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Jeff travelled to southern Alberta to try to fill his draw elk tag. He
couldn’t believe his luck when he downed this huge 6x6 bull that
scored 344 inches.

and the beautiful, dark mahogany, 6x5 typical rack he carried.
I just took a moment to take it all in and count my lucky stars
as I stared in awe at what a gorgeous, amazing buck I had just
put on the ground. I had such a surreal feeling and didn't know
what I had done to deserve these two tremendous whitetails in
back-to-back years, but hey, I sure wasn't complaining. The fall
of 2007 was shaping up to be another that dreams are made of,
and I couldn't believe that horseshoe was still working for me.
The buck's left antler is absolutely amazing with 24 6/8
inches of mass, a 24 7/8 inch main beam, and a score of 81 3/8
typical. With a 23 2/8 inside spread, he has a gross typical score
of 180 6/8 and a net score of 168 7/8 B&C. If his right antler
had matched his left, he would have netted around the magical
180 typical mark. However, a weak G-2 and G-4 on his right
antler cost him dearly on the score sheet. Nonetheless, he is a
tremendous buck.
I then headed straight from the boreal forest of northern

Alberta to the prairies of southern Alberta to hunt bull elk on a
late season tag that I was grateful to get drawn for. I was
starting to tread on thin ice with my wife, Jodi, after being gone
so much already, but I reassured her I'd do my best to kill a big
bull and come home as soon as possible. The heat was on and
I was starting to worry that if I didn't come home soon the
locks would be changed! Well, I may be exaggerating a little
and it actually wasn't that bad. She has always been extremely
understanding with my time away from home in the fall and
very supportive of my so-called “hunting obsessions.”
I hunted hard for a big bull and came across a great, heavy,
344 B&C 6x6, which I was fortunate enough to put on the
ground. For the third time in 2007, my .300 Weatherby barked,
leaving me with my third incredible animal of the fall.
I definitely know I can't keep up this pace, but I sure hope
that my lucky horseshoe is going to stick around for another
season!

