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setup was ideal for a stalk. The jeep
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being careful to keep the lioness—who was
still emitting low growls and watching us at-
tentively—covered at all times.

Again we waited for her to move off and
finally drove up to the lion. Although he was
finished, there was still some life left in him.
Taking Andrew’s advice, Frank put a well-
placed .22 bullet into the beast’s brain before
we dismounted from the jeep.

“Captain, that doesn’t look much like an
Everglades bobcat, does it?" said Frank as
we both stood looking down at his fine trophy.
“Now 1, too, am a big-game hunter. A mighty
bwana, fearless protector of the weak. I want
you to address me as ‘Sir’ from this time on!”

“Yes, SIR,” I replied.

The skinning was completed in short order
but it required twice as long to remove all fat
from the carcass. Andrew patiently waited
until it was all carefully collected and placed
in an empty glass jar. The natives value it
very highly. They render it into a sort of lard
which is credited with many magic properties.
It is used in witcheraft, cures rheumatism,
instills bravery into the user, and has many
other uses. Frank took a small jar to try out.

Encouraged by his success, I suggested to
Andrew that we take a respite from the ele-
phants and see if I could duplicate the feat.
He agreed, so we spent the afternoon hang-
ing the antelope carcasses that we had col-
lected the day before (less the head skins and
forequarters which had been removed) as
lion baits. An area to the east of camp where
we had heard lions roar was selected.

There is far more involved in hanging a
lion bait than merely pulling a carcass part
way up in a tree and securing it there. The
selection of the proper tree is most impor-
tant. It must be strategically located with
reference to water and cover; it must have a
suitable approach which will permit the hunt-
er to get in range without detection; and the
location of the sun in early morning and late
afternoon is important. It is difficult for a
hunter to find a tree that meets all of these
requirements even though he’s in the midst
of a forest.

In the proper selection of a bait tree, the
White Hunter has a_wonderful opportunity
to demonstrate his skill or to show his lack of
it. Holmberg proved to be a past master at
both lion and leopard baiting.




The next two days were also spent in ele-
phant hunting but we inspected the baits
morning and afternoon. They had both been
visited by hyenas and one, located near a big
nuckel. had attracted a fair-size leopard.

i on’t bother with him,” said Andrew.
"‘lhese luw-coumry leopards are not good
trophies. They are much larger in the Musuma
District where we plan to hunt after we fin-
ish with the elephants.”

Midmorning of the next day, we happened

turned to me and said, “Down the trail about
amile, a game trail leads to two small water-
holes. A large lion killed and devoured a
topi. there two nights ago. The natives say
he s still in the area. We had better turn off
and have a look.”

We found the game trail as described and
followed it in an easterly direction until it
dead-ended at a dry waterhole. It was now
only a circle of sun-baked and cracking mud.
Here we also found the scant remains of the
topi. After the lion, then the vultures and
lastly, the ants, had finished with it, only a
section of hide, the smell, and a few of the
larger bones, remained.

About 200 yards farther south was another




with a small pool of stagnant water re-
maining, The two holes wers separstad by &
hedge of bushes witl gap where it
DA dirodiy batwesn oo s baten. A8 ta
water’s edge were numerous pug marks of a
large lion and other evidence that he had
frequented this spot recently.
jearby was a good bait tree with a dense
thicket of major proportions extending right
up to its base.
“He's been here,” said Andrew, “and he's a
good one! Let's provide him with another
tempting meal before he moves out of the

“That should be easy,” I replied, as we had
een encountering common game suitable for
lion bait all moming.

50 often the case, when you want
something badly it becomes hard fo find. It
{ook us fully two hours and several miles of
hunnng to collect an old oy 5

cked hirn up and quickly headed back
for the waterhole. While still about a mile
away, we took the carcass out of the car, tied
it o the back with a stout rope and dragg
it in a zigzag fashion up to the foot of the
bait tree. Here it was hoisted by means of the
Rover until the forequarters were about five

e a king—and I hoped a majestic one
would feast upon it!

of the more persistent stars were
still out as we departed camp for the lion bait

pnnybly be the same. I had the strong con-
n that I would know the answer before

1 saw camp aj

Finally, we reached the Euphorbia tree that
| marked the game trail leading to the dry hole.
| Andrew cautioned everyone to be absolutely
| et o e drove siowly and loward our
destination. Just before reaching it,
cut i the inilion and allowed ne Rover to
| const to




By prearrangement, the gun-bearers hand-

ed me my Model 70 .375 Magnum and Andrew

his 470 double-barreled rifle, but stayed in

the jeep. This was to be our show. We loaded

quickly and hurried down the edge of the

hedge sepamtmg the two holes. It furnished
all

oach.
we caretully slipped along, 1
Andrew’s advice given at dinner thg mght
before:

“You must be very careful when stalking
Hices, These big cats have the sharpest eyes
of any game. One false move and they are

eavy
Of the bait tree. If you aren't sure—don't
A was just lifting above the horizon

Nothing else could keep him away.

down and crawled the remain-
il shors Wdtance towa the gap. The hedge
did not cut off sharply but thinned out gmdu-
ally. Here we stopped to look the situation




over. Nothing resembling a lion was visible.
In fact, the only sign of life was a jackal sit-
ting on his haunches just to one side of the

bait.
Suddmly. I felt Andrew's grip tighten on
my arm! As the cover was open and I did not
want to risk any sudden motion, I turned my
head slowly toward him.
y eyes must have popped out like a lob-
sher't a1 beheld the sppariton that sdvenced

tow Seconds before there had been
nommg mere' 1t was a lion all right, its head
and told me that quick enough. The

Sartling diing waa the fib of iis bai, The
creature literally seemed as big as a horse.
It had never occurred to me that he would
appear to be so huge.

Many observers describe the lion in his
native habitat as majestic and regal. “Wild"
was a better description of this ones appear-
ance. He was the wildest looking animal I ha
cver, seen. His atrockous table manners had
left his face and mane blood-smeared as he
fliod Bis Fomach with togl wntl 1 reseme
bled a stuffed sausage. He had retired to the

eavy cover to sleep after his meal and had
either heard or sensed our presence. He was
now coming out to challenge any disrespect-
ful creature with the audacity to molest his
versonal banguet.

Ferhaps he thought the hyens yes jrebmne

ing to try again. In an; t,
foul a mood Satankerons 014 man
distur! n anticipated siesta.

o
into my favorite sitting position and advanced
straight toward us with every sense alert and
his intense gaze focused on our spot.

1 placed the post reticle of the 2%X scope
on his massive chest. As long as I live I shall
never forget how he looked. Every action
bespoke power, alertness and arrogant bel-
hgerence He plainly had a chip on both

s



The sparse bushes in which we crouched
were o, thicker than my wrist. The thought
occurred to me that they would be small pro-
tection from an angry lion. He advanced about
50 yards out of the cover directly toward us
and stopped. Although his eyes never wav-

red from mine, his body turned slightly.
my brain signaled. I

steadied the post on the point of his right
osatrsd o) squeezed off the best shot possi-
BIg e Hie efvrfmilinecds

the report of the gun, all hell broke
Jooset The Tiom emitted a series of roars that
literally shook the earth as he leaped straight
up and went into a fit of gyrations that made
ifficult to tell which end was which.
‘Shoot him again!” snapped Andrew and 1
noted out of the corner of my eye that he was
not carrying his .470 over his shoulder!

1 found it most difficult to hold on any par-
ticular spot as the lion offered the same type

affactive, 1t stopped the violst activiy, ek
suddenly as the first shot had started i

they sometimes charge under these condi-
tions.”

This was not the case, however, so we
walked over—with guns still at the ready—
to where he lay.

“Well, the king is dead,” said Andrew as

point, Frank and the gun-bearers drove up.
He was an unusually large lion—past his
prime—but with a good mane and perfect
teeth—not always found in old lions. He was
a handsome troph
‘The first shot, which was fired from a meas-
ured distance of 78 yards, actually was the



only one necessary. The 300-grain Silvertip
Dullet entered. the point. of his.shoulder,
breaking it, and continued through the lung
section, slightly above the heart, passing out
just behind the left shoulder.

The second shot was the amazing one! In
spite of the fact that the lion was thrashing
around so viclently—it was impossible to hold
on any particular spot—the bullet entered
Yoo vignt ey withots touching the

“Always place your shots here,” it o

“It was certainly well placed,” he replied
with genuine admiration in his voice—not
knowing the circumstance of the shot.

“You blokes kill all your game too early or
t00 late for pictures,” said Andrew as he took
& reading with my exposurs meter. The bright
equatorial sun soon took care of this defi-
ciency and the picture- making was completed
in a few minutes.

Since it was 5o early in the morning it was
decided to load the lion into the Rover, take
it back to camp, and let Matinge, our head
skinner, o the job there at his leisure.

As we turned off the trail onto the path
leading into camp, Andrew blew the horn in
a peculiarly rapid manner—the usual signal to
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Were swarming over 1t and me, with the usaal
congratulatory’ sites. Tms is all part of the
sa(an act but they put so much gusto into it
t seem so sincere that it inflates

one’s ego, to say the least.
The word had spread to the little fishing

very excited manner to view the li




Simba's raids. They consider the lion a per-
sonal enemy o a much greater degree than
is any other animal. We were told the game
department records indicate that man-eating
lions account for approximately 100 native

therefore, why the death of a lion is cele.
brated with such rejoicing.

1 was in the tent reloading a camera as the
noise continued to grow in volume outside.
Finally, Frank came in. “ think they are
about o elect you Mayor,” he said. “You had
better go out and make a specch.

Having no ambition to hold public office, 1
declined. After a while, the noise subsided
as the natives appeared 1o lose interest once
the hide was off, the fat removed and the car-
cass carried into the forest and dumped. Be-
fore this was done, however, the “lucky

shoulder, were removed and presented to m
with some ceremon;
In the weeks that followed, we had numer-
ous encounters with lions but as our licenses
were filled w

50 close to a group of four that I could not
get all of a big lioness' head in the view
fnder of my camera using a 18000 Jon,

ne
ever, approached producing e thrtil that

me from viewing old
ifle sights as we Crouched facing him ¢ his
own eye level in the little bushes, and watched
him stride majestically toward us. This is the
thrill that makes a hunting trip worthwhile.




