ASG interviews Johan Calitz

DEATH

A group of people
speaking three different
languages with no one
understanding the other,
together hunting one of
Africa’s most dangerous
animals — that’s a sure
recipe for disaster!
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“A regular client of mine had asked me w join
him oo a hunt in Tanzania, [ have o respect
confidencialicy, so all | can divalge is that he is a
Prime Minister. As he was hunting with another
company, he asked me J|-Jrl|.1 merely ‘for the ride
LoEi s ) ‘~|II-'J;\. As h-'ll."I'ILlll."d. Ihr efiife |11:|r|| |u|,|
been very difficult even before this particular day,
for many reasons, the main problem being the
communications gap. My client and | -_,p-.:-k:
English and no French, the PH spoke French and
o English, so there was an interpreter who spoke
besth, and there were four trackers wha ||:|.|!.-' l.|1||-|.;|_-
Swahili which none of us could understand.”
Joduan did not want o be draun into comment on
tlhir g i pive Prerst el Been arnarged by a fead iy
apentior, and the PM. bir cllent, Pud Tinply il
fohan fo accompany him, nor fead the hunt. He
comtimuedd wth the srory
"|I WhLs .I|'ll.:-|H :._'lif' in the .||I|.':r|4||||'| I||'||,1 we
were driving down a dry riverbed, in the Selous,
lanzanias greatest wilderness. Ahead of us were
owo big buffs, The PH {(who was | Il.'I'Il.l'I-h|1l.'.l.|lIrl|_',.
don't forget), the client and erackers got our dhe
wehicle and started |'|l:.|l.|i||;.: up the river, For me to
tolbow the PPH, his INEEFPreter, client plus an
ENFIrage of erackers all up a wide open mverbed
seemed preery pointless, as it appeared o be a
siraight-forward hung, but 1 mrailed j|1'|ﬂE
The PH was indicating o the client which
animal to go for, | shouted, {whether he could heas
me of not), The buttalos looking lefr, shooe him
on the shoulder, bur at thar stage it seemed they
could mot understand each odhver very well. There
wiere bois of hand signals, Then a shot rang out
I saw the buffalo pick up its @il and run off,

MNormally when a buffalo runs picking up i il




it shows he has taken some pain and that can only
mean one thing. They all went with a cracker o
where the buff had been, bur renurned saying they
thought they had missed him. | disagreed and
went down with my rifle 1o check for myselt.
The buffalo had run away in a kind of circle
from the spot, and after abour 30 metres | found
a leaf with a piece of stomach contents on ir,
mixed with blood.

“l said to myself, this is very dangerous. The
PH had had problems with his rifle a couple of
days ago as he had faulty ammunition, so he had
asked the client if he could use his 470, (It was on
a previous buffalo charge on the same hunr, that
the PHs 475 ammo was faulty and | ended up
having o shoot the r_'h.ugmg buafFale).”

Some details appeared 1o be emerging ﬂj".urmr
probiems an the bunt. fohan rook a sip of wine,

“The 'H took the client's rifle, gave the rifle
belt to one of the trackers, and the client stayed in
the car, [ had my 500 Mitro. The four trackers
with us immediately set off afrer the tracks, while
I hung back Lhtnking. that this is not ideal,
[ do not have complete conerol over the situation,'
with the rtrackers speaking Swahili, the PH
leading the track speaking French and not
ripulcing Swahili, and myself not speaking
either languages.”

It serms obviows, while sitting in the cool comfori
of the restaurant and drinking mevlor, that o try
and sign-language your way through a situation like
that has to be a bit of a challenge.

“Anyway, | tollowed them although | stopped,
turned around, and started back, thinking, ‘this is
4 mess,

They followed cthe tracks into the chicker
whereupon the PH called me. 1 saw the buffalo
take off - all | could see was a black object
charging into the bush. The only thing | could do
was try to get around into him as he rapidly
disappeared into the thicker, With one tracker |
went to the spot where the buffalo had been o
lock for any signs. At this point the PH and the
other trackers ran afier the buffale blindly
following its sound. | heard a shot go off and as |
ran up vowards the PH | heard cthe buffalo bellow
that familiar sound of a charge. As | reached the
PH the buffalo was there. We both shor as [ was
now right beside the PH. But the buffalo must
have seen my movement as [ ran, and diverted his
charge. The animal was from here to that door
away,” (foban showed a distance of less then 4
merrer) “and the two shots had no effect. As he
turned for me, | dived, bur he hit me with his
horns, shatrering my leg. On the ground [ looked
up at the buffale, and made momentary eye

The infured hunter on a strescher about to be loaded aboard a plane for emergency transport,
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CASAVAC from the amibulance,

contact, putting my arm wup for protection as he
went for me. Thar's when he nearly ripped my
forearm off. He tossed me around like a rag doll,
putting holes in my upper leg, stomach and rib
cage. Every time | made eye contact he flung me
:I.Fﬂul'ld. FLlf[]'It:I'.

At thar specific moment I knew | was going to
die. And what flew through my mind was,
“Tanzania of all places. ..what a shitty place wo die,’

I started praying to the Lord,
begging to see my family
_ agam.

Meanwhile the beast was working me really
hard, growling and grinding. Then he turmned
away, not making any more eye contact, and
started shoving me around with his bosses, He was
angry. He wanted to finish me off now. All he had
done that afternoon was rest in the riverbed and
suddenly he had had lead pumped intoe him.”

“Where was the PH?"

“He was out of ammo and the belt was with a
tracker so the few minutes it took for him o
reload seemed an eternity, bux let’s put things into
perspective...he saved my life. He could have
backed off, he could have shot the buffalo while 1
was being E!ung around and hit me instead,
Suddenly more shots were fired, and with what
turned out to be the last shor | glanced up and
looked into this beast’s eyes as he was staggering
rowards me. | rolled vo avoid him, bur he stepped
over me, and dropped right on top of me. All
1800+ pounds (850kg). It really hure like hell, and
| yelled far help. The PH came up 10 me and held
my head while speaking French, which was Greek
to me! The translator never seemed to be where
the action wus,

“1 signalled 1o the PH 1o go to the car and radio
for help, My leg was shattered. The trackers cun
two branches and tore their T- shirts up and did



what they could 1o make a splint. This was very,
very sare, While lying there, | realised tha if there
were any arteries severed | would be gone, so |
started praying again as | looked ar each wound,
Assessing the damage, | knew the ankle was bad
but | wouldn®t bleed to death from thar, The
arm,,. well 1 could see the bone, the veins and
arteries and it did not look good. | could see my
rib cage, and my stomach was gaping apen

Then | had the most incredible experience: [ saw
a beauriful white light above me and [ thought right
then that perhaps [ was not going to die. | looked
down ar the wounds: there were holes everywhere,
sure, but nothing was bleeding any more. (In spice
of the 12% hours before | got @ the hospinal
urlL'raring mable | did not lose a fatal amount of
blood.) A track was hastily cut for the vehicle 1o pick
me up, and we made our way back o the camp,
[ didn't want to pass out even chough the pain was
incredible, There was one specific rracker who kept
my mouth moist by drenching a small cloth fram
his water botrle and lerting me suck on it | won'
forger thae. My client was in towml shock, There was
a doctor waiting at the camp (thanks to my dient
who travels with his doctor) and he gave me
maorphine and a drip and they drove me to the
airsrip where [ flew to Dar es Salaam,

And one thing

I told my client:
when some taxidermist has
Jinished with the Buffalo,

I want it!”

From Dar we flew o Nairobi where they
operated on me in the early hours of the next
morning. The doctor and the cliends bodyguard
watched over me constantly. In Nairobi, my cell
rang, and my good friend and docror from
Kroonstad, MNikki Nel was on the line. 1 said,
"Whatever you do, get me on a charter to Joburg,'
A day and a half later the charter arrived with
Mikki and another docor, and they flew me to
Joburg. | needed to be opened up again and
cleaned while the wounds remained gaping, A
month after the accident they closed the lase
wound. The docrors said there were some strange
bacteria (probably from that buffale) that took
trearment to get rid of.

In March this year a group of hunting friends
insisted | have a re-constructive operation on my
ankle in Georgia USA. So after | hobbled around
SCI for a few days, a wam of some of the wop
surgeons went o work (free of charge) in doing
their very best to sort me out, | have some VEry
loyal friends scatcered around the globe, and ar the
end of the day, | have no regrers,

O board the mevecy flight to fohannesbury,

I learne a lesson from all chis. In hmdu'ght, |
should have stuck o my mowo, which, up o

then, | had always done: 'If | am not in control,
then [ don't ger involved,”
But the most important thing 1 learne was that
there is a living God. This was reality for me, Miracles
still exist in the 215t century, or | would not be alive
woday. And one thing | wld my dient: *When some
raxidermist has finished with the Buffalo, | wane ie"
As this was going to print more than a year
after the attack, Johan was heading for Jo'burg
for his final operation to repair nerves and Johan Calitz
tendons in his arm in order to iy hring back ALl srmiles now! ol o
full use and feeling.
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How the bunt war supposed to end
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