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Sunday, April 18, 2011, started
off with rain hitting my bed-

room window. I had plans and it did 
not include rain. As I started up the 
stairs from the basement I could hear 
the automatic coffee maker gurgling 
away, brewing some new blend of cof-
fee my wife insisted I try. Some things 
that are advertised as “New and 
Improved” are great, but not when 
it comes to my morning coffee. With 
my coffee, I know what to expect and 
there is something very comforting in 
that. After much protesting the night 
before I agreed to try it—reluctantly. 
I poured a cup and stared into my 
favorite coffee cup in stunned silence. 
What I saw there in the inky liquid 
was the blackness of an eight ball. It 
had the consistency of used motor oil 
and smelled as if hydraulic brake fluid 
had somehow been added. I didn't 
have the guts to put it to my lips. I 
turned to the kitchen sink and did the 
only sensible thing. As it disappeared 
from sight I thought I could hear 
strange sounds coming from deep in 
the bowels of the sewer system, much 
like when old time drain cleaner had 
been added to rid the system of clogs. 

After sterilizing the coffee pot from 
top to bottom, I brewed a new pot. I 
stood looking out the newly installed 
four-foot by five-foot picture window 
... staring toward Casper Mountain. 
Rain continued to fall. As I gazed out 
of the window I noticed the neighbor’s 
gray cat sitting under the front of my 
Suburban parked in the driveway, 
obviously afraid to make a dash for 
home. Pathetic.

Mickey’s hands showed that 
it was about eight o’clock when my 
cell phone rang. My seven-year-old 
grandson had secretly downloaded a 
new ring tone into the phone for me. 
He wanted to help Grandpa, who he 
believes is a techno failure. The new 
ring tone is so obnoxious that if I have 
to listen to it even one more time, 
I see myself needing mind altering 
medication or six months of therapy 
or both. The ring tone is one of those 
that once you hear it you can’t get the 
melody out of your mind, and from 
your first waking second it’s playing 
in your head. Or you find yourself 
subconsciously humming or singing 
it. I’ll have to ask him to please change 
it to the sounds of sirens or rap music 

... anything else but that sound.
A cool, steady wind still blew out 

of the northeast when I answered the 
phone. A rancher friend was on the 
line wanting to know if I was going 
to the mountain today or in the next 
couple of days. He wanted me to check 
the snow levels to see if he could start 
repairing the miles of winter-damaged 
fence on his mountain property. We 
both knew that wintering elk on the 
property had taken a heavy toll on the 
fences. I told him that I would make 
the run to the mountain as soon as 
possible and report back.

By noon the sun was out and 
the weather had equalized nicely into 
a fine day. After a large burger at a 
local eatery with the arches logo, I 
pointed the green 1-ton Chevy Dooley 
east on Interstate 25. I was off! I had 
chosen to take two rifles on this trip, 
my Armalite AR-10 in 308 and one of 
my favorite long-range rifles, a Kim-
ber Model 8400 Advanced Tactical in 
300 Winchester Magnum. This rifle is 
the best, most accurate large caliber 
factory-built rifle I have ever owned. 
It just shoots where you point it. Noth-
ing more needs to be said.

An hour later I was at the ranch, 
had unloaded the Polaris 800 ATV,
had put gear and guns on, and was 
riding up the mountainside. A small 
herd of elk caught my eye as I topped 
the first ridge. They were far enough 
away that they did not spook or run. 
They eyed me and then just walked 
away over another ridgeline. I trav-
eled on and decided to do some long-
range shooting with the Armalite. Af-
ter beating up several large and small 
boulders, I pressed on in an attempt to
get to the top of the mountain. After 
maneuvering around several large
snow drifts I had driven within about 
a hundred yards of the mountaintop. 
I knew better than to drive to the top 
and skyline myself. I walked within 
30 feet of the top and then crawled up 
to the top. With the 10x40 Swarovski 
glass up and me propped up on both 
elbows, I surveyed the big dry and an-
cient lake bed for whatever critter that
might be out and about. To my right 
about 1,000 yards away were some
200-plus cow and spike elk basking
away in the warm spring sun. As were
another 56 straight out at almost 2,000
yards and to my 11:00 o’clock another 
150 more. All these cows, calves and 
spike bulls had not left their winter
range yet ... not unusual as some of 
our biggest snows come in late April 
and May.

After a good look around I was 
certain that I had seen everything in 
this area. I walked back to the ATV 
and without skylining myself side-
hilled around a large bald ridge and 
ended up in a small stand of pines.
Huge snow drifts, some 15 feet high, 
encased the trunks of most of the trees
in the area.

The spring sun had no appar-
ent effect on what the fading winter 
had put down on those snowy days 
of wind and freezing temperatures. I 
ate a snack bar while sitting with my 
back against the rear tire of the ATV. 
The sun had by this time warmed to 
around 50 degrees and the afternoon 
had left behind the stormy weather of 
the morning. The howling wind, snow
and rain of this morning had surren-
dered to the afternoon sun. After my 
snack I shouldered my daypack and 
walked through the trees and over the
snow drifts to a place where I have
sat hundreds of times, while wait-
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... anything else but that sound.
A cool, steady wind still blew out 

of the northeast when I answered the 
phone. A rancher friend was on the 
line wanting to know if I was going 
to the mountain today or in the next 
couple of days. He wanted me to check 
the snow levels to see if he could start 
repairing the miles of winter-damaged 
fence on his mountain property. We 
both knew that wintering elk on the 
property had taken a heavy toll on the 
fences. I told him that I would make 
the run to the mountain as soon as 
possible and report back.

By noon the sun was out and 
the weather had equalized nicely into 
a fine day. After a large burger at a 
local eatery with the arches logo, I 
pointed the green 1-ton Chevy Dooley 
east on Interstate 25. I was off! I had 
chosen to take two rifles on this trip, 
my Armalite AR-10 in 308 and one of 
my favorite long-range rifles, a Kim-
ber Model 8400 Advanced Tactical in 
300 Winchester Magnum. This rifle is 
the best, most accurate large caliber 
factory-built rifle I have ever owned. 
It just shoots where you point it. Noth-
ing more needs to be said.

An hour later I was at the ranch, 
had unloaded the Polaris 800 ATV, 
had put gear and guns on, and was 
riding up the mountainside. A small 
herd of elk caught my eye as I topped 
the first ridge. They were far enough 
away that they did not spook or run. 
They eyed me and then just walked 
away over another ridgeline. I trav-
eled on and decided to do some long-
range shooting with the Armalite. Af-
ter beating up several large and small 
boulders, I pressed on in an attempt to 
get to the top of the mountain. After 
maneuvering around several large 
snow drifts I had driven within about 
a hundred yards of the mountaintop. 
I knew better than to drive to the top 
and skyline myself. I walked within 
30 feet of the top and then crawled up 
to the top. With the 10x40 Swarovski 
glass up and me propped up on both 
elbows, I surveyed the big dry and an-
cient lake bed for whatever critter that 
might be out and about. To my right 
about 1,000 yards away were some 
200-plus cow and spike elk basking 
away in the warm spring sun. As were 
another 56 straight out at almost 2,000 
yards and to my 11:00 o’clock another 
150 more. All these cows, calves and 
spike bulls had not left their winter 
range yet ... not unusual as some of 
our biggest snows come in late April 
and May.

After a good look around I was 
certain that I had seen everything in 
this area. I walked back to the ATV 
and without skylining myself side-
hilled around a large bald ridge and 
ended up in a small stand of pines. 
Huge snow drifts, some 15 feet high, 
encased the trunks of most of the trees 
in the area.

The spring sun had no appar-
ent effect on what the fading winter 
had put down on those snowy days 
of wind and freezing temperatures. I 
ate a snack bar while sitting with my 
back against the rear tire of the ATV. 
The sun had by this time warmed to 
around 50 degrees and the afternoon 
had left behind the stormy weather of 
the morning. The howling wind, snow 
and rain of this morning had surren-
dered to the afternoon sun. After my 
snack I shouldered my daypack and 
walked through the trees and over the 
snow drifts to a place where I have 
sat hundreds of times, while wait-

ing to ambush a coyote. The ancient 
prairie dog town that lay before me 
was mostly quiet now, with very few 
dogs out. Most had succumbed to the 
plague of two years ago. Those that 
had not perished were either in a short 
hibernation period or were out of their 
holes grubbing for food.

I pulled a small foam cushion 
out of my daypack and sat on it with 
my back against a 20-inch pine tree. 
I don’t remember falling asleep but 
I slept peacefully, warmed by the 
late afternoon sun for almost an hour 
and a half. I was almost ashamed for 
having slept so long, but it was so 
quiet and the sun was so warm and 
the gentle breeze that came and went 
was a perfect formula for a soul main-
tenance nap.

With the binocular up I was on 
the hunt again. Some of the elk to my 
right and more than 1,000 yards out 
were up and had moved downhill 
slightly. They were grazing after sur-
viving a terrible winter and had sac-
rificed a fourth of their body weight 
to winter. They deserved a day like 
today.

As I swung the glass to the left 
in search of the smaller of the three 
herds, it was then that I saw him. He 
was more than a mile away when I 
first saw him, standing nose into the 
wind, looking west. I would not have 
seen him if he hadn’t been standing 
on a snow drift, so perfect was his 

color that matched his surroundings. 
He stood motionless for nearly five 
minutes. Then, with all the stealth 
from years of hunting and a thousand 
generations of evolution, the master 
made his approach. Slowly, but with 
intentional steps, he moved west. Af-
ter about 20 yards he stopped, looking 
into a sagebrush that was still mostly 
encased in frozen snow. He stood 
statue still for a minute or so and 
then, with the grace of an Olympic 
diver, sprang nose first into the brush. 
He came up with something but the 
distance was too great to be sure of 
what. He ate whatever unfortunate 
creature that had fallen prey to him 
and sat down.

The idea that I might get a shot 
at this coyote still hadn't crossed my 
mind at that point. I remained motion-
less to see what he might do next. He 
simply plopped down on the snow 
drift and went to sleep ... of course 
looking in my direction. I watched 
him for a long time. Meanwhile, my 
brain kicked into high gear as to how 
I might stalk this unsuspecting corpse-
like critter. Fifteen minutes went by 
and by then I had weighed all my 
options on how I might approach 
this coyote to get a shot. That was not 
going to happen in the near future as 
the only way to get near this sleeping 
coyote would certainly scare the large 
herd of elk that were still 1,000 yards 
away to my right. They were in the 
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only approachable spot in the area as 
this dry lake bed is in a bowl that is 
almost a mile in all directions.

I eased away from where I was 
sitting and made my way back to the 
ATV about a hundred yards away 
to get my gun ... the big Kimber Ad-
vanced Tactical. I transport the rifle in 
a military Drag Bag. The case is wa-
terproof and is durable. It has several 
pockets and in the long rectangular 
pocket I keep a full-sized spiral-bound 
notebook. This book contains all the 
information to make long shots, dis-
tances in yards and meters to where I 
set up steel targets when my friends 
and I have shot sniper rifles here. 
Information for all the many places 
we shoot. We have set up the 21" by 
44" steel man-shaped silhouette on 
the lake bed many times before. We 
have shot from 300 to 2,000 yards from 
where I was sitting. With the notebook 
in hand and the Kimber slung on my 
shoulder, I walked back to where I 
had been sitting. I needed to make a 
decision on whether a shot could be 
made from where I was.

The coyote lay sleeping on the 
snow drift. His head would come up 
occasionally to ensure his safety and 
then go back down to where his nose 
touched his tail.

I opened the notebook to the 
pages that had all the detail of this 
shooting site. I researched all of my 
notes that I had made on the many 
days that we had shot from this exact 
place. Wind direction and speed, a 
real problem from here. The Coriolis 
Effect and the fact that my shot would 
be only a few degrees west of true 
north, spin drift and range. Spin drift 
and the Coriolis Effect on bullets have 
volumes written about them. One 
“expert” will write that there is little 
or no effect and the next “expert” 
will write that there is a great deal 
of effect. Whom do we believe? The 
U.S. Marine Corps teaches that both 
exist but to varying degrees and twist 
ratio of a particular barrel on a bullet, 
barometric pressure, humidity and the 
best I saved for last: The dynamics of 
a Cold Bore Shot. Just the mention of 
a cold bore shot at long range brings 
tears and cold sweats to many shoot-
ers. With that being said, let’s recap: 
Coriolis Effect, Spin Drift, exact range, 
wind, humidity, temperature and last 

but not least, the Cold Bore Shot. I
think I covered that well, don't you? 
Oh! Did I mention that you should
try to use a single base powder or one 
least sensitive to hot or cold. At this 
point, I know our readers are yuk-
king it up because many of you have 
a small handheld ballistic computer
that is the holy grail of the first shot 
hit. Yeah, they work great right up to 
the point where you are trying to cal-
culate the wind direction, speed and 
the value of that wind or there is snow
on the ground. I often shoot long range
in a large canyon not far from Casper 
and we have used ballistic programs 
and done very well. And other times 
not well, especially when the wind is 
gusting or blowing in opposite direc-
tions in the same canyon. Trying to
hit this coyote at the distance he was 
at present would be like trying to hit 
two three-pound coffee cans laid end 
to end at more than 1,300 yards. I think
that puts this whole Cold Bore Shot 
thing into perspective.

The range to the huge rock pile 
that was just to the right of the coyote 
was 1,334 yards. Many times we had 
set steel targets in front of the the big 
rock with the flat face. That was done 
to ensure we could see the bullets’
impact spots if we were to miss the 
target ... and we missed many times.

The coyote was bedded away
and west of the rock pile. How far
there was no way of knowing. I had 
my rangefinder but that did me no
good as snow banks lay everywhere 
and as we all know most rangefinders
do not work well in snow or snowy 
conditions. I guessed him to be sleep-
ing at around 1,400 to 1,450 yards. I 
had shot to the exact place where he 
slept but it was not with the Kimber. I 
had used my custom .338 Lapua. The 
Kimber was range tested only to the 
rock face at 1,334 yards. I would have 
to try to entice him to come closer.
Boy, at that point I wish I would have 
also brought the .338 Lapua. With
the conditions that now existed ... no 
wind, almost perfect light conditions, 
the humidity at 60 percent ... I may
have been able to kill him where he 
slept, but that is wishful thinking.
Again, we are talking one shot and
one shot only.

I moved toward him on my
hands and knees for only a few

Top: Depicts the Kimber and the target. They sit in the exact spot where the 
coyote succumbed to his wounds almost two years ago.

Middle: This shows where the target was struck way forward in the animal. 

Bottom: Depicts an impact trench just left of center and just below the 
target (imaginary coyote). (Note the dirt and bullet fragment impacts on the 
underside of the target.)
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only approachable spot in the area as 
this dry lake bed is in a bowl that is 
almost a mile in all directions.

I eased away from where I was 
sitting and made my way back to the 
ATV about a hundred yards away 
to get my gun ... the big Kimber Ad-
vanced Tactical. I transport the rifle in 
a military Drag Bag. The case is wa-
terproof and is durable. It has several 
pockets and in the long rectangular 
pocket I keep a full-sized spiral-bound 
notebook. This book contains all the 
information to make long shots, dis-
tances in yards and meters to where I 
set up steel targets when my friends 
and I have shot sniper rifles here. 
Information for all the many places 
we shoot. We have set up the 21" by 
44" steel man-shaped silhouette on 
the lake bed many times before. We 
have shot from 300 to 2,000 yards from 
where I was sitting. With the notebook 
in hand and the Kimber slung on my 
shoulder, I walked back to where I 
had been sitting. I needed to make a 
decision on whether a shot could be 
made from where I was.

The coyote lay sleeping on the 
snow drift. His head would come up 
occasionally to ensure his safety and 
then go back down to where his nose 
touched his tail.

I opened the notebook to the 
pages that had all the detail of this 
shooting site. I researched all of my 
notes that I had made on the many 
days that we had shot from this exact 
place. Wind direction and speed, a 
real problem from here. The Coriolis 
Effect and the fact that my shot would 
be only a few degrees west of true 
north, spin drift and range. Spin drift 
and the Coriolis Effect on bullets have 
volumes written about them. One 
“expert” will write that there is little 
or no effect and the next “expert” 
will write that there is a great deal 
of effect. Whom do we believe? The 
U.S. Marine Corps teaches that both 
exist but to varying degrees and twist 
ratio of a particular barrel on a bullet, 
barometric pressure, humidity and the 
best I saved for last: The dynamics of 
a Cold Bore Shot. Just the mention of 
a cold bore shot at long range brings 
tears and cold sweats to many shoot-
ers. With that being said, let’s recap: 
Coriolis Effect, Spin Drift, exact range, 
wind, humidity, temperature and last 

but not least, the Cold Bore Shot. I 
think I covered that well, don't you? 
Oh! Did I mention that you should 
try to use a single base powder or one 
least sensitive to hot or cold. At this 
point, I know our readers are yuk-
king it up because many of you have 
a small handheld ballistic computer 
that is the holy grail of the first shot 
hit. Yeah, they work great right up to 
the point where you are trying to cal-
culate the wind direction, speed and 
the value of that wind or there is snow 
on the ground. I often shoot long range 
in a large canyon not far from Casper 
and we have used ballistic programs 
and done very well. And other times 
not well, especially when the wind is 
gusting or blowing in opposite direc-
tions in the same canyon. Trying to 
hit this coyote at the distance he was 
at present would be like trying to hit 
two three-pound coffee cans laid end 
to end at more than 1,300 yards. I think 
that puts this whole Cold Bore Shot 
thing into perspective.

 The range to the huge rock pile 
that was just to the right of the coyote 
was 1,334 yards. Many times we had 
set steel targets in front of the the big 
rock with the flat face. That was done 
to ensure we could see the bullets’ 
impact spots if we were to miss the 
target ... and we missed many times.

The coyote was bedded away 
and west of the rock pile. How far 
there was no way of knowing. I had 
my rangefinder but that did me no 
good as snow banks lay everywhere 
and as we all know most rangefinders 
do not work well in snow or snowy 
conditions. I guessed him to be sleep-
ing at around 1,400 to 1,450 yards. I 
had shot to the exact place where he 
slept but it was not with the Kimber. I 
had used my custom .338 Lapua. The 
Kimber was range tested only to the 
rock face at 1,334 yards. I would have 
to try to entice him to come closer. 
Boy, at that point I wish I would have 
also brought the .338 Lapua. With 
the conditions that now existed ... no 
wind, almost perfect light conditions, 
the humidity at 60 percent ... I may 
have been able to kill him where he 
slept, but that is wishful thinking. 
Again, we are talking one shot and 
one shot only.

I moved toward him on my 
hands and knees for only a few 

yards where there was a large rock 
about three feet square. I have shot 
many times from that spot, shooting 
prairie dogs when they numbered 
in the thousands on the old dry lake 
bed before the plague came. I set the 
Kimber down on the Harris Bipod and 
adjusted the legs to the right height. 
When I go hunting I always carry a 
back pack with me, and today was 
no exception. With the Kimber set 
up perfectly it was time to adjust the 
Leupold Mark 4. With my data book 
in hand I dialed the scope up to the 
exact yardage it would take to hit the 
rock face.

For each of my rifles I carry a 
small spiral notebook that has all the 
data that I have been able to gener-
ate from all the shooting I have done 
with that rifle, and the Kimber was no 
exception. I checked the data in the 
notebook to make sure the load that 
I had brought with me was the same 
one the scope was calibrated for ... and 
it was. I would be shooting a Berger 
185-grain Long Range BT, stuffed into 
the business end of a Lapua case, a 
Federal 215 M primer and 74.5 grains 
of Reloder 22. (If our readers want to 
try this load it should be noted that 
one should start much lower as far as 
powder charge and work up.)

So, I was ready, the gun and am-
munition were ready, the conditions 
were perfect but my coyote was fast 
asleep on yonder snow drift. I moved 

back to my favorite pine tree and sat 
and waited ... and waited. I rummaged 
around my big back pack and found 
a snack bar ... and while doing so also 
found my old mouse squeaker that I 
use for stopping coyotes when they 
were close. The squeaker doesn't have 
much range but on a day like today it 
just might work. I crept back out to the 
rock from where the ambush was to 
take place, held the mouse squeaker in 
my right hand, and with the left put 
the Swarovski glass to my eyes and 
pressed down on the little squeaker. 
The sound it made in the vast expanse 
was, to say the least, nothing. How 
disappointing, but a second and a 
third sequence of squeaks and the coy-
ote’s head came up. Then he was up in 
the sitting position, looking my way. 
In just a few minutes he was up and 
trotting in my direction. He was mov-
ing with his head shifting from side to 
side and then after covering about 50 
yards he came to a sliding stop. Head 
to the left, ears cocked, nose into the 
air, and slowly started walking to the 
west over to a large sagebrush and in 
short order another rodent had been 
turned into a morsel. Again I squeezed 
the squeaker for another series of calls. 
He looked my way and started in my 
direction again.

I saw cumulus clouds building 
in the west and knew that soon the 
wind would show up to spoil this 
once-in-a lifetime situation. I looked 
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back to where he was and he had come 
to where he was almost even with the 
far edge of the rock outcropping ... and 
stopped. He turned right and walked 
over to a sagebrush and stood looking 
intently therein. I looked once more to 
the western sky and told myself that it 
was now or it wasn't going to happen.

I slid in behind the Kimber and 
got very comfortable. I was in my 
zone, I could make this shot, I had 
practiced for something like this for 
a long time. I looked through the 
Leupold and dialed in one more half 
minute of elevation and I was ready. 
My heart was down to a slow rhyth-
mic beat and my breathing was its 
resting rate. I put my finger on the 
trigger and mentally made the shot 
three times. I told myself again this 
is why you practice so much and that 
this was my moment. I had taken up 
almost all the resistance the trigger 
had when I abruptly stopped. A slight 
breath of wind had come in from my 
right and had caressed my right cheek 
and ear. I didn’t have time to dial any 
more windage into the scope so Ken-
tucky windage was calculated. I held 
on the point of his nose and a sliver of 

daylight off the tip ... and the Kimber 
slid back against my shoulder and sent 
the Berger 185 VLD in the direction of 
the coyote that was still facing right. 
When the Kimber came out of recoil 
the coyote was nowhere to be seen. I 
did, however, hear that unmistakable 
sound of a bullet impacting into or 
against something solid. No way to 
tell if it was bone or rock. I grabbed the 
Swarovski glass and looked at where 
the coyote was. Nothing! I looked 
over the whole area well. No coyote. 
He was either down or he had disap-
peared into a small depression that I 
knew to be directly behind him and to 
his right behind the huge boulder pile.

I looked again to the right of the 
boulder pile, toward the area where 
the depression would end and that 
area would return to flat ground. Still 
nothing. Only the large herd of elk 
that had been to my right and over 
a thousand yards out were looking 
in my direction. Most were still dos-
ing in the sun. The shot had not even 
alarmed them.

I stood up from where I had 
made the shot and picked up the 
Kimber. Then I dialed the Leupold 
back down to its usually zeroed set-
ting, picked up the rest of my gear, 
and walked back through the pines 
to where the ATV was. I loaded ev-
erything and drove the distance to 
where I had last seen the coyote at the 
shot. Even when you drive, 1,300-plus 
yards is a long way.

He laid where he fell, facing the 
sagebrush. The Berger 185-grain VLD 
had hit him just behind the right eye 
and had exited the left side just under 
the ear. Lights Out! So, was this a lucky 
shot, you have to ask? Undoubtedly, 
there was luck involved. However, I 
submit to you that the right rifle, the 
right bullet, knowing the wind and 
how to read it, and knowing the rifle 
you are using is what makes great 
shots happen. Many of you are now 
asking the question, “Could I do that? 
Could he do that again?” I will answer 
the latter question. I have tried to 
make that exact shot on three different 
occasions and I have come very close 
to hitting two three-pound coffee cans 
taped together at that distance ... but 
no hits yet. The weather conditions 
on that day were unusual ...  no wind, 
the right humidity, the light and so 

on. The conditions that existed that 
day might not come along again for 
years. The chances of being in that 
spot on that day are akin to winning 
the lottery. Luck? You bet! Luck that 
has been blended with years of long-
range shooting, and let’s not forget the 
technology that is the evolution of our 
shooting sports. Rifles like the Kimber 
Advanced Tactical, 300 Winchester 
Magnum, Leupold Mark 4 rifle scopes 
and bullets like the Berger 185 VLDs. It 
has been done. I did it and I know you 
can too. It just takes practice.

The distance to where the coyote 
fell has been measured many ways. 
We used rangefinders by Leica, 
Swarovski, 2K Impulse Laser and a 
GPS. After all the calculations were 
made it always comes up to 1,361 
yards, give or take one yard.

Postscript: On June 8, 2013, I 
made the shot in two. Shot one missed 
just under the three three-pound 
coffee cans that I taped together and 
spray painted white to simulate the 
size and shape of a full-grown coyote. 
The second shot hit the target (cans) 
about where the front shoulders 
would have been in less than the per-
fect conditions as those I had on that 
perfect day.

CONTACTS
Kimber America
Kimber MFG. Inc.

555 Taxter Road, Suite 235
Elmsford, NY 10523
www.kimber.com.

Swarovski Optik
2 Slater Road, Cranston, RI

1-800-426-3089
info@swarovskioptik.us

Berger Bullets
4275 N. Palm St.

Fullerton, CA 92835
1-714-447-5456

www.bergerbullets.com.

Leupold & Stevens
P.O. Box 688

Beaverton, OR 97075-0688
www.leupold.com.

Armalite Inc.
P.O. Box 299

Geneseo, Il 61254
www.sales@armalite.com

Individuals wanting to test
their long-range shooting

skills may encounter the challenges 
created by ground heating in the
low humidity high desert regions
of the West. This ground heating
phenomenon, temperature inver-
sion, will add variables that make 
long-range shots more difficult at
300 yards and beyond.

Heat waves have been referred
to as a wind that you can see. It is 
possible for some shooters to pre-
dict the wind direction and to some 
degree the velocity using the heat 
waves.

Anytime the ground squirrels 
are up after sunrise, the ground
heating mirage, in its varying forms,
can become a factor that could im-
pact an accurate shot.

This article addresses the
ground level inversion caused by
the early morning ground heating 
that occurs just after sunrise. The
actual image location due to the
inversion mirage may not be where 
it appears to be and/or possibly dis-
torted due to ground heating effects.
This discussion on the temperature 

Understanding A Ground Level Temperature Inversion
And Its Effect On True Target Position

Member Robert E. Korenke

The Grand Teton Mountains as seen from a vantage point that is 100 miles to the west,
normally out of view, magnified and visible due to a temperature inversion. 
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