SOUTH AFRICAN ADVENTURE            2004
Aug 7,2004

Chevae & Connie took me to the Rapid City Regional airport, where we met Kathy Jean & Chris.  After a light lunch with the girls, Chris & I left Rapid City at 12:20 pm.  We arrived in Atlanta at 8:25 pm.  We were met at our hotel by Dave & Jason.  The evening was spent over dinner & “hunter-talk”.  We then settled in to our rooms; Dave & Jason a few doors down from Chris & me.  We were preparing to get a good nights rest, when the phone rang.  It was Dave, just calling to see “if we were asleep yet” (This was to be the high point of his humor during this trip).

Aug 9-10

The four of us met the rest of the crew at the airport for a 10:30 departure to Johannesburg, South Africa.  Gary and Mark, as well as Dale (Gary’s personal taxidermist….. one might wonder if it was a necessity for him to travel with Gary, given Gary’s propensity of ‘trophy-taking’), Roger and Dwight & Linda.  The flight to Sal Island was rather un-eventful.  Sal Island is more or less half way to Johannesburg, and serves as a re-fueling stop and crew change for the aircraft.  No passengers get on or off the plane at this stop, except for an occasional traveler with this unlikely destination.  After several more hours (total flight time of 18 hrs +/-) we arrived in Johannesburg.  By this time, Dave is an unhappy camper.  He took sleeping pills but could not sleep.  He also could not smoke.  He also didn’t seem to be feeling well in general.  In short, Dave didn’t have a wonderful flight.  Everyone else seemed to survive the long flight in pretty good shape.

From Johannesburg we traveled by a much smaller aircraft to Petersburg (Still called Palleqwanee by many).  This flight was about an hour and gave us a better aerial view of the South African countryside.  Dave seemed to enjoy this flight a bit more than the previous one.  It is amazing what a few cigarettes can do for one’s general health and well being.  The only anxious moments about this flight was that all of our luggage (and hunting gear) would not fit on the plane.  We were assured that it would be delivered by ground later in the same day.  Even with that ‘assurance’ there were some of our crew which were not feeling very ‘assured’………. Namely those whose luggage/gear was left behind.  I was fully confident that we would have no problems.  Did I mention that all of my luggage DID fit on the flight?

We were met at the airport by the men who would drive us to camp.  Before we could leave, however, several local natives had to handle and drop our luggage, so they would qualify for a tip.  “Do you have something for me??” was not really a question.  It was more of an expectant demand.  We finally settled on 100 rand (the equivalent of about twenty dollars) for the whole crew.  We later learned they had also hit the other hunters up for additional tips, even though ours was supposed to cover the whole clumsy and unnecessary handling of our luggage.  Those of us who had been to South Africa before were mindful of the hustlers who perform mostly unwanted and unnecessary tasks, expecting a gratuity.  Those who were there for the first time were learning quickly!  We arrived safely at camp with a growing excitement about the hunt.  As we got closer to camp, we had begun to see many animals from the road.  Some of those kind enough to give us a sneak preview were Gemsbok, Kudu, Warthogs and Baboons.  We spent the evening getting acquainted with our camp, some of the staff and the new tracking dog, Bullet.  Bullet is a very cute and friendly puppy who is a tracker-in-training.  
Chris brought gifts for all of our party…………. Urine bottles with cute little remarks taped on the outside and a roll of good old American toilet paper inside.  It goes without saying that you don’t go a whole day without ‘going’ when you are in the blind.  Scent control makes some sort of receptacle an absolute must!  Not to be outdone, Mark also had gifts for everyone.  He proudly presented us with a bright red urine bottle personalized with our initials (first, last AND middle initials), complete with a snapping hook for easy attachment to backpacks.  So many choices!!!! 
We are being taken care of by three professional hunters, Ken Moody, assisted by Nico and Louwrens.  We are sharing the camp with three other hunters from New York, Shaun, Ed & Nick.
THE HUNT

Day 1

We started the first morning with a hearty breakfast followed by some archery practice and checking out equipment in general.  Dave is not hunting on this trip, but came as an observer so he could spend some time with his boys.  Today he is in the blind with Jason.  As we are leaving camp, Bullet in ran over by one of the safari vehicles.  Not a very pleasant way to start the day.  By 11:30 I was in the blind called OT (short for observation tower) #2.  The blind was situated within easy archery range of the water hole on my left and a salt block straight ahead, both of which were visible through small shooting windows in the canvas blind.  It wasn’t long until I had my first kill……… one of the many pesky little flies that were intent on making my stay in the blind an endurance test.  Lots of Doves (and flies).  Last year Dale saw an enormous cow Eland at this blind.  I am told that this blind is still frequented by Eland and Impala.  We have reports of BIG Warthogs and plenty of Gemsbok (both of which are high on my list).  On the way in to my blind we saw Leopard tracks.  There are several in the areas we will be hunting.
1:45  five young Warthogs come to water.  This blind is constructed with no top so the gentle breeze helps keep the temperature bearable but requires extra precaution when it comes to scent control.  These animals are very wary.  The best description I have heard is that they “make Whitetail deer look like pets”.  

2:30  Lots of Doves & small birds, but not much of anything else.  One of the best times is from 3:00 until dark, so I remain optimistic about the day’s opportunities.

3:45  I am joined at the water hole by a herd of 12 to 15 Impala, one of which was a nice ram.  I passed on him hoping for something else, just what, I am not sure.  

4:00  I hear large animal(s) behind my blind

4:10  more Impala

5:20  female Duiker coming in.  Very cautious.  Finally she began to drink 

6:00 A herd of five Eland is coming in.  It is almost to dark to shoot.  I can’t tell if they are bulls or cows, but they are very respectable trophies.  They turn out to be a herd of bachelor bulls.  Two of the Eland are noticeably larger than the other three.  I need little time to decide I will take one of them if the opportunity presents itself.  The larger one positions itself broadside at 20 yards with one or two others directly behind it in the shooting lane.  The risk of such a shot (not to mention that light is disappearing quickly) is that in shooting the one you want, the arrow may very well pass through and shoot a second one you really did not want.  The second largest Eland walked directly to the salt block offering me a broadside shot at 17 yards. 
6:05   It took me the grand total of about one second to draw and shoot.  The shot is immediately followed by an explosion of activity as the bulls left the water hole leaping and running.  These animals are amazingly agile.  They are the world’s largest antelope species, and although they are very large, they can easily jump a twelve foot fence.  As I listened I could hear the bull about 50 yards in the brush.  My shot placement seemed pretty good… as much as I could tell in the near-dark.  I took up my radio and called the PH (professional hunter) “This is Gordon.  I have an Eland down!”  I hoped that did not prove to be an overstatement!  Very soon Nico arrived with the tracker.  He had already picked up Chris and Roger, who were also with him.  We recreated the shooting scenario so as to provide the tracker with a starting point from which we would (hopefully) located the animal.  By now it was pitch black so my hopes of finding the animal were fading.  Then Nico spotted him lying in the distance.  With spotlight in hand and rifle trained steadily on the lying animal we all approached cautiously.  As we got within 15 yards or so it became apparent that my shot had proven to be lethal.  The bull was massive, measuring 35 inches.  This large of an Eland would place deep in the record books.

         The day ended with Dale getting a nice Warthog and Steenbok.  Dave & Jason saw some animals and took turns sleeping in their blind.  Gary saw nothing and was in a very hot blind.  Chris’s blind was also very hot, so he spent the day working on heat survival techniques.  Mark was also concerned about survival.  Not from the heat, but Rhinoceros!  Several Rhinoceros put on quite a show, fighting and moving within feet of Mark’s canvass blind.  All of this was very entertaining, if not frightening!  Mark made reference to the fact that he was ready on several occasions to locate and use an escape route.  
Day 2

We were out of bed at 4:15, which would be our daily regiment for the remainder of the hunt.  Today my blind is “sweet spot”.  By 6:30, which is a little late, I am in the blind and ready.  It is a windy day so the animals may move a little late.  As I sit without much action around the blind, I am reminded of Nico’s input about ‘blind discipline’ (the art of being still and undetected in the blind).
7:15 to 7:30  Doves coming in but not staying long.  I managed to fit in a couple of ‘power naps’.

9:00  Still no animals.  Ken Moody owns about 2,000 acres and has hunting rights on a total of nearly 50,000 acres, but none of those animals seem to want water at this blind today.

11:00 Still………….. no animals.  A couple more power naps.  These ‘power naps’ consist of dozing off for one to two minutes at a time.  It is amazing how refreshing a minute nap can be!

12:00 no animals……… plenty of wind

1:00  If the wind dies down the animals may come in early tonight

2:00  no animals.  Wind seems to be going down a little

3:00  Still windy.  No game.  I added a notch to my bow grip for my Eland.  I am still optimistic about the rest of the day.  The next three hours are the best chance for the day!

4:00 Still windy, still no game, but my % is getting better with each minute.  Hopefully this wind will go down.

5:00  NOTHING!!  Only wind!  I guess ‘sweet spot’ isn’t so sweet today!  Ken began the day by saying “There are going to be some long-faced hunters today.”  I guess he knows the effect the wind has on these animals.

5:40  My day was VEEEERRRY slow!  Sometimes ten minutes can seem like two hours while other times a day can seem like ten minutes.  It is largely a function of how many animals are passing in front of your blind and how hot it is in your blind.
This day ended with Gary tagging a nice Wildebeest and Jason shooting a Duiker.  One of our New York companions shot two Impala and a Wildebeest.  Chris had his turn with the Rhinoceros today.  The Rhino-blind is definitely a ‘high adventure’ blind.
Day 3

In the blind at 6:30.  NO WIND!!

Mapawnee Palace is my blind today.

Everyone in camp is seeing a wide variety of animals.  Chris & Mark are the only ones in our party who have not yet taken animals.  I don’t feel sorry for either of them since they have both passed up excellent opportunities.  Why wouldn’t they want to shoot a Rhino ????  

9:00 40 to 50 Impala with several nice rams.  There are, however, none which are spectacular so I will choose to wait.  I shot 3 Impala last year, so I won’t shoot one unless it is exceptionally nice.  Besides, they are acting as though something else may be staging to come in to the water hole.

9:15  Very nice Duiker

9:30 Steenbok in the bush.  A small male

10:00  I hear the sound of hogs in the distance.  It sounds like a very large herd of them!  The ‘hogs’ turn out to be baboons.  The alpha male comes directly in front of my blind and lowers his head to drink, facing away from me.  This gives me a perfect ‘Texas bulls-eye’ shot at about 15 yards.  I just can’t quite bring myself to shoot him in this compromising position!

Steenbok doe and more Impala.  There is a large dark animal out of range in the bush.  It is a Kudu.  Two cows & calves come to water.  More Baboons.  Now a real shooter Impala ram comes in, but offers no real opportunity for a good shot.  More Impalla rams and five or six Zebra.  One comes in to drink with no great opportunity.  I choose to wait for “the one I want”.  That is a mistake made all too frequently by hunters in South Africa.  While waiting for the “one you want”, which never comes in, you pass up the shot on the “one you could get”.  Why they were not all thirsty I will never know!

10:30 More Impala rams

11:00 More Kudu cows & calves……… more Impala
11:15  Zebra coming in (I really want a Zebra).  This time TWO drank and they all left; without any shot opportunity!  Impala nearly all the time

11:30  The waterhole is now vacated, but animals are still in the bush nearby.  A nice Steenbok buck comes in to water at thirty yards.  I take a shot.  It looks like a superficial wound.  I call on the radio for assistance.  No response from the PH until 11:45 

later, Louwrens & tracker arrive.  We track the Steenbok with no success and I am back in the blind at 1:30.  I know better than to take a thirty yard shot at a Duiker or Steenbok.  It’s not that I can’t shoot that distance with tolerable accuracy, but those two animals will rarely be in the same spot when the arrow arrives!  They are extremely quick at reacting to any kind of noise, such as that of an arrow being released in their direction.  I spooked a Kudu from the water hole upon my return.  Louwrens & Big Boy followed the Steenbok trail for a short while longer & then left about 1:30.  There are still Kudu in the bush nearby.

1:45  Sow & three pigs, the sow is not a real shooter, but might be great practice.  As I prepare to ‘practice’, the pigs leave with great haste at the sound of the string from my rangefinder hitting the cooler.  Their hearing and sense of smell are very good.  They simply leave in the flash of an eye if either sense alerts them to danger.  There are Steenbok and Duiker at thirty yards, but I am not going to have a repeat performance of my earlier misadventure.

3:00   Seven Kudu cows & calves

3:15  One little pig approaches the water hole but something (not me) spooked it away.  There were more pigs with it, but they didn’t come close.  The older pigs will send the little ones in ahead while they wait out of danger to see if the little pigs get eaten……… or shot at!  Guinea fowl are in the bush but don’t come in until 3:55

4:00  Monkeys are coming to water.  This day has passed very quickly.  The wide variety of animals makes for an entertaining day.

4:10  Impala

4:20  Movement in the bush……. A female Duiker and small male Duiker come in to water.

4:35  More Impala

4:50  Still more Impala.  Only an hour or so left of daylight.  Spectacular end to a beautiful day.

5:00  Nice male Duiker

5:25  Kudu barking behind my blind

5:45  Impala

Today Jason took a Gemsbok.  He also shot an Impala which wasn’t recovered.  Chris shot a very nice Kudu bull which measured 52” on one side and 53” on the other side.
  Nico, while on the trail of the Wildebeest shot by one of the New York hunters, made the mistake of shooting a nice bull, thinking it was the wounded one.  Mark shot a Jackal which stayed in the heat long enough to ruin the pelt, and an Impala that wasn’t recovered.  Unfortunately, the trackers & PH threw away the carcass of the Jackal so Mark didn’t even get the scull.

Day 4

In the blind at 6:20

Today is my turn in Rhino-blind.  It was actually Jason’s turn, but he, being a little “girly-man”, would not go anywhere that might result in an adventure with Rhinoceros.  I was happy to take a turn at this blind, but upon arrival my attitude is not wonderful, because there is not any water in the water hole; maybe just a bit of juicy scum on top of some of the mud.  My best hope seems to be for a Warthog, which would be just fine with me.  This is a small canvas blind with little room inside to maneuver into shooting position.  It also has limbs and brush blocking some of the shooting lanes.  Before I retire to the blind for the day I take liberty to clear some brush so as to increase my chances of getting a clean shot if something actually comes in “to water”.  The shooting lane to the salt block is similarly remolded.  
7:00 Guniea

7:40 Female Duiker

7:50 Another female Duiker

8:10  Nice male Duiker.  I didn’t come to South Africa to shoot another Duiker, but as the saying goes “He was there and I was there”!  That together with my low level of optimism for this water hole convinced me to shoot.  As he drank quartering toward me, I shot.  He ran…………. but not far.   Ken and Big Boy arrived within minutes to track the mighty Duiker.  As they began to follow the track from the water hole I spotted my Duiker about 15 yards into the bush.  Ken was quick to say, “Due to my (Ken’s) superior tracking skills, we have retrieved the Duiker”.  By 9:00 the pictures had been taken and I was back in the blind.  Ken assured me that game will still come in and drink, even with this poor supply of water.  As I sat, waiting in the blind I added a new notch to my bow grip.  It is amazing how a little blood on an arrow can revive the optimism!
9:30  A real nice Steenbok buck came in and offered me a broadside shot at about 16 yards.  I really wanted to take a Steenbok on this trip, so I readied my arrow and shot.  I watched helplessly as my arrow whizzed several inches over the back of the Steenbok.  He left in a hurry with no hairs out of place.  I may have shot a little high, but in reality I believe he simply ducked my arrow.  You just cannot believe how fast these creatures are!  Oh well!  I can kiss that Steenbok (and arrow) good-bye!

11:40 Monkey

12:05  Shot a Warthog.  

1:30  Back in the blind, didn’t recover the hog, who went through a fence onto a neighboring property so we could not pursue him.  This blind is positioned near a property boundary which is no problem on the large animals, but the hogs simply go under the fence if they are able to make it that far.  The bright side of this encounter was that while I waited for the PH to come look for the hog I found my arrow from the Steenbok miss.
2:00  another sow with three pigs.  Slight noise sent them rushing away.  Almost immediately two more sows with pigs come in to the water hole.  I shoot one, but the shot seems a little high.  

2:20  no radio contact yet

2:30  three small pigs

2:40  radio contact with Ken.  This time Ken and Louwrens are both in the area and both respond to my call.  When they hear I shot another hog they try to ‘head the hog off at the pass’, but to no avail!  The hog beat them to the fence and escaped through the same hole as the last one!

4:15  Impala herd with nice ram, but no good shooting opportunity.  At 4:30 they leave, but it is obvious to me that they are watching something else that wants to come in.  

5:15  Eland bull and two cows, followed at 5:30 by the now infamous Rhino herd.  Two bull Rhinos, a cow and a calf.

  The Rhinos put on a nice show, but nothing else will come in while they are in the vicinity for obvious reasons.  They had no sooner left than a herd of 20 or more Eland surrounded the water hole.  I was not interested in shooting another Eland, but I was being very careful not to spook them.  My day ended with the Eland herd nearly turning inside out as they were spooked, not by me, but by a visiting rabbit!

Today Gary took a nice 52” Kudu bull.  Chris shot a Warthog that wasn’t recovered.  While Jason didn’t shoot anything today, he did have an exciting day after all.  He was in a tree stand, far removed from the Rhino-boogie-man.  As fate would have it, the Rhino herd found their way to his tree stand and kept him “entertained” by rubbing on his tree!  I will just say that he was pleased to be in the truck headed back to camp!  Today was the day for Dave and Mark (the unanimously proclaimed expert on noise and scent control) to have some special bonding time in the blind together.  Mark didn’t describe it exactly that way.  When Dave was awake he was talking or not-so-quietly taking his boots off & putting them back on.  When Dave was awake he was coughing.  When Dave was asleep he was snoring.  When Dave was awakened from a nap he had a tendency to holler or make other loud noises.  It seems that all of the things Mark had done to Dave as a child had come back to haunt him.  Dave didn’t want to spend any more days in the blind with Mark (or anyone else for that matter).  Chris did not eat all of his lunch today.  He thinks the Jerky looks like a part of the Impala he would rather not chew on.

Day 5  The Bend
In the blind by 6:00.   It is still dark, so that gives ample time to prepare for the day and arrange everything so that it is as noise proof as possible.  I am told that Gemsbok and Blesbok frequent this water hole.  This is an “in ground” blind, which means you stand in a hole about up to your waist around which is built a permanent structure tall enough to stand up in.  It has curtains along the front of the blind and a canvas door at the back for entrance and exit.

6:30  Guinea fowl

6:35 female Duiker

7:25  Guinea fowl

8:00 lone Guinea.  In this blind I took my longest nap to date, about ten minutes.

8:20  Another female Duiker.  Nearly always birds, mostly doves.

9:40  Nice young Kudu bull, probably 40 inches

11:00 More Guinea

11:30  More Guinea 

11:45  Something snorted behind my blind.  Spooked the birds away.

!:00  five little pigs

1:45  Steenbok doe

3:20  2 Cory Bustard birds.  These are the world’s largest flying birds.  One stopped to strut but neither came in to drink.  This day was probably the overall best ‘bird day’, with an almost constant stream of birds.

3:40  Blesbok are coming in.  The best one came in first.  As he drank, quartering toward me I took the shot.  He turned and ran a short distance.  It seemed apparent that he was mortally wounded.  As the other Blesbok came in to drink, he chose to lie down, ears drooping and looking very ill.  Impala herd came in and essentially chased the Blesbok herd away, with mine in tow.  Louwrens and tracker arrived and after some tracking we located the Blesbok.  Louwrens finished him with a well placed shot.  As we approached him my first reaction was “that isn’t my Blesbok”.  So much for ground shrinkage!  On further inspection we easily determined it was, in fact, my Blesbok based on the arrow wound.
He measured 13”, which, according to Dale is a respectable Blesbok.  This day ended with Chris getting an Impala.  Jason hit another Impala but was not able to retrieve it.

Day 6

Prior to leaving camp this morning, Gary discovered a ‘small’ problem with his backpack which demanded attention before departure.  Ever-mindful of scent control, Gary has been faithfully using the urine bottle given to him by Mark.  Unfortunately, a loose lid created a slight mishap overnight.  His backpack and its entire contents were completely soaked with urine.  Not the best way to start the day!!!!! 
Kudu stand today, in by 6:10  
This is an area new to us this year, which has not been hunted for years.  The lack of hunting pressure has allowed the animals to mature, and there seems to be an abundance of them.  Yesterday Roger shot a Wildebeest, Kudu and Zebra from this blind. 
6:20  Nice male Duiker 

6:35  Female Duiker

7:05  Incredible male Duiker.  More Duiker and Steenbok coming in.  Even if there were no animals this would be a beautiful place.  The sounds of the South African bush at sunrise is a wonderful experience.
7:45 Male Duiker

7:55 Another Male and female Duiker

8:05  female Duiker

9:45  Several nice Impala rams

10:20 a herd of Kudu, including several cows, calves and bulls.  One large bull with 10” broken off the end of his right antler.

11:10  Impala ram & monkeys

Nearly noon  now until 3:00 is the most likely time for Warthogs.  I have seen hogs every day of the hunt

12:00 Monkeys want to come in, large herd of Impalas coming followed by Kudu

12:30  Baboons

2:05  Not much excitement for awhile…………. Until I look down at my left foot!  A few inches from my foot is a snake which has just entered the blind with me!  I have no way of knowing what kind, or how poisonous he is.  He is about 3 feet long.  I manage (quickly) to move to the far side of the blind and get an arrow in my hand, with which I manage to convince the little viper to exit the same way he came in.  It is safe to say that these South African animals have nothing on me when speed is required. Obviously divine intervention kept me from blowing a hole in the side of the blind as I left!  Instead, I was able to sit back down (after plugging the hole) and continue the hunt.  
3:30  Sow & three pigs.  Baboons still hanging around

4:15  half a dozen Impala rams

4:45  Baboons finally leaving

5:10  Monkeys, Guineas and Duiker.  This day ends very quietly with a waterbuck coming in at 6:30 when it was absolutely to dark to shoot.  Shoot!!!

Day 7

  Baboon tree stand

In the stand late, about 7:00  The guy who was supposed to unlock the entrance to this 15,000 acre farm showed up late.  This is the farm which has not been hunted for some time and has a lot of nice animals.  The action begins almost immediately
7:10  Impala

7:30  three Wildebeest bulls are coming in.  All of them are shooter bulls.  I quickly determine to take the first available shot even though one of the bulls is noticeably bigger than the other two.  
7:35  One bull goes to the salt and offers a good quartering-away shot.  I accept his offer and the three bulls leave with great gusto.  The shot had good penetration.  I am confident this hunt will have a happy ending (for me).  Nico arrives with the tracker, Johanna and Dave.  We begin the search, but the job is complicated when the wounded Wildebeest joins a herd of several more, making the track difficult to follow.  After an hour or more, Nico decides we are on the wrong track and suggests we go back to the ‘last blood’ we had found.  As we approach that spot, we encounter my Wildebeest, still on his feet, but mortally wounded.  He walks away from us as Nico puts one or two rounds into him.  It seems as though the beast does not even notice the shots, but finally stops to take a stand.  It is apparent that he is a very unhappy (and sick) beast.  We approach carefully, because he is poised, ready to take us.  I am able to put another arrow in him to finish him off.  

  At this point in the hunt, Johannas is not to be found.  Finally Nico leaves him and takes me back to the tree stand.  Mark has shot an Impala and another Jackal, so Dave & Nico leave to pursue them.  

1:15  Johannas shows up at my tree stand and Nico returns for him about 1:40

3:30  no animals since I am back in the tree.  Wind has changed.  I haven’t seen much here today, but I am certainly happy with the day’s events

4:30  still nothing.  I am surprised that I haven’t seen any pigs today.  There are lots of those pesky little flies today.  They are the kind that want to be in your nose and eyes and ears and anywhere else they can be that will bother you.  Oh, well.  It gives me something to kill on a slow afternoon.

5:00 Impala come close but don’t come in

5:15 Guinea

5:50  Nico arrives to pick me up early.  We have been having some problems with the radios, and someone called for assistance.  He thought it was me.  As we approach Mark’s blind we discover it was him.  He has shot a Kudu.  To say he is excited would be an understatement!  It is now dark, but Nico finds the bull quickly, less than 100 yards from where Mark shot him.  Mark seems in near disbelief that the animal is really dead!  What a marvelous way to conclude a day!
Day 8

Baobab blind
6:15  in blind and ready!

6:55  Guinea

7:45 Monkey

8:00  more monkeys.  I am very sleepy today, and there isn’t much happening.

10:20  I awaken to one young sow at the water hole.  The blinds are very small, and we are spending 10 to 12 hours each day in the blinds.  Small quarters and long hours, but you never know when, after hours of uneventful waiting the right animal may appear and give you the shot opportunity you have been waiting for.  That hope keeps us waiting in anticipation until the very last light…… or even lingering AFTER the last light, when something “just might” show up.  Indeed, they often do.  Gary has spent two days in blinds which have no water.  They are “feeding stations”.  Both days were unproductive.  Today he is in a blind called Double Dam (as in two water holes).  Jason has been there two days in a row and seen Gemsbok both days…….. yesterday about twenty of them.  This may be Gary’s lucky day!  Chris is at a blind similar to mine, and in the same general area, where ther is a Wildebeest which would be a new world record.  He is about 33”, which is incredible for an archery Wildebeest.  He has been seen many times, but not taken.  One of the New York hunters had a broadside opportunity at him, but didn’t want a Wildebeest.  Our hunting group salivates at the thought of such an opportunity!  Today is the slowest day of all for me.  
1:45  I call Ken on the radio and tell him I would just as soon go back to camp and take a nap.  It is very windy and nothing seems to be moving.  Louwrens arrives shortly thereafter to take me back to camp.  I feel better about my decision when he assures me it was a good choice.  We talk for awhile at camp and he offers to take me on a spot and stalk hunt this afternoon.  That excites me.  With the wind in our favor the chances of sneaking up on something is pretty good.  We spent an hour or so driving around and saw some animals, most notably Gemsbok.  Before we were able to get in a good position to go after one of them the radio call came from Chris.  He has shot a Warthog, but he is “sorry….. he thinks he has made a bad shot on it”.  As we arrive at his blind we are greeted by Chris, who is excited about getting a Warthog and hopeful that we might somehow find it in spite of his bad shot.  Louwrens simply responds to Chris rather matter-of-factly by saying “He is down”.  Chris, still hopeful, does not accept this comfort readily.  “What do you mean?” he asks.  Louwrens points down a trail and says “look over there”.  Chris then sees his Warthog lying in the bush a short distance away, and a very nice one too.  He is jubilant, and tells us that he is more excited over this pig than he was his Kudu.  I understood.  Anyone who has not shot a Warthog does not understand.  They are so horribly ugly and magnificent that they are a particularly special trophy.

     Back at camp we heard about Nico’s adventures.  While tracking an Impala, he heard a thump behind him.  As he turned to look, he saw a nine foot Cobra rising up to strike at him again!  Fortunately, it had missed the first time!  After shooting it three times, he and his party finished it with a rock.  
Day 9

In Duiker blind today

It is misty to rain this morning, with some wind and cloud cover.  This is the blind where Mark got his Kudu.  There are almost always Kudu here, as well as Zebra.  Although no Zebra have been taken here by our party, Mark saw one which was predominately black with white stripes.  One with this color would be a rare trophy.
In the blind about 7:15

7:50  Impala rams with herd

8:15  Sun is beginning to shine

8:45  Kudu behind the blind

11:00  Wart hogs, sow & four pigs.  I shot the sow.  She went about 20 yards.  I called Nico.  While he is on his way three more Warthogs come in.  One of them is a very nice sow.  I shot once and they spooked.  I couldn’t tell, but thought I hit the sow.  I got another opportunity and shot again!  The first hog is easy to track……… lying in plain sight, twenty yards from where I shot her.  The second however would require some tracking.  As we looked for the tracks we found the three hogs that came in together.  It seemed obvious that one had been hit so Nico readied his rifle for a shot.  When the sow offered the opportunity he was ready and finished the job my arrow had begun.  He turned to me and said “She’s your pig now!  If we have to we’ll stick an arrow in her!”  He was referring to his killing of the wildebeest which turned out not to be the right one.  The PH gets to pay for such animals, and he wasn’t planning to pay for a hog too!  We inspected the hog, and to our satisfaction, it was indeed, my hog!
1:10  Back in the blind.  Nico tells me I am going to shoot a Kudu this afternoon.  I guess we will see.  It would certainly work for me.

1:50  more pigs

2:00 Black & white eagle

3:00 More pigs, sow and three pigs.  I have now killed enough pigs, unless I get an opportunity at a nice boar.

3:35  Impalas water, then leave as if something has ‘moved them’

5:30  Impala and four Kudu bulls.  No shooters

5:45 Duiker

Back at camp the events of the day are recapped:  Gary had a brief experience with a Red Hartebeest then shot an Impala.  Chris passed up a broadside opportunity at a Zebra in hopes that a Gemsbok might come in.  It didn’t.  

Day 10 

In the blind by 6:00 today……… plenty early.  This is Blue Wildebeest, the blind where Gary shot his Kudu.  It is cooler today with a slight breeze.

6:50  female Duiker

7:15  female Duiker

8:15 Impala herd with one mature shooter ram.  By the time I decide I will shoot him he turns and I have no shot opportunity.  This after his has spent considerable time broadside at 25 yards!

8:35 Baboons are coming

8:45  one young Impala ram…….. very skiddish

9:10  More Impala, four young rams

9:30  More Impala and hundreds of Baboons

10:00  Sow & pigs

10:15  very nice male Duiker

10:45  More Impala rams.  Kudu barks from out of range, in the bush

11:40  Kudu cow comes in with Impala herd

12:20  Large male Baboon

3:20  Nothing…………….. very slow

4:00 I have been reading & relaxing all afternoon.  With only two hours of daylight, it’s time to get back in the hunt mode!  Something has to happen!

5:45  Wildebeest comes in 30 yards broadside, drank & left.   I didn’t take the shot, since he was not any bigger than the one I already got.

6:10  two very large Warthog boars came in to water.  It is lo dark to shoot, but I decide to try my lighted sight.  I have to shoot with both eyes open.  My release sends the hogs off into the dark.  I had misjudged the distance and undershot.  The day is done!

Chris has taken a record book Wildebeest and Gary a great Duiker.  Mark passed on a cow Gemsbok and “spent the day at full draw”.  Chris also shot a Baboon today.  In the back.  Didn’t kill him.  Just shot him so he now has to walk standing up.  Can’t bend over any more!
Day 11

Final day of the hunt.  Eland is the blind I am in today, where Chris saw Zebra and shot his Wildebeest

In blind at 6:00

6:15  the largest flock of Guinea I have seen on this trip

6:25  female Duiker.  Beautiful day; clear & warm with no wind.

7:00  another female Duiker.  Some breeze now

7:15  Most of the Guinea left abruptly.  Another female Duiker & Impala

8:00 female Duiker

8:10  More Impala & Guinea

8:15  Male Duiker, Wildebeest comparable to mine

8:25  More Impala

8:40 Impala rams

9:15 Guinea finally leave

9:30  ten Wildebeest cows & calves with one small bull

10:00  Small Kudu bull with both horns busted off about 12” above his head  

10:50  Sow & 3 pigs

11:00 Shot nice Warthog boar.  He ducked and turned as I shot.  I got great penetration, but it went just below his spine and just above his vitals.  Impala coming in.  Ken and Samuel come to look for my Warthog, but to no avail.  He is gone.  On the radio, Nico tells us that Mark has shot a Gemsbok.  Ken asks if he is happy.  “He is jumping out of his skin”, comes the reply.  Another hunter was nearly “jumping out of his skin this morning.  Roger had an early morning adventure in “the Bend”, a blind I was in on day five of the hunt.  Chris shot his Wildebeest out of the same blind.  Roger arrived while it was still dark.  He and one of the trackers carried his gear into the blind.  Roger habitually checked out the blinds before settling in.  He shined his flashlight around all four sides of the floor….. all clear.  Now around the top, in the rafters, side on… clear, front ….clear, side two…. Clear, back wall above the entrance door….SNAKE!!  Roger & the tracker made a swift exit.  Louwrens peered through the front shooting window, and with the aid of a spotlight, was able to shoot the snake, a TWELVE FOOT LONG BLACK MAMBA!!  Later in the day they also killed a nine foot Black Mamba on a trail in the bush.  
1:00 back in the blind
2:00 short nap, then ready for action.

2:20  Duiker female

2:30 Impala ram doesn’t come in

2:50  Just a little more than three hours left on this South African hunt

3:00  Impala ram with a ‘drop tine’… one horn up, and one horn down

3:50  Something working it’s way in… looks like Kudu or Gemsbok.  Impala coming in

4:10 female Duiker

4:50  Guinea coming back in.  Sun is beginning to set on this hunt.  Unless the next hour is productive, I will go home without a Boar Warthog, Gemsbok, Zebra or Steenbok.  I guess I will just have to come back!!

5:15  Giraffe comes in.  There have been reports (mostly from Chris) about Giraffe coming in and keeping everything else away from the water holes. I knew I need to chase him away, so I stick my head out the window and waive my arms.  He just looks as if he doesn’t care.  As a last resort, I leave my blind and chase him away with a limb.  He leaves the water, but lingers just out of range snorting and gawking.  At least he is a couple hundred yards away from the water.  He continues to hang around and snort and huff until 5:45…………… long enough to discourage anything else from coming in while it is still light enough to shoot.  I can hear Kudu on my right and Zebra on my left, but they don’t even start to come in until after dark.  Shortly thereafter the PH comes to pick me up and the hunt is officially over! 
Back at camp Chris, Mark & I prepare for the long trip back home.  Dave and Jason left several days ago and Gary is staying a few more days in this camp before leaving on the next leg of his journey, after the mighty Cape buffalo.  After that hunt he is continuing on a quest for a Sable and whatever else gets in front of him.  All totaled, he will spend about a month and a half on this hunt.  There is a mixed sense of relief and sadness as I ready myself for tomorrow’s departure.  I am relieved to be going home, but saddened that the hunt is finished.  So many animals.  So little time!  Well, maybe another year!
