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Steve 
never thought of the big Okapi as 

a zoological freak; he thought of it as 

the creature it most resembled — a 

horse. A damned smart horse; a bigger, 
tougher version of an Irish hunter he’d once 

had. 
But what he called it this early morning, 

as he looked at the havoc wrought in his 
coffee nursery, covered all the categories of 
man, beast and devil. 

‘‘It’s just pure cussedness.’’ he concluded 
resentfully. 

Steve scratched his rusty red head and 
thought. He couldn’t waste any more time 

hunting the beast. He'd have to let the na- 

tives take a crack at it. 

“Mutoni,” he ordered his head boy, “take 
six men. and go after that Okapi. I’ll give you 
a good maiabtsha if you get him.” 

"Yes. Bwana,” the boy answered dubious- 
ly. “But — Steve paid no attention to him. 
He squatted down and examined the nibbled 
seedlings, salvaging what he could. 

For some weeks now the big Okapi had 
been making a fool out of Steve. Steve had 
tried a scarecrow, first; the Okapi had used 
his heels on it. He’d built a stout palisade all 
around the nursery; the Okapi had battered, 
a gap through it. He’d put out nooses of 
strong fiber rope; the Okapi’s footprints had 
skirted them insultingly, no matter how cun- 

ningly he hid them. 
Steve hadn t wanted to kill the animal 

until he got boiling mad. And he hadn’t really 
boiled until the night the Okapi destroyed 
Steve’s pet passion, a bed of grafted seedlings 
he'd been experimenting with. Then Steve 
had gone into the house and got his gun. And 

for six mortal days he had hunted the Okapi 
— without ever so much as a glimpse of its 
hide. 

Then, yesterday, he’d decided he'd have 

to quit for awhile. At night, as if to pull his 

leg, the Okapi had come back and eaten two 

more rows of seedlings. 
Steve s conee plantation was m a piacc 

where unusual things could be expected. If 

you let a drop of ink fall splam in the middle 
of a map of Africa, it would run out in little 
tentacles much the way the equatorial jungle 
spreads over the mountains and lowlands of 
Belgian Congo. In one of these little spurs 
Steve had cleared his plantation — cleared it 
from giant trees and monstrous masses of 
tangled vegetation — twelve years before. 

People had said he was crazy. His first crop 
had proved he wasn’t. But by that time the 
bottom had fallen out of the coffee market, 
and Steve’s grandiose plans shrivelled like 

a drying prune. But he liked the place, and 

he liked to live way off there by himself. 
When he got mixed up with people, he always 
got into a fight. Here in this remote planta- 
tion, he could do as he pleased. He sold 
enough coffee to pay the wages of his native 

laborers and cover his own frugal needs. He 
was content. No one disputed his will. 

Except the big Okapi. 
It was the only one of its kind that had 

ever ventured out of the main body of the 

jungle to roam southward into Steve’s spur. 
And now it had developed this obstinate 
habit of coming into the clearing at night and 
eating the seedlings, the very life of the plan- 
tation. 

Steve got up and stretched the muscles of 
his back ‘‘I’ve let him be for three years,” 
he grumbled, ‘‘and never let him be hunted. 
He does this just to be omery.” 

The Okapi was enjoying his bath, the fol- 
lowing morning, in a shaded, shallow pool. 
His thick strong legs were striped black and 

white. His coat was the color of burnished 
mahogany on the back and head, silver on the 
belly and chest. He was a beauty, and he gave 
himself the most meticulous care. 

He knew his strength and exulted in it. 
What the thick bony plate of his forehead 
could not batter down, his hind feet could 
finish with a kick like a steel spring. And in his 
head was all the knowledge of the jungle, 
and the ways of men; all the cunning that 
he needed. He splashed happily, laid down, 
rolled over, got on his feet and ran through 
the water. 

A sound reached him. and he stopped, 
thrust forward one of his huge red ears and 
sniffed with annoyance. Black men were ap- 
proaching — clumsily, noisily. 

The Okapi went on with his bath, pausing 
now and then to mark the progress of the 

men. Presently, satisfied, he climbed up on 

a sand bar and rolled in the glistening sand 
to dry his coat. Then he stood up, shook him- 
self, listened. Suddenly he had sensed some- 

thing strange in the men's behavior. They 
seldom came into the jungle, and when they 
did, tried to avoid him. But today they were 

coming directly toward him! They were after 
him! Indignation flamed through him. He 
threw up his head and snorted. 

Then he considered what he should do 
about the men. One of his favorite haunts 
was down where the spur joined the main 
body of the jungle. A deep, swift river filled 
with crocs cut obliquely through there, form- 
ing a natural barrier to the east. To the north, 
and separating a part of the spur from the 
main jungle, ran a small stream bordered by 
a treacherous swamp. Through it, he knew a 

passage. It was submerged, a broken ridge 
of ground beneath the surface of the oozy 
mud; but he knew the footholds, and the 
black men didn’t. Beyond, there was a small 
glade thick with the delicious pulpy red 
flowers of the moodi — the food he liked best 
of all. 

He was hungry now. He snorted again, 
splashed arrogantly across the pool and 
crashed away through the dense vegetation. 

The sun stood high in the skies when he 
came out on the bank of the stream a safe 
distance above the passage. He crossed a 

patch of mud where his footprints would re- 

main deeply engraved, walked into the water 
where he knew they would instantly dis- 
appear, and proceeded downstream at his 
ease. His pursuers were still far behind him. 

Unhurriedly, he reached the passage, crossed 
it, and came to the glade. 

He fed slowly and leisurely on the succulent 
moodi. When he had had his fill, he left the 
glade, chose a cool bed of leaves on a small 
plateau; then he dozed and waited. 

It was hours before the men arrived at 
the stream. The Okapi’s keen hearing fol- 
lowed them as clearly as if he had been able 
to see them. He listened intently while they 
followed his footprints in the mud, lost them 
at the edge of the water, turned back, tired 
and dispirited, for their long march to the 
plantation. 

His large blue eyes, which could glaze 
with demoniacal fury or gleam as softly as a 

kitten’s, had never been blander. 

Day after day, Steve had sent his men after 
the Okapi on a chance that he knew was a 

slim one. They were plainsmen: and though 
they had remained many years with him, the 
jungle was still for them an alien, hostile 
world. “I’m just wasting time,” he thought 
after a week. “Better try with pits.” And he 
set all his men to dig one here, one there, 
on every path preferred by the Okapi. 

It was a long job, as each pit had to be 
dug twelve feet long and deep and five feet 
wide, and covered with a masking of sticks 
and leaves so that it looked no different from 
the surrounding ground. But at last ten of 
them were completed. A boy went at dawn 
each day to inspect them, and often Steve 
went with him. Once only, in the very begin- 
ning, they found marks that showed where 

(Continued on page 16) 

The whine of a thrown spear galvanized him. He shied — just in time 


