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Chapter  1 T h e  G r e a T e s T  C h a l l e n G e  o f  a l l ?
Th e  G l o r y  y e a r s  o f  M a r C o  P o l o  s h e e P  h u n T i n G  i n 

a f G h a n i s T a n ’s  Wa k h a n  C o r r i d o r  (19 67–19 79)

This story, which has never been told in the detail it deserves, entails the 
twelve-year period (1967–1979) of Marco Polo sheep hunting in Afghanistan’s 
Wakhan Corridor.  Along with the opening of Mongolia in 1965, the opening 

of Afghanistan to hunting remains one of the two most significant breakthroughs 
in mountain-hunting history. I am only telling a bit of the history based on my 
discussions over the years with forty to forty-five of those daring mountain hunters 
who climbed to the top of sheep hunting’s highest pinnacle so long ago.  

This is a hunting history that begs revival. Just a few days ago as this is being written, I 
had a great telephone visit with Bert Klineburger. We agreed that the “Afghan Period” was a 
hunting era within itself that desperately needs to be preserved in the depth that only a book 
can encompass.  In a perfect world, such an account would include a complete summation of 
the dreams, thoughts, apprehensions, challenges, triumphs, and reflections of every hunter who 
experienced Afghanistan in those days.  Of course, such an ambitious plan is simply not feasible.  
Sadly, I believe that it is already too late for even an abbreviated version of such a history, for too 
many of the old players in this hunt of hunts have vanished over the horizon for the last time. It 
happened this way:

In 1963 or 1964, at a Shikar-Safari Club International annual meeting, Bert Klineburger met Len 
Milton of New York. The Klineburger brothers, Chris, Bert, and Gene, were interested in opening 
new areas to big-game hunting on a worldwide basis.  Len Milton had very similar interests.  

Milton was also very well connected in Washington, D.C., having substantial friends in the 
state department.  Because one of Len Milton’s companies designed very complex electrical circuitry 
systems, he had been involved with numerous government projects, including the development of 
radar systems utilized in America’s Distant Early Warning System.  Len Milton was also president of 
a federally funded organization called People to People Sports.  To give some idea of Len Milton as a 
mover and shaker, a few words about this organization are also in order.
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Turbulent waters of the Oxus River near Qala Panja in the Wakhan Corridor.  U. S. Foreign Ambassador to Afghanistan Henry M. Byroade almost drowned near 
here when his International Travelall was overturned in the rushing snow-melt waters of the Oxus in August of 1959. Byroade had traveled up the corridor on a 
private poli-hunting expedition. The story of his hunt appeared in Wind, Dust, and Snow I. 
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During the administration of President Eisenhower (195�–1960), the 
United States government initiated a unique foreign aid program entitled 
People to People Sports. Its purpose was to encourage and improve 
relations with impoverished and emerging foreign nations through sports 
programs.  Of course, much of this program was directed at, and geared 
to, the young people of these nations. The program mainly consisted of 
supplying a tremendous amount of sports equipment to these countries.  
Many thousands of tennis racquets, bats, gloves, shoes, and balls of 
all kinds flowed into these counties; personnel followed to augment 
these undertakings. Whether the People to People Sports organization 

came into play during negotiations with the Afghan government for 
opportunities to hunt Ovis poli, I am not sure. 

During the early 1960s, Chris and Bert Klineburger had identified 
Afghanistan as one of the primary targets in their pursuit of hunting 
opportunities. The Klineburgers were both sheep hunters themselves 
and knew of the fabulous Marco Polo sheep living in what many 
referred to, and correctly so, as “The Roof of The World.”  To this end, 
they had already had several audiences over as many years with His 
Royal Highness Sultan Mahmoud Ghazi of Afghanistan. 

Utilizing primarily Milton’s government contacts, Bert and Len 
were able to obtain further meetings with Sultan Ghazi.  Out of these 
later meetings would come an invitation from His Highness to begin a 
program of hunting in Afghanistan’s Wakhan Corridor for the legend-

Shaded by the cold gloom of an early August 1967 morning, a narrow, man-
and-animal stick-bridge spans the dark waters of the Oxus River at a narrow 
point near Sargaz village, Afghanistan. Inbound poli hunters had to make many 
crossings of different rivers in their seemingly endless march to poli country. Note 
the almost totally barren landscape. 

Weir McDonald with his life-size 564/8" poli ram from Afghanistan’s Wakhan 
Corridor, taken at an altitude of 17,200 feet in the early fall of 1967. This 
was one of the better rams taken in the entire twelve years of the Afghanistan 
hunting program from 1967 through 1979. On Weir’s journey up to Sargaz 
Pass, a pack animal carrying his rifle fell to its death in the Wakhan River far 
below. At great risk, porters retrieved the rifle, which was broken in half. Weir 
taped the stock back together and prayed for the best. His prayer was answered 
in spades. McDonald’s great ram and an absolutely fabulous 40½" mountain 
nyala were significant factors in his being awarded the Weatherby Big Game 
Trophy in 1968. 
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Dr. Arthur Twomey (left), and Jay Mellon with Dr. Twomey’s 64½" Ovis poli ram taken 19 September 1968 in Afghanistan’s Tuliboi Valley. This photo appeared 
in Jay’s account of the hunt entitled “Breakfast at Midnight” published in the July 1969 issue of Outdoor Life magazine. Outdoor Life was the Cadillac of hunting 
magazines in those days, and after this photo and the story appeared, prospective poli hunters began lining up at the Klineburgers’ door to sign up for a great poli 
hunting adventure. 
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The great Afghan guide Shaheik poses with an excellent 544/8" Ovis poli ram 
taken in Afghanistan’s Tuliboi Valley by James R. Mellon in, I believe, the fall of 
1969. Shaheik took many Marco Polo sheep hunters to the end of their rainbows 
with wonderful poli rams during the years 1967 through 1979. (Photo courtesy 
of James R. Mellon and Safari Press Archives)

shrouded Marco Polo sheep, considered by most hunters to be the 
absolute pinnacle of big-game hunting worldwide.

After years of anticipating, and many months of preparing, 
in August of 1967, the Klineburger-Milton shikar became one of 
the first of less than half-a-dozen significant sporting expeditions 
in modern times to hunt for the fabled Marco Polo. A detailed 
explanation of the planning and build-up for this hunt, the in-
bound journey, the hunt itself, and the return from the expedition 
would fill a good-size book by itself, and anything else would not 
do such an experience justice.

In an aside, it is certainly worthy of mention that another, privately 
arranged hunt for poli was in the planning stages at this same time.  The 
intrepid George H. Landreth and his friend, famous British Columbia 

Stone sheep outfitter G. C. F. Dalziel, were planning an Afghanistan 
poli expedition of their own. I’m not aware of how they may have 
made their arrangements, but it can be assumed that they also had to 
meet with Afghan government officials. That would not have been any 
hurdle for Landreth, who was anything but shy. 

Bert and Len Milton arrived in the sheep country ahead of Landreth 
and Dalziel.  Len Milton killed his ram a couple of days before Bert 
and left for a previous commitment, while Bert continued to hunt.  
After Bert had killed his own ram and when the entire hunting group 
was leaving the mountains, they actually met the inbound Landreth 
and Dalziel near the crest of Sargaz Pass. 

Besides Milton’s ram, Bert was successful in collecting a ram for 
the Afghan department of tourism as well as a good ram for himself.  
In the wake of Bert’s and Len’s successful hunt, the Klineburgers’ plan, 
as agreed to by His Highness, was to offer ten hunts per season for 
Marco Polo sheep and ibex (mid-Asian).  The hunts were to be ten days 
in duration and priced at $6,500 per hunter. These hunts were to be 
conducted in the months of August and September. The Klineburger 
brothers had exclusive rights to the hunting.

The actual hunting area was in the Wakhan Corridor, a 160-
mile-long, 40-mile-wide, finger-shaped portion of Afghanistan that 
projected eastward all the way to the border with China.  The hunting 
was actually to be done in a high, arid, rugged mountainous region 
at the eastern end of the corridor. The area was further bounded by 
Russia (the Tajik Republic) on the north and Pakistan on the south.  
Roads in the corridor were, at best, very unreliable and, in many places, 
essentially nonexistent. No road of any type extended eastward past 
the small town of Qala Panja.

Bert remembers that there may not have been a full complement 
of hunters for the first year (1968), but after that, every hunting slot 
was taken and used for the next eleven years.  During the first season, 
California hunter Bill Picher died from pulmonary edema during 
the course of a hunt.  Although this was a sad turn of events, it did 
little to dampen the enthusiasm of mountain hunters for what would 



— Wind, Dust, and Snow II —

— 6 —

soon come to be considered as the pot of gold at the end of the big-
game hunting rainbow. The flame of this enthusiasm was further 
fanned when word spread that Dr. Arthur Twomey of Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, had killed a fabulous 64½-incher.  After that, the rush 
was on and the lid was off. 

Virtually all hunters even contemplating a hunt for Marco Polo 
sheep had at least some sheep-hunting experience under their belts. 
Almost all were Americans and their previous experiences were, 
naturally enough, with North American sheep. It must be remembered 
that, in 1967, there were really no other worldwide sheep-hunting 
options. Sheep hunting in Mongolia, thanks to the bull-in-a-china-
shop determination of George Landreth and his inaugural hunt there 
in the fall of 1965, was in the process of becoming a reality.  But that 
was all.  

To properly comprehend the intimidating perspective that a poli 
hunt in Afghanistan presented in those days, it is necessary to roll back 
the clock to the late 1960s. 

In the late 1960s and early 1970s, for those hunters thinking about 
Afghanistan, everything was happening for the first time.  There were 
no precedents, no previous hunters to question or seek advice from.  
In those days, even a long-distance telephone call was an activity not 
entered into lightly. Also from a communication standpoint, there 
were no conventions, no ready access via E-mail, no dazzling hunting 
catalogs to pore over and, except for the Klineburgers, no booking 
agents themselves to do the planning and work out the details of such 
hunts.  For that matter, in 1968 there were still only a handful of sheep 
hunters in the entire world. 

In the end, no previous experiences, advice, or forewarning could 
in any way prepare a hunter for the physical, mental, and emotional 
challenges that an Ovis poli hunting expedition posed. Many, if 
not most, were totally unprepared for the far-flung air travel that 
Afghanistan necessitated. It is certainly true that there was none of 
the security nightmares that international and even domestic air 
travelers of today must cope with on a constant basis, but most sheep 

hunters of today are seasoned air travelers, accustomed and inured to 
these mind-numbing mental headaches. Hunters forty-seven years 
ago had little such travel expertise.  For most hunters in those days, 
the travel requirements alone were daunting propositions.

The early American poli hunters journeyed to the Middle East by 
various routes, all of them long and exhausting, arriving bone-tired in 
Delhi, India.  From there, they flew to Kabul, the capital of Afghanistan, 
and, as far as I know, all hunters overnighted in Kabul.  Actually, from 
the moment hunters lifted off the runway in America, the fatiguing 
process began, and it would be a factor during every moment of the 
expedition, not ending until they were back under their own roofs, 
more than three weeks later. 

When these hunters arrived at the Kabul Intercontinental, their 
sleep and nutrition clocks were a wreck. Wherever they looked, they 
saw dark, sinister, hook-nose faces. So much so that one famous sheep 
hunter of that period, who “did” Afghanistan in 1977, told me a year 
or so after his poli hunt that, in Kabul, one could feel the evil in the 
very air.  Keep in mind that this was long before the catastrophic events 
of the last two-and-a-half decades.

For the poli hunters of the Afghanistan era, it was usually in 
Kabul that the enormity of what they were undertaking began to hit 
them . . . and their journey had really barely begun.

After a day or so in Kabul, hunters would board a flight to 
Faizabad in northeastern Afghanistan. These flights were usually 
made in a twin turbo Otter that was unpressurized and flew at an 
altitude of 15,000 feet. Here hunters began to have even further ideas 
of what lay ahead. At Faizabad, the plane landed on a grass strip.  
Hunters would load their gear into small Toyota Land Rovers for 
a rugged trip over roads that forded rivers and, later, clung to steep 
mountainsides.  New to them would be roads that were a cantilevered 
series of timbers, mud, and sticks.  

This bone-jarring and frightening segment of the journey usually 
took one-and-a-half days and ended at the small village of Qala Panja.  
The one-and-a-half-day trip from Faizabad to Qala Panja represented 
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1947
Franc Shor travels through the Wakhan Corridor 
of Afghanistan and south to Hunza in 1947 with 
his wife. During their stay in Hunza, Franc 
borrows a rifle and hunts Marco Polo argali, 
collecting a ram with 47-inch horns.  Jean Shor 
later writes an account of their travels and this 
hunt, which was published around 1955.

1957
Prince Abdorreza Pahlavi (brother of the 
shah of Iran) mounts a huge expedition that 
is organized via the political connections his 
family has with the king of Afghanistan, 
Mohammed Zahir Shah. The prince hunts 
in the Wakhan Corridor and obtains a high-
forty-inch ram; he then crosses over into the 
Tajik Republic, USSR, where he shoots one 
more Marco Polo ram of similar size.

1959
Henry Byroade, the United States ambassador 
to Afghanistan from 1959 to 1963, undertakes 
a hunt to the Wakhan Corridor of Afghanistan 
in August 1959 after obtaining permission 
from the Afghani government.  After going 
as far as his vehicle could take him, he travels 
for three days on horseback to get to a hunting 
camp in the Tuli Boi Valley.  He collects two 
young Marco Polo argalis.

1959
Elgin Gates and Herb Klein get permission 
to hunt in the princely state of Hunza from 
the ruler, the mir.  (Today Hunza is part of 
Pakistan.) Klein and Gates obtain multiple 
Marco Polo rams, the biggest of  which is a 62-
incher shot by Gates. Both write accounts of 
their hunts, the most famous of which is Elgin 
Gates epic story written in journal format and 
published as Trophy Hunter in Asia.

1961–1962
Hamilton McCaughey is granted special per-
mission to hunt mountain game in Pakistan.  
He bags urial in the Khar Mountains and pro-
cures a trophy Sindh ibex in the hill country of 
southern Pakistan. Trekking into the Hunza-
Chinese borderlands, he collects an Ovis poli 
and ibex.  Interestingly, he follows almost the 
same route as Elgin Gates had taken in 1959.  
He collects two small rams.

1966
Dane Rudolf Sand, through diplomatic con-
nections and a great deal of persistence receives 
permission to enter the Afghan Pamirs.  He 
and his Swedish friend, Dr. Allan Lunderquist, 
obtain one Marco Polo ram each as well as sev-
eral ibexes. The hunt takes weeks as most of the 
travel is via foot.

1967 August
Bert Klineburger and Leonard Milton obtain 
permission from the Afghan government to 
mount a hunt into the Wakhan Corridor where 
they obtain a total of three rams. This is the 
start of commercial Marco Polo sheep hunting 
in Afghanistan; all hunts for the next decade 
are booked through the Klineburger Brothers’ 
travel agency.

1967 September
As Bert Klineburger departs from the Wakhan 
Corridor, George Dalziel and George Landreth 
enter the same grounds to hunt Marco Polo.  
Their hunt is independently organized from 
the Klineburger-Milton effort. Dalziel, a well-
known British Columbia Stone sheep outfitter, 
shoots his Marco Polo with an open-sighted 
.30-06!  Both men obtain rams.

1968–1978
Klineburger-organized Marco Polo sheep hunts 
allow approximately 115 hunters to collect a 
ram in the Wakhan Corridor.  In late 1978 after 
a Communist coup in April that same year, the 
country closes to hunting; this is the beginning 
of instabilities in that country that have lasted 
till this day.  Afghanistan has remained closed 
to hunting since that time.

h i s T o r y  o f  M a r C o  P o l o  s h e e P  hu n T i n G 
a f T e r  Wo r l d  Wa r  i i  T i l l  198 0

Listed here are those Marco Polo hunting expeditions that I know of that took place during this time period.  No doubt other hunts 
took place, but only those that left a written record are generally well known to the hunting world.  In some cases the written accounts 
did not appear till decades after the hunts had taken place.
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an increase in elevation of over �,000 feet.  Because hunters were able 
to ride in vehicles to Qala Panja, this increase in elevation went, to 
some degree, unnoticed. It would, however, soon prove significant 
when further major increases in elevation over the next several days 
were factored in.

Hunters overnighted in Qala Panja.  There they met their shikaris, 
the native Afghan men who would lead their expeditions.  These men 
served as interpreters and often did much of the guiding themselves.  
Most shikaris were natives of Qala Panja or another native village, 
Baba Tangi.  

The next morning, hunters mounted horses for a very long day 
of riding. Climbing steadily all the while, the hunters spent much of 
the day along a series of cliff-side trails that clung perilously to the 
mountainsides. The Oxus River and, later, the Wakhan River surged 
far below. In many places, hunters had to dismount and lead their 
horses because the trail was so closely overhung with rock that it was 
impossible to ride.

Nightfall generally found expeditions at the tiny nomad village 
of Sargaz, which was the last Afghan outpost heading east to China.  
Here the trail joined the exact same trail that Marco Polo had used 
on his trade mission to China in 1�71. The route from Qala Panja to 
the village of Sargaz entailed another increase of almost 3,000 feet.  In 
the previous two-and-a-half days, hunters had gained 5,000 feet in 
elevation. At Sargaz, the altitude was 10,�50 feet. There, many hunters 
experienced their first real difficulty in sleeping. Much more serious 
difficulties lay ahead.

By the next morning, the hunters really began to feel the pain. 
At Sargaz village, it was good-bye to the horses as hunters 

switched to yaks for a huge climb to the 17,500-foot crest of Sargaz 
Pass.  Much of this trail was over a series of terrifying switchbacks 
and along towering ridgelines. When hunters rode through Sargaz 
Pass, they had ascended approximately 1�,500 vertical feet in under 
four days.  In retrospect, this huge increase in elevation should have 
been spread out over several more days to allow their cardiovascular 

systems time to acclimatize. Few, however, could afford these 
additional time outlays.

The shikaris made every effort to get hunters over Sargaz Pass and 
down to the two hunting camps, at an elevation of 13,�00 feet, in one 
very long day.  The actual hunting was done in two wide valleys,  Sargaz 
Valley and Tuliboi Valley, each several miles long.  The rough, coarse 
grass that was a mainstay of poli diet was abundant in these valleys. The 
sides of the valleys were a series of long ridges that sloped ever upward to 
heights of 16,000 to �0,000 feet, out of the reach of hunters.  Poli came 
down into the valleys to feed at night while daylight would find them 
already making their way up to steeper, more rugged terrain.

Nicholas Franco of Spain with two nearly identical, great Afghanistan poli 
rams killed within a few moments of each other. One of these rams was entered 
in older editions of the SCI record book. This listing carried through to the 2009 
SCI record book of mountain animals. It shows a right horn length of 557/8" 
with a left horn length of 517/8" and bases of 145/8" for an official SCI score of 
2024/8. The interesting fact about the photograph is that these measurements 
would appear to fit either one of the rams almost perfectly. ¿Quien Sabe? Note 
the hunting yak grazing in the background. Upper end of Sargaz Valley, Afghan 
Pamirs, August 1970. 
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An unknown hunter with a nice ram he took in a high, rugged boulder field on a fog-shrouded Sargaz Valley morning circa 1971.
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Butch White and Bob Speegle watched a small group of ibex near the top of an 
enormous, steep Tuliboi Valley boulder field. The two hunters told their famous 
guide Shaheik that they wanted to pursue the group as they felt the ibex would not 
go far after reaching the top and might, indeed, bed down just over the crest of the 
ridge. Because of the height of the ridge (altitude 17,320 feet), Shaheik told the two 
men, “No hunters can go there.”  Bob and Butch assured Shaheik that they could 
make the climb, adding that they would have to go slowly. So, the game was on.  
Although it took almost two hours, Bob and Butch made the climb in fine form, 
and, sure enough, at the crest, they peeked over to find the ibex bedded below them 
and within 150 yards.

When Bob and Butch had first seen the ibex, they noticed that of the two largest 
billies in the band, one was almost black while the other was a pale yellow. The 
two old hunting partners flipped a coin to see who would shoot first. Butch won. 
He elected to take the pale yellow ibex. On “one, two, three,” they fired together, 
putting both ibex down for the count. In this photo, Butch is shown with his guides 
and the yellow billy. Because Butch has never been very measurement-minded, 
I don’t know if his ibex has ever had a tape on the horns. Actually, the two ibex 
were very similar in size. In the photo, the man holding Butch’s rifle is unknown, 
but Butch is on the top left while next to him is Ajaube, (the camp kleptomaniac), 
interpreter Sefat Mir (second from right), and master poli guide Shaheik (right). 
Upper Tuliboi Valley, Afghanistan, August 1972. (Photo courtesy of Mahlon T. 
“Butch” White)

Bob Speegle, his guides, and the big, dark billy at an altitude of 17,320 feet. Ibex 
taken in Afghanistan are classified as mid-Asian. Bob’s ibex is listed in the 2009 
SCI record book of mountain animals with horns of 402/8" x 396/8" and bases of 
11" for an SCI official score of 102. These two photos are of significance inasmuch 
as relatively few ibex were killed by poli hunters during the Afghan-Klineburger 
years. There were not very many opportunities to collect ibex, and hunters, 
understandably, focused all of their efforts on poli. Because poli hunting was so 
physically demanding as well as mentally draining, most hunters left the mountains 
as soon as they had killed rams and devoted little time to ibex hunting. The 2009 
SCI record book lists only 10 ibex from Afghanistan. With Bob in the photo is 
interpreter Sefat Mir (left) and Shaheik (top). Upper Tuliboi Valley, Afghanistan, 
August 1972. (Photo courtesy of Dr. Bob Speegle)
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At the upper end of Tuliboi Valley is the Wakhan Corridor. Collene Lakes are in the distance. There were two great valleys, the Sargaz and Tuliboi, where hunters 
sought poli rams. Tuliboi was the more productive of the two. These valleys were each several miles long; they were wide and shallow; and they sloped ever upward to 
great heights. At night sheep fed down in these valleys, but before daybreak they were on their way to bedding grounds high above. If a hunter didn’t happen to take a 
sheep when it was down in one of these valleys and very early in the morning, the action was generally over for the day. Over the course of twelve years, a significant 
number of rams were killed in the immediate area of this photograph, which was taken in August 1972.  (Photo courtesy Mahlon T. “Butch” White) 

The normal hunting strategy required hunters and their guides 
to leave their camps as early as two o’clock in the morning on yaks.  
They would make their way upward along the valley sides in the 
hope that they would be able to see rams below in positions where 
they could be stalked. Although it often required very long-range 
shooting, it was a hunting method that worked reasonably well for 
all the years of the program. 

In those days, almost nothing was really yet known about mountain 
sickness, technically termed High Altitude Pulmonary Edema (HAPE) 

or High Altitude Cerebral Edema (HACE).  One thing that did become 
rather quickly apparent was that, physiologically, some hunters seemed 
to cope with the thin air inherently better than others. If a hunter 
developed mountain sickness to any significant degree during the 
course of the hunt, his chances for survival were poor.  

Several factors contributed to this: There was no radio 
communication possible from the high valleys where poli hunting 
took place, and no helicopters were available for rescue attempts.  
The preventative and treatment drugs of the day were not nearly as 
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sophisticated and effective as those of today, and few hunters availed 
themselves of the drugs that were available. Supplemental oxygen 
bottles in the high camps were helpful, but these still presented only 
stop-gap measures.  The only real chance for survival was to descend 
quickly to much lower altitudes. Unfortunately, the only way out 
was back over the same route that hunters had traveled coming into 
the area. It once again required an ascent from the altitude of the 
hunting camps (approximately 13,�00 feet) back over the 17,500-
foot Sargaz Pass before a descent could even begin. This involved a 
yak journey of two long days. By then it could possibly be too late 
for the sufferer.   

Hunters could have taken several pages from the journals of the 
British mountaineers of the period.  The Brits had been the driving 
force in high-altitude mountaineering from 19�1 through the late 
1970s. They had already learned the great importance of proper 
hydration and nutrition at high altitudes and were well acquainted 
with the lethargy, digestive problems, lack of appetite, and, most 
significantly, the deep depression that could and did sap the mental 
will of the climbers. All these problems were directly related to the 
lack of oxygen at great altitudes. In retrospect, this information 
from the mountaineering community could have been readily had 
and certainly would have been helpful to hunters coping with the 
altitude-related problems.

During this twelve-year period (1967–1979) when the most 
magnificent big-game animal on the earth was first hunted, a great 
many small events and mini-wonders, some sad, some hilarious, 
others dumbfounding or maddening occurred. Seventy-year-old Weir 
McDonald was one of those who coped with the altitude better than 
most and came away with a 56½-incher. Bob Speegle and Butch White 
still remember their acclimatization runs through the streets of Kabul 
and, later, Faizabad, along with the uncomfortable feeling that they 
were receiving way too many unfriendly stares. George Landreth’s 
hunting partner, the venerable George Dalziel, carried an ancient, 
open-sighted .30-06 Springfield, and nailed a 50-incher with it.  

Once again, due to the high altitude, many hunters found that 
hard-to-digest foods lay in their stomachs like so much cement, while 
their digestive systems simply went on vacation.  Also altitude-related, 
hunters found that they had to concentrate very hard to accomplish 
small tasks like changing film in their cameras. Lips and nostrils 
cracked and bled.  A freezing sun burned hunters to a crisp and a few 
suffered from frostbite and acute sunburns the same day.  

I’ ll agree that the photo (a Polaroid, no less!) is a pretty miserable one, but the 
four fabulous characters in it are priceless. Californians Howard Gilmore Jr. (top 
left), Otis Chandler (top right), Bill Tilley (bottom right), and Alaskan Tony Oney 
(bottom left) pose with their poli heads from their August 1977 Afghan expedition. 
This is another photograph that gives some idea of the subtle variances in poli horn 
shapes. It’s reasonably certain that the Wakhan Corridor was never the same after 
these hilarious, fun-loving guys pulled out. Otis and Bill are gone now, but Tony 
and Howard are still in there pitching, making the world a better, lighter-hearted 
place for all of us. (Photo courtesy of Howard N. Gilmore Jr.)
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The irrepressible and forever-young Tony Oney in Afghanistan’s Sargaz Pass, altitude 17,500 feet.  It’s safe to say that very few individuals have ever laughed more or 
gotten more out of life than Tony.  Wakhan Corridor, September 1977.  (Photo courtesy of Anthony J. Oney Jr.)




