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Gail w_mro_u we rm_ammﬂ the fruit of his labor

You will meet so few of them in your
lifetime, those rare people you figure will
live forever. They somehow look better
as they mature, their depth improving
with age and their brightened faces show-
ing it.

They become magnetic over time as
we witness them evolve into increas-
ingly interesting individuals.

These you want to count as your
friends. Thousands of Nevadans knew
such a man in the person of one Gail
Alexander Bishop. He came to Nevada
35 years ago with a talent for building
things. He used it to support his young
family.

Like many of us, Gail and Velma
Bishop did not plan early on to make the
Silver State a permanent part of their
marriage.

Like many of us, they came here be-
cause this is where the work was, where
the future offered great potential. From
the heat of southern Nevada to the wilds
of Elko County, Gail Bishop helped con-
struct dams, roads, buildings and air
centers.

Heoperated the heavy equipmentthat
built Ski Incline, the Lake Tahoe Airport
and so many other projects. The fruits of
hislabor dot the region from the Truckee
River’s high Sierra sources to the far-
thest reach of its waters down Fallon
way.

Thirty years ago, Gail Bishop made
thelogical progression from raising build-
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ingsto buildinglives. He went to work as
Reno business representative for Oper-
ating Engineers Local 3, eventually
graduating to responsibility for workers
in the entire northern Nevada/eastern
Sierra region.

He was instrumental in forming the
union’s apprenticeship program, provid-
ing much-needed training for young
workers.

In 1965, Bishop, Rowland Oakes, ex-
ecutive director of the Associated Gen-
eral Contractors, and several othersgath-
ered in Gov. Grant Sawyer’s office as the
state’s chief executive signed the
program’s original apprenticeship stan-
dard.

“I still have that picture on the wallin
my office,” says Philip “Pancho” Will-
iams, who now holds Bishop’s former
position as administrator,

Gail Bishop moved as easily among
the prominent and powerful as he did
with his pupils.

When Mike O’Callaghan became Ne-
vada governorin the early 1970s, Bishop
went to work for his administration as

assistant Nevada labor commissioner.

In 1972, a brash kid fresh up from Las
Vegas met Mr. and Mrs. Bishop atalocal
campaign headquarters. I was immedi-
ately impressed by the wicked sense of
humor displayed by the distinguished,
muscular gentleman wearing the
eyepatch.

In the back of a union hall or at some
political meeting, Bishop the union man
transformedinto Gailen the philosopher,
usually with rambunctious results. At a
Pioneer Inn political functionmany years
ago, a bunch of us were standing in back
by the bar when a certain state law-
maker walked in late.

Asusual, the official wasshadowed by
his coziest friend, a high-powered lobby-
ist.

“In public he calls him ‘senator’,”
Bishop quietly growled. “Behind closed
doors, he calls him ‘darling’.”

We boys in the back had to beat a
hasty retreat to the hallway as Bishop’s
commentaries rendered our laughter
uncontrollable.

When he eventually left state service,
Gail returned to the leadership of Local
3’s apprenticeship program, a position
he would hold until retirement.

He saw toit that his golden years paid
off for others.

No one working full-time plus part-
time labored any harder: the Nevada
Commission on Aging, the University of
Nevada, the National Council of Senior

Citizens, the Food Bank of Northern
Zmdm%..

All benefited from the tireless efforts
of Gail Alexander Bishop.

In his spare time, he volunteered for
projects like the Great Reno Balloon
Races.

The last time my family moved, I
asked to borrow Bishop’s truck. I ended
up borrowing Bishop for a couple of days,
too. He was that kind of guy.

A few years back, he called me to set
up aradioengagement for Horace Deets,
national executive director of the Ameri-
can Association of Retired Persons. Deets
was in Sparks for the dedication of
AARP’s new regional pharmaceutical
distribution center.

The timing was wrong for my morn-
ing program, so I put them together with
future Sparks Mayor Bruce Breslow,
who hosted a very interesting call-in
show that afterncon. It’s a small world.
Bishop’s old union today represents city
of Sparks employees.

He never strayed far from his working
roots. He was most recently president of
the Nevada chapter of Local 3's retirees
association.

One life touches so many others. Who
knows how many families, jobs and busi-
nesses were created or enhanced be-
cause Gail Bishop made opportunities
for them.

Who knows how many senior citizens
may be a little warmer or healthier this

winter because of his tireless efforts on
their behalf. Who knows what wonders
the future holds due to Gail Bishop’s
service at the Sanford Center on Aging
at UNR.

Back in college, a philosophy teacher
of mine once challenged his class with a
simple statement about what would earn
Emummumnn “Showme what you achieve.”
I can’t point to anyone who responded
better than Gail Bishop. He left his chil-
dren and grandchildren with so much to
celebrate.

Perhaps a life of honest, hard work
provided him the strength and capacity
to know what few can handle: maybe he
knew his time.

At a Christmas party last December,
someone pointed out that former Reno
Police Lt. Jim Hartshorne’s birthday was
coming up in February. To Gail Bishop,
that Irish cop was his second son.
Hartshorne had passed away not long
after last St. Patrick’s Day.

For a moment, Bishop remembered
all the good times. He wistfully replied
he would sure miss seeing his old friend
on his birthday, as he had done for so
many years.

At Saint Mary’s Regional Medical
Centerlast Tuesday, onJim Hartshorne’s
54th birthday, Gail Bishop died.

Andrew Barbano is a Reno-based syn-
dicated columnist and 25-year Nevada
resident. Barbwire by Barbanooriginates
each Sunday in the Tribune.






