"\mﬁm: J“ ‘ ’ M’ ‘m\‘yﬁ



LONG
STALK
FOR A
SLY
SABLE

Brought up on prong:
horns, an American
plains hunter goes after
one of Africa's trickiest
antelope—the glamorous
sable. What happens?
Hunting pronghorns was
never like this!

BY J. C. RIKHOFF
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LONG STALK FOR A SLY SABLE
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Long Stalk for a Sly Sable

[Continued from page 63)

passed and became an hour. At each half
hour we would stop and rest five minutes
under a solitary tree—if one were avail-
able—in silence dictated more by heat
than necessity. My shirt was soaked with
sweat in halfmoons stretching back
under my armpits to join a dampened
splotch spread across my back. I took off
my bush hat. My ankles itched. They
were covered with bites and scratches.
What in God's name am I doing here?
1 Lhou

By, bt 1 woulie't give for a great
big drink of something cold. With real
ice. Frosted sides on the glass. And inside?
Now let's see, that's the most important
ingredient—no, the ice is—but what
should be in the glass? How about a Guba
libre? Sort of sissy drink in some circles,
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but you have o admit that it can be the
most refreshing damn drink in captivity.
Let's see, I could use a really big glass—
about a 12.ouncer—with some of those
raw, jagged chunks of old-fashioned ice
chopped off a 25-pound block, then a
figger or two of very fine white rum—a
Iver label” at the least—and a quarter
of fresh lime. Then top it all off with a
full ration of chilled Coke or Pepsi. Hot
damn! Or rather, cold damn is more like
it

“Come on, Jimmy," a hand genty
squeezed my am. We got up and with
silent consent resumed the ordered file
of our march.

I wish we had brought some water
with us. The truck isn't all that far so
there’s no danger, but 1 wish that we had
brought the water, warm or not. Su

tended! They didn't think it would take

this long. Probably guessed we'd
that bull when we toj ’rped that ﬁm rise.
They hadn't counte his
cn 1 B, T glances st Alianso seqding
quietly behind me. No, that one knew,
Tl bet. And Tl double o nothing he
knows we're nowhere near them now. He
looks like he couldn’t care less.

“Where's the sable, Alfonso—are they
gone?” I ask

“It's all right, boss—a litdle more time
and we see them. Don't worry.

anks.”

Alfonso nodded. I didn't flater my-
self, but T knew he liked me. He liked me
for a very basic reason: he knew I liked
and respected him and I had shot suff
clently well in s opinion duat my st
mation meant something. It was that
simple. We got along. 1f Alfonso said
things were going to be all right, that was
enough for me. Suddenly 1 fel very
strongly that we were going to find the
sable and T was going to let the hay out
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slipped on the safety. A hand touched

"Very good. You shoot and kill First
shot il oo LT
Alfonto was indesd riend.
“Iis s damn good ong Luis said
quiedy. "“Let’s go check his horns, You
may just make the records. I'd say that
was just about 150 yards. Not bad—
for a forest shot!” he laughed and Alfonso
grinned, a rare occurrence on any day.
We walked forward through the grass
and by the lagoon (o the sable. It was a
‘magnificent animal of some 400 pounds.

examin
bullet had gone directly in at the shoul-
der, making a small slidike opening
where it entered and leaving no exit.
It must have broken up inside the lung
cavity. My second shot made an identical
entrance in the neck, but had exited on
the far side with a hole about the size of
a quarte. Both wounds were faal.
“Well, chis is it, Luis. I don't chink I'll
ever take another head of
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sensed they were here—and don't ask me
with what sense!”
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