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CAMEROON
Lord Derby’s eland kingdom
Christophe Beau

It is Saturday, 20 April 2019. The sky is low and grey when we approach Douala International Airport 
in Cameroon. In the distance I can see the Wouri River where the port of the economic capital and 
largest city of Cameroon is set. Although we are in the busiest airport of the country, I can only see 
a few planes when walking on the tarmac from the aircraft to the terminal. Formalities are quick 
with the usual arrival form to present to the authorities, together with passport and yellow fever 
inoculation card. Soon my luggage appears on the carousel and I find the friendly driver of the Akwa 
Palace Hotel waiting with his minibus. Douala is a typical West African city where the most important 
feature on your vehicle is the hooter ... Taxi-motorbikes are popular and carry just about anything 
– four to five adults, goats and chickens, a massive pile of firewood, or even another taxi-motorbike  
and its driver. Traffic light colours and other road signs seem to only suggest what to do in this jovial 
mess … you get the idea.

Alain's magnificent Lord Derby's eland. Left to right: Back: Laurent, Alain and Polo. Front: Mike, Boris, Pappy, 
Sabo and the author.

When hun� ng in Cameroon for savannah spe-
cies, your interna� onal fl ight will get you to 
either Douala or Yaoundé (the two biggest 
ci� es of the country, with an equal popula-

� on of about 1,3 million each). From here, CAMAIR-CO 
runs the only commercial fl ights to Garoua or Ngaoun-
déré, where our transfer vehicle will take you to camp in 
three to four hours. Tight interna� onal fl ight connec� ons 
with CAMAIR-CO schedules are challenging. It is therefore 
best to allow a couple of nights on arrival and departure in 
the capital ci� es as to avoid losing any hun� ng days. 

The hun� ng season in the savannah starts mid-Decem-
ber and ends mid-May when the “rain of the fi rst mangos” 
sets in. It is also the driest � me of the year, with tempera-
tures ranging from 18 °C to 40 °C (64 °F to 103 °F).

A� er playing cat and mouse with CAMAIR-CO for two 
days, we fi nally land in Garoua where our driver greets 
us with a large smile. It was raining the previous night, 
and the last hour’s drive on the dirt road should be dust-
free. Cameroon, especially the northern part, is a rural 
area with beau� ful tradi� onal villages of mud huts with 
thatched roofs. 

Soon we arrive in camp where all the staff  members 
have been wai� ng for us, lining up, singing and dancing in 
front of the green subtropical garden. The camp is set on 
the bank of the Bénoué River, off ering large pools of water 
at regular intervals. The one in front of the camp hosts a 
permanent pod of hippos, some crocs and plenty of fi sh. 
Each of the bungalows called Boukarou is private and 
spacious, nicely decorated with en suite bathroom and air-
condi� oning. Power is produced with solar panels during 
the day and a generator in the evening. The staff  quarters, 
together with the skinning shed and logis� cs area, are set 
a li� le further to ensure privacy and quiet. 

Chef Gaston and his sidekick waiter Marcel are doing a 
great job preparing Lord Derby skewers, crispy French fries 
and fresh mixed salad from the camp’s garden for dinner 
that night. It sets the quality of all the meals to follow 
during the safari – simply superb. Meals and drinks are 

served on the lounge/bar/dining area pa� o overlooking 
the beau� ful garden and river. 

5 am: The pod of hippos in front of the camp decides 
to challenge the next pod upriver in a noisy exercise. 

5.30 am: Marcel brings some homemade jam and 
bread and takes our orders of fried eggs and omele� es. 
The sky is ge�  ng lighter already. 

6 am: Trackers Sabo and Pappy, gun bearer Laurent 
and driver Boris are wai� ng in the vehicle. It’s � me ... 

We are close to the equator and the sun shines pre� y 
much from 6 am to 6 pm all year round. A li� le herd of 
Buff on’s kob greets us outside camp. The fi rst rains have 
turned the bush green and we are heading into the heart 
of the Lord Derby’s eland kingdom. 

“Stop, stop, stop!” We have already found the fi rst 
fresh tracks crossing the road. Sabo men� ons buff alo and 
Pappy, the younger of the two, jumps off  and double-
checks with Laurent. It looks like a small herd with a track 
of a big bull and it is fresh enough to follow. Our French 
hunter, Alain, has already hunted a few savannah buff alo 
from previous safaris and is a� er a Lord Derby’s eland this 
� me. 

We come across more buff alo tracks on the road ahead 
while climbing a hill covered with thicker vegeta� on. Two 

Our camp on the bank of the Bénoué River

Buff on’s kob and reedbuck
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Following fresh buff alo tracksFishing for Nile perch and � gerfi sh in front of our camp

harnessed bushbuck ewes are feeding on the edge of an 
opening. I stop the vehicle in search of a ram, and there 
it is ... a young ram with 6" pins on his head, looking back 
at us. The young buck looks at us for a while and then 
decides to run for cover, diving into the thickets. A bigger
ram follows, coming from nowhere. That one was a 
shooter for sure!

The vegeta� on opens up a bit on top of the hill, al-
lowing us a magnifi cent view of the surroundings – some 
green hills covered with thicker forest, rolling to the foot 
of a small mountain called Osséré Makat. Sabo knows of a 
big herd of Lord Derby’s eland around here and suggests 
we walk to a nearby spring to look for any signs. Stretch-
ing one’s legs a� er a few days of travelling is a welcome 
exercise, and soon our two trackers are leading our li� le 
group in the open forest. A few hundred metres into the 
walk we fi nd some water on the ground. It is a � ny stream 
with running water, forming muddy patches between li� le 
pools. The area is full of tracks, some old and some very 
fresh, like those of the eland that were here in the early 

hours of the morning. It is not the big herd men� oned by 
our main tracker, but what looks like a group of 20 to 30 
individuals. Some buspigs came a� er them and covered 
most of their tracks by rolling in the mud and digging in 
the so�  soil. We decide to walk around and see if we can 
spot any signs of a good bull. A group that size is o� en 
made up of female and young, but could drag a good bull 
or two on its tail. Ideally, we’d like to fi nd one to three 
bulls walking alone, giving us the best chance to fi nd a 
shooter.

A red-fl anked duiker is walking towards us in the forest, 
minding its own business in search of delicious leaves for 
breakfast. When he becomes aware of our presence, he 
disappears in a fl ash. Sabo and Pappy are doing wonders, 
fi nding where the herd of Lord Derby’s eland is heading 
to in no � me. It is now 9.30 am and it feels as if an oven 
has been switched on. It’s ge�  ng really warm … We’ve 
been walking for less than an hour behind what seems 
to become a bigger herd than originally thought, when 
Sabo freezes. It o� en is the 90 cm long swishing tail with 

Bénoué River set in a breathtaking landscape
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a dark tuft of hair that gives eland away, and today is no 
exception. The herd is about 100 m in front of us, walking 
from left to right. I spot some big females with calves, and 
a few young bulls of probably five to eight years of age. 
Although they reach sexual maturity at around eight years 
old, they haven’t developed fully into the massive beasts 
they will become. What Alain is after is not here right now. 
A big, mature bull may reach 20 to 25 years of age before 
getting too old to run away from the numerous lion in the 
area. Its horns would then be thick and worn down from 
breaking branches and scraping mineral lick sites to loosen 
soil. Those bulls will reach their peak and often have their 
best trophy quality at around 15 years of age. 

At 5 am the next morning, we are entertained by a 
hippo concerto. We are at the end of the hunting season 
in the savannah, and the beginning of our hunting season 
in the rainforest for bongo and the like. Temperatures are 
much higher than in December to March. We had some 
light rain the previous night, enough to cool everything 
down and erase old tracks on the road. These are perfect 
hunting conditions and our little team is eager for action. 
Sabo has decided to go back to the same area where we 
had seen that herd of eland the previous day. The road 
takes us through a few natural salt licks where we always 
spot game. The first one has permanent Buffon’s kob that 
are always very relaxed. There is a nice ram this morning 
visiting them, but this species is not on Alain’s menu. In 
fact, his menu is exclusively made up of the majestic Lord 
Derby’s eland! 

The next salt lick has four giraffe and a few western 
hartebeest running in the distance. We find two oribi 
at the next lick. I am pleasantly surprised by the high 
numbers of game we actually see each day just by driving 
around from one good walking area to the next. I have 
been scouting and plotting the main salt licks on my GPS 
for future hunting and haven’t seen any signs of poaching 
activities. Pascal, owner of the concession, has been very 
involved with the community for over 15 years, running 
various projects with and for them (including a Moringa 
oleifera plantation; a tree with multiple health benefits). 
It does help a lot to control any poaching activities and 
there is a very good understanding about the value of 
game animals. When caught, poachers are brought to the 
closest local chief where they are given some community 
service to do. 

Mbororo herders are the biggest issue here as they ille-
gally bring large herds of cattle to graze and browse in the 
hunting area. To keep their herds together at night, they 
cut all branches of selected big trees, so their livestock 
stays under those trees while feeding on the leaves. Ulti-
mately, this browsing competition chases the eland away 
and it has to be closely monitored and controlled. 

7:30 am: We decide to take a walk between Mayo Loul 
and Mayo Kout in the southern part of the concession. 
A mayo is a tributary of a river; it does not always have 
running water, but elephants and other mammals will dig 
in it to drink. Large pools of permanent water can also 
be found there. Some of you might be familiar with the 
name “Mayo Oldiri” – it is actually one of those tributaries 
ending in Mayo Loul and then in the Bénoué River close 
to camp. Sabo and Pappy are leading our little group. I 
am right behind Alain and old-time friend and PH, Polo. 
Laurent, the gun bearer, is bringing up the rear with his 
backpack full of water bottles and a radio hanging on the 
front pocket of his shirt. All hunting vehicles are connected 
through a very strong and efficient radio system, which 
saves a lot of time while hunting and recovering carcasses. 
We soon come across buffalo tracks again. The area has 
lots of buffalo and we see signs of them numerous times 
each day. Pierre, another hunter in camp, got his on day 
one of his safari the previous day!

We know of three different active springs in this 
corner of the concession, and eland are often hanging out 
between them during the day. They won’t move much if 
undisturbed during the hot hours of the day. Sabo and 
Pappy decide to break up to look on each side of a large 
hill in front of us. We take a break while waiting for them. 

Lord Derby’s eland hooves

Savannah buffalo
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A li� le while later, Pappy returns. They have found some 
eland tracks leading to the one spring and Sabo is behind 
them. It defi nitely is two bulls walking together, probably 
a big bull and his bodyguard. That sounds promising and 
we decide to track them un� l we have a visual. Is this the 
chance Alain has been wai� ng for to realise his dream of 
hun� ng a giant eland?

Pappy is eager to catch up with Sabo. I guess tracking 
eland is far more exci� ng than tracking his friend! We are 
all ba� ling to keep up with his brisk pace, but when we 
come across freshly broken branches where the bulls have 
fed three hours ago, the aches and pains make way for 
excitement.

We soon fi nd Sabo si�  ng against a tree; he has found 
very fresh dung and is convinced that the bulls cannot be 
too far away. Soon we see some more broken branches 
and wet dung … we need to slow down now to keep the 
element of surprise. Sabo is tracking and Pappy is now 
looking up, scanning for any movement or telltale shapes. 
We are progressing very slowly; the sweat is burning our 
eyes and those li� le pesky fl ies are trying to crawl into our 
ears, noses and eyes. It must have been Sabo’s sixth sense 
showing him the fi rst bull when he suddenly froze – there 
it is, lying down, probably 100 m away ... Sabo immediate-
ly shares this informa� on with us but all we can see is the 
forest. Only when scanning through our binoculars do we 
fi nally spot a por� on of the neck and the right horn. The 
bull is looking away from us. I try to focus on that horn; it 
looks very long, which is o� en the case when looking at a 
thin horn. The por� on of the neck that is visible is rather 
light in colour and not too muscular; this must be a young 
bull. 

Where is that second bull? It has to be close … “Ici, 
ici!” (“Here, here!”) Pappy whispers urgently, poin� ng a 
fi nger to the le� . Then we see the tail swishing between 
some trees, much closer than where the fi rst one is lying. 
Is he standing or lying down? It is hard to say, but he is 
probably standing as his moving tail gave him away. All I 
can see is that tail, nothing else. There are too many trees 
and shrubs and the vegeta� on is just too thick. With the 
fi rst bull being young and not a shooter, we have nothing 
to lose by trying to get a be� er look at the second one. 
Pappy and Laurent very quietly sit down. They will wait 

Le�  to right: Sabo, the author, Laurent and Pappy

Western hartebeest
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Mud huts in a tradi� onal rural village, Cameroon

there. Alain is right behind Sabo, now holding the shoo� ng 
s� cks. Polo and I are right behind them, trying to iden� fy 
the bull. The beast must have picked up some movement 
or the sound of a broken twig, as he is now looking back 
over his shoulder. And there he is – a big bull with a long, 
thick right horn. But wait … I can’t see the � p of the le�  
horn … it’s missing! I can clearly see both horns now; the 
le�  one is broken halfway down. My viewing angle might 
be diff erent to Polo’s, so I inform my friend straight away 
so he can pass on the info to Alain, who is now ge�  ng his 
rifl e onto the shoo� ng s� cks. 

“It is a big bull Alain, but the le�  horn is broken off .”
“Even be� er,” Alain replies. “I wanted something 

unique, and here it is …” 
The .375 H&H Magnum bullet hits the top of the le�  

shoulder while the giant eland is now facing us from a 
three-quarter angle. The shoo� ng window is narrow, 
but more than suffi  cient for our experienced hunter to 

squeeze a 350 gr bullet into the eland’s lungs. The bull 
jumps back and disappears like a fl ash of lightning. I think 
it is a very good shot and I’m confi dent that he won’t run 
very far. I start fi lming Alain walking to where the bull had 
been standing when he pulled the trigger. There is some 
foamy blood on the leaves, and lots of it. Another 40 m 
and we fi nd the expired bull, lying on his side.

What always amazes me is the intense contrast 
between before and a� er a good shot. It is like a clash of 
two diff erent worlds where one’s emo� ons jump from one 
extreme to the next – achievement, happiness, sadness, 
overwhelming feelings … You wanted it so badly, now 
you’ve shot it and realise that, a� er all, the biggest fun 
was actually just to hunt it …

For informa� on on savannah and rainforest hunts in 
Cameroon, please contact Christophe Beau at: 
cb@grand-safari.com

Kingdom of the Lord Derby’s eland. Note the many game 
trails leading to water.
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