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o vare are you going hunring sen?” the German-
sounding voice asked from behind me., | was
'|‘|J||l.i|||'_' EXT 1o My .|!|||1:|i|'|||||'|'. F‘llll [+ L") il'l |h1'
lobby at the Soficel Hotel (on the banks of the Oubangui
River. in Bangui, Central African Republic) wainng for my life

1o carch my charter plane. 1 wurned w see a mll, unshaven man,

with u long, doleful Face, wearing rampled, nondescripa clothes
thar looked as if theyd been slepr in. "In the east near Mboki,”
I paliely replicd.

“V,

bongo,” [ anewered, He flu

re you huntng®”' he demanded., ®1 ||--|n' i ey fowr

hiis head back, rolled his syes

and in a sing-song voice, said, "Grong place, grong dme, no
chance,” | looked ar him in wier amazement and tried not o
let my risdnge arrcaticn show, Even il he was the world cxper

on !'\lllrll'_u ||u||||||':. his remarks were, ar best, mctless and, st

wiarst, deliberately cruel, Mercifully, our conversaion was

inee |r|||:-|-e'|| by the arrival of s Life, but noe betore e nacked
his business cand into the top pocket of my olive green shirt
The remarks of the man bothered me more than | cared 1o

let on. |-r':l|'|':|I| with, | was way oumside my comfort zone.

["his was my first major humt owside of Southern Africa and,
although | had prepared and rained harder for this bt than
any other, a lot of my preparations had only served vo confirm
hiow risky this ventiire was, For starters, the country wis
terminally unsmable, and the closest South African ermbassy or
comsulate was in lvory Coast, 1F | landed 10 erouble, | was on
my oW,

And then rhe limgua franca was French, and, although [ had
gone for lessons and listened 1o language mpes, any serious
conversation was bevond me. At the other end of the scale, |
was about to hunt an animal | had never seen except in

|1h-.||u|_~r.|.|1".n.. with a VORI AN W 1th whom | had never

hunred belore. As for the terrain and |‘||||||i|1|g comiditions in the

equeatorial rain forests whene bongo are found, my knowledgs

wais confined o what | was able to glean fram books and from

saticns with two professional hunters and dhe

lengthy conve
only other South African hunter (amareur) o have hunred
there. Mow | was confidently and forcefully being wold that my
homework was all Wrong and that | had chiosen the w TOfgE part
aof the counery ar the WHINE ume ol year

As | stood in the lobby contemplating the next three weeks,
| wondered what had possessed me 1o book the bunt in the
first place. Well, ar least | knew the answer to thar ane. Mister

J.A, Hunter was to blame. | had read 2 book by the Famous
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Easr Alrican pro on his amempts, over thiny yeirs, 1o shoot a
bongo in Kenya, | was intrigued on owvo sccounts firstly, thar
dan I.'!.‘K'l-. I:lll'lll.'l IiL': I'li||| I.\.:llllll I.I\."-':lll' ||‘|i||'l' :ul.'.lr'h Ech I.illl"hl
and not suscesd, and secondly, thar 1 had nor the Rinvess idea

whar a bongo was.

First stop was the bookshelves, Rowland Ward had chis o
sayt “This magnificent antelope was originally discovered in
West Africa in the firse half of che | 9h cenoury, and was found

er o extend across to Mount Kenva, the Aberdares and the

!

consisting ether wholly or |1.||r_|-. alf bamboos, T

Al EsCArpment in Kenva, wherever there was thick foness

e pastern

form has been separated as a distinc race on sccount of

differences in colouration, In che 18605 du Chaillu named
this antclope afier its local (Fanti) name ol Bongo, .||||I'i'I:I_E|I it
had scrually been described From a pair of horns some

25 vears earlier and was then referred 1o as the

Bircad-hormed -'I..".ru,'l:llpr.

Its body coloar is a bright chestniut red, becoming darker in
the old bulls, alchowgh this vares somewhat, sccording w the
race. The body is marked with 12 o 14 narrow vertical whire
stripess there is a white parch on the chest, a whire chevron

berween the eves, and mwo whine SRS o0 the check baelowy each

eve, There are some white parches and dark markings on the
legs, and the underparts are blick, The female is smiller and
her ground colour is orange rather than chestnue. The il is
tufted, The ears are broad and |;r;._u, The harns, carried |1:.'
bsoth sexes, are large and masive in the bulls, forming an open
'\|'I-I.l|. andd are brown, I.'\.'-.lll:llll'll.'. I'-I:'.I':"'I' bustF ar the Tipa. The
colouration of Bongo from the Sudan s different, having a
darker reddish brown body colours. and it seems o be more of
a bush dweller.”

Ihe 5C1 Record Boolk of |r-.||1i'|'. Animals (Tench Edivon)
maide the lallow ing, remarks, “The imll-,_l\n ix one of the top
game trophies of the world, and many experienced hunters
consider it the premier Afncan gime animal. Ik is very shy,
wary and elusive, and a full safari must be planned for this one
animal, with success uncermain. [t is probably safe o say chat

e Dongos have beess taken on the second or thind sabari

than on the firse. The classic, most sporiing and individually

rewarding hunting method, is w find the large track of a

solitary bull and follow it an foot, which can tike all day and
often results in Rilure. To follow a rack, one should be fit
enough to walk for hours in 1002 F (382 C.} hear wich high

humidity, supple enough 1o quiety bend and rwist through



Equarorial rain forest

tangled vegetation, and have toughened feer thar
do not blister. Bongos also are taken in drives
(after one has been located), and from tree-
stands near a salt lick. Another method thar is
much used today is to wrail and bay them with
dogs, This is lawful, has a high rate of success,
and allows the hunter to be selective; however, in
this author’s view, the real essence of bongo
hunting is lost when dogs are used. Given the
usual hunting conditions, low-to-medium-
velocity calibres in the 375 to 458 class are
ideal, as shots are often raken through thick
vegetation at a Heeing animal. A good pracrice is
to load a softpoint in the chamber and solids in
the magazine. A bongo can be very dangerous
when wounded. Great care must be taken not w
shoot females by mistake, as they are similar ro
miales in appearance and are likely o be
encountered in thick cover where visibility is
poor.”

It was not long betore interest in this amazing
animal turned ro fascinarion, and, unknowingly,
| crossed inro a new hunting world of spiral-
horned antelopes thar previously 1 had not
known existed. It was 1o change my life in more
ways than one, but ar the time all | was looking

n.m_ﬂ Wals | _..—._.._.-._“._.ﬂn._.



It was one pale and anxious, lanky, Jehannesburg businessman
that climbed our of the rwin-engined charrer plane onto the dark
bsrewwen, dussry laterive of the dire strip near Mbaolki, in south-eastern
CAR., abour thiry kilomerres from the border with Sudan, The
aireralt’s GI'S had failed and we were well into Sudanese airpace
before the pilor discovered the problem. Ir rook twenrty anxious
minutes before we found the Mbomou River which separares
CAR. from the Congo and which allowed us to navigare by
maore conventional means. More |ILlp||r1.IJ'|I|'.'. however, the
concerns raised by my Germanic acquaintance were exacerbared
|1:|.' the endless, wall-to-wall, Ereen broccoli that covered the
.|_I,'l|_|_|'|[r:|,' Irl,'ll'[l WEST 10 sy, |'|L;1_ ol 'U;':Ill'll("'ﬂ L8 -|r|'||."|. | llm‘ L""'IJ:IJ oAl
find anything in that maorass, let alone a bongod

It was a long, five-hour drive o camp over eighty-four
kilometres of the worst donga-filled rack | had ever traversed.

I'he advantage was that it allowed my professional hunter's boyish
enthusiasm and tales of successful hunes to banish the worst of my
fears. | mean, if the previous hunter, a racing driver from America,
could shoor a |_:u||1ly_|:'|_ albeit a small one, l.\".'!:p' couldn’t 1} Hunters
have ot to be the most optimistic clan known o man!

I remember as a schoolboy listening oo the coach of that
incredible Australian athlere, Perer Snel, the then 800 and 1500
metre world record-holder, explain how imporant it was to
visualise every step of a race. If you wanted o win it, you had w
see yoursell do it in vour mind's eye. Secondly, he explained how
important it was in training w always complete your pre-
determined schedule. 1F you gave up prematurely, you helped
condition YOHE mind 1w ace e Failure and, when the |.|1I|1H wre
down in the winning sraight, and your body was wking
unbearable strain. this subconscious conditioning could lead o
vour downfall, Both these faciors are important, if not vital, when
|r.|._'|.;||'|}ll |'u_'|n|_:|1 on hoot 'I.\.'Il!'ll:-lll the hI.'II'I il Llll}'ﬁ. whie |I. I am *.I'||
T sy, I8 how maost bongo ane killed today

Ihe First lesson is importane, because it is rare to see the while

animal in the |r||:|:r|-|_|.|;4hr'ru|1|'||:-|1u confines of the green-on-green

interrwined mix of shrubs, trees, vines. leaves and cloving




You can see whe red shirt of Actim, our driver, fa the left of the tree belrind which the Benge srovd.




vegetation that make up the rainforest habitat of
these elusive animals. So you need 1o be able to
“see” the whole animal in your mind when you
can visually only make our a pare. And you must
again “sec” in your mind how you are going to
take that shot. Visualise all the different
positions. Will you shoort off your PH's shoulder,
rest against a tree, or kneel and shoot off your
knees? It is too lare when that brief, ten wo
fifteen-second opportunity presents iself, wo
then start the thought-and-decision-making
._H_..Hﬁa..

The second lesson is just as important. You
need to hunt every day - from dawn to dark.
You need to try and pick up tracks as early as
possible to give yourself the mast time to haul in
the bongo before he begins his figure-of-eight
meanderings (which routine he invariably
follows) before he beds down and the fickle
midday breezes literally blow your chances away.
You need to be up early, every morning, no
matter how weary the spirit, no matter how sore
the body, no matter how bartered the brain. And
make no mistake, bongo huning, the old-
fashioned ethical way, is a bruising encounter.
Apart from chance encounters, the usual method
is to visit as many saltlicks and open glades as
passible in the hope of picking up fresh tracks.
The bongo visit these places, usually at night, wo
socialise and to eat the mineral-rich mud which,

1 believe, they need in order wo supplement their
vegetarian diet from a soil leached of minerals by
the extremely high annual rainfall. More often
than not, the good places are deep in the forest,
and reaching them is not easy.

Mare thaught and careful planning is required
for a walk and stalk bongo hunt — before, during
and after the hunt - than any other type of hunt
| know, Because you can usually only see for
about twenty to thirty paces in the rain forests,
that dictates the distance you will need to be
from the bongo when you shoot, Cleardy then,
the correct clothing is critical. It must be the
right colour — dark, olive green is good - and
must allow you to move as silentdy as possible.
Anything that can hook or become entingled
must be discarded or raped over, and your rifle
should be the largest calibre you can handle
gquickly, asccurately, and in a confined space as,
ingvitably, you will need o shoor through
something in order to hit the virals of a bongo
bull.

Although every member of the hunting party
usually carries a pair of gardening curters or
secateurs to silently snip a way through the
forest, making quict progress is difficult. Very
sebdom can you walk upright, unhindered, for
more than a few paces. Bend, crouch, crawl,
stand, step, lie, slither, and then repeat the
process again and again and again. And all the

while it scems as if every vine, creeper and plant-
rendril is conspiring to ensnare every one of your
appendages. To compound the discomfort, the
best time to hunt is in the rainy season. It makes
tracking easier, allows you to move more quietly
and the drip, drip, drip after a rainstorm helps
camoutlage any noise you make,

There is nothing to see in the forests, No
animals, birds or insects, No flowers, orchids or
coloured plants. Only green on green on green.
No one talks. And it is tiring both physically
and mentally. The mental part is caused by the
necessity to concentrate, and concentrate hard -
not only on avoiding and evading the vegeration
which ensnares your rifle, hat, legs and arms, not
only on trying 1o move as quietly as possible,
but on being aware. Aware that ar any moment
you may be offered thar one chance, that one,
ten-to- fifteen-second chance thar could crown a
hunting career. In truth, if you hunt elephant
with your feet, you hunt bongo with your head.

We were really tired, The giant eland had led
us a merry dance ever further from the vehicle.
In fact, when we spooked the rweniy-sirong
herd for the third and last time, and they started
that rhythmical, mile-eating jog-trot thar they
can keep up forever, the GIS showed we were
eighteen kilometres from camp and owenty-tour
kilometres from the vehicle. We were also
sopping wet, having been caughr in an
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Ohuir driver, Achim, decorates onr velicle ro carey onr Bonga back to camp— a foeal trnadiston

AT
Lo

..'.'.'-'.I'. .'-"u.l’ CECRIRE, o .";I..:.-_._'r.-_; r.|'.-1r.'| ¥ i |'\|I'|'I-'I.. '.l'.' H'rr .l'.'r;r,'rr.l' gt I,'l.,ll'.',l.;',l:p.nr

UnEXpeC 1ed equatcrial thunderstorm, which is a
lietle like has II'|3,: it VEFY ].II_EI.' baic |1,|,'I |||.w.1|:-;'r
tipped continuously over your head for about
fifreen minutes, .-’l.]lhllugh not as miserahle s we
looked, and a bunch of drowned cas would no
have been an inappropmate description, humour
was not at the forefront of my mind,

T mike marters worse, the route to camp
ITCART We ||.|.I| b0 Cioss aneg ||||Il' stream |||||.'r
anather and my warter-softened feer had stared
1o develop blisters. As we trudged along, head
down, mind in neweral, enduring the discomfore
WE Cul [I'IHI'.I.!_'JI da rlﬁll:._"'l:ll,' I!I rllr:,"'ul |'|'|:|'|I'|I_" Wi
hundred metres wide, as it prorruded into the
savannah, | bumped into the back of Martin,
our Zande tracker, and steadicd r||:.'u,'|1'n|| his
outstretched arm.

As | looked up, the most amazing sight mer
my ey A thick e of late aftermoon -.|||||||_;|‘||
filtered through the overhead canopy. Mates of
dust ~.|'l.||5.|n:1 in the stream of ||ri]_'|||l:. |_'n||.|1'r|.
yellow light. Like a smge spordight it dhrew a
|.|r'-.|v.' .II||'|:||:|.|| I||-.' |mr||in|_: Fadi |||i|_r.||1 .1::|,|
roothpaste-white stripes of the bongo as iv drank
fram the clear, tinkling stream at its feet. | sill
remember the drops of water dripping
‘rl."lll1|.|.|l.'"|\.|_l|' froim ies beautiful Black and tan
rrutle as it gazed ar us with it big, calm,
brown. curious eyes. To dare, it i sill the single
mst astonshingly-beauntul sighe | have ever
beheld in the bush

Whae followed was a circus, Martin had my

|IrE1.' J “-'-I)a”ll Sunc I|"|']:II.'|III.'| Il Was |I:ZI.IL|.I'I.|.IIT (A[A]

The I'H wasnt sure whether the bongo was a
male or female — both carry horns. While we ar
the frone could see and were seationary, the
athers ar the back blundered forward. The stage
l.'l.'||i:-\.|l-r|n. Were dl.'J.Ii.'n:rlr_. Whar o mess. In
amangst all the loud whispering, rifle-cocking
and peaple joseling, the bongo, well, let us jus
sav thar the bongo left,

As Marrin and [ lefr the large. canoe-shaped
1_;|.|-»1|.' and walked off into the enveloping gloom,

This ir a r-surlfuu,l'.ﬂ'.-l" by traudicional songs and braneh-u A Lriing

the other three members of our hunting team
stood as still as Sedom-like sale starues. There
had been no real rain for three days and the
forest was drying out and h{'L'!I"IiIIF nivsy, Adter
a briet debarte, it was unanimously agreed thar
the other three wodld stay behind o reduce the
disturbance we made 1o the minimum, It was
our tenth day on the racks and this was our best
chance so Far It was a few minutes before 0600,

and the mud was sl sertling in the huge bull

Everyone wanted o see the Bonge in oha fack of the truck, No-one wanted 1o tonch 8, and some of the

wornen fooked distincaly apprehensive, a5 they belieoe to o so conser leprosy
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tracks thar marched across the thick, glutinous,
Brey mire and into the \|:|rr|,1|,||'||;Ei|'|[_; forest,

We followed the bonge as he walked down the
middle of a riny, ice-clear Feeder stream rrickling
into the glade, Here he scopped o ear the whire
Howers of a gardenia shrub., He left the stream
and walked sseadily uphill. We were slow
(Marrin did not take a sep forward without a
track o guide him) and very quier, An unseen
colabus monkey exploded from the ree-top
aberve us, and bastered and chattered away
l:|'ll't:lllp:|'| the branches with his mucous
“harrrharrr—haree™ alarm call r||1h'-ing oant ooy all
and sundsy, Loud as it was, it could noe ahsorh
the drum-beating hooves of the bongs, We had
been less than |;::lr1_||.I paces awiy!

Two and a half hours later, we |:|1:.|.-rg|:d from
the dim forest into the shockingly whire light of
a sun-filled savannah, the light reflecting off the
pale yellow head-high grasses. | caughe my foet
in a tangled vevist of roots and inveluntarily
stumbled noasily, Martin booked round and
soolded me softly, “Lentement.” (Slowly)
"Hangena ici.” (The bongo is here.) How he
kenew 1 will mever know, bur Marein with his
incredible and seemingly intuirive skills had long
since made o believer of me. [ did not guestion
his starement, but merely redoubled my cire and
CofceEninitvan,

A few hundred paces of patient, painstaking
progress later, a earing. twig-snapping rip of

noise enapied momy right, The sound travelled
from right o left in an are across our front,
Through a wnnel of mngled undergrowih |
|.}|IJ'I‘1|'IM11 i 'I-'l'|1i.ll."'.I:rI|1L'|,| tan hide, and a
suspicion of huge, amber-birown, thick, lyre.
shaped horns, As suddenly as the noise started, it
sopped. The only evidence that was visible was
{'I}di[l.‘t‘l'l inches ||Ii'|:||:|r||1 prllqrudum from the
shrub clustered around a rll tree abour eighty
paces away, the trunk of which shscuring where
| imagined che forequarters of the bull

o be,

Instancoively, the 416 Righy notched irself
into the nook of my right shoulder, Withouw
taking my eyes off the bull for a nano-second,
the eyvepicce of the 1.5 x & Peiss Diavari scope
snuck up around my right eye, The crosshairs
were there, IlHl'l! thete whrrf [ was focused -
where | “saw” the basll's left showlder, The nfle
fired bself by remote control, “Il es morr, 1 es
mort!” Martin repeated again and again, half in
awe and half to convince both of us that, after
e, nen-siep, !\LI'-\.|'|-|'IuH|'|:||1;. beain |.|r.1i.niup;
dlays, we had dane ie. And be was rght, The
|'|¢'.:'.'_l.-'. 4(M1 E';I:Iili Hearc |.|w 1:-||||rt |'|;|.|,‘| |,'I-i.<¢'|.:|;d e
tree trunk and the bulls shoulders, The |_'||,||'||_';1_|
dropped in his eracks.

Martin L“t'l.'l:lll.l.i”:u' left o ferch the others,
Alone with this most |1'..1|_.:ni1‘||.c'|1-| af all the many
wonderful Irl::-|1hi|;". that Africa has o offer, my
uncantrellable emorions overflowed. As 3
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The anshor and the Bonge, 171 loak quietly bappy i i5 becane | am,

brindled burerfly alighted on the noble head
berween the huge, thick, thirry-vao inch,
FH'I'h‘{tl:u' muatched, |:rh:-s|:|.|]1n| horns, tears
tumbled in a sready stream down my cheeks.
e emotion crowded dhe other out of my head
and heart = sorrow for the death of the
magnificent bull, relief thae | had passed my self-
imposed test, a quiet sense of peace and
happiness that we had won the conest and 5o on
and so an,

The feclings stayed with me for Ilﬂ:|"|_ anil,
particularly the next day, 1 had the welrdes
sensation thae | was walking effordesly a foor
above the ELI'iJLII'ld. 1 have mever had this
wnsarion before ar since, bur | know it |.J|..|:|-_!_-|r||
my hunting life, For the first rime | sensed, more
than knew, that this mighe be the essence of
what hunting was really all abour, 1 still sense the
same thing ro chis day, and the difficule
r|1.|||rngn:|. for gl eland, mountain nyala, Ease
African sitarunga and western kudu thar
followed, have anly served o confirm my
feelings.And by the way, by return mail |
recenved a gracious lecter of apology and
congratulations in response to the phowograph
which | sent m my Cierman-speaking |1|.|n1||'.|_l,
adviser. We have since become friends, and |
contribure, every now and then, to the magazing
he publishes.



