
SAFARI 
OF THE 

ONLY THE ONE-EYED TURKANA 
THOUGHT IT BAD FOR THE BLOOD 

ARTICLE: by ROBERT F. JONES 
Reprinted by eourbry of "SPORTS ILLUSTRATED" (from May 22 and 

May  29) issues. Copyright 1978. Time Inc., 
New York. H. Y. 10020. All rights resewed. 

A field on the outskirts o j  Nanyuki. 
At  one  cosner a garbage dump 
smolders behind a row of shops 
lining the highway; the sun pounds 
down through a stiff south-westerly 
breeze; and smoke flattens toward a 
hut not jar away. 

The hut is build of old t in cans and 
branches, whose dead leaves flap in 
the acrid wind. Inside the hut, seated 
on cattle skulls, three men and a 
woman a r e  d r i n k i n g  t e a  from 
chipped enamel mugs. R small fire 
sputters. Outside lies what looks like 
a bundle of sticks wrapped in a 
tattered, faded red blanket. But 
something stirs for a moment, black 
skin through the holes. It's not a 
bundle ofstrcks. It's old Nyang'ao the 
Hyena, tke Eater of Meat, and he is 
dying. 
"Nu Kwisha," says Bill Winter. 

"He's finished. The poor old sod 
doesn't even know we're here. When I 
first met him, he m a  a big, strong 
fellow with bracelets above his 
biceps and a wrist knife on his a m .  
His head was plastered with blue 
mud i n t e r w o v e n  wi th  os t r i ch  
feathers and the hair of his ancestors. 
He was full-grown before h~ ever 
saw a White man. Must be more than 
100 years old Now look at him." 
Winter s h a k e s  h i s  h e a d .  " N a  
Kwisha." 

The woman says she is Nyangao's 
granddaughter. W e  gzve her 25 shil- 
lings for milk and tobacco. Maybe it 
will ease the old man's departure. A t  
the sound of our vvices, he wakes. 
Eyes c~usted wi th  dried pus, he 
stares up and finally recogrzises 
W i n t e ~ .  The  rheumy eyes  focus 
sharply with delight,  and he ~ i s e s  
from the blanket. He offers his hand 
which feels like a fistful of twzgs 
wrapped in grease paper. 

"Habari yako, rafiki?" "How aye 
you, friend?" 

"Mzolri sam," the old man replies. 
"Very well, indeed." 

As we drive away, Winter shakes 
his head again. "lt's all finished, 
Bwana. In a few years it71 all be 
gone. The old ways,  the warriu~s,  
perhaps even the ganae. That dying 
Turkana is j u s t  one symbol of it.  
When he was young, he told me once, 
he marched clear across the Suguta 
Desert, drinking not hing but the 
sweat he could scrape from his 
armpits. Wearing nothing but his 
togalike shuka and that great, hairy 
blue periwzg. Imagine it! In those 
days they raided and stole cattle from 
t h ~  neig hbouring tribes, the9 ki l fed 
their enemies. New he's dyang behind 
a garbage dump." 

Kirinyagga rises ahead of us l tke a 
broken fang, blue and white in the 
afternoon sun. Mount Kenya, the 
map-makers call i t ,  btit 20 the people 
of this country it is  Kinngagga, the 
home of their god  
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I Hi213 come in Kenya  to assess the 
state of the game: to check on the 
effect of the  government's ban on 
sport huntrng and the "curio" trade in 
wildlife t roph ies  and products. 

I timed the visit to coincide with the dry 
season, but found the rains had hardly 
stopped'lor a year and Kenya was nevrr 
more beautrful. Grass grew w a ~ s t  hlgh 
even in the  arid Northern Frontrer 
Distr~ct;  the normally slunted, spavined 
cattIe of the he rd~ng  tribes looked fat and 
sleek; such pIains game as ~mpala,  topi. 
hartebeest and Grant's and Thornson's 
gazelles were calvrng as if a t  the Creation. 

Cape buffalo covered the grasslands in 
greater abundance than I had ever seen In 
three earlier vlslts to Kenya Yet In i h r e ~  
weeks of travel over more than 1,500 rn~Ies 
of Kenya, from the Tanzan~an border In 
the south to lhe  Northern Frontier 
D~str ic t  a b o v ~  Isiolo, WP spotted only two 
rhino and just one elephant with respect- 
able tusks. 

Lions were abundant, and I r equ~n t ly  
w e  heard leopards hunting at n ~ g h t ,  hut  
we saw not a slngle cheetah -perhaps on 
account of the tall grass. 

Burchell's zebra - the small, w ~ d e -  
striped variety most commonly seen in 
Weslern zoos and game parks -galloped 
the plains In greater numbers lhan T had 
ever seen. But the Grevy's zebra, Ionger- 
legged, p i n - s t r ~ p e d  and  mule-eared, 
p r o v ~ d  to be In short supply. Perhaps 
there had been a shift In taste among 
lanclers 01 rebra-skin rugs. 

From all the horror stories I had read 
about "the end of the game" from hunting 
and poaching, I had expected to find t he  
country empty of animals. I t  was quite a 
joy to discover that, among certaln spec~es  
at least, the I~cund i ty  that  fol7ows plenti- 
ful rain was a t  work once again. "Th~re ' s  a 
resilence to wildlife that aIways surprises 
you," sald Bill Winter as we drove From 
Nairohi to his home near Nanyuki. "Given 
hall  a chance. e ~ t h e r  by the weather gods 
or by man, most specles can rebound from 
disaster In very short order." 

Thr  same could be said of Winter 
himself. T h r w  years ago, on a hunting 
safari in t he  Masa~  Mara reaion. hc was 
accidentally shot in the right leg while 
following up  a wounded buffalo The ,373- 
calibre bullet shattered h ~ s  leg a fen  
inches abovc the ankl~. After 21 opera- 
tions and months of dellriurn in a Nairobi 
hospital, the fool was saved, but h ~ s  r ~ g h t  
leg 1s now two inchef: shorter than  the  left 
and the foot itself 1s v i r~ual ly  hon~less. 
"'They filleted i t  lor me in England last 
antumn." he said. "Funny thing. when I 
flew back to Kenya from London after 
they look the bones out, I set off t he  
airport security metal detector into a long 
loud howl. Bits ot bullet still in there But 
1 can hop about all right, thanks lo a good 
shoemaker." 

In  he 46 years since he  was born in 
England's Lake District, William Henry 
Winter has "hopped about"' In some w r y  
hni places. As a commando nancom in 
Korea, as a pollce olf~cer in Malaya 
during the guerrilla warfare of tHe early 
1950s, a pollce Chief Inspector in Kenya 
during the  Mau Mau "'Emergency" and as 
a warden in I he Kenya GameDepartment, 
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h e  "saw the  elephant" (as the 19th 
C e n t u r y  expres s l an  goes) in every  
possible guise, both figuratively and 
Iiterally. Short and stocky, with a leonine 
mane of brown-streaked blund hair, he 
remains an incorrigible punster and 
maker of limericks, a lover of words and 
wild country, of bmks and beasts and the 
beauty of stark places. To travel Africa 
w ~ t h  h ~ m  is to have Linnaeus, Dickens. 
Darwin and Monty Python a t  Your elbow. 
Not to  mention Allan Quaterrnain.  
Although he is no longer perrni t t~d to 
earn a living as a professional hunter, he  
rernalns a c t ~ v e  as a leader of photographic 
safaris. * * *  

Punga safam'! Make ready for the  
journey. But remember that thls is Airwa 
we're about to see, and Africa is the land 
of inconsistency. Pliny the Elder knew tt. 
and the headlines of today confirm his 
warning, "Out of Africa, always some- 
thing new." 

Swahili, the lingua franca of black 
Afrlca, IS a language of fatalism, of the 
dying fall, of the story in which cruelly 
and beauty meld into a swift, soft sunset, 
Leopards cough a t  night on the kopje: the 
s t a r s  a r e  l ~ k c  shattered sapphires; a 
baboon screams in death. Lions rip a t  a 
wlldcbeest's gut while zebras browse 
placldly nearby. 

Our I ~ r s t  stop was at 0 1  Pejeta, a 40,000- 

I N  THE O L D  D A Y S  - rhrno os hunfrnq  
t rophles. 

acre game not far from Nanyuki. A week 
earlier, game scouts had found the carcass 
of a young rhino killed by a poach~r .  "Tt 
was an ~ n s i d e  job," Winter said as we 
bumped through tall grass and thorn bush 
to the site of the k11ling. "The poacher 
turned out  to be one of  the cattle drovers. 
He most likely plugged i t  with a home- 
made hand-loaded slug from some single- 
shot gun or other. The government called 
in all f~ rea r rns  Iast S e p t ~ m b e r ,  b u t  
'farmers and drovers were aIlowed to keep 
their guns for proteclion against maraud- 
ing lions and stock theft by rustlers." 

The kill lay a t  the foot of a kopje, a 
weathered knob of rock that rase from the 
bush just above a water hole like the knee 
of a sleeping stone giant. We smelled the 

dead rhino long before we saw it. A 
solitary baboon watched from a mimosa 
as we got out of the truck: klip-springers 
bounded away over the brow 01 the knpje. 
As we neared the skeleton, a farnlly of 
hyraxes began barking t h e i r  sharp 
alarms. By now the carcass of the  r h ~ n o  
had been p i c k d  clean by scavengers. The 
head lay upside down, the spine curved 
aroundthe trunk of a thorn tree The 
stump of the sawed out horn was the only 
straight line in the tw~sted army. Leg 
bones, ribs, well-gnawed feet and sections 
of thick, l a t t e r ~ d  hide lay strewn lor 10 
yards all around. Flles llushcd Srornthe 
eye sockets as Winter poked a stirk at the 
skull to show u s  wbcrp the horn had been. 

"It was a very younR rhino," he said  
"Couldn't have been much of a horn, not 
on a skull that slze. But at the pricc Hong 
Kong is willing to pay . . ." ( w h ~ c h  a t  that 
time was up to $300 an  ounce!). 
The rhino's bones gleamed white under 

the sun. Bleaching bones were to become a 
f am~l i a r  sight throughout our safari: great 
rnlddens of them lag heaped on  the  
roadsides of the gamv parks, some of the  
a n ~ m a l s  the vwtims or predators, others of 
poachers. 

We walked away, out of the scent of 
death. and all around us t he  grass 
brimmed with life. Button quail flushed 
nearly underfoot - t ~ n y  birds the srze of 
North Amencan bobwhites, buzzing off 
Iuriously llke Feathered dar ts  Beyond the  
water hole, where a raft of yellow-billed 
ducks paddIed and preened, a dozen or  
more gazelles grazed on a sunlit ridge 

The pug marks of a lfopard led up from 
the mud near the water hole toward the 
kupje - recent tracks, clearly defined, 
probably made no longer ago than a t  
down. Driv~ng in  we had seen zebras, 
eland, g~raffe  and big bands of Impala 
glowing l ~ k e  russet  jewels a s  they 
watched us pass. In  the presence of such 
fertility, it was hard to b e l i ~ v e  that the 
death of a s~ngle young rh~noceros could 
matter very much: it was easy to imagine 
the temptation of the cattle drover as he 
squatted In the thorny cover bes~dp the 
water hole as the rhino came close, all 
covered with dollar signs. 

Wintcr, his head tracker Lambat, and I 
drove southwest out of Nanyuki toward 
the Masai Mara in Winter's green Toyota 
sa>ai-I wagon. tYhydah birds flapped over 
the savannas, struggling to keep their 
long black tail feathers from causing a 
crash landing. We stopped to  photograph 
jackals and vultures contesting a kill 
beside the road. What was l ~ f t  ol the dead 
antelope - ~t was small and already so 
torn as to be unrecogn~sable  - had 
bwome a battleground. One jackal leaped 
into the alr, snapplng at a tawny eaglc as 
i t  Flew in for a feed. 

Plumes of blur smoke rose irom the 
forest of the hberdare Range The locals 
were busy, as usual, making charcoal. 
Much of the deforestation of East Africa, 
which is rapidly turning once-fertile land 
i n t o  d e s c r i ,  is lhe  r e s u l t  of t h i s  
wrdespread practice. But agaln 11 is too 
easy far an Amertcan or European visitor 
to condemn ihe charcoal mak~rs;  11 is cold 
a t  night a t  these a l t~ tudes  (01 Donyo 
Sattinla the highest peak of the Aberdares 
rlses 13,104 feet above sea level) and thp 
wind is as sharp as a spear; and after all, 
what happened to the woodlands of Ohio? 
Even here, where lions prowl and giraffes 
glve fla t-t0ppt.d haircuts to the acacia 
trees, the price of fuel oil is unconscion- 
able. The world has not yet produced a 
polrtical leader brave enough lo demand 
that his people freeze in  order to save the 
Eorests. 

We d~scend into the Great Rift Valley, 









First of el1 them are hundreds of aims and 
directions and problems when you're 
dolng a book - p r d u c i n g  the thing is the 
main aim.. . . But sure, i t  is a pity that a11 
books can't have everything in them and 
be alrned a t  everyone. 

Yet as entertaining as the reviewer ia. I 
don't think he has a straight-forward keg 
to stand on. He was out trying to save his 
own sentimental neck and I was out to 
create some thing to startle the man start- 
tng u p  the bulldozer and the slob in the 
cement suburbs, across kmerlca and 
Europe. A n d  definitely also to startle the 
r a t h e r  innocent  c i t izens  of African 
countries. I wish F could sav the book had 
been done entrrely for these citizens, but 
actually it was for everyone, atlyone. 
Nevertheless i t  will support the African. 
By accurate dmumenta t~on  i t  will j u s t ~ f y  
the supition w ~ t h  which w e  are  viewed as 
we call the shots. I t  will show them the 
road to hell along with the heroes, mis- 
a ~ o n a r i e s  and martyrs; and ~t will 
hopefully give confidence and direction to 
those African cit~zens who do not want to 
denude. domesticate and nun everything 
they have; those who a n  tired of being 
sucked up to and manipulated with cute 
little lies. It will forever recard for them a 
wi lderness  they lived in for many  
hundreds of years and saw mangIed and 
over-run by our well-rnea~ng rntssionar~es 
and high-velor~ty heroes. 

The greatest damage done to this earth 
had been done by us - and it's a 'oke that 
the citizens of Kenya should be biamwl by 
us in any petty way. We are the ones who 
have promoted all the artificiality and bad 
taste, and when everything as perverted 
and "endangered," we lead the race to 
regret It .  

Ever since Mackinder stepped on 
Mbatian, the highest peak of hlt. K e - n y ~ ,  
God's home, on September 13th. 1899, it's 
been s downhill parade. And up front 
were the benevolent rnissionarles r e f e d  
t o  by Karen Bltxen as "the insipid 
immigrants." I t  was "the reverse Midas 
touch," and the damage they've done far 
outweighs a trainload of arrowheads or 
w h a t e v e r  o r  w h o e v e r  t h e  l a t e s t  
s c a p e g o a t s  a r e .  W e  h a v e  b e e n  
inconsiderate overnight missionaries of 
mlsinformation and  might, imposing 
ourselves on a pmple who had all . the  
wilderness in the world until we arrived 
to save it. 
Afrkana: But the point is: Are we, after 
all, really observing The End of the Gan~e 
in East Africa, considering areas like the 
Serengeti-Mara which probably has more 
game In it right now than ~t ' s eve r  had? 
bard: I would aay it's the end of the play- 
period. We no longer have the luxury of 
llvlng in  a world where there is the time 
and the space for playing games in the 
"wild-deer-ness." The speeds a r e  too 
great. 

And as far for us humans, we're poised 
a t  t he  lily pond like dinosaurs. Sheer size 
may do us  in. By tracin fossil series we 
know that evolution bas favoured size and 
numbers but these things In evolution 
have their own llrniting factors, thezr own 
built-in demise. As Richard Leakey says 
a t*  the end of his speeches, he  wants to 
discover the orgins of mankind before 
mankind deatmys itself. 

la our own terrlble hurry we've going to 
have to face up to ourselves - face u p t o  
the negative ~nfosrnatron we are  being 
expertIy trained to ignore. Other% lsc. . . . 
But let's stop w;th a quote from Kamn 
BPixen and Shadows In the Crnss.  
Now all i s  done that could be done - and 
all rs done In vain. 
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The rest of the day produced much game 
but nothing as dramatic as the battle of 
the bulls at dawn. A vast armada of white 
storks darkened the sky; bands of plains 
g a m e - ~ r n p a l a .  g a z e l l e s ,  t o p i .  
wildebeest-fed and bred; crook-neckd, 
irregularly masked "Masai" giraffes, 
smaller than their reticulated, northern 
brothers. browsed the tops of riverine 
thorn trees; a spotted hyena trotted 
stiff-legged through the tall grass, a rare 
sighting during fu l l  dayl@hbt. Toward 
evening, with the sky darkening again to  
rain clouds, we spotted a lone female 
rhino in a valley outside the park. She 
carried a tong, thin frontal born and was 
moving fast. 

" W ~ t h  a pembe like that she won't last 
long outside the park,'* said Bill, putting. 
d o w n  his b i n o c u l a r s .  
"Do yob realize that's the first live rhino 
we've seen on this safari? In the old days. 
10 or  15 yeats ago. they would have been 
charging out from behrnd evefy bush. It 's 
a bloody shame. A Kenya without kifaru 
will be l ~ k e m e a t  without pepper." 

A lone bull elephant stood a t  the forest 
edge as w e  returned to camp. The tusks 
were s m a l l 4 5  pounds a t  most, Winter 
est~rnated -and he l l a p p d  his ears wide 
at aur  approach, a warning to k e p  clear. 
"He's feisty," said Winter. "If we'd been 
walking beck into camp, i t  might have 
turned into a fast gallop." The comment 
triggered a atory from Lambat. 
"When J was young," h e  said from his 28 

years of old age. "a friend of mine met just 
such an elephant. H e  had dec~ded 10 go to 
a nearby village to get some beads for h ~ s  
girl friend. As a momn (a  young warrior), 
you are not permitted to travel alone over- 

night, since you might be kilIed and the  
tribe thus weakened. Same of us went 
w ~ t h  him. When we were coming back 
w ~ t h  the beads, ~t got dark. We chose to 
spend the night on the trail. but  he went 
on against our warnings. On the trail be 
came upon the elephant. Ii tossed him and 
knelt on him and broke h ~ s  r ~ b s  and his  
legs. Then it went away. In the morning 
we found him, st111 alive. He asked us to 
look for the  beads, but we couldn't find 
them. Jus t  before he  d 1 4 ,  he told us lo go 
to his girt friend and see if the elephant 
had brou ht the beads to her. But the ele- 
phanl hafinat. We never found the beads.'" 

All of this was said in a matter-of-fact 
voice. the story trailing off into a dying 
fall: Africa. 

The next day we would see much more 
of the Mara - great sweeping herds of 
buffalo calving and mating and feeding on 
the rocky ridges; seas of tall grass sp~kml 
by t h e  horns of thousands of antelope; 
young lions stalking a sol~tary  topi, crawl- 
zng belly-down through rhe grass with 
eyes f ~ x d ,  Intent on rhe kill: two splend~d 
srmbas matlng bes~de the road, the male 
w ~ t h  a lush dark mane, h ~ s  muscles in 
rellef in a scarless. rain-cleansed hide as 
he  crouched in rage, watching us. ready to 
spring into the open roof hatch of the 
Toyota; numberless birds - guinea fowl 
and yellow-neckmi spurfowl, tall Kori 
bustards. f r a n c o l ~ n  and  quail ,  honey 
guides and fiscal shrikes and rnarabous 
and eagles. As Winter had promised, the 
Mara was "stiff with game." But that was 
to be expected. As the showplace of 
Kenyan game reserv-, l r  would certainIy 
be the most carefully protect& park in 
the country (desp~ te  the ~mpala  under the 
ranger's bed). 

Our next stap, though. would give us a 
more accurate picture of the game: a reach 
of country to the north, where Winter and 
I had hunted four yeats earlier. If the 
game was st111 strong a t  Naibor Keju. 
where we would join up wlth Winter's 
camp crew and h ~ s  big lorry, then we 
could begin to breathe more easily about 
the future of wildlife in Kenya. What we 
had seen thus far was certainly encourag- 
ing - except for the paucity of rhino and 
the lack of big ivory on the elephants. 
Even with the heavy poaching before the 
curio ban, buffalo, lion and plains game of 
all kinds sepmed to be plentiful 
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Lymg In my Dune that nsght, with Ihe 
rain thrumming on [he canvas and the 
Coleman lantern hissing bes~de  me, I 
lhought back to my h u n t  at  Nalbor Keju. 
I t  would be goad to see the old safari gang 
again - Joseph and Wanatiru serving 
elegant meals In the mess lent, w h ~ l e  
ouisike the jackals barked; old Wachlra, 
thc sprightly 70-year-uld "appren l~ce  
ftresm~th" setting the night ablaze with 
whole, dry thorn trees as wr s~ppFd 
cockta i ls ;  N'deri tu ,  t h r  s t e a d y ,  s h y  
K ~ k u y u  driver and mechanic: and most of 
all old Isaac, the jolly Tprrki wlth the 
cropped gray hair, who brought m y  tea in 
the morning and took away my shoes for a 
quick touch-up before breadfast. "Hahurl 
yaku. Bwam''" V ~ N  good indetrl old 
f r~end .  

I wouldn't miss the kiIling, now that the 
huntlng was f~nished. That i s  something 
you do For meat, or when you are  young 
and want to confront danger ior Its own 
sake. I'd killed my nightmare buffalo 
years ago. Oh. I'd miss the bird shooting 
sure enough - the sandgrouse pouring In 
over the hr,~ springs, foldlng to the clap of 
the 12-gauge Browning over-and-under. 
the button quail whizring out from the 
tail grass, qu~ck above the shotgun's 
ventilated rib: the ungainly gulneafowl 
rnwing overhead w ~ t h  deceptive s p e d .  
cIacklng w ~ t h  the rnetalllc squawk so 
rerninlscenl of driven pheasant. I n  a way, 
hrrd shooting ts an ant>-art: the shotgun a 
negative paintbrush (ha t  strokes lhe b ~ r d  
from the sky. The corner of my mind, of 
niy experience, that can apprmlate such a 
bird shooting vlew could accept the end of 
it. St111, they taste so damned good.. . . 

tlcross the river near our camp a lion 
roared, that long. rising, hollow thunder 
that sets the scalp atingle. Another l ~ o n  
answered out on the plain. I picked u p  a 
book that Winter had loaned me: T ~ P  
Recollections of Wtlllam F~noughry. Ele- 
pttant Ifuntes - 1864-1875. The openlng 
sentnce was priceless "Being a harurn- 
scarum from youth, a good horseman, and 
a very fair  shot, I determinrd to get lnto 
the interlor of Africa For the purpose. 
mostly, of shooting b ~ g  game." 

Yes. it would be good to get back to 

Nai bor Kel u . . . . 
Except that the surrounding plain was 

strewn with dead zebras. 
Last nlght's thunderstorm had flooded 

the flatlands hoof-deep, and Iightning did 
the rest. More than two dozen carcasses 
dotted the grasslands. Already, only an  
hour after dawn, Lhe vuliurrs were a t  
work. Black-backed jackals stood their 
ground defiantly as the Toyota safari 
wagon r o l l d  to a halt. 

"The rifle of God, " Bill Winter said 
"Silnha go mungu. The govwment can 
beep us  from hunting all rtght, but ~t can't 
deny GLXI His sport." 

Ahead oi us, at the edge of the piain, 
Naibor Keju soared u p  from the border of 
lhe Lorog~  Forest, a stately curve of 
granite that glowed' in the early llght 
Naihor Keju means "White Eege" in 
Samburu, but there was n o t h ~ n g  remotely 
white or leggy about it. The most obvious 
landmark In the region, the mountain is 
prominent In Samburu mythology But 
nearby stands a more famous landmark, a 
smaller outcropping known as the Rope of 
God 

Ages ago, the Samburu say, this was a 
giant umbilical cord connected to Heaven. 
Down i t  poured milk and blood - food lor 
the people - from God's herds. One day a 
man whose cattle had b n n  ktPled by 11ons 
climbed up  and asked God for some cows 
to replcn~sh his stock, God rpiuscd, and rn 
a rage Ihe man severed to rope with h ~ s  
shori sword. That was the Fall from 
Grace, Samburu-style. 

A great gusher of milk and blood 
poured down, Inundating the countryside. 
and the umbilicus drew back up Into the 
sky. Indeed, the whole sky rose higher 
than- l t  had ever been before. From then 
on, men w o u l d  h a v e  Lo f e n d  f o r  
themselves. But thp man who had cut the 
Rope of Cod was forbidden to keep cattle. 
Hencefor th ,  God decreed,  the  on1 y 
creatures he could herd would he bees. 
That, according to legend, was how the 
bee-hunllng Wandornbo bands split of1 
from the cat+-herding Sarnburu Maasal 

The Borobo were also obliged to hunt 
wild game, whlch for the  Samburu was 
enamakua entnki "social1 unbecomln " 

They still'do, but in ~ o r t g e r n  Kenya t% 
serirms game k11lers are the deliberately 
"antr-sociar" Somall tribesmen. Groups of  
them, known as shifta, cross Ihe brrrder 
wi th  impunity, o f t e rn  a rmed  wi lh  
Russian-made AK-47 assault rifles and 
plastic land mines. T h ~ y  raid villages 
ambush trucks and s l a u ~ h t e r  game. 
Somalla claims that all o i  northern 
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numbers and the removal of immatures 
which have not had a chance to breed. 

There arc two additional envlronmenlai 
[actors responsible for their scarcity. Thp 
Cirat is sewagy pollution sxnce more 
lobstrrs are belng found with exo-sk~leraI 
inflictions possibly caused by bacteria 
such as Ae~onlonax or Pse~idmonas. The 
qecond is the increasing prpspncp QE oil 
slick which can now be found on any 
beach. 0 1 1  In roncentrations as Inw as 
0.0111 per cent has been found to lnlerfere 
wtth the lobsters' feeding hablls - in 
t echn ica l  t e r m s ,  l o b s t e r s  r e ly  on 
chemorecept~on to lorate food and the pre- 
sence of oil blocks their chemorecept ~ v e  
ahilkties and lhus hinders their feeding. 

From all this. ~t should he clear [hat 
there is an urgent need for action to sluw 
down t h e  rate o i  deterioration of t h ~  
beach-marine environment. The Kenva 
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authorlt les would therefore be well 
adviser1 to consider the points raised in 
respect of these two important areas, 
M a l l n d l  a n d  M a t w a p a - S h a n z u .  
Specifically that: 

~Canz inuouu  removal of mangrove 
t r w s  will brmg about an  a rce l e ra t fn~  
decl ~ n e  of mangrove-dependent com- 
ponentsnf the inshore fishing industry 

.Further reduction of mangroves w ~ l l  
resuIt in a steady decllne of dependent 
rwf s. 

.The inability of the reefs to regenerate 
and protect beaches will lead to Ihe 
removal of most ~f not all the heath sand 
and possibly cause a shark proklrm, both 
of which would adversely affect tourism 

*Inarlequate treatment and control of 
sewage ~ I I I  add to the ecological damage, 

.Ilver-~xplr)ita~ion of shells and ovcr- 
fishlng without control or supervision 
wrll have adverse cconomtc as well as 
environmental consequences. 

Kenya, clear down to Mount Kenya itself, 
is its property. As a result, the Kenyan 
government has opened new roads into 
the north, mainly to expedite troop move- 
ments In the event or war, ana caravans 01 
its own troops course the countryside 
every day. But soldiers in Africa are 
notor ious  lo r  s l augh te r ing  w ~ l d l ~ f e  
whenever they can, and they have [he 
weapons qt hand. So between shifto and 
soldiery, the game takes a h ~ a v y  pound- 
ing. 

I had hunted therountry around Naibor 
Keju w ~ t h  Winter In 11174, and at that time 
~t was thick with gazelIes, buffala, eland, 
impala, game birds and lions. 1,n our three- 
day stay this twne out we saw plenty of 
gazelles but  very little else, excepl lor the 
z ~ b r a  herd, which seemed to be stronger 
than it had been four years earller. Heavy 
rain kept us lrom penetrating d ~ e p  into 
t he  surrounding Lorogi F n r ~ s t ,  so we had 
no chance to check for signs of rhlnfl nr 
elephant. But c l ~ a r i g  lhe region had laken 
a "dreadful clouting," ns Wlnler would say 
in his English locu~ion. It seemed that I he 
Rope nl God had h e n  cut again In a new. 
more ins~dious, rnannpr. 

Not  f a r  from t h e  s c e n e  of t h e  
electrocuted zebras we came upon the 
carcass of a freshly killed impala doe She 
had been partly skinn~d,  and a spear, a 
blanket and a walking stirk lay hps~dr  
her. Lambat, our Dorubo tracker, round 
blood and hair along a track down which 
she had been draggpd. Nearby, a group of 
young Sarnburu rcre herding goats, and 
when we began to gut the animal  one of 
them - a boy af no more than 12 - ramp 
running up. Soldiers had shot the impala. 
the boy said, and because they had left it 
to rot, be had decided to salvage the  meat. 
Yet on opening the body cavity we cclwld 
f ~ n d  no bullet, not even a fragment of one. 
Thedoe was heavily pregnant 
"She was probably lying up  in some 

Cover, in labour, and t h ~  lad s otted her,'' 
Wlnter said. "Short work wit[ the spear. 
Well, Bwana, wp've caught ours~lves a 
poacher -bu t  what do we do next? I f  we 
let him go, this boy will be a hero tonight 
in his wlanyattn for bringlng home lhe 
baron. If w e  turn him In, he'll spend 
months in the  toils nf the law ancl that -. . .- . 

isn't pretty prospect anywhere on this 
continent.'" 

The boy went off to his goats, loaded 
with fresh meat. Behind him he left the 
almost born rnrmba. The fetus was sleek 
and dark ly  marked,  g leaming wi th  
amniotic fluid, and its perfectly form4 
hooves felt soft as jelhy. 

"I hope we did the right thing," Winter 
said as we drove away. " T h ~ s  krnd of 
poaching is never going to 'be eradira ted. 
The peuple are  hungry for meal, for 
protein of any kind. They see as 
competition for their cattle, And w ~ t h  the 
human populntinn nf Kenya growing a t  
about 3.5 per cent a year, the compptition 
IS going to get sharper and sharper. In the 
old day': the  tribes were nomadic, so they 
took their kllltng oI the game with them 
whenever lhey moved. Now the govern- 
men t is encouraElng permanpnt farms. 
subsistence farms. No farmer wants  
bushbuck invad~ng his plot of maize. He 
sets wire snares along (he game trails. 
Keeps crop loss down and puts  meat in the 
pot. When lions kill his cattle, he puts a 
spoonful of Coopertox - cattle dip - Into 
the carcass and the lions are  finished. 
Poisoned. In  he old days the warrlors 
went out after the l ~ o n  with snears, hut 
that's all in the past. Tin roofs babies, wrre 
snares and cattle dips - that's the way of 
the future, That's what will ultimalely 
f ~ n i s h  the wildlife." 
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