SCRIBNER'S

VOL. XLVII

MAGAZINE

MAY, 1910 0.5

AFRICAN GAME TRAILS®

AN ACCOUNT OF THE AFRICAN WANDERINGS OF AN AMERICAN
HUNTER-NATURALIST

BY THEODORE ROOSEVELT

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY KERMIT
EXFEDITION

OF THE

ROUSEVELT AND OTHER MEMBERS

VII.—TO LAKE NAIVASHA.

\1-, SELASIROM this camp_we tumed

4 vasha.
Kl The Sotik country through
s which we had hunted was
. e sorely stricken by drought.
The grass was short and withered and most
of the waterholes were drying up, while
both the game and the flocks and herds of
the nomad Masai gathered round the
watercourses in which there were still occa-
sional muddy pools, and grazed their neigh-
borhood bare of pasturage. It was an un-
ceasing pleasure to watch the ways of the
game and to study their varying habits.
Where there was a river from which to
drink or where there were many pools, the
different kinds of buck, and the zebra,
showed comparatively little timidity about
drinking, and came holdly down to the
water’s edge, sometimes in broad daylight,
sometimes in darkness. But where the
pools were few they never approached one
without feeling panic dread of their great
enemy the lion, who, they knew well, liked
to lurk around their drinking places. At
such a pool T once saw a herd of zehras
come to water at nightfall. They stood
motionless some distance off; then they
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slowly approached, and twice on false
alarms wheeled and fled at speed; at last
the leaders ventured to the brink of the pool
and at once the whole herd came jostling
and crowding in behind them, the water
gurgling down their thirsty throats; and
immediately afterward off they went at a
gallop, stopping to graze some hundreds of
yards away, The ceaseless dread of the
lion felt by all but the heaviest game is
amply justified by his ravages among them.
A lion will eat a zebra (beginning at the
hind quarters, by the way, and sometimes
having, and sometimes not having, pre-
viously disemhowelled the animal), or one
of the bigger buck at least once a week—
perhaps once every five days. The dozen
lions we had killed would probably, if left
alive, have accounted for seven or eight
hundred buck, pig, and zebra within the
next year. Our hunting was a net advan-
tage to the harmless game.

The zebras were the noisiest of the game.
After them came the wildebeeste, which
often uttered their queer grunt; sometimes
a herd would stand and grunt at me for
some minutes as I passed, a few hundred
vards distant. The topi uttered only a
kind of sneeze, and the hartebeeste a some-
what similar sound. The so-called Rob-
erts' gazelle was merely the Grant's gazelle

SrrciaL NoTice. —These articles are fully protecied under the new copyright law in effect July 198, 190, which impuses
& sgvere penalty for infringement.

Copynght, 1910, by Charles Scribner’s Sons.  All rights reserved.
Printed in New York.



The rhino stood looking at us with his big ears cocked forward —Page 514

From a phatograph Ly Kermit Roosevelt.

of the Athi, with the lyrate shape of the
horns tending to be carried to an extreme
of spread and backward bend. The tom-
my bucks carried good horns; the horns
of the does were usually aborted, and were
never more than four or five inches long.
The most notable feature about the tom-
mies was the incessant switching of their
tails, as if jerked by clectricity. In the
Sotik the topis all seemed to have calves of
about the same age, as if born from four to
six months earlier; the young of the other
game were of every age. The males of all
the antelope fought much among them-
selves. The gazelle bucks of both species
would face one another, their heads be-
tween the forelegs and the horns level with
the ground, and each would punch his op-
ponent until the hair flew.

Watching the game, one was struck by
the intensity and the evanescence of their
emotions. Civilized man now usually
passes his life under conditions which elim-
inate the intensity of terror felt by his an-
cestors when death by violence was their
normal end, and threatened them during
every hour of the day and night. Itisonly
in nightmares that the average dweller in
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civilized countries now undergoes the hid-
eous horror which was the regular and
frequent portion of his ages-vanished fore-
fathers, and which is still an everyday inci-
dent in the lives of most wild creatures.
But the dread is short-lived, and its horror
vanishes with instantaneous rapidity. In
these wilds the game dreaded the lion and
the other flesh-eating beasts rather than
man. We saw innumerable kills of all the
buck, and of zebra, the neck being usually
dislocated, and it being evident that none of
the lion's victims, not even the truculent
wildebeeste or huge eland, had been able to
make any fight against him. The game is
ever on the alert against this greatest of
foes, and every herd, almost every indi-
vidual, is in imminent and deadly peril
every few days or nights, and of course
suffers in addition from countless false
alarms. But no sooner is the danger over
than the animals resume their feeding, or
love making, or their fighting among them-
sclves. Two bucks will do battle the
minute the herd has stopped running from
the foc that has seized one of its number,
and a buck resumes his love making with
ardor, in the brief interval hetween the first
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and the second alarm, from hunter or lion.
Zebra will make much noise when one of
their number has been killed; but their
fright has vanished when once they begin
their barking calls

Death by violence, death by cold, death
by starvation—these are the normal end-
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The savage of to-day shows us what the
fancied age of gold of our ancestors was
really like; it was an age when hunger,
cold, violence, and iron cruelty were the or-
dinary accompaniments of life. If Matthew
Arnold, when he expressed the wish to know
the thoughts of Earth’s “vigorous, primi-

T'ne waterhole we struck after having made & dry camp on our trek to Lake Naivasha
From a photograph by Kermit Rooseveit.

ings of the stately and beautiful creatures of
the wilderness. The sentimentalists who
prattle about the peaceful life of nature do
not realize its utter mercilessness; although
all they would have to do would be to look
at the birds in the winter woods, or even at
the insects on a cold morning or cold even-
ing. Life is hard and cruel for all the
lower creatures, and for man also in what
the sentimentalists call a ** state of nature.”

tive' tribes of the past, had really desired an
answer to his question, he would have done
well to visit the homes of the existing repre-
sentativesof his*‘ vigorous, primitive ances-
tors, and to watch them feasting on blood
and guts: while as for the “ pellucid and
pure”’ feelings of his imaginary primitive
maiden, theywere those of any meek, cowlike
creature whoaccepted marriage by purchase
or of convenience, as a matter of course.



Loring with an elephant shrew.
Lofing b <ulled Wanna Panya (the Mowsse Wannay Ly the Llacks.
Froum a photograph by Kermit Roosovelt,

It was to me a perpetual source of won-
derment to notice the difference in the be-
havior of different individuals of the same
species, and in the behavior of the same in-
dividual at different times; as, for example,
in the matter of wariness, of the times for
going to water, of the times for resting, and,
as regards dangerous game, in the matter
of ferocity. Their very looks changed. At
one moment the sun would turn the zebras
of a mixed herd white, and the hartebeeste
straw colored, so that the former could be
seen much farther off than the latter; and
again the conditions would be reversed
when under the light the zebras would show
up gray, and the hartebeeste as red as
foxes.

I had now killed almost all the specimens
of the common game that the Museum
needed. However, we kept the skin or
skeleton of whatever we shot for meat.
Now and then, after a good stalk, I would
get a boar with unusually fine tusks, a big
gazelle with unusually long and graceful
horns, or a fine old wildebeeste bull, its
horns thick and battered, its knees bare and
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calloused from its habit of going down on
them when fighting or threatening fight.

Our march was northward, a long day's
journey to what was called a salt marsh.
An hour or two after starting we had a
characteristic experience with a rhino. It
was a bull, with poor horns, standing in a
plain which was dotted by a few ling
thorn trees and wild olives. The safari's
course would have taken it to windward of
the rhino, which then might have charged
in sheer irritable bewilderment; so we
turned off at right angles. The long line
of porters passed him two hundred yards
away, while we gun men stood between with
our ritles ready; except Kermit, who was
busy taking photos. The rhino saw us,
but apparently indistinctly. He made little
dashes to and fro, and finally stood looking
at us, with his big ears cocked forward; but
he did nothing more, and we left him stand-
ing, plunged in meditation—probably it
would be more accurate to say, thinking of
absolutely nothing, as if he had been a
huge turtle. After leaving him we also
passed by files of zebra and topi who gazed
at us, intent and curious, within two hun-
dred yards, until we had gone by and the
danger was over; whereupon they fled in
fright.

The so-called salt marsh consisted of a
dry watercourse, with here and there a deep
muddy pool. The ground was impreg-
nated with some saline substance, and the
game licked it, as well as coming to water.
Our camp was near two reedy pools, in
which there were big yellow-billed ducks,
while queer brown heron, .the hammer-
head, had built big nests of sticks in the tall
acacias. Bush cuckoos gurgled in the un-
derbrush by night and day. Brilliant roll-
ers flitted through the trees. There was
much sweet bird music in the morning.
Funny little elephant shrews with long
snouts, and pretty zebra mice, evidently of
diurnal habit, scampered among the bushes
or scuttled into their burrows. Tiny dik-
diks, antelopes no bigger than hares, with
swollen muzzles, and their little horns half
hidden by tufts of hair, ran like rabbits
through the grass; the females were at
least as large as the males.  Another seven-
foot cobra was killed. There were brilliant
masses of the red aloe flowers, and of yel-
low-blossomed vines. Around the pools
the ground was bare, and the game trails

A white-tailed
MuUngousg,

A porcupise.
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Masai guides on Souk trip.
From a photograph by Edmmued Heller,

leading to the water were deeply rutted by
the hooves of the wild creatures that had
travelled them for countless generations

The day after reaching this camp, Cun-
inghame and I hunted on the plains. Be-
fore noon we made out with our glasses two
rhino lying down, a mile off. As usual
with these sluggish creatures we made our
preparations in leisurely style, and with
scant regard to the animal itself. More-
over we did not intend to kill any rhino un
less its horns were out of the common. |
first stalked and shot a buck Roberts v
zelle with a good head. Then we off sud-
dled the horses and sat down to lunch unler
a huge thorn tree, which stood by itscl’.
lonely and beautiful, and offered a shelicr
from the blazing sun. The game
was grazing on every side; and 1
kept thinking of all the life of the
wilderness, and of its many trage-
dies, which the great tree must
have witnessed during the centuries
since it was a seedling.

Lunch over, I looked to the load-
ing of the heavyritle,and we started
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toward the rhinos, well to leeward. But
the wind shifted every which way; and sud-
denly my gun bearers called my attention to
the rhinos, a quarter of a mile off, saying,
‘*He charging, he charging.” Sure enough,
they had caught our wind, and were rush-
ing toward us. I jumped off the horse and
studied the oncoming beasts through my
field-glass; but head on it was hard to tell
about the horns. However, the wind
shifted again, and when two hundred yards
off they lost our scent, and turned to one
side, tails in the air, heads tossing, evi-
dently much wrought up. They were a
large cow and a young heifer, nearly two-
thirds grown. As they trotted sideways I
could see the cow’s horns, and her doom
was sealed; for they were of good length,
and the hind one (it proved to be two feet
long) was slightly longer than the stouter
front one; it was a specimen which the
Museum needed.

So after them we trudged over the brown
plain. But they were uneasy, and kept
trotting and walking. They never saw us
with their dull eyes; but a herd of wilde-
beeste galloping by renewed their alarm; it

A sick Masai boy and his father.

The sheeps 1v a present to Dr, Mearns for services,
Froan & photogeaph by 1, Alden Loring,
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was curious to see them sweeping the
ground with their long, ugly heads, en-
deavoring to catch the scent. A mile's
rapid walk brought us within two hundred
yards, and we dared not
risk the effort for a closer
approach lest they should
break and run. The cow
turned hroadside to, and
1 hit her behind the
shoulder: but T was not
familiar with the heavy
Holland rifle at that
range, and my bullet went
rather too low. 1 think
the wound would eventu-
ally have proved fatal;
but both beasts went off
at a gallop, the cow now
and then turning from
side to side in high dud-
geon, trying to catch the
wind of her foe. We
mounted our horses, and
after a couple of miles’
canter overhauled our
quarry. Cuninghame
took me well to leeward,
and ahead, of the rhinos,
which never saw us; ane
then we walked to within
a hundred yards, and I
killed the cow. But we
were now much puzzled by the young one,
which refused to leave; we did not wish to
kill it, for it was hig enough to shift for it-
self; but it was also big enough to kill
either of us. We drew bhack, hoping it
would go away; but it did not. So when
the gun bearers arrived we advanced and
tried to frighten it; but this plan also failed.
It threatened to charge, but could not quite
make up its mind. Watching my chance |
then creased iis stern with a bullet from the
little Springhield, and after some wild cir-
cular galloping it finally decided to leave.

Kermit, about this time, killed a heavy
boar from horseback after a three-miles run.
The boar charged twice, causing the horse
to buck and shy. Finally, just as he was
going into his burrow backward, Kermit
raced by and shot him, firing his rifle from
the saddle afier the manner of the old-time
Western buffalo runners.

We now rejoined Mearns and Loring on
the banks of the Guaso Nyero. They had
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collected hundreds of birds and small mam-
mals, among them several new species.
We had already heard that a Mr. Williams,
whom we had met at McMillan's ranch,

Masai man and wife.
From o photograph by ] Aklen Loring.

had been rather badly mauled by a lion,
which he had mortally wounded, but which
managed to charge home., Now we found
that Dr. Mearns had been quite busily en-
gaged in attending to cases of men who
were hurt by lions. Loring nearly got in
the category. He killed his lioness with a
light automatic rifle, utterly unfit for use
against African game. Though he actually
put a bullet right through the beast’s heart,
the shock from the blow was so slight that
she was not stopped even for a second; he
hit her four times in all, each shot being
mortal—for he was an excellent marksman,
—and she died nearly at his feet, her charge
carrying her several yards by him. Mearns
had galloped into a herd of wildebeest and
killed the hig bull of the herd, after first
running clean through a mob of zebras,
which, as he passed, skinned their long yel-
low teeth threateningly at him, but made no
attempt actually to attack him,

A settler had come down to trade with






