
The alarm on my phone begins chiming at 5:30 
am as the sun fights to light up the sky, waves 
crash on the beach, and the ocean air fills my 
lungs. 
 The early morning hours on a beach in Alaska 
offer a sense of peace and serenity that can be found 
in very few places, if only right there. The air is cool, 
and wind is low, perfect for first light hunting, but 
we are not hunting. We are over a mile from camp, 
covered in mud, dripping with sweat, and have dried 
blood on our hands. It is here when my body begins 
giving up and my mind realizes what has just hap-
pened. It is not coffee I need, a hot breakfast, or even 
a shower. I need sleep. We have officially been up for 
24 hours and working hard for 22 of them.

 Ten days earlier my husband and I arrived for 
the first time on the Alaskan peninsula and we could not 
contain our excitement enough to waste time sleeping. We 
had to take it all in, the tundra, the caribou, the birds, the 
weather; and the bears.  But there had only been one bear to 
take in. One bear in 8 days of our 8-day hunt.  One lonely 
sow who found us equally alone on the open tundra. One 
who would not find a rutting boar like we had hoped. After 
hunting black bears for 12 years, the sight of this 7-foot 
sow stunned me, brought tears to my eyes, and a level of 
humility never reached in my life, but she was not what we 
were after. Our spoken goal was a 9-foot boar, but my heart 
yearned for a 10-foot Goliath.
 We glassed for several days hoping to see this sow 
with a mate, but she would only show herself flying solo.

It was not just his size that 
took my breath away, but the 
simple fact that he is a bear. 
An Alaskan brown bear.



After realizing the bears were not coming to us, we did what 
you do not do. We went looking for them. 
 We hiked to the next ridge, overlooked drain-
ages unseen from the ridge before, then on to the next. 
We climbed to the top of mountains ascending over 1000 
vertical feet only to have clouds move in and block visibility 
entirely. We fought tired muscles, aches, pains, and discom-
fort, but we kept going, covering over 60 miles of the open 
tundra, only to come up empty handed. The bears were 
simply not out of the mountains like they usually are in 
May and there was not much anyone could do about it. My 
dream season of hunting where no one had hunted bears 
since the fall of 2019 due to the pandemic was starting to 
become a bleak realty of disappointment and heartache. I 
had worked hard for many years to make this hunt happen



and Covid cancelled it the year before, and now it looked like 
fate would take success away from me yet again. 
 With our guide’s responsibility to an arriving hunter 
approaching, talks of returning in the fall were getting all too 
real, even though the option of doing so may not be. Several 
times I crawled into our tent unnoticed and sat alone on the 
cot with a feeling of failure life had yet to show me and tears 
would fall freely. I was comforted with what I knew would be 
lifelong memories of our grueling hikes, laughing with the 
guides, and exploring the Last Frontier with my husband, but 
at the time, it was not enough. 
 Talks of moving camp came up and our guide was 
willing to give us an extra day if it did not interfere with his 
other hunter. We packed up camp, loaded up the cub and relo-
cated over 50 miles further north, along the beach. The feelings 
of the first day came flooding back and my eyes began to well 
up again, but this time with joy, excitement, and most of all, 
hope. The shoreline offered a beautiful sight and a change of 
scenery I was looking forward to and could not wait to get our 
boots back on the ground. New to this area, with only one day 
to work with, we had no time to wait for them to come to us, 
so we once again set out to find them.
 Early the next morning we started our trek through 
the alders to the opposite shoreline where a whale had washed 
ashore. Being mindful of the wind and possibly spooking a 
hiding bear, we moved cautiously through the thick growth 
but quickly to witness the morning bear activity. It did not take 
long to realize we had a chance to make this move count and 
saw 8 bears, 3 of them mature boars. But Alaska is not easy and 
always has new obstacles and challenges to face. Our east wind 
was going to turn into a southeast wind that would drift our 
scent right over to the whale and bear covered beach. The tide 
was out and walking due west for three miles gave us an oppor-
tunity to stay downwind of the bears and work our way to the 
backside of their activity, so for the second time, we did what 
you are not supposed to do and walked right into the open. 
 Although the tide flat was visible by the bears, the 
remaining water created a mirage as we moved, allowing us to 
be camouflaged in plain sight. A bear’s vision is not great any-
way, so we knew if we were not winded, we stood a chance. We 
trekked through the mud to get on the downwind side of the 
whale and be able to work our way back east towards one of 
the three boars we had seen that morning. A single sow spotted 
us and watched carefully from within 100 yards. When our 
wind lined up with her nose, she bolted to the hills. Another 
sow with two cubs provided a heartfelt scene while we watched 
the two youngsters play and pester their mom. Not wanting to 
create a confrontation with the trio, we worked our way north, 
closer to the alder covered hills we had seen the boars move 
into that morning. 
 We knew if we moved ahead that our scent would float 
through the branches of the leafless trees, warning all bears of 
our presence and with darkness approaching in the next few 
hours our options were limited. We decided to hug the base of 
the hills and hope for the best. 



 Slowly working our way through the 
tundra, glassing often, my husband spots a bear 
over a mile away. My heart races as we run across 
the tundra flat taking glances left and right, 
looking for other bears we do not want to miss. 
Finally getting in closer, we saw the bear was 
a sow, likely one we had seen early that morn-
ing. One who had looked to be alone. Stinging 
disappointment crept through my thoughts until 
my husband said this was not the bear he had 
seen, insisting the dot he picked out through the 
glass was much darker than the blonde sow. We 
all agreed to believe him and hoped a boar had 
found her as we were traversing the beach and 
tundra during the day. If there has ever been a 
time for my husband to be right, this was it; and 
he was. 
 A boar that resembled a dump truck is 
spotted grazing in the grass, keeping watch over 
his potential mate. She runs around, teasing him, 
looking over her shoulder to see if her antics are 
working. He dedicates some of his attention to 
her but is heavily focused on feeding. We want-
ed to close the distance as much as we could 
and crawling through the sand was simply too 
slow, so with instruction to “dive if he looks up,” 
the guide and I find ourselves running straight 
towards the bear. We successfully knock off an 
additional hundred yards but also gained the 
curious attention of the sow. Because we were 
downwind, she was having to rely entirely on her 
sight to determine what we are and if we are a 
threat. She kept approaching and got within 40 
yards, while I waited for the boar to turn broad-
side. I watched him through my scope and her 
out of the corner of my eye. For the first time 
since landing in Alaska, I was calm, my hands 
were not shaking, and my heart was not racing. 
My breathing was quietly pleasant, and peace 
filled my soul. 
 



 When he finally turned, the world temporar-
ily quits rotating on its axis, and I squeeze the trigger. 
Both bears disappeared. One may still be running to 
this day, but the other has fallen and filled my heart 
with an overwhelming amount of respect, apprecia-
tion, and joy. 
 In a state of shock, we slowly approached the 
motionless mass of fur and when I see him, it is not 
just his size that takes my breath away, but the sim-
ple fact that he is a bear. An Alaskan brown bear. My 
knees are weak and my throat cracks into a cry. My 
husband helps me stay on my feet as I nearly fell to 
the Earth that has very rapidly begun to rotate once 
again. The heartache to take the life of such an incred-
ible being yet the joy and excitement of doing so is a 
juxtaposition impossible of recreating with words. 
 Putting my hands in his fur and feeling the 
overall mass of this bear cannot be seen in a picture 
or described in text but is a feeling I doubt I will be 
so fortunate to experience ever again. It is this feeling 
that will be held closest to my heart and will shape the 
person I become in the future.  



 My Goliath comes to rest with a 28” skull and a 9’10” square hide. His teeth are broken, yellowed, and 
worn and the bear is estimated to be about 20 years old. Official measurements will still need to be recorded but no matter 
what a book says, he is everything I had hoped for and surpassed my expectations. We have found life-long friends in the 
guides and have an experience that will set the standard for the rest of our lives. 


