
A Dastardly Debacle (Excerpt) 
Sixth Grader 
 
A beautiful sun set brings on a cool October night in Big Sky, Montana. This is a natural sign for hunters 
to head home for the night. At this time, I was at the mere age of ten. I was scared, but very confident in 
myself that I would succeed on my first hunting trip. My dad and I turned onto a long, dark hunting trail. 
The lone sound of an owl hooting filled the thin air. A thin layer of snow was covering up our tracks. 
With a wet sock, I was anxious to get inside. Abruptly, a vague figure of a fellow hunter appears in the 
haze. With these conditions, it is customary for people to search the passing trees with their eyes; we 
weren’t going to take any chances. 
 
We were approaching this man, and could now see him fairly well. He seemed to be talking to himself as 
he walked one hundred feet in front of us. My father and I were chit-chatting about the upcoming ski 
season to pass the time. After about five minutes on this trail, my stomach began to hurt.  I was hungry. 
All I could think about was tasting a hot home cooked meal. My thoughts were quickly interrupted by a 
nerve racking scream from my dad. He repeatedly yelped, “Look out! Behind you!” to the man ahead of 
us. This was cougar territory, and guess what was happening. A cougar had been lurking in a tree 
between us and this man, and at the right moment, pounced. At first contact, the man’s natural instinct 
was to attack. He thumbed his belt for his hunting knife and attempted to stab the beast mauling him 
from behind. While in motion, the cougar switched position, and unfortunately the man punctured his 
shoulder with his own knife. Just when things can’t seem to get worse for this man, they do. The cougar, 
now on top of the man, slices through the man’s skull, separating his head down between his eyes, and 
through the top of his right ear. By now, my father and I were sprinting towards the helpless man with 
loaded guns. Upon coming on the raging battle, my dad makes short work of the cougar with his shot 
gun. My father and I repeatedly reiterate, “Aare you okay? Talk to us!” Naturally, my dad reaches for his 
satellite phone to call any sort of medical attention. Breathing hard, he dials 911. The phone rings and 
rings. There is no answer. He redials and at the last second, a voice sounds on the other end of the line, 
“Big Sky County police department, what is your emergency?” the mysterious voice verbalized. 
 
“Yes, hello, we need and ambulance. There’s been a cougar attack.” 
 
The man replies with a sense of urgency pronouncing, “Can you give us a location?” 
 
“Yes,” my father utters in a panic, “we will be at the northern entrance of Stone Wolf Mountain.” 
 
“Sounds good sir, there will be an ambulance waiting.” 
 
My father praises the man with a, “Thank you.” Judging by his most recent facial expression, a small 
sense of calmness was beginning to fall upon him. “Dad, the northern entrance has got to be nearly half 
a mile in the opposite direction,” I stated. 
 
“You’re right,” he answers. “We better get going.” 
 


