il , i
U i L i
uJJEi IE 1 l"! I il i FE.'!' | “h !ml'||1|L“.HH“'L-.
I .H{;“l M
H!,.un --

* :': [ I .-:-;'.f :r‘.';?
! 11 R 1L LR iy . '5" nat 111 : | 1 Hill | 1 [
I !miﬁ t fn e 'I I'-!.‘ Ul ']..['1!;';!” I . LTI !Jﬂ!!“ H il

it ! [T | h“hh il I
?‘ o Hmﬁ |

N T} H'

ﬂfu“}LQLmﬁrvw Phces
F‘i bR s

lﬁ i,h r,... “'};inh...

n tl
M anc, m‘“‘" m' !h .'1_ i)

’ L Wy o By

s |Hliii wr U/ /U e W/ ) \ i
i il “’ | il il Wﬂﬂm'iﬂmlﬂﬂr"'l""”'f"";-e;.:..:-.- liiii’l”ﬁ:n'z-:-r-:-.:;.'n i
T e 0 L

...':le, "'t.- i, it I i PRt I [1 '_‘:.'!' .i,':_r-l‘; il ::E:':,-:-_Q“E;r:}l”
.[-,- 5;!..1'. L RLE N Hll‘“lm;lt i r_ | il =1k -..-'; mll t[ HE

an and | M @Hl lm{mﬁ TR gy % 5“ ﬂh‘
-.. _'.; AR ﬁ | F‘.‘ EH{”UI‘ Jil {I ‘E‘;‘V | ." .J:L P’LIIH
poats), "ﬁﬂwu"“i“ﬂﬁﬁ”x,t_ it

Zhil?
|‘“ mﬂj im; : ’fhr iyt : H
! jl]’i““lllifltﬁjl[{f:; J'Iwiiﬂl !i 2l UJI |ll

uE )

M_wmmmmL w-e
st T e Tt



iilte _mpletéd a fmt hm.w I'ldE l‘G Quba ":;_ Dageqtan tur, Befﬂre Juntise the next

Lt d' anﬂther fourt o' five-hour nde 3mmnmg, after a quick breakfast of
gluﬁ*,mg the iu,ght mto thc e&stern | chai, cheeses and flat bread, we
| i ﬁ,auﬂ:»asmn Mountaim, arriving atia || thmbcd to/the peak, here we started |

A Trio of Turs

Dagestan Tur

htqm vﬂjage for a m{ic}i"-na_tded | glagsing. Within two hours, Vladimir il (Capra cylindricornis)
||1;;l|1t F;hurt* tyghtﬂf 5 éep il -Espotted 150 tur within 1,000 }fards of Kuban Tur
. | - II :'-'w-,_ 'i:. "| I:i- L i ”::;;;:!::.-Gm pﬂﬁltlﬂn Dll_l'l_ng ’khl: dﬂjf, we ktpt (CHPra caucasica ca"casjca)

' .Dagas'tan'mr e ";-;;Iitr.ick of  the large group! through 'a
in 'I| Ear},}? ﬂ‘i&& fmxt mofmngr ﬂﬂes WEn—, ":-. 'apo’thng smpe and became convinced
Lh 1L[ 1ghtef£:]rm|am;1 hmqqeﬂ patked ‘and/we || ' thal six of thel animals were excep- |
"1“' ig &rtté'ks! at 8 39 a ‘m.ionia four~houf i tional tmphjes that were well worth a

|'i | i
ilﬁ?gulebaﬂk ride | u];di‘wer with the | closer look. At 7 pim. we were finally

Mid-Caucasian Tur
(Capra caucasica x
Capra cylindricornis)

ELL‘L’F{CEh’t qfﬂudHSIﬂnS 'Cxtﬁnﬂlng | Hhie tf_'l get Wlth.lﬂ El{]D f,-ial'ds U‘I th'L | CI_E"cI“ dﬂ.d_ ']:}.'{E’ﬂ t.hE plDLE‘S"& “’Du]d
] 11 .
.I' i

l[lh .....
11{?»1. 't ?.Zﬁﬂmfee m't'u‘*h'h]é blue sky' ' 'large group. (The six legal rams were | -ereat Using the intermittent fog as
1 "I,t;a éj.l '4Aa:[ E‘d ﬁﬁy neck Q) lymg downat the top of the ndﬂe, | lcover, iwe made several successful i
Hilll, e the éilﬂn& sdrve}r the steep | with) the }rnul'tger animals and many mini-stalks, carefully inching down
"“[I I.%1‘1‘:;5?1":* g ed l-i:pet;, 1Im;*adE,-,rsta:};rn::l wh'}'r'" Lalert eyes between us. We agreed that | thelridge and|eventually reaching a
‘“h ht d'l&i tt&culh:q Gau-:‘asnén Motintains!| in thid sittiation it would not be pmar- position 325 yards from the six big
| 5|a ]é]céi[}siidef' I:he most challengu'qg ble tlDrCIDSE the! diShI‘lC{_ tur on the far ridge. There, we
}!E,lcrétln e uﬂpl fq)r al‘qeep hun’urlg {On most of my previous sheep. [ remained frozen in plar_e for about 45
f ,'ha Pﬁstful f‘ught na comfmrtahle huntb, fog was an unwelcome change || minutes, fi nally becoming worried
,EUhﬁ wall] base| cajnp earl}r the next '5'!:5:111 weather, As welay motionless | | about the fog not clearing and the
"l i'._.; i W@'_. ,1Elg};1t guides. and I | . betind a rock ledge, however, we || approaching darkness.
h'j st iﬁ'ﬁﬁd‘:kgn eight-hour alimb on foot, "':ndﬂr:ed that a fog bank would roll in' | /|| The largest ram was lying down
”‘Wi ) bﬁtkbaaks h‘q estabhsh A splkL | ._and stay for onlyi five or 10 minutes | with his body turned at a severe angle

l] | .
.1.H, a]iihﬁ" .a"ﬂd Istaft mur .semch fﬂr 'bLfbre the wmd W('Mli‘i SWEEP tl‘m sky_ | to us and mostly behind a massive

| '-I1|

_ ll | -'~| !: g | II| | 1} Il | i |
‘. |I ¢ L s I TR "!i. AT 1 !: ’:;, H TR et 'f: rearii i) [ ! !
i{ ”']h"' - _-3h;4hh ] sl LR sl g.ﬁJiHm. e A e et i continued on page 184
1] | 1 i .-Ill;I |:... i i { {1t 1t II:, “lg': .I:!i“‘ | 'i.. 1 1} i s ".: :
| ELL Y i i ([l - (il
|'|. e
T !i|- ,"::I:!!|-."!'“ i .:.i.i;"“
Rt et il i
AR R Hegt s AT
]'1'a,,.,H-1-|1;i;,'_l-l.t!i. ! TR
Fiteetatdil il 1 1 e Hest L R R ]
R Wi i !!:|' i |= Hrll
. “I l -. ‘lt“”i“?.l*: 1 !i;'q1_ 1 ii IH1 "l“ -!!! I|II -'1I'I:: -‘I
TR Hilse i ) getRRL e T TR IR Ll
ll“ | 1 ( Jhr l_‘.l'|l=l '.El'“l'l- ...]‘;-_‘_EI':;._'!_ |l hid i 'i!” ] Ih {ji ||i1'l', TR
I i |:- b T g "I'I‘_..'l.llll_l_".l.lil.I'__l:, it 1 --I_"!.‘II i l: ||" 11 \ T
h it *" “1'1- til?,'."",.':r.|, It Sl e it
adh | ! ':", Eigead gy i : I L} ; |'LL #HH
'*u '!|r111|| | !.111--‘3"5]'-'-!. f iU :1.:L:!. )
) ".1 i _.__-.1‘_![ 1l 1itaath
I .”H |I11ﬁ |l|, ll- ﬁm: it i
1.|-“ ; 1'| |1.=hl' L I“'I
i firhitt
il il
*..!l;:__i;'
i ;:_ I:1E'~I |
i i 1’ { I|i'!'.' ;
A el lff| “15'1111””1[] o |
.jltll ::' : l':'- I '| || 1 ] ' bl 1
: ,, il .| |1_§'] 1“. :Hh ;ltk E‘HLH” h" EI |I I” L-%Eli"!!iiiilﬁi’ f {
._: 1 | i !. .l; “ Ty I-r:'i ”',i_. 1] | ;II:::: i i
“T I|H Jﬂl“ ]Hi' F il L ilw lﬂ] i;ﬁ,rtfﬂk I ! ipﬂ;E%Jt”Ih4}H:ﬁf? il
Im .,'1*!', I'V-* TR
]

Iﬂ tl 1l r, | ; it il
i " Hmm“ s g

!ll':i " ig. f“" '1 .._ e Gt e R “fl* h
il 1‘ “th \h] | 1‘1;-5\!;!\'11 e el
na 1‘ ulitm e

o n}f:“t{‘}‘ @ W'

ii"gi‘-?l._ll ‘“ig. H"“ i "‘ll||1! [ ol i il

'mrﬂ.-.h.‘ ’i!aﬂl.t“II“IlH”E m ]1 I"-.-.;..,1l g

s e "‘H iU e



Marathon Hunt for Tur

continued from page 105

rock formation. My only option was a
chest shot, but only 50 percent of his
chest was exposed. As additional
incentive to anchor the tur with one
shot, Vladimir whispered, “If he is able
to run 20 meters, he will go over a
steep cliff, and you will not get a
second shot. Also, it will soon be dark,
so recovery tonight will be impossible.
And getting to a wounded or dead tur
tomorrow will be very difficult
because of the steep terrain. So make
the first shot count!”

After considering all factors, I
replied, “I am going to take the shot
and try for the chest.” I got into a
comfortable prone position, arranged a
solid anchor for my Snipe Pod, and
squeezed the trigger of my .300
Weatherby, sending a 180-grain poly-
mer tip on its way at more than 3,300
feet per second. The shot was true. The
big ram never stood up, but he lunged
forward and seconds later came to rest
well short of the cliff edge.

Lots of backslapping and compli-
ments - “Great shot — great guides -
great trophy.” The picture-taking and
caping started in a rush. We left the
mountain peak with that fine 37-inch,
12-year-old Dagestan tur and started
the long, steep walk down to spike
camp in total darkness. When we
arrived three hours later, we celebrated
a bit, but after the long day we were
eager to crawl into our tents,

Because the weather was unusually
warm the next morning, one of the
guides and I started the long trip
down with the trophy so the cape and
horns could be properly cared for and
salted in base camp. Vladimir also had
a tur permit and the following day
took a very fine trophy. That evening,
after welcome showers and a short rest
for the hunters, we had a great meal
featuring Dagestan tur and several
vodka toasts,

Kuban Tur

Three days later, Vladimir and I
were in the western Caucasian
Mountains, spending the night in the
city of Karachaevsk in the Russian
republic of Karachayevo-Cherkeseya.
After meeting with government offi-
cials and purchasing supplies, we
made a harrowing five-hour drive in a
rugged six-ton Russian truck up slip-
pery slopes and over steep terrain that
I could not believe a vehicle could
negotiate. Late in the day, we arrived
at our tent base camp at 7,000 feet,

Next morning we loaded horses and
continued climbing to reach what
turned out to be numerous spike
camps from which we would climb
and hunt over the next eight days.

The weather was unseasonably
warm, which made climbing and spot-
ting the Kuban tur even more difficult.
On the fourth day I passed on a seven-
or eight-year-old Kuban, hoping we
would find a more impressive trophy
on yet another mountain. Vladimir
and the local guides worked hard
during this long and difficult hunt,
establishing many spike camps and
glassing too many slopes to count.
Even from a non-hunting perspective,
it was worth the time and effort
because I had an opportunity to view
and experience the most beautiful
mountains in the world, heights that
few people, especially Westerners,
have had the privilege to visit.

On Day 14, all the hard work paid
off when Vladimir and guide Rashid
spotted two lone Kuban turs, one of
which had broomed horns in the 30-
inch class. After a careful, hours-long
stalk, I was in perfect position and less
than 300 yards from the bedded rams,
with the larger one in my crosshairs.
We waited for what seemed hours for
the larger Kuban to stand and provide
an easier shot, but he was content and,
thankfully, totally unaware of our pres-
ence. But thick fog was starting to roll
in, and if we waited much longer we
might well lose the opportunity. So I
told Vladimir that for the second time
in my odyssey, I would take a shot at a
bedded tur. Just as I started to squeeze
the trigger, the Kuban stood and
stretched his 300-pound body, and a
split second later my bullet struck. The
ram leaped forward off the ledge,
bouncing down the slope and ricochet-
ing off boulders and shale for 200
yards before coming to rest on a rocky
ledge far below - but still a long way
from the bottom.

Vladimir and I took pictures of the
11-year-old Kuban and then started the
caping process. After a steep, long
descent in the dark, we arrived at our



spike camp and at 1 a.m. had a
welcome meal of fresh sheep tender-
loin. I was amazed by the skills of
Vladimir and the locals in negotiating
the steep, difficult and pitch-black
mountain with heavy backpacks.

At base camp, Vladimir demon-
strated that his skills were not
limited to mountain slopes. He
prepared a spectacular meal and
even produced a fine bottle of French
red wine to complement the main
course of sheep meat.

Mid-Caucasian Tur

Within two days, I was out of the
western Caucasians and on my way to
the Russian republic of Kabardino-
Balkariya. In Nalchik, I spent a
comfortable night at a guesthouse run
by the hunting department — great
food, lots of vodka and a real bed! The
accommodations and food were
exceptional, equal to or better than
many five-star hotels I have stayed at
in Third World countries.

With 22 days of “orientation” behind
me and two of my hoped-for three tur
salted and drying, I felt both mentally
and physically prepared for the final
eight days. After four hours by vehicle
and six hours of on-foot climbing, Max
Vorobiev of Profi-Hunt, local guides
and I set up the first of many spike
camps. The magnificent El’brus
Glacier, which locals call Ash-
Gomakho, meaning “Happiness
Bringing Mountain,” was visible
during clear days and nights, and I
soon learned that the massive glacier
had an impact on weather for over 100
miles around. For the next week,
happiness was indeed bestowed on us,
despite our experiencing the most
difficult mountains, extreme weather
and challenging conditions of all my
three tur hunts.

Although we were at somewhat
lower altitudes, 8,000 to 10,000 feet,
than on my earlier hunts, the moun-
tains here were much more difficult to
negotiate. I had brought on the trip a
brand-new pair of Leki climbing poles
and new but broken-in Meindl boots,
and by the fourth day of the final hunt,
the poles finally fatigued out and the
seams and tread on the boots had very
few steps left — about same condition
as my body. The guides, especially,
were pushed to the limit during this
hunt and worked harder than I did.
After negotiating numerous moun-
tains and operating out of four spike
camps, we had not found a mature
Mid-Caucasian tur and were all
getting dejected. But our perseverance
and tenacity finally paid off — on the

final day, five rams were spotted 350
yards from our position.

With time running out and with
Max’s words echoing in my head,
“You must shoot now or you will not
have the opportunity again,” the
biggest tur finally raised his head,
permitting a clear but difficult neck
shot. After allowing for the severe
uphill angle, the wind and the location
of other turs, I took several deep
breaths and squeezed the trigger. |
heard the welcome “whomp” of the
bullet’s impact and saw other turs scat-
ter unhurt. Although my tur was hit in
the neck and severely wounded, he
made it over the ridge and disap-
peared. We followed a good blood trail
but had to abort because of formidable
terrain. Much to my displeasure, I had
to start my journey back to Moscow to
catch my international flight. Back in
base camp, the guides assured me they
would return to the mountain with
climbing gear and “rescue” my tur.

As 1 boarded the flight for the long
trip home, I had a deep sense of guilt
and sadness that [ was leaving Russia .
without a magnificent trophy that
might well have been lost to the bears
and eagles of the Caucasian
Mountains. Back home, I received a
call from government authorities in
Nalchik and an e-mail from Profi-Hunt
with good news: “The guides recov-
ered your Mid-Caucasian tur, and it is
a great trophy.”

Two months later, my good friend
Reza Golsorkhi arrived back in New
York from his own tur hunt and had
his own great news: He had brought
my Mid-Caucasian tur. As promised,
the local guides had returned to the
steep mountain and rescued my
trophy. After the required drying
period, it scored 160 1/8 SCI.

During the last few years, I have
completed three or four sheep and/or
goat hunts a year, and without hesitation,
I can attest that tur hunting in the
Caucasian Mountains is the most chal-
lenging and rewarding of any high-coun-
try hunt in the world. I must express my
appreciation to Vladimir Melnikov and
Max Vorobiev for their support and guid-
ance, to the hardworking local guides and
to the Profi-Hunt staff in Moscow for all
their assistance during my 30 days in the
Caucasian Mountains.

Even today I can vividly recall every
difficult climb, narrow ledge and steep
mountain peak that left a mark on my
body or mind, or on which I left my own
marks — a little sweat, skin, or blood. As
many sheep hunters say, “You don't real-
ize what a great hunt you had until you
have been home a few months.” A%



