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The author hails from a family of pioneers and regards himself as a true Son of the African Bushveld. His great grandfather was field cornet and roads Inspector for the De Kaap Goudvelde (Barberton area close to Kruger Park)) from about 1884 to 1896 and is one of the “founders” of the Kruger National Park. 

Many of the family’s members, including renowned South African naturalist and author, Eugène Marais and L A T van Niekerk , also productively wrote about the Bushveld’s splendours.

The author has been living in the Bushveld of the Limpopo Province for three decades, is a founder member of the Friends of Nylsvley Floodplain Society and has written various publications on the Bushveld. His books, “Eugène N. Marais: New Facts and New Insights” and “Eugène Marais Rediscovered” are groundbreaking tracing this well-known pioneering scientist with Bushveld roots exploits and discoveries. 

As one of South Africa’s most accomplished birders, the author boasts seven bird books, including Spotter’s Guide to Birds of the Bushveld, Spotter’s Guide toBirds of the Lowveld and the best-selling “Sappi birds of South Africa with Callfinder, ” all three available in English and Afrikaans editions.

His more than 100 “Oom Vaaljapie” (Uncle Tom) sketches, all based on true incidents, depict the daily life of hunters and other pioneers in the harsh and uncompromising Bushveld in a comical manner. He also contributed to the Afrikaans books “Waterberg on Commando” about the Anglo Boer-War by R Odendaal and the biography on J H Pierneef, prominent South African artist with links to the Bushveld, edited by P G Nel.

The author also studied bird colours intensively, discovereing the gene defects that are responsible for colour changes in birds, and have written various books on bird breeding, bird colours and colour blindness, for which he predicts either a preventative remedy or a cure as a result of his discoveries.

In Bushveld Encounters the reader will not only discover the beauty, diversity and harshness of the romantic South African Bushveld, but he will also meet and spend quality time with some loveable, and not so loveable, hunters and other Bushveld characters*¹.

*¹ The names of characters and places in this compilation are entirely fictional. 

See the Glossary at the end of the publication before reading further for a description of the South African terms used.
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A Touch of Class
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When an old game poacher discovered that the game rangers were closing in on him and his illegal activities, he declared war rather than give up and surrender   .







“On the southern bank of the Sabi Oom Louw Schalken said, pushing a hardekoolstomp into the fire with his velskoen and pressing the Magaliesberg twak into his eroded pipe, “you get two types of impala - the sturdy rams with gently curving horns and the delicate little ewes. But no matter which type of impala it is, the hungry leopard stalking beneath the koorsbome and the wild fig trees on the river bank wastes no time looking for a particular kind of impala. For him it is all the same meat. You can clearly see that the leopard is not a baboon, for that matter. He is sly.

But that reminds me of a sly leopard of another kind, with little baboon-like eyes. His name was Manie Jacobs and he was constantly waging war against the intruders in the Kruger Reserve, called game rangers, but also called quite a few other names by various people with the same undisciplined outlook on life as Manie, especially on wildlife as the collective property of man and a continuous source of fresh meat and biltong. Also, in the form of venison off-cuts, the only remuneration for the sweat and skill of Manie’s band of seven Tsonga accomplices from the nearby kraal of chief Samuel.

Chief Samuel was a white-haired chief with an insatiable greed for ivory, which he smuggled over the border into Mozambique and on to India and China.

The story of Manie’s last safari into the lowlands came to my ears by way of a Tsonga, called Nanda, who escaped that particular ordeal, and had fled back to Samuel’s kraal.

I heard the story from Nanda when I went to see Samuel at his kraal in connection with the price of two large elephant tusks I obtained after shooting a rogue elephant eating mlala palms on Crown Land. After shouting at the elephant for almost twenty minutes to scare it away, it charged at me and I had to save my life by killing it. Fortunately I had my rifle loaded at the time, just in case something of this nature happened. 

At the kraal I was sitting in customary African fashion on my haunches, thinking about what I was going to say to chief Samuel, especially after I had found out that he sold some rhinoceros horns of a beast that I had shot under similar circumstances to this elephant, for as much as twenty times the price he paid me. And what was more, he didn’t even had to take the horns to the Indian trader inside Mozambique. He exploited his very own followers by selling the grounded horn to them at those prices!

Nanda was sitting next to me under the shady tree, and we were drinking some cool beverage from a clay pot. After a question from me, he very gently stroked a little pouch dangling from his dassievel belt: ‘Yes, Master Louw, I also bought some of that rhinoceros muti from Chief Samuel because, you see, it makes a man very much wake up.’ Suddenly it dawned upon me why there were so few rhinos left in the lowlands.

‘Now, see those women across the field in the mealie lands?’ From the way Nanda suddenly toppled from a squatting position onto his buttocks, I could clearly see that the cool beverage we were drinking had much more potential than the rhinoceros’ horns. Only at that stage I did not bother to tell him, for I was anxiously trying to see the women in the mealie lands.

‘Those lazy women, Master Louw, see how slowly they work; not like us men. And it isn’t even very hot today. It is a nice, cool day.’ I looked up into the dense foliage of the wild fig tree and then across to the mealie lands where I could now clearly see why I did not see the women in the first place. The fields were embraced in a sea of heat waves. That I did not tell Nanda either. It is never my intention to pursue trivialities if a friendship is at stake. I took another few mouths full of the sour beverage and asked politely:

‘Now, Nanda, what type of work do you do?’

‘No, Master Louw, I have retired. I used to be a spoorsnyer for Old Manie Jacobs, but I retired after the last trek....’ And that is how I came to hear this story of Manie Jacobs.

It appeared that Manie, on that particular occasion, was trekking along the Olifants River with his old bakkie, searching keenly for game. In doing so, Manie had to cut through several farm fences with his cutters, an operation that did not bother him at all. Along the way he shot a little for the pot, but nothing big appeared. Manie had cleared the area of all decent game on his numerous previous visits.

After a couple of days he reached the mosquito-proof fence of the Kruger Reserve. Without hesitation he cut a hole in the fence large enough for a herd of elephant to escape through, and he trekked on into Eden.

Once inside the reserve, Manie went on the rampage, leaving, as usual, a trail of destruction, killing elephant, lion and buffalo for their tusks, horns and hides, and taking only the juiciest portions of meat for himself and his band of looters. The rest of the carcasses lay in waiting for those other kinds of vultures; the ugly ones that plunge from the clear blue skies.

But it was these same vultures that paid homage to Manie in no uncertain way. While Manie was still moving eastward, the game ranger for the area, Roelof Harmse, was already following the trail of destruction, each day guided to the scene of a fresh massacre by the greedy vultures.

Roelof Harmse immediately knew he was dealing with some kind of a fanatic, and while his spoorsnyers gradually closed the gap between themselves and Manie, who was now, after a week, returning slowly to the cut fence, Roelof Harmse summoned the neighbouring game rangers to urgently come to his aid.

Thus it happened that when Manie stood with his binoculars on top of the hides and tusks on the back of his bakkie near the fence, he discovered to his astonishment that the fence had been completely mended - mosquito-proof as it was before. Also, a party of game rangers guarded the place in the fence where the entrance had been. In fact, these same rangers were ogling Manie through their binoculars the same way he was spying on them. Manie immediately sensed danger!

‘The Third World War is about to begin!’ he announced. The whites of his band of Tsongas’ eyes were suddenly showing like full moons on a cold winter night. This was not exactly the type of game tracking they had in mind, especially not since it was planting season back home with plenty of work to be done, sitting under the trees, seeing to it that the women prepare fields for the crop.

Behind Manie some game rangers and spoorsnyers were closing in like a pack of wild dogs. To the north the crocodile-infested Olifants river lurked. And ahead of him the enemy had their laager. 

So Manie also decided to pitch camp and entrenched himself behind a miershoop and a large apiesdoring. He built a fence of elephant tusks and buffalo hides and made a large fire.
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At this stage one of Manie’s trackers warned him that a game ranger was approaching, crouching from one tree to another. Manie watched the ranger closely, and when he came quite near, pumped a shotgun-load of alt into that portion of the ranger which was protruding from behind the tree, which was a considerable portion, for it was quite a large ranger. 

The ranger departed the same way he came but this time not stooping behind trees. Also, he did not use his hands for running in the natural fashion, but tried to push himself along faster by pressing his hands against the bottom part of his hindquarters.

Afterwards there was a considerable amount of talking going on at the rangers’ fortress, and they even fired a shot that scared the birds from the trees near Manie, just to show that they were also armed.
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