
 



 

 

 

 

 

          Where have the last few months gone?  I canôt believe October is already here.  I am now looking 

forward to the fall hunting seasons which have already started.  Your chapter Board is currently working on 

organizing a tour of the Wayne Webber trophy room/museum in early November as a chapter membership 

social meeting followed by a get together at a nearby watering hole.  A membership event flyer notice will be 

sent out, and you may receive it before you read this letter.  This should be a fun meeting, so please plan to 

attend. We may have a lively discussion on the new deer baiting rules that were approved this summer for the 

next three Michigan deer hunting seasons.   I made several phone calls to SCI chapter members here in 

Michigan including to members of  SCI Detroit Chapter to hear their opinions on this subject.  My limited poll 

revealed that the majority of my respondents are in favor of renewed baiting, but a few respondents do oppose 

baiting.  However, if you are like me and do your deer hunting in the NE part of Michigan's Lower Peninsula in 

the bovine TB zone, there the baiting ban still remains. 

          At the July Board of Directors meeting I am happy to report that we approved sending $1500 to help 

support the 2011 Student Hunter Apprentice Program (SHAP) youth camp that took place August 12-14 at the 

Salvation Army Echo Grove Camp on Lakeville Lake in Leonard, Michigan about 30 miles north of Rochester, 

Michigan for sixty future hunters (boys and girls ages 11 to 15) who were given MDNR Hunter Safety and 

International Bow Education Program (IBEP) training and certification.  I express special thanks to all the 

instructors and counselors that put in a long weekend to help protect and insure our hunting future.  Even our 

own Vice-President John Gornyecz was one of the instructors at the camp this year. 

          Your BOD is currently looking at the 2012 year and feeling positive that we will be able to get back to 

helping fund projects such as youth hunter education, disabled vets, animal research projects in Michigan, and 

humanitarian issues to name just a few.  Next year's fundraiser stands to be the talk of the town with a full two-

day event, starting on Friday evening February 16
th
 followed by an all-day event Saturday February 17 running 

from morning to 11:00 pm at night.   We plan to host increased youth programs, new outdoor specialty 

companies and many new outfitters!  

          I would also like to take a moment and sayò Thank Youò to a special friend and great member of the SCI 

Detroit Chapter family. This gentleman stepped up to the plate this past February and donated some really nice 

items to our fundraiser to help raise money in some tough economic times.  I canôt say enough about the 

generosity of this man.   He has given endless amounts of time and countless dollars over the years to the 

welfare of this SCI organization and the kids involved with SCI.  Bob is not only a good friend to me 

personally, he is a good friend to all SCI members!  Thanks Bob Easterbrook, Sr. for all you have done for SCI.   

Regards 

    

Ray Hollingsworth 

President, SCI Detroit Chapter 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



Thanks to your 
generosity, donations 

total over 

$1.3 Million Dollars! 

 

 

 

 

 
 AWLS (American 

Wilderness Leadership 
School) 

 AWLS Sports 
Equipment 

 AWLS Tuition for 
Michigan Teachers 

 Canadian Outdoor 
Heritage Alliance 

 Challenged Youth 
Hunt 

 Conservation Force 
 Detroit Area Boy 

Scouts of America 
 5ŜǘǊƻƛǘ !ǊŜŀ YƛŘΩǎ 

Fishing Derby 
 Detroit Rescue 

Mission 
 Disabled American 

Veteran Hunt 
 IǳƴǘŜǊΩǎ 5ŜŦŜƴǎŜ 

Fund 
 Hurricane Katrina 

Relief Fund 
 Metro Wildlife 

Management Base 

 Michigan DNR & 
Africa TB Research 

 Michigan Dove Bill 
Initiative 

 Michigan Legislative 
{ǇƻǊǘǎƳŜƴΩǎ /ŀǳŎǳǎ 

 Midwest Fish and 
Wildlife Conference 

 Milford High School 
National Honor 
Society 

 MSU Museum Display 
 MUCC (Michigan 

United Conservation 
Clubs) 

 Ontario Federation of 
Hunters & Anglers 

 tǊƻǘŜŎǘ ά¢ƘŜ wƛƎƘǘ ¢ƻ 
Iǳƴǘέ 

 Quality Deer 
Management 
Association 

 {ŀōƭŜǎ Ψ{ŀŦŀǊƛ ƛƴ ŀ .ƻȄΩ 
Program 

 Sables 30% Donations 

 Salvation Army Food 
bank 

 SCI 30% Donation 
 SCI Foundation 
 SCI MIC (Michigan 

Involvement 
Committee) 

 SCI MIC Black Bear 
Study 

 SCI MIC Graduate 
Scholarship Fund 

 SCI MIC Michigan 
Moose 

 SCI MIC Predator Prey 
Project 

 {/L aǳǎŜǳƳΩǎ 
Michigan Moose 
Display 

 SCI Northwest 
Chapter 

 SCI Novi Chapter 
Sensory safari 

 SCI Patriot Fund 
 SCI Washington D.C. 

Office 

 SCI Young Hunter of 
the Year 

 Scientific Wildlife 
Management for 
Michigan 

 SHAP (State Hunter 
Apprentice Program) 

 SHAP First Aid & 
Survival Kits 

 Sportsmen Against 
Hunger 

 Toys for Tots 
 Tracks Magazine 

MUCC 
 ¦Φ{Φ {ǇƻǊǘǎƳŜƴΩǎ 

Alliance 
 Wildlife Education 

Foundation 
 Wildlife Legislative 

Fund of America 
 Wyoming Chapter 

FNAWS 
 YO Ranch Apprentice 

Hunter School

            

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 

 

                                                  By Edward L. Keller  

 

                         

                                 It was 2009. My hunting season commenced 

with a trip to the Yucatan Peninsula of Mexico. 

     

                           I had elected to 

accompany Rick Cassidy, president of the Detroit 

Chapter of SCI on a turkey hunt.  Our quest would 

be for the ocellated turkey, one of the species 

required by the SCI Awards program for the 

Turkey Slam.  Needless to say, prior to the 

introduction of the Turkey Slam in the SCI Awards 

Program, I had never heard of the ocellated 

turkey.  I had previously shot wild turkey in 

Michigan, my home state, and in Tennessee and 

Nebraska.  Of course, I had eaten the domestic 

butter-ball turkey on many occasions, and 

annually shun from carving it at Thanksgiving. 

           Although the SCI Awards Program fails to 

address the domestic butter-ball turkey, it has 

made me aware of the various species of wild 

turkeys.  I now know the turkeys I collected in 

Michigan and Tennessee were eastern Turkeys 

and that I unknowingly shot the Rio and Merriam 

species in Nebraska.  How do I know?  Well, it is 

not easy to differentiate between some of the 

species.  After not being satisfied with answers 

from several turkey hunters, I purchased a book 

ά²ƛƭŘ ¢ǳǊƪŜȅέ ǿǊƛǘǘŜƴ ōȅ DŀǊȅ /ƭŀƴŎȅΣ ŀǘ /ŀōŀƭŀϥǎΦ  

The book was really helpful.  It pointed out where 

the various species could be found and described 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the body size and feather variations of the 

different species.  The book did not, however, 

address the ocellated turkey. 

          The ocellated turkey is a creature of the 

jungle.  It is a very beautiful bird.  It is indigenous 

to Central America.  Although it roosts in trees, it 

is otherwise very different from other turkey 

species.  It does not have a beard and it does not 

gobble.  It sings.  It sings before going to sleep, 

ŀƴŘ ƛǘ ǎƛƴƎǎ ŦƻǊ ŀ ōǊƛŜŦ ǇŜǊƛƻŘ ǿƘŜƴ ƛǘ ŀǿŀƪŜǎΦ  LǘΩǎ 

tail when spread, displays eyespots of aqua and 

orange, similar to those of a peacock.  Its head is 

aqua in color and is adorned by wart like bulges of 

orange.  The body feathers when illuminated by 

the sun display bright colors of copper, 

aquamarine and turquoise. 

          Plans for the Yucatan did not proceed 

forward without caution.  Not only was it difficult 

to justify such a trip for a single bird, but the 

current political situation in the hunting area, as 

so often happens today, gave us reason for 

concern.  I am sure some of my turkey hunting 

friends in Michigan wondered who would be the 

turkey ς the hunter or the hunted.  This being 

especially so since the Michigan turkey season 

was about to commence, and turkeys were 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

plentiful everywhere around home.  

Notwithstanding all our concerns, the desire to 

collect an ocellated turkey prevailed. 

          Our trip from Detroit to Campeche, Mexico, 

a historic port town where we spent the night, 

was uneventful.  Following a nights rest, we were 

met by two members of Balam Hunters 

Expedition and Guide Service Outfitters.  With 

them we proceeded by vehicle approximately 50 

miles southeast to our hunting camp located in 

the Reserve De La Biospera de Calakmul near the 

Guatemala border.  The last 50 miles proved to be 

an extremely taxing and time consuming journey.  

For the most part, we were 

traveling on what 

amounted to little more 

than a path through the 

jungle. 

          The jungle area was 

composed of the jungles of 

Siam Kam Calakul and the 

Petens of Guatemala, 

totaling more than 

3,000,000 acres. Our camp 

was located in an area 

bordering Guatemala and the Mayan ruins of 

Calakmul.  The specific area under control of the 

Balam organization was 239,000 acres.  The jungle 

we experienced was everything I had envisioned a 

jungle to be as a child.  It consisted of dense 

undergrowth mingled with small clinging and 

entwining vines; this, occasionally giving way to 

palm trees bearing beautiful wide and deep green 

leaves, all of which, with few exceptions, were 

canopied by tall trees often adorned by huge 

swinging type vines.  The canopy, however, had 

some breaks in it allowing the light and air to 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

penetrate the otherwise dark and humid 

atmosphere.  It was a jungle in the truest sense, 

almost always requiring the use of a machete to 

ƛƴǾŀŘŜ ƛǘΦ  hƴŎŜ ƻƴŜΩǎ ƳƛƴŘ ŘǊƛŦǘŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ 

purpose of being there, the heat, humidity, 

clinging vines, insects and snakes immediately got 

your attention.  On a more pleasant note, there 

was a constant serenade by the sounds of the 

many beautiful birds and aroused monkeys which 

seemed to be claiming exclusive residence.  The 

latter, when angered, did not hesitate to engage 

in feces throwing, an act that I had heard of but 

never experienced first-hand. The jungle floor 

contained paths resembling 

wagon wheel spokes leading to 

the Mayan ruins reminding one 

of the long past human 

inhabitants.  There were also 

zigzag scars of gum trees 

evidencing a bygone industry of 

commercial sap gathering.  

          The hunting camp was very 

simple. For cooking and dining, 

an open-sided thatched roof 

shelter was provided. Tents 

were provided for sleeping. The tents were 

relatively new 12'x12' Coleman tents.  The tents 

were open-sided but screened, which allowed for 

full enjoyment of the jungle temperature of 

between 95 and 100 degrees Fahrenheit.  The 

camp-site stream was inhabited by small 

minnows and gar pike type fish which gathered 

around us when we bathed.  These gar were 

frequently speared by the Mayan help for their 

entertainment and food.  Generated light 

illuminated the camp after dinner till 9:30 to 

11:30 P.M. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

          Each hunting day we arose at 4:30 A.M. for 

juice, cereal and coffee prior to the hunting 

departure at 5:00 A.M.  Upon our return from the 

morning hunt around 10:30 A.M., a breakfast of 

either scrambled eggs or an egg omelet was 

served.  Until one was successful on their turkey 

hunt, the mid-day was spent relaxing, swimming 

or bathing.  The evening hunt commenced at 5:00 

P.M. each day.  Once a hunter had collected his 

turkey, he could pursue other available game by 

watching water holes located throughout the 

jungle.  This method produced a nice white lipped 

peccary for my 

hunting 

ŎƻƳǇŀƴƛƻƴΣ άwƛŎƪέΦ  

In addition to the 

ocellated turkey 

and peccary, this 

jungle was home to 

the Crested Guan 

and Great Curassow as well as to the forest 

cougar, brocket deer, white tailed deer and 

jaguar, the latter being a protected species. 

          The traditional way of hunting the ocellated 

turkey is to locate its roosting place just prior to 

dark when it commences to sing.  Then, in the 

morning, just prior to the light of the day, one 

returns and locates the singing bird in the 

roosting tree.  Locating the bird in the tree can be 

very difficult until one becomes accustomed to 

the task.  On occasion, the bird may be both 

located and stalked either in the morning or 

evening. This window of opportunity is very 

limited due to the brief duration of the singing 

period.  Further, due to the density of the jungle, 

ƻƴŜΩǎ ǎǘŀƭƪ ǘƻ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻǎǘƛƴƎ ǘǊŜŜΣ ƻŦǘŜƴ ǊŜǉǳƛǊƛƴƎ 

the use of a machete, can be rather noisy and 

time consuming.  Due to the dense underbrush, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

the ocellated turkey is seldom sighted on the 

jungle floor.  If lucky, one might have an 

opportunity to observe a feeding or strutting bird 

on a jungle path or so-called road.  On such 

occasion, the bird will most likely be just out of 

range for a fatal shot. 

          My hunt commenced with a good harvest 

opportunity.  At a very short distance from camp 

the first morning, our hunting vehicle came to an 

abrupt stop.  Fernando, my guide, who speaks 

little or no English, motioned for me to exit.  

Appearing to be extremely excited, he directed 

me to follow him into the jungle.  He t pointed to 

his ear and then to mine.  Next he demonstrated 

to me for me to crunch down and follow him.  We 

did not go far before he pointed to a tree where a 

sound, new to me, seemed to originate.  It now 

seemed that I would have immediate success.  Or, 

so, I thought.  

Almost crawling, 

we proceeded to a 

position under the 

tree.  Fernando 

then pointed 

toward the upper 

branches of the 

tree and directed 

me to shoot.  In 

spite of my utmost 

efforts, I could see 

nothing.  Fernando then took the gun and 

pointed.  I could still see nothing.  Finally, 

Fernando returned the gun to me and attempted 

to aim it in the direction of the turkey or the 

object I could not see.  Whether I was supposed 

to shoot or not, I pulled the trigger and the turkey 

flew.  Is did not fly far and I had an opportunity to 

repeat what would haunt me for the next few 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

days.  I again could not locate the turkey and it 

flew away.  I was both disgusted and 

embarrassed.  For sure, Fernando had located this 

bird the evening before my hunt and was 

confident we would have immediate success.  It 

did not help my mental state when our ride to 

camp failed to show as planned.  I had a five to six 

mile walk with no way to keep the morning 

experience from occupying my mind.  I really felt 

down and could not help from wondering if the 

next opportunity would produce the same results. 

          The evening hunt commenced at 5:00 P.M.   

After much walking, we located a turkey for the 

morning hunt.  When morning 

arrived, all went as planned, or 

almost so.  The turkey 

commenced singing at the first 

light of day.  We stalked within a 

few yards of the roosting tree to 

locate the bird.   While we were 

trying to locate the turkey, it 

suddenly flew.  I felt both disappointed and 

ǊŜƭƛŜǾŜŘΦ  L ǿŀǎ ŘƛǎŀǇǇƻƛƴǘŜŘ ǘƘŀǘ L ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ŀƴ 

opportunity to shoot and relieved that my prior 

ŘŀȅΩǎ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǿƻǳƭŘ ƴƻǘ ōŜ ǊŜǇŜŀǘŜŘΦ  ¦Ǉƻƴ 

return to camp, I learned that both my hunting 

companion Rick and a hunter from Ohio had been 

successful.  This provided encouragement for day 

three. 

          The third day provided no opportunity to 

shoot a roosting turkey.  I did have an opportunity 

to shoot a turkey feeding on the road.  The shot 

was at least forty yards and all I collected was a 

pile of feathers.  On the fourth day, I again had an 

opportunity to shoot at a Tom strutting on the 

road.  By the time the tom separated from several 

females to present a shot, he was forty or so 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

yards away.  He was hit but left only feathers as 

he flew into the jungle.  I now began to think that 

I was going to be the turkey on this hunt, at least 

so, in the eyes of my Michigan friends.  Yes, I 

began to count the remaining opportunities I 

would have to hunt.  And too, I also began 

preparing myself mentally for an unsuccessful 

ƘǳƴǘΦ  Lǘ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŜƭǇ ǘƘŀǘ ŀƭƭ ƻǘƘŜǊǎ ƛƴ ŎŀƳǇ ƘŀŘ 

been successful and that Alberto, the camp 

ƳŀƴŀƎŜǊΩǎ ŀǎǎǳǊŀƴŎŜǎ ǘƘŀǘ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜŎƻƳŜ 

successful seemed to become less convincing.  No 

roosting turkey was located on the morning of the 

fifth day.  We decided to return to camp around 

10:30 A.M.  When we were within 

six miles from camp, a beautiful 

Tom excited the jungle in front of 

the vehicle.  This time, my shot did 

some damage.  As the turkey raised 

four or five feet from the ground in 

an attempt to fly away, I shot again.  

This time the turkey dropped and 

lay motionless on the side of the road.  Fernando 

was very excited and began to congratulate me.  I 

too was very happy and relieved.  As I searched 

for my camera, Fernando went to retrieve my 

turkey.  As Fernando approached within a few 

yards of the turkey, it flopped into the jungle 

underbrush.  Fernando, with the aid of his 

machete, attempted to follow.  After about an 

hour of searching, we found no bird, so we 

returned to camp.  Yes, again no bird, but another 

story to tell at lunch.  While relating the story and 

the morning events, we noticed Fernando and 

several of the camp help departing camp in the 

camp jeep.  This was of little concern as errands 

were always being run between the morning and 

evening hunts.  Further, no mention had ever 

 

 

 

 

 

 

He was hit but left 

only feathers as he 

flew into the jungle.   



 

 

been made of additional attempts to find my 

turkey. It was only a brief time after the jeep 

departed that it returned.  All occupants were 

extremely excited, as Fernando exited the jeep 

proudly holding my turkey, still 

alive.  Following congratulations 

and pictures, all jointed in a 

toast of tequila, not my drink of 

choice, but very good on this 

occasion.  This coupled with 

wƛŎƪΩǎ ǊŜǘǳǊƴ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ǿƘƛǘŜ ƭƛǇǇŜŘ 

peccary made for a great 

morning. 

          For the evening hunt, I 

elected to try once more for a 

turkey the traditional way.  The 

decision was in part due to the 

fact that no arrangements had 

been made to hunt other available species.  

Fernando and I departed camp at the usual time 

and began checking for singing.   

 

 

 

He also wanted to show me a Mayan ruin.  On the 

way, a turkey crossed our path but there was no 

way to stalk or cut it off due to the thick 

underbrush.  As we approached the ruin, we 

heard singing and decided to locate the 

source.  To our amazement, the turkey 

was located about one quarter of the way 

up the Mayan ruin, a very high and steep 

earth-work of stone over-grown with 

huge trees and underbrush.  Due to the 

steepness, the rolling of disturbed rocks 

and the underbrush, an approach was 

extremely difficult, especially when 

carrying a gun.  Small steps and long 

delays, following the creation of 

disturbing noises, finally positioned us 

under the turkey tree.  This time, I was 

able to locate the turkey.  I shot and the 

rest was uneventful.  The turkey rolled down the 

ruin and was retrieved by Fernando.  He 

immediately labeled it the Mayan turkey. Thus my 

Yucatan quest for the ocellated turkey ended.§ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 



 



 



 

 

               By: Larry Kelly 

 

Vultures perched as sentinels in the trees as 

ŘŀȅƭƛƎƘǘ ōǊƻƪŜ ƛƴ ǘƘŜ ½ŀƳōŜȊƛ ±ŀƭƭŜȅΦ  ά[ƛƻƴǎ ŀǊŜ ŀǘ 

ǘƘŜ ōŀƛǘΣέ hƭƭƛŜ /ƻƭǘƳŀƴ ŜȄǇƭŀƛƴŜŘΦ  ά¢ƘƻǎŜ ōƛǊŘǎ 

ǿƻǳƭŘ ōŜ Řƻǿƴ ŦŜŜŘƛƴƎ ƛŦ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿŜǊŜƴΩǘ ƭƛƻƴǎ ŀōƻǳǘΣ 

ƪŜŜǇƛƴƎ ǘƘŜƳ ŀǿŀȅΦέ ¢ǿƻ ƳŀƭŜǎ ƭay near the bait 

about 45 yards off as we crept into the ground 

ōƭƛƴŘΦ  άbƻ ƎƻƻŘΣέ hƭƭƛŜ ǿƘƛǎǇŜǊŜŘΦ ά¢ƘŜȅ ŀǊŜ Ŧǳƭƭ 

ƎǊƻǿƴΣ ōǳǘ ƘŀǾŜ ƴƻ ƳŀƴŜǎ ǘƻ ǎǇŜŀƪ ƻŦΦέ   ! ōƛǊŘ 

flew into the blind with us and, startled by our 

presence, fluttered noisily away.  One of the lions 

ƘŜŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōƛǊŘΩǎ ŎƻƳƳƻǘƛƻƴ ŀƴŘ ƭŀȊƛƭȅ ǎǘǊƻƭƭŜŘ 

ǘƻǿŀǊŘ ǘƘŜ ōƭƛƴŘ ǘƻ ƛƴǾŜǎǘƛƎŀǘŜΦ  ά5ƻƴΩǘ ƳƻǾŜΣέ hƭƭƛŜ 

whispered, as the lion ambled within five feet of our 

blind.  My .44 magnum was on my lap, pointed 

toward the right.  The lion was on my left, its head 

the size of a bushel basket. My whole body began to 

shake, remembering the accounts of the recent lion 

attacks Ollie had described, and me, here, at this 

moment, armed with only a handgun while face-to-

face with an African lion.  The lion drifted off 

apparently not liking what he saw, luckily, because 

ƘŜ ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ǘƘŜ ǘǊƻǇƘȅ L ǿŀƴǘŜŘΦ  ²Ŝ ŀƭǎƻ ƭŜŦǘ ǘƘŜ 

blind for another several miles away as soon as that 

lion cleared out. 

          This was my third safari to Zimbabwe, 

formerly Rhodesia, and the second trip hunting 

almost exclusively with a handgun. (See Guns + 

Ammo, January 1981).  Both the 1978 and 1980 

hunts were very successful, but I had not taken a 

lion with a pistol.  This time I had a lion permit.  

Oliver Coltman, at 35, was district game warden for 

the Zambezi Valley, one of only five district wardens 

in the country.  Ollie had been employed in one 

capacity or another for the game department all his 

 

 

 

 

 

 adult life, working himself up through skill, 

knowledge and wisdom of African animals and their 

environment to a post of revered authority among 

the villagers of the bush, and respect among his 

peers.  Tall and lean from constant rigors of the job, 

Coltman bore scars from numerous brushes with 

!ŦǊƛŎŀΩǎ ŘŀƴƎŜǊƻǳǎ ƎŀƳŜ ƛƴŎƭǳŘƛƴƎ ŀ пр-minute 

wrestling match with a Cape buffalo six years earlier 

in which he lost a lung and had to spend more than 

a year in a hospital. 

          My wife, Barbara, and I met Ollie, his wife, 

Sue, and their two children at their home where, 

over tea, we talked of past hunts and planned our 

trip.  It was there that Ollie told us of the man 

ŜŀǘŜǊǎΦ  άLƴŎƛŘŜƴŎŜǎ ƻŦ Ƴŀƴ ŜŀǘŜǊǎ ŀǊŜ ǾŜǊȅ ǊŀǊŜΣέ 

hƭƭƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΣ άōǳǘ ǿŜ ƘŀǾŜ ƘŀŘ ǘƘǊŜŜ ŘƻŎǳƳŜƴǘŜŘ 

attacks over a four-week period.  These incidents 

occurred in different places, but all in the Zambezi 

Valley in northern Zimbabwe bordering Zambia.  

Actually, lion attacks are not that uncommon.  

Usually they are provoked by something, but 

circumstances of lions actually eating their victims 

are very rare.  Lions have a natural aversion to man.  

¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ǿƘŀǘ ƳŀƪŜǎ ǘƘŜǎŜ ǘƘǊŜŜ ƛƴŎƛŘŜƴǘǎ ǎƻ 

ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘƛƴƎέΦ 

          "It was April 24, 1981, Ollie said, when two 

African men went fishing in a waterhole near the 

Zambezi River at Chirundu.  At dusk, the younger of 

the men left to go home, leaving his elderly, grey-

haired friend still fishing. The next morning, when 

the younger man learned that his older friend had 

not yet returned from fishing, the younger man 

went back to the waterhole to look for the older 

man.  He found a hat and a fishing pole, nothing 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 more.  He fled and called police, who in turn called 

Ollie when they determined, by a grunt and a flash 

of amber in the brush near the waterhole, that they 

had a lion to deal with. 

          Ollie arrived about 9:30 a.m. with three 

assistants from the Department of National Parks 

and Wildlife Management.  The hat and fishing rod 

were untouched.  Ollie and his senior ranger 

stepped into the bush to investigate.  Ollie carried a 

.470 dƻǳōƭŜ ŀƴŘΣ ƘŜ ǎŀƛŘ ƳƻŘŜǎǘƭȅΣ άƘƛǘŎƘŜŘ ƛǘ ŀ 

ƭƛǘǘƭŜ ƘƛƎƘŜǊ ƻƴ Ƙƛǎ ƘƛǇέ ŀǎ ƘŜ ƳŀŘŜ 

for the thick brush.  There was a 

grunt, and then a flash of tawny 

ŦǳǊ ŀǎ ǘƘŜ ǇƻƭƛŎŜ ƘŀŘ ǎŜŜƴΦ  ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ 

ƛǘΦ {ƘŜΩǎ ƎƻƴŜΣ hƭƭƛŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘǘΣ ōǳǘ 

the lion had merely angled off at a 

ά½έ ǘƻ Ǝŀƛƴ ǎǇŜŜŘΦ  hƭƭƛŜ ǎǳŘŘŜƴƭȅ 

heard another grunt and, whirling, 

ǎŀǿ ǘƘŜ ƭƛƻƴŜǎǎΩ ǎƘŀǇŜ ƘǳǊǘƭƛƴƎ ŀǘ 

him, head low, intent to kill.  He 

ŦƛǊŜŘ ŦǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ ƘƛǇΣ ƛƴǎǘƛƴŎǘƛǾŜƭȅΦ  άLǘ 

ǿŀǎ ƴƻǘ ŀƴ ŀƛƳŜŘ ǎƘƻǘΣ άƘŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ άL 

ƘŀǊŘƭȅ ƪƴŜǿ L ƘŀŘ ŦƛǊŜŘέΦ  ¢ƘŜ 

lioness dropped at his feet so he 

drew his Smith and Wesson Model 

29 and, with hands shaking, put 

another .44 magnum slug through 

its skull.  But the lioness was 

ŀƭǊŜŀŘȅ ŘŜŀŘΦ  ά¢ƘŜ ǊƛŦƭŜ ōǳƭƭŜǘ ƘŀŘ 

entered her left nostril, split her 

palate and tongue and lodged in the back of the 

ōǊŀƛƴέΣ hƭƭƛŜ ǎŀƛŘΦ  ά{ƘŜ ǿŀǎ ŀ ŦƛƴŜΣ ƘŜŀƭǘƘȅ ƭƛƻƴŜǎǎΣ 

clean and in peak condition. Why had she killed a 

ƳŀƴΚέ 

          They found the victim dragged into a small 

bush nearby, chest split open, ribs exposed, 

ŜȄǘŜƴǎƛǾŜƭȅ ŦŜŘ ǳǇƻƴΦ άIŜ ǿŀǎ ŀƴ ƻƭŘ ƳŀƴΣ ŀƴŘ ƛǘ 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 was sad that he died so violently", Coltman said.  I 

hope the lion killed swiftly and cleanly so that the 

last thing the old man knew was the beautiful 

African sunset and the birds singing as the day 

ŜƴŘŜŘέΦ  hƴŜ ŜȄǇƭŀƴŀǘƛƻƴ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ Ƴŀƴ-eating lions 

may be laid on the civil war which plagued 

Zimbabwe from 1972 until 1980, when black rule 

was instituted over a white minority government.  

Thousands of casualties, mostly innocent black 

villagers, were claimed by guerrillas and terrorist 

bands roaming the bush.  

Those human bodies fed 

numerous scavengers, 

including lions.  Human meat 

became acceptable fare for 

the animals. 

          Only a week after the 

death at the waterhole, Ollie 

said, another lion wreaked a 

night of terror at a village 300 

miles away in the tribal area 

ŀŘƧŀŎŜƴǘ ǘƻ ½ƛƳōŀōǿŜΩǎ ǎŀŦŀǊƛ 

areas.  A mother had left her 

four children at home while 

she visited friends at a nearby 

άƪǊŀŀƭέΣ ŀ ƎǊƻǳǇ ƻŦ Ƙǳǘǎ ǿƘƛŎƘ 

constitute a family home.  At 

dusk, the eldest child, about 

nine years old, went to the 

edge of the kraal to pick 

berries.  A lioness, old and sick, had been seen 

stealing chickens and ducks nearby in recent days.  

This time it pounced on the child.  In terror, the 

remaining three children ran into their hut while the 

lioness fed on their sister.  The sobbing of the 

children in the hut seemed to attract the lioness, 

and in a few moments she broke inside the hut to 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ollie suddenly 

heard another 

grunt and 

whirling. He saw 
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hurtling at him, 

head low, intent 

to kill. 


