
portunity to have a crack at harvesting his big-

gest bull in over 40 years of hunting.  Over the 

next four months the planning was put into place 

and come early November we were off on our 

hunt.  With Dickõs tag in hand, 

we were headed off into the 

backcountry:  Dick, Dave, 

Leon, Chris, myself, six horses 

and two mules. 

     It was a good journey to 

what we would call home for 

the next several days.  The 

weather was clear and calm 

as we traversed 14 miles of 

rugged backcountry.  By the 

time we got to our destination 

we had just enough time to 

set up camp for the night and 

get ready for the next morn-

ing, which would be a day of 

scouting and the Friday before 

opening day. 

     Friday came quickly, and 

Dick and I headed out to 

scout around.  We saw quite a 

few elk that morning including 

a couple bulls before heading 

back to camp for lunch.  That 

evening we spotted a 300-

class bull, but soon found out 

that we were not the only 

ones that saw him.  The bull 

ended up getting spooked 

out of that canyon by another 

group of hunters. We left that 

area for others to hunt, even 

though there was a good bull 

there. 

     Opening day came early 

with much anticipation. We 

hunted an area that had a lot 

www.OregonShedHunters.com 

     Itõs not every day that you get an opportunity 

to harvest a 300-inch bull on public land, much 

less a 350-class bull. Throw in the òdo-it-

yourselfó classification, and the odds drop off 

even more dramatically. 

In todayõs hunting arena 

there are many hunters 

that spend a lifetime 

hunting for that elusive 6-

point bull elk that tips the 

300-inch mark, many of 

which come away empty 

handed.   

     With patience and per-

sistence, however most 

hunters can make their 

dreams come true.  Just 

ask my  father-in-law, 

Dick Ernst of St. Paul, OR.    

He has hunted elk for 

over forty years and has 

had his share of  putting 

bulls on the ground.  

However, in the 1970õs 

and 80õs the 300-inch 

bulls hadnõt really inhab-

ited his traditional hunt-

ing area.  There were nice 

bulls to be had, but until 

ODFW started managing 

the area differently, the 

big bulls were just not 

around.  With good man-

agement by ODFW over 

many years the bigger 

bulls became more preva-

lent.   

     So in June of 2010, 

when Dick found out that 

he had drawn his bull tag 

he was excited at the op-
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of fresh elk sign, and we managed to see quite a few elk, 

but nothing of size. It was only day one so there was no 

need to pull the trigger on a small bull.  It rained pretty 

much all day and the wind never stopped howling.  That 

night the wind continued to howl.  Sleep was limited and 

there were several times I thought the tent was going to 

blow away. 

     The next morning we awoke and headed out to a van-

tage point where we could sit and glass a lot of country. It 

was a great area to glass from, but  the surrounding coun-

try was so big that it would take a good half day or more 

to get within shooting distance if we were to spot some-

thing. The wind  continued to blow with sustained gusts 

that made it difficult to glass. At one point my hat flew off 

my head some 30 feet up into the sky. Dick and I tucked 

under a rock cliff, but it was still difficult to glass for any 

length of time.   

     Enduring the wind was horrific, but it wasnõt long be-

fore we spotted a bright white speck two ridges away, 

fairly low in the canyon.  Even at the great distance that 

this elk was, it was easy to tell that it was a bull by his 

color and demeanor.  I thought I could see ivory tips wav-

ing high in the air around his head, but was difficult to 

confirm at this great distance.  Dick and I looked at each 

other and pondered the work that lie ahead to even get 

near this 

critter, not 

to mention 

the nasty 

weather we 

would en-

dure!  As 

great as the 

situation 

seemed, it 

was some-

what dis-

couraging 

to think 

about all the work we might go through to get over there 

and not get a shot or even see the bull. Camp was not far, 

so we headed back to camp to see what the other guys 

thought, as this effort was going to require every bit of leg 

power we had in camp, including the stock.   

     At camp, there was no hesitation as to the decision. 

Everybody was on board  to make it happen. So, we 

packed up our gear, saddled up and headed south.  By 

now it was about 10am.  We had 2-3 miles to travel on 

horseback and then we would need to walk out the main 

ridge and down another smaller ridge to get fairly close to 

where we last saw the bull. We were on our way! 

     On our trek to the bull, we managed to get side-

tracked twice by elk that were in our path, but we man-

aged to get over to the general area by around noon. We 

found a good place to tie up the stock and a couple guys 

stayed with the animals. We glassed the area where we 

last saw the bull with nothing in sight to get excited about. 

So Dick and I bailed off the top of the ridge to close the 

distance and get a different view.   

     We got to within about a 1,000 yards of where the bull 

was last seen and hunkered down for a little bit. There was 

no place to really get out of the weather and still watch this 

spot, so we just endured the elements. It was cold, windy, 

and raining. To get any closer to the bull would mean we 

would need to go downhill a good distance and neither one 

of us wanted to do that if the bull wasnõt going to give us 

an opportunity, so we stayed put.  

     After a couple hours of waiting (around 2pm) we were 

patiently sitting in the same location and both of us started 

to think that we were not going to see this bull. We contin-

ued to wait on the bull as the weather persistently tried our 

patience. And finally, he appeared out of nowhere. Dick 

and I were about to give in, as he came out into a small 

opening, standing broadside at 1,000 yards. Now we were 

kicking ourselves for not closing the distance while we had 

the time. I sized him up and knew Dick would be happy 

with this bull.  We had a good 500 yards to cover quickly 

and the wide open ridgeline presented a problem.  But a 

little luck was headed our way, which we didnõt initially 

view as good luck.        

     A thick layer of fog 

was headed up canyon 

and about the time we 

spotted him, the fog 

set in. Initially we 

thought the fog was 

going to end our hunt, 

but instead it allowed 

us to make our way 

down the ridgeline in 

the wide open without 

being seen. We 

seemed to close the 

distance fairly quickly, 

then it took us a cou-

ple minutes to get situ-

ated and ready for a 

shot. Then it was a matter of waiting for a break in the fog. 

The next small break in the fog I was able to rangefinder 

the bull at 475 yards, and that was as close as we were 

going to get given the rapidly changing fog conditions.   

     Everything happened so fast that Iõm not sure the exact 

sequence of events, but I remember that Dickõs scope was 

wet and he had no visibility when the fog broke. So we 

scrambled for something dry (which was quite limited 

given the weather conditions) and finally got the scope 

clear.  I glassed the bull again to make sure he was òthe 

oneó and Dick got set up on my pack with his .338.  We 
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had to be fast and precise to beat the next pulse of in-

coming fog.  The bull was standing broadside and Dick 

was ready for the shot. He gently squeezed the trigger... 

and nothing happened...then BOOM! A delayed-fire had 

messed up his shot, and to no avail the fog came in im-

mediately after the shot. Both of us went from extreme 

excitement to utter disbelief. We truly believed we would 

never see that bull again.   

     Well a little more luck was headed our way, because 

as the fog cleared 30 seconds later the bull was still 

standing there, quartering away. With disbelief I glassed 

him again to validate that it was the same bull. Dick was 

ready to go and squeezed off a couple more shots, one of 

which we later found out (due to the bullet path in the elk 

and the way the bull was quartering) hit the bull. On cue 

the fog rolled in again without any movement from the 

bull. What a nightmare!  We were again left in the ôfogõ 

with no idea of what was going on across the canyon.  

Had Dick hit him? Was the bull running to the next 

county? We had no idea!   

     We played the òfog gameó at least one more time, but 

when the fog cleared for the last time I could see the bull 

was bedded down only 15 yards from where Dick initially 

started shooting at him, and I knew he had been hit hard.  

The bullõs head was heavy, but still up. One more kill shot 

was all that was needed, which Dick delivered, and  the 

bull rolled downhill out of sight! Wow, did this just really 

happen?  

     Dick and I both stood there dripping wet in disbelief for 

a minute or two waiting for something else to happen.  

What a sequence of events! We truly wanted to believe 

the bull was dead and the story over, but the bull had 

rolled into some thick brush and timber, out of sight.  It 

was thick enough cover that if he wanted, he could es-

cape without us ever seeing him again. So Dick stayed in 

place as I made the trek over to where we last saw the 

bull. As I got closer I 

caught a glimpse of elk 

hide through the brush 

and gently eased forward 

until I realized this big 

bull was finally Dickõs!   

     With all that we had 

been through, the work 

had only just begun. Dick 

stayed in place while 

Dave and Chris headed 

my way. We got the bull skinned, quartered and caped 

out before dark. We hung the meat in a tree and packed 

the head, horns and cape for a 

couple hours until it was too dark 

to see and we were too cold to 

really care. It had snowed on us 

now for about an hour and we 

needed to ditch the head and get 

to the stock where Dick and Leon 

had a fire going. Boy did that fire 

feel good! 

     The 2-3 mile horse ride back 

to camp was one I will never for-

get. It was a quiet and dark ride. 

The snow reflected what little moonlight there was, the wind 

had died down, it was frigid cold out and Dick had just shot 

the best bull of his hunting career. A lot of happiness ran 

though all of us, but the only sound on the ride home was 

that of horse hooves.    

     The next day we woke and realized that we had to make 

the same journey that we made the day prior.  But this time 

we had a distinct mission. 

Get to the meat, bone it out, 

and get everything packed 

to where the mules could 

help us.  And thatõs what we 

did.  Again we rode back to 

camp in the quiet dark, worn 

out.  With only one tag in 

hand, we were headed off 

the mountain the next day.  

     This trip was one for the books. It was one not easily do-

able with a couple guys. One that required lots of planning 

and good friends willing to help.  I green-scored the bull at 

348 gross, 340 net. One heck of a nice bull for public land 

in Oregon! 

     In talking to Dick on the ride home, he mentioned that 

there have always been a couple things in his life that he 

really wanted to accomplish. One was to win the Pendleton 

Round-up, which he ended up winning four times.  The sec-

ond was to kill a nice 6-point bull. Well Dick, I would say 

ôniceõ is an understatement on this bull! It was a great hunt 

that I will never forget.  



D O NõT  F O R G E T  ! !   TH E  6T H  AN N UA L  OSH GR O U P  
SH E D  H U N T  I S  M A R C H  12 ,  2011ñWA T C H  OSH WE B S I T E  

F O R  D E TA I L S  PR I O R  T O  T H E  E V E N T .  

2010 OSH BI G G E S T  SH E D  CO N TE S T  W I N N ER S  
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     The results of the 2010 Biggest Shed Contest have been finalized!  What a great year of shed hunting it was!  

From all over the state of Oregon, and other states as well, we saw some tremendous sheds found and/or sub-

mitted to OSH.  OSH is very pleased with the response we have seen over the past several years and we couldnõt 

have made it happen without our members and sponsors.  A special thank you goes out to our sponsors Nosler, 

Danner, Leupold, Sportsmanõs Warehouse, Cabelaõs, Out West Taxidermy, Hamilton Antler Art, Camera Guy Pho-

tography, High Country Taxidermy, Gerber, and Boone and Crockett.  We would also like to thank our webmaster 

and his support group for their continued support in making OSH successful.  And last but not least, a big thank 

you to those who submitted sheds into the contest.  We couldnõt have been successful without you folks.  We 

hope the 2011 season is bigger and better! 

 

Mule Deer 

1.Scott Tibbs ð 81 7/8 Typical - won Leupold Gold Ring 10-17 x 42 Switch Power Binoculars ($1250) 

2.David Hamilton ð 79 6/8 Typical - won $150 to High Country Taxidermy 

3.David Hamilton ð 79 5/8 Typical - won Cabelaõs Camo Day Pack ($100) 

4.Shaun Kooch ð 90 0/8 Non Typical - won $50 Danner Gift Card 

5.Chad Houchin ð 89 1/8 Non Typical - won $50 Sportsmanõs Warehouse Gift Card 

 

Blacktail Deer 

1.Chris Leish ð 67 0/8 Typical Cascade ð won $600 to High Country Taxidermy 

2.John Pettite ð 66 5/8 Typical Cascade ð won $150 to High Country Taxidermy 

3.Chris Leish ð 66 3/8 Typical Cascade ð won $50 Danner Gift Card 

4.Matt Schilling ð 64 0/8 Typical Cascade ð won $50 Sportsmanõs Warehouse Gift Card 

5.Dick Melear ð 56 0/8 Typical Cascade ð won OSH Hat and T-shirt 

 

Whitetail Deer 

1.Josh Warburton ð 74 2/8 Typical Eastern ð won Danner Pronghorn Boots ($200) 

2.Duane Bernard* ð 54 6/8 Typical Columbian ð won $50 Sportsmanõs Warehouse Gift Card 

3.Duane Bernard *ð 52 1/8 Typical Columbian ð won $50 Danner Gift Card 

4.Dean Banducci ð 41 4/8 Typical Columbian ð won Deluxe Cabelaõs Camo Scoped Rifle Case ($40) 

5.Mark Gregory ð 61 2/8 Typical Eastern ð won Gerber Multi-Tool and Travel Mug 

 

Roosevelt Elk 

1.Duane Bernard ð 159 0/8 Typical ð won Deer Shoulder Mount from Out West Taxidermy ($450) 

2.Robert Duncan ð 158 6/8 Typical ð won $150 to High Country Taxidermy 

3.Scott Whitehead ð 158 2/8 Typical ð won $100 Nosler Gift Card 

4.Duane Bernard ð 149 0/8 Typical ð won $50 Danner Gift Card 

5.Eric Risdal ð 134 5/8 Typical ð won $50 Sportsmanõs Warehouse Gift Card 

 

Rocky Mtn. Elk 

1.Ty Danforth ð 161 6/8 Typical ð won Elk Shed Floor Lamp from Hamilton Antler Art ($800) 

2.Frank Sidal ð 155 3/8 Typical ð won $150 to High Country Taxidermy 

3.David Hamilton ð 151 7/8 Typical ð won $100 Nosler Gift Card 

4.Scott Tibbs ð 139 0/8 Typical ð won $50 Danner Gift Card 

5.James Murphy ð 135 6/8 Typical ð won $50 Sportsmanõs Warehouse Gift Card 
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A FE W  2010 BI G G E S T  SH E D  CO N TE S T  PH OTO S !  


