
 
MAGINE LYING ON A BED, IN A BIG SAFARI TENT, IN 
the evening. The wildlife park is quiet. Birds have quit 
singing, and monkeys are no longer leaping on the 
canvas roof and swinging from the poles and ropes. 
Imagine staring through the open flap at a triangle of 

darkness. And imagine, suddenly, in the silence, a ROAR! A 
short, sharp, close, explosive roar! And 
imagine the hair standing up on the back of 
your neck as you realise (gulp!): IT’S A LION! 

  We’d seen several that afternoon on 
our very first game-drive. And when this one 
roared a second time, I realised it probably 
wasn’t that close. It probably was a safe 
distance from our campsite … probably on the 
far side of the dry riverbed … and probably 
had just scored a hot meal. Probably … 

  But half an hour later, as I nervously 
followed a path towards the smell of 
barbequed steak and a well-lit dining area, my 
heart was still beating a little faster than 
usual. 

   “Did you hear that lion?” I asked 
casually. And they had, of course. “But don’t 
worry,” assured our Kenyan caretakers. “Lions 
never come into the camp.” Although, just the 
week before, two angry males had staged a 
grand battle on the opposite riverbank, in full 
view of a willing lioness plus a campful of 
camera-toting tourists. 

  “My parents taught us what the lion’s call means,” 
explained one of the African boys. And he gave a fair 
imitation of that deep, prolonged, grunting roar (translated 
into English!): “WHOSE LAND IS THIS? WHOSE LAND IS 
THIS? MINE … MINE … MINE!” 

  A couple of afternoons later, the sun still high in the 
sky, we stood and watched a big old male with a black 
mane and his younger girlfriend engaging in their two-

week mating ritual. They were asleep, side-by-side in the 
grass, when we first drove up. But he soon awoke and 
started nuzzling her – and she snapped and snarled and 
swotted him. But his persistent wooing won the day, and 
eventually she too got to her feet. Totally unbothered by 
their two-legged audience less than 10 metres away, they 

did what lions have been doing forever. 

  Jack, our Kenyan driver-guide, explained: the lioness 
will probably have a litter of six cubs … no more than four 
are likely to survive … she’ll hide her cubs, especially the 
males, from their daddy … raising and feeding them with 
the help of her sisters … 

  But our lion-lovers were clearly bored by all this 
man-talk. Growling contentedly and yawning hugely, they 
lay down, nose-to-tail, and went back to sleep! 


