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The patio of the tent is large 
enough to roll out a yoga 
mat.  Tall yellow stalks sway 

away uninterrupted to the skyline.  
Red Oat Grass.  The Zebra have 
moved on.  Yesterday, these plains 
were zig-zagged with their black and 
white stripes as they frolicked amidst 
their grazing.  Last night the hyenas 
were having a party, all night whoops 
and white, digested bone droppings 
may have cleared the space.  It’s fresh 
and serenely beautiful but it’s not 
quiet.  A breeze whooshes between 
flutters, chirps, buzzes and bug 
stridulations.

My eight year old girl and I are 
luxuriously camped at the edge 
of a forest in the Mara North 
Conservancy.  Saruni is Maa for 
tranquil and this is Saruni Wild in 
it’s new location.

As the plane dived down onto the 
airstrip “Mama there’s so much wild.”  
My daughter exclaimed “Animals 
on my side”.  She finished “They are 
all herbivores”  But then we see a 
jackal, a young hyena and later on, a 
lion.  Senior, our guide tells us that 
the hyena’s and gnu’s shorter back 
legs gives them a slopping back, an 
advantage for long distance runs.  At 
the end of a forested path, we meet 
three waving Maasai who lead us to 
the edge of the forest and the tents.  
There, is the campfire that is kept 
alive in the day and stoked high at 
night.

Around the Campfire 
in Saruni’s Wild
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Good guides make a fun journey 
into a memorable one.  And both 
our guides, Senior named after the 
prominent position of his father’s 
friend and Dixon, given his name by 
a christian school are passionate and 
attentive and full of campfire tales.

Only three sleeping tents and a 
mess tent, Saruni Wild is part of 
Saruni Mara, where you’ll go to have 
your complementary massage.  Alas 
the therapist is not available, it’s mid 
week in the low season.  At lunch, 
Eric the manager rolls his fork inside 
delicious home-made papardelle, the 
green of the Lemak hills reflected in 
his eyes as he tells us how lucky he 
feels to be here. 

The adopted Eland follows us 
around chewing cud from one of 
its four stomachs and as he flicks 
his tongue over his nose, we learn 
that it’s lack of blood that makes 
it blue-black.  We examine the 
bleached out shell of a tortoise, the 
leopard print on the outer keratin 
long lost.  Eric shows us a clean 
round hole in the side of the shell 

that can only have been made by a 
sabre tooth.  A Leopard has gored 
this reptile with its fang, broken 
the top of the shell and eaten the 
body.  Bearded vultures can smash 
tortoise shells as well; by dropping 
them on rocks from soaring heights.  
When we meet a live wanderer, 
our guides stop to pick it up as 
it’s the rainy season.  In the dry 
season, the tortoise will urinate, to 
repel intruders with the stench and 

then dehydrate itself and die.  We 
scrutinise its flat belly and flush 
horns - that tells us, this is a female.  
We count the rings that will give us 
her age.  

Grey clouds in the distance make 
the light fade faster.  This is leopard 
country but we’ve got to give up 
and head back to camp.  The guides 
get out of the cruiser to examine a 
lugga.  Dixon is still nodding when 
the wheel spins in the black cotton 
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LMara North Conservancy; 

Mother and Baby ZebraHyena
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clay.  They both jump out, silent and 
focussed, pull down some branches, 
jack up the cruiser, push the wood 
under the front tyre and whirring 
fiercely, we go again.

We are wrapped by crackling 
firelight.  Having used a solar 
powered light in the tent as our 
steward filled the tank with hot 
water, then pulled the chain 
that released the shower, we are 
comfortable. We settle with our 
drinks, deeper into our chairs to 
study the stars and the gibbous 
moon.  Senior, a glowing silhouette, 
explains to my daughter the waxing 
and waning of the moon.  In this 
conservancy, grazing is only allowed 
at night.  There are stories of herders 
who fell asleep and got eaten by 
lions.  Now when a herder feels 
sleepy he flashes his light to alert 
sentries who can relieve him.  

The nightwatchman shows us 
marks on his legs from claws and 
teeth that he acquired as a young 
Moran (warrior).  The Moran 
protect and so must track and chase 
away errant predators.  Senior tells 
us his brother was in a group that 

followed the pug-marks of a cat that 
had killed some of their goats.  The 
tracks stopped, he looked up into the 
branches of a tree to see the leopard 
as it leapt at him.  Unable to reach 
his knife, he caught it by the neck 
and held its writhing weight, as it 
clawed his head, its canines bared for 
the kill, till his mates arrived.  “There 
are scars on his head where hair won’t 
grow.” 

The wildlife photographer, Greg 
Tutoit, said during his talk in 

For further information:
To book as a resident its best to go through 
a local agent such as Travel Affairs www.
travelaffairs.com or Beyond Kenya Safaris 
www.beyondkenyasafaris.com as you will get 
accurate conservancy fees and a more stable 
Kenya Shilling rate.  

Nairobi that the Maasai are the first 
conservationists.  Dixon elaborates 
that it is a taboo to eat game meat 
and that’s why cattle are so revered 
and spiritualised in the Maa culture.

David the steward, throws a dry, 
pitted log to spark the embers.  
Earlier trumpets indicated that 
elephants were pushing down the 
surrounding woods, but for now it’s 
back to the crickets with the hyenas 
simply watching.  The hyenas will 
come closer to the campfire when 
we are tucked up in our feather 
duvets - a bit hot for the season, but 
most likely a blessing in the coming 
winter.  They will be searching for 
discarded bones.  “Don’t leave your 
shoes outside; they will chew them”  
someone warns as we rise from the fire 
side.  

Here in the midst of the wild, we 
will leave no traces, taking back only 
the memories that will make us.

The Power Behind

The mess tent at Saruni Wild

Table at Saruni Wild


