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	    My closest friends have heard all about my African hunt. They have probably heard enough and hope I do something different so I will stop talking about it. Truth is, it was spectacular in everyway. When I was a small child, after we finally got a television, I watched Frank Buck, Jungle Jim and of course Tarzan. For those who don't know who Frank Buck was, he had a show in which he caught African animals and brought them back to zoos in the good old USA. The show was called, "Frank Buck-Bring Them Back Alive". At least, that's the way I remember it. That was a long time ago and I had given up all hope of ever going on safari in Africa. I mean, after all, it's terribly expensive and I don't have that kind of money. So, when Covey called me and said that we should go, I said, "Yeah Right". He said that the cost wasn't as bad as I thought and that we could book a hunt at the Eastern Sportsman's Show in Harrisburg, PA. I agreed to go and talk to the outfitters. Still, I didn't think it would happen, but I had heard the show was worth seeing, so in February 2007, away we went. 

    The Eastern Sportsman’s Show is huge. There's something there for everyone. One section is dedicated to fishing. There are boats and fresh and salt water gear as well as guides and outfitters. There are too many items to mention. The hunting section is even bigger and features vendors that sell all sorts of hunting equipment. There are also over 100 outfitters. I didn't count them but there were a bunch. If interested you can go on-line and check out the show to see what's featured. 

    Covey and I started talking to African outfitters at about 10:15 am, and finished at about 3:00 pm. Most were very interesting and had lots of pictures on display. Many were booked solid for 2007 so we continued our search. Eventually, we met Matt Yablonski of Inner-Circle Hunts and began to question him about East Cape Safaris near Somerset East, RSA. After we told him that we were not interested in bring back any trophies, due to the cost, he told us about a management hunt that East Cape Safaris offered. It included a package of 26 animals and 10 days of hunting. Over half of the package consisted of adult males and the rest females. I requested two Kudu bulls and the outfitter agreed. Since Covey and I would share the cost of the package, the hunt was becoming very manageable at $2700 each. All of a sudden, an African hunt began to sound possible. Still, we didn't confirm the hunt. We wanted some references. Matt gave us a list.

    When I got home I called a couple in Colorado and discussed their past hunts at East Cape Safaris. Luckily, I got both the wife and husband on separate lines and was able to have a three-way conversation. To make it short, they were highly complimentary of Grant Abrahamson (Outfitter) and his hunting operation. Based on their recommendation I told Covey that I was willing to take a chance if he was. We paid the deposit and confirmed the hunt. That is how I got to go to Africa on a plains game safari. 

   There were other costs to be sure. The airfare was the single biggest expense, except for the hunt. There were tips to the PH (professional hunter), but he earned it. The trackers and skinners received tips as did the housekeepers. And, to reduce baggage and eliminate any issues we rented firearms from the Grant. We also paid for bullets. In all, we spent less than $5900 each for the entire 10 day hunting trip. Remember, we were on a hunt for a possible 26 animals. Before it was over we shot more than that. To put the cost in perspective, at the same time I saw elk hunts for over $3900 and up, and several high dollar Texas deer hunts from $2000 up to $20,000. And, they were just for a chance to take one animal. The African hunt was a great bargain.

    Covey and I flew out of Dulles International Airport near Washington, DC and in eight hours we were in Africa. I should say, rather, that we were over Africa. It took another seven hours to get to Johannesburg, RSA and after a two hour layover, another hour and 45 minutes to get to Port Elizabeth (PE). Grant was waiting for us and after loading our luggage started for the hunting camp near Somerset East. Covey didn't eat on the plane; said he couldn't stand the food. He asked Grant if we could stop for dinner before we left Port Elizabeth. Grant agreed and in a few minutes turned onto a street heading into PE. Covey and I looked at each other as we were heading straight for a McDonalds. We couldn't believe it. We had just flown for over 17 hours, were in Africa, and were going to eat at McDonalds. The road Grant took went straight into a McDonald's parking lot, but just when we were resigned to a Big Mac, Grant turned and took us to a really nice local restaurant at the top of a hill overlooking much of PE and the Indian Ocean. The food was good.

   I kept a daily log of our hunting adventures and will share them with you over the next few articles. All I can say is that it was great. We saw hundreds of animals everyday and ate very well over the next few days. Accommodations were wonderful. I don't know how it could have been any better. If you are interested in seeing what East Cape Safaris has to offer, check out  www.EastCapeSafaris.co.za  on the web. See ya next month!
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	   I have heard some of the TV hunters complain about Jet Lag. This morning I felt great. Even though the flight to Port Elizabeth took 17 hours there were no problems with Jet Lag. All I wanted to do was hunt. I awoke at 6:45 am and walked over to the main lodge. Grant introduced me and Covey to Johann and we all sat down to a quick breakfast. The food during our 10 day hunt was great. 

    Rather than take rifles with us, and to avoid any issues with customs, we rented them from Grant and Johann. I hunted mostly with Johann and used his Sako 75 in .270 cal. It had a factory built Sako sound suppressor. (Check out pictures 181 - 195) Although it was left handed it shot great and I soon adapted to the bolt on the wrong side. Covey used Grants .270. We also had a .243 and .223 which we used later. These rifles were plenty adequate for the game we would be hunting. 

   FIRST BLOOD - After shooting the rifles, Covey and Grant separated from Johann and me. We drove to separate sections of an 8000 acre farm and began our hunt for impala. Since we were on a management hunt, we were taking does and rams. Johann wanted me to hold out for a trophy ram. I was impressed with Johann. He is fifth generation South African and has a large farm of his own. He was very mild mannered and knowledgeable about the native animals. His eyesight was adapted to the countryside and he could spot an animal long before me. Even after he pointed out the animal, I usually needed a landmark to finally spot it. 

    After arriving at a large group of acacias and with our tracker David we started a spot and stalk hunt. We had gone only a couple hundred yards when was introduced to the "Ha-Ha" birds. Johann said they were Ibis, but I named them according to the loud sounds they made when they flew out of the trees. It sounded like a loud crow with a sound like, Ha-Haaa, Ha, Ha. Johann said they would spook game and I saw no reason to doubt it. Everything in the area surely heard them. Breaking through the trees we came to a large area of open plains. There was game as far as I could see. They were in little groups, mostly by species. There were Wildebeest, Gemsbuck, Springbuck, Impala and others that we couldn't see. We settled down behind a termite hill and decided to wait to see what direction the Impala were going. After awhile, I looked over to my left and spotted a beautiful Red Lechwe ram. Being the first I had ever seen I had to ask Johann it's name. It wasn't part of our hunt package so all I could do was look. It was a beautiful animal. The red coloration gave it its name and the horns were long and heavy. Oh well, maybe some other hunt. 

    Johann sent David on a long walk around the large group of Impala. He eventually began to move them in a slow drive that, if we were lucky, would bring them within a couple hundred yards of our hide. After several minutes we had Impala nearing rifle range. Naturally, the first ram I saw looked great, but Johann said he wasn't big enough and wanted me to take a doe. There was one head high bush beside us and Johann set the shooting sticks and told me to get ready. I eased a cartridge into chamber and rested the .270 on the sticks and waited for him to give me the go-ahead for the shot. A point of interest, the PH always tells the client which animal to shoot. Johann selected a mature doe and ranged it at 248 yards. The herd was angling nearer to us and at 200 yards he said to take the shot. I made the mistake of shooting too far back behind the shoulder. Quickly, I shot again and hit about two inches from the initial shot. The herd ran about 200 yards, stopped and ran again. My doe faltered and stayed behind. She laid down and looked like she was done but Johann said to shoot again. I moved up to 50 yards and shot her in the neck. My first African hunt was successful. This was definitely a learning experience for me and I think Johann wanted to see how I would act in a hunting situation.

    Covey shot a nice Impala ram, but like me shot it too far back. The kill spot for most of these animals is right at the top of the front leg, about 1/3 of the way up the body. When I started shooting farther forward, I made several one shot kills. Like I said, a learning experience.

   SPRINGBUCK - The Springbuck is a beautiful animal. The tan back and white belly is separated by a dark brown stripe. It is also the national animal of South Africa. Johann said that his father told him to aim up the leg into the brown stripe for a sure kill. I saw the Springbuck in the morning hunt but it was a doe and I was ready for some horns. After lunch we drove toward Somerset East and hunted another of Grants concessions. Again, Covey and Grant hunted one area and Johann, David and I another. Before long we saw small groups of animals which included Springbuck and Fallow Deer. Fallow Deer are not native to Africa but were transplanted with great success. They blend right in with the native animals and don't appear to be a detriment to the habitat. Everyone liked them. One highlight was seeing my first Aardwolf. Johann related it to a hyena and didn't care for it much. He did say that they were not dangerous and ate mostly insects. It was pretty exotic with its tan coat and dark vertical stripes. 

    After awhile, we spotted a Springbuck and began a stalk. It was grazing slightly toward us and Johann motioned for me to stay low and follow him. Carefully we crawled down hill from thorn bush to thorn bush, using them for cover. We approached to about 100 yards and Johann motioned me forward. During our stalk, the Springbuck had laid down but was now on its feet again and continuing to graze. I fired from the prone position, a welcome relief from the sticks and dropped him in his tracks. He was an old ram and he was beautiful. 

   FALLOW DEER - Later in the afternoon Grant drove us to a wooded valley and as always we saw lots of animals. We spotted a small herd of Fallow Deer. Grant asked me if I wanted to hunt one. I gave him a, "you don't have to ask" look and the hunt was on. Johann and I started a short stalk to get into shooting position. Shortly he set up the sticks and gave me the OK on a nice buck. At the shot we heard the impact and the animal almost went down. But, it collected itself and ran down the valley with the herd which included other bucks. Soon they were out of sight. Johann called Grant on a portable radio and before long we were all searching for the buck. Grant drove down one side of the valley and Johann, David and I walked the other. We were actually climbing a hill to get around where we could see around the other side. Darvid (another tracker) went down the bottom of the valley tracking blood and occasionally spotting the buck. Johann told me to come along as fast as I could. He ran to the top of the mountain, now a distance of 300 yards, to try to catch sight of the Fallow Deer. I was huffing and puffing when I reached the top. He wasn't even breathing hard after running the whole way. Johann and Grant kept in contact by radio and determined that the buck was on our side of the valley. Covey finally spotted the buck from the road and got off a shot. It hit a little far back but served to separate the bucks and caused mine to lay down. Johann spotted the buck and told me to finish it off. I got on the sticks and just as I shot it jumped up and ran. My bullet cut it along the side. I ran down hill and spotted the buck standing and my next shot was true. The first shot had hit high in the leg. If it had been an inch higher it would have resulted in a one shot kill. His horns were high and wide. It was trophy buck that I especially wanted. Another African dream come true.

   We returned to the camp and took the animals to the skinning shed. After washing we joined Grant and his family for a great dinner. Serine and the cooks put on a great spread. After a drink or two around an open fire, I bid everyone goodnight and retired to my cabin to write down notes from the days events. As excited as I was, it wasn't hard to get to sleep.
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	BLESBOCK
     On day two we took a short ride to another of Grant's concessions. I thought I saw a lot of game yesterday, but today was spectacular. I saw Kudu, Gemsbock, Zebra, Wildebeest, Springbuck, Blesbuck, Impala and even some Guinea Fowl. Covey, Johan, David and I walked to a distant hilltop. It was completely open with sparce vegetation around the edges. We spotted a herd of Wildebeast. Covey had selected one of these for a hunt but the herd bolted and made a mad dash of several hundred yards and were soon out of sight. We couldn't determine why they had run but then a small group of Blesbuck came running into the field. Johan said that they had probably caused the normally spooky Wildebeest to run. Who knows? Over the 10 day hunt we often saw Wildebeest run for no apparent reason. I think they just like to run.

    The herd of Blesbuck consisted of four white and three brown animals. Covey picked out the brown ram in the lead and fired. The hit was low in the front leg and the herd ran off like nothing had happened. Johan sent David (his personal tracker of 5 years) to try to locate the animals. Covey, Johan and I sat down on the side of the hill and soon spotted the herd of Blesbuck. Only six animals were visible. One of the brown antelope was missing. While we were contemplating what had happened to the animal Covey shot, we heard rocks tumbling down the hillside about 50 yard below us. The wounded animal had bedded down and was spooked when David jumped him. It tried to go down the mountain to the other animals but as luck would have it, it stopped and offered Covey a shot. He took deliberate aim with Grant's .243 and soon we gave it a ride in the back of the truck.

SPRINGBUCK
    Grant joined us and took Covey to see if they could locate the Wildebeest we had seen earlier in the morning. Johan and I went in search of a Springbuck. We shot Springbuck almost everyday. They are the national animal of South Africa and were plentiful in all the property we hunted. Johan should come to the US and sign up for the Boston Marathon. He can cover more ground with less effort than anyone I know. Old Bob might have give him a run for his money a few years ago. Anyway, we started down the mountain and walked into a nice Springbuck ram. He ran. About a half hour later we spotted more of the little animals and had only to stalk about 100 yards to get into shooting position. During the stalk we jumped an Impala doe which immediately gave an alarm call. A second call alarmed all of the Springbuck which vacated the area. Johan let it be known that he wasn't very pleased with Impala does right at that moment. The doe had alerted every animal in the area.

     We walked a long way around the mountain and after awhile Johan spotted more Springbuck. They were probably a mile away. I don't think I would have spotted them if Johan hadn't pointed them out. All African animals blend in with the habitat. On the adjoining hillside we say Zebra, Gemsbock and Wildebeest. We could have probably made successful stalks on any of them but they were not in my part of the hunt package. We continued to stalk the Springbuck, moving from thornbush to thornbush. At 150 yards the .270 found the mark on a very pretty ram. During the stalk Johan had spotted another excellent ram. We changed directions and were soon in range of the animal. I was becoming more comfortable on the shooting sticks and make a perfect shot. I made a couple sets of sticks when I got home. 

    I didn't know it at the time, but Grant and Covey had been successful in his Wildebeest hunt and were sitting on top of the hill watching us stalk and shoot both Springbuck. 

WILDEBEAST
    While Johan and I hunted Springbuck, Grant and Covey had relocated the herd of Wildebeest. They made a stalk and Covey dropped a cow (part of the management package) on his first shot. The animal tried to get up and two members of the herd attacked it and knocked it back down. Covey said it was something to see. As soon as they presented an opening Covey fired the finishing shot. Don't think a cow is not a real trophy, especially for a management hunt. They have good horns but Grant did say the males horns were heavier.

     That concluded Day 2 of our 10 day hunt. It kept getting better and better. More next month. Now go out and get a gobbler! 
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	Africa-Day 3 

WARTHOG
    After an early breakfast we took an hour drive to Uncle J.C.'s property, an area noted for warthogs. It was about an hour drive and Grant wanted arrive near daybreak in an effort to catch the hogs out sunning. The first warthog I saw I shot. It was a real nice male with large tusk. We spotted the boar and a sow from the truck and made a stalk to within 240 yards as determined by Johan's rangefinder. He set up the short sticks which allowed me to shoot from a sitting position which increased my stability and improved aiming. The first shot on the shoulder knocked the hog down and I thought it was done. Johan was congratulating me for a good shot when the hog got up and tried to get away. "Hit him again.", he yelled and I made another shot dropping him to his knees, the slap of the .270 echoing back to us. As he tried to get up I fired the third and final shot ending the hunt. The boys joined us, congratulated me with hand shakes and back slaps and we walked over to the warthog and took pictures. I made sure to include the boys in my pictures. After all, they were a part of the hunt. When we checked out the shot placement, I was surprised that the hog got up at all. The boys had the unpleasant task of carrying the boar down the farside and up the near side of a deep ravine and then an additional 400 yards of rough, rocky terrain to the truck. They smiled, talked and laughed the whole distance. These guys were always happy it seemed, even though they would sometimes give us a look when we missed. Back at the truck Grant and Covey had watched the whole hunt. Grant also pointed out that the area we were hunting had been used in filming part of the most recent "King Solomon's Mines". That was pretty cool. 

     We searched for more warthogs but after awhile took a lunchbreak. Sarine (Grants lovely wife) had made sure we had good lunches packed for the daylong hunt. Grant created a small fireplace from some of the many natural rocks in the area. He produced a small hand grill and cooked burgers and sausage over the coals. While we were eating and rehashing the hunt, Darvid one of the trackers brought over three pieces of warthog liver, blood still dripping and layed it on the grill. I really missed a good opportunity for a picture because, he was cooking the liver and had blood up to his elbows from dressing the boar. The fire wasn't hot enough for Darvid so he laid the grill down directly in the coals. After only couple minutes on each side the meat was cooked to his satisfaction, black covered with ashes and some blood running. He took it to the other boys and enjoyed what they said was the better of the two available lunches.

MOUNTAIN REEDBUCK
    After lunch we took the trucks and drove up the mountain. After a mile or so we spotted my first Mountain Reedbuck. Grant stopped the truck and Johan and I got down from the back and he gestured for me to load my rifle. We moved to a position to make a shot and he set up the tall sticks. I tried to get steady on the sticks but never could settle down and when I shot it went wide. The Mountain Reedbuck ran, of course, and Johan and I ran further up and around the mountainside and he set the sticks again. Now, here I was out of breath and trying to make a good shot at even greater distance. I wouldn't have bet a dime. But, the Sako cracked and we heard the slap of the bullet. For some reason, I was able to settle the crosshairs in the shoulder and knew I made a good shot when I pulled the trigger. The boys were smiling again. I don't know how I could be so good on the sticks for one shot and so bad for another. This had been my second clean miss for the first three days of hunting. Not to worry, there would be more.
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	Africa-Day 4
Day 4 of our hunt was truly outstanding. I shot three trophy animals, even though our hunt was considered a management hunt. I can't thank or recommend East Cape Safaris and Grant Abrahamson enough. 

STEENBOK
    You can hunt a lifetime for a record book animal or you can get one on your next hunt. My Steenbok exceeded the mimimum for Rowland-Ward (Record book for African animals) by over an inch and was taken 15 minutes from the lodge. 

    After a big breakfast, Johan hurried us out to the bush to try for a Steenbok. Covey had shot a Duiker yesterday and it was my turn to hunt. We were driving and spotting from the truck when a Steenbok doe was spotted. Johan and the boys started scanning the area for a ram. We left the truck and began a walk in search of the ram that Johan was sure was in the area. Suddenly he set the tall sticks and motioned for me to put a bullet in the chamber of the .270. As soon as I settled in on the sticks I could see the little ram at about 100 yards. The shot was perfect and as we admired the animal Johan said that it was a very good ram. Later that night, Grant said that the ram would qualify for the record book. The minimum for Roland-Ward is 4.5" and mine was 5.75". The record as I write this article is 7". So I had a very respectable ram. Remember, I was on a management hunt, not a trophy hunt. Pretty good deal. This was a very pretty little animal. Check out picture 185 on www.goodhunts.com.

IMPALA
    This was a beautiful antelope (See picture 181). After the hunt for Steenbok Johan said I should try for my Impala. Covey had shot his on Day 1. Again we were trying for a Trophy animal. I thought I would be shooting a small ram, but again Grant showed his generosity by insuring I have a chance at a trophy. We moved to one of Grant's properties consisting of 12000 acres of Karoo on the veld and interspersed with Acacia trees in the valleys. The open areas are vast and animals spend most of the day browsing on the Karoo. This appears to be a staple of most of the plains game in the area. Johan, David, Covey and I drove to an area of Acacia and left the truck to began stalking through the country. On the way there we saw a nice Nyala, a new species for me. He was not a full grown trophy but had good horns and would be a trophy next year. From the bushveld we entered a large Karoo field and spotted a large herd of Springbuck, Impala and Wildebeest. Wildebeest was not on my part of the package so all we could do was watch them. They stayed out in the middle of a huge field and ran back and forth for no apparent reason. They looked pretty cool. An old story goes that when God created the animals of the earth he had a lot of parts left over and from them he created the Wildebeest. I began to understand the legend.

    We watched the Impala for a long while. It was apparent that they were not going to come in our direction and the oppenness of the terrain left no doubt that stalking was out of the question. Johan decided to send David out on a long track around the area in an attempt to drive the game toward us. About a half hour later we spotted the game moving our way. We took cover in the thorn trees and waited for the plan to come together. Johan decided that the herd was moving to within gunshot range and set the sticks. I settled the .270 in the fork of the sticks and waited for my opportunity. Before long a couple rams were within 90 yards and Johan told me to shoot the second from the left. The crosshairs settled down and I squeezed the trigger. The ram buckled but caught himself and started running across the field. Fortunately, he ran closer to me and I kneeled down, resting my elbow on my knee and swung the rifle ahead of his shoulder and began to squeeze the trigger. The ram collapsed on the spot. Upon closer examination, the second shot wasn't really needed, the first shot had done its damage. We checked out the ram and took pictures. I shook Johan's hand and gave him a big, "Thank you".

KUDU
    The Gray Ghost of Africa is the name given to this big beautiful animal. If you watch the hunting shows on TV you have seen this spiraled horned antelope. It is on many of the African shows. I think the Gray Ghost name was given by non-African hunters. The Africans can see them with the naked eye, while it is difficult for us to see them with 10X binoculars. It was even hard to see when Johan or Grant pointed them out. Imagine, if you will, a gray animal standing in the shade at long distance and scarcely moving an ear. It perfectly matches it's habitat and will stand for long periods of time. I think I can see whitetail deer as well as most anyone, but the African game was different. It was tough. Grant said that once you know what to look for, it becomes easier.

    Grant has several hunting concessions available to him. This afternoon we drove a few miles toward Somerset East and turned into a mostly wooded area. He said there were lots of Kudu in this area and we should be able to have a good hunt. While driving in we saw an Aardwolf, a dog like animal with vertical black stripes. Fortunately it eats insects and termites and not people. It looked pretty neat. The trackers soon spotted Kudu cows and a bull. We started a stalk and soon Johan was setting up the sticks. I still had not seen the bull and, in fact, never did see this bull. He stood around waiting to get shot and I didn't even spot him. Eventually, he tired and left the area. I think Johan was disappointed that I didn't see the bull but he said we would make a move and go to an area where he and Grant thought he may have gone. They keep in contact with radios and stay on top of the hunt. We went back to the trucks and circled around the hills to the valley where they thought we could locate the animals. In true safari fashion we started moving through the countryside searching. We were walking in line. Johan was leading while the "great white hunter", (me) was second and David followed along carrying the .270. I couldn't help but think of all the African movies I had watched as a child. After 5 or 10 minutes I took the rifle back. I always hunt better with the rifle in my hands. And, I felt a little guilty letting David carry my burden.

    We had moved up on a ridgeline and about halfway down the ridge David nodded forward that he had heard something. Johan picked up the sound also and we stopped and listened for a few minutes. Since I can't hear very well, this was their game. I just waited for instructions. We continued our stalk very slowly taking care not to make any noise. I paid strict attention to my PH and walked when he walked and stopped when he stopped. Suddenly he stopped and I immediately started seeing Kudu. I worked the bolt ( Johan never lets his hunter put in a bullet until it is time to shoot) forward, injecting a cartridge. Johan motioned to take out the shell, they were only cows. I soon saw the legs of another Kudu under the thorn trees. But, it turned out to be a young bull. He looked big to me at 25 yards, but he only had one curl in the horns and we were trying for an older animal. After another few minutes we came to a spot where the ridge dropped into the valley below. Johan put out his hand as a signal to stop. About 250 yards away was a Kudu cow. Behind her on a hilltop stood a bull. He was skylined but even then he was behind an acacia and had to move before I spotted him. I finally spotted the curls of his horns. Johan set the sticks and told me to put in a cartridge. He then tried to tell me where the bull was standing. I saw the tree and put up the rifle. All this time, the sun had been setting and it was getting late. I couldn't see the bull through the scope, even though I had been able to spot him with binoculars. Here I was, close enough to shoot a big bull and couldn't see him. I was almost in a panic. I didn't want to blow it on two Kudu in the same day. Then, I remembered that I often take my glasses off when it gets late while I'm hunting deer back home. The last 10 minutes are often two dark for my tinted lens. I put the glasses in my shirt pocket and looked for the bull again. I told Johan that I could see it. Johan said the animals were beginning to move. Fortunately they were moving down the valley which brought them to within 200 yards. The cow ran out of our line of sight but the bull stopped and looked at us. Even though I moved slightly, I still put the bullet just in front of the right shoulder. It exited behind the left and cut a deadly path through the heart. Johan took about five steps and looked beneath an acacia with his binoculars and turned to me and said, "He's dead". I almost run the 200 yards to the beautiful bull. I couldn't believe he was mine until I put my hand on him. He had double spiraled horns and the longest measured 46". In size he looked like a horse laying there on the ground (See Picture 188). I was truly overjoyed because this was one animal that I wanted on my African hunt. Johan shook my hand and we took pictures in the little light that remained. After the hunt, I discovered that Grant and Covey had been watching the whole hunt. Covey could have shot the bull at one point but watched as I collected my animal. It took six people to load the big bull in the pickup. We returned to camp and celebrated the very successful day. My two drinks that night went down especially well. Another great day at East Cape Safaris had come to a close.
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	Africa-Day 5
     I can't believe it. The hunt was already half way over. We were having so much fun that we were already talked about making another trip someday. Today, we went to Johan's farm. On the way we passed a ranch called, I believe, Buffalohoeck (Buffalo Corner). The owner had introduced some of the big five and they were maintained behind a high electrocuted fence. We were fortunate enough to spot a rhinoceros before he ran off. Those babys are big. It looked like a gray Volkswagen bus rumbling through the brush. 

     Our purpose in going to Johan's farm was to get Covey a chance for a Kudu. Before long we spotted a small group of Kudu which contained one nice bull. He was very similar to the one that I had taken earlier in the week. The herd ran from the valley in which we spotted them and settled down on a hillside across another valley. Grant and I were on one side of the valley and had a ringside seat to the stalk which Covey and Johan would soon make. We settled down by some rocks while Johan made a long drive around the area and came up behind the distant hillside out of sight of the Kudu. He and Covey started a long slow stalk down the hill, keeping bushes between them and the animals. There were several cows and the one good bull which had bedded down. I could spot the cows but not the bull. He bedded in the thickest part of the small group of thorn trees that partially concealed the herd. We found out later that Johan could see the bulls horns, but not the body. Grant and I watched the entire stalk. Being on the opposing hillside, we could see their every movement. I was waiting for the action to begin. After several minutes Grant suggested that we stand up and move around a bit. He hoped that this would make the animals nervous and they would stand up giving Covey an open shot. In fact, the plan worked perfectly, except that only the cows stood. The bull remained hidden. He may have fell off a banana boat, but he didn't do it yesterday. He knew he was safe where he was. We continued to move up the valley directly away from the Kudu. Eventually they broke out of the cover and ran over a distant hill. Covey later said a group of Fallow Deer and Springbuck ran down through the valley and probably spooked the Kudu. Covey wanted to take a running shot buy Johan talked against it, saying that they would probably stop on the other side of the hill and he could get a good shot. When they reached the top there were no Kudu to be seen.

     Grant and I went back to his Toyota and drove around to pick up Johan and Covey. I stayed in the truck while Grant walked down to the guys and soon I was taking a nap. When I awoke I walked to join the group and discovered that Covey had shot a nice Mountain Reed Buck. The morning was not wasted. Covey got to pull the trigger, but he still didn't have a Kudu. The trackers carried the Mountain Reed Buck to the truck and then we decided to take a break for lunch. Grant drove to a nice spot to take lunch and when we arrived Johan spotted a herd of Blesbuck. I needed one to fill my part of the package hunt so we made a quick stalk that put us at 280 yards, according to Mr. Nikon. Since this was a management hunt, Johan picked out a nice female and one of the boys set the tall sticks. I rested the Sako .270 and held just over the animals back. Bang - nothing! The animals ran up hill another 50 or so yards and I held at the same spot and missed again. I was really on my game. Two misses and the herd was gone. The boys didn't cheer and Johan sure didn't have to shake my hand and say what a good shot I had made. I just blew it.

     After lunch the two PH's split up. Johan took Covey to try for a Kudu and Grant and I tried to get within shooting range of a distant herd of Blesbuck. I had shot pretty well on the hunt up until about an hour ago and now my ego needed some massaging. I had to get back on track. We sat for about an hour watching the herd but it continued to graze in the distance and didn't offer to come any closer. If I was going to get a shot we would have to make a move. Grant sent David (Johan's tracker) around the hill in an attempt to drive the animals toward us. After 30 minutes or so we could see David but the animals were no closer and moving farther away. It was time to go to Plan B. Grant started to have David make another drive but decided against it. Just then we spotted a beautiful ram across the road that offered a good shot opportunity. But, Johan wanted us to shoot a female so we held off. As a point of interest, the animals that we hunted belonged to the land owner. Game may cross to another property but then the ownership changes. So while the Blesbuck was on Johan's land, he was boss. And to be honest, it really didn't matter whether I shot a male or female, they both have horns and are both beautiful. 

     During out attempt at Blesbuck we heard Covey take four shots far off in the distance. Shortly, they drove up with a two or three year old Kudu in the back of the truck. Covey had shot it at about 400 yards. Now we were back on the hunt for my Blesbuck. Grant and Johan made a plan to get around the herd we had been watching. Johan sent David up the western side of the mountain and he, Grant and I walked about a half mile around to the eastern end. We started climbing up the steep rocky hillside. I kept up for awhile but soon was trailing the guys and breathing hard. Fortunately, Johan spotted the herd coming in our direction and stopped. This gave me a chance to recompose my self and get ready for any action that may occur. Johan began glassing the herd that was slowly working our way. David's slow drive didn't spook the animals and they gave us plenty of time to look them over as some of the animals approached within 120 yards. About a dozen animals passed our location when a big ram stopped perfectly broadside. Johan gave me the go ahead and as I squeezed the trigger the animal collapsed. When we got to the ram I was really surprised at his size. I asked Johan why he let me shoot a big ram and he said, "Because he was standing broadside". I told him that I only missed the female earlier in the day so I could shoot a big ram. He knew better and we had a good laugh and started down the rocky mountainside to the truck. The four trackers followed us up with the Blesbuck.

     We had a 25 mile or so ride back to the lodge and on the way we spotted a Kudu cow that had either been hit by a car or somehow broken a leg. Grant called the land owner and reported it. They have "Kudu Crossing" signs in Africa, just like we have "Deer Crossing" signs here. By the time we got back to the lodge it was dark and we were ready for a couple drinks and another great South African dinner

. 
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	Africa - Day 6 & 7
     One of the items on Covey's wish list was to shoot a monkey. Since there was no charge for monkeys and our hunting package was nearly filled we grabbed Grant's .223 and went monkey hunting. Keep in mind that these were not zoo monkeys, sitting in some corner picking their butts. These were wild Vervet monkeys well adapted to their habitat. They are very wary and one minute they are there and the next they are gone. We spotted a troop of a dozen or so and Covey made a good shot. Considering the many that were present a moment ago, now no one spotted a monkey. It was as if they had disappeared from the face of the earth. After about an hour we saw a big male in a distant thorn tree. I got a good rest and squeezed off the shot. When we retrieved him I saw why they are called, "Blue Ball Monkeys". We took pictures and left the monkeys to settle back down.

     We didn't hunt anymore today even though Grant offered to let us shoot more Springbuck. I suggested that we save them, since we had four more hunting days left. He agreed and we decided to go into Somerset East and develop some pictures and shop a little. I had my pictures developed at one of the local pharmacies. We walked outside and noticed that a security company was making a delivery to the local bank across the street. One oversized armed guard was carrying a large bag, across his shoulder and going into the bank. His other hand what looked like a large caliber pistol. On the opposite side of the street, actually about 20 yards from us, was another equally large guard with a fully automatic rifle held at the ready. Grant said that they take bank robbery serious here. Covey and I were glad no one decided to rob the bank right at that moment. I could see us ducking for cover as the guard opened up with the machine gun. 

     Needing petrol, as they call gas in other counties, Grant drove to a local station and while there his father pulled up. Grant's father is a practicing attorney and a delight to spend time with. They discussed the upcoming Rugby match between South Africa and Australia to be on TV that afternoon. Plans were made to watch it. Covey and I didn't know anything about Rugby, but after a few basic rule explanations we actually enjoyed the game. It was quite exciting as indicated by Grant who jumped out of his chair several times during especially tense moments. For awhile it looked as if South Africa would loose the match, but in the last two minutes they overcame a deficite and won. I think at that moment we could have asked to hunt anything and it would have been granted. Believe me, they take Rugby serious at Kaalplaas.

     The next day (Day 7) we had a big breakfast with Grant, Sarine, Anthony and Abby and just relaxed abit before setting out for Guinea Fowl. Anthony brought out his Rugby ball which was very similar to an American football in shape. He tossed it to me underhand as they do in Rugby but I returned it with a moderately good spiral like we do her in the States. Grant joined in and the three of us tossed the ball around for awhile. I even began forwarding it as they do with the underhand pass. Soon we got in the Toyota and started looking for Guinea Fowl. I chose not to shoot anymore monkeys but did want to collect a Guinea fowl. Covey shot two more Vervets - one got away and the other ran up a small thorn tree. This tree was about 15 feet tall and about the same diameter. All of us began searching but no one could spot the monkey hiding in the tree. We would have thought it was gone except for the fact we had all seen it enter the tree and none of us had seen it leave. Around and around we went looking at each and every branch. No luck. After some time the monkey became nervous and moved from one branch to another and Covey finished it off. 

     Back in the truck we drove around the large farm and finally located some Guinea Fowl. They run at the slightest disturbance but we got within 150 yards and Covey took one down with the little .223. This rifle had a suppressor on it and it was much quieter than the larger .270. It wasn't much louder than a .22 long. It took me an hour to find another bird which I shot. Then I missed three more that were running. Let me correct that statement a bit. I shot through the tail feathers of the first bird and killed the one behind it. Then I missed three in succession. But, in my defense, they were, after all, running and getting farther away every second. We picked up Covey's bird while Daman, one of our trackers, ran my bird down. I was getting my camera ready to take pictures and looked up just in time to see Daman snatch the head off my bird. I hid the bloody neck and was able to get a satisfactory picture.

     That afternoon Anthony (Grant's son) wanted to shoot a Fallow Deer or Springbuck. He came very close to getting a fallow deer doe but just before he pulled the trigger the doe ran into cover and he lost the opportunity. Later, we drove out into one of the big Karoo fields and before long spotted a Springbuck. Anthony got off a shot but hit the little antelope a bit back. The animal ran a long way but Grant was able to finish it off after a couple near misses with his .243. Grant shot another Springbuck and we called it a day.

     One highlight of the afternoon was spotting about 10 Aardwolf. They were running all over the Karoo field. One ran down a hill directly at the truck. When he got about 125 yards away he must have spotted the truck and he dropped like a rock. I guess he was trying to hide. We noticed this behavior several times even though the animals were sometimes in bare open ground and in some instances very close to the vehicle. 

     The temperature dropped considerably after the sun went down. The Braai was a welcome site and we enjoyed the warmth of the fire while Grant cooked. He only uses dry acacia because his grandfather told him not to cut a live acacia tree. It must work, because they never seem to run out of good firewood. Two Wild Turkeys and Coke later and I drifted off to sleep anticipating another great day in South Africa.
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	Africa - Day 8
    The days were ticking away. It was already day eight and our hunt was coming to a close. Soon we would load our gear and leave for the airport at Port Elizabeth where we would take a 575 mile hop to Johannesburg and then catch a plane for the final leg home. But, before we started packing we still had two more hunting days. We closed out our hunt package today with Springbuck. It was very windy and Johan thought, perhaps, we should hunt the valleys where the game often take shelter from the wind. We spotted and successfully stalked four nice Springbuck. Covey broke the leg of a nice ram which we chased all over the hills before he finished it off. Both of my rams were dropped with one shot each (about time). Covey said that instant kills were no fun. He likes to chase them around and get another shot or two. It sounds like we did this hunt in a short time but it took several hours to get these animals. 

     After lunch Grant said that we could hunt another Impala doe and two more Springbuck. These were over and above the limits of our hunt package but Grant said for us to have a go at them. We located the Impala grouped in the bushveld near the lodge. We tried to stalk them but they were very wary and we couldn't approach near enough for a shot. One second we saw them and the next, they were gone. The animals eventually broke out of the cover and scattered across the Karoo. David, Johan's tracker, ran back to the truck and drove a long way around the herd in an attempt to move some of the Impala back into shooting range. We made a fast walk through the bushveld and stopped under cover where we could watch the open plain. Johan thought the Impala would eventually offer a shot. As we watched out of the bush some Impala were spotted. We moved to a slightly better position and Johan set the sticks and told me to shoot the second doe from the left. The .270 found the mark and the bonus doe was down. It took a second shot to finish it. We ended the day by shooting another Springbuck each, Covey with Grant's .243 and me with Johan's .270. We shot a total of seven animals on Day 8, three of them due to the extreme generosity of our host.

     We returned to the skinning shed where the skinners made short work of their task. No matter how much game we brought them, they seem sincerely happy and very complimentary. Back at the lodge another great dinner and a relaxing drink or two completed our day. Before we turned in Grant said, "Tomorrow we will have another warthog hunt." 
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	Africa-Day 9
     This was our last actual hunting day in Africa. I couldn't think of any better way to wrap it up but to hunt warthogs. After an early breakfast we took the one hour ride to J.C. Lombard's property. We met J.C. and Kathy and as everyone we met, they were truly nice people. Kathy was really pretty too. 

     Warthogs were not indigenous to this area and J.C. wanted us to shoot all we could. We didn't have to be told twice. That was right up our alley. It was a cool morning and the wind that had been blowing had eased some and Grant said that he expected the hogs to be out. He was right. As soon as we drove on the property, the trackers spotted warthogs. Covey was first up to shoot and he and Johan began a stalk up the hillside to close the distance on a group of four or five. Covey had a couple possible shots but they soon disappeared behind some of the brush and the opportunity was lost. I saw another boar but thought it was one that Covey was stalking and passed on the shot. Finally, near the top of the hill Covey shot twice and the sound of solid hits echoed back down the ridge. Then I saw the boar running along the ridgeline about 200 yards distant. I tried a shot from the sticks but missed, probably shooting behind the hog. It was hard for me to shoot as far ahead of the running animal as the shot required; lack of practice, no doubt.

     We met and the trackers took the two hogs that Covey shot back to the truck. Grant, Covey and I continued to a draw that he thought was promising. It was my turn to shoot and before long we spotted two boars feeding in the bottom of a creek bed. One of them had his head hidden and even though I couldn't see tusks, Grant said to shoot him in the shoulder and I did. I was delighted that he was a nice tusker. At the shot, at least a dozen hogs exploded out of the surrounding cover. I almost got another shot but the hog disappeared in the brush. I gave Johan the rifle and he ran further up the road and shot another boar. Johan and I had a picture of us with both boars. It will always bring back pleasant memories of another successful hunt.

     I didn't shoot anymore hogs but did get to try another running shot. Two hogs were running up hill across a valley at a distance of about 300 yards. I was sighting on the first when Johan said to shoot the second. By the time I switched targets the hogs had gained another 30 to 50 yards and when I shot, I didn't provide enough lead and again shot behind the boar. I told Johan that I was sighting in on the first hog when he told me to shoot the second. He laughed and said that I should have just shot and the lead would have probably been enough for a good shot on the second. Oh well! Johan shot another hog in a similar situation later in the day. He was a good shot, based on his performance the last nine days. Grant too, shot at a hog at a measured 400 yards and missed by only inches, just over it's back. All day long we hunted warthogs, but I developed allergies and didn't even get out of the truck while Covey shot two more hogs. By days end we had shot eight warthogs. Grant could have rightfully charged us $450 each for the boars and $150 for the smaller hogs, but he didn't. This was another example of his generosity, which I can't stress enough. At days end we stopped by J.C.'s home and showed him the kill.

     The next day we took the hogs to the town of Cookhouse to be butchered. Since game cannot be taken out of the country by hunters it belongs to the landowner. Grant had it registered in J.C.'s name. When we came upon Cookhouse Grant said to take a deep breath before entering town because this was the Aids capital of South Africa. Who knows, he might be right. We went there twice and passing a big cemetery on the way noticed there were several new graves each day. It was sad to know that so many people were dying each day.

     This wrapped up our hunting in South Africa. We returned to the lodge, settled in for a big meal and had out customary night cap before turning in. I had mixed emotions because I was happy to be going home, but didn't want to leave the hunting, the people and the land that we had enjoyed for the past 10 days.

     Check back next month for the conclusion of Horsey and Covey's African adventure where I will give my final thoughts about our overall hunting experience.
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	Conclusion of 2007 The African Adventure
    If you haven't figured it out by now, my African adventure was great. I liked everything about it. Even the long flights to and from Africa were not bad. After all, I wasn't driving and I could watch several first rate movies to help pass the time. This article will wrap up the African adventure that Covey and I shared. Robert Roark wrote that when you go on safari, go with a good friend or it will be a long hunt. I did. This months article gives my thoughts on my overall African experience.

LANDSCAPE
     An old college professor said that the definition of landscape is, "All that the eye can behold." Believe me there is a lot for the eye to behold in South Africa. It's a big country with varying habitat types depending on location. Although there were some higher, we hunted in mountains up to 5000 feet. There were deep rocky gorges and most of the land was covered with brick shaped rocks that probably indicated some cataclysmic geological event in history. These could have been ankle breakers if one was not careful. There was also the thorn trees and cactus. The thorn trees were not a problem but I had a slight mishap with a plant the locals called "Jumping Cactus." It had very small, sharp thorns that once they penetrated your flesh, were hard to remove. At the slightest touch the thorns break off leaving the point imbedded. Fortunately, it was only a minor discomfort and didn't hold up the show. The open plains were covered with Karoo, a plant that seems to be a large part of the subsistence of the plains game. As a side note, The Great Karoo is a large desert like area which occupies much of the southern tip of Africa.

    The land was very dry in comparison to home. Grant said that they may get only 16" of rainfall annually. There were numerous ponds with earthen dams on the farms and the dirt roads were designed to channel water to these ponds as a conservation measure. Every attempt is made to utilize all of the available rainfall. There were several working windmills that pumped water to holding tanks for the sheep and cattle many of the farmers raise.

    Some people will say that much of South Africa is fenced and that is true, at least in the area where we were in. However, with land holdings of 10,000 to 20,000 acres or more there were days that we didn't even see a fence. Believe me, 20,000 acres provides a lot of habitat for animals to disappear in when pursued. I missed an opportunity for a shot at a Kudu one day and we never saw him again. There are Kudu Crossing signs in the Eastern Cape, like Deer Crossing signs in the States. We saw one Kudu cow that had been struck and Grant called the land owner so he could dispatch it and salvage the meat. This cow had jumped a fence before being hit on the road.

THE PEOPLE
    Grant Abrahamson is a big man with a big heart. He practically glides over the mountains and easily out distanced me when he wanted to. He and Johan walk these hills almost daily and the altitude doesn't bother them a bit. When I go again, I plan to do a lot of walking in advance. I would recommend walking to anyone as it will increase their endurance and the enjoyment of the hunt. Both of men spotted game very quickly. I think the trackers may have had a slight edge but that is just my questionable. They said that spotting game in the thick brush was simply a matter of knowing where to look. Easier said than done! 

    As an outfitter and PH, Grant was superb. It was almost impossible for Covey and I to do anything for ourselves, except shoot. He and his staff did everything for us, even the most insignificant detail was addressed. Admittedly, Grant and Johan were the first PH's I had met, but I was impressed by their knowledge of game, abilities in the field and concern for our total enjoyment. 

    I've talked about Johan numerous times throughout the last several months, but that was simply because I hunted with him on most days. Covey hunted with Grant. Johan was a master of the stalk. When he set the sticks you could bet you were within good shooting distance of the quarry, even in some of the most open terrain. He also made sure you were in a good position to insure success.

    After I got to know Johan better I asked him if any of his ancestors had participated in the Boor War. He replied in the affirmative but offered no further information. He did, however, relate one story. It seems that on the land where his farm is now located there occurred an all day battle. Fighting went back and forth and at the end of the day the only casualty was one white horse that was killed when some British were shooting at another British position. I thought that was funny, but it resulted in a bad day for the horse.

    Grant, his wife Sarine and children, Anthony and Abby, made us very comfortable at the lodge and Sarine with the cooks made sure we feasted on exquisite African dining. The housekeeping staff made sure that our rooms were spotless and the clothes from the previous day were washed, ironed and folded for us daily. The trackers and skinners were always very helpful and appeared as interested in our success as we were. It was apparent that everyone was very knowledgeable and concerned for our well being and comfort. I will gladly hunt with them anytime.

RIFLES 
    Instead of taking our personal firearms we rented rifles from Grant and Johan. This eliminated any preconceived difficulty with transportation and importation of firearms to South Africa. I have since learned that this process is not a big deal and would encourage you to take your favorite deer rifle. We used very good rifles ranging in caliber from .223 to .270 and needed nothing better. My bull Kudu (400 lbs) dropped like a rock with one shot from the .270 and Covey's wildebeest was also put down with one shot. Two of our rifles were equipped with sound moderators. My .270 Sako 75 had a factory sound moderator installed and reduced the sound by about half. The blast was mainly gone but the shot could still be heard. It was not like the movies, which in my mind have given sound moderators a bad name. They were not true silencers. We could hear the sound of the bullets tearing through the air and at impact resulted in a solid "whop." If you didn't hear the impact, you more than likely missed.

THE HUNT
     I've elaborated on each days hunt in articles during the past several months so I won't drag it out more. We saw hundreds of animals daily and completed our hunt package before our 10 days were up. Grant, being the great host that he is decided he wanted to remove a few more animals and let us do it for him.

CONCLUSION
     I wish that I had known how easy it was to go hunting in Africa. However, everything happens in it's own good time and this 10 day hunt was well worth the wait. Covey and I discussed our trip on the flight home and decided that there was nothing that could have improved our hunt and our stay at East Cape Safaris. Everyone, even some of Grant's friends that we met in Somerset East, were great and treated us as friends. In the pre-hunt package I received, it said that, "They do everything for you" and that proved to be true. All anyone wanted us to do was hunt and enjoy our time with them. If you want to experience great hunting at an affordable price and an enjoyable South African experience I suggest that you check out   www.EastCapeSafaris.co.za. 
Grant and his staff will satisfy your every need and your personal African Adventure will provide a lifetime of memories. I will offer one warning, you will probably want to go again.

	


