


ZAMBEZI KILLER

I was awestruck by its terrible ability to have eaten
children. I believe that hunting and taking that croco-
dile was an ethical pursuit. - Clarence R.

Plans were made to secure a tag in the Impalila
Conservancy. I warned Clarence and his family that to
allocate just one day to hunt a crocodile was going to be
incredibly difficult. To add to this we would not be able
to put out baits in time due to logistical issues not having
anyone on the ground to help us with the hunt.

After a very successful plains game hunt con-
ducted on one of our concessions, we first flew up to
Etosha National Park for the first leg of our photographic
safari. Clarence and his father had successfully taken sev-
eral species and it was time to put down the rifles and
pick up our cameras for a few days. Clarence had shown
a calm and confident demeanor with his rifle. It was still
a concern for me that we were about to embark on a hunt
for one of Africa’s dangerous seven and one of the hard-
est to kill. This unique specie has a long history in our
world tracing back more than 150 million years . . . and
are in fact more closely related to birds than any other
living reptiles. A killing machine that boasts a four-cham-
bered heart, permitting more efficient blood oxygenation
and improved limb articulation that, permits a better gait.
For those of you that have experienced their dexterity and
speed — it will outrun any human but can only “gallop”
for a short distance. Having changed very little in the last
65 million years — a true dinosaur in modern times. The
Nile Crocodile is on average 8 to 12 feet in length — but
can grow up to a maximum of over 19 feet, weighing in at
more than 2,000 pounds. Famously difficult to kill, with a
golf ball size brain fitting easily into a grown man’s hand.
Shots need to be precise. A good shot in the brain or neck
offers immediate results with the mouth springing open.
A bad shot will often result in the croc jumping into the
water and losing it to the river. There are not many people
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The author and 12 year old Clarence pose with the
crocodile that had killed two children from the local
fishing village.

brave enough to jump into the water after a wounded croc
even though they will not attack one under water. They
will only attack on the surface. Our charter plane touched
down on Impalila Island and we enjoyed the tranquility
of this private island with just four villas — with only the
family and myself having this little piece of paradise all
to ourselves. Immediately, I jumped into planning for the
next day’s hunt, inquiring with camp staff and the local
community about the whereabouts of big crocs. Being
very territorial, big crocs usually have the same haunts
and will often lie on exactly the same spot every day to
soak up some rays. A relaxed afternoon was spent on the
water whilst game viewing, a dinner under the stars and
then a comfortable nights rest. At dark, preparations be-
gan for the day’s hunt. The boat was prepared, rifles put
onboard and a cool box filled with water and drinks.
After a quick breakfast, there was an unusual
commotion in camp. On investigation, a local fisherman
asked me if we were the “crocodile hunters”? On the
confirmation of this, the local told us of a large croc that
had, in just weeks prior to our arrival, caught and eaten
two children from a nearby village. He pleaded with us
to please try and find ‘that’ croc and take care of him. I
promised to try our best, and off we set on our mission.
The skipper of our boat was told where the croc liked to
sun bathe and we made our way there. We slowed the
boat as we approached the slide where the perpetrator was
supposed to be only, to find the bank empty with tell-tail
tracks confirming that indeed a large crocodile frequented
this river bank. It was too early and the cold-blooded killer
had not come out to bask yet. Out came the fishing poles
and we proceeded slowly down the channels trolling for
tiger fish while secretly scanning the banks for the scaled

killer. Locals in this part of the world will tell you crocs
have an intuition and know when they are being hunted.
The skipper was very pleased with our pretense of fishing
with the rifles hidden out of sight. We saw several crocs
that were too small and I decided to pass on them. We still
had time and the croc we were looking for deserved an-
other pass to see if he was home. We caught and released
a few small tigers before turning the boat around in the
channel to return to the slide where we were earlier.

As we came around the bend of the channel, the
skipper pointed and simultaneously cut the motor aim-
ing us towards the opposite bank. With his beady eyes
he stared at us from the opposite bank. He was lying ex-
actly where the local told us he would be. What luck! As
we beached the boat the croc twitched uncomfortably. I
thought for a moment that he was on to us. He moved a
few inches and lay very still again. The then put our plan
in motion. Clarence and I slipped over the edge of the
boat onto the sand bar, which was perfectly 60 yards away
from our target. We crawled to the nose of the boat and
peeped around to verify that the croc was still there. He
lay at an awkward 30-degree angle to us and, as I pulled
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the bi-pod of Clarence’s rifle open, I indicated it would
have to be a neck shot. Lying prone we both took aim.
Earmuffs were pulled down and we both clicked off our
safety — all was set. | aimed at the target’s head through
my scope to back up the first shot. An eternity passed in
my mind — all really happening in a few short seconds.
Clarence’s shot broke. The croc’s mouth sprung open in
textbook fashion. My shot broke a millisecond later with
the young hunter’s rifle being reloaded. As planed ear-
lier, shots were fired through the shoulders and then the
hips. So many stories of the ‘croc that came back to life’
have been told — we were making sure that he was secure
and taking no chances. I ordered the young man, in deep
concentration, to stop shooting. We both put our rifles on
safe, jumped back onboard the boat and raced across the
channel to secure our trophy.

A father’s proud smile, a young hunter’s big eyes
and giddy grin were celebrated with high fives and a lot
of backslapping. Before lunch we had achieved our goal.
Luck was on our side and an animal that had taken so
much from the local village would not kill again.
www.jofielamprechtsafaris.com
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