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Inderøy moose
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The moose is held in high 
regard in Norwegian 
culture and is an important 
source of food for its people. 
The arrival of the hunting 
season is celebrated in the 
local communities; an 
opportunity to come together 
to harvest meat for the year 
ahead. 

Words & Photography by mArIJKe oTTemA

Inderøy
Moose

Silent, motionless and barely 
breathing; I sit hidden amongst 
the spectacular autumnal foliage 

at the edge of the forest overlooking 
the lush pasture of a small woodland 
clearing. Branches from the bushes 
scratch at my face, but I remain still. 
My legs are folded below me, and I 
have been in this position for so long 
that the moisture from the damp 
forest floor has permeated through 
my clothing, now clammy, and 
sticking to my skin.

I am moose hunting in the 
municipality of Inderøy, a small 
community located in central 
Norway. I stare intensely out at the 
clearing from the trees. It’s an oasis of 
light and warmth contrasted against 
my shaded, cold hide. The sunlight 
struggles to penetrate the foliage 
of the canopy that soars above me. 
Alone, with just my thoughts for 
company, my senses are heightened, 
and my hearing registers every out 
of place sound; a twig snapping, the 
leaves rustling on the forest floor.
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Then silence. Is something coming 
my way? Again, I hear it, only 
louder this time. There’s no doubt 
in my mind, something big is 
approaching. My heart is pounding 
out of my chest as the tension 
rises. An animal is approaching. I 
play out the scenario over and over 
again in my head. Will I have the 
mettle to pull the trigger when a 
moose appears from the bushes? 
I slowly slip on my ear defenders 
that had been hanging around my 
neck, but now it’s hard to locate 
the muffled sound. Where exactly 
is it coming from? Then it emerges 
out of the forest at speed, and I’m 
face-to-face with a roebuck. He 
can’t be any more than 10 or 12 
metres away. He pauses to look at 
me  – his rattled brown eyes stare at 
me before he runs back to the safety 
of the trees as quickly as he arrived. 
A sense of disappointment, and of 

slight relief, wash over me as the 
adrenaline is absorbed by my body 
and my heart gives up its fight for 
freedom. I change my position to 
ease my cramped legs, take a deep 
breath, and settle back down.

Activist

The fact that I am here at all, 
with a rifle in my hands, is 
something I could not have 

imagined until recently. Two years 
ago, I was a vegan and an animal 
rights activist. I was of the belief that 
hunters weren’t quite right in their 
minds. I came from a position of: 
“We should leave the animals alone 
instead of using them for human 
gain.” And yet there was always a 
voice inside my head, whispering 
to me, wondering whether it was 
possible to accept nature’s offering 
in a fair and sustainable manner. 

Was there a way to consume 
meat without involving the food 
industry? I kept arriving at the same 
conclusion – I would have to take 
responsibility for sourcing my own 
wild meat. As I understood more, 
hunting began to make sense, and 
here I stand, part of a hunting team 
on the first day of the hunting 
season.

Moose hunt

Norwegians hold the 
moose is in high regard. 
This majestic animal 

has inhabited our land for over 
9,000 years and is ingrained in 
our culture. It has always been an 
important source of food for our 
people, and 2018 is no different. 
Over the last couple of weeks, 
excitement has been building in the 
local villages as the first day of the 
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moose hunt approaches. Men and 
women in olive-green hunting attire 
congregate in the bars and cafes of 
the town squares to create plans and 
discuss recent moose sightings, and 
the local shooting ranges are busy 
as hunters arrive to demonstrate 
their competence in the annual 
shooting test. Each big game hunter 
must prove their shooting accuracy 
by hitting a target five times at 
a distance of 100 metres while 
standing, sitting and in the prone 
position. The target is a circle on the 
silhouette of a reindeer. The hunter 
must pass this test to hold the 
relevant certificate of competence 
to enter the Norwegian wilderness 
with a rifle. 

The hunt is located in the 
Trondheimfjord area of Inderøy 
and has been divided into 10 
separate hunting blocks, each zone 
containing a single hunting team. 
The forested landscape, interspersed 
with many small meadows is prime 
moose habitat, offering woodlands 
in which to shelter and grasslands 
on which to graze. The number 
of moose to be harvested during 
any season is determined by the 
Kommune (local council) after 
establishing the population from 
sightings and animals shot the 
previous season by local hunters. 
From this data, a ‘hunting board’ 
votes to set an appropriate quota. 
Hunters are required to submit 
data of each animal killed to the 
Miljodirektoratet (Norwegian 
Environment Agency) who are 
responsible for a database that 
ensures the hunting activity is 
sustainable. Trends are monitored, 
and a stable, healthy moose 
population is maintained.

the hunting teAM

We journeyed up to 
the meeting place in 
the early hours of the 

morning just as dawn was breaking. 
On the way to the rendezvous, 
we caught sight of two moose 
contentedly grazing at the edge of a 
forest. The group of 10 hunters were 
already chatting amongst themselves 
and had their hands wrapped 
around a hot mug of coffee when 
we arrived. It was anything, but 
a traditional Norwegian hunting 
team. Of its 10 members, there 
were two women, three Dutchmen 
and a Russian. One member of the 
group was taking part in his 40th 
moose hunt, and like me, 19-year-
old Jens was taking part in his first 
hunt. His father was a well known 
and respected moose hunter, and as 
a child, Jens would accompany him 
on days in the field. Jens now has 
his own rifle and has taken the place 
of his father. This is typical of the 
hunting culture in Norway, a way of 
life and a skill passed on from father 
to son.

One of the most excited ‘members’ 
of the group was Kyra, a Norwegian 
elkhound. With her GPS tracking 
device fastened around her neck 
and her tail curled up, she wouldn’t 
stop pacing back and forth between 
the hunters’ legs, eager to move into 
the field and get going. While the 
team discussed the first hunt, her 
impatience grew. In her eyes, we 
were taking too long and conversing 
too much, when moose were out 
there waiting to be hunted. We 
gathered around the truck, scouring 
over the map opened up over the 
bonnet. Highlighted on the map 

were the hunting block boundary, 
the areas and arrows showing recent 
moose sightings and movements, 
and the locations of our hunting 
positions. Once we had gathered 
our bearings, we moved out to our 
hides in the forest.

WAiting

So here I am, sat on the cold 
damp ground in the woods. 
The long wait begins, but 

time goes quickly. I take in my 
spectacular natural surroundings. In 
the distance, a sea eagle rises from 
the fjord and soars above me with 
its enormous wings outstretched. I 
hear the scratching sound of ravens, 
and a roe deer walks unsuspectingly 
through the field. For a split second, 
I think I hear a moose in the bushes. 
Hyper-alert I stare into the distance 
looking for the movement of an 
animal while mentally preparing to 
shoot, but my anticipated moose 
turns out to be a fox!

A gunshot shatters the silence, 
the spell has been broken and the 
season has begun. I look around 
but don’t see or hear anything. The 
sound appeared to be coming from 
afar, was it from our hunting block? 
I await news, but the radio remains 
eerily quiet, nothing but static hiss. 
I am feeling impatient. I want to 
know what has just happened. 
Then, the static is interrupted by 
the voice of Odd – one of the most 
experienced hunters on our team. 
He had been observing a moose 
for quite some time and had taken 
a shot when it moved out of the 
woods. The animal had bolted back 
into the forest, and now Kyra was 
following it. For a second the radio

“JeNs Now has his owN rifle aNd has takeN the 
place of his father. this is typical of the huNtiNg 
culture iN Norway, a way of life aNd a skill passed 

oN from father to soN.”
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falls silent again. We are all awaiting 
the next message. Scenarios play 
out in my mind. Has the animal 
escaped? Is the animal wounded? 
After a few more minutes, we receive 
the news that Kyra has tracked and 
located the moose.
    
When we arrive, the moose is lying 
motionless in a clearing, a short 
distance from the forest. It had 
succumbed to Odd’s shot quickly. I 
crouch down to touch the animal, 
feeling its rough, bristly hair under 
my hands. It’s warm, and the fur 
is still wet from this morning’s 
rain showers. The animal lying 
before me is colossal, it’s hard not 
be impressed by the size of the 
moose. The thought that a second 
ago, this lifeless wild animal was 
roaming through the forest, and is 
now waiting to be processed into 
food leaves me with mixed feelings. 
Taking a life for sustenance, 
no matter how big or small is 
bittersweet. Kyra does not seem to 

mind. She sits proudly next to her 
find. Her barking lets everybody 
know that she has successfully 
completed her task for the day.

teAMWork

Weighing in at 
approximately 500 
kilogrammes, and 

a height of over two metres, the 
gralloch and moving of a moose 
is challenging. I am beginning to 
understand the advantage of hunting 
with others. Knowledgeable hunters 
with quick hands, short commands 
and masterful knife work are soon 
cutting through the skin. Others 
pull at the animal’s legs to turn 
the beast as needed. The stomach, 
intestines and the enormous heart 
fascinate me. These are being left 
behind in the field for the ravens, 
foxes and crows to feast upon and 
clean up. The expression, “One 
man’s death is another man’s bread,” 
seems apt.

rAin

We leave Odd and a 
couple of others in the 
field to organise the 

transportation of the moose back to 
the barn while the rest of us return to 
the forest. The hunting plan has been 
changed to an alternative section of 
the block. I have been assigned a 
spot on the edge of an open field, 
a mür, as the Norwegians say. The 
ground is too marshy for trees to 
thrive here, but there are plenty of 
blueberry bushes to give me cover 
and for me to enjoy the sweet fruits 
while I wait. A drop on my neck, 
then another one, and another! In 
seconds, it’s pouring with rain  – like 
someone had just opened a tap. The 
weather is unpredictable in Norway, 
so we pack clothing for all seasons. 
The stream behind me burbles away 
as it rapidly fills with water and its

current becomes stronger. A cold 
wind begins to blow against my 
back. I pull on my coat and flip the 
hood over my head to protect me 
from the worst of the weather. Rain, 
wind and hunters; if I were a moose 
I would seriously rethink leaving the 
cover and the shelter provided by the 
forest. It doesn’t take long for the 
hunting team to arrive at the same 
conclusion. We call it a day and head 
back to the barn to begin butchering 
Odd’s moose.

Food

When I arrive at the 
large barn, the moose 
is already there. It lies 

on the cold concrete floor awaiting 
its transformation into meat. No 
longer does the moose resemble the 
strong creature that once roamed 
the woodlands and climbed over 

the Inderøy landscape, converting 
grass into meat as it went about its 
business. Odd looks on, happy that 
he will have enough food for the 
coming year, as two of the hunters 
begin to remove the skin from 
the hind legs. As the processing 
continues, out of the blue, eight 
small children from the local school 
enter the barn. Hunting in Norway 
is very much a community activity.

The warmly dressed toddlers follow 
their daycare teacher through the 
barn. As they study the head and 
antlers of the moose, the youngsters 
giggle, chat and ask questions about 
the animal. The excited toddlers 
form a circle around the hunters 
butchering the moose and look on 
at the big knives, the contents of 
the buckets, the blood on the floor, 
and the carcass itself. The hunters 
and the teacher explain, answer 

their questions and encourage the 
children’s curiosity as they draw 
in to take a closer look at the dead 
animal. The moose meat and fat 
has been revealed – its hide has 
been completely removed. Outside, 
it’s starting to get dark  – the days 
are short this time of year. It’s time 
for the children to be on their way. 
The hunters say their goodbyes and 
decide that this is a good time for 
them to call it a day too. They agree 
to begin hunting half an hour earlier 
tomorrow morning.

My chAnce

The next day it’s foggy. Over 
the radio, I hear that two 
moose have been spotted and 

appear to be heading in my direction. 
The fog is so dense, I am not sure 
that I would see the moose even if 
it was stood in front of me, but the
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knowledge that they might be 
coming my way still gets my blood 
pumping faster. I wait in silence 
for what seems like the whole 
morning. Usually, I watch the birds 
to keep myself occupied, but in the 
fog, time passes slowly, until my 
attention is grabbed by the sharp 
cracking of breaking branches and 
the thud of heavy hooves on the 
ground – definitely not a roe deer or 
a fox. I push the safety on my rifle to 
‘fire’ and look as far as possible into 
the white mist. I hear the animal 
running out of the forest and then 
there, out of the fog appears a female 
moose. I whistle, and the animal 
comes to an abrupt standstill and 
looks me straight in the eye. I aim, 
but the moose is standing obliquely 
to me; a lung shot isn’t possible 
like this. Perhaps if I shoot a little 
more towards the chest area above 
the shoulder, would I then be able 
to hit the lungs without damaging 
the intestines? The moose doesn’t 
wait around for me to decide. She 
turns and runs. I have missed my 
opportunity and can do nothing 

but look on as she transforms into 
a hazy silhouette before being 
consumed by the fog.

huMble

Over the coming weeks, 
eight more moose were 
harvested, one of them 

by Jens, the youngest hunter in the 
group. During my time immersed 
in nature, the days blurred into 
one another, and I became less 
concerned with the trivialities of 
life as I reconnected with the land. 
Instead, my energy was focussed on 
the essential elements required to 
live – food, shelter, and the company 
of others. I had time to appreciate 
and observe the sea eagle that kept 
returning to the fjord, the foxes and 
the roe deer that would walk past 
me unaware of my presence, but 
alas, the final day of the moose hunt 
had arrived. 

It didn’t matter that it was raining 
and cold, I had come to endure 
everything the sky threw at me. 

I was sitting on a gentle incline 
overlooking the hunting block and 
landscape beyond  – I had time to 
reflect. Already I had accepted that 
I was unlikely to harvest a moose at 
this stage in the season. The last four 
weeks – the duration of the  Inderøy 
moose hunt – had been a steep 
learning curve, and I was already 
telling myself that my opportunity 
would come next season. Although 
I did not participate every day, 
I did hunt for many of them. 
Should I have harvested a moose 
by the end of the hunt? Perhaps. 
There were plenty of opportunities, 
and I am sure a more experienced 
hunter would have stocked their 
freezer with meat from the chances 
that presented themselves to me. 
Nonetheless, I have returned home 
from the beautiful Norwegian 
wilderness feeling humbled and 
fulfilled, in awe at the grandeur 
of the moose that has given up its 
life to feed the communities of my 
friends and fellow hunters.

Until next year. P
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