he tracks were fresh in the faint cool
I of early moming. They stayed fresh
all day, sometimes as white ash
crushed aganst the black of bumned grass
and sometimes just as faint scratches on
hard-baked red clay. The great beasts kepi
moving through the day, and it had not
been conl for many hours. Equatonial sun
beat down through the oppressive humidi-
1y, Swieal ran in small rivers, but it was so
hot my shirt remamned dry.

The eland herd was big: 50 animals or
more, They were just ahead of us, some-
where in that impenetrable screen of new
spring growth. The tracks wandered now,
and discarded leaves from careless brows-
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Lord Derby’s
giant eland
is one of
Africa’s most
beautiful and
elusive prizes.

By Craig Boddington

ing were bright green. The fickle wind thial
had plagued us for days was, for a change.,
steady and very shght, I it held Tor just a
little longer we had a chance.

One of the trackers saw them first, and
then professional hunter Rudy Lubin spot-
ted them, Finally | saw the movement and
the color—caramel against gray branches
and green leaves. We moved closer and
slill the wind held. Despite the greal
height and vast bulk of these giants, at 50
yards | could see only glimmers of move-
ment. 'We closed in, and at less than 40
vards, in patches of clear between the
thick trees, | could at long last see Africa’s
grandest antelope.




whios his mintained his camp on the Upper
Chinko River, fewer than 100 mules from
Sudun, for 23 seasons now, Rudy is French,
as are mosi professional hunters in the
C.AR., but his wile—outdoor writer
Brooke Chilvers—is American. and
Rudy’'s English 15 perfect. He was firsi
posted 10 Africa in the French Ammiy. He
liked it and decidid 10 stay, hunting first in
Chad, then in porthern C.AR., and finully
seltling 1n with Daniel Henrlot’s Les
Safaris du Haut Chinko (The Safans of
Upper Chinko), a Pans-based outfit. Henri-
ot's concession is several million acres of
northeastern C.A R.—a vast, roadless,
uninhahited country, The base camp, Trors
Rivieres (Three Rivers), is on the map. It is
the Tiast oulpest m the region,

Reaching Rudy®s camp from the capiial
(and only major) ¢ity of Bangui, nesiled
along the hrosd Oubangul River, i an andu-
ous journey of seven (o 10 days, depending
on whether one has to wail for the nvers 1o
drop before fording.

Rudy's chienis have il a bil easier. They
can, as | did, take an overnight flight from
Pans, aroving st Bangui early in the mom-
ing. Afler a few moments of cusioms for-
malilies and a welcome cup of coffae, |
loaded up in a light plane For the two-hoor
flight 1o Three Rivers, 1t's & slow-going.
tour-hour dnve from Three Rivers (o Upper
Chinko, but it's hunting countey all the
wiy, and eventually you reach Rudy's
comlonable cluster of thatched rondavels
along the Chinko River,

With me this time was Joe Bishop, a
favorite bhunting pariner and one of the
luckier sporismen | know, | was hoping
svinme of i would rib off. And Joe also
hoped Tor lock.

Our focus was Derby eland. To that end
we woild depart camp Jlong belore day-

hight, heading in sepa-
rate directions to dictant
arcas where ¢land might
have been moving
Although we would take
a gift il it were present-
ed, we weren'l really
lovking for the ani-
mals—only Tor fresh
tracks we could follow

The Upper Chinko
country is beautiful in jis
rugged way. Dramalic
rocky hills and broad, flat-
topped plateaus look over
valleys covered by dense
hardwood forest of termi-
nnlia and acacia—nod dis-
similar to oak forest
Elund cover vast distinces
wihile feeding, and aren’t
shy abouwt walking miles
to water In the early
morming we mighn find
tracks headed away from
the niver, but we would find the animals
themselves males dat in the dry woodlinds

One of Rudy's fuvonie places for eland
and roan was @ long, Rat platedu that rose &
few hundred feel above dense woolllands
We had tracked eland there two years
belore, and we had tried it on our brst humt-
ing day. We had seen roan there, but the
eland tracks had been a couple of days old
Under clear skies thai pronnsed another
seorcher of a day, we headed there aboul
midway through the safori, We didnt get
there. Right on the main road were the
fresh, elear tracks of two gland bulls

It was 6.15 in the moming when we ook
the tracks. They wandensd back and lorth
across the road two more times, then took
a line 1o the nottheast. In as fine a display
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Tha Sing Sing watorbuck Is a8 subspecies unique to central and westorn Alrica.
Roddish in color, it is a long-hormad variely of common walarbuck.
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The western kob is usually ona of the more commaon
spocies found along rivers throughout tho region the outhor
hunted. Along with a handful of other available game, they
lond variaty to a safan in the Central African Republic.

of woodcrufl as "ve ever seen, trackers
Giabriel and Jean-Mane took the track and
held it all through a long moming. One bull
split of £, but we kept the biggest track. For
a long time we knew the bull was fur
abesd, Bul for a much longer time we knew
he was very close. [sober Linia leaves—
favored by the cland—were ¢lean and
bright, and the dung was fresh. He crossed
and recrossed a dry stream bed, perhaps
looking lor pools of water. Then he mean-
dered into some very thick growth, and |
knew we must see him.

We did; bot not well—jusl o beige
fonn angling through the thick ees. The
shol fell good: cross hairs were steady,
and where they needed to be—well
behind the shoulder. He bucked like a
Brahma bull. then ran to the lefl. Trees
atle the second shol, and then he was
gone. And then the longest day of my
hunting career really staried

The blood was good, and the hit was not
bad. But it wasn't good enough, Nor was
the country open enough 1o offer a good
chance We jumped the bull five limes with
no shots fired, Each time we winled before
comtimiing, beside ourselves with anguish
And suddenly it was very late in (he day
and we were very Lir from the ouly rodid

The tracks that had wandersd aimlessly
row. led 1o o saddle through the area’s most
prominent hills, | knew the prognosxis: [T he
made the saddle we were done for the doy
wnd st continue in the miorming

Below the saddle there was a nammow val-
ley of long, vellow, unbumed grass, The
tracks Jed across the valley and inlo its
fringe of brush. And then, 200 vands up the
vitlley, we all together saw movement as
ouf bull stepped from the brush and into the
gross——anid toward the saddle far above. |
shot. Kady shot, and ihen the faini ontline

conttivhizedd o peipe 10T



Grandest Game

In the shaded trees they were dark,
almost milk-chocolate in color, and the
white side stripes showed clearly. So did
the hlack of their massive, twisted homns,
They were the most beautiful creatures |
had ever seen,

The spoor our truckers had chosen 1o
follow led us 1o the oumside cemer of the
herd as the eland fed past from left to right.
After days and hours of tracking through

Firing a 300-grain Nosler Partition bullet
through his Sako .375, Joe Bishop took a
tremendous Lord Derby's eland (above)
that placed well into the all-time Top 10
for the species. The author was on hand
(right) to measure the new world record
taken by French hunter Marc Blusztejn.

the central African heat | was speechless.
Rudy was not. “Females,” he whispered in
disgust.

We moved with them, losing ground
quickly but ticking them off as they passed.
One seemed huge and much darker than the
rest. | pointed. This one, too, was a female,
Somewhere behind these outriders. in the
movement dimly seen through the leafy
screen, was the bull whose tracks we had
followed. But he might as well have been
on the moon. Precious seconds passed, and
then the herd was past as well.

Running, the heat forgotien, we swung
away from the herd and back 1o it. More
females and young eland. Many more, And
then a light breeze Kissed the back of my
neck as the wind shifted once more.
Branches cracked and dust drified back as
50 1ons of muscle doven by 200 hooves
crashed through the grove. And then all
was silent again,

I never saw a giant eland bull on that trip,
although [ saw many cows under similar

circumstances and tracked many bulls that |
NEVEr Saw.

The Lord Derby s eland, the largest of
Africa’s 100-plus vaneties of antelope, is
named for the English Lord Derby, who
brought the first specimens 1o Europe in the
middle years of the last century. In profile
the giant eland differs litde from the com-
mon eland—long legs, massive shoulders,
slab-sided hips. and on males a heavy
dewlap like Brahma catile. In body size |
suspect they are only slightly larger than the
bigger subspecies of common eland, which
can also reach a ton in weight, But the homs
are exaggerated, much longer, and on the

oldest bulls, much thicker as well. As with
all eland, both males and females grow
homs, and the females can grow very long
horns indeed. Males have thicker homs and
a much more pronounced dewlap, but—as
with any variety of eland—picking the bull
out of a big herd moving in shadowed for-
sl is no job for a beginner.

Aside from the homns, coloration 15 where
the Derby eland differ most markedly from
the other varieties. The coal, especially in
winter. is much darker, and the vertical
stripes much more pronounced. Winter
capes are thick and luxurious, with a coal
black collar altogether absent from other
subspecies. All eland are especially alert
and elusive among African antelope. If
alarmed, they will cover many miles in a
ground-eating trot before stopping. And
they are easily alarmed: they possess
superb eyesight, good hearing, and an
exceptionally keen nose—all of which they
use to good advantage. | have hunted all but
one variety of Africa’s eland, and | serious-

ly doub that Derby eland are warier than
the Cape eland of southern Africa; the Liv-
ingstone's eland of Zambia, Botswana, and
Zimbabwe; or the Paterson’s eland of East
Africa. But the Derby eland ranks near the
top of any expert’s list of Africa’s greatest
game because of his innate elusiveness, his
physical beauty, his awesome horns, and
the fact that he is found only in some of
Africa’s most remote and inaccessible
country.

While the three varieties of common
eland are extremely widespread, the Derby
e¢land 15 found only 1n a narrow bell of
savanna, savanna woodland, and transition
forest extending from southwestern Sudan
through the Central African Republic,
northern Cameroon, and into Nigeria.

This habitat occupies some of Afrca’s
last unspoiled wilderness. It is remote.
hard-to-reach country, expensive to outfit
safaris in and expensive 1o hont.

The elund country of northern Cameroon
narrows 1o a small strip of land below Lake
Chad. The bulk of the population is found
in the northern and northeastern Central
African Republic, a vast country of few
roads and fewer people. Almost as large as
Texas. the C.AR. has just three million
human inhabitants—most of whom live
along the Oubangui River.

Hunting Lord Derby’s eland generally
imvaolves tracking jobs completed in the
heat of the day. Although they are extreme-
Iy wary, prone lo cover many miles in a
day, and thinly dispersed over a huge, road-
less country, Derby eland are actually rela-
tively common in the heari of their range.
My bad luck on the first trip notwithstand-
ing, Derby eland hunting is generally suc-
cessful. And 1t's done in very pretly, very
wild country that also holds o tremendous
variety of other game.

On both trips | hunted with Rudy Lubin,

.
4
o

AN R A e A R N e ]|
Elusive as giant eland are, their tracks are
often all that hunters see. Once on the
track of a big bull, hunters might follow it
for milas in the heat of midday.
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continued from page 95

was swallowed by the grass. We ran for-
ward, looking at the place we had last seen
him. He wasn’t there. He was almost into
the saddle, 150 yards above us. He stopped
behind a tree, then ran for the saddle. I shot.
Rudy shot. We both shot again, and our bull
dropped into the grass.

Only days later, on the way out, did [ see

The eland country of eastern C.A.R. is one of the truly
remote hunting areas remaining in Africa, and the
scarcity of roads means game must be physically car-
ried out, sometimes over long distances.

a clear image of a live eland. But my eland
was the most gorgeous creature | have ever
seen, and by far the most impressive. His
horns were average in length by Derby
eland standards, but he was an old bull with
immense bases, a huge body, and a thick,
luxurious, absolutely prime winter coat. He
went down at four p.m., 10 hours after we’d
taken his track, and many more hours
passed before we made it back to camp.
Joe got his chance the next day and took
a fabulous bull with long, straight horns—
more than 51 inches, and
making a perfect “V.” For
Joe, the eland was the ninth
and last of Africa’s princi-
pal spiral-horned antelopes.
and by his own estimation,
the greatest animal he'd
ever taken. Joe's was one
of the best eland of all
time, but two days later,
from the Three Rivers
Camp, French hunter
Marc Blusztejn took a bull
with five inches more horn!
In spite of the Sudanese
poachers, the monsters still
roam. But 1 was not, and
am not, disappointed in my
own Lord Derby’s eland—
he’s a fine old bull, and one
of the most prized trophies

of my life. @]
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