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Re views

I found Hunt ing with the Heart mov ing, in spi ra tional, well 
writ ten, well struc tured (in terms of the bal ance among
its var i ous con stit u ent parts/di men sions), au thor i ta tive
and, above all, in ter est ing and grip ping read. 

This is an un usual book be cause it is a com bi na tion of
sev eral dif fer ent gen res: au to bi og ra phy, psy chol ogy,
ethol ogy, spir i tu al ity, his tory. There fore, it should stand
or fail de pend ing on how well these seem ingly dis pa rate
parts fit in to gether. Ac cord ing to my read ing, the
strength of the book lies in the very re mark able co he sion
that binds all these parts to gether. In an as ton ish ing
open ness, the au thor re flects on the de vel op ment of his
life as it con nects with all his var i ous ac tiv i ties, pre oc cu -
pa tions, searches, re searches, en coun ters, med i ta tions,
etc. He ad dresses these parts with re flec tion and hu mil -
ity, with as tute ob ser va tional skills, hu mour and com -
pas sion. 

Re gard less of whether the read ers agree with his di -
rec tion or not, whether  they ac cept or not his be liefs, they 
will find it dif fi cult not to be touched by the sin cer ity of
his seek ing and the sheer power of his writ ing. 

More spe cif i cally, I wish to con firm that his treat ment
of psy cho log i cal and re search is sues is sound ac a dem i -
cally and meth od olog i cally. He writes with the au thor ity
of a pi o neer in cer tain fields as well as with sci en tific
cred i bil ity.

Renos K. Papadopoulos, Ph.D.
Pro fes sor of An a lyt i cal Psy chol ogy

Uni ver sity of Essex
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I found the en tire book  to be beau ti fully – soul fully –
writ ten, com pel ling, fas ci nat ing, in for ma tive and in spir -
ing. It is not a book that can eas ily be cat e go rized, but I
am con vinced that it will have a broad and loyal read er -
ship, be yond any of the sev eral dis tinct disciplines it
probes. 

As an ethnoecologist and bot a nist with a long-stand -
ing in ter est in nat u ral his tory of any kind, I found much
to hold my at ten tion from both eco log i cal and cul tural
per spec tives. 

I be lieve we need more books of this type, books and
writ ings that tran scend the con ven tional dis ci plines, and
draw on and in te grate ideas and ex am ples from across
the spec trum of hu man ex pe ri ence and knowl edge.

There is so much strife in the world, and angst about
our im pacts on the earth and all the other liv ing things
with whom we share the planet. Our con ven tional ways
of look ing at our prob lems and try ing to solve them are
not re ally work ing well. We need, I be lieve, a dif fer ent
value sys tem and a dif fer ent way of look ing at our re -
quire ments for liv ing a ful fill ing and mean ing ful life. We
need a dif fer ent way of think ing and draw ing to gether
ideas. Gra ham’s book gives much for con sid er ation in
this re gard. His hu man ity and em pa thy per me ate his
writ ing, and as such, he serves as a role model for all of
us. 

Nancy J. Turner, PhD, FLS, OBC, FRSC
Dis tin guished Pro fes sor

School of En vi ron men tal Stud ies
Uni ver sity of Vic to ria

Brit ish Co lum bia, CANADA
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Gra ham Saayman trained as an ex per i men tal psy chol o -
gist, and he has pro duced a sub stan tial body of in ter na -
tion ally pub lished work in peer-re viewed jour nals. 

His method as an em pir i cal sci en tist is me tic u lous and
care fully doc u mented field ob ser va tion-of hu man in -
fants, of ba boon troops, and of dol phin schools. 

Against this back ground, Hunt ing with the Heart is an
ex traor di narily cou ra geous book…Noth ing is more alien 
to the sci en tific mind than the para nor mal. Yet here is
this mas ter of ob ser va tional ex ac ti tude dryly de scrib ing
a fairy ring on his Port Eliz a beth stair case (though the sci -
en tist is still there,  pro duc ing col lat eral ev i dence for its
ex is tence), tell ing with won der ful beauty of his jour neys
in Interspace, of the shim mer ing ir i des cence of a great el -
e phant’s pas sage, and of his strange dreams.

The ten sion in this book is be tween Saayman’s sci en -
tific cre den tials on  the one hand and on the other his
jour neys into dream land scapes that are ob served with
the same un wa ver ing ex ac ti tude. It’s a ten sion that holds
the reader and en larges con scious ness. This is an ex traor -
di nary book by an ex traor di nary writer.

Vic tor Nell, Ph.D.
Emer i tus Pro fes sor and Re search Fel low, Uni ver sity of South 

Af rica, In sti tute for So cial and Health Sciences
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Fore word

Hunt ing with the Heart is an apt met a phor to de scribe
the prac tice of vi sion quest em ployed by ac com plished
in dig e nous peo ples for mil len nia with con sid er able suc -
cess. In the lan guage of the Nuu-chah-nulth peo ple on the
west coast of Van cou ver Is land in Can ada, the vi sion
quest is called oosumich. The pro cess in volves pur pose ful
iso la tion from fam ily and com mu nity and in cludes fast -
ing, med i ta tion, rit ual cleans ing, prayer and cou ra geous
en dur ance un til a vi sion or some un der stand able com -
mu ni ca tion is re ceived from the meta phys i cal realm. 

I am struck, there fore, by the com bi na tion of “hunt ing”
with “heart” in the ti tle. Where I come from the ac tion of
the hunt could never be sep a rated from the ac tiv ity of the
heart. They be longed to gether as nat u rally as any two
ideas or cul tural ob jects per ceived to be bound to gether
such as sun and moon, house and home, man and woman, 
smoke and fire and heaven and earth. I use west ern ex am -
ples on pur pose. The down side of the word “hunt ing”, in
its Eng lish mean ing, has neg a tive con no ta tions of search,
de stroy and ex ter mi nate.  The buf falo, the bea ver, the
wolf, the bear, the deer, the ea gle and the In dig e nous peo -
ples are all ex am ples of spe cies un der threat.

How ever, oosumich, in its fin est form is an ex cep tion ally
egal i tar ian ac tiv ity. It seeks to main tain bal ance and har -
mony within the fab ric of cre ation through re spect ful in ter -
ac tion, al ways in tend ing to en sure that ev ery thing is done
ac cord ing to es tab lished pro to cols.  Within the hu man spe -
cies, oosumich is very much like the court ing of a de sir able
fe male by an equally de sir able male. Within the
Nuu-chah-nulth cul ture, the fam ily of the fe male en sures
that the pro cess is made as dif fi cult as pos si ble, but not so
dif fi cult as to be im pos si ble. In this con text, de gree of dif fi -
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culty is di rectly re lated to de gree of value. The more dif fi -
cult it is for the wooer, the greater is the value of the wooed. 

It is for this rea son that my great grand fa ther Keesta
spent eight long months up on a moun tain on the west
coast of Van cou ver Is land. His in ten tion was to strike up
an agree ment with the spirit of the great whale thereby
ful fill ing a grand pur pose:  the whale would re ceive ap -
pro pri ate rec og ni tion and hon our from Keesta’s com mu -
nity in ex change for the abun dance of food and oil that it
would con trib ute to the well-be ing of Keesta’s people. 

It is never easy to dis tin guish be tween imag i nary and
ac tual spir i tual ex pe ri ences. For this rea son, Keesta took
a nat u rally curled feather from the tail of a mal lard duck.
He said to him self that when the feather straight ened out
of its own ac cord then he would know that he had been
suc cess ful in his oosumich. At the ex act mo ment when the
curly tail feather straight ened out, he un der stood that he
had achieved a firm con tract with the whale. The newly
straight ened feather was Keesta’s phys i cal sign that af -
firmed a meta phys i cal agree ment. Con se quently, Keesta
was not sur prised when he and his paddlers later en -
coun tered the great whale and (as a lit eral trans la tion of
the Nuu-chah-nulth lan guage) it “ac cepted” and “caught” 
Keesta’s har poon in ac cor dance with the agree ment
made in the moun tains dur ing oosumich. 

How ever, things can go wrong, mis un der stand ings are 
al ways pos si ble even among the well in ten tioned, and so
some dis har mony took place, some dis unity in truded
and, in stead of head ing for shore ac cord ing to the terms of
the orig i nal agree ment, the great whale be gan to tow
Keesta and his paddlers straight off-shore to a cer tain
death. As Keesta, in ap par ent de feat, moved to cut the atlu, 
the rope at tached to the har poon end, the lit tle brown bird
Wren, the meta phys i cal mes sen ger, alighted on the whale. 
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Wren in structed Keesta to tell the whale to turn about.
Keesta did so and the whale re turned to the very place
where it had ac cepted the har poon,and there it died. 

Hunt ing with the heart does not mean that in tel li -
gence and rea son are not em ployed in the pro cess. When
Keesta’s wife re ceived the mes sage that the whale had
taken Keesta’s har poon, she in ad ver tently added in her
mind, ‘and died’. It was not an un usual mis take. Her role
was to main tain a rit ual po si tion in em pa thy with the
spirit of the whale un til the whale died. Only when the
whale was dead could she get up and make wel come
prep a ra tions. The whale un der stood that the let ter of the
agree ment had been bro ken when Keesta’s wife arose
pre ma turely from her rit ual po si tion. At that mo ment the 
lives of Keesta and his paddlers were placed in jeop ardy.
How ever, the spirit of the agree ment had not been bro -
ken so Wren in ter vened in or der that the agree ment
could be con sum mated. This ex am ple il lus trates how an -
i mals are typ i cally ex pe ri enced as sen tient be ings dur ing
vi sion quests of in dig e nous peo ples.

The pro cess of Gra ham Saayman’s re search into the
so cial be hav iour of dol phins and whales in their nat u ral
en vi ron ment gen er ated at least one of the nec es sary con -
di tions for a vi sion quest ex pe ri ence. Day af ter day, hour
af ter hour, he sat alone in the open on a cliff over look ing
the sea, wait ing for the dol phins and whales to ap pear.
He thought that if he made him self as small as pos si ble
he would min i mize his ex po sure to the rays of the sun.
This way of think ing ap proached the at ti tude of hu mil ity 
con sid ered es sen tial for a vi sion quest.  Na ture re -
sponded in a be nign and re la tional fash ion. From time to
time, some help ful an i mals as sisted him in the pro cess.A
gar ter snake, sens ing no dan ger in Gra ham’s pres ence,
went to sleep at his feet.Ob serv ing a nearby col ony of
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rock rab bits, he thought about the evo lu tion of their dis -
tant rel a tive the el e phant and re flected on the ap pear ance 
of the great in the small.  He no ticed a pair of tiny an te -
lopes called klipspringers ap pear ing and dis ap pear ing
like si lent watch ers in the back ground on the cliffs above
the sea.  He named these mo nog a mous ga zelles the Rock
Jump ers and pon dered on hu man val ues such as faith -
ful ness and com pas sion. He came to a re mark able but
not un usual spir i tual in sight: The Rock Jumper is the keeper
of the fourth cen tre of con scious ness that bal ances be tween the
im ages of this world and the vi sions of the next. 

For Gra ham this was a pe riod of in tense en quiry into
the ar che typal dy nam ics of the fam ily sys tem. Ini tially,
his stud ies fo cussed on the  sur vival value of the roles of
male and fe male part ners in pro tect ing and rear ing the
young in groups of com plex so cial an i mals. Un ex pect -
edly, pow er ful and at first ap par ently de struc tive forces
dis rupted his own mar riage and fam ily. The in tense fo -
cus on the phys i cal man i fes ta tions of cre ation re sulted in
an al chem i cal trans for ma tion and cul mi nated in a se ries
of out-of-body ex pe ri ences that con vinced Gra ham of the 
re al ity of the meta phys i cal realms. His ex pe ri ences are
rem i nis cent of the teach ings of oosumich. They marked
the end of one pe riod in his life and the be gin ning of an -
other quest. He be gan to in ves ti gate the re al ity of the
dream world and the hu man value of gen er os ity in liv ing 
along side and pros per ing to gether with the nat u ral or -
der.  Gra ham’s pro ject ul ti mately com bined, al beit in ad -
ver tently, per sonal ex pe ri ence and study of both
phys i cal and meta phys i cal realms in a sin gle, ho lis tic se -
ries of re search pro grams.

Tra di tional Nuu-chah-nulth have al ways con sid ered
the meta phys i cal di men sion more sub stan tive than the
phys i cal. Con se quently, as an al ter na tive to con ven tional 
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sci en tific meth od ol o gies, the  Nuu-chah-nulth ap proach
to knowl edge ac qui si tion in cludes  meth ods of ac cess ing
the spir i tual realm. The prin ci ples pre sented in or i gin
sto ries, ver i fied by the prac tice of oosumich and ap plied in 
daily life, pro duced so ci et ies that un der stood the ne ces -
sity for a con stant strug gle to wards bal ance and har -
mony be tween all life forms. They tested the hy poth e sis
that the value of gen er os ity, part of the orig i nal de sign of
cre ation, is as much a nat u ral law as any known phys i cal
law.  Nuu-chah-nulth lived ex pe ri ence, based on com mu -
nity wide ex pe ri ences of oosumich over mil len nia, dem -
on strated pos i tive out comes in the phys i cal realm.
Whilst there were oc ca sional fail ures, some war fare, and
evil pol i cies and prac tices, out comes were gen er ally con -
du cive to the well-be ing of all com pet ing life forms.

Con ven tional sci en tific meth od ol ogy, with its pri -
mary fo cus upon the phys i cal  realm, has made great
tech no log i cal ad vances. But prog ress has been at the ex -
pense of hu man and spe cies re lat ed ness. The fail ure of
tech no log i cal cul ture to take ad e quate ac count of the
meta phys i cal di men sion of ex is tence pres ently con fronts 
all hu man so ci et ies with crit i cal eco log i cal and hu man i -
tar ian di lem mas.  The wis dom of ab orig i nal cre ation sto -
ries sug gests a rem edy, a way of bal anc ing op pos ing
forces,  by re turn ing to the first prin ci ples es tab lished in
the pri mal times of hu man his tory: re spect the re al ity of
Na ture, re al ize the sur vival value of spir i tual gen er os ity
and hon our all life forms. 

Dr. E. Rich ard Atleo (Umeek)

Re search Li ai son: Uni ver sity of Man i toba,Win ni peg

As so ci ate Ad junct Pro fes sor: Uni ver sity of Vic to ria, BC   
May, 2007 
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Let us be fools for Christ’s sake.  St. Paul.

Peo ple work much in or der to se cure the fu ture; I gave
my mind much work and trou ble, try ing to se cure the
past.  

Ka ren Blixen

14
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Jour ney to the Source   

Our fam ily once lived in a small farm house on a windy
hill ock in the bushveld. Our house, aban doned by the
farmer who built it long ago, looked south to wards the
foot hills of the Soutpansberg Moun tains, far away and
purpling over in the dis tance.  Ba o bab trees, mas sive and
sol i tary, stood out here and there above the cover of the
gnarled mopane trees that bind the red, semi-desert sand.
A thin green rib bon of trees along the N’jelele River wound
its way brightly through the val ley.  Across the river, a sin -
gle kopje of ochre and yel low sand stone arched up, pushed
skywards by a force deep in side the earth.  At the foot of the 
kopje, a hot wa ter springs, the smell of sul phur in its va -
pours, bub bled up from cav erns down be low. In the cool
win ter months peo ple came from the towns and cit ies in the 
south to drink the wa ters for their heal ing pow ers.

A troop of chac ma ba boons made the kopje the cen tre
of their range.  They came home to their sleep ing place by 
late af ter noon each day and had climbed to the safety of
the krantzes be fore the sun went down. 

When our fam ily was young, we set out on an od ys sey 
to re live the way the hu man fam ily evolved in Af rica, but 
we did not know it at the time. My wife Alison, our
daugh ter Shona, two dogs and my self, packed into a tiny
van, took the route they called the Great North Road.
Mile af ter mile the way ran straight and clear. The veld
lay flat and yel lowed as an an tique map. Shona, nine
months old, rarely cried or com plained in the bushveld
heat. Alison stripped her down to her di a pers. She lay
qui etly on the back seat, suck ing a sponge soaked in ice
wa ter.  She was born un der the so lar sign of Leo and
when she looked into your eyes, you could see that she
trusted us com pletely. I be lieved you could take her any -
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where.  She gave me con fi dence that the fam ily is a thing
of joy and beauty that lasts for ever.

The Dream Un folds 

Shona was born in Lon don at a time of end ings and be -
gin nings. She watched as I proof read the fi nal draft of my
doc toral the sis.  We sat to gether at the cracked gas fire -
place in the one-bed room apart ment on the fourth floor of
a town house in St. George’s Square, Pim li co. Wrapped in
a woolly shawl, she nes tled in the crook of my knee, gaz -
ing un blink ing at my face.  Her watch ful ness was sol emn
for one so young and her ex pres sion was ever just so
slightly puz zled. It was as if she had brought in with her a
nat u ral in cli na tion to scan the world through the
one-pointed fo cus of a state of open-eyed med i ta tion.  

Af ter seven years abroad, my heart ached to es cape
from the Uni ver sity and take the fam ily home to Af rica.
Shona’s birth brought much change. She was scarcely
one week old when we booked a pas sage on a Un -
ion-Cas tle Line mail ship.  Six months later we boarded
the ves sel for the long pas sage to the south.  The time
came one morn ing when the three of us went up on deck
in the first golden light of dawn.  The ship lay in Ta ble
Bay. Ta ble Moun tain, flat-topped, unique, mag nif i cent,
etched in hues of blues and purples, lay be fore us. We
had reached the Cape, the con flu ence of two oceans at the 
tip of Af rica, where the en er gies of east and west flow to -
gether. With the sun light skit ter ing off a tran quil sea, it
seemed im pos si ble to be more happy.

We set off for the north with the op ti mism of youth
and the cer tainty that life would keep us safe. My grant of 
three thou sand rand a year was a tiny sum of money
even in those days. When, af ter eleven years of study, I
con fessed how much money I earned, the ques tion mer -
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chants, store own ers or bank man ag ers al ways asked
was a ver sion of: 

“And what kind of psy chol o gist are you?”  

The Ba boon as To tem An i mal

Friends called me “The Ba boon Doc tor.”  I had
planned, schemed, ex er cised my will power and writ ten
to ev ery uni ver sity, na ture con ser va tion group, na tional
and pro vin cial na ture re serve, seek ing funds for a vi tally
im por tant study.  I had a ma nila folder stuffed with let -
ters of re jec tion.  When one of those khaki en ve lopes ap -
peared at the foot of the stair case in Pim li co, my heart
would sink. You could spot a let ter of re jec tion be fore
you picked it up and weighed it in your hand. The stan -
dard re jec tion came in one or two sen tences.  No body, it
seemed, was pre pared to give you money to go out into
the bush to re cord the hab its of ba boons.  Un like the lion,
the ba boon is not col lec tively con sid ered a no ble an i mal
and a credit to the na tional flag.  

But the An cient Egyp tians con sid ered the ba boon a sa -
cred an i mal, wor thy of mum mi fi ca tion.  The dis tinc tive,
deep-chested bark of the troop lead ers, echo ing over the
krantzes and across the val leys just be fore first light, is in -
deed a won der ful wel come to the sun and an in vi ta tion
to the day.  Those who de signed and built the pyr a mids
ven er ated the far sighted ba boon as the one who sig ni fies
daily re birth af ter the soul has de scended into the dark -
en ing sea of night. But thoughts such as these did not
likely oc cur to the bu reau crats who re jected my many ap -
pli ca tions for funds to sub si dize stud ies of the ba boon.
Go ing out into the bushveld and watch ing an i mals is
what a lot of folk want to do for their Christ mas hol i days.  
Very few peo ple be lieved that it was se ri ous work. 
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Fi nally, Waldo Meester, a brave and pi o neer ing pro -
fes sor of zo ol ogy, who dared to teach in the 1960s at the
Uni ver sity of Pre to ria that the pro cess of nat u ral se lec -
tion and not the Book of Gen e sis ex plains the or i gin of
spe cies, man aged some how to se cure the small grant for
my field stud ies. 

We bought a lit tle Opel Kadet sta tion wagon with the
Brit ish pounds we had saved in Lon don.  It was fully
loaded with house hold goods, in clud ing a mat tress on
the roof rack.  We did not have any fur ni ture. For ta bles,
chairs and clos ets we used the card board boxes and
wooden pack ing cases that had brought our pos ses sions
on the ship from Brit ain.  When we stopped for the night
near Pil grim’s Rest, the inn keeper scanned the in te rior of
the van through the dusty win dow with as ton ish ment.

With all the pos ses sions we owned on dis play I said,
“That’s ev ery thing but the kitchen sink.”  

The inn keeper pointed at Shona’s pink plas tic bath -
tub. “I thought that was the kitchen sink,” he said. 

The two Lab ra dors leaned against each other at the
rear win dow, pink tongues loll ing in the heat.  We called
the larger pup Christ mas be cause the lit ter had been born 
on Christ mas day. We named the small one Thumbelina
be cause she was the runt. This was one of the mis takes
we made.  Two pups from the same lit ter bond to each
other and not to the adult hu mans as the lead ers of the
pack.  If you have bad luck they fail to learn the be hav -
iour es sen tial for a happy life in the ru ral com mu nity.
This was one of many things we only found out later.

The farmer who sold us the dogs was a se ri ous man
who watched us qui etly as we chose the dogs from the
lit ter. As we were about to drive away he said,
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 “I feel sorry for you, Doc tor. A wife, a baby daugh ter,
two dogs and ba boons in the bushveld.”  

The La dy bird House 

The farm house nes tled like a la dy bird on the top of
the hill.  The red paint on the cor ru gated-iron roof was
faded and patchy and the white washed walls were yel -
low with age.  It was a sturdy house with a kitchen, two
bed rooms, a liv ing room and cool ce -
ment floors.  When the tem -
per a ture reached forty
de grees cen ti grade soon
af ter the sun had risen in
the sum mer you could
stretch out on the floor
to ob tain some re lief. 
The porch was win dow -
less and to tally open to the 
breeze that came up in the
night. Be yond the kopje you
looked across the Limpopo val ley to the moun tains in the 
dis tance. In the eve ning when we lit the lamps as the sun
went down it felt very lonely and a long way from Lon -
don.

It took thirty min utes to tap off an inch of wa ter into
the tub from the pipes that ran down from the catch ment
tanks higher up the hill. We used to warm Shona’s wa ter
in a pot on the pri mus stove be fore pour ing it into her
plas tic bath.  We wor ried about scor pi ons and ev ery
morn ing we checked through her clothes of the day for
scor pi ons that might have crawled in over night.  One
morn ing we found a black scor pion in her white hat.  It
was half an inch long and lifted its tail above its back in a
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threat pos ture.  It was one of the very poi son ous kind
with the small lob ster-like pin cers for briefly grip ping
and pin ion ing and the very thick tail that de liv ers a po -
tent dose of venom to par a lyse its prey.  When this scor -
pion had de vel oped into an adult, its tail would be as
thick as your lit tle fin ger.  

One eve ning I went walk ing with Max Keith in the
gath er ing dusk. Max was a big game hunter turned na -
ture con ser va tion ist.  He lo cated and counted ba boon
troops, pin point ing their move ments in a sur vey of their
pop u la tion dy nam ics through out the prov ince. We
found Max a com fort ing pres ence when his work
brought him to the study area.  He was a guide and men -
tor who watched over our fam ily’s prog ress in the bush. 

On the oc ca sion of that walk I was wear ing open san -
dals, an ill-ad vised prac tice since scor pi ons are ac tive in
the dark. When I flicked on my torch to check, a scor pion,
the size of my palm, walked be side us, six inches from my
foot.  Max was six foot four inches tall and he caught me in
both arms as I be came air borne and de scended, much in
the way a full back will catch and mark a rugby ball. 

“And so Max,” I said, straight en ing up, “and what
would have hap pened if I had stepped on that one?” 

“Hell Doc,” Max said, scan ning for sat el lites in the
heav ens. “One thing’s for cer tain and that is you would
sure have gone straight up into or bit.” 

If life’s a dream, then the feel ings and im ages of that
walk in the dark spoke true. The break-up of our fam ily a
few years later acted as a toxin as pain ful as a scor pion
sting.  It shat tered my vi sion of the real and the un real
and launched me into or bit in the star-span gled gal ax ies
of re mote and nu min ous in ner land scapes.
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Sto ries in the Sand 

At night the winds blew over the fine red sand of the
semi-desert coun try and erased the spoor the ba boons
left when they came down from the rocks and the sleep -
ing cliffs. Ev ery day they sketched a new story in the
sand. You could in ter pret the sto ries of their where -
abouts and ac tiv i ties in some de tail, even if you were an
am a teur at read ing the signs.  And when they came out
of the thick scrub and crossed one of the sandy roads in
open for ma tion, spread out in a straight line over two
hun dred yards or more, you could make an ac cu rate
count and de ter mine the num bers of adult males and
adult fe males and ju ve niles be cause of the dif fer ences in
the sizes of the handprints they left, like a tribe of min ia -
ture hu mans walk ing four-footed in the dust. 

At night the winds blew through the gauze screens on
the win dows that pro tected the house from mos qui toes.
The study area was in the ma laria belt and we all took
tab lets as a pre ven tive mea sure ev ery day. We parked
the car in the shade at the side of the house un der a young 
ba o bab tree.  We lived in the house for sev eral years, not
count ing the times we lived in the rondawel when we
crossed over into the great re serve to study the in ter ac -
tions be tween ba boons and their pred a tors in an area
highly pop u lated by leop ards.

Each eve ning I came home and told Shona and Alison
what the ba boons had done that day.  We got to know the
in di vid u als and to un der stand their sep a rate sto ries.  It
was a kind of never-end ing story about the on go ing his -
tory of a big fam ily on the moun tain and how they would
wake up all to gether to greet the rays of the sun and how
they tracked its course whilst walk ing and feed ing all to -
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gether through out ev ery day and how they came home all
to gether as the sun be gan to set be hind the sleep ing cliffs
ev ery eve ning and how all to gether they climbed up the
cliffs to spend ev ery night to gether and how they al ways
cared for and pro tected and were al ways true to each
other and lived hap pily to gether for ever and ever amen.  

Shona drew and painted stick pic tures of the mem bers 
of this fam ily. She sketched and daubed and spat tered

with col our the moun tain and the trees. Sit -
ting on the ce ment floor out on

the porch with the two
golden haired dogs doz ing 

close by, she made
painted im prints of her
hand on many sheets of
pa per. We put dates on
these her works and

mounted them on card -
board and stuck them on

the walls for dec o ra tion. 
They were the man i fest ing

frag ments of Shona’s world of dreams.

The Place of the El e phant

The bark of the ba o bab trees was grey and smooth and
cool to the touch. There were deep and long-healed scars
on some of the older tress where they had been tusked by
long-van ished gen er a tions of el e phants. When, fi nally,
they died and fell, lit tle re mained of that great girth and
the grand and twisted limbs.  They lay upon the earth like
wrin kled white pa py rus, drained and dried, fad ing
slowly back into ground.  The el e phants had fallen to the
gun, shot out now for many years, but these enor mous
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trees re minded us that this once was Eden with el e phant
and rhino abun dant through out the land and, at the
south ern tip of Af rica, Ta ble Bay once shel tered mul ti -
tudes of calv ing and mat ing whales, aquatic gi ants, the
South ern Rights, so named by whal ers be cause their trust -
ing, placid na ture made them easy prey and thus the
“right” whale to re ceive the spear.  Ba boons still sub sist on 
Ta ble Moun tain and they sur vive through out south ern
Af rica, their dis tri bu tion lim ited by the avail abil ity of safe
sleep ing sites. The clowns and fools of myths and folk lore,
in the old days the Zulu peo ple fed them in time of
drought.  But in mod ern times all an i mals, both great and
small, have been tamed, do mes ti cated, tele vised and
demystified, their hab i tat de nuded, their po tency ab -
sorbed, their en ergy can ni bal ised.  

There were eighty-three ba boons in the troop in the
be gin ning, not count ing the small black in fants that
clung up side down to their mother’s bel lies. They made
their sleep ing sites half way up the sand stone krantzes. 
The main site was to the east, where you could hear them
wahooowing from the house as the big males rounded
up the young sters be fore they set off on the day range
and again when they re turned in the late af ter noon.  They 
used the sec ond sleep ing site on the west face less fre -
quently.  I never found out why.   

When the sun rose up its huge or ange orb mounted
quickly clear of the ho ri zon.  But it moved more slowly as 
it jour neyed across the mid-heav ens, where it glowed
with the col our of white gold.  The troop came down
from the sleep ing cliffs in the early morn ing in a se ries of
slow de scents, marked by many pauses to sit to gether in
groom ing groups and look out over the veld. Bel fast, my
Swazi guide in the great re serve, told me they were wait -
ing for the sun to burn the dew off the grass so that they

23

Roots



would not wet their feet as they for aged through the
veld. And then, all at once, as if by a sig nal, the down -
ward move ment gath ered mo men tum and the troop,
form ing a com pact, trav el ling for ma tion with the large
males in the front and rear, the fe males and vul ner a ble
young in the cen tre, be gan the march to the feed ing
grounds and van ished si lently into the trees.

The Tribe of Yogg

Yogg was a huge male who thor oughly eval u ated my
in ten tions as I first be gan to fol low the ba boons at a re -
spect ful dis tance.  On the first day, the an i mals fled re peat -
edly as I in sisted on fol low ing them de spite the barks,
screams, threats and hasty with draw als from fa vour ite
food sources as I came up exasperatingly yet once again. 
Yogg him self made a fi nal ef fort. He waited in am bush
un til a pre cisely de fined mo ment, when he pounced out
stiff-legged and struck the earth and sand in a flurry of
dust a few paces in front of me.  When in doubt stand still
and do noth ing.  I dropped my eyes and watched him
from un der the lids, will ing my self as small as pos si ble. 
He took sev eral quick steps to wards me, the hairs of his
mane bris tling over the pow er ful shoul ders. Sev eral times
he struck the earth, throw ing sand in my di rec tion, flick er -
ing his eye brows to show the white spots above the black
eye lids in the clas si cal threat of look ing.  In the un spo ken
lan guage of pri mates, con tin u ous, one-pointed vi sual at -
ten tion sig ni fies an in ten tion to act upon the ob ject and
hence the ge net i cally pro grammed threat of the “look.” 
This lan guage of look ing is so deeply em bed ded in our
psy chic her i tage that even in this mod ern age of many
words it is still rec og nised by the high est of hu man au -
thor i ties.  I once saw a news pa per head line an nounc ing a
rather un usual judg ment of the crim i nal courts.  The head -
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line read, “Raped By A Look.”  

When the look did not stim u late
flight, Yogg stood up on his hind
legs, spread his arms wide and
gave a hoarse bark of out rage.
But when he saw me crouch ing
there, dig ging a hole with my
fin gers in the earth, he eval u -
ated me fi nally as a fool and
whipped around, dropped to
the ground and walked away
with that sway ing, four-legged
rhythm that can cover mile upon
mile of veld in the heat of the day. Af -
ter that he ig nored me and from that day on wards I
called him Yogg and tagged along be hind him.  When the 
oth ers saw him ig nor ing me they ig nored me too and that 
be came our work ing re la tion ship.  I be came a part of
their back ground.  I never fed them and I never be came
part of their group.  They ac cepted me but never re ally
trusted me, and who can blame them.  But later on they
also tol er ated any other hu man who came to ob serve,
pro vided the per son be haved with re spect.  This ha bit u a -
tion pro cess was quite typ i cal of the ex pe ri ence of other
primatologists study ing a wide range of spe cies in many
other eco sys tems.

In time I was able to sit within a few yards of Yogg and
the moth ers and their nurs ing black-coated, pink-faced
new born in fants. Wean lings with coat colours in var i ous
phases of grey gath ered in play groups around him.  A
sense of con fi dence and trust flowed all around this an i -
mal. Yogg did not ra di ate raw mas cu line power and
phys i cal force.  But he walked ahead and led most of the
day ranges.  He was the adult male that mated most fre -

25

Roots



quently with the re cep tive fe males al though he formed
sex ual con sort re la tion ships only with the more ma ture
and ro tund fe males in the troop.  As an el der he ig nored
the sex ual in vi ta tions of the slen der young fe males,
many of whom un doubt edly were his daugh ters.  With
these he con fined his re sponse to pat ting the rump with
both hands. Moth ers and preg nant fe males clus tered
around him in the shade, tak ing turns to groom his coat.  

The Pa tri ar chy

Adult male ba boons are un doubt edly the pro tec tors
of the troop and, in the in ter ests of the con ser va tion of en -
ergy, they usu ally do their pro tect ing quite eco nom i cally
by sit ting still, el bows on knees, ex er cis ing the in tim i dat -
ing look.  If the look alone is not ef fec tive they may move
into phase two, the open-jaw dis play.  This threat is im -
pres sive, par tic u larly if you are in close prox im ity and
the dis play ing male has splen did den tal equip ment.  The
open-jawed threat is an other en ergy-con serv ing strat egy
that con sists of spread ing the jaws wide in a man ner re -
sem bling a yawn.  It is the in ten sity of the look that sig ni -
fies im pend ing ac tion. The yawn is some times fol lowed
by the sound of the teeth clash ing to gether and this can
be heard from a dis tance as the in ner edges of the
two-inch long ca nines are honed to a ra zor’s edge.  The
teeth are im pres sive when seen at close range. When
used in com bat they are for mi da ble weap ons and the ac -
tion is brief and can, on oc ca sion, prove fa tal. 

If shot at by hu mans, ba boons typ i cally flee with the
troop pro tec tors run ning in front and out dis tanc ing the
rest of them.  But they will pack to gether and ad vance on
lions with barks and screams and shaken branches, driv -
ing Leo him self from sanc tu ar ies such as their sleep ing
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sites.  Once we came upon a scene where one of the adult
males who had mauled and mor tally wounded a leop ard 
had died in the fray and an other died later of its in ju ries. 
A troop pro tec tor with a full set of ca nines can dis patch
the fierc est of farm-bred hunt ing dogs us ing a tech nique
that is so quick that you may doubt what your eyes have
seen.  The do mes tic breed called “Boerbul” in the old
days had the lion-hunt ing in stincts and the her o ism of
the Ridge Back com bined with the bone-crunch ing jaws
of the Pitbull Ter rier. When at tacked by such a foe, adult
male ba boons first drive the vul ner a ble troop mem bers
to the rear.  Then some times they some what sur pris ingly
sit down flat as the dog closes in. An in ex pe ri enced dog
may take this as a sign to lunge for the throat. An adult
male ba boon is a pow er ful an i mal and in prac tice has
four hands, each with an op pos able thumb. The hands
seize the leap ing dog, com mit ted, fully stretched and air -
borne, us ing its own im pe tus and weight to turn the as -
sault aside. The at tack car ries through like a sack of
po ta toes, briefly cra dled by the ba boon’s pre hen sile feet.
The hands draw in the folds of ab dom i nal skin, scrunch -
ing the hide to gether into the clos ing trap of the ra -
zor-sharp ca nines. The ba boon twists and tosses the
car cass aside with a kick and a push of all four limbs to -
gether, the dog’s taut skin slit from back to belly, its en -
trails drag ging in the dust. 

The Fem i nine Prin ci ple

At first it seemed that the adult males were the lead -
ers who chose the route on a given day.  They were cer -
tainly im pres sive as they dis ci plined the ju ve niles and
herded the troop mem bers to gether. Bel low ing, roar ing
and bark ing they made as ton ish ing leaps, bound ing,
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land ing, cling ing briefly and then bound ing again across
the chasm from one sheer cliff face to an other. Many
early primatologists wrote that the dom i nance hi er ar chy
of the adult male mon keys and apes was the ul ti mate au -
thor ity in the so cial or der. An in for mal count in later
years re vealed that these re search ers were mainly men.
A dis tin guished pro fes sor of ethol ogy at a Scot tish uni -
ver sity once told me that women made the best field ob -
serv ers.  One of his se nior stu dents, who went on to
be come quite fa mous, could iden tify each an i mal in a
large herd of red deer by their in di vid ual smell. Only
when other em i nent field ob serv ers, mainly women, be -
gan to pub lish, did the sci en tific com mu nity ad mit that it
was the fe males, who at first seemed to pro vide only the
back drop for the ex ploits of the males, who bound the
troop to gether as the liv ing trans mit ters of kin ship and
re lat ed ness. Theirs was the power, if not the glory. Pre vi -
ously con sid ered a model of the pa tri ar chal type of so cial
sys tem per ex cel lence, the multi-male ba boon troop is
ma tri archal at the core.

The Roots of Androgyny 

Slowly, I be gan to see so cial pro cesses in the troop as a
con tin u ous weav ing of mas cu line and fem i nine en er gies
and that har mony de pended upon the blend ing of these
two cen tral streams.  The se lec tion of the fit ness of an adult 
male as leader de pended upon the qual ity of his re la tion -
ships with the moth ers and their young.  When an adult
male of fered to lead off in a par tic u lar di rec tion on the day
range he stood up abruptly and strut ted off, swag ger ing
his hips and res o nat ing the deep-chested con tact grunt. 
This was a com fort ing sound that main tained au di tory
con tact be tween the an i mals as they spread out to for age
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widely through bush so dense that you some times felt
alone, lost and adrift in the sand and scraggy trees that
pressed in all around you. But it was only when the fe -
males, and the moth ers car ry ing their in fants in par tic u lar, 
be gan to flow to gether to fol low his lead that the move -
ment for the day gath ered en ergy un til it crossed a thresh -
old and the whole group was on the move.

In our troop of chac ma ba boons only three of some
eighty an i mals were ma ture adult males and Yogg had
passed his prime. When Yogg dis played the
open-mouthed threat and yawned and chomped his jaws
and made as if to whet his pri mal weap ons, I saw that he
had only black ened stumps where once there had been
ivory-col oured tusks.  When threat ened or at tacked by po -
tent males Yogg some times did an as ton ish ing thing. He
used a fem i nine strat egy to en list the aid of the en tire band 
of sis ters and broth ers.  Lay ing back his ears, flick er ing his
eye lids and smack ing his lips to gether in an ap pease ment
dis play he ap proached a mother, ex tended his low ered
rump to wards her, tail averted, sa lut ing her with the sign
nor mally re served for the more dom i nant of a pair.  

Then he sat down, grunt ing and clutch ing her
black-coated, pink-faced in fant to his chest. And now, as
if by magic, he be came in vin ci ble. To at tack in fants of this 
age is for bid den. A mother re sponds to a se ri ous threat to 
her in fant with a typ i cal, high-pitched scream. This pro -
vokes an im me di ate per cus sion of barks and squeals and
roars as the whole troop con verges on the trans gres sor at
a run. Any adult male who at tacks an other male clutch -
ing to his heart a black-coated, pink-skinned new born
with a wrin kled face breaks a ta boo that car ries the mark
of Cain.  Ab hor rence of child abuse dwells deep within
the ge netic core. 
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Fear, Anx i ety, Fight, Flight or Freeze 

This be hav iour was not unique to Yogg. I saw du els in 
other troops be tween adult males come sud denly to an
end when one took ref uge in the mother-mim ick ing, in -
fant-snatch ing strat egy.  A vari a tion was the fright be -
hav iour and highly-pitched scream of the mother frozen
in fight-or-flight stance, her gums bared whilst point ing
her tail up straight. An in fant mounted on her back might 
cling to her up right tail for sup port in the fre netic ac tion
ac com pa ny ing noisy tur bu lence in the troop. Moth ers in
this mode were also im mune from at tack. An adult male
im i tat ing this be hav iour of ten ral lied a male ally to his
sup port.  Then, ma noeuv ring to gether from front and
back, with yells and screams, thrusts and par ries, lung -
ing and slash ing with fangs like ra pi ers, the two males
would drive an in di vid u ally more pow er ful con tes tant
deep into the veld.   Yogg’s brother who aided him in
such ep i sodes, a large male in his prime, had a beau ti ful
curve to his tail, car ried head high, that swung from side
to side as he walked with dig nity and grace and so I
called him Sickle Tail.  These two males to gether re tained 
col lab o ra tive do min ion and in this troop of chac mas
there was no sin gle king.

Rites of Ini ti a tion 

Yogg’s abil ity to shut tle be tween the tasks of
agonistic pro tec tor and car ing pro vider and so to hold
and con tain the cen tre made him a sin gu larly mem o ra ble 
an i mal. I re mem ber him best as he sat sil hou etted in the
deep si lence against the back drop of the set ting sun, with 
the cliffs bril liant in the spread of deep red rust and or -
ange hues.  In that twi light time the leaves in the trees
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were si lent and un touched by breath of wind.  The shrill
vi bra tion of the ci ca das was barely au di ble in the si lence
that lay upon the earth. I sat amongst those an i mals as in
a ca the dral, where I had fol lowed them in their slow as -
cent up the sand stone rocks in the cop per-hued shafts of
the set ting sun. We watched to gether as the shad ows
crept over the veld to join the dark en ing sky.  I knew that
I could never truly plumb the mys ter ies of these an i mals.  
At such a time of won der,  a de mand rose up from the
deeps be low and trav elled up wards through my feet,
and coursed its way up touch ing crotch and belly, tinged
with fear as well as rev er ence, and constellated hot and
chok ing in the cen tre of my chest.  I lis tened as I spoke
aloud in a deep and un ac cus tomed voice, look ing out
across that un peop led land scape of the soul.  I asked the
spir its of that place to bless our time and en ter prise and
to take no of fence from our in tru sion into that realm. And 
to for give my need to know and to bless us all and keep
us safe and let us come and go and stay in peace. So Let It
Be Amen.  These words arose from an an cient place
within me and I lis tened to them with as ton ish ment, but
also with some com fort.  And then I be gan the de scent
since the cliffs were steep and I meant to make a safe jour -
ney down be fore to tal dark ness fell.  I trudged through
the sand in the twi light for a mile or so to the place where
I had parked the Opel; the time of light ing of the lamps,
the clos ing of the shut ters, and, when twi light had given
way to night, the wink ing of the cook ing fires and the
throb bing of the drums in the Venda vil lage as I drove
home to our house on the hill.

Some times, be fore I left them in the eve ning, I would
wit ness a mys te ri ous rit ual of these ba boons and old
Yogg would seem at that dream-like time the very pre -
cur sor of the Dru ids. Ba boon troops link the tim ing of
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their re turn to the sleep ing site to the pas sage of the sun.
By the time the sun sinks be low the ho ri zon, they have al -
ready climbed to the safety of their roost ing trees or
sleep ing cliffs.  Yogg’s troop used two al ter nate sleep ing
sites, sit u ated in cliffs on op po site faces of the kopje that
formed the core area of their range. By twi light they usu -
ally sat half way up and mid way be tween the two sites.
Two well-used tracks branched like a cross roads at this
point, one to the East and one to the West. One sub group
af ter an other grad u ally made the fi nal as cent and the
whole group grad u ally fil tered away in the gath er ing
gloom to oc cupy the fa vour ite site on the east ern face. 

Yogg was of ten one of the last to leave and when he
dis ap peared I would pack up for the day.  One eve ning I
saw him take the left-hand track to the al ter nate site
through the dark en ing val ley be neath the krantzes to the
west. At first, de spite the late hour, I thought that he was
tak ing off alone, as adult males some times do. But they
usu ally set off in light of day and never ac com pa nied on
such an en ter prise by the full com ple ment of am bu lant
in fants in the troop.  Then, to my as ton ish ment, there
they were, de spite the rap idly gath er ing dusk I saw them
clear, the large male mov ing steadily up the fi nal nar row
as cent and fol low ing along be hind him in a sin gle line as
many as ten grey in fants, as yet not fully weaned, with
their large ears and lop sid edly prom i nent heads and
min ia ture sickle tails wob bling and bob bing here and
there from rock to rock like lit tle frogs be hind him. I
doubted what I saw.  I ex am ined them through pow er ful
bin oc u lars. It was in deed the case, a sin gle adult male
with ten in fants in a ghostly pro ces sion in his tracks and
not a mother or an other ba boon in sight.  How was this
done in a spe cies that dis plays a min i mum of di rect pa -
ter nal care?  Not one in fant but ten, in dark of night with
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a sin gle, tooth less el der, and for what pur pose con ceived
by the sci en tific credo of nat u ral se lec tion and “sur vival
value?”  I still have no idea. 

The scene re minded me of those clas si cal pho to graphs 
of Konrad Lorenz lead ing a batch of newly hatched gos -
lings in line-astern for ma tion down to the lake to swim.
Lorenz il lus trated so clearly the crit i cal pe riod of at tach -
ment when the young learn to bond to their par ents as
the car ri ers of the im age of their spe cies, and how, by the
very act of fol low ing, they learned to ac cept him as their
mother and their fa ther.   

I saw this strange pro ces sion of in fant ba boons sev eral
times but never fath omed what so cial pro cesses per mit -
ted the most vul ner a ble mem bers of a spe cies that de -
pends upon col lec tive ac tion for pro tec tion to set off in
the twi light with a tooth less pa tri arch en tirely on his
own.  It was al ways too dark to pho to graph them as they
took the al ter nate track, with the old male, ap proach ing
the be gin ning of his end, walk ing in front and the young
ones, old enough to make their very first be gin nings,
walk ing in si lence like school boys in a row.

Be tray als and End ings

Once I fol lowed the troop in the light of a full moon in 
an ef fort to ob serve their sleep ing be hav iour but that
proved a near di sas ter. In the dark ness I climbed a rocky
out crop that pointed like a nee dle to the sky and found
my self peer ing down into an abyss. I turned to scrape
and scratch and tum ble my way back to the car.  As I
with drew in the shad owy light of the moon, Yogg’s
hoarse bark of out rage at be trayed trust re sounded
through the cliffs. When I joined them early next day he
had linked up with the main group. He came at me at
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once, as on the first day, but this time he came close, al -
most too close, bark ing and threat en ing and leav ing no
doubt that my need to know had breached our con tract
and I had be trayed the cov e nant we had made.

It marked a sad an om i nous end ing to this phase in the
life of our fam ily be cause the dream in this great place,
with these mag nif i cent an i mals, came to an end with
themes re peat ing the mo tif of death. Christ mas died of a
co bra bite. Thumbelina was sent away to run with the
pack of hounds used by pest con trol to man age prob lem
jack als.  Some thing in her na ture made it im pos si ble for
her to re sist slip ping away from us and sneak ing into the
goat kraal down the hill where she took the kids by the
neck and dragged them around in the fetid black mud. 
She had not yet worked up to in jur ing one of them be fore
she was dis cov ered and the mood of the farmer, who
owned our house on the hill top, dark ened when he saw
from afar the yel low dog loose amongst his stock. Later
on it deep ened to an ger when the cluck ing and squawk -
ing of the hens sum moned him to the hen-house where
he found Thumbelina lap ping up freshly bro ken eggs. 
He called me on the party line in stead of reach ing for his
ri fle.  It was not a friendly call and he told me that I
should tie her up be cause the next time he would with no
doubt what so ever shoot her dead. 

Some au thor i ties be lieve that the runt in the lit ter is
par tic u larly prone to such be hav iour due to the early
strug gles to sur vive, not only in the womb, but also on
emerg ing into a world of lim ited re sources. This be lief is
well es tab lished in the tap es tries of the folk lore of breed -
ing dogs, but Thumbelina thrived amongst the hounds in 
the jackal pack and be came a fa vour ite of her keep ers.
But as to her fit ness as a leader in the hunt, fol low ing her
ar rival in the pack, the hounds seemed jinxed and ran
down no more jack als.
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The Death of Yogg

To wards the end I was away much of the time in the
East ern Cape, ar rang ing for an other phase of work with
the dol phins at the Mu seum and Oceanarium com plex in 
Port Eliz a beth.  My vis its to the troop be came spo radic. 
When I went out on one of the last days Sickle Tail was
miss ing from the van guard as they came down from the
krantzes and crossed the red dunes and went into the
mopaneveld.  I saw him later, bring ing up in the rear, lag -
ging far be hind.  The troop had dis ap peared into the trees 
and he walked alone, with many pauses to stand and
look. His right front arm was bowed and badly bro ken.
He limped as he walked slowly and care fully. He had the 
look that is the es sence of sad ness with down cast, de -
jected eyes, the ab sent look of the sick an i mal close to
death. I looked for Yogg also, for sev eral days, and could
not find him.  Sickle Tail was seen no more. The troop
went on with the daily round of ac tiv i ties, as be fore.
Some of the youn ger males, for merly less as ser tive, were
al ready fill ing the vac uum, herd ing the young sters,
much more prom i nent in their vig i lance be hav iour,
walk ing ahead and bring ing up in the rear on the march
to the feed ing grounds. But it was no lon ger the same.

I made in qui ries.  I spoke to the son of the farmer
whose lands bor dered on the re serve.  In the be gin ning
we had for mu lated an un der stand ing with the farm ers to 
take a softer line on the ba boons whilst our study was in
pro cess.  Max had donned what he called his “Fa ther
Christ mas Suit,” the of fi cial uni form of Na ture Con ser -
va tion, green ep au lets and be ret with its shin ing cop per
badge and we had driven around to re spect fully re quest
of each farmer in the ad join ing dis trict that they would
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scare the troop from the fields on the oc ca sional raid
when they crossed the fences and went into the cul ti -
vated lands whilst the study was in pro cess, rather than
shoot them dead.  This had been a re quest and a ver bal
agree ment and not a con tract and with cer tain farm ers it
was some times re solved with res er va tion and a touch of
irony if not de ri sion. What farmer would com mit to so
ex traor di nary a re quest, to spare the lives of ba boons rav -
ag ing his to ma toes and pil lag ing his crops?  

The young man said to me, “They did come into our
planted lands and I did shoot at them.”

“I am par tic u larly in ter ested in the large old male.  I no 
lon ger see him walk with them.”

We looked at each other in si lence.  “Ja,” he said, “OK.
You can say that it was me.”  

He was apol o getic.  “You usu ally look for the big gest
and shoot that one,” he said, by way of in di rect con fir ma -
tion. “The big one is usu ally the ring leader.”

So that was how it ended, with a bul let. At least Yogg
had not wound up in a sin gle cage as a sub ject for med i cal
re search, wait ing con demned as a do nor for an or gan
trans plant. Lukas Stoltz, the good col league who headed
Na ture Con ser va tion in our dis trict, who be came my
friend and who had as sisted us from the be gin ning to -
gether with his kind and gen tle, car ing wife Jean, who had
helped our fam ily with so many things, in clud ing com fort
and ad vice and mu sic and laugh ing and sing ing to the ac -
com pa ni ment of Lukie’s con cer tina in the can dle-light on
many a lonely night, had cau tioned me firmly and hon -
estly, with no apol ogy or sen ti men tal ity in the very be gin -
ning, when we spoke of the of ten cal lous dis re gard of
col lec tive hu man ity for the lives and rights of an i mals.

“They can not sur vive, man,” said Lukas.  “They can -
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not sur vive.  You have to un der stand that, or you will
only be very un happy. If they leave the re serve they will
def i nitely be shot and killed and that is all that you can
say or even think about it.”

But I needed to make a state ment. I felt that Yogg de -
served it.  I wrote a let ter to the young man’s fa ther, ex -
press ing my dis ap point ment and my grief to him as a
re spon si ble land owner. I said that pho to graphs of this
old an i mal had ap peared in the daily press in both of fi -
cial lan guages and had gone around the world in sci en -
tific jour nals and pre sen ta tions at in ter na tional
con fer ences.  I re gret ted this loss, which was a per sonal
sad ness and an un happy blot upon the good rep u ta tion
of our coun try in the fields of nat u ral sci ence and na ture
con ser va tion. I said that the un for tu nate shoot ing of this
ba boon who was one of a tribe who had been here long
be fore all of us made us look bad in the eyes of the world. 

Un hap pily, he took this as a per sonal as sault upon his
ped i gree and scrawled an an gry re sponse in his own
hand, ad dress ing it to the doc tor who had so much
knowl edge of and af fin ity with ba boons, say ing that he
would pre fer to re ceive let ters in his own lan guage and
not in Eng lish, the lan guage of the op pres sors of his peo -
ple.  He said that he did not care about the rep u ta tion of
any blasted ba boon, in ter na tional or oth er wise.  He said
that if they came onto the land that be longed to him and
that had be longed to many gen er a tions of his fam ily be -
fore him and would af ter him be long to his sons, he
would en sure that they were thor oughly ex ter mi nated
“to the very last hair and hide and toe nail of all of them.”

Ill-con sid ered words take their re venge, es pe cially
when at tached to strong emo tions. When spo ken or writ -
ten with fo cused in tent, words may res o nate, rather like
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the tone-sys tems and rhythms of mu si cal notes, and
repercuss, for better or for worse, upon the mu sic of the
spheres. Some months af ter we had moved south we
heard that there had been an ac ci dent.  The land owner
had been drill ing for wa ter to ir ri gate more and more do -
mes tic pro duce in that arid semi-desert place where the
ex otic veld flow ers blos som briefly over night in all of
their trop i cal fra grance af ter the first spring rains. The
taut steel ca ble snapped and snaked up the deep drill
hole like a mamba un coil ing from the earth.  And, spring -
ing sud denly free of the con fines of the nar row core, it
struck him in the throat, crushed his voice box and slit his 
throat from ear to ear.

La dy bird, La dy bird, Fly Away Home

And so with these deaths ended our time in the Land
of the El e phant where the great herds had long since died 
and now this old ba boon that had sur vived long af ter
they had gone had also died.  This land of the gi ant trees
had shown us the roots of the or ganic psy che. We had
made a brief re turn, as in a dream, to a state of pri me val
psychospiritual con scious ness, named the Muladhara
Chak ra in the tantric tra di tions of the East. Muladhara
means “sup ported by the roots.” Lo cated at the base of
the spine, Muladhara is the first of seven ma jor bio-psy -
cho-so cial-spir i tual cen tres for the de vel op ment of in -
creased aware ness. Its el e ment is earth, its pri mary sense
is smell, its col our is the red of blood and its to tem an i mal 
is the El e phant. The world of the el e phant is a world of
in stincts and dimly de vel op ing self-con scious ness. The
power of the el e phant bal ances the spin ning orb of earth
upon its back. The el e phant, ma ter nal, pro tec tive, wise,
nur tures the grow ing child. The el e phant an chors hu -
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man ity in the world of Na ture, the ma te rial world, the
pri mary re al ity for bi o log i cal be ings.  De stroy the realm
of the el e phant and all of hu man civ i li za tion co mes tum -
bling down. 

And as this phase of our dream ended on the theme of
death, we left that dis tant place and went down to the
coast. There we would en ter the do main of the wa ter el e -
phant, the le vi a than that guards the depths of the sec ond
chakrum, lo cated at the na vel, the sex ual cen tre, the
realm of Oedipus, the bap tis mal font of the wa ters of re -
birth. The name of this cen tre of con scious ness is
Svadhisthana, whose sense is taste, whose el e ment is wa -
ter, whose col our is or ange, whose man da la is the fem i -
nine cres cent moon, whose to tem an i mal is the wa ter
el e phant, the Great Makara, part whale, part croc o dile,
guard ian of sex, re pro duc tion and pri mal re la tion ships,
font of the hu man fam ily sys tem.
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About the au thor

Trained as a psy chol o gist at the Uni ver sity of Na tal,
McMaster Uni ver sity and the Uni ver sity of Lon don, Gra -
ham Saayman has a long-stand ing in ter est in hu man de -
vel op ment, in clud ing the evo lu tion ary or i gins of
hu mans.  He in ves ti gated hor monal and eco log i cal de -
ter mi nants of ba boon so cial sys tems in the Limpopo Val -
ley and Kruger Na tional Park in the 1960s and made the
first sys tem atic study of dol phin so cial be hav iour off the
south-east coast of South Af rica in the 1970’s.  As Pro fes -
sor of Psy chol ogy at the Uni ver sity of Cape Town
(1974-1989), he was one of the first be hav ioural sci en tists
to in tro duce Jung ian thought to uni ver sity-based re -
search and to con nect ethol ogy to An a lyt i cal Psy chol ogy. 
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re la tion ship be tween med i ta tion and the ar che typal con -
tent of noc tur nal dreams. Trained as a clin i cal psy chol o -
gist at Chedoke-McMaster Hos pi tals in Can ada, he
de vel oped an “ar che typal” ap proach to fam ily ther apy.
He also de vel oped a dream-ori ented ap proach to group
psy cho ther apy, based upon a Jung ian un der stand ing of
dream ap pre ci a tion. He was elected an Hon or ary Mem -
ber of the In ter na tional As so ci a tion for An a lyt i cal Psy -
chol ogy in 2001.
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