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African J[Encore

After no less than 27 journeys to the Dark Continent,
Col. Askins finds his latest safari as thrilling as the first.
By Col. Charles Askins

iy s he carly nbodimen, he relzaton of he
merican Indian’s happy hunting ground. It is
ik the graip, ol sportmea, 1t cals I the

Huntsman; whether or not he heeds the call is a matter of
fancy. 1f his enthusiasm is litle fettered by mundane
bounds, if his infusion of the hunter's red corpuscles re.
sponds, if his adventuring soul is prepared o surmount the
hobbling considerations of time and finances, then he will
stand astride the African veldt,
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Because of thelr unpredictable nature, Cape butfalo are

game. Col. Askins has shol them in numbers while on’
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heat and there is cold. There are seasons of rain and
months of beckoning sunshine. It is the most bountiful
game land on earth,

Nether fres, cantidgs, food and ik, bot bat,
ard work, waling, physica onditon,nor age need
the wiling, Th spoatan. may cat song bis v mnm—
ing irons, fire his favorite loads, and thoroughly test his
R g O e m= ey (m\pmnu(
an ample selection of guns, camp gear, food, ar

o can rverssthe mkcmmm
Crase, Once the huting begns
may be chosen depending on the
e Tkt ot 3 e, el et e
St ats, both o eopard, are usaly hunted fom
blinds. In short, the whole affir can be as eas
challenging s you make i

Jtis ll very wel o encoursg the nophte [ ake the
Aftcan pliage. Bt whats (- be done with 16 ol ro0é
who has piped the bight lghs aoe 100 sy tmes?
What i o the ldslar b who bas b 1
inrighealiodgritd

times? That depends, I bel
oo ol ot ol
passion.

‘The 28th sojourn to the African bush
might well be quite a5 simulaing,
el 14wy v i
frst safar cor new wimals, |
S . s o o
cartridges chambered in strange rifls
and thrll o never-before-seen vistas.

 new hunting grounds narrowed

eptibly T might ook 10 Sudan, Chad,

the Central African Republic, Zair, or

S ek o T kst Lacourée one f Ao b e, e g the duy and ol bt ot
SERity o Kils yaim i the Sudas, ight, Since s often prey on antelope and gazelle, hunters
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closes 0 clephant huting. 1t would be Zamibia, 1 dcie
Being a very old dog at this game, it has been my
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A quarieeceatury ago, 1 was huating In Kenya with
Whie Huners Afris. The new organzation has eained
the o dmipoaton, s (e vmakip i prgi, (e
managen i the enthusiasm bubbly:
st .mmmmc armn!emem came sbout i the
e o Hummen u will have Mike Hissey as
your pn)(c«\mvw\ huster” Gordon Cundil, managing

ssured me. Hissey and 1 had teamed up one year in
Konya and the st in Uanda way back o 1930n A
steady-going Briton transplanted to Kenya, Hissey was
utterly dependable, even tempered, courageous, and
resolute

Continued on pg. 61
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African Encore
Contnued from . 25

Our bivous vas 00 bush il wes of
Lusaka, the capital of this Third-
el b okl sl Ay
rass huts spectacularly overhung the spar-
Kling-clear waters of the Lunga River.

The Kafue Natoal Park ll ¢ millon
acres of it, provides an immense incubator
and efuge o aimals The Hunters

rs this monstrous

e are o fenoc, riven

e % b impede the ready
inflow ofthe great nimals.

G Mike Hissey grinned, “it

When shoo
prscirs gt too Hoeh, i vt somply
igrte back no the prk, They know ull
well where the border

1 ha was just as wel

o

foot. It is an easy touch, quite

Frankly.
“Hissey," 1 told my huner, “1 wan to
shoot 23 buffulo. I've now bay
surly old bovines.
that when someone as
shot a buffalo?” T can simply say, ‘Well,
Hissey looked a lttle bewildered. Ordi-
narily, the hunter shoots only one or two
buff. o take 23 might be quite a chore.

‘The buffalo rifle was the new 360 As-
Kins Mag This carridge an oiginal e,
i madeup on y case. It fires

S et
e, hic el 4305 o

muzzle_swoosh in the old Winchester
Model 70 rebarreled by Shilen. The second
rifle was  Griffin & Howe chambered for
the Smm Rem. Mag. Improved. This is a
beautifully done ordnance piece, stocked

kel bul-
-pounds

Model 721 with a left hand bol. The scope

is the Leupold 3X-9 one-picce

moun. The sandiond sicks the 175 -grain

Sierra bullet al

nloosened on nyala, greater kudu, im-
and a scimitar-horned oryx in Natal

....1 u.; Trava

und the rifle and its sou
5 lmm plermtacs adequate for the
gam
T D owd bt s i g o
you,” said Hissey. I
ot e Nt s, Ty e s
ed 1o the kob, of which I've shot quite &
mber. At any rate, we hammered along
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through a most glorious wonderland of an
open forest that broke out into a limitless
savanna called the “Dambo” by the na-
tives. There were an almost endless num.

ber of puku.
“We'll get down and stalk ‘em,”

Hisey
offered. We did that and after a mile-and-
bl stalk,ben double mot of the e

thr il s o e

3% e g
pound targe standing 40 nches st the
shoulder.

"Hey,Iook you bloady limey:
“I want my enough to
with a couple of m sl shas. What
d0 you mean, shoot?

ikey s i my ar, “You can't get
any coer, Take i from hre

was no other choice. 1 moved up.
t0 an anthill a dozen feet higher than the
surrounding ot into an uncom-
fortable prone position, Leu-
pold crosswires on the little buck's shoul-
der. At the shot, the game dropped stonc
dead A very lucky shol, and . thing |
don't like to

“Don' make e shoot s i again” 1
dmoished my okl compadre

55 & ek o TR e, e o
uponlhnle of roan antelope.
e foan is a great game animal Bgge
than ol the ielope sae the and, 183
prized trophy. Alarmed at the appearance
o the huntin car, the ftle band moved
oft at aswinin .

"Thos toa now the wioe ory.” |

id o Mike. “They've had exparince
With autos befoe this* He nodded ol

ot down and with Pudding, our
tracker, commenced a circuitous approach,
‘The Dambo grows four-foot grass; 10 re-
‘main hidden, you must keep your head and

1 uid.

They broke into a gallop, and we turned
back in disgus

eparting camp at 6 am. every morn,
o i bk cac day e 12 oy of

steady travel. An hour from the Lunga
Bivouac,we aled sbresly n.m at 800
of the

sl ool

e down, odered Hisey. “There's
still enough light 3
it Y wae he afo w

s fsrnndin mecabr of el o po
vide cover, At 400 yards, the anthills
evaporated.

“I's from here or we'll ive up and try
tomorrow,” said Hissey.

Now a full-grown bull roan antelope
weighs 750 pounds and is as tough as an
M-60 tank. Well, almost. The light was
oing fast, but through the glass, the cross.
hairs showed fine and clear. The game was
partly facing me, giving a quartering shot
at the neck and shoulder. The big Smm
bulet struck precisely six inches low. I had
held just below the withers, tracing a
course down the juncture of the neck and
shoulder. It couid not have been placed

more properly had the bull stood at 60
yards. It fell on the shot and never moved.
“What are we going to do?" Hissey
asked a bit_plaintively. “If we don't try
b lngih shos, we J deet e e
chanee. [ nodded g
prordfman oy AN by keep-
ing the boyish enthusiasm of my guide in
check—he has only been at the business 26

shot at 300 yards. Tt
sizable band of sable;
looked ke 8 shootable tropy.
yards, the 175-grain Sig
oty towin

comy i e b, Wi
behind; scant blood
us. Pudding was better than any blood-
hound, keeping his nose within bare inches
of the sun-baked sod.

struck him The range was
close, ot morethan 150 yard. The horms
measured 46

Tl of B Askin, He departed
from camp at 3 a.m. each day for the lion
the afternoon, he sat until

a leopard bait. In the inter-
—you can't sit in a blind all day—he
and Don Grobier, i honer, gathered in
ke, ssbr, oun, walerbuck, cland, are-
beest, and im

Vs of i Ll wen o e the -
ble felnes. His blind was within 30 yards
of lone tree whet 16 lons had beenshot

 previous clients that season. Bill was

o the 300 W proba-
bly the best cartridge for the African scene.
‘Time ran out on Bill,and he had to pull up
stakes before he took cither a lion or o
poit

re are the buffulo, Michael?” I'd
ask at least once daily. “1 came here to
shoot 2: Hissey squirmed at

One day, we saw 60 bull, but these wise
old bovines were in the Kafue Park. “Can't
ou just sorta ase over there and say boo,
at"em?” 1 inquired.

Hissey didn't even smile. “We never in-
vade the park,” he said a bit ponderously.
ot even in pursit of wounded game

good sense of humor, but you
suuldnv it i abost breabig the game

"One dag, ve took up the spocr of tw
lone bulls. Puddingclung o the tack ke
und dog, wnd fnally we got
*lock he
ot Seinchers” Hissey oot
rying for a new record head—]
just umm o o 1o e il
“The duo gave us the sip
am el shot the 23 bl need t0 round
out the full 100.
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