'RFEw places on this planet could be considered a_
W opportunity for bowhunters. Greenland is one.
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toric man, my hunting partners on this hunt, in this cen-
tury, do not. New York bowhunter Tom Hoffman and Con-
necticut bowhunter Bob Delaney, both highly experienced,
world-traveling bowhunters, joined me, as did Denise Low-
rie of Colorado, a relative newcomer to bowhunting.

The adventure began with extensive travel that took us
through Reykjavik, Iceland, and then on to Narsarsaug,
Greenland. As our plane approached the massive island,
it scemed like another world. Every valley was filled with
an active glacier, and the deep fjords were dotted with ice-
bergs ranging from ultra-white to deep blue in color.

Outhitter Frank Feldmann, of Bowhunting Greenland,
is largely responsible for getting bowhunting for muskox
legalized in Greenland in 2012, After meeting Frank at
the airport, we loaded our gear into his boal and spent two
hours weaving our way through icebergs until we arrived
at the quaint Inuit village of Qagortog, where we spent the
night. The next morning we took off for muskox camp. It
was a spectacularly scenic four-hour boat ride along the
coast of Greenland. Camp was a comfortable cabin built
by the parents of our Inuit guide, Knud. We had heat, a
bathroom, and plenty of fresh water close by.

After coffee and breakfast the next morning, we head-
ed for a fjord to glass for muskox and quickly spotted a
herd flanked by a lone bull. It was ladies first, so Denise
prepared for the stalk as we pulled the boat up on shore.
Using boulders for cover, Denise, Frank, and Tom slipped
in on the unsuspecting bull.

While some might say I bear a resemblance to prehis-
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For centuries, muskox bulls like this one have hidden in the willows.

While Denise stalked the lone bull, the herd of eight
or so, with a good bull in their midst, moved up against
a rocky cliff and assumed their defensive mode by clos-
ing ranks in a tight circle to ward off attackers. The lone
bull paid them no mind, and Denise was able to sneak in
and make a 25-vard shot, downing the bull within the first
two hours of our hunt. It was a fine specimen, and the first
muskox ever taken by a woman bowhunter in Greenland.
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The village of Qagortoq is quite scenic and quaint. At just 3,400 residents, it's stil plorado ba >
the third largest community in Greenland, a country mostly covered by icecap. Denise Lowrie may be
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The bull would be close behind, so we hugged a rock wall and
waited for the herd to come through a gap in the rocky cliffs.

The cows showed up first, at just 20 yards, followed by the
cute but strange-looking calves. The lead cow spotted us, trotted
up the ridge a few feet then turned to stand her ground.

Frank, who had a better look at the gap, whispered, “Draw!”

The bull and my 20-yard pin came into focus at the same
instant. Catching us in his peripheral vision, the bull bolted up
toward the cows but stopped broadside. That’s when my arrow
zipped through his chest and into the sand beyond him. The
- bull whirled to face us, but there was a massive stream of arte-
rial blood pouring out of both sides. In 33 years of bowhunting
I've never seen such catastrophic blood loss, yet the bull stayed
up as he stumbled toward a 200-foot cliff. [ knew a second ar-
row might cause him to bolt over the edge so I remained still
and dumbfounded as the bull dropped to his knees and then
got back up — twice. What should have taken seconds with
that shot and any other species I've hunted, took minutes. I've
never witnessed such strength, such tenacity, or such will.

It took a while for the cows to leave the scene. One old biddy
approached us menacingly, but she finally backed off so I could
recover my bull, a beautiful specimen with long, wavy, grizzly-
colored fur, and heavy bosses and horns curling up to his eyes.
I couldn’t have been more pleased with my muskox hunting
experience. No snowpack. No snowmobiles. No frostbite. Just
a great stalk, in a wild, new, bowhunting land. :

But we weren't done. Since bowhunting for muskox in 2012
was such a success, Frank was able to convince Greenland game
managers that bowhunting for caribou should also be allowed.
They made that decision in the summer of 2013. So, with all four
muskox down in just two days, our focus turned to caribou.

Once we were done muskox hunting, we
transferred to caribou camp. Within two
days this fjord was choked with glacial
ice and we had to leave.

We broke camp the next day and boated five hours west
to another fjord and cabin. That night we enjoyed a supper of
some of the tastiest meat I've ever had — muskox backstraps!

The next morning we hiked right out of camp but saw only
a couple of young caribou. That night, as I lay in my bunk, I
thought I'heard thunder. I looked out the window and saw only
stars twinkling in the super-clear arctic sky. The next morning
we jumped in the boat and headed deeper into the fjord. That's
when we came upon the source of the thunder — the Sermi-
ligarssuk Glacier. The face of the glacier rose at least 200 feet
above the water and it was very active, calving giant chunks of
ancient ice that rumbled into the sea every few minutes, It was a
sight, and sound, to behold.

Knud dropped Tom and Denise off in a valley about a half-
mile from the glacier, and then he moved closer to drop Frank
and me off where the face of the glacier met the mountainside.

There are at least two species of caribou in Greenland. One
is a domesticated feral reindeer that was introduced from Eu-
rope in 1952. The other, the one I was hunting, is considered to
be the Central Canada barren ground species. They are very
nomadic, and for reasons unknown the herds were not where
Frank anticipated. The hunting was tough, but as we picked
our way along the glacier, glassing the surrounding moun-
tains, Frank spotted a good bull — at least by Greenlandic
caribou standards — and that was good enough for me.

Alone and feeding his way through the draws that rose up
from the glacier, the bull still managed to spot us, but we froze

‘and he eventually resumed feeding. The bull dropped into a small

draw and didn't emerge, so I knew he was bedded and immedi-
ately went into stalk mode. When I finally relocated the bull, he
was bedded at 70 yards. Before I could plan my next move, he got
up spontaneously and started to feed down the draw. On hands
and knees, I paralleled his course but on my side of the ridge. .

A fortuitous gap in the rocks on the crest of the ridge al-
lowed me to get set up and nock an arrow. I wouldn't even have
to crest the horizon, just shoot through the gap. When the bull
grazed into the opening, I ranged him at 28 yards and came
to full draw. With the glacier as a backdrop, [ sent my arrow
into the first barren ground caribou ever taken by a modern

bowhunter in Greenland.

By the time we took photos and broke down my caribou we
were two hours late for pickup at the dropoff point. While we

Hunting buddy Bob
Delaney arrowed this
massive bull at just 22
yards. It was the largest *
bull of the group.
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The glacier in the background
of this photo renders the size of

> . . my Greenlandic caribou’s antlers
A \ irrelevant. It was one of my
) o favorite stalks of all time.
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My first muskox was gorgeous with heavy

bosses, deep curls and long, flowing fur.

A very unique animal that outfitter Frank

Feldmann and | were both happy with.
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ARROWS, BROADHEADS MAKE A DIFFERENCE
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