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Foreword

NOT SO FAR, relatively speaking, from where I spent the last years of my childhood in Zambia, there is a valley so rare and surprising in its beauty that once seen and heard and smelled, the sense of it stays with you always. Forever after, a tiny breath of it might come back to you in other places—say in a hint of dust in Italy or in the way the sun catches the land in Mexico—and you feel the tug of memory of that place. This valley is so rich with life that it seems entirely possible that Life itself started here, or at least that it congregated here in uncommon splendor and diversity. The landscape seems ideally suited to such majestic sights as herds of elephants casually fording a river or the philosophic stare of baboons at sunset. Perhaps that is why memory settles on the valley as a place of origin, as if we knew it in some other, wiser time. 

But this valley—this template for what we might all have grown up with, or lived near, if we had not so carelessly eaten our way through our own wild lands long ago—was almost completely lost. When I was young, in the 1980s, North Luangwa National Park (for this is the valley of which I am speaking) was so rotten with heavily armed poachers and so corrupted with the blood money of elephants that anyone who ventured near it was considered foolhardy, if not downright stupid. Not only was the valley itself infested with armed gangs, but the villagers who lived in the land surrounding the park 
had been pressed into the service of the poachers—who were very often in the pay of powerful government officials and business people in the cities. Many thought that the valley was as good as gone. 

But that was before Mark and Delia Owens happened upon the park and fell in love—illogically, incautiously—with a land so very nearly reaped of all its life that it had all but been left to die. This book is an account of the Owenses' years in that valley and with the people who live on its periphery. It is the story of how, together with the villagers and their chiefs, Mark and Delia gradually peeled away the dark years of elephant poaching and allowed both the valley and the settlements to flourish. In other words, the Owenses and the local people achieved what has been replicated in very few places in the world: a balance in which humans and wildlife have found strategies to coexist, not in some unsustainable primitive dream but in a viable, respectful way, with new ideas and resources building on the best of the old traditions. And in the process of saving the park, the Owenses found pieces of themselves in the sly, sometimes wickedly funny wisdom of the men and women with whom they worked. This book tells that story too.

However, as romantic as it sounds to hitch oneself to a dream and to attach oneself to an impossibly noble goal, the reality of years of gritty, flies-in-your-eyes, malarial loneliness in the name of love of land, humanitarianism, and science is not for anyone with less than a lion heart. I can't emphasize enough what courage and dedication—to say nothing of sheer stubborn passion—it must have taken for Mark and Delia Owens to rescue North Luangwa National Park while poachers and corrupt politicians and officials did everything they could to hurt them and derail their work and while even the land and the animals sometimes seemed ungrateful for their efforts. But with almost superhuman perseverance, the Owenses refused to give up until their goal of a valley without poachers had been achieved.

I recently returned to Zambia for a magazine assignment and spent time with Hammer Simwinga (the Owenses' protégé, a sort of agriculture extension officer for the region, and every bit the hero described in these pages), and I met some of the traditional birth attendants, beekeepers, farmers, fish farmers, and shopkeepers described here. The work that the Owenses instigated has outlived their time in the valley, and there can be no greater tribute than that. In the words of one villager, "You cannot separate the Owenses from this place. What they have done has changed our lives for the better." It is true, the Owenses cannot be separated from this place, which is ingrained in them forever. 

—ALEXANDRA FULLER





Prologue

Mark


One touch of Nature

makes the whole world kin. 

—WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE



A HEAVY FOG, thick and white, settled lower over the hills of Masailand in Kenya. I eased off the power and slowed down but pulled back on the cyclic stick, giving up altitude grudgingly. Our chopper's main rotor tore ragged chunks out of the cloud's underbelly and stirred great corkscrews of vapor that trailed behind us as we flew on. Fifty feet below us, malachite green hilltops dotted with flat-topped acacias and running giraffes—snapshots of Africa—flashed into view out of the white, then were lost to opacity. We flew on, while the fog squatted heavy on the hilltops, forcing us to skirt around and between them. But then the vapor began filling the valleys ahead; we were fast losing sight of the ground.

I keyed the intercom: "We've got to land while we still can; help me look for a place." Delia pressed her forehead to the cockpit window, scanning the terrain. Forested valleys and too steep hillsides all around: no place here.

To our right and slightly above us, a single rounded peak was still visible. But the clouds were already settling over it, like a goose on a nest. I banked hard right, pulled on some power, and climbed the slope. We popped onto the hilltop and planted our skids; even before the rotor wound to a stop, we could barely see beyond the blades.

Our camp in the remote northern Luangwa Valley of Zambia was still almost nine hundred miles and more than ten flying hours away. We would never make it before dark.


We unbuckled our safety harnesses, opened the doors, and stepped into the fragrant, misty air and into a surreal, palpable quiet. I have experienced such an utter absence of sound only among the old-growth Sitka spruce and hemlock forests of southeastern Alaska, where the wisps of moss clinging to tree trunks and branches and matting the forest floor absorb sound so completely that you can hear your pulse swishing in your ears with each heartbeat. Now, as Delia and I stood by the helicopter, we could see nothing beyond the ground immediately around us, could hear nothing but the occasional flintyping of the chopper's cooling turbine. 

Then, through particles of fog so thick they tickled our noses, came the merry, melodic, clear tinkle of little bells. At first they seemed far off, coming from everywhere at once. Then they grew louder, somewhere to our right, and we took several steps in that direction, yearning to discover the source of a melody that seemed to emanate from the heart of the hidden hills around us.

At first I thought I was imagining the faint crimson apparition, the red smudge that appeared in the fog. Then, like a distant memory gradually returning to consciousness, it gained form and definition, growing taller and still taller as it came toward us over the brow of the hill.

The Masai warrior, nearly seven feet tall, strode out of the swirling cloud, a red rubega cloth draped around his broad shoulders and large copper hoops dangling from his ears. His sharp, stern face was an ebony sculpture, and in his left hand he carried a long throwing spear with a broad blade.

"Jambo." He strode past us to our Bell Jet Ranger and began circling it, running his hands over its smooth, ivory-colored skin and Plexiglas windshield. "Tsk-ah!" He smiled and twiddled the ship's tail rotor back and forth as if it were one of his giant earrings, laughter rumbling deep in his chest.

Three women appeared carrying gourds and leading goats wearing necklaces of little bells. They stood back, gazing at the helicopter, chattering softly, their dark eyes wide with curiosity. Gradually a murmur of voices rose from all directions, and as the fog slowly thinned and began to lift, small groups of gaily dressed Masai streamed toward us across the green velvet hills. Soon they crowded around as I poured jerry cans of jet A-1 fuel into the chopper's tank, everyone trying to get at least a finger on the can so that they could help feed our strange bird. 

After refueling, we stood waiting for the clouds to lift, surrounded by perhaps thirty or forty Masai. Delia begged a closer look at one of the beaded gourds—full of sour milk and ox blood—that a young girl carried around her neck on a strap of hide. Others showed us their bangles and bracelets, their spears and knives, apparently surprised that we should find these as interesting as they found our aircraft. Giggling shyly, one girl reached out and carefully lifted a lock of Delia's silky hair, massaging it gently between her fingertips. The cultural canyon that separated us was as wide as the Rift Valley, yet we felt a warm connection to these people, as though we had known them before, sometime in the distant past.

The fog lifted and the sun peeked through, bathing the green and golden hills with a buttery light. Reluctantly we bid goodbye to our new friends. Before starting the chopper's turbine, I led the warrior with the spear to the tail rotor, made spinning motions with my hands, and then drew my finger across my throat, to let him know what would happen should anyone get too close. He opened his long arms and, like a pelican gathering fish, stalked around the chopper, sweeping everyone back to the edges of the hilltop. We jumped in, lifted off, and then circled back to wave at the cheering crowd below, still standing around the space where the chopper had been. As I lowered its nose and we began speeding away, they closed in, still waving, and covered the spot—as if we had never been there.





Ten hours—and three countries—after the Masai, darkness fell, black and impenetrable under the solid layer of cloud that snuffed 
out sky light from above. Except for a stop to refuel in Dodoma, the capital city of Tanzania, and another on a remote plain in the southern part of that country, we had been flying continuously since leaving Nairobi, where our helicopter had passed its airworthiness inspection. Forty minutes earlier, the scattered lights of settlements west of Kasama, Zambia, had slipped away, leaving us alone with our worries about finding camp in this ink, our faces a Halloween green from the chopper's instrument lights. Somewhere, miles ahead beyond the mountains of the Muchinga Escarpment, in a five-thousand-square-mile tract of raw wilderness near the bottom of the Luangwa Valley, lay Marula-Puku, our bush camp, home, and conservation research base for the previous eight years. 

With stars, with luck, and sometimes with the moon to light my way, I had often flown over wild Africa at night. It was always a beguiling experience, like swimming around in a womb with only faint flashes of nerve impulses and the lumps and bumps of a muscular landscape to lead me onward. But now I was extremely tired, and we were flying without navigational aids. My dead reckoning would have to be good.

Ahead, a jawbone of low mountains capped by clouds studded the rim of the Muchinga Escarpment, the western wall of the Great Rift, and I could not tell for sure whether the clouds were higher than the peaks. Before beginning our three-thousand-foot descent into the Luangwa Valley, we would have to fly east long enough to be certain we were beyond and clear of the Muchinga, while staying below the clouds. I dreaded the thought of blundering into the clouds in the dark; and if they were lying on the mountains, we would have no way to get through. My Global Positioning System (GPS) had burned out weeks before. Without it I had only the log of my time since leaving Kasama, my compass heading, our speed, and my altimeter to tell me whether we were safe. And I did not know if my message to light the milk-tin flares along the runway—sent by telephone from Nairobi to the United States, by fax back to Mpika, by radio to the main camp, and finally by truck to the airstrip—had been received and understood. If not, I would have to carefully descend until I could see the ground with the chopper's landing light, find the Lubonga River, then follow it north or south to camp. And finding the airstrip to land could be just as tricky. 

Below and to our right I saw a scattering of yellow-orange lights, flickering, as though made by campfires.

"That should be Mano," I said to Delia, not absolutely sure it was. I had never seen the game scout camp from this high or from this direction in the dark. Something didn't feel quite right. But if I was correct, the mountains would be just beyond. The helicopter climbed higher, until wisps of cloud began breaking over her nose—and, I hoped, the jutting peaks were well below us. I imagined that I could feel them reaching up to gut the thin aluminum skin under our feet. "We must be high enough," I kept reassuring myself. But fatigue and darkness had planted a growing malignancy of doubt.

Leaving the cooking fires of Mano behind, we flew into the black void over the Luangwa Valley wilderness. The solid wall of darkness, and the lingering worry about flying into a mountain, so intimidated me that I suddenly and unconsciously reduced power and pulled up the nose, slowing us down to sixty knots instead of our usual cruising speed of one hundred. I picked up the lost air speed, tried to relax, and flew on.

"Where's camp? Shouldn't we see our lights by now?" Delia asked in a thin voice.

"Hang on; they'll be coming up anytime."

"So what are you going to do if there are no lights?"





In 1971, as young college students concerned about Africa's disappearing wildlife, we took temporary leave from our graduate programs and worked for two years at odd jobs to earn the money to field our own conservation research project on cheetahs. Early in 1974, one year after we married, we auctioned off all our belongings, bought one-way tickets, and flew to Johannesburg, South Africa. From there, over a period of several months, we found our way into the "Great 
Thirst," Botswana's Central Kalahari Desert, and into Deception Valley, an ancient fossilized riverbed, where we set up a primitive camp in an island of thorn trees—and stayed for the next seven years. 

Other than a few bands of roving Bushmen, we were the only two people in an area the size of Ireland; Maun, the nearest village, was more than a hundred miles away, so we often would not see other human beings for months. There was no rainfall for eight months each year, and droughts sometimes lasted for years. But the hardships of living in isolation, on a ration of little more than a gallon of water a day, every dry-season drop hauled to our camp in drums, were more than worth it. Most of the lions, leopards, brown hyenas, and other wildlife had never before encountered humans. They had never been chased by trucks, shot at, and in other ways abused by man, so they were naive and immediately curious about us—which often led to interesting close encounters.

Unable to afford a tent, we slept on the ground or in the back of our dilapidated Land Rover while observing the habits of black-backed jackals, brown hyenas, and lions. The latter two became our long-term research subjects because cheetahs were too rare and hard to find. At the beginning of our second year, a hunting company based in Maun gave us a faded, ripped cabin-style tent. Our first night in the tent we were sleeping on a thin piece of foam rubber when a sssshhhhh-ing sound and pressure on my feet awakened me. The night was moonless, but some light came through the mesh window near my head; I could see the silhouette of the wooded sand dune beyond our tree-island camp. A snake, no doubt a puff adder, seemed to be moving across my sleeping bag, its scales scraping along the nylon. I froze. The sound came again. The pressure began moving slowly up my leg. Carefully I reached behind my head for my flashlight. I would club the poisonous snake if it came near my face. But then came rumbles, squeaks, and heavy breathing—like something big digesting a heavy meal.

Resting on my back, I eased my head up and saw two black-maned Kalahari lions crouched at our feet, their noses roaming over our sleeping bags, their whiskers scratching the nylon like a scrub brush. I clamped my hand over Delia's mouth. Her eyes popped open as I whispered, "Lions— in the tent!"

We lay unmoving for a minute or two as the two male lions satisfied their curiosity. Then they withdrew and sauntered, one behind the other, along the footpath through our camp. We stood up, pulled on some clothes, and followed along behind as they strolled to our outdoor kitchen. They pulled down and tore open bags of cornmeal and onions we had hung in a tree for safekeeping and sniffed the spot where we had emptied some dishwater the night before. Then they sprayed urine on their favorite bush and lay down in the short grass just beyond our campfire. Delia and I sat quietly not ten feet from them and watched the sun rise over their shoulders.





During our seven years in the Kalahari, lions and brown hyenas sat at our campfire and smelled our hair, and the hyenas' cubs even nibbled our fingers as we took notes on their behavior; leopards hung out in the trees over our tent, and jackals stole meals off our table. Once while we were asleep on the savanna, a pride of lions lay down to rest in a circle around us, some of them an arm's length away.

We were with some two-year-old lions when, after a drought broke, they saw their first pool of standing water and took their first drink. We discovered that brown hyenas are very social rather than solitary, as had been thought, and that female clanmates, all relatives, faithfully adopt and rear the clan's orphans. We documented one of the largest antelope migrations in Africa—and learned that cattle fences built by the government with soft loans from the World Bank and trade subsidies from the European Union were blocking their migrations, killing hundreds of thousands of them, choking the life from one of the last great relatively intact ecosystems on the continent. When we wrote about this disaster in our first book, Cry of the Kalahari, the government of Botswana forced us to move on, though it rescinded the order a year later, after we had left.

In May 1986 I flew our Cessna 180 from Johannesburg to Lusaka, 
Zambia, to begin looking for a new research site. But a week earlier the South African air force had bombed African National Council (ANC) bases around the city. Understandably, Zambian emotions were wound clock-spring tight with worries about a full-scale invasion. Government-issued posters and civil-defense radio and television announcements urged every citizen to be a "policeman" on the lookout for terrorists—all of whom were depicted as Caucasians because the country had been bombed by white-ruled South Africa. The U.S. State Department advised Americans not to enter Zambia, but we were anxious to find and settle in a new research site, so we had gone ahead with our plans anyway. 

I landed in Lusaka, taxied to the terminal, and was locking up my plane when a squad of military police armed with AK-47s rushed up, grabbed my arms, and marched me to a small room in the terminal, where they began questioning me. At the time I didn't know that our newly purchased Cessna was the same model used by the South African air force for reconnaissance; it even had the same color scheme and bore a South African registration. The police held me for eight hours until they were sure I was not a spy, then released me.

I flew back to Johannesburg on a commercial flight, and Delia and I headed north with our trucks, towing a trailer and a shipping container loaded with gear needed to set up our new research project, at a site as yet unknown. A father-and-son film team from National Geographic followed us on our odyssey.

Shortly after we crossed the Zambezi River from Botswana into Zambia on the Kazangula ferry, we noticed two poles lying on opposite sides of the roadway. We had been warned about Zambia's notorious and often obscure roadblocks, so we stopped. But no one appeared, so we drove on. Twenty minutes later, I saw in my rearview mirror a large, battered East German army truck bristling with more than thirty soldiers and civilians, jeering and shaking their fists in the air as they drew up behind us. Lurching drunkenly from side to side, half on and half off the narrow road, the truck crowded beside me, its passengers shouting and waving AK-47s and bottles of beer from the back. One soldier aimed his rifle at me and forced me to stop. Then he jumped into the cab of my truck, jammed the muzzle of his weapon into my neck, and threatened to shoot me for running the "roadblock." His breath reeking of hops, he ordered me to turn around and drive back to the poles, where we were led to a small thatched hut hidden in the bushes. For more than an hour the soldiers questioned us, and all of our answers seemed to make them even more hostile. Then Delia remembered a photo we were carrying of our luncheon with President Kaunda, who had invited us to the state house while arranging our research permits earlier that year. I relaxed a little as she pulled it out of our file of papers. 

Suddenly the men were very sober—and apologetic.

"Ah, you will—please—tell the president that we were only doing our job."

"Of course." And we were on our way again.

Numbed by the surreal roadblock incident, we drove on to Lusaka, which seemed as tense as a coiled snake. Even little children tugged at policemen to report our passing by. A lawless kind of martial law was in effect, and we couldn't get out of the city fast enough. On the long drive north on the Cape-to-Cairo Road from Lusaka to Mpika, we camped in darkness and hid our trucks in the bushes far off the road, sweeping away the tracks with tree branches so that bandits and military patrols would not find and follow them to our campsite. At more than a dozen roadblocks along the way, armed soldiers dressed in camouflage with helmets sprouting tree branches rifled through our belongings, demanded nyama (meat, usually from poached wild animals), and fingered their triggers, their eyes bloodshot, angry, and shifting. The air was gunpowder dry and seemed ready to explode.

A few years later, Zambians would begin yearning for a genuine democracy with a two-party system—and then demanding it, and in one of the most remarkable and benign political transformations 
in modern history, in 1992 they would hold their first free and fair presidential election since gaining independence from the colonial government three decades earlier. But the political atmosphere that greeted us in 1986, and in which we would work for the next decade, was much more ominous than it is today. 

When we proposed working in North Luangwa National Park, officials told us that they had "written it off" because they lacked the resources to protect and manage it. Consequently, highly organized gangs of commercial poachers and ivory smugglers, sometimes in encampments of more than one hundred men, were slaughtering its wildlife with impunity.





We finally reached Mpika and found our way into the remote and ruggedly beautiful Luangwa Valley, near the northeast corner of Zambia. The North Luangwa National Park had been left undeveloped, its pristine wilderness a standard against which other parks in the country would be measured. It was largely undiscovered and little known to the outside world—except to poachers. We decided to continue our study of lions there.

As we packed mud on the walls of our first hut, gunfire broke out near our camp. We soon discovered that commercial poachers had wiped out all of the park's nearly two thousand black rhinoceros, that they had killed twelve thousand elephants for their tusks, and that they were still shooting one thousand elephants each year. Gangs numbering as many as 140 men were making regular forays into the national park and the wilderness around it. Two thirds of its area was largely depopulated of all animals larger than rabbits. Operating much like drug cartels, these poachers had virtually wiped out the wildlife in seventeen of Zambia's nineteen national parks.

It is difficult for Americans to fully comprehend the level of persistent instability in a country where people are always living on the edge because of political strife and shortages of even the most basic commodities, like firewood, water, and food. And that is why commercial poaching, which is motivated by greed, is such a crime, for it ultimately deprives people of the one renewable resource that can feed and clothe them and ensure their future when all else fails. 

We drove to the local game scout camp for assistance but found only seven men there, who were supposed to protect the entire park. They lacked virtually everything they needed to patrol against poachers. At the time, in fact, many of the scouts in Zambia were poaching or taking payoffs from poachers just to survive.

Over the next ten years, with the help of generous sponsors from all over the world and a dedicated staff, we developed the North Luangwa Conservation Project (NLCP). The project brought to the area many more wildlife officers, who were equipped and supplied so they could do their jobs. And they did.

At the same time, we offered jobs to poachers, would-be poachers, and other villagers, provided loans and training for small business development and improved agriculture, trained village women in first aid and midwifery, provided basic medicines for clinics, offered conservation education programs and curricula for village schools, along with much more. In the beginning we focused this assistance on the fourteen villages in the area that were most involved with commercial poaching. At first we were met with suspicion and antipathy, but after four years of pilot projects, the fires of initiative and self-help began to flare among the people. Representatives from other villages began inviting NLCP to help them set up community development programs.

By the early 1990s, when this story begins, the United Nations had banned the international trade in ivory, devaluing it and making the alternatives to poaching offered by our project more attractive to villagers. Commercial poaching in North Luangwa was declining rapidly, but 93 percent of the elephants had been killed, and we did not know whether the population could ever recover. The ivory ban was to be reviewed every two years; if it was reversed, ivory poaching would intensify once again.


The success of the project brought its own ominous problems. Powerful people had made millions of dollars from poaching, and because we had helped put them out of business, they wanted to get rid of us. Their lackeys shot at our aircraft, sent assassins to our bush camp, and attempted to discredit us politically. The villagers, including many former poachers, had warned us that our adversaries had too much money at stake to give up, and it was only a matter of time before they would get us, one way or another. 





On our long flight back from Nairobi this night in 1993, we could not know what lay ahead.

"Mark, there's a star!" Delia pointed through the windshield, and I studied the faint yellow light for a moment. It was directly ahead of us—but below where the horizon would be if we could see it. And it seemed to creep even lower as we flew onward.

"That's not a star—it's our beacon!" I exclaimed.

"But it's not flashing."

"We'll see the flash when we get closer." I tried to sound hopeful while resisting a strong urge to begin our long descent. I was still not absolutely certain that that single light, the only light for thousands of square miles, was coming from our airstrip.

As we flew nearer, we could see the solar-powered beacon winking like the light of a firefly, and I knew we had found our way home. A sun rose in my chest for all the people we had trusted to get that beacon lit. As we drew nearer, orange-red flares flickered to life on either side of the runway as Milfred, our assistant, ran along the airstrip lighting old powdered-milk cans filled with sand, rags, and diesel fuel.

I lowered the nose of the helicopter and began putting thousands of feet and miles of darkness behind us.




Authors' Note

ZAMBIA'S CURRENT PRESIDENT, Levi Mwanawasa, has made unprecedented and commendable attempts to abolish corruption from the government of his country. He has made significant progress in this regard, and the people of Zambia and their wildlife have benefited. The corrupt officials named in this story were members of the previous two administrations. Acting with impunity, they were heavily involved with the poaching of elephants and the smuggling of ivory. They worked against us and others who tried to reduce poaching. In this narrative we have changed their names and their positions so that they cannot be identified. Many of them have been fired and/or jailed by the current government. 
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1. Gift

Delia


A gift into the world for whoever will accept it. 

—RICHARD BACH




...there are conflicts of interest between male and female in courtship and mating.

—J. R. KREBS AND N. B. DAVIES



BETWEEN THE TREES of the forest, amid the thorny undergrowth, under tangles of twisted twigs is a space that is more color than place. It is a grayness painted by drooping limbs and distant branches that blur together and fade into nothingness. It is not a shadow but a pause in the landscape, rarely noticed because our eyes touch the trees, not the emptiness on either side of them. And elephants are the color of this space. As large as they are, elephants can disappear into these secret surroundings, dissolve into the background. When poachers slaughtered the elephants of North Luangwa, the few remaining survivors slipped into the understory. They were seldom seen and almost never heard because they rarely lifted their trunks to trumpet.

When we first came to the Luangwa Valley we could barely grab a glimpse through our binoculars of the elephants' broad, gray bottoms and thin tails before they tore into the thick brush and disappeared. As poaching decreased, a hushed peace settled over the valley, like the silence of fog folded among hills at the end of a rain. In 1991 fewer than ten elephants were shot in North Luangwa, down from a thousand killed illegally every year for a decade. It was an unexpected 
yet natural quiet, as if a waterfall had frozen in midsong in an ice storm, leaving the land humming with the soft sounds of life. And then, once again, the elephants began to trumpet. 

Slowly, beginning with Survivor, then Long Tail, Cheers, Stumpie, and Turbo—the Camp Group—a few of the male elephants learned that they were safe near our camp, Marula-Puku, which we had built in a large grove of marula trees on a small river, the Lubonga, halfway between the massive mountains of the escarpment and the Luangwa River. The elephants came at all times of the year, not just when the marula fruits were ripe. Sometimes they turned their giant rumps to our thatched roof and scratched their thick hides on the rough grass, closing their eyes in what appeared to be the most blissful glee. Elephants can make a lot of noise while feeding, tearing down branches or pushing over medium-size trees, or they can feed as silently as kittens, munching on fruits for long moments.

One night, as Cheers fed on one side of our cottage and Long Tail on the other, both only a few yards from our bed made of reeds, they let forth with full vocalizations. Mark and I, shrouded in our mosquito net, sat up as the sounds shook us. A lion's roar pounds the chest like deep sounds reverberating in a barrel; an elephant's trumpet, especially after decades of being stifled, stills the heart.

In the years before they learned to trust us, they must have watched from the hillsides, remembering the fruits of the marula grove yet afraid to come near. But once they made up their minds that we were harmless, nothing we did seemed to bother them. No matter whether Mark flew the helicopter low over the treetops, or our trucks rumbled in and out, or we cooked popcorn on the open fire, the elephants came to camp. When we stepped out of our cottages, we had to remember to look carefully both ways, or we might walk into an elephant's knee.

That nearly happened one dark evening when Mark walked quickly out of our open, thatched dining n'saka, or gazebo, where we were eating a dinner of spicy beans by candlelight. He was headed toward our bedroom cottage to retrieve the mosquito repellent and, having his mind on other things, played his flashlight beam along the ground looking for snakes. He heard a loud  wooosh and felt a rush of wind. Looking up, he saw an elephant's chin and trunk swishing wildly about against the stars. Cheers stumbled out of Mark's path, twisting and turning to avoid the small primate. Both man and elephant backpedaled twenty yards and stood gazing at each other. Cheers finally settled down. He lifted his trunk one last time, flicking dust in the flashlight beam, and ambled to the office cottage, where he fed on marula fruits, making loud slurping sounds.

The elephants were not always so amiable. On a soft afternoon when the sun was shining through a mist of rain, I was reading in the n'saka by the river. Cheers marched briskly and silently into camp and fed on fallen marula fruits next to the bedroom cottage some thirty yards away. For a while he and I, alone in camp, went about our work, only glancing at the other now and then. The occasional heavy drop of rain fell from the trees as the mist cleared, and a faint wisp of steam rose from Cheers's broad, warm back. The picture was too beautiful to keep only as a memory, so I decided to photograph him. To get a better view, I tiptoed out and stood under a fruit tree—not, as it turned out, a good place to stand in marula season. Suddenly Cheers turned and walked directly toward my tree. Within seconds he was only fifteen yards away. Surely he had seen me, but he came on purposefully, his massive body swaying, as though I weren't there. I was unsure whether to stand or run, but Cheers was not the least bit indecisive; this was his tree, his fruit. Flapping his ears wildly, he mock-charged me. I ran backward about ten yards, turned, and jumped off the steep bank into the river, where Ripples the crocodile lived.

Even as the poaching decreased, the small female groups—the remnants of those once large family units—were shyer than the males. Finally, after several years, one or two females with their young 
calves would feed on the tall grass across the river, not far from Long Tail or Survivor. But they never ventured into camp, just wandered nearby and stared at us from the bluff above our cottages. Their backs glistening with mud, the youngsters would splash in and out of the river and romp on the beach across from the n'saka. 





TO KEEP OUT the African sun, we built our camp cottages with stone walls fourteen inches thick and roofed them with thatch about two feet deep. The huts stayed cave-cool even when the dry-season heat exceeded one hundred degrees. One afternoon, as I sat in the dim office cottage analyzing elephant footprint data on the solar-powered computer, a soft knock sounded on the door, and I looked up to see Patrick Mwamba, one of the first four Bemba tribesmen we had hired, years before, at the door. When he first came to us asking for work, the only tool he knew was his faithful ax; now he was our head mechanic and grader operator. Patrick is shy and gentle, with a fawnlike face.

"Dr. Delia, come see," he said. "There is a baby elephant. She is coming to us by the river."

I switched off the computer to save solar power and rushed to the doorway, where Patrick pointed to a small elephant trotting along the river's edge toward camp. Her tiny trunk jiggled about as she rambled along the sand. Suddenly she changed directions, galloped into the long grass, and reappeared upstream jogging in yet another direction, looking wildly around. Finally she halted and lifted her trunk, turning the end around like a periscope.

"Patrick, have you seen her mother—any other elephants?"

"No, madame, she is very much alone in this place."

An orphan. The park was sprinkled with these tiny survivors, youngsters who had watched every adult in their family mowed down by poachers. From the air we had seen infants standing by their fallen mothers or wandering around in aimless search for their families. Some died right there, waiting for their mothers to rise again. Some never found the herd. By the time we arrived at the site, the young elephants were usually gone or dead. Now one youngster had stumbled onto the shore opposite our camp and stood still, trunk hanging low, looking away as if we did not exist. 

I could see Harrison Simbeye and Jackson Kasokola, our other assistants, and Mark watching the small elephant from behind the marula trees at the workshop. She wandered around the beach again for a few more minutes, then disappeared into the thick acacia brush. Without speaking and alert for crocodiles, the men and I forded the shallow river. We stood in a long line staring at the lonely prints in the sand.

Elephants grow throughout their lives, so their age can be determined by measuring the length of their hind footprints. The size of the prints suggested that this elephant was five years old. We named her Gift, after the recently deceased daughter of Tom Kotela, one of the Zambian game scout leaders. But we doubted if we would ever see her again.

There are two species of elephants in Africa. One, Loxodonta cyclotis, is the forest elephant found in Congo. Most of the others, including those of the Luangwa Valley, are Loxodonta africana, the savanna elephant.

Normally, when there is little or no poaching, female elephants live in family units whose matriarchal gene lines persist for generations. As is the case with many other social mammals, a female remains in her birth group all her life, so the group is made up of grandmothers, mothers, aunts, and sisters who feed, play, and raise their young together until they die. Males born into the group remain with the family only until their hormones send them off in search of unrelated females with whom to mate. Then they wander on their own or with a loose alliance of cronies, taking risks, fighting, or showing off to attract as many females as possible. So there are no adult males permanently attached to the family unit.

Female elephants touch often, rub backs and shoulders, gently 
tangling trunks. From their mothers and older relatives, the youngsters learn which plants to eat, where the waterholes are, and how to avoid predators. When an infant squeals, any of the female group members will run to the rescue. An elephant family is a fortress of females. 

But little Gift was alone. She was old enough to be weaned, yet how could she survive without her family unit? Elephants rarely adopt orphans, and never nonrelatives.

The next day we spotted Long Tail and Cheers across the river, tearing up long grass and shoving it into their mouths with their trunks. Gift was forty yards away, feeding on shorter, tenderer grasses. From then on, whenever Long Tail, Cheers, or the other males wandered into camp, little Gift bounced along behind them. She looked minute next to them, a windup toy circling on her own in the background. In the absence of her family unit, and abandoning all normal elephant behavior, Gift had taken up residency near the Camp Group males.

For the most part, the males ignored her. At five, she was much too young to breed and, as is true of most male mammals, they had no other use for her. Before poaching was rampant in the Luangwa Valley, female elephants usually ovulated for the first time at fourteen years of age and delivered their first calf at sixteen. So, as the males roamed around in their habitual feeding patterns, first on the hillsides, then across the river in the long grass, the diminutive Gift stayed within sight of them but fed on her own. Sometimes she stepped gingerly up to one of the towering males and reached out her tiny trunk in greeting. Her mother, sisters, and aunts would have snaked their trunks out to hers and twisted them together. Her female family would have circled her, bumped heads, rubbed backs like affectionate tanks. Gift would have observed older mothers suckling their young and played with other infants, all the while learning the elephant alphabet. But the Camp Group males turned away from her, their huge backsides blocking her only chance at companionship. A cold shoulder from an elephant is a big rejection.


It would be an exaggeration to call any female elephant dainty. With their tree-trunk legs, thick ankles, and heavy shoulders—not to mention their less than elegant profiles—it's difficult to describe them as at all feminine. However, Gift came close to being ladylike, at least for an elephant. Perhaps it was just that compared to the males, she seemed so much more delicate in her feeding and lighter of foot. She had other little habits that reminded me of a young girl who had somehow found herself in a male world. One afternoon while feeding on a small tree, she broke off a branch covered with fresh, green leaves. Instead of eating the forage, she wandered around rather aimlessly for over thirty minutes carrying the branch in her trunk, as a girl might carry wildflowers in a spring meadow. 

With no group, Gift had no playmates. More than a pastime, play with peers and elders is essential for forming lifelong bonds, perfecting trunk-eye coordination, and testing dominance. Gift had to play alone. Once she stepped into the flooded river and submerged herself completely. Rolling over and over, she splashed about, with a leg poking up here, her trunk there. Now and then she would burst out of the water like a breaching whale and dive underneath again.

Gift's special trademark was her jig. We often blundered into her when we rushed around camp. In a hurry to get to the plane for an elephant survey or to the office for binoculars or notebook, we would stride around a tree and come face to face with her. But she never charged us. If we got too close for her liking, she would trot away about five steps, stop, lift her tail slowly to the side, throw her head around dramatically, make a one-eighty turn, and trot back toward us. She would repeat this several times, as if dancing a jig. She also performed her dance for the massive buffaloes who fed in our camp and sometimes got in her way.

Gift was never a pet; we never fed her and certainly did not touch her. But she must have felt safe around us, because she lived nearby as though she had set up her own camp near ours. She sometimes stood near our cottages watching the small female families across the river, as the youngsters frolicked and the adults greeted one 
another with tangled trunks. We hoped that she would join them, that against all elephant tradition they would adopt her. But she never ventured near them. As she grew older, Gift wandered farther from camp during her feeding forays, and sometimes we would not see her for weeks, and then even for months. We always worried that she had been shot, and then she would show up at our camp again. 

Whenever we flew over the valley, observing the elephant families from the air, taking notes on every detail of the groups, counting to see if their numbers were increasing, I always searched for Gift. I longed to see a little elephant among the others, one who would perhaps look up at us and dance her jig.




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_257_4.png
‘Walker, Amanda and Margaret, 92—

95,188
Wart hogs, 44,114,149
Wasps,22

Watt, Alston, &2, 129, 130

‘Watt, Philp, 1, 8286, 193
Widebestn 3856 10,12
Wildlif clubs, 19920

‘Wildlife research and emlugxml

Winterthorn, 34,39, 43 190

mbia

Anti-Corruption Commission in,
10,160,163

corruption in, v, 9-12,14, 56,
128,16,7479

democracy in, i, xxv, 125

history of, 12428

independence for, 27

‘maps of, xxvi, xxvii





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna-4.jpg





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna-3.jpg
0

Lake
Tanganyika

Lake
Malawi

To Kapiri,
ImposHI, AND Lusaka
(670 kM FROM MPIKA)

10 20 30 40

miles

Seale 1: 1,000,000

Shiwa N'gandu,,
>3
Chipundu e
Mpika,
Tazara®

Mpika District
and Its Wildlife Areas

North Luangwa National Park
is in Mpika District. Districts

in Zambia are most closely com-
parable to counties in the U.S.,
although generally much larger.
Mpika Town is the government
center for Mpika District.

To Dar
Es SaLaam

Fulaza

Mukuggile:
)" ManocaMp
- Katibinga S\
Mwamfushi Village & N, MaruLA-
Shtpika aireieLp . NORTH @ puku
3 T LUANGWA camp

LUANGWA
NATIONAL
PARK

Gwwes






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_249_2.png
Bisa tribal people, 82,126-27

Botswana, xvi

Boulton, Trish and Malcolm, 103,
123,183,154, 17575, 177,178,

193
Brachysega longifoliatree,99-100
Breeding of elephants. See Eephants
Bufflozs
and childrens trip to No
Luangwa National Park, 149
expansion of, 72, 104
feeding by, 155
and Gif (elephant),7
erds of,seen by Owenses, 2,
5
Kakudes old males), 216, 121,
158
near Marula-Puku camp, 19,155
Ovenses’ encounters with, 15-16
poachers kiling of, 24-35,56
Business development, 200-204. Sc¢
alo specific businesses

Carter, Jimmy, 17576
Cessna airplane, 120-21





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_249_1.png
ADMADE, 40, 206
‘Africa: population of,194. See alio

specific countries
Agriculture. See Farming
Aucamp, Elsabe, 192

Baboons, 90-52,95-96, 123,157, 164,

Bears, 183,104
Beckeeping, 186,187, 203
Bemba tribal people
on being “quite okay;
and death of Sugar, 124,
farming skill of 35
hatchets used by, 1o
history of, 12428
medical remedies o, 82-83
and meeting with Chief
Mukungule, 05
and poachers, 124, 17-2
and soccer, 8. See also
Mukungule, Chief
Bernhard, Prince, of Netherlands,

5

19,186
‘Birth attendants. See Midwives





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_250_1.png
Chatukwa, Musakanya (Sugar, staff
death o, 3,124
and dive with Deli to Fulaza,
s
hiring of,by NLCR 35
at Koluba, 124
and Kotels baby giel, 11
meaning of nickname, 35
and Mukungule, 10511
strengths of, s NLCP staff mem-
ber 124,128,129
Cheers (elephant)

36,78, 1819,

135,192
Chiluba, Frederick, president of
ia, 161,177

Chilyaba, 157
Chipundu, 124, 128-30
ChitiMukulu, 125-26, 127

Chongo, Mary, 7, 10, 179,193

CITES, 56,57, 155-61

Clark, Barbara, 92

Combretumbushes, 24,114,
ing-of-age ceremony for girls,
8689






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_250_2.png
Conservation education, 2057
Conservation Foundation of Zam-

Convention on International Trade
in Endangered Species
ITES), 56,57,159-61
Cooking, See Food
Coppinger,John, 122-23
Corruption, xxv, 12, 14,56,128,
161,174-79, 193
Crocodiles, 3, 5,24,26, 36,170
attackby, 202,57





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_251_1.png
female population statistics, 26—
7,64
females’behavior in family units,

36,6313
females’ mating behavior, 63-64
Killing of, by poachers, xii, it

i, 1,135, 14950
males at Maruka-Puku camp, 2-

3,6 114, 1519, 150, 15859,

192

males’ mating behavior, 5, 7, 63~
6

matriarch as head of family units,

7,885,157
measurement of footprints by
ia, 18-32,56,57-58
in mountains, 4, 97102

urpna.m 5,285

pnpulmmn of, e
156,160, 193
radi collas on g8 o1, 105,156,

in iver 29, 303110
species of, 5
trumpeting of 2,26, 20, 101,72
tuskless and tailless, 29, 3,156
European Union, xix, 103





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_026_1.jpg
North Luangwa National Park

! FuLaza VILLAGE
CHILANGA AND Scout Camp
Luswa Camp

[

MwANSA
MasemBA Camp ,@~
Mano
i / >
<—Mpika Camp 0
P 2 »\”\‘\\\\\ N
s
NSANSAMINA MOLOMBWE E ;
Cavr@ & N ”
/ 2
S = S
& K
MVUMVWE
HILL

DeLia Camp
;|

Nyar%

FOREST

LUFISHI
Camp @ PLAINS « Zamara
\J Lagoon
&
2
SERENDIPITY & %
AIRSTRIP :
s MUSALANGU
~ GAME
PLAINS MANAGEMENT
AREA
N

MUNYAMADZI

GAME
MANAGEMENT
AREA
== Vehicle Track
@® Camp
\ Airstrip

/—Nabwa]ya Village






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_255_4.png
Ohio, 6577, 180-81
Owens Foundation, 191,193,194

adversaries of, v xxv, 1, 12,19,
104,161-63, 737

and closing of NLCP, 173-79, 155~
8

and death of Mark'sfather, 1921

in Kalahari Desert, xvii-xx, 15

Marks desice to fly aiplane, 70—

parents’ graves and Mark, 180-51
police interrogation of Mark, xx
return to Ohio by, 18081





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_256_3.png
Filing ofelephants by, i, -
5
in Norh Liang Ntional ark,
-, 9-17,197-98
school skt on, 1545
shootout between police and,

Police, xx, 112
Pope ol
Puki, 23, 44, 12, 1314

Radocllrsonclehant, 3,11
102,156, 17

Radio communication, 12:
Remen, Rachel Naommi, &1
Rhum:ems, b 18,102
Rift Valley

Rocky Mountains, -84, 1700
Russell, Paul, 1






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_257_2.png
Owenses’loss of contact with,

79,184
personality of 120
in United States, 191
ilge o M, oo,

57,191

andZambian Wil Authoriy

Smugges Seelvory smugeling
South Africa, 10,128, 160
Storms

in Ohio, 69-70,72-74,75

in Zambia, 3334, 35,36, 120-21
Sugar See Chatulowa, Musakanya

(Sugar staff member)

Sunflowers, s crop, 3, 41, 43,109,

129,187, 20:
Survivor (clephant), 2 4, 14, 1819,

Talky (informant) 4, 161,162-63
Tanzania,xvi, 10,160,193
Tazara, n12,128






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_258_1.png
Zambia (cont)
Owenses’contributions to sum-
‘marized, ix—xi
problems in generally ix, 18
roadblocks and martial lw in,
seasons in, 3334
See also North Luangwa Conser-
vation Project (NLCP); North,
Luangwa National Park
Zambian Wildlife Authority, 193, 212
Zebras, 3,37,56, 149,155
Zehner, Jan, 103





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_256_4.png
Saeger, Daniel, 66,74
Sacger, cmndpn,mmﬁ
Safari companics, 122-
Salmon, bemavior o 1455
Schools. See Education

Sewing, 87, 10, 111,129, 179,186,195,

203

Sex education, 55-8

Simbeye, Harrison, 5

Simwinga, Hammer (staf mem.-
ber)

and children's skits on poaching,
145,146
and childrents visit to Notth
Luangwa National Park, 15
in Chipundu, 12030






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_257_3.png
3 2078
Traditional birth attendants. See

Midwives
Trichilia trees, 2122, o, 12,169
Thetse flies, 62,134,152

Uspaca kirkiana trees, 152
United Nations, xcit-xciv,9,11,14,

156-61, 194

Van der Westhuizen, Hugo, 192





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_258_2.png
Zimbabwe, 15, 128, 160
Zulu, Bornface
closing of NLCP and house aest

of, 76

and crocodile attack on Charles
Phiri, 20-21,57

and Delia Camp construction,
154,169,172

as clephant tracker, 57—

andGift, 58

and lions, 6061, 164-66

‘personality of,





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_253_4.png
Maize-grinding mills. See Mills and
millers

Male mammals, 1719. See lso Ele-
phants; Kakules (old male buf-
faloes)

Malenga, Miriam, 129, 130

Mano game scout camp, xvi, 5, 13-
13,17,19, 104,192

Mapping, 717

Mt and e 237,105

140, 141,143,158

Ve P amp

buffaloes near, 15-16,139,158
cookingarea of, 19-20,135-44
fre at, 4o

Gift and her family at, 11-34,136,

Gifts appearance at, 48
house arrest of staffat, 176
lights for runway at, xvi-xvii, xxiv





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_254_3.png
Muxal\gu, Romance, 10,56, 57, 161—
Muindo 25, 125
Mlm: and dance, 41-42, 86,8785,
Moo River
children’ trip along, 49
confluence with Luangwa River,

3
confluence with Lubonga River,
Coppinger's afari camp on, 122
Deliasbathing in, 24,2825
description of, 57, 10, 120
wildife along, 23,26,32

Mo, Bk 75,8151

Vs 150
Mwanawasa, Levi, xxv 175, 153
Mv.eng\, Mulenga, 16
imva, Henry, 160-61





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_255_2.png
Musangu’s visit to, 161-63

‘permits for, 1034, 178

programs of, i, 35, 39-44,129,
50.7875186.187, 155,157~

and il o enforcment,
andoife offcers, i

and wildiife research and ecologi-
cal monitoring, 21011





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_256_1.png
Owens, Mark and Delia (cont.)
Rocky Mountains home of, 182—
8415790
search for U.S. home by, 152-53
youth and fumily of Deli, 45-53,

05,185
youth and family of Mark, 65-77,

180-81

See also Helicoper flghts;
Marula-Puku camp; North
Luangwa Conservation Project
(NLCP)





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_254_4.png
Nabwalya, 1,187, 193

Nt Cesgrapic Sunm 19152
‘ambi, Grace, 3-89, 1

Nkabe, 185

NLCCDP (North Luangwa Com-
‘munity Conservation Develop-
ment Project), 187,191, 199—

NLCP. See North Luangwa Conser-
vation Project (NLCP)

North, Edward, 7,39, 41,42

North Luangwa Community C
srvation Development Project
(NLCCDP) 187, 191,199-200,





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_255_3.png
North Luangwa National Park
black thinoceros reintroduced in,
e ip theough 950
direct benefitsof,to loal people,
‘game scouts" protection of, i,

1314, 192
and hunting, 2085
jobs related to, 209
map of, xxvi, svii
Owenses’contributions to sum-
marized, s
‘poachers and ivory smugglers in,
iy, 9-17, 1975
and tourism, 207-8
andwildlifelaw enforcement,
510
and wildiife research and ecologi-
cal monitoring, 10-11
Nyama Zamara. See Delia Camp
Nyirendu, Moses, 194





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_256_2.png
Payne, Oliver, 192
Peace Corps, 52,173, 17
Pepin, Hank, 5

Pericopss trees, 141
Phiri,Charles, 20-21,57
Phiri, Mr

Phragite reeds, 21

arrest and prosecution of gener-
ally,to5

backhash of, against game scouts,

ad Eembn tribal people, 124,

cxpne ot Kabutongo and other
poachers, 9,11-17,54-55
decsease in,from 1986 101996,

7751
Delt erandther 3,55
cnment involvement with,

¥, 912, 14,56, 128,161, 7479

and ivory ban, xxii-xxiv, 9, 1,14,
56,57,159-61,194.

jobs for,with NLCP, 9,16-17,35,
41,56





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_257_1.png
and closing of NLCP,174, 178,
18586

contributions of generally,x

and day-to-day running of NICF,
153154

family of 120,155

iring of,as NLCP stff mermber;

1y
s rom, 10 e s~

otk o 30,1

and North Luangwa Lammumn
Conservation Development
Project (NLCCDP), 187,191,





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_251_4.png
Game scouts, xxii, 10-11, 13-14,

1045, 192, 2
Gem (clephant calf), 136-37
Georgia (elephant), 152-34,136, 140,
189,190
Georgia (state), 45-53,92-95, 173,
576

Gift (clephant)
calves of 13134, 1363140, 156,

187,180,190
Delias encounters with, 58, 18990





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_252_3.png
Impalas, 37, 44, 56

Isaiah (headman), 57, 39-42, 44

Ivory ban, xiii-xxiv, 9, 11,14,56,57,
15061

Ivory poaching. See Poachers

Ivory smuggling, i, xxv, 012,14,
56-57, 128,161, 174

Tvory trade, 5657, 160

Johnson, Mary Belle 46,50
Johnson, Roy C., 4553
Jones, Charles, 515
July, Robert, 126





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_253_2.png
Long Tail (elephant)
and il i toNorth
Nﬂnm\a.l Park 50
6,7
nd e cehants wih caes

andGi
atMarula-Puls camp, 24,6103,
g 180,
in small group of males, 2, 14,
ngg
Loxodana africana, 5 160
Loxodonta cyclois 5

Luangoea River, 2,18, 30-31,90, 149,
154,70





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_254_1.png
Marula-Puku camp (corit.)
location o, xvi, 2
male elephants at, 23, 14, 1819,

15859, 102
ecalioOwens Markand Dela
Masai,xii-xv
Mating of clephants. See Elephants
il e, Se et e and
health education
Midwive st s

Mifed (usistan), i 2
Mills and millers, 16, 17, 40, 41, 45~

44,55-56,109,202
Mopane trees, 78, 104,12, 134,149,





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_252_4.png
Kabutongo, Mabu
capture of,1-17
jail sentence for, 55
as poacher, 9,117, 24-25,

5
as tracker with Deli, 15-32,56,58
Kakules (old male buffaloes), 1216,

Kalahari Desert, xvii-xx, 19, 167
o

Kamuti, Samushi, 192

Kasokol lckon. 575816917

Kasohot, Mumal\ga
as cook 19-20, 45, 13844
andexpresion panono,

panonoy’38, 157
on Giftscalf, 13334
and hot-water kettles, 14, 1516
and Sugar's disbetes, 13
Katibunga,women of,81-89, 177,

184190
Kaunda, Kenneth, 127





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_253_3.png
fuanga Vale, S Nort
anga Comertion ot
nangwa

fmcw Nor

conuenc of Ml Rver
and, 18, 20,22

crocodile attack in, 20-21

Delias encounters with Gift near,

58,1899
Delias fording of, 20-21, 3657,

description of, 20,7, 12
and Hidden Valley, 59
wildiie along, 102, 13,136
Lufila River, 3,35, 37, 3839, 43, 758
Lusaka, xx, xxi, 9, 10-11, 21, 128





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_254_2.png
Mosolo, Jason, 108-9
Mpika

house arrest of NLCP saffin,
737415,177

supplies for game scouts from,
104, 10

Mpika District, map of, xxvii

Niings Bt i1 2

Mu(mnga Mountains, 15561121,

Mukulumpe, King,124-
Nkl (g, . s,

Mukm\gule Cmaf % 30,85-86, 105~
Mulaahi Rives 12,15, 5758
Mulenga, Banda, 109





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_255_1.png
North Lustgws Conservation Pro-
ject (NLCH
adversaries nf i, 11, 12,1,
104,16-63, 173
sgto o by 204-

s

closing of, and house arrest of
staff, 17379, 15

and conservation education, 205

current status of, 191, 2n-12
day-to-day management of, 153,

15472

direct benefits of national park to
Iocal people, 207-11

and employment opportunities,

atFulaz, 3544

Fulaza school, semnn
fundraising fo

soemment ot vss o,

indires beneits o ool peo-
e, 199-200

jobs for e poaches with 5,16~
7,354

and microbusiness development,





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_250_3.png
Daka, Isaac, 12-13, 15,16, 54, 104,192
Dance. See Music and dance
Delia Camp, 154 156-58, 164-66,

o
Disracli, Benjamin, xi.

East Africa, 97,132
Education
conservation education, 2057
Fulaza school, 40-44, 79,193

skits on poaching, 14549





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_251_2.png
Famwila, Banda, 10-11,14,56, 57,162,

Farming
agricultural assistance by NLCP,
17,2045
in Ohio, 6872
in Zambia, 35,105,107-9, 124,129,

194
‘See also Fish farms.





OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_252_1.png
Gift (clephant) (cont.)
in dry season, 7550
feedingly,6,7,8,75, 136,140
jigof,7, 8,58

atMarula-Puku camp, 4-8, 14,
Gullywhumper marsh, 65-67,76,77,
Y

Hadley, Ronnie, 82,83-89,173-75,

‘Hammer (staff member). See

Haylock, Rex and Anne, 154, 176-7
193






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_250_4.png
Elephants
adolescents, 7729, 63-64, 102,135,

aggression among, 728,
allomothering by, 152

g
5

breeding age of females, 6,26-27,
131, 132,134-36,187

calves'behavior, 13237, 155

charging of humans by, 3,101

54

children' skis on, 14549

and childrens trp to North
Luangwa National Park, 149

congregation of fumily units on
savanna, 555t

crop raiding by, s

detenmination o1 3¢ 6 5.8

in dry season, 75-80

facial scent glands of 156

family units of,5-6, 730,63,
13436,15556

feeding by, 2,3,6,7,8,32,78, 103,
133,134, 136, 140, 150, 15859






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_251_3.png
‘Female mammals, 117, 118. See also
Elephants

Fire at Marula-Puku camp, 140-44
Fish farms, 09-10, 139, 156, 157, 202
Flycatchers, 62,15
Food

bush meat, 1067

el Camp 17,170

in Delia's youth, o,

on footprint-s meamnng expedic

in Marks youth, 72,75
in Marula-Puky campy1s-20, 34—
3545136-44,162
picnicin Rift Valley, 150,153
in Zambia markets, 42,130
See also Farming,
Francis (game scou)
Frankfot Zoologial Socey (FZ9),

Fullza, 1,32, 35-44,123, 179, 193

Fulles Alexandra, s, 191,192

FZS (Feankfurt Zoological Society),
192






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_252_2.png
Haynes, Alex,
Heulh tare and halh education,
86,129,187, 205
Heliopter ights
for Chief Mukungule, 10510
and congregation of clephant
families 154-56
after Delia’s lephant tracking
trip, 32
and elephants, >
mill engine flown to Fulaza, 45

44
from Nairobi to Luangwa Val
to waterfalls of Rt Valey, 50—

5
Hidden Valley, 59-6:
Hippos, 26,30, 34, 149,157,166, 172,

94
Hunting, 51-53,107, 2089
‘Hyenas, xvil, xix, 62-63, 113






OPS/images/SecretsOfTheSavanna_253_1.png
Kenya, xiii-xv

Kock, Mike, g5-102

Koluba, 124,128

kmeln Tom 5 3mio4 7,

K-
Ko o5
Kutchel, Ambassador, 175,176

Lions
Deliaand, 60-61, 164-66
in Kalahari Desert, xvii-xix, 167~
60,180
in North Luangwa National Park,

149
old males, g
Owenses'study of generally xxi,

s
roarsand calls of, 2,25
young males, 1715





