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Every hunt has its unique set of challenges and excitement.   During this hunt the challenges and 
excitement turned out to be much more than I could have imagined when I applied for the 2014 Elk 
season.  If it were not for some good friends and a lot of people I hadn’t met yet, I may not have gone on 
that hunt or any other. 

 This story begins on February 19, 2014.  I was driving home to Queen Creek from working in 
Flagstaff.  I made it about half way when my life changed.  I was involved in a major car accident that 
nearly took my life.  Among a traumatic brain injury, some fractures, and a collapsed lung that were 
healed with time and surgery, nothing could repair my vision.  The accident had left me completely 
blind. 

  I relived past hunting adventures and misadventures during my stay in the hospital and rehab 
center, when I wasn’t worrying about my wife and family, career, and what life had in store.  The 
accident also took my memory from the date of the accident to the previous Thanksgiving.  That was 
when I went elk hunting.  I didn’t remember Valentine’s Day or Christmas, but I replayed that hunt many 
times in my mind thinking that was the last hunt I would ever experience.  When I got home, after what 
felt like a lifetime in the hospital, I found out that a friend and I were drawn for bull elk.  I never thought 
I would be able to do something I loved again.  Without the love and help from friends, family, and 
people I had not met yet, I would have sold my guns and sat home feeling sorry for myself.  That is what 
this story is about.  How hunters come together to help one another. 



 A week or so after I got home is when I found out my friend Brian Nichols and I were drawn for 
the Arizona Bull Elk hunt in unit 22.  My wife was working, so I asked my mom who was staying with us 
to help out (gotta love moms) to see if I had any mail from Arizona Game and Fish.  She confirmed that I 
had.  All I could think of was please let it be a large envelope.  A large envelope would contain a refund 
from our application and a small envelope would contain a tag.  It was a small one.  My first thought was 
awesome; I was drawn for bull elk!  My second thought, after a dose of reality, was crap I’m blind!  At 
that point I did something very uncharacteristic of me.  I started thinking in terms of I can’t.  I can’t go 
scouting, I can’t hike through the woods, and I can’t aim to shoot.   

 Brian came over and I told him I was going to call Game and Fish to see about donating my tag 
and most likely sell my guns.  The following conversation included language and tones that should not 
appear in print, in which I mostly listened.  And so my hunting adventure began. 

 We came up with several questions that needed an answer.  What are the laws in Arizona for 
disabled (blind) hunters or can I even own a gun?  What equipment will I need?  How am I going to 
shoot?  There were questions I didn’t even know I had yet.  

 Brian and I started to brainstorm how to aim and shoot accurately.  We thought of using a laser.  
We came up with the idea of some type of offset scope mount.  Then I remembered watching a hunting 
show that had a camera view looking through a scope of a shot at a bull elk.  I had a lot of research to do 
if I was going do what I thought was next to impossible. 

 My first call was to the Arizona Game and Fish to find out about the laws.  Thankfully, Arizona 
has the Challenged Hunter Access Mobility Program (C.H.A.M.P.).   This program allows disabled hunters 
to hunt from a vehicle, travel further off road, and allows a hunting partner to finish a wounded animal.  
There are also very few tags available to those who qualify for deer and elk outside of the general 
season.  Under Arizona law, lasers are seen as an artificial light source, which is illegal.  Scratch that idea.   
We decided to explore the possibility of a camera looking down the scope.  Brian got the name of a 
custom gunsmith and fabricator, Lance Johnson, with Dane Customs in Chandler, Arizona.  Brian and I 
met with Lance at his shop to go over our idea.  Lance was very enthusiastic and confident he could 
fabricate a mount for my needs.  While Lance and I were taking measurements and specifications, 
another man came into the shop at that time.  After overhearing what we were up to, Rex Koontz, The 
President of the Navajo Guides Association struck a conversation with Brian. 

 Rex told us about a man who had been blind for 10 years or so and over that time had harvested 
20 some big game animals with a much more refined camera system than we were attempting.  Rex had 
guided him an antelope hunt the year before in which he harvested a buck that officially scored 85 
Boone and Crocket.  Rex had already called him and got permission for me to call.  We quickly called 
Mike Sanders who lives in northern New Mexico.  Mike explained how the system works and how he 
and his hunting buddies communicate to get him on target.  My excitement was palpable, finding a 
proven system.  I was stunned when Mike offered to loan his equipment to me.  I was touched by the 
fact he was willing to loan the camera system to someone he had never met.  All I could say was yes and 
thank you several times. 



 Mike and his wife Michele brought the system to Phoenix and showed how to use it and how he 
and Michele communicate.  In preparation for this, I called around to indoor shooting ranges to reserve 
some time.  I guess people thought I was prank calling when I would ask:  Do you let blind people shoot?  
I was usually hung up on.  Thankfully Shooters World in Phoenix took me seriously and after a lot of up, 
up, up, a hair left, a hair down,  GUN!it now seemed this was all coming together.   The whole time I was 
figuring out how to shoot at a bull, I was working on how to get an opportunity to shoot.  My friend Ty 
Segaline suggested I call a friend of his, Steve Clark with the Arizona Elk Society.  When I called Steve I 
intended to pick his brain about places to hunt in the area.  Steve was very interested in my story and 
plans for the hunt.  He was even present when Mike and Michele instructed us on the camera system.  
Steve said he would check on a few things for me and call back in a few days.  When Steve called back he 
told me that he had spoken to a friend of his who is a hunting guide in Payson and who was interested in 
helping with my hunt.  The day before my hunt opened, Brian, his son Craig, and I met the guide at 
Native New Yorker.  I was a little unsure and nervous of what to expect.  I had never used a guide 
before.  I had never hunted where I had not done the scouting myself.  I had never hunted while blind.  I 
was still going to physical therapy 3 times a week from my injuries.  My apprehension was gone after 
meeting Ty Goodman with Goodman Outfitters, his wife Michele, and sons Tyler and Gunner.  After 
some wings and beverages, I felt like we were old friends.  My anxiety was gone and my confidence was 
soaring.  The morning of opening day, Brian, Craig and I left our camp at Motel 6 to meet up at Ty’s 
house.  During coffee we talked about how the camera works and then discussed the day’s game plan.  
We got into elk pretty quick.  I was listening to the guys talk about a small group of cows over here and 
other groups over there.  Even though it was exciting to hear this it was also very depressing.  Seeing 
game or other wildlife and looking around and exploring are much of what I enjoyed.  It took about a 
day and a half to realize that this is how I will have to hunt now.  With my pity party at an end, I settled 
in and involved myself in my hunt.  I started to ask more questions about what the guys were seeing.  
After a bit they were able to paint a really good picture for me.  The descriptions went from there’s a 
cow to there’s a lone cow feeding halfway up a small hill about 650 yards away.  On the evening hunt of 
the second day the descriptions got real good.  Ty was able to glass up a giant bull below a ledge feeding 
alone in some trees over 800 yards out.  Listening to the play by play of the bulls’ activity was exciting.  
With light fading we put the bull to bed and planned to hunt him in the morning.  Ty said the bull would 
be within 100 yards of his current spot in the morning.  I was skeptical.   

The next morning while we drove around the opposite side of the hill, Gunner went to our spot 
from the night before to glass.  Sure enough the bull was there, but on the move.  I now had to hike to a 
spot above and across from the bull.  The hike was about 150 yards over relatively flat ground.  I held on 
to Brian’s pack and used a set of Primos shooting sticks as a cane.  That system worked real well, but I 
was too slow.  We got set up just in time for the bull to go over the hill and out of sight not to return.  
During a lunch break we decided to demonstrate how I shoot these days.  Ty ranged a rock at 450 yards 
and watched as Brian got me on target.  I drilled that rock.  I was thrilled since that was the farthest I 
have shot since my accident.  Ty exclaimed that was bad ass, do it again.  So I did.  Our confidence level 
just went up several notches.  One of the days, Brian, Craig and I decided to head out and work on filling 
Brian’s tag.  We did a lot of exploring in a different part of the unit.  I really enjoyed bouncing around in 
my truck and listening to the guys play tour guide.  All we saw were cows.  The next morning we spotted 



a bull on a hillside from our vantage point about 3 miles away.  Ty thought we could get into position to 
take a shot, so off we went.  On the way there Ty came across a friend whose son was working that 
same bull.  While talking with that guy we heard his son shoot.  With their hunt over we moved to a spot 
to glass not far away.  Brian spotted 6 or 7 cows milling around some trees.  He noticed something 
strange about one of the cows.  There was something shiny running along its jaw.  Before it went into 
the trees to bed we determined it was a spike bull with its antlers curling down along its jawline.  I didn’t 
need any encouragement after Ty said the spike would most likely get up and feed within range.  We set 
up and waited, which was hard for me.  What I see is a dark shade of gray with a bit of a glow.  That’s 
the best I can describe it.  Sitting in a chair seeing darkness and staying quiet, it was difficult to stay 
awake for the 4 hour wait.  Just before 4pm the elk started coming out to feed.  When the spike 
separated him enough from the cows, we settled in for a 550 yard shot.  Ty was ranging the elk and 
Brian was getting me on target.  Left, Left, Up, Right a hair then gun.  I shot and missed.  The elk was not 
spooked, so I chambered another round and we repeated the process. Same result.  This happened 
several more times.  The first shot was high, the second was wide right and the next was low.  I was 
hitting all around the elk.  Eventually they got nervous and moved over the hill.  Brian was so focused 
and determined for me to get the spike that he didn’t even think to shoot it himself and fill his tag.  We 
realized that while trying to figure out why I was not feeling that unique spikes antler.  I felt terrible.  Not 
for myself, but because everyone was putting such an effort and I let them down.  Yes, I wanted to fill 
my tag and enjoy some elk meat, but I wanted to get a bull more for everyone who helped me.  While 
packing up for the day we found the reason for missing.  Part of my front scope mount had come loose 
and fallen off onto the floor of my truck.  This was completely my fault.  I may not be able to see, but I 
can still maintain my rifle.  

 Even though I may not have filled my tag, this hunt was a huge success.  I learned that I 
am not disabled.  I am blind and with some help and a lot of determination anything is possible.  
Without the friendship, support, generosity, and desire to help, a passion of mine may be a 
memory.  To those mentioned in this article and others like them, I give a heartfelt thank you.  


