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Editors Note:
“As one door closes another opens.”
you? As soon as results
start filtering in, the research begins. I start by
breaking down the unit
with tools like onX Hunt
Maps and Google Earth.
I then have a series of
questions that I ask to
the local game warden
or biologist. Lastly I forLastly, as the application mulate plans A through
door closes, what is the F and get ready for seaFor most of us, the wait next door that opens for son opener.
The application door
has just about closed for
most states. With that
being said, Wyoming
resident and non resident application deadline is May 31, 2018 for
deer and antelope (non
resident) and deer, antelope, and elk (for resident).

has begun. I don’t know
about you, but I have
visions of giant bucks
and bulls dancing in my
head. I am beyond excited for this year’s line-up
of hunts. Which hunts
are you most excited
about?

I would love to hear all
about the hunts that
you are excited about
and your research process. Shoot me and
email:
zachherold1@
gmail.com and I’ll be
sure to reply. ZH
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Tips and Tactics
The Elk Hunting Imperative

Step One, Decide To Go

By: Casey Rash

Growing up in rural south-

“Home away from home”

“When possible, a larger tent is nice espceially
when the weather doesn’t
cooperate”

west Missouri, I always
looked at elk hunting in
the mountains like a luxury and had accepted
the idea that I’d probably
never be able to afford to
do that; it was a dream.
I was entirely wrong in
my thinking and it took
me WAY too long to realize. I’m writing about
what I believe to be the
first and most important
decision a first-time elk
hunter will have to make.
My perspective is that
of a non-resident. I’ve
navigated this journey.
You might think you’ve
read this before. There
are countless articles of
this nature - good ones.
This type of article has
certainly been seen before. Maybe not quite like
this, though. I am going to
break this down in a very
simple, organic way and
leave nothing to question outside of what will
be your own preferences.
This is article one, step
one, of several articles
to come. Bear with me.
I read about elk hunting
when I was a kid, start-

ing at about eleven or
twelve. I would check
out Outdoor Life and
other hunting magazines from the middle
school library almost religiously, as well as Louis L’Amour (great adventure stories!). I would
read them all cover to
cover and dream about
the places and adventure hoping to someday realize the experiences but unsure if it
would ever be possible.
I imagine many people face this scenario
and think like I did; but,
here’s the deal: it’s not a
rich man’s “thing.” It is
a hunter thing. It’s not a
“fair weather” or “hunter in name only” thing,
but rather a bonafide “I
hunt and kill animals for
food” and an “adventure
seeker” thing. You have
seen photos all over,
you’ve read success stories and dreamed of -literally had dreams about
it- going elk hunting in
the Rocky Mountains.
You know in your soul
that you are a hunter
and that something inside you is pushing you

to make the journey and
enter the mountains
on a mission to bring
elk meat to your table.
The problem, though,
is compound. You have
preconceived notions,
consumed
misinformation, heard nightmare tales of experiences gone awry, “how
expensive is it?” and
you have never done
it yourself. You do not
directly know anyone
willing or even capable
to show you the ropes
of western hunting.
So, what do you do?
Where do you start?
Special note before I go
any further - I very much
intend to address the
funding situation for the
aspiring, proverbial “average Joe” (as most of
us are) non-resident elk
hunter. I will address an
entire piece to this topic, but not in this article.
The very first thing you
need to do, your first
decision, to begin planning your first elk hunt
is this: Decide. Decide to do it. No “if’s,”
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“and’s,” “but’s” or other excuses. Tell yourself, “I’m going elk
hunting. It’s time to start planning.” Despite the unknowns
and challenges to navigate, and
the knowledge to sift through,
just make up your mind that
you’re going to go. Do not go
one more day thinking or saying
any variation of the following:
“Oh,
maybe
someday.”
“Man, that would be awesome! Wish I could do that!”
“I would love to do that someday.”
“I will do it when my kids are older.”
“I can’t afford to do that.”
Breaching these thresholds into
the realm of “I’m doing it” is THE
key for an aspiring first-timer. I
have been approached by folks
many times over about this subject, “I’d love to go elk hunting
someday!” So they ask questions and, truthfully, I love these
conversations. My eyes glaze
over with memories of hard
work and good times with some
of the best people I’ll ever know.
This is what I always tell people:
decide whether you’re actually
going to do it. Just get it in your
head that you are going and planning starts now. Make the decision now and put it in your mind
that you are planning the trip.
Ok, now let’s assume you’re decided. Now what? Well, we’ve
probably heard, “intentions
without action are useless.”
You must believe you will follow
through. Once you accept this in
your mind, you are ready to proceed. Putting it off and making
excuses effectively and entirely
prevents you from even beginning plans. If you are a hunter,
experiencing hunting elk in the
mountains is an imperative,
even as a Camp Chief, caller, or
just a third wheel. It is an experience which brings about a primitive awareness that can only
be achieved in western hunting

manner. Stop robbing yourself of the opportunity. Make memories, make
campfire stories, give you, your friends and family new experiences to
talk about. It’s all mentally very daunting at this point in your journey, but
the plausible reality is that it is smart to let the planning process for your
inaugural hunt take a couple years or so to execute (ideal from the financial perspective). Do not wait two, three or more years to begin planning.
Once you decide and make peace with the idea in your mind that you are
going and you are now planning an elk hunt, your mind will move into the
next stages of making it real. You will talk about it around your family.
You will find yourself researching all sorts of questions that pop into your
head. Your kids and family will notice and ask questions and they will learn
as well. They will see something come alive inside you, their loved ones,
that is only realized by hunters. Everything you plan, prepare and train
for at this point revolves around making a kill. Do not get me wrong here,
I have gutted tag soup far more than I have not and regret NONE of those
experiences. Never has that time or money been a waste; far from it. The
friendships and experiences of the unfilled tag hunts are highly cherished.
Resources abound online. When elk hunting became a reality for me, I
was blown away at how accommodating elk hunters are with information. No, no one is going to give you a grid coordinate and say, “hunt
this unit in this state, go to this spot and you’ll be in ‘em!” The planning,
training and execution is hard. There is much to learn. There is nothing
easy about this; but, easy isn’t what you want; hunting is what you want.
Logistics will get easier after the first trip or two, but that is about it.
If what has been conveyed here resonates with you in any way, please
share and leave us a comment as brief or detailed as you like. We largely operate on feedback. Although the next few iterations of this series are already thought out, we would love to make sure we are delivering content resultant of questions and feedback. Be sure to visit
the next article, “You Decided to Hunt Elk - Avoid This First Mistake.”
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Second Chance Buck
In July of 2015 I went to my lease for a work weekend to move a
stand, fill protein feeders, and complete a few other small projects.
I did have my trail cameras out but since it was so hot and early
in the summer I really wasn’t too excited about checking them. I
just switched my cards and put the cards I pulled in my pocket and
didn’t think about them until I had been home for a few days.
When I finally remembered about the cards one night when
I was bored at home I couldn’t believe what I saw. I had at least
3 bucks that would be bigger than anything I have ever shot on
camera. It was so early and knowing that deer look bigger when
in velvet I didn’t want to too excited. I did go ahead and showed
a couple of friends just to get their opinion. It would be another
month before I went back to my lease to be able to check my camera again.
This time I wasted no time seeing what was on my cards. I
brought a laptop with me and was not disappointed seeing all three
bucks were still using the area and noticed the largest of the 3 added a kicker point off of his G2. That was all it took for me to make

By: Cale Staton

him my target buck. I was going to try and kill him and only him.
This was the first time in my life that I went into a season and was
going to only hunt that one deer.
I hunt on a lease in Coleman County Texas with 7 other
friends. We have an awesome place with a bunch of deer, turkey
and hogs. We have a unique set of rules on this place and one of
them is that we have community stands. Meaning that we are able
to hunt at everyone else spot without permission from them. The
only exception to this is the 1st two weeks of the season. Knowing
this I had to kill this buck quick or someone else may get an opportunity to hunt my area and a shot at him.
Opening weekend could not get here quick enough. Just as
always in Texas, opening morning was hot. I was able to bring my
daughter along to hunt with me this weekend and we got to the
stand extra early that 1st day. The morning hunt was a little slow
and we only saw a few deer and none of them were mature. We
have a minimum age of 5.5 to kill a buck on our place so that we
allow them to mature. Midday I pulled my cards again and was able
to see that I had a bachelor group of bucks that were coming into
my spot almost every evening. I just knew that this 1st sit would be
my best opportunity to kill my target buck.
Right on schedule the deer started filtering in. Just like mature deer do my buck was the last to show. At this point I had eight
to ten bucks in front of us and three of them were bigger than any
I had ever killed in my life. What you don’t know about me is that I
am absolutely ate up with archery hunting and get extremely excited anytime I am about to shoot. With the largest deer I have ever
had the opportunity to kill broadside at twenty yards I was so excited I could hardly contain myself. I don’t remember much about
the shot except the fact I forgot to aim, anchor, or do anything else
that is normal when shooting a bow. So that resulted in missing
this buck by shooting right over his back. I could not tell you how
upset I was with myself and cannot write what was going on in my
head due to the fact kids may read this.
I guess if anything good happened it was a clean miss and
none of the deer knew what the heck just happened. A few of
them actually came back to my area and I was able to see the deer
I just shot at lurking in the distance. So I did know that my mistake
did not run him out of here forever. Remember now I am on a time
constraint and only have two more weekends to hunt this brute before everyone else on my place would have a crack at him. Also at
some point the bachelor groups would break up and he may change
his routine. I hunt 3.5 hours away from my house so I cannot hunt
during the week. The next weekend the wind changed and I had to
change spots so I would not spook him away. I hunted all weekend
and did not see him. I was disappointed for sure. Looking at the
weather forecast for my deadline weekend it was going to be hot,
but the wind would be out of the south. My stand is huntable with
that wind direction as long as the deer came in from straight away
and did not circle my set.
I left work early the next weekend to ensure I would get an

-6-

evening sit in. Early in the evening
the second biggest buck of the
three shooters I had coming in
showed up real early and stayed
in front of me for two hours eating. I was on a group text with
my friends and I was telling them
I was just going to shoot him because he was bigger than any deer
I had ever killed anyway. They all
were adamant that I waited for my
big buck I missed two weeks ago.
Sun started setting and I had several deer in front of me and still my
buck was not there. I was starting to kick myself again thinking I
would never get another crack at
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him. Even though legal shooting light ran 30 minutes after sunset I
could not shoot that late because I hunt out of a pop up blind and
it gets too dark to shoot in there before then.
I only had a couple of minutes left that I would be able to
shoot and all of a sudden there he was. I needed this to happen
fast or I would be out of light. My buck must have read the script
because he walked in real fast and the smaller deer jumped out of
this old guys way. He stopped at 20 yards and turned broadside.
This time I was determined not to make the same mistake. When
I drew my bow I could not see my pins when aiming at the deer.
What I ended up doing was aiming above his back and lowering my
bow and kind of guessing where to aim. I did this two or three time
just to make sure and then squeezed my trigger on my release. I
heard the crack of the arrow striking the buck and realized I spined
him because he dropped in his tracks. I quickly got another arrow
in him to finish him off. I was so excited and could not believe it all
came together.
I was shaking so bad and trying to text my friends and the
only thing I could get typed is “down.” I called my wife and could
hardly speak, although I do remember getting emotional when on
the phone with her. She knew how hard I had worked for this and
how long I had waited to finally kill a Pope and Young buck. While
on the phone with her my phone was blowing up with text and calls
coming in. I think they got the point of my one word text. My other
friend that was hunting also jumped on his ATV and started making
his way to my spot. I got down from my stand and just stood and
stared at my buck while standing there shaking with wobbly legs.

”

When my friend arrived he was very excited for me. We
started to take a few pictures and send them to everyone. It was
time to celebrate, and we have a tradition that anytime someone
kills a big buck they have to go into town and buy everyone a steak
dinner. I was lucky that I only had one friend there so I got off
cheap!!! I did not stop shaking for several hours and have never
felt that kind of high from any of my other kills. I hope to feel that
emotion again someday.
This season did not end that day because two weeks later
my daughter ended up killing that buck’s running buddy on the
opening day of general season. We both ended up killing mature
Texas whitetails that were over twenty inches inside spread. I hope
we have a better season at some point in our lives but if we don’t
this one was pretty incredible. At this time I am semi-retired from
buck hunting because I am blessed to be a guide for my daughter
and now my son who has just started hunting. I have never been
more happy to not be able to kill a buck than I am right now.
I still have not got this buck officially scored but plan on it
soon since my 10 year old daughter just shot her a Pope and Young
buck. I will take both of them in after her drying period is up. Mine
was 20.5 inches wide with 7 inch eye guards, 12 inch G2’s and had
one kicker. I rough scored him at 143. I still love walking into my
game room and seeing him on the wall and reliving that moment.

CS
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Mule Deer
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By: Ty Berry

My sole intention on my 2017 varchery season was to find elk and stick
to them! But as I have proved in the
past all it takes for me to lose focus on
elk is deer. This year was no different.
On an evening while out attempting to
locate elk I stumbled across a bachelor
pack of bucks a long ways off, just below skyline. When I had first spotted
them I saw four bucks but nothing too
fantastic. As I ran out of glassing light I
saw three more deer pretty dang close
to those bucks but couldn’t make out
if they were bucks or not. So I set up
camp, ate some dinner, and quickly fell
asleep.
As the sky started to get light the following morning, I was up enjoying a
cup of coffee and breakfast. I rolled up
camp and loaded everything back into
my pack. Right at first glassing light I
was seeing deer all over - mostly does
and a few dink bucks. As I panned my
spotter over in the area I had seen the
bachelor pack, I was shocked to find

deer that might impede my stalk
and watched the bachelor pack
feed and get ready to bed down.
After watching the last buck slip
just over the hill into a high patch
of cedars I was confident that that
was where they would bed for the
When I got approximately a mile or majority of the day. So, off I went.
so away I set up my spotter again.
The seven bucks were almost to I had decided that I should swing
skyline and indeed there was two to the north and attempt to glass
great bucks in the group... and one the other side just to make sure I
absolute freak. The two really good wasn’t missing anything. When I
ones were 26 & 28 inch slick four reached the top and glassed the
points with eye guards. The freak opposing side hill I was confident
was maybe 18 inches wide but his that my initial guess of the cedars
antlers went basically straight up was indeed where they were the
out of his head and was three on bucks had bedded. So very slowly
one side and eight on the other! I made my way to about two hunOn top of that, he had extremely dred yards from the cedar patch.
white antlers.
Once I posted up I dropped my
After getting a better look, there pack, slipped off my boots, and put
was no question about if I was on my rimroks. As I approached
going to go in after them. I sur- the cedars the wind was blowveyed the surrounding area for a ing slightly from left to right and
good hour looking for any other slightly in my face. As I peeked
them only about 300 yards from
where they were the night before.
One buck definitely caught my eye
and I decided they were worth a
closer look. So I threw on my pack
and headed that way.

over the first rise I surveyed the
landscape and determined that
the bucks most likely bedded in
that particular area, for it lacked
any real cover. I moved to the
next rise and peeked over and
immediately knew that if they
were still up here this was the
spot.
As slow and low as I could go I
started down the slope to the
most probable bedding area. As
I moved down the hill I really
tried to pick apart all the places I thought a deer would bed.
The first bed was empty, as well
as the second and third. But, as
I panned to the far right of the
cedar patch I caught the movement of an antler. I pulled up
and ranged the cedar above the
antlers and got 106 yards. I was
able to determine that the buck
was facing away based on the
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position of the antlers. So slow and
steady I headed down toward the
bedded deer using small trees and
sage to cover my movements.

him about thirty minutes and we
were back on the trail. Lots of blood
in several beds and fairly easy tracking. That lasted for about 500 yards
and then the deer turned south into
an old burn and we lost the trail, this
time for good.

As I got to 80 yards I got a good look
at the buck - it was the 26 incher.
He was a beautiful buck and a deer
I knew I’d be more than happy with.
So inch by inch I continued towards
the deer. 75 yards...70...65...62...
and right about then a different buck
stood up out of a deeply dug bed.
My heart jumped. At sixty yards he
looked gigantic. It was the biggest of
the bunch - 28 inches tall and massive.
I looked down double checking my
bow, sight, and arrow. All was good.
As I came to full draw the wind was
still blowing from left to right. As it
always does, these words came to
me: LEVEL. STEADY. PICK YOUR
SPOT. BREATH. SQUEEZE.
As the shot broke the buck was
stretching quartering away fairly hard. I tracked my arrow and it
seemed that maybe the wind had
pushed it slightly right. From my angle I felt that the arrow entered just
behind the last rib and would have
exited right behind the off side shoulder. The buck jumped and kicked and
I thought “that’s how it’s done” with
a smile on my face. I waited right
there for about ten minutes then
slowly headed down to where he
was standing to find first blood and
attempt to recover my arrow.
As I got down to where the deer
had been standing I was not finding

the blood like I thought I would
have. So my next instinct was
to find my arrow and see what
it told me. I lined myself up and
headed down to where my arrow should be.
When I got twenty yards past
where I had hit him, I was
shocked to see the deer standing there looking at me, just 120
yards away. I slowly back pedaled out of sight and raced up to
my bow. I nocked an arrow and
headed over to try to get another shot but as I came over the
rise I watched a small four point
along with the 26 incher walk
over the horizon, followed slowly by the deer I hit. He was hit
good. I could see the entrance
wound - it was exactly where
I had thought it should have
been, and although I couldn’t
see the exit wound, the other
side leg was completely covered

in blood. At this point I felt there
was no point in pushing him. I
would just let him slip over the
hill, bed down, and expire.
So I headed back up to my pack,
ate some lunch, called my wife,
and put my boots back on. After eating I headed down to try
to recover my arrow. I circled
around there for a good forty-five minutes and still never
found my arrow. I then moved
over and marked up last blood
before he slipped over the edge.
After a long two hours of giving
the deer time, I decided to go
in. I followed blood for approximately another 200 yards then
lost it. It went from good dark
blood to light drops to nothing.
After another hour or so of trying to find the trail I called my
uncle to come give me a hand.
When he arrived it only took

I spent the next days trying everything
I could think of from trailing magpies
and crow to listening for coyotes in
the morning and evening. I walked
every canyon and drainage for a mile
in each direction. Nothing. As a side
note - a week or so later I did spot
the freak buck in the same drainage
but never saw the 26 or the 28 inch
buck again.
Looking back I still felt I was well
within my maximum effective range.
The only red flag that keeps flashing
in my head was the wind. I wouldn’t
have considered it a hard wind at all.
I shoot an extremely heavy frontof-center arrow with an ultra micro
diameter shaft and four fletch. I did
end up finding my arrow 190 yards
past where the point of impact was,
so I believe my setup is good.
Maybe I should have just kept after
him when I last saw him. It was and
is something that will motivate and
baffle me for years to come. TB

“After losing the blood trail, we
started a grid search using our
compass and GPS to keep the
grid lines.”
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Gear Review

“

Nose
Jammer
By Link Casey

P.S. It does say NOT to use in the bear woods, due to the sweet smell I assume, so you
bear hunters are screwed.......unless you want him in knife range.

”

We all know how hard it is to fool the nose of any game animal we decide to chase. I for
one have tried every old and new gimmick that comes and goes in this endeavor to be
scent free. We all use scent elimination of some sort from body soap and laundry detergent, to field sprays and cover scents. A product I am getting more and more into useing
is Nose Jammer. Yeah yeah I know, it’s another one of those gimmicks out there to get
our hard earned money, but it’s not. I have put this stuff to the test.
I’m from Georgia, and it’s hotter than four yards of hell down here when bow season
starts in September. You can walk to your stand with ice packs taped to your face and
still be pouring sweat. It is very difficult to hide the human body funk this time of year. I
literally use scent elimination spray to cool off at times.
Nose Jammer is not a new product at this time, but I don’t hear of a ton of people talking
about it. This year I gave it a try and let me tell you, it works wonders. As far as the directions go you can spray it on anything you like from your clothes and boots to the tree
or bush you’re hiding in. Now, it may have a nice sweet smell to it, but I don’t recommend
it for a mouth rinse.
As I used this product in the early season, I intentionally put myself in positions where in
the wind was not favorable. I had deer walk in on my path, right under my tree and directly down wind and still had more success in them not being alarmed than without using
the Nose Jammer spray. Now, I still used all my regular scent elimination techniques, but
I believe this stuff gives you a little more edge to pull a slick one on those tricky whitetails.
Give this product a try, I think you’ll like the results you’ll have.
P.S. It does say NOT to use in the bear woods, due to the sweet smell I assume, so you
bear hunters are screwed.......unless you want him in knife range.
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YouTube
Channel

S1 E1 Hannah’s 2017 Archery Antelope

2017 Wyoming Archery Elk Hunt

Every Friday a new gear review comes out. Check them out

HERE!

Upcoming YouTube Videos in May

2017 Wyoming Archery Deer Hunt
Live May 1st
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Podcast Feedback Winner
Ty Berry
He wins an Archery
Maniacs shirt. Thanks
for the feedback Ty!

To enter, simply give us your feedback about our podcast. Winners will be selected monthly at random.

We Appreciate the Support
Kifaru Internation

Sitka Gear

Dark Energy Tech

Bowtech Archery

Elevation Fitness Trainging

Rokslide

Maven Optics

Shot IQ

Valkyrie Archery

Gannett Ridge Hunting Equipment
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