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Y running
== to stand still

Traveters” Tabes amtholopy
That i i

Led to the Selous by aspirations of a Karen Blixen-esque experience, Los Angeles
writer Jill Paris quickly found herself out of her depth. Would her Rrst footsteps in
the wilderness be her last? She certainly thought so.

12 Trawel Alvica Spiing 2010




biles fude Law i Thae Tal

- bromzed, confident, amractve. |

ephamt near the Lakas
iy amsd
tenhytely Bo wdea
way from the

“IF ammy
rerrain with the tack: You'Tl pus the nesa

damger,” BewaIm

o S months. ARET

givirg 3 resdirg in 2 Mew Yark . | et a il

ragpedly 21
pull oif a beaded necklzce] named Anton TUmer, a

e Englishman | sarprsif

Tarzanian safari guide with o ; el
gver 22en He bewitched o ] Fire= "You shine
atydl write abotat it iomed theOuraf Africa
soene vibene Robert Redhord w
hair while reciting poetry. A
enviable p
live in the bush and, more smEpos
d1brng’

1 condess when | viesed his website the allanng

phy, what knd of

shampad &

tentd may have oversha Aowed the 'wallan
And, whar's more, Antan's not even bene. Soda 18

running right noew! Hell yes! Here lamineneof =

neriatively dopa. fer e iA The
el of walkng wafarss

Coring 2010 Travel Africa T3




Eagles soar above our heads and the

occasional warthog whirls around and darts

the other way. Its erect, wiry tail looks as
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though it’s giving me the finger

b the most desolars places on earth sscomed by a 26-
year-cld who can already smell my fear, and an African
galde named Kumbe

As the seven af us creep single file towrard a
chuster of rrees it feels 52 though I'm readarg m
quicksand. My throat is drier than 2 dead bush
Lecking down | natiee heaps of animal dung. Same
droppings are similar toviny black guniballs. Some
clumps of ithave reddish besvies mived in like a
friale aalad Oiber loads are so karge that 1care not w
isnagine from whence 1hey came

*Hyena,” says Brent, breaking upa whitish-hairy
pile of peo with his hund before scanning the ground
far rracks, He's very knowledgeable. It's nce 1 know
kTl b able 5o 1ell by the angle of this on's paw prin
which way the wind was blaowing before it killed me

Wharin the HELL amn [ doing here!? My idea of
roughing it is discovering room service has suddenty
st pped serving

I've fallen behind the others somewhat. Kumbe
wvves bris hiand for me 1o by aleng, but for sems
reasan the will ro back aff rather than forge abead
fakees ower. 1'm ag beast 200m From Brent and Fve

guirwarching his lund signals. I'm still in shock o
find the person wha'd invited me had been replaced
by Drickie Greenleaf

Erid the raise of his fistmean STOF or GO? RUM!E!

1 lcecik: backe anid summise that 2 1pring w0 the Land
Cnuiser i hopeless, especially knowing the effortand
Fiill needed s sacoesshially dodge the countess mounds
of dung standing between me and what [ think is safety.
Thien it ceetrs to me that Kumbe iz wearing 2 loud,
ped and Blue checked dioth - not the suggesoed khaks
eefierrs aree should spom on safan

He's 2 walking marador cape!

Soddenly, we're bordering 2 wooded area. My eyes
are darting around so rapidly | probably look lile I'm
harving a seizure. And | was worried I'd comtracy malariat
['wizh | had malaria fight row and was kying in a
heripital bed somewhere Then, Brent approaches

“We must have scaned them off,” he says
diisappoinmedly.

['m relieved beyond measure and am secredly priviad
I didn't pee my pants.

“Awewrwe... Bumirmer, | scoff

Back in the Land Cruiser we begin searching
for whatever elbewe can stam ble upofi. We see
meare hephant and gracefial impaki spanungupan
embarkment. Eagles soar sbove our beads and the
occaskonal warthog whirls around and darrs che other
wray. 1ts erect, wiry tadl lookcs x5 though it giving me the
firger. Dozens of Jow flying white butterflies swarm
aroumd ws 2 wee skannly press ormward

Lager, 25 we motor along in the pitch dark, Treflect
back wo my 30-hour journey 10 reach Dar es Salaam from




Los Angeles and haw ['d spent it preparing questions
for my orwm personal Denys Finch-Haton Withou
kimn here, 1 feel empop inside. The expectations Id buil
wp in oy mind now were gone = gane like the sunlight
thiar cowers this Afrbcan vasmess during the day. 1rall
seema so much bipger in the dark. 16l my bead back
marvelling at a righn sky scartered with a mallien
constellations. The sweer scentof jasmine complemsents
thie STaTTy Canyvas

“Thene's the Milky Way.” Rob points out

b aybee this place [an't 50 bad. Tomorrow, Twall be
Trave like e 1 will nes nan

After diner, 3 pulde camrying a blue-lit listerm
directs me to my 1ent Mine is the st ope alongade
thee river

[ diecisde o sleep bn 3 dress - [ figure il Lhave o
rum screasning (rom here I like so be helly ciothed
when [ da

Might Ealls with 3 cacophonous chorus in the Lukul
Selous. Someon the bow baz of the dcada. New amp
thatup about 10,000 times, thyoe in bull frogs, freaky
Birds that sound like nfanes being rermured, and a kand
of muffled sigh that has te be cither alion exhaling or
bt Drevil smickering.

When [ awake, 3 mere thees houars have patted anoe
[ starved snoozing threagh the comcert of might hiskers.
And, thanks to the red wine I'd chugged at dinner to
disrract me from the hag circling the dining tend's light,
marure is also calling inside me. [ oust noes gn}'.mhr
OpER-air toiller. Surmoanded by a s-foor bamyboo wall,
it has no cedling, just immense mees. | 591 dovwmupon
my throne and look up, glimpsing Oriea’s Belt peeking
threagh the branches

Thien semewhere mad-stream | hear 3 maise 50
errifying. so evil, that | wonder i a person cam actually
{uirst whille urinating

*EEEEEFFEEFEEFEFEE LILLALIUILILY, ERR-ERA-ERR.

I class ey hands in proyer pesirion and oy, “Fhease
doa'’t kil me! Flease don’t kill me!”

] 5;1:1'::.-"!1::1: o bed where [ widl =-'.|rl.".'j|-' li anwradce
umEil dawm. My only sclace i the patter ol dried keaves
o8y ten than resembles the sound of rain

T5 that Brenc’s woice on a walkie-tallde? Moooodd,
tean’ be

Triree hours laser Fm dressing in the dark for the
imaring drive, e somehow lost my MAC eye pend
and for ance dom't care. Daring breakiast [ enention i
Rrena thar | thoughs | heasd him galking in e middle
al the ndgh

=0 veah, the guides wolee me up anound 3am
when a kippe wandened into camp,” ke siys taking 2
biseof susage. “He was all bloody probably been bear
iep i a fghe

Wiatching the sunrise through the Baobab trees
b given me a mewiound sense of bravery. So what
if Tve caly sbepr thmes hours. Bring o the wildlife.

The crufser snops which means ane thatg

EVETYOmE OUL

“We're going oo try and smeak up on these Cape
batfalo,” Breni says

L can dothds, Ir's jst like 2 walk in the park - 2 very
large pask, and instesd of rossing a Frishee around we'ne
stalking large, bideows animalks that weigh mote than
garbage trucks.

I s2art at the fronyofthe pack, and Erent's double-
takee is proof that he's sanded 1o find me there. | dont
peed that Brirish guy. | am so iocking ass at this.

' darimg the breastsiroke through seven-foot @l
grass and [ am strangely not afraid. I'm conscous of
my every step. Dve pu sherd miy designer danglisses
arop my head and P thankfil [ wore long ousers
1oday. | feel drank with sleep deprivatsan, biat ['m

sericnsdy hoving fun. =
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[ After about an haour we see bufalo downstream. We
remaove our shoes and eross the shallow water 10 the other
side. | put my hiking boots back on and take my place in
lime. Sasdly, I've merved moryself o the back, again. There's
sommething about the dense thicker thar frightens me. Ity
serving asa giant curtain that, if raised, | may keel over
when | see what's behind iL

*Everyone down!” Brent ordens.

I'm stunned to see him plop down on the ground.
He and the others aze scooting akong on their busts!

Fem nos gerting dows. There's a buge elepbant fard
the size of a cocomut in frome of me. Talk abowt the
ultimase skid mark

Kurmnbe motions for me to st down, [ refuse The
Larsd ramnbles like 3 magmirade & 2 earhquake might
soumil. [ see dus? rsing up from the samped 1 then
assume a track athlets’s startimg position,

f will ot rum.

There's a tree 2 couple of metmes veay. [ mank’s
diamerer s that of a ssop sign pole. bus | grabit with
beoth hands. [ probatly look Hiee a tightrope walker wha's
paddenly lost her nemve.

Brens nashes over with cobzern. He really is quite
something, this brave young mafi.

| prochaim, “l didn't raf.”

He's grinning and noddieg with whiar hopefilly
signifies admiration for what would prove to beone of
the most couragecus feats of iy life, or the supidess.

“Yois ey Egnome vualbures,” Brent 2ays pointing
i, already moving an

wWe parallel the Chi River for abeut vweniry minuces
aited then spot four brown-and-black dappled wild dogs
laring upstream, They stand motioaless fora coupleof
rdnsines, then dash into the surhing brash

*Let's s ifwe can geta peek a1 thee,” says Brenc.
rifle ir hand.

Wewade abong the riverbed in bare fees, and [ swear

Tanzania

I’d almost overlooked the lesson I'd been sent
to learn — to live life on foot and not in my
head, with fearlessness, presence, without
expectation, and above all, with gratitude

the scentof their fus 4 stll present. | abmost feel like
wild dog myself. F'm in e, bewildered to think that T'm
row corvering their Saotprints with my ovwn, Fim visually
srruck by neon-green sprigs of dover and the small fish
rirning their darts o my ever aride. The splashing of cur
Esorsteps is the only soard.

Claxiny oomes sofily, galedy. | foel so umbled,
ashamed - saddenly behedden 1o the man who isn't here.
What 3 privilepe to have been ssked bere. My heartsings
i 500 Fve rever heard, bat words come easily and |
revirwr, “Eless you, Anton. Bless you”

Maybee Tife 5 like a walking safari. If you venoume
oul expecting Lians and leopands youTl almsost abways
pever ger them. Maybe the best encoumters are with the
pmiEs wou Bever knew you wanted w see. The cnes that,
geary as they may seem, were just the things pou needed
tounbeash reality,

I'd selfishly writhen my story before even reaching
Africa. Fd romancicised scenariod, bricated settings,
irvented fantastical dialogue, and almest oveslooked
the lesson I been sent toleamn - to live life om foos and
not ir my head, with fearlessness, presence. witheut
expectarion, and abowe all, with gratinade.

I'd been given a gift, an incredible gilh.

“¥eu should come and wrise sbous b he once said.

And, sa [ d5d. Lucky me.

s This aricle is dedicared o Anton Charles Turner fra71-zoog).
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When Lo vl
Tha et im0 il Seloud Game

Plan your trip

Getting there o charse: $inghe- of muliphe-eniny
Kenya Alrmays (e enya- wisas from the Tanrania High
airways com) hag daily ights Commission in Londen

T Heathrow 50 Dar o4 5alasm [ Tanzacia-onkne. gov. ukl.
Wi Mairobil Beitish Always (wws,

bacem) flies from Heathrow to Dar— Books

Loty Planels Taaganty by Mary
Fitzpatrick [4th edition, 2008) and
Bradt's Tasranid with Farnbar,

Piveia and Maba by Phlip Briggs

Eeseres I8 o duly to mid: are your Bl guadeback ophicns,
Moemiar. Avoid the rainy season
Btwees March and kay, Find gut more

The Selous Project
Visas e SElOUE O ECLODM]
Mok visitors need visas. Shagl- Great Plaiss Corteraation
Brry visas i be acquired dor {werer gresplainsomseraation.com)
USHSH a1 moad poirtd ol e, Tanzanta Tourist Boand
inchading D o Salaam awport. [www. [anzasiaiouristboand comb
UK paseort holders can sk
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