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If God brought me to it, He’ll bring me through it!” I kept 
repeating this over and over to myself as we headed 

after my ram. I had faith, mixed with calm and peace, that 
the ram I had just spotted on Gloryland Flats would soon  
be mine. 

About 15 minutes after Lance, my husband, and our 
friend, Thomas, and I landed on the riverbank I realized 
I’d forgotten my rifle. It was actually a blessing in disguise 
because we found out our satellite phone didn’t work as 
soon as we tried to call out for my gun. No phone meant no 
river pickup, but it was all fixed in about 2 hours.

Day two saw us finally heading down the river with amazing 
weather. It wasn’t long before we saw ewes and lambs 
along the bank. However, trying to spot a Bighorn on a 
brown mountainside is definitely harder than spotting a 
Dall in the green grass. While hiking and glassing, all I was 

thinking was, “I want a monster ram. It has to be bigger 
than my husband’s ram.” 

As the day went on with no rams spotted I was disappointed 
and my spirits were low. I looked down and there by my 
boot was a seashell. I instantly knew it was a gift from God 
because who would expect to find such a thing 4,500' up  
the mountain.

We kept hiking, and I started thanking God. I sensed 
Him with me, and when we stopped for a break there 
was another seashell by my boot. God was teaching me, 
encouraging me to follow Him. I believe He was letting me 
know that He was leading me in this adventure. I continued 
step after step with a huge smile on my face and soon 
found another shell. This happened again when we reached 
the top of the mountain. I completely forgot I was tired 
and hot, and I’d stopped fretting over getting a monster 
ram. I was actually enjoying my surroundings and was not 
upset that we didn’t shoot a ram on the first day. 

The next day was the day I found out I was sheep hunting all 
wrong. I assumed I was supposed to look for sheep on the 
same mountain I was climbing, not on the mountain across 
the river from me. This revelation left me discouraged, 
thinking that if we spotted a ram, we’d have to hike back 
down the mountain, row across the river, and hike up the 
other side. I’d already forgotten the lesson of enjoying 
one step at a time. I was soon reminded of the joy before 
me when I spotted a complete set of 6-point elk sheds — 
another treasure and gift from God! No sheep had been 
spotted yet, but I was having a great time finding treasure 
and enjoying the amazing scenery. 

On the fourth day we split up and sent Thomas back to 
where we were the day before, while Lance and I tried 
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some new territory. About mid-afternoon I realized that 
if I didn’t shoot a ram at all, it would still be a great hunt 
and an amazing adventure. That’s when it happened, the 
sun came through the clouds and a beam of light hit the 
mountain across from us. I sensed a voice saying, “Look 
over there!” As soon as I put my binoculars up to my eyes 
I saw them, three sheep.

Lance grabbed his binoculars and knew exactly where I 
was looking. “Those are rams!” he exclaimed! He got out 
the spotting scope and started checking them out. He told 
me the bigger one was probably 160", which sounded great 
because I knew that ram was meant for me. But before we 
started down the mountain to begin the stalk we radioed 
Thomas and said, “Head back to camp, grab a few things, 
and start hiking our way.”

The rain started up as we took off down the mountain at 
a pretty fast pace. By the time we made it to the bottom 
of the mountain it was actually hailing. Then we headed 
up the next mountain. I knew my ram was on top of this 
mountain, and the excitement started to set in.

Step by step we made it to the top. My ram was standing 
broadside, staring at us at about 165 yards. It was weird 
because the next few seconds were the most calm I’d been 
since I’d spotted him. Lance, on the other hand, seemed to 
be getting more excited! Once I got set I took a few deep 
breaths, exhaled slowly, squeezed the trigger, and with 
one shot the ram dropped! 

He dropped, but he wasn’t dead yet. Lance told me to run 
up there and shoot him again. After the finishing shot I sank 
to my knees, exhausted and in awe of this gorgeous animal 
that I knew was meant just for me. He was beautiful. 

We called Thomas, told him where we were, and then got 
busy with the picture taking. I looked at the black clouds 
rolling in and began to worry about how we were going 
to stay warm through the night. After a few tears the 
ram slipped from my hands and took a few rolls down the 
mountain into Lance and the tripod. It was time to end the 
photo shoot.

Lance spotted a yellow pine about 100 yards away, and 
we headed for it. He started gathering up pine boughs and 
branches and leaned them up against a low-hanging branch 
on the yellow pine. He was making us a little lean-to. We 
started gathering firewood as the snow came down, and 
in a few minutes I had a nice, warm campfire. Soon I was 
feeling pretty safe and warm, thank you Lord, and my only 
worry now was Thomas. He was still walking over to meet 
us, and now it was dark with snow falling. When I heard 
his voice come through on the radio saying he smelled the 
campfire I thought life was good! 

Needless to say I was feeling very blessed! I had just had an 
amazing hunt with two wonderful men taking great care of 
me, and I had harvested an incredible Bighorn ram. I went 
to sleep thanking God for the time spent with Him, the 
lessons learned, and the treasure hunt I will never forget.
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