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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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“Can you make that shot?” Hentie Van Heerden, my
Professional Hunter (PH), was looking at the incredible kudu
through his binos.

“I, I, 1, I th-th-th-thiiiink sssso.”

Nothing like a quaking client to fill a veteran guide with confi-
dence.

“On second thought, let’s not take the shot, let’s just sit and
wait the bull out.” Hentie shook his head. “He’ll bed down
shortly.”

My whole body shook in agreement. The last thing I wanted to
do was blow a shot on such a spectacular animal, especially
since my cameraman Cody Robbins was sitting right behind me
to make sure the event would be captured on film for my tele-
vision show on the Outdoor Channel and even more especially
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.

A KUDU FOR DAD

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

book (the African equivalent of our Boone and Crockett record
book), all with one shot through the “boiler room.”

It was my father’s first safari to Africa, a place he’d dreamed of
hunting since he was a child growing up in the “Dirty Thirties”
in Saskatchewan. Like most of the survivors from that era, he’s
not one given to great displays of emotion, but his answer to a
question I asked him while we videoed the recovery sequence
for the television show said it all. I asked him how long he’d
been waiting for the kudu. His response was he’d “been waiting
for that kudu for 76 years.” Amen.

In fact, that kudu of dad’s was the first kudu our hunting party
put on the meat pole. Rutted up, it made the mistake of stand-
ing still long enough for a very intense elderly gent to set up on
the shooting sticks and take aim. We’d been cruising along in
the Toyota Land Cruiser when one of our African trackers spot-
ted the bull feeding in a meadow. Unlike where many hunters
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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midable as a charging silver-haired
lion. BAM! The time between sight-
ing and shooting simply wasn't. One
second the bull was looking back
over its shoulder, and the next it had
a Nosler bullet through both lungs.

CODY THE
CAMERAMAN'S
KUDU

Cody was the second one of our
intrepid group to take a kudu bull,
only his didn’t come nearly so easily
as my father’s bull.

“We’ll stop here for the afternoon,”
Hentie said as he leaned over to give
the Bushman driver instructions on
where to park. “It’s too hot to keep
hunting.”

“Ya think?!!” Heat stroke makes me a

touch crabby and with the temperature soaring through the
100-degree mark in the Kalahari Desert around us, you could
have fried an egg on my forehead.

“If you're not going to hunt, maybe I could hunt for a bit?”
Cody, nicknamed “Red Fro Boy” by Hentie and the trackers,

had to that point in the safari been
doing his job, filming. Apparently
though, by his question, he was
under the mistaken impression that
he was in Namibia to hunt as well.

Hentie and I looked at each other
and smiled. What a dumb question.
Here it was, the middle of the
scorching day, nothing was moving,
and Cody wanted to hunt.

“Fill your boots.” I rolled my eyes.
“Would you film me?” Cody asked.
“Sure, but I ain’t walking anywhere,
we can sit right here under this nice
shady tree and eat lunch and have a

nap while you hunt.

“If something big comes in can I
shoot though?”

“Nope. My safari. It won’t happen, but if something big comes
in, I shoot.”

“What if Ilaid down out there, in the sun, behind that log. That
way if something comes in, the footage would be right over my




shoulder. You always said you wanted great footage for your
show and that I should do whatever it took to get that footage.”

Hentie and I looked at each other again, only this time we
laughed out loud.

“Fine. You go lay out in the baking
sun and we’ll watch you melt. Ha
ha!” T added. “If something big
comes in, you can shoot. Ha ha.
Don't forget sunscreen! Ha ha.”

It wasn't quite so funny when the
first kudu cow stepped into the
clearing two hours later, and even
less funny when the big kudu bull
followed her out into the open.
BAM! Cody waited long enough to
make sure I was videoing before he
touched the trigger of the Blaser,
anchoring the bull on the spot.
One week later he touched the
trigger for a second time, tagging
up on a magnificent gemsbok in
the magic light of the Namibian
sunset; not a bad safari for “Red
Fro Boy”, especially since he was
only supposed to be along to film,
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KUDU

“Here take your pick of excuses.” I I
explained why I wasn't able or for
that matter, had the slightest desire
to climb 800 feet up the rickety
windmill, into the stratosphere to |
look for a kudu bull. “My knees are
worn out, my heart is weak, I'm
too old, I'm too heavy for the lad-
der and I'm too smart to climb all
the way up there where there’s no

oxygen.”

Waussy or not, it was probably a
good thing that I stayed on the
ground and let the younger and
more agile Hentie and Cody climb
up to do the scouting for me. They
came down the ladder like shot
squirrels after only a few minutes
up in the clouds.

“Kudu bull! Quick get your gun.”

“Muzzleloader?” 1 pointed at the
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Knight hanging in the rack behind the rear window.
Hentie thought about it for one second. “Yes.”

We’d actually seen the same bull two days before and I'll never
forget the image of that kudu standing in the low morning sun.
A whitetail buck is magnificent, no question; when the sun hits
h whitetail buck’s rack, highlighting every inch of every tine,
fhere is little to compare in North America. Africa is another
Inatter. In the orange sun of the southern hemisphere, the curls
of a big kudu bull’s
horns are equally as
impressive. Black as

he Lord of Hades, they wind around
and around, ending in translucent ivory
ips. Their bodies are striped, white
against taupe and the inside of

heir ears are a reddish-orange

colour. In the African sun, they !
airly glow.

Our stalk was more of a dodging
run than a sneak, dodging as were
around the wicked thorn bushes
that seem to be about the only
thing that grows in the red sand of
the Kalahari. As we jogged,
Hentie explained that he’'d spot-
ted the bull, feeding but sur-
rounded by kudu cows. This was-
n’t good news, kudu cows are evil
creatures that can pick out a
sneaking hunter from a mile away and that will blow loudly like
a cow moose when alarmed, warning every animal within that
mile that an inept hunter is trying to sneak up on something. I
learned all that by experience after our first failed stalk on the
big bull.
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Kudu cows are GViI creatures

hunter from a mile avay.

It happened fast. One second we were moving and the next
there were kudu exploding from everywhere around us. We'd
bumped into them and they were getting the heck out of
Dodge. I picked up the bull instantly, easy to do from 50 yards
as the bull passed through openings in the brush. At 130 yards
he stopped and looked back, a fatal mistake. BOOM! I held the
crosshairs on the bull’s neck, just at the back of the skull, my
only shot. The bull dropped in his tracks, dead the instant the
Nosler bullet smashed into the Atlas joint.

that can pick out a snedking

I've hunted all the North American big
game with my Knight muzzleloader,
hunted Asia for Marco Polo sheep and
ibex, Australia for water buffalo
and Africa for about everything
with that same muzzleloader, but
I also hunt with my Blaser every
chance I get. Ever since I first laid
eyes on one of these unique, take-
down, straight bolt pull rifles, I've
been a fan. During the safari with
Hentie 1 grabbed whichever
firearm best suited the opportuni-
ty. When we spotted three big
male cheetahs resting under the
shade of black thorn tree, I didn’t
hesitate, I grabbed the Blaser and
made the stalk. Eventually I man-
aged to slip a bullet through a tiny
shooting lane, tagging up on the rarest of the big cats, a cat that
turned out to be the second largest cheetah ever taken in Africa.
It was actually the second cheetah I've taken while hunting with
Hentie (Editor’s note: see “Diary from Namibia” by Jim
Shockey in the Annual Convention Issue, January 2003, page




beautiful little antelope was down and

counts; both animals proved to be large
enough to stand as the present
Jworld records with muzzleloader.

[The muzzleloader kudu I'd taken
earlier on the safari measured 55
inches around the curl and had
near 13-inch bases. It was a brute
of a kudu and it scored larger than
the listed muzzleloader world
record in the Safari Club Record
book (there have been two kudu
bulls taken by muzzleloader
hunters that are larger but not list-
ed yet). So when Hentie spotted
the wide bull on the last day of
the hunt, I didn’t hesitate. I
already had a super kudu with muzzleloader, so I grabbed the
Jsweet Blaser and headed after my PH.

Like I said earlier, “kudu fever” is as bad as “buck fever”; the
closer we sneaked, the more excited I got. When we couldn’t

And once again, my thI't —

began rdcing, revving up

and out of gear. Fortunately the min-

out. Hentie had been correct on both dnCI OUt Of COnthl . utes turned into an hour and my heart

eventually ran out of gas. By the time
the wide kudu decided he wanted
to get up and move around, I had
everything under control and was
locked and loaded.

BAM! The instant the bull gave
me a shot, I sent the bullet first
through the heat waves and sec-
ond through the bull’s heart. He
ran a dozen yards before piling
up, and once again, my heart
began racing, revving up and out
of control.

It was wonderful!

IT WAS KUDU
FEVER!
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