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Peter Hathaway Capstick first earned a name as an outdoor writer in the pages of such
magazines as Guns & Ammo, Petersen’s Hunting, The American Hunter, and Outdoor Life. In
Last Horizons, the first of a two-volume collection of his hunting, fishing, and shooting tales,
Capstick shares twenty-four stories of his keen eye and steady hand with rifle, shotgun, bow,
and typewriter.The critically acclaimed successor to Hemingway and Robert Ruark repeatedly
put himself in harm’s way to write about close scrapes with his trademark wit and dash. He tells
what it’s like to be in the path of an express train with Horns—the Cape buffalo; describes the
heart-stopping sensation of sharing the immediate bush with several sickle-clawed lions that
most certainly were prone to argue; and recounts his adventures bow-fishing for exotic species
in the piranha-filled rivers of Brazil.Featuring finely rendered drawings by famous wildlife artist
Dino Paravano, Capstick’s experiences on five continents, painfully gained—and almost lost—
with the most dangerous of game, are the yardsticks against which most modern exotic and
hunting adventures are gauged.“No one since Hemingway (with the possible exception of
Ruark) has written on these subjects with such literary gusto.”—Kirkus Reviews
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PageFOREWORDAfter nearly fifty years as a full-time professional small boy, and twenty years
writing about it, nobody is more astonished to have gotten away with such shenanigans than I.
Fortunately, the human love of adventure and danger, even in vicarious forms, made good my
escape from the bondage of business when I was in my earlyish twenties. Which brings up an
interesting observation: Most people seemed to think that I had done a very brave thing indeed
to have tossed my order book into my Wall Street-issue walnut wastebasket, cleared my desk
and life, and hied off for an extended binge of derring-do from Iceland to Patagonia, Brazil to
central Africa. I believe just the opposite: They were the more gallant to have stayed home and to
have faced their common enough fate of quiet desperation.I have not the slightest doubt that the
rest of the kids born in 1940 had the same dreams of elephants, poison darts, and sharks that I
did. But to make a career of such stuff became ever more impractical with every birthday.
Eventually, after schooling, we all fell into the same trap, being forced to forge a career from the
bottom. Soon came a wife, kids, and a mortgage, and our dreams of a double-terai hat and a
Land Rover mutated into hopes of a tennis visor and a sports car. I suppose I was just desperate
enough to break out, whatever the cost, and it was not light.For my money, a life of travel and
adventure has always been a soft option compared to even my fairly successful though brief



tenure on Wall Street as a stockbroker and investment banker. Adventure, I think, has always
been a selfish business. Some who choose it may outwardly think that it may be of some benefit
to the world at large, but this is not their real motive. They do it because they want to. It’s their
bag, or at least it was mine.So, essentially, it’s a far more courageous thing to swallow one’s
dreams and stay at home with the responsibilities that entails. In my case, catching the 7:04 out
of South Orange, taking the subway or ferry to Manhattan, being chained to the ticker tape five
days a week, only to have perhaps one day afield over the weekends, was pitiable compared to
my life as a professional hunter, rising at 4:00 A.M., working in the bush until dark, and then
being host to clients until the smallish hours. I was at least in a far more natural state than any
New York stockbroker, equipped by The Deity and a couple of good rifle makers to cope with
and love the kinds of difficulties I was cut out to meet. Danger? Of course. Seven broken
vertebrae, dozens of broken ribs, cut tendons, burns, tick fever, dysentery, bush sores, and
plenty of close ones with things that bite. But I couldn’t swear I might not have come off worse in
New York at the hands of a taxicab, an enthusiastic pack of muggers on the subway, or a fatal
fender bender when I commuted by car. Anyway, if Wall Street didn’t get me, the IRS or ulcers
would have. In any case, it wouldn’t have been as much fun. The ivory is very poor in
Manhattan.All in all, I found people’s perceptions of my Great Escape from Accepted Sanity
interesting and amusing.There were the Cautious, who said, “This is an extraordinarily foolish
thing to do. What about your career?” There were the Sage, who said, “This is an extraordinarily
foolish thing to do, but at least you’ll know better next time.” The Romantics pronounced it a
marvelous idea on the basis that if everybody did this sort of thing, we wouldn’t need the UN or a
standing army. There were the Envious, who thanked God they weren’t coming, and the
Ambidextrous, who swore with varying degrees of insincerity that they would give anything to
come with me. There were the Proper, who asked if I knew any of the chaps at the Ethiopian
Embassy, and there were the Practical, who assured me that my choice of calibers was all
wrong. The Apprehensive asked me if I had made my will. And there were Those Who Had Done
a Certain Amount of That Sort of Thing in Their Time, You Know, who shared elaborate
strategems for outwitting man-eating ants, while advising that crocodile tail, sautéed python, and
cane rats all made excellent eating; they tasted rather like chicken.One elderly lady, a family
friend, on learning of my plans, asked me to try to find her great-nephew who had disappeared
in the Congo ten years earlier. I couldn’t miss him, she explained, as he looked just like Lord
Mountbatten as a younger man. I wrote back, promising to keep a sharp eye out.One might
reasonably conclude that anybody who uses “death” and “last” in so many book titles must be
something of a terminal personality. Maybe, but it seems to me that the titles go with the text.
Interested psychoanalysts may reach me through the publisher. In any case, these last horizons
stretch over twenty years and some eighteen countries of hunting, fishing, and general exploits,
tales that originally appeared in magazines and that I have not incorporated into any of my
previous books. None has seen the dignity of hardcover, but this collection in two volumes is the
same sort of material that formed the spinal column of such earlier books as Death in the Long



Grass, much of it predating the publication of that book in 1978. You may find the rare parallel
reference to an incident or anecdote in a previous work of mine, but the approach has been from
a different angle in this collection.During my infrequent book-signing sessions in America, apart
from the mail I receive, I am often asked how in heavens I started writing. To save us both a long
story in the future, let me encapsulate the chronicle of my most unlikely career.You will see some
references to Winchester, as in firearms and ammunition, in these pieces. After I left Wall Street,
I did a longish stint in Central and South America as a professional hunter before returning to
New York, where I started a travel agency by the name of Sportsmen International, Inc., in the
Squibb Building at 57th Street and Fifth Avenue. That was early in 1965. As president of the
agency, I spent a great deal of time checking out safari and fishing arrangements on a nearly
worldwide basis. In 1967 I sold the firm to Winchester, a division of Olin Mathiessen, and did the
same job for them. After a year and a bit, I came to the realization that once all our
representations had been investigated, I would be back behind a desk in New York again. I
resigned and went back to Ethiopia, but found it impossible to operate effectively with their
system of graft and my lack of Amharic. From there, it was on to Zambia after a very brief return
to the States. Just before I left, I wrote my first article, the first in this collection, for the now-
defunct Saga magazine. Following Zambia, I also held professional licenses in Botswana and
the old Rhodesia, which greatly added to my stock-in-trade. I have now surrendered to the lure
of Africa and live there full time.While I was with Winchester, we developed a slide presentation
that we showed at a very swish press conference. It included my tarpon fishing and shark
harpooning in Nicaragua. In the audience was Martin Singer, editor of Saga. He asked me to
write an article on shark-sticking, and with some reticence, I did. It drew a lot of good mail and
Singer asked me to do other work. This continued until Marty left, and I proceeded to offer my
work to the Petersen magazines, which included Guns & Ammo and Petersen’s Hunting. George
Martin, who was then with Petersen, left to join the National Rifle Association of America, and I
began to write for both publishers. Later I wrote features for Outdoor Life, where I had my own
column, “Ivory, Apes and Peacocks.”Of course, my interests extend well beyond simple hunting
and the behavior of dangerous game to include practical ballistics, rifle and shotgun techniques,
and exotic areas, as well as what some people might call whimsy. I guess that, having spent so
much time as a professional small boy, I felt I had an investment that would be wasted if I didn’t
write about it. As you will gather, I am especially a madman for fishing and BB guns.It wasn’t until
1975, when I was on safari with the great Colonel Charles Askins, now retired from deadlines,
that he persuaded me to do a book. It ended up as Death in the Long Grass. It’s a curious thing
about Long Grass that, after I had written it, I couldn’t give it away. I haunted New York by letter
and in person, but the usual answer from unknowledgeable editors weaned on the Disneyisms
of American network television was, “What we don’t need is another goddam book on how to kill
animals.” Well, Les Pockell, who was at that time an editor at St. Martin’s Press, had a bit more
perception and put his tail on the line for my first book. It has turned out to be just about the best-
selling African hunting book in decades, a fact that still astonishes and delights me.The six



books that have followed Long Grass have all been successful, and this two-volume perusal of
Last Horizons will make it nine. This pair of works might never have seen light had my wife,
Fiona, not realized, when assembling my old manuscripts, that there was more than enough
magazine material for Last Horizons.In reading these chapters, bear in mind that I have not
arranged them chronologically, but have merely grouped them roughly by category. You will also
see a lot of old prices and addresses that should not be taken as modern information. I decided
to leave them in through a frustrated sense of history.Oh, incidentally, if the name of my wife
doesn’t match my more recent books, be advised that I have been under new management
since 1982.So, here you have it. I give you a cross-section of Peter Capstick, something my
creditors have been trying to accomplish for years. That this, my latest work, is to appear in two
volumes is a matter of publishing common sense. If the articles were gathered in a single
volume, they’d have to be sold by the pound.In any case, I have tried my best to include
something to offend everybody. I suspect I have succeeded.PETER HATHAWAY CAPSTICK20
April 1988INTRODUCTIONAn editor/publisher writing the introduction for a book by Peter
Hathaway Capstick is tantamount to driving a go-cart as pace car for the Indy 500. As Peter
says, them what can write, does, and them what can’t, edits. Nevertheless, I’ll do my lap and get
the hell out of the way.It is said that Peter Capstick “exploded” on the scene with publication of
his phenomenally successful first book, Death in the Long Grass, in 1978. The implication is one
of instant stardom. Not so. Peter learned his trade, polished his skills, and paid his dues with
submissions to a wide range of magazine publishers. His first offering to the Petersen Publishing
Company came across my desk at Guns & Ammo magazine in the early 1970s. Since then, his
byline has appeared in the major magazines devoted to hunting, shooting, fishing, and
adventure. These pieces, collected here, contain some of his most hair-raising stories and
pungent prose.Not satisfied with dominating the African book and magazine scene, in 1986
Capstick went video with his African Hunting Series of three tapes that won the Television Movie
Award for Best Nature/Wildlife Production that year. The fourth tape in the series won the 1987
TV Gold Medal Award for Conservation and Wildlife.An added attraction is the Capstick
Collector’s Library. This pigskin-and-silk-bound, gilt-edged, gold-embossed, numbered and
signed collection of his nine famous works is aimed at the hunting/shooting bibliophile who
admires his reading delivered in an elegant wrap.What is it that makes the offerings of this man
so popular? Certainly, it is no one thing. If I were smart enough to identify and list the factors one
by one, I’d be too busy running the world to care. There are, however, two obvious cornerstones
in the foundation of his readability. First is Peter’s intimate firsthand knowledge of nearly all
aspects of his chosen subjects. Furthermore, he is a research bug. His personal library, which
stirs monumental envy in my heart, is nearly of university quality and scope. The very successful
Peter Capstick Library consists of reprints of first-edition African hunting classics found in his
library. The result is gripping, slashing, first-person recountings that energize the psyche and are
sustained by scientific and/or historical fact.Peter Capstick’s popularity also stems from his
talent as a storyteller. All writers tell a story in one fashion or another. But Peter is a diviner of



tales and imagery. I once advised an aspiring young writer who had proved a pleasant enough
conversationalist to simply “write like you talk.” Big mistake! Capstick, on the other hand, is one
of those gifted authors whose prose and conversation are equally stimulating. His professional
blessings are compounded with the facility for writing magazine-length articles that establish an
atmosphere of one-on-one anecdote-spinning while sitting around a crackling campfire with a
sundowner in hand. Having had the double good fortune to read almost everything Capstick has
written in the comfort of my easy chair and to have shared good talk plus the night sounds
issuing from the flickeringly illuminated edges of several safari campfires with him, I am
constantly impressed with the essence of similarity his genius for wordsmithing is able to
summon from the printed page or from across a bed of dying coals.Capstick’s range of interests
and expertise can be showcased no better than with the selection of articles included in this, the
first volume of what amounts to the Best of Capstick. At the very beginning of his career, Peter
specialized in fishing stories. “Harpooning Freshwater Sharks” appeared in the September 1969
issue of Saga magazine. That interest remains today, as he maintains a huge aquarium filled
with a unique collection of things ichthyic in his home in Africa.“Bowfishing Brazil’s Hidden
Heartland” appeared in Bow and Arrow’s February 1972 issue. Though more comfortable with
his trusted .375 H&H, Peter shows that he is also proficient with string and shaft.“Mamba Means
Death” appeared in American Hunter in September 1979 and produced more reader mail than
any other story ever run in this National Rifle Association of America magazine. I suppose there
is a corollary here … something about a snake in the grass … but I’ll resist the temptation to
draw it.In addition to Capstick’s standard fare, if there is such a thing, on rifles large and small
and animals to match, there follow chapters devoted to shotguns, air guns, spears, and even a
witch doctor’s bones.I’ll take the opportunity to address my last comment directly to Peter, and I
urge readers to follow the lead: Hey, Capstick, I know your books and movies take time, but you
are past deadline on those new magazine articles you owe me!George MartinWashington,
D.C.May 1988HARPOONING FRESHWATER SHARKSSAGA—SEPTEMBER 1969AUTHOR’S
INTRODUCTIONIn the mid-sixties, Nicaragua was, well, just Nicaragua, a remote Central
American banana republic that everybody had heard of but nobody could quite place. My old
passports show that I visited the San Juan River area twenty-two times in about five years, and
my memories today just meld into one great adventure of giant tarpon on the fly rod, snook by
the shoals, and iguana-shooting for the pot. There were no telephones, no worries, and no
guerrilla wars on that border with northern Costa Rica. Although the tarpon fishing was so
fabulous that it was not unusual to jump at least a hundred-odd silver kings in a day’s fishing, it
became like a diet of pure caviar: delicious and rare, but almost tiresome in the end, as you
knew that just about every time you cast a long, saddle-hackled offering, something with a
mouth like a bailing bucket would try to eat it. If the first one missed, another would grab it. It was
at this point that I got involved with the sharks, often completely ignoring the fly-fishing in favor of
the long iron.In those days, when Nicaragua simply lay in the sun, improving its tan, and growing
plantains, the locals considered the idea of harpooning sharks some weird form of northern



madness. Perhaps that made it even more interesting. Anyway, we did it, and it developed into
an activity of sufficient insanity to attract ABC Television’s “The American Sportsman,” featuring
Jack Nicklaus. To observe that the exercise didn’t work out would be rather like concluding that
the Titanic didn’t make it to full expectations.I doubt you could get to the San Juan today at all,
but back then we had to hire the Nicaraguan Air Force to fly us in to the head of the river where
we took dugouts downstream. On one of these jaunts, the lieutenant piloting me to San Carlos
overshot the rough runway at deep dusk and tore off both wings of the single-engined Cessna
between two palm trees. Soaked with aviation gas, we both crawled from the wreckage without
too much personal damage. That the plane did not burn is why you are now reading
this.Incidentally, it seems that the conclusions I reached twenty years ago, based as they were
on the best ichthyological data available concerning the migratory habits of bull sharks, may
have been erroneous. It would seem that Carcharhinus leucas does trade back and forth
between fresh and salt water. I am still convinced, however, that although this may well be the
case with some individual sharks, many are permanent residents of Lake Nicaragua and of the
San Juan River. Perhaps time and further research on the species, certainly the biggest killer
near South African river mouths, will shed more light on the unusual habits of these
sharks.José’s mahogany knuckles tightened and showed white as the long anchor line came
taut. In a practiced motion, the fishing-safari guide deftly dropped a loop over the bow post and
the heavy dugout swung to a halt.We were anchored in “the pool,” as the natives know it, where
Nicaragua’s San Juan River byways merge to form a dread outpost for the voracious freshwater
shark. In the vicinity, at the moment, about thirty big, slate-colored dorsal fins cut the
surface.Upstream from us, beyond a shallow stretch, the water became deep again and was
flecked with a patchwork of bright jungle sunshine that filtered through the treetops overhanging
the bank. Antenna-tailed parrots and colorful dragonflies darted about overhead like spectators
to the coming encounter. The heavy air was oppressive and ominous.As we watched, every few
minutes a big shark or two would splash across the shallow water and slide into the deep-water
hunting grounds upstream.Nicaragua is one of the strangest geological areas on earth. It has
two major lakes (both densely populated by killer sharks) and a string of twenty-three volcanoes
that run down the western side of the country, many of which are still active. In 1835, one of
these, Coseguina, blew its top with a roar heard in Bogota, Colombia, 1,100 miles away. Pieces
of the cone landed as far as 150 miles out to sea. The capital city of Managua was itself leveled
by an earthquake in 1931, with a terrible loss of life.But the history of life and death in the area
seemed much more remote, at that moment, than the possibility of a personal disaster.
Watching Jose study the menacing fins, one sensed that he knew the ferocity of the beasts
beneath the surface of the chocolate-colored water better than an ordinary fisherman. Needless
to say, I was pleased to have him along.At last, turning his attention to the twelve feet of
hardwood lying along the gunwale, he asked, “Listo, Patrón?” (“Are you ready?”) I glanced at the
heavy harpoon, the hand-forged point glinting from its fresh honing. The silky, white nylon sash
cord was securely wired to the ring welded below the steel barbs. It ran along the shaft to the



slipknot six feet up the green wood, and trailed off to a neat coil in the dugout’s bow. The rig was
ready. “Listo,” I said, wondering if this was quite as good an idea as it had seemed an hour ago.
José mumbled something in Spanish about his spiritual future, crossed himself, and swung the
bloody sack over the side into the murky water …My first exposure to Nicaragua’s dread
freshwater sharks came over a very dry martini. I was lunching with Alfredo Bequillard, Jr., the
owner of Tarpon Camp, a famous hot spot on the San Juan River, Lake Nicaragua’s only
connection with the men at sea. I had been sent to Nicaragua by Winchester Adventures, Inc., a
subsidiary of the well-known arms manufacturers, to check out the fantastic tarpon fishing on the
San Juan. Winchester represents a string of top-notch outfits like Alfredo’s around the world,
each personally inspected by their staffers before receiving their seal of approval.Al told me that
only three weeks before, a young boy had taken a dive into the river at San Carlos, a small
village located at the mouth of the river where it flows from Lake Nicaragua to the Caribbean,
some 130 miles away. The boy surfaced and immediately was dragged shrieking beneath the
surface by a large shark. No part of the boy was ever found, Al told me. One day in 1944, three
persons were attacked by a single shark near Granada, a good-sized city on the shores of the
lake. Two were killed and one badly mauled. My own guide, Jose, told me that his uncle had
been killed by a river shark in 1960, just below the location of the present camp. He had fallen
overboard and what was recovered of the shredded torso indicated that more than one man-
eater was on the prowl that afternoon. When I arrived on the river, a few days later, I was told of
eight other definite shark attacks that had had fatal consequences. I spoke with one old man
who had been grabbed by the foot in very shallow water by a four-footer. Two toes were missing
and infection had set in. He had pried the shark loose with his hands.Nicaraguans who live along
the river say that at least one person each year is taken by the sharks, sometimes four or five. In
the village of Castillo, about halfway between giant Lake Nicaragua and the sea, there was one
very big shark that hung out at the base of a set of small rapids. This monster had terrorized
fishermen for a three-month period, ramming light dugouts and seizing paddles in his huge jaws.
He would attack anything that entered his territory. The river people knew it was always the same
shark from his extreme size and the definite yellow cast of his hide. Finally harpooned and shot,
he was over twelve feet in length.No one has ever been able to completely unravel the riddle of
the freshwater shark. Probably the most logical theory as to how a saltwater animal came to
survive and prosper in fresh water is that Lake Nicaragua was once a large saltwater bay. During
one of the cataclysmic upheavals of the earth common to this region, a land bridge was raised,
cutting off the bay from the sea, forming the lake. In it were, of course, all the species of fish
normally found in the saltwater Central American zone. As the ages passed, the water became
less and less salty through dilution by heavy rainfall, and most of the ocean species died.
However, the cub shark, also known as the ground or bull shark, did adapt and exists today as
the freshwater variant called the Lake Nicaragua shark (Carcharhinus nicaraguensis). The U.S.
Navy “Shark Danger” ratings list the Lake Nicaragua shark on a par with the feared tiger shark,
giving a rating of 2 +.There are many other species in the lake and the San Juan River that are



common to both fresh and salt water, namely the snook, tarpon and sawfish. These species are,
however, anadromous, meaning that, like the shad and salmon, they will run into fresh water as
a matter of normal course.The Lake Nicaragua shark is considered to be the only true
freshwater shark, but the habit of other species of shark to enter fresh water is not as rare an
occurrence as it might at first seem. There is an Indian variety, the Ganges shark, that kills an
average of twenty bathers a year in that holy river. In 1959, during a two-month period, thirty-five
persons were mauled or killed in the Devi River by this shark.Sharks have been reported up
rivers in such far-flung places as Thailand, Malaya, New Zealand, South Africa, Mozambique,
Peru, Guatemala, Australia, Japan, and Fiji. A British military ambulance driver was one of
twenty-seven people both mauled and killed in the Karun River of Iran during an eight-year
period in the 1940s. A seven-hundred pounder was even found on the beach of Marlboro, New
York, fifty miles up the Hudson River, after what was probably a collision with a steamboat in
1926. Eight years later, New York City police flashed a shark alert along the Hudson as far north
as Poughkeepsie. A shark had been sighted off the West 42nd Street pier, six blocks from Times
Square.These cases, however, are clearly of sharks that have come from the sea into fresh
water and then returned to the sea. The Lake Nicaragua shark is born, lives, and dies completely
in fresh water, quite unlike all other species. Natives of the river claim that there are, in fact, two
varieties of killers haunting their waters, the reddish-bellied tintorero and the white-bellied
visitante, which they believe does run in from the sea. I think this theory is false. Many of the
sharks I have harpooned over several trips to the San Juan would roll upon feeling the steel,
clearly showing their snow-white bellies. But, after a long fight against the line, they had pink or
red bellies upon being dispatched. It seems to me that the exertion of the fight would break the
small blood vessels under the skin, and the blood could be seen through the white skin. Also, if
some did run in from the sea, why did they only run up the San Juan? There are many rivers
along Central America’s east coast, yet only the San Juan and Lake Nicaragua hold these
killers.Alfredo’s camp turned out to be an absolute paradise for tarpon. The run of these silver
kings (many well over one hundred pounds) between January and June is simply fantastic. But
after three days of even this great fishing, I still couldn’t get the sharks off my mind. We had
caught two on handlines off the camp’s dock, and I was amazed to see them clear the water in
high, twisting leaps. We had also witnessed their speed and ferocious power as they attacked
hooked tarpon we were fighting. They would slash in, either alone or in packs, surrounding the
big tarpon. A sudden charge, and they would rip thirty-pound chunks of flesh from the fear-mad
tarpon. We would cut the line, but it was always too late as they would glide away in a cloud of
spreading blood. It made me sick to see these great gamesters butchered like that. Then Jose
asked whether I was willing to try the pool. Maybe the heat was getting to me, but I said yes.José
hauled the anchor and we went off to the village of Castillo to barter some .22-caliber cartridges
for three of the big harpoon heads. We cut a twelve-foot sapling and shaped the thick end of it to
fit the skirtlike base of the steel, much the way a hoe head fits its shaft. On the way back to the
pool, we stopped and bought the entrails of a cow that had been slaughtered that morning. José



put the reeking mess into a burlap sack and tied a short length of rope around the neck. I broke
out the long nylon handline and two hundred feet of sash cord, checked the .357 Magnum at my
belt and we were in business … .A cloud of red blossomed from the bag Jose had swung over
the side, and the blood surged downstream into the pool. Thirty seconds went by. Then we saw
it. It started with a small V on the dark surface, rising slowly until a foot and a half of the fin
gleamed like wet lead above the long, tapered shape. It cut the water like a tiny sailboat tacking
as the huge shark cast its ten-foot length back and forth like a pointer trying to locate a running
quail. Other dorsals appeared as the bag of bloody cattle entrails seeped its invitation into the
current. I slipped the leather glove over my left hand and raised the harpoon as the shark moved
out of the pool and headed directly for us, the long upper lobe of the tail waving above the
shallow water.It glided closer to the dugout, the half-open mouth agleam with snaggled teeth, its
cat’s eyes reflecting dully as it paused in a patch of sunshine ten feet away. A gentle thrust of the
big tail brought it nearer. At five feet, I threw with every ounce of strength I had, hearing the thug
as the steel tore through gristle and muscle. For a fraction of a second, nothing happened. Then
it charged. It hit the side of the dugout while I was still off balance from the thrust. The long
harpoon shaft, jutting from the top of its head, flashed by my face as I felt myself teetering over
the enraged shark.My stomach flipped as I felt myself start to fall over the side. The shark,
harpoon-head jutting from its skull, lay four feet away, watching me, wounded but waiting like a
striking bushmaster. Jose’s hand flashed out and grabbed my belt, jerking me backward into the
bottom of the dugout. We almost swamped the light craft, but somehow we didn’t go over. I felt
as if I’d been quite literally snatched from the jaws of fate.The shark reacted by turning and
tearing off downstream, the harpoon line melting from the coil of rope in the bow. I grabbed the
nylon with my gloved hand and tried to slow down its escape. I might as well have tried to snub a
falling safe. There was simply no holding it. The balsa-wood float tied to the end of the line
whipped off the bow, and skittered across the surface like a terrified, giant waterbug. José
hoisted the anchor and we followed, catching up with the float a half-mile away in quiet, deep
water. I plucked the float from the water and felt the throbbing power at the end of the line again.
Slowly, I worked it in, only to have it take off again, the line ripping through my fingers. Finally,
after almost an hour, we worked it close enough to put four .357-caliber tranquilizers through the
Y-shaped brain. That quieted it down quite a bit.I slipped the big gaff into the killer’s gill slits and
we tried to haul it aboard. It was useless. It must have weighed over four hundred pounds. I
wasn’t so hot to share the accommodations, anyway. It took another hour to haul it upstream
against the current to our camp, but we were anxious for a look at what the bulging stomach
might contain.It took most of the staff at Tarpon Camp to drag the big shark up onto the shore
where Jose let out the sawdust with a butcher knife. José was a man who enjoyed his work. We
took a look into the four-foot incision and got quite a surprise. There, each wrapped in its own
little membrane bag, were six very alive pups, thrashing and snapping. I unzipped one water-
filled bag and grabbed Junior by the tail. As if he had done it every morning of his life, he
whipped around and buried a very efficient set of teeth in the edge of my arm. It hurt like the devil



as the blood flowed down my wrist, the teeth digging deeper with each jerk of the thrashing,
three-pound body. All present, of course, thought this was uproariously funny and it took a few
very select phrases in my back-alley Spanish to get somebody to stop rolling around on the
ground and cut the infant’s jaw hinges. I headed for the bar with ten yards of permanganate-
stained gauze trailing from my martini hand. The therapeutic qualities of alcohol had always
been extolled by several of my fishing friends, and I am pleased to report that I was back on the
river late the next morning, hardly noticing the pain in my hand for the throbbing in my
temples.We killed six sharks the next day at the cost of only three broken and lost harpoons,
assorted bruises and rope burns, and about ten years off my life. On the other hand, I picked up
four new words for my Spanish vocabulary. I am sure they will do for almost any sort of
emergency.Strangely, all the sharks we killed were females, and all were pregnant. In most
cases, birth would have occurred within hours or, at the most, days. Apparently they were using
the deep, quiet waters of the pool as a nursery. The stomach of each shark was empty except for
double handfuls of tarpon vertebrae. The locals were pleased with the pups, which they claimed
made the very best seviche, raw marinated fish soaked in lime juice overnight. I tried some of the
steaks cut from the adults and found them delicious. The meat was tender and flaky, the flavor
delicate. But, as I ate it, I wondered how the talk might have gone around the dinner table at the
bottom of that pool if Jose hadn’t grabbed me.DEATH IN SIDAMOPETERSEN’S HUNTING–
MAY 1979AUTHOR’S INTRODUCTIONEthiopia, much like Nicaragua, ain’t what it used to be.
It’s the same problem of Marxist incursion that has so altered life there that the country I knew
really was a last horizon.There is still safari hunting in Ethiopia, but I think things have a very
different flavor than they did under the management of the late Emperor Haile Selassie. In the
time I spent there, I came to understand that the old Abyssinia was always unique when
compared with the rest of East Africa, such as Kenya and Tanzania. It had had home rule for
some 3,500 years and was far more dangerous than the usual safari areas to the south because
of the great shifta or bandit activity along the borders with Somalia, Kenya, and Sudan. It was
along this southern Ethiopian border area where I hunted.This chapter is taken from my first
experiences in Sidamo Province, and, at the risk of sounding too Indiana Jones-ish, I think that
the three of us involved were lucky to have gotten home at all.Christian Pollet sat close to the
dying thornwood fire with the shotgun cradled in his arms. He had been thinking about the
cigarette for a long time now, forcing the thirst from his tired brain with the imagined aroma of the
single smoke left in the tattered, sweat-stained blue pack. If he thought hard enough about how
the smoke would slide, strong and smooth, into his lungs on the first drag, he found that he didn’t
notice quite so much the thin, icy wind that razored through his flimsy cotton bush jacket, or the
chill from the ancient sands that penetrated into his desert boots and bones like winter swamp
water. He placed the butt between his cracked lips and let it hang there unlit. He knew he
wouldn’t light it—it would only increase the torture of his thirst.As I lay on the other side of the fire
watching him, he pressed the action-release button of the pump gun and slid back the action an
inch. The brass base of a red plastic shell—an ounce and a quarter of 71/2s—gleamed gold



against the blued steel of the Winchester Model 12.“Well,” I whispered, “we’re in great shape to
hold the fort against a couple of marauding quail, but I wouldn’t want to tangle with anything
much bigger with these popguns.”Pollet wrinkled his face. He jerked his head toward the little
Model 70 .270 Winchester propped near him. “Yes,” he answered in his Gallic accent, “I know
what you mean. Want another piece of last week’s warthog?”“No thanks, too dry,” I said.
Besides, the piece of pig hanging nearby was reaching a state of advanced aroma. “When shall
we drink the beer?”Chris picked up the precious can and glanced at the label. It was written in
the strange symbols of Amharic, the prevalent language of Ethiopia. “The Champagne of
Panther Pee,” he translated freely. “Not for Internal Consumption.”“Don’t make me laugh with
these cracked lips, chum,” I told him. “Here we are in the lap of primitive luxury, free from all the
complications of the civilized world, our blessings replete—nay, bounteous—with a cigarette and
a can of beer, not to mention the finest aged warthog ham in Sidamo Province. You know what
warthog sells for in New York? I don’t either, but it must be plenty. Appreciation, that’s your
problem. No appreciation for the simple, lusty life. Fresh air and exercise. Look at all the weight
you’re losing!”Pollet folded his hands under his chin. “Do you suppose I could have it copyrighted
as Dr. Pollet’s Diet? You know, no water and all the warthog you can eat?”“I doubt it,” I told him.
“With Cleveland Amory lurking out there somewhere, there’s bound to be a Save the Warthog
Federation.”He nodded glumly and stared past me into the world of bush-twisted blackness
beyond the campfire’s glow. I noticed that his expression had changed, his eyes narrow and his
head cocked. “Did you hear that, Peter?”“Hear what?” After even a moderate lifetime of muzzle
blasts without proper protection, I have the hearing of a fireplug.“Dunno. Listen.”As I strained, a
sound came softly from the darkness, the light swish and crack of dry bush seeming to emanate
from fifty yards downwind. I felt the same stirring in the pit of my empty stomach that a
Neanderthal must have experienced at the scratch of powerful claws at the entrance of his cave.
I suspect you know the sensation. It is called advanced apprehension.“What the hell is it?” I
whispered.Pollet’s jaw muscles drew up into round walnuts as he stared me in the eye.
“Elephant,” he said flatly. “Wake up, Karl.”I nudged the Swiss professional hunter who came
instantly awake with a questioning look on his rugged face. He, too, listened as Chris pointed
wordlessly and the sound moved closer, then stopped. “With this wind he sure as hell knows
we’re here, but he doesn’t seem to be moving off. May be a lone bull with a toothache or
something.”A screech like a speeding train with locked brakes made me jump involuntarily a foot
off the ground. “Oh-oh,” Pollet moaned. “We got trouble, boys.” He grabbed the .270 and slapped
the shotgun into my hands.“Chris, don’t belt him with that peashooter!” yelled Karl. “That little
bullet doesn’t have a chance of stopping him!”“Stop him?” Chris shouted. “I won’t even be able
to see him until he’s in the firelight! Get on the far side of the fire, and if he charges, Peter and I
will run left, you right, cutting the wind. Maybe we can dodge him. If worse comes to worst, meet
back here at dawn.”I ran over to the far side of the clearing as the crashing of bushes grew
closer. I had never even seen a wild African elephant, and it was beginning to look like my first
close-up might be my last. The big—at least he surely sounded big—bull was cutting loose a



charming series of burbles, gurgles, and roars so loud I could feel the vibrations in my chest. I
was frankly frightened motherless, afraid to run and afraid not to.Karl began to shout some very
nasty things and clap his hands. The elephant couldn’t be more than fifteen yards away now, just
starting to loom as a mountainous shadow. He howled for me to fire the shotgun over its head,
and I pumped off two quick rounds. There was instant silence. The bull had stopped. Then he
began to blow low, foghorn notes, almost a mutter of confusion. Maybe he had changed his
mind about whipping up a batch of people-burger. I most definitely hoped so.I could hardly hear
Karl whispering to me over the thump-crashing of my heart, now wedged just behind my second
molars. He was telling me that the bull was moving off but would probably be back. I heard the
sounds receding until they stopped forty or fifty yards away. I looked over at the small, metallic
sounds Chris was making with the Winchester and came to the immediate conclusion that he
had lost his mind. He was unloading the rifle!“What the hell?” I asked him incredulously. “Have
you gone off the deep end? That’s an elephant over there that’s trying to eat us or whatever!
What we don’t need is an empty rifle!” He looked at me and continued ejecting the 150-grain soft
points.“Nope. If you can keep that thing off my neck for five minutes or so, I may be able to rig
something to stop him.”“Look,” said Karl patiently, “you just can’t run around shooting elephants
with .270 soft points. It tends to make them very angry. It will make this one especially angry
because he’s already in a very poor frame of mind. I say the best bet would be to try to blind him
with the shotgun, run crosswind, and hope for the best.”“Tell you what, Karl,” said I, offering him
the shotgun, “If he comes again, you take him and I’ll go look for another. Okay?”Chris ignored
us, fiddling with a cartridge and digging around in his pockets. I turned to face the blackness
where the elephant was now probably deciding whether or not to make our little group a
foursome. As the seconds ticked by, I wondered vaguely to myself what in the world I was doing
here, freezing, dying of thirst, and about to be stomped into furry pink Jell-O in a land that was
already hoary with history before King Solomon and his Merry Band pried their first diamond
from her rugged surface … .Chris and I shared bachelor digs in New York back in the sixties and
worked together for the safari division of one of the big arms companies. Chris had spent twenty
years in what was then the Belgian Congo, earning the same sort of reputation as a professional
hunter that Joe Louis had pounded out in the ring. Upon arriving from Belgium, he had started
off with Pan American, but gradually had fallen prey to the independence and adventure of the
safari business. Before he had to leave in 1960, during the late extreme unpleasantness of the
“Simba” uprisings, he could count among his clients such men as Lowell Thomas and Belgium’s
Grand Duke. As for myself at this time, after a few years in Central and South America as a
professional jaguar hunter, I had a positive rash to see Africa and jumped at the chance to check
out hunting quality in southern Ethiopia for the company with Chris.“Ethiopia is a weird joint,”
Chris had told me, “and the first thing you will notice is that Abyssinia was the perfect old name.
It is 99 percent vertical, and most of it’s still as wild as the rest of Africa was five hundred years
ago. It’s been free, black, and under the same management for something like 3,500 years now,
and Hailie Selassie claims direct descent from the Queen of Sheba. It still has quiet slave trading



and shifta gangs—private armies of nomad bandits that specialize in castrating infidels. Pretty
tough real estate down around Sidamo Province, bordering Kenya’s Northern Frontier District,
which itself is now closed to hunting because of shifta. Our area is known as Borana, after the
Boran, toughest of the local bad boys. It’s probably because the place is so rugged that it still
has a hell of a lot of game, or at least that’s what Karl Luthy tells me. He’s a Swiss, but he’s been
down in Borana for about ten years, hide-hunting crocs on the Dawa River. If the shooting’s as
good as it sounds, the company wants us to sign him up for exclusive representation in the
States.”“Okay,” I agreed. “See you in Borana, Bwana.”Our Ethiopian Airlines jet swung over the
field at Addis Ababa and settled to the asphalt like a huge, pregnant vulture. We had met Karl
Luthy in Monte Carlo at a game-conservation conference, and he had flown back to Addis with
us. He waved to his pretty wife, who stood waiting by the door marked with the Amharic
equivalent of Customs, and led her over to meet us. It would only be a matter of a few minutes’
formalities to get our gun certificates, she assured us, but two hours later we were still standing
there. The official who had to approve the approval of the approval of the first two officials had
gone to dinner. Tomorrow was Coptic Christian Christmas, January 7. Wouldn’t we come back in
three days, please?Karl explained that we were leaving on safari the next morning and probably
would not fare too well without guns, so how about it? Sorry, the official had gone. Back in three
days. No guns. The clerk walked off.“Well,” said Karl, with the helpless shrug of any longtime
resident of an African country, “E.W.A.”“What?”“E.W.A. Ethiopia Wins Again.”On the third day we
were back at the airport, mightily girded with righteous indignation and quite a few American
dollars in small, easily digestible denominations. No, the officer was not back yet, said the clerk.
Was he certain, Karl asked, flashing a wallet that looked like part of a cabbage patch. Ninety
dollars later we were on our way. With the guns.An hour later we spotted the whitish smudges of
smoke faithfully tended by Karl’s staff at his strip. The landing was surprisingly smooth, and we
hauled up in the midst of a murmuring gang of Galla and Gherri tribesmen, most of whom looked
at the aircraft as if trying to decide the easiest way to clean it. A zebra-striped Jeep rolled up. I
half expected Stewie Granger to step out, but it was a kikoy-clad Moslem gunbearer named
Ahmed who shook my hand.On the way to camp, the Jeep crawled to a halt and Karl began to
study a distant patch of bush through his binoculars. I also stared through mine, but the late-
morning heat mirage was too severe to make out much. “Very nice gerenuk over there in that
patch of scrub,” muttered Karl. “We could use some camp meat, so let’s take a swat at
him.”“Great idea, but what in hell’s a gerenuk?” I asked.“Long-necked antelope, sort of a trial-
size giraffe without the markings. Sometimes call them Waller’s gazelle. Have a funny way of
feeding on their hind legs.”“Lead on, Lawrence of Abyssinia, I’m fair mouth-watering for home-
cooked gerenuk.”Ahmed opened one of the hard cases and slapped me the .270, having won
the coin toss for first shot with Chris. I unscrewed the tension toggle of the detachable scope, as
I hadn’t been able to re-zero and would be better off with the iron sights. I didn’t want to blow my
first chance at African game. Karl nodded and began to lead off in a low hunch through the
thorny scrub and lion-colored grass.After 150 yards, we began to crawl, my thoughts mostly on



the really neat assortment of cobras, mambas, and various adders I envisioned behind every
third tuft of grass. Karl stopped short and held his hand behind him in the halt sign. He turned
and barely whispered “Uh-oh. He’s spotted us and is looking right at us. Just head and neck
showing. Not much of a shot … want to try it?”“What the hell? I shoot all my gerenuks through
the neck. Only way.” I sneaked a few feet ahead and slowly rose, slipping my elbow into a ready-
sling. As I lined up the sights and began to squeeze off, there was a flash of movement as the
animal turned and began to bound away to the right. I swung the sights a yard ahead of the neck
and touched off. There was a bang and a whock and the gerenuk disappeared.Karl slapped my
shoulder as Ahmed came loping through the grass from behind us, headed for the fallen animal,
his knife tight in his fist. When we came up, he had cut the throat with a deft whip of the
blade.“Was that necessary?” I asked Luthy. “He must have been stone dead before he hit the
ground.”He shook his head. “It’s called hallal. Most of my men are Moslems. Unless the throat of
an animal has been cut by a Believer, they can’t eat it. It isn’t really supposed to count unless the
game is at least a little bit alive, but these chappies get fair starved for red meat between safaris
and cheat now and then.”From the hill overlooking it, Karl’s camp looked like Saladin’s winter
quarters. The tents, each of a brightly dyed native color, were nested like fantastic toadstools on
the grayish banks of the Dawa River, each tucked neatly beneath fluffy green trees. His staff was
pulled up into a neat rank to greet us. Luthy ran a tight camp. It was not very long before I wished
I had never left it.Over gerenuk à la milanaise in the screened-in dining tent that night, we
discussed our operation plans for the safari. This being my first African trip, I was most interested
in members of the “big five,” the stuff that bites back. Rhino were protected in Ethiopia, and lions
were usually encountered as a matter of routine chance. Buffalo were located farther downriver,
so we logically started the campaign on elephant. Karl said that they were not overly numerous
in the area, but some really fine old tuskers did come across from Kenya, and there were
normally a few to be found with hard work.Between us, we decided that our best bet for jumbo
would be that which gave us the most mobility if we could cut a big spoor, and therefore we
opted to travel light in just the Jeep, without a gunbearer. Blankets, food, and water—of course
with appropriate additives for the traditional sundowner or two—would be the extent of our
comfort for the next several days—or so we thought at the time. Karl reckoned that a water hole
some fifty miles upcountry, known to be used by elephant, would be the logical place to begin
checking for activity.False dawn found us finished with breakfast and hunched against the
cutting wind of the open Jeep as we sped at a dizzying ten miles an hour along a game trail into
the barren, rocky hills. A few times along the way we stopped to ask nomadic Somalis and Boran
if they had seen any elephant. “Oh, sure,” they would invariably reply, “there are slathers of them
just a few miles ahead, all with teeth like big, white trees.” Karl dismissed most of the information,
telling me that the local theory was that even if they hadn’t seen a jumbo in six months they
would say they had and, should we kill one, then claim the customary reward for “directing” us to
the bull. Larceny is an advanced way of life in Ethiopia.The sun was high and hot when we
reached the water hole. It was a lovely spot, lined with cool emerald trees, the center of a



spiderweb of game trails leading in from every direction. The only problem was that it wasn’t a
water hole any more, just a hole. A scorching December had left only a hint of subterranean
moisture beneath the sands down the slopes, where there was normally a small stream. There
were, however, several places where signs showed that elephants had shuffled and tusked their
way down to the seepage a few days ago.“Doesn’t look so hot,” mumbled Karl. “We can’t even
get any water here for ourselves as I’d planned.” He looked over the tracks the size of garbage
can tops that marked the perimeter of the area, noting that most of them seemed to lead east.
“Let’s have a look fifteen or twenty miles over this way and see if we stumble into anything.” We
climbed back into the Jeep and began to weave through the thorn tangles. The “trail” twisted
through miles of increasingly difficult country, the Jeep often leaning at hairy angles on the
slopes. It was nearing dark when it happened … .We were edging along the grassy rim of a
steep gully when the old roller-coaster feeling hit the pit of my stomach. At the same instant,
Chris screamed “Jump!”I threw myself into the air as the Jeep began to turn over, the loose soil
at the edge of the ridge collapsing under the vehicle’s weight. It smashed down the incline for
fifty feet, throwing gear and loose objects into the air with each flip, bashing itself into junk until it
came to rest, upside-down, half-impaled on a rocky spine at the bottom. It teetered there for half
a heartbeat, then burst with a whooom! into flame as gas from the ruptured tank met the hot
engine.Chris and I picked ourselves up and went to Karl, who was feeling his left arm for a
possible break. It was swelling like a kid’s balloon, but didn’t seem fractured. Behind the wheel
as he had been, he was damned lucky to get out at all, being thrown clear after the first bounce,
happily not on his head. Chris was spending his spare time offering some very explicit opinions
involving the ancestry and dubious origin of the dead Jeep.The blackened car was crackling as
merrily as a Yule log as we began to take stock of the equipment that had survived. Chris was
looking at the smashed body of his camera when the first shot went off. We had forgotten the
ammo in the glove compartment, 500-grain .458 Magnums, .270s, and shotshells all cooking off
as we hugged the slope and prayed. Finally, certain that they had all detonated, we got
sheepishly up. Nobody had been hit. Of course, there was little danger, I realized, as the
cartridges were not confined.“You know, old buddies and true, I think we’ve got a bit of a
problem here,” I said. “Am I mistaken, or is it forty miles across this piece of hell to the
Dawa?”“More like sixty,” Luthy answered cheerfully.“Well, let’s take stock of what’s left,” said
Chris.The modest pile of recovered gear didn’t look too encouraging. It totaled, miraculously,
the .270 (which, although the scope had been knocked askew, seemed in working order), the
shotgun, a hatchet, and, almost incredibly, two flax water bags that had been hanging over the
mirror support and against the edge of the door. Checking our pockets, we filled out our cache
with Karl’s big folding skinner, my Swiss army knife, two rolls of film, seven shotgun shells,
five .458 rounds, and seven for the .270. Chris had four cigarettes, I had two. I considered
throwing away the .458s since both rifles in that caliber, a pair of Model 70 Africans, were
destroyed in their lashed-down rack by the fire, but figured that we had so little that anything
might turn out to be useful.We decided to rest where we were for the night, and start back at first



light. It would have been impossible to travel through such terrible terrain at night, so Karl lit a fire
while Chris went over the area for anything we might have missed from the car, returning with a
dented can of local beer. I checked the radiator of the car on the remote possibility that the
system might still contain some water, but it looked like an ax murderer had gotten rid of his
frustrations on it.The primary question was which route to take back to camp. The dry water hole
was about twenty miles off at a tangent, and by the time we reached it, even the foul seepage
might be out of reach. It would also mean an extra fifteen or twenty miles of walking—perhaps for
nothing—so we decided our best bet would be to push straight across country, trying to pick up
the Dawa somewhere north of camp. We all knew that we could live a long time without food
even if we were so unlucky as to shoot nothing, but also that the 110-degree days would kill us
quickly unless we got to water soon. The two quarts of water and the can of beer we had
wouldn’t last long.As the blankets had been lost in the fire, we suffered in our light cotton bush
jackets from the intense chill of the highlands despite the campfire, yet the first night went well.
Karl insisted we keep a close guard, since Sidamo had a nasty reputation for man-eating lions
(now he tells us!), yet but for two hyenas and an odd jackal, nothing disturbed us. We split the
night into three watches, starting when the first man slept and ending with false dawn.At first
light, Chris shook me awake. I had drawn the middle watch, and now felt as though I had done
fifteen rounds with Marciano the night before, having more bruises and aches from jumping from
the Jeep than I realized. We pushed off with the guns and water evenly distributed by weight.
After three hours, we were about bushed from struggling through the wait-a-bit thorn scrub and
alternately rocky and sandy footing up and down the torturous, never-ending gullies, hills, and
ravines. I guessed we’d made five miles, most of it vertically, but already I was dying for a drink.
The sun seemed to dry me out like a piece of jerky, and I knew that Chris, who had fairer skin,
was really being fried. Recalling my paperback westerns, I sucked on a pebble to keep my
mouth moist. Maybe it works for cowboys and Apaches, but it is notably ineffective for curing the
thirst of one-time stockbrokers turned idiots.Despite the hours of trekking, bitching at thorn cuts
and scraped knees, we spotted no game in the arid country. Through the long, searing days,
only the kites and king vultures kept us wary company, and only the hyenas by night, which
made me wonder idly what the hell they did for water. I could easily have knocked down one of
the big birds with the scattergun, but I wasn’t thirsty enough to try sucking the juices out of a
vulture—at least not quite yet.Thorn-studded, bleeding real blood, and completely exhausted,
we dropped in our tracks for the second night’s rest. We had not yet touched the water, and
except for a one-hour break at the sun’s unbearable zenith each day, we had been constantly on
the go. But it was now obvious that we had to use some of the precious water. Using the small
blade of the pocket knife, I pried open the crimp of a shotshell and removed the contents, and
we each had three shellfuls of the delicious stuff. I drank the first two almost straight down, but
held the other in my mouth for a long time, feeling the tepid liquid soak into the leathery lining of
my parched tongue and cheeks. Chris and I split one of his remaining cigarettes, agreeing that
nothing—and I do mean nothing—ever tasted so good. Around the fire, we three sat shivering,



looking at the deflated water sacks, each realizing that they were all that stood between us and a
terrible, lingering death when we became too weak to go on. As we were now, when the water
was gone it would only be one or two agonizing days before the hyenas polished us off where
we lay. I had a conversation with Chris and Karl about possible alternatives to a creeping death if
we got too weak to move on, a chat that I prefer not to recall here. Officially, we would have
simply disappeared, and considering the wildness of the region and the efficiency of the African
sanitation squads, only the Jeep might ultimately be found. Things had looked brighter.Two more
days of pain-filled exhaustion followed as we plowed ahead by dead reckoning. I made up a little
personal joke that if we were wrong in our direction, dead reckoning would be a wonderfully
accurate term. Then, late on the fourth day, Chris nearly stepped on a warthog to which he
administered the classic Texas neck shot with the .270. The late pig was in very poor condition
and I said it looked like the “before” picture in a bodybuilding advertisement. Nobody thought it
very funny. We squatted around the pig and tried to decide what parts to take, agreeing to eat
the backstraps right here and carry one ham along the next day. Although it took most of what
was left of the water even to be able to swallow the delicious stick-roasted meat, we all got a
tremendous lift out of the gorging, despite severe stomachaches that slowly passed, and felt
much refreshed the next morning. As we set off, Karl thought the river was probably about
twenty miles away, not much of a walk for a fit person, but for three apparitions like us to cross
the horror of ridge-snaggled bush, now down to about a pint of water among us, was something
else.
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Fort Worth Retiree, “Capstick never fails to entertain. I have hunted Africa, and I know a number
of professional hunters there. Some of them are skeptical about Capstick's adventures but
regardless, he writes with great flair and humor. He is a genuine wordsmith. His descriptions
are vivid, and I often laugh out loud as I enjoy page after page. I have all of his books in
hardback and it's nice to have them in my Kindle.”

Ebook Library Reader, “Pretty good. Worth it.. A fun collection of some of rus as contributing
author to various  outdoor magazines.  Worth reading.  Well worth your time and efforts”

Donald F. Ketcham Sr., “This is not one of Peter's best books as far as I am concerned. This is
not one of Peter's best books as far as I am concerned, however if you are into fishing it has
some great fishing stories. The hunting stories are the best of course. He was a master when it
comes to exciting writing about hunting.”

Jay Merkley, “Last Horizons. Excellent narative of hunting Africa's dangerous game by one of the
best known and most in demand, African hunting guides of his day.Capstick was unrivled in his
ability to put the reader into the middle of the hunt for Cape Buffalo, Lion, Elephant, leopard and
Rhinocerous when hunting Rhino was still legal. The reader sweats every drop that Capstick and
his client sweat, smells everything that they smell, hears every sound they hear and experiences
the same terror they face, as they have to stop charges from the most lethal animals on the
planet.”

Brian, “Fantastic. Again I love reading Peter H. Capsticks books. If you are a hunter you will love
it. If you like adventure and high risk you will love it. These are the Kind of war stories you're
pappy used to tell at the campfire>.”

kaymarth, “My 97 year old father loved this book I bought for him. My 97 year old father loved
this book I bought for him! He read a Capstick book before this one, so, for our Kauai vacation
together, I surprised him with this one.  Thank you, Mr. Capstick!”

Thomas Taylor, “Classic Capstick (literally). This is a compilation of Capstick's early magazine
articles and he was dead-on witty. No one can come up with analogies like Capstick can and
between smiling and edge of your seat excitement you can't lose with this book.”

Wayne Stan, “Typical Capstick. I've enjoyed all fo his books, some are better than others. This
one is full of good info and is reasonably entertaining. It's even better if your like me and say to
blazes with "political correctness", whatever it's supposed to mean.”



The book by Peter Hathaway Capstick has a rating of 5 out of 4.8. 77 people have provided
feedback.
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