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Juja Farm we were wel-
£l comed with the most gen-
erous hospitality by my fel-
) low-countryman and his
SV wife, Mr. and Mrs. W. N.
3 McMillan. Selous had been
staying with them, and one afternoon [ had
already ridden over from Sir Alfred’s ranch
to take tea with them at their other house,
on the beautiful Mua hills.

Juja Farm lies on the edge of the Athi
Plains, and the house stands near the junc-
tion of the Nairobi and Rewero Rivers. The
house, like almost all East African houses,
was of one story, a broad, vine-shaded ve-
randa running around it. There were nu-
merous out-buildings of every kind; there
were flocks and herds, comhelds, a vege-
table garden, and, immediately in front of
the house, a very pretty flower garden, care-
fully tended by unsmiling Kikuyu savages.
All day long these odd creatures worked at
the grass and among the flower beds; ac-
cording to the custom of their tribe their
ears were slit 50 as to enable them to stretch
the lobes to an almost unbelievable extent,
and in these apertures they wore fantas-
tically carved native ornaments. One of

them had been attracted by the shining sur-

face of an empty tobacco can, and he wore
this in one ear to match the curiously carved
wooden drum he carried in the other. An-
other, whose arms and legs were massive
with copper and iron bracelets, had been
given a blanket because he had no other
garment; he got along quite well with the
blanket excepting when he had to use the
lawn mower, and then he would usually
wrap the blanket around his neck and
handle the lawn mower with the evident
feeling that he had done all that the most
exacting conventionalism could require,
The house boys and gun-bearers, and
most of the boyswho took care of the horses,
were Somalis, whereas the cattle keepers
who tended the herds of cattle were Masai,
and the men and women who worked in the
fields were Kikuyus. The three races had
nothing to do with one another, and the few
Indians had nothing to do with any of
them. The Kikuyus lived in their beehive
huts scattered in small groups; the Somalis
all dwelt in their own little village on one
side of the farm; and half a mile off the
Masai dwelt in their village. Both the So-
malis and Masai were fine, daring fellows;
the Somalis were Mohammedans and horse-
men: the Masai were cattle herders, who did
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2 African Game Trails

type. Theylooked carefullyafter the cattle,
and were delighted to join in the chase of
dangerous game, but regular work they
thoroughly despised. Sometimes when we
had gathered a mass of Kikuyus or of our
own porters together to do some job, two
or three Masai would stroll up to look on

Mr. Bulpett, were not merely mighty hunt-
ers who had bagged every important variety
of large and dangerous game, but were also
explorers of note, whose travels had materi-
ally helped in widening thearea of ourknowl-
edge of what was once the dark continent.
Many birds sang in the garden, bulbuls,

Masai warriors near McMillan’s ranch on the Mua hills,
From a phictograph by Kennit Rowsevelt.

with curiosity, sword in belt and great spear
in hand; their features were well cut, their
hair curiously plaited, and they had theerect
carriage and fearless bearing that naturally
go with a soldierly race.

Within the house, with its bedrooms and
dining-room, its library and drawing-room,
and the cool-shaded veranda, everything
was so comfortable that it was hard to re-
alize that we were far in the interior of
Africa and almost under the equator. Our
hostess was herself a good rider and good
shot, and had killed her lion; and both our
host and a friend who was staying with him,

thrushes, and warblers; and from the nar-
row fringe of dense woodland along the
edges of the rivers other birds called loudly,
some with harsh, some with musical voices.
Here for the first time we saw the honey-
guide, the bird that is said to insist upon
leading any man it sees to honey, so that he
may rob the hive and give it a share—
though we were not ourselves fortunate
enough to witness anything noteworthy in
its actions.

Game came right around the house.
Hartebeests, wildebeests, and zebras grazed
in sight on the open plain. The hippo-



The house at Juja Fasm
Frian a phatograph by J. Alden Loring.

potami that lived close by in the river came
vut at night into the garden. A couple of
years before a rhino had come down into
the same garden in broad daylight, and
quite wantonly attacked one of the Kikuyu
laborers, tossing him and breaking his thigh.
It had then passed by the house out to the
plain, where it saw an ox cart, which it im-
mediately attacked and broke, cannoning
off after its charge and passing up through
the span of oxen, breaking all the yokes but
fortunately not killing an animal. Then it
met one of the men of the house on horse-
back, immediately assailed him, and was
killed for its pains.

My host was about to go on safari for a
couple of months with Selous, and to man-
age their safari they had one of the most
noted professional hunters of East Africa,
Mr. H. Judd; and Judd was kind enough
to take me out hunting almost every day
that we were at Juja. We would breakfast
at dawn and leave the furm about the time
that it grew light enough to see: ordinaril
our course was eastward, toward the Athi,
a few miles distant. These morning rides
were very beautiful, In our front was the
muountain mass of Donvo Sabuk, and the
sun rose behind it, flooding the heavens
with gold and crimson. The morning air
blew fresh in our faces, and the unshod feet
of our horses made no sound as they trod

the dew-drenched grass. On every side
game stood to watch us, herds of harte-
beests and zebras, and now and then a
herd of wildebeests ora few straggling old
wildebeest bulls. Sometimes the zebras
and kongoni were very shy, and took fright
when we were yet a long way off; at other
times they would stand motionless and per-
mit us to come within fair gunshot, and
after we had passed we could still see them
regarding us without their having moved.
The wildebeests were warier; usually when
we were still a quarter of a mile or so dis-
tant, the herd, which had been standing
with heads up, their short, shaggy necks
and heavy withers giving the animals an
unmistakable look, would take fright, and,
with heavy curvets, and occasional running
in semicircles, would make off, heads held
down and long tails lashing the air.

In the open woods which marked the bor-
der between the barren plains and the for-
ested valley of the Athi, Kermit and I shot
water-buck and impalla. The water-buck
is a stately antelope with long, coarse gray
hair and fine carriage of the head and neck;
the male alone carries horns. We found
them usually in parties of ten or a dozen,
both of bulls and cows; but sometimes a
party of cows would go alone, or three or
four bulls might be found together. In spite
of its name, we did not find it much given
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to going in the water, although it would
cross the river fearlessly whenever it de-
sired; it was, however, always found not
very far from water. It liked the woods
and did not go many miles from the streams,
yet we frequently saw it
on the open plains a mile
or two from trees, feed-
ing in the vicinity of the
zebra and the harte-
beest. This was, how-
ever, usually quite early
in the morning or quite
late in the afternoon. In
the heat of the day it
clearly preferred to be
in the forest, along the
stream’s edge, or in the
bush-clad ravines.

The impallaare found
in exactly the same kind
of country as the water-
buck, and often associate
with them. Tomy mind
they are among the most
beautiful of all antelope.
They are about the size
of a white-tailed deer,
theirbeautiful annulated
horns making a single
spiral, and their coat is
like satin with its con-
trasting shades of red
and white. They have
the most graceful movements of any animal
I know, and it is extraordinary to see a herd
start off when frightened, making bounds
clear over large-sized bushes. Usually a
single old buck will be found with a large
company of does and fawns; the other
bucks go singly or in small parties. It was
in the middle of May, and we saw fawns of
all ages. When in the open, where, like the
water-buck, it often went in the morning
and evening, the impalla was very shy, but
I did not find it particularly so among the
woods.  In connection with shooting two
of the impalla, there are little incidents
which are perhaps worthy of mention.

In one case 1 had just killed a water-
buck cow, hitting it at a considerable dis-
tance and by a lucky fluke, after a good
deal of bad shooting. We started the por-
ters in with the water-buck, and then rode
west through an open country, dotted here
and there with trees and with occasional
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ant-hills. In a few minutes we saw an im-
palla buck, and I crept up behind an ant-
hill and obtained a shot at about two hun-
dred and fifty yards. The bhuck dropped,
and as [ was putting in another cartridge 1
said to Judd that I did-
n't like to see an animal
drop like that, so instan-
taneously, as there was
always the possibility
that it might only be
creased, and that if an
animal so hurt got up, it
always went off exactly
as if unhurt.  When we
raised our eyes again to
look for the impalla it
had vanished. I was
sure that we would never
sce it again, and Judd
felt much the same way,
but we walked in the di-
rection toward which its
head had been pointed,
and Judd ascended an
ant-hill to scan the sur-
rounding country with
hiz glasses. He did so,
and after a minute re-
marked that he could
not sec the wounded im-
palla; when a sudden
movement caused him
to look down, and there
itwas, lvingat his very feet, on theside of the
ant-hill, unable to rise. I had been using a
sharp-pointed bullet in the Springfield, and
thismakesa big hole. The bullet had gone
too far back, penetrating the hips. 1 should
not have wondered at all if the animal had
failed to get up, but I did not understand
why, if recovered enough from the shock to
be able to get up at all, it had not continued
to travel, instead of falling after going one
hundred yards. Indeed, I am inclined to
think that a deer or prong-buck, hit in the
same fashion, would have gone off and
would have given a long chase before being
overtaken. Judging from what others have
said, T have no doubt that African game
is very tough and succumbs less easily to
wounds than is the case with animals of the
northern temperate zone: but in my own
limited experience, | three times saw Afri-
can antelopes succumb to wounds quicker
than the average northern animal would
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have succumbed to the wound. One was
this impalla. Another was the cow eland
1 first shot; her hind leg was broken high
up, and the wound, though crippling, was
not such as would have prevented a moose
or wapiti from hobbling away on three legs;
vet in spite of hard struggles the eland was
wholly unable to regain her feet. Theim-
palla thus shot, by the way, although in fine
condition and the coat of glossy beauty,
was infested by ticks; around the homns the
horrid little insects were clustered in thick
masses for a space of a diameter of some
inches. It was to me marvellous that they
had notset up inflammation or caused great
sures, for they were so thick that at a dis-
tance of a few feet they gave the appear;
ance of there being some big gland or bare
place at the root of each horn.

The other impalla buck also showed
an unexpected softness, succumbing to a
wound which I do not believe would have
given me either a white-tailed or a black-
tailed deer. T had been vainly endeavoring
to get a water-buck bull, and as the day was
growing hot 1 was riding homeward, scan-
ning the edge of the plain where it merged
into the trees that extended out from the
steep bank that hemmed in one side of the
river bottom.  From time to time we would
see an impalla or a water-buck making its
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way from the plain back to the river bot-
tom, to spend the day in the shade. One of
these [ stalked, and after a good deal of long-
range shooting broke a hind leg high up.
It got out of sight and we rode along the
edge of the steep descent which led down
into the river bottom proper. In the bottom
there were large, open, grassy places, while
the trees made a thick fringe along the river
course. We had given up the impalla and
turned out toward the plain, when one of
my gun-bearers whistled to us and said he
had seen the wounded animal cross the bot-
tom and go into the fringe of trees bounding
a deep pool in which we knew there were
lmlﬁippns and crocodiles. We were off
our horses at once, and, leaving them at
the top, scrambled down the descent and
crossed the hottom to the spot indicated.
The impalla had lain down as soon as it
reached cover, and as we entered the fringe
of wood 1 caught a glimpse of it getting up
and making off.  Yet fifty vards farther it
stopped again, standing right on the brink
of the pool, so close that when [ shot it, it
fell over into the water.

When, after arranging for this impalla to
Le carred back to the farm, we returned to
where our horses had been left, the boys
told us with much excitement that there
was a large snake near by; and sure enough






