
 

 

 

The sunrise was cresting the far ridge.  Our heart rates dropped and the cool air, combined with sweat, 
chilled our bodies as we sat at the top of a ridge overlooking a steep, open-faced draw and far knoll 
where the sheep had been seen the night prior. Colter and I knew they could be close and were 
concerned a nearby camp may be pursuing the same bunch of sheep we had watched for several days.  

Patience is key on a hunt like this. Getting out of position could result in us getting winded.  Moving too 
quickly or not being disciplined with glassing could foil the opportunity to get the sheep I dreamed of 
the night before. With much consideration, and encouragement from my good friend Matt and brother-
in-law Brian, both of who were in a remote location, we decided to proceed forward at a snail’s pace 
with the limited cover consisting of a few changes in terrain and sparsely scattered boulders. As we 
inched forward, we stopped periodically to slowly raise our binoculars and ensure nothing was being 
overlooked. As I looked for the next place to put my foot, I felt a slight squeeze on my right arm and a 
stern “Stop”.  

Turning the prime age of 39 years in January of 2022, I decided that I was ready to do the hunt of a  
lifetime I had so diligently prepared for through the purchase of preference points the past 24-yrs. I 
pulled the trigger,  forgoed buying another preference point and submitted a guaranteed application for 



a bighorn sheep. The decision weighed heavily on the complete involvement of my family and friends. I 
knew this hunt would  be a once in a lifetime experience, and it was critical that my wife Kelli and 11 
year old twins, Emily and Levi shared in it. My hope was it would be a special and lasting experience for 
my kids that they could share and one day pass on the stories to their families. There was also the 
realization that our lives were getting busier by the year. The kids were getting more involved with 
extracurricular activities and they would be able to hunt big game next fall for the first time were all 
taken into consideration. My Dad, the rock that he has always been, wasn’t getting any younger either. 
The decisions like this are hard to make, but in time I realized it could not have worked out any better.  

The unit I applied for was in northwest Wyoming.  It was a spot I had become familiar with through past 
scouting and hunting trips with my Dad and son Levi. We made a trip to the spot a year prior, looking for 
sheep and at the same time doing a little archery elk hunting. In late July of 2022, we made another 
scouting trip.  

The spot was spectacular. Creeks and waterfalls that flowed to expansive alpine meadows lined with 
old-growth trees and backdropped with sheer cliff faces.  It left me thinking the place I had selected for 
the hunt was full of mystery, ripe for exploration and perfect sheep habitat. As we crested out of the 
drainage bottoms, we were led to never-ending plateaus running for miles, the edges mostly lined with 
steep terrain and cliffs. On some plateau edges it was inconceivable on how to traverse down to the 
drainages without a rope or going miles to skirt the cliffs faces. As we explored, we found petrified 
wood, high mountain lakes and melting cornices that served as water supply for elk and bighorns that 
were roaming the plateaus and valleys below.  

While scouting high on the plateau a month earlier, Levi spotted a dog, which temporarily was mistaken 
as a wolf until we got glass on it. With hay string, jerky and a lot of luck we were able to catch her after 
she ran and cliffed-out. Fortunately for us, after some digging, we found out she had been abandoned 
by her owner and the only sensible thing we could think to do was take her for our own. She is a Sheltie 
and her name is Koda, pictured in the family picture.  

Throughout the Spring and Summer of 2022, I reached out to several of my closest friends and family as 
I started to plan the trip.  Being under partial/full retirement, my Dad was committed to taking the 
entire two months of the season off to help me get a ram. After accumulating five horses and mules, he 
provided most of the necessary horsepower and equipment needed to get our family up the trail, four 
hours to camp. As the head camp jack, he also held all the necessary knowledge to ensure no person or 
animal got out of line. Both my brother-in-laws Brian and Nick, committed to scouting/hunting for nine 
days at the beginning of season. Some of our good friends Coralia, Johnny and Clara Robinson planned 
to come up to camp for four days. I had discussed putting in for a sheep tag with my good friend and 
coworker Matt, and to my surprise he was on-board to go in for nine days. Matt and I both had moose 
and mountain goat tags consecutive years in the past and spent a fair amount of time hunting deer 
together.  

I called my best friend Colter from Montana to notify him of my decision to apply. From the time I met 
Colter in 4th grade, he has been considered more of a brother than a friend. He was careful to take in the 
news and reflect on his own situation as I spoke. I told him my intentions of taking two weeks off near 
the end of August and beginning of September. The plan was to do several days of pre-season scouting 
prior to the September 1st season opener. As he listened, Colter told me that as far back as he could 
remember, his grandpa Norris would tell him of the many sheep hunts he partook in within the deep 



backcountry of northwestern Wyoming. Colter was involved with several sheep hunts with his family 
when he was younger, but hasn’t, and may never have, the opportunity to hunt one himself.  

I could sense he would want nothing more than to come on this adventure, which was considered by 
him as the pinnacle of all hunts. Initially, he had some short-lived apprehension, which culminated into a 
discussion with his other half Katy. After all, she would be left at home with his one-year-old son Huxley. 
Lucky for both of us, it wasn’t long and she was convinced that he had to come. Katy, thanks for pulling 
some strings to allow Colter to join us! 

As the end of August drew nearer, planning for a base camp in a large meadow at 9,000 feet and a spike 
camp on the 11,400 foot plateau to the east (where we found Koda) became imminent. Critical tasks 
such as ensuring there was enough horsepower for everyone to ride in, bringing enough bear-proof hard 
panniers, teaching the kids how to use bear spray, planning for enough food and whiskey, were all 
discussed and lined out with the team. God bless my wife Kelli, as I don’t know how I would have 
coordinated the food without her.   

The morning of Saturday, August 27th came quickly. Nine adults, three kids, twenty horses and four dogs 
all coalesced at the trailhead for the pack-in. The fortune of good weather was on our side with sun and 
warmer temperatures forecasted out for 10 days. With ease and efficiency that only comes with years of 
experience on all counts, saddles were slung, panniers packed, loaded, mantied and lashed, and kids 
were thrown on for a four-hour ride to base camp.  

As we rode out,  mid-morning on a blue-bird day, there was still a coolness in the air from a rain the 
prior night that quenched any dust from the trail that would have otherwise choked-out our horses and 
riders alike. On the way, kids were racing their horses and giggling with laughter, dogs were kicking up 
grouse and small talk along with several philosophical conversations were being had as the group got to 
know each other. The excitement was contagious. As I reflected on the group, I could only express 
gratitude for the fact that a single sheep tag was motivating and mobilizing all these amazing people and 
animals.  The years of combined experience, knowledge and abilities on this pack string was truly 
remarkable.   

The trail crossed a series of drainages and tributaries before opening up to where we could see the pass 
we would eventually climb and the site of our camp. As we crested the pass, the trees opened to a large 
grassy meadow and small creek which would serve as our home for the next several days.   

Like getting packed up, unpacking was also a seamless process. Saddles were pulled from the horses and 
they were hobbled in the meadow to graze.  Perishable food was placed in water-tight bear-proof 
panniers and sunk in the creek to stay cool. Tents were pitched and the cook panniers were set up. The 
kids gathered wood for a fire. Kelli, Coralia and the kids made burgers, corn and angel-food cake that 
evening as we sipped a little whiskey and glassed for sheep from camp. Awe struck by the scenery and 
expansiveness of our new playground, discussions naturally fell into strategizing for the coming days. It 
was decided the next day we would split up and do some scouting in the immediate vicinity of camp. 
This would ensure we wouldn’t overlook any opportunities under our noses.  



 

L-R: Levi, Daisy, Kelli, Koda and Emily hanging out at base camp.  

The next morning started with hobbling the horses in the meadow followed by a quick breakfast and 
coffee. Colter, Matt, and I decided to head north on the east side of the main drainage where we 
camped.  Brian and Nick decided to hike west up a trail that followed the creek running through camp 
and above. As it started to get light, we hiked northward for a short distance at which point Matt 
decided to hang back and slowly glass the west side of the drainage. Colter and I decided to move a little 
more quickly to get as far north as we could in order to look up a draw on the east side of the main 
drainage where I had spotted several rams in late July that year. The terrain consisted of several 
outcroppings of rock on a steep slope with gullies that had eroded out over the many millennia prior. 
We moved through the sparse trees, carefully glassing west across the drainage and above to the west. 
The sun had started to hit the face above as we entered a clearing. Looking up towards a bowl, I spotted 
some sheep with the naked eye. Being not more than a 30-minute walk from camp, I thought to myself, 
certainly they are just ewes.  I told Colter we should sneak up a little closer to get a better view. 
Curiously, Colter pulled his binos out and said, “Hey, those are rams and a couple look like they have 
some size!”  

After moving a couple hundred yards closer and pulling out a spotting scope, we discovered a band of 
eight rams.  One was noticeably bigger and darker than the rest. The ram was nearly a full curl and 
broomed. There were two others that were not broomed, but nearly full curl as well. As we glassed the 



dark-colored ram, we noticed he had a sizable patch of horn missing at the top of his left side. For ease 
of identifying later in conversation, Colter named the ram “Ol’ Lefty”. For nearly two hours, in the cool 
shadows of the pines, Colter and I shook with excitement as we watched and studied them closely as 
they cycled through patterns of grazing and laying down before finally making their way up a ridge and 
cresting the plateau and disappearing out of sight. We managed to get several pictures and videos of Ol’ 
Lefty, which we planned to share with the crew back at camp.  

Having done a fair amount of study related to big-horn size, I knew how big a ram I was willing to punch 
my tag for. If need be, I had the mindset to hunt the entire season to kill a respectable one. I also knew 
of several people who had hunted nearly all season only to shoot a small ram, or get nothing at all.  It 
became increasingly clear that Ol’ Lefty was more than a respectable ram, and at this early stage in 
scouting, I fantasized about the opportunity to pursue him.  

We arrived back at camp later that day to share in the details of our discoveries. It soon became clear 
that Matt, Brian and Nick had all seen the same rams!  Matt, who had slowly followed behind Colter and 
I, managed to glass the same rams and set up just below Colter and I without us knowing. Brian and Nick 
said they saw twelve rams, having nearly walked on top of them on the plateau west and above camp. 
Careful study of the photos taken and timing of events confirmed they had seen Ol’ Lefty and the other 
rams Colter, Matt and I had. With the first day of scouting in the books and a good prospect in sight, we 
all went to sleep wondering what we would encounter in the coming days.  

The next morning was spent packing our light gear and food to set up a spike camp on the plateau to the 
east. With the help of my Dad, we loaded a couple of mules with our gear and food and picked our way 
up the face to the east of camp.  As we climbed to our new camp site, we were able to spot the rams we 
had seen the day prior.   The band of rams now numbered sixteen total, which left us pondering the size 
of the additional four rams none of us had glassed at close range. It became increasingly evident that 
our new camp would be a perfect location to keep tabs on the rams over the coming days before the 
season opener. 

Our spike camp consisted of several lightweight backpack tents pitched on a rocky flat and a couple 
bear-proof panniers stuffed with food. The site, which I had scouted the Fall prior, was at 11,400 feet 
elevation.  Like the body of a spider, it was a central point where several legs of the expansive plateau 
connected.  It also  contained much needed water we would collect from a receding cornice nearby.  It 
afforded us plenty of space to fan out and cover ground in anticipation of finding another good ram. As 
camp was set up, we all became giddy at the prospect of spending the remaining two and a half days 
exploring the vast plateaus, and the steep volcanic cliff faces below.   



 

Matt and Josh taking a break at spike camp.  

Our new location was full of mystery that we discovered as we scouted and explored over the next 
several days. Sheep would seem to pop up out of nowhere onto the plateau. They would feed on the 
small wind-swept grasses and shrubs prior to disappearing off the cliffy edges, bedding in the safety of 
the cliff bands below. We found stringers of rock drains, or natural French drains on the plateau, some 
which lead to watering holes fed by melting cornices above. As the sunny days ended, nightfall would 
bring clear night skies and the brilliant show of stars. Looking deep into the heavens above, I felt 
insignificant, but yet lucky to bear witness and to be alive and in good company.  

With several days of scouting coming to a close, it was decided the day prior to the season opener that 
Colter, Nick and I would leave our spike camp midday and head back down to base camp and closer to 
Ol’ Lefty. Without question, Matt and Brian decided to remain on the mountain that evening with the 
goal of keeping tabs on Ol’ Lefty and the fifteen other rams he was with from afar.  

As we arrived in base camp that evening, we caught up on what the rest of the group had been up to. 
While my good buddies and I were out scouting, down at the base camp my camp jacks had been taking 
care of the horses and enjoying the wilderness playground. Kelli and my kids Emily and Levi, along with 
the Robinson’s and my Dad went on several horseback rides on the many trail systems that connected 
to our campsite. As they enjoyed the immense scenery, they discovered more petrified wood, wild 
raspberries, waterfalls, caves and an old cabin hidden in the trees which with a little digging produced 



kitchen utensils and containers long ago left by the lucky occupant that called it home. Their experiences 
sounded more like a summer pack trip than a fall sheep hunt.  I could only think how awesome it was! 

Later that evening, Colter and I prepared for the next morning’s pursuit of Ol’ Lefty. In order to move 
quickly and accounting for the weight of my gun, we carefully divided the contents of our packs. Like 
two seasoned veterans, our thoughts aligned as we discussed what to take and when the alarm would 
be set. I couldn’t help but feel some nervousness along with excitement as we prepared; questioning 
some of our plans.  Colter sensed this, and in his usual calm and assuring way he simply said, “Hey man, 
we’ve been training our whole lives for this.”  He was right.  We were as ready as we’d ever be. 

My only regret was the extremely difficult decision to leave my son Levi down in camp and not take him 
to pursue Ol’ Lefty. I was left in a melancholy state after I delicately described the circumstances 
concerning the gravity of this particular hunt. A bright kid, he understood quickly, but that didn’t 
completely remove the disappointment on his face. The decision haunted my thoughts as I tried to 
sleep.  

At 4:30am our alarms sounded, but it didn’t matter, we were wide awake anyway. Having been 
punished through the night by a small mouse jumping around our tent and sleep deprived by the 
languishing thoughts of the ensuing hunt we had so meticulously strategized and prepared for. The 
circumstances were just minor inconveniences to us. With the many days we had shared growing up in 
the backcountry of Wyoming together - usually in miserable weather, the countless hours we spent on 
the wrestling mat training, weight cutting and competing together in our younger years, we knew that 
short of catching a debilitating disease, it would be virtually impossible for sleep loss, or even a small 
mouse to bring us to our knees.  

In quick fashion, we slipped on our boots, put in contacts, quickly ate an energy bar, pounded some 
Gatorade, a few chocolate covered espresso beans and we were off.  Through the dark, we made our 
way. As we hiked, I reflected on the sheep tag I had carefully tucked away in my pack, and how it was as 
much Colter’s as my own, and after some reflection I came to discover it wasn’t even mine, but 
belonged to the entire support team that wanted to share in the coveted experience. Deep down I knew 
that sheep or not, this hunt trip and really any hunt, has never been measured by the success of a kill, 
but rather  heavily weighted on the experiences with my family, friends and the animals. I knew this 
morning could be my best chance at getting a respectable sheep, and I nor the team with me, was going 
to leave any loose ends.  

Colter and I made our way just south of the location where we had both seen Ol’ Lefty on the first day of 
scouting. He was last seen the evening prior due west from our location and on the plateau above. Days 
of watching the rams had led us to believe they could be anywhere on the plateau, or even just below 
the top where we had first put glass on him and the other rams. With the breeze in our faces, we made 
our way up a rock-laden chute to the south of the bowl Ol’ Lefty was in, putting us along the cliff faces 
on the south end of the plateau. We reached a location a couple hundred yards short of the plateau’s 
crest where we waited in the dark for the daylight to start breaking.  

Across the drainage to the east and 1,500 vertical feet higher, both Matt and Brian were also waiting for 
daybreak. As we sat, we got some unfortunate news from Matt and Brian that red headlamps were seen 
near the west end of the plateau coming from a nearby camp. My heart sank, as I knew they could be 
after the same ram.  They would likely be in a better position to see the rams, and worse, upwind.  



Reluctantly, our plan of exercising patients to wait for clear glassing light was being reconsidered. My 
best friend and I sat below the plateau pondering what next? It was 20 to 30 minutes until light and the 
rams were last seen 1 mile west. Move and risk blowing the rams out, or get closer to the location they 
were last seen? Following several minutes of flip-flopping on the next critical decision and considering 
everyone’s input, Colter would finally say, “This is your tag, what do YOU want to do?” I said, “Knowing 
what we do about the pattern of these rams, we need to move now.” After a brief pause, I asked, 
“Would you do the same?” With no delay he said, “Yes.”  

With minimal light, we carefully moved along the south edge of the plateau. We quickly realized it 
wasn’t as flat as previously thought. The terrain consisted of undulating hills and knolls rising fifty to one 
hundred feet out of a series of meadows, small drainages, and coulees. In the days prior we saw the 
rams make their way across the plateau, disappearing from time-to-time behind and within the small 
drainages, ridges and knolls comprising the plateau. With our fingers crossed that the rams were not in 
the immediate vicinity, we moved westward. As the darkness waned, affording enough glassing light, 
methodically stopped and glassed each area before moving quickly to the next glassing position. In short 
time, we worked our way up just below a small rise and sat in the frost covered grass that overlooked a 
large drainage below and across to the knoll where the rams were last seen the day prior. In the 
morning stillness, we glassed and waited for movement.  

“Stop!” 

As Colter grabbed my arm, a shot of adrenaline would leave me feeling like I was chewing on my heart.  I 
knew we were busted. Colter whispered, “There’s a ram 250 yards to your left looking right at us.” 
Emphatically and under his breath, “Just don’t move.” We both stood there statuesque as the seconds 
ticked by, and only after a couple minutes he said, “Ok, he is back feeding and no others are looking.” He 
then said, “Slowly get down.” With the ram and the others behind him unalarmed, we crouched slowly 
below the rise separating us, knowing we had dodged my big mistake and couldn’t be luckier. Out of 
sight, we moved slowly back up the hillside, taking advantage of the terrain to remain under cover. We 
were able to make our way above the rams and to a boulder with an adequate shooting rest. We knew 
that based on the direction the rams were feeding, it would be possible they could pop into view 50 
yards or up to 300 yards away. I waited with my gun perched on the boulder and pointed in the 
direction of the closest position we thought the rams may appear.   

Colter, as my spotter, saw the first ram appear out of a gully running up the hillside at an approximate 
distance of 250 yards. As I repositioned for a shot, it would not be long before a handful of others would 
work their way into view, which included two un-broomed full curl rams. With great anticipation, the 
dark-colored ram with broomed-off horns and the damaged horn on the left side stepped into view. It 
was him, Ol’ Lefty! The ram that had consumed my thoughts for five days. With little hesitation, I moved 
the safety to fire.  As my mom always told me “Squeeze, don’t pull”.  

I let a bullet fly, and Ol’ Lefty took his last breaths. He disappeared back down into the gulley, and the 
commotion of the shot caused confusion for the remaining fifteen rams as they ran a short distance to 
the ridge above, only to stare down at the fallen ram. They stood there for another fifteen minutes as 
Colter and I watched. The scene left me with a great appreciation for these animals and the life taken, 
which must have been the patriarch of the herd. Ol’ Lefty would now feed my family and friends, and his 
horns would spur countless memories and stories memorializing this event. He was now priceless to me.  



 

 

Ol’ Lefty’s band of rams.  

To our amazement, our location was only a one-hour horse ride up an established trail from base camp. 
With close access, my whole family made it to our location before I  put a knife to the ram. The ensuing 
hugs and tears shed with Colter, my wife Kelli and dad Steve will be forever etched in memory. Everyone 
except Matt and Brian, who were making their way down from the spike camp, were present to get 
pictures with Ol’ Lefty at the kill site. It meant the world to me to have my family with me to share in the 
experience and to this day I believe was the best moment of the trip.   

Back at camp, Matt and Brian were waiting and the excitement was contagious as we shared our own 
perspectives of the morning's events. After the ram was capped out and the meat and cape put in 
waterproof bags to place in the creek, the rest of the day was spent relaxing. We played cards, took 
much needed showers in the waterfall above camp, reorganized our gear and played with the dogs. That 
evening sheep tenderloin, backstrap and heart was prepared over the fire for dinner with potatoes, 
onions, peppers and hand-picked boletes (mushrooms) that Brian picked along the trail.  As we ate, we 
all relished in each other’s company as we sipped whiskey and poked fun with my kids.  

 



 

L-R: Nick, Emily, Brian, Josh, Matt, Levi Kelli, Steve (Dad) & Colter 

With the exception of Matt, who got up early to do a little bow hunting for elk, the rest of us would get a 
slow start the following morning. For the last time, the horses were put out in the meadow to graze and 
Kelli made coffee and breakfast as we sat to enjoy the morning sunrise. When Matt returned, we packed 
up camp and rode out from a place that felt like my second home - I don’t think any of us wanted to go 
back to reality.  

We rode feeling satisfied, but also wanting more.  We knew and respected each other on a different 
level than we did 9 days earlier riding on the same ground.  Kelli told me a comment Matt made 
regarding doing things that matter in life.  A couple years back, and in the prime of her life, Matt’s late 
wife Shellie  passed from cancer. He said, “After Shellie passed, I came to realize I have to take the time 
to prioritize the things that mean the most to me.” Matt has always been a guy I have great admiration 
for especially when it comes to sharing advice and his thoughtfulness towards others.  

I would suggest we all make a hard effort to live by the advice Matt has adopted for himself. Sometimes 
things may seem inconceivable and overwhelming, like taking the time to do the planning and 
preparation required to take your family and close friends on a sheep hunt. The takeaway from this hunt 
is this:   prioritize the things in your life that matter most and you will be rewarded.   

As I reflect back on this experience that has now come to an end,  I am excited and hopeful for the 
future.  I have begun purchasing preference points for my kids and it is my hope that someday I can 
share in the experience of their sheep hunts.  I will continue to take them with me and teach them how 
to continue our family tradition and culture around hunting.  They are the future of advocacy for 
hunting, conservation of our public lands and the dwindling resource of bighorn sheep.  We will 
continue to prioritize family time in the backcountry and developing the skills, physical abilities, mental 
toughness and patience it takes to be successful.  Hopefully this was one of the first chapters in their 
book of many more hunting stories to come.   


