PART TWO

HUNTING AFRICAN
DESERT ANTELOPE

WRITTEN BY ~ BRENT GLENTWORTH

LISA & ALBERT VOIGTS VON SCHUTZ

NOWITSAS

HUNTING NOMTSAS

After leaving Dagbreek (part 1,
last issue) we headed north for
several hours

Our party of four (my 14 year old son James, my
brother Chris and his adult son Kirk) planned

to stay at a small village “Maltahohe” only 50
kms away from our next hunting destination
“NOMTSAS",

Some months before leaving New Zealand | had trawled through
over fifty of the Namibian hunting websites | had emalled a
couple and made a chelce based largely on the feel of the website
and their email response

Albert and Lisa Voigts are the fourth generation owners, they

were prarnpt In reply and very much proponents of fair chase
sustainable game management, where hunter fees ensured game
management and species survival - | liked that. Albert’s quote was
that *If we can count the population and know annual recruitment
and maortality, then we can allow harvest of surplus males”. ... Mow
that is conservation hunting.

We booked inte a backpackers that | had also found on the
Internet in NZ which was Just out of town, very excited about
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our next safaris as we knew more about what we could expect,

| phoned Albert at Nemitsas; he was not home, but | left a bnef
message to confirm our arrival for the following day We walked
into the village on our way to the 106 year old Maltahohe Hotel,
coming across some ground squirrels on the way.

As we walked up to the hotel we found the publican trying

to chase goats out of his front garden - they had already
decimated most of it He invited us in, picking up we were tounsts
immediately The pub was like a museum adormed with African
horns and skulis, native weapons, shields, bow/arrows, assegais
(spears) and much more We had a few beers ordered dinner and
were watching a rugby game with some locals The barman came
over and said the phone was for me, it was Albert he had got my
message and somehow guessed we would be at the pub!

“Come and join us early in the momning for breakfast he
said; we can put a couple of shots through the rifles and
get a full day of hunting in".

Sleep was slow to come as was the arrival of the alarm at 6am

Up and a quick shower, downed a coffes and hit the road as

soon as we could wake the owner of the backpackers. He had to
unlock the compound gate for us and relock it after us . we asked
why he had to do this if the "locals’ were so friendly, but he was
non-committal in his reply. Seemns they don't tempt fate after the
hassles in South Africa and Zimbabwe,

As we travelled the 50 odd km to Momtsas, a lot of game was
visible close to the road. We came across a mature springbok ewe
with her leg caught in the fence that she had tried to jump. We
released her from the wire, checked for damage and let her go,
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She bounced off happy enough without favouring it

Turning off the metal road we pulled into the
expansive front yard and Albert walked out to
greet us with “Welcome to Nomtsas Kiwis"!

Ground squirrel
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Inside for a coffee and breakfast, we were given a
introduction to the property. In early days the farm had
sheep only, yet care was always taken to farm side by
side with nature. Today it is one of the biggest, private
game reserves measuring over 20,000 ha - all created
by the idealistic approach of Albert’s father Heino
Voigts. About 36,000 ha are still used to farm cattie, but
game is also abundant in these areas. After sighting-in
the rifles, we were again on the hunt in Nambia

- s d Kirk in the distance
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A gold medal
black wildebeest
scoring 221

BLACK WILDEBEEST
-~WHITE TAILED GNU

By the 1940s this species was almost lost to extinction -
hunting by settlers for skins, meat and just clearing the
land for domestic stock along with a mucous disease, left
the population critically low (little more than 1000).
However game management for hunting has brought the
species back from the edge. Now numbering in their hundreds
of thousands this animal is a prime example of how selective
conservation hunting is paying to ensure their survival (over B0%
are on private game estates) Tell the anti blood sports fans and
they just wouldn't believe you

Bulls 180kg—Cows 145kg. Shoulder height 120em

o
i ppon Adult Black Wildebeest : Man
Bul 2
15
o
[ ] 1
ind 1
0.5
" - 0
1@ 4 3 2 - 1 m
1 Furstenburg, J008

These animals have a reputation of being bad tempered
and dangerous when cornered or wounded. When
frightened they normally walk around nervously, swishing their
tails with such violence that the whistling can be heard a long
way off. If further alarmed they gallop away frisking, cavarting and
plunging wildly.The word Gnu was given by the Hottentots from
the naise of their call,

Albert Vioigts our PH at Normitsas explained he had come the
across a small mob of W.T. Gnu with a couple of really big bulls in
tow some weeks before our arrival. “Let’s get in the truck and go
see if we can find them." he said. | sat in the front of his cut down
apen air safari Toyota with the fully suppressed 270 - Chris, Kirk &
James were in the back on the elevated bench seat. We drave for
an hour and a half,

.+ Stampeding herd of black wildebeest 1
- % tnapped from the gyrocopter at Nomtsas

Stopping 1o glass several black wildebeest; “it's not the mob we
want® stated Albert and we continued driving further out the back
of the property, Spotting another herd in the distance, he sald “this
maybe the one .. .well stalk in on foot” He grabbed the shooting
tripod and | followed. Cover was sparse and Albert Indicared that |
should stay directly behind him, He was glassing the big bull with
solid bases. We stalked in to around 200m and set up the tripod,
Locking through the glasses “third bull from the left - wait till he

is ciear of the others and take him half way up the shoulder’, were
rmy instructions!

Tripods aren't the easiest thing to shoot from and
although James and I had practiced a bit before leaving
NZ it still felt very unfamiliar.

The chosen bull walked out clear. .. broadside. | ook the shot - a
solid whack returned, the bull spun and dropped o the ground
in a cloud of dust. .. but not for long he was up and followed

the rest of the stampeding mob for raybe 200m. The quiet fully
suppressed rifle was paying dividends. Albert and | followed -

“he is hit hard. .. but you may need to finish him."We moved
forward and found amazingly the other bulls had turned an him,
their once leader - pushing, charging and sweeping him with
their horns, Albert said this was a typical dominance struggle; the
others knowing he was hurt, Survival of the fittest in action, and
they were jockeying for pasition already.
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| could not get ancther clear shot in as they struggled and foughr,
the wounded bull was not up to the aggression being pushed
through scrub backwards and was clearly an his last legs. He
went down again.,.this time for good and the others ran off on
our approach. Albert maintained that I keep a round in

the chamber "if he blinks or shows any sign of life what
so ever... shoot him again... you don't want these guys
getting up with a bad attitude!”

It wasn't required.

What an amazing display to witness. He was an unreal animal with
very heavy bosses and great length, and would go well over gold
medal Albert said. | wasn't too worried about the score, it was just
such an exceptional experience.

| can't wait till he Is on my wall to remind rme of such a great hunt
and adventure,

WARTHOG

Warthog are found over a wide range of habitats and
occupy much of south east Africa. Chris was after some
nice ivory tusks that they are so well known for.

Boar's 80kg—Sows 55kg. Shoulder height 70em
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We travelled out to a different area of the farm where there was
marginally more surface water; warthog love to wallow just as
much as any other member of the porcine family. Following along
a creek that had the odd pool of water but was primarily dry along
Its length, we stopped ta glass every now and then with plenty of
game present. Kudu, eland, springbok and warthog, but we
had only sighted young boars or sows with suckers.

The first
warthog of
the trip

Chris and Albert walked a few promising side gullies but failed 1o
produce the gaods. While driving to a new area Villlam (Albert's
Namna tracker) spotted a lone boar away in the distance, heading
to a patch of cover. Deciding to stalk in Chris and Albert circled
around to come in from the opposite side to where the hog had
disappeared, Getting to within 60m or so they stopped and set up
the tripod, then intently glassed an area under the scrub,

CHRIS POSITIONED HIMSELF AND
THE MUFFLED REPORT OF THE .270
ROLLED BACK TO US SOME 600M
AWAY.

At Albert's signal | drove over; they had taken 2 medium bear
which Albert had thought was larger than he actually was as he
lay resting in the shadows. Photographing him then gutting him
Albert said you can take another Chris. .. this one s too small.
Villlam was elated as well .. .he loved eating warthog!

Back in the truck and maybe anly 2kms further on three warthag
boars barreled out of the shrub straight across the path of the
vehicle - one a lot blgger than the others. Following in hot pursuit
we chased them in the truck but they were gaining ground all the
time as we bounced over the rough terrain,

“See if you can hit that boar Chris, he's going to vanish
in the scrub up ahead" said Albert. Swinging through with
a running shot the boar squealed and tumbled with the impact,
while the ather hogs made the safety of the scrub without a
second glance and disappeared. The hit boar tried valiantly to
follow but his struggle was ended with another shot,

He was a much older hog with impressive ivory arinders. Chris
wondered about 2 shoulder mount and we all thought he would
look great on the wall.

A top Namibian
warthog for Chris




2ED OR CAPE HARTEBEEST

Red or cape hartebeest the elongated face on these
unusual looking animals provides them the nickname of

horse antelope,

Bulis 150kg — Cows 120kg, Shoulder height
135cm

Known as very fast runners with great staying power over long

30 when a herd is grazing or
ance on an anthill or

here she acts as an

After seeing a nice hartebeest shoulder mount in
Christchurch, I had decided it was a species that I really
wanted to hunt. The ‘ ce and unigue

horns are distinctive to
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On our previous hunts we had spotted small groups of hartebeest
moving around the plains and although glassing a few we
couldn’t find any mature bulls. Albert had an idea that a small
series of scrubby creeks running back to a north facing terrace
would be a prime location for a hartebeest bull bachelor group.
We were making our way to a slight rise which would give us
same height to glass the area. Cresting the rise three hartebeest
immediately made themselves apparent by sticking their heads
up from the first shallow gut. Milling nervously and giving us

just enough time to put the binos on them, they broke into their
rocking horse run, their elongated heads bobhing through the
scrub and then out of sight. They are all bulls said Albert and there
are two BIG rmales therel He was convinced that they were not too
spooked and would settle down in the next gut or two. "We need
to take it easy’, he said, "We will wait for 30mins, if we spook them
again seriously, we will never catch them, | know this. .. they will
run formiles and never stop!®

“We walited having a drink of water, under the watchful eye of a
tower of giraffe some 600m distant. Incredibly impressive animals,
| asked if many clients hunted them. Maybe only 1 bull every two
years he answered. “It is a horrible hunt, not good for my soul” he
stated. Like most African game they are very strong and tough.
8ut even though | don't enjoy it, like most gregarious anteiope
species, they need herd management.

GONE ARE THE DAYS THAT HERDS
CAN RANGE UNHINDERED TO THE
HORIZON.

We carried on after our quarry, quietly on foot and using
the sparse available cover and glassing often. Villlam
spotted them long before anyone else. Gaining a few extra metres
we were again sprung, all their heads were up and they milled
again. "You don't have much time® whispered Albert, “take the bull
on the right, aim at the top of his back above his shoulder The
rifle lurched and the tell tale whack of a solid hit echoed back.

They were off; dust spurted from their hooves as they galloped
together but the bull | had hit veered off in an arc away from the
others and into sorme light scrub. We watched him through the
glasses as he sat down under cover, 50 we approached to maybe
60 rmetres. Hit low behind the shoulder right where it counts

he was bleeding heavily. “Take him again same place’, so | did.
Incredibly he jumped to his feet and ran offll He slowed after
maybe 60m to a walk, wobbled a bit, staggered sideways and
went down. Both shots were 30mm apart right in the vicinity of
the heart - again we were all amazed at just how tough these
antelope are,

BLESBOK

Hartebeest genus but much smaller. The name blesbok
refers to the distinct white blaze on the forehead and
muzzle.

Rarn 80%g — Bwe 70lg. Shoulder height 100cm.
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It had been a last minute decision to hunt blesbok; Albert
had told us he had some very big trophy rams but had
too many ewes and needed to keep a handle on the
population, so he was encouraging clients to take a ewe
at no cost with every ram shot.

Albert’s attractive wife Lisa was a professional designer, and

she had mounted some bleached skulls of African antelope

on stenciled timber, Mounted in pairs of fernale and male they
lpoked great and provided ail the encouragement | needed. We
set out midafternoon, Having seen most common antelope in
abundance, | had yet to sight a blesbok, and it's always exciting to
see and hunt a new species. Again driving and glassing llkely areas
it was Villiam that first sported two lone ewes. The size of a big
fallow buck they were beautiful sleek animals, coloured red/brown
with contrasting white undersides. They had already spotted us
and watched us nervously making use of the sparse cover. They
would walk for 20 or so metres and stop side on to look back for

a couple of seconds before repeating the process. We were ready
and waiting for the lead animal to stop and turn again. As she

did the cross hairs centered on her shoulder and the shot rang
out, and the whack of impact bounced back. She wheeled with
the shat but only made a few steps before pitching forward. A
beautiful animal and some great venison for the farm.

To hunt for the rams we crossed the dry sandy riverbed of the
upper Fish River some 400 kms upstream from the mighty canyon
where we hunted in the last Issue. This river travels some 700 kms
in total and the flow is seasonal, drying completely in winter,

DRIVING FOR AN HOUR WE
OBSERVED ALL SORTS OF GAME
- zebra, Blue wildebeest, hartebeest, and giraffe.

The sun was descending towards the horizon and things started
1o take on the golden hue of every African evening.

Glassing an area Albert picked up a mob of fifteen or so bleshok
with some rams visible at the rear Grabbing the shooting sticks
we left the vehicle and approached the mob downwind They
were feeding and walking, covering the country quite quickly.
We headed to a slight nise hoping that they would travel across
in front of us, but by the time we got there half a dozen animals
had beaten us and were making off at an angle unaware of our
presence. However a handful of the following ewes glimpsed us
atop the rise, and spooked and trotted off to catch the leaders.
The rams at the back luckily had not seen us, but followed the
departing ewes in single file. Each ram made his way through an
open gulch allowing Albert on the glasses 1o judge each head
“the last rarm wait and take him when he stopsThe shot fnllmr;ad




his fast word.. .the ram crumpled with the impact, his head tucked
n and he didn't take a step. The others departed in a cloud of

dust. Making our way over he was a great ram with heavily ringed
jye shaped harns,

His preorbital glands were very large and open discharging a
strong musky grease. Albert explained that while feeding glass
and vegetation stalks would rub over this and that's how mature
rams marked their territory.

Taking photos against the sunset was quite poignant for
the sun had also set on our Namibian hunting adventure.

This was the last trophy to be taken, From now on we
were shooting with camera only.
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