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or those of us who don’t normally shoot at
F great distanges, especially those of us who

are predom arlym?leloader hunters,
342 yards looks likgf@ mile! or those of us who

don’t nofmally shoot kudu spiralling, ivory
tipped horas, ¢ kﬁ v tip and
over 54 inches u du fever”

compares in every way to “buck fever!”
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VIS10n SHOW On the VUTAOOr Lhannel and even more especiaily
since my 76-year-old father, Hal Shockey, was sitting on the hill
behind us watching the entire hunt. Ever since I lost an arm
wrestling contest with my sister 40 or so years ago, I've been
trying to show him that I really am deserving of his respect.
Missing a monster kudu on the last day of our Namibian safari
would not help in the fatherly esteem department.

Like any firstborn son, it was normal to want my father to be
proud of me, but unlike every firstborn son, my father happens
to be the best rifle shot on big game that I've ever seen; on our
safari he’d taken a springbok at over 300 yards, a gemsbok, Cape
red hartebeest, a black-backed jackal, a warthog and a giant
kudu that just missed making the Roland and Ward record

tea e ouu Ieemng m a meaaow. UINIKE WNETE IMdIly [IUILErs
go on safari in South Africa and Namibia, the areas we were
hunting were not high-fenced; the kudu we were after were
absolutely free-ranging and were as cagey as whitetails. They
may be as large as an elk, but when they see or hear a vehicle or
hunter, they vanish like the tiniest mouse. They get hunted hard
and are worthy prey for a hunter at the top of their game, let
alone a hunter who was at their peak half-way through the last
century! We’d just stopped and made the sneak back towards
where the bull had been standing when Hentie pulled up short.

“There!” Hentie didn’t point, he just expected dad to see the
bull.

He rammed the shooting sticks into place and got out of the
way, a good thing, because my father, focussed on prey, is as for-
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