The Second hand

Inheriting Someone Else’s Wounded Lion
Is No Way To Enjoy A Long Life.

By Peter Hathaway Capstick
Edjulwd Ihl lquulch dial on

that didn't make much sense as it
was the only link to the dream
world where water runs through a
ipe uncontaminated by snai
Sk ihark thit e

d boot steals, gila—
Fetgietinyelepbepnd sy

2

e ol 1 waan'tculy e radl.

igtrouble came by
iing e muh
just by being in the wrong place at
1h gl st wostly; it wae
that damn radio.

1 never had it on more than 1
could help, and in the dry season, it
just sat on a high stump under a
small thatched cover to prevent the
sun from melting it into slag. Red
and black alligaone cllmmd s
snarled their way t g
by gl e

and at least there was always a

my-turn button to broadcast, that
antenna _practically glowed, al-

ek 1 s wilfiaale (MES
Primeval to have never bothe
gyt
taxes and politics, approximately in
that order. But when you're a game
illomin 1 Barila d Mool
and Eastern Provinces, you
Toalize that the SSB a Just & fack of
life. Or death. You listen up. Very
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closely.

Taking a despairing toss of the
plastic “glass” of lukewarm scotch,
I stared at the beady. impersonal
eyes and dull casing of the unit
as the voice droned on as if coming
from the other end of a sewer.

... So it crossed the river into
the reserve, and you'll just have to
head down there and take care o it
Roger? Over.

1 figured ['d better cover my wool-
gathwing. “Abbm, Siz 1 bad

porti
Wou g repeat essentials,
please? Ov

My thumb relnxed and the oegle

a
exasperated official sigh on the
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other end before the speaker

un

cater. Do you understand? Ove
Click.

Oh, brother, did I ever under-

stand. The safari concession area,

y the government to a

private outfitting firm, bordered the

River. Along the hundred-odd miles
of the length of the concession were

seven or sight campe conducting
safaris. In fact, one of them had
once b-m Inine befors laing the
ient in a moment of
that ed

wor
Novel. I could go back to the States
and liave o Pack Aveang penthouse.
g castle like Bob
take a crack at
B ot ben
depositing all those filthy, capitalis-
tic royalties. Instead, L had co
the local market on ringworms and
indigestion. Over the past couple of
‘seasons, except for a couple of rip-
roaring leaves to Lusaka, I was
forced to the conclusion that I was
not on Kismet's preferred list. Lots
of things tried to hm me. My hair
ontinued on pg. 74

2




Second Hand Lion
2

continued from pg.

temples Gm.m s it
u aort of fell ut in lumpa from
time to time. I developed no

blance o Clack Cable whaterer,
and I must presume that Grace
Kelly was npendm‘ all her ume in
gorilla count gentle

airy exist-
ance, but that life was really scary.
back to the Heroic Deeds

That'

's me, Boy Pa-

Tions, by appointment only. Major
Credit Cards. In Manhattan dial
P-RE-D-AT-OR. Out of town, call
collect. Get a grip on yourself, boy.
Press the talk button and tell the
‘nice man you understand. But don't
tell him what you think of the idea.
You might get sent back to Wall
Strot for 80 torite.

“Roger, Chief, rvuom,nunu

ut,
blanket ovor his shoulder. 1 shook
hands with George and shot him a
zinger. We were old friends, having
done several fourclient ' safaris
together in the past, and I knew

e e would b over

Over hm.h'ap -mn e I:L\-nt -
lawyer from
me what had hApplnld They ot
stalked a bait they had hung after
cutting some impressive _tracks.
Sare mough, ot first light they
ted the lion and two lionesses
Sauntering away for drink and a

cover before George could
stick in a finisher.
our 'mﬁm and

Z
g
£
g
z
£
3
2
3

in the morning. Roger that? Over.”  watercourse.

“Officer Capstick” (Look out, “I went in after him, Pedro,” said
haro it comes) I have told you ot the b Rhodesian thoughtfully.
o call me chiet” Furiher, “But he'd gotten a_better offer.
not a Roger. You wil . Nobody home.

s you Yanks tay, ‘4 In now! u\eﬂn:k'tuﬁhmenvﬁhunk o
Acknowledge. Over.” our boy just

“Affirmative, ch..., uh,
Packing my hatuniis now. Wi
contact you upon my return. Over
and out.”

““Headquarters

out”  Click.

almost midnight under a
of moon

pressure lamps
anson's camp flashing

Toyota Llnd Cruiser and saw

n the other side. An

Saretie from
sideways at me. “Bu( them, w both

anchored the lion, he would have
been_indisputably guilty of lion
hin was sandingin
hed

poaching
the game reserve
e far bank. No i, ands r bute,
He surely would have been turned
in by one of the camp informers for

campfire with one of his men, who
hustled my rifle and light baggage
u

been the guest of
bt e ol g
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very substandard ho
‘months or so. He we

g for six

With Hanaon leading the way. we
return

not to take the shot, no matter how
much trouble it would have saved

to the reserve to follow up
the wounded lio, although 1 knew
it galled him. I assure you, America
has exclusivity of over-

. Silat (vho fachot
cally would al er)
and T would have a look-see. Mean
while, T stretched my carcass out
between the crisp, white sheets of a

pling thoss sams sheots ovo my
face tomorrow. 1f you haven't
heard, wounded lions are singularly
unpleasant creatures definitely in-
clined toward the subdivision of
follow-up hunters into small, bloody
chunks which can absolutely ruin
your vacation. Hoping that the
bullet may have, after all, proved
fatal and that the cat was lying
dead on

T awoke on the v
through, possibly a reﬁnemem “
the Space/Time Contin

comes fastr n direct propo
S e o Heuntite n Minke
the night before. The blackness had
evaporated in about half the time it
normally takes. One of Hanson's

I'mentally marked & amall, shallow
ford within a few hundred yards of
the lion’ and helped
myself to seconds.

Coecking ogh the, AT0 Nitm;
Evans

Fegiele around. Hanson figured
the bullet had been far enough back
to cause intestinal damage, and as
he is a fine pro, I took his word for
it. The lion had been hit with a .458

Winchester Magnum,  510-grain
soft-point h s me
through  experie that  there

would e no exit holatn thafariide
I've seen 15 or more lions

Troudatde with. that bl st
while it looks mighty good on the
ics charts, it just won't shoot
completely through a lion. The
problem with the squat bullet may

ble. This is a great disadvantage of
the load, two holes instead of one
make tracking a helluva lot easier
as well as Susag blood-loss shock
much more quickly. Sure, you can
il lons with B10.rain, 456 Mag,
soft-points, but it's not the size of
the hole that matters. It's where it’
Tocated.

T asked George about our
wounded swain’s lady friends, and
he told me that they had, in the
confusion of the moment, just
disappeared and were not seen to
have crossed the river with the old
man, Of course, that didn’t mean
in't cross later st
mnybe for ance,luck was swinging

way, and we could concentrate
=t male withaws wortgtng Abont

the girls. Back in East Africa, when

mood for & humentype turkey on
rye. Like

T sent Silent, carrying his throw-

kill‘the Chabunkwa man-eating
lion while Silent fed him an arm so 1
could recover from a terrific wallop
gotten in a pointblank charge) to
check the spoor in the softer dirt
and sand at the water's edge. This
would know and recognize

how blending his mind with the

other. You don't walk away from a

slatonship lke that; sk anybody
pent time under fire with

ustod Sompacionn.

“Yena kona mukulu stelik,

b
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aof it s ot 7 Mt
ry solids, I had Silent fill a flax
jaw-sack with filtered water and
filched some biltong from George
for lunch.
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Buwana,” he said, which meant the

lior somethiny a
fellow. He wrinkled his forehead
thoughtfully and li

creation of black shag tol
wrapped in newspaper.
“Wena 20 azi lo mkondo?” 1 asked
bim ensngl. “Willyouremember
poor?”

e tackiad oy dragglng
the half-cigarette ~half-bush-
fLike that of my younget wi

ered in

&

jwana, nagal
“Now let men and make
o nd o s plly of children.”
This one-upsmanship was for the
benefit of George's hunting waff
who were minutely examining the
sky and the tops of their bare, dusty
foo. Thare i always s roet rivalry
among Africans who served a
niar, oven £ the extent that, f &
really big elephant was killed and
walk back to the vehicle was 20
miles or more, they would almost
come to blows deciding who would
have the prestige of carrying the

hung around my neck by the laces, I
crossed first, the big double ready,

crisp, about 24 hours old, whlch
tallied with the timing of the
wounding, And Slent was right

deep and broad

ead,
knowing that his mane was full and
quite reddish, a fact I had discov-
ered from George so I didn't happen
o dnothar Hg ‘male and bust him

thet Lm) an error 1 will not belikely

T et lood Yaghs ¥
the heavy

off enough that the oozings were no
longer diluted by the water dripping
off his hide. The greenest beginner
could tell that it was a gut wound
and not bleeding heavily as the
7

hullnm"nnclhnlnw alternately
the
uhdmg amnn ofthe cat’s skix asha
dked. Not good. With the pain,
boxcar full of
a badgers, but the big, fat slug
had done nothing structurally to
slow him down. Okay, now, take it
m Juat because the track Iooks
cold doesn't mean that he isn't
und-r c\u s shady bush, licking
ime
o ' secious. T tdestapped and
immedintaly Bilent passed ms,
hunched over, his eyes locked like a
laser on the almost invisible spoor
as I scanned ahead and to the sides

Back when the lons of East Afica
they

sional football ranks can drop a

the game and some sleepless nights.
But, you can't ever drop a pass with
a wounded lion. No mistakes with-
out paying the price. And that gets
extremely expensive — you don't
et embarrassed, you get dead.
After two hours, we had covered
about 600 yards inland from the
tiver. Twice, the cat had sopped
and bedded down, only to
Sontinue sgein, &} the last lpnl n
the shady lee of an _clepl
damaged sausage tree, there was a
fair patch of blood not much more

" min, h
kel 1o cha

ales first_because Coy
e e s S e o g roundsd o o by g o et

trying tomake visual contact before
a surprise charge, There are proba-
bly more dangerous
world of big game hu
following-up of gut:sh
ot to hang in there illrly hmny
simply because so many good
hunters have gotten the Big Chop
doing it.

T'd done it enough to know wh
to expect: the blinding, low rush; the
Dard gronts and thelash of el the
blurr of white
realisng that it ey coming snd
you had a second, maybe less, to
place a perfect shot into the vitals of

o e
chaguin sud seburcasument. The
pass receiver in the profes-

fannan w0l et rubbed it
between his fingers
i

rifle
clear. T gripy
between lefthand finge
T'was pusled that the lion had
‘moved so far from the heavier bush
the convenience of the water,
although there was still enough low

bush and grass to hide a full-blown
menagerie in 10 square yards, It
was getting hot now, and I don’t
just mean the sun. I could sense the
‘presence of the lion almost the way
one can feel a stare from across a
cocktail party on the back of the
neck. He was there, all right, and
bloody close.

warning snarl was as flat
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and sharp as a h\nchnr s cluver X
came from a clump of grassy b

wds in front of us. 1..-:..mly,
suam cleared my field of fire in

of express sights as
another menacing mumble joined
the first growl. Uh-oh. Not in the
script. I could see tawny movement
indistinetly as the lions, however
them-

ts

growing. Better grab the initiative,
1 thought, before they take it away
from you, and formed the soundles:
word “litye” to Silent. He glanced
down, looking for something to
throw. Of course, I had forgotten
that there are no stones in the
Luangwa Valley, but he caught my
meaning and pulled out several
extra rounds he was carrying for
the 470 and began tolob them into
the thicket. That did it
The first thing 1 saw was the
shaggy, auburn head of the big
male as he cleared the cover, start-
ing his charge. I just lowered the,
sighta  hair and touched offat hi
. chest, collapsing him as if he'd been
bit by a thunderbalt. In the same
( econd, two lionesses popped
semi-charge and mpped
undeadbd, 15 yards shor
crouched flat, their tails Inshing;
practically blowing off my bush
o

another yard closer, and you can't
-lp but maresl o th flow

of i musdes mie e
ppting skis, Bat o d bete mah
up your mind niM quick 'cause
they look ks they're gonna come,

hully, 8o slowy 45 1o be
hnn’lly noticeable, you and Silent
‘begin to back off. That's it. Nice and

fies but nothing happens. Another

ard. Two more. They're bluffing,
you hope. Finaly, you tink you
have enough room to manage
Ioading a fresh round, particularly

“Eeeeeyaaaahhh!” you scream an

boom the second barrel into the
ground right between them, the
bullet throwing stinging sand and

sion of a bank vault.
Ohkaayy. Now it's
again. If you can't take two lion-
ven in a double charge over
pen yards, especially with
one already dead in the sights, you

deserve whataveryou get. Showiing,
you start to move back towar
thecs, omeof which has done s hnck
fip at the shot and weers

1

nteresting situation, especially if
on eme ok g
ithin leaping range and
ane careidge left 1 the i

ek the sifle and relond
Retoesthe olhir one natly you. Just
too cloge. Maybe Silent can stick the

ighty dicey and will
likely Jead fo o hell of a lot of
stitches for somebody. There'
the red tape reports in quintuplicate
as well as the inquiry if you pound
anything, even in self.defense, in
the reserve. Will they both charge?

at's easy. They will unless they
don’t. Odds say yes, and together.
As your brain races, one slithers
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afte all. As if o mrnll ot one,
then the other it S, .mmm
snarls an
and Silent look nl mh priveg i

1t was a close thi
"The wonnded mals 1 lytng desd

in full stride, humnuﬂlf\lll of blood

and sandy dirt grain

Kynoch has caught i right under

cr Silent

threw and start to piece the e

thing togethe:

1t took about a mile of walking to
sort out the spoor or

ed the body of the lion to

camouflage
keep the. Yulture oft. T reason he
had co rer had

heen that the females, unb.knownll
”



to George or us, had also crossed
during the night, but farther up-
stream. They had missed the male’s
spoor and probably called to him,
which drew him out of the really
thick cover and away from the
water. The tracks of the two lion-
esses were finally located on the
river bank a thousand yards up-
stream from the point where the
male crossed. Had we really done
| our homework, we would have
known what we had to deal with.
Oh, well, live and learn. Next time
we'll read between the lions. L]




