steady.”  I nodded and then heard Derrick’s long 
distance, “Eeeaaarrrl” (a sound he makes by plugging his 
nose and saying ‘Earl’ slowly). Goliath came in looking 
for a female. He found a female all right!  She was just 
5 feet, 100 pounds!  He came in broadside, giving me 
his right shoulder, but the brush was hiding his vitals. I 
waited three more seconds.

 I steadied my crosshairs on his shoulder, which were 
the size of a trash can, took a deep breath and squeezed 
the stainless trigger of my .260.  Shooting a smaller 
caliber required one thing:  shot placement. “Whomp!”  
My 140-grain Nosler Partition smacked him right behind 
the shoulder, in his vitals!  Goliath ran uphill eighty 
80 yards, his lungs filling with blood. I jumped up and 
followed Derrick up the hill at a dead run. We saw him 
running through the moss and brush, so I put another 
one in his neck, causing him to drop!  We did it!  

Filled with smiles and elation, I hugged Derrick and 
Dad!  I was Derrick’s first female hunter, and I proved I 
was not the girly-girl type by helping skin my trophy. Most 
hunters know how hard it is to skin a moose, let alone one 
that weighed 1,500 pounds, for a full body mount. Yes, 
Dad is crazy!  After 16 hours of being on the mountain 
and packing out my moose, we made it to the horses. 
Derrick blindfolded one of the three pack horses so he 
could load the raw meat on his back. We arrived back at 
camp around 1:00 a.m. I was congratulated by the guys, 
telling me this was the largest moose taken out of this 
area in a very long time!  Goliath’s antlers measured 58” 
wide. He was 8 feet tall at the shoulder, 10 feet tall with 
his antlers, and scored 203 Boone & Crocket!  (Record 
book for Canadian moose is 185.)  It was a long, exciting 
day!

Derrick was getting more comfortable with Dad and me 
and told us a terrific quote:  “There are three types of 
people in this world: who watch it happen, people that 
make it happen, and people that say, “What the heck just 
happened?” 

The following day I was taught how to flesh and salt 
the 200-pound moose cape. We then formulated a plan 
to hunt a mountain goat. Goats do not get the credit they 
deserve. They live just as high as or higher than Canada’s 
Stone sheep. Being that we saw over a hundred a day, 
I was thinking this hunt would not be too hard. Oh, how 
wrong I was!  

September 24, 2011, Day No. 11: We took a three-
hour ride up the river and stopped to give our butts a 
rest, eat a snack, and start glassing. I was developing a 
permanent rub mark on my lower back from my saddle. 
We spotted a billy goat, a nanny, and a kid way up on 
the top of the mountain -- yes, I mean all the way on top!  
Derrick turned and said, “That’s a nice billy, Sara, and 
not that bad of a hike.”  (Note to self:  To a guide, most 
of these hikes are a walk in the park!  They do this every 
day!  For them, 6,500 feet, straight up is ‘not that bad of 
a hike.’)  Dad and I figured it was going to be about an 
hour-and-a-half stalk.

We started this hike with determination, but as the 
hours continued to grow, I became exhausted, mentally 
and physically. After about an hour, I turned to Dad and 
asked, “How much farther?”  Dad caught his breath and 

Sara packing out the antlers of her B.C. moose she 
calls “Goliath.” 
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replied, “I think we are about two thirds of the way there.”  
The hike was getting steeper, and we were climbing on 
loose shale. Three hours later, I again asked Dad, “How 
much farther?”  Again, Dad paused and replied, “I’m not 
sure, Sara, but “I think we are about two thirds of the 
way there.” I found no humor in that reply, so I turned 
and asked Derrick, “How much farther?”  With a wink in 
his eye, he replied, “I think we’re about two thirds of the 
way there!”  Ugh!

This so-called hour of a hike turned into about five 
hours!  But why complain?  We were hunting!  After all, 
hunting is about passing on tradition: it is about pushing 
your limits mentally and physically, spending time with 
family, meeting new people, and enjoying God’s country 
-- we were certainly doing that, and climbing 6,000 feet!  

We finally reached the rockiest part of the mountain 
when we were spotted by two nannies and two kids 
enjoying the sun and getting out of the nippy wind. 
We decided to continue our journey. We thought if we 
came this far, we might as well keep going and see what 
happens. To our surprise, we spotted my billy getting up 
from a midafternoon nap, at one hundred and 146 yards!

I saw Marty and Derrick crouch down. I scrambled to 
them and Derrick said, “You’ve got ten seconds to shoot!”  
I threw my pack over Derrick’s and got a good rest for a 
vital shot. I saw the billy’s puffy, yellowish hair blowing in 
the breeze as he walked at a brisk pace along the ridge, 
away from me. Once he went to a semi-stop, I squeezed 
the trigger, letting my lead fly, and heard it hit. He started 
to stagger. 

As you know with goats, if you have ever hunted one, 
they live in very nasty, cliff-like places. If they roll, they 
are bound to break a horn off or damage their beautiful, 
majestic coat. Derrick instructed me, “Hit him again!”  I 
did, twice more, and he collapsed. He dropped onto a 

nearby ledge, hanging on only by his rear hoof. If he 
were to fall, he would have fallen 500 yards -- straight 
down!  Derrick jumped up and said, “You just got yourself 
a goat!  Great shooting!  I have never seen a goat not 
tumble before!”   

As I walked over to my prized possession, I was filled 
with elation!  It was such a long hike up here, and for ten 
seconds of intense excitement, it was suddenly worth it!  
It was a great feeling of accomplishment when I realized I 
did it:  I have earned my first mountain goat!  We balanced 
ourselves for some pictures and somehow managed to 
skin him out without falling down the mountain with him. 
We got to the horses 20 minutes before dark. It would 
be another long night, but we were coming back with a 
beautiful goat!  We made it into camp and put the tape 
measure to him. At five years old, my “two-thirds-the-
way-there” goat was 9-½ inches: long, scored a grand 
total of 46-½”, and had a thick winter coat. He was huge 
for a five-year-old. We spent the next day fleshing the 
cape, turning the lips and ears, while the white snow 
covered the already muddy ground. We had a change of 
breakfast from pancakes, bacon, sausage, and eggs to 
French toast!  Yeah!  It felt good to take the day off and 
stay in camp.

The saying “Time flies when you’re having fun” sure 
was true for our safari in British Columbia. We had just 
two days before we were going to be picked up, and we 
were still in search for a grizzly bear. We saw bear sign 
all over:  muddy paw prints just 40 feet from our tent that 
measured 8 inches across, rubbings on trees, and old 
bone piles, but where were those huge bears?  

We decided to make the better of our second to last 
day and go hunting in the blizzard. It was getting cold and 
foggy, hiding the majority of the mountains, disguising 
game amongst the clouds and several inches of new 

Sara and Rod with Sara’s British 
Columbia grizzly bear.  This is a 
6-1/2 foot “silver tip” grizzly bear with 
a blaze of light hair on his shoulder.  
Beautiful grizzly.  200 yard shot.
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snow. We made the seven-hour ride to the second camp:  
a 50-year-old cabin in the midst of a valley protected 
from the unknown by mountain ranges. Once I caught a 
glimpse of the cabin, an overwhelming sense of peace 
came over me, partly because my saddle was too large 
so I could not sit up and stretch my legs for seven hours; 
the other half because it was so beautiful, so untouched. 
We set up camp, made some hot Mountain House meals 
and hit the sheets – I mean, sleeping bags. 

September 28, 2011, Day No. 15: We woke to our last 
hunting day. We started glassing early in the morning 
with no sign of bear but plenty of other healthy game. 
Early that morning, a young bull moose wandered into 
camp, ever so curious. We paused to take photos. Just 
when we started to pack it up and call it a morning, Dad 
spotted a beautiful, silver-tipped grizzly feeding on a 
nearby mountain. My heart began to race, and I started 
to get anxious!  I was more than ready to go after him!  

Derrick quickly saddled the horses as Dad and I 
scooped up our belongings. We rode a half mile over the 
river and brush, tied up the horses, and began to side-
hill. Side-hilling sounds great and all, until you realize 
that you are still climbing up hill!  We hiked to the area in 
which we saw him last and started to glass:  high, low, 
behind us, and in front, looking for the bear. We hiked 
another quarter mile and decided to sit down and wait. 
We knew the general direction of where he was feeding, 
so if we were patient and diligent in our prayers, we were 
confident he would come. After what felt like ten years, 
my dad, “Mr. Eagle Eyes,” spotted him!  The silver tip 
was directly below us, 300 yards, feeding in the dark 
timber. Excitedly, I steadied myself on three backpacks 
and placed my crosshairs on what is said to be one of 
the most dangerous animals. He quartered away from 
us, giving me his right shoulder. I took a deep breath 
as I aimed for his vitals, holding the crosshairs low to 
compensate for the angle. 

My sister, Katey, got her record-book mountain grizzly 
bear in May, 2007. Her advice to me was to aim for hair, 
shoot, and do not stop until he is down. And that’s just 
what I did!  The silver tip was just above the river’s edge 
below us. The wind was still in our favor. Everything I 
had heard about grizzly bear hunting was true. The bear 
was on the move, showing no sign of being hit. Then we 
watched as he slowed down and crawled underneath a 
spruce tree. 

My last shot did some serious damage. We decided 
to weigh our options and watch him. There was very 
little movement, and then there was no movement at all. 
Derrick and Dad told me to stay put as they bravely crept 
downhill to see if he was done. I was to wave my bright 
orange hunting vest if I saw any movement whatsoever, 
yelling, if it became necessary. 

I stayed uphill, my eyes wide open and my orange vest 
clenched in my right hand. I watched Dad and Derrick 
split up as they neared the spruce tree. No movement. 
I watched as they tossed rocks towards the bear. 
No movement, thank God!  The silver tip was dead. I 
breathed a sigh of relief as I waited for Dad to give me 
permission to join them. He was a very thick, silver-
tipped grizzly with a blaze of light hair on his shoulders. 
He measured approximately 6-1/2 feet tall. He was a 
beautiful bear, and the only grizzly we saw. We posed for 
our final photos, skinned out the bear, and broke camp. 
It had been an exciting day, and I was exhausted. We 
packed up our horses and rode seven hours back to the 

main camp in pitch darkness. 
My horse, Tennessee, and I had a love/hate relationship: 

He “loved” to watch me fly, and I “hated” him for that!  It 
was raining and my face was getting pretty cold, so I rode 
with my chin tucked into my jacket. Tennessee was not 
the smoothest ride, and I was too small to stand up in my 
large saddle. He had a fear of water and he “leaped” over 
small puddles, creeks, and everything else in his path!  I 
held on tight, just to stay on. Eventually, I fell asleep with 
his rocking motion, awakened by branches smacking me 
in the face. When we arrived in camp, I was motion sick!   

I was inspired by a quote I found on a Rocky Mountain 
Elk Foundation poster hanging in their cook’s shack. It 
stated:

“Hunting is a way of life for those who understand that 
wildlife is

here now, because hunters in the past have cared. 
Those who argue

against hunting -- the unknowing, who hunt unwisely, 
those who do

not nurture habitat, are all guilty, if we lose this gift of 
wildlife.”

Although I am only 5 feet tall, and 93 pounds (after the 
hunt), I want to be a voice in this world. I am spreading 
my message, specifically to women and youth, by 
writing blogs, articles, and speaking at hunting/fishing 
conventions. Hunting provides a means of finance for 
habitat management, and can sustain communities 
and tourism, too. We have a responsibility to support 
conservation groups and educate non-hunters, to learn 
other cultures, and most importantly, to give back to 
nature. We are so blessed to live with the freedoms we 
have and the ability to pursue our dreams.

Editor’s Note: Special thanks to the Safari Club 
International (SCI) for their support. This article first 
appeared in their publication earlier this year and 
has been republished with their permission – www.
scifirstforhunters.org.

Sara is one of Junior Shooters junior staff writers and 
you should be seeing more of her articles in the future. 
She is currently the youngest female to harvest the North 
American Grand Slam – all four sheep.

Above: Sara riding in on Tennessee.  A proud cut stallion 
that threw her into a pine tree just days before she got 
her moose.  They rode 10-20 miles per day in search of 
Goliath.
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By: Wayne Townsend
Jake has always been interested 

in shooting from an early age. 
Grandfathers Marty and Wayne, 
introduced Jake about to all kinds of 
shooting. When Jake was to start the 
fifth grade, his mother heard about a 
trap team called the Marshall County 
Hawkeyes. They are affiliated with the 
TNSCPT program that is sponsored 
by the state of Tennessee. For Jake’s 
first year of shooting, he was on the 
rookie team. He shot a Remington 
310 over and under in a 20-gauge. 
He caught on pretty quickly. After a 

four-month period of tournaments, we went to the State 
and won it in 2008. With a win at State, the next step 
was to go to Sparta, Illinois, for the Nationals in 2008. 
Jake’s team came in fourth in the nation. 

The next shooting season Jake moved on to the 
intermediate team. His grandfathers had told Jake 
during the previous season that if his team won State 
they would get him a new trap gun. Jake began his 
second season of shooting with a new Browning XLT, 
12-gauge, 32-inch ported barrel, pad recoil reducers, 
and an adjustable comb. Jake loved his new gun and he 
still shoots with it today. 

The competition on the intermediate squads was a lot 
more than on the rookie squad. We decided Jake could 
use some pointers from someone that knew more on 
the shooting front. Coaches got together and had Marvin 
Spinks, one of only two certified Olympic-level shotgun 
coaches in the U.S., come and teach a three-day course. 
He was very helpful and knew all the information the 
team needed. Jake enjoyed getting to meet him and 
took every word he spoke to heart. 

The head coach, Mr. Doris Wayne Weaver, having to 
coach three divisions of the team, needed some help. 
I (Wayne Townsend), Jake’s grandfather, went to the 

NRA course to become a coach on the trap field so Jake 
could now have a coach at home and on the field.

This past year’s season (2011) Jake was moved 
up to the senior team as an eighth grader, and he did 
exceptionally well. He maintained an average of 93 or 
higher out of 100. Of course, everyone has their off 
days, but he would still continue to try his hardest which 
proved his love of the sport. Jake will continue on the 
senior team until he finishes high school, so we are all 
looking forward to four more years of great times on the 
trap field.

Jake shoots with Rio or Diana ammo #8 shot. We 
had a day at practice where all we did was test the shot 
pattern of around ten different brands of shells and found 
the one with the best price that still provided an excellent 
shot pattern.

The Marshall County Hawkeyes has lots of parents 
and others who help out as much as possible. I have 
watched Jake grow in many ways on and off the trap 
field. One thing that Jake has learned is that it takes 
everyone on the team to give it their all. Each person 
on the five-member team is equally important. He tried 
to encourage his teammates and help them out when 
needed. During practice, each member of the team 
competes against one another for the first position on 
the shooting squad with averages being kept by head 
coach D. W. Weaver.

During the fall season of the year, the team hosts a 
Turkey Shoot in our county, plus takes donations for a 
chance to win different things. The money is used for 
ammo, tournament fees, and travel. Everyone works 
hard on that so we all can benefit from it.

As Jake starts his fifth year with the team, he will be 
entering his freshman year of high school at Forrest 
High School in Chapel Hill, Tennessee. I know Jake will 
continue to shoot through his senior year because of his 
love of guns and the sport of it.

Trap Shooter
Jake Townsend 
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We, his grandparents, are sure hoping Jake can get a 
scholarship and go on to the college level of competition. 
I hear Jake often speaking of how he hopes to be able 
one day to have a chance to be able to shoot for the 
Olympic team. He truly loves trap shooting.

We will continue to support Jake’s dream and lead him 
on and off the trap field in the right direction because we 

Starting in January, 2012, the Youth Wildlife 
Conservation Experience (YWCE) debuted at the 
Dallas Safari Club. Two weeks later, it was at the 
Wild Sheep Show in Reno, Nevada. 

This new program is the idea of Larry Potterfield, 
Co-Founder and CEO of Midway USA in Columbia, 
Missouri. He visited with his wife, Brenda Potterfield, 
who is a former school teacher. The idea is to bring 
kids to the conservation shows across the United 
States including:

The Dallas Safari Club Show
The Wild Sheep Foundation Show
The Elk Foundation
Mule Deer Foundation
The National Wild Turkey Foundation Show
Pheasant Fest sponsored by Pheasants Forever

Students are bused in from area schools to learn 
about wildlife conservation and explore opportunities 
in the outdoors. Brenda and Larry Potterfield have 
made sizeable donations across the country to 
provide funding for buses, substitute teachers, lunch 
for the students, and showcase activities that provide 
a hands-on experience in the outdoors. “Brenda and 
I think the YWCE program will change the future of 
America, and seeing this exciting program get off the 
ground is very rewarding,” said Larry Potterfield.

Some of my teammates from the United States 
Shotgun Team and I will also be there to help with 
the activities. They include 2008 Olympians Sean 
McLelland and Vincent Hancock. We are there with 

By: Jon Michael McGrath II (19) 

The Youth Wildlife Conservation Experience 

the Scholastic Clay Target Program (SCTP) with our 
DryFire® System, a laser system used by several top 
athletes in training which everyone can try. The DryFire® 
System is also used by several schools across the 
country.  Students will also learn about wild game and 
be able to visit with members of State Department of 
Natural Resources in their area. Also joining the schools 
are members of 4H, FFA, Girl Scouts, Cub Scouts, Boy 
Scouts, Boys and Girls Clubs, Royal Rangers, Police 
Athletic League (PAL), and many others.  

Dick Leeper, Executive Director for the Midway USA 
Foundation, said, “The Youth Wildlife Conservation 
Experience provides the opportunity for students to 
participate in activities and learn about the outdoors 
and wildlife from the professionals. Thousands of kids 
will have this opportunity organized by national wildlife 
conservation groups across the country.”

The Scholastic Clay Target Program is one of the 
fastest growing youth development programs in the 
United States. Its focus is teaching young athletes to 
be safe and responsible in dealing with firearms and 
promoting the clay target sports. 

YWCE is Launched Across the Country

see there is no end to where he can go with the sport of 
shooting. 

Having our grandchild become involved in a shooting 
sport has been one of the best things we could have done 
as a family. It has given us time together, a connection, 
and a bond that will last a lifetime. 


