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7 story of the
GUN that killed a dream
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where he was immediately swal-

lowed up in a crowd of well-wishers

and television cameras, waiting to

accompany the victor on his way
down to the Ballroom.

Bob was lying on

his back looking very

sad, as if .he knew,

he already knew

a the Colonial Reom
about 20 of us were waiting for the
Senator. We watched the prelimi-
naries on television as he was getting
ready to come to the microphone. It
was a festive moment and Warren
thought we should all have drinks
in our hands to toast the occasion.
He was gone a few minutes. and
when he returned with the highballs
he said that Bob would short-cut
through the serving pantry that
divided our sinaller room from the
Ballroom. For some reason this fact
went unreported in national maga-
zines, nor was it revealed in the Sir-
han trial which we attended in mor-
bid fascination and, at times, dis-.
may. To this layman mind it seems
as if it may have had some bearing
on the crucial subject of premedita-
tion. Did Sirhan simply stumble
blindly into the serving pantry in
search of coffee to cure his “intox-
ication? Or, aware that the Senator
had taken a similar route through
the pantry when both tracker and
tracked had been in the hotel two
nights before, had the assassin
sequestered himself in that pantry
to gun down his unsuspecting target,
as he had promised in his notebooks:
“Kennedy must fall . . Kennedy must
not live beyond the fifth of June.”

We all watched Bob's neat, brief,
“Thank you ... and on to
Chicago” speech and then, anticipat-
ing arrival through that back
passageway. moved closer to the
pantry doors. “We” included Pete
Hamill and Booker Griffin, a local
black journalist T had known from
the early years in Wats. A few yards

1 behind us were Warren Rogers and

Geraldine. We heard a couple of
those “firecracker pops” and the
sound of screaming, We all ran into
the pantry. A scene out of—what?
Television? This was a different kind
of violence. Shakespeare? ‘There was
no poetry. no soaring rhetoric
to mitigate the blood. And the blood
was not red paint later to be washed
off in the dressing room. “This
mindless menace of violence which
again stains our land,” Kennedy had
described it when it stru¢k down Dr.
King. Amidst the screaming and the
pushing and the Oh-my-Gods!, Bob
had taken a few steps forward and
then had fallen back on the cold

| stone floor. Pete Hamill was directly

in front of me and partly biocking
my view so his description is clearer
than mine, although my impression

confirms what he saw: “The sonofa-
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bitch was standing there with one.
foot forward and his arm extended
just like he was on a target range.”

"This is what veteran reporter Hamill

said as 'soon as we were able to
regain any coherence. The narrow
pantry became 2 screaming bedlam
of pain, terror, rage: “Look out!
Sonofabitch! He's got a gun! He's
shooting!” Shots went pop-pop-pop
and now that we knew they were not
firecrackers or popping balloons;
they sounded louder.

People were responding in con-
flicting ways—some moving back to
escape the cxplosive possibilities,
others moving in on the gunman, an
obscene human traffic jam. The Gun
was an undersized man dressed in
slacks and sports shirt; looks Mexi-
can was our first impression but we
remember thinking in the midst of
mayhem, must be some crazy
Mexican to shoot Bobby. Bobby
would die for Chavez and his grape-
pickers. Christ, maybe he is dying
for Chavez.

Bob was lying on his back looking
very sad, as if he knew, he already
krew. One eye was opened, which
seemed strange and foreboding, and
his lips were moving but Pete,
Booker and I were not close enough
to hear. I was vaguely aware of
Geraldine and Warren Rogers near
my right shoulder. Jimmy Breslin, /

the New York columnist, scemed a

foot higher than everybody else,
against the left wall Was he
standing on a box? The small

_ assassin was charging forward in our

direction, a quarterback sneak with'a
pistol instead of a ball and people
were grabbing for him, “Get im!
Get “im Stop the sonofabitch!” With |
others around me I made a lunge for
him. He was being pulled, tugged,
cuffed. Everybody screaming. Curs-
ing. A short, brown employee ran to
us hysterically, falking rapidly in a
Latin accent: “I can’t believe it,
thirty seconds ago [ was shaking
hands with him, leaning over that
counter and shaking hands, thirty
seconds ago, and that little bastard,
he's been hanging around in here
for almost an hour, asking if we
thought the Senator was conting
through.” He rattled on, repeating
himself as all of us were doing. A
lunatic Babel of a tape recording is
there to prove it.

- But here is the difference between
the actual event and the tamed and
ordered replaying of it at the trial
half a year later, The same Mexican
busboy who ran over to me in that
first minute is on the stand,
composed and naturally in awe of
the proceedings. Yes, he says, he
had seen the defendant in the pantry
for some time before the shooting.
Yes, the defendant had asked
several times if Kennedy would be
coming through. You see, this is one
reason the Sirhan trial was pro-

| foundly flawed. The busboy is telling

the truth but it no longer has the

impact and the passion of the truth

he had biurted out to us while Bob

Kennedy was still lying there begin-

ning to die from those long-range-

hollow-nosed bullets, the most lethal

type of ammunition that can be used

in that .22, S4ll, it was interesting -
that this witness did not say to us in

that first, impressionable outburst,

“] wondered who that little drunk
was, in here. drinking coffee and

trying to sober up.” Yet that was to

be the story we would hear from

Sirhan: so drunk was he from two or

three Tom Collinses purchased at

one of the other candidates’ recep-

tion rooms that he was in an

alcoholic stupor, unaware of where

he was or even that he had squeezed
the trigger when he emptied his

revolver, firing into Bob Kennedy at
point-blank range.

To buttress the “dlcoholic wild
beast” theory a psychologist was to
testify later that he had served the
defendant, in his cell, six ounces of
gin in four Tom Collinses over a
period of sixteen minutes and that

"Sirhan “went berserk.” Such are the

wonders of modern law. Said one
reporter at the trial, “As a psychia-
trist he makes a helluva bartender!
One-and-a-half ounces per drink is
like the good old days. Those
highballs we were drinking_at the
Ambassador, we were lucky to be
getting three quarters of an ounce.”
So if Sirhan was buying those
Ambassador Collinses, three ounces,
not six, is the more likely intake, and
those were spaced over a much
longer period than sixteen minutes
as the young killer wandered from
room to room, talking with many
people and offering to buy them
drinks before going back for his gun

_and stationing himself in the pantry.

Unruh urged as to
resist the temptation
to strangle or
stomp the assassin

he surest hands that
grabbed the assailant belonged to
Rosey Grier, Rafer Johnson, George
Plimpton, As for the police, some-
times too much in evidence, now
they were something less than John-
nies-on-the-spot. It seemed a nerve-
wracking eternity that Rosey, Rafer,
George and others held their slight,
wiry prisoner on the metal serving

table while Bob lay on the floot’

holding beads a young Irishman had
offered him—not a priest as report-
ed next day. There was a priest and
finally a doctor, but they came later,
after Steve Smith and young Justice"
Department lawyer David Steiner’
made repeated appeals from the
platform in the now hysterical
atmosphere of the baliroom.

To his credit, Unruh urged us to
resist the temptation to strangle or
stomp the assassin. ““We don’t want
another Dallas.” And the black

superstars also displayed supreme

cool in pinning the gunman without
seriously injuring him. So a group of
reporters, this one included, had an
opportunity to observe Sirhan for
nearly half an hour. Like the
busboys who had seen him Jurking
there before the attack, we did no /
think he was drunk. Neither di%;};g
seem to be in a trance. At the trial
George Plimpton-was to testify that
the defendant looked ‘“purged.”
George is a friend of ours but we
must_say he was indulging in 2

literary conceit, in flossy subjecti-

vism, to use “purged,” a word that
defense counsel Grant Cooper hap-
pily embraced in building his
claborate case that his client was in a
trance, having “programmed” him-
self through metaphysical Rosicruci-
an exercises to execute the critie

‘while mysteriously unaware that he

was doing so. To the rest of us,
Sirhan, looked simply pinned-down,
his eyes darting, frightened, intense
but hardly “purged.” He reminded
me of a rat [ once encountered on
the steps of my cellar, The rat stared
at me and I stared at the rat, each of
us afraid to move, both of us feeling
equally trapped and threatened. A
confrontation frieze.

Those who had
seen it happen
huddled together

for warmth.

hen police finally took

over from' the volunteer law-gnfore-
ers and Bobby was rofled and
bounced to the waiting ambutance,
a group of us followed him out and
then gravitated upstairs. to the Ken-
nedy suite where we had been toast-
ing the candidate’s health less than
an hour before. “It was my fault,”
Rosey Grier was sobbing, “1 should
have been in front of him.” We tried
to console him: “How do you defend
against a man with a hidden
revolver? If you're in front, he
moves to the side. If you're at his
side, he slips in behind—" But
Rosey was far gone in grief. ,

It was as if he was sobbing for all

of us. And while Rosey sobbed
uncontrollably, George Plimpton
was shaking visibly. Sitting near the
bed with his head in his hands,
Charles Evers was moaning, “Oh
God, how miany have to go, how
many more, how many? Will it ever
stop?” Next to him a young black
man we had seen eariér in the
Ballraom: “You saw him. Was he
black? Oh Jesus 1 couldn’t bear it if
a brother . . .” We said he locked
brown, tan, and. yet sallow, maybe
from the-Philippines . . .” “Because
he was one of us,” the young man
said, barely hearing. “A black man
with a white skin.” ’
An hour passed. Plimpton, still
shaking, went to the hospital. Half a
dozen people who had seen it
happen huddled together for
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vast as all Kenya-—seven foot, 1,000-pound
monsters so numerons that timbér wolf
eradication was abandoned to help check the
increase in moose population.

We were 30 miles west of Manning, Alta.,
500 miles north of the Idaho line—so far north
that Sitka, Alaska, lay to the southwest. Yet, we
were only three driving days from Los Angeles.
In a few days more we would be far north of
even this distant outpost, crossing the Alberta
line into the undeveloped and unbelievably
game-rich Northwest Territories,

The little-known Mackenzie Highway, not
even indicated on most road atlases, NOw OpeIs
the world’s largest remaining wilderness to
campers and jeeps. The route lcaves the
Alaskan Highway at Peace River and turns
bravely north, uncasing the earth’s rarest and
greatest variety of big game, upland birds and
waterfowl,
Mackenzie to its very subarctic terminus.

Edmonton, a few hours by jet plane from

Los Angeles, was the jumping-off place for
Don Stickney and me. An easy day’s drive in
4 rented camper took us into the heart of the
moose playground.
_ Fears of becoming lost in subarctic bush have
been largely removed by the Mackenzie
Highway and the 30-yard-wide paths cut
through the forests by mineral exploration
teams.,, These cutlines crisscross the length and
breadth of Alberta’s wilderness, some of them
extending 200 miles in each direction, into
country as virgin as that discovered by
Columbus.

Moose aren’t the only monsters of these
woods. On the second morning out, Stickney
stopped in his tracks along one cutline, studying
the ground. He had both his feet planted in a
depression in the muddy ground. “We've got a
grizzly bear in the bush,” he said. Dzaman and I
looked at the huge paw print, which nicely held
both Stickney’s size 10s.

Records indicate Alberta grizzlies are genuine
giants. Back in the 1950s, an clderly Indian
woman, checking her winter trap line in Swan
Hills, was attacked by a grizzly. She stopped
the monster with seven bullets. When she de-
scribed the brute to local authorities, she was
laughted at ., . . until the Mounties found the
carcass and measured it for the record: 12 feet
tall. The woman is now listed in Boon & Crock-
ett as the holder of the world grizzly bear rec-
ord. Her weapon, by the way, was a lowly .22,

We didn’t waste time hunting bears, By mid-
afternoon Dzaman found an ideal location for
moose sightings—an expansive beaver dam.
Ninety percent of moose sightings occur in lakes
or ponds after 4 p.m. Fresh game trails two feet
widé radiated from this pond. Conditions
seemed ideal. I flattened out in the grass at a
spot that gave me a field of vision 50 yards for-
ward to the nearest trail, Dzaman hid himself
at the water's edge.

Pulp books are filled with yarns about guides
calling a moose with birchbark megaphones.
Possibly it’s true, though I have yet to hear an
experienced guide admit successfully using this
technique. Dzaman had a far different method:
Every few minutes he splashed water with a
tree limb, to imitate .the sound of a female
moose urinating.

An hour of sporadic splashing finally
produced results. A pair of four-foot brown
antlers poked through the timber. Head down,
.ears extended to pick up sounds off the ground,
the bull listened momentarily, then left the trail
and headed straight for the splashing.

Shouldering my Winchester .308 automatic, I
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Qur aim was to ecxplore the.

zeroed in on the heavy neck just ahead of the
shoulders and squeezed off a shot. The bull
wilted in his tracks. Stickney appeared in a
moment, his brown eyes beammg “P've got a
big cow, » he said. Walking into a. dense poplar
forest to examine his kill, I spied a patch of
black fur slinking below the ridge. “Over there
—to the right!” 1 said. Stickney looked, then
snapped off a 100-yard shot, A huge black
bear, hit in the neck, lurched to the ground.

That’s Mackenzie Highway hunting—two
moose and a black bear within minutes.

Eight inches of snow and howling winds
enveloped the countryside the next moming as
we prepared to leave Manning and push north
up the road. “Never let this stuff scare you out
this time of year,” Stickney advised. “We’ll hit
sunny weather within 75 miles.” He was right.
About an hour and a half north we were in
bright sunshine, and the temperature was a
more comfortable 60 degrees.

The terrain in this part of the confinent,
eroded by glacial and oceanic activity, is nearly
flat, seldom exceeding 2,000 feet in elevation.
The landscape resembles the Dakotas, except
for the endless forests and profusion of gamie in
the roadside timber.

A graded gumbo road heads southwest from
the Mackenzie at the Meander River Junction,
toward the Hay and Zama Lake wilderness 72
miles away. This is the Grand Central Station of
migrating geese. Flocks from Canada, Alaska
and Siberia rendezvous here before pouring
south into U.S. flyways, sometimes at tele-
phone-pole heights.

Repeatedly, we stopped beside roadside
marshes where mallards, scaup and widgeons
stared at us dumbly from 30 feet away.
Unaccustomed to hunters, they refused to fly.
Spruce, ruffed and sharptail grouse lolled along
the Mackenzie like domestic chickens. We
could have shot a hundred between Manning
and the Territorial border. Northern upland
bird seasons extend from August into Decem-
ber, with limits of 25 each, plus 10 geese and 10
ducks—all on a $25 nonresident license. Moose
shooting extends from Sept. 1 to Dec. 31.
Nonresident fee is $50. Surprisingly, the area is
almost unkrnown to hunters; we saw no others
on our entire trip.

Our next surprise was a disappearing river.
We were in Northwest Territories, traveling
beside the Hay River, when suddenly this
Missouri-like stream simply disappeared! The
water just seemed to vanish from its limestone
banks. Backtracking, we discovered a sheer
140-foot cliff dropping off into a cavernous
limestone valley, creating a waterfall nearly as
impressive as Niagara. This cataract, Alexander
Falls, is just one of innumerable natural
wonders to be found along this remarkable
highway. Fossils are available for the picking,
and rockhounds can enjoy a treasure-house of
pyrite crystals, garmets, amethysts and tourma-
line.

Across the mile-wide Mackenzie River,

“breached by free government ferry, 300 miles of

gravel road arcs off in a Y to the east. One arm
skirts the southern shores of Great Slave Lake
to Pine Point, the other branches off to the
south and Fort Smith, circling inside 10,000-
square-mile Wood Buffalo National Park, the
world’s largest.

Ten thousand buffalo roam this area at will, in
great herds or singly, blocking the trails as the
prairie bison did in the American West 200
years ago. A few pure wood buffalo, a northern
species, also may be spotted here—holdouts
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from the vast herds of prairic bison intro-
duced to the area. The neck leather of this
rugged wood species is four inches thick, ac-
cording to taxidermists. )

Inside this park are the greatest duck nesting
grounds on the¢' continent. An estimated three
million duck eggs are incubated here annually,
The rare whooping crane is making its last-ditch
fight for survival within the park.

Occasionally we found the beautiful white
willow ptarmigans nestled in snow or perched in
red willows. These birds, following a heavy
snowfall, move down in droves from Arctic and
polar regions, Natives report the birds scatter
over the countryside by the millions.

Seasons extend from Sept. 1 to April 30 on all
upland birds—eight months of shooting.
Nonresident fee: $10. Thére are no limits. Use
rifle or shotgun; both are legal. The territorial
bird population is estimated at 15 million, the
annual harvest of hunters only 30,000, You
take your chances on the prospects at any given
time, of course. It’s a land of feast or famine.

On-the shores of the Great Slave Lake, above
Ft. Rae, Canada’s largest Indian community, a
sign reads: “Next 70 miles dangerous curves.”

Here we entered the original heartland of North

America; the Precambrian shield. Three billion
years ago, geologists theorize, this exposed rock
formed the then-smaller American continent.
Later, the Rockies pushed up. Eons of wind,
rain and glaciers have reduced the Precambrian
mountains to short, smooth domes and stubby
ridges.

Twisting and winding through these stubby
mountains, the Mackenzie leads into Yellow-
knife, a metropolis of 5,000 and capital of
Northwest Territories. Here all governmental
functions over a land larger than our 48
contiguous states are administered from a single
building no bigger than a small hotel.

Yellowknife is a modern community. Its
economy is based solidly on the surrounding
mineral wealth, with the result that civilization
is securely entrenched. Cocktail lounges and
cafes compare with the best in Canada. Hotels
and motels are plush. The homes enjoy every
modern convenience,
~ Despite this, the community still has a frontier
flavor. Big ravens perch on Main Street neon
signs, waiting to swoop down and search for
food in discarded candy sacks. Dogs still chase
snowshoe rabbits down the streets and alleys.
Though Indians, Eskimos and whites associate
without strife, segregation is evident. Whites
live on one side of town, Indians on the other.

North from Yellowknife, civilization™ gives
way to true wilderness. So far, only 52 miles of
the pianned Inghram Trail have been hacked
out of the rocky terrain, It will be the world’s
first highway designed to reach the Arctic
Ocean, 250 airline miles .away. Another 40
miles of construction is scheduled to start this
year. Today, the Inghram Trail ends abruptly
above the swift Cameron River, But its progress
to this point is dramatic.

Most places it has been blasted through solid
Precambrian rock. Waste boulders form the
roadbed, while smaller rocks fill in the
remaining crevices, Gramtated rocks form an
all-weather surfacing. Motorists in years to
come will be able to drive o the very edge of
the Arctic Ocean, to look out upon emerald
green pastures and sky blue waters in
summertime and see majestic nesting white
swans, rare musk-oxen and endless herds of
caribou, eskimos living in hide tents as they
have for a millenium, ‘polar bears basking on
icebergs and narwhal whales swimming by, 1t

. continued on page 27
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" * “Sheep hunting,” says Doolittle,

conserved himself so well over the years. He
doesn’t smoke, drinks only a beer or a glass of
Cabernet Sauvignon when his weight of 140
pounds can afford it. Every morning he steps
onto a bathroom scale, and if the indicator is
below 140 pounds, he eats a gooey dessert for
dinner, If it passes the mark, he skips a meal.

In fact, hunting has been a tremendous lesson
to the wiry Doolittle, for he has adopted some
of the characteristics of the animals he has
chased. He portrays none of the stagnation of

~ age, for his movements are as quick and sharp

as youth.

He has avoided the vices that destroy the
senses, and you see in the man the tremendous
kick he gets out of life as well as the kick he is
quite capable of giving it, if he doesn t llke the
circumstances.

When he hunts sheep, he climbs hlgh into
their environment. He wears clothing that
blends with the terrain, light but warm, because
hunting sheep often means altitudes of 15,000

- feet in sub-freezing temperatures. For sheep, he

uses a .257 Weatherby Magnum rifle, manufac-
tured in South Gate by Roy Weatherby, a
friend and hunting partner of Doolittle.

“is arduous,
and it asks a lot of a man.” It mixes excitement
and tranquility in a blend that’s almost narcotic,
he says. The bear hunt is all excitement and no
tranquility, and there. always is an element of
danger. Like the time Doolittle met a female
brown bear on a trail in the Cold Bay area at
the tip of Alaska’s Aleutian Peninsula. It still
gtieves him that he had to kill her, for she was

with her cub, and he says he is certain she was.

only trying to protect it when she charged.
“It was in marshy tundra,” says Doolittle. “I
was walking a bear trail that was abbut six

inches wide, and it was a matter of walking one.

foot over the other.

“I came over a little hill, and the sow and I
met almost head-on. She charged, and I had to
shoot her. Ordinarily, a bear will leave when he
sees and smells you, but there wasn’t time for
either of us to run. She charged instantly,
protecting her cub.”

Doolittle says that when a bear cub is born, it
is about the size of a squirrel. The cub follows
the mother around until it gets almost as large
as she s, and then she boots it out of the family.

“It is interesting to watch bear cubs in the
snow,” he says. “They are just like children,
sliding down hills on ‘their rear-ends and
stomachs. When it is time to go, the mother
cuffs the devil out of them and leads them off.

“The cubs will follow her through the spring
and the.summer, and then the mother gets tired
of this responsibility and eliminates them from
her life, If she meets a new mate, he refuses to
accept the cubs as dependents and runs them
off.”

The sow Doolittle shot had a cub that had
been born shortly before the female had left
hibernation the prior summer: Now the cub
weighed 200 or 300 pounds and was large
enough to shift for itself.

Doolittle was with Jack Parker, vice chairman
of General Electric, when Parker killed a
Kodiak bear that squared out at 11 fest 2

inches. He figures the bear weighed close to a
ton.,
The brown bear can halve a man with a single

- swath, says Doolittle, who has shot sjx browns,

two grizzlies and two polar bears. Consequent-
ly, a hunter approaches bear hunting with some
trepidation. Doolittle’s biggest moment, howev-
er, had nothing to do with fear. Worry, maybe,
but not fear, -

One day Doolittle was hunting with bush-pilot
guide Bob Shelton. They were in the Talkeetna
area at the base of Mt. McKinley, one of
Doolittle’s choice spots for brown bear. It was
late May, and there was four feet of snow on the
ground,

Flying a ski plane, Shelton landed on the

_snow. Doolittle stalked a large brownie for an

hour and then shot him. Then Shelton helped
him skin out the bear, and they packed the 100-
pound hide in the plane.

“After we got the bear,” Doolittle recalls,
“the snow softened. Shelton found it difficult to
take off. We tramped down the snow with our
snowshoes for a quarter-mile, and he took off,
leaving me on the ground.

“He made two one-eighties and landed. As he
cruised toward me, I grabbed a strut, stepped
onto a ski and struggled to get into the airplane
while he was airborne. This was the only way to
board the plane. The alternative was to stay
there until summer.”

He calls polar bear hunting “rather hazar-
dous,” but other hunters would say it’s a hell of
a lot more than that. Living in an icy world all
of its life, the polar bear develops a fiery hatred.
You hunt polar bears with two airplanes, one
landing and the other a circling guard against
mishap. Sometimes you swoop low to take a
good look at a polar bear, and this
contemptuous creature will stand up on its hind
legs and swat at you, as if to knock you from the
sky.

Doolittle’s contact with polar bears came
while he was working on the DEW line (Dis-
tant Early Waming system).

“I was with Joe Brower, who operated a
Yrading post at Pt. Barrow. He had captured two
baby polar bears, which he Iater sold to a zoo,
but how he got them almost killed him.

“Joe found a bucrow in the ice. He recognized
it to be a den of a female polar bear either with
cubs or about to have them. He. tapped his foot
outside the hole, and the whole roof of the lair
caved in.

“There Joe was, face to face with a huge polar

bear. He had a 30.30 rifle with-him, but he.

knew that if he wounded her, it wouldn’t be
much worse than a bee sting, and she would kill
him.

“So, he fired a shot into the ice, and when the )

polar cringed at the shock of the noise, he divéd
out of the hole. Back on his feet, he shot the
bear in the head-as it poured out of the den after
him,

“He then went back into the hole after the-

cubs, and as young as they were, they npped his
gloves to shreds before he could stuff them into
a gunny sack and head back to Pt. Barrow.
Believe me, if he had wounded the big polar, it
would have been the end of Joe.”

Another tinie ong of the DEW line patrolmen
was in a building of one of the installations. He
had eaten dinner, washed the dishes, and when
he opened a window to throw out the dish
water, he dashed it into the face of a big polar
bear,

*It made the bear mad,” Doolittle said, “and
it jumped through the window at the man, who
fled into the communications room, He radioed

‘for help, and the bear was killed. He was

damned lucky that he ran into the radio room.”

Doolittle said General Jim Davies, in charge
of the Alaskan Air Command, was hunting
polars one time and was a littte off with his aim.
He fired at a big boar polar, hitting it in the
rump. Feeling the bullet’s bite, it whirled
around and knocked the sauce out of 2 little
bear that was following him. Davis finally got
on tarpet and shot the huge polar.

Despite the polar bear’s ugly temper, Doolittle
thinks the day has come for their protection. He
says it is too easy for hunters to take them, and
the polar bear could be pushed into extinction,

“I don’t want to see that happen,” Dooliitle
says. “The polar bear is graceful and powerful,
truly a magnificent animal to watch. But today’s
hunting methods, using two airplanes, hardly
compare with yesterday’s when men hunted the
ice leads with dog teams and sleds and took
their risks. If some protection iso’t given soon,
the species may disappear.”

He believes the worst threat of species
extinction exists in Africa, where the vastness of

. the veldt and jungle still protect some of the

most sophisticated animals, like the okapi, a
Congo antelope that looks half-giraffe, half-
zebra, But the numbers of the game herds are
diminishing.

Doolittle went to Africa as one of the hunters
on The American Sportsman, an ABC
television show. He hunted the Big Five and got
four of them: elephant, rhino, leopard and Cape
buffalo, .

He had an opportunity to bag a large black-
maned lion, but the light conditions weren’t
right for thé cameraman, and he passed the
shot.

“It was a terrific fion,” Doolittle . says
enthusiastically. “The next day we went back
and saw a pride of lions feeding on a Cape
buffalo. We gave iip bécause we knew that we
would never get the big lion out of the thorn
thickets.”

He wouldn’t say that he had a narrow escape
in the rhiro hunt, but he was chased up a thom
tree three times. “You don’t realize that a thorn
tree has thorns until you start down,” says
Doolittle,

He thinks the rhino is stupid. He recalled the
time he tried to get a rhino to charge for the-
ABC cameraman.

“It was a massive animal,” he said, “and it
could have knocked over a pickup truck. Some
Masai warriors on 2 hunt came by to watch, and
we threw rocks at the rhino but it wouldn’t
charge.”

After three days, Doolittle says they
abandoned the rhino he nicknamed Horace.
They found another but it wouldn’t charge.
either. Finally, they came upon a third rhino,
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