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AFRICA 1982

In November 1980, I was in Anchorage on other business, so I attended an Alaska Professional Hunters’ Association meeting. A professional hunter from Southern Rhodesia was introduced to all and he had some interesting stories to tell. He mentioned that he had heard about aerial wolf hunting in Alaska, wherein a super cub (PA-18) aircraft would pursue wolves, then, when the right opportunity presented, a shotgunner in the back seat would shoot the running wolves. It proved to be an effective method of wolf management, and the fifty dollar bounty per wolf paid for aviation fuel. The fellow approached me. I thanked him for his suggestion that I bring the aircraft and shotgun to southern Africa, but I told him, though I was intrigued by his proposition, I was much too busy in Alaska. I asked him if the Terrorists he was fighting shot back…. and (heat-seeking missles came to mind and what the bounty was.

In the meantime, my good friend Dr. Bill Gassaway suggested that I contact Peter Johnstone and perhaps work out a trade hunt. Bill was an employee of the Alaska Department of Fish and Game, stationed in Fairbanks. Bill and I had known each other for some time and shared an interest in hunting. Bill had hunted with Johnstone at his Rosslyn concession in Southern Rhodesia and recommended the trip, so I contacted Johnstone. I made it a point to visit with him at the next Safari Club International convention the coming January in Las Vegas.

Johnstone and I maintained a casual acquaintanceship. In early October, 1982, Peter Johnstone sent me a telegram suggesting I come as soon as possible and he could take his end of the trade hunt in 1983, or whenever possible.

My schedule in Alaska included field trips to provide dental services to residents of three rural villages. before Thanksgiving.

I told Johnstone I would have to think about how I could fulfill my duties in Alaska and fit in a trip of three weeks or more to Rhodesia. After some hurried calculations and communications with the villages, I telegraphed Johnstone that my wife and I would arrive in Rhodesia in early November.

This was a unique opportunity and I did not want to let it pass.

The next day I flew my Super Cub to Point Hope, the largest of the three villages and began working ten to twelve hours each day. When I had completely serviced that village I flew on to Kivalina. Similarly long days in that coastal village saw completion of their normal, contracted, incremental care and I flew on to the last village, Noatak. Five more days of long hours, and I was ready to fly back to Kotzebue. I was tired, but enthused.

Terrorist wars were erupting all over Africa and in the fall of 1982, Peter Johnstone told me all of his American and European booked clients had cancelled, leaving his reservations book completely open. If my wife, Mae, and I could come in November we would have opportunities to take all the different species of trophy we desired - at no fee - on his concession. He would then arrange to come hunt with us in 1983 or even later. And, he had seen one of my 8mm promo films of my Arctic Concession and due to the bad reports from all around Africa causing reluctance to book, he wanted me to put together a promotional 8mm film for his company, Rosslyn Safaris.

So, in the late fall of 1982 Mae, and I went to Zimbabwe/Rhodesia to make a Super eight millimeter promotional movie and trade hunts with Peter Johnstone, owner of Rosslyn Safaris.


[image: Image]

Peter Johnstone’s Rosslyn Safaris was headquartered in the Matetsi District (Matabeleland) which was located in the westernmost part of the country, with Zambia to the North, Botswana to the South, and the Caprivi Strip of SouthWest Africa (now called Namibia) immediately to the west. The nearest town to Peter’s headquarters was Wankie.
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Southern Rhodesia before it became known as Zimbabwe.



The terrorist war had been raging in Rhodesia for several years. Many of the former colonies in Africa were revolting with different tribal factions attempting to take over, and the mood to revolt and become self-governing was contagious. In Southern Rhodesia, the internecine strife was primarily between the Shona and the Matebele, or Ndebele tribes. A political accommodation of sorts had been reached and Robert Mugabe was made president, but roving bands of terrorists were still active. Peter had lost a safari vehicle and two trackers due to land mines that had been laid in the dirt road just outside the outer (second) perimeter fence that surrounded his headquarters. Other farmers and safari operators had similar grim, and all too often deadly experiences. Fatal violence was common. Most sport hunters were not interested in being caught up in such deadly mayhem and were looking for other, safer areas to visit and hunt. The dangerous strife had made booking safaris a very difficult proposition.

Johnstone sent me another telegram saying that all his booked clients had canceled which allowed my wife and me to take all his trophy species at no fee. A brief discussion was sufficient for us to begin making ready for that wonderful, but potentially hazardous opportunity. This was my first opportunity to seek adventure on the dark continent, and we did not want to miss it.

After completing the annual dental visits to three villages, we took a weekend to harvest, butcher, and prepare three bull caribou to leave in our freezer, along with Dall ram and moose meat from guided hunts, ready for us to consume upon our return from Africa. We would not be allowed to bring meat back from any foreign country. My wife, Mae, and I appreciated that we were so blessed to be living in the United States of America, and especially, Alaska.

Our son, Martin worked for Wien Air Alaska, and as his parents, we qualified for non-revenue air travel, in fact, we could upgrade to First Class for very little money, so we did that. It was our first time to fly First Class. Our daughter, Sandy, would mind the store, our house, our six-toed cat, and our dogs which included one Labrador Retriever, Max, and 32 adult huskies.

Passing through Anchorage, on the advice of friends and relatives, we had an attorney friend draw up our wills - just in case.

We made a short stop in Albuquerque, New Mexico to visit my grandmother, Gram, who, at age 83, had spent part of August and September for the past several years, cooking for us at the lodge. Mae did a little shopping in that big city for warm weather clothes and some cold weather coverings to mail back to Kotzebue.

Our journey took us through Amsterdam, then on a KLM jet to Johannesburg, where we spent a night with the wife of a colonel in the South African Defense Force, whom we’d met in Kotzebue. This lady had been touring Alaska and when Mae met her at our store, she invited the South African lady and her friend to our home for dinner. It was not uncommon for Mae to invite interesting strangers to our home, most often for a visit and meal of local fish or game meat. Often these visits resulted in the formation of new and lasting friendships. Such was the case with this lady and her husband.

The next morning we took a South African Airways jet to Victoria Falls, Rhodesia/Zimbabwe, as Southern Rhodesia was by then being called.

Peter Johnstone met us and showed us that remarkable natural wonder, Victoria Falls.
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Victoria Falls is a very impressive sight.



Following our brief tour of the falls area, Peter drove us to his carefully chosen Rosslyn Safaris headquarters. On the dirt road just out of the town of Victoria Falls we began to see wild big game close to the roadway. It was amazing to us. We saw wart hogs, zebra, sable antelope, impala, and baboons. When we saw the first giraffe, Mae said “Oh look Jake, a kangaroo !” Well, it may just as well have been a kangaroo. We were completely enthralled!

We stopped to examine a grove of marula trees that had recently been badly damaged by elephants. As we walked about, Mae encountered a large black millipede and called Peter, asking if it was dangerous. He picked it up and allowed it to walk freely across the palm of his hand. He told us it was a Chungalolo, and harmless. He placed it on Mae’s bare arm and it tickled her as it climbed up to her shoulder. The weird, but harmless large insect was interesting and entertaining to us.
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A Chungololo, a type of large, harmless millipede.
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A large black Dung Beetle pushing its prize ball of dung with its back legs.



Dung Beetles, a type of Scarab beetle are fascinating little bugs that roll up various types of large animal dung, then deposit their eggs inside. The larvae feed on the dung before hatching. We observed the large black ones, which were nearly large enough to provide decent wing shooting, and also the smaller emerald-colored dung beetles.
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The smaller green Dung Bettles were much more eye catching.
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We drove by a large, noisy troup of chacma baboons.
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Rosslyn Headquarters on a small hilltop.



Johnstone’s headquarters was built on a small knoll of perhaps one hundred feet in height, surrounded by a chain link fence enclosure that protected his garden, chickens, garages, fuel and water storage tanks as well as quarters for his safari and house staff. We drove through the gate and up the hill, then passed through another security gate. The only break in the double chain link fence was topped by concertina razor wire, admitting us to enter the inner circle when a heavy gate was opened. The double fence included a dog run in the middle. He normally kept Rottweilers or Doberman Pinschers there for additional security. He had some land mines available to set in place, in case the dogs were eliminated or disabled by terrorists.
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The main kitchen and dining room at Rosslyn



We were greeted by a white gloved house boy in white linen uniform wearing a red, square-topped Fez hat. This was a very formal and impressive, old-style safari operation. It was truly elegant. We were advised that our laundry, including our inexpensive canvas tennis shoes, would be washed each day and that we should ask for any other services we desired. WOW, we didn’t offer that degree of service at our lodge in Alaska’s Northwest Arctic! Mae really appreciated this high level of personal service.
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A properly attired houseboy.



After freshening up, Peter suggested that we allow him to place our passports and valuables in his safe. We thought that was a good idea and we were shown his strong room. It was a room with thick concrete walls and a heavy steel door. As we left the room, Peter said the safe was securely locked but the outer steel door need not even be closed as none of the black staff would ever dare enter. I questioned that, so he called one of the house staff to us. The man hesitated several feet away, then demurely returned to the bar to prepare gin and tonic cocktails for us.

Seeing my quizzical expression, Peter slightly moved the steel door and a rubber skeleton about a foot long dropped from its suspension and danced crazily on the end of a string. Peter said that the blacks were extremely superstitious and quite frightened by skeletons, whether real or rubber. I told him I had more faith in the locked steel safe, than I had in any primitive superstitions.

There was time to sight in the rifles that Peter had for us, a 30:06 and a .375, so we did that. Neither rifle needed adjustment. Mae did not shoot the larger caliber gun. As the sun dropped on the horizon, we noticed that we quickly became chilly.

The trackers wore heavy, knit wool caps. I’ve always found that to be common, but strangely curious behavior by blacks, in hot weather.

We enjoyed our cocktails followed by a sumptuous meal of some type of local antelope, young wart hog, homegrown vegetables, and a sweet dessert.

After hearing many stories and cautionary tales, it was time to sleep, as we planned to rise well before sunup. Peter escorted us to our private hut. We were advised to never leave our private quarters after dark without a “torch” (flashlight) in hand, because spitting cobras frequented the buildings as they searched for rodents, and the snakes would not be comfortable with us at close quarters .... nor would we be comfortable with them. All cobras have neurotoxic venom and their bite is most often fatal.

During our three-week stay, we encountered spitting cobras on several occasions. Once, early one morning we found one in the middle of a primitive dirt road, or track, as the locals call them. Rosslyn’s Chief Professional Hunter, Roy Vincent, kicked sand at the snake which rose with its hood expanded, and spit venom at him. Though he wore eyeglasses, he shielded them with his hand and showed me the venom on the back of his hand. Those Elapid snakes spit with deadly accuracy, and if the venom reaches its target - the victim’s eyes - great pain and possible blindness result. Most spitting cobras’ venom/toxin is significantly cytotoxic, apart from the neurotoxic and cardiotoxic effects typical of other cobra species. They can spit their venum up to three meters away. I captured that accurate spitting action on the movie camera, but Peter insisted that I not use it for the promotional film. It would alarm some potential hunters.
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Spitting Cobra in action.



Peter and Roy Vincent, warned us to never depart the hilltop inner fences - no matter what - as throughout Africa, most whites were murdered by blacks who served as staff members. This violence all began with the Mau-mau uprising in Tanganyika, then spread to Kenya, and now was rampant in Southern Rhodesia and other former colonies. The “Africanization of Africa” was supported by naive and inexperienced liberals around the world.

Regarding that timely bit of advice, one night about two o’clock in the morning, my wife and I awoke to the sound of a horn blaring on one of the safari vehicles. I slipped on my britches, grabbed a “torch” and went outside. The noise from the horn was loud and continuous. I thought the electrical drain on the battery might keep us from our intended trip the next day, but then, I remembered Roy’s warning and stopped short. What a good way to get someone to go to the garage, there to be ambushed and perhaps filleted. I returned to our hut and after a few minutes, the noise stopped. I never did find out if some staff member had fixed it, or perhaps had set it up. Curiously neither Peter nor Roy heard the noise.

On the first hunting day, we drove to a part of the Rosslyn concession near Hwange (Wankie) Park. That area had not been visited by Peter or Roy in several months, so we were checking on what game might be found there. We saw a black rhino bull early in the morning which paid no attention to us. Rhinos were not on the list of available game in that area. After leaving the vehicle we trekked through the dry desert bush country, encountering a black mamba which rapidly slithered away. We saw several types of hornbills (birds) and many game animals.
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An ever observant Hornbill



Early in the afternoon, we came upon a large group of cape buffalo. I noticed that all seemed to have several tick birds or oxpeckers on their back or heads which were busily feeding on external parasites - ticks. The huge wild bovines spotted us just as we saw them and about sixty bulls came trotting up to inspect us more closely. Roy was with us and I noticed that he kept his rifle slung and did not chamber a round, so I followed his example. The buffalo formed a semicircle in front of us and began to advance. They would stop, then one brave bull would come a few steps closer and the rest would follow. Their display reminded me of teenage boys, daring each other. This advance and stand maneuver was repeated several times until the buffalo were about fifty yards from us. Mae and I were glancing around for a tree. Roy remained calm and stood still. As the animals began another advance, Roy pulled out his handkerchief and waved it above his head, as he shouted, “Go away you bloody caffirs,” The Latin name for Cape Buffalo is Syncerus caffer. (Caffer is a derogatory Arabic term for unbelievers.) The huge beasts swung their heads to the left and charged off and away from us to the great relief of Mae and me.
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A band of curious bulls.
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We often saw Oxpecker birds feeding on ticks of buffalo, rhino, hippos, zebra, and other large herbivores. The name Oxpecker refers to two species of small parasite-eating birds from Africa. It does not refer to an anatomical feature of any animal and it is not a synonym for “bull whanger”.



We saw Sable and Roan antelope and many other species of big game that day. It seemed we’d arrived at a hunter’s paradise
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A bull Sable
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A pair of Roan antelope



Early the next morning we started off with Roy and two trackers in quest of that same herd of buffalo, as Roy said he saw at least two in the bunch that he figured were worthy of closer scrutiny. We located them about two miles from where we’d seen them the day before and after nearly an hour of maneuvering to locate a trophy-class bull, Roy said, “Jake, there he is and he’s bigger than I had thought, better try to anchor him, as they are getting twitchy.” After another half hour of stalking, I had an opportunity for a clear shot and fed the bull a 300-grain lead pellet from the .375 Holland and Holland. The first shot into the withers staggered the bull, but it took another round to put him down. He was a dandy, with huge bosses and over forty inches of horn length. I might not have easily picked him out, surrounded as he was by many other big bulls. When hunting wild game with which you are unfamiliar, it makes sense to have an experienced guide.


[image: Image]

Mae and me with the big bull.



After taking pictures I went to a puddle to rinse the mud and blood from my hands. As I was about to dip into the muddy stagnant water, Roy said to stay clear. He motioned for me to come to the safari car and use drinking water for cleaning up, as any bush water, especially if stagnant, was apt to carry Bilharzia, or Schistosomiasis, also known as snail fever, or Katayama fever, is a disease caused by parasitic flatworms called schistosomes. This is a disease condition caused by parasitic trematode flatworms which one should avoid, lest the worms cause severe illness or even death.

Roy and I, with the two trackers, used an electric come-a-long winch to get the huge bull loaded into the back of the Toyota land cruiser. As we drove back to the hilltop at Rosslyn we saw several species of antelope and three of the seemingly ubiquitous wart hogs.
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Peter said this Cape Buffalo ranked SCI #44 in 1982.
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A medium-sized male Warthog



Immediately upon driving up to the butchering facility, local staff hung the carcass and began to skin and quarter it. Most of the meat was cut into strips, then brined and hung to dry for biltong (jerky), which is quite tasty and keeps well in the hot conditions of Africa. By law, the hunting concession owns the meat of all wild game taken by their guests and everything is put to its best use. Much of the meat is sold to locals.

Local staff eat primarily “sudza” - a very ”thick porridge” made from finely ground white cornmeal popularly known as mealie meal. It is similar to polenta but thicker in texture, and it is usually served as a main dish. I found it to be uninteresting, even after flavoring with steak sauce, etc.
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A smaller female warthog was shot for dinner and Leopard bait. Peter, Mae, Roy and two “boys” with the female “bait wart hog” which also provided us with a tasty supper. After washing up, with gin in hand, Mae and I walked down the hill to watch the processing, all of which was quickly and efficiently done. The blacks on Peter’s staff were experienced and efficient in their jobs. Before
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