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Foreword

As a hunter, wildlife biologist, outdoor writer, and a guest on outdoor 
television shows, I have been able, and also very fortunate, to travel to 
many parts of the world in search of adventure.  No matter where I roam, 
I always seek out hunting tales and good “reading.”  I have long been a 
collector of hunting literature, primarily books about hunting big-game 
species and tales of adventure in the pursuit of such animals.  It follows 
I am a “reader.”  

I grew up in southern Texas in a family of hunters to whom the 
outdoors was not only a way of life—it was the essence of life.  As a 
youngster I could hardly wait for copies of Outdoor Life and Sports Afield 
to appear in our rural roadside mailbox each month.  The articles and 
stories found in those publications of the 1950s and 1960s were quite 
often masterpieces of hunting literature, whether told in absolute truth or 
in a manner where the truth was not allowed to stand in the way of a good 
story.  They were fun to read and allowed the reader to be “transported” 
alongside the writer.  In the process of reading those hunting tales, the 
reader learned while being entertained. 

Alas, as we passed into the last third of the twentieth century, it 
seemed editors changed what they were looking for.  Sadly, most started 
to believe that hunting stories should be little more than “dull recipes.”  
Editors asked for literature that was readable, but no longer fun.  Gone 
was the adventure and excitement these tales once generated.  Outside 
a few writers in the last twenty years, such learning while entertaining 
writing seems to have become a lost art.

It was about 1990 while perusing an issue of Sporting Classics 
that I ran across an article by a fellow Texan, Johnny Chilton.  That 
caught my attention.  As a wildlife biologist who had long worked in 
the brush country of South Texas, I knew the Chilton name but had 
always associated it with the fabulous San Roman Ranch.  As a member 
of the Dallas Safari Club, I kept hearing the Chilton name, but now 
associated with African adventures.  I could not get out of my mind the 
excellently written, entertaining, and surprise ending of the article Johnny 
Chilton had written for Sporting Classics.  As a writer I dearly love  
surprise endings.
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I would occasionally read a hunting tale expertly written by Johnny 
Chilton and wonder when he would take the time to write a book.  He did 
not disappoint.  His book, A Bullet Well Placed, published by Safari Press, 
proved what others and I already knew:  Johnny Chilton is an excellent 
writer who makes reading fun once again.  Upon finishing Chilton’s 
book, I put it aside in a place of honor.  Then three months later I read 
it again.  While I enjoyed my first read of Chilton’s book, by the time 
I finished reading it a second time, I longed for him to write another.  
It was my hope that this time he would include at least a couple of his 
“short stories” I had so dearly enjoyed and appreciated.

Again, Señor Chilton did not disappoint!  When Johnny Chilton 
sent me several advance chapters of Out of Bullets!, I sat down and 
read them all in one sitting.  I suspect you’ll want to do the same, too.  
Chilton’s writing is fun to read.  It’s got lots of good information, so it’s 
also educational.  But, best of all, it’s full of good writing and surprise 
endings.  For me, it’s hunting literature at its finest!

Johnny Chilton is certainly someone with whom I would like to 
“ride the river”!

Larry Weishuhn
May 2010
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Tanzania
1984

Apprentice Professional Hunter



Chapter 1

A Deadly Lesson

In a flash, we were in mortal danger, and none of us had seen it coming.  
What had seemed a harmless task of photographing a roaming herd 
of elephant had turned in a heartbeat into a potentially deadly affair.  

PH Roy Carr-Hartley had maneuvered the Toyota up close, while Enrique 
Guerra, our client, clicked photos of the departing herd.  Our mistake was 
in getting too close to a straggling calf.  When the calf bawled in alarm, 
our destiny was set in motion.  Instantly mama whirled, trumpeted, and 
came charging at us—ears spread wide.

It goes without saying that a number of thoughts explode inside 
your head when you are faced, unexpectedly, with a charging elephant.  
It plays out something like this:  Your first thought, no matter who 
you are or how much experience you might have, is undoubtedly 
unprintable.  Your second thought is when to shoot.  Your third and 
final thought is where exactly to shoot.  There really isn’t time for a 
fourth thought because a charging elephant, despite its size, covers a 
surprising amount of ground in a short period of time.  Wait a second 
too long, or miscalculate the trajectory to the brain, and you will find 
yourself doubling as a human pizza.

Those are the thoughts that enter your mind if you have a rifle in hand.
If you do not have a rifle in hand—as in this case—the exploding 

thoughts are of a different sort.  Chiefly, I was concerned with my 
immediate life expectancy.  I figured I had a good ten seconds left on 
planet Earth, so there really wasn’t time for regrets, apologies, or pining 
for whatever had yet to pass in my young life.  The whole event was 
simply happening much too fast.

My selfish concerns aside, those most in danger were Roy and 
Enrique, who were sitting exposed in the front seat of the Land Cruiser.  
In typical safari fashion, the cab and doors had been removed and the 
windshield lowered and fastened against the hood.  There was nothing 
between these two men and the angry cow now bearing down on us, 
ears out, trunk coiled, not thirty yards away.  I was standing in the bed 
of the truck with Roy’s tracker Nyamaiya and a government game scout 
named Daniel.
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�
Game scout Daniel tends a busted lip, while I point out where the elephant’s 
tusk gouged the truck.
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The cow elephant on the left of this departing herd nearly did us in.

Complicating matters, we had found ourselves suddenly hemmed in 
by an unfortunate placement of miombo trees on either side of the truck.  
The trees formed an alley of sorts, with mama elephant trumpeting and 
charging at us from the opposite end, and leaving us in the regrettable 
position of being unable to turn left or right.  Further, there wasn’t 
time to stop and reverse out of the situation—the elephant was simply 
approaching too fast.  Quickly running out of options, it was at this 
point that Roy did something completely unexpected.  He stomped on 
the accelerator and hurled us directly toward the charging elephant!  My 
first thought was that Roy had lost his mind and had opted for suicide.  
We were now racing toward certain collision with the raging behemoth.  
I figured the elephant’s front legs would buckle under impact and the 
combined momentum would cast her headfirst onto Roy and Enrique—an 
avalanche of elephant in their laps—crushing them instantly.  

Even if by some miracle the elephant managed to keep her footing 
and did not collapse on top of my comrades, with no cab or doors to 
interfere, she could easily pluck them out with her trunk and crush them 
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at her leisure.  Fact is, they were dead men under either scenario.  Yes, 
our outlook was grim.

As it turned out, Roy did have a plan, outlandish as it first appeared.  
Just as we cleared the last of the confining trees, Roy swung the wheel 
hard left—an instant before frontal impact—at which point the elephant 
slammed into us broadside.  Her forehead plowed into the roll cage no 
more than an arm’s length from me, and with the great clarity that comes 
from gallons of adrenaline pumping through your system I was able to 
observe every detail.  The deep wrinkles in her brow.  The sparse, wiry 
hairs covering her creased hide.  The gray clots of dried mud stuck here 
and there.  The fury with which she now gouged the side of the vehicle 
with her tusks and tried to do us in.

The impact was substantial, as if we had collided with a school bus.  
The vibrations drummed my hands, arms, and back.  The angry elephant 
lifted the truck onto its side, driver-side wheels suspended in the air.  We 
were going to roll for sure.  I was trying to decide whether to remain in 
the vehicle or make a run for it and try to hide behind a tree.  Gerard had 
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told me about a rogue elephant the year before that had plucked a tracker 
from the vehicle of another hunting company, killing the man instantly.  
So staying in the truck didn’t sound like such a great idea.  But neither 
did running away on foot!  

A last-ditch effort would have been to grab a rifle from the rack in 
front of me and shoot the beast.  But as tempting as that idea sounded 
in theory, it was no good in practice.  Though such a maneuver might 
provide the satisfaction of taking action, none of the rifles had solid 
bullets and I knew that shooting the elephant with “softs” would only 
fuel her anger.  It would be the equivalent of waving a red cape in front 
of the bull; it would only serve to draw attack.  It was a strategy to be 
employed solely to distract her from ravaging whichever victim she had 
happened to claim.

Thankfully, a split second after the collision, the racing engine 
brought momentum to the passenger-side tires.  The accelerating truck 
promptly settled down onto all four wheels and we sped away, leaving 
the furious elephant charging into our dust.  

A mile or so away, we stopped to take stock of the damage to vehicle 
and crew.  An unseen branch had whacked the game scout in the face 
and busted his lower lip.  Blood dribbled over his fingers as he tried to 
clasp it together.  The same branch had knocked a chunk of flesh from my 
knuckle.  As we examined the tusk gouge in the side of Gerard’s vehicle 
and Roy wondered aloud how he was going to explain the incident to his 
boss Gerard, there came a tremendous “CRASH!” behind us.  The five 
of us just about jumped out of our skins, figuring another elephant was 
barreling down on us for sure.  But it was just a dead tree that had picked 
that particular moment to come crashing to the ground. 

The bottom line is that we were exceptionally lucky to have escaped 
with the little damage that we did.  It was the kind of incident—hinged 
on a nanosecond either way—that easily could have turned deadly.  There 
wasn’t one among us who wasn’t breathlessly humbled by the event.

It was a stark reminder to the hunter that Mother Nature has a way 
of imparting her deadliest lessons when you least expect them.



How It Began

Chapter 2

In January 1984 I received an astonishing offer.  To put this offer in 
perspective, I felt like I had won the lottery—but not just any lottery.  
For a young man obsessed with hunting, and hunting in Africa in 

particular, it was like winning the lottery of all lotteries.
At a Dallas party I ran into Gerard Miller, the PH with whom I had 

enjoyed a great safari in Tanzania two years previously.  Gerard was in 
a jovial mood and was happy to see me.  I was glad to have a beer in my 
hand and even gladder to be out of my client’s office, which had become 
my home for the last few weeks of the audit season.

“How are you, kid?” said Gerard, clasping the back of my neck with his hand.
“Fine, fine.  Just busy.  They’ve got me working eighty-plus hours a week!”
“Rotting away in an office, are you?”
Then I saw that familiar twinkle light up his dark eyes.
“I was just thinking, why don’t you come spend this hunting season 

with me?”
I chuckled, then sighed.
“I wish!”
“No, I mean it,” he said.  “Come spend the whole season with me.  

Six months.  You can help set up camp, scout game, be my assistant.”
Gerard flashed those straight white teeth of his, a surprising attribute for 

someone raised in Africa and often far from the services of a dentist.
“Gerard, don’t ask me unless you mean it, because I will say yes.”
He tried to persist with the invitation, but I held up my hand.
“I’m telling you, Gerard, don’t ask me again unless you really mean 

it.  Unless you really, really mean it.  Because I will say yes, and I will 
start packing my bags tonight.  You can’t believe how ready I am to quit 
this job.  I can’t even see straight from lack of sleep.” 

He grinned at what I said.
“I really mean it,” he reiterated, and we shook hands.
No more was said about it that night, and by the next day, it seemed 

no more than the vague remembrance of a wonderful night’s dream.
A couple of days later, I ran into Gerard at my parents’ house.
“So, when are you coming?” he asked me, first thing.
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A candelabra tree (Euphorbia cooperi) outlasts a neglected colonial barn. 

“When do you want me?”
“End of May,” he said.  “Take us a month to get the supplies, boys, 

and vehicles ready, another couple of weeks or so to make the journey.  
That would allow us to get camp set up by 1 July, the start of the season.  
We are hunting in the Selous this year.”

No, not the Selous Game Reserve! I thought to myself.  The remote 
wildlife sanctuary named after explorer Frederick Courteney Selous 
was famous for giant elephant and limitless herds of wild game.  I had 
heard and read about the Selous but had yet to experience it.  What an 
amazing opportunity!

“We will be traveling to an area that hasn’t been hunted in years,” he 
added.  “Building a camp from scratch.”

That is how it started.

The Professional Hunter’s Checklist
A smiling Gerard was there to collect me at the Nairobi airport.  I was 

a little groggy from jet lag, but not too tired to give him a playful poke in 
the belly—something he did not have the last time I had seen him. 

Gerard had enjoyed the “off” season and had put on a bit of weight, 
like a buck building its fat reserves before the onset of winter and the rut.  
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As a professional hunter, his is not a nine-to-five job.  It is six months 
on and six months off.  By the end of the season, he would be lean and 
fit again.

Before long, the Range Rover was past town and was hurtling along 
a narrow blacktop road with the sloping Kenya plains on either side.  An 
occasional flat-topped acacia granted shade.  On the drive Gerard brought 
me up to speed on our state of readiness for the upcoming safari season 
and described what was left for us to complete.  

Gerard, his wife, Cally, and their three-year-old son, Shawn, lived 
on a farm fifty miles southeast of Nairobi, in an area referred to as Ulu, 
after the abandoned railway station (ulu means railroad) nearby.  Though 
Gerard’s place was called a farm, there were no plowed fields or visible 
cultivation in sight.  The terrain consisted of rolling hills above a vast 
yellow plain.  Like his neighbors, Gerard’s house had been built in the 
1920s, and it was quite large, with many rooms and bedrooms and an 
expansive veranda that offered a spectacular view down into the open 
lowlands.  The walls were constructed of thick concrete, a material that 
works like adobe to keep the inhabitants warm in winter and cool in the 
summer.  Of course, the equator lacks those specific seasons, but the 
massive walls serve the same purpose on cool nights and warm days.  
Once owned by wealthy colonialists, the farms and adjacent houses had 
been confiscated by black Africans after independence.  Later abandoned, 
they had fallen into disrepair and were now rented to white Africans like 
Gerard for sixty dollars a month.

East Africa was nearing the end of what was supposed to be the 
rainy season, but it had been abnormally dry.  The grass was scorched 
brown; the leaves of the trees were wilted.  It looked to be a brutal dry 
season ahead.

PH George Angelides, his wife, Jillian, and their son, Nicholas, were 
living temporarily with Gerard.  George was his usual grinning, quiet self.  
He is one of those professional hunters who, to his credit, never brags 
about his close scrapes and adventures with dangerous game.  He’s the 
kind of person who wouldn’t think to tell you about the angry buffalo 
that had pinned his Greek ass to the ground that morning and nearly 
ended his mischievous career.  If it came up in conversation, it would 
be because you asked, and his answer would be casual:  “I had bit of a 
scrape with mbogo.”  Having spent four weeks on safari with him when 
he guided my dad two years before, I knew him quite well.  Despite his 
calm demeanor, a sly grin betrayed the rascal underneath.  

We spent the entire next day in town, purchasing supplies and checking 
the status of orders and repairs to equipment in alley shops across the 
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Gerard preps the mighty Volvo for the demands of the upcoming season. 
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urban sprawl of Nairobi.  As you can imagine, it is no small task to 
organize supplies for a six-month safari.  There is a lot to buy and a lot to 
arrange before heading into the bush.  For starters, there are canned goods, 
condiments, utensils, soap, fuel, batteries, toilet paper, towels, sheets, 
blankets, flashlights, tanning salt, rope in assorted sizes, canvas, knives, 
machetes, spare inner tubes, tires, patch kits, carburetors, springs, radiators, 
automotive oil, and assorted fluids.  There are first-aid kits; medicines for 
every conceivable toxin, virulence, and venom (of which there is a vast and 
lethal variety); devices for medical emergencies; ammunition; bunks; tents; 
radios; wash basins; mirrors, tables, and chairs; and pots and pans.  Just to 
be sure you had better throw in a kitchen sink because the cook will need 
that, too.  If you arrive in the bush and you didn’t bring something with you, 
it is too late.  There are no parts stores, no automotive service stations, no 
grocery stores in which to get something as simple as a box of toothpicks.  
You are responsible for bringing everything yourself.  Santa may check his 
list twice, but a professional hunter must check his list a hundred times.  You 
can’t tell a client dying of malaria that you forgot to pack the Fansidar.  You 
simply have to plan for that contingency before you leave for the bush.

It didn’t help that the East African economy was in shambles.  A number 
of people were starving, or close to it, and crime was a way of life for 
many.  That day a pickpocket went for Gerard’s wallet.  Gerard punched the 
would-be robber twice in the ribs before the fellow ran off empty-handed.  
Before the day was over, though, an African pushed an arm through the 
open window of Cally’s car and wrenched four hundred shillings from her 
hand.  But these incidents of crimes committed in the light of day and on 
busy streets paled in comparison to tales of what could happen in the city 
at night.  Roving gangs, armed with machine guns, would break into white 
people’s homes to rob and slaughter everyone inside.  The only citizens with 
access to machine guns were the army and the police.  So, guess who were 
the culprits?  It was also no wonder that the perpetrators of these horrendous 
crimes were never caught or brought to justice. 

While doing more errands in town one day, we stopped for lunch at 
the Burger Chef.  There we met Cally’s uncle Bob Brown, a retired PH.  
Bob was a short, burly bear of a fellow with a thick beard and a set of 
bulging forearms to match Popeye’s.  He seemed an amiable fellow, and 
we had a good chat.

Unfortunately, not long after that trip, Bob was killed by something 
that was to become more deadly than any dangerous game animal or 
poisonous snake on the continent.  Something we knew nothing about 
at the time.  While Bob was out buffalo hunting, a bull gored him badly, 
nearly killing him on the spot.  He made it to the hospital, where a 
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blood transfusion saved his life.  But this saving grace turned out to be 
short-lived.  Not long afterward it was discovered that the blood he had 
received was contaminated with the AIDS virus.  Africa never lacks for 
ways to apply its deadly grip.

The next day was filled with more errands still.  A professional hunter’s 
“to do” list before safari is practically endless:  Check on parts and 
equipment ordered or under repair, search for hard-to-find supplies, plead 
with the game department for this or that permit, file endless government 
forms and paperwork, meet with this fellow or that, check your mail and 
messages, and fire off communications to upcoming clients.  

We dropped in at the house of Reggie Destro, a well-known and 
recently retired PH who had a lorry Gerard was interested in purchasing.  
It was a great big military vehicle, the kind you might expect to see carting 
a dozen soldiers under the tarp top in back.  It obviously was capable of 
carrying a substantial load, and the high clearance and four-wheel drive 
would come in handy on the rough roads in the bush.  While Reggie and 
Gerard negotiated, I noticed a deep but healed wound in Reggie’s forearm, 
like a divot in the turf left by a golf club.  “The result of a buffalo goring,” 
he later informed me.  

At sixty-five, the learned hunter was patient with the relentless 
questions of a novice, and I dearly wished we had had more time together.  
He was one of a select and disappearing breed.  You could tell the man 
was a wealth of hunting knowledge, especially with regard to safaris 
from a bygone era.  He knew things about hunting that I would never 
know.  Ever. 

Over lunch he shared several stories from his hunting career, including 
the story of an elephant hunt with a surprise ending.  He and a client had 
been hiking in the hills all day in a fairly remote area of the country.  While 
mounting one of these hills, they spotted below them a magnificent bull 
with tusks that would easily go one hundred pounds apiece.  The hunters 
were absolutely beside themselves.  They were anxiously deciding the 
best approach for a stalk—and were still looking at the old boy in their 
binoculars—when the elephant unexpectedly collapsed.  A second later 
came the report of the rifle that had caused it.  Another PH and his client, 
unseen in the bush below, had just shot their prized bull!  What are the 
odds of that happening?



Chapter 3

Diversions

Off-Road Rally

There was still a lot to do before safari, but Gerard was involved 
in one of his off-season hobbies.  The next two days were spent 
getting his Range Rover ready for the Firestone 600 rally.  The 

past year he had competed in the famous Paris to Dakar Rally, a grueling 
off-road race of some three thousand miles.  Sponsored by a wealthy 
Spanish client whose only request was to serve as navigator, Gerard 
placed fifteenth, a feat that was even more amazing in light of the fact they 
were competing against professional European drivers with helicopter 
pit crews and princely budgets.

The rally started just before dark from Safariland Lodge.  Young Rick 
Mathews, son of PH Terry Mathews, served as navigator.  Brothers Phil and 
Michael Strong and I used Angelides’s Land Cruiser to service our team at 
midnight and again at four in the morning.  Using a hose, we fueled Gerard’s 

A view of the plains from the Rift Escarpment.
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car from big drums in the bed of the truck, and we checked the tires and 
springs.  There was no sleep for the racers that night, and none for the roving 
pit crews who had to reach the next service stops ahead of our racers, despite 
the pit crews’ shorter routes.  

As we drove across the steep face of the Rift Escarpment in the dark of 
the African night, we passed above the towns of Nakuru and Limuru, fast 
asleep in the valley below.  There was no light pollution here.  There was 
nothing but a solid expanse of blackness below us.

The race ended at 10 a.m.  Gerard finished sixth.  The man was a hell 
of a driver.  While on safari, he would scare the pants off you as he dashed 
in and around trees, often swerving and sliding about the dirt roads in the 
bush.  Whenever I warned him that he was going to hit a tree someday, he just 
smiled, shook his head, and said, “Me?  Never!  No way, boy!” and stomped 
on the gas to spite me.

A Trip to the Coast
One night Rick Mathews and his friend Sue Belcher dropped in at 

Gerard’s house.  They were on their way to Malindi to fetch Gerard’s 
boat, and they invited me along.  We left that evening in an ancient white 
Land Cruiser for the famous Kenyan coast.

After passing through the popular port city of Mombasa, we arrived 
in Malindi after midnight.  Two flat tires had slowed our progress, but 
the real culprit was Rick’s fascination with snakes.  On the drive we 
glimpsed several lions, giraffes, hyenas, and snakes, but it was the snakes 
that brought an instant screeching of tires.  Each time we spotted a snake, 
either slithering across the road or coiled beside it, Rick would slam on 
the brakes and jump out to inspect the reptile, giddy as a prospector who 
has just struck gold.  

He used a hooked tool to handle the bigger snakes and the poisonous 
ones.  He used his hands on smaller specimens, like the one he had just 
chased down.  It was tan, with a patchwork of darker markings similar 
to those of a giraffe.  

“It’s a sand boa,” he stated, ecstatic to have found it.
He declared the writhing serpent nonpoisonous, though I wouldn’t 

have bet on it.  Then he cheerfully picked it up and stuffed it into a shirt 
pocket, ignoring the bite it gave him on the hand.  Granted, the snake was 
only a foot and a half long, but that was still plenty of snake to deal a lethal 
dose if it were poisonous.  We also passed a road-kill cobra and a large, 
unidentified serpent with a bulge in its tummy, evidence of a late-night 
snack.  Rick fully inspected them both. 
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We spent a short night at the cottage of Rick’s parents.  Each bed 
was furnished with a drop-down mosquito net, which was a real lifesaver 
because the wicked insects were out in full force.  

Up early, we left for Kilifi, the small village where Gerard’s boat 
was stored.  But we didn’t get far before the car’s engine suddenly called 
it quits, and we spent the whole of that day trying to get it started.  Not 
even a mechanic from town could get the engine to rev.  A tow at thirty 
miles per hour finally did the trick. 

By this time, the rain was really pouring down, and it was quite late.  
We had no choice but to return to Malindi.  As Rick put it, “At least you 
can say you’ve been to Malindi three times!”

The next morning, despite prior grievances, the old Rover started 
right up.  The boat and trailer placed a tremendous strain on the old car.  
Rick persevered and managed to stay above eighty miles per hour.  The 
roads back to Ulu were poor and narrow, so it was hazardous to pass 
slower traffic, especially towing a boat.  But we did.  Young Rick drove 
like a madman.  

He may have a future as a rally driver yet, I thought.

Rick Mathews strikes a mad pose with his snake-catcher in hand.
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Fishing in Lake Victoria
Gerard and I left early for Kisumu, a fishing village on the eastern 

banks of Lake Victoria, the third-largest lake in the world and one of 
the deepest.  Gerard’s friend Robin Elliot arrived at the lake around the 
same time we did. 

After launching the skiff, the three of us climbed aboard, cranked the 
small outboard, and set out for deep water.  I found the lake surprisingly 
calm for such a large body of water.  The depths were dark blue, and 
across the horizon the surface seemed endless.  Crocodiles inhabit the 
lake, though I never saw one.  My guess is they spend most of their time 
cruising the shores.  Very quickly we were out in open water, where the 
best fishing was.  

With a late start, we were able to fish for only an hour and a half 
before it got too dark to see.  But within that short time I was in for a real 
surprise.  Unfamiliar with Nile perch, I had expected them to weigh five 
to ten pounds.  What we caught were enormous, two of which weighed 
more than seventy pounds each!  Gigantic proportions aside, these silver-
scaled fish bear a resemblance to our largemouth bass.

One morning, we had been out only ten minutes when my line went 
crazy.  Gerard was certain it had snagged bottom.  But then the rod tip 

Towing a boat, safari style.



Out of Bullets

1�My 81-pound Nile perch, caught in Lake Victoria.
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twitched, and, sure enough, it was a fish.  But it was not just any fish.  
It was a hell of a big one!  It fought hard at first, making me struggle to 
keep control and gain line.  The process was somewhat compromised by 
the small confines of the boat; there was no easy way to set your body 
against the pull of the large fish.  Once alongside the boat, however, the 
big fish submitted with surprisingly little struggle. 

“The lake perch don’t have near the fight in them that the smaller 
river perch do,” Gerard informed me.  “They grow big and lazy in the 
lake, while in the river they must constantly fight the current.”

With the help of a gaff, we wrestled the massive fish into the boat.  
Because the fish was played out, it was purely a matter of hoisting the 
dead weight.  Even so, it was no easy task in the small craft with three 
men moving about, trying not to tip it over. 

Of the twenty-four fish landed from the big lake the day before, 
the largest was about forty-five pounds.  As it turned out, mine was the 
biggest fish caught on the trip.  Of course, I had to inform Gerard that 
such an outcome was purely a matter of skill on the part of the angler at 
hand.  My fish measured five feet long and weighed eighty-one pounds, 
according to the scale on the bank by the yacht club.  

Kisumu Yacht Club, that is.




