DeathInThe
Sllent gljaces

And A Lot Of Shooting, Patterson Finally s
Puts An End To The Man-Eating Madness.

Part Il




By Peter Hathaway Capstick

arly December was the period when

the most improbable and incredible
incidents of the whole reign of terror
occurred, the first_of
around 4 District Officer named
head who had been asked by Patterson to
come up to Tsavo and lend  hand with his
lions. Whitehead's note of acceptance
dviaed that he shoud be xpected about
dinner time on r2, his rain being.
due i Taavo Station 1 600. The Colonel

o

ostponed.his rip unil

2 his lac meal, Patrson heard
svers shots fred bat paid thes o ind

ince gunfire was no rarity in an area of
man-eating activity. Finishing his dinner,
he proceeded to take his position for the
night in a structure he had had built atop

an clevated girder, a heavy cage of crossed
ties offering a good field o fire. Only a few
minutes after e settled down, he was
startled to hear the clear and now
unmistakable sound of the lions eating a
man, crushing bones and purring only
about 70 yards away.

When daylight started to bloom, Patter-
son climbed stffly down from his fortress
and started toward the place where he had
last heard the lions. On the way, he was
compiesly nonplused 1o run it none

missing guest, Dis
l‘ummmmnel Whihead, whe looke

m and why he hadn't
turned up the night before. The engineer
e saw that the back of the
man was a mass of shredded cloth and
clotted blood from four long claw marks
that had scored the skin and meat. While
Baving is wounds dresed a1 Patesons
quarters, Whitehead recountey
Taopeosi It s Sasknes

The train had been very late, arriving
well after sundown. Whitehead, along

the grade, leaving a lip

c. Abdullah walked
behind with a lantern. All went well until
they were in the middle of the cut when,
without warning, a lion sprang off the
embankment, smashing Whitchead 0 the

Whitehead
ting the lion enough that it left him and
svarme over the e sergeant. Abdul-
12h had time only to ey
" or “Hi . lion,”
Ty disted Sovervnion
moment, although Whitehead was able to
another shot from a few yards and
miss cleanly, the lion and Abdullah were
gone over the embankment. Of course, it
had been the body of Abdullah that
Patterson had heard being eaten while in
the fortress, which solved the mystery of
the il hough darkly Just what Woiter
n doing since the attack was
neverrecorded, bu s probable e spent
the night up a tree.
Confirming the African version of when
i day, December
3, reinforcements arrived under a

poys (native

troops of the Indian Army) armed
Marini rifles. Together with Patterson,
Whitchead, Farquhar, the sepoys and
ather sporamen offices, here was now
quite a sizable d against the
Hons. Not only that, but he loh rap was
iven a fine tuning and set with two
sepoys, armed to the eyeballs, as bait
With riflemen hanging from every tree and
elevated position in sight, darkness (el
with a tangible fecling of expectancy
Nothing happened il about 30 when
of stution, Patrion
heard th rumpiing cnl
being sprung, and.th hesvy dﬂnr Taling
into plac, echoing over the Bridgehead.
Strangely, nothing happened at allfor
the first several minutes, except that the
continued on pg. 61
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continued from p. 41

sight vas e witha ey o roars rom

lashing itelf against

b Do i gy

immediately if lion should enter the trap,
sepoys were h

After some time, fhe vl Spcsind-
ant Farquhar reachy

bullets whipping and w}
direction but th right one. Branches el
4nd dirt Dlostomed 12 the scoe o more
shots erupted unil an impor
pietly insane thing happened. A bul
blanged into one of the door's rails where
it was secured with telegraph wire and cut
it. The end of the railfell free, and the lion
squeezed out to evaporate into the night.

As if Patterson hadn't learned by then,

leaving his boma just after dawn wi
screaming Swahili popped up, running
toward him yelling, “Simba! Simba!” anc
looking back over his shoulder. Patterson
stopped him and fou
to nab a man from the camp
nearest the river but sed and killed
a donkey instead, which they were at this

twrn up. Loading it, he prevailed upon the
African o return and show him where the
Yons were dining on the donkey, (They
must have been very hungry,
fink esorded cas of W akag b
tian Fuma food) Al we ot peschy
with the stalk, Patterson even being af
o ot suthnn of e ST o8 S0
through the heavy bush, but he held fire
open chance. Naturally, the

toward Patterson. The angle was such
that the man was not compleely con-
d by the termite mound, but the big
Y i i ey were only
ards af the hunter made a slow.
movement of raising the double-barrel to
lock the sights o the man-evers brain,
‘The lion recoiled in surprise back onto his
haunches. But, too late, P..umon nesll:d
the front bead into the
e sght and squeszed o he shot.

r the shricking
trumpet of a bull elephant right over your
head, you're wrong. It is the cold, dead,
metallic click of the firing pin falling on o
defective cartridge primer. It is one of the
true sounds of death,

It may have been the cartridge that was
defective; perhaps the firing pin mecha-
nism tself was broken. No matter. To the

K of Patterson's future readership
and his creditors, the beaters were now
close cnough that the lion was forced to

and ready to fire
with a mechanism independent from the
first. At last, he shot again and was finally

rewarded by an answering snarl from the

. he was somewhat che
o it s was quite a bitlft of the
donkey, perhaps enough that the lion
would return for the rest nm “vight
Deplte eater gaperitist, e ba
machan o raised _shot
erected a few yards from the carcass since
there were no handy trees. It wasn't much,
just four poles sunk into the carth,
inclined

native stepped on a
lion melted_quickly back into heavier

crew of coolie

their hands on.

lion had entered with instructions to give
him time to cover

ing the beat to drive the
ions out, He sneaked back to the other
side, finding a termite hill near a well-
worn game trail that it seemed reasonable
the lion would use. Hiding behind it, he
o ready jut beore the it clter of
metal and blare of he

immediatel

P
a plank lashed into place as a seat. The
Colonel wired the defunct burro to 4
tump 50 it couldn't be dragged
‘away and, at sundown, climbed up to face
a night of utter, moonless dark and ¢
savage silence of creeping death,

Crack! The snapping of a twig sounded
like a sonic boom in the stillness and jolted
Patterson_out of
hollow with the rush of his ow
could hear the tiniest rustling of a large
body picking its way through the dry grass
and bushes. Silence again. So quiet it was
loud. Then, a long, deep, drawr-out sigh
from very close, followed by another creep

ty snarl. The lion

had spotied the man.

e T rageared o st et
and, with looks behind him, started
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continued from pg.

machan in the first plm because, as soon
as JH. was seen, the lion ignored the
donkey and resolutely began o stalk the
man. It was & war of nerves

the tree platform, searching for a weak
oint. Patterson tried to keep absolutely
still, expecting o T
man was afraid even to blink his eyes, but
at last, h ly make out a

form against_ the whitish thorn bushes,
Patterson raised the rifle as the big cat
guthered tll, saionary, mere (et
below. At the shot, there was a roar that
T pltform followed by
the sounds of the cat thrashing and
jumping. Alhoagh the lon wis now

o Al B0 At g
luck and posiponed  search for the s
body until morning in case it wasn't yet
dead. Back at camp. first light was awaited
SN W pan o Alan gt
4 leaping
crept in
lexdyed malesy through the shagows,
ang
returned to the scene of the shooting.

s the hours of waiting, he had
comined himslf that someho th ca
o evcapd Agai — b gl el b
blamed in light of his previous experienc

is shock at rounding a bush and
seeing the lion crouched as if ready to
spring can be imagined. Before he fired
igain, he noticed that it was dead. The
festivities began all over agai
things settled down a_bit,
opportunty to examine the carcass. A
lions go, this was no 90-pound weakling.
but a tremendous animal nine feet, eight

=

the shoulder and requiring cight men to
carry it back to camp to be skinned. Two
bulkts had been effective, one in the hind
e and the Killer behind the left shoulder

The news of the man-cater’s death
spread like a grass fire through the bush
and along the ail line until hundreds of
congratulatory telegrams and scores of
fascinated visitors poured into the bridge-
head. For the moment everybody scemed
to have forgotten 4 not very minor item;
there were fwo man-cat

A couple of nights later the surviving
lion cleared up any hopeful speculation
that it might have retired. A per
way inspector was awakened by the sound

he shouted  angrily
g 1S o T bl g e et
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Iokly 4id oot open the doc. Quie
robably because the remaining coolis
wtm o wel pmkcl:dand it to

and because the man-cater was
sty ungy, e flon samed
frustration and appetite by killing and
eating two of the inspector's goat
of the incident the next
morning, Paterson deided to it up ear
the hut that evening, waiting in a vacant
iton shanty that had & ifle oop-hale in
the side. Jun ouide, he tid thre goats
10 a heavy length ofiron rail. Al was
hrough the night untl Just &t dawn, when

away, rail and all. We have no ides
Patierion didn i, nor doss e offer 4

the sun was fully up, Patierson

4 o sink ey bt suddenly charged.
arkable demonstration of
sente, 4 natve personach quickly Ghaps

stayed put. The lion, for some reason,
broke off the charge. sihough the
queson agin arses 1 to why nethr

Barierson o the smisant e o
After Throwing some. stones_ into. the
bushes where the lion had run, the men

_came on the dead goats, two of them
Bl touchd. Bak tothe graveyard
shift for Pat
Hoving oot g o 4

earlier night in the rickety machan, he had

a vzry 1o e el o few ot

fror

badd exhu\nud hruulm n]ul\g m;

Indian gunbea

ol i mm yihodond

Pateron was jus doring of, he fel

na wib

ool % g s Henry

few
Appeared beween some by
almost directly beneath the platform. The
Colonel fired both barrels almost at once

quite a lot of blood; however, it ran out
shonl, o 1 tack wae ot onrocky

10 dagy ves e with
ugh n

ther gusrd. This was st s wll.On he
inued on pi. 64
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continued from

night of December 27, the old horror
acd s whs 4 ey o bl

rose from a crew of trol who siept
I2 5 cm oo Pattseums borse Itbeinga
densely cloudy night with the

Tidden, th mos the Sk could do was

e d
send a few slugs in the lion's direction,
which drove him off without securing a
kil

As darkness fell, Patterson was aga
alof, n the same e he rollymen pad
becn oosing in. 1 wasa peect g for
& change,the moon l and fooding
P gl oy Lo
excellent visibility. Again, Mahina was in
o st e o ok i
B

Paterson 1l soundiy aseep unil about
200 am. when he was awakened by
ikl Sl

e was wared o find tht the srange
sensation was quite correct: the man-eater
as carhuly salking them,

ascinated in a crawly way, Patterson
marvslied at the owing. sousdiew vl of

me
ser. After no more than a quarter-mile,
|

ltgum:d i fst nd kep o coming ke
nightmare. Another aimed shot had no
et whateve. The 303 im0 canaon;
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then neither is it a pop-gun. But Patterson
dropped it and reached behind him for the
heavier caliber Martini, which should
have been immediately passed to him by
Mahina. If Patterson was already half-
phickisl of ot bk Abi ta top e o
with accurately placed shots, the empty air
his fist closed around must not have added
greatly to his confidence.

ahina, who had reached the imme-
diate conclusion that discretion is the
better part of standing against wounded,
charging, man-eating lions, was by now
well up a tree. So was the carbine.
Unarmed, Patterson, demonstrati
amazing understanding of the concept,
was not far behind. At the moment the
lion reached the tree, Patterson was just
out of reach. Had one of his bullets not
chanced to break the lion's hind leg,
apparently one of his favorite lion shots,

the Colonel might well have gained fame
as the highest-ranking meal the Tsavo
lions had eaten. Seeing that it was too late,
the lion limped back toward the thicket it
had come from.

As it retired, Patterson now had time to
pry the carbine out of Mahina’s hands and
get off another shot. To what must have
been his surprise, the cat fell in a heap and
appeared to be dead. Appearances can be
deceiving. Patterson jumped from the tree
and, like the greenest Bwana in Nairobi's
growing cemetery, ran up to the lion. To
his consternation, it jumped back up at
very close range and came for him again.

A carbine slug in the boiler room put it
back down while a final tenth shot kept it
there as it chewed a stick to shreds,
thrashing out its last moments. At bloody,
long last the man-eaters of Tsavo were
dead.




