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NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
La Palmosa Outfitter
as a 39th Annual Banquet
Sponsor

By Dylan Brock and Peyton Bertrand
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EDITOR’S LETTER
The Ewes have been busy prepping
for the banquet and putting
together ladies raffle baskets.
February held a new fan favorite
event, BINGO! Thank you to Toby
and the Little Waldorf Saloon for
hosting NBU for an entertaining
night. One of the attendees, Kristy
Crabtree, won twice and was also
kind enough to share another
recipe for this journal issue. Her
dishes are absolutely amazing, and
I highly recommend you check out
her newly designed website
(www.nevadafoodies.com).

T

he 40th anniversary banquet
is right around the corner!
Can you believe it? Your
NBU directors have been
working tirelessly to bring
you another successful night
of fundraising and entertainment. This
year is special because it will mark 40
years from the inception of NBU. We
will have special memorabilia with our
40th anniversary logo, so keep an eye
out during the event. You never know,
you may be the special winner of an
extravagant rifle with our logo engraved
on the stock! Thank you again to all of
our donors and volunteers. We are so
appreciative everyone’s enthusiasm.
By now, you should be putting in for big
game tags. Who will be the lucky few
to draw a sheep tag!? This journal issue
has several photos of last season’s lucky
sheep hunters. Congratulations to those
of you that drew and also, how lucky for
your friends and family who were able to
join you in the experience. My photo this
time is of my 2019 Area 10 early buck.
Every hunt is different, and this was a
very memorable hunt for me because of
the time spent with my boyfriend Mike.
We didn’t have much time and I didn’t
want to put pressure on us, so we went
out and had a great time and I was happy
with this buck! For me, it is about the
experience and sometimes when life is
busy, you have to make the most of it.
Sometimes having a big hunt camp is the
way to go, and other times, it is the best
having only your partner alongside you.

Can you believe it is guzzler
season? For those of you that join
us on guzzler builds, wait until
you see the new barbecue trailer!
Shout out to NBU directors Rocky
and Caleb for doing a superb job
of designing the trailer wrap. It
looks phenomenal and I can’t wait to see
Cefalu grill some steaks in that bad boy! If
you haven’t come to a guzzler yet, this is
your year! Age range of volunteers varies
from 2 years old to 90 years old! We have
quite the crew and there are always laughs
around the campfire. Thanks to our water
development committee (Rocky Hall, Pat
Reichman, and Allen Stanley) for working
so hard with NDOW to make these builds
happen. Check out the map in this issue
to see where we will be building.
We said goodbye to two of our directors
over the last few months. Katie Frey and
Jake Chatelle recently stepped off the
board and they will surely be missed! Big
things are happening for both of them
though. Katie moved to Washington
with her husband, Carl. Jake and his wife
recently welcomed twins, so it is safe to
say he will have his hands full! We wish
them both well, but we know they won’t
be far and we will continue to see them at
future events.
I hope you enjoy this journal issue. As
always, I love putting in as many photos
and hunt stories as possible. Thank you
again for all the great content. Keep it
coming!

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Legacy Sports
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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IT’S IN YOUR

MORNING COMMUTE.

© 2014 Cabela’s Inc.

PRESIDENT’S MESSAGE

I

have the great honor of being involved with the NBU
40th year banquet. I can’t imagine what the original
group thought would become of the Nevada Bighorns
Unlimited back in 1980 when it all began. People like Mitch
Besso, Jim Lathrop, Lewi Chatelle, Jim Jeffress and several
others all had a vision that paved the way for the success of
NBU.
I spoke to Randy Venturacci regarding the financials for the
first annual NBU Banquet. He believes after expenses for
the actual barbecue which was held at the Lathrop Ranch
in Washoe Valley, they netted $8,500.00. That fortunately
is a far cry from the current banquets. We have been
averaging over $500,000 gross for the last 10 years. We
grossed an amazing $925,126.00 last year. We netted close
to $10,000,000 in 40 years.

IT’S IN YOUR NATURE.

TM

Let’s face it, hunting isn’t just something you do. It’s who you are. At Cabela’s, we feel the same way.
That’s why it’s in our nature to support you with thousands of experts, more than 50 years of
experience and every last bit of expertise, so you can treasure this passion for the rest of your days.

Be mindful that it all goes back to the wildlife and habitat. The
monies are spent on scientific studies, capture and transplant,
fire restoration, guzzlers (water collection systems) and
various other related wildlife and habitat causes. Our specific
wild sheep population has benefited tremendously from
these projects. We currently have close to 13,000 wild sheep
in Nevada, only to be outdone by Alaska. Amazing to think
that Nevada is the driest state in the union.

RENO, NV • 775.829.4100 • CABELAS.COM/RENO

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Cabela’s as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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UNDER NEW OWNERSHIP!

I continually hear hunting stories explaining how impressed
the lucky tag holder is with the game we have in Nevada.
We are fortunate to be one of the few states in the country
where the average tag holder age is lowering, and our total
number of hunters is expanding. Most other states are going
backwards.
I believe that the NBU banquet, combined with the support
we have for the Mason T Ortiz camp has dramatically
encouraged younger hunters and families into the outdoors.

Please make sure to thank the original 1980 NBU board
members and all the others along the way for starting and
supporting such a spectacular wildlife organization. Continued
support from people like Jim Puyear, who currently sits on
the board, Alan Means, Mike Daniels and Chuck Jeannes who
continue to attend the banquet. Dohn Matteoni, who attends
guzzlers and helps set up the banquet each year along with
Tony Zamboni. Big thank you to Dr. Dennis Wilson who does
an incredible job of running the business and bank operation
at the banquet year in and year out. We also get participation
from people like Larry Johnson who help with a myriad of
wildlife issues. Gary Hull, who decorates each banquet with
a stunning array of trees and bushes, Kent Burroughs, Gary’s
assistant, and Randy Venturacci who still sits on the NBU
Foundation Board.
Thank you all past and present for making NBU one of the
most notable non-profit wildlife organizations.

Pat Pinjuv
NBU President

Tom and Tammi Czyz invite you to come
see the new and continuing upgrades!

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
Czyz’s
as a 39th Annual Banquet
Sponsor

RV Hookups
Restaurant, Bar & Pool Table
Tent Camping Available
Two Motel Rooms

MAJOR'S PLACE BAR & RV PARK
ELY, NEVADA
Just 26 miles SE of Ely on Highway 93
(775) 591-0347
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July 17-20th, 2020
Have Fun and Learn About:
Safety Trail, Rifle Range, Shotgun Range, Archery
Range, Fishing, Dutch Oven Cooking, Skills in Survival
and Orienteering, Wildlife Calls, Wildlife Tracks and
Identification, Camping, Rock Wall Climbing and
Outdoor Crafts.

Space is limited. Applications must be received
by the last day of April to be considered for camp.

Apply online at: mtoyouthoutdoorskills.com
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IN THE FIELD

Editors Note: Please feel free to email us a picture of you in your NBU gear for
the journal. Emails can be sent to Lydia Peri at Peri.Lydia@gmail.com.

Kenneth Depaoli and his dad both
drew sheep tags in the same unit in
1991. They both hunted for 12 days,
walking between 8 to 10 miles a day
and were not successful. In 2019,
28 years later, Kenneth drew a tag
in the same area and was able to
harvest a ram in 3 days.

Tim Bottari with his 2015
Desert Sheep (self guided)

Ryan Sweitzer

Peter
Wallstrum

Jace Miller, Connor Bohach, Stephen Shields,
Cassidy Wilson, and Michael Teel Jr

Ric Vigil, Gabe Vigil (hunter),
Andy Erquiaga with
a New Mexico desert bighorn.

NBU Director Caleb Van Kirk
with his New Mexico archery
javelina
8
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Steve Hall, Chris Maples, Lynn Johnson, Mike Ryan,
Allen Lee, and Matt Sweitzer.
Congrats Mike! You earned this ram!
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NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
Tim Bottari with his 2019 Stone
Sheep. He hunted with outfitter
Neil Cosco of Cosco's Yukon
Outfitting, in Canada. This was
Tim's third attempt at hunting
Stone sheep. The third time was
definitely the charm!

Steve Hall with the 2020 Sheep
Show NBU raffle winner.

Fur and Feather Taxidermy
Ibamba Safaris
Jarbidge Wilderness Guide & Packing
Reno Vulcanizing
Turkey Guide Service, Mark Montgomery
Walker River Outfitters

as 39th Annual Banquet Sponsors
NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
the Evans Group as a
39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

Joan Holland Bottari with her 2019 archery
Nevada bull elk (self guided)
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Representatives for these great manufacturers:
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SHEEP PICS?
When you post your sheep pictures on Instagram or Facebook, be sure
to tag us! Use #nevadabighornsunlimited @nevadabighornsunlimited
to see your photo in the next journal!

2020 Guzzler Schedule

1
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March 14th

Blush Guzzler Rebuild
(Monte Cristo Mountains – Nye County)

April 25th

Toulon #1 New Guzzler Build
(Trinity Range - Pershing County)

May 16th

San Antonio #1 New Guzzler Build
w/Southern Region NDOW (Nye County)

May 30th

JS Pronghorn & Baldwin Canyon Guzzler Rebuilds x2
(Wassuk Range - Mineral County)

June 13th

Soldier Meadows #7 Guzzler Rebuild
(Calico Mountains-Washoe County)

June 27th

Butte Mountain New Guzzler Build w/Elko Bighorns Unlimited
(White Pine County)
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RANGEMASTER 2800.COM
Accurate long-range targeting, easier than ever.
NBU Gratefully
Acknowledges
Leica
as a 39th
Annual Banquet
Sponsor
NEW!

2020 LIVE AUCTION
GET READY FOR
THIS YEAR’S BANQUET!

We have several first-class live auction items. We have highlighted a few items below!

From loading user ballistic profiles via Bluetooth® and the all-new Leica Hunting app to optional
direct pairing with the Kestrel Elite featuring Applied Ballistics, long-range point-of-aim adjustments
have never been easier, faster, and more accurate thanks to the new Rangemaster 2800.com.
Pairs seamlessly with best-in-class Kestrel Elite with Applied Ballistics for a compact, exceptionally
capable and cost-effective ballistics solution
Best-in-class Leica optical and ranging performance to 2,800 yards
Onboard Leica ABC® ballistics system delivers accurate solutions to +/- 1,000 yards
Store multiple ballistics profiles in the app and easily update Rangemaster in the field

See your Leica dealer today or visit www.leica-sportoptics.com

1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
6.
7.

14

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Collingwood Bros. Guides & Outfitters as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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Brittany Puppy from Square Butte Brittany’s
Dall Sheep Hunt with Dillinger River Outfitters
Washington Roosevelt Elk Hunt
Nevada Heritage Tag: California Bighorn and Desert (Nelson) Bighorn #2
Nevada Unit 231 Deer Tag
Desert Bighorn Hunt at La Palmosa Ranch
40th Year NBU Weatherby Rifle

8. Custom T-4-16-HD advanced custom earpiece from Tactical Hearing
9. Custom NBU Dinner Table
10. 10 day South African Safari with Southern Cross Safaris
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High Desert Montessori Thank You Note

By Coach Laurel and
the HDMS Archery Program

Auckland

Nevada Bighorns Unlimited Board of Directors,

1.2hr Flight

We would like to take this opportunity to report on the grant that the NBU Board of Directors so
graciously provided for our Archery Program for the 2019-2020 school year.
During the fall term, ten of our middle school students were able to take archery as an elective
class. In addition to that, twelve elementary students were able to participate in archery as an
after school activity. These students ranged in experience from having never shot a bow to
archers with five years experience. It was exciting to track each archer’s growth this year and
document the huge improvements in their abilities. Another interesting note is how many of our
students return year after year and ask us for months when archery season will start up again.
Archery is the only sport at our small charter school. For these students, this sport has become a
part of who they are and they are passionate about it. We even have some 8th graders who have
chosen the high school they will attend based largely on which school offers the NASP archery program!

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
New Zealand Hunting Safaris
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

Queenstown

This winter, our ten top performing archers competed virtually in the State of Nevada
National Archery in the Schools Program (NASP) tournament. Almost 800 of the
state’s best archers came out to compete. At the close of the tournament, all of our
archers were ranked in the top twenty of their gender/grade! Six of our archers
were ranked in the top ten of their gender/grade! Sonia G. was ranked 3rd out of
all 6th grade girls, Nathan G. was ranked 6th out of all 7th grade boys, Eli W. was
ranked 6th out of all 6th grade boys, Laila W. was ranked 7th out of all 7th grade
girls, Kate W. was ranked 9th out of all 8th grade girls, and Romeo M. was ranked
9th out of all 5th grade boys. We couldn’t be more proud!
In August of 2019, NBU granted our program $3584 based on our estimated range use for the 2019/20 school year. We
paid out $3170 to High Desert Archery Range for range use and equipment storage fees. (The difference came because
there were several days we had planned to do archery that fell on holidays or teacher work days). We plan to use the
remaining $414 toward range fees for next school year. We have also been running in-school fundraisers this school
year to help keep our program alive.

info@newzealandhuntingsafaris.com | Phone +64 27 228 8119 | www,newzealandhuntingsafaris.com

$23.7 MILLION
in LAST 5 YEARS • directed to wild sheep
restoration | conservation | education | advocacy
Coach Laurel, Coach Jamie and all of the HDMS Archery students are
so grateful to Nevada Bighorns Unlimited for subsidizing our range
fees. We’re grateful to our HDMS Board Chair Max Haynes for loaning
us a van for transportation. And we are grateful to High Desert Archery
Range for discounting our range fees. Without all of this help, our
archery program could not have continued this school year. Thank
you, thank you. We really could not have done it without your help.
High Desert Montessori School
2590 Orovada Street - Reno, NV 89512
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JOIN TODAY and Help us “Put & Keep Wild Sheep on the Mountain”
406.404.8750 | wildsheepfoundation.org

NBU GRATEFULLY ACKNOWLEDGES WSF
AS A 39TH ANNUAL BANQUET SPONSOR
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NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Vortex
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

Nevada Desert Snow Sheep?
I was going through my emails in early October of 2019.
Typically deleting emails along the way, an asterisk and
email caught my attention from NDOW:
“Congratulations another hunter has turned back their tag.
You were the first alternate and will be receiving a desert
(Nelson) Bighorn Sheep tag”.
I had beaten the odds, and now held 1 of 6 tags given out
for this Central Nevada (late season) unit. I have been
hunting since I was a young boy and have 40 years of
hunting under my boots. Now in my early 50’s, the elations
and sentimental emotions became surreal. My once in a
lifetime sheep hunt will soon become a reality. Reaching
out to biologists, outfitters, friends, etc. the realization of
this hunt would be a formidable task to say the least. This
hunt would take place in a wilderness area (horseback –
foot traffic only). High altitude (11,000/12,000 ft) and
extreme weather conditions would be likely.

By Scott Burch Anderson

two steps back was protocol for this hunt. After many slips
and falls, Todd and I were within 500 yards of the rams.
One ram was very aware of our movements and leery of
our presence. This particular ram was collared and did not
want another encounter with humans. We were busted,
and the rams disappeared in single file over the ridge
into the next canyon. Would persistence payoff, or were
the rams gone? Never to be seen again? Only time would
tell! Finally reaching the location of where our quarry was
last seen, the rams had given us the slip! Deflated and
exhausted from the ensuing pursuit, we found fresh tracks
across the canyon. Suddenly, Todd spotted the group of
rams. They were in single file heading back to their highaltitude sanctuary. With time against us, Todd and I set up
for a cross canyon shot. First in line, was a young short
horned ram, the #2 and #3 rams were soon to follow, but
not shooters in my eyes. The collared ram was on the hit list,
but chose to stay in the timber, never to follow the herd. We
believe his previous encounters with humans had educated

Reaching New Heights in

Environmental
Excellence

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Barrick
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
Big Horn Olive Oil Company
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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Learn more at barrick.com/responsibility

The weather forecast for opening week was dismal at
best. Extreme snow and single digit temperatures were
forecasted throughout the week! Fortunately for me, my
son Tanner and longtime hunting buddies Danny and
Todd agreed to join me on our arctic sheep hunt. Opening
day was a six-mile trek on foot to the headwalls of sheep
country, only to be re-directed down the mountain. Low or
zero visibility and snowflakes sent us packing. Two more
days of extreme winter weather ensued. Unable to hunt,
we viewed our topo maps and educated ourselves on how
to get around this country. Day three and we had yet to see
sheep country, let alone an actual animal. Would mother
nature beat us, or allow us to reach sheep country? Knowing
very little about this area, our lack of knowledge was
concerning. Our luck was soon to change. That afternoon
we were fortunate to cross paths with a local rancher, who
was cat hunting. Mountain lion hunters take advantage
of fresh snow, which makes tracking advantageous. The
information that was given to us will later prove to be spot
on and invaluable. Thank you to Mr. and Mrs. Rancher… we
never did get their names, but shared a common language
called “hunting”. The following morning, we set out for our
new undisclosed location. Our first break in the weather
allowed us to see Nevada’s (Himalayas) intimidating, to
say the least. Snowcapped peaks surrounded us in all
directions. It wasn’t long before my guides Tanner, Danny,
and Todd spotted sheep. Multiple rams were spotted, and
the hunt was on! The deep snow had pushed the rams
down from the top. Now was the time to take advantage
of the rams’ location. Todd (aka “Lawdog”) and I started
the uphill grind. My son and Danny stayed behind, keeping
an eye on the rams’ movements. One step forward and

him not to follow the group of rams. Last in line, was the
heavy horned and broomed ram. This ram was clearly the
elder of the clan. Todd gave me a range of 493 yards. I
quickly settled in on the shooting sticks and squeezed off
the shot. The ram was still on the move. Unsure if I had hit
my mark, I prepared for my second shot and most likely
my last opportunity. Several deep breaths and I touched
off another round. As the majestic ram paused broadside,
my 270 WSM had hit its mark! Todd confirmed our ram was
down! Elated and at a loss for words, we congratulated one
another for our well-earned efforts and success! My son
(Tanner) and Todd (Lawdog) were kind enough to retrieve
our majestic desert snow ram. The ram was beautiful and
massive. Full winter coat and every bit of 300 pounds on
the hoof. Our expectations were far exceeded. I would like
to thank Tanner, Todd, and Danny for sharing my once in
a lifetime sheep hunt. Hunting is all about sharing ones
adventure with family & friends. Its all about the hunt! Last,
but not least, I would like
to thank my Grandfather
(aka “Pa”) for taking me
hunting when I was a
young boy. Thank you
to NDOW and NBU for
keeping sheep on the
mountain and providing
this
opportunity
for
me and many others to
come.
Happy Hunting!
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Join the 40th Annual NBU Banquet

WALL OF HEADS!

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
Dillinger River Outfitters as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

COME ONE, COME ALL!
At the April 3rd, 2020 NBU Banquet there will be a special drawing for all
participants in the “Wall of Heads”. We will be raffling off a few specialty
items for the participants who are willing to display their shoulder mounts
on the wall. We will need you to bring your mounts to the Peppermill on
Friday April 3rd before noon allowing them to be placed on our wall and
pick up the mounts on Saturday April 4th by 11:00 am. The drawing will be
held @10:30 Saturday April 4th.
Contact Jim Puryear (775) 250-3380
nevadaguide@gmail.com or Rocky Hall (775)
224-2232
stevehall@parrishappraisal.com
or Evan McQuirk at emcquirk@hotmail.com
if you are interested. Limited to the 1st 75
mounts.

Committed to
Environmental
Conservation

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Kinross
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

• The first Nevada mining
operation to fully implement
the Sage-Grouse Conservation
Credit System
• A proud supporter of Nevada
Bighorns Unlimited

~ Thank you for your participation ~
20
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kinross.com
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Photo by Dave Beronio

Reintroduction of Bighorn Sheep into the Lake
Range of the Pyramid Lake Paiute Reservation

By Larry Johnson

HISTORY

Bighorn sheep were present in Nevada for thousands of
years as documented by skeletal remains and rock art
(petroglyphs). The oldest archeological evidence of bighorn
sheep is from Mineral Cave in Elko County dating back to over
38,000 years ago. Some of the oldest petroglyphs in the
U.S. depicting bighorns are present in the Lake Range on the
Pyramid Lake Paiute Reservation, dating some 12,000 years
ago. The explorer John C. Fremont, guided by the famous
mountain man Kit Carson, were the first white men to traverse
the east side of Pyramid Lake in 1844, noting the unusual rock
formations and giving the lake its name. Fremont’s journal
noted the abundance of mountain sheep in the (now) Lake
Range, but interestingly stated that these animals were too
wary for their hunters to approach within rifle range.
Bighorn sheep once occupied northwestern Nevada as well as all adjacent states in the Great Basin. Within 75 years
after the coming of white men, bighorn sheep were completely extirpated from northern two thirds of Nevada, all of
Washington and Oregon, Northern California, southwest Idaho and most of Utah. One of the last, if not the last, sightings
of California bighorn sheep in northwestern Nevada may have been in the Lake Range. In addition, elk and black bears
were completely extirpated from the state, while antelope were reduced to dangerously low levels. If the Endangered
Species Act had been in place a hundred years ago, every big game species we hunt today would have been listed in
Nevada!

RECENT BACKGROUND

Following the decimation of our wildlife resources during
the over-exploitation that occurred during settlement of
the state, wildlife managers, in partnership with sportsmen,
embarked on the task of restoring what we once had. The
results have been astounding with the implementation
of the most ambitious big-game reintroduction program
in America. We obtained California bighorns from British
Columbia; Rocky Mountain bighorns from Alberta, Wyoming,
and Colorado; elk from Utah and Wyoming; Mountain goats
from Washington; turkeys from Texas, as well as chukar
and Himalayan Snow Partridge from other countries. We
captured Desert bighorns and antelope from our own internal
herds that were released in a myriad of locations. We now
enjoy the largest population of bighorn sheep of any state
other than Alaska and the highest populations of antelope,
elk, and probably mountain lions in recorded history. Black
bears are now spreading back across the state. The program
has been one of the greatest wildlife success stories in North
America.
We cannot express sufficient gratitude to the provinces and
states that generously donated seed populations to us with
no strings attached – because of their unselfish decision
making of doing the right thing for wildlife. We also need
to recognize the tireless efforts of NDOW biologists whose
unwavering vision made all of this possible. The George
Tsukamotos, Dan Delaneys, Jim Jeffress, Mike Dobels – now
retired and some gone, are owed our thanks, as are the
pioneers of the sportsmen’s community like Jim Lathrop, Ed
Prybil, and Wayne Capurro.
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Lake Range Reintroduction

The dream for reintroducing bighorns back into the Lake
Range began for me back in 1987 when, as president of
NBU-Reno, I contacted NDOW biologist Mike Dobel as
to the potential. NDOW biologists had long identified
the Lake Range as prime habitat with excellent forage
and water resources along with ample escape terrain
for lambing. Over the subsequent decades, I repeatedly
approached the tribe and NDOW in attempts to
facilitate a partnership that would allow reintroduction.
Finally in 2018, I met with Vice Chairman Alan Mandell
to again discuss the possibility. Subsequent meetings
with the Vice Chairman, the tribal environmental staff,
and NDOW biologists Mike Cox, Chris Hampson, and
Mike Scott resulted in a Memorandum of Understanding
(MOU) that outlined the reintroduction and future
management. The MOU was approved by both the Tribal
Council and NDOW director in 2019. Tribal biologist
Emily Gibson Hagler worked long and hard in securing
grant monies for the initial capture and release.
The actual capture occurred on January 13, 2020 in the
Sheep Creek Range northeast of Battle Mountain. The
original capture site was to be in the Black Rock Range,
but predicted high winds that preclude helicopter work
made shifting the source site necessary. Operations
begin at sunrise with orientation and safety meetings
given by NDOW staff and the helicopter contractor. As
usual, a number of NDOW staff and volunteers made
the long drive to the staging area at the mouth of Sheep
Creek. The morning was bright and chilly with a few
inches of snow on the ground and a storm forecast
for that night. Alan and Emily had coordinated the
attendance of a number of students from the Pyramid
Lake High School. The capture contractor brought in
as many as five (5) bighorns in a single helicopter lift.
As usual everyone pitched in -- data collection, shots,
temperature measurements, drawing blood, weighing,
aging, installation of GPS collars, and loading sheep into
transport trailers. By 12:30 twenty two (22) sheep had
been captured and we made a dash for Pyramid Lake.
The release was made after sundown just north of the
pyramid.
It seemed like half the tribe turned out for the release
– more than I have ever witnessed at any release in my
35 years of doing this. Everyone, from toddlers to tribal
elders, were grinning from ear to ear. With the lake in
the background and unique cliff formations it was the
most spectacular release I have ever witnessed.

The Future

An augmentation of additional sheep is planned for
next year. All adult sheep were fitted with GPS collars
to monitor movement and facilitate visual inspections
of the herd. In following years, NDOW may conduct
aerial surveys and provide advance recommendations
for hunting quotas and other management needs. The Tribal Council has declared bighorn sheep as a protected species
until further notice. The exact disposition of future tags has not been determined at this date. Tags to tribal elders for
religious purposes and/or auction tags to fund a game management program will be considered.

The Benefits

To me, the greatest benefit is putting back what was destroyed. Bighorns are expected to thrive and grow to significant
population levels. Sheep will pioneer into adjacent ranges (the Fox Range to the northwest, Nightingales to the east, and
the Virginia Mountains to the West) creating new populations on public land. Lake Range sheep could ultimately be used
as source stock for capture and release elsewhere. Ewes are presently hunted in the Sheep Creek Range; I would much
rather create new populations than destroy breeding animals. And most important, wildlife belong in every ecological
niche that will support it!
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Tribute to Rick Elmore

By Larry Johnson

It is with sadness and difficulty that I write this tribute to a
good friend – Rick Elmore. Whether it be technical reports
or personal correspondence, the written word easily flows
from my pen, but when it comes to remembering Rick,
mere words fail me.

earliest flight, we went to work with Rick, Kai, and I
authoring what was to become known as the “Reid
Amendment.” It was elegantly simple in delegating
the authority from the U.S. government to the states
in the matter of hunting and fishing quotas and tags.

I have known Rick for several decades, both personally
and professionally. I have hunted bighorn sheep, mountain
goat, and deer with him and his son, Darin. As chief litigator
for the law firm of Hale Lane and Peek, he was a marvel to
watch in the courtroom. His keen intellect, coupled with
his silver tongue, was as smooth, impressive and effective
as any television production. I had the pleasure of serving
as expert witness in several of his construction litigation
cases, watching the master at work. He possessed one
of the sharpest legal minds I have ever witnessed. He
balanced his love for the law with love for his family and
dedication to his friends.

The bill was introduced that fall but went nowhere
until the next spring when Senator Reid, the master of
political maneuvers, attached this as an amendment to
the funding of the Iraq war. We all hate bill amendments
unless they are OUR amendments. We all went into a
full-court press for passage of this bill. We met with
the board of directors of the major national sportsmen
organizations to garner their lobbying support in D.C.
When Arizona Senator John McCain voiced opposition
to how this amendment was attached to funding
the war, NBU director Mike Bertoldi, who has great
relationships with some influential Arizona outfitters
and sportsmen, enlisted these hunters to change their
senator’s mind. We contacted sportsmen groups
throughout the west to lobby their national delegation.
From all of this effort came a great result, and in the
spring of 2003 the bill passed and the lawsuit against
Nevada and other western states was dismissed. The
Nevada State Wildlife Commission subsequently
adopted a fair policy to issue ten percent (10%) of the
total quota of big game tags to nonresident hunters.
WE HAD SAVED HUNTING IN NEVADA as we know it!

I also had the honor of serving on the board of directors of
Nevada Bighorns Unlimited – Reno with Rick for thirteen
years. Whether we agreed completely or butted heads
on any particular issue really doesn’t matter; he always
did what he thought was right. He was always the first to
donate his time and legal services to a worthy cause, such
as defending NDOW employees from frivolous litigation in
Elko County – for simply doing their job in protecting our
wildlife resources.
Perhaps Rick’s greatest accomplishment for sportsmen
was his key role in formulating and passage of the “Reid
Amendment” that quite frankly saved hunting in Nevada
as we know it. In the early 2000’s, an out-of-state outfitter
sued Nevada and other western states over the percentage
of non-resident big game tags issued. This outfitter
claimed that since nonresident hunters and guides cross
state lines, that limiting nonresident tags violated the
Commerce Clause of the United States Constitution. The
suit demanded the same access to big game tags for
nonresidents and guides as was available for residents. To
our dismay, a federal court ruled in favor of the outfitter in
Arizona, ordering that state to revise its nonresident big
game quotas. It was only a matter of time before Nevada
fell as well. This would have been disastrous for Nevada
due to our limited wildlife resources that are carefully and
conservatively managed that result in a limited number of
tags to assure quality hunting. The average Nevadan draws
a deer tag once every three (3) years, and we all know how
long it takes to draw any bighorn or bull elk tag. With our
quality of animals, the tag drawing would be flooded with
nonresident applicants, tremendously decreasing resident
opportunity. How could we ever recruit new hunters,
particularly youth, if they could only hunt once every five
to ten years? Our local support for wildlife would dwindle
and our wildlife itself would eventually suffer.

Now Senator Reid’s politics may be the opposite of
mine, but I am man enough to give credit where credit
is due. He has done more for Nevada’s outdoors and
wildlife than any politician in history. As for myself, I
retired from the NBU board after serving thirty years,
but remain in the forefront of wildlife issues as the
president of the Coalition for Nevada’s Wildlife. Kai
Anderson is now a big time D. C. lobbyist who is now
retained by the State of Nevada to address national
resource issues such as the proposed Navy and Air
Force withdrawals. And Rick, he may have passed,
but his legacy will go on forever. Kai and I rarely get
together without reminiscing about the sleepless night
that he, Rick, and I spent in the Las Vegas airport that
impacted so many of us across the west.
Rick, you and your legacy will always be remembered!

The suit was announced at a fundraising banquet for the
Fraternity of the Desert Bighorn in Las Vegas, which Rick
and I flew down to attend. United States Senator Harry
Reid and his natural resource aid, Kai Anderson, were in
attendance. Upon hearing the announcement, Senator
Reid came to our table and stated that there could be a
legislative solution to the lawsuit. It just so happened that
the late night flight that Rick and I were to return to Reno
was cancelled, and Kai Anderson was to be on that same
flight. Stranded at the airport until the next morning’s
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“Rick’s enthusiasm for the backcountry experiences with
his family and friends was contagious and his smile was
captivating. He enjoyed immensely introducing others
to the joys of the outdoors.” - Craig Howard (Former
Law Partner – Holland and Hart)
“When I returned to Reno in 2003, I was fortunate enough as a young lawyer to land at the same law firm where Rick
had been practicing for decades. Rick and I immediately became close friends and he was one of my mentors, both
professionally and personally, until he passed. He treated me, like so many others, like I was part of his family, and I
know so many of my accomplishments here in Nevada would not have come true without Rick’s guidance. Rick’s love
of Nevada and its wildlife was unparalleled, and he loved sharing his passions with others. He introduced me to so
many of his friends, to duck hunting at the Canvasback Club, to chukar hunting in Midas, to the NBU banquet, and
to Nevada’s big game draw. My passion and love for Nevada and its wildlife was a direct result of the impact Rick had
on my life. And, I am not alone. He touched so many peoples’ lives in similar positive ways. We lost a great Nevadan
when Rick passed and he will be dearly missed. Luckily, so many of us have such great memories of our times with Rick,
he will never be forgotten.” - Brad Johnston
“Our first attorney was the late, great Edward Hale at
the Hale Lane Law firm. Upon his retirement, we began
working with Rick Elmore. For almost thirty years, Rick
Elmore was an incredible advocate for our company,
Dickson Realty. He was incredibly knowledgeable about
Nevada Real Estate Law, he was incredibly fair and
just and had great insight into people. In short he was
a great person and a dear friend who loved Nevada, his
wife Anita, his children and his grandchildren. I swore
I would never walk into a legal situation without him. I
will always feel him by my side and will miss our dear
friend and incredible attorney forever. All I can say is I
am so grateful to have had him in my life for so long.”
- Nancy Fennell (Dickson Realty)
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“Rick Elmore is emblematic for every true Nevada
sportsman. For over forty years, he and I shared the
most enjoyable of deer, antelope, sheep, chukar, duck
and goose hunting and fishing that every Nevada
sportsman would cherish and love. It was Nevada as
much as the quarry which lit his fire. We shared seats
as directors of NBU and the Canvasback Duck Club for
many years. Rick was so bright and his devotion was
unlimited, he gave willingly and he was unfailingly
dependable. Behind all this was a native Nevadan
whose family always came first but whose love of Nevada
and commitment to doing things "right" was unbending.
At the end of the day, none of us could have had a better
friend.” - Larry Hicks (United States District Judge)

“Rick was a member of the Canvasback Duck Club for 35 years and was
our legal counsel for nearly 2 decades. He truly loved everything about the
place. His dedication to preserving our marsh is legendary. Rick always
felt it was worth the fight and there was no battle he viewed as too small.
Equally as important to him was creating a family friendly place for all
to enjoy. Both of his children, all of his grandkids, as well as many other
families that enjoy the Canvasback Club today are grateful for his efforts on
their behalf. Dinners at the Elmore cabin were always filled with laughter,
great food, plenty of good wine and stories from our host about a life well
lived. His friendship was something to cherish. There is no one I know
who was better at being a friend than Rick. We will miss him always.”
- Dave Stanley (Canvasback Duck Club)

“Rick and I started our friendship in
7th grade. I have always known Rick
to be a kind and generous man, and
a dear friend. He was always willing
to give of his time to help others.
Throughout the years we would get
together with another good friend
and share a birthday lunch. (He was
older than me of course). He loved the
outdoors, family and friends. We lost
a very special man and a very special
friend.” - BJ North (Executive Vice
27
President, Plumas Bank)

NDOW bighorn captures and translocations
in 2019 and 2020

O U R S P E C I A LT Y I S
By Mike Cox, NDOW

Variety…

Instate Bighorn Sheep Translocations
Nevada Department of Wildlife (NDOW) got back into bighorn restoration in early 2019 from taking a few years off to
collect critical pathogen and disease information from our bighorn herds. This ongoing effort since 2011 helps confirm
which herds could be safely used for source stock depending on the release site conditions. In addition, other critical
captures were conducted to document ram and ewe forays or “dispersal” patterns and rates that could potentially lead
to disease transmission. The last desert bighorn relocations conducted were in late 2015 and early 2016 in the Garfield
Hills, Mineral County. The last California bighorn translocation in 2014 augmented the Coleman and Massacre Rim herds
in northern Washoe County.
On January 31, 2019, a large and energetic group of volunteers and NDOW biologists and wildlife health team received
19 California bighorn sheep captured by the Quicksilver Air helicopter capture crew from the Double H Mountains. Just
before dark that same day all bighorn were translocated and released to Massacre Rim to augment the existing small
herd. Early the next morning, February 1, an even larger group assembled, accompanied by a film crew, made their way
to the Pine Forest Range where 31 ewes, lambs, and young rams were captured. The large caravan of vehicles followed
the transport trailer eastward and south of the Santa Rosa Range for a very special reintroduction to the Bloody Run
Hills. A big shout out to Ed Partee, NDOW field biologist, Winnemucca BLM, and Crawford Farms for collaborating on
this momentous restoration of bighorn to the checkboard BLM and private land (primarily Crawford Farms) mountain
range. The release was witnessed by over 50 people of bighorn sheep back to a place their ancestors once roamed over
80 years ago.
On January 24, 2020, 23 California bighorns were captured from the same 2 source stocks (Pine Forest Range and
Double H Mountains) in Humboldt County for translocation to the Negro Creek portion of the Granite Range in Washoe
County. Another super group of volunteers were out to help NDOW process the bighorn and load into the transport
trailer with off and on rain showers. The next morning all were released into the Granite Range to help bolster the
resident herd. Many thanks to NBU-Reno, NBU-Fallon, NBU-Midas, Nevada Muleys, Elko Bighorns Unlimited, Nevada
Chukar Foundation and the Heritage Fund for providing financial support for these instate bighorn restoration efforts!

2019 DBS transplant Mineral Mtns, UT
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2019-2020 CBS translocations

Interstate Desert Bighorn Translocation
NDOW continues to support other states, especially Utah, in restoring their desert bighorn herds. The Mineral Mountains
just northwest of Beaver, Utah was a reintroduction site that Utah Division of Wildlife Resources had been working on
for years with local ranchers and BLM to restore desert bighorn. After much deliberation and controversy, all parties
finally agreed to the reintroduction in 2019. Utah was seeking a source herd that would match up to the 9,000 ft
mountain with scattered pinyon-juniper. The Stillwater and East Range herd was selected because of its similar Great
Basin vegetation, elevation, has no Mycoplasma ovipneumoniae (virulent pathogen causing pneumonia) detected during
disease surveillance, and was in need of a population reduction. The herd has experienced huge growth under the
watchful eye of field biologist Jason Salisbury and successful/timely water developments and augmentations in the last
15 years. The 2-day operation in late October sent 51 ewes, lambs and rams to their new home in the Mineral Mountains.
As always, their agency, sportsmen groups and general public shared much excitement and appreciation for receiving
bighorn from Nevada.
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Out with the old and in with the NEW!
Barley, the bearded fury, and I headed out on New Year’s
Eve for some valley quail action along the Truckee River
just outside of Reno. It is always a fine way to bring an
end to the year, in the field with a shotgun and a dog. We
loaded up with shells and water, locked the truck, crossed
the fence and proceeded to cast and roam into the wind
and sage for a while before we cut tracks and located a
small covey running on us out in front and another that
headed to the right and escaped across the river as we
closed the gap.
Barley and I circled back towards the truck, as I gave him
more room to roam in an effort to bust up the winged
runners. Barley hit a hard left as his nose took him where
he could not help, he was birdy with his tail going into
overdrive and his nose low to the ground and then BAM
– locked up in an elbow shape downwind of a tall piece of
sage with his laser like focus glaring deep into the cover.
With the POINTER 20 ga ready in hand, I quickly circled
around and came up behind Barley who had not twitched a
muscle yet. As I got closer, I could hear the quail frantically
sensing my approach and beginning their efforts to flush
free of the sage entanglement they had buried themselves
within. Seconds later, out came two, a male and a female,
both straight away as I snapped up with a quick left to
right focus, nose to knuckle and bam- bam! Two solid hits
and Barley was off in pursuit, marking the first downed
bird perfectly, and then he quickly located the other as I
chanted “Dead Bird! Dead Bird!” which only laid 10 feet
apart. Two in the vest.

By Andy McCormick

attention and is anxiously waiting for the command
“Hunt’em Up!” and off he goes, the New Year of 2020 has
begun in a fine fashion I think to myself.
Within 15 minutes, we locate and bust the first covey of
about 25 birds. We are able to harvest three of them out
of the gate, a pair on the initial flush and then another on
a late flush while headed to retrieve the first two. Off to a
great start! I reload and we head towards the edge of the
river where we saw the covey land. We ease up to a willow
patch and in goes Barley, out of sight. Two more burst out
of the willows low and to the left. I catch up to the lead
bird and down him with a pass through hold and wait for
the second one to catch up and come into my line of sight.
Number five in the bag. Reload.

Cautiously, I approach but nothing flushes. Barley is still
rock solid. I kick the brush, nothing. I circle to the other
side, wind at my back and kick the brush again, and this
time out come another pair – easy straight a-ways. Bam
–Bam. Two more for the bag – seven and eight… two more
to go for a limit of 10.
As I head towards the downed birds, I can’t help but be
extremely proud of my young dog who is having a blast
with such a feverish excitement on this exceptional quail
outing in the scent rich sage. Barley scours the sage “Dead
Bird! Dead Bird!” and in seconds, zeros in on the first and
the second. I dig out the water bottle in my vest and squirt
some out for Barley, who would rather drink from the water
bottle than from a dish! I reload and off we go for the final
push.

handful! There are birds going every direction, and I have a
hard time focusing on one. I pick one to the left- bam, one
down. Another late single gets up out the back door, and I
spin and take him going straight back. Bam – we are done.
Meanwhile, Barley is going nuts! Birds are still flushing and
he can’t figure out why I am not shooting. He retrieves the
single to the right as I head for the one that snuck out the
back. I am on one knee tucking birds away and Barley is at
heel with his last retrieve, and I praise him for his job well
done and the fun we just shared.
We head for the truck, water up again, load up and head
for home and can’t help but feel grateful for the time spent
afield, as well as thankful and optimistic for the new year
ahead.

It was getting late in the day and even though we heard
more birds in the distance, I figured we would give them a
rest and come back tomorrow and start the new year off
right – out with the old and in with the new.
2020 – New Year’s Day, a fine scattered cloud day with
temps in the mid 50’s and steady wind to work. I loaded
the dog into the truck and water, shells, some jerky, fruit,
and last but not least, I switched the POINTER 20ga O/U
out for my 12 ga Semi Auto POINTER for a little more
advantage on these educated birds. A little more reach,
quicker reloads, and a five shot capacity! Legal in Nevada
for upland birds (except doves).
We pulled off Interstate 80 headed East, and as I pulled
off of the pavement and onto dirt, Barley was already on
alert! He knew where we were going. Head and nose out
the window as if he was already turning the radar on for
our quarry of the day. I tucked the truck into a turnout
close to where we got into the birds the previous day and
proceeded to go through the ritual of prepping for the
first jaunt. As I opened the tailgate, I could already hear
quail in the distance and cracked a grin and looked up to
see Barley, still in the truck, whimpering with excitement
because he too had already heard the birds and was ready
to get in the game.
Vest on and water bowl filled for an initial hydration intake
before Barely becomes completely entranced with his
endeavor and his tunnel vision overtakes everything, I
grabbed some extra shells and a water bottle. I release the
excited two year old bearded one and have him sit while
I cross the fence. I load the Semi, and call the dog to heel
from the other side of the fence. He comes to complete
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We circle back towards the truck again to get Barley back
into the wind and regroup while trying to locate another
covey to harass. Several hundred yards, four jack rabbits
and three cottontails later -no quail. We head back to the
river bank of the Truckee for Barley to cool down and lap
up some cold water, and then we are back at it. All of a
sudden… lockup! Barely is on point again and motionless.
I see a runner off to the right behind Barley. I take note
but remain focused as he is on the brush pile between us.
He seems very confident that there is a bird sitting tight. I
move up quickly and three fly out, all headed in opposite
directions! I focus and pick the one headed towards the
river, and I drop him at the river’s edge. I swing back to try
and catch up to a second. I shoot but no luck. I was behind
him. Although, I do mark where he lands and it is in the
same direction of where the runner headed previously.
Barley brings the fat male back from the river’s edge to
heel. I admire it and stuff it into the vest, pat Barley on
the head with a “that’s a good boy”, reload, and on we go
in pursuit. We don’t go a hundred yards before Barley is
acting birdy again and on point. I double time my pace,
knowing there is a runner in the bunch for sure. On my way
to the point, a female gets up between Barley and I and
is dispatched quickly. Barley remains on point. I pick up
the downed bird while staying focused on the point and
reload.

We turn back into the wind and can hear more birds calling
in the distance trying to relocate their covey of friends who
have been disbursed by the bearded young Griffon. We
head towards the calls and within another 15 minutes, we
are into their scent cone again with Barley in slow motion
cheetah mode, tail going crazy, nose zig zagging through
the sage and then he comes to a lockup again. The birds
move, his head comes up and he locks up again. I close the
gap quickly ready to go. I am 10 feet behind and no sooner
get out the word “WHOA” and up comes another 30 plus
birds! I am caught off guard by shock! I am expecting a
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Looking Back

By Tim Baugh

On a dark and cool morning, the first Saturday of August,
1957, Albert, George and a little boy named Timmy putputted into the cowboys’ camp in a 1948 Willys pickup. I’ll
never forget the sight: youngsters, dads, uncles, cousins,
and friends in different stages of getting dressed or still
lying in their cots and several Coleman lanterns glowing
as breakfast was being cooked over an open fire in a
cast iron pan the size of a trash can lid. To this day I can
hear the bacon and eggs sizzling and smell the aroma of
brewing coffee. The day was special to all. Excitement in
anticipation of the opening of deer season filled the air. A
burn in 1955 had cleared the brush from our family ranch
making the habitat for deer and game as good as it could
get for many years. As I remember, shots were heard
throughout the morning, and when we arrived at camp on
our way back home, there were bucks hanging and deer
being skinned. I was only about seven at the time, but I
knew I wanted to hunt and nothing would change that.
Nothing did.
Just before the turn of the nineteenth century, a few
fortunate folks ended up with land grants. A lot of the land
was carved out of the most prime country our nation had
to offer, with Santa Barbara County in California being no
exception. My great-grandfather was a recipient of one
section (640 acres) --- a gift from Theodore Roosevelt
and the U. S. Congress. By the 1940s, the Sawyers property
had been handed down to surviving children of whom my
grandmother, Esther, was one. The beautiful rolling oak
habitat with southern exposures was teeming with wildlife
and plenty of opportunity for a young boy. The influence of
my grandparents, my aunts and uncles, and this particular
piece of raw land, no doubt made me who I am today.
On the Christmas after my eighth birthday, I opened
a present from Mom and Dad that would help steer the
course of my life forever: a BB gun! I can still remember my
elation. True to form for my Dad, it was a very accurate and
powerful pump-action model made by Daisy. Unfortunately,
that present was the beginning of the end for lizards and
vermin. A year or two later, Santa brought me a Winchester
Model 67A single-shot .22 boy’s rifle. Now squirrels and
rabbits were in trouble as well. My grandfather, Albert, the
most patient and kind man I’ve ever come across, taught
me how to butcher a deer. Pop was a hunter and a trapper
and he knew game was to be consumed and not wasted. I
spent most of my time with him growing up. And although
Pop was a man of few words, he listened well and gave
good advice. More than once, his honesty and integrity
pulled me back to the center of the road.
For a young boy seeking adventure, I had it all. On the
family ranch there were creeks and ponds with all the
critters normally found. Rabbits and squirrels, coyotes and
bobcats, and even an occasional mountain lion inhabited
the hills. Family members loved to tell old tales about
their wildlife encounters, and that suited me just fine. Deer
became plentiful, but big antlers were not in the picture.
We hunted for meat which made the heaviest buck the
one most sought after. With the influence of elders and
a piece of raw land teeming with wildlife, I had little time
for getting into trouble. I can remember leaving the house
with my trusty Winchester tucked under my arm, heading
for the ranch about a mile away. Mom had me take the bolt
out and gave strict instructions to keep it my pocket until
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Overland Route from Cold Springs in the Santa Ynez Mountains

Tim Baugh at Catnip Reservoir

1800s stage coach in the Santa Ynez Mountains
I reached the first gate of our property. I did and there
were never any problems for the ten-year-old walking up
a country road past schools and houses with a firearm.
Those were different times for sure.
Spud Sawyers was a mountain of a man in my eyes. He was
my grandmother’s brother, forty-five years my senior, and
now that I’m older, I can see that he was the only one who
had the passion for hunting that I do. I ended up with all of
his firearms each of which could tell a story of a dedicated
outdoorsman. Guns were tools to Uncle Spud and he used
them well. He always lived where he could hunt or fish
and never lost his interest in either. As a kid toting a .22
rifle, I would spend a week at a time hunting at his ranch in
the brushy hills of Los Alamos, California. He would rarely
hunt with me because he was busy working. Then on one
occasion, out of the blue, he grabbed a shotgun, an old LC
Smith double, and made a swipe down through a covey of
quail we had bumped into. At the flush he dropped two
birds on the wing in what seemed to be lightning speed.
I had never seen that done before and to a youngster it
was quite impressive. In the 1950s and 60s he made trips
to Colorado to hunt mule deer and returned with stories--and antlers---that seemed almost unreal to a teenager. I
think of Uncle Spud with a smile because he took the time
to spend many hours with me (and taught me that a shot of
whiskey while making pancakes is a privilege of the cook).
1962 was a big year for me and one I’d been looking
forward to for quite some time. I turned twelve. Armed
with a hunter safety certificate and old enough to purchase
a hunting license and deer tag, the days of watching the
calendar had ended. Pop owned an old octagon-barreled
.30-30 Winchester Model 1894 that I was going to get to
carry. Little did I know that the rifle weighed just a few
pounds less than the skinny kid carrying it.
Italian Camp was a spring fed little meadow surrounded
by thick, almost impenetrable, coastal brush back up in the
higher reaches of our ranch where private property met U.
S. Forest. From there the back country which had burned

several years prior, offered what seemed to be limitless
miles of public land. Dad and Pop were with me on that
special evening of my first deer hunt and looking back, I
can still remember the excitement in the cool, still air on
the steep and rocky trail that wound us up the mountain
into burned off terrain where deer had moved in drawn by
the new growth. I had been along on a couple of deer hunts
and it seemed to me at the time, pretty straight forward.
Spot a legal buck; get in close enough for a shot and try
to make the most of it. The country was steep with littered
sandstone boulders and rock formations making up most
of the terrain. In fact, standing down on the shoreline of
the Pacific Ocean which was almost always in view on the
ranch, one could see the rocky slabs of sandstone plainly
painting the coastal mountain sides. It seems funny that the
memory of that first hunt nearly sixty years ago is so vivid,
but to a passionate hunter the recall of such adventure
rarely fades.
With Pop having split up and hunting another drainage,
Dad and I worked our way up through the rough, looking
ahead and hoping for a buck to show. My dad, George,
was an expert shot and a good deer hunter. Hunting game
meant getting close and he did not think much of those
that launched bullets from unreasonable distances. He
never did own a rifle with a telescopic sight, but it seemed
to make little difference especially in the tight, brushy
country we hunted on the California coast. A legal buck
which meant it had to have a fork on at least one side is
what we looked for and even then, it was always a big
challenge and a festive celebration to succeed. With the
sun on a low path over the ocean horizon and shadows
on the mountain stretched to their limits, I spotted a buck
feeding on a little bench in the thick, lush new growth of
the burn. How far off I couldn’t say, but close enough for an
ethical shot with a peep-sighted .30-30 rifle. Dad gave me
the go ahead to shoot the nice forked-horn buck and I now
clearly recall swinging that heavy hunk of Winchester iron
up and being able to hold it steady for just a short time,
then pulling the trigger. I killed that buck and was forever
changed.

Those were the years of dragging downed game and
so that is what we did all the way back to the old Willys
pickup parked at the spring. Taking care of the animal was
a big occasion and while I helped a little, it was mostly me
floating around on cloud nine. I’d sure like to have that
set of antlers now, but as you grow up and, in my case,
move from house to house, possessions get misplaced or
even thrown away. Back in those days, it was rare to have
a photo taken. People mostly didn’t carry cameras or even
own one. The hunt was about a memory, some meat and a
set of antlers nailed on a barn. I was fortunate to grow up
with little that money can buy, but rich with what people
and land can give.
Not a day goes by now without a thought of untamed
places, wildlife, and the freedoms we enjoy. But without the
hunter, gun rights organizations, and conservation groups,
the free-roaming game of our country is in jeopardy. There
is hope for the future, however. It is just that it will come
with a price of hard work, commitment, and level-headed
thinking. I hope we can all remember our own upbringings
and take the time to pass them on.

Editor’s Note: If you have
a story about your first
hunt, we would love to
hear about it. Email your
“My First Hunt” story to
peri.lydia@gmail.com.
Did you like Tim’s story?
If you would like to read
more of his stories, you
can find his book “Spirit
of a Hunter” on Amazon.
com!
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Throwback Photos
1

Editors Note: We love seeing your throwback photos! Send us your best
oldschool photos so we can see what the good ol’ days used to be like!
Photos can be emailed to peri.lydia@gmail.com

2

3

1. Bernie Crooks (Boulder Mountain 1970s)
2. "While Deer hunting in the 70's and having lunch atop
a mountain, I scratched this on a flat stone. Has anyone
ever come across it?" - Bernie Crooks
3. Chris and Joe Cefalu (1990s)
4. Old hunting licenses. Source: NDOW
5. A day's hunt in Nevada's hills near Reno (Shane Evans)
6. Source: NDOW
7. Source: NDOW

7

6

4
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NB Ewes

By Jennifer Cefalu

Hunting season has come to a close and we now find ourselves shifting from planning that big hunt to dreaming about what
tags we might draw in the coming year. The Ewes hope you had a successful, safe, and enjoyable hunting season and wish
you luck in this year’s draw. A few of the Ewes had memorable hunts this past year. Most notably, Michelle Pillsbury was
kicked out of the <1 Club with her beautiful desert bighorn sheep. Congrats Michelle and a special thanks to NBU members;
Chris Cefalu, Matt Pillsbury, Jay & Lisa Read, Matt and Ryan Sweitzer, Zack Harrison, and of course, last but certainly not
least, Michelle’s husband and personal PH Brad Pillsbury. It is not just the rarity of a sheep tag that makes it a special hunt
but the sense of community that the hunt fosters.
If you had a successful hunting or fishing season and need to make some room in your freezer, please remember the Ewes
have partnerships with We Care Volunteers and Sierra Safari Zoo to ensure the fruits of your labor don’t go to waste. Most of
the large game meat we collect goes to We Care Volunteers who prepare your donated meat for families in need. Meanwhile,
any birds, fish or freezer burnt meat go to the Sierra Safari Zoo, where the hyenas will eat almost anything, and the alligator
Elvira loves fish.
Once again, the Ewes and NBU volunteers participated
in the annual wreath laying event put on by Wreaths
Across America, which takes place every December at
the Veterans cemetery in Fernley, Nevada. If you haven’t
ever participated in this event, I strongly encourage
you and your family to take part as it is a truly moving
experience.
B.I.N.G.O.! On February 12th, the Ewes held our second
BINGO night at the Little Waldorf and it was a smashing
success with almost double the turn out from our first
event. Thank you to everyone that was able to make it out
and a special thanks to the Salisbury family for coming in
all the way from Fallon. We are especially appreciative of
the Wal for lending us your space and for the free pizza
and salad! We truly appreciate your support of NBU. If
you weren’t able to make it to our event, we hope you
can join us for our next BINGO night. Keep an eye out for
the upcoming email and post on Facebook.
So what’s next for the Ewes you say? Well the banquet
of course. The 40th NBU banquet will be held on the
evening of April 3rd at the Peppermill, and we are busy
getting those baskets ready. This year’s giveaway for the
ladies basket raffle is inspired by this year being NBU’s
ruby anniversary, and that’s all we are going to say. We
also have a bonus raffle of a Weatherby Camilla rifle in
6.5 Creedmoor. Anybody that purchases $100 worth of
ladies basket raffle tickets will be put in for this special
raffle. This is a beautiful rifle that a couple of us Ewes
actually own and is specially made to fit a woman, not
a small lad but an actual woman. Come by the ladies
basket raffle in the very back center of the room! You
can’t miss us, so come check out the baskets and the
lovely Camilla. Hope to see you there.

SUB-MOA
SUB-MOA

CERAKOTE

Mark V® rifles are guaranteed to
shoot a 3-shot group of .99” or less
at 100 yards (SUB-MOA) when used
with Weatherby® factory or
premium ammunition.

AN UNACHIEVED COMBINATION... UNTIL NOW

4 lbs 15oz.

CARBON FIBER STOCK
22

Ti

TITANIUM ACTION

SPIRAL FLUTED BOLT

FASTEST
1500 foot lbs energy at 500 yards

THE BACKCOUNTRY SERIES IMPLEMENTS NEW
TECHNOLOGIES TO LEAD THE INDUSTRY
IN LIGHTWEIGHT RIFLES HARNESSING
MAGNUM PERFORMANCE. NOW
AVAILABLE IN WEATHERBY’S
NEWEST CARTRIDGE

54º BOLT

6.5 WBY RPM

Will this be the year that you draw that tag you’ve been dreaming about? Are you ready? Whether you already have an
existing fitness program or need to start one consider joining the Ewes on the NBU team for the annual Mom’s on the Run
event on Mother’s Day Sunday, May 10th. Regardless of your fitness level, you can choose to run the 5K or 10K, walk the
5K or simply stroll the track at Reno High School! There is something for all to do. Mom’s on the Run is a local organization
whose mission is to “provide support for everyday living expenses including (but not limited to)
mortgagees, rent, food, utilities, car expenses, insurance, and more, to help offset medical expenses
and alleviate financial stress of Northern Nevada women diagnosed with breast or gynecological
cancer”. For more information about Mom’s on the Run go to www.momsontherun.info. If you
would like to register to join team Nevada Bighorns Unlimited, use the QR code here or visit
https://thedriven.net/event.race_reg/eid/37085013489.
If you would like to volunteer with us at and event, donate meat or hunting apparel, please call us
at (775) 276-5108 or email us at nbuewes@gmail.com. Follow us on Facebook and Instagram to
stay connected!
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Recipe By Kristy Crabtree

Connect the Dots

nevadafoodies.com

We will be highlighting game recipes every journal issue. If you have a recipe that
you would like to share, please email Lydia Peri at peri.lydia@gmail.com.

Bighorn Sheep Roulade
Originating from the French word “rouler”
meaning “to roll”, the roulade is simply a filled and
rolled dish, secured closed with the use of string,
cooked, and then sliced in rounds and served.

Try and connect the dots to create
a neat image! Put your pen on 1
and draw a line to 2, then draw a
line to 3 and so on. Give the easy
puzzle a try. If you can get that
one, challenge yourself and try the
harder puzzle!

The secret is to keep the meat balanced with a
combination of ingredients that not only flavor
the meat from the inside but also work to keep
everything moist during the cooking process.
When combining the delicate flavor of shallots,
hints of garlic, sautéed mushrooms, wilted spinach
and creamy Boursin cheese, you have yourself a
succulent blend of flavors that work well together
appealing to any palate.

Servings: 6
Prep Time: 30 Minutes
Cook Time: 75 Minutes
40
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4. Start the Traeger Grill as recommended and set the temperature to 375° F. I chose to
use Apple hardwood pellets to give the meat a light but fruity smoke. Bake the roulade
direct on the grill for 45 minutes turning 3 times. Increase the temperature to high.
Use a meat thermometer and continue to bake until the internal temperature reaches
140° degrees, about 20-25 minutes. When done, remove from grill and let rest for 10
minutes. Remove the butcher’s twine, slice, and serve.
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3. Starting on the longest side, begin to roll up the meat creating a pinwheel shape. Using
butcher’s twine, lay the twine so it rests along the length of the stuffed roast and tie a
knot to secure. Place your thumb on the string and continue to wrap around holding
everything in place. When done, brush the exterior of the meat with olive oil.
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1. Heat a skillet over medium heat adding butter, shallots, and garlic. Cook until the
shallots soften and begin to turn a caramel color. Add the mushrooms and cook about
5-6 minutes. Add the spinach to the skillet and stir until wilted about 1-2 minutes.
Remove from heat and cool.
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Preparation

2. Carefully cut and butterfly open the top round roast using a flexible boning knife
similar to a fish filet knife. This will allow you to open up the roast and tenderize with
a meat mallet to ensure the overall thickness is roughly ½ inch thick. Season the meat
with salt, garlic powder, and pepper. Set the meat on a flat surface and spread a layer of
the Boursin cheese on top of the meat. Add the mushroom spinach mixture over the
top of the cheese and spread out over the entire length of the meat.
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• 1 Top Round Roast, app 1.5 – 2 pounds
• 2 cups mushrooms, diced
• 2 cups baby spinach, packed tight
• 1 large shallot, finely diced
• 1 clove garlic, minced
• 2 tbsp unsalted butter

39

• 2 tbsp olive oil
• 3 oz garlic & chive Boursin cheese
• 1 tsp sea salt
• 1 tsp granulated garlic powder
• 1 tsp freshly ground black peppercorns
• Butcher’s twine

sc

Ingredients:
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The Longest Day of Our Lives
When I woke up, I knew it was time. Time for my first elk
hunt ever. We got up at 4:30 am and by 5 am we had
started driving up the rough, bumpy six-mile road. We
arrived at the trailhead around 5:20 am. We quickly put on
our gear, including a headlamp, and started hiking in the
cold darkness. Not even the moon was there for light.
We hiked for about 45 minutes to an hour and then the sun
started to rise. It was one of the most beautiful sunrises
ever! We sat down on cold, hard, large boulders overlooking
a meadow and looked for elk. We looked toward this big,
rocky cliff area that was full of beautiful green and yellow
aspen trees. There were some cows (beef cows, not elk)
down in the meadow drinking water.
Finally, three bull elk appeared from the top of Table
Top Mountain, but we were looking for a cow. We felt
relieved because we did at least see elk. We were kind of
disappointed because Ryan, one of the adults in our group,
had a cow elk tag. We stayed there and watched for elk
for about thirty minutes. We kept warm by hiding under a
camo blanket with our warm, snuggly coats and beanies
on our heads. Gloves kept our hands warm, yet they were
still cold.
Once we were at the top of Table Mountain, we sat down
for a snack and to look for elk. The weather was warm
enough to take off our jackets and let the sun warm us up.
We explored a little bit and didn't see any elk. While we
were on top, we looked for elk for about an hour. Our dads
decided to send Travis down into the aspens to see if there
were elk in there while we sat on a warm rock.
We saw one elk in some trees, so Ryan went to go
investigate to see if it was a cow. He got close, but it
disappeared through the aspens. With all the adults out
looking for elk, we sat on a small rock and felt like we were
in the middle of nowhere without any adults. After about
twenty minutes, Ryan returned and we started heading to
meet up with Travis. At the top we looked for a good spot
to eat our lunch and look for elk.
While we ate lunch, another eight bulls were spotted,
but not one solitary cow. We even saw bulls fighting in
a meadow in the far distance. It was fun to watch them
through the binoculars. After lunch, we took around an
hour and 30 minute nap, which was relaxing because we
got up at 4:30. After our nap, around 2pm, we saw a herd
of about twelve elk with cows pretty far away on the other
side of Cottonwood Creek. We discussed if it was worth
going towards them so late, or if we should hang out where
we were to find another cow. Then we decided Ryan would
start heading over there, quickly and then we would slowly
make our way with Travis toward him.
I think it was about 3:10 pm when we heard the loud “bang”
of a gunshot. We found Ryan and his elk around 3:30 pm.
We were so relieved, happy, and exhausted all at the same
time.
Ryan had already begun skinning the front. He had shot
it in the gut, so that was kind of messy. This is where
we learned what to do when it comes to cleaning an elk
quickly, although it took two hours.
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By Dylan Brock and Peyton Bertrand

We started by cutting the hide back further. And then we cut the legs
off of one side of the elk. While the adults were quartering the elk, we
played with the cow’s eyes. We accidentally, kind of purposely, partly
cut the eye open. We learned about the lens and stuff by doing this.
The lens was this hard, wet, Jell-O-like stuff with mucus that comes
out of the eyes. Ryan showed us how to get the two ivory teeth out
by cutting the gum and then whacked it out with a large stick. We
learned so much!
We put the meat in white, almost clear bags. Then we neatly stacked
them in our packs. By then it was almost 5:40 pm. We’re guessing
we're probably going to get back after dark, but little did we know
how long the journey ahead was.
Travis put the tenderloins and backstrap in my pack (Peyton’s) and
I think it was 30 pounds worth. Sadly, I didn't make it through the
whole trip packing the meat. This meat was put into Travis’ pack
after about 30 minutes and I carried the food, water and clothes.
Dylan was carrying all the jackets and gloves and all the other gear.
When we left the kill spot, we decided to take a different route then
we came up because we thought it would be less steep and easier
going back. Turns out, it was probably more steep, harder, and
longer than the original route. We think we should have just taken
the same route.
It was almost dark when we got to the bottom of the canyon of
Cottonwood Creek. We filtered water in the little stream at the
bottom and then we crossed it. We knew we needed water for
the long trip back. Slowly, slowly, slowly, we started hiking up the
mountain out of Cottonwood Creek. Then we walked up a hillside,
down into a creek, and up a drainage to the top of Table Mountain. It
took forever and we felt like it would never end. By now it was dark
and the stars were out. We couldn't see it was so dark out. It seemed
like we just kept walking and walking and walking not ever making it
to the top of Table Mountain.
We took breaks about every 5-10 minutes. They were about a minute
break to rest our shoulders, but some rests were longer and we sat
and rested our legs. The longer, sitting ones were our favorite type
of breaks. Finally, we made it to the top of Table Mountain and took
a good break up there.
We enjoyed looking up at the stars and we even saw a shooting star.
In fact, over the entire hike out we saw about 3 shooting stars in total,
about one each time we took a longer sit-down break. The stars
seemed like they were right there in front of you. The Big Dipper
was so bright and we learned how to use it to tell the directions after
using it to find Polaris, the north star. We could tell we were hiking
east, just from the stars!
Finally, the end of the uphill was over and we were now going down.
It seemed much easier since we were hiking down. We still need to
take some of those breaks though, but we took way less breaks. We
were going much faster downhill. Once we reached the first place we
sat at sunrise and looked for elk we felt like we were almost there,
even though we still had a ways to go.
We finally made it back to the truck at 10:47 pm. A bag of donuts was
still in the truck from the early morning breakfast. We ate one and
then Dylan quickly fell asleep on the six-mile ride back to camp. We
made it back to camp around 11:20 pm and then crashed out in bed.
We learned a few things from this trip. You have to just believe in
yourself and say we will eventually get there. We learned that as
much as you want to give up, you can't. You have to convince yourself
you can do it and keep going. No one is there to save you, and you
have to rely on yourself. We also learned how to skin an elk and how
to pack it out. It was a long day, but we think it was worth it and are
super excited to eat that elk that we were a part of harvesting. We
will never forget the longest day of our lives!
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Youth IN THE FIELD

We love seeing what our youth are up to!
Please send us your photos to peri.lydia@gmail.com

Harper Zweifel

Youth Wildlife Conservation Experience

Dominic Cruz

NBU Gratefully Acknowledges Scheels
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor

Jace and
Adalene
Bowman
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NBU Gratefully Acknowledges African Arrow
as a 39h Annual Banquet Sponsor
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Do you think these bighorn
sheep are thirsty?

Don’t make Nevada’s
wildlife wait for your
support!

Past NBU Director & Water Development Manager Mel Belding
and NDOW Biologist Jason Salisbury

Join NBU Today!
Over the last thirty-nine years, NBU has grown
to become the largest grass roots volunteer
sportsmen’s organization in Nevada, and quite
possibly the country! Through the support of our
members, NBU has raised millions of dollars and
logged literally thousands of volunteer hours to
benefit Nevada’s wildlife. In the past five years
alone, NBU has funded and actively participated in
numerous big game capture, relocation and survey
projects, water development and enhancement
projects, Sheldon National Wildlife Refuge wild
horse control, made equipment and repair donations
essential to NDOW, participated in disease outbreak
and prevention programs, funded wildlife research
including bighorn sheep, mountain goats, elk, mule
deer and sage grouse studies, supported sound
science predator control programs, awarded youth
scholarships and contributed to youth hunting and
fishing forums, as well as participated in numerous
range restoration projects.
The efforts of NBU have directly contributed to
Nevada currently having well over 11,000 bighorn
sheep within our borders. That is more bighorn
sheep than any other state in the lower 48! NBU
has been largely responsible for transplanting

bighorn sheep in 80 of the 86 mountain ranges in
Nevada that bighorns call home. But NBU is not
only about wild sheep! Through the donations
and participation from concerned sportsmen and
sportswomen such as you, NBU has increased
opportunities to hunt big and small game animals,
as well as otherwise enjoying Nevada’s wildlife
experience.
You can become a member of NBU in four different
ways:
(1) By attending our Annual Fundraising Banquet in
the Spring of each year; (2) By making a donation to
the Annual Fundraising Banquet; (3) By volunteering
your time one day a year on a project sponsored by
NBU to perpetuate the mission of the organization;
and finally (4) By joining using the application form
on the adjacent page or via our website at http://
NevadaBighornsUnlimited.org.
Please help NBU perpetuate our mission to protect
and enhance Nevada’s wildlife resources for
sportsmen, outdoor and wildlife enthusiasts for this
and future generations.
Thank you for your consideration.

Join Nevada Bighorns Unlimited & Support Your Nevada Wildlife!
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Nevada Bighorns Unlimited
P.O. Box 21393
Reno, Nevada 89515-1393

wildlife revolutions
253 Freeport Blvd. Sparks, NV 89431
775.527.1614 | wildliferevolutions.com
NBU Gratefully Acknowledges
Wildlife Revolutions
as a 39th Annual Banquet Sponsor
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