Des-Jan 09

11/19/08

12:03 PM

Page 34

Des-Jan 09

11/19/08

12:07 PM

Page 35

Matt Moore

Bowhunting in South Africa last year was one of the best experiences in all my years
of being a bowhunter. Since I had such a great time last year, I had to go back. There
were some animals that I did not get an opportunity to shoot and there were some
that “snookered” me. I am one of those people who have to keep the “books”
balanced.
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M
My PH at

OneOnOneSafaris, Anton le
Roux, was happy to hear I
wanted to return. He was
very accommodating as my
schedule changed in the
spring and work forced me
to slide my hunting dates
from May all the way to
the end of July. I wanted to
be there in May to hunt
kudu when the bulls were
in the rut. Anton had some
kudu that were monsters,
and I wanted one!
When I arrived in
Johannesburg, Anton
helped me wrestle my
bags into the truck and soon we were headed north to the
OneOnOneSafaris lodge in the Limpopo area of South Africa. Anton
told me about the hunts he had been on, animals that people took
and every little detail about his experiences. He slyly told me that
the last hunter took a 54-inch kudu and waited for my reaction. Last
year I shot one of 44 inches and the fact that I got him at the end of
a very long and windy day made me really happy. Anton had my full
attention!
We arrived at the lodge very late. Sharyn was still up and had dinner ready for us. It is hard to turn down a meal at 22:30 when someone had been awaiting your arrival. As we ate, I recapped the flights,
my fantastic luck with the baggage, and also told Sharyn about my
family. I then took my bags to my room and, boy, was I surprised!
They had doubled the size of the room! I brushed my teeth,
unpacked all my clothes, and dragged my exhausted but happy body
into bed. I slept in until about 5:30 the next morning.
While eating brunch, Anton told me about a blind . . . a new
blind he had constructed about a month before and that no hunter
had used. The blind was situated on a ledge that places you about
10 feet (3 metres) above where the animals pass through. It was a
perfect setup as the wind would not carry our scent anywhere but
up the slope. Once wind was removed from the equation, the solution to our hunt would become much easier.
A big kudu was spotted at this blind two days in a row at
approximately the same time. To minimise our chances of leaving a
detectable human scent in the area, Anton suggested that we go
into the blind and set up at least four hours before the earliest time
the kudu had been spotted. We did exactly that and I got settled in
nicely. I laid out all the gear I needed so that there would be no lastminute struggling with gear and no noise. We checked the wind
again, and then we waited. We had so much time that before I
knew it, I was starting to have doubts. I could not believe I was
thinking that all my luck had run out and that my thoughts were
now focused on everything that could go wrong. Doubt had no
place here, and I dug deep to find the last of my luck. I therefore
focused on positive thoughts and fell asleep. Because of jet lag I
was out for the count!
I awoke and saw Anton sitting there, deep in thought. Maybe
our thoughts were similar. He was replaying the last hunts in his
mind’s eye. In my mind, the successes were discounted and the mistakes were multiplied. Anton was doing the same. We were too hard
on ourselves, as all hunters can be. Anton does everything possible
for his clients. If his clients do not take an animal, it means less
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money for him and his family and this weighs heavily on his mind.
He knows not everyone has good luck. Still, he takes it personally. By
focusing on the mistakes and learning from them, Anton knows he
can strive for perfection. Yet this takes a heavy toll on him.
Anton had visualised that the animals would come in from the
right and feed for a short time, offering me the opportunity of a
shot. He had already told me that he would not let me take a kudu
bull of less than 50 inches. A few more minutes passed and then we
heard something coming down from the hills, dislodging rocks along
the way. I looked at Anton and he mouthed the word, “kudu”. Being
in a better position, Anton saw the kudu first. He looked at me and
his eyes were getting wider and wider. He was very excited and
whispered with a shaky voice, “Big kudu”. I had seen some big
kudu in my lifetime, but they were all on the walls of other people’s
trophy rooms. When I peeked out and saw this bull, his horns looked
like they extended over the hump of his shoulders. When he put his
head down to feed, the tips of his horns were taller than his back. I
knew this was a monster!

Anton had visualised that the animals would come in
from the right and feed for a short time, offering me the
opportunity of a shot. He had already told me that he
would not let me take a kudu bull of less than 50 inches.
I reached for my bow and struggled to get it off the nail from
which it was hanging. My biggest problem was having the shakes
as my body dumped more and more adrenalin into my system. I had
to get a grip on myself as I still had more hurdles to clear, like picking up my arrow and getting it nocked. The bull was standing quartering slightly towards me. I looked at his horns and started shaking.
I looked down and told myself to just look at his body and the position of his front legs; not his head and under no circumstances at his
horns. If I could not do this, I would never see this magnificent animal again.
I watched as he took one step forward, then another. I took a
deep breath and exhaled slowly. I looked at Anton and nodded. Then
I looked up at the position of the bull’s body. It looked perfect, slightly quartering away. I pointed my bow at the ground and came to full
draw. I then raised my bow to my target and soon had all of my pins
on the bull. I started lowering my bow arm and brought the 20-yard
(18-metre) pin down from the top of his back to what I visualised as
two thirds down the depth of his chest. The next step was to line up
my peep with my sight guard. I saw concentric circles, adjusted my
cant and levelled the bow while keeping the pressure on my release
so that creep did not occur. I bent at the waist, quickly ran through
my laundry list again and started squeezing the release.
I don’t remember the release going off but it surely felt good! The
arrow sped off towards the front leg on the offside of the bull, and I
saw the vanes disappear into the bull’s chest right where they
should. I heard the thwack of the arrow as it hit the kudu and then
heard it strike the ground on the far side. As the bull broke into a run
I pushed my face against the fabric so I could watch his progress. He
ran to the right and then veered away from us. We heard him crashing through the brush. I realised that I had made the best shot ever
on one of the best animals I would ever take in my life.
I looked at Anton, who was equally stunned. Neither of us could
really fathom what had just happened. We congratulated one anoth-
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er, and he raised his hand to show me how much he was trembling. I
was shaking just as much, possibly even more. I then told Anton I
saw where the kudu had run to, and that I was sure the animal was
already dead. Anton said he heard the kudu stop and cough.
We quickly got out of the blind and did not wait the usual 20
minutes as we knew he was finished. We slowed ourselves down by
looking for the arrow, which we found intact and soaked in blood
from broad head to nock. We then found the kudu’s tracks and followed them but could not see any blood. Soon we were on rocky
ground where the tracks eventually disappeared. Anton looked up
and saw a very large kudu bull crest a hill. He was disappointed as
he very well knew how tenacious African game can be. He was
however not sure whether it was my bull. I asked him to point out
where he saw the bull on the hill, which he did. There was no way
my bull could have made it that far as I was sure he was dead.
We walked a circle back to the blind and found four other kudu
tracks. If you drew a line from one track to the next, it pointed right
up that hill where Anton saw the kudu bull. At this point, our spirits
could not have been lower. We called the trackers on the radio. They
would soon arrive along with Anton’s father, Koos, and his dog, Sally.
Before the trackers joined us, we found another track and a small
spot of blood. The blood trail ended as quickly as it began. I stood at
the last bit of blood while Anton went ahead. He found a spot
where the bull had bled profusely. That much blood convinced us
that the kudu Anton saw definitely was not mine.
We could hear the Land Cruiser approaching as Anton kept following the trail. About 10 feet (3 metres) further down the trail,
Anton spotted the bull and immediately called the truck on the
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radio. As Anton turned and looked at me, I saw a whole month’s
worth of worry vanish as he smiled!
It turned out that the bull had travelled about 120 yards (110
metres) after being hit in both lungs. When we got to the bull Anton
was filled with disbelief and shock as he said, “This is a huge bull”.
He asked if I had any idea how big it was. I replied that it surely was
bigger than 50 inches (127 centimetres) but probably closer to 54 or
55 inches (137 or 140 centimetres). However, Anton did not agree
and said, “Bigger, much bigger, Matt.” Oh, how I love to be wrong!
Anton measured the bull and came up with 62 inches (157 centimetres) on one side and 62 7/8 inches (160 centimetres) on the
other. Anton’s dad looked at the kudu for 10 minutes, said nothing,
and looked a little sad. I asked him whether he was okay, and he
said, “I will never see a bigger kudu on this property ever again.” He
didn’t know about the bull that ran over the hill and is still there
today. I didn’t tell him and neither did Anton.
I have to thank my entire family for being so understanding of my
passion for bowhunting. I also need to thank Bill Cypher at Back
Country Archery shop in Anchorage. He has a wealth of experience
and can set up a bow perfectly every time. I couldn’t write this article
or have this experience if it weren’t for Anton Le Roux and his family. I
have only visited twice, and I never thought it could be this satisfying. I
will never forget the experience and the memory. Thanks Anton!

Anton Tel/Fax: +27 14 721 0996
anton@oneononesafaris.com www.oneononesafaris.com
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