JUMBO IN THE JUNGLE | January 2006

Story by Peter Flack (Sports Afield)

At first | thought it was the fault of GT's bongbly friend of 25 years and regular
hunting companion for 20 of those, had shot a goegresentative bull on the fourth
day of our hunt with Antonio Reguera's Mayo Oldigfari company, out of Lognia
camp, in the 275 000 acre rain forest concessionthé South Eastern corner of
Cameroon, bordered by the Sanga River and the RemilCongo to the East and the
Ngoko River and the same country to the South.

We had celebrated that night with smoked salmon ptemented by the first
chardonnay of GT's new winery and, although wenditloverindulge and were in bed
by 9:30, when | awoke to the first ominous signshatnight, my first thought was that
perhaps | could have eaten less of the rare boillgb dnd drunk less of his superb
wine.

For the next five hours my intermittent sleep waslispersed with sprints to the toilet -
some of which | won - as | employed the full rarmeny bodily orifices. By 7:00 a.m.
the next morning, all I had managed to keep dowtmaut mishap was two mashed
bananas and a glass of coke. | felt decidedly lFaghen, somewhat belatedly, | joined
my PH, the highly experienced Geoffroy de Gentitel &is six pygmy trackers, Van
Damme, Denis, Mombato, Mongokelli, Josef and Rerall Baka tribesmen - on the
back of his venerable, metallic gold Land Cruis&e were off to continue our search
for a good Kamba - a true forest elephant bull.

Loxodonta Cyclotis has a number of obvious physiiffierences to the savannah
elephant, Loxodonta Africanus. The most incontroliky, apart from size - 2%z to 3
tonnes, as opposed to 4 to 6 ¥z tonnes - revol@mmdrnails. The forest elephant has
five toenails on its fore feet and four on its hiieét as opposed to the more usual four
and three, respectively, of its larger cousin.

Other obvious differences include the shape anth gf the tusks which look as if
gravity has pulled them directly earthwards (indte& curving forward), making them
progressively longer and thinner, almost like macarWhen a forest elephant stands
erect, it looks as if it is trying to drink waterits feet through a straw, except the straws
are tusks. The shape of the ears is more roundedlar if you like, and different to the
"Continent of Africa" shape of the bigger bruisémsm the savannah. Of course, to
complicate matters, there are also savannah elepivuich invade the rain forests on a
temporary basis and | really did not want to makmistake. If possible, | wanted to



take back a full skin for mounting purposes becaasear as | could find out, no full
mount of a forest elephant existed in South Afac#frica for that matter.

En route to the northern borders of our concessianfound our path blocked by a
fallen Pemba tree, host to a vicious ant, calless&dy the Baka, which lives in the
hollow twigs and branches of the tree. Try and kline pale yellow, apricot sized fruit
and see what happens. The ants rush out of theybolbave just created in the twig or
branch by picking the fruit and swarm to the deé&n€ their host and bite and sting
simultaneously, vigorously and often. As Geoffraydsin his inimitable French accent,
"Zay are ze only one who fight ze elefaan and fgowiz out gun an win!"

The big elephant tracks we found next to the tieeva gingerly moved it out of the

way changed our initial plans but, after 2% hounstlee tracks in the stifling, near

100%, June humidity, bending, kneeling, standind aralking as we snipped and
hacked our way through the secondary growth cre#@gdhe undisciplined and

unscrupulous tree felling of the lumber companyswao much for my weakened

constitution. | called a halt and, dizzy and shgksought relief in Land Cruiser power.
Lumber companies still operated in the concessimhwae were often bullied off the

main, red, dirt road, which bisected the concesiimm north to south, by their heavily

laden vehicles boiling along at breakneck speedk [Bd to frequent accidents, three of
which we witnessed, as the trucks skidded off ek £lay (sometimes overturning)

and into the jungle.

The grotesque evidence of the companies' recemtimark was also readily apparent.

Unnecessarily wide tracks wound every which wagpulgh the forest. Discarded tyres,

lengths of rusting wire cable (eagerly used bypbachers to make snares for bigger
game like elephant and buffalo), plastic and metaims lay where they were dropped.
Worse still, one cut and rejected tree trunk aftleother was left to rot on the forest
floor in a tangled mess. | gave up trying to estertaie cost of the pillage, destruction
and waste.

Of course their uncontrolled logging not only alkdvthe sunlight onto the forest floor
which, in turn, resulted in thick, almost impenbteaundergrowth, but this vegetation
also soaked up the water in the salines or sas.ligheir roads provided access to
commercial bush meat poachers, two of whom Gedfranti-poaching team caught
during our stay (to complement the five others tawegarlier in the year), along with

over 400 snares, one half dead Peter's duikertesBygmy antelope and 15 smoked
blue duiker, all destined for the bush meat maakdtika.

The next morning | felt much stronger and we westkboto the same area as the day
before. Sitting in a wooden seat fastened to tbetfbumper of the Land Cruiser,
Joseph, a specialist elephant poacher-turned-tragkeked up the tracks of a big
Kamba as it gouged a muddy, reddish tan path updine to the left of the overgrown
logging track we were following. The tracks lookeery similar to the ones we were
forced to abandon the day before.

The heavy thunderstorm the previous evening had beesal stroke of luck but was
also the reason we were hunting in June/July, #igest part of the hunting season. The
rain made the forest animals wet, cold and uncaalbte and they moved out of the
continually dripping forest into the more open aréawarm up and dry out. Another



by-product of the rain was that it washed awaydlietracks and allowed us to move
much more quietly through the thick undergrowthe Beady drip drop, tip tap of water
filtering down through the layered leaves of th@® 200t high, full canopy above, also
camouflaged what little noise we made when movimgugh the rain softened, sodden
undergrowth.

The bull followed a "bimo", an elephant highwayraiigh the forest from one choice
feeding spot to another, appearing to concentnatih® bamboo trees which produced a
yellowy red fruit roughly the shape and size ofraB mango. Quite palatable, the Baka
say it is "lokoloko" or sweet but the strawberryiozoed fruit exudes a whitish paste
which acts as a kind of glue and makes it very ghamd sticky to eat.

We were hunting efficiently and quietly. So quietly fact, that we approached to
within 15 paces of a tail twitching, minute blueilder who, oblivious to our presence,
bustled and scuttled its foraging way across thestdloor and out of sight.

Van Damme and Denis alternated in the lead, foltbtaxe Geoffroy, me, my gun bearer,
Mombato, Theo Pretorius, one of South Africa's ilega&tameramen amongst his many
other talents, who was filming the hunt, and oma#ing three trackers. Whenever the
tracks became confused, which was not infrequenher® were many other elephants
afoot, the team would spread out to unravel thdlpro and communicate quietly via
radio with Geoffrey who listened on an earpieceetiuce noise.

Geoffroy de Gentile's name reminded me of a Fremckion of one of the Knights of
the Round Table. You know Rodney the Brave, Gegfthe Gentle, that kind of thing.
He resigned as a lieutenant from a crack Frenchrtamdo unit to follow a dream
initially kindled by the overblown, some may eveays'mythical” adventures of
Alexander Lake, to become a professional huntdreatige of 24. At 43 he is now in his
prime and has hunted out of Lognia Camp for the pa® years. During this time, his
clients have shot 43 bongos (only one has not baecessful and that was during the
1998 drought brought on by El Nino), seven fordspleant, eight dwarf forest buffalo
and two each of the giant forest hog and forestsiga. | was hoping to add to the
score of the latter four species.

Hunting in the rain forests is like no other hugtimabitat in Africa. In my opinion, it is
the most inhospitable and dangerous environmenth@rontinent. A fact borne out by
the death of Geoffroy's head tracker of the lagt fyears, Jean Quatre, in the week
before | arrived. The dogs had bayed a bongo amtiuhting team was running to close
in. Jean, being small, fit, fast and keen, was sdthpaces in front of the rest when they
heard the elephant scream. Denis said he heard Qeaime cry, "The elephant has
killed me" and, when they arrived on the sceney fband his body, lying on its back,
bruised around the chest and abdomen, but withalrbp of blood or visibly broken
bone. As Geoffroy explained to me, "The elephansrthrough the vines, plants and
trees as if it is a spider's web but a person‘can't

Admittedly, there are no big predators like liorrshgenas in the rain forests and the
leopards are small and few and far between. Howeliey are not the ones to worry
about. It is the micro predators that are the m@aicern - the fleas, ticks, ants,
mosquitoes, flies, bees, millipedes, caterpillarsrms and a myriad of other different
insect types, all in their thousands. Each, likgl&tk, wants a piece of you and, when



they are done, it is the turn of the razor shagsgjrthe thorn encrusted vines and spike
filled branches. | can go on and on.

Then the big game, like elephant, buffalo and gmrére constantly pressured by the
commercial, bush meat poachers. Both the elephahbaffalo | shot bore fresh bullet

wounds from shot gun slugs, one of which we reaaderan imported Prevost from

France, not available on the local market. Thes@mals have learnt through bitter past
experience that attack is often the best form &mme. When you consider that you and
your prey often only become aware of one anothgegt close range - say a maximum
of 30 paces - usually within on another's fightflayht circle, then it is a toss up as to

which way the animal will run - at you or away frgmu.

Rain forest hunting requires special clothing, Yeedr, equipment and skills, which
needs an article all on its own. The most importaate of equipment, however, is a
mere six inches long and is found between your. édtsough three rain forest hunts
do not make me an expert, it seems to me that yot the animals in the rain forests
with your head. There is not much to see in thesttaphobic confines of the forest.
There is nothing to take your mind off the factttilaur body is suffering. The micro-
predators grind you down and the presence of snddethe formidable gaboon viper
can also prey on your mind. | believe that you neéedoe mentally strong and
concentrated to withstand the tensions, pressurésdscomforts of the hunt and yet
remain alert.

According to Geoffroy, you need to be able to dee¢hthings well if you want to be
successful in the rain forests - walk quietly, wék and shoot fast. In my book, all
three require a certain degree of mental toughaedslertness.

We picked up the big Kamba's tracks at exactly :48 @G.m Don't ask me why |
remember but | do. Originally the pygmies saidttlaeks were "makala”, their word for
"right here, right now". Initially we found freshudg and urine and advanced in a state
of heightened alertness, every sense primed arstiqgel was tense. Nervous. Worried
how | would react. Whether | would be able to seeugh of the bull to place an
accurate shot. Concerned that a poor shot mighdregea our team. Intervening vines
were carefully and silently snipped or sliced. Beand Van Damme cupped their ears
with their hands and pointed urgently into the $br® our immediate front. Mombato
gathered his fingers together in a cone and heohtto his nose to show he could smell
the Kamba. So could I. The strong, musky odoureplegant was unmistakable.

2% hours later the machettes had been out for sameand Denis had stopped shaking
his forefinger at anyone who took an incautioup.skdy pulse had slowed to the speed
of light. I had returned my .416 Rigby to my gurate¥ and was feeling much more
calm and confident. Suddenly, Van Damme did an @babout turn and came back
down the track passed Geoffroy and | in a rushwthiges of his eyes showing and fear
written in capital letters across his face. Theckyibird" effect took immediate hold of
the pygmies and | just managed to retrieve my ldfére Mombato disappeared in a
blur of green and black camouflage.

The Kamba bull, some 15 paces in front and slighdipw us, was small and had even
smaller tusks. He was inadvertently heading dovenstime "bimo" we were on, only in
the opposite direction. Still, | suppose if | wasatmed and had lost a close friend and



colleague to one of these battleships of the besé than two weeks previously, well,
let's just say that in any confrontation betweelowaand discretion, the latter would
have won hands down.

The second bull we crossed swords with was a muacte rarderly affair. We were
moving through a section of Limbali trees. They éav very dense, hard wood not
favoured by furniture makers and are used mainfyrédway sleepers. The distance
from a suitable market makes it uneconomical totleen in South Eastern Cameroon
and so these parts of the rain forest remain asine| with relatively light undergrowth,
as they were hundreds of years ago.

We spotted the bull at almost double the distaricaiofirst encounter. "l can't see the
tusks™ Geoffroy whispered in my ear as | tried doclear shot through the 1.5 x 6 Zeiss
Diavari Scope attached to my custom made .416 R{@Wsgither barrel married to a
Brno ZKK action) loaded with 400 grain Federal dsli "He is not bad" Geoffroy
breathed as, for an instant, the cross hairs locked the creases below the ear and
behind the elbow of the bull. My forefinger tigheshand then, like a lighthouse, the
bull was gone. Now you see it, now you don't.

| became aware of Van Damme standing to one sidkobeng at us. In French he
explained to Geoffrey that this was not the righll.bThe track we followed belonged
to a much bigger animal. Encouraging, | thoughtvds now after 10:00 a.m. Our bull
was clearly a traveling man. Turning to Theo | sdidjuess our best bet will be to try
and catch up to him while he has his midday snaox#€r an hour or so, as if to bear
me out, the tracks started to meander to and fdoitalooked for all the world as if the
bull was looking for a place to rest.

We crossed a further two, gravel bottomed, crystedr rivulets and ploshed through
the grey mud and ooze of four salines before we lsiécond section of Limbali trees.
One moment Van Damme was walking confidently on trecks, the next he
disappeared. The five foot tall pygmy crouched lowthe forest floor and pointed.
Geoffroy bent over his point and beckoned urgenthehind his back.
As | turned from retrieving my rifle from a by natlvoroughly composed Mombato, |
caught a glimpse of long, straight, creamy whit@yvand knew, without a word being
exchanged, that it was time for me to step up egolhate.

The bull, burnished a tanny brown by the mud withick he was newly caked, was
approaching from the left at a brisk walk on thagdinal towards us at a distance of
about 30 paces. In the dim darkness of the fulbpgrsome 200 feet above, it was
difficult to make out the elephant clearly as Highscolour blended perfectly with the
browns and beiges of the ground leaf litter anck daown, dappled, lichen splashed
tree trunks. Only the flashes of bright tusk thiouge green on green of shrubs and
leaves guided me and enabled me to calculate hetmbvement and positioning of the
animal. The big bull was closing fast.

Then there was no more time. As the bull startedréov level with me about 15 paces
away, | saw his right tusk through a miniscule fwot gap. As his front leg entered the
gap, | found my aiming point behind the right shimul and made the shot | had
practiced repeatedly on the range and in my imagimaRe-chambering quickly, |

moved around an intervening tree trunk and fireguek second shot as the elephant



bulldozed its way off at a tangent before, as ayedn Geoffrey's double bellowed and
the bull slumped to the shot. Encouraged by himfemt where | stood, | placed two
shots in the spine region and then, reloading aodmg briskly to my right, at an angle
of about 30 degrees, | placed a bullet which beskthe brain and came to rest behind
the left eye socket. And it was probably just ad that | did so.

While my first shot bisected both lungs, Geoffrolgad missed the brain and merely
concussed the beast. While the spinal shots mayayr not have been effective, the

final and fatal last brain shot most definitely veasd, by the way the elephant flung his
head back at the shot, he may have been in theshob recovering consciousness.
With that the pygmies went crazy and so did we.yTthenced, shouted, clasped hands,
hugged one another and me. Mombato jumped into mmg do his amazement and

mine. Although there was no way of knowing whetties was the selfsame bull that

had killed their friend, at the very least, it wd® getting back on the horse that had
just thrown you to find out, with great relief, thgou had lost none of your hard won

riding skills.

A big forest elephant weighs between 2 2 and 3dspnslightly less than half that of an
equivalent savannah elephant. So, a forest elephiéimttusks weighing 25 pounds a
side is probably acceptable. 30 pounds is goodyd@mds, very good; and 40 pounds
and above, exceptional. The bull | shot was leftdeal and the left tusk was broken off
at the tip but, due to the extra work load, was aldit thicker than its neighbour. They
measured four feet eight inches and four feetrsthes, respectively and, according to
our Heath Robinson scale, we estimated the tusikeitgh about 40 pounds each. It was
the best elephant that a client of Geoffroy's Haat &1 nine years in the rain forests.

Although the position of the fallen forest giant deafor some good photographs, the
entire camp staff could not push it over and, iadtef being skinned out from the
stomache, it had to be skinned from the backbomendt was a mammoth undertaking
which took a day and a half in very trying condisoof heat, humidity, flies, bees and
rotting meat and gave me renewed respect and atbnifar the work of Carl Akeley
and what went into the elephant exhibits in New RrAmerican Natural History
Museum, not to mention that of my own long timesfid and taxidermist, Rodney
Kretzschmar, who volunteered for our month longeskion.

Hunting the dim, dark, recesses of Africa's rairests for its special treasures - forest
elephant, sitatunga, buffalo, giant forest hog, niedr hog and the variety of duikers -
may not be everyone's cup of tea, but if canned $#booting ranks at zero in the
African hunting scale of 0 to 10, then forest ekmthhunting must be right up there at
10. It can only take place on foot and without dagd, without wishing to gild the lily
or sound melodramatic, it is an exciting, dramatangerous adventure of note.

Before the hunt, two professional hunters with midfest African, rain forest hunting
experience behind them than any other current huAlain Lefol and Rudy Lubin,
both told me on separate occasions but in virtuddéy same words, that they thought
elephant hunting in the rain forests was the lasatghunting adventure left in Africa.
With great respect to these two, outstanding psidesl hunters, | must agree with
them



