H

»h’ld:l

q

Finally, It’s His Turn
Jack Reneau = Story by Ryan Hatfield
103-3/8 Typical Goues' Whitetail Deer
Sonora, Mexico 2005

Jack Reneau started working in big-game records
keeping in 1976. At the time, the B&C Big
Game Records Program was being administered
by the National Rifle Association. B&C was the
governing body, and NRA supplied the staff.
Since 1976, minus a three-year stint as a district
wildlife biologist with the U.S. Forest Service from 1980-
1983, Reneau's name has become synonymous with the
Boone and Crockett Club’s records-keeping activities. If

Reneau’s
fantastic typical
Coues’ deer

is a trophy in
anyone's book.
The symmetry
and Coues’
deer trademark
massiveness
make this buck
an exceptional
trophy. Pictured
left to right are:
Manny Chee,
Sr., Manny
Lopez, Manny
Chee, Jr., and
Jack Reneau.
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you have ever taken a B&C trophy, chances are you can
find Reneau’s carefully written signature on the bottom
of the certificate.

Depending on how you look at it, Reneau’s job of
processing and dealing with big-game trophies could be
the greatest job on earth, or nothing short of sheer tor-
ture. For neatly three decades now, Reneau has watched
all of the finest big-game trophies taken in North
America pass right across his desk. Everyone, it seemed,
was finding all of these wonderful trophies, except him.

Reneau has hunted for many years, and hunted
hard, but quickly admits he is not a trophy hunter. “A
trophy hunter may go years withour taking an animal.
We hunt hard, like everyone else; and we do look for
bigger, more mature animals, but the bottom line is that
we eat it, and we like having a full freezer,” he said.

In the fall of 2004, Reneau received an invita-
tion from Boone and Crockett Club Member Manny
Chee to go Coues’ deer hunting in Mexico. Reneau
didn't hesitate, jumping at the chance to go after
such an elusive animal in such grand country. And
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Reneau would personally know both counts. He had
been Coues' deer hunting once before — a wonderful
trip with Buck Buckner, now chair of the Records of
North American Big Game Committee. While it was
a memorable trip, that hunt ultimately ended without
Reneau being able to pull the trigger on one of those
secretive desert whitetails. This invitation by Chee,
coupled with the knowledge of all the great Coues’ deer
currently coming from Mexico, made it just too much
to resist.

Reneau flew to Phoenix in January 2003, with
plans to meet with B&C Club Members Earl Sherron,
Keith Ward, and Manny Chee, as well as Manny's son,
Manny Chee, Jr. They headed for Mexico the next
morning, artiving at their destinarion out of Hermosillo
that day.

The next morning, the hunt was on. Manny Chee,
Jr, and Reneau, along with their guide Manny Lopez,
were dropped off in the pre-dawn darkness. The two
hunters had only one rifle for their hunt that day. Manny
had left his behind, just to make sure that Reneau would
have the first chance, and there would be no discussion
on the matter. Rencau encouraged him to bring it, bur
Manny insisted that Reneau was to take the first buck.

They were led to a vantage point and, at dawn,
began glassing for several hours. They saw no bucks, so
they headed back for lunch, which Reneau said was some
fine Mexican cuisine.

They then headed out for an afternoon hunt not
far from the main ranch house. Once again, their guide
had them on a knob, looking painstakingly through
binoculars for the slightest movement or deer body part.
Reneau enjoyed the gorgeous Mexican desert views in-
termittently between glassing sessions.

Near sundown, Reneau stood up and was reach-
ing for his rifle when Manny Lopez came up to him with
an excited look on his face. He made the motion of large
antlers on top of his head and said, “Grande! Grande!”

Reneau wasted no time crossing the mere fifteen
vards to where his guide had been sitting when he spot-
ted the buck. He set up and, as if by magic, the buck
appeared in the only opening on the entire brush-clad
hillside. At 85 yards, it was a no-miss proposition. He
used the only available rest — Manny Chee, Jr’s shoul-
der — and squeezed the trigger. It was a nice one-shot
kill, dropping the massive buck right where it stood.

And with that shot, Reneau had finally become
one of the many trophy owners he had worked with for
so long. Twenty-nine years after Reneau started keeping
records for the Boone and Crockett Club, he had finally
taken an animal that would make “the minimum.” After
all those certificates he had mailed over the years con-
gratulating other hunters for their success, he would
finally have one of his own, even if he did have to sign
it himself!
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Tony L. Spriggs

When Tony Spriggs
and his friend Jess
Forton went on a
musk ox hunt in the spring of 2004, it was
anything but conventional. It was an impromptu
decision, and booked on short notice. They were
lucky and filled two spots with Fred Webb after
a few cancellations. The hunts were booked in
January for a March hunt.

In short order, they were headed north—or at
least Spriggs was. Forton forgot his passport, and Spriggs
had to take both guns and hope somehow that Forton
would find a way to meet him in Yellowknife. Forton
made the rendezvous with only ten minutes to spare. Had
he not made it in time, he would have missed their last
flight and had to go home with nothing more than bad
memories and a dented checkbook,

For the first three days of the hunt, they were
trapped in a whiteour, with temperacures falling below
-45°F. Spriggs says that it was bad enough that two other
men, both from California, demanded to be taken back.
Those hunters ended their hunt without even getting to
the destination.

On the evening of the third day, Forton's Inuit
guide Roy was gone for about seven hours. He returned

128-6/8 B&C '~ Kugluktuk, Nunavut 2004

long after dark, with simple
words. “Four bulls. All good.”

The next day, they
found the tracks and followed,
eventually catching up o the
four bulls. Spriggs remarks that
all four looked to be records-
book animals.

Forton had the first
shot, and he capitalized, taking
a huge 122 point B&C bull.
Spriggs's shot quickly followed
on what he felc was the best
bull remaining of the three, a
bull that would later score an
unbelievable 128-6/8. They
quickly field-dressed the ani-
mals in the extreme cold and
then laid plans for getting back
to a warmer and more hospi-
table location.

In less than ten sec-
onds on that great hunting
day, two of the biggest musk
oxen ever recorded had fallen
to two friends. All on a hunt
that didnt even exist three
months earlier.

Hunting musk ox in
the Arctic has to rate as one of
the great adventures a hunter
can take in North America.
As Spriggs said, “When con-
ditions are that bad, you're
rooting for everybedy. =

New Nebraska State Record

Robert L. Marsteller

390-3/8 B&C ™= Sioux County, NE 2004

Robert Marsteller's landowner permit
for the 2004 limited Nebraska elk
season allowed him to hunt anywhere
in what is classified as the Elk Zone.

He prepared for this rare opportu-
nity already knowing much about the elk in
the area. He had seen them many times as
they wandered from property to property.
Marsteller describes the hunt as “more an-
telope country than elk country.”

On September 27, Marsteller, accom-
panied by his son Ryan and a friend, Rick
Deans, went out into the dark morning air.
Screaming elk bugles brought much anticipa-
tion and filled the otherwise silent morning.

They watched patiently as several
smaller bulls came out to feed. The main
herd then began to appear, and then, inclas-
sic elk style, the herd bull came out trailing.
He was truly a giant among giants.

The two small bulls winded the hunt-
ers, butinthe confusionthe herdkeptcoming.
This permitted Marsteller a clean shot. The
shot was true, and Robert Marsteller and his
great bull elk had just become a small piece
of Nebraska history. His record-setting bull
now takes the top/spotfor hisstate, replacing
aifine 377 B&C typ:cai taken|by, JohniWalker:
if 1€

Ninty,

ago Three decades later, in March 2005, his dream|of completmg a gran sla nof
sheepbecamela‘realitylin'his homeistatelofiTexas.

Ericksisectired aldesernt'sheeppermitiatithelFoundation for North!Am
{ENAWS)Conventionlin'San Antonpiotitwasforthe ElephantMountain Wil
Arealiniwestilexas: llessithanithree \weeks |ater, he\wolild!belon thelhu

Helwasiselective, passing over several quality ramsl before’'s
greatitrophy-'@nce helspotted|thisiram, there was nojdolibtit was the one

helwanted.

Ericks!finef desert ram scores! 183-5/8 B&C, makinglit the ne
"Texas'state record® Ericks\remarked that his ramlis “a|greatitribute to'all
thefgoodifolksiat TexasiParks and\Wildlifefand theirloutstanding sheep
program.iiihe’huntneverwolildihavethappenediwithoutthe dedication’
andllonglhourslinvestediby all the vollinteerimembers! ofi the lexas

BighorniSociety'wholhave helpad makeithelTexasiSheep|Program g

thelsticcessfllloperationithatiitis today:
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New Nevada State Record
lerry H. Lazzari
189-4/8 Bighorn Sheep = Elko, NV 2004

When Jerry Lazzari drew a Nevada bighorn tag,
he knew it would be a true once-in-a-lifetime
opportunity. He wasted no time in hirin

uide and trying to get in shape from oflg -season
1g\nee surgery.

That August, he met his guide, Mike Morrison.
Morrison and a few friends of Lazzari’s were along for the
trip, as were Mike’s mules, which Jerry quickly came to
view as his new best friends.

Their journey took them along Ackler Creek,
through aspen groves and manzanita, as they continued
upward. They finally pitched their camp at 8,500 feet.

Lazzari gives the following description of the next
day. “Day two in the East Humboldrs was filled with spec-
t'lcular scenery. The morning started out with a mule ride
toward Lizzie Basin. The basin rises up
above Clover Valley and is a spectacu-
lar sight from below and from above as
well. The peaks located at the top of
the basin rise to over 11,000 feet and
are capped by the famous Hole in the
Mountain. The Hole is a naturally cre-
ated 30'x30" hole that can be seen for
miles and is a landmark of significant
beauty. The area was deceiving because

2 it is beautifully green with brush and
manzanita, Walkmg through it was extremely difficult be-
cause the ground is covered with loose rock and shale. The
grades are steep and difficult to negotiate, and by all my
recollections there wasn't a stable rock on the mountain.”

At 5 am. the next day, the hunt started. The
initial hike was easy, following one of the few trails in
the area. After a short time, they entered what can be
best described as a steep aspen jungle. An hour later, they
entered a rocky outcropping, which revealed a sight that
none of them could believe. Seventeen rams were headed
nearly straight up over a ridge.

In' 1952, twenty-three-
year old/Harley Gowerly
was working cattle on
hisifamily/siranch: He
wentionianormal route
toicheck onithe/cattle
whenlhe made'an
interesting discovery:
It wasialdeadiwhitetail
buck'—raireal dandy,
too!

Others were still bedded about the basin, raising the total
count to nearly forcy!

After spotting several rams, they saw one nearly a
thousand yards away that stood out. There was no doubt
he was the one Lazzari wanted.

They quickly crossed the canyon down low and
moved up along the oppesite canyon wall to avoid detec-
tion. Once there, the climb began. The canyon wall was
sheer rock with virtually no even ground. At times, they
were literally hanging on by their fingers.

It was during this time that Lazzari's physical and
mental capacity was challenged like never before. His
knee was in horrible pain and bending it was nearly im-
possible. Fatigue was quickly becoming a factor as well.

During the climb along the wall, the sheep all
but disappeared. Morrison was concerned the animals-
had gone over the top. As they continued to progress,
Morrison suddenly turned wich an excited look and mo-
rioned for silence.

Just around the ledge they were approaching was
the ram they had been searching for. He was bedded on
the best spot on the mountain and had three rams around
him. Lazzari had to wait several minutes for a good shor,
but he finally took a deep breath and gently squeezed the
trigger. It was a good hit. Just as he started to squeeze off
a second shot, the ram toppled and started rolling down
the mountain.

Lazzari was ecstatic! They had been on this ram for
more than eight hours, and their determination had paid
off with a gorgeous ram. They quickly took care of Lazzari’s
prize, and then were reacquainted with the unforgiving
terrain during the trip back to camp. On tap of that, they
would be doing it in the approaching darkness.

The trip down was best described as exhausting,
Continuing through rock slides, aspens, and heavily
wooded terrain, Morrison led them back to camp, which
was a magnificent sight for sore eyes, feet, knees, and
hacks. After some conversation and several Advil, bed
was most welcome.

Jerry Lazzari’s big ram now becomes the new
Nevada state record. It surpasses Sam S. Jaksick, Jr’s 186
bighorn, taken in Pershing County in 2001, =

Gowerly recolinted thelstory infa/letter to) BRE:
“Since deepwere relatively new/to Cedar. County, there
wasinoopenideerseasonlatthe timelAfterremoving|the
head (and'notirealizingfthe extent of how biglit was), it
spentitheinext seven or eight yearslinivarious places on
thefarm while!Mother Naturelbleached and weathered
the antlers:"

Since 1974, the'antlers|have hunglinithe stairway.
ofiGowerly:sihome, |ess thaniamile fromlitsifinallresting
place. Fifty-threelyears after that discoveny; Gowerly,
finally had the deer scored, after' much urging from
many people.

Tiheresult waslincrediblel Gowerly hadlthe third-
largestitypical whitetaillever recorded in/ Nebraska. Had
thelleng-tined\buck beenlentered when Gowerly discov-
eredlit, it wouldfhavelbeen the state record for many,
vears. Thelcurrent state record, a giant 194-1/8 Dakata
Colinty btick; wastaken by E. Keith!Fahrenholzin 1966.



New ]ﬂI‘SBV'S New #2
James Porcelli = 175-1/8 typical whitetail
Monmouth Co., NJ 2004

On December 9, 2004, the fourth day of the
Garden State’s six-day rifle season, Jim Porcelli
got up for another day of hunting. He made his
way to the stand and, over the course of the
morning, saw some does and a few small bucks.
He hunted until 10:30 a.m. and then left the
field for lunch.

About 1 pm., he returned to the stand. As usual,
he was hoping for a decent buck to show; but also as usual,
he probably wouldn’t hold his breath.

About an hour later, in the mild December after-
noon, he caught movement and could hardly believe the
sight before him. A massive-racked whitetail was headed
right toward him!

The closer the huge deer got, the more Porcelli
started to shake. The buck was gigantic! He had to keep
reminding himself to settle down, or he wasn'’t going to be
able to hit a thing, should he get the chance.

A few moments later, the buck was finally within
range, but Porcelli had to wait for what seemed an eternity
for the buck to turn and present a decent angle. Finally, it
did, and Porcelli put a slug right behind the shoulder. The
buck was down instantly, giving Porcelli an improbable
trophy and the buck of his dreams.

In New Jersey, Jim Porcelli’s tremendous typical

Jim Porcelli holds the second-largest typical
whitetail ever taken in New Jersey. The mass
and symmetry on this great buck make him an
exceptional trophy.

whitetail is nothing short of historic. It becomes the
new #] for the Garden State, and it is only the second
typical whitetail ever from that state to make Boone and
Crockett’s All-time list. Congratulations, Jim, on truly
“beating the odds.” =
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MODEL 873

THE REMINGTON" MODEL 673™ GUIDE RIFLE.
A MODERN VERSION OF A TIME-HONORED CLASSIC.

Since its introduction in the mid-60's, the Remington Model 600 Magnum has become
a legend among many big game guides. Now there’s a modern version of this classic — the
Model 673 Guide Rifle. Based on the Model Seven™ action, it features a 22" magnum contour
barrel with machined steel ventilated ribs and iron sights. And — with its two-tone, laminated,
weather-resistant stock with deep cut checkering — it looks every bit as good as it shoots.

The Remington Model 673. Swift-handling, hard-hitting, —Rgm in gt on

sharp-looking — and destined to become a legend of its own.
GO T NSRS R,

Wwiw. remington.com/ 673 £2005 REMINGTON ARMS COMPANY, INC.

NE—




