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This book is dedicated to my dear wife, Elise van der Heijden
and to our sons Peregrine and Saxon Lear

Elise is beautiful, talented, and trustworthy—
a magical woman, and the only one I truly love.

Our aspirations deviate enough to make our dearest friends 
shake their heads in wonder.

’Twas a great surprise to everyone that she agreed to be my wife at all!  
Yet we’ve survived four decades of African 

safari hunting, without a single splash of blood on the walls!  
And now, in my declining years, she spreads her wings protectively

over me, as would a guardian angel.  
It is enough to make less fortunate men glint-eyed with envy.

Can any man want for more in one lifetime?
I think not!
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Foreword

Fred Duckworth has written this book as 
if it were, in many respects, a book about 
“Old Africa.”  The works of Selous, Bell, 

Stigand, Baldwin, Cumming, and others are well 
known to most of us who have had an interest 
in the exploration, hunting, and safari life of 
the Dark Continent.  It was these early authors’ 
thirst for adventure that opened our eyes and 
minds to distant lands, unknown cultures, and 
the remarkable wildlife of the African continent.  
Fred continues in that noble tradition.  His yarns 
vividly describe deadly encounters with rampaging 
elephants, malevolent Cape buffaloes, cunning 
leopards, ferocious lions, and malintentioned 
natives.  His stories hark back to the days when 
Africa was for the most part wild, uncensored, 
and unexplored. 

Yet this book is much more than an attempt 
at recounting the travails and adventures of an 
extraordinary life led by a unique individual.  Here 
is a professional hunter who has lived many lives in 
one and has survived to be able to talk about them.  
He writes in the first person, but not as one who 
is vainglorious in the pursuit of his own adulation.  
To the contrary, he is a raconteur capable of 
bringing the reader face to face with the agony 
of prospective death only a few feet away.  At the 
same time, uniquely, he tells of the follies of foolish 
hunters as well as professionals in his chosen line 
of work who themselves are less than professional.  
And, he is not diffident when it comes to painting 
pictures of his own foibles with an honest self-
deprecating brush where appropriate.

Old Africa this is not!  It is the Africa of today, 
and a few yesterdays, replete with the agonizing 
sorrow brought about by the decolonization of 

country after country.  Here we learn firsthand 
how white man’s governments, anxious for political 
divestiture, made haste with misconstrued, 
misguided intentions to free Africa, and by 
doing so have contributed to the demise of once 
prosperous countries.  

It is fascinating to learn how massive elephant 
populations in Kenya, Ethiopia, the Central 
African Republic, and elsewhere have died or were 
poached off because of gross mismanagement and 
neglect by native governments and “blind-eyes” of 
the wildlife conservation organizations.  We also 
learn how the once very populous black rhinoceros 
was so grossly mismanaged that the species is now 
at the point of near extinction, and we discover 
who benefited from its demise.  For once, someone 
is willing to tell the unbridled truth. 

Fred has met some unusual characters over 
the years, especially clients on safari.  One fellow 
was determined to take a most excellent “pilgrim 
antelope,” otherwise known as the Lord Derby 
giant eland, and the complete story of this hunt 
is found in this text.  Luck was hard to come by 
for this gentleman as he had failed on several 
safaris and nearly died in an African plane 
crash, but to his credit he would not quit.  He 
kept coming back until dame fortune turned his 
way.  Resolve is a powerful elixir and says much 
about the person and what he is made of!  

The Lord Derby giant eland is the largest 
member of the spiral-horn family and the one 
Fred admires the most.  I might add that I, too, 
have traipsed after this splendid antelope with 
Fred in the Kosho area of the Haut Chinko 
concessions in C.A.R.  Our hunt took place 
in 1994 for upward of three weeks, and I was, 



indeed, fortunate to acquire a magnificent 
old bull—which went very high in the record 
book—as well as other coveted animals.  

In another chapter, Fred talks about a client, 
a member of a royal family, who was insistent on 
taking a fifty-inch Cape buffalo or none at all.  He 
and Fred did not find one, and the client passed 
on several that would have scored over forty-six 
inches.  He loved hunting Cape buffalo more 
than anything, but he had his standards!  

And that brings to the fore something else 
not usually written about, which Fred details.  
Many in the safari hunting industry have forsaken 
the personal honor that comes with proper 
hunting methods.  Instead, the joy of hunting 
is subsumed to the immediate gratification 
of almighty success and going on to the next 
animal.  These days, many hunters (shooters) 
make lists of animals to be taken on safari, and 
when that happens, the methods of the hunt 
often leave much to be desired.  Unfortunately, 
unscrupulous operators too often accommodate 
the hunter’s wishes so that hunters can lay claim 
to awards for their endeavours.  Fred is a man 
who loves the challenge of a good hunt, but not 
if it takes him beyond the bounds of propriety.  
Hunting a leopard is a favourite pastime, but not 
at night, even if allowed by local law.  He sets his 
own standards for a hunt and expects his clients 
to follow suit.  He respects his quarry, himself, 
his staff, and his clients’ integrity. 

For some hunting has become an entitlement, 
something often associated with the expansion of 
welfare states.  That is, do as little as possible to 
achieve the most that can be accomplished in the 
shortest amount of time.  Many hunters expect 
results as if they should be guaranteed success, 
and if rules need to be bent, so be it.  The joy of a 
good hunt, honorably undertaken, is of secondary 
importance.  Lady Margaret Thatcher said it well, 
when she said, “To me, consensus seems to be the 
process of abandoning all beliefs, principles, values, 
and policies in search of something in which no 
one believes, but to which no one objects.”  Hence, 
there are many parties to this equation, whether 
it is the hunter, the safari operator, the booking 
agents, the award committees, or even the so-
called record books. 

I remember reading “We are remembered 
more for what we write than what we do.”  
Unlike most people who live a life for today, the 
author has indelibly left his footprints by use 
of his written prose.  Fred has that rare gift of 
entertaining, educating, and philosophizing in 
a way that will captivate readers now and for 
generations to come.  This book will one day be 
recognized as an integral part of a book collection 
on “Old Africa.”

Sherwin N. Scott
Scottsdale, Arizona  
January 2012
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Harland, and Paul Grobler’s family had some 
action photographs of elephant culling, but quite 
understandably, because of the writing of their 
own autobiographical adventures, it seemed 
inappropriate to approach them.  Yet our own 
book needed these photographs to be complete.  

Whilst casting about, our old friend Mike 
Fynn from Wankie Park days suggested that 
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as she is affectionately known, sent us several 
good photographs of Clem Coetsee on elephant 
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the close encounter Oliver Coltman had with an 
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suspenseful encounter on that long ago evening 
and to describe the efforts Stuart Hulley-Miller, 
Coltman’s associate ranger, played in saving Ollie. 
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professional hunters and safari outfitters 
Thomas Mattanovich and Col. Negussie Eshete 
for assisting with our inquiries into the little-
known details of what really happened in the 
southwestern escarpment forests of Ethiopia.  

We have known Håkan Pohlstrand since 
he was a teenager in Ethiopia in the 1970s 
and have since shared many adventures with 
him on safari in Ethiopia.  He is perhaps the 
most talented photographic safari guide and 
birdman in Ethiopia and has excelled himself as 
a photographer.  His outstanding photographs 
of the Surma Donga stick fights, mountain 
nyala, Menelik bushbuck, Ethiopian wolf, 
Gelada baboon, and Walia ibex make Håkan’s 
contribution some of the best of the many 
photographs in this book.  We truly appreciate 
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valuable of all is the friendship we share, which 
has not faltered in the thirty years we have 
known him. 

The late Marc Pechenart, his brother 
Xavier, and Michel Coatmellec all contributed 
generously with firsthand information, notes, 
and photographs on the hunting of the great 
elephant bulls in the M’Bomou prefecture in 
the southeastern part of the Central African 
Republic. 

The chapters on Les Safaris du Haut Chinko 
and the last sad and tumultuous days that led 
to the closure of that great safari operation 
could not have been written were it not for the 
substantial details provided by Daniel Henriot.  
Daniel also kindly permitted us to use some 
of the photographs of the massive trophy bull 
elephants taken along Chinko River and in the 
Haut Chinko concessions.  These great bulls 
were taken in the days before all the elephants 
in the eastern third of Central African Republic 
were all but annihilated by Sudanese poachers. 

No reference to the Dense Forest Reserve 
or the Baï Hokou in the Dzanga-Ndoki Na-
tional Park in the Sangha/Bayanga area in 
southwestern Central African Republic would 
be complete without mentioning the leading 
personalities who studied various aspects of 

the area. Andrea K. Turkalo has dedicated 
more than twenty years of her life to the study 
of forest elephants, Loxodonta a. cyclotis, at 
Dzanga Baï, whilst the Italian primateologist 
Chloe Cipoletta has worked for more than a 
decade to initiate the habituation of the low-
land gorilla.  Mario Melletti, Ph.D., studied 
the forest buffalo, Syncerus caffer nanus, at 
Baï Hokou for almost as long.  And, last but 
not least, Martine and Jean-Jacques Challiol 
pioneered safari hunting for western bongo in 
the Sangha region and wrote a history of Aouk-
Sangha Safaris; we are thankful for their im-
portant contribution to the history of the area.  

These people have worked long and hard to 
bring the beauty of the enchanted forests of the 
Bayanga Region and the animals of those forests 
to the attention of the world.  We are grateful 
for the notes and interviews these friends have 
contributed to the chapter on the Bayanga region, 
and for the photographs that Andrea K. Turkalo 
and Mario Melletti have permitted us to use in 
this book.   

Ludo Wurfbain, the publisher at Safari Press, 
initially and enthusiastically prompted me to 
write this work.  We really have to thank Ludo; 
Dr. Jacqueline Neufeld, editor in chief at Safari 
Press; and their dedicated staff for their kindness 
and support in the production of this work.
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Ian Douglas Smith, the staunch, unflinching 
leader of the Rhodesian Front and prime 
minister of Rhodesia declared unilateral 
independence for Rhodesia on 11 November 
1965.  His reasons were quite pertinent, notably 
simple, and basic.  He required only the survival 
of an ordered and uncorrupt way of life for all 
Rhodesians, both white and black.  He and 
those like him did not wish their country to 
descend into the anarchy of a black dictatorship.  
These disconcerting circumstances were clearly 
to be seen raging with increasing frequency 
and with frighteningly accelerated progression 
through all the various new African regimes 
that had recently been granted “independence” 
by the British, French, Portuguese, and Spanish 
governments in faraway Europe and England. 

Britain however, called the proclamation an 
act of rebellion, and when negotiations failed to 
provide an agreement in 1966, Britain requested 
that the United Nations apply sanctions against 
Southern Rhodesia.  At the same time Harold 
Wilson ordered a blockade of the port of Beira 
on the Indian Ocean coast of Mozambique.  
Rhodesia was a landlocked country, and the 
railway between Malvern and Beira was the 
lifeline for Rhodesia’s imports and exports.  The 
alternative was to move goods the long way down 
south from Bulawayo via Beit Bridge to Durban in 
South Africa.  But the British government made 
a mistake in thinking the Rhodesians would 
capitulate.  On the contrary, it strengthened their 
resolve, and Rhodesians decided to ride out the 
storm in an effort to retain their independence. 

To this day, certain truths have been 
conveniently forgotten or ignored by successive 

A Parado�ical Paradise, Lost Forever

British governments. In 1914 the British 
government granted Rhodesia command of its 
own affairs, and, in 1923 as a British colony, 
Southern Rhodesia chose not to agree with 
the “bend over and submit with a smiling face” 
policies of Britain in Africa.  In 1966, these 
inconvenient little truths were ignored.  The 
always devious British government led by the 
Labour prime minister, Harold Wilson, clearly 
wanted to curry favour with the emerging crop 
of black dictatorial mandarins of the British 
Commonwealth.  Likewise, forgotten was the 
fact that Rhodesians had rallied to their king 
and country’s call to battle against the Italian 
and German Axis forces in World War II in 
Abyssinia and North Africa, and against the 
Japanese in Burma and farther east, too.  No 
mention was made of the fact that the British 
government had asked their loyal subjects living 
in Britain and South Africa to settle and develop 
Southern Rhodesia after both the two major 
“European” wars and had even provided financial 
assistance channeled through the Rhodesian 
government.

In 1969 Southern Rhodesia voted in favour 
of becoming a republic, to be established on 2 
March 1970, but Britain refused to recognize 
Rhodesia’s independence. Because of black 
opposition to the declaration, Harold Wilson 
pounced with malevolent intent against the 
Rhodesians.  He would use any means necessary 
to take down the defiant British colonials “out 
there” in that land of milk and honey, the self-
supporting, economically prosperous Rhodesia. 

These events triggered a guerrilla war against 
the white minority government of Rhodesia.  
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Led by blacks who wanted independence (read 
power for themselves) were ruthless men like 
Robert Mugabe and Joshua Nkomo.  History 
today reveals that these men were not concerned 
about independence for the people of Rhodesia; 
they were concerned personally for themselves 
alone. This was a power grab, pure and simple.

The guerrilla conflict ended in 1980 with 
the granting of independence to the new state 
of Zimbabwe, and general elections were 
conducted under the auspices of the British 
government on 18 April 1980. Twenty-five 
thousand Rhodesians, both black and white, 
died in the ten years of guerrilla terrorism as 
a result of Britain’s treacherous, duplicitous 
behaviour. Britain was supported in its dealings 
with Southern Rhodesia during that Cold War 
era by China as well as several Western nations 
such as Sweden and Norway.  Even Australia 
supported the Brits, which is about as two-faced 
as it comes, for  we all know how Australia has 
treated its own indigenous Aboriginal peoples, 
maintaining its apartheidlike policies till today!

Zimbabwe’s independence was the culmin-
ation of a century-long history of British skull-
duggery and treachery in Southern Rhodesia. 
What has happened in Zimbabwe since that time 
is nothing less than the rape of an entire nation, 
a horrendous, true-to-life paradise lost. The 
former nation is now gone forever, and not in the 
sense of some romantic version of Paradise Lost 
that John Milton, the famous poet, envisioned. 
The ongoing tragedy lives still in the minds and 
hearts of Rhodesians and hapless Zimbabweans 
who have suffered greatly through long and 
painful years since Zimbabwe’s independence.  
It is a history that epitomizes the evil intentions 
of its self-aggrandizing dictator, Robert Mugabe.  
(See Appendix I.) 

Today, just four decades later, Ian Smith’s 
predictions have all come true.  All Rhodesians 
feared what would happen to their beloved 
country once independence was granted, and 
today all has been laid bare, slashed open for 
the entire world to see.  Their fears have been 
realized in Robert Mugabe’s demonic rapacity 
that seems to know no end.  Those from the 
outside who look at Zimbabwe today have come 
to realize that what has happened and continues 
to happen in Zimbabwe represents Africa’s 
greatest disaster.  The calamity that is Zimbabwe 
today even surpasses Idi Amin Dada’s debacle 
in Uganda and his version of “The Winds of 
Change,” which was nothing more than an evil-
smelling blast of flatulence in the crown’s face!

It was these same slack British governments 
that permitted hordes of black immigrants from 
Britain’s ex-colonies in Africa and the West 
Indies as well as Pakistani Muslims and other 
Asians to crowd into the British Isles.  These 
colonials immigrated to Britain in great numbers, 
and today their populations have increased to 
such an extent that they have become a menace 
and a source of terror to native Britons.  This 
widespread influx by nonnative British nationals 
has been the ruination of British culture.  

Today, in 2011, one has to scour the English 
countryside to find a good old English roast 
beef and Yorkshire pudding on the menu or a 
shop that sells authentic fish and chips with a 
sprinkle of salt and a dash of vinegar insulated 
in grease-proof paper and old newspapers.  Hot, 
chili-cracking korma curries, naan roti, chicken 
tandoori, chicken biryani, mutton kebabs, and 
chapattis have all replaced these traditional 
British foods.  I’m not saying that these new 
national British dishes are not wonderfully 
delicious and savoury, but I do miss good, old, 
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traditional British cooking.  (I dream of rolled 
beef roasted rare and to perfection and served 
with baked potatoes, tiny sweet peas, horseradish 
sauce, and freshly made Coleman’s mustard, not 
to mention a delicate Dover sole, or a bread-and-
butter pudding.)  Now we get jalebis, russagoolas, 
or gulab jamuns for a dessert.  When did the 
ploughman’s lunch of ripe Stilton and hot rolls 
with a swill of Worthington’s finest ale disappear 
from England?  Now that Britain has mosques 
and Sikh temples in every city, Old England has 
almost become a faded memory. 

******

The title of this book suggests an optimistic 
going forth in the style of a medieval knight’s 
pursuit of the Holy Grail, or in this case, an 
optimistic search for the truth of how the wild 
beasts and birds in Africa will proliferate and 
prosper forever, or at least within my rational 
horizon of forever.  Therein lies the paradox, 
for my quest, instead of feeling optimistic 
about it, has distilled to frustration and general 
malaise. This stems from my perception that 
African governments, without exception, and 
the African peoples, in general, everywhere on 
that continent are quite unwilling to oppose the 

destruction of their own environment.  It is not 
just that the African wildernesses everywhere are 
being fiercely eroded; it is the rapid pace at which 
it is evolving that is so frightening.  We only need 
to look at Botswana to prove this point.  There, 
an elephant crisis is looming for precisely the 
same reasons that precipitated the calamity in 
Tsavo East with Kenya’s elephants in the 1970s.  
Botswana’s story of mismanagement is still 
unfolding, however.  Inevitably, the wildlife that 
desperately needs those wilderness areas to survive 
will be annihilated, with every living creature 
from the elephants to cane-rats hunted down and 
popped into the cooking pots of Africa. 

We can scour every nook and cranny of the 
African continent and not come up with an 
optimistic view of “Tomorrow.” Everywhere we 
turn, the future for wildlife seems steeped in 
gloomy foreboding and doom.  So, while we can 
hope for the best, I have to declare my “Quest” 
an abject failure!  

We were amongst those lucky ones to have 
seen Africa wild and at its best, so I considered 
it a duty to write of what Africa was like and the 
good times Elise and I shared there.  We would 
like to share with our readers these adventures 
so that they, too, may be able to have a glimpse 
of the Africa we knew.   







Chapter 1

The Rhythms of Our Lives

Apart from being a dedicated traveler 
of Africa’s wildernesses and a hunter 
of sorts, I am a raconteur at heart, a 

teller of anecdotes and stories and will likely 
remain so till my last breath.  During my 
transition from a naughty boy to an awkward, 
belligerent teenager, I and some three hundred 
youths were incarcerated annually for nine 
long months—St. Patrick’s Day in March to 
8 December—in a brutish, Irish Christian 
Brothers boarding school for young British 
gentlemen.  It was called St. Joseph’s College, 
and it was in the Himalayan Hill Station of 
Naini Tal, in the Kumaon district of Northern 
India.  Only the various gods scattered about 
the universe will know how I survived during 
my seven years there. 

But, all the hard discipline thrashed into 
us with daily doses of the “strap” delivered by 
frenetic Irishmen must have done some good—if 
only to teach us never to back down if in the camp 
of the righteous.  The Latin motto of St. Joseph’s 
College was certa bonum certamen or “Fight the 
Good Fight” and “begorrah or be damned,” and 
that is what they hammered into us with their 
Malacca canes and their three-inch-wide leather 
straps.  To us boys they were nothing more than 

brutal I.R.A. terrorists; these men loved every 
day of their sadistic labors. 

I was home after a straight nine-month 
sentence at St. Joseph’s detention centre for young 
lads of British colonial origin when puberty 
crept through my body. I began to realize with 
a certainty that sprang from practical, though 
somewhat dumbfounded observation, that the 
so-called tomboy variety of girls was markedly 
different from me, a boy-boy.  This revelation came 
about through observing my plain-Jane, first-
cousin Joan, with whom I had played and bathed 
with in our birthday suits since childhood. 

It astonished me to discover that as 
adolescence swept relentlessly over us she had 
sprouted protuberant enhancements in several 
basic, yet notably different parts of her body than 
mine.  Lumps, nooks, and crannies, which I had 
not previously noticed, had appeared without 
warning on her anatomy.  She had become 
all smoothly and gracefully curved.  Almost 
overnight Joan’s breasts blossomed, objects that 
the more informed of us louts called boobies!

It was just about that same time when my 
Aunty Fanny decided that a few basic lessons in 
gender were the order of the day.  Her instructions 
to my fifteen-year-old, elder-cousin Joan and me, 
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virginibus puerisque, were, by the by, delivered in a 
helpless fit of uncontrollable giggling.  She made 
a valiant attempt to explain sternly and seriously 
that we were getting too old to shower together 
in our birthday suits, but chuckling triumphed. 

In retrospective, Joan and I concluded this 
attempt to establish gender guidelines may have 
been the result of Joan’s prudish old Muslim ayah 
who firmly believed that our communal bathing, 
innocent as it was, would eventually lead us into 
sin. And, though we both thought it was quite 
preposterous a suggestion to compare us with 
Adam and Eve, and the snake with the forbidden 
fruit in the Garden in Eden, wherever that was, 
we were suddenly made acutely aware that we 
had almost committed a mortal sin.  

Fortunately, we were not driven out into the 
wilderness as Adam and Eve had been, but we 
were both very upset at the inference, and more 
than just a wee bit disappointed that we could no 
longer enjoy our showers together au naturel.  As 
you may well imagine, all these new impressive 
revelations were most confusing to a youth of 
sheltered upbringing, locked up for long periods 
in the all-male fortress of St. Joseph’s College in 
the high Himalayas at Naini Tal.

It was also around that tumultuous time of 
my life—fourteen going on fifteen—when my 
English language tutor at St. Joseph’s discovered 
I had a way with words that made for “damned 
good adventure yarns.”  It was also the period 
when I got to know old Uncle Jim Corbett, the 
famous hunter of tigers, who had retired from his 
job with the East Indian Railways at Mokameth 
Ghat.  At the time, he lived with his sister Maggie 
in a quaint cottage surrounded by a stone wall at 
the peaceful village of Chhoti Haldwani.  This 
was not far downhill from Naini Tal and near 
Kathgodam, which was at the end of the rail line 

to the Kumaon district in the United Provinces 
of India, now Uttar Pradesh.

To us older lads at St. Joseph’s, Jim Corbett 
was just a truly nice, elderly gentleman-uncle 
who was soft-spoken and polite.  He was nothing 
like a British army colonel in our mind’s eyes, 
or as everyone later tried to tell us he was.  To 
us, he was just Uncle Jim.  His military rank 
was bestowed on him later for his services in 
schooling the British army commando units 
in jungle lore. His instruction probably helped 
save some when they were sent off to fight in 
bitter hand-to-hand battles with the Japanese 
invaders in the steaming jungles of Assam, 
Burma, and Malaya. (By the way, despite the 
persistent efforts of Hollywood, it is safe to say 
that none of the British or Gurkha regiments 
or the regiments of the King’s African Rifles 
serving with the Allied Forces in Burma and 
Malaya ever did get a glimpse of Errol Flynn and 
his heroes winning the war for Britain there.) 

I had devoured Jim Corbett’s Man-eaters 
of Kumaon and his newly published The Man-
eating Leopard of Rudraprayag.  My father gave 
me a copy of Ernest Hemingway’s Green Hills 
of Africa, which, like Jim Corbett’s wonderful 
books, I had read at one sitting.  I read all of them 
several times, and each time I learned a little bit 
more about what made the stories of those two 
distinguished authors so easy to read, yet so 
enthralling.  The same ingredients were there in 
Theodore Roosevelt’s story of his classic year-long 
safari through Kenya, Uganda, and Sudan.  I 
could name H. Rider Haggard, too, whose novels 
King Solomon’s Mines, She, and Allan Quatermain 
I also loved.  I could easily add Rudyard Kipling 
to my list of special adventure writers of that time, 
but his works were fiction and not as true as truth.  
Lest I forget, I loved Somerset Maugham, too.    
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William Harrison Faulkner, known for his 
novels of American slavery set in the fictitious 
Yoknapatawpha County of his native Mississippi, 
was the 1949 winner of the Nobel Prize in 
Literature.  He once said of Ernest Hemingway 
(the Nobel Prize winner for 1954):  “He has never 
been known to use a word that might send a reader 
to the dictionary.”  Although Faulkner meant it 
as an insult, for me it was a great lesson from a 
superb writer.  I have not been able to imitate nor 
match Hemingway’s grand terseness and paucity 
of words, nor the calculated simplicity of his style 
for which he was an acknowledged giant.

I learned three simple but important lessons 
from the work of those leading masters of 
storytelling and hunting adventures.  First, fact is 
often more exciting than fiction, and, second, the 
words these men used to elevate their hunting stories 
above the wild and largely unbelievable blood-and-
thunder exploits of lesser hunters were simple and 
uncomplicated.  I found there was a notable restraint 
of word count and few superlatives.  Third, these 
great storytellers told it as it happened. 

And, that was how I decided I would try 
to write my stories, as events had happened, as 
things had evolved, as it was.  And, if sometimes 
the truth seems to take on an air of the incroyable 
[incredible] and smacks all too often and 
somewhat too suspiciously close to fact-fictional 
elasticity, I write it anyway, if it is true.  I know 
no other way than to write but passionately about 
myself, for myself, about my life, about my wife, 
Elise, and about our entwined life together.

I always knew, even at fifteen years of age, if I 
could pursue the sort of adventurous life I wanted 
to lead, hunting the big-game creatures of the 
forests and wildernesses in Africa, a thousand 
stories would crowd into my head, waiting to be 
released like caged animals.  At that time I didn’t 

have the opportunities nor the ability to express 
them.  That was something that grew with me, 
and I was influenced by old Uncle Jim.  It was 
he who sank the hook of passion to become a 
storyteller up to the shank in my heart.

I will never forget the grandeur of the trek 
that I and a group of senior boys from St. Joseph’s 
College—hunters’ and shikaris’ sons all—made 
with Jim Corbett.  We trekked from Naini Tal all 
the way to the foot of the Pindari Glacier, under 
the soaring, brilliant, glistening ice peaks of the 
Kanchenjunga Himal.  Uncle Jim had been told 
of my youthful endeavours in storytelling.  And, 
being the kind and caring gentleman he always 
was, he drew me close and to one side, to feel the 
warmth of the fire we were gazing into, to give me 
his secret of being a good writer.  His words stay 
with me to this day.  In his simple, yet earnest, 
way he said, “Son, the best stories are real,” and 
that’s the truth I’ve kept with me forever. 

At St. Joseph’s College, I was compelled, as 
was every other British schoolboy, by my English 
tutor to study in depth the extraordinarily inspired 
works of that genius William Shakespeare; from 
a crazy Latin taskmaster I learned the ancient 
Latin poet Virgil’s Aeneid and Caesar’s Gallic 
Wars—in worthless Latin, no less.  And, as I was 
already crazy with the idea of being something 
of an explorer-cum-big-game-hunter in Africa, I 
gobbled up a feast of Livingstone, Baker, Speke, 
the rather nasty Stanley, Emin Pasha, and the 
marvelous works of Richard Burton until, finally, 
I arrived on Selous’s doorstep. 

Later, when I read the works of those magical 
word manipulators of tales from my chosen world, 
Hemingway, Taylor, Ruark, and even Capstick, I 
was determined to try my damnedest to follow 
in their footsteps, knowing full well that I 
could never achieve their greatness, yet not 
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The author is wearing the ivory bracelet of a chief of the Yao tribe in Malawi, which Paramount Chief Liwonde gave him 
for killing the Kasupe man-eater (described in A Far from Ordinary Life).  
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ever forgetting what Uncle Jim Corbett had 
told me once in the high Himalayas. 

We are indebted to writers like Peter 
Hathaway Capstick for expanding what we 
know of hunting on the African continent and 
for inspiring not only writers but also big-game 
hunters to continue in the tradition.  Capstick, 
on the day the paramedics carried him out of 
the SCI Reno convention mortally ill, urged me 
to finish my first book.  Earlier he had offered 
me another slice of wisdom when he advised 
me to “always leave the crowd wanting more.”  
I’m not at all sure if it was his own quip or if it 
was something he had borrowed from someone 
else—sometimes I couldn’t tell with Peter. 

Our first book, A Far from Ordinary Life, 
published by Jane Halse for Rowland Ward, was 
a great success, mainly due to Elise’s wonderful 
graphite drawings that graced its pages.  Indeed, 
everyone who has held the book in their hands 
and seen Elise’s stunning artwork sprinkled 
liberally through its pages has had nothing but 
praise for the design and beauty.  As Capstick had 
unerringly advised, it seems many of those readers 
of A Far from Ordinary Life were left with a need 
of “wanting more.”

So, with this encouragement, we are going 
ahead with this, our second book, which we hope 
will be as good, as readable, and as pleasurable 
to hold in the hand as was the first.



The Empire Where Even  
the Beggars Ride Horses

Chapter 2

In 1957, I was languishing around Nairobi, 
broke, restless, and jobless.  My days were 
spent trying my damnedest to convince the 

many hunting safari companies that they should 
employ me as an apprentice professional hunter.  
I remember a genuine lack of enthusiasm on their 
part.  I knew an Italian lady, Georgina Moska, 
who with her husband, Franco, had been next-
door neighbors in Dar es Salaam some years 
earlier.  Georgina drove a beautiful old black, 
six-cylinder Grand Touring Citroën car with 
fine polished wooden molding, leather seats, and 
sleek lines.  My transport was assured. 

It so happened that Georgina’s uncle was an 
Italian gentleman and an old friend, and he told 
me that a well-known British firm of surveyors 
was recruiting staff for a cadastral survey of the 
Blue Nile Gorge, which straddled the Showa 
and Gojam provinces north of Addis Ababa.  
This was to be followed by a major survey to 
determine where roads should be constructed 
in the forested regions of Jimma, Mizan Teferi, 
and the Metu areas in the Kaffa and Illubabor 
provinces of southwestern Ethiopia.

This old gent was named Giuseppe Macaroni 
[sic].  In WWII, he had been an officer in the 
Italian army of occupation in Abyssinia and 

had in the final days of the Italian occupancy 
surrendered to the British on the outskirts of 
Addis Ababa.  He had spent some years in a 
POW camp in Kenya Colony.  When released, 
he had decided to stay in Kenya where the living 
was peaceful and laid-back, and where in those 
days all mzungu men were bwana m’kubwas 
and the women memsahibs.  Giuseppe was an 
agricultural surveyor himself, an expert on 
irrigation projects.

In fact, he would have loved to go back to 
Ethiopia himself, but he said he was too old to 
change his lifestyle in Kenya, especially when 
it related to his sloe-eyed Somali mistress and 
the likelihood she might distribute her charms 
in his absence.  Thus, he propelled me in the 
direction of Ethiopia, or Abyssinia as he called 
it.  He said it was a wondrous place of beauty, 
and since any opportunity for work was more 
than I had in Kenya, I began considering the 
prospect of a move.  

With eyes aglow with mad dreams and 
remembrances of his excesses in his younger 
years in Addis Ababa, he spoke to me earnestly 
of the old Abyssinia he had known.  His eyes 
took on a far-off, dreamy sort of look when 
he said, “The sleek, dusky young Abyssinian 
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women are very beautiful and are well known 
to be of a hungrier nature and easier virtue 
than the bonneted, if eager, lily-white girls of 
the polders in the lowland Kingdom of Orange 
in Europe!”  And, before any doubt about that 
statement could enter my young brain, his 
tongue hurried on, “In Abyssinia, even beggars 
ride horses!  Think about it?”

It broke my heart to leave Nairobi and 
Georgina, who had temporarily numbed my 
ability to think sensibly, but with Giuseppe’s 
recommendation ringing in my hot and crazy 
young head, I signed on at once.  My mind was 
made up, and that was that.

I had studied to be a civil engineer at 
the University College of Loughborough in 
Leicestershire, so I had an excellent knowledge 
of land survey, but I was more interested in the 
job as a camp manager, which I had secured.  I 
was mad about hunting and exploring and was 
able to do all these pleasurable things without 
having any responsibility of a day’s work, or the 
bother of thinking about consequences.  It was 
a perfect situation.

What I knew about Abyssinia was minimal.  
The colonial aspirations of the fascist Italian 
regime of Mussolini had been blown to pieces 
by the British and South African forces in 1943.  
After the war it was known as the Ethiopian 
Empire, led by the benevolent ruler Emperor 
Haile Selassie.  Other than these few pertinent 
facts, I soon discovered the reality of Ethiopia was 
rather different from old Macaroni’s blathering.  
The beggars in Abyssinia were the filthiest of 
all the beggars in the world, and they certainly 
did not even ride donkeys, let alone mules and 
horses.  It was true, however, about the dusky, 
sleek, young maidens.  They were damned good 
looking and very friendly, but in need of a good, 

hot shower and multiple shampooings to rid 
themselves of the rancid butter in their hair.  But 
all these setbacks did not for one moment detract 
from my thorough enjoyment of my two years 
there, and inevitably I fell head over heels in love 
with the country.

Giuseppe failed to warn me of the mentality 
of the Ethiopian government officials I was to 
encounter around every corner of every day 
spent in that beautiful country.  Having been 
raised in British East Africa in an environment 
of straightforward, unassailable honesty, I was 
shocked at the greed and the avariciousness 
that oozed from the pores of every official in 
Ethiopia.  It is a level of blatant corruption so 
deeply ingrained in the culture of Ethiopia that it 
is an incurable, ulcerated cancer on the country.  
I have encountered it even at the lowest level with 
minor officials.  It is a centuries-old tradition of 
pariah-eat-pariah and gives new meaning to the 
term “disordered bureaucracy.”  Yet, I’m told that 
the Ethiopians are not as corrupt as the Somalis, 
Nigerians, or those murderous folk of the 
Democratic Republic of Congo.  It has been my 
good fortune not to have had the occasion to deal 
with the bureaucracy in those African lands!

Now, don’t mistake my meaning.  Ethiopians 
are a wonderful people, and both Elise and I love 
to travel there, as we usually do each year.  It is 
when the glitter of the possibility of riches enters 
the equation—molthwaal gunzub—that the system 
becomes perverse.  Bribery seeps throughout 
officialdom, no matter the level, and is accepted 
naturally by the iniquitous habasha offical.   

Some years ago I read a book written by 
an explorer, adventurer, and a fine English 
gentleman called L. M. Nesbitt.  This gem was 
entitled Desert and Forest: The Exploration of 
Abyssinian Danakil.  The book describes how his 
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journey met with immediate obstacles, a classic 
example of Abyssinian officialdom!  

Soon after our arrival, there had come to 
pay us a visit an Abyssinian, accompanied by a 
group of his own men.  The presence of such a 
person seemed strange in this wild place.  He 
was a dania, an itinerant judge.  He was called 
Ato Sale, and he and his posse of police were 
armed to the teeth.  Though his expression 
betrayed an arrogant and overbearing nature, 
as befitting a member of that official class which 
claims the privilege of harassing the rest of the 
community, he forced himself to display a meek 
bearing in his present unsafe surroundings.  
The hatred and inclination to villainy that 
he harboured in his bosom, however, flashed 
through the veneer of enforced mildness with 
every glance of his eye. 

Ato Sale drank coffee and spirits with us, 
spoke at length with us and our men, asked for 
and received presents.  His presence was far from 
reassuring to us.  We would have much preferred 
to have to do with the criminal Afars, who are 
easily tamed by a little tact and a few presents.  
That judge, on the contrary, could hardly have 
avoided causing us trouble and vexation, making 
us pay nonexistent tolls by reason of the fact that 
he was an official of the avaricious Abyssinian 
“ justice” that pronounces perjury to be no crime.  
Victimization, bribe-catching, and bombastic 
self assertion were bred in the man.

I pondered as to what circumstances he 
would make the plea for his extortion and 
obstruction.

Ato Sale left us in apparent good will, and 
we were foolish enough to hope that our feelings 
about him were without foundation.  Our doubts 
were short-lived however, for in the afternoon 
he returned, and we saw that new developments 
were to be revealed.

He had dressed for the occasion in an 
old military tunic, hailing from somewhere 
in Europe, and Abyssinian breeches of white 
cotton, very broad at the seat and tight at the 
calf.  He even wore sandals.

Atom Sale now began to raise objections to 
everything we proposed to do, to the itinerary 

we wanted to follow, to our lack of “papers of 
government,” to the fact that we had with us men 
from the plateau.  Nothing would satisfy him; he 
was as stubborn as a mule.  He demanded that 
we retrace our steps, ford the river, and keep to 
the other side.

Realizing that we had again come in contact 
with Abyssinia proper and that we now had to 
contend again with the caviling of that miserable 
country, we concluded that we could not do 
better than delay matters somewhat.  The night 
brings counsel, and meanwhile we would give 
presents to this ruffian.

The next day, after the midday meal, the 
dania made his appearance again, accompanied 
by his men.  He refused to sanction our 
advance.  We managed to treat him tactfully 
and pleasantly but found we were wasting time 
to no purpose.  However, he would not yield, so 
we cut the discussion short and ordered the men 
to load the camels.

The dania was in a passion, but we paid no 
further attention to him.  When the dania saw 
we were ready to depart, that Ethiopian jailor 
came after us to deliver his treacherous last shot.  
Walking fast, he managed to get ahead of the 
caravan.  Then he turned about, raised his hand 
in the air, and put the Amharas and Gallas in 
our gang on their allegiance in the name of the 
word of Menelik.  Our plateau men stood as if 
thunderstruck.  The command that the dania 
had delivered was as potent now as it had been 
delivered by the dead Negus Menelik himself.

The caravan retreated, for an hour and a 
half, till the dania was well out of sight.  Then 
Nesbitt took the lead and gradually turned it 
toward the east, placing many miles between 
the caravan and Ato Sale’s headquarters.  The 
risk of his interference grew smaller with every 
step we took.  Eventually we were back on track 
of our original route.

I have quoted L. M. Nesbitt’s words almost 
verbatim, for it is a perfect description of how 
corrupt Ethiopian officials were then, back in 
1928, and not much has changed, more than 
eighty years later.  Regrettably, today there are 



The Empire Where Even the Beggars Ride Horses

�

few writers who have the spunk to speak of 
the true reasons why the wildlife in Ethiopia 
is floundering.  It is simply because the wildlife 
officials who are responsible for the husbandry of 
wildlife in Ethiopia are incompetent and corrupt.  
The Ethiopian government cares nothing for 
wildlife.  They are not in the least bothered by 
the fact that the rapidly increasing population is 
fast destroying the habitat. 

Believe me, the safari operators in Ethiopia 
have my sympathy because the Amhara and 
Tigryan wildlife officials are a particularly 
nefarious people to deal with, and arrogant to 
boot.  I know!  I have worked with them for many 
years.  In the end, in order to survive at all and 
successfully run any business in Ethiopia, one 
must either adapt to their doglegged Abyssinian 
ways, or give up and leave!  

The formula is simple enough:  If you want 
to have a successful hunting safari operation 
in Ethiopia, you must keep all the top dogs in 
Ethiopian wildlife circles eating from your hand.  

And, one or two well-known, clever professional 
hunters and safari operators in Ethiopia who 
understand this well have gone down this path in 
order to survive, and have reaped the rewards.

I am vexed at the inability of all Ethiopian 
government officials to heed even the slightest, 
well-intentioned, and mildest critical comments, 
and I have discussed this vexation at some length 
with professors from Addis Ababa University 
and with Gen. Mabratu Fessaha, someone 
who is nearer to my field of wildlife.  They all 
agreed that while it was undeniably so, one 
always arrives back at the one single and simple 
conclusion.  As General Mabratu frankly told 
me:  “Every Ethiopian believes theirs is a very 
conservative society and they abhor all public 
discussion of their vices and shortcomings, 
especially by foreigners.  They will not tolerate 
a ferengi ’s criticism.  They do not wish their 
mistakes publicized, and foreigners should leave 
their critical comments out from all their reports 
and writings.”



Some Unnecessary Slaughter
Chapter 3

I have been engaged in describing the vexing 
and often less-than-pleasant conundrums 
that seem repeatedly to haunt the tanta-

lizingly enchanting country of Ethiopia at 
the Horn of Africa.  It would be remiss of me, 
however, if I failed to mention what may be 
described as the last great legal ravaging of the 
finest trophy elephants ever witnessed in Africa.  
If you have strong objections to the use of the 
word “ravaging” in this context, perhaps I may 
rephrase it as being, nothing else than the last 
major, legally licensed squandering of the last 
and finest trophy bull elephants in Africa.  I 
say “legal squandering” because it was officially 
sanctioned by the head of the Ethiopian Wildlife 
Conservation Organization.  What is more, this 
took place not so long ago, in the mid-1980s and 
early 1990s.  

There are professional hunters still operating 
in Ethiopia who played major roles in this affair.  
The area where this occurred was quite small 
and isolated, no more than a few hundred square 
miles in extent.  The fact that it was initiated and 
terminated in just ten years makes the incident 
quite indelible in my memory, and all the more 
painful for me personally because I had foreseen 
the outcome and had made recommendations 

to Ato Teshome Ashine to preempt exactly 
what occurred.  Exactly what did occur?  
What happened was the virtual annihilation 
of elephants from the southwestern forests of 
Ethiopia and the re-closure of elephant hunting.

A few years earlier in 1975, I was the adviser 
to the government’s conservation organization, 
and I and Elise undertook an investigation of the 
wildlife west of the forested escarpment that ran 
for hundreds of miles through the four western 
provinces of Gamo Gofa, Kaffa, Illubabor, and 
Welega.  The escarpment runs from south to 
north, from Chew Bahir on the Kenya border 
through Mizan Teferi, Dembidolo, and Asosa, 
which overlooks the valley of the Blue Nile to the 
east and Malakal and the White Nile to the west.  
It was the land of legends, and it encompassed 
the vast swamps from Juba on the Bahr el Jebel 
to Malakal at its confluence with the Bahr el 
Ghazal, the Sobat River, and the escarpment at 
Dembidolo—all were known in the Ethiopian 
highlands as the lands that god abandoned.

We had permission to accompany the pilots 
of the two helicopters ferrying personnel and 
equipment for the Ethio-Canadian Geological 
Survey teams that were conducting seismic 
investigations in the same area.  The camp was 
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at the top of the escarpment at Mizan Teferi and 
overlooking the Mago and Omo Valleys. Constantly, 
on a daily basis, we would fly over the dense forest 
and peer into the green glades and openings that 
were dotted about in the valleys.  We were surprised 
at how often we would encounter small groups of 
huge bulls with long and heavy ivory. 

Once the pilots knew that I was particularly 
interested in these elephants, they began to 
report sightings of groups of bulls.  They would 
plot the positions of the bulls on their cadastral 
maps, with the date and the time of day when 
they made their observations.  Both pilots were 
from Kenya and one was a hunter who knew 
something of ivory weight; he often remarked 
that he had seen a bull here and another there in 
the hundred-pound class, and larger. 

One evening we were returning to base 
when suddenly the helicopter began to hover 
above a large clearing in the forest where six bull 
elephants with massive tusks were feeding.  As 
the helicopter swung around in a tight, whirling 
circle, we were easily able to look down at the 
bulls and make a quick estimate of their tusks.  
The smallest had tusks of not less than eighty 
pounds while the others were up in the hundred-
pound class.  The largest, a huge weathered 
and bony old patriarch, had seven feet of heavy 
ivory outside his head; the matched gleaming 
tusks were as thick as a weightlifter’s thigh and 
weighed nothing less than one hundred twenty 
pounds per side.

Another day, the pilot took us to a tiny Anuak 
settlement at the foot of the escarpment and just 
west of the forest where he had been offered a pair 
of tusks for sale.  Each tusk was eight feet long and 
massive, about twenty-two inches in circumference, 
and very definitely well over a hundred pounds 
each!  It was a stunning discovery.

We took every opportunity to fly low-level 
sorties, clattering over the tall, giant forest 
canopy as far north as Gecha, Gebre Dima, and 
Fit Makonnen near Gore, over Tepi and Gondar, 
and south to Garafurda and Maji, near Omo 
National Park.  We also flew over to Bebeka, 
where the government had recently decided to 
clear an area of several thousand acres of rain 
forest in order to start a large coffee estate.

Our sighting of elephants was limited to 
open glades in the forests, yet we recorded over 
a hundred elephant bulls, and some bulls we 
saw more than once.  We estimated that a good 
proportion of these old great elephant bulls, 20 
percent or more, were carrying ivory in the 100-
pound class or better.  Many others were 70 to 
80 pounds or larger, with 40 percent being below 
the 50-pound mark.  We saw only one gaunt 
tuskless bull. 

I was fascinated by the disproportionately 
high numbers of bull elephants and the fact 
that we had not encountered them in the 
savannas to the east.  Of course, we had seen 
quite a number of elephants in the areas west 
of the Omo River, in the Omo National Park, 
the Mago Valley, and on the plains all along the 
Gilo and Akobo Rivers, but these were mostly 
breeding herds and not smaller groups of 
elephants with bulls predominating.  It was all 
very puzzling till the deputy governor at Mizan 
Teferi made a chance remark that sent my head 
spinning, full of questions!

When I mentioned my dilemma to him, 
he asked if I knew anything of the history of 
elephant hunting in that part of Africa.  By that 
he meant the southwest corner of Ethiopia and 
the reasons for Emperor Menelik II’s decision to 
forbid the hunting of elephants throughout his 
empire.  I had read some of the exploits of the 
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early explorers of the Bahr el Jebel (the Nile), 
like Samuel W. Baker and his wife Florence and 
Emin Pasha; I had also read about the elephant 
hunters of the Lado Enclave, but I had to admit 
that the truth was, I knew very little about 
elephant hunting in Sudan’s Equatoria province 
in the nineteenth century.  This area included 
the land east of the Bahr el Jebel, the Upper 
Nile province in southern Sudan, and Oromia in 
Ethiopia.  I took immediate steps to fill the gaps 
in my knowledge.

On meeting any of the Nilotic pastoralist 
tribes of southeastern Sudan and southwestern 
Ethiopia—the Shilluk, Dinka, Nuer, and the 
tribal peoples along the Lower Omo River—
the importance of ivory is at once obvious.  In 
fact, the evidence of ancient elephant hunting 
traditions and the importance of the ivory 
trade in the southeastern part of Sudan is 
overwhelming. Almost every man wears, 
according to his station in the tribe, ivory arm 
and wrist bracelets, ivory rings, ivory ear-lobe 
plugs, ivory earrings, and ivory lip plugs.  The 
women and girls wear armlets, too, but theirs 
are made from cow horn, not ivory. 

Amongst these tribes there were strict rules 
governing the distribution of the tusks after a 
hunt and strong rituals that defined who should 
be given which of the various portions of the 
tusk.  Elephant tusks were greatly prized and 
ritually symbolic and sometimes kept in shrine 
houses.  Tusks from elephants were traded for 
guns, cloth, and beads, or used on great tribal 
occasions like the chief ’s appointment or death, 
important weddings, or similar events.

In the late nineteenth century in Ethiopia, 
the hunting of elephants was considered to be a 
symbol of a great and brave triumph, the hunter 
rewarded by being allowed to wear a golden 

earring.  The brave soul who killed five elephants 
had the honor of wearing a second earring.  Two 
ivory bracelets were awarded for an elephant.  A 
hunter’s horse was decorated in varying degrees 
according to the hunter’s success in the number 
of elephants he had killed.

Elephants were hunted mainly for ivory but 
also for meat; however, Muslims and Ethiopian 
Christians would not eat the meat because they 
considered the animal similar to a pig and, 
therefore, unclean.  The Shangalla of southern 
Ethiopia did, however, eat the meat.  Somali 
hunters on horseback conducted group hunts 
for elephants in the Ogaden where they would 
cut the tendons on the elephants and when an 
elephant fell they would kill it.  The remaining 
elephants from these herds eventually fled 
south of the Webi Shebele River into Jubaland 
and Kenya.

In Oromia, the natives would surround 
entire herds and entrap them by the clever use of 
fire.  These elephants were killed for the ivory, not 
for meat.  Many elephants were slaughtered and 
the elephant herds were said to have fled south 
into the waiting guns of the Shangalla and west 
into the escarpment forests of Kaffa province.  
Eventually, the Shangalla pursued the elephant 
herds southward into the N.F.D. [Northern 
Frontier District] of Kenya.

For reasons that are not clear, in the old 
kingdom of Kaffa, the inhabitants conducted 
only occasional hunts for elephant, and then only 
for ivory, which was used as annual tribute to the 
ruler.  Most of this ivory was not processed in 
Kaffa province and was sold, mainly to Europe.  
When Kaffa became a province of the Ethiopian 
empire after 1897, half of the ivory captured in 
Kaffa had to be given over to the emperor in 
Addis Ababa.
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The author stands next to a massive pair of tusks weighing 115 pounds and 17 pounds.  The tusks are from an old elephant bull that was shot by 
a hunter guided by the famous PH Kai-Uwe Denker in Bushmanland, Namibia, in 2004. 
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It is inevitable that the more productive the 
ivory business became, the more the government 
would want to regulate it to secure some of 
the riches for itself.  This is what happened in 
Ethiopia.  In 1887 (Julian calendar) or 1893 
(Gregorian calendar) Menelik II proclaimed that 
a permit from Addis Ababa was required to hunt 
elephants and that one tusk from each elephant 
must be turned over to the government as a tax.  
Furthermore, the government stipulated which 
elephants could be shot:  Only those elephants 
carrying a minimum weight of thirty-seven 
pounds (seventeen kilos) of ivory per tusk could 
be shot.  If a hunter wished to sell his tusks, a 
government officer at the time of the sale would 
set the price of the ivory at market value.  All 
tusks and all sales required certification.  Thus, 
in typical Abyssinian fashion, the doors were 
thrown wide open for corruption.

In any case Menelik closed the gates after the 
damage had already been done to the elephant 
populations of Abyssinia.  For years previously a 
horde of Abyssinian and Arab hunters had swept 
down from the highlands to the southeast in a 
scorched-earth scramble for white and black gold.  
Each captured male slave was made to shoulder an 
elephant tusk on the march to Khartoum and the 
Red Sea coasts, both destined for sale to traders, 
and both transported across the Gulf of Arabia.  
The determined killing of elephants to the west 
of the rain forests of the Illubabor province all 
the way to the Nile that ensued was enough to 
finally persuade Emperor Menelik II to prohibit 
the hunting of elephants in his empire.

Another event occurred toward the end of 
the nineteenth century that would affect the 
elephant populations throughout the continent of 
Africa, and that was the acquisition by hunters of 
a more efficient means of killing.  The bolt-action 

repeating rifle came into the hands of hunters 
during that time, and today, the Kalashnikov 
AK-47s have replaced these rifles.  

As the number of savanna elephants that 
were killed increased, the surviving elephant 
herds migrated from Sudan westward into the 
Central African Republic and the Congo, and 
south into northern Uganda and northern Kenya 
where there was a semblance of protection.  I 
began to see the possibility that groups of young 
bull elephants had retreated eastward into the 
forests of the escarpment overlooking the valleys 
of the Omo River and the Nile to the west.

All of this led me to the hypothesis that the 
ancient elephant bulls we had encountered on 
our helicopter transects over the southwestern 
Ethiopian escarpment forests were the remnant 
survivors of those great herds of elephants from 
the Nile Valley and Oromia.  I speculated that 
these survivors had found refuge from persecution 
in the almost impenetrable forests of Illubabor 
and Kaffa some eighty years earlier.

On my return to Addis Ababa I compiled 
a full report of all my findings.  As adviser to 
Ethiopian Wildlife Conservation Organization 
(EWCO), I recommended the establishment of 
Mago National Park and Gambela National 
Park, and I suggested that controlled hunting be 
established in the areas of Akobo, Jokau, Tedo, 
and Omo West.  In the report, I made a strong 
case for the reopening of elephant hunting in 
special controlled areas in western Illubabor and 
Kaffa provinces. 

I advocated a substantially expensive license 
and trophy fee for a small, strictly controlled 
quota of elephant bulls per year.  I also set certain 
standards for those bulls with a minimum tusk 
weight of eighty pounds.  I further recommended 
that only one elephant license be issued to a 
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tourist hunter in any two-year period, giving 
as much chance for more dedicated elephant 
hunters to collect one of these magnificent 
ancient bulls.  I had previously also completed 
an assessment of the elephant population in the 
Harar province and the Ogaden, in the Somali 
areas of eastern Ethiopia, and had recommended 
a similar annual quota of six bulls, with a 
minimum tusk weight of sixty pounds per tusk. 

Shortly after that time, I petitioned the head 
of EWCO, Ato Teshome Ashine, and in turn the 
minister of agriculture, to reopen elephant hunting 
in Ethiopia.  Again, I did this in my capacity as 
adviser to the department.  I recommended that 
no more than six bull elephants be on the quota 
each year for the southwestern forest escarpment 
areas, like in Harar province, and that a minimum 
tusk weight of 80 pounds (36½ kilograms) per 
tusk be established.

The research department of the Rhodesian 
Department of National Parks & Wildlife in 
Wankie National Park was undoubtedly the 
most advanced and knowledgeable authority for 
elephant conservation and research in Africa at 
that time.  Even much applauded elephant “experts 
and world authorities” spent months on end with 
Basil Williamson and his research teams at the 
Wankie Park research offices, squirreling away 
copious reams of valuable information that they 
later reproduced convincingly as the product of 
their own research.  In line with the calculations 
of the worth of an elephant bull as established 
by the research department, I recommended that 
the license fee for a bull elephant in Ethiopia be 
pegged at U.S. $10,000.

I was very happy when the minister signed 
the decree reopening elephant hunting in 1975.  
I was taken aback, however, to learn that my 
recommendations on annual quotas and license 

fees had been ignored.  I was more than a little 
concerned knowing the greed of Ethiopian offi-
cials and safari operators alike.  No official limit 
was set on the number of elephant licenses that 
were to be issued each year, and the license fee 
was pegged very low at 3,500 Ethiopian birr, or 
about U.S. $1,375, depending on the exchange 
rate.  (The exchange rate was kept at an artifi-
cially high figure by the state bank:  U.S. $1 
equaled 2.07 birrs.)  No minimum tusk weights 
were set, either in the Harar region or in escarp-
ment forest areas of southwestern Ethiopia.  This 
was to have a profound effect on the valuable el-
ephant population in the forests of the Kaffa and  
Illubabor provinces.

In its efforts to increase revenues to support 
its war efforts against Eritrea and Somalia and 
consolidate its grip on the Ethiopian people, the 
Mengistu government in the late 1970s instructed 
the minister to push ahead with the development 
of a vast coffee plantation in the Kaffa province 
southwest of the town of Jimma, at a place called 
Bebeka.  It was no coincidence that the demand 
for and advantageous prices of coffee on world 
markets spurred this decision.

A massive amount of work went into this 
project.  First the government cleared the rain 
forests from a vast area of a gently undulating 
plateau valley that were surrounded on all sides 
by escarpments, but they left steep forested 
valleys intact.  Then hundreds of hectares of 
coffee were planted.  The government built senior 
staff housing, administrative offices, roads and 
bridges, and clusters of workers’ accommodations 
in various sections of the plantation.  Many of 
the mighty trees of the forest were left standing 
throughout the estate to give shade to the coffee.

There was a notable population of resident 
elephants, bulls for the most part, which just 
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seemed to accept the activity and cultivation 
in their territory.  They became accustomed to 
the presence of humans and became quite tame.  
They continued to follow their daily routine, 
descending from out of the surrounding forests, 
ambling through the coffee plantation to cross 
into the numerous densely forested valleys to 
feed and water.  They often spent the days in 
these valleys, within eyeshot and hearing of 
the laborers working on the coffee plantation.  
For several years there was not a single serious 
incidence of human-elephant conflict.  It was all 
too good, and inevitably a problem was bound 
to occur. 

In 1984, one fine old bull had taken to visiting 
the lawn surrounding the Bebeka administrative 
offices.  It had become increasingly obstreperous, 
trumpeting and generally becoming cantankerous, 
when staff attempted to shoo the beast away.  
The manager decided it was time for action.  He 
telephoned Ato Teshome Ashine, the director 
of EWCO in Addis Ababa, for help.  Ashine 
ordered a professional hunter and a department 
official to hurry down to Bebeka to neutralize 
the problem.

Just as the manager had said, they encountered 
the bull elephant standing in the open not far 
from the Bebeka administrative office.  With 
much impatience, the PH brained the bull, which 
collapsed.  The PH, however, failed to think 
about the consequences, and his act was soon to 
cause a big stink, for this hurriedly executed faux 
pas soon resulted in a malodorous rotting carcass 
decomposing in the immediate vicinity of the 
offices.  But this was the least of the elephantine 
problems generated by this shooting.  The real 
problem began when the tusks were removed 
from the skull and it was found they tipped the 
scales around ninety-seven pounds each. 

Before leaving Bebeka, the professional hunter 
heard the stories of the numerous elephants 
encountered on a daily basis in and around the 
coffee plantation.  The talk was of the quantity of 
elephants and the quality of the heavy ivory.  The 
PH heard from everyone that the weight of the 
tusks was beyond the range of anyone’s ken till 
that time!  These stories simply confirmed what 
the PH already knew from shooting the almost 
hundred-pounder.

The giant wild fig trees on the Bebeka coffee 
estates produced clusters of figs each some two 
inches in diameter and of a mottled red colour 
with pink and cream stripes.  The figs have a sweet, 
somewhat insipid, flavor but when fermented 
on the ground they give off a deep aroma.  The 
animals of the forest, the bushbucks and the 
elephants, love them.  And, at Bebeka it was not 
unusual, as the sun dipped toward the high forest 
ridges surrounding the estate, to see small herds 
of bull elephants emerge each evening, regular as 
clockwork, out of the forest to stand about under 
the marula and wild fig trees.  They would pick 
up the fruit and fermented figs with their trunks, 
and the occasion would become a sort of happy 
hour, sundowner time as the elephants ingested 
medicinal doses of lush marula fruit and figs.  
Well, at least that’s how it was in the beginning 
before this unique population of bull elephants 
was first “discovered.”  

Not surprisingly, on his return to Addis 
Ababa, the professional hunter telephoned Don 
Causey at the Hunting Report, and the clarion call 
hit the elephant hunters of the world.  And why 
not?  Since the closure of all hunting in Kenya 
had cut off their dreams, the news that every 
elephant hunter had been waiting for awakened 
them with a new vigor.  After that, the situation 
for the big bull elephants was never to be the same.  
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Within a few days, Don Causey’s “Service to the 
Hunter Who Travels” in the Hunting Report had 
effectively uncorked the bottle and let the genie 
escape.  The secret of the giant tuskers in the 
southwestern Ethiopian forests, which had been 
unrevealed for ten years, swept through the world 
of big-game hunting.  

To my chagrin and deepest discomfiture, 
Don Causey announced this news with the 
greatest fanfare.  The dissonance in the elephant 
hunter’s world soon commenced.  That in itself 

was not a bad thing, since I myself had worked 
hard to enable the reopening of elephant hunting 
in Ethiopia, which had been closed by Emperor 
Menelik II since 1893.  No, my discomfiture 
stemmed from the fact that in 1975 I had 
recommended a strict annual quota of elephant 
bull licenses, and my recommendations had been 
disregarded.  In the southwestern forests I had 
recommended a minimum tusk weight of eighty 
pounds, while the minimum tusk weight in 
Harar was fifty pounds.  

This is the bull elephant shot on the Bebeka Coffee Plantation by Nassos Roussos in 1984, which started the ivory rush in the southwest forests 
of Ethiopia.  This, in turn, led to the destruction of all the large tuskers in the area, indiscriminate poaching, and, eventually, to the closure of 
elephant hunting in Ethiopia. All this happened in just ten years.



Quest for Africa’s Tomorrows

1�

Following the disclosure of big ivory in the 
southwestern forests, there was an immediate 
scramble by the major safari operators to 
carve up the southwestern forests and secure 
hunting concessions for themselves.  The fact 
that as ever, then as today, they were all bitter 
enemies must have amused the f ly on the wall 
of Ato Teshome Ashine’s office.  When the 
dust settled, none of these operators were given 
concessions in those areas. 

The new Marxist regime was the provisional 
military government of dictator Maj. Mengistu 
Haile Mariam. Because of the potential 
for earning foreign currency, the Marxist 
government initially placed the commercial 
control of the hunting industry in Ethiopia 
under the National Tourist Organization 
(NTO). Though the safari operators were 
mostly recruiting their own clients and 
conducting their own safaris, they were forced 
to work through NTO. To the ever suspicious 
and oppressive Ethiopian Marxist government, 
managing the operators and the wildlife was a 
way to ensure that the profits were kept out of 
the hands of the safari operators, who were all 
ferengis after all, and funneled directly into the 
government’s coffers.   

Soon the major operators were quite content 
to settle into areas they had been arbitrarily 
allocated in Kaffa and Illubabor provinces:  
Gambela, the Garafurda and Tepi areas, the 
headwaters of the Akobo and Gilo Rivers, 
and around the Bebeka coffee plantation area.  
Before long however, cracks began to appear in 
NTO services, and it was not long before the 
various safari operators reverted to doing their 
own recruiting and handling their hunters, 
while using NTO vehicles and equipment 
when needed.

Echoes of the discovery of white gold at 
Bebeka and the escarpment forests of southwest 
Ethiopia naturally reverberated to the various 
keen elephant hunters and safari booking 
agencies across America and Europe.  Hunters 
began to hurry to Ethiopia for an opportunity 
to hunt these splendid trophy elephant bulls.  
What happened next can be described as an 
insult to the world of ethical elephant hunting 
in Africa.  

In a very short period, 1984 to 1993, 
ten years to be exact, not only was the entire 
population of the big trophy bull elephants 
annihilated but also nearly all the elephants 
in the region were slaughtered.  This sad turn 
of events could not have happened without 
the official sanction of the general manager of 
EWCO who, in turn, was eagerly assisted by the 
professional hunters of Ethiopia!  Thus, one of 
the finest populations of trophy bull elephants 
in Africa was squandered in just a few short 
years.  This resulted in the closure, once again, 
of elephant hunting in Ethiopia.

One has to appreciate the political realities 
in Ethiopia at that time to understand how these 
events came to be.  The Marxist Dergue regime 
of Maj. Mengistu Haile Mariam replaced the 
rule of law with the threat of instant death; 
that’s how the government ruled.  Strapped 
for foreign exchange to keep up with the ever-
increasing demands of its expensive war efforts 
against their blood brothers, the Eritreans, 
one can perhaps understand the director’s 
(of Ethiopia’s wildlife department) desire to 
curry favour with the Dergue by increasing the 
foreign exchange revenues at the expense of the 
elephant population.  As for the safari operators 
and professional hunters of Ethiopia, all so very 
different from any others to be found in Africa, 
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not a single one of them ever seemed to have 
looked to the future, or thought of the obvious 
consequences of their actions.

My files show that in 1982 the annual quota 
for elephant hunting, in accordance with my 
recommendation of ten years earlier, was a total 
of six bull elephants a year.  As I mentioned 
earlier, the Ethiopian birr was fixed by the state 
bank of Ethiopia at an artificially high exchange 
rate of 2.07 birrs against one U.S. dollar.  In 
1982 an elephant license cost 3,000 birrs, and 

the hunting of elephants by resident hunters was 
not permitted.  There was also an ivory tax to be 
paid by tourist hunters at the incomprehensible 
rates shown below. 

In 1984, on the heels of the “discovery” of a 
vast population of elephant in the southwestern 
forests of Ethiopia, without prior warning the 
EWCO announced an increase in elephant 
licence fees, from 3,000 birr to U.S. $10,000, 
plus an ivory tax to be paid by tourist hunters at 
the following rates: 

Weight of Tusk Cost

Less than 15 kilograms birr 50 per kilogram

15 kilograms to 30 kilograms birr 40 per kilogram

30 kilograms to 45 kilograms birr 25 per kilogram

45 kilograms to 55 kilograms birr 50 per kilogram

55 kilograms to 65 kilograms birr 60 per kilogram

More than 65 kilograms birr 75 per kilogram

15 kilograms to 20 kilograms  U.S. $150 per kilogram

More than 20 kilograms  U.S. $100 per kilogram

 

Ethiopian wildlife officials and Ethiopian 
safari operators all told me the same thing:  These 
additional ivory taxes were specifically designed 
to encourage tourist elephant hunters to pursue 
the bulls with the biggest tusks.  Now, we all 
know that every elephant hunter always strives 
to seek out the biggest bull he can find.  That is 
what trophy hunting is all about, and for elephant 
hunters it is particularly so.  In this day and age, 
it is not all about how many elephants have been 
shot but how massive the tusks of the bulls are 
that have been taken.  And, we also know only 

too well that more small-tusk bulls are taken 
along the way to the larger trophy tuskers.   

Then, in 1984 EWCO decided quite 
arbitrarily to set the annual quota for elephants 
in Ethiopia at fifty bulls.  This “regulation” was 
never published in the Ethiopian government’s 
Negarit Gazeta, nor for that matter did it appear 
in any official Ethiopian government document.  
Translating the cost of licenses and ivory taxes 
into safari hunting language, one can calculate 
the cost of shooting a trophy bull elephant of 
varying tusk weights in U.S. dollars as follows:
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 Weight of Tusk Cost 

 Pre-1984  1985 to 1990 

50 pounds  U.S. $2,600 U.S. $12,270

60 pounds  U.S. $2,780 U.S. $12, 485

70 pounds  U.S. $2,485 U.S. $12,720

80 pounds  U.S. $2,600 U.S. $13,630

90 pounds  U.S. $2,715 U.S. $14,080

100 pounds  U.S. $3,960 U.S. $14,535

110 pounds  U.S. $4,185 U.S. $14,990

120 pounds  U.S. $4,415 U.S. $15,445

130 pounds  U.S. $5,230 U.S. $15,990

140 pounds  U.S. $5,500 U.S. $16,350

150 pounds  U.S. $6,790 U.S. $16,800

160 pounds  U.S. $7,135 U.S. $17,260

There was no doubt that the pre-1984 cost 
of an elephant license and ivory taxes were far 
too low, and the subsequent increases in both 
the license fees and ivory taxes brought the 
cost of hunting bull elephants with big ivory 
into line with Zimbabwean policy and my own 
recommendations of a decade earlier.  What had 
been blatantly ignored was my intention to restrict 
the annual quota to a relatively small number of 
trophy bulls to enhance the privilege of hunting 
one of these mighty tuskers and which would, at 
the same time, ensure the sustainability of these 
hunts well into the foreseeable future.

I have tried without success to find out from 
EWCO’s records exactly how many elephants 
tourist hunters shot in the southwest forests in the 
years 1984 to 1990.  The department must know 
how many elephant licenses were issued and the 

total weight of the ivory exported from Ethiopia in 
those few years.  But, this information is “classified.”  
In view of the department’s conduct in this entire 
episode, one cannot be too surprised at the 
reticence of the Ethiopian Wildlife Conservation 
Organization to reveal these facts.  Asking the 
safari operators of Ethiopia for assistance meets 
with the same reluctance to divulge the facts.  

I do know there are thirty-four trophy 
elephants recorded in the SCI record book as 
being shot in the four years between March 
1996 and March 1990.  I also know of at least 
as many other bulls that were shot by European 
hunters who did not register their trophy tusks.  
There were perhaps another twenty elephants 
taken in those years in Ethiopia, which were not 
registered due to the “suspect” circumstances of 
the hunt!  
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There were other bulls taken that had superb 
trophy-quality ivory, for example the 125-pounder 
taken by American hunter Thomas Becknel who 
hunted with Col. Negussie Eshete.  Then there 
is the Henning Obenaus bull that had tusks of 
89/58 pounds; that one was taken with Thomas 
Mattanovich.  A young British hunter took an 80/81 
pounder with Col. Negussie and me at Bebeka.  

On the same hunt at Bebeka his cousin had the 
misfortune to be charged at very close range by a 
phalanx of bulls, and we had no choice than to drop 
the bull that was closing on us at ten yards.  This split 
the herd, which passed at rifle muzzle end on each 
side of us.  The bull’s tusks weighed 40 pounds. 

So, we can take it as carved in granite that it 
is impossible to account for the total number of 

The tusks of the bull elephant shown here weighed almost 100 pounds each.  (Photo courtesy of Nassos Roussos)
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bulls shot during those five years of concentrated 
elephant hunting of the late 1980s.  Nevertheless, 
by taking into consideration the number of bulls 
carrying fifty-pound tusks or heavier that were 
actually recorded and sifting through the now 
fading memories of the professional hunters 
involved, we discover that at least the same 
number of sub-fifty-pound tuskers were shot.  
Then, resorting to some knowledgeable thumb-
sucking, a method widely used in wildlife 
scientific research and known as interpolation, 
we arrive at the total number of bulls shot.  I 
believe this number cannot have exceeded a 
hundred and fifty elephants, or an average of 
thirty per year.  While this is not nearly the 
total of fifty bulls per year permitted by EWCO 

at that time, I feel you must agree with me that 
thirty bulls per year is stretching the six-bull 
annual quota I had recommended back in 1975, 
to an extravagant degree!  

In the intervening years since 1990, I have 
heard some quite strange stories of shenanigans 
on those elephant hunts.  One can imagine that 
there were frequent abuses of wildlife regulations.  
From the introduction of the hunting license 
system in 1975, the validity of a nonresident’s 
tourist hunting license was for a period of one year.  
That time frame was reduced to three months, and 
today the validity of a hunting license is limited 
to the duration of a single safari.  Yet, when the 
elephant rush was on, it was widely known at 
the time that several instances of more than 

A consignment of tusks from the southwest forests of Ethiopia await shipment from a taxidermist in Addis Ababa. (Photo courtesy of 
Håkan Pohlstrand)
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one elephant license, indeed multiple elephant 
licenses, were issued to the same hunter within a 
day or two of shooting a bull.  The tourist hunter 
did not even leave the hunting camp; the safari 
operator applied for a new license with an EWCO 
licensing officer in Addis Ababa by telephone.  
The licensing officer confirmed the new license 
and license number on the telephone.

My investigations into these irregularities 
show that several Italian, Spanish, and American 
hunters, who each shot several big tuskers, 
profited by these serious wildlife regulation 
lapses.  One has to ask:  Did these tourist hunters, 
safari operators, and professional hunters have 
no shame?  And, one must also question the 
honesty and integrity of the EWCO officials in 
being a willing partner to the blatant “bending of 
the rules.”  It is safe to say that the wealth of the 
last big ivory bulls in Ethiopia was squandered 
because of the greed of all concerned.

The best example of this self-indulgent, 
wanton devastation was by an American.  This 
man proudly recorded his elephant-killing spree 
in the SCI record book.  He recorded that he 
shot two bulls with tusks weighing 71½ and 73 
pounds and 76 and 72 pounds on one single day, 1 
September 1987; he shot a bull with tusks weighing 
69½ and 73 pounds on 10 September 1987; and 
he shot another bull with tusks weighing 72½ and 
74½ pounds on 16 September 1987.  

Interestingly, his friend and hunting 
companion on that same safari took a tusker 
with tusks weighing 97 and 104 pounds in the 
same week, 15 September 1987.  These two 
hunters shared the same professional hunter.  
The story of this hunt was published in 1988 in 
the SAFARI magazine, SCI’s journal.  The story 
relates that the hunter turned down a bull with 
a mighty single tusk two days before he shot his 

trophy hundred-pounder, the fifth bull elephant 
killed on that bout of destruction. 

Perhaps the strangest story to emerge from 
that “can-of-worms” time of shameful killing was 
from a personal communication almost twenty-
five years later by an Ethiopian professional 
hunter.  That communication revealed how one 
of the hunters in the above paragraph had shot 
and wounded one of the heaviest one-tusk bull 
elephants ever seen in the southwestern forests 
of Ethiopia.  The tusk weighed 141 pounds (64 
kilos).  We know how much the tusks of this 
wounded elephant weighed because the same bull 
was killed eight days later by a German hunter, 
not far away from where it had been wounded.  
Another dogleg twist in the tale is that there is 
now some doubt whether the elephant bull had 
only the single mighty tusk or two massive tusks.  
This is what happened:

The hunter and the PH approached a small 
group of elephants at dusk in dense forest.  They 
saw the big tusker and stalked as close as possible 
to it.  The hunter took a shot, aiming for the 
elephant’s brain.  The bullet, however, did not 
reach the brain and in the ensuing melee and in 
the rapidly darkening forest, the bull made off.  
Since it was too dark to continue, the hunters 
decided to go back to their camp some distance 
away and return at dawn the next day to follow 
up the bull and finish the job.

But nothing in Ethiopia can be concluded so 
simply, without a few drops of intrigue, and so it 
was that same evening the safari operator from 
the neighboring province of Illubabor showed 
up at the camp with the game warden from that 
district.  These two contended that the location 
where the elephant had been shot and wounded 
was in Illubabor and not in Kaffa province where 
that safari operator was permitted to hunt. 
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As can well be imagined whenever fractious 
Ethiopians engage in thilik chiggr, opposing battle 
lines were quickly drawn.  Soon each side was 
throwing abuse at the other, with the hunter’s son 
threatening to engage the visiting safari operator 
in fisticuffs.  Ultimately, a physical fracas was 
averted, but the result was that the hunter who 
had wounded the elephant was not allowed to 
add a sixth bull elephant to the killing rampage 
of his September 1987 safari.

The wounded elephant meanwhile was more 
or less anchored by its debilitating injury.  The 
poor animal suffered for eight days till the next 
hunter, a German hunter, arrived in Illubabor.  
This man was hurried into the forest and the 
long-suffering bull was finally dispatched.  This 
is how we know the exact weight of the tusk.  

The name of the German hunter is not known 
as it seems he was not too impressed with the 
circumstances of his hunt.  He certainly did not 
register his trophy in any record book.

While I abhor the destruction, at the same 
time one must in all fairness applaud the prow-
ess of the professional hunter involved in this 
case.  He guided his hunter from Louisiana to a 
125-pounder and five other hunters to bulls with 
massive tusks weighing between 110 pounds and 
121 pounds.  That is, to say the least, very im-
pressive ivory!

I think it’s interesting to make a comparison 
between the wanton destruction that EWCO 
allowed to happen with that of the carefully 
managed wildlife resources in Namibia.  The 
Namibian government correctly manages elephant 

Elephants taken in Bushmanland by Kai-Uwe Denker’s Clients from 1994 to 2011

1994 71/57 lbs

1995 73/52 lbs

1996 80/64 lbs

1997 72/47 lbs

1999 101/93 lbs 83/78 lbs 67/66 lbs

2002 81/77 lbs 73/72 lbs 72/66 lbs

2003 87/84 lbs 74/61 lbs 71/69 lbs  69/60 lbs

2004 115/17 lbs 82/78 lbs 76/72 lbs  76/72 lbs

2005 79/70 lbs  78 /78 lbs 73/69 lbs 69/60 lbs

2006 93/66 lbs  73/76 lbs 72/70 lbs

2007 79/79 lbs  79/61 lbs  74/71 lbs

2008 89/83 lbs  80/69 lbs  73/71  lbs

2009 81/74 lbs 81/69 lbs

2010 105/101 lbs 90/65 lbs 84/83 lbs 81/79 lbs 71/61 lbs

2011 78/74 lbs 
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hunting today in its vast sand-veld known as 
Bushmanland in northeastern Namibia.  Its strict 
annual quotas for that area have ensured that 
trophy quality has been sustained over the past 
two decades.  Obviously, greed does not feature in 
the minds of the Namibian wildlife department.  
Add professional hunters of the calibre of Kai-
Uwe Denker, and it is likely that the hunting of 
old trophy elephant bulls will continue into the 
next two decades as well.  The list above gives the 
recently published, officially weighed ivory that was 
registered with the Namibia wildlife department 
for those elephant bulls shot by hunters guided 
only by Kai-Uwe Denker.  We are grateful to him 
for permission to use these data.

A closer examination of these ivory weights 
taken in Namibia’s Bushmanland reveals they 
cannot in any way compare with the big ivory taken 
in Kenya, Tanganyika, Uganda, Mozambique, 
Angola, southern Sudan, the Central African 
Republic, and the southwest forests of Ethiopia 
in the nineteenth century.  Nevertheless, the 
average tusk weight is over seventy-five pounds, 

which is impressive in this age of elephant 
hunting in Africa, but of more significance is the 
fact that these ancient bulls are still out there 
in Namibia’s Bushmanland conservancies and 
will still be available for hunting ten to twenty 
years from today. These statistics should provide 
reason enough to protect the precious giant bulls 
of Africa from extinction.  Had the Ethiopian 
Wildlife Conservation Organization shown the 
same restraint, there would still be hundred-
pounders roaming the southwest forests of 
Ethiopia today.

The hunting of elephants was closed in 
Ethiopia in 1993.  For Elise and me, the ending 
of elephant hunting as a result of bad EWCO 
management and corruption was tragic.  But 
then in Ethiopia, greed is accepted as being a 
comfortable vice, and whilst we would have loved 
to stay on in Ethiopia, we were never comfortable 
with the level of corruption in everyday life.  
Consequently, we did not linger in Ethiopia 
when we were told by Mengistu’s Dergue to quit 
the country. 


