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\ e returning from  Africa

but a vear ago, | have occasion-
y shown my pictures and told of
my experiences,  These have
ereated some interest, so | am send-
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“FROM CAPETOWN TO THE BELGIAN CONGO”

An address delivered before The Executives’ Club of Chicago. Friday, March 29, 1999

PERSONAL INTRODUCTION BY
TOM SKEYHILL

Riographer of Napoleon, Mussolini
and Sergeant York.

Will J, Cameron stands nearly six feet
in his hunting boots; he is redheaded;
with kindly brown eyes and a winning
personality.  He hag, what the Irish eall,
“u way with him.”

Although he §s a city man und the
aetive liead of o hig and successful busi-
ness, he is in no sense of the word 2
alave to hiz work. On the contrary, he
is:n acientiet and business man by pro-
fession; a hunter and an artist by in-
elination. And he Knows, a= few men do,
how to reconcile these opposite sides of
his nature in o perfect whole,

His factory and office staff with huon-
drede of employvees are wp-to-the-minute
and highly specialized. His home is just
the opposite, A rombling old house;
full of ekins, heads and other trophies
of the chase; pottery, beaten brass. an-
tiques, rare rugs amd pictores; and ail
zorts of other interesting thing= assemhled
from the four corners of the eanh. |
said assembled! 1 should have said,
thrown all over the place—on the Aoors,
walls, and in every nook and corner.

I know of few men who can quite as
completely separate their two selves, the
businesy genius and the play bov, as ean
this lean  athletic-locking Scotch-Amers
iean. Onee in his home alter o busy day
al the office, he forgets all about business
und becomes the player with his interest
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Hlustrated with Motion Pictares

By WILL J. CAMERON

centered in a good game of pool. a dance,
B merry yarn or & thrilling tale of ad-
vetiture in some far off and out-of dhe-way
place. This iz the side of him | know.
The sportsman. The humer, The big
gume shooter. The teller of tales, The
explorer who has been awasy out on the
edge of things where the trails ran out
and stop.

1 have never booght any of kis surgical
instruments—I don't suppose 1 ever will,
1 am not much interested in them! They
do not touch my lfe. Bot as a play
wright and a biegrapher, | am, and al
ways will be, inderested in & man who i
dilfferent; daring: eriginal: artistic. And
Will Cameron is all of these. He is no
ordinary man who can arganige his bosi
nes affairs so thoroughly, that he ean
forget ull aboul them for several manths
aml go off te Northern Canmda aftes
grizzlies and caribon, or 16 Alrica on the
trail of lions. A man must be cfficient,
imuginative, snd well-organized within to
do that sort of thing,

Will Cameron always wanted 1o shoot
lions. A dead whot; tireless hunter; be
bar always been extremely atiracted by
the lure of the "King of Beasts” It has
always been his dream to hew out enongh
tme to lead an expedition in Central
Africa, and unlike most men be did not
dream his life away., He dared 10 live
his dream! He went to Africa. He shot
lions. And today he knows all shoot it.
He knows the safari, the trek, the laager,
and the rolling veld. The winding ele
phant trails. The lion grass. The blind,
The tsetse fiy. The dendly jungle miss

ma. The plaine where the
tebra and the wildebeest gambal; the
treacherons sneking marshes where the

rhine and the hippo wallow: and the
palate-tickling smel] of the camp-fire, snd
the cooked mest sfier the long day’s
hunting.

He did some extraordinary things over
there in Africs. He bagged some noble

lisms! Their wellmounted skins are o
ke ceen on the floors of his hoose today.
He brought down s number of rare ante-
lope, so noblelooking that every time T
come inle his bouse and stend ander

“THEN. he counred fwenty-
six lions sfrefched out

side by side, each--"'

their proud heads, [ feel inclined to
salute. He assembled o rare collection
of savage masks; native weapons: gonrds:
and other relics of primeval Afriean life,
He achieved some notable results in the
fielil of ethnalugy.

of these things. 1 tell of the mon.

When he returned from his last teip
1 cornered him and asked the inevitabile
question, “Bd you get any llons?™ He
grinned! His eves sparkled!  And he
told me this thriller.

@
NE night out in the lion

eauntiry, he rouldnt
aleap, The heat. The
masquitoss, amdl a 1ouch
of the fever kept him
widesawnko, He decided
1w pet up and go out and try his lack
al getting a lion, He knew there wore
satie i the vicinity, He shouldered
his high-powered gun and trudiged
off to a mnearby hill whers an out-
cropping . of rocks sereened  with
thorn-bush suggested possibilities.
The night was dark, Quiet. Wind.
lesr. Suddenly, a fow virds In front
of him, ﬂll“- in his w‘h he saw two
luminons orbs of phosphorus. A
lien! He kept his head. Braced
himsall. Took earefol aim. And
fired right between the two eyes. The
phosphorescent glows disappeared |
Will licked his chops:. A breathless
pause. He was on the alert, and
ready to fire sgain. And then, the
two lights reappeared. Will fired
sgain! The lights went out agoin,
anly te reappear a few geconds later,
Will was worried. He had fired
twice and it seemed he had missed,
and he knew that it is no time to
miss when you are at close quarters
with a lion. Sieeling himself and
taking earefol aim, he pulled the
trigger for the third time. With
the same result! The lights imme-
dintely went onl, staved ont for a
few scconds, and Aashed on again,

By thiz time be was discouraged.
But be kept on loading his rifle and

r{

Cthers have wrillfn'"'
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ng. Altogether he fired twenty-
e shots always with the same re-
gillt; bot after the twenty-sixth, the
lights stayed owot! He waited for
several minutes, flashed on his elec
irie. ‘torch, and ceutionsly ap-
proached.

THEN, he counted twentysix lions
stretched out side by side, each with
a bullet between the eyes!

I think Will got more joy oul of telling
me this “lyin” story, than he got from his
invention of the White-Ray Diagnostic
Lamp, the Yitalitester, the Eloctro-Maton
Kaozor, or any of his other scientific con-
iribntions 1o saciely,

Now it happens that | was o (riend of
the late Carl Akeley who honted gorillas
andd 1 know Dr. Roy Chapman Andrews,
who found dinossur eggs out in the Gobi
Daserty and D, Robert Cosliman Murphy,
who hunied condors in the Andes ani
sperm whales in the South Seas. 1 have
listaned to their tnles; rend their books;
heard their leetures! While | knew that
Will had not been through anything quite
an theilling np had these mighty hunters
and explorers, | knew en the other hand
that he hiad been in some devilish tight
corners, _and | barely  seraped  through
several thrilling and heir-raising adven-
tures. A man couldn't go into Central
Africa und come buck with such a col
leetion of lion and leopard skins, buffalo,
wart-hog, greater koodoo, sable and roan
antelope heads, and other trophies with-
oul having seon amil done somsthing out
of the ordinary. He just couldnn. It
isn't being done! 1 asled him to tell me
the #ory of the outstunding incident of
the trip. Here it is. Another lion story.
A true one! Judge (or vourself.

ILL'S party wes camped
on the shores of a lake
out in Central Africa.
One afternoen toward
sunsel, Will wanted 1o
take @ pictore of some
hip[ma whese ugly snouts were visible,
floating -on the surface of the lake.
The camera plates wera in the tent,
n half mile swayv: Will wanted his
pictores. A hall mile tramp was not
going to discourage him. Bot it was
gizzling hot, and the damn gun was
heavy and swhward! 'S0 he left it
behind at the tent

FREOM THE

Returning for his hippe pictures,
he skirted the water’s edge inm order
to savoid some marshy ground. He
had 1o plunge through some tall
grazs. Lion grass! He decided 1o
sk it In any case it was o thou
sand o one shot thut there were no
lions within miles. Judge, therefore,
his surprise when soddenly be saw
the grass ripple, and the next instant
foor hondred pounds of raging, rosr-
ing, brown fury sprang at him. A
lion in a death spring! Right lor
Will's biead! But Will {s pretty game
at that. Conl, ton, And a quick
thinker, with good reflexes. Like the
hashall player going inte the home-
plate on & elose throw, he dived fat
on his face. And the lion passed
over him!  Lockily, it had taken oo
long - a spring. Will was on his feet
in o flash, and even then had barely
time te throw himsell 1o one side
belore the enraged “King of Beasts™
again jumped, and again mised; for
the second time miscalenlating amil
springing toe far. Wil's situation
was desperate.  Unarmed! Alone!
In long gras. With a lion out for
the kill. But his courage never de
serted him. He kept getting up, and
diving right on his face to left and
right, front aud rear. And the lion
kept missing, always apringing too
far. But the man was greater than
the beast.

After whai seemed like ages 1o
him, exhausted and discouraged. the
lisn withdrew. Will, himself, clase
to  exhoustion, and comsiderahly
shaken, mﬂrmmﬂﬂuw
ar quickly s he possibly eould.
Honning to the tent, he quickly
scizedd @n  elephant-gun, and with
kload in his eve be retarmed and
plunged into the tall grass,

He loeated the lion:
within a few wyards of it nufullr
sighted his gun, and awaited the rush.
But, the lion took ne notice of him

—he was practising short springs!

What men voo do with a man whe goes
to Africa. and comes back and tells you
tales like these? Thats Will Cameron!
Surcessful bosiness man. Honter. Big
game shooter, Hall of his home iz for
the delectation of his friends. He calls
this the Fiat Ln:ﬂnh,ud.ﬂ:ﬂ_u.m-
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rounded by his friends after busingss, he I i

is the Peter Pun who never will grow
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INTRODUCTION BY o®
PRESIDENT PERROW

Arthar Pervow, Prosident of the
Executives” Club.

Evervane spprecintes and admires the
spirit of adventure, but when a man in |
the quletest of fashion will luy down his
executive duties, and for the wke of @
selentific exploration will face the jungle,
we cannot help but have a fesling of ad-
miration,

It is said that a man of supremes power
migsl possess two outstanding qualities:
First, he must be gentle and, second, he
must be firm. | am sore these character-
istics predominate in this man whao, with
a fow select friends, ventured into the
dark mﬂluﬂl af Africa.

has spent several vears in

research work for the aid of suffering
homanity. It is mtml, therafore. that
he has to his eredil many inventions of
surgical instruments which have aided in
restaring cases of hopelessness to renewed
usefulness.

Hiz natoral scientific and inventive |
mind bas made him a real explorer, and
his mansuvers have taken him to every
part of the world.

We are all rejoiving with him in his
sgeces= i 8 scientizl, s an inventor, as

an explorer, as a buziness man, and as
# loval and enthuosiastic member of lhi!%

It is, therefore, a real pleasure 1o pre.
sent to voo st this time Mr. Will J.
Cametong President of Cameron's Sur-
gical Specialty Company of Chicago, whao
will afddress ns on the subject: “From
Capetown to the Belgian Conge.”

.__'. ..
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FREOM CAPETOWN TO THE BELGIAS CONCO
MREGWILL 7. CAMEROK: Mr. 20,000 feet of movie film on the ex-
Perrow and Gentlemen: 1 would be pedition and several hundred still

ungrateful indeed, if T did not Teel
elnted’ by such friendly introductions
a8 My Skevhill and Mr. Parrow have
giveli ' me. And, T am happy indesd to
shure with nll of you, as well as ['ean,
the plensure of this adventore.

No doubt Afrien is to you n lnnd of
mystery and romance, as it has al-
wiays been to el Al ef my e [
hnve pictured and planned to visit
this strange cousttry, this land of
topsy-turvy! All of my life this trip
to Afrien has been o dréam, and now
that it has come troe, it sedmd in
renlity to be grander thun by antiei-
pitions, nnd that T8 not always trae
of drenma and things. Combining a
pleasant ndventure with the peosaibil-
ity of attnining useful scientific in-
farnation ls indesd alluring and in-
triguing! i

My work, ny most of you know, has
been In developing improved surgical
and dental equipment, and in stody-
Ing these problems of modern men
from w  disgnostic and  operative
stundpoint.  And, of course, it is not
rueh ' far step from that to the study
of anclent wnd prehistorie men, 1
think that all of us are interestad in
knowing when and where we are go-
ing, and zome few of us have a little
curiosity as to whers we come from.

Su lust May, 1 equipped an expedi-
tion to go inte the heart of Africa to
study the primitive people of the
Kalgharl Désert, their customs, habita
and history, and to make films of their
life,

We chose the Kalahari Desert be-
enuse of 4 very important prehistoric
find—the Taung's skull—that was
made by my friend Dr, B, A. Dart of
the: Witwatersrand University, re-
cently, Thisiies one of the half-dozen
known and Rethenticated skulls of
angient and prehistoric man, and is
classed with <the Java, Heidelberg,
Piltdown, Neanderthal and Cro-Mag-
non man.

Associated with me on this expedi.
tion ‘was Neville Lewis of London,
portrait

England, the world-famed

The Map of Our Trek
In Darkest Africa.

; ¢

painter, who wished to picturize these
strange people, and with his facile
brash to immortalize this fading race
aof men.  Also C. Erncst Cadle, Anthro-
pologist of Denver, Colo., who has
lived most of his life in Darkest
Africa; Richard Lee Mannen, Geol-
epist of Witte Museam, San Antonio,
Texns; Fred. Parrish, Cinematog-
rupher; and Henry Hoder, Mechani-
cian—iall ‘experts in their wﬁﬂ
ficlds.

Capetoren: and fdh.llmﬂn—-
a Majestic Visa,

Because of the unussal conditions
we would meet, after careful consider--
ation, 1 selectad and shipped two: Din-
mond T Trucks to Capetown. :

It takes the very best kind of & eur
to stand the grind, snd one would be-
very foolish to go into the desert with
only one car, for when we got down in
the sand or stuck ih the mud, we
could often give tow with the other

one and get out.
We were equipped with five moving
picture cameraz and special lenses,

together with 2 number of cameras
for still pictures. We took about

o

cook with
‘the Belgia

photographs on the order of those
shown,  Of course, we had fine rifles
und complets hunting equipment.

£ takes thirty days to go from Chi-
eago to Capetown by way of England,
You ean make the trip in comfort and
At a very nominal exponse,

Capetown is o city of 200,000 people,
modern in every way. If any of you_
eantempinte a trip to the Interior o
Africa, wou can fully provide yoursell
In that city with everything you will
reqgiiire.

It ia interesting to note that Copes
town wod settled in 10568, just 38 yoars
aftor the Pilgrim Futhers Innded” ab
Plyntouth, Like the pioncerg of
America, these early sottlors woere
driven to the new land by religioun
and politieal perseeutlon, nnd ponsibly
also actunted by the love of adventure.

Behind the city stands a mighte
bulwark of natore, Table Mountain,
This Is one of the most majestic aighta
one enn Imagine. The mountain 18
two miles long and about thirty-three
hundred feot high, and it takes one a
full day to elimb it. I know, because

I made the trip!

‘We had bodies built on our trucks
in Capetown, and we loaded up with
six months’ supplies. We taok n goad
s and: journeyed north to

N Congo, l¥ing on our own
resources, eamping it the open and
making side trips to those sections
that were of pectllar interest to us.
Altogether, our motor truck journey
was about 5,000 miles.

On- the way north, we stopped at
Kimberley to ses the wonderful dia-

mond mines, =fﬁij_"i'hili eity dominates

Jthe diamond industry of the world.

Here we watched the diamond-sorting,

millions of &ﬁﬁ_ﬁ-"l‘!'_inf-'.the uncut goms
Iying on the counters in front of us.

In the picture you see an old dia-
mond-sorter who has been ot work for
thirty-five yoars at his bench, and he.
dog=mot wear a diamond yet. But he
takes great interest in hiz work, and

This Digmond-Sorter Has Worked at

this' Bench for 35 years

AN
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