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The account of an adventure with a lion in one
of the Transvaal game reserves, written by a game
warden, may be of interest. The main incidents
are vouched for by Sir Alfred Pease, the resident
magistrate.

No. 6.

IN THE LION'S JAWS. By H. Walbeeter, Ranger
Transvaal Government Game Reserves.

I HAVE been asked to write an account of an adven-
ture which befell me recently, and which I am
told was rather unique in its way ; of course, when
a man finds himself in the position which I am
about to describe, much smaller detail is blurred,
and one has afterwards but a confused recollection
of such, but I have a vivid recollection of the main
features of what happened, and will therefore set
them down.

I am at present one of the Rangers of the Trans-
vaal Government Game Reserves, and have lived in
the low veld of the Eastern Transvaal, hunting,
trading and farming for a good many years, and so
have a good deal of experience of wild animals and
their ways.

Towards the end of July I was sent by the
warden on duty to the Oliphant's river with the
double object of inquiring into the doings of certain
•hunting parties, who were reported to be acting in
contravention of the game laws, and to endeavour
to secure a lion, some natives having complained
that some of these animals were hanging about
their kraals nearer than was pleasant. However,
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my luck was out, and my best horse died of horse
sickness on the way up, delaying me over two
weeks while waiting for another to be sent up. It
being thus necessary to return, I headed for the
Sabi river, where I expected to find the warden.
On August 26, I had to do rather a long march on
account of scarcity of water, consequently sundown
found me riding along the native bank some three
miles short of my destination Metzi Metz, accom-
panied by a large rough-haired dog (of no very
special breed, but of tried courage) and carrying my
•400 express. My four natives and three donkeys
were a few miles behind me.

It was already pretty dark, twilight being a
matter of minutes in these latitudes, and the path
which I followed led along the banks of a small
dry river bed. I had reached a place where a patch
of long grass grew beside the path, when my dog
" Bull " ran forward barking, and I caught sight of
some indistinct forms, which from their general
appearance, I took to be reedbucks ; the very last
thing I was thinking of was lions, having been
fruitlessly tramping the country in hopes of secur-
ing one for some time. I therefore whistled to the
dog and the next moment was conscious of a lion
close to me on the off side and preparing to spring.
I had no time to lift my rifle, but simply snatched
my horse round to the near side, and drove the
spurs in : he gave a bound which no doubt caused
the lion to partially miss his spring, as his claws
slipped on the horse's quarters, and, though several
ugly wounds were inflicted, he lost his hold. The
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concussion and the subsequent violent spring of the
horse caused me to lose my seat, and simultaneously
I saw a second lion rushing up from the opposite
direction. I absolutely fell into his jaws, and believe
that he had me before I ever touched the ground.
I imagine that these lions were after the horse in
the first instance, there being no known man-eaters
in the district, but finding me so easy a prey this
gentleman decided to accept what Providence offered
to him. The next thing I recollect was being
dragged along the path on my back, my right arm
and shoulder in the lion's mouth, my body and
legs underneath his belly, while his fore paws kept
trampling on me as he trotted along, lacerating the
fronts of my thighs considerably and tearing my
trousers into shreds.

I had, of course, dropped my rifle, which I was
accustomed to carry in a bucket in mounted infantry
fashion. All the time he was dragging me along
the lion kept up a sort of growling purr something
like a hungry cat does when she catches a bird or
mouse, and is anticipating a welcome meal.

My spurs kept dragging and catching in the
ground till at last the leather broke. I cannot say
that my feelings at this time were at all in accord
with those of Dr. Livingstone, who, in his book, if
I am not mistaken, expresses his feelings as those
of dreamy repose, with no sense of pain ; I, on the
other hand, suffered extremely in that respect, while
I hope I may never have again to undergo such
agony of mind as I then experienced; it seemed
hard to die like that, and yet I could see no
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part of a chance, not the slightest loophole of
escape.

Suddenly, like a flash, I thought of my sheath-
knife : I always carried it in my belt behind my right
hip, and on most other occasions when I had a fall it
had fallen out: was it still there ? The lion holding
me by the right shoulder, I was obliged to reach
round and underneath me in order to get at it; it
took a long time, as it must be remembered that
I was being dragged and trotted on by my captor
all the time, but at last I managed it. How I held
on to that knife! It was only an ordinary 3-inch
blade of soft steel, such as one buys cheap at any
up-country store, but it meant all the world to me
then. I now no longer thought of death or any-
thing else; all my mind and energy were concen-
trated on not letting go my one last road of escape.
After dragging me nearly 200 yards, the lion
stopped under a big forked tree, with large roots ;
as he did so I felt for where I judged his heart to
be, and struck him behind the shoulder-one, two-
with the energy of despair, using, of course, my
left hand. He dropped me at the first stab, but
still stood above me growling, and I then struck
him a third time in the throat with all the force of
which I was capable, severing some large vein or
artery, as the blood deluged me ; on receiving this
last stab, my adversary sprang away and stood
facing me two or three yards off, still growling ; I
scrambled to my feet, and so we stood opposite to
one another; I fully expected him to attack me
again, and recalling what I had often read about
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the effects of the human voice, I shouted at the
pitch of my lungs all the most opprobrious epithets
of which I was master. I fear much of what I said
would be unprintable and quite unfit to " point a
moral or adorn a tale," but I don't think under the
circumstances that even the most pronounced
advocate of the " suaviter in modo" could have
expected me to be polite.

Perhaps the force and volume of my language
helped what my good little knife had begun,but any-
how, after what seemed an age and may have been
only a few seconds, the lion turned and was lost to
sight in the darkness. I could hear his growls
turning to moans, which got fainter and finally
ceased, and to my inexpressible relief I felt that I
had probably killed him. Before this, however, I
had lost no time in getting up the friendly tree
as expeditiously as my lacerated right shoulder
would permit me, and was hardly safely ensconced
out of danger, when the other lion, who had
made a long and unsuccessful chase after my
horse with " Bull" sticking close and barking all
the time, returned to the spot where it had parted
from its companion, immediately picked up my
blood spoor, and came with a rush nearly to the
foot of my tree. I now shouted to the dog to en-
courage him, and he went for the lion in great style,
barking all round him, until the latter retreated
and disappeared for a few minutes, at the end of
which he returned and made an ugly charge at the
dog, who cleverly avoided him, and nothing daunted
returned to the attack, encouraged by my shouts.
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Finding he could neither get rid of his diminutive
antagonist nor yet get at me, Leo evidently thought
he was giving himself a good deal of trouble for
nothing, and so went off sulkily in the direction
taken by his now dead companion.

I was by this time feeling very faint and stiff,
and fearing I would swoon and fall from the tree,
I fastened myself to the branches as well as I could
with neckcloth and handkerchief. Presently I heard
voices, which heralded the arrival of my boys; I
promptly called to them, and with their assistance
got down the tree ; it took an immense time, I was
suffering from a raging thirst and in great pain, and
we had four miles nearly to go to camp. Eoughly
bandaging my shoulder we started off, carrying fire-
brands in case the lion should return. Never shall
I forget that walk ; often I fancied I heard stealthy
footfalls in the darkness, and it seemed in my
weakness and pain as if we should never arrive. I
put the distance down at 14 miles, thinking I wes
estimating it very moderately, and even now it
seems difficult to realize that it was barely four.
However, all things have an end, and we got to the
huts at last about midnight I suppose. The boys ran
off to get water, but owing to the usual pools being
dry, it took a long time finding any, and I lay en-
during untold agonies of thirst. When, at last,
the grateful liquid did come, I simply could not
stop drinking, and don't know why 1 did not do
myself some serious injury. High fever set in
before morning. The boys went out at sunrise
and found my horse grazing quietly in the bush,
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and not much the worse, my rifle (a new one)
uninjured, and the dead lion, which proved to be an
old male, with a grey-flecked mane, his long canines
worn quite flat at the points. His stomach was
quite empty, and he must have been ravenously
hungry; the other I should say was a much
younger animal, from what I saw of him ; I suppose
they had had a run of bad luck hunting.

After the boys had made a litter, and I had
rested for a day, I was carried down to Komati
Poort, and promptly forwarded to Barberton hos-
pital, which I reached six days after the accident,
and here excellent attention and comfort awaited
me. At first my arm swelled up to a vast
size, and had to be lanced several times, while I
could sleep but little at nights, and was troubled
with horrible nightmares and hallucinations. I am
now, however-two months after-quite well again
except for a stiff arm, which I trust will shortly be
as good as ever, and render me service in a return
campaign against " Felis Leo."


