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Frequently we read and hear that someone is lost; 
lost on a back road, lost on Mt. Hood, lost in the 
woods while hunting, or lost on the streets of our 
cities and towns. Lost is not fun, and it is dangerous 
both for those who are lost and for those looking for 
them.  The question is: how do so many people 
become lost?  
 
Becoming lost on Mt. Hood may happen by 
negligence on the part of the climber(s), or sudden 
changes in the weather. Sometimes, these mishaps 
could be prevented by using the signaling devices 
that are available. These devices are to be activated 
when things go wrong. However, not everyone who 
climbs Mt. Hood takes one with them when they 
climb. That is one kind of lost. Climbers knowing 
they are on the mountain but not knowing how to 
get back to safety, and being unable to get back 
because of injury or foul weather.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Another kind of lost, is the result of a human mind 
no longer being capable of remaining in a state of 
stability. Confusion becomes normal rather than 
clarity. This may happen to anyone at some point in 
their life. Without the careful watch of loved ones 
an individual may find a person lost in a town or 
city, or lost somewhere in their automobile not 
knowing who or where they are.  
 
I believe people who brave the elements to climb do 
so for the challenge, experience, and love of 
climbing. They know from the start that there is a 
risk involved and are willing to take that risk for the 
love of what they are doing, even if they became 
lost on Mt. Hood. 

 
The consequence of being lost due to mental health 
issues is generally not the result of the individual 
with the condition, since these folks are not 
responsible for their choice to do what seems so 
natural to them. After all, they, like so many of us, 
have spent their lives making choices and acting 
accordingly. Choices like coming and going, 
making trips to work and the store. My intent is not 
to focus on these categories of lost, or whether or 
not these types of lost are preventable, for these 
topics of discussion could produce many different 
opinions.  
 
My focus is: “lost in the woods while hunting.” We 
hear of many hunters almost every year who wind 
end up lost. How do these people become lost? Is it 
always their fault or is it just possibly, the fault of 
someone else? Now you may think at this point, 
well they made the choice and took a risk to go 
hunting, just like climbers make the choice to climb. 
True, they did, however, I know that it is not always 
as cut and dry as that. The question needs to be 
asked then, how can a hunter become lost? 
Obviously there are many ways to become lost in 
the woods. I believe the words of Clint Eastwood 
are most appropriate, “A man has got to know his 
limitations.”   
 
Often people take risks beyond their capabilities 
and beyond their knowledge and experience in the 
woods that leaves them in the dangerous state of 
lost. And then another question, do they know how 
to help themselves until rescue help arrives? If not, 
then possibly they did not acknowledge their 
limitations.  Yet, there is another consideration that 
I would like to explore. Hunters get lost because 
someone they trusted did not take responsibility for 
the less experienced. 
 
I was on an elk hunt in Oregon with some of my 
hunting buddies; we had a great camp and were 
enjoying ourselves and the camaraderie. We were 
all experienced hunters, knowing that staying safe 
and not being lost requires due diligence. When one 
of us plans to hunt in a new area, we will let each 
other know. We use our compass and lately a GPS. 
We navigate by observation, by hunting familiar 
areas, and always having a plan; a plan to meet at a 
certain time and place. We also use two-way radios 
to stay in contact. We know our limitations and are 
responsible accordingly.  

 



 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
It was on the second day after I had left my hunting 
partners for the morning hunt that I climbed a steep 
hillside that took me about an hour to reach the 
ridge top. We were hunting a unit that only allowed 
us to shoot a spike-bull elk. We could not shoot a 
branched-antler bull.   
 
After I reached the ridge top I found myself in an 
open area, I needed a drink of water, so I removed 
my pack, and at that moment I heard a sound on my 
left. I picked up my rifle just as a very large 
branched-antler bull, at least a 6x6, bolted, jumped 
a fence and ran off into cover as I stood there and 
wished I could have shot him.  
 
As I worked my way north along the ridge top I saw 
several other elk, all of which were cows. I knew I 
was in an area that may produce a legal, spike elk. I 
found a location on the opposite side of the ridge 
where I could wait, with the wind in my face, as I 
watched an opening below for a shot. I had been 
there for about an hour and a half when I heard a 
shot not far from me to the northeast. As I was not 
protected from stray shots from other hunters on my 
stand, I decided to move into deeper cover, which I 
did. Shortly after my move, there was another sound 
from the same direction where I had heard the shot. 
This time the sound was like a whistle, the sound 
you would get from blowing across a spent 
cartridge. I sat tight. Within a few moments I saw 
movement below me. It was a hunter, he was 
moving straight toward me, coming uphill from the 
back side of the ridge that I had climbed earlier.  
 
I sensed by his body language something unusual. 
He was not acting relaxed, or merely walking with 
no apparent purpose. He had not seen me yet, so I 
spoke, “Hey, what’s going on,” I said.  

 
His instant reply was, “I’m Lost.”  
 
I asked him what his name was, and he told me it 
was Adam. He was from a town in northeastern 
Oregon. I then asked him where he was going and 
where he had come from to get to where we were. 
He did not know where he was or where he was 
going except that he was trying to find his older 
brother. Adam was only 13 years old.  
 
Adam told me his brother had let him off at 
daybreak in the prairie, which was about a mile 
below us, to hunt alone. I asked him why he was 
still headed uphill if he had started out in the prairie 
below. He did not know. All he knew was that he 
was lost. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I told him I could give him directions as to how to 
get back to the road in the prairie, or, he could come 
with me. Before I got the words out of my mouth, 
he responded, “I’m coming with you.” I thought this 
was a great idea. He had fired the shot that I had 
heard earlier so he could use the empty cartridge as 
a whistle. If I had not found Adam, and he had 
continued on his present course of travel, he would 
have been very lost. He had already crossed two 
major logging roads to get to where I had found 
him. Lost seems to take away the normal thought 
process; the normal, logical process of reasoning 
that could save your life.  
 
We began our walk out of the woods. We were 
about a mile and a half from my four-wheeler.  All 
along the way I was talking with him about how I 
was able to keep from being lost in the woods. I 
explained to him that I had never before been on 
that ridge in my life, yet I knew at all times exactly 
where I was. Adam became more relaxed and 



comfortable with me; however, I did have to ask 
him to unload his rifle, as he made me a bit 
uncomfortable by not keeping his rifle pointed in a 
safe direction.  
 
When Adam and I arrived at the four wheelers my 
companions were also just arriving. I took Adam 
back to camp on my quad. One of the other men in 
our camp took Adam in his truck to the prairie and 
found Adam’s brother who was driving back and 
forth on the road looking for him. Why he had not 
gone into the woods to look for him, I still don’t 
know.  
 
This is why Adam was lost. His brother, who had at 
least some experience in the woods, had acted 
irresponsibly when he told his younger brother 
Adam, to hunt by himself. His brother should have 
known that Adam had little or no experience to fend 
for himself in the woods. Adam had trusted his 
brother and went off by himself to hunt. Then, after 
becoming disoriented, became confused, to the 
point of not reasoning, that if he had left the road 
going uphill, he could return by walking down hill. 
His brother was responsible for Adams safety and 
should have hunted side by side with Adam, 
teaching him what he would need to know to be 
safe and not become lost while hunting. Adam, 
through no fault of his own, had become lost.  
 
I believe it was what Adam’s brother did not do, 
rather than what he did do, that put Adam at risk. 
His brother, I am very sure, did not think, gee, I’ll 
send Adam deep into the woods today and see if he 
can make it back safely. No, I believe that what 
probably happened is Adam’s brother did not 
consider that it was his duty to ensure his brother’s 
safety to the best of his ability. He may have been 
too young to have had that responsibility in the first 
place. If that were the case, then a parent or other 
caregiver would have been obligated as well, and 
should have not let Adam go with his brother to 
hunt. 
 
My point is this, during our lifetime we will find 
ourselves directly responsible for the safety and 
wellbeing of others. For example, our own children 
will be in our care until adulthood. At times, 
someone else’s child, during a sleepover, or while 
transporting them to a soccer game, will be in our 
care. As an adult, accepting the responsibility for 
someone else, a child, a senior citizen, or a church 

youth group, we become the person who has the 
obligation for the safety of those people. 
 
In our busy lives we may not always give 
consideration to that fact, but that does not relieve 
us of that duty. Adam’s brother did not purposely 
subject him to harm. Instead, he simply did not give 
due consideration to his actions as they pertained to 
his brother who he was responsible for. 
 
Adam was fortunate that day. He could have easily 
passed by without me seeing him. God had placed 
someone in his path to take him back to safety. 
However, God will not always have someone 
waiting to give help to those who are lost. Take the 
time to consider your actions as they pertain to 
someone else. Better to have thought first, than to 
cry latter. 
 
Not Lost Yet!! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
  


