
It was noon on day six of a 10-day hunt. My hopes of a 
Dall sheep were turning to ideas of a statistical equation 
on how many chances I might have to connect with  

“Bad Boy” in the next 4 days. After all, we hadn’t been 
closer than 1,800 yards yet. My thoughts were scattered, not 
focused on the moment. 

The day had started off a little rough. We had 40 mph wind 
and rain with gusts. I took turns with the hauler at napping 
downwind of a giant boulder. Each day, we would hike 
into the cut in the dark and wait for daylight. We would eat 
breakfast at 3 am and then hit the trail through the cut. The 

wind that day was so strong that the downwind side of the 
boulder and the ground below were completely dry, even in 
the driving rain. Bernie, my guide, stayed busy cleaning the 
spotting scope off from the persistent water so as to keep a 
constant eye on Bad Boy. 

However, this story started long before the opening day of 
the season; it started with an unexpected friendship many 
years before. Nine years earlier, Bob Janes had asked me 
if I had ever thought about hunting big game other than 
Whitetail deer. He knew I was a successful Whitetail hunter 
and really loved chasing them. Bob was a successful CEO. 
He started and built a Jacksonville, Florida-based packaging 
company, Tech Packaging. I thought about his question for 
a minute. Over the years, I had really thought I might like 
hunting other game many times. I told Bob yes but explained 92
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that I didn’t feel I could afford to hunt like that. I would 
usually consider it, but then I would refocus on Whitetails and 
other local hunts.

Bob befriended me, and before long we were hunting turkeys 
together in Colorado. He also invited me on an elk hunt in 
British Columbia. I was beside myself with excitement, and 
I really wanted to go. I planned for 6 months on how to 
put the money together. I had put enough of the money 
together for everything except for the fee to be flown from 
the hunting lodge into the backcountry. Bob said he would 
spot me. He let me pay him the difference on the backside of 
the trip because he didn’t want me to miss out. I had never 
been hunting outside of the U.S., and now here we were, 
off on a 14-day hunt. I scored with an awesome elk on day 
2. Bob was after a moose, but we only saw one shooter in 

14 days. Unfortunately, that moose wasn’t sticking around 
to get shot. It was an incredible time. We saw nearly every 
animal in British Columbia, except a Grizzly. Bob continued 
to encourage me, and we would go on a trip together from 
time to time. 

Now, as I sat by this big boulder in the Chugach Range, I 
couldn’t help but think that I would not be here doing this 
if it wasn’t for Bob. I had lived up to age 36 only hunting 
Whitetails, and then, in what seemed like a very short time, 
I was chasing sheep. From ages 36 to 45, I harvested an elk, 
an alligator, two antelope, a Black bear, a Stone sheep, a 
Texas Mule deer, a Woodland caribou, and had begun having 
aspirations of harvesting the North American 29. I hadn’t set 
out to do all this, I was just hunting with my friend, Bob. I 
realized as I sat there that this was the first serious hunt for 
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me where Bob was not involved. It was a big step for me to be 
on this hunt, and yet, on day six, I was having doubts about how 
this hunt was going to end.

Bernie and I had seen hundreds of Dall sheep in 6 days. Some of 
the groups that had passed us numbered well over 20 at a time. 
I can’t remember the number of small rams we encountered, 
but all were too small except for maybe one. There was 
another good ram, and he was 7 or 8. He had a tight curl, and 
I started calling him “Curly” just to help keep up with him in 
conversation. He was very close to being a legal ram, but he 
was just an inch or two of curl too small. He was so close to 
legal that at 400 yards I couldn’t tell. That left only one shooter 
in the entire three mountain area we were in, Bad Boy.

We spotted Bad Boy on the first day. He was the 
only sheep that wouldn’t come off the snowcap 
to feed in the evening. He was so far above 
us that without glasses he was a spec. When I 
looked through the spotting scope, I saw that 
he was big, very big! My first thought was that 
he was one tough customer. By day three, I was 
calling him Bad Boy. 

However, my excitement of even seeing a ram 
of that caliber was waning as I sat there on day 
six. After a sandwich and some candy bars for 
lunch, Bernie waved at me. I came over slowly. Bad 
Boy was on the move. He was coming down the 
mountain in the same area he had a couple of days 
earlier. The problem was, he didn’t come down far 
enough the first time to even attempt a move. It was 
1 pm, but I wasn’t convinced we would get a chance 
by dark. He was at least 1,800' above us and 
feeding slowly. There were seven small rams 
and a few ewes between us. My confidence 
was low.

At 5 pm, Bernie asked, “Do you want to try 
and climb and meet him?” Bernie explained 
that we couldn’t climb up all the way and it 
could become a dry run. I was ready 
to go, so we began our trek. We 
made it a decent distance 
up the slope, 
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“Finally, we were close... We 
approached a small ridgeline 
and then I could see him. At 

400 something yards, he was 
magnificent!”
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and Bad Boy lay down. 
We continued on our 
ascent, and then Bad 
Boy was suddenly 
on the move. We had  
to hurry.

Finally, we were close. 
We slowed our ascent so 
as not to make too much 
noise. We approached a 
small ridgeline and then 
I could see him. At 400 
something yards, he was 
magnificent! We set up 
for the shot with the 
wind at a challenging 
angle. It was a risky shot. If I missed, it was most likely over. 
Months of planning and a sheep tag that I most certainly 
couldn’t ever draw again were on the line. Bernie was for 
waiting until tomorrow. My mind was racing. I had prepared 
for 400 yards, but not for this wind. I was timing the gusts, 
but it was so far to Bad Boy that it was impossible to know 
what the gusts were doing over there. The grass around him 
was only inches tall, so it gave no clues. I told Bernie, “I feel 
good. I’m ready.” Bernie was questioning me. He wanted 
me to know if I shot that far, it was on me. Bernie wanted 
him under 300 yards. I was slowing my breaths, Bernie was 
glassing, and Bad Boy was feeding my way. He slowly fed 
broadside. I slowly let out my breath and boom! After 6 days, 
I had finally had a chance to connect with Bad Boy. 

After he was down, I was physically drained but emotionally 
elated. Bernie and I hit hands high in the air. It was an 
unbelievable adventure with an even more remarkable finale. 

Bad Boy was a true 40" 
curl on both sides ram. 
Wow, just wow!

Now we had to go 
get him. The distance 
between us and where 
he lay was only around 
300 yards, but we had to 
climb up and over some 
crazy stuff to get to him. 
It took 1 1/2 hours to go 
300 yards. After photos, 
we packed him up in 
the dark and walked off 
that steep slope in an 
unforgiving rainstorm. 

We arrived at camp for just 2 hours of sleep until daylight and 
then we hiked 10 hours straight to get back to civilization. I 
had never been so tired and excited at the same time. 

Thank you to my wife for her generous understanding 
and forgiving nature during those long days gone afield. 
Bernie, you were awesome! Thanks to the Huntin’ Fool 
License Application Service; Shandi, you’re the best! 
Thank you to the Lord above. Somebody had to draw 
that tag, and I am appreciative that it was me. Lance 
and Nikki are great outfitters, look them up at Freelance  
Outdoor Adventures.

I want to say thanks to Bob Janes. I wouldn’t have been doing 
this without his friendship and support. At the time that I 
wrote this story, Bob was battling stage 4 cancer, and he 
recently passed away. I would like to dedicate this  
to him.96
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