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HALF-MARATHON IN GREENLAND

After Charles slowly crawled up a little
closer, he drew, held, and finally released
his arrow. As the bull ran up the moun-
tain, I could see that the shot was perfect,
and the bull fell dead within sight.

Then Frank told me to get my bow
ready, because while the herd of 20 cari-
bou had run off, they had uncharacter-
istically started to come back to see what
had caused the commotion. This herd,
with some rut-crazed bulls, had prob-
ably never seen a human before. But as
was trying to get my bow off my pack, I
realized that I'd buried my release a little
too deep. As I was unbuckling my gear,
the largest herd bull stood still, facing
us some 60 yards away, but by the time
[ finally had my gear together he had
changed directions and followed the herd
over the mountain.

With the caribou gone, it was now
time to celebrate with Charles. His bull
was absolutely beautiful, with long,
sweeping antlers and a prominent
white mane. Although T was thrilled for
Charles, I kept beating myself up over
the lost opportunity.

My anxiety was compounded over
the next two days as we got hit by Hur-

Tim Neitzel (right) from Wisconsin started off on the first day with this trophy muskox.
Cameraman Jim Thompson (left), and guide Frank Feldmann (center) join in for a

well-deserved "hero" photo.

ricane Florence. Although we had no
data on actual wind speeds, whenever
we opened the door to the cabin, it al-
most came off its hinges. The winds were
so strong the cabin literally shook. There
was absolutely no way anyone could
hunt. It was hard enough just going out-
side. Normally, the camp only loses one
or two days a season due to severe weath-
er. Turns out, we were the "lucky” ones!
Although the next to last day of the
hunt didn't bring the best of weather,

we determined there was a 100-percent
chance of not killing a caribou at the
cabin, so we humped it up the mountain.
It didn’t take long to see the lower eleva-
tions were soaked with rain, while the
higher elevations were covered in snow.
We were somewhat dejected when none
of us spotted any caribou.

The weather on our last day, however,
started out beautiful. All we had to do
was find some caribou. We hiked up a
mountain that Frank believed offered us
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our best opportunity. But as we reached
the top, every boulder field and trail was
covered in snow, and worse yet, there
were no tracks. At this point Frank said,
“With these strong winds and snow, we
have to change our plans. A better op-
tion would be to hike back down and go
up another mountain.” After 2% hours

®

of hiking up the mountain, we reluctant-
ly followed Frank’s lead back to the boat,
and then on to a different mountain.

As we started our second uphill climb
of the day, we knew that we had about a
six-mile hike to where Frank was lead-
ing us. Just past the halfway point, Frank
asked me if T was okay? Although T was
mentally and physically beat, T was also
stubborn and not about to give up.

Charles Robinson from Michigan spotted this bull as we neared the top of the mountain. His
perfect shot resulted in the bull falling within sight. Although we had a long hike back to the
boat, Charles packed his beautiful bull the whole way.
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Finally, when we'd almost reached
the summit of the snow-covered moun-
tain, Frank said, “CJ., I think I see some
tracks coming from the other side of the
mountain.” Those words sent my adre-
nal gland into overdrive. I dropped my
pack, grabbed by bow, and continued
through the deepening snow to a large
boulder, which provided us with cover
and protection from the winds.

As Frank and T glassed, we began to
spot caribou, and some good bulls, too.
The herd of some 60 caribou were still a
few hundred yards away, but there were
at least eight or 10 shooter bulls spread
over the snow-covered tundra.. Some
were bedded, while others were grazing
in between the snowdrifts.

If we wanted to get any closer, we'd
have to go around the caribou into a
shallow draw. The problem was, this
would guarantee the herd would see us.
Going around the opposite way would
allow our scent to reach the herd. We
were simply stuck behind the huge
boulder, and it didn't take long to real-
ize that staying put was our best option.
Although the temperature was in the
low 30s, the boulder protected us from
the 35-mph-plus winds. Still, we could
hardly hear one another speak.
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Dreams will always be dreams until we put them into action. My smile says it all as | pose with
my first Central Canada Barren Ground caribou. Frank Feldmann’s Bowhunting Greenland op-
eration is one of the best hunts a bowhunter could ever experience. Best of all, Frank is one of

my favorite guides and is a pleasure to hunt with.

Suddenly, the herd started to get
up and move away. But, for no appar-
ent reason, a good bull and five cows
headed our way. Within seconds the
bull was standing broadside, and Frank
lifted his rangefinder and said, "Forty
yards.'

Afterall our hard work, it was surreal
to finally have a decent bull at 40 yards. |
started to draw and get in my shooting
“zone,” then stopped and let down. A
bigger bull had snuck in directly below
the boulder, but I could only see his huge
antlers. With the other bull and cows
watching, I quickly decided to step for-
ward, giving me a clear view of the bull.
And without my asking, Frank said,

"Thirty yards." Moments later, my arrow
was in flight.

It flew so poorly that T thought I'd
somehow hit the rock, but it was just the
wind. Fortunately, the arrow hit the bull
between the last two ribs. Pure jubilation
ensued as we all watched the herd bull
stumble and drop just 100 yards away.
At that moment, another rutting bull
ran over and proceeded to pile-drive his
fallen rival.

As Frank and I walked up on the
bull, neither of us could believe the
length of his horns and his overall
size. “C.J., this is our biggest caribou of
the season,” Frank said. I was almost
speechless, as words couldn’t describe
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the experience. And, to be totally hon-
est, I was too exhausted to jump up
and down.

It was already 4:30 p.m. on the last
day of our hunt, so we skinned and
quartered the bull and made it down
to the boat by 9 p.m. Trust me, walking
down a mountain in the dark withaload
of meat is no fun! We hiked 13.5 miles
on that last day — a half-marathon — so
this hunt is not for everyone, and yet I
truly believe everyone should put this
hunt on their bucket list.

Just recently, Frank Feldmann ac-
quired a new concession area with large
populations of muskox and caribou,
and will be conducting hunts there
in the future, His new concession has
never been hunted, and is accessible
only by helicopter. If that sounds like
your kind of adventure, Greenland is
the place to go!

AUTHOR'S NOTES:

On this hunt, | used a Hoyt Carbon Defiant bow, Gold
Tip Hunter XT arrows, Rage Hypodermic broadheads,
T.R.U. Ball Max Pro four-finger release, Spot Hogg
sight, Trophy Taker arrow rest, and TightSpot quiver,
and | wore Browning Hell's Canyon clothing in Mossy
0ak Break-Up Country camo.

If you're interested in hunting muskox, caribou, or
hoth, contact Frank Feldmann, Bowhunting Greenland,
at: 011 299 2848 51, mail@greenlandoutfitters.com,
BowhuntingGreenland.com.



