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A Tribute to a Native Guide
by Glen McFadden 



s the Black Sheep Aviation Turbo Prop Otter banked for its landing approach on Bonnet Plume Lake, 
I soaked up the spectacular sight of the lake shining like a diamond nestled between the mountain 
ridges of the Bonnet Plume Range. Paul McFadden, my cousin and hunting partner of 35 years, and I 
were coming back for a September moose hunt with our good friend and outfitter, Chris Widrig. After 
all these years we have never found a place more pristine, remote and beautiful than this part of the 
Yukon Territory.  Chris runs a first class operation there in the northeastern corner that borders the  
Northwest Territory.
Chris and his staff met us at the float plane dock, and it was there that I met Chuck (“Chucka”) Choumont 
for the first time. As it turned out, Chucka would be my guide and Paul’s guide was Peter Jules, Chucka’s 
cousin.  As we talked, Chucka said to me, “We are going where the hogs are!”  He said those words with a 
twinkle in his eye and a big grin on his face.  Nothing does more for a hunter’s anticipation than to see his 
guide excited about the hunt!
After a warm and comfortable night at the Bonnet Plume Base Camp, we set out with Chucka in the lead, 
and five packhorses and four saddle horses for the nine hour ride to the Stewart River hunting area.  Paul 
and I relish these long horseback rides through pristine wilderness. You know you are seeing sights that few 
people have ever seen.  Not confined to some crowded overlook on a highway, when you’re on horseback, 
you see the country in all its splendor!  There are no man-made noises, only the swish and slap of willows, 
the creaking of saddles and pack boxes, and the steady rhythm of horse hooves on the damp, moss-covered 
earth.  You hear the rumble of the river rocks stirred up by hooves as you cross crystal clear creeks and 
streams, the distant cry of a raven and the sounds of the wind.  
And then there are the colors: the angry gray of mountain rocks, the sparkling white snow up high that 
whispers of the coming winter, the golden willows, the reds of the arctic birch and fireweed all framed by 
the rich green of spruce trees. All that, and then also the thrill of the animals that live there:  the occasional 
arctic fox, the caribou, moose, Dall sheep, whiskey jacks, ravens, hawks, and sometimes a grizzly bear or 
wolf.  Shed antlers stand out stark white against the moss covered ground!  On a mountainside across the 
valley, Peter was even able to point out two bull moose, bleached white skeletons with antlers still locked 
together in mortal combat from the previous season’s rutting battles.
We arrived at our campsite around midnight in a steady light rain. We all pitched in to unpack the horses, 
and then stretched a wide tarp on a lash rope between two trees, cooked a light supper and went straight to 
bed.  The steady rhythm of the rain on the tarp was soothing music to us all.
The rain stopped in the early morning hours, so at first light we rose and put up our tents, a hitching rail, 
saddle rack, and a makeshift kitchen table. Around mid-day we decided to ride partway up the mountain 
behind camp to glass the valley for moose. The valley was an old burn thick with willows and the bleak 
bones of old, charred spruce trees; perfect moose country. On our ride out not 30 minutes from camp, Peter 
pointed down and there beside the trail was a moose wallow.  The water in the tracks was still muddy so 
we knew he must be close.  As quietly as we could, we dismounted and Peter made a cow call. Immediately, 
not a hundred yards out we heard a moose answer. The area we were in had not burned in the fire from 
years ago so it was thick with spruce and willows. We tied up the horses and moved about 30 yards closer as 
Peter continued calling.  The answering bull kept coming closer and closer until he materialized like a ghost 
out of the timber calling back and licking his nose. A perfect 50 yard shot by Paul and we had our first bull 
moose, a beautiful 61” double drop tine bruiser that was worthy of the title “hog”!  
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As Paul and Peter undertook the grueling 
job of dealing with a downed moose, 
Chucka and I rode on to our spot on the 
side of the mountain and started looking 
for another bull. The next three days were 
an endless cycle of leaving early each 
morning and glassing the valley below ’til 
almost dark.  The weather was good so we 
checked every single inch until we knew 
every rock and bush.  We spotted a cow 
and calf feeding by a lake to the east.  We 
saw numerous other cows and a few calves, 
plus a black wolf, but no bulls. 
It was during these long quiet days that I 
really got to know Chucka.  He was from 
the community of Teslin, Yukon and was a 
native Tlinglit.  He had spectacular vision.  
I had no trouble spotting moose in the 
open, but Chucka could find moose in 
heavy cover by spotting an ear or leg, or 
just a contrasting color.  He knew details 
about all the animals, their habits and their 
connection to his native people.  He told me 
about his life, the hardships his people had 
endured, the alcohol and drug problems 
in his town, and his bond with Peter.  He 
told me about some of the trouble he had 
gotten into, the fights he had been in, his 
fascination with mechanical work, and the 
woman he loved.  
I noticed a ragged scar on his arm and when 
I asked him about it he said, “Ahh, I tried 
to kill myself.”  I told him if he ever found 
himself feeling that way again, he should 
seek professional help, but somewhere 
deep down I doubted he would. I talked 
about faith in God and love of family, and 
the many ups and downs of life. I shared 
my life with him in an attempt to show 
him that he was not alone; everyone has 
good times and bad times. “Just never give 
up,” I told him. “If you get knocked down, 
just get back up again.” We also laughed a 
lot at funny things that happen in life and 
crazy things we both had done. I found 
Chucka to be a wonderful and smart 
young man. I even thought about how well 
he would fit into my corporate world with 
all the common sense and good humor he 
possessed.
With only hours left on the third day, I 
heard Chucka say in a low, unemotional 

tone, “Glenn, come look at this.”  He had 
been glassing the far western edge of the 
burn over a mile away and picked up the 
pan of what looked like a monster bull.  
I could barely see him in the afternoon 
haze, but when he raked his antlers into a 
willow bush I got a sense of how massive he 
appeared to be.  His pans looked almost as 
wide as they were tall!  We agreed that we 
should go after him in the morning.  That 
was one long night as I played the distant 
speck of the bull over and over in my mind.  
The next morning after a breakfast of eggs, 
bacon and toast, Chucka paused as we 
were mounting up, looked at me and said, 
“We are going to kill that bull today!”  He 
was so confident in the way that he said 
it that I had no doubt he was right.  We 
rode west across the creek and side-hilled 
up the mountain until we reached a spot 
high enough to see the western end of the 
valley out to the Stewart River boundary.  It 
was a rainy, cold and dreary day; the kind 
of day that eats at you slowly with water 
seeping into your gloves, boots, packs 
and equipment.  Wave after wave of cold 
windblown rain pounded us, but still it was 
a magical day.
Just after we set up, Chucka made a cow 
call and a bull answered us in the timber 
below.  We never saw that bull, but we saw 
eight others that day.  We watched as one 
50” bull swam the Stewart River to our 
side. He stood on a gravel bar and shook 
off, spray flying everywhere. We saw three 
single bulls moving through the willows 
below all in the 50” to 60” range. After 
lunch, Chucka, with his spectacular vision, 
spotted five cows across the valley floor 
near the edge of the river in thick timber.  
It was so thick we never saw a full body, 
only an ear, a head, a leg or a rump.  For 
an hour we watched until Chucka spotted a 
single pan in the willows about 50 yards to 
the west.  It was a bull, but he never moved.  
From the size of that pan, we concluded 
he was a small bull. About 50 yards east 
of the cows, we spotted another bull.  He 
was in the open, limping slightly, and he 
eventually bedded down.  We figured these 
were satellite bulls.  There just had to be a 
big boss bull in there somewhere.  At about 

5:00p.m., the whole valley socked in with 
fog and we could no longer see the valley 
floor.  We agreed that it was now or never!  
We would ride over and see if we could 
spot the big bull that we just knew had to 
be there.
What followed was the most unbelievable 
example of woodsmanship, instinct, and 
stalking skill I have ever witnessed or 
ever heard of. Chucka put me 50 yards 
downwind from that never seen bull from 
half a mile away, winding through muskeg 
swamps, around hummocks, and through 
thick willows. We didn’t spook the five 
cows and two bulls we knew were there.  
Chucka pointed at him standing in the 
willows, only his head and antlers visible, 
nose raised and glaring in defiance at us.  
We bailed off the horses, barely tying 
them up in time as the bull moved into a 
thicket of small spruce trees.  The opening 
on the far side of the thicket was clear and 
Chucka whispered in my ear, “Take a Texas 
heart shot if he moves away.”  That never 
happened because the enraged bull came 
out of the thicket at a fast walk, quartering 
toward us.  Rocking his antlers from side 
to side, I picked an opening between the 
trees and the first shot broke his shoulder.  
He hobbled forward about two steps and 
stopped.  The next three shots from my 300 
Winchester Mag were all in his shoulder 
and he took them all without flinching.  
A full two minutes he stood there defiant 
until he weakened and tumbled over.
As we walked up on him, we were 
overwhelmed by the prehistoric beast 
that lay before us. What a hog he was!  
His antlers were not symmetrical; his 
fronts blended in with the pans to where 
they looked like two big pans, with one 
pan folded at the top like a water pitcher.  
Several points were broken from fighting 
and there were at least seven puncture 
holes from battle.  I could not have been 
happier. He was any man’s dream bull. The 
measurements of his antlers were 62 inches 
wide, pans 44 inches long and 25 inches 
wide.  The main beams were 9 ½ inches 
around at the base. (I later learned that 
the bull would exceed the minimum score 
necessary to enter the Boone & Crockett 
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Record Book.)

I always say a prayer over any animal I 
kill and that day was no different.  What 
was different this time was Chucka, who 
asked me if we could send the bull off in 
the native way.  Of course, I was honored 
and I agreed.  We put his legs on a log and 
pointed his feet toward the spirit world 
to help him find his way.  We put the tip 
of his heart on top of a small spruce tree, 
buried his testicles under some moss so 
his spirit and seed would remain in the 
valley and, finally, we hung his windpipe 
in a tree so his voice would always echo 
across the valley.  It was a very moving 
experience.

That night Peter, Chucka, Paul and I 
feasted on delicious moose tenderloin 
smothered with potatoes, onions and full 
cap mushrooms, and we celebrated life.  In 
the black night, we listened to a wolf pack 
howling at the site of Paul’s kill.  We were 
all brothers beside the crackling campfire, 
surrounded by snow-capped mountains 
and, for that night, all was right in 
the world.

I last saw Chucka as I sat on the float plane 
as it slipped away from the dock at Bonnet 
Plume Lake.  Chucka walked along the 
shore as the plane moved, looking from 
window to window.  When he finally saw 
me he flashed a hang 10 sign with his 

fingers and a huge grin filled up his face.
Tragically, I learned in 2010 that Chucka 
had taken his own life.  I do not know the 
reasons why.  What I do know is that the 
world seems a little emptier because we 
have lost a very special young man whose 
full potential will never be known.  I spent 
only 10 days with him, but he made such a 
huge impact on my life.  His memory will 
stay with me until I die!  Thanks to you, 
Chucka, I know the way to the spirit world 
and I will join you and our big bull there 
someday.

EDITOR’S NOTE 
You can reach Widrig Outfitters at  
(867) 393-3802 or www.widrik.yk.ca


