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HEMINGWAY
ON SAFARI

Photographed by EARL THEISE

After twenty years Ernest Hemingway returns to the
scene of ‘The Snows of Kilimanjaro’ and ‘Green Hills
of Africa.” Here, in his own words, he begins the story
—which was nearly the last he ever wrote—of his
2,000-mile safari by truck, hunting car, jeep and on
foot, through the wild Masai country of southern Kenya.
With him were his fourth wife Mary, a Cuban friend,
a white hunter, a game ranger and a photographer.
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CAMP LIFE: MARY KEPT A DIARY AND A NEWBORN GAZELLE
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the Mau Mau have gone into the hills. Nairobi,
for a foreigner, with no one with a grudge against
him, is safer than New York, five times safer

than parts of Memphis, West Memphis or
Jacksonville, infinitely safer than many parts of
Chicago, and most certainly safer than Brook-

lvn, the Bronx, Central Park at night, or Cooke
City, Montana on the date of the celebration of
the Old Timers Fish Fry.

The bush is perfectly safe with a ‘white
hunter.” He has to belong to the White
Hunters' Association,.and, after being appren-
ticed and qualified, he is licensed and disciplined
by them. After that he must present himself,
personally, to the Game Department, who can
issue him a licence, or refuse it, without explana-
tion. If he ever had anything happen to you
he'd never work again. (Interruption by Mary,
‘This seems to be excessive emphasis on
safety—a fickle friend.”)

If you should ever hunt without a white
hunter you are just as safe as the degree in
which your knowledge, your experience, your
speed, when it is needed, your ability to track, to
size up a bad situation, and your absolute ability
to shoot cold when the chips are down protects

morning, in high grass, where the herd of Grant Gazelle had been
By noon, he could stand shakily, and was nursing
.. In the afternoon he was butting Kibo, the dog, if he came close,

you. I do not advise hunting without a white
hunter. To photograph dangerous game at close
range without a white hunter is doubly dan-
gerous.

The pictures in these pages show where Philip
Percival, our white hunter, took us when the
country was blowing away in the drought, and
he said, “Don’t worry, Pop. We'll find some-
thing better.” We found it; and this is a small
part of the oases we found in the different deserts,
and a little about the animals and people who
had the right to live there.

Philip l"ercn.al took us to the dry sand river
camp, where the elephant came every second
night to drink at the Masai watering-hole. You
could lie in bed and hear them blowing water
with their trunks. Mary said that when they
came through camp they sounded like men
walking very softly in rubber waders.

There was a flock of more than six thousand
guinea fowl, and we shot only what we needed
for meat. The sand-grouse came to drink at the
water in the mornings in pairs, singly, and in
scattered bunches. They also came in flocks
that were dense as the passenger pigeons around
Petoskey before Michigan ever was a state.

He and our best friend, a Game Ranger, who,
according to the traditions of that service, does
not wish his name used, took us to the swamp
camp where a hundred and fifty counted buffalo
lived in the papyrus and fed out at night. It
was there that Mary saw them all looking at us
in a most unfriendly way, when it was too late
to take pictures, and heard the Ranger, whom
we call GC, say, “Don’t let them cut us off
from the river, Pop."”

People have written that herds of a hundred
and fifty buffalo can stampede over you with
no risk at all. Neither to you nor to them. But
I do not think these people ever stood on their
own two feet and looked at the buffalo head-on
when the tick birds have flown, and thought
that truly. Itisa very beautiful theory, though,
and photographers who fake or photograph from
armoured trucks in national parks love to
state it.

After the swamp camp, we worked the
wonderful country under the escarpment beyond
Magadi. I hope the pictures are better than the
words.

NEXT WEEK:

ON THE TRAIL OF
THE ELEPHANTS
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