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Forty Elephants a Day

By WARREN PAGE

The Belgian Congo is full of pachyderms ~big, little, and medium-

size—many with the trophy ivory sought by the Shooting Editor
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Recipe for a successful safari—
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T had taken the com-
bena flights to Brussels
and then directly into central Aftica, to Stan-
leyville, Usumbura and, eventually, Bukavu,
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blue Lake Kivu. There a safari outfitter, Chris
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aul Leyman, and the th
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Forty Elephants a Day
(Continued from page 37)

forth between Belgian and British
ferltory. Higpes s sloggutly
s doaper swimps; bl bufaly
Caffer rqumocmlu variety that
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phants a day, from mile-awa
ing ranges down to mutual inspection
ata fow foet
many in that herd we got
into eutordng, Pout T sk Pt
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ticular, I'd say,” put in Tommy as we
rattled along the road toward camp.
“In fact, I counted a wart right on

elephant
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sneaked along the bank and so back
into dense forest—only to find our-
selves completely surrounded by
elephants.
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least”
“Hard to forget that one," I agreed.
And indeed it was, We'd run into
every possible k on him.
Heading southwest from the Uganda
border station on the graveled road
(the roads in the Congo, carefully
rom every vil-

are. the
Airican

b b B e o
very heavy. But as we trotted of in
a downwind circle they slowly disap-

peared into a valley of scattered bush
and rich a5,
It should have been a cinch to
poek down oto that valey and
ing_pasition, ull
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into a jumpy young cow the
like a sentinel squarely across our
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the screen nl  feing young bullsand

i RO
dipped lower and lower and finally

dropped, leaving us only a few briel
minutes of equatorial _twilight to
make a_desperation move upwind.
That didn't pan out. Two bulls with
long but light tusks turned up on the
wrong side of the wrong bush, caught
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stuff, which ws
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ha
Rieptania Svarywhare: bt caves
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ad looked £ not only on
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mile were pufing
And when we found the bulls thers

weren't two ix; they weren't
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W looked them over up on the

mountainsides. Beyond _the.

st where Chris Pollt had set up
p for his own clients

jnv track that he had cut through
iiged volano peaks beyond the

vt Pethbacks o an that

he had spotte

eer at
them at twenty or thirty yards, we
found that the longest tusks were
hopelessly skinny. Then the quartet
led us and pounded off down the

hill like mountain goats

“I've seen clephants higher,” I said
as we watched them go, “as hi
as twelve thousand feet on Mount
Kenya. But not in such steep coun-
ey

“This is a new breed," laughed
Tommy. “They crossed with some of
our Swiss Alps chamois to make the
chamiph,

And from the way the Congo bulls
can navigate rocky volcano slopes, he
is probably right

and I had experienced all

the frustrations that beset big-game
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spent days vainly trying to meet up
with a gorilla. We ki iven
time, we'd find proper elephants, but

foe & counciof war: He nd his cliet
bad spent the day on the plain
boorst sy B B e e
Sloaipls; 1oty ware i und.
nanimous mood. It seemed a good
e 0 do & Hile borrowing.

“Chris," said Paul, “we need a
good tracker. The three game-de-
partment boys know the country

 they couldnt track n truck
through a mudhole and we have al-
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As it tumed out, we didn't have to |
run at all, not more than half a mile |
anyway.

ed as the guts of a ship’s boiler, |
the African sun was edging over

Kwenda and black dots against the
green—feeding buffaloes. Beyond a |
.y was another low escarp-
ent, and dinly beyond that wers
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ush Vi range, babitat
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e e W it
it somewhere.
there were. OFf to the left and
far upwind three gray hulks moved
through the bush. Tvory showed
clear on one, heavy and long. If we

The lephants were obviously work-

ing across the upper valley floor and

would probably climb the bank op-
site. We had to get there first.



two hours of hard work chopping out
the tusks. Two elephants down
within a hundred yards of each other
mean twice as much congratulation
and twice as much work with

In the Congo, where villages are not
t00 far apart and the bush telegraph
works far faster than Western Union,
a downed clephant collects a crowd
of meat-hungry natives within min.
utes; two, and you have a mob scene
worthy of Ceeil . De Mille Natves
come from every quarter of the com-
Pase-—men, women, and children, all.
armed with knives,

Nothing is wasted. When we left,
laden with the ivory and the choicer
sections of feet and trunk, the mob
was mopping up a few seraps from a
few bones. All the other meat of two
5-ton elephants had been hacked off

vultures would get only to peck at
grease spots.

But there was one thing more. Who
would buy dinner at the Bahnhof,
Aman or Page? Tommy's tusks were
well over a foot longer, but the
lance-shaped nerve we'd slipped out
of them had seemed overlong too.
Hard to tell. And we couldn't be sure
until we were back in Bukavu and
had the ivory weighed for payment of

the small trophy tax. At just under
35 kilos the tusk, they averaged
as 75-pounders. But mine totaled 200
grams more, and 200 grams is almost
half a pound!

1 still haven't collected that din-
ner, because my northbound Sabena
flight five weeks later didn't stop in
Zurich. But it will be collected. Make
it that special kind of sauerbraten,
Tommy—and we'll have every one
of those forty elephants a day to hunt
all over again for dessert.

Treetop Tough Guy
(Continued from page 63)

wrestled along the full length of the
tent every night, all night long. Noth-
ing frightened him away. He ate the
rubles shoulder pod on 2 tils wnd
eluded all the traps set to catch him.
He virtually drove the hunters crazy.

‘This was no isolated performance,
Red squirrels have been giving hunt-
ers headaches ever since the days of
Dan Boone and Ethan Allen. Boone
almost lost his scalp one day when a
red squirrel betrayed his treetop
hideaway to a band of Indians below.
Understandably, he never liked
cither red squirrel or redskinsafter

that. And many a serious sportsman

today will share the first half of his
sentiments.




