AFRICAN HUNT DIARY 
8-17-03        Sunday
The morning passed quickly, as had the last couple of months.  I said goodbye and walked down the hall to the gate to catch the first leg of my flight.  I had to choke back the tears as a sudden rush of remorse came over me at the thought of leaving.  I wished at this moment I wasn’t going.  I would rather say home with my wife and family, but the flight and hunt had been booked long ago and no real way to change it.  .The timing for this hunt seemed as though it couldn’t have been worse, given the stress and trauma of the last couple of months.  Just the thought of being so far away for so long was a heart-wrenching thought.  As I boarded the plane I hoped that this feeling would pass, since I had not packed any medication for “home-sickness”.

The plane lifted off to a bumpy start.  I felt a little better by the time I neared Minneapolis, having read several ‘big buck’ stories in a hunting magazine.

The second leg of my flight proved to hold a new diversion.  I was “ blessed” all the way to Atlanta with a seat directly in front of the worlds loudest child.  He was about 5 years old.  His parents did not believe in harnessing his free spirit in any way.  Any hopes I had of getting a little nap were dashed by his incessant clapping, banging on the back of my seat and using his built-in amplification to jolt me from any sleep with a new little rhyme or song.  His parents had the mistaken impression that the louder he became the cuter he was and the more the captive flight audience was entertained.  WRONG!  I said a silent prayer “Lord, please don’t let him be on the 17 hour flight to Johannesberg”.  Oh, great!  He now can sputter like an airplane!  Upon landing in Atlanta I chose a motel near the airport for the overnight stay.  The price was right.  The room was about the size of my bathroom at home, but all I need to do is sleep here.  Not the greatest neighborhood either.  As I walked about a block to a KFC for some dinner I noticed a rather ‘colorfully’ dressed lady (?) visiting with passing cars.  She must have been wanting a ride or something (yeah, right!).  
8-18/19-03      Monday-Tuesday
As I checked out there were police around the motel.  Apparently someone had been beaten in the motel last night…. What I could gather sounded like a very drunk hooker was the victim.  Boy, I can sure pick great motels!  I met Gary and two other hunters at the airport.  After rehearsing a few hunting stories we boarded the plane for our African Adventure.  15 hours into the flight I was surprised at how tolerable the long ride actually was.  With only a couple hours left before reaching Johannesberg all is well.  That is except for an ever-increasing refusal of my bladder to function properly.  With a FULL bladder I boarded the flight to a small South African bush town called Polokwane.  15 minutes into the 45 minute flight I knew I had a real crisis on my hands, so to speak.  The pain was very intense and getting worse every second.  Even if my bladder could have functioned properly the plane didn’t have a bathroom on board.  Truthfully, that would not have stopped me at that point if it had been physically possible.  I summoned the flight attendant and asked if the pilot could radio for a doctor (hoping there would BE a doctor) to meet the plane prepared to install an immediate urinary catheter.  She assured me the pilot had taken care of it.

Upon arrival there was no doctor.  Not even a veterinarian.  No ambulance.  No one on the ground seemed to know anything about my crisis.  Eventually someone brought a wheel chair and assured me that an ambulance was indeed on the way.  They didn’t say if it was coming from Polokwane or somewhere in the United States.  By this time I was beginning to wonder if I might be having a baby.  I was pretty sure, though, that I wasn’t pregnant, so it must be my bladder preparing to explode inside of me.  I tried to move the wheelchair toward the parking lot, only to discover that a broken front wheel required it to be precisely positioned in order to move.  When the ambulance finally arrived there were two attendants, neither of whom looked highly skilled.  I really didn’t care, but they did not come to do the procedure, just transport me to the hospital.  There was some discussion about where to take me. They told me I would probably have to pay cash.  After I assured them I didn’t care about that, they loaded me onto a rickety old stretcher and put me in the back of the ambulance.  Every bump (who knows how far we were from any hard surfaced road) was ever-more painful.  The attendant in the back was trying to place a very heavy blanket on me as I held on to some piece of equipment to keep it from falling on my head.  I assured him I did not want a blanket.  The temperature outside was approaching 90 degrees and the ambulance had no air conditioning.  Not to be discouraged, he then proceeded to place the blanket UNDER me to comfort me on the bumpy ride.  As he did this the wheels on the stretcher collapsed sending me crashing to the floor.  Ouch! 

At the hospital I was ushered into a hallway to wait with other prospective patients to wait my turn in the treatment room.  It was a few steps away with a curtain drawn partially closed.  When my turn came a very nice Indian doctor did a quick exam and installed the catheter.  Oh, what fun!  The bright spot of the moment was that my brother, Chris was NOT there to take pictures.  Next I was escorted back into the hallway  to wait with other patients, catheter still in place, pants wide open and no towel or gown to cover anything.  If I stood slightly bent over … a natural position for me anyway at this point, I could hold my shirt tail down and almost cover everything except the hose leading from you-know-where to the bag on the other end.  Later I was taken back into the treatment room for consultation.  To remove or not remove, that is the question.  I asked the doctor if he would get me some antibiotics and anti-inflamation drugs.  He agreed, so I elected to remove the catheter (more fun)  in hopes that I might begin to function again.  About that time Gary came back in the room and told me he had taken care of the entire hospital bill.  What a guy!!  It came to the equivalent of about ten U.S.dollars.  

The final 3 hour ride to camp was not very comfortable but aside from the nagging fear that I might still not be “fixed”, it was still a definite improvement.  

Note: my diary entrees show animals such as impala and baboon, which could be considered singular in form.  For purposes of this diary they are for the most part plural.  The animals I saw generally came in groups or herds and stayed anywhere from a few minutes to an hour

8-20-03      DAY 1 OF THE HUNT        Wed
In blind (called acasia) by 10:00  
10:40 Noise behind blind… nothing comes in

10:45 very noisy, loud birds 

wind blowing curtains on blind.  Gary’s suggestion of small rope came in handy to tie them so they don’t alarm animals

11:30 squirrels & doves

11:40 hear a wind coming …. It’s a little twister that spreads lucern (hay) around as it passes through

1:00 not much serious action, only birds making funny noises that produce “imaginary” Kudu or other herds of wild and wonderful animals coming in

1:30 LARGE GEMSBOK BULL is coming in.  easy to tell he is a shooter.  Takes about a half an hour slowly coming in through the brush from about 60 yards out.  Gives me a good broadside shot for at least a full minute (plenty of time for a well placed shot), but I am sure he is coming in to the feed or water.  I am also not really comfortable with the wind at that range (Gary told me later that the wind wouldn’t have affected my shot at that distance).  I wait for him to come in.  He goes away!!  
2:45 I can still see the Gemsbok out about 60 yards (WHY didn’t I take the shot???!!!) 

3:00 He starts moving again, angleing toward my blind…..then walks quietly away with no more shot opportunity

4:00 Finally, BLOOD ON MY ARROW!! Unfortunately, it is my blood.  I bent over in my blind to get something from my backpack.  Forgetting my bow with arrow noched (with attached razor-sharp broadhead), I raised back up and, BULLSEYE!! …. Or should I say BONEHEAD!!  By the time I got my emergency toilet paper out of the backpack blood was running from the top of my head onto my shoulder.  The bleeding did stop with some attention, and no stitches were required.  

Make a mental note here:  do not ram your head into pointy sharp things.  I guess I am an official South Africaner from “head-to-tail”.  At the end of the day no shots had been fired by anyone in camp.
8-21-03    DAY 2 OF THE HUNT        Thurs

In tree stand by 6:45  Tree stand very high with no rail and small platform (mediteranin)….. to high & small for me.  

By 7:15 I had seen a herd of 7 giraffe , 1 young Kudu bull and a young impala ram

8:30  call Ken (outfitter) to change stands.  

9:00 in new blind (called 1.5).  Not even set up yet and wildebeest start coming in.  

10:00 herd of impala with nice ram and more wildebeast.  No shot opportunity

10:10 Impala back, still no good shot opp

10:40  Impala ewe, followed by nice herd with a couple shooter rams.  They make quite a ruckus around my blind until one ram presents a shot.  A quartering-away shot puts him down on impact.

11:15 Ken and trackers arrive to pick up the impala.  Ken says he saw a nice Kudu which appeared to be on it’s way to my blind.

11:30  Heart beginning to beat normally again  25-30 more impala 10-30 yards outside my blind.  Two large rams chasing and snorting arount blind

11:40 Kudu cows several calves and sone small bull 

12:15 More impalas coming in    2 nice rams   also more wildebeast  nothing comes into shooting range

12:40 Impala still milling around.  Several in range, but I am waiting for one with nice wide horns.

12:50 Impala rams back  no shot opps    just passing by to tempt me

1:20 more impalas  followed by several zebra.   I was prepared to take a zebra, but they never came in after hanging around for 20 minutes

2:20 guinea fowl in the distance   takes them about 20 minutes to come into my blind   they leave in great haste as though something is coming in, but nothing does
3:30 my ‘pet’ impala herd is back on the move   hard to know if it’s really the same heard, but it’s fun to have the company

3:40  shot nice impala ram    not real happy with placement or arrow penetration

5:15  back in bind after successfully tracking and recovering impala ram who only went about 200 yards.  Ken finished him off with rifle

Kudu tenderloin for dinner   excellent.  Trackers are Roger, Big Boy and Samuel.  Our cook, John is helped by Maria and Jane.  I prepare a fresh set of arrows for tomorrow

8-22-02   DAY 3 OF HUNT       FRI

in blind (1.5) by 7:00  cloudy day with some wind.  Cool enough to need more than just a t shirt    no animals 1st hour

8:00  cow wildebeast walks 10 yards in front of blind circles waterhole and leaves   Sun breaking through clouds

9:00  Kudu tenderloin sandwich    mmmmmmm

10:25 gunea visit breaks monotony of slow morning.  Small impala herd  one nice ram
10:45 Kudu herd with two bulls, one could be a shooter come into view but not into range

10:50 herd  (hundreds) of baboons   very nice impala ram

11:05 all come    more impala coming in    another ram nicer than any so far comes to about 60 yards

11:25 big ram still out there   finally something spooks him off

12:10  several Kudu cows & calves come in to about 50 yards and spook off.  This is NOT a turkey shoot.  These animals are extremely wary

1:00 startled by the ‘bark’ of a Kudu I had not seen coming in

1:30 more impala on both sides of blind

1:50 Impala back  stir around for 10 minutes and leave

2:30 visited briefly by a little monkey who left without a drink

3:00 monkey comes back for short drink

3:15 Impala ram comes in  perfect shot opp.  Trackers came, but after several miles of tracking it got dark and we did not recover the ram.  Sever days later the ram was found, so I did recover skull & antlers.  Jackals had recovered the rest!

8-23-03  DAY 4   SAT

6:30 in blind (rhino blind)  see gemsbok tracks on way into the blind

6:50 female duiker

7:15  ewe impala followed by herd of 20-3-   one very nice ram

7:30  male steenbok  female steenbok

8:30 very nice male duiker offered lots of shot opps   don’t really want one though

8:40 female duiker

8:45 male duiker  very cautious like something else is out there guinea fowl

9:00 nice wart hog…. shot him, but arrow hit pretty high.  It is amazing how quickly they can duck and roll.  He was at 20 yards

9:50 monkeys  more guinea

10:15 guinea  and mother monkey with baby 

12:30 trackers arrive  Bobbie, one of the two hunters in camp with Gary & I took a 52” kudu this morning   we track hog for about an hour until he goes under a fence onto another property

1:30 back in blind   canvas blind  hot day    VERY hot in blind.  Down to underwear and socks (feeling somewhat ‘aboriginal’) and still sweating like a “stuck hog”

2:00 herd of impala stay about 20 minutes

4:50 a few doves coming in, now is the time of day for animal activity to happen

 5:10 duiker male
5:35 jackal coming in  I will take him, he is coming in at about 20 yards.  I start to draw my bow when I begin to hear very heavy footsteps coming in     It didn’t take an instant to change my mind about shooting the jackal.  Almost immediately I see a very nice Kudu bull walking broadside in front of my blind at about 15 yards.  I let him pass the first shooting hole as I draw my bow.  He stops at 20 yards to take a drink.  My arrow flies and he thunders off, crashing and thrashing through the brush.  I radioed Ken.  It would be near dark when they arrived so I began packing up my backpack.  My heart was pumping so that I could hardly even pack my things.  The bull had made it about 70 yards, where he lie waiting when the trackers arrived.  WHAT AN INCREDIBLE ANIMAL!

At camp we reflected on a successful day of hunting.  There are so many cool things to hunt.  Still on my hunt list would be Zebra, Wildebeast, Jackal, red hartabeast, eland, enyala, gemsbok, warthog, and several other possibilities.  Ken says “you get what the bush gives you”.  I think that says it well.  If I think it would look good on my wall, I will shoot it.  I think the Kudu bull has been the animal af my lifetime to this point.  What an absolute thrill!

Some discussion around the campfire about one of the trackers, Big Boy.  It seems he has some friends who have ‘come to visit’.  Ken will evict them tomorrow.  Apparently when they start to come visit they just grow larger in numbers and become squatters which are very difficult to get rid of.  There is a lot of poaching done if it is not closely watched.  One of the ranches we hunt has a 24 hour gateman who has a little 8 x 10 metal enclosure he stays in to guard against intruders.  
Of interest to me was that Samuel has two wives.  That is apparently a common tribal practice here.  Judging from the women I have seen, one might be to many!

8-24-03   DAY 5    SUNDAY

in blind (wart hog) by 6:15

7:20 duiker male    blind is much more comfortable than Rhino blind     lots of doves at most of the blinds    today a wider variety of colorful birds

9:30 nice impala ram all alone

10:15 large bird, the Cory Bustard.  Don’t say that fast ten times.  This is the worlds largest flying bird.  Very unusual to say the least

11:15  loud grunt or snort  but nothing came in     another smaller cory bustard

1:00 Impala herd of 20 to 30 with one nice ram & several smaller ones.  Stay about ten minutes at the salt block.  As soon as they leave a herd of six blesbok bulls came in.  one real shooter and two acceptably big bulls.  I waited for a nice broadside shot and then undershot!  DANG!!  I really had taken my time with the shot so I couldn’t understand what went wrong until I discovered my arrow had went through a piece of the curtain just sticking up a little into the shooting lane.  The curtain was promptly adjusted upon that discovery!
4:15 three little pigs

4:25 nice duiker male….. I still don’t want to take one

5:05 two more duikers

5:20 more impalas     3 rams

6:00 TWO GEMSBOK coming in slowly…… very slowly.  By the time one came 30 yards broadside it was just to dark to shoot!

Back at camp I am visited by an unwelcome friend…… prostate has been getting progressively worse to the point that I think another ambulance ride may be in my very near future.  After several unsuccessful attempts to reach my famiy by satalite cell phone, Ken is able to reach his wife who calls their family physician.  When Ken calls her back for the doctors advice, there is some encouragement.  Gary has a supply of antibiotics and ibuprophen which the doctors says is acceptable treatment for my problem.  I follow his directions and begin to slowly recover.  By morning it looks like I may not have to abandon the hunt.

I am very grateful for Gary’s complete pharmaceutical supply.
Ken refers to Gary’s backpack as the “Gary Howie life support system”.  More true than he may ever know!!
8-25-03  DAY 6  MON

in blind (1.5) by 6:45

very still morning    lots of birds

7:00 large baboon  very loud

7:20 guinea working their way in    baboon still 200 yards out and screaming

7:30 3 nice impala rams

8:00 more guinea

8:05 cow Kudu & impala herd  big animal behind the blind didn’t come in

8:40 something behind the blind won’t come in  Cory Bustard in distance  2 impala rams

11:20 cow & calf Kudu pass by   another cow-calf pass by  wart hog comes in and circled water hole a couple of times but left with not shoo pp

12:30 baboon and 3 impalas   more baboons more Kudu more guinea   an hour long show

2:40 9 Kudu (one small bull) & impala

4:00 Impala ram doesn’t come in

4:40 doves & birds starting to congregate for the evening at the water hole

5:20  nothing else    very quiet  no wind   impala ewe & young ram

when Ken comes to pick me up he says that Gary has a story to tell.  He won’t say a word, but when I get in the back of the truck with the trackers they are very willing and anxious to tell the story. Gary has shot what he thinks may be a new world record Duiker.  Only one problem….. it turned out to be a very young impala ram!!  The trackers get a large amount of amusement from this little hunting ‘misadventure’ 

8-26-03     DAY 7     Tuesday

On the way to my blind today we saw several Rhino

In blind by 7:00 (mapawney palace, which I have re-named the cobra castle, since yesterday the hunter in this stand was approached by a cobra which met it’s demise at the end of a well placed broadhead)

7:15 Duiker & guinea

7:30 impala

8:00 more impala

8:30  female steenbok

8:40   Wildebeast cows & calves

8:55   nice impala ram

9:05   monkeys

10:20    more monkeys  impalas  wind has increased    not much animal activity

12:20 impala   more monkeys want to come in

2:00   herd of impala

4:10 impalla

5:00 Kudu  spooked

wind today has decrease animal movement considerably

8-27-03    DAY 8   WED

in blind by 6:30 (1.5)  greeted by a large bull Rhino  saw wildebeast on the way in
7:30 – 8:00   tractor pulling a very noisy cart drives past my blind, probably scaring everything away

9:30  nothing all morning, but now I see Wildebeast coming in.  They hear a loud water pump a few hundred yards from my blind, which has also been running a good deal of the morning.  They turn and seem to be circling the water hole.  They could still come in but seem to be holding about 100 yards in the brush.

10:30 a few baboons    one bossy male I thought about shooting, but even though I don’t believe Darwin theory of evolution, they still LOOK like we could somehow be related.  They were scared off by a larger more dominant male…. I might shoot him!

11:00   Wildebeaste still at 120 yards but beginning to come in

11:15  Wildebeast come in and I choose the one I want to shoot.  Shot opportunity presented itself and I took it.  It looks like the shot was a little high, but definitely in the beast.  It is amazing how quickly these animals can react and duck an arrow.  I radioed for Ken & trackers.
11:20  Baboons are back and Wildebeast are hanging around about 60 yards out.

12:00 impala rams

12:05 Ken returns radio call.  Gary has shot a big Eland bull, horns measured 29-30 inches.  Ken on his way with trackers

The trackers are really incredible.  There are literally herds of animals leaving tracks all over and still they can pick out the right set to follow.  My wildebeast tracking experience convinced me just how good they are.  We followed him for miles at a near jog, from about 12:30 until 5:00.  About the time I was SURE they were on the wrong track they would hand me a piece of my arrow or marks a spot of blood on the ground or a branch.  We caught up to the Wildebeast twice, but Ken missed with his rifle.  That isn’t surprising considering all the brush there is to shoot through. I have blisters on the bottom of both feet the size of quarters making it difficult to keep up with the trackers.  I finally could walk no more because of the painful blisters so waited for them to pick me up later at a dirt road crossing.  The wildebeast never slowed down so at dark the search was abandoned.

Back in camp Gary produced two kinds of band aids for my blistered feet.  I may never travel again unless Gary is going!

8-28-03  DAY 9   Thursday

In mapawney palace again by 6:45

7:15  Guinea & strange looking duck-bird

7:40 Duiker male

7:45 baboon

8:00 another Duiker

8:35  impala

8:45  Kudu cows with two small bulls

9:40   more guinea

10:00  lots more guinea & large eagle

11:00   male & female Steenbok

11:50   impala

12:00 monkeys

12:30 Kudu cows & calves

1:40  More Kudu   spooked

3:20  2 Kudu cows with young bull & impala

4:00   impala

4:35 females Steenbok

4:40   male Steenbok

5:00  Kudu   Duiker  impala

5:45   Kudu

6:00  impallla

My impression before actually being in South Africa was that it would be similar to the Buffalo hunt, that is more of a ‘shoot’ than a hunt.  After spending a several days hunting I can safely say my thoughts have changed.  While there are large numbers and varieties of animals that visit the water holes daily, they are very wary.  Some will walk right in to a water hole, but most will take from a few minutes to several hours surveying the water hole for anything unusual.  Even the slightest movement or noise can send them bolting away, never to return.  

8-29-03   DAY 10    FRI

in blind  (1.5) by 6:20

7:20  impala

7:45 guinea

8:05   Kudu cows, calves & 3 small bulls

8:15   impala

8:52   impala

9:25    impala

10:00    wart hog

10:05   female Duiker

10:25   impala

10:40   Male Steenbok     I decide I would like to take this one.  I shoot, he ducks and the arrow just creases his shoulder

10:55    Zebra  coming in, someone starts the old water pump again and they stall at 60 yards.  They are beginning to move in when a tractor pulling a noisy cart pulls up in front of my blind to drop off salt blocks.  

11:15  Zebra leave

11:35   impala

12:55    guinea    impala

1:55    impala    2 zebra   wouldn’t come in

4:00   Wildebeast come in.  I choose the one I want and they are at twenty yards.  He does not offer a shot until he has moved to 30 yards.  I take the shot.  I forgot my sight pin is still set at 20 yards and undershot him.  Wildebeast left in a BIG hurry!

5:00   Wildebeast are back and really want to come in to some lucern and water.  Zebra are with them but will not come in.

5:05    water pump finally shuts off

5:25  Wildebeast come back in and I get a shot at a young bull.  It looks like a good shot.  Trackers come and there is a good blood trail, but it is getting dark so they mark the last spot and plan to return in the morning

8-30-03     DAY 11   SAT

In blind (1.5) by 8:15 after recovering the Wildebeast bull from late yesterday.

8:25  guinea

9:00   impala

10:00    guinea

10:10   monkeys

10:55 impala

11:20    impala    guinea

12:50   impala   nice ram

1:10    impala

1:20   guinea    two nice impala rams   I pass up good shot opp on best one

2:02   more guinea

2:20   Impala

3:00   impala

3:40   impala

4:25   Wildebeast coming in   stop at about 60 yards   then leave

5:20   impala  1 broken horned ram   I will leave him for Chris next year

6:00   Wildebeast back to drink     no shooters

Gary shot a waterbuck today that was an incredible animal.  They marked the trail at dark & will return to it tomorrow

8-31-03    DAY 12    SUN

To stand by 7:00  (caravan park)

8:30  waterbuck cows

11:35  waterbuck cows  these were the same ones that were in off & on all day

1:00  waterbuck back again

1:20   Kudu cows calves & bull

2:30   waterbuck

4:00  waterbuck & impala

5:30   last light  4 large Kudu bulls & 1 zebra  two of the bulls about the size of the one I shot, one bigger & one REAL bigger!  I am holding out for a shot at the Zebra and pass up a shot at the biggest Kudu bull.  It finally becomes to dark to shoot.

Gary & trackers finally recover his waterbuck about 4:00 today, a definite record-book animal

9-1-03    DAY 13   LAST DAY    MON

in stand by 6:30 (monkey tower) 

Giraffe in distance

7:00   jackal

7:25   female Duiker

7:30   2nd female Duiker    Guinea

7:35  Nice male Duiker   I decide to shoot him.  Good hit.  He doesn’t go far

7:50 giraffe in distance again

8:20   Wildebeast   Kudu

8:25   impala   another shooter ram which doesn’t come in    Kudu

8:40   small Kudu bull     lots of impala

9:40   monkeys

10:15   back in stand after recovering my Duiker     several Zebra coming in

10:35   small springbok

10:40   impala    Kudu

11:00   zebra leave and make a wide circle around the water hole at about 500 yards   impala    female Duiker

11:30   Kudu   more impala    guinea

12:55   giraffe

1:25   impala    guinea    monkeys

2:45   Kudu    impala    guinea

3:30   Kudu &  impala back

4:05   Duiker male

5:00   female Steenbok

5:10   female Duiker

5:30   monkeys

6:00  Kudu back    giraffe

about the time it was to dark to shoot 4 Kudu bulls came in

My hunt is over, but Gary and the other two hunters have decided to extend their hunt a couple more days.  Gary shot a very nice Wildebeast late today.  As I was leaving to catch my plane the next morning we met Gary and the trackers at the butcher shop where they had taken the recovered bull for processing.  Having said my farewells to Gary, the staff and South Africa I began the long journey back home.  What a wonderful feeling to put my feet solidy back on American soil.

