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We saw him on our first game drive. We
had left the camp at about 4 PM and it
was shortly after that. The wvehicle
stopped by a clearing between some
small trees and Alfie, the ranger, said,
“Lion.” We couldn’t see him.

“Where?” Camouflage and jetlag to-
gether can be blinding.

Alfie pointed again. “There.”

Then we saw him. He was right there,
fifteen feet from us, lying flat on his
left side, feet toward
us, the rangy edges
of a mane further
on. We had arrived
at Londolozi, in the
Sabi Sands game re-
serve, 65,000 hect-
ares (160,550 acres)
adjacent to Kruger
National Park in the
northeast of South
Africa, only an hour
earlier from Paris.

Bennett, the tracker,
who sat on a seat pro-
truding over the front
left of the jeep—he
called it his “office”—
hopped casually off
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his perch and climbed into the vehicle .

with us, so that it would have no visual
irregularities that might look unusual
to the lion. The jeep 1s completely open,
no roof, exposed on all four sides. There
is a rifle perched across the dashboard,
but Alfie says he has never had to use it.
After decades of seeing Land Rovers,
with little, chattering, camera-snapping,
hat-wearing humans sitting inside, the
animals—lions, leopards, elephants,
giraffes, rhinos, hippos, hyenas—not
only appear entirely unthreatened but
hardly seem to notice us at all. Just
don’t get out of the jeep and don’t stand
up in the jeep. Then you’re meat. There
are a few deaths every year in Kruger,
Alfie says: someone taking that all-
important, final close-up.

The lion’s sandy color matched per-
fectly the rubble-studded dirt on which
he was lying. But once you saw him, you
saw nothing else, and immediately felt
the joy of safari: one’s shrunken signifi-
cance, one’s thin shadow. Five hundred
pounds, a great mound of lion muscle,
napping. He didn’t flick a whisker at
the vehicle driving up and stopping.
But when Alfie started the motor again
he lifted his heavy head slowly and
looked our way with drowsy disdain.
A mammoth weary warrior, his whole
body ticked with scars, his mane many
mottled shades from blond to black,
punk and jagged on his head. His right
nostril appeared bigger and blacker
than the left, an old wound. He closed
his eyes again, and laid his great head
back down. We had been dismissed.

One cannot really see animals in a
zoo. The safety provided by the cages
and enclosures completely distorts per-
ception. Only 1n the wild, where the
animals are free and man 1s the curious
visitor, caged 1n his jeep, can one feel
the power of their dangerous beauty,
the enormity of their dignity, and the
frailty—and occasional 1diocy—of hu-
mans. As with the American we saw
in another vehicle photographing, with
his twelve-inch lens, a young male lion
while wearing a baseball cap topped
with a miniature stuffed lion.
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The Bad Lion

Toni Bentley

WE: saw the same lion two days later,
about 7:30 in the morning. I recognized
him because of the scar on his nose. He
was with his brother and three females:
a mother and her two grown daughters.
The mother had no tail. She had lost
it along with two of her four cubs in a
hyena attack four years ago. The two
remaining cubs are the grown daugh-
ters with her now. They killed a baby
hippo a few hours ago and are feed-
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Satan, the ‘bad lion,” Sabi Sands game reserve, South Africa

ing, each in turn: the
males first, then the
females. Their bellies
are bulging.

Earlier that morn-
ing, in a large pond
just outside the camp,
we counted twenty-
eight hippos in the
water. They stay there
all day and only exit

—single file along &

their narrow hippo #eMi
path—to feed at = o

night. They cannot kil iese
swim, and stand in Mmoo

the shallow water.
We watched one baby
hippo lying crosswise over its mother’s
back, stumpy legs draped over each
side of her huge slippery body, bobbing
up and down 1n the water as the mother
went up and down as hippos do.

We saw this same group of lions
a day later on a failed hunt. The females
led, spreading out in three directions
to surround an impala, the two males
languidly following at the rear. They
will help only 1f the prey 1s so large
that the females can’t do it alone. But
the males always eat first. The i1m-
pala got wind of them and escaped,
and the five lions reassembled at a
clearing and took a long nap pre-
ceded by plenty of paw- and face-
cleaning and licking of each other.
And finally, one female rolled over
and slept on her back, belly and feet
to the sky. It was then, while all was
quiet, that Alfie told us that they
call the male Satan, the one with the
scarred nostril.

The rangers and trackers know the
animals—there are about sixty lions in
Sabi Sands, and they know each pride,
all the males—but they do not appro-
priate them by naming them. Except
for this one lion.

“He 1s a bad lion,” said Alfie with
little emotion.

The next afternoon, sometime after
five, Bennett pointed to the left, climbed
down from his “office,” and got in the
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jeep with us. It was already getting
cold. Alfie drove on, then turned left.
Running at a good clip straight toward
us was a lioness, followed at short range
by Satan, with his brother close behind.
She made a sharp right in front of the
vehicle and the males followed her.
Alfie made a sharp left and followed
them, mowing down several acacia
bushes along the way, as we ducked
the two-inch thorns. The three lions
had stopped a short space away. Satan,
panting, was standing, blood dripping
from his nose into his mouth and onto
his chin. “They were fighting,” said
Alfie.

The lioness buried herself on her
belly in some tall yellow brush, almost
invisible except that the grass about
her head grew slowly red. The two
males settled about eight feet from
her, beside each other. The panting
slowed down and all became quiet.
What was going on? Our jeep was just
behind the lioness, only ten feet from
her. We waited in silence. The minutes
passed, maybe ten. Satan stands up,
turns around, cocks his head up, sniffs
the wind, and opens his jaws, showing
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The lioness, before she was attacked by Satan
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huge bloody incisors. # .20
I wonder if he i1s In  gEtiE
pain.

The violence was
so quick, so out of
the silence that I re-
member only a few
flashed images. Sa-
tan’s brother circled,
imperceptibly, around
behind the lioness and
the two attacked her
from both front and

will kill the cubs of another male
lion. But very rarely do they kill lion-
esses. It does not serve them geneti-
cally. Satan is not, now, 1n his own
territory, which belongs to the pride
of the lioness we just saw him attack.
With his brother—who Alfie says 1s
not “bad,” just a “follower”—he tries

to mate with a lioness and when she
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back. Incredibly loud
orowls and roars, she
1s on her back, paws
to her neck, protecting her spine and
throat from their jaws. Awful, awful
throaty noises and suddenly our vehi-
cle i1s jolted to one side. Satan has hit
the back corner, full-force, and we all
are knocked sideways to the right.
There is blood among the lions but I
don’t know whose. Alfie turns on the
motor and asks 1f we want to stay or go.
“Go7"

We drive off, leaving the three lions
alone. It is now that Alfie explains
about Satan.

“He has been killing lionesses for
years. He has killed many lionesses.”

Male lions kill other male lions over
territory, females, food. And they

refuses him, as she almost always will
since she doesn’t know him and he i1s
not of her pride, he tries, often with
success, to kill her. He had attacked
another one only two days ago but she
got away.

Once, Alfie says, they watched him
mate for two days straight with a li-
oness he had killed. “We have never
seen this before.” Satan’s behavior—
a serial rapist, necrophiliac, killer—is
deviant, the need to dominate gone
awry, even for a lion. But 1n a conser-
vation reserve like Sabi Sands, humans
do not interfere, even with a criminal
animal. It is the lions who must deal with
their own, and Satan remains at large.

If he is deviant, crazy, I ask Alfie,
how does he know that Satan won't
jump in the jeep and attack us? Alfie
shakes his head and says, “He won't.
He’s not interested in us.”

We drive on and see the pride of the
lioness, about a half-mile away. I count
thirteen lions, including the dominant
male with a scraggly dark mane, and
a handsome young male whose thick
reddish mane 1s just filling i around
his neck. He 1s about three and halt
years old, and the son, Alfie tells us,
of the lioness Satan just attacked. She
separated herself from her pride, he ex-
plains, to divert Satan and his brother
from them, her family as it were. The fe-
males in a lion pride are related: moth-
ers, daughters, sisters, aunts. I watch the
young lion, beautiful and alert, watch-
ing, seeming to look 1n her direction.
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The ‘handsome young male,” son of the lioness

But it is probably just the wind.

We follow the pride on a hunt. They
have spotted a baby warthog. Too
late for the capture, we arrive 1n time
to see the still squealing animal in
four mouths: those of the alpha male,
the handsome young male, an even
younger male, and the female who
made the kill. All four growl and pull
simultaneously and the animal is lit-
erally torn into four rather unequal
pieces. Each settles down to eat, blood,
meat, skin, and bones, crunch-crunch.
The entire pride had eaten earlier
and the other females wait patiently.
The little warthog was a chance snack.
Finished, the pride strolls down to a
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small watering hole and drinks, nuz-
zling and licking one another. We
watch them for a while and then head
back to camp. As the sky darkens, the
Southern Cross appears above us. [
wonder how the honess 1s.

In Other Rooms, Other Wonders
by Daniyal Mueenuddin.
Norton, 247 pp., $23.95

Stendhal once wrote that “politics in a
work of literature is like a gunshot in
the middle of a concert, a crude thing
and yet it's impossible to withhold one’s
attention.” His own example suggested
that it was possible to reconcile the
guns and the music—Ilike the cannons
in the 1812 Overture, perhaps—but it
is not easy. Recent fiction in English
set in Pakistan has had to face the
challenge squarely, however. The rule
of law has been violated there so often,
and the public trust plundered so ex-
tensively, that the country’s damaged
political culture now taints much of
private life.

In the 1993 novel Season of the Rain-
birds, Nadeem Aslam, a Pakistam-born
novelist who was raised in London,
presents Pakistani politics as a puzzle
so bewildering that not even the most
astute locals can solve it. The book
opens with the delivery of a bag of
mail accidentally delayed for mineteen
vears, which prompts a town’s residents
to struggle to remember how their po-
litical feuds have changed in the inter-
val and whether anything they wrote
then might get them into trouble today.
A judge i1s murdered, perhaps on ac-
count of one of these feuds. A night
watchman is arrcsted and tortured for
the crime, though a local strongman
scems the more likely culprit. *I wish
we could find out who actually runs this
country,” says a schoolteacher. “The
army? The politicians? The industrial-
ists? The landowners?” The case of the
judge’s murder goes cold.

The schoolteacher in Aslam’s novel
has an intrinsic decency, a quality
shared by a few characters, including
one of the town's Muslim clerics. By
contrast, such integrity seems unattain-
able in Moth Smoke, the 2000 novel
by Mohsin Hamid, another young and
talented Pakistani writer. Hamid de-
seribes a young heir living in Lahore
who justifies his feelings of hopeless-
ness by referring to the socioeconomic
chaos around him:

Some say my dad’s corrupt and I'm
his money launderer. Well, it’s true
enough. People are robbing the
country blind, and if the choice 15
between being held up at gunpoint
or holding the gun, only a madman
would choose to hand over his wal-
let rather than fill it with someone
else’s cash.... The roads are fall-
ing apart, so you need a Pajero or
a Land Cruiser. The phone lines
are erratic, so you need a mobile.
The colleges are overrun with fun-
dos who have no interest in getting
an cducation, so you have to go
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The next day we hear that she was
wounded badly in the attack, her back
broken, her spinal cord gouged, para-

. lyzed. She had been seen by some rang-

ers but they weren't encouraging guests
to go that way anymore.

The morning we were leaving Sabi
Sands I asked Alfic about the lioness.

“She died yesterday,” he said.

I thought of her lying by the small
brush bush where she was last seen, with
her broken back, taking two days to die.

A Very Different Pakistan

Caleb Crain

Danival Mucenuddin, South Punjab, Pakistan, April 2009

abroad.... Thanks to electricity
theft there will always be short-
ages, 0 you have to have a gen-
erator. The police are corrupt and
ineffective, so you need private
security guards. It goes on and on.

This is a crude voice—selfish, venal,
and lacking in honesty. Hamid’s cynic
breaks the law merely for his own com-
fort, which seems to rank even higher
with him than love: when he finds his
wife in bed with his best friend, he is
too calculating to lose his temper.

In his 2007 novel The Reluctant Fun-
damenialist, Hamid puts a similar as-
sessment of Pakistan into the mouth
of a middle-aged American business-
man—*“Corruption, dictatorship, the
rich living like princes while everyone
else suffers. ... The elite has raped that
place well and good, right?”—so that
the hero, a young Pakistani working
for an American consulting firm, may
flinch at the condescension he hears in
it and take his first mental steps away
from Western liberal humanism. In
both novels, Hamid makes a political
disappointment easier for an outsider
to follow by attaching it to a romantic
One.

Th& American-cducated Pakistani
author Daniyal Mueenuddin has taken
the literary treatment of Pakistani poli-
tics a step further in his first published
work, a group of linked stories titled
In Other Rooms, Other Wonders. Like
Aslam but less cerebrally, Mueenud-
din concentrates on the local, and like
Hamid but less scnsationally, he is in-
terested in the often unconscious cf-
fects of politics on a character’s morals,
He adds an element of mournfulness.
In Mueenuddin’s stories, the struggles
of politics shape everyone, and every-
one loses. IU's natural to turn away from
the shame that attaches to losing, and

such shame may add to the difficulty
of politics as a subject for hterature:
shame makes people more petty about
their injuries and more grandiose in
their compensations—and therefore
repellent to sympathy. Mueenuddin’s
innovation is to show that the dam-
age caused by shame may itself be
a subject for grief. Feelings of being
compromised by sex, a loss of dignity,
an abdication of principle, a closed
heart—these are wounds, even if
sometimes a person inflicts them on
himself.

Mueenuddin's eight stories take
place in a social world presided over by
the family of K. K. Harouni, the owner
of a mansion in Lahore and of farm-
land in the Punjab, Pakistan's richest
and most powerful province. Mueenud-
din writes that the Harouni family
became wealthy under British rule,
which ended in 1947; that K. K. himself
still had enough power in the 1970s to
arrange for the government to build
roads connecting his farms to markets;
and that he still had enough money in
the late 1970s to invest foolishly in the
industrial boom that occurred after
1977, when General Zia-ul-Hagq, a mili-
tary dictator who sympathized with
Islamic fundamentalists, deposed the
socialist prime minister Zulfikar Ali
Bhutto, who was hanged two vyears
later—events Muecenuddin does not
mention.

By the time of the stories, the
Harouni family has outlived its glory.
They retain enough money to be com-
fortable, but their feudal prestige is
little more than a memory. It persists
fossilized in the minds of some of their
dependents—in a crooked manager’s
necd to convinee himself that he hasn't
“pbroken his feudal allegiance 10 K. K.
Harouni” or in an aged odd-job man’s
wish to be buried on family land. From
time to time a peasant still touches a
man’s knee to signal deference, but
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Alfie says that Satan has two more years
to rampage before he gets tooold to keep
killing other lions. Unless, | think, the
voung lion challenges him. But it would
not be to avenge his murdered mother.
It would be to protect his pride. L]

among some the gesture has become
a joke.

Most of the stories are told in the
third person by a narrator who is not
himself a character but who seems to
share in the twilight mood surrounding
the Harounis. This narrator looks at
the world with an enlightened melan-
choly, as a grandson might who expects
to inherit no more from his old family
than an education. He moves casily
in different social milicus, from urban
sophisticatc to servant, and in this
freedom, he resembles the narrator of
Turgenev’s A Sportsman’s Notebook,
who also took advantage of his high
status to cross mmto the world of peas-
ants and woodsmen. Like Turgenev,
too, Mueenuddin has an eve for the
tragedy and beauty in lives that a lesser
writer might regard merely as miser-
able or eccentric.

In the first story, “Nawabdin Electri-
cian,” for example, Mueenuddin tells
the story of Nawab, who serves K. K.
Harouni by rigging the electric meters
on the pumps that water his farms and,
when necessary, repairing the pumps
themselves, When Nawab arrives at a
broken pump he shows off his effort at
concentration by insisting “No tea, no
tea” when a cup is offered to him. Half
a paragraph later, though, as he settles
in, he coaxes the machine by drinking
“tea next to it,” as if he and it were be-
coming companionable. Mueenuddin
makes so little of Nawab’s tea-drinking
inconsistency that the reader may not
notice it on first reading; it scems cer-
tain that Nawab himself doesn’t notice
it. Later, when Nawab brnings home
brown sugar and persuades his wife to
cook sweetened bread for his twelve
daughters and one son, the charm of
the scene is in Mueenuddin's obser-
vation of the delicate shifts of mood
among close family members: the older
girls are slower to come 1o the kitchen
than the vounger ones, and when the
older girls do appear, “they haughtily
stood to one side.”

One spring night, Nawab visits a night
walchman and offers half-seriously
to tie him up, so that he can pilfer
pasoling from the Harounmi family’s
supply while leaving the watchman
apparently innocent. The watchman
declines—"*Nothing in it for me”—and
Nawab gcts on his motorcycle to ride
home., Between villages, he picks up
a hitchhiker, who pulls a gun on him.
“I'm a man like you, poor as you,”
Nawab pleads. He makes a grab for the
hitchhiker’s gun and is shot. The mo-
torcycle’s engine has flooded, and the
robber, unable to make his getaway, is
in turn shot by villagers who came run-
ning at the sound of gunfire. Nawab
15 not seriously hurt, but the robber
15, and as the two lic side by side in a
pharmacist’s office nearby, the robber
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