
 
 

 

MORNING HAS BROKEN 

 

Morning has broken 

Like the first morning, 

Black bird has spoken 

Like the first bird. 

Praise the singing! 

Praise for the morning! 

Praise for them springing 

Fresh from the Word! 

 

“Its like having a thousand arrows loosed at you, and coming fast” 

 

 

 

 

Nothing is 

more exciting 

than walking 

after lion 

roars into the 

dawn… 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

then finding and 

tracking the spoor… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

then seeing the 

lions… 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

then the glare 

 

 

 

 

 

 

It’s like having a thousand arrows loosed and coming at you, fast. We 

stand frozen for a while, until the lion moves off, and we breathe 

again... 



  

But lions are only the tip of the iceberg, the top of the food 

pyramid. Everything else is underneath them… antelope, grass, trees, 

shrubs, soil. If lions are there, so is everything else, and 

everything is working fine. They are like a miner’s canary… when 

lions are healthy, so is everything else - a wealth of animals and 

birds, growing things and insects, in pullulating abundance, in a 

variety unexpected and staggering. Enough to find something new on 

almost each walk we go on, even after nearly fifty years, on and off, 

of walking in the  bush.  A true cause for praise. 

 

A variety unexpected and staggering, like Mr. Boss Bustle… (there 

really is no other way to describe the way a porcupine walks!). 

 

It's really rather nice sharing a camp with a porcupine. We have one 

who lives near our hut, and I am becoming quite familiar with his 

nocturnal meanderings. He crackles and crumples his way through the 

drying and dried leaves on the ground, making a great deal of noise 

for such a neat creature, quills tidily under control. As he 

meanders, snubby nose to the ground, he looks for delicacies. It is 

the brightest moonlight at the moment, so I do not have to shine a 

torch on him. He is most thorough in his searchings - stops, noses 

into the ground, stops, checks the night air, takes a few steps, then 

the same procedure for a bit longer, then he bumbles off, with his 

rolling gait into the thick bush near the campsite. 

 

SYMPHONY 

 

The hippo bellows, the rutting impala, the puku males chasing other 

males, the francolin family, who are resident in the camp, the one 

squirrel, christened Starfish, who has  just moved in, the many and 

varied birds - all this is like a symphony, with the lions holding 

the melody. Without them, without their roars, the rest has far less 

significance. They are central, while the other animals harmonize 

around them. Without them, what is there to harmonize with? They are 

not only exciting, they give everything else excitement too. Even 

bird watching is of much greater interest in lion country. It is only 

gradually that one becomes aware of the existence of the other 

harmonies, and then of how they enrich the melody. (I omitted to 

mention the thick tailed bush baby (Crassicaudatus) who called near 

our house last night or the night before. (A galago, it has a very 

loud, raucous call). 



 

COMPANIONS 

 

All day, constant and varied sounds have accompanied, and provided 

company for me, and to me, as I write here at the desk. Sounds range 

from lions, then hippo, then a very large variety of birds (2 kinds 

of bul-bul, spurwing geese, wickerings (Ka-wick, ka-wick, ka-wick), 

trumpeter hornbills (wailing, child-like whilst eating the fruit on a 

nearby tree), francolin, doves and others). When we kill our 

companions, wild or not, we walk lonely through the world. More alone 

than we would otherwise have been had we fostered and preserved it, 

more alone than we know or care to admit.  

 

This companionship is what we miss in those of our environments that 

we have rendered sterile to one degree or another. In these less 

intact habitats we have made for ourselves, (although city gardens, 

planted with trees and shrubs that birds prefer allow us to preserve 

some of this companionship) our lives are impoverished without the 

company of these creatures. 

 

Our friend Mark Gruber speaks of our deep desire to walk through a 

worldly garden, an earthly Eden.  We cannot easily get rid of this. 

 

I had the 

pleasure of 

meeting an 

elephant 

shrew last 

night. He is 

such a 

charming 

fellow and  

quite the 

cleanest, 

tidiest 

little 

creature. He came bustling out of a bed of dry leaves. Every few 

steps his back foot would push sharply backwards, which made a 

crackly sound in the dry leaves and he would stop, look at me with 

very bright shiny eyes, and then take another couple of steps, 

wiffely nose checking some good smells in the earth, another step or 

two, and sit and clean his face with the utmost dedication, few more 



steps, with the funny 'quick-step' ever so often. He probably had a 

flea or something on his toe.  

 

We became quite well acquainted, as he did not seem to object to my 

following him. He went along a pathway through some bushes which was 

only fit for an elephant shrew and came out the other side, quite 

unruffled, and carried on looking for tasty tit bits in the soil. 

That nose is amazing. Such a pretty creature, very neat, spic and 

span, and very aware of self-grooming on a minute to minute basis! We 

enjoyed each other's company until he went out of sight behind the 

kitchen. 

 

INTRODUCTION 

 

Our journey to McBrides started in 1986 when my father died, and the 

'farm' (wild land) adjoining the Kruger National Park that he and his 

brother had bought in 1948, was sold. They had bought this farm 

shortly after the ending of the war in which they had both fought, my 

father in the Air Force and my uncle as the leader of an artillery 

group in the desert.  

 

This was a devastating blow to me. However, the person to whom it was 

sold agreed to give us 10 years traversing rights which was included 

as part of the sale agreement. This meant that Robert, our son, could 

get the benefit of frequent trips down there in his very formative 

years from 6 to 16 years old. 

 

In 1996, the ten years expired, and gloom set in. Basically, this 

loss inspired us to find another place in the wilds, one that had, as 

the sine qua non, lions. In 2002, after many vicissitudes, friends 

found this place for us, now called McBrides Camp, on the banks of 

the Kafue river, in the Kafue National Park in Zambia.  

 

It has lions, and a lot more. We could not have dreamed of anything 

better.  

 

I recall a day in September, 2004…  

 



We have been walking up a valley where at present  there is 

only short green grass. It has only recently rained and the 

first shoots 

after the dry 

season are 

sprouting. 

This makes it 

easy to see 

everything 

there is to 

see, 

unconcealed by 

long grass, 

and fresh 

after the rains. And what an astonishing sight it is - three or 

four hundred animals in a 2 hour walk, young impala by the tens 

(only about 2 weeks old, but already running very swiftly),  

bushpigs (the book says that these animals, which are normally 

nocturnal, graze in the daytime in areas where they feel safe - 

which is flattering), waterbuck, puku in the hundreds, 

warthogs, bushbuck and others in this primeval landscape.  

 

Clear light, fresh new greens of the new leaves on the trees 

and the new grass, it is absolutely amazing. Then to cap it 

all, we saw an 

enormous black-maned 

lion, the size of an 

ox, it seemed, with 

a large mane – a 

most magnificent 

animal. He had been 

roaring early in the 

morning, which 

helped us to find 

im. 

RLD WITHOUT LIONS 

 which 

ere are no lions roaring will be a world worth living in.  

h

 

 

WO

 

Reading a Time magazine article, an estimate says there could be no 

lions left by mid next century. I do not think that a world in

th



 

I sat here this evening listening to the nightjar (Caprimulgus 

pectoralis) and thinking how much I love all these things, how much 

 a loss being deprived of them would mean. 

voke the creator's original 

tention of earth's Finest Garden.” 

 

 

real pity I have not the 

cture. But in my mind I never forget it.” 

ce, the reflections would 

main. In  my mind I never forget it. 

ften in 

e most unexpected places, to surprise and enlighten us. 

W THINGS 

t patrol - April, 2008… 

 

 

o 

untroubled by them… bat patrol… and something new to 

arn. 

t 

so very interesting. There is always 

mething new to learn. 

of

 

Then I took comfort from our friend, Mark Gruber’s words, “Your 

reflections of so many animal events e

in

 

And I remembered Monia’s words. Monia was one of our Italian guests, 

who, when she saw a lion 20 to 30 paces away lion while standing on 

the top of a partially bush covered termite mound, was unable to take

a photo of the lion when it glared at her. This was even though her

camera was aimed at it and her finger was poised over the shutter 

button. “Yes, for the shock, I stop to make photo. My finger not 

moved when lions look direct for me. It is a 

pi

 

Even if we were away from the actual pla

re

 

After the reflections, what remains? An endless learning, o

th

 

NE

 

Ba

I have been sleeping in a little hut while Charlotte has been

away visiting her family, in the company of two little slit-

nosed bats. At night I have felt the wind of their wings as 

they fly near me, then bank away. Why were they doing this? I 

had no idea. I told one of the rangers, Musango, who said that 

they were eating mosquitoes. I previously had no idea that bats 

ate mosquitoes, and realized why I had slept without a mosquit

net but 

le

 

We learn every day, even after being involved, though not always 

full-time, with the bush for about 50 years, and it is this tha

makes living in the bush 

so



 

PROFILE 

 in 

soon to be published, about their experiences at 

Brides Camp  

that far surpasses the academic learning 

thered in Universities.   

 

Born of the one light 

Praise ev'ry morning, 

Of the new day! 

 

 

Chris McBride has a Master’s degree in Wildlife Management/Natural 

Resources from the University of California at Humboldt University. 

He has written three books about lions as well as a highly respected 

scientific paper.  More recently he has appeared on Animal Planet

a film entitled “White Lions, King of Kings”. He and Charlotte, 

together with a valued friend in the USA, have nearly completed a 

book, hopefully 

Mc

 

Charlotte grew up in the Zambian bush and has an instinctive 

knowledge of all things here 

ga

Mine is the sunlight! 

Mine is the morning. 

Eden saw play! 

Praise with elation, 

God's recreation 

 

 


