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Kim- Brady downed this outstanding southern =
Saskatchewan whitetail on the first du‘y of 2024 W
rifle season. Having discovered it on an early,
season countrys:de tour, he was able to' keepﬁzlrly

herd. Klm was lucky eno'ugh to spot t é!bl’ék ag
: opening day, when it was bedded down zrf jb
o field with a doe.
; When Kim had the buck,on gfgfind/ﬁ

November 15th, it would likely have gross- scor ed
over 260 inches! After the drying perlodfor oﬁ‘”aalf 0! {
scoring, this incredible whitetail still grosses a ' /
whopping 258 6/8 inches. Let that roll around in, |
the cerebrum for a minute... J,

Follow along as Klm shares the experlence }

of taking one of the largest whitetails ever!






s an avid upland bird hunter, I always look forward to

the start of the farming harvest season. By the second

week of August, in 2024, the combines were already
rolling in our area. It was time for my annual early season tours
of the local countryside. We’d had a mild winter, which was great
for the local wildlife, and I was eager to see how the upland bird
hatch had turned out this year.

Most mornings, I'd pour myself a cup of coffee and head
out for a drive, hoping to spot some bird activity. On one such
morning, following my usual route and soaking in the beauty
of the sunrise, I turned south toward a recently harvested pea
field. That’s when I noticed a group of deer in a low spot. At first
glance, I assumed they were mule deer; but then I realized they
were whitetails.

One buck in particular caught my eye. Wow! At first, I
noticed a drop-tine on his left beam. Then the group turned and
started to run. I quickly grabbed my binoculars, and that’s when I
saw that the buck had drop-tines on both beams! And there were
points going in every direction. He was unlike any of the typical
whitetail bucks we usually see around my area.

When I got home, my wife, Andria, was still getting ready for
work. I wasn’t even sure how to begin describing what I had just
witnessed. It had seemed almost unbelievable.

A couple of evenings later, I asked if she’d be interested in
going for a drive to see if we could spot the huge buck again. She
agreed. We drove down a trail not far from where I’d first seen the
buck. Suddenly, he stood up in a cattail slough just 75 yards away,
and Andria managed to snap a few photos on her phone. From

that moment on, I made it my mission to keep track of the special

This trail cam image was
taken at Kim’s friend’s place,

five miles from where Kim
had first discovered the buck.
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Kim’s wife managed to snap a quick photo with her phone when
the giant buck popped out of a slough.

This trail cam image was taken at Kim’s
friend’s place, five miles from where Kim had
first discovered the buck.

whitetail’s whereabouts. I only told my
son, my brother, and one close friend
about the deer.

When October rolled around and
pheasant season opened, my son came
out to hunt the first Saturday. Just as the
sun was coming up, I said, “Let’s swing by
where that buck has been staying, maybe
we’ll catch a glimpse.”

Sure enough, there he was, walking
back into the same slough where he
seemed to bed every day. My son looked at
him and said, “Dad, that’s the biggest deer
in the province! Nothing else matters...
You have to put everything you have into
harvesting that buck!”

I didn’t have access to the land where
the buck was staying, but I also knew he
wouldn’t remain there once the rut kicked
in. I had to be patient, stay quiet, and keep

track of the whitetail’s patterns.



I never saw anyone else watching that area as I was out every

morning and evening, doing my best to monitor the incredible
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buck’s movements.

The routine continued until the third week of October; and
then the buck vanished. The pre-rut had begun, and the bucks
were starting to roam. I searched in every direction; north, south,
east, west... Nothing. I could not turn up any sign of where the
giant non-typical had gone.

Then came November 15th, the opening day of rifle season
in southern Saskatchewan.

I don’t usually hunt whitetails with a rifle anymore,
preferring the challenge of bowhunting. But for this buck, I was
willing to make an exception!

I hunted that morning, but never laid eyes on the buck I was
after. I had a 1 pm curling match in the local farmer’s league
that afternoon, but after that, I decided to try again. On my way
home, I took a slightly different route, just a couple of miles from
our place. That’s when I finally spotted the buck once again. He " www euromoun te r.com

was lying in a field with a doe, and I had permission to hunt that co ntactus@euromou nter.com
land! I rushed home to exchange curling gear for hunting gear. 306-290-4242 Bl e TD
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My luck held. When I returned, the pair of deer I explained where I was, and Barry said he’d be right there.

were still there. Now I needed a plan. Then I called our son and started the conversation by simply
There was a trail that allowed me to saying, “I got him.” There was no need to elaborate on what
approach from a direction where I wouldn’t subject I was talking about. He was absolutely thrilled and I
be seen. I stepped out of the truck and quietly was very happy to share the news with him as he had been so
moved into position. As I was settling in, the adamant that I put in the effort for this buck.
deer noticed my movement and got up to ‘When Barry arrived, he couldn’t believe the size of the
escape. After a couple of quick running shots, buck either. Knowing the existence of a whitetail of this
the buck went down. Just like flushing a big caliber is rare enough, but actually standing over one? That’s
pheasant rooster, things happened fast! something else entirely...
As I approached the fallen whitetail, I was I may never be fortunate enough to see a buck like this
struck with how massive his rack truly was. again, but you can bet I'll be out in deer and bird country
Up close and personal, the body was much anyway, eager to make more memories.

bigger than I had imagined also. That’s when
I realized I wouldn’t be able to load him by
myself. Knowing it was Friday evening, and & %
that our neighbors usually go out for dinner
early, I wasted no time making a call.

I phoned Barry and said, “I just shot a deer,

could you give me a hand loading it?”

There are no bad
views on one of

qpr b the best bucks to
ever come out of
Canada!

the locality killed, the hunter address, the hunter
phone number....maybe put some kind of border
around the scoresheet?



The prairies of western Canada
are full of surprises. This
magnificent whitetail is one of
them. If you have been following

Big Buck magazine over the years,

one thing you will discover is
that a giant buck can come from
just about any type of habitat or
circumstance. They are amazing
creatures, and Kim’s buck is
another example of how mythical
whitetails can be....




