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Wild boar

By Frank Berbuir

Izak Vos from Vos Safaris, my PH and good friend, awaited
and welcomed me heartily when I came through the exit of
the Oliver Tambo International Airport. It is August and South
African wintertime, but the sun was shining warmly on my face
when I got out of the terminal and I felt extremely happy to be
back in Africa again. Once again my virus africanus brought
me back to this wonderful country and bowhunter's paradise.

We had a lot to talk about during our drive from
Johannesburg to Pretoria where he lives, because we had not
seen each other for two years and we had a lot of ambitious
hunting plans for the upcoming days.

Izak organised a surprising special first quest, which was
to hunt a wild boar with bow and arrow. These wild boars are
not indigenous to Africa, they are introduced, but it seems to
become more and more popular in South Africa to hunt them
and he had a great opportunity to hunt a big old bruiser from
a pack of boars. This sounded very interesting to me as an
European, as well as someone who had hunted wild boar in
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Europe before. Moreover, he jokingly said we needed meat for
our hunting trip, otherwise we would have only bread and salad
on the menu. So it was up to me to prevent us from becoming
involuntary vegetarians.

During our drive to the hunting place | enjoyed the diverse
landscapes and settled into Africa again. When we arrived on
the farm the son of the owner, a bowhunter and PH as well,
gave us a nice welcome. They were well organised and had
a broadhead butt so that I could shoot some practice shots to
check my equipment, which all stayed tuned despite of the
flights. My practice shots came out really satisfying. We drove
to the hunting ground and walked for about half a mile before
we sneaked into a blind, which was a former old water barrel.
What a funny idea to recycle a retired barrel as a blind or a hide.

For more than an hour nothing happened, but then we could
see a big sow approaching along with six young boars. Some
more females with youngsters and “Uberlédufern” (young male
boars) came in as well, but the big tusker we did not see. Then
all of a sudden Izak tapped me on the shoulder and whispered:
“There he is. Look at that big pig”. “Oh yes, he is a bruiser” I
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mumbled when | focused my binoculars on this big wild boar.
All the pigs rambled to a mud wallow or stayed in close dis-
tance in front of our hide, but he still kept a distance of about
80 to 100 metres. We could see that he was old and weary and
moved slowly in a big circle towards the mud wallow. He was
the undisputed boss of the pack and he behaved like that — very
interesting to observe that. Finally he reached the wallow and
drove the other pigs off so that he was now the only one there.
He lay down on his right side with his back towards us as if he
wanted to take a nap.

About half an hour elapsed and he did not move. Meanwhile
the other pigs had left the scene and luckily did not walk behind
our hide and therefore did not get our wind. What to do now? He
was still lying there and did not look in our direction. The wind
was good and in our favour. The cover was sparse with some
little bushes and knee-high grass. Nevertheless, Izak and [ made
a unanimous decision to try and stalk him. The distance to the
wallow was about 70 metres so maybe we could shorten this and
have an opportunity for a shot.

We stepped out of the hide quietly and stalked in a ducked
position, always facing the boar’s back to get closer. We short-
ened the distance by 40 metres when suddenly he lifted his head
rearward and looked at us. How wonderful — we were standing
there like two stuffed dummies. while the big boar jumped up in
a second, moved three steps forward and stared at us. Anyhow,
I had an arrow on the rest and slowly drew my bow. “Maybe
he would not run away immediately and even turn broadside”,
I thought. You never know. But he ran, luckily for us parallel
to where we were standing. lzak followed his move with the
rangefinder and made a sharp whistle, which let the pig stop for
a second. He then said: “Frank, 26 metres — now!” This hap-
pened within seconds, and to my fortune, I was at full draw with
my 90-pounds Elite GT 500 bow all the time and was also fol-

Dangerous Game arrow with the Muzzy Phantom SS two-blade
200-grain broadhead go. We could both see how the 800-grain
arrow punch into the tusker and come out on the other side. Only
the feather fletching prevented the ejection. The boar went up on
his hind legs, made a quarter turn and dropped to the ground.
The front legs were shivering for seconds and then it was all over
— the bruiser expired. What an amazing experience and scenario.
We both looked at each other with a big grin. “Congratulations!”
[zak said, T think you made a heart shot, buddy! Well done,
good job and a great performance of your bow and arrow set-up.
I think we can go for that big Cape buffalo you are primarily
here for and we will have good and enough meat as well!” What
an awesome start to my hunt this time. Back on the farm the
owner’s son asked us if we shot anything or were unsuccessful.
We both smiled at him and said: No, the big boar is down. Look
at it on the back of the vehicle.” Like us, he was very happy and
congratulated us. Later on the scales the boar weighed 118 kg
and the tusks measured close to seven inches. They will make
a fine trophy on an African wood shield as well. Two and a half
days later we picked up a bunch of pig meat from Izak’s butcher.
We had extremely tasty sausages, chops, steaks, ribs and some
outstanding good salamis... and it tasted even better to me, as |
was the one who hunted it. Thanks again Izak, the Vos family
and all people involved for the great time and hunting experi-
ences again in South Africa. [ am addicted to it. 7 ABH
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