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When this happens, the most vital and
critical lessons begin, and so, for me, do
the sleepless nights. Many are the hours
that I have lain awake, trying to interpret
the different sounds of an African night;
worrying, wondering, powerless to
influence the course of events outside
in another world. Then as dawn dispels the
shadows and the night noises subside,
I am up, apprehensive at what I might
find-or rather, not find-only to be
met by faithful old Bunty, weary after
the long night's vigil, plodding back up
the hill.

The lessons she learned were harsh
and she narrowly escaped death several
times when she lingered too long at the
house-once paying for her folly by
facing the rush of a hungry lion as she
lay on our lawn. We had to go to her assist-
ance many times on hearing her alarm snort
during the night, dashing outside with
torches to chase off whatever was harassing
her. More often than not, though, we
realised that by interfering and distracting
her attention, we could be endangering
her further, and so we usually kept away
and hoped for the best.

Other antelope orphans were able to
benefit from her teaching, notably Jimmy,
an incredibly gentle kudu bull, who was
orphaned at birth when his mother
made a meal for a leopard just behind
the house.

Today, at five, Jimmy is a stately and
extremely handsome animal, with a
gun-barrel grey coat, vivid white longi-
tudinal stripes and long spiral horns
tipped with ivory.

He is also a veteran in the art of survival,
having shared many of Bunty's nocturnal
encounters, and can well fend for himself.

Likewise, four little yearling warthogs-
Oliver, Balthazar, Cleo and Justine-who
fell on hard times when their mother was
killed by a lion near Aruba. They now
travel far and wide, call on campers in
the public. camping grounds, cause con-
sternation at the Labour Lines, irritate
the Research workers by heaving over the
long, neat, rows of precious skulls, and
often attach themselves to the Big Orphans
down by the Voi River. The pigs are a
law unto themselves; intelligent, endearing
and incredibly mischievous.

I was thankful that I could leave Tsavo
with an easy mind, confident that all
my charges were capable of coping with
life on their own, but I was saddened
that I would be denied something I had
really been looking forward to-the
joy of seeingCleoand Justine bringing home
a long tail of little Squeakers. Judging by
their girth, this day may not be too far
off.

At a year old, Bunty went missing for
a day or two, and of course I was frantic,
fearing the worst. But eventually she came
home, footsore and exhausted, and with
a deep horn wound in her rump. We
realised then what she had been up to
and, sure enough, seven months later,
Bouncer, her first son was born just
below our house.

When the baby was only three weeks
old, she was again in need of the ram and
this time managed to emerge unscathed.
The result was Bonnie, her only daughter.

After that, it became a regular pattern a
visit to "Father" when the latest arrival is
three weeks old, crowned seven months
later with a new baby. Things went
wrong only once between the 6th and
7th babies who were separated by 10
months instead of the usual seven plus
three weeks.

Now, with six sons and one daughter,

Bunty is an old hand at the game, and
each one has been born just below our
house round about noon, with six hours
or so of daylight in which to prepare
themselves for their first challenge;
that of facing the night alone in a new and
harsh world.

Each time, sitting beside her recording
this miracle, I have marvelled at the
intricacies of nature; how the odds on
survival have been apportioned very
fairly. While in the process of giving birth,
a mother is probably at her most vulner-
able, but nature has endowed her with
superb camouflage which enables her to
melt into the surroundings. The amniotic
fluid and membranes have to be taken
care of and eaten as they appear so that
there is nothing that will attract the
vultures and predators. The baby itself
is devoid of any scent for the first ten
days of its life.

Two little front hooves herald its
arrival, followed by a tiny face which
waggles its ears vigorously and twitches
its nose as though eager to be free of the
constricting membranes. The shoulders
require a special effort, but once these
are clear, the baby arrives in a rush.
Immediately, the mother begins the
important task of licking it clean and dry,
nipping through the cord, and some
twenty minutes later, it staggers to its
feet to take its first few wobbly steps
in search of the milk bar.

It knows exactly where to look, and
having fed grows stronger by the minute.
By nightfall it will be frolicking around,
and is equipped to face the night, 'relying
again on that magical camouflage and the
fact that it has no scent to attract the
predators.

As the sun sinks, the baby will select
some suitable cover, and then quietly








