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ñAnd after the thunder of guns, I saw the deadly giant 

beast humbled and heaped whilst solemn faces stared out 

from under  the shadow of wide - brimmed hats. ò  

-  Unknown Author  

 

On day 18 of a three -week hunt, hazy smoke 

floated across the river from Zambia as we drove 

the two - track road in the Kwando Conservancy of 

Namibiaôs Caprivi Strip. The big tom leopard had 

not returned, and our hopes, as well as our rear 

ends, had been wel l-worn by the antics of that 

astute feline. Still, we had taken a huge hippo and a wide -bossed 

buffalo, and still  we were after the pinnacle of 

African hunting.  

 

The red sun, well above the horizon, blazed 

down as we stopped to relieve ourselves and for 

Karl to puff on a cigarette. On his seventh safari 
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with me, Karl, 75 years old despite his 

pitch -black hair, stood and gazed around 

him, mesmerized once again by Af rica. 

ñWhat a beautiful place,ò he said in his 

slow, steady voice. Below us rushed the 

swollen waters of the Kwando, at a 24 -

year high.  

 

The cigarette extinguished, we 

resumed our patrol, keeping a careful 

eye on the ground ahead. It had been a 

long, har d hunt already, and our hopes 

were looking more and more like a 

dream. Normally at this time of year one 

might see three hundred elephants 

before breakfast, but now there was water everywhere and no 

need for them to gather at the river. We cut tracks daily , but not 

in the usual numbers or variety of sizes, and everyone in our 

hunting party was secretly beginning to suspect that, failing a 
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miracle, this safari would end 

without its primary trophy. 

But the vigil continued, always 

looking for those huge round 

indentations that accelerated 

our pulses.  An hour and a half 

later, travelling from north to 

south, we arrived at our 

boundary, where hunting 

concession abuts Mundum u 

national park. All fell silent as 

the vehicle came to a halt. 

Before us,  miraculously, w as 

the trail of an elephant bull 


