
falo hunting is addictive and 
plans are already afoot for 
his next hunt! 

Daniel J. Lepper reached the 
pinnacle of his hunting ambi-
tion in July 2009 when he 
hunted this magnificent Buf-
falo with Hunt The Sun in 
Chirissa, Zimbabwe.  Daniel 
and his son Christopher and 
nephew Nathan hunted 10 
days with HTS successfully 
collecting Kudu, Impala, Ze-
bra, Blue wildebeest, Spring-
bok and Gemsbok.  Nathan 
and Christopher departed, 
Dan became our guest assist-
ing us until it was time to 
leave for Zim.  The trip was 
uneventful except for the 6 
hour border crossing and 
the fuel crisis.  The camps 
were spectacular and Dan 
hunted his Buffalo making 
contact the first morning 
after trailing a herd for about 
4 hours.  The Sauer 202 .375 
HH loaded with a solid 
found its mark.  We hunted 

a spotted hyena before re-
turning to South Africa and 
Daniel could fly back home 
to MO.  Unfortunately 
Daniel has realized that Buf-
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Editorial – Mike’s Spot 
2009 was a good year in 
many respects, ups and 
downs like all years but none 
the less good.  A large part 
of this is due to the fantastic 
clients that have hunted with 
me this year.  Thank you to 
all for your business and 
trust we made your dreams 
a realization.  It is truly an 

honour to have clients such 
as those that have hunted 
with me the last two years.  
Even with a long track re-
cord in the industry, it is still 
difficult starting a new busi-
ness and the help, assistance 
and support I have received 
from my clients is touching.   
The website was a challenge 

this year but hopefully we 
will get it resolved.  Keep 
checking as it will be updated 
regularly under” breaking 
news”.  Any interesting snip-
pet or hunting photograph 
will be appreciated as I will 
gladly put it on the site.  I 
will be sending out a photo 
gallery shortly of all the pics. 

January 2010   Vol 1 Issue 3 

Newsletter 
 

Inside this issue: 

Dans Buff 1 

Editorial 1 

Ron’s Eland 3 

Toff-o-Lux 4 

Surfin Safari USA 6 

Walk The Walk 7 

  

 

Hunt the Sun 
Mike Birch Safaris 



2010 is looming as a difficult 
year for our industry, world 
recessions have hurt the 
hunting industry.  That aside 
we will still be busy,  some-
thing that I am eternally 
grateful for.     
 
We started off with excel-
lent rains in October which 
then stopped, starting again 
in January.  Provided it con-
tinues we should have a 
good season.  South Africa 
is hosting the world cup 

soccer this year and al-
though it promises to  
boost the country which it 
desperately needs it comes 
at a price, airline schedules 
are crazy and will hurt the 
industry as tickets will be at 
a premium from May to 
August. 
 
My family are well with 
Megan and Kayleigh cele-
brating their 8th and 4th 
Birthdays respectively.  
Time flies and as a family we 

were able to spend precious 
time together this year 
which after all what  we are 
about. 
 
I wish you all good health, 
happy families and that you 
will be successful in what-
ever you attempt. 
 
God Bless, 
 Mike 
your African PH for life 

 

Ron’s Eland      By Ron Raydon 
Mike met us at customs and we 
were quickly to the vehicle and 
on our way to camp. 
 
Camp was perfect.  The rooms 
are spacious and have very 
decorative baths in the room. 
 
The camp even has a sauna 
room, this certainly feels great 
after a long day of stalking ani-
mals. 
 
Many hunts in South Africa are 
more “shoots” rather than 
hunts.  Although the game is 
plentiful in the concessions 
Mike hunts, each animal we 
took during our stay was a true 
hunt.  We tracked and stalked 
each animal and each trophy 
was felt to have been “earned” 
through hard work, strategy 
and sweat, the way we like to 
hunt. 
 
On the second day of the hunt, 
I took a great black wildebeest.  
These “clowns of the savan-
nah” really live up to their nick-
name and taking my trophy 
required great patience and a 
200 yard shot . 
 
On the third day of the hunt, 

my attention turned to looking 
for eland while Dianne pursued 
her elusive Kudu trophy.  Di-
anne had already viewed sev-
eral Kudu she would be happy 
with but Mike assured her that 
the right trophy was still to 
come.  Dianne was hunting 
with Mike and I left that morn-
ing in the company Warren, a 
PH who works with Mike.  
Warren is in his late twenties, a 
newlywed and has a great sense 
of humor.  In tow Warren and 
I had his young Jack Russell, 
Scrabbles. 
 
The day was started high atop a 
bluff overlooking a draw.  After 
glassing for an hour we were 
able to pick out a group of 
eland grazing and lying in a 
clearing. There appeared to be 
a few promising bulls in the 
group.  The group was about a 
1000 yards away.  We started 
down the bluff toward a group 
of ravines that made fingered 
their way  into the clearing 
area.   As we approached the 
bottom of the bluff we were 
able to slip down into the ra-
vine and make our way to-
wards the eland  
 

This was our second trip to 
South Africa.  My wife Dianne 
and I had taken a number of 
plains game on the first trip and 
on this trip Dianne was seeking 
the Kudu that had eluded her 
on the first trip and I wanted to 
take an Eland if the right animal 
presented an opportunity. 
 
The trip was booked with Mike 
Birch Safaris.  We had enjoyed 
watching Mike on Adventures 
Abroad programs and when I 
contacted him by email, I re-
ceived a quick return phone 
call.  At the end of the conver-
sation we had booked our 
second Africa trip for the first 
of August.  During the discus-
sion, Mike suggested that the 
eland not be included in the 
total trip cost initially and it 
could be added later if we 
came across a good bull.  
Nothing was left now but the 
anticipation and the long flight.  
Communication with Mike 
leading up to the hunt was 
outstanding.  Mike kept us 
advised of hunt stories on 
groups before our hunt as well 
as conditions in the area. 
 
Upon arrival in Johannesburg, 

.   
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The dirt was soft in the bottom 
of the ravine which helped us 
be quiet and we were out of 
sight.  When we got close to 
where we believed the eland 
were, we looked over the top 
of the ravine and could see the 
eland about 100 yards away.  
Warren and I made a plan to 
stalk to a tree and get down-
wind of the eland and then 
begin a stalk from bush to bush 
to get into a position to better 
view the eland.  After careful 
stalking we wound up laying 
about 30 yards away from 
where some of the cows of the 
group were slowly feeding.  
There were two young bulls 
feeding and it appeared two 
good bulls were lying under-
neath a tree.  In all, we could 
see about 20 eland.  At one 
point these eland actually got 
within 20 yards of our position.  
We never had a view of any 
bulls that we felt were a good 
candidate.  After watching these 
eland for about 45 minutes, one 
of the cows saw or smelled 
something she did not like and 
the group moved off to our 
right at a quick pace, but not 
really alarmed.  When they 
moved, it became apparent 
there was another 20-30 eland 
behind the visible group. 
 
When the whole group moved 
off, we viewed one good bull in 
the group.  We quickly gave 
chase to the group on foot, 
being careful to stay behind 
trees and bushes as much as 
possible.  The group of eland 
always seemed to stay about 
250 yards away.  They went to 
a very large open grassy area 
where we had no cover.  As 
they turned to leave, the one 
good bull brought up the rear, 
stopped and turned to look 
back at us.  The shot would 
have been about 175 yards and 
would have had to be taken 
offhand with no rest.  The eland 

bull gave only a split second to 
make the decision and I had 
no desire to take a very risky 
shot. 
 
Having chased eland for over 
three hours, we decided to let 
them rest and we would eat 
and regroup. 
 
After lunch, we began driving 
all over looking for any sign of 
the eland.  We came across 
bontebok, kudu, gemsbok, 
zebra and even sable, but the 
eland were nowhere to be 
found . 
 
Day four began with fresh legs, 
eyes and hope.  We went back 
and started at the same bluff 
and despite several hours of 
glassing, no eland were found.  
We spent the next few hours 
driving and looking and still 
could not locate the eland.  
Our work was interrupted 
with a radio call to let us 
know that Dianne had suc-
cessfully taken her kudu.  We 
went to her location and 
shared in the celebration and 
photos.  Once we finished 
helping to load Dianne’s tro-
phy, we began our search 
anew. 
 
We drove for hours and saw a 
few small eland but not the 
group that the large bull had 
been traveling with.  Riding on 
the back of a safari vehicle 
over open veld for multiple 
hours on consecutive days 
creates a unique type of dis-
comfort.  You are truly glad 
when the vehicle stops.  Your 
ribs are sore from rubbing 
against the side bars, your 
kidneys are sore from the 
jostling.  By the time the late 
afternoon rolled around, I was 

trying to decide just how bad I 
wanted an Eland. 
 
It was while I was contemplat-
ing my need for an eland that 
the vehicle came to a stop.  
Warren was driving and he 
said” Is that an eland down 
there?”  He pointed to a spot 
about 900 yards down the hill 
and after looking through my 
binoculars I could see an eland 
bull laying in the shade of a 
tree.  How Warren ever saw 
this with his naked eyes I will 
never know.  After looking for 
a while, we made out 4 other 
eland, 1 cow and two smaller 
bulls. 
 
We made the decision to go 
down and see if this bull was a 
keeper.  We walked about 150 
yards, crossed a small fence 
and then surveyed the terrain.  
The 750 yards that separated 
us from the eland was mostly 
short grass broken by a few 
small bushes and few trees.  
We started to first employ the 
crouch and walk method.  This 
lasted for only about 50 yards.  
We observed a gemsbok that 
was standing only 30 yards to 
the left of the eland and the 
gemsbok was looking right at 
our location. 
 
The only choice was to sling 
my rifle and binoculars on my 
back and start the belly crawl.  
When I dropped to the ground 
and started to slide, I could 
actually hear Warren sigh.  It 
was going to be a long, difficult 
stalk. We began crawling on 
our stomachs from bush to 
bush, each one about 50 yards 
apart, stopping and carefully 
rising to see if the gemsbok 
was still there.  We knew if the 
gemsbok spooks, the hunt is 
over .   

There were two young bulls feeding ... 
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We covered 600 yards in about 
an hour and a half.  At this 
point the gemsbok miraculously 
laid down and faced away from 
us.  We spotted a tree that was 
about 100 yards from the 
eland.  The bull we wanted was 
still lying under the tree. 
 
The last 50 yards took 30 min-
utes to cover.  We had to be 
very quiet and stop every 10-
15 yards and listen.  We finally 
reached the tree and peered 
around it’s narrow trunk.  The 

e l a n d 
w e r e 
looking in 
our direc-
tion.  We 
decided to 
stand and 
use the 
t r e e 
branch for 
s uppor t .  
We stood, 
the gems-
bok stood 
and the 
e l a n d 

stood.  The tree branch was 
unstable, I moved to the sticks 
and asked Warren “is that the 
one?”  he said “yes”, then said 
“no wait maybe that one”, I put 
the scope on the second eland 
and we both said “the other 
ones better” and I put the 
scope back on the first eland 
bull.  The eland had moved 
about 30 yards out from the 
tree and turned to look in our 
direction.  I put the cross hairs 

low on his chest and slowly 
pulled the trigger on my CZ 
in .416 Rigby.  The eland 
turned, walked about 10 yards 
and then fell to the ground.  I 
had finally completed my goal 
of taking an eland. 
 
Warren and I were really ex-
cited to have been successful 
after all of this hard work.  The 
difficulty of the stalk made this 
one of the best hunts I have 
ever had.   We called my wife 
and Mike on the radio and 
everyone gathered for photos.  
The photos show the end re-
sult and lots of smiles, but the 
true treasures of this hunt are 
the memories I have of the 
stalk and the great time had 
with Warren and Mike on this 
hunt.  I will always have this 
great memory. 
 
 

 

Toff-o-Lux  10 March 1998 – 4 April 2009 
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How does one say goodbye 
The death of Lux  has ef-
fected us hard, devastating 
our close knit family, but 
she was only a dog you 
might say……….. 
We collected Lux as a 8 
week “Jack Rascal” in April 
1997 while on a short visit 
to Jeffreys Bay in the East-
ern Cape of South Africa.  
She had been selected out 
for us by my mom and sister 
and almost immediately 

took over our old farm 
house.  From the beginning 
she took over ruling the 
roost with complete con-
trol.  Her second day with 
me set the tone for her life, 
it was spent riding the bak-
kie (pickup) while I culled 
springbuck.  From then 
forth she knew her destiny, 
“look after me all times es-
pecially while hunting, a task 
she took seriously right till 
the end”. 
She has accompanied me on 

almost every single hunt 
from that point on until her 
death, only missing a few 
towards the end when her 
health started failing her.  
Her style was absolutely 
unique, completely untypical 
of the breed, for she would 
never chase a bloodtrail to 
bay the wounded animal but 
rather stayed about 5 m 
ahead of me guiding me all 
the way, looking back at me 
with a trademark stance to 
chide my slowness.   



….she was fully trained on voice, whistle and hand commands 
hind and nervously ran back.  
She was waiting; loyalty was 
not her vice.  That was 
taken up completely by 
ground squirrels and das-
sies, two animals she could 
not resist chasing often bail-
ing out of the bakkie still 
travelling pretty fast. 
My driving passion to hunt, 
whether culling as an official 
of our game department or 
guiding clients offered us a 
huge amount of real quality 
time together and an under-
standing between man and 
dog that can only best be 
experienced to be truly 
understood.  The success 
stories that I can tell are 
numerous, each special in 
their complexity, almost 
impossible spoor she fol-
lowed with no visible blood 
for kilometers, but the one 
that will always remain spe-
cial is the day that I took a 
group of Pharmacists culling 
springbok.  The cruiser was 
loaded to capacity, the 
nominated shotist kept far 
from the cooler box which 
was already being liberally 
assaulted.  A “trop” (herd) 
of about 70 springbok stood 
about 120 yards in the mag-
nificent glow of our late 
afternoon African sunlight 
and at the shot springbok 
exploded in all directions 
before being vacuumed into 
a single “trop” once again.  
The hit was good, an audible 
“whump” as the springbuck 
lurched and was lost from 
sight, the “trop” running off 
to our left in a tightly knit 
group.  It was a relaxed 
group of men that strolled 
towards the area the buck 

was shot, confident of a 
quick recovery of a dead 
buck.  As we crossed the 
spoor Lux immediately went 
into her trademark crouch, 
denoting as she so often had 
that there was a blood trail.  
Trust your dog was a lesson 
I had learnt the hard way.  
“This way” I called only to 
be met with good natured 
ribald teasing that a group 
reserves for some poor 
mistaken fool, all adamantly 
continuing on their way.  
Lux quickly followed the 
“spoors” (tracks) carefully 
sniffing out the wounded 
one in the 70 odd “trop” 
until on a small incline only 
about 400 yards from there 
it veered away from the 
“trop” and died in mid 
stride, all systematically fol-
lowed and tracked by Lux 
even when they had run as a 
single group.  It was a splen-
did afternoon as I watched 
the group of hunter for 
about a half hour troop 
around looking for their 
dead buck, until eventually 
they followed to where we 
were sitting enjoying the 
splendor with the dead 
buck.  I felt like my chest 
was going to explode with 
pride and notably did not 
receive another ounce of 
trouble, our colours were 
nailed to the mast.  
 The stories are endless, she 
went with me where ever I 
went, was my companion on 
long cold winters nights 
lying like an anchor next to 
me while out catching game, 
culling or other manage-
ment functions on far flung 
reserves. Lux read me like a  

This was brilliant, 
because although a 
dog can bay and 
hold a kudu, 
bushbuck or simi-
lar animal for a few 
minutes allowing 
you to approach 
and dispatch the 
animal, many is the 
time that a dog has 

been dispatched by a sharp 
horn or well placed kick. 
 
Her training was daily hunt-
ing and as she needed to 
know a command she was 
shown and amazingly almost 
always grasped the concept 
immediately.  I never looked 
for her, she was always on 
my heel, awaiting her com-
mand.  She was fully trained 
on voice, whistle and hand 
commands.  I once was out 
walking, (always with a rifle 
as was common practice in 
an area that proliferated in 
Black Rhino and Buffalo) 
when I gave her a hand sig-
nal to sit and stay while I 
walked on.  Far off thoughts 
sidetracked my already chal-
lenged capacity and it was a 
good few kilometers before 
I realized I had left her be-
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book.  She was my family 
when away, never lonely 
with just the two of us, she 
never doubted me, often I 
had to be careful on our 
annual holiday at the coast 
because she followed me 
into the sea without a sec-
ond thought and many a 
time had to be saved out of 
the rip currents.  She rode 
horse, motorbike, canoe, 
boat and loved to fly with 
me in the chopper watching 
the ground keenly for what-
ever we were chasing.  Her 
amazing nose was almost 
surpassed by her eyesight.  
When on guard in my 
“bakkie” she would not al-
low anyone in, no matter 
how well known.  Poisoned 
steak thrown into the vehi-
cle by a “no-good” wanting 
to steal my wallet, camera 
etc. was even astutely ig-
nored, access was not an 
option for him. 
The stories are many, luckily 
so are the campfires.  Many 
clients had the privilege of 
working with her, saving a 
lot of time and many a res-

cued trophy.  The end came 
like a thief on a dark night 
completely unexpected.  
She went quickly, in early 
December she was diag-
nosed with cancer, South 
Africa’s best veterinary sur-
geons could do little, 3 ma-
jor surgeries and other pro-
cedures did little.  She got 
sick on a hunt after a 
wounded Zebra, we lost her 
in the gloom and the whole 
crew were running around 
for over an hour in the dark 
windy night calling her 
name, I knew I would not go 
home that cold windy night 
without her.  Something 
happened in that little body 
wracked with cancer, she 
was on her last spoor, as I 
got closer she barked telling 
me her whereabouts, sitting 
waiting trusting, still on the 
spoor.  She died in Natalie’s 
arms, fitting as the only 
other person she allowed 
close.  I buried her deep 
under a tree, carefully 
wrapped in my favourite 
“Hunt The Sun”hunting shirt 
and as the red dirt closed in 

on her I 
unasham-
edly was 
wracked 
with 
emotion, 
sobbing 
like a 
child, my 
grief 
knew no 
bounds. 
As I quote Ruark “ The 
death of an old dog is com-
parable in heartache to the 
death of any person, young 
or old, and in some respects 
produces more pain.  The 
dog has been dependant, 
totally, and has become an 
extension of the man, closer 
in companionship than hu-
mans and certainly more 
blind to the masters faults.  
The loss of a dog is felt 
more keenly because a por-
tion of the human dies with 
the beast, or so it seems to 
me.” (The Old Mans Boy 
Grows Older.) 
 
 

African Dream Safari to suit your needs or 
at the very least have a good evening’s en-
tertainment. 
 
 
Contact me  
 mike@mikebirchsafaris.com 
+27 82 4560645 

Not completely true as the last time I 
surfed was a while back and anyway 
seems though even California is too 
cold to surf this year!  I will be arriv-
ing in the US next week and will be 
available on email and text.   
 
If you would like to see me too dis-
cuss African Hunting please contact 
me.  Gather your friends around, who 
knows maybe we can work out an 

She rode horse, motorbike, canoe, boat and loved to fly with me in the chopper  

SURFIN’ SAFARI USA 

“The loss of a dog 
is felt more 

keenly because a 
portion of the 
human dies with 
the beast, or so it 

seems to 
me.” (The Old 
Mans Boy Grows 

Older.) 
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Background 
WTW or “Walk the Walk” is Hunt The Sun’s motto for doing something about our community and not just 
talking about it.  WTW was started through the request of our clients after experiencing first hand the pov-
erty that exists in our communities especially Hayfield where our staff call home.  It is a tiny spot, a dusty dry 
place without even the luxury of basics such as a shop or kiosk.   
 
The community are the remnants of the salt mine, a few ruined houses occupied by mostly older people.  
The younger folk might work in town or on neighbouring farms if they can find employment often leaving the 
children to be raised by elderly grandparents in the community.  The scourges of poverty are blatant, alco-
holism especially is a huge problem.  Unemployment is rife but more concerning is the dismal standard of 
education that the children are experiencing.  The school currently offers Grade 1 – Grade 7 with 56 chil-
dren crammed into 2 small classrooms.  While the teaching staff are willing and make an effort they too get 
despondent with the lack of facilities and assistance that is offered to them.  We are not talking about the 
lack of the latest tech audio visual aids yes these are important but the needs are simpler it’s about basics, 
equipment such as desks, paper, pencils not to mention computers, classrooms and yes a full tummy to learn 
on every day.  The Govt feeding scheme sponsors each child a daily meal, often the only one they will get but 
what does one buy for 18 US cents a day?  Yet somehow they manage, most goes to cooking gas and hiring a 
taxi to go purchase the foods but with a little initiative the teaching staff produce a meal, often only soup 
(with no meat) or a jam sandwhich with a juice, often far more than they would get at home.  The schools 
veggie garden is vital, but it too gets routinely raided by the local goat herd.  Morale is low, the Govt is un-
supportive in assisting these far flung places as they do not represent many votes for the politicians and initia-
tives are routinely squashed. 
 
Vision 
So what is this about?  Simply put we need to invest in our children, the key being education with the focus 
on educating the children, getting them an education that will afford them the opportunity to compete on 
the open market as well as access to modern education tools such as computers and the internet so that 
they will not be disadvantaged by a lack of what is now an essential skill.  The older generations need to be 
assisted where possible but unless we educate the children, they too will remain behind to perpetuate the 
cycle.  The school currently caters for Grades 1 – 7 and then parents send their children away to boarding 
school.  They don’t have transport or even the means to contact their children most do not even see where 
the children are educated and live.  This is most unsatisfactory and children are raised by others without the 
vital input of a stable family environment.  The boarding houses leave much to be desired and the atrocities 
which kids are dealt with can only be imagined.  The idea is to eventually change this and have the children 
educated at Hayfield.  An after school education system with skills training as well as placement system is 
required for the children to make a meaningful contribution and in turn assist their families. 
Operational 
HTS is committed to assisting and uplifting the community.  HTS operates in the community and this is in a 
small part the manner which it can put back into the community.  Clients hunting with HTS have made gen-
erous donations and these have been put to good causes such as assisting the school with basic needs and 
also with the basic needs of the children.  HTS will not utilize any of these funds for administration costs and 
therefore the total amount of the donations are used for a tangible project.  Administration, HTS salaries, 
fuel, transport, labour etc. are our input to the project, we bear these costs so that your donation goes 
100% to a tangible project, so yes you can make a difference!  We manage these projects privately so your 
donation is not through government but directly to the school.  As HTS bears the admin costs such as fuel, 
wages etc, your donation goes 100% to a deserving project.   In order to be completely transparent a full set 
of books will be made available on request. 
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P.O. Box 110470 
Hadision Park 

Kimberley 
South Africa 

8306 
 

Phone: +27 82 456 0645 
 

E-mail: 
mike@mikebirchsafaris.com 

www.huntthesun.com 
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Projects 
 
Currently the projects that have been identified by the 
school are as follows: 

Computer room 
Internet facility 
Fax machine 
Sports equipment including uniforms, soccer nets & 

poles, balls, bats etc. 
Library 
Fence around vegetable garden – those goats! 
Cooking pots 
Fridge Freezer 

 
These are obviously the tip of the iceberg and there are a lot more requirements. 
 
Benefactors 
 
These have been numerous this season and we have named Darrell Noblitt from Mustang 
Oklahoma as the “Beggar-in-Chief” and guardian of the project.  Through him we have estab-
lished a connection with schools in the U.S. and we are extremely excited about the links and 
friendships being created.  The benefactors list is currently: 
 
Darrell Noblitt 
Jim Wilson 
Matt Rigdon 
Alan Newport 
Terry Bennett 
Mitch Henry 
Lance Odom 
Don Benedik 
Dan Lepper 
Nathan Lepper 
Doyle Bruner 
Gail Baker 
Leo & Donna Bettinger 
“Thanks guys, you have made a difference” 
 
 
 
Our list of Donations include: 
Blankets 
Laptop computer 
Writing materials 
Clothing 
Sports equipment 
funding 
 


