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No lion
had ever laid

a claw on Buwa-
na Cottar’s body

HEN we

1 of the exploits of
big nters, very rarely do
we hear much of their guides.
Their short s appear oc-

casionally in the tales, | usually only
as stooges for the stars, and they remain
dim figures who paddle canoes. carry
packs and skin out heads. In my own
hunting stories I have been guilty of hog-
ging the 1, but the other day.some
thing happened to waken me to the guides’
real place in the picture

Looking back over my hunting adven-
tures, I discovered that the guides
fully norable as the game. Indeed,
trips were successes or failures in a
the exact degree of the companionability,
skill and ‘»‘»uut!\ lore of the guides 'Hll"
going to be the heroes of my next
series of hu'\'ln tales.

When that time comes, I shall write of
Dean Cochran, my first big-game guide
in the spruce forests and the high parks
of the Selkirk Mountains, The idea of
any visiting sman trying to treat
Dean as an underling would be laughable;
he is a gentleman and a scholar if I ever
one
I shall tell of a
who, although m mmmJ with me
d-bar in Pavlof Bay for three
wever affording me a shot at

as mec

sport

Swede

id a Nor-

weguan

on a sa

weeks and

a bear. vet made our bear hunt one of
the most pleasant memories of my days
I shall ['UIAI’!\ \l uf Hamilton of Quesnel
Lake. onc-quarter Indian and one-quarter
Scotch nobleman and four-quarters per-
tect comp.

John MacDonald. half Scotch and half
Gurkha, who knows more about tigers
than any living man, will due

in those pages, and so will De Fosse and
his wild-born son who reminded me of
Mowgli in the Jungle Books. But because

ol a certamn
out of E
]uwh'ti yvet so
strange, 1

message that has just come
st Africa. a message long ex-
resting, simple yet so

wait to tell of the

cannot

SAFARI

g trails. to
the most towering
ure that the

world has knc
tury—Charles (Bwana)
Elep
When I first met him, i )
was not vet sixt lm; ;m
is prime. Leopards had dug their poisc
ed claws into his tlesh on four differe
ad been tossed by rhinos,

ints

n-

occasions: he h

knocked down by bufialoes. stepped over
by clephants; he had nearly died of thirst
in the sands of Juba Land. and repeated
bouts of black-water fever. any of

them enough to kill an ordi
had wasted his magnificent
He was not equal to hard r
sent his Bud to acce
the long trail. Yet his mere presence in
d his occasional strolls with me
t‘lruu:h the nearer hills lifted 1
monplace hunting trip into the re:
of great adventure. T had sensed this
almost from the first day, and about the
end of the second week it came clear

Ire l"\ <
rarches, and

son

com-

Bud and I had been out after lions
I had wanted a lion above any other
African trophy. I needed one with that

urgency which only other hunters can
understand ; to me a lion was the symbol
of Africa. For nearly two weeks we had
searched the rock heaps and the bared
bones of the hills, on which Simba likes
to liec up in the heat of the day. We had
trod the L'xmv trails through the thorn
thickets and entered the little rifts in
the green labyrinths of the dongas, anc
examined the high grass around the
zcbra herds. Still we had seen no-
thing but lionesses and young males, and
1s we returned to camp in the still. brief
\n twilight both of us were very
discouraged

We found old Bwana sitting on a box
before the camp-fire. drawn and white
Plainly he had undergone some nerve-

shattering ('.\[N'Yil'ﬂt(‘ in our absence. Ac-
illy he did not know what nervousness
1cant when there was shooting to be done
—he feared nothing on the earth or above
or under it—but due to his condition he
always suffered a violent reaction. How-

A charging rhino and Bwana

Cottar fight it out

EDISON MARSHALL

soon

recovered

r lions
i !'( gan

():.v

s. Cottar
They were Ce
| : it, too
opened up on e ;n;: the
ir of God in ' l)I coussc. he meant

fear of By ar the wild

knew v his eves began
to glisten and gleam. 1 killed one, and
wounded another of the devils

It ]'.1]:;“‘!1«'(1 that Cottar d assured
would not shoot any game
for my bag. Of course, this
hold an instant if life were in
danger; but from what I knew of lions
Cottar’s life would have been far les
endangered if he had not fired his rifle
It is a rare thing for lions to m
unprovoked attack in daylight
v tall, fearsome, unknown foe as
firing into that mob and

B
of its members, Cottar had i

vited disaster. Still I did not mention this
Looking at his fierce old eyes. suddenly
I realized that he had done the only thing
possible, considering the man he was,
the life he had lived, and the things that
lived by

Cottar felt about

merican pioneers felt about Indians
The question of abstract justice, of
right and had been drowned in
blood. and the only Indian was 2
dead Indian. Cottar had seen his porters
and his mules killed by lions; they had
hunted him when he was caught out de-
fenseless in the dark. To him they were

I

could not

lions as early

wrong,

!(l()\l

not- big-game animals, but implacable
enemies
As fast as game laws were made to

protect lions, Bwana Cottar would break
them. My desire for a trophy—indeed.




Davy Crocke
te Kit Carson 3
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these
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He was blood Drother

b Brdeer nct

\\k d

n there, only

sun

law firm

k of one of his savage, ill-spe
The : Department laid
t itch him and haul
wigged judge. until he
ko—the cruel rhino-hide
tive spies. | hv ard a Chief
behind his desk, in
eaker to his face. and
would fare f he had
unsupported
liw-—and I thought he would
However, some of the old
knew and understood
they went out under
the ragin

with

Sate

wande
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The Last Safan

was one of the greatest privileges
my big-game experience. | think
t such experts as Carl Akeley and
\!lr”n Johnson would confess they were
beginners in the lore of wild
compared to Charles Cottar. It was neot
often hJ' be could be bothered with a
but when he took the time from

mting, he made some of the

£-game MOtioN PICtUres ever seen
Many of veu too. have i
Among the first African anim
thev had been sold for a song
wood. and then

animals

pictures
in Holly
adulterated with some

they broke records at the box of-
that film, a wvisiting lord would
s¢ his gun as though to shoot a lien
Then the soft lighting of southern (‘il:'—
fornia would change suddenly to the wh
glare of Africa. the hon would be \ho\an
iving dead, and the bearded face of old
Cottar would emerge into 'view. Some
of the water-hole scenes’in the film have
never been surpassed, if egqualed. He
photographed such rare bucks as greater
kudu and giant sable
Cottar had never forgotten
American, and liked to take an
into his hunting grounds. On the other
hand. he expected great things of them
kind of shooting he remembered on
Texas praines. which embar
rassing to a greeshorn hunter. I had
shamed him once or twice in front of
his black boys by wild misses: so 1 took
a special pleasure in an early-moming
shooting incident, when he had
] Bud and me on the h

that he was

Americ

the was

accom

arst to

large
This

I had been the spy a
animal standing under a thorn tree
ione was a considerable triumph, for
Bud had eves like a wild goose, and the
old man seemed to wear a pair of tele
scapes, with X-ray attachment, under his
grizzled brows Hv mmmediately identified
t ; bull eland with
orns. the xlkc' of which 1 coveted
for my trophy room

The. range was well over two hundred
yards, and the rifle did not fit me well
When. after the shot. the beast ran off
I readily agreed vnth Bud that I had made
a clean miss, although I had had the
sense of huld ng true when 1 \(;u«xrn*
off the trigger. Neot so. said Old Cottar
He was sure he had heard the impact of
the bullet against the bull’s hide

We went up there to see. Fifty yards
from the tree we found the great buli,
shot cleanly through the shoulders. And
then Kinini, my gun-bearer. spoke in
Swahili to his fellows. “Not every bwana
can kill Pofu with one shot,” said he

s

(“l JTTAR h heard the
yament, and did t

for his native land
can bwana can kill
he |!‘v~“('h't§

Thereafter Cottar went with us often
on short jaunts. Occasionally. while Bud
scouted game. he would take me out
alone. And although it was flattering to
have n put confidence "in my abality
to shoot vu:;hr on one occasion he
trusted it almost too far

fe

We were

aimost

record

black boys
I \luzmm
\h, but every Ameni-
Pofu with one shot.”

ollowing a game trail through

the thunder of the rhine’s jeet on hard ground, and then a crashing of brush




Cottar was the most amazing character I ever met on the hunting trails

a thorn thicket when the ugliest animal
I had ever seen flushed from his lair and
made off into a patch of brush. A rhino
could call himself a beauty compared to
him. But there was something about his
heavy body. short legs. bristled back and
long snout that spelled hog. Actually. he
was an old boar wart-hog
pair of tusks’

He had no

hicket when he ca

with a

more than
me crashing forth. and

1
bore down on us at the astonishing wild-

pig specd. Thinking that we were th
target of a deliberate and furious charg
I flung up my ritle

To my amazement, old Cottar grasped
arm with his left hand. “Wait a
minute,” he told me. “There’s something
queer going on.”

It was queer enough for me that we
should be standing there, our guns silent,
while three hundredweight of wild boar
rushed down upon us at something better
than thirty feet a second. The only rea-
son I" was able to hold on and await
developments was that Cottar’'s right
hand was firmly on the trigger guard of
his old .403, ready to drive its battered
butt-plate against his shoulder

Cottar knew what he was doing. When
about twenty vards distant. the hog
slammed on his brakes and stopped short.
It was as though he had never seen us
before d very plainly something had
happened since his first glimpse of us that
made him forget our existence. Instantly
he darted off in another direction

my

“¢YOME on,” Cottar whispered, and
now there was a glitter in his eyve
ind a look of deadly purpose on his face
that told me some serious shooting had to
be done. “The pig wasn't charging us. He
was getting away from something in that
brush patch
We closed on the [l.nlh and ;n'\'\'l'd
in. The scene before our eves would have
furnished a perfect animal study for
Lynn Bogue Hunt
Lving at ease on the ground, with her
head resting on her front paws. was a
lioness. Standing beside her. his mouth
opened in a yawn. was her full-grown.
richly maned mate. Apparently they had

both just wakened from their midday nap
“Shoot ! Cottar whispered. “Quick!”
As Cottar spoke he held his rifle down
It must have taken a strong surge of his
. and he had to hold it down by main
force. Yet in that split second while I
was getting up my gun I wished that the
old man had taken some other occasion
to show his confidence in my shooting
his own self-control
¢ was much too close to suit
ion shut his great jaws with a
. and sleep had gone out of his eves
and the baleful fire had gone in. He had
moved very slightly. yet enough that his
posture had changed from one of indolent
case and lazy power to angry defiance.
It would be more than that in an instant
The range was too close to suit him, too:
he seemed to be gathering himself to
charge. With one light bound the female
had sprung up beside him
That meant I must not only shoot
quick: I must also straight.
wondered afterward if 1 could have done

shoot

Biwana Cottar poses with an

so, save for Cottar and his old gun wait.
ing Beside me.

The bullet struck the lion just i
front of the shoulder bone and plowed
through the heart and lungs. Then |
could thank heaven that Cottar had per.
suaded me to discard the 9.3 mm. bolt.
action I had brought to Africa and shoot
his big 470 double that Paul Rainey hag
once carried throughout the Continent
The ball weighed an ounce and wa
driven by 73 grains of the most powerfy
powder known. yet the mortally stricken
lion tried to attack. He died with hi
face toward me, his eves full on mine

OTTAR did not consider that we had
had a narrow escape. Though he was
getting along in years, all stoved up and
nearly blind in one eye, still his rifle had
been loaded and ready. Indeed, he was fit
to be tied because some brush had got in
his way and the lioness had escaped
That night. around the camp-fire, with
old Cottar holding his fine: big hand to
shield his eyes from the blaze. and the
lions grunting on the veldt and the hyens
laughing and sobbing, he explained what
v narrow escape was really like
For instance 're was the second time
—no, it was the third—that a leopard h
He hurled the t
off, but it bounced like a rubber
ball. He had worn a pistol at his belt. He
was n n average quick on the dr
vet he able to put his |
as he, fighting of
his throat
Iy

eot on him ad

back

his lean o

in that

Then there

had knocke
to finish him in the Roman-holiday t
falo style. L on back. (
got on cither side of
bull’s neck ¢ 1st its shoulders and, brac-
n . e 1 let the buffalo shove
him around until couldpump anot
shell into his ley 403, No less
hunter than old ‘

had one toot

{frican pyvgmy hunter
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® The new TRUE TEMPER Bass Pop is a chug.
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Louis Spray of Hayward, Wisc., on a TRUE
TeMPER Bass Pop and Toledo Rod. It is the
largest fish of its kind ever takep on bait
casting rod and lure. Get the Bass Pop and
knock off some of these heavyweights your-
self. Complete with Rubber Frog Chunk only
75¢. Good dealers have it—if not yet in stock |
locally, sent direct postpaid on receipt of

75¢ in stamps or coins. {Tsc coupon below.
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- MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY - ey
To The Makers of TRUE TEMPER Products
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ten minutes he sprawled on top of the
dead cat, never taking his eves off it. Every
few seconds he'd give a great squall of
triumph and shake the carcass furiously.
Then he'd sit very still, watching for the
slightest sign of resistance. His eyes shone
green, and every hair on his back was

| turned the wrong way.

During all this procedure the rest of

{ the pack sat around at a respectful dis-

tance. Even Rover was very meck indeed.
This was Stranger's cat, and they knew
it. The big red pup had found himself.
His luck had changed.

THE LAST SAFARI
(Continued from page 22)

Lord Delemere had warned him that he
had better not try the trick again,

That shauri was not as nerve-wracking |

as one with a cow clephant when he was
poaching ivory in the Ituri forest. His
gun had been disabled, and the angry cle-
phant had hunted him more than an hour,
thrusting her trunk in every bush for his
scént, and once actually stepped over him.

The trouble with being killed by an cle- |

phant, Cottar told me, was that there was
rarcly e¢nough remains for an
funcral.

But no lion had ever laid a claw on
Cottar’s body. His luck was so phenomenal
in this respect—he had killed so many lions
and the mathematical chances had been
dead against him for so long—that he had
begun to believe there was a trick in it.
In other words, the gods of Africa were
saving lions for the coup de grice. Some-
where out there on the veldt, perhaps gven
now a cub, there was a lion fated to kill
him.

He told me this in 1929, T have never
seen old Cottar since, but all the time 1
have been waiting to hear whether his
dark prophecy came true. Quite likely, 1
thought, he would die in hed. So often
Fate gives us trivial and unsatisiving con-
clusions to her greatest tales.

On the other hand, the gods of Africa
are cunning without end. Moreover, in all
their illimitable years, they had never met
a tougher antagonist, a more defiant foe,
than old Bwana Cottar from the States,
and they must needs go to great pains,
Perhaps they had played a very deep game.
Perhaps they had led him on to beware of
lions, so that he would drop his guard
against their other ministers—clephants,
lcopards, buffaloes, and rhinos. Possibly

clegant |

it was one of these that awaited him at |

some thorny rendezvous,

Even so, it would be a fitting end for the
old hunter. I only hoped that the light he
had followed would not fail him at the
last, whereby he would die in the dark,

with his hoots off. I had this in mind.when |
I wrote in the February, 1939, issue of |

Fieep & Strean: “When Africa finally
kills him aiter some bloody shauri in the

bush, he may not go to our tame smug |

heaven, but where he does go he'll find
old Kit Carson and Custer waiting there.”

Now, at last, the news from Africa has
arrived. 1 do not refer to the news of an
air battle on the Ethiopian frontier, a ski
mish  between  the® Italian and f
forces in their war of empire. Such will be
recorded by careful historians and pres-
ently forgotten, but this news is the stuff
of legend, to be told and retold, as that
scene when Wild Bill Hickok sat at. cards,
or when Yellow Hair faced the foe on the
Little Bighorn. ¢

Because of the war, Cottar's safari busi-
ness had been bad; so he and his son Bud
made a littleetrip together into the Masai
Reserve, It is said they meant to make some
motion pictures of hig game. If T had been
an old bull elephant with two hundred
pounds of ivory, and knew Bwana Cottar

answer it to yoyr
great satisfaction, Brother!
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r expert workmen with & thora know-
3¢ of angler’s needs

Special get-acquainted offer.

Co.

as most of the old bulls had known him
long ago, I would have thought twice be-
fore venturing into the field of his camera.
No clephant came near, but there was an
old rhino living in that bush.

He may have looked like any other rhino.
For years he had been roaming about the
Masai Reserve—sulky, surly, ready to
charge any living thing that crossed his
path, and no thought c¢ver occurring to his
foggy mind that he was sct apart from
| every rhino that ever wore horn on ugly
| head, never dreaming that he had been |
chosen from all the beasts of the jungle and |
the veldt as an instrument of fate.
| Jwana Cottar became separated from
| his son. As he was making his way through
| the bush the rhino charged him. Cottar
flung up his old lever-action 403, and its
noise was carried to Bud's ears: you can
picture him stopping and listening for a
second shot, although one was usually
enough. There was a brief delay—you can
fancy Bud starting to walk on, rcassured
—when the rifle roared again.

[ In that brief period there bad been other
| sounds that Bud was too far away to hear—
the thunder of the rhino's fect on the hard
ground, and then a crashing of brush, Cot-
tar’s bullet had gone straight, but the mad-
dened beast had not fallen, had pressed
home his charge, had driven his horn into
the old hunter’s thigh and tossed him into |
the thickets. |

Cottar kept hold of his rifle. Only those
who do not know him well need be told
this. Terribly wounded, he continued to fire,

i 1 swearing with all !
ng breath. He fired

| probably cursing
Shoe the power of his f
until his magazine was empty, cvery bullet |

finding its mark, Finally the rhino fell,
mortally wounded, and they looked at cach
other, these two old Africans, across the |
bloody grass. Probably they both knew it
was all over.

Bud ran up and dispatched the rhino.
He did what he could for his father, and

[ what they said to each other is not yet |

known. After cutting away the bush, Bud
brought up the lorry, with the idea of
carrying the mangled man to the hospital.

He did not live to get there. An hour and
a half after the accident, the old hunter
breathed his last, with his boots on, under
the open sky of Africa and amid her hills

| —the end that Cottar's friends would ‘wish

for him.

His death marks the end of an epoch
in African history. He was the Last of the
Mohicans; all his great companions are
cither dead or have lost the trail. From |
now on, written law will rule the veldt;
the country wiil be settled by tame people: |
automobile roads will follow the paths that
old Cottar cut through the thickets: cities
will stand where he made his lonely camps.

The Hons will grunt at night, the hyenas
laugh and sob, the vultures watch from
on high, and the wild elephants drift on
silent feet through the vast forests of the

| Congo; but Bwana Cottar has gone away,

and we will not see his like again. |

RECORD BEATERS ‘
(Continued from page 43) {

the weeds and rocks, and had only to reel
him in until T could get my hand in his
gills. Then over the side he was rolled, to
be wrapped up in a picce of canvas for the
ride home. After my experience with the
big one last year, I carry a picce of canvas
about six feet square and just roll Mr.
Fish up in this and he doesn’t do so much
kicking around in the boat.

“Upon arriving home, friend wife in-
formed me that I was due to make a radio
recording at WW] at one o'clock, which 1
had forgotten; so the muskic and T shoved
off for town, where he was weighed and

D\Oney Tackle

measured and then taken up to the News

FISHE

Seasoned and %e'

All of them are proud owners of
fishing tackle that has “stood the
gaff.” A little “horsing,” some abuse,
a lot of fun—but the gackle is still
there ready for more.

Chances are the outfit is H-I Tackle,
because in more than 125 years we
have made fishing tackle .. . we've
learned to make it dependable and
at moderate cost. Also, we make the
largestfishing tacklelinein America.
That's why we say “chances are that
reliable outfit is H-I Tackle.”
You—too—can be proud of your
tackle and get it for very little cost.
Write now for our “Tackle Guide”
Book, illustrating and describing
most everything for fishing any-
where—fresh or salt water.

HORROCKS-
IBBOTSON CO.

Dept. A, Utica, N.Y., or Grimsby, Ont., Canada
SARANAC FLY ROD

dpicce, Gostrip first grade split bamboo. Extra tip.
Selid cork grip. Bakelite scrutite reel aear, Four
leagths from 8 to 913 ft., 43 to 520z, Each $13.00.

VERNLEY
REEL

A new design—all Bakelite—light-
weight. Easy running Trout Recl.
60-yd. capacity. Fach 81.80.

OLD GOLD t
FLY LINE

At last a reasonably priced pre-
mium quality silk fly line. Every
thread carefully and completely
filled with special quality oil. In two

rs—olive and brown. Sizes H,

v D, 81.00 1o 81.75
per 25 yday

r---------

Horrocks-Ibbotson Co.,

i Dept. A, Utica, N.Y.

' Please send me —free (for the name of 3
| my'dcalcr)—tour 1941 complete “Tackle B
M Guide™ Book. | |
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