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 Garvin  (Premier Login Garvin2)
 Owner

With many thanks to Dave for these two vignettes: 
 

Falke versus lizard. Part One. 
 

For those of you who don't know me from Adam, I was born on the Isle of Man in 1957 and by the time I was six months old, was living in north-eastern Nigeria. 

My father, a civil engineer, had taken a job there as a water engineer, designing and building reservoirs, pumping stations, pipelines and the like - just in case you might have thought that I was fully independent and had struck out for Africa on my own. 
 

To cut a long story short, exasperated by the difficulty of shooting guinea fowl with shotguns and .22 rimfires on hunting trips out in the bush, my old man hit upon the notion that a good air rifle might be just the ticket [his words not mine]. He reasoned
that it would be quiet enough not to disturb the flocks, which could be huge. And accurate and powerful enough to take down individual birds with head shots. 

 
So on a visit into town (Kano, I think) Dad, with me in tow, dropped by the gunshop and was shown BSA Airsporters, and Cadets Major and Minor. There was also the new Meteor, which the shop owner assured my father was a very powerful little gun, and he
took a fancy to it. More guns were produced and tested until eventually a Falke 90 in .22 calibre was placed in my fathers hands. 

 
Talk about love at first sight. The old man couldn't get his £12 and 10 shillings out of his pocket fast enough, and that's about as much of the purchase as I remember - being only two at the time. The year was 1959. 

 
I do remember the stir the Falke caused with his shooting mates. Everybody wanted a go, including me. 

 
Fag packets appeared from everyone's pockets, the silver paper was pulled out and stuffed into an empty packet of Ten Players for a target, which was then wedged into the trunk of a tree. A range was paced out and everybody took turns peppering the
packet and tweaking the sights until all were satisfied. Except me, who had still not had a single shot with it. 

Never mind that the gun was twice my height - I wanted my turn and said so. "Go on, Dick, let him have a shot," said one of my dad's younger and more kindly mates. He promptly knelt down and placed the gun across his shoulder, with Dad instructing me
and helping to hold the stock which was far too big. My little fingers eventually managed to pull the trigger and, damn, I missed. 

I did want another try but was too embarrassed to ask. This was my very first shot with any gun, and it left an indelible mark in my memory and a yearning for more that has lasted all my life. 
 

I can't imagine why, but the Falke proved no more successful than any of the other guns on the rack at shooting guinea fowl, but it did have other successes; stories for another day. 
 

N.B. £12/10s was a week's salary for my Dad in England back then. He earned three times that amount working in Africa. That would make a new Falke today around £800, I think. 
 

Falke versus lizard. Part Two. 
 

A little while before my fourth birthday, we moved into an old colonial bungalow near a town called Keffy. 
 

Amongst its many outbuildings was a good-sized, free-standing garage, built from mud brick on stone footings, with a concrete floor and a tin roof. The garage, among other things, was home to a colony of lizards, numbering about 20 or 30. 

These lizards were largeish creatures of about a foot or so in length, the males being thick-set, ugly buggers with crests adorning their heads. The females were smaller, slightly built, and a mottled olive colour. They kept themselves to themselves in a
tight-knit group away from the males. 

 
As the day warmed up, the males would sun themselves in the area in front of the garage, spreading out so they would be some 10 feet apart, lording it over their little patch of super-heated dust. This state of affairs would have been fine, but every few
minutes as the sun got hotter, one of the males would take it into his head to charge across the dust and attack one of his brothers. 

 
To this day, I have no idea as to whether these were random attacks or were inspired by some other petty notion, but they were frequent and intrusive on the general peace of the compound - a bit like living next to a pub with a bad reputation. 

 
A wide, spacious veranda ran across the front of the bungalow overlooking the lizards' stamping grounds, and as the day heated up and non-movement became the order of the day, we would all take to reposing in its shade; my father with a glass of Star
lager and the Falke 90 propped ready for use against the back of his chair. 

When the fighting got too much to bear, the old man would loose off a shot in their general direction, dust would lift and the ricochet would whine off into the distance, instantly followed by a mad scrabbling charge of lizards back to their various nooks
and crannies. Peace would reign for at least 10-15 minutes. 

 
It's probably worth mentioning that in the hot, still air, the Falke 90 has a loud report not easy to imagine unless you have experienced 145 degree heat. 

 
I have to reveal that on one occasion the largest male of the group attacked one of the smaller males, not letting up until his under-sized opponent was dead. This was something new, at least to us, and dad took exception. He raised the Falke to his
shoulder and the murderous lump was dispatched there and then. 

Now we had two corpses littering our drive. At four, you tend to be fascinated by dead things and I remember walking past their rapidly festering bodies several times. Eventually Booba, one of the staff and my self-appointed minder, could stand it no
more, picked up the corpses and lobbed them out into the bush for the vultures to feed on. 

Well what can we learn from this sad little tale? Probably best, if you are a lizard, don't piss off white man with gun in one hand and beer in the other... 
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