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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

 Stories of the Gorilla County is a collection of true stories 

written by one of the earliest American explorers of equatorial Africa. 

The author set out to explore central Africa while he was still a young 

man, almost twenty years before H.M. Stanley completed his famous 

trek across the region.  

 Paul du Chaillu was the first white man to hunt gorillas, to 

confirm the existence of the legendary Pygmies of central Africa, or to 

bring a live chimpanzee to the United States (to name only a few of his 

exceptional exploits). His adventures were so varied and dramatic, that 

many of his stories were met with disbelief, until many years later, 

when his experiences were confirmed by later explorers.  

 Du Chaillu was born in New Orleans, in 1835 into a French-

American family. His father owned a trading depot off the coast of 

Gabon, and had friendly relations with most of the coastal tribes. After 

his mother died, Du Chaillu accompanied his father on his travels to 

Africa and received his education from missionaries on the western 

coast. There he met and befriended dozens of African natives and 

heard stories of wild animals, strange tribes and curious customs said 

to exist in the interior of Africa. 

 He returned the United States in 1853, and when his father 

died, he decided to become an explorer. The equatorial regions of 

Africa were at that time entirely unknown, no white man having 

ventured more than a mile inland. The area was so dangerous and 

inhospitable for Europeans that it was known as "The white manôs 

grave". Du Chailluôs parents were both dead (and so couldn't object); 

he was inured to the difficult  climate, was on friendly terms with the 

natives, fluent in their language, and had already accompanied some of 

them on short term hunting expeditions in the interior. He believed this 

gave him a unique ability to do what no white man had ever doneða 

systematic exploration of the interior of equatorial Africa.  
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 So in 1856, at the age of 20, he set out for an extended 

exploration of Africa, and set up a base village on the shore of the 

Fernand Vaz River (one of the outlets of the Ogoove). From there he 

traveled extensively over a region extending more than 300 miles 

inland from the coast. He studied plant and animal life, tribal customs, 

geography, and collected samples of dozens of unknown species. He 

made maps, went on hundreds of hunting expeditions, lived in native 

villages, learned several new languages, spoke with the natives about 

their beliefs and customs, and kept careful records of all his 

observations.  

 He continued his explorations for over three years, at which 

point all of his supplies were completely exhausted. He returned to the 

United States in 1860 and wrote his first book, Explorations and 

Adventures in Equatorial Africa, (1861).  

"I traveledðalways on foot, and unaccompanied by other 

white menðabout 8,000 miles. I shot, stuffed, and brought 

home over 2,000 birds, of which more than 60 are new species, 

and I killed upwards of 1,000 quadrupeds, of which 200 were 

stuffed and brought home, with more than 60 hitherto unknown 

to science. I suffered fifty attacks of the African fever, taking, to 

cure myself, more than fourteen ounces of quinine. Of famine, 

long-continued exposures to the heavy tropical rains, and 

attacks of ferocious ants and venomous flies, it is not worth 

while to speak."  

 Du Chaillu had even greater things planned. At the end of 1863 

he returned again to Africa, fully equipped for an even more ambitious 

expedition. This time he intended to cross the interior of equatorial 

Africa on foot, with a band of about a dozen native porters. This 

expedition however, was beset with difficulties, and he was obliged to 

return to the coast after only two years. Upon returning to America in 

1867, he wrote his second book A Journey to Ashango Land, wherein 

he recounted his ill-fated expedition. 

 After publishing this second book for adults, he spend the next 

five years (1867-1871) writing an exciting series of adventure books 

for young people based on his travels, complete with carefully crafted 

illustrations. The first two books, Stories of the Gorilla Country and 

Wild Life Under the Equator, recount various episodes from his years 

in Africa, including incidents from his major expeditions as well as his 

teenage years. His two subsequent books, Lost in the Jungle and My 

Apingi Kingdom, give a chronological account of his first expedition, 

and the fifth book, The Country of the Dwarfs, deals exclusively with 

his ill-fated second expedition.  

 After returning to the United States and writing his books, Du 

Chaillu never chose to settle down, but continued to travel. He spent 

the next few decades traveling extensively in Sweden, Norway, 

Lapland and Finland. He coined the phrase "Land of the Midnight 

Sun", which was the name of one of his major works on his northern 

explorations, the other being The Viking Age. (1889). He wrote only 

one book for children regarding his northern travels, The Land of the 

Long Night (1899). He died in St. Petersburg, Russia in 1903.  
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   CHAPTER I  

PRELIMINARY CHAPTER 

 
PAUL  DU CHAILLU .  

 

 I had passed several years on the African Coast 

before I began the explorations recorded in my first book. In 

those years I hunted, traded with the natives, and made 

collections in natural history.  

In such a wild country as Africa one does not go far 

without adventures. The traveler necessarily sees what is strange 

and wonderful, for every thing is strange.  

In this book I have attempted to relate some of the 

incidents of life in Africa for the reading of young folks. In 

doing this I have kept no chronological order, but have selected 

incidents and adventures here and there as they seem to be fitted 

for my purpose.  

I have noticed that most intelligent boys like to read 

about the habits of wild animals, and the manners and way of 

life of savage men; and of such matters this book is composed. 

In it I have entered into more minute details concerning the life 

of the native inhabitants than I could in my other books, and 

have shown how the people build their houses, what are their 

amusements how they hunt, fish, eat, travel, and live.  

Whenever I am at a friend's house the children ask me to 

tell them something about Africa. I like children, and in this 

book have written especially for them. I hope to interest many 

who are yet too young to read my larger works.  
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CHAPTER II  

THE WILD COUNTRY OF WEST AFRICA 

 
MY RECEPTION BY THE KING.  

 

ARRIVAL ON THE COAST.ðA KING AND HIS PALACE.ðDANCING 

AND IDOL-WORSHIP. 

About the year 1850 a three-masted vessel took me to a 

wild country on the West Coast of Africa, near the equator.  

It was a very wild country indeed.  

As we came in sight of the land, which was covered with 

forest, canoes began to start from the shore toward us; and, as 

we neared the land, we could see the people crowding down on 

the beach to look at the strange sight of a vessel.  

The canoes approached the vessel in great numbers. 

Some of them were so small that they looked like mere 

nutshells. Indeed, some of the men paddled with their feet; and 

one man carried his canoe ashore on his shoulder.  

At last the natives came on board, and what funny people 

they were! I could not discern one from another; they seemed to 

me all alike.  

What a queer way of dressing they had, too! You would 

have laughed to see them. Some had only an old coat on. Others 

had an old pair of trowsers which probably had belonged to 

some sailor; these wore no shirt or coat. Some had only an old 

ragged shirt, and some, again, had nothing on except an old hat. 

Of course none of them had shoes.  

How they shouted and halloed as they came about the 

vessel! They seemed to speak each a strange language. No one 

on board appeared to understand them. They made so great a 

noise that I thought I should become deaf.  

One of them had a fowl to sell; another brought an egg or 

two; and another a few bunches of plantains.  

Our captain knew the coast, for he had long been an 

African trader, though he had never been at this place before.  

The ship cast anchor. It was not far from a river called 

Benito.  

I left the vessel and went ashore with some others. As I 

landed I was surrounded immediately by crowds of natives, who 

looked so wild and so savage that I thought they would kill me at 

once.  

I was led to the village, which stood not far from the sea 

and was hidden from view by the very large trees and the great 

forest that surrounded it. On one side of the village was a prairie.  

I shall always remember this village. It was the first 

African village I had ever seen, and it was unlike those built in 

Southern Africa.  

Don't think for a moment that I am going to speak to you 

of stone or wooden houses! No! These wild people lived in 
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queer little huts, the walls of which were made of the bark of 

trees, and were not more than four or five feet high. The top of 

the roof was only about seven or eight feet from the ground. The 

length of these huts was about ten or twelve feet, and they were 

seven or eight feet wide. There were no windows, and the door 

was very small. They immediately took me to one of these 

houses, and said they gave it to me. They meant that it was mine 

as long as I would stay with them. It belonged to the son of the 

king.  

So I went in. But where was to sit down? There was no 

chair to be seen.  

Patience, thought I. These people had probably never 

seen a chair in their lives. It was so dark I could not see at first. 

By-and-by I saw how the hut was furnished. There were some 

calabashes to hold water, and two or three cooling pots. There 

were some ugly-looking spears, an axe, and two or three large 

and queer-looking knives, which could sever the head of a man 

at one blow. Of course I looked for a bed: I need not tell you 

there was none; but, instead, there were some sticks to lie upon. 

The very looks of this sleeping-place made me shudder; I 

thought of snakes, scorpions, and centipedes. The dark hut 

seemed the very place for them. Shortly after the king's son 

came. If I remember well, his name was Andèké. He told me that 

his father, the king, was ready to receive me.  

The king ready to receive me!  

This was a great announcement. I must dress. But how?  

There was no washing-basin to wash myself in; besides, I 

had forgotten my soap.  

I was glad I had no beard at that time, for I do not know 

how I could have shaved.  

In short, I resolved to go and see his majesty as I was.  

The sun being very warm, I took my umbrella with me. 

The people conducted me to the royal palace.  

What do you suppose a palace to be in the Benito 

country? The king's palace was made of the same material (bark 

of trees) as the houses I have just described to you, and it was 

only about twice as big.  

As I entered I went toward the king, who was seated on a 

stool. Another empty stool was by his side.  

I may say that Apouronðsuch was the king's nameðdid 

not come up to my ideas of a king. In fact, I should have laughed 

at him had I dared.  

His costume was composed of a red soldier's coat, and he 

wore a little bit of calico round his waist. That was all. You must 

understand he had no shirt.  

He was a tall, slim negro, with gray hair, and had large 

scars on his face, and his whole body was covered with tattoos. 

He wore large earrings. He was smoking a big ugly Pipe.  

He looked at me, and I looked at him.  

The room was full of people, and the king had several of 

his wives around him. The queen was there. Would you believe 

it? In that country a man marries as many wives as he chooses!  

The king looked at me for a long time without saying a 

word. Finally he opened his mouth, clapped his hands, and said I 

was a funny-looking fellow.  

He next said he was very glad to see me, and would take 

care of me. Then he touched my hair, and said I must give him 

some. He would like to have me remain with him always. At this 

the people shouted, "We want the ntangani  to stay with us!"  

What do you think he did next?  

He quietly proposed to me that I should get married to 

some of his country-women; and added that whomsoever I 

should choose would become my wife. The suggestion was 

received by all the people with a tremendous grunt of approval, 

to show that they thought just as their king. Then they shouted, 

"The girl he likes he shall marry!"  
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I said, "I don't want to get married; I am too young:" I 

did not want to tell him that I would not, for all the world, marry 

one of his people.  

It was getting very warm in the hut, and there was a 

strong odor. The people were packed so close together that they 

reminded one of herrings in a barrel, and you must remember I 

said the house had no windows.  

Then the king presented me with one fowl, two eggs, and 

one bunch of plantain; and as I went away he said I had better 

give him my umbrella. But I went off as if I had not heard what 

he said. I thought it was rather too much for a king to ask a 

stranger to give up his umbrella. I had just begun to learn what 

African kings were.  

The people followed me every where; I wish I could 

have understood their language. One man could talk English, 

and I am going now to give you a specimen of his English.  

When he thought I must be hungry, he said, "Want chop? 

Want chop?" When he saw that I could not understand what he 

meant, he made signs with his hands and mouth, which at once 

explained to me that he had asked me if I wanted to eat. I said 

"Yes;" and after a while, some cooked plantains, with some fish, 

were brought to me. I did not care for the plantains; it was the 

first time I had ever tasted them.  

After my meal I walked through the street of the village 

and came to a house, in the recess of which I saw an enormous 

idol. I had never in all my life seen such an ugly thing. It was a 

rude representation of some human being, of the size of life, and 

was made of wood. It had large copper eyes, and a tongue of 

iron which shot out from its mouth to show that it could sting. 

The lips were painted red. It wore large iron earrings. Its head 

was ornamented with a feather cap. Most of the feathers were 

red, and came from the tails of gray parrots, while the body and 

face were painted red, white, and yellow. It was dressed in the 

skins of wild animals. Around it were scattered skins of tigers 

and serpents, and the bones and skulls of animals. Some food 

also was placed near, so that it might eat if it chose.  

It was now sunset, and night soon set in over the village. 

For the first time in my life I stood alone in this dark world, 

surrounded by savages, without any white people near me. There 

was no light in the street, and only the reflection of the fires 

could be seen now and then. How dismal it was!  

I looked at my pistols and my guns, and was glad to find 

that they were in good order.  

By-and-by the people began to come out of their huts, 

and I saw some torches lighted, and taken toward the large 

mbuiti, as they call the idol, and there placed on the ground. The 

large drums or tom-toms were also carried there, and the women 

and men of the village gathered around. The tom-toms beat; and 

soon after I heard the people singing. I went to see what was the 

matter.  

What a sight met my eyes!  

The men had their bodies painted in different colors. 

Some had one cheek red and the other white or yellow. A broad 

white or yellow stripe was painted across the middle of the chest 

and along both the arms. Others had their bodies spotted. Most 

ugly they looked! The women wore several iron or brass rings 

around their wrists and ankles.  

Then the singing began, and the dancing! I had never 

seen such dancing before. It was very ungraceful. The drummers 

beat on the tom-toms with all their might. As they became warm 

with exertion their bodies shone like seals, so oily were they.  

I looked and looked, with my eyes wide open; I was 

nearly stunned with the noise. As the women danced and sung, 

the brass and iron rings which they wore struck against each 

other, and kept time with the music and the beating of the tom-

toms.  

But why were they all there, dancing and screeching 

around the idol? I will tell you.  
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They were about to start on a hunting expedition, and 

they were asking the idol to give them good luck in their sport.  

When I found it was to be a hunting expedition, I wanted 

to go at once with these savages, though I was only a lad under 

twenty yeas old.  

I retired to my hut with a valiant heart; I was going to do 

great things.  

If you had been in my place, boys, would you not have 

felt the same? Would you have left the gorillas alone? I am sure 

you all shout at once, "No! no!" Would you have left the 

elephants go unmolested in the forest? "Certainly not," will be 

your answer.  

And what about the chimpanzee, and the big leopards 

who carry away so many people and eat them, the huge 

buffaloes, the wild boars, the antelopes, and the gazelles?  

Would you have left the snakes alone?  

Perhaps you are all going to say "Yes" to that; and I think 

you are right, for many of these snakes are very poisonous, and 

they are numerous in these great forests for the country I am 

telling you about is nothing but an immense jungle. When a man 

is bitten by one of these snakes he often dies in a few minutes. 

There is also to be found in those woods an immense python, or 

boa, that swallows antelopes, gazelles, and many other animals. I 

shall have a good deal to tell you about them by-and-by.  

So I resolved that I would try to see all these native 

tribes; that I would have a peep at the Cannibals; that I would 

have a good look also at the dwarfs.  

I am sure that, if any one of you had been with me on 

that coast, you would have said to me, "Du Chaillu, let us go 

together and see all these things, and then come back home and 

tell the good folks all we have seen."  

Yes, I am certain that every one of you would have felt 

as I did.  

CHAPTER III  

A WEEK IN THE WOODS 

 
FIGHT WITH A BUFFALO.  

 

A WEEK IN THE WOODS.ðA TORNADO.ðTHE LEOPARDS 

PROWLING ABOUT.ðI KILL A COBRA AND A SCORPION.ðFIGHT 

WITH A BUFFALO.ðHUNTING FOR WILD BOARS.ðA LEOPARD 

TAKES A RIDE ON A BULL.ðSICK WITH THE FEVER. 

Now, boys, fancy yourselves transported into the midst 

of a very dense and dark forest, where the trees never shed their 

leaves all at one time, where there is no food to be had except 

what you can get with your gun, and where wild beasts prowl 

around you at night while you sleep.  

I found myself in such a place.  

Immediately after we arrived in those gloomy solitudes 

we began to build an olako to shelter us from the rains.  

I must tell you that Benito is a very strange country. It is 

situated, as you have seen by the map, near the equator. Of 
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course you know what the equator is? There, at a certain time of 

the year, the sun is directly above your head at noon, and hence 

it is the hottest part of the earth. The days and nights are of the 

same length. The sun rises at six o'clock in the morning, and the 

sunset takes place at six o'clock in the evening. There is only a 

difference of a few minutes all the year round. There is no 

twilight, and half an hour before sunrise or after sunset it is dark. 

There is no snow except on very high mountains. There is no 

winter. There are only two seasonsðthe rainy season and the 

dry season. Our winter-time at home is the time of the rainy 

season in Equatorial Africa, and it is also the hottest period of 

the year. It rains harder there than in any other country. No such 

rain is to be witnessed either in the United States or Europe. And 

as to the thunder and lightning, you never have heard or seen the 

like; it is enough to make the hair of your head stand on end! 

Then come the tornadoes, a kind of hurricane which, for a few 

minutes, blows with terrible violence, carrying before it great 

trees. How wild the sky looks! How awful to see the black 

clouds sweeping through the sky with fearful velocity!  

So you will not wonder that we busied ourselves in 

preparing our shelter, for I remember well it was in the month of 

February. We took good care not to have big trees around us, for 

fear they might be hurled upon us by a tornado, and bury us all 

alive under their weight Accordingly, we built our olako near the 

banks of a beautiful little stream, so that we could get as much 

water as we wanted. Then we immediately began to fell trees. 

We carried two or three axes with us, for the axe is an 

indispensable article in the forests. With the foliage we made a 

shelter to keep off the rain.  

While the men were busy building the olako, the women 

went in search of dried wood to cook our supper. We had 

brought some food from the village with us.  

We were ready just in time. A most trifle tornado came 

upon us. The rain poured down in torrents. The thunder was 

stunning. The lightning flashed so vividly and often as nearly to 

blind us.  

Our dogs had hidden themselvesðindeed, all animals 

and birds of the forest were much frightened, which was not to 

be wondered at. How thankful I was to be sheltered from such a 

storm! We had collected plenty of fuel, and our fires burned 

brightly.  

We formed a strange group while seated around the fires, 

the men and women smoking their pipes and telling stories. We 

had several fires, and, as they blazed up, their glare was thrown 

out through the gloom of the forest, and filled it with fantastic 

shadows. Though tired, every body seemed merry. We were full 

of hope for the morrow. Every one spoke of the particular 

animal he wished to kill, and of which he was most fond. Some 

wished for an antelope, others for an elephant, a wild boar, or a 

buffalo. I confess that I myself inclined toward the wild boar; 

and I believe that almost every one had the same wish, for that 

animal, when fat, is very good eating. Indeed, they already 

began to talk as if the pig were actually before them. All fancied 

they could eat a whole leg apiece, and their mouths fairly 

watered in thinking about it. No wonder they are so fond of 

meat, they have it so seldom. Who among us does not relish a 

good dinner, I should like to know?  

By-and-by all became silent; one after the other we fell 

asleep, with the exception of two or three men who were to 

watch over the fires and keep them bright; for there were plenty 

of leopards prowling in the neighboring forest, and none of us 

wanted to serve as a meal for them. In fact, before going to sleep 

we had heard some of these animals howling in the far distance. 

During the night one came very near our camp. He went round 

and round, and, no doubt, lay in wait to see if one of us would go 

out alone, and then he would have pounced upon the careless 

fellow. I need not say we did not give him a chance; and you 

may be sure we kept the fire blazing. Finally, we fired a few 

guns, and he went off.  

These leopards are dreadful animals, and eat a great 

many natives. They are generally shy; but once they have tasted 

human flesh, they become very fond of it, and the poor natives 
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are carried off, one after another, in such numbers that the 

villages have to be abandoned.  

The next day we went hunting. I had hardly gone into the 

forest when I saw, creeping on the ground under the dry leaves, 

an enormous black snake: I fancy I see it still. How close it was 

to me! One step more, and I should have just trodden upon it, 

and then should have been bitten, and a few minutes after have 

died, and then, boys, you know I should have had nothing to tell 

you about Africa. This snake was a cobra of the black variety 

(Dendrapspis angusticeps). It is a very common snake in that 

region, and, as I have said, very poisonous.  

As soon as the reptile saw me he rose up, as if ready to 

spring upon me, gave one of his hissing sounds, and looked at 

me, showing, as he hissed, his sharp-painted tongue. Of course, 

the first thing I did was to make a few steps backward. Then, 

leveling my gun, I fired and killed him. He was about eight feet 

long. I cut his head off, and examined his deadly fangs. What 

horrible things they were! They looked exactly like fish-bones, 

with very sharp ends. I looked at them carefully, and saw that he 

could raise and lower them at will; while the teeth are firmly 

implanted in a pouch, or little bag, which contains the poison. I 

saw in the end of the fang a little hole, which communicated 

with the pouch. When the snake opens his mouth to bite, he 

raises his fangs. Then he strikes them into the flesh of the animal 

he bites, and brings a pressure on the pouch, and the poison 

comes out by the little hole I have spoken of.  

I cut open the cobra, and found in his stomach a very 

large bird. Andèké packed the bird and snake in leaves, and, on 

our return to the camp, the men were delighted. In the evening 

they made a nice soup of the snake, which they ate with great 

relish.  

I had also killed a beautiful little striped squirrel, upon 

which I made my dinner. I felt almost sorry to kill it, it was such 

a pretty creature.  

In the evening, as I was sitting by the fire and looking at 

the log that was burning, I spied a big, ugly black scorpion 

coming out of one of the crevices. I immediately laid upon its 

back a little stick which I had in my hand. You should have seen 

how its long tail flew up and stung the piece of wood! I 

shuddered as I thought that it might have stung my feet or hands 

instead of the wood. I immediately killed it, and the natives said 

these scorpions were quite common, and that people have to be 

careful when they handle dry sticks of wood, for these poisonous 

creatures delight to live under the dry bark, or between the 

crevices.  

A nice country this to live in, thought I, after killing a 

snake and a scorpion the same day!  

So, when I lay down on my pillow, which was merely a 

piece of wood, I looked to see if there were any scorpions upon 

it. I did not see any; but, during the night, I awoke suddenly and 

started up. I thought I felt hundreds of them creeping over me, 

and that one had just stung me, and caused me to wake up. The 

sweat covered my body. I looked around and saw nothing but 

sleeping people. There was no scorpion to be found. I must have 

been dreaming.  

Not far from our camp was a beautiful little prairie. I had 

seen, daring my rambles there, several footprints of wild 

buffaloes, so I immediately told Andèké we must go in chase of 

them. Andèké, the son of the king, was a very nice fellow, and 

was, besides, a good hunterðjust the very man I wanted.  

So we went toward the little prairie, and lay hidden on 

the borders of it, among the trees. By-and-by I spied a huge bull, 

who was perfectly unaware of my presence, for the wind blew 

from him to me; had the wind blown the other way, the animal 

would have scented me and have made off. As it was, he came 

slowly toward me. I raised my gun and fired. My bullet struck a 

creeper on its way, and glanced aside, so I only wounded the 

beast. Turning fiercely, he rushed at me in a furious manner, 

with his head down. I was scared; for I was, at that time, but a 
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young hunter; I got ready to run, though I had a second barrel in 

reserve. I thought the infuriated bull was too powerful for me, he 

looked so big. Just as I was about to make my escape, I found 

my foot entangled and hopelessly caught in a tough and thorny 

creeper. The bull was dashing toward me with head down and 

eyes inflamed, tearing down brushwood and creepers which 

barred his progress. Turning to meet the enemy, I felt my nerves 

suddenly grow firm as rock. If I missed the bull, all would be 

over with me. He would gore me to death. I took time to aim 

carefully, and then fired at his head. He gave one loud, hoarse 

bellow, and tumbled almost at my feet. In the mean time, 

Andèké was coming to the rescue.  

I must say I felt very nervous after all was over. But, 

being but a lad, I thought I had done pretty well. It was the first 

direct attack a wild beast had ever made upon me. I found 

afterward that the bulls are generally very dangerous when 

wounded.  

Now I must tell you how this beast looked. He was one 

of the wild buffaloes frequently to be met with in this part of 

Africa. During the greater part of the day they hide in the forest. 

When much hunted they become very shy. They are generally 

found in herds of from ten to twenty-five, though I have found 

them sometimes in much greater number.  

This animal (bos brachicheros)  is called by some of the 

natives "niaré." It is of the size of our cattle. It is covered with 

thin red hair, which is much darker in the bull than in the cow. 

The hoofs are long and sharp; the ears are fringed with most 

beautiful silky hair; the. horns are very handsome, and bend 

backward in a graceful curve. In shape, the buffalo looks like 

something between an antelope and a common cow; and when 

seen afar off, you might think these wild buffaloes were a herd 

of our cattle at home.  

How glad the people were when Andèké and I brought 

the news that we had killed a bull! There was great rejoicing. 

But I was tired, and remained in the camp, while they went with 

knives and swords to cut the buffalo to pieces, and bring in the 

flesh.  

What a fine place it was for hunting! The animals 

seemed to come down from the mountains beyond, and remain 

in the flat woody country along the sea-shore.  

There were a great many wild boars. You know we all 

wanted one of these. So one night Andèké and I agreed to go and 

lie in wait for them on the prairie. In order to look like Andèké, I 

blackened my face and hands with charcoal, so that in the night 

the color of my face could not be distinguished.  

We started from the camp before dark, and reached the 

prairie before night. I stationed myself behind a large ant-hill not 

far from the open space. There I lay; one hour passedðtwo 

hoursïthree hours, and still neither wild boar nor buffaloes. I 

looked at Andèké. He was fast asleep, at the foot of another ant-

hill close by. Once I saw a whole herd of gazelles pass by; but 

they were too far from me. Occasionally a grunt, or the cracking 

of a twig, told me that a wild boar was not far, off. At last every 

thing became silent, and I fell asleep unconsciously.  

Suddenly I was awakened by an unearthly roarðthe yell 

of a wild beast.  

I rubbed my eyes in a hurryðwhat could be the matter?  

I looked round me, and saw nothing. The woods were 

still resounding with the cry that had startled me. Then I heard a 

great crash in the forest, made by some heavy animal running 

away. Then I saw emerge from the forest a wild bull, on whose 

neck crouched an immense leopard. The poor buffalo reared, 

tossed, roared, and bellowed, but in vain. The leopard's 

enormous claws were firmly fixed in his victim's body, while his 

teeth were sunk deeply in the bull's neck. The leopard gave an 

awful roar, which seemed to make the earth shake. Then both 

buffalo and leopard disappeared in the forest, and the roars and 

the crashing of the trees soon ceased. All became silent again.  

I had fired at the leopard, but it was too far off.  
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We stayed a week here, and I enjoyed myself very much 

in the woods. I collected birds and butterflies, killed a few nice 

little quadrupeds, and then we returned to the sea-shore village. 

There the fever laid me low on my bed of sickness. How 

wretched I felt! I had never had the fever before. For a few days 

my head was burning hot. When I got better, and looked at 

myself in my little looking-glass, I could not recognize myself; I 

had not a particle of color left in my cheeks, and I looked as 

yellow and pale as a lemon. I got frightened. This fever was the 

forerunner of what I had to expect in these equatorial regions.  

CHAPTER IV  

HUNTING FOR A LEOPARD 

 
ENTICING THE LEOPARD.  

 

A VILLAGE ON THE SEA-SHORE.ðLYING IN WAIT FOR A 

LEOPARD. 

On the promontory called Cape St. John, about a degree 

north of the equator, stood a Mbinga village, whose chief was 

called Imonga. This was, I think, in the year 1852. The country 

around was very wild. The village stood on the top of a high hill, 

which ran out into the sea, and formed the cape itself. The waves 

there beat with great violence against a rock of the tertiary 

formation. It was a grand sight to see those angry billows, white 
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with foam, dashing against the shore. You could see that they 

were wearing away the rock. To land there safely was very 

difficult. There were only two or three places where, between the 

rocks, a canoe could reach the shore. The people were as wild as 

the country round them, and very warlike. They were great 

fishermen, and many of them spent their whole time fishing in 

their little canoes. Game being very scarce, there were but few 

hunters.  

Imonga, the chief, had a hideous large scar on his face, 

which showed at once that he was a fighting man. Not a few of 

his men showed signs of wounds which they had received in 

battle. Many of these fights or quarrels took place in canoes on 

the water, among themselves, or with people of other villages.  

I do not know why, but Imonga was very fond of me, and 

so also were his people. But one thing revolted me. I found that 

several of Imonga's wives had the first joint of their little finger 

cut off. Imonga did this to make them mind him; for he wanted 

his wives to obey him implicitly.  

The woods around the village were full of leopards. They 

were the dread of the people, for they were constantly carrying 

off some one. At night they would come into the villages on 

their errands of blood while the villagers were asleep. There was 

not a dog nor a goat left; and within two months three people 

had been eaten by them; the very places could be seen in the huts 

where the leopards had entered. They would tear up the thin 

thatched palm-leaves of the roofs, and, having seized their 

victims, they would go back through the hole with a tremendous 

leap, and with the man in their jaws, and run off into the forest.  

The last man taken had uttered a piercing cry of anguish, 

which awoke all the villagers. They at once arose and came to 

the rescue; but it was too late. They only found traces of blood 

as they proceeded. The leopard had gone far into the woods, and 

there devoured his victim. Of course there was tremendous 

excitement, and they went into the forest in search of the 

leopard; but he could never be found.  

There were so many of these savage beasts that they even 

walked along the beach, not satisfied with the woods alone; and 

when the tide was low, during the night, the footprints of their 

large paws could be seen distinctly marked on the sand. After 

ten or eleven o'clock at night, no native could be seen on the sea-

shore without torches.  

During the day the leopard hides himself either in the 

hollow of some one of the gigantic trees with which these forests 

abound; or sleeps quietly on some branch, waiting for the 

approach of night. He seldom goes out before one o'clock in the 

morning, unless pressed by hunger, and about four o'clock he 

goes back to his lair.  

I was now getting accustomed to face danger. Killing the 

buffalo that attacked me had given me confidence.  

To kill a leopard must be my next exploit.  

I selected a spot very near the sands of the sea, where I 

remarked the leopards used to come every night, when the tide 

was low. I chose a day when the moon began to rise at midnight, 

so that it might not be so dark that I could not take a good aim at 

the leopard, and see what was going on.  

I then began to build a kind of pen or fortress, and I can 

assure you I worked very hard at it. Every day I went into the 

forest and cut branches of trees, with which I made a strong 

palisade. Every stick was about six feet high, and was put in the 

ground about a foot deep. These posts were fastened together 

with strong creepers. My little fortress, for so I must call it, was 

about five feet square. This would never answer; for the leopard 

might leap inside and take hold of me. So, with the help of some 

stout branches all tied strongly together, I built a roof. Then I 

made loop-holes on all sides for my guns, so that I might fire at 

the beast whenever he came in sight.  

I was glad when I had finished, for I felt very tired. My 

axe was not sharp, and it had required several days to complete 

my work.  
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One clear starlight night, at about nine o'clock, I went 

and shut myself up in my fortress. I had taken a goat with me, 

which I tied a few yards from my place of concealment It was 

quite dark. After I had tied the goat, I went back and shut myself 

vary securely inside my strong-hold.  

I waited and waited, but no leopard came. The goat cried 

all the time. It was so dark that even if the leopard had come I 

could not have seen it.  

The moon rose by one o'clock. It was in its last quarter; 

and very strange and fantastic it made every thing look. There 

were the shadows of the tall trees thrown upon the white sand of 

the beach, while in the forest the gloom was somewhat greater. 

The sea came rolling on the beach in gentle waves, which, as 

they broke, sent up thousands of bright phosphorescent flashes. 

There was a dead silence every where, except when the goat 

cried, or some wild beast made the forest resound with its dismal 

howl. The wind whispered gently, mournfully through the 

woods.  

I could not account for it, but now and then a cold 

shudder ran through me. I was quite alone, for the negro I had 

taken with me was fast asleep.  

One o'clock. No leopard. I looked in vain all round me; I 

could see nothing.  

Two o'clock. Nothing yet.  

Suddenly I spied something a long way off on the beach, 

so far that I could not make out what it was. It came slowly 

toward me. What could it be? I asked myself. Soon I recognized 

a big spotted leopard. The goat, which had seen it, began to cry 

more loudly. The big beast came nearer and nearer. He began to 

crouch. Then he lay flat on the ground. How his eyes glittered! 

They looked like two pieces of bright, burning charcoal.  

My heart beat. The first thought that came to me was, Is 

my house strong enough to resist his attack, in case I should 

wound him, or if, perchance, he should prefer me to the goat, 

and make an onslaught upon it?  

The savage beast crawled nearer, and again crouched 

down on the ground. I took my gun, and, just as I was getting 

ready to fire, he made an immense leap, and bounded upon the 

goat. I fired. I do not know how, but, in the twinkling of an eye, 

the goat was seized, and both leopard and goat disappeared in 

the dark forest I fired again, but with no better success. In the 

morning I saw nothing but the traces of the poor goat's blood.  

I did not return to the village till morning, for I dared not 

go outside of my palisade that night So, the goat being gone, I 

concluded I had better light a fire, to warm myself, and drive 

away the mosquitoes. I always carried a box of matches with me. 

I struck one, and soon succeeded in making a blaze with the little 

firewood I had collected.  

Strange enough I must have looked, inside of my cage, 

while the fire sent its glimmering light around.  

Finally, seeing that every thing was well secured, I went 

to sleep, taking good care to put myself in the middle of the fort, 

so that if, by any chance, a leopard came, he could not get hold 

of me with his paw. When I awoke it was broad daylight, and I 

immediately started for Imonga's village.  
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CHAPTER V 

THE BAY OF CORISCO 

 
FLOCKS OF BIRDS.  

 

THE BAY OF CORISCO.ðTHE MANGROVE-TREES.ðTHE 

WONDERFUL FLOCK OF BIRDS.ðWHAT I FOUND IN THE POUCH 

OF A PELICAN.ðHOW AN OLD KING IS BURIED, AND THE NEW 

KING CROWNED. 

Now that you have followed me in the Benito country, 

and to Cape St. John, I will take you a little farther down the 

coast to the Bay of Corisco. There, two rivers empty their waters 

into the sea. One of them is called the Muni River, and the other 

the Monda.  

I will leave the Muni, for we shall have to come to it by-

and-by, and will speak to you only of the Monda. It Is 

throughout a low-banked, swampy stream. The banks are 

covered with mangrove-trees. Every limb or branch that grows 

in the water is covered with oystersðreal oysters, tooðso that 

at low tide you can see, in some places for a long distance, 

immense beds of this kind of shell-fish.  

The mangroves, on which the oysters grow so curiously, 

are very extraordinary trees. The main trunk, or parent tree, 

grows to an immense size. From a single tree a whole forest will 

grow up in time, for the branches send down shoots into the 

ground, which in their turn take root and become trees; so that 

generally, almost the whole of the mangrove forest may be said 

to be knitted together.  

The inhabitants of the country at the mouth of the river 

are called Shekiani. They are a very warlike tribe, and many of 

them are armed with guns, which they obtain from the vessels 

which come here from time to time to buy barwood, ivory, or 

India-rubber.  

I arrived at the mouth of the river in a small canoe 

manned by several Mbinga men. The canoe was made of the 

trunk of a single tree, and had a mat for a sail. At the mouth of 

the river, high above the swamps that surround its banks, are two 

hills. On the top of one of these hills a village was situated. 

There I stayed. It was a village of insignificant size.  

At low tide, the high, muddy banks of the river are 

exposed. So many birds as are there I never saw elsewhere: they 

are to be seen in countless thousands. The shore, the mud 

islands, and the water were so covered with them that it was 

really a sight worth seeing. Here and there flocks of pelicans 

swam majestically along, keeping at a good distance from my 

canoe. You would probably wish to know what these pelicans 

are like. I will tell you. They are large birds, and have an 

enormous bill, under which is a large pouch, capable of 

containing several pounds of fish. They have webbed feet, and 

their feathers are white. I wish you could see them looking out 

for their prey. How slyly they pry in the water for the fish they 

are in search of, and how quickly they pounce, upon them 

unawares with their powerful beak! In an instant the fish are 
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killed and stored away in the pouch; and when this is full, the 

Master Pelican begins to eat. The fish are put in the pouch as if it 

were a store-house.  

Now and then a string of flamingoes go stretching along 

the muddy shore, looking for all the world like a line of fire. 

Most beautiful are these flamingoes! and very singular they 

appear when not on the wing, but standing still on their long red 

legs! They are very wild, however, and difficult of approach.  

Wherever the mud peeped out of the water, there were 

herons, cranes, gulls of various kinds. Scattered every where 

were seen these beautiful white birds (Egretta flavirostris). 

Some of the shore trees were covered with them, looking like 

snow in the distance.  

Of course I wished to kill some of these birds. So I took a 

tiny little canoe, and covered it with branches of trees, that the 

birds might think it was a tree coming down the stream, as is 

often the case. Then I took a Shekiani with me to paddle, and, 

putting two guns in the canoe, we made for the pelicans. The sly 

birds seemed to suspect something, and did not give me a chance 

to approach them for a long time. But, as you know, in order to 

succeed in any thing, people must have patience and 

perseverance. So, after chasing many, I finally succeeded in 

approaching one. He was just in the act of swallowing a big fish 

whenðbang IðI fired, and wounded him so that he could not 

fly. His wing had been broken by my shot. At the noise made by 

fir ing my gun, the birds flew away by thousands. I made for 

Master Pelican. The chase became exciting; but, at last, we 

succeeded in coming near him. But how to get hold of him was 

now the question. His wing only was broken; and, with his great 

beak, he might perhaps be able to cut one of my fingers right off. 

I was afraid to spoil his feathers if I fired again. He became 

exhausted, and with one of the paddles I gave him a tremendous 

blow on the head, which stunned him. Another blow finished 

him, and we lifted him into the canoe.  

I can not tell you how pleased I was. His pouch was full 

of fish. They were so fresh that I resolved to make a meal out of 

them.  

I had hardly put the bird at the bottom of the canoe, when 

there came flying toward me a flock of at least two hundred 

flamingoes. In a moment I had my gun in readiness. Would they 

come near enough for me to get a shot at them? I watched them 

anxiously. Yes! Now they are near enough; andðbang! bang!ð

I fired the two barrels right into the middle of the flock, and two 

beautiful flamingoes fell into the water. Quickly we paddled 

toward them In order to go faster, I took a paddle also, and 

worked away as well as I could. They were dead. Both had 

received shots in the head.  

We made for the shore. When I opened the pouch of the 

pelicanðjust think of it!ðI found a dozen large fishes inside! 

They were quite fresh, and I am sure they had not been caught 

more than half an hour. You will agree with me that the pelican 

makes quick work when he goes a fishing.  

In the evening I felt so tired that I went straight to bed; 

and I slept so soundly, that if the Shekianis had chosen, they 

could have murdered me without my even opening my eyes.  

This village had a new king; and I wondered if his 

majesty were made king in the same fashion as the sovereign of 

the Mpongwe tribeða tribe of negroes among whom I have 

resided, and I will tell you how their king was made.  

Old King Glass died. He had been long ailing, but clung 

to life with determined tenacity. He was a disagreeable old 

heathen; but in his last days he became very devoutðafter his 

fashion. His idol was always freshly painted and brightly 

decorated; his fetich, or "monda," was the best-cared-for fetich 

in Africa; and every few days some great doctors were brought 

down from the interior, and paid a large fee for advising the old 

king. He was afraid of witchcraft; he thought every body wanted 

to put him out of the way by bewitching him. So the business of 

the doctors was to keep off the witches, and assure his majesty 
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that he would live a long time. This assurance pleased him 

wonderfully, and he paid his doctors well.  

The tribe had got tired of their king. They thought, 

indeed, that he was himself a most potent and evil-disposed 

wizard; and, though the matter was not openly talked about, 

there were very few natives indeed who would pass his house 

after night, and none who could be tempted inside by any 

slighter provocation than an irresistible glass of rum. In fact, if 

he had not been a great king, he would probably have been 

killed.  

When he got sick at last, every body seemed very sorry; 

but several of my friends told me, in confidence, that the whole 

town hoped he would die, and die he did. I was awakened one 

morning by those mournful cries and wails with which the 

African oftener covers a sham sorrow than expresses a real grief. 

All the women of the village seemed to be dissolved in tears. It 

is a most singular thing to see how readily the women of Africa 

can supply tears on the slightest occasion, or for no occasion at 

all. They will cry together at certain times of the day, on 

mourning occasions, when a few minutes before they were 

laughing. They need no pain or real grief to excite their tears. 

They can, apparently, weep at will.  

The mourning and wailing on this occasion lasted six 

days. On the second day the old king was secretly buried by a 

few of the most trusty men of the tribe, very early in the 

morning, before others were upðor perhaps at night. Some said 

he had been buried at night, while others said he had been buried 

in the morning, thus showing that they did not know. This 

custom arises from a belief that the other tribes would much like 

to get the head of the king, in order that with his brains they 

might make a powerful fetich.  

During the days of mourning the old men of the village 

busied themselves in choosing a new king. This, also, is a secret 

operation, and the result is not communicated to the people 

generally till the seventh day.  

It happened that Njogoni (fowl), a good friend of mine, 

was elected. I do not know that Njogoni had the slightest 

suspicion of his elevation. At any rate, he shammed ignorance 

very well.  

While he was walking on the shore on the morning of the 

seventh dayðprobably some one had told him to goðhe was 

suddenly set upon by the entire populace, who proceeded with a 

ceremony which is preliminary to the crowning. In a dense 

crowd they surrounded him, and then began to heap upon him 

every manner of abuse that the worst of mobs could imagine. 

Some spat in his face. Some beat him with their fistsðnot very 

hard, of course. Some kicked him. Others threw dirty things at 

him. Those unlucky ones who stood on the outside, and could 

only reach the poor fellow with their voices, assiduously cursed 

him, and also his father, and especially his mother, as well as his 

sisters and brothers, and all his ancestors to the remotest 

generation. A stranger would not have given a farthing for the 

life of him who was presently to be crowned.  

Amid the noise and struggle, I caught the words which 

explained all to me; for every few minutes some fellow, 

administering a comparatively severe blow or kick, would shout 

out, "You are not our king yet; for a little while we will do what 

we please with you. By-and-by we shall have to do your will."  

Njogoni bore himself like a man and a prospective king, 

and took all this abuse with a smiling face. When it had lasted 

about half an hour, they took him to the house of the old king. 

Here he was seated, and became again for a little while the 

victim of his people's curses and ill usage.  

Suddenly all became silent, and the elders of the people 

rose, and said solemnly (the people repeating after them), "Now 

we choose you for our king; we engage to listen to you, and to 

obey you."  

Then there was silence; and presently the silk hat, of 

"stove-pipe" fashion, which is the emblem of royalty among the 

Mpongwe and several other tribal was brought in, and placed on 
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Njogoni's head. He was then dressed in a red gown, and received 

the greatest marks of respect from all those who had just now 

abused him.  

Then followed six days of festival, during which the poor 

king, who had taken the name of his predecessor, was obliged to 

receive his subjects in his on house, and was not allowed to stir 

out. The whole time was occupied in indescribable gorging of 

food, and drinking of bad rum and palm wine. It was a scene of 

beastly gluttony, and drunkenness, and uproarious confusion. 

Every thing to eat and drink was furnished freely, and all comers 

were welcome.  

Old King Glass, for whom during six days no end of 

tears had been shed, was now forgotten; and new  King Glass, 

poor fellow, was sick with exhaustion.  

Finally, the rum and palm wine were drunk up, the food 

was eaten, the allotted days of rejoicing had expired, and the 

people went back to their homes.  

CHAPTER VI  

IN SEARCH OF CANNIBALS 

 
SCENE WITH MBOUSHA.  

 

AN OLD MAN KILLED FOR WITCHCRAFT.ðJOURNEY TO THE 

COUNTRY OF THE CANNIBALS.ðSTARTING ON THE ROUTE. 

In the year 1856 I was again in the equatorial regions. I 

was in the great forest, on my way to the Cannibal country; yes, 

the country where the people eat one another. It was a long way 

off, and how was I to get there through the dense jungle? How 

was I to find my way in that vast African forest? These were the 

thoughts that troubled me when I was in the village of Dayoko.  

A glance at the map will show you how the village of 

Dayoko is situated. It lies not far from the banks of the 

Ntambounay River, and is surrounded by beautiful groves of 

plantain-trees.  
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Dayoko is one of the chiefs of the Mbousha tribe, and a 

wild and savage set of people they are, I can tell you. But 

Dayoko became my friend, and said he would spare me a few 

men to take me part of the way.  

These Mbousha people look very much like the Shekiani 

I have already described. They are superstitious and cruel, and 

believe in witchcraft. I stayed among them only a few days. I 

will now tell you what I saw there.  

In a hut I found a very old man. His wool (hair) was 

white as snow, his face was wrinkled, and his limbs were 

shrunken. His hands were tied behind him, and his feet were 

placed in a rude kind of stocks. Several negroes, armed to the 

teeth, stood guard over him, and now and then insulted him by 

angry words and blows, to which he submitted in silence. What 

do you suppose all this meant?  

This old man was to be killed for witchcraft.  

A truly horrible delusion this witchcraft is!  

I went to Dayoko, the chief, to try to save the old man's 

life, but I saw it was in vain.  

During the whole night I could hear singing all over the 

town, as well as a great uproar. Evidently they were preparing 

for the sacrifice of the old man.  

Early in the morning the people gathered together with 

the fetich-man. His bloodshot eyes glared in savage excitement 

as he went around from man to man. In his hands he held a 

bundle of herbs, with which he sprinkled, three times, those to 

whom he spoke. Meantime there was a man on the top of a high 

tree close by, who shouted from time to time, "Jocou! Jocou!" at 

the same time shaking the trees.  

"Jocou"  means devil among the Mbousha; and the 

business of this man was to scare the evil spirit, and keep it 

away.  

At last they all declared that the old man was a most 

potent wizard, that he had killed many people by sorcery, and 

that he must be killed.  

You would like to know, I dare say, what these Africans 

mean by a wizard or a witch? They believe that people have 

within themselves the power of killing any one who displeases 

them. They believe that no one dies unless some one has 

bewitched him. Have you ever heard of such a horrible 

superstition? Hence those who are condemned for witchcraft are 

sometimes subjected to a very painful death; they are burnt by 

slow fire, and their bodies are given to the Bashikouay ant to be 

devoured. I shall have something to tell you about ants by-and-

by. The poor wretches are cut into pieces; gashes are made over 

their bodies, and Cayenne pepper is put in the wounds. Indeed, it 

makes me shudder to think of it, for I have witnessed such 

dreadful deaths, and seen many of the mutilated corpses.  

After I witnessed the ceremony, the people scattered, and 

I went into my hut, for I was not well. After a while I thought I 

saw a man pass my door almost like a flash, and after him 

rushed a horde of silent but infuriated men toward the river. In a 

little while I heard sharp, piercing cries, as of a man in great 

agony, and then all became still as death.  

I came out, and, going toward the river, was met by the 

crowd returning, every man armed with axe, spear, knife, or 

cutlass; and these weapons, as well as their own hands, and 

arms, and bodies, were sprinkled with blood. They had killed the 

poor old man they called a wizard, hacked him to pieces, and 

finished by splitting open his skull, and scattering the brains into 

the water. Then they returned. At night these blood-thirsty men 

seemed to be as gentle as lambs, and as cheerful as if nothing 

bad happened.  

Ought we not to be thankful that we were born in a 

civilized country?  

Now came the "grand palaver" over my departure. I 

called Dayoko and all the elders of the village together. When 
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they had all assembled, I told them I most go into the Fan 

country inhabited by the Cannibals.  

Dayoko said I should be murdered by the Cannibals, and 

eaten up, and tried to dissuade me from going.  

Finally I said that go I would.  

So it was determined that I should go under Dayoko's 

protection. Accordingly he gave me two of his sons to 

accompany me, and ordered several men to carry my chests, 

guns, powder, bullets, and shot.  

They were to take me to one of Dayoko's fathers-in-law, 

a Mbondemo chief who lived in the mountains.  

I was going farther and farther from the sea; if the 

savages were to leave me and run away in the forest, what would 

become of me?  

We started in canoes, ascended the Muni River, and then 

paddled up a river called the Ntambounay (you must not mind 

these hard namesðthey are not of my choice. I must call things 

by the names the natives give them).  

After paddling all day, toward sunset we all felt very 

tired, for we had gone a long way up the river, and reached a 

Shekiani village. I was quite astonished to meet Shekiani here, 

but so it happened.  

I shall always remember this Shekiani village, for I 

thought I should be murdered and plundered there. After we had 

landed in the village, I was told, at once, that I could not go any 

farther, for the road belonged to them. I must pay a tribute of six 

shirts similar to those I wore, three great-coats, beads, etc., etc. 

This would have entirely ruined me.  

I could not sleep at all. Through the whole night a crowd 

surrounded my hut, talking, shouting, and singing in the greatest 

excitement. My guns and revolvers were all loaded, and I made 

up my mind not to be killed without fighting desperately. If I 

was to die, I resolved, at all events, to die like a brave man. All 

my party were in my hut except Dayoko's two sons, who had 

gone to talk with the Shekiani chief. The Shekiani chief was a 

friend of Dayoko, and Dayoko's sons told him I was their father's 

stranger-friend.  

At last things became more quiet, and toward morning 

the people were still or asleep.  

We left the hut. All was still peaceful. My men said that 

Dayoko's sons had a big fetich to avert war.  

I gave a present to the Shekiani chief, and off we started. 

We left our large canoes and took smaller ones, for we were to 

go through a very small stream.  

As we ascended the beautiful river, we could see the 

lofty mountains of the interior. A great many islands studded the 

stream. From the trees on the banks the monkeys looked down at 

us with astonishment. What curious creatures they were, with 

their blank faces peeping out through the dark foliage, and 

looking as if they were making grimaces at us. By-and-by we 

left the river, and made our way along the creeks or through the 

woods toward the Mbondemo village. Now and then we walked 

freely through the wide openings which the elephants had made. 

The rushing of a herd of elephants effects quite a clearing in the 

forest. On we went, till finally we came to a place where a great 

number of large trees had been prostrated. Wherever we looked 

trees were lying on the ground, many of them of enormous size. 

As I looked I heard, not far off, a tremendous crashða most 

awful noise. I could not conjecture what was the matter. It turned 

out that a tree had come down; and as it fell, being a huge one, it 

crushed a dozen others around it, and each, as it broke, gave a 

great creak so that the combined effect was awful to hear.  

We had to go through these fallen trees; and what tough 

work it was! I never had seen any thing like it. Now we had to 

climb on a fallen tree and follow its trunk; then we had to come 

down, and were entangled in its branches, or in those of other 

trees. At other times we had to creep under them. I was 
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continually afraid that my gun would be fired off by some 

creepers or boughs getting hold of the trigger.  

At last, when my patience was entirely gone, and my few 

clothes literally hanging in ribbons about me, my legs sadly 

wounded, and my face and hands scratched, we arrived at the 

camp of the Mbondemos, situated almost at the foot of the 

mountain.  

These mountains were covered with an immense forest; 

and so thick were the trees that no open view could be obtained 

in any direction. The mountains ended somewhere in the 

interior, no one knew where, but this they knew, that it was near 

the home of the Fans, a Cannibal tribe, and that elephants were 

plentiful, and gorillas were occasionally seen there. This 

encampment of the Mbondemos was called an olako. There was 

not a house in the camp, and it was a romantic scene to look at. 

Scattered under huge trees, on the edge of the woods, were leafy 

shelters, opening toward the forest. Under these the people lived. 

A few sticks put close together formed their beds. They 

contrived to sleep upon them, and I did the same. I assure you 

that they were hard enough, and reminded me that a mattress 

was a very good thing. Every family had its fire prepared beside 

the beds, and around these fires in the evening they clustered, 

men, women, and children.  

The chief of this Mbondemo encampment was called 

Mbéné, and I liked him very much. He was very kind to me, and 

always tried to furnish me with food. There was scarcity of 

provisions, at the time, in the camp of the Mbondemos. There 

were no plantain and cassada fields near, and often I had to go 

without breakfast or dinner. The people lived chiefly on the nuts 

of the forest, and at that season of the year these were very 

scarce.  

Poor Mbéné said they had very little to eat, but would 

give me what they could. I had carried with me a few little 

crackers, which I found very preciousðmore precious than gold, 

and which I reserved for time of sickness; but one by one they 

disappeared. I looked at them every time I took one, but I felt so 

hungry that I could not refrain from eating them.  

Have you known what hunger isðreal craving hunger? I 

can assure you it is a dreadful feeling.  

During that time of the year, this people had half the time 

nothing to eat but the nut of a kind of palm. This nut was so 

bitter I could scarcely eat it. It is shaped like an egg, with 

rounded ends. To prepare it for eating, it is divested of its husk, 

and soaked in water for twenty-four hours, when it loses part of 

its exceedingly bitter taste, and becomes tolerably palatableð

that is, to a starving man. Sometimes hunger will make them eat 

the nut without soaking it. I have done so myself when lost in 

the forest. It is dreadfully disagreeable.  

Now and then the women succeeded in getting a few 

little fish in the streams, and gave me some. I could bear a good 

deal, for I had firmly resolved to go into the Cannibal country.  

These Mbondemos are continually moving their villages. 

Mbéné had moved his village three times within a few years. I 

asked him why he made these frequent changes. He said that he 

moved the first time because a man had died; and the place was 

"not good" after that event. The second time he was forced to 

move became they had cut down all the palm-trees, and would 

get no more mimbo (palm wine), a beverage of which they are 

excessively fond. They tap the palm, just as the maple-tree is 

tapped in America, only they tap the tree at the top. This palm 

wine has somewhat of a milky color; and, when drunk in great 

quantity, it intoxicates. The palm-trees are very plentiful all over 

this part of the country, and it seems easier for them to move 

than to take care of the trees surrounding their settlements, 

useful as they are to them; for they furnish not only the wine 

they love, but the bitter nut I mentioned before, which often 

keeps them from actual starvation. When the tree is cut down 

they get what we call the palm cabbage which grows at the top. 

When cooked this palm cabbage is very good.  
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A country which has plenty of palm-trees, plenty of 

game, a good river or rivulet, and plenty of fish, is the country 

for a Mbondemo settler or squatter.  

In these forests there is a vine or creeper which I might 

call the traveler's vine. If thirsty you may cut it, and within less 

than a minute a tumblerful of water will come out of it. This vine 

hangs about in the forest, and seemed to me to grow without 

leaves. What a capital thing it would be if water were not 

abundant in this country! The water procured from it has hardly 

any taste, and is perfectly pure and limpid.  

Being unable to endure the continual hunger, I called 

Mbéné, and told him that his place had no food to give, and he 

must take me to a country where there was something to eat, and 

which would be on my way to the Fan country. Good Mbéné 

said, "Spirit, I will try the best I can to take you where you want 

to go. I will send some of my people with you."  

In the mean time, Dayoko's people had all returned to 

their village. These forests had no game. I spent hour after hour 

scouring the forest, but I could see nothing except birds, some of 

which were extremely pretty. I am afraid that if I had succeeded 

in killing a snake I should have eaten it, as I felt desperately 

hungry. I did not like the bitter nuts; so it was agreed that 

Mbéné's brother Mcomo, together with several of his people, 

should accompany me as far as the country of the Fan tribe. I 

could hardly believe such good news could be true.  

Mbéné's wife always cooked my food. She was a dear 

good old woman, and I gave her a fine necklace of beads when I 

left. She was delighted with my present They were big white 

porcelain beads of the size of a pigeon's egg. One day Mbéné 

succeeded in getting a fowl for me. His wife cooked it; she made 

soup, and put plenty of Cayenne pepper into it. I had also some 

plantain. How I enjoyed this meal! The more so that it was 

probably the last I should get for a good many days, unless we 

were unusually lucky, and should kill some antelopes or 

elephants on our road to the Fan country.  

Elephant meat is execrable, as you would say on tasting 

it. But, as you may not have the chance, I will tell you by-and-by 

how it tastes.  

As much food as possible was collected for our journey, 

and at last every thing was ready.  
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CHAPTER VII  

JOURNEY THROUGH THE WILDERNESS 

 
KILLING  THE SNAKE.  

 

OUR JOURNEY THROUGH THE WILDERNESS CONTINUED.ðA 

REBELLION IN CAMP.ðNOTHING TO EAT.ðI SHOOT A FISH AND 

MISS AN ELEPHANT.ðI KILL A BIG SNAKE, AND THE OTHERS EAT 

HIM.ðMY FIRST SIGHT OF GORILLAS. 

Before we renewed our journey, the natives had done all 

they could to gather provisions; but the result was poor enough. 

By going to distant villages they had succeeded in getting a few 

bunches of plantain.  

Mcomo, Mbéné's brother, backed out. He said he was not 

going into the Cannibal country to be eaten up. But I must tell 

you that Mbéné had some friends among the Cannibals. And he 

sent with me two of his sons, called Miengai and Makinda, 

together with twelve good hunters, and six women who were the 

wives of some of the men. The women carried the provisions, 

etc.  

I took seventy pounds of shot and bullets, nineteen 

pounds of powder, ten pounds of arsenic for preserving the birds 

and animals I should kill, for I knew I should probably succeed 

in getting some new specimens.  

When all was arranged, when every body had taken leave 

of all his friends, for this was a very great journey, and they 

came back half a dozen times to take leave over again, or say 

something they had forgotten, when all the shouting and 

quarreling about who should carry the smallest load was over, 

we at last got away.  

We had left the camp of Mbéné behind us at a distance of 

about five miles when we came to the banks of a little river 

called the Noonday, a clear and beautiful stream. I was ahead of 

the party with Miengai, and was waiting for the others to come 

up before crossing. As we stood on the bank I spied a fish 

swimming along. Immediately the thought came into my mind, 

"How nicely that fish would taste if I could get it and boil it in a 

pot over the fire!" I fired a charge of small shot into it; but no 

sooner had I pulled the trigger than I heard a tremendous crash 

on the opposite bank, about six or seven yards off. Small trees 

were torn down violently, and then we heard the shrill 

trumpetings of a party of frightened elephants. They were 

probably sleeping or standing in a dead silence on the opposite 

bank in the jungle. I was sorry I had fired, for after crossing the 

stream we might have killed an elephant. Poor Miengai was 

terribly vexed. "I am sure," said he, "they had big tusks of 

ivory."  

Our party, as soon as they heard the gun, came up in 

haste, and asked what was the matter. When they heard the 

story, they began to lament our not killing an elephant, for then 

we should have had meat enough for the whole journey; and 

they shouted with one accord, "Elephant meat is so good!"  

This exclamation made me wonder how an elephant 

steak would taste.  
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On we went, and got fairly into the mountainous country. 

The hills became steeper as we advanced. How tired I felt; for 

the diet at Mbéné's camp had not strengthened me. These 

Mbondemos had a great advantage over me. They used their 

bare feet, almost as deftly as monkeys, and hence got their 

foothold more easily than I.  

Miengai and I were in advance. All at once he made me a 

sign to keep very still. I thought he had discovered a herd of 

elephants, or seen the traces of an enormous leopard. He cocked 

his gun; I cocked mine; the other men did the same; and there we 

stood, in perfect silence, for at least five minutes. Suddenly 

Miengai sent a "hurrah" echoing through the forest. It was 

immediately answered by shouts from many voices not very far 

off, but whose owners were hidden from us by huge rocks and 

trees. Miengai replied with the fierce shout of the Mbondemo 

warriors, and was again answered. Thinking we were going to 

have a general fight, I looked carefully after my powder-flask 

and my bullets, and found they were all right.  

Going a little farther on we came in sight of the 

encampment of a large party, who proved to be some of 

Mbénéôs people just returning from a trading expedition to the 

interior. Two men of this camp offered to go with us. Their 

names were Ngolai and Yeava. We consented to take them.  

What a journey it was! Nothing but thick woods to 

struggle through, hills to climb, rivers to cross, and nearly all the 

time it rained; in fact, I was wet from morning to night. How 

glad I was when, in the evening, we had made our camp, and 

built great fires! For my part, I had three fires lit about my bed of 

leaves; and in the evening I always hung up my clothes to dry, 

so as to have them ready for the next day.  

One morning my men came to tell me they were tired, 

and would not go a step farther unless I gave them more cloth.  

They seemed in earnest; and I began to question myself 

whether they meant to plunder me or to leave me in these 

mountains? To be left thus alone would have been almost certain 

death. To give them what they asked was to show them I was 

afraid of them. If they knew I was afraid of them I did not know 

what they might next do. So I determined to put on a bold front. 

Taking my two revolvers in my hand, I said, "I will not give you 

any more cloth. I will not let you leave me, because your father 

Mbéné has given you to me to accompany me to the Fan tribe. 

You must therefore go with me, or" (here I motioned with my 

pistols) "there will be war between us. But," said I, "this is a 

very hard road, and at the end of the journey I will give you 

something more."  

This satisfied them, and we again resumed our journey. 

Up, and up, and up we struggled, and now we began to meet 

with immense boulders. Not the scream of a bird, or the shrill 

cry of a monkey, broke the stillness of the dark solitude. Nothing 

was heard but the panting breaths of our party as we ascended 

the hills.  

At last we came to an immense mountain torrent, which 

rushed down the hill side with fearful force, and was white with 

foam. Its course was full of huge granite boulders, which lay 

about as though the Titans had been playing at skittles in that 

country. Against these the angry waters dashed as if they would 

carry all before them, and, breaking, threw the milky spray up to 

the very tree-tops. As I looked up the torrent seemed to pour its 

foaming waters directly down upon us.  

This was the head of the Ntambounay River which I had 

ascended in a canoe, and on the banks of which I came near 

being murdered in the Shekiani village. What a change had taken 

place in it! Here a canoe would be dashed into a hundred pieces 

against the rocks.  

I was so thirsty and tired that I went to the river bank, 

and drank a few handfuls of the pure, clean cold water.  

After resting a little while, we continued our course till 

we reached the top of a very high mountain, whence I could see 

all the country round How wild and desolate it looked! Nothing 
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but forest and mountains stretching away as far as the eye could 

reach.  

I was sitting under a very large tree, when, suddenly 

looking up, I saw an immense serpent coiled upon the branch of 

a tree just above me; and I really could not tell whether he was 

not about to spring upon me and entangle me in his huge folds. 

You may well believe that I very quickly "stood from under." I 

rushed out, and, taking good aim with my gun, I shot my black 

friend in the head. He let go his hold, tumbled down with great 

force, and after writhing convulsively for a time, he lay before 

me dead. He measured thirteen feet in length, and his ugly fangs 

proved that he was venomous.  

My men cut off the head of the snake, and divided the 

body into as many pieces as there were people. Then they 

lighted a fire, and roasted and ate it on the spot. They offered me 

a piece; but, though very hungry, I declined. When the snake 

was eaten I was the only individual of the company that had an 

empty stomach; I could not help reflecting on the disadvantage it 

is sometimes to have been born and bred in a civilized country, 

where snakes are not accounted good eating.  

We now began to look about the ruins of the village near 

which we sat. A degenerate kind of sugar-cane was growing on 

the very spot where the houses had formerly stood. I made haste 

to pluck some of this, and chew it for the little sweetness it had. 

While thus engaged my men perceived what instantly threw us 

all into the greatest excitement. Here and there the cane was 

beaten down or torn up by the roots, and lying about were 

fragments which had evidently been chewed. There were also 

footprints to be seen, which looked almost like those of human 

beings. What could this mean? My men looked at each other in 

silence, and muttered "Nguyla!" (Gorillas!)  

It was the first time I had seen the footprints of these 

wild men of the woods, and I can not tell you how I felt. Here 

was I now, it seemed, on the point of meeting, face to face, that 

monster, of whose ferocity, strength, and cunning the natives 

had told me so much, and which no white man before had 

hunted. My heart beat till I feared its loud pulsations would 

alarm the gorilla. I wondered how they looked. I thought of what 

Hanno the Carthaginian navigator said about the wild hairy men 

he had met on the West Coast of Africa more than two thousand 

years ago.  

By the tracks it was easy to know that there must have 

been several gorillas in company. We prepared at once to follow 

them.  

The women were terrified. They thought their end had 

come; that the gorilla would be soon upon them; so, before 

starting in search of the monster, we left two or three men to 

take care of them and reassure them. Then the rest of us looked 

once more carefully at our guns; for the gorilla gives you no 

time to reload, and woe to him whom he attacks! We were 

fortunately armed to the teeth.  

My men were remarkably silent, for they were going on 

an expedition of more than usual risk; for the male gorilla is 

literally the king of the forestðthe king of the equatorial 

regions. He and the crested lion of Mount Atlas are the two 

fiercest and strongest beasts of that continent. The lion of South 

Africa can not be compared with either for strength or courage.  

As we left the camp, the men and women left behind 

crowded together, with fear written on their faces. Miengai, 

Ngolai, and Makinda set out for the hunt in one party; myself 

and Yeava formed another. We determined to keep near each 

other, so that in ease of trouble, or in a great emergency, we 

might be at hand to help one another. For the rest, silence and a 

sure aim were the only cautions to be given.  

As we followed the footprints, we could easily see that 

there were four or five of them, though none appeared very 

large. We saw where the gorillas had run along on all fours, 

which is their usual mode of progression. We could perceive 

also where, from time to time, they had seated themselves to 
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chew the canes they had borne off. The chase began to be very 

exciting.  

We had agreed to return to the women and their guards, 

and consult about what was to be done, after we had discovered 

the probable course of the gorilla, and this was now done. To 

make sure of not alarming our prey, we moved the whole party 

forward a little way, to some leafy huts, built by passing traders, 

and which served us for shelter and concealment. Here we 

bestowed the women, whose lively fear of the terrible gorilla 

arises from various stories current among the tribes of women 

having been carried off into the woods by the fierce animal. 

Then we prepared once more to set out on our chase, this time 

hopeful to get a shot.  

Looking once more to our guns, we started off. I confess 

that I was never more excited in my life. For years I had heard of 

the terrible roar of the gorilla, of its vast strength, of its fierce 

courage when only wounded. I knew that we were about to pit 

ourselves against an animal which even the enormously large 

leopards of the mountains fear, which the elephants let alone, 

and which perhaps has driven away the lion out of this territory; 

for the "king of beasts," so numerous elsewhere in Africa, is not 

met with in the land of the gorilla.  

We descended a hill, crossed a stream on a fallen log, 

crept under the trees, and presently approached some huge 

boulders of granite. In the stream we had crossed we could see 

plainly signs that the animals had just crossed it, for the water 

was still disturbed. Our eyes wandered every where to get a 

glimpse of our prey, Alongside of the granite blocks lay an 

immense dead tree, and about this the gorillas were likely to be.  

Our approach was very cautious; I wish you could have 

seen us. We were divided into two parties. Makinda led one, and 

I the other. We were to surround the granite block, behind which 

Makinda supposed the gorillas to be hiding. With guns cocked 

and ready, we advanced through the dense wood, which cast a 

gloom, even in midday, over the whole scene. I looked at my 

men, and saw that they were even more excited than myself.  

Slowly we pressed on through the dense bush fearing 

almost to breathe, for fear of alarming the beasts. Makinda was 

to go to the right of the rock, while I took the left. Unfortunately, 

he and his party circled it at too great a distance. The watchful 

animals saw him. Suddenly I was startled by a strange, 

discordant, half human, devilish cry, and beheld four young and 

half-grown gorillas running toward the deep forest. I was not 

ready. We fired, but hit nothing. Then we rushed on in pursuit; 

but they knew the woods better than we. Once I caught a 

glimpse of one of the animals again; but an intervening tree 

spoiled my mark, and I did not fire. We pursued them till we 

were exhausted, but in vain. The alert beasts made good their 

escape. When we could pursue no more we returned slowly to 

our camp, where the women were anxiously expecting us.  

I protest I felt almost like a murderer when I saw the 

gorilla this first time. As they ran on their hind legs, with their 

beads down, their bodies inclined forward, their whole 

appearance was that of hairy men running for their lives. Add to 

all this their cry, so awful, yet with something human in its 

discordance, and you will cease to wonder that the natives have 

the wildest superstitions about the "wild men of the woods."  

In our absence the women had made large fires, and 

prepared the camp. I changed my clothes, which had become 

drenched by the frequent torrents and puddles we ran through in 

our eager pursuit. Then we sat down to our supper, which had 

been cooked in the mean time. I noticed that all my plantains 

were goneðeaten up. What was to become of us in the great 

forest? I had only two or three biscuits, which I kept in case of 

actual starvation or sickness.  

As we lay by the fire in the evening before going to 

sleep, the adventure of the day was talked over to those who had 

not gone with us, and, of course, there followed some curious 

stories of the gorillas. I listened in silence.  
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One of the men told a story of two Mbondemo women 

who were walking together through the woods, when suddenly 

an immense gorilla stepped into the path, and, clutching one of 

the women, bore her off in spite of the screams and struggles of 

both. The other woman returned to the village much frightened, 

and told the story. Of course her companion was given up for 

lost. Great was the surprise when, a few days afterward, she 

returned to her home.  

"Yes," said one of the men, "that was a gorilla inhabited 

by a spirit." This explanation was received by a general grunt of 

approval.  

One of the men told how, some years ago, a party of 

gorillas were found in a cane-field tying up the sugar-cane in 

regular bundles preparatory to carrying it away. The natives 

attacked them, but were routed, and several killed, while others 

were carried off prisoners by the gorillas; but in a few days they 

returned home, not uninjured indeed, for the nails of their fingers 

and toes had been torn of by their captors.  

Then several people spoke up, and mentioned names of 

dead men whose spirits were known to be dwelling in gorillas.  

Finally came the story that is current among all the tribes 

who are acquainted with the habits of the gorilla, that this animal 

will hide himself in the lower branches of a tree, and there lie in 

wait for people who go to and fro. When one passes sufficiently 

near, the gorilla grasps the luckless fellow with his powerful 

feet, which he uses like giants' hands, and, drawing the man up 

into the tree, In quietly chokes him there.  

Hunger and starvation began to tell upon us severely. 

When we started I did not calculate on meeting with gorillas. I 

had eaten all my sea-bread. There was not a particle of food 

among us, and no settlement near us. I began to feel anxious for 

fear that we should die. Berries were scarce, and nuts were 

hardly to be found. The forest seemed deserted. There was not 

even a bird to kill. To make matters worse, we had been misled. 

We were lostðlost in the great forest!ðand we failed to reach a 

certain settlement where we had expected to arrive.  

Traveling on an empty stomach is too exhausting to be 

very long endured. The third day I awoke feeble, but found that 

one of the men had killed a monkey. This animal, roughly 

roasted on the coals, tasted delicious. How I wished we had ten 

monkeys to eat! But how glad and grateful we were for that 

single one.  

Presently Makinda, looking up, discovered a bee-hive. 

He smoked the bees out, and I divided the honey. There might 

have been a fight over this sweet booty had I not interposed and 

distributed it in equal shares. Serving myself with a portion not 

bigger than I gave the rest, I at once sat down, and devoured 

honey, wax, dead bees, worms, dirt, and all, I was so hungry. I 

was only sorry we had not more.  

I had really a hard time getting through the old elephant 

tracks, which were the best roads through the jungle. The men 

seemed to have lost their way. We saw no animal but found 

several gorillas' tracks.  

At last my men began to talk more cheerfully; they knew 

where they were; and, soon after, I saw the broad leaves of the 

plantain, the forerunner of an African town. But, alas I as we 

approached we saw no one coming to meet us; and when we 

reached the place we found only a deserted village. But even for 

this how thankful I was! Since I left Dayoko I had experienced 

nothing but hunger and starvation; and these were the first 

human habitations we had met.  

Presently, however, some Mbicho people made their 

appearance. They were relatives of Mbéné and their village was 

close by. They gave us some plantains, but no fowls. I wished 

very much to get a fowl. I felt gouamba (which means hunger) 

for meat, and knew that a good warm fowl broth would have 

done me a great deal of good. We spent the evening in the 

houses, drying and warming ourselves. It was much better than 

the forest, even if it was only a deserted town.  
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I asked if we should ever reach the Cannibal country, and 

found that, with the exception of the Mbicho village near at 

hand, we were already surrounded on three sides by Fan 

villages.  

I was too tired to rest. Besides, I was getting deep into 

the interior of Africa, and was in the neighborhood of the Fans, 

the most warlike tribe that inhabited the country. So I barricaded 

my hut, got my ammunition ready, saw that my guns were all 

right, and then lay awake for a long time before I could go to 

sleep.  

CHAPTER VIII  

I ARRIVE AMONG THE CANNIBALS 

 
KING ASTONISHED AT A LOOKING-GLASS.  

 

I ARRIVE AMONG THE CANNIBALS.ðTHEIR SPEARS, BOWS, AND 

BATTLE-AXES.ðTHEY TAKE ME FOR A SPIRIT.ðTHEIR KING 

SHAKES WHEN HE SEES ME.ðI GIVE HIM A LOOKING-GLASS.ðIT 

ASTONISHES HIM. 

We were, at last, near the Fan country. We had passed 

the last Mbichos village, and were on our way to the villages of 

the man-eaters.  

I remember well the first Fan village I approached. It 

stood on the summit of a high hill in the mountains. All its 

inhabitants were very much excited when they perceived we 

were coming toward it, throng the plantation path; for the trees 

around the hill had been cut down. The men were armed to the 
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teeth as we entered the village, and I knew not whether hundreds 

of spears and poisoned arrows might not be thrown at me, and I 

be killed on the spot. What dreadful spears those Cannibals had; 

they were all barbed. Each man had several in his hand; and, 

besides, had a shield made of elephant's hide, to protect himself 

with. Others were armed with huge knives, and horrible-looking 

battle-axes, or with bows and poisoned arrows.  

Wild shouts of astonishment, which, for all I knew, were 

war-shouts, greeted me as I entered the village. I must own that I 

felt not quite at my ease. How wild and fierce these men looked! 

They were most scantily dressed. When they shouted they 

showed their teeth, which were filed to a point, and colored 

black. Their open mouths put me uncomfortably in mind of a 

tomb; for how many human creatures each of these men had 

eaten!  

How ugly the women looked! They were all tattooed, 

and nearly naked. They fled with their children into their houses 

as I passed through the street, in which I saw, here and there, 

human bones lying about. Yes, human bones from bodies that 

had been devoured by them! Such are my recollections of my 

first entrance into a village of Cannibals.  

The village was strongly fenced or palisaded, and on the 

poles were several skulls of human beings and of gorillas. There 

was but a single street, about two thirds of a mile long. On each 

side of this were low huts, made of the bark of trees.  

I had hardly entered the village when I perceived some 

bloody remains, which appeared to me to be human. Presently 

we passed a woman who was running as fast as she could toward 

her hut. She bore in her hand a piece of a human thigh, just as 

we would go to market and carry thence a joint or steak.  

This was a very large village. At last we arrived at the 

palaver house. Here I was left alone with Mbéné for a little 

while. There was great shouting going on at a little distance, at 

the back of some houses. One of them said they had been busy 

dividing the body of a dead man, and that there was not enough 

for all.  

They flocked in presently, and soon I was surrounded by 

an immense crowd. Not far from me was a ferocious-looking 

fellow. On one arm he supported a very large shield, made of an 

elephant's hide, and of the thickest part of the skin, while in his 

other hand he held a prodigious war-knife, which he could have 

slashed through a man in a jiffy.  

Some in the crowd were armed with cross-bows, from 

which are shot either iron-headed arrows, or the little 

insignificant-looking, but really most deadly darts, tipped with 

poison. These are made of slender, harmless reeds, a foot long, 

whose sharpened ends are dipped in a deadly vegetable poison, 

which these people know how to make. These poisoned darts are 

so light that they would blow away if simply laid in the groove 

of the bow. Hence they use a kind of sticky gum to hold them.  

The handle of the bow is ingeniously split, and by a little 

peg, that acts as a trigger, the bow-string is disengaged. The bow 

is very stiff and strong, and sends the arrow to a great distance. 

As you see by the representation of a Fan bowman, they have to 

sit down and apply both feet to the middle of the bow, while 

they pull with all their strength on the string-to bend it back.  

These little poisoned arrows are much dreaded by them, 

and are very carefully kept by them in little bags, and which are 

made of the skin of wild animals.  

Some bore on their shoulders the terrible war-axe. One 

blow of this axe suffices to split a human skull. I saw that some 

of these axes, as well as their spears and other iron-work, were 

beautifully ornamented.  

The war-knife, which hangs by their side, is a terrible 

weapon. It is used in hand-to-hand conflict, and is designed to be 

thrust through the enemy's body. There was also another sort of 

huge knife used by some of the men in the crowd before me. It 

was a foot long, about eight inches wide, and is used to cut 
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through the shoulders of an adversary. It must do tremendous 

execution.  

A few of the men had also a very singular pointed axe, 

which is thrown from a distance. When thrown, it strikes with 

the point down, and inflicts a terrible wound. They handle it with 

great dexterity. The object aimed at with this axe is the head. 

The point penetrates to the brain, and kills the victim 

immediately.  

The spears were six or seven feet long, and are 

ingeniously adapted to inflict terrible wounds. They are thrown 

with an accuracy and a force which never ceased to astonish me. 

The long, slender staff fairly whistles through the air, and woe to 

the man who is within twenty or thirty yards of their reach.  

Most of the knives and axes were ingeniously sheathed in 

covers made of snake or antelope skins, or of human skin. These 

sheaths were slung round the shoulder or neck by cords, which 

permit the weapon to hang at the side, out of the wearer's way.  

These Fan warriors had no armor. Their only weapon of 

defense is the huge shield of elephant hide of which I spoke to 

you. It is three and a half feet long, by two and a half feet wide.  

Besides their weapons, many of the men wore a small 

knife, as a table-knife or jack-knife.  

From this description of the men by whom I was 

surrounded, you may judge with what amazement I looked 

around me, with my guns in my hands. It was a grand sight to 

see such a number of stalwart, martial, fierce-looking fellows, 

fully armed and ready for any desperate fray, gathered together.  

Finer-looking savages I never saw; and I could easily 

believe them to be brave; and the completeness of their warlike 

equipments proved that fighting is a favorite pastime with them. 

No wonder they are dreaded by all their neighbors!  

Here was I, at this time only a lad, alone in the midst of 

them.  

Presently came the king, a ferocious-looking fellow. His 

body was naked. His skin in front was painted red, and his chest, 

stomach, and back were tattooed in a rude but effective manner. 

He was covered with charms, and wore round his neck a 

necklace made with leopard's teeth. He was fully armed. Most of 

the Fans wore queues; but the queue of Ndiayai, the king, was 

the biggest of all, and terminated in two tails, in which were 

strung brass rings. His beard was plaited in several plaits, which 

contained white beads. His teeth were filed sharp, to a point. He 

looked like a perfect glutton of human flesh.  

I looked around me in a cool, impassive manner. 

Ndiayai, the king, fairly shook at the sight of me. He had refused 

to come and see me, at first, from a belief that he would die in 

three days after setting eyes on me. But Mbéné had persuaded 

him to come.  

Ndiayai was accompanied by the queen, the ugliest 

woman I ever saw, and very old. She was called Mashumba. She 

was nearly naked, her only covering being a strip of cloth about 

four inches wide, made of the soft bark of a tree, and dyed red. 

Her body was tattooed in the most fanciful manner; her skin, 

from long exposure, had become rough and knotty. She wore 

two enormous iron anklets, and had in her ears a pair of copper 

rings two inches in diameter. I could easily put my little fingers 

in the holes through which the earrings passed.  

The people looked at me, wondered at my hair, but never 

ceased to look at my feet. They thought my boots were my own 

feet. "Look at the strange being," said they to each other; "his 

feet are not of the color of his face, and he has no toes!"  

Finally the king said to Mbéné that, when surrounded by 

his people, he was not afraid of any body.  

I could well believe him. When fighting they must look 

perfect devils.  

When night came I entered my house, and looked about 

to see how I could barricade myself for the night, for I did not 
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fancy putting myself entirely at the mercy of these savage Fans. 

Their weapons had been sufficient to show me that they were 

men who were not afraid to fight. I told Mbéné to send for 

Ndiayai. The king came, and I presented him a large bunch of 

white beads, a looking-glass, a file, fire-steels, and some gun-

flints. His countenance beamed with joy. I never saw 

astonishment as he exhibited when I held the looking-glass 

before his face. At first he did not know what to make of it, and 

did not want to take the glass, till Mbéné told him that he had 

one. He put his tongue out, and he saw it reflected in the 

looking-glass. Then he shut one eye, and made faces; then he 

showed his hands before the looking-glassðone fingerðtwo 

fingersðthree fingers. He became speechless, and with all I had 

given him, he went away as "happy as a king;" and "every inch a 

(savage) king" he was.  

Shortly afterward, Mashumba, the queen, thinking that 

probably I had something for her, also came and brought me a 

basketful of plantains. They were cooked. At once the idea 

rushed into my mind that perhaps the very same pot that cooked 

the plantains had cooked a Fan's head in the morning, and I 

began to have a horrible loathing of the flesh-pots of these 

people. I would not have cooked in their pots for the world.  

A little after dark, all became silent in the village. I 

barred my little bit of a door as well as I could with my chest, 

and, lying down on that dreadful Fan bed, I placed my gun by 

my side, and tried hard, but in vain, to go to sleep. I wondered 

how many times human flesh had entered the hut I was in. I 

thought of all I had seen during the day, which I have related to 

you. The faces of those terrible warriors, and the implements of 

war, were before my eyes, though it was pitch dark.  

Was I afraid? Certainly not. What feeling was it that 

excited me? I can not tell you. It was certainly not fear; for if any 

one the next day had offered to take me back where I came from. 

I should have declined the offer. Probably I was agitated by the 

novel and horrible sights that had greeted my eyes, and which 

exceeded all my previous conceptions of Africa. Now and then I 

thought that as these men not only killed people, but ate them 

also, they might perhaps be curious to try how I tasted.  

Hour after hour passed, and I could not get to sleep.  

I said my bed was a dreadfully bad one. It was a frame 

composed of half a dozen large round bamboos. I might as well 

have tried to sleep on a pile of cannon-balls. Finally I succeeded 

in going to sleep, holding my gun tightly under my arm.  

When I got up in the morning, and went out at the back 

of the house, I saw a pile of ribs, leg and arm bones, and skulls 

piled together. The Cannibals must have had a grand fight not 

long before, and devoured all their prisoners of war.  

In what was I to wash my face? I resolved at last not to 

wash at all.  
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CHAPTER IX  

AN ELEPHANT HUNT 

 
ENTRAPPING THE ELEPHANT.  

 

After a few days the Fans began to get accustomed to me 

and I to them, and we were the best friends in the world.  

They are great hunters. One day a woman returning from 

the plantations brought news that she had seen elephants, and 

that one of the plantain-fields had been entirely destroyed by 

them. This was an event of common occurrence in the country; 

for the elephants are not very particular, and whatever they like 

they take, not caring a bit how much hunger they may occasion 

among the poor natives.  

When the news arrived a wild shout of joy spread among 

the villagers. The grim faces of the Fans smiled, and, in doing 

so, showed their ugly filed teeth. "We are going to kill 

elephants," they all shouted. "We are going to have plenty of 

meat to eat," shrieked the women.  

So, in the evening, a war-dance took place; a war-dance 

of Cannibals! It was the wildest scene I ever saw. It was pitch-

dark, and the torches threw a dim light around us and showed the 

fantastic forms of these wild men. Really it was a wild scene. 

They were all armed as if they were going to war. How they 

gesticulated. What contortions they made! What a tumult they 

raised! How their wild shouts echoed from hill to hill, and died 

away in the far distance! They looked like demons. Their skins 

were painted of different colors; and, as the dancing went on, 

their bodies became warm, and shone as if they had been dipped 

in oil.  

Suddenly a deafening shout of the whole assemblage 

seemed to shake the earth. Their greatest warrior (Leopard) came 

to dance. Leopard was, it appears, the bravest of them all. He 

had killed more people in war than any body else. He had given 

more human food to his fellow-townsmen than many other 

warriors put together. Hence they all admired and praised him; 

and a song describing, his feats of arms was sung by those who 

surrounded him. How ferocious he looked! He was armed to the 

teeth. He had a spear like one of those I have already described. 

A long knife hung by his side, and the hand that held the shield 

carried a battle-axe also. In dancing, he acted at times as if he 

were defending himself against an attack; at other times, as if he 

were himself attacking somebody. Once or twice I thought he 

really meant to throw his spear at some one. I could hardly 

breathe while looking at him. He appeared actually to be a 

demon. Finally he stopped from sheer exhaustion, and others 

took his place.  

The next day the men furbished up their arms. I myself 

cleaned my guns, and got ready for the chase, so that, if I should 

get a chance, I might send a bullet through an elephant.  
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The war-dish was cooked. It is a mixture of herbs, and is 

supposed to inspire people with courage. They rubbed their 

bodies with it, and then we started. There were about five 

hundred men. After leaving the village we divided into several 

parties. Each party was well acquainted with the forest, and 

knew just where to go. The march was conducted in perfect 

silence, so that we might not alarm the elephants. After 

proceeding six hours we arrived not far from the hunting-ground 

where the elephants were supposed to be. The Fans built 

shelters, and these were hardly finished when it began to rain 

very hard.  

The next day some Fans went out to explore the woods, 

and I joined the party. The fallen trees, the broken-down limbs, 

the heavy footprints, and the trampled underbrush, showed 

plainly that there had been many elephants about. There were no 

regular walks, and they had strayed at random in the forest.  

When the elephants are pleased with a certain 

neighborhood, they remain there a few days. When they have 

eaten all the food they like, and nothing remains, they go on to 

some other place.  

The forest here, as every where else, was full of rough, 

strong climbing plants, many of which reach to the top of the 

tallest trees They are of every size; some bigger than a man's 

thigh, while many are as large as the ropes of which the rigging 

of a ship is made. These creepers the natives twist together, and, 

after working very hard, they succeed in constructing a huge 

fence, or obstruction. Of course it is not sufficient to hold the 

elephant; but when he gets entangled in its meshes, it is strong 

enough to check him in his flight till the hunters can have time to 

kill him. When an elephant is once caught, they surround the 

huge beast, and put an end to his struggles by incessant 

discharges of their spears and guns.  

While the others worked, I explored the forest. Seeing 

that the men were careful in avoiding a certain place, I looked 

down on the ground, and saw nothing. Then, looking up, I saw 

an immense piece of wood suspended by the wild creepers high 

in the air, and fixed in it at intervals I saw several large, heavy, 

sharp-pointed pieces of iron pointing downward. The rope that 

holds up this contrivance is so arranged that the elephant can not 

help touching it if he passes underneath. Then the hanou (such is 

the name given to the trap) is loosed, and falls with a tremendous 

force on his back; the iron points pierce his body, and the piece 

of wood, in falling, generally breaks his spine.  

I also saw, in different places, large, deep ditches, 

intended as pitfalls for the elephant. When he runs away, or 

roams around at night, he often falls into these pits, and that is 

the end of him; for, in falling, he generally breaks his legs. 

Sometimes, when the natives go and visit the pit they have 

made, they find nothing but the bones of the elephants and his 

ivory tusks.  

The fence that the natives had made must have been 

several miles long, and in many places was several rows deep; 

and now there were elephant pits beside, and the hanous.  

We were, you must remember, in a mountainous country; 

and I could hardly believe my eyes when I saw plainly the 

footprints of this animal where I myself had to hold to the 

creepers to be able to ascend.  

When every thing was ready, part of the men went 

silently and hid themselves upon the limbs or beside the trunks 

of trees near the barrier or "tangle." Others of us took a 

circuitous route in an opposite direction from that in which we 

had come. After we had got miles away from the "tangle," we 

formed a chain as long in extent as the fence, and moved 

forward, forming a semi-circle, with the men ten or twenty yards 

apart from each other.  

Presently, all along the line the hunting horns were 

sounded, wild shouts were sent up, and, making all the noise 

they could, the Fans advanced in the direction of the "tangle." 

The elephants were entrapped. Hearing the noise, of course they 

moved away from us, breaking down every thing before them in 
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their flight. If they tried to go to the right, they heard the same 

wild shouts; if they tried to go to the left, they heard the same. 

There was no other way for them to go but straight ahead; and 

there, though they did not know it, were the tangle, the pits, and 

the hanou. They were going to surer death than if they had tried 

to break our lines; for then most, if not all of them, would have 

escaped. We were too far from each other to hinder them.  

Onward we pressed, the circle of those giving chase 

becoming smaller and smaller, and the crashing of the 

underbrush more distinct, as we approached the elephants in 

their flight. The men's countenances became excited. They got 

their spears in readiness; and soon we came in sight of the 

tangles. What an extraordinary sight lay before me! I could 

distinguish one elephant, enraged, terrified, tearing at every 

thing with his trunk and feet, but all in vain! The tough creepers 

of the barrier in no instance gave way before him. Spear after 

spear was thrown at him The Fans were every where, especially 

up on the trees, where they were out of the reach of the elephant. 

The huge animal began to look like a gigantic porcupine, he was 

stuck so full of spears. Poor infuriated beast! I thought he was 

crazy. Every spear that wounded him made him more furious! 

But his struggles were in vain. He had just dropped down when I 

came close to him, and, to end his sufferings, I shot him through 

the ear. After a few convulsions of limb all became quiet. He 

was dead.  

Some of the elephants had succeeded in going through 

the tangle, and were beyond reach.  

Four elephants had been slain; and I was told that a man 

had been killed by one of the elephants, which turned round and 

charged his assailants. This man did not move off in time, and 

was trampled under foot by the monstrous beast. Fortunately, the 

elephant got entangled, and, in an instant, he was covered with 

spears; and terribly wounded. After much loss of blood he 

dropped down lifeless.  

I am sure you will agree with me, after the description I 

have given of a Fan elephant hunt, that the men of this tribe are 

gifted with remarkable courage and presence of mind.  

They have certain rules for hunting the elephant. These 

tell you never to approach an elephant except from behind; he 

can not turn very fast, and you have, therefore, time to make 

your escape. He generally rushes blindly forward. Great care 

must also be taken that the strong creepers, which are so fatal to 

the elephant, do not also catch and entangle the hunters 

themselves. A man lying in wait to spear an elephant should 

always choose a stout tree, in order that the infuriated beast, 

should he charge at it, may not uproot it.  

The next day there was a dance round the elephant, while 

the fetich-man cut a piece from one of the hind legs. This was 

intended for their idol. The meat was cooked in presence of the 

fetich-man, and of those who had speared the elephant. As soon 

as all the meat had been cooked they danced round it, and a 

piece was sent into the woods for the spirit to feed upon, if he 

liked. The next day the meat was all cut up in small pieces, then 

hung up and smoked.  

The cooking and smoking lasted three days, and I can 

assure you it is the toughest meat I ever tasted. Of course, like 

the Fans, I had no other food, and for three days I ate nothing but 

elephant meat I wish I could give you a notion how it tastes, but 

really I do not know what to compare it with. Beef, mutton, 

lamb, pork, venison, make not the slightest approach to a 

resemblance; and as for poultry, such a comparison would be 

positively aggravating!  

The proboscis being one of the favorite morsels, a large 

piece of it was given to me. The foot is another part reputed to 

be a great dainty, and two feet were sent me, together with a 

large piece of the leg for a roast.  

But the meat was so tough that I had to boil it for twelve 

hours, and then I believe it was as tough as ever; it seemed to be 

full of gristle. So, the next day, I boiled it again for twelve hours; 
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all my trouble, however, was unavailing, for it was still 

hopelessly tough! I may say that the more I ate of elephant meat 

the more I got to dislike it. I do not think I shall ever hanker after 

elephant steak as long as I live. I wonder if you boys would like 

it? I wish I had some, and could induce you to taste of it. I am 

inclined to think you would agree with me, and never desire to 

renew your acquaintance with it.  

How glad I was when I returned to Ndiayai village; and 

no wonder, for we had rain every day in the woods. As for the 

poor man who had been killed by the elephant, his body was sent 

to another clan to be devoured, for the Cannibals do not eat their 

own people.  

CHAPTER X 

LIFE AMONG THE CANNIBALS 

 
FAN BLACKSMITHS AT WORK.  

 

LIFE AMONG THE CANNIBALS.ðCURIOUS MUSICAL 

INSTRUMENTS.ðCOOKING UTENSILS.ðA BLACKSMITH'S 

BELLOWS AND ANVIL.ðCANNIBAL DIET. 

After we reached Ndiayai, I went back to my little hut, 

and found every thing I had left there. I had hidden my powder 

and shot in different places, and had dug holes in which to hide 

my beads.  

The news had spread among the surrounding Cannibal 

villages that the spirit, as they called me, was still in the village 

of Ndiayai, and the people flocked to see me. Among those who 

came to see me was a chief of the name of Oloko. He gave me 

the long war-knife, of which you have seen a drawing, and 
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explained to me how it had several times gone right through a 

man.  

Mbéné went away for a while, and left me entirely alone 

with these Cannibals. During his absence I studied the habits of 

these strange people, and you may be sure that wherever I went I 

kept my eyes wide open.  

By the way, I see I have omitted to give a description of 

the town of King Ndiayai. It was a very large town, composed of 

a single street. When I say a large town, I do not mean, of 

course, that it could bear any comparison as to size with London, 

Paris, or New York. I mean that it was a large town for this part 

of Africa. It contained five or six hundred men. The houses were 

quite small, and were all made of the bark of trees; none of them 

had windows. They were nearly all of the same size.  

Strange to say, these Fans seemed to be very fond of 

music, and very funny instruments they make use of! To hear 

some of their music would make you laugh. They have not the 

slightest idea of what we consider harmony in sound, but they 

evidently have a great liking for music after their own notion. It 

is very much the same with their dancing. They have not the 

slightest idea of the dances in use with us, such as waltzes, 

galops, polkas, or quadrilles; and I am sure, if they were to see 

as dancing in our fashion, they would laugh quite as much as 

you would laugh, if you could see them capering in their 

uncouth style.  

Like all the savage tribes of Africans, they are very fond 

of the tom-tom, or drum. These drums are of different sizes, but 

many are from four to six feet in length, and about ten inches in 

diameter at one end, but only six or seven at the other. The wood 

is hollowed out quite thin, and skins of animals are stretched 

tightly over the ends. The drummer holds the tom-tom slantingly 

between his legs, and with two sticks he beats furiously upon the 

larger end of the drum, which is held upper-most. Sometimes 

they beat upon it with their hands. The people form a circle 

round the tom-tom, and dance and sing, keeping time with it. 

They often invited me to hear them.  

But now I am going to speak to you of a far more curious 

instrument. It is called by these Cannibals the handja, and I 

never saw it except among their tribes.  

 
THE HANDJA.  

Ndiayai was very fond of hearing the handja, and I often 

went to his shed to hear some one play upon it. Sometimes, on 

these occasions, Ndiayai would come out, surrounded by Queen 

Mashumba and some of his other wives, and listen for an hour or 

two to the music of the handja.  

I give you here a representation of the handja, so that you 

will understand it better when I describe it to you. It consists of a 

light reed frame, about three feet long and eighteen inches wide, 

in which are set, and securely fastened, a number of hollow 

gourds. The handja I saw contained seven gourds. These gourds 

are covered by strips of a hard red wood found in the forest. 

These gourds and cylinders, as you see, are of different sizes, so 

graduated that they form a regular series of notes. Each gourd 

has a little hole, which is covered with a skin thinner than 

parchment. And what kind of skin do you think it was? It was 

the skin of the very large spider which abounds in that country, 

and from which I should not care to receive a bite, it is so 

poisonous.  

The performer sits down, with the frame across his 

knees, and strikes the strips lightly with a stick. There are two 
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sticks, one of hard wood, the other of much softer wood. The 

instrument is played on the same principle as a chime of bells, or 

an instrument used in France, and which, perhaps, some of you 

have seen, composed of a series of glasses. The tone of the 

handja is very clear and good, and, though their tunes were rude, 

they played them with considerable skill.  

The Fans work iron better than any tribe I met with. They 

are very good blacksmiths. Their warlike habits have made iron 

a very necessary article to them. It is very plentiful in their 

mountainous country.  

At the head of this chapter is a picture of two Fan 

blacksmiths. Look at the curious bellows they have. It is made of 

two short, hollow cylinders of wood, surmounted by skins very 

well fitted on, and having an appropriate valve for letting in the 

air. As you see, the bellows-blower is on his knees, moving 

down these coverings with great rapidity. There are two small 

wooden pipes, connected with two iron tubes which go into the 

fire. The anvil, as you see in the picture, is a solid piece of iron. 

The sharp end is stuck into the ground; and the blacksmith sits 

alongside his anvil, and beats his iron with a singular-looking 

hammer, clumsy in form, and with no handle; in fact, it is merely 

made of a heavy piece of iron.  

The blacksmiths sometimes spend many days in making 

a battle-axe, knife, or spear. They make, also, their own cooking 

utensils and water-jugs. They also make their own pipes, for 

they are great smokers. Some of their pipes are not at all 

ungraceful in shape.  

Besides the water-jug, they frequently use the calabash as 

a vessel to carry water in; and some of their calabashes are really 

pretty, and very nicely ornamented. Some of the spoons, with 

which they eat their human broth, are very beautiful They are 

made of various woods, and sometimes of ivory.  

It is quite sickening to think what horrible people these 

Fans are! Such inveterate cannibals are they, that they even eat 

the poor wretches who die of disease. As I was talking to the 

king one day, some Fans brought in a dead body, which they had 

bought, or bartered for, in a neighboring town, and which was to 

be divided among them. I could see that the man had died of 

some disease, for the body was very lean. They came round it 

with their knives; and Ndiayai left me to superintend the 

distribution. I could not stand this; and when I saw them getting 

ready, I left the spot and went to my hut. Afterward I could hear 

them growing noisy over the division of their horrid spoil.  

In fact, the Fans seem to be perfect ghouls. Those who 

live far in the interior practice unblushingly their horrid custom 

of eating human flesh. It appears they do not eat the dead of their 

own family, but sell the corpse to some other clan or make an 

agreement that when one of their number dies they will return 

the body in exchange.  

Until I saw these things I could not believe a story I had 

often heard related among the Mpongwe tribe, which is as 

follows: A party of Fans once came down to the sea-shore to 

view the ocean. While there, they actually stole a freshly buried 

body from the cemetery, and cooked and ate it. Another body 

was taken by them and conveyed into the woods, where they cut 

it up and smoked the flesh. These acts created a great excitement 

among the Mpongwes.  

But you must not think that the Fans are continually 

eating human flesh. They eat it when they can get it, but not 

every day. They kill no one on purpose to be eaten.  

One day Ndiayai took me to an Osheba town, the king of 

which tribe was his friend; and let me tell you that the Oshebas 

were also great man-eaters, like the Fans, whom they greatly 

resemble in appearance. The chief of that Osheba village was 

called Bienbakay.  

The Fans are the handsomest and most resolute-looking 

set of negroes I have over seen in the interior. Eating human 

flesh does not seem to disagree with them, though I have since 

seen other Fan tribes whose men had not the fine appearance of 

these mountaineers. Here, as every where else, the character of 
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the country doubtless has much to do with the matter of bodily 

health and growth. These Cannibals were living among the 

mountains, and had come from still higher mountain regions, 

and this accounts for their being so robust and hardy.  

The strangest thing in connection with the Fans, next to 

their hideous cannibalism, is their constant encroachment upon 

the land westward. Year by year they have been advancing 

nearer to the sea. Town after town has been settled by them on 

the banks of the Gaboon River. In fact, they seem to be a 

conquering race, driving every other tribe before them.  

The color of these people is dark brown rather than 

black. They feed much upon manioc and the plantain. They have 

also two or three kinds of yams, splendid sugar-cane, and 

squashes, all of which they cultivate with considerable success. 

Manioc seemed to be the favorite food. Enormous quantities of 

squashes are raised, chiefly for the seeds, which, when pounded 

and prepared in their fashion, are much prized by them, and I 

confess I relish this food myself. At a certain season, when the 

squash is ripe, their villages seem covered with the seeds, which 

every body spreads out to dry. When dried they are packed in 

leaves, and placed over the fire-places in the smoke, to keep off 

an insect which also feeds upon them. They are all suspended by 

a cord, for, besides being infested by insects, they are subject to 

the depredations of mice and rats, both of which are fond of 

them.  

The process of preparation is very tedious. A portion of 

the seeds is boiled, and each seed is divested of its skin; then the 

mass of pulp is put into a rude wooden mortar and pounded, a 

vegetable oil being mixed with it before it is cooked.  

While on the subject of the food of the Cannibals, I ought 

to mention that they do not sell the bodies of their chiefs, kings, 

or great men; these receive burial, and remain undisturbed. It is 

probable, also, that they do not eat the corpses of people who die 

of special diseases.  

CHAPTER XI  

HUNTING WITH NETS 

 
NET-HUNTING.  

 

JOURNEY TO YOONGOOLAPAY.ð THE TERRIBLE BASHIKOUAY. 

On my way to the sea-shore from the Cannibal country I 

had a good deal of trouble. I had taken quite another route to 

come back; Mbéné and his people left me on the banks of a river 

called the Noya, at the village of a chief called Wanga. From 

there I pushed my way toward Yoongoolapay, a village whose 

chief is called Alapay. But before reaching that place we came 

one evening to a village called Ezongo. The inhabitants, seeing 

our heavy loads, turned out with the greatest amount of 

enthusiasm to receive me. Their ardor cooled somewhat when 

they learned the contents of my packages, for they were the birds 

and animals I had collected. The rascally chief, thinking I must 

place a great value on things I had gone so far to get, determined 

to detain me till I paid a heavy price to get away, and for a while 
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things looked as if I should have a good deal of trouble. The 

king, urged on by his people, who seemed to be a greedy set of 

rascals; insisted on his price, which would have left me empty-

handed.  

At last my Mbicho guides from the Noya tried to settle 

the matter. They were wise enough to get the king to come to me 

with them alone. I gave the rascal a coat and an old shirt, and 

told him what was literally true, that I was very poor, and could 

not pay what his people wanted. After this palaver, he went out 

at once and harangued the turbulent extortioners.  

So I passed on safely to the village of my old friend, 

King Alapay, whom I had known before, and who was very glad 

to see me again. He asked me to stay some days; and, being 

really worn out with constant exposure, much anxiety, and 

frequent annoyance, I determined to do so. His village is 

charmingly situated upon a high hill, which overlooks the 

surrounding country, and has a beautiful stream skirting its base. 

Moreover, I found the people very kind, peaceable, and 

hospitable.  

A considerable number of independent Mbicho villages 

lay within a circuit of a few miles, the inhabitants of which lived 

in great harmony with one another, having prudently 

intermarried to such a degree that they really constitute a large 

family. I was made welcome among them all, and spent some 

very pleasant days in hunting with these kind-hearted people, 

and particularly in that kind of sport called by them asheza, or 

net-hunting; a practice very common among the Bakalai, who 

called it ashinga.  

This singular sport is very much practiced in this part of 

Africa; and as it is generally successful, it is a local amusement, 

and brings out the best traits of the natives. I was always very 

fond of it.  

The ashinga nets are generally made of the fibres of the 

bark of a kind of tree, which are twisted into stout cords. They 

are from sixty to eighty feet long, and four to five feet high, and 

every well-to-do village owns at least one. But, as few villages 

have enough nets to make a great spread, it generally happens 

that several unite in a grand hunt, and divide the proceeds, the 

game caught in any particular net falling to the share of its 

owners.  

The first day we went out, the people of half a dozen 

villages met together at an appointed place, the men of each 

bringing their nets. Then we set out for a spot about ten miles 

off, where they had a clearing in the dense woods, which had 

been used before, and was one of their hunting-grounds. We 

moved along in silence, so as not to alarm the animals which 

might be near our ground. The dogsðfor dogs are used in this 

huntðwere kept still, and close together.  

Finally, we arrived on the ground, and the work of 

spreading the toils began. Each party stretched a single net, tying 

it up by creepers to the lower branches of trees. As all worked in 

the same direction, and each took care to join his net to that of 

his neighbor, in a very short time we had a line of netting 

running in a wide half circle, and at least half a mile long.  

This done, a party went out on each side to guard against 

the chance of escape, and the rest of us were ready to beat the 

bush. We started at about a mile from the nets, and, standing 

about fifty yards from each other, we advanced gradually, 

shouting and making all the noise we could, at the same time 

keeping our arms in readiness to shoot or spear down any thing 

which might come in our way.  

Though this very spot had been frequently used for net-

hunting, and was therefore better cleared than the neighboring 

woods, yet we were obliged to proceed almost step by step. 

Nearly every native carried, besides his gun, a heavy cutlass or 

bill, with which it was necessary literally to hew out a way, the 

vines and creepers making a network which only the beasts of 

the forest could glide through without trouble.  

As we advanced, so did the men that guarded the flanks; 

and thus our party gradually closed round the prey. Presently we 
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began to hear shouts, but we could see nothing; and I could only 

hold my gun in readiness, and pray that my neighbors might not 

shoot me by mistake, for they are fearfully reckless when on a 

chase.  

The dogs had for some time been let loose. At last we 

came in sight of the nets. We had caught a gazelle of very 

minute size, called ncheri. It is a very graceful little animal, and 

would make a pretty pet, though I have never seen one tamed. A 

large antelope also was brought to bay, and shot before I came 

up; and another antelope, being shot at and missed, rushed 

forward and got entangled in the net.  

Having drawn this cover, we gathered up the nets and 

went off with the dogs, who enjoyed the sport vastly, to try 

another place. After walking about three quarters of an hour we 

again spread our nets. Here we had better luck, catching a 

considerable number of antelopes, gazelles, and some smaller 

animals. It was pretty busy work for us. Nearly all the animals 

got very much entangled, and the more they tried to get through 

the nets the more they became bewildered.  

Before breaking up, all the game caught was laid 

together, that all might see it. And now I had an opportunity to 

notice the curious little sharp-eared dogs, about a foot high, 

which had been so useful in driving the animals into our toils. 

They stood looking at their prizes with eager and hungry eyes. 

These dogs often go and hunt for themselves; and it is no 

unusual thing for half a dozen dogs to drive an antelope to the 

neighborhood of their village, when their barking arouses the 

hunters, who come out and kill their quarry.  

It was almost dark when we returned to the village of 

Alapay. One antelope was put aside for me, being a peculiar 

species which I wanted to stuff, and the rest of the meat was 

immediately divided. The villagers were delighted at our luck. 

We were all very hungry, and cooking began at once. I could 

hardly wait for the dinner, which was one worthy of an 

emperor's palate. It consisted of plantain, cooked in various 

ways, and venison of the tenderest sort, stewed in lemon-juice, 

and afterward roasted on charcoal.  

I was glad to go to bed early, for I felt very tired. I had 

traveled during the day very nearly thirty miles.  

But I had scarcely got sound asleep when I was fairly 

turned out of the house by a furious attack of the Bashikouay 

ants. They were already upon me when I jumped up, and I was 

bitten by them terribly. I ran out into the street, and called for 

help and torches. The natives came out, the lights were struck, 

and presently I was relieved. But now we found that the whole 

village was attacked. A great army of ants was pouring in on us, 

attracted doubtless by the meat in the houses, which they had 

smelt afar off. My unfortunate antelope had probably brought 

them to my door. All hands had to turn out to defend themselves. 

We built little cordons of fires, which kept them away from 

places they had not entered, and in this way protected our 

persons from their attacks. We scattered hot ashes and boiling 

water right and left; and toward morning, having eaten every 

thing they could get at, they left us in peace. As was to be 

expected, my antelope was literally eaten upðnot a morsel was 

left.  

The vast number, the sudden appearance, and the ferocity 

of these frightful creatures never ceased to astonish me. On this 

occasion they had come actually in millions. The antelope on 

which they fed was a vast mass of living ants, which we could 

not approach; and it was only when many fires were lighted that 

they were forced from their onward and victorious course, which 

they generally pursue. Then, however, they retreated in parties 

with the greatest regularity, vast numbers remaining to complete 

the work of destruction. Little would I give for the life of a man 

who should be tied up to a tree when these ants pass that way 

and attack him; in two or three hours nothing would be left of 

him but the bare bones.  
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CHAPTER XII  

RETURN TO THE COAST 

 
MANGROVE SWAMP. TUMBLING  AND FALLING .  

 

RETURNING TO THE COAST.ðCAVERNS AND WATERFALLS IN 

THE HIGHLANDS.ðCROSS A RIVER ON MANGROVE ROOTS.ð

STIRRING UP A BIG SNAKE.ðA MUTUAL SCARE. 

I left the good villagers of Yoongoolapay, and pursued 

my way to the seashore. On the route we came to a high ridge, or 

plateau. This was the highest land I had seen between the Monda 

and the Muni, and it is probable that, if it had not been for the 

trees, I should have seen the ocean very well. Along this ridge 

were strewn some of the most extraordinary boulders I ever saw. 

These immense blocks of granite covered the ground in every 

direction. Several of them were between twenty and thirty feet 

high, and about fifty feet long.  

Near the largest of these granite masses a huge rock rose 

some forty or fifty feet out of the ground. I saw an opening in the 

solid rock leading to a fine large cavern. It had, no doubt, been 

made by the bands of man; it was not of natural formation, for 

the entrance had evidently been cut out of the solid rock by 

human beings; and now it was much used by the natives as a 

house to stop in overnight when they were traveling to and fro. 

Its vast opening admits such a flood of sunlight and air that it is 

not likely to be used as a lair for wild beasts. We saw the 

remains of several fires inside, but I am bound to say we also 

saw the tracks of leopards and other dangerous beasts on the 

outside, for which reason I did not care to sleep there.  

While exploring the cavern I thought several times I 

heard a trickling, which was almost like the noise of rain, and 

which I had not noticed before, probably on account of the great 

shouting of my men. But when we got out I was surprised to find 

not a cloud in the sky. Turning for an explanation to Alapay, he 

led me along a path, and as we went forward the trickling noise 

gradually grew into the sound of rushing waters. Presently we 

came to the edge of a steep declivity, and here I saw before and 

around me a most charming landscape, the center of which was a 

most beautiful waterfall. A little stream, which meandered along 

the slope of the plateau, and which had hitherto escaped our 

view, had here worn its way through a vast granite block which 

barred its course. Rushing through the narrow and almost 

circular hole in this block, it fell in one silvery leap 

perpendicularly forty or fifty feet. The lower level of the stream 

ran along between high, steep banks covered with treed, the right 

bank being quite abrupt. It was a miniature Niagara. Clear, 

sparkling, and pure as it could be, the water rushed down to its 

pebbly bedða sight so charming that I sat down for some time 

and feasted my eyes upon it.  

I then determined to have a view from below. After some 

difficult climbing we got to the bottom, and there beheld, under 

the fall, a large hole in the perpendicular face of the rock, which 

evidently formed the mouth of a cavern. The opening of the 
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cavern was partly hidden by the waterfall, and was cut through 

solid rock. Between the opening and the waterfall there were a 

few feet of clear space, so that by going sideways one could 

make good his entrance into the cavern without receiving a 

shower-bath.  

I determined to enter this cavern; but, before venturing, I 

went first and tried to get a peep at the inside. It was so dark that 

I could see nothing, so it was not very inviting. We lit torches; I 

took my revolver and gun, and accompanied by two men, who 

also were armed with guns, we entered. How dark it was! Once 

inside, we excited the astonishment of a vast number of huge 

vampire bats. There were thousands and thousands of them. 

They came and fluttered around our lights, threatening each 

moment to leave us in darkness, and the motion of their wings 

filled the cavern with a dull thunderous or booming roar. It 

really looked an awful place, and the dim light of our torches 

gave to every shadow a fantastic form.  

The cavern was rather rough inside. When we had 

advanced about one hundred yards we came to a stream, or 

puddle of water, extending entirely across the floor, and barring 

our way. My men, who had gone thus far under protest, now 

desired to return, and urged me not to go into the water. It might 

be very deep; it might be full of horrible water snakes; all sorts 

of wild beasts might be beyond, and land snakes also. At the 

word snake I hesitated, for I confess to a great dread of serpents 

in the dark or in a confined place, where a snake is likely to get 

the advantage of a man. A cold shudder ran through me at the 

thought that, once in the water, many snakes might come and 

swim round me, and perhaps twist themselves round me as they 

do around the branches of trees; so I paused and reflected.  

While peering into the darkness beyond I thought I saw 

two eyes, like bright sparks or coals of fire, gleaming savagely at 

us. Could it be a leopard, or what? Without thinking of the 

consequences, I leveled my gun at the shining objects, and fired. 

The report for a moment deafened us. Then came a redoubled 

rush of the great hideous bats. It seemed to me that millions of 

these animals suddenly launched out upon us from all parts of 

the surrounding gloom. Some of these got caught in my clothes. 

Our torches were extinguished in an instant, and, panic-stricken, 

we all made for the cavern's mouth. I had visions of enraged 

snakes springing after and trying to catch me. We were all glad 

to reach daylight once more, and nothing could have induced us 

to try the darkness again. I confess that, though I think it takes a 

good deal to frighten me, I did not at all relish remaining there in 

entire darkness.  

The scene outside was as charming as that within was 

hideous. I stood a long time looking at one of the most beautiful 

landscapes I ever beheld in Africa. It was certainly not grand, 

but extremely pretty. Before me, the little stream, whose fall 

over the cliff filled the forest with a gentle murmur, resembling 

very much, as I have said, when far enough off, the pattering of 

a shower of rain, ran along between steep banks, the trees of 

which seemed to meet above it. Away down the valley we could 

see its course, traced like a silver line over the plain, till it was 

lost to our sight in a denser part of the forest.  

I have often thought of these caverns since I saw them, 

and I have regretted that I did not pay more attention to them. If 

I had made my camp in the vicinity, and explored them, and dug 

in them for days, I think that I should have been amply rewarded 

for the trouble. At that time I did not feel greatly interested in the 

subject. I had not read the works of M. Boucher de Perthes and 

others, or heard that the bones of animals now extinct had been 

discovered in caverns in several parts of Europe, and that 

implements made of flint, such as axes, sharp-pointed arrows, 

etc., etc., had been found in such places. If I had excavated I 

might perhaps have found the remains of charcoal fires, or other 

things, to prove that these caverns had been made by men who 

lived in Africa long before the negro. I feel certain these caverns 

must have been human habitations. I do not see how they could 

have been made except by the hand of man.  

On my last journey I thought once or twice of going to 

them from the Fernand-Vaz, to explore and dig in them. I 
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thought I might be rewarded for my labor by discovering the 

bones of unknown beasts, or of some mains of primitive men.  

These caverns are fortunately not far away from the 

seaðI should think not more than ten or fifteen milesðand are 

situated between the Muni and the Monda Rivers. Any one 

desiring to explore them would easily find the way to them. The 

cavern under the waterfall would be extremely interesting to 

explore.  

The valley itself was a pleasant wooded plain, which, it 

seemed, the hand of man had not yet disturbed, and whence the 

song of birds, the chatter of monkeys, and the hum of insects 

came up to us, now and then, in a confusion of sounds very 

pleasant to the ear.  

But I could not loiter long over this scene, being anxious 

to reach the sea-shore. After we set off again we found ourselves 

continually crossing or following elephant tracks, so we walked 

very cautiously, expecting every moment to find ourselves face 

to face with a herd.  

By-and-by the country became quite flat, the elephant 

tracks ceased, and presently, as we neared a stream, we came to 

a mangrove swamp. It was almost like seeing an old friend, or, I 

may say, an old enemy, for the remembrances of mosquitoes, 

tedious navigation, and malaria, which the mangrove-tree 

brought to my mind, were by no means pleasant. It is not very 

pleasant to be laid up with African fever, I assure you.  

From a mangrove-tree to a mangrove swamp and forest 

is but a step. They never stand alone. Presently we stood once 

more on the banks of the little stream, whose clear, pellucid 

water had so charmed me a little farther up the country. Now it 

was only a swampða mangrove swamp. Its bed, no longer 

narrow, was spread over a flat of a mile, and the now muddy 

water meandered slowly through an immense growth of 

mangroves, whose roots extended entirely across, and met in the 

middle, where they rose out of the mire and water like the folds 

of some vast serpent.  

It was high tide. There was not a canoe to be had. To 

sleep on this side, among the mangroves, was to be eaten up by 

the mosquitoes, which bite much harder than those of America, 

for they can pierce through your trowsers and drawers. This was 

not a very pleasant anticipation, but there seemed to be no 

alternative, and I had already made up my mind that I should not 

be able to go to sleep. But my men were not troubled at all with 

unpleasant anticipations. We were to cross over, quite easily too, 

they said, on the roots which projected above the water, and 

which lay from two to three feet apart, at irregular distances.  

It seemed a desperate venture, but they set out jumping 

like monkeys from place to place, and I followed, expecting 

every moment to fall in between the roots in the mud, there to be 

attacked perhaps by some noxious reptile whose rest my fall 

would disturb. I had to take off my shoes, whose thick soles 

made me more likely to slip. I gave all may baggage, and guns, 

and pistols to the men, and then commenced a journey, the like 

of which I hope never to take again. We were an hour in getting 

acrossðan hour of continual jumps and hops, and holding on. In 

the midst of it all, a man behind me flopped into the mud, calling 

out "Omemba!" in a frightful voice.  

Now omemba means snake. The poor follow had put his 

hands on an enormous black snake, and, feeling its cold, slimy 

scales, he let go his hold and fell. All hands immediately began 

to run faster than before, both on the right and the left. There 

was a general panic, and every one began to shout and make all 

kinds of noises to frighten the serpent. The poor animal also got 

badly scared, and began to crawl away among the branches as 

fast as he could. Unfortunately, his fright led him directly toward 

me, and a general panic ensued. Every body ran as fast as he 

could to get out of danger. Another man fell into the mud below, 

and added his cries to the general tumult. Two or three times I 

was on the point of getting a mud bath myself, but I luckily 

escaped. My feet were badly cut and bruised, but at last we were 

safe across, and I breathed freely once more, as soon after I saw 

the deep blue sea.  
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  CHAPTER XIII  

THE SLAVE KING 

 
SLAVE  BARRACOONS. BURIAL-GROUND.  

 

CAPE LOPEZ AND AN OPEN PRAIRIE ONCE MORE.ðKING BANGO 

AN HIS THREE HUNDRED WIVES.ðHIS FIVE IDOLS.ðTHE SLAVE 

BARRACOONS.ðTHE CORPSE AND THE VULTURES. 

Cape Lopez is a long sandy arm of land reaching out into 

the sea. As you approach it from the ocean it has the appearance 

of overflowed land. It is so low that the bushes and the trees 

growing on it seem, from a distance seaward, to be set in the 

water.  

The bay formed by Cape Lopez is about fourteen miles 

long. Among several small streams which empty their water into 

it is the Nazareth River, one of whose branches is the Fetich 

River. The bay has numerous shallows and small islands, and 

abounds in all sorts of delicious fish. On the cape itself many 

large turtles from the ocean come to lay their eggs. I will tell you 

by-and-by what a nice time I had fishing at Cape Lopez, but I 

have many other things to talk about before I come to that.  

I arrived at Cape Lopez one evening when it was almost 

dark. The next morning I prepared myself for a visit to King 

Bango, the king of the country. The royal palace is set upon a 

tolerably high hill, and fronts the sea-shore. Between the foot of 

this hill and the sea there is a beautiful prairie, over which are 

scattered the numerous little villages called Sangatanga. I never 

tired of looking at this prairie. I had lived so long in the gloomy 

forest that it gave me great delight to see once more the green 

and sunlit verdure of an open meadow. I found the royal palace 

surrounded by a little village of huts. As I entered the village I 

was met by the mafouga, or officer of the king, who conducted 

me to the palace. It was an ugly-looking house of two stories, 

resting on pillars. The lower story consisted of a dark hall, 

flanked on each side by rows of small dark rooms, which looked 

like little cells. At the end of the hall was a staircase, steep and 

dirty, up which the mafouga piloted me. When I had ascended 

the stairs I found myself in a large room, at the end of which was 

seated the great King Bango, who claims to be the greatest chief 

of this part of Africa. He was surrounded by about one hundred 

of his wives.  

King Bango was fat, and seemed not over clean. He wore 

a shirt and an old pair of pantaloons. On his head was a crown, 

which had been presented to him by some of his friends, the 

Portuguese slavers. Over his shoulders he wore a flaming yellow 

coat, with gilt embroidery, the castoff garment of some rich 

man's lackey in Portugal or Brazil. When I speak of a crown you 

must not think it was a wonderful thing, made of gold and 

mounted with diamonds. It was shaped like those commonly 

worn by actors on the stage, and was probably worth, when new, 

about ten dollars. His majesty had put round it a circlet of pure 

gold, made with the doubloons he got in exchange for slaves. He 

sat on a sofa, for he was paralyzed; and in his hand he held a 

cane, which also answered the purpose of a sceptre.  

This King Bango, whom I have described so minutely, 

was the greatest slave king of that part of the coast. At that time 

there were large slave dépôts on his territory. He is a perfect 
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despot, and is much feared by his people. He is also very 

superstitions.  

Though very proud, the received me kindly, for I had 

come recommended by his great friend, Rompochombo, a king 

of the Mpongwe tribe. He asked me how I liked his wives. I 

said, Very well. He then said there were a hundred present, and 

that there were twice as many more, three hundred in all. Fancy 

three hundred wives! He also claimed to have more than six 

hundred children. I wonder if all these brothers and sisters could 

know and recognize each other!  

The next night a great ball was given in my honor by the 

king. The room where I had been received was the ballroom. I 

arrived there shortly after dark, and I found about one hundred 

and fifty of the king's wives, and I was told that the best dancers 

of the country were there.  

I wish you could have seen the room. It was ugly 

enough: there were several torches to light it; but, 

notwithstanding these, the room was by no means brilliantly 

illuminated. The king wanted only his wives to dance before me. 

During the whole of the evening not a single man took part in 

the performance; but two of his daughters were ordered to dance, 

and he wanted me to marry one of them.  

Not far from the royal palace were three curious and very 

small houses, wherein were deposited five idols, which were 

reputed to have far greater power and knowledge than the idols 

or gods of the surrounding countries. They were thought to be 

the great protectors of the Oroungou tribe, and particularly of 

Sangatanga and of the king. So I got a peep inside the first 

house. There I saw the idol called Pangeo: he was made of 

wood, and looked very ugly; by his side was his wife Aleka, 

another wooden idol. Pangeo takes care of the king and of his 

people, and watches over them at night.  

I peeped also into the second little house. There I saw a 

large idol called Makambi, shaped like a man, and by his side 

stood a female figure, Abiala his wife. Poor Makambi is a 

powerless god, his wife having usurped the power. She holds a 

pistol in her band, with which, it is supposed, she can kill any 

one she pleases; hence the natives are much afraid of her; and 

she receives from them a constant supply of food, and many 

presents (I wonder who takes the presents away?). When they 

fall sick they dance around her, and implore her to make them 

well. For these poor heathen never pray to the true God. They 

put their trust in wooden images, the work of their own hands.  

I looked into the third house, and there I saw an idol 

called Numba. He had no wife with him, being a bachelor deity. 

He is the Oroungou Neptune and Mercury in oneðNeptune in 

ruling the waves, and Mercury in keeping off the evils which 

threaten from beyond the sea.  

As I came away after seeing the king, I shot at a bird 

sitting upon a tree, but missed it, for I had been taking quinine 

and was nervous. But the negroes standing around at once 

proclaimed that this was a "fetich bird"ða sacred birdðand 

therefore I could not shoot it, even if I fired at it a hundred times.  

I fired again, but with no better success. Hereupon they 

grew triumphant in their declarations; while I, loth to let the 

devil have so good a witness, loaded again, took careful aim, 

and, to my own satisfaction and their utter dismay, brought my 

bird down.  

During my stay in the village, as I was one day out 

shooting birds in a grove not far from my house, I saw a 

procession of slaves coming from one of the barracoons toward 

the farther end of my grove. As they came nearer, I saw that two 

gangs of six slaves each, all chained about the neck, were 

carrying a burden between them, which I knew presently to he 

the corpse of another slave. They bore it to the edge of the grove, 

about three hundred yards from my house, and, throwing it down 

there on the bare ground, they returned to their prison, 

accompanied by the overseer, who, with his whip, had marched 

behind them.  
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"Here, then, is the burying-ground of the barracoons," I 

said to myself, sadly, thinking, I confess, of the poor fellow who 

had been dragged away from his home and friendsðwho, 

perhaps, had been sold by his own father or relatives to die here 

and be thrown out as food for the vultures. Even as I stood 

wrapped in thought, these carrion birds were assembling, and 

began to darken the air above my head; ere long they were heard 

fighting over the corpse.  

The grove, which was in fact, but an African Aceldama, 

was beautiful to view from my house, and I had often resolved to 

explore it, or to rest in the shade of its dark-leaved trees. It 

seemed a ghastly place enough now, as I approached it more 

closely. The vultures fled when they saw me, but flew only a 

little way, and then perched upon the lower branches of the 

surrounding trees, and watched me with eyes askance, as though 

fearful I should rob them of their prey. As I walked toward the 

corpse, I felt something crack under my feet. Looking down, I 

saw that I was already in the midst of a field of skulls and bones. 

I had inadvertently stepped upon the skeleton of some poor 

creature who had been lying here long enough for the birds and 

ants to pick his bones clean, and for the rains to bleach them. I 

think there must have been the relics of a thousand skeletons 

within sight. The place had been used for many years, and the 

mortality in the barracoons is sometimes frightful, in spite of the 

care they seem to take of their slaves. Here their bodies were 

thrown, and here the vultures found their daily carrion. The grass 

had just been burnt, and the white bones scattered every where 

gave the ground a singular, and, when the cause was known, a 

frightful appearance. Penetrating farther into the bush, I found 

several great piles of bones. This was the place, years agoð

when Cape Lopez was one of the great slave-markets on the 

West Coast, and barracoons were more numerous than they are 

nowðwhere the poor dead were thrown, one upon another, till 

even the mouldering bones remained in high piles, as 

monuments of the nefarious traffic. Such was the burial-ground 

of the poor slaves from the interior of Africa.  

CHAPTER XIV  

THE SLAVE BARRACOONS 

 
EMBARKING  SLAVES.  

 

THE SLAVE BARRACOONS.ðA BIG SNAKE UNDER MY BED.ðA 

SLAVE-SHIP OFF THE COAST. 

One day I passed by an immense inclosure protected by a 

fence of palisades about twelve feet high, and sharp pointed at 

the top. Passing through the gate, which was standing open, I 

found myself in the midst of a large collection of shanties, 

surrounded by shade-trees, under which were lying, in various 

positions, a great many negroes. As I walked round, I saw that 

the men were fastened, six together, by a little stout chain, which 

passed through a collar secured about the neck of each. Here and 

there were buckets of water for the men to drink; and, they being 

chained together, when one of the six wanted to drink, the others 

had to go with him.  
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Then I came to a yard full of women and children. These 

could roam at pleasure through their yard. No men were 

admitted there. These people could not all understand each 

other's language; and you may probably wish to know who they 

were. They were Africans belonging to various tribes, who had 

been sold, some by their parents or by their families, others by 

the people of their villages. Some had been sold on account of 

witchcraft; but there were many other excuses for the traffic. 

They would find suddenly that a boy or girl was "dull;" and so 

forth, and must be sold. Many of them came from countries far 

distant.  

Some were quite merry; others appeared to be very sad, 

thinking they were bought to be eaten up. They believed that the 

white men beyond the seas were great cannibals, and that they 

were to be fattened first, and then eaten. In the interior, one day, 

a chief ordered a slave to be killed for my dinner, and I barely 

succeeded in preventing the poor wretch from being put to death. 

I could hardly make the chief believe that I did not, in my own 

country, live on human flesh.  

Under some of the trees were huge caldrons, in which 

beans and rice were cooking for the slaves; and others had dried 

fish to eat. In the evening they were put into large sheds for the 

night. One of the sheds was used as a hospital.  

In the midst of all this stood the white man's houseðyes, 

the white man's house!ðand in it were white men whose only 

business was to buy these poor creatures from the Oroungou 

people!  

After I had seen every thing I left the barracoon, for that 

is the name given to such a place as I have just described. I 

wandered about, and it was dark before I returned to the little 

bamboo house which the king had given me. I got in, and then, 

striking a match carefully, I lighted a torch, so that I might not 

go to bed in darkness. You may smile when I say bed, for my 

couch was far from bearing any resemblance to our beds at 

home, with mattress, and pillows, and sheets, and blankets. 

Travelers in Equatorial Africa are utter strangers to such 

luxuries.  

After I had lighted the torch, I cast my eyes round to see 

if any thing had been disturbed; for a thief, so disposed, could 

easily break into these houses. I noticed something glittering and 

shining under my akoko, or bedstead. The object was so still that 

I did not pay any attention to it; in fact, I could not see it well by 

the dim light of the torch. But when I approached the bed to 

arrange it, I saw that the glitter was produced by the shining 

scales of an enormous serpent, which lay quietly coiled up there 

within two feet of me. What was I to do I had fastened my door 

with ropes. If the snake were to uncoil itself and move about, it 

might, perhaps, take a spring and wind itself about me, quietly 

squeeze me to death, and then swallow me as he would a 

gazelle. These were not comforting thoughts I was afraid to cry 

out for fear of disturbing the snake, which appeared to be asleep. 

Besides, no one could get in, as I had barricaded the only 

entrance, so I went quietly and unfastened the door. When every 

thing was ready for a safe retreat, I said to myself, "I had better 

try to kill it." Then, looking for my guns, I saw, to my utter 

horror, that they were set against the wall at the back of the bed, 

so that the snake was between me and them. After watching the 

snake intently, and thinking what to do, I resolved to get my 

gun; so, keeping the door in my rear open, in readiness for a 

speedy retreat at the first sign of life in the snake, I approached 

on tiptoe, and, in the twinkling of an eye, grasped the gun which 

was loaded heavily with large shot. How relieved I felt at that 

moment! I was no longer the same man. Fortunately, the snake 

did not move. With my gun in one hand, I went again toward the 

reptile, and fairly placing the muzzle of the gun against it, I 

fired, and then ran out of the house as fast as I could.  

At the noise of the gun there was a rush of negroes from 

all sides to know what was the matter. They thought some one 

had shot a man, and run into my house to hide himself; so they 

all rushed into it, helter-skelter; but I need not tell you they 

rushed out just as fast on finding a great snake writhing about on 
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the floor. Some had trodden upon it, and been frightened out of 

their wits. You have no idea how they roared and shouted; but 

no one appeared disposed to enter the house again, so I went in 

cautiously myself to see how matters stood, for I did not intend 

to give undisputed possession of my hut so easily to Mr. Snake. I 

entered, and looked cautiously around. The dim light of the torch 

helped me a little, and there I saw the snake on the ground. Its 

body had been cut in two by the discharge, and both ends were 

flapping about the floor. At first I thought these ends wore two 

snakes, and I did not know what to make of it; but, as soon as I 

perceived my mistake, I gave a heavy blow with a stick on the 

head of the horrible creature, and finished it. Then I saw it 

disgorge a duckða whole duckðand such a long duck! It 

looked like an enormous long-feathered sausage. After eating the 

duck, the snake thought my bedroom was just the place for him 

to go to sleep in and digest his meal; for snakes, after a hearty 

well, always fall into a state of torpor. It was a large python, and 

it measuredðwould you believe it?ðeighteen feet. Fancy my 

situation if this fellow had sprung upon me, and coiled round 

me! It would soon have been all over with me. I wonder how 

long it would have taken to digest me, had I been swallowed by 

the monster!  

One fine day, while walking on the beach of this 

inhospitable shore, I spied a vessel. It approached nearer and 

nearer, and at last ran in and hove-to a few miles from the shore. 

Immediately I observed a gang of slaves rapidly driven down 

from one of the barracoons. I stood and watched. The men were 

still in gangs of six, but they had been washed, and each had a 

clean cloth on. The canoes were immense boats, with twenty-six 

paddles, and held about sixty slaves each. The poor slaves 

seemed much terrified. They had never been on the rough water 

before, and they did not know what that dancing motion of the 

sea was. Then they were being taken away, they knew not 

whither. As they skimmed over the waves, and rolled, now one 

way, now another, they must have thought their last day had 

come, and that they were to be consigned to a watery grave.  

I was glad that these poor creatures could not see me, for 

I was hidden from their view by trees and bushes. I felt ashamed 

of myselfðI actually felt ashamed of being a white man! 

Happily, such scenes are rarely, if ever, witnessed nowadays, 

and the slave-trade will soon belong to the past.  

Two hours afterward, the vessel, with a cargo of six 

hundred slaves, was on her way to Cuba.  
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CHAPTER XV 

GOING INTO THE INTERIOR 

 
THE GAZELLE.  

 

GOING INTO THE INTERIOR.ðSLEEPING WITH THE KING'S 

RATS.ðTHE CHIMPANZEE.ðKILL A GAZELLE.ðTOO COLD TO 

SLEEP.ðTHE GRAY PARTRIDGE. 

After this I went again to visit King Banjo, and was 

announced to his majesty by his great mafonga. I had an 

important object in paying this visit. I wished to ask the king to 

permit me to go into the interior, and to spare me some people to 

show me the way.  

Bango liked me, though I had declined to marry one of 

his beautiful daughters So he granted my request, and gave me 

twenty-five men, some of whom were reputed great hunters in 

that country. They had killed many elephants, and brought all 

the ivory to their king. They were the providers of the royal 

table, and passed their lives in the hunt and in the forest.  

We made great preparations for the chase, for game was 

said to be plentiful. We were to encamp many days in the forest, 

and to have a jolly time, and a hard time too, for the hunter's life 

is not an easy one. I was invited by the king to sleep in his 

palace, so that the next day I might start early; so I was led to my 

bedroom by the great mafouga. It was so dirty and gloomy that I 

wished myself fast asleep under a tree in the forest. I looked 

around, thinking that perhaps the king wanted to get rid of me, 

and had invited me there to have me murdered; but, finding 

nothing suspicious, I concluded that old King Bango had never 

entertained such ideas, and I felt vexed at myself for having such 

thoughts on my mind. Then I extinguished the light, and lay 

down on the royal couch I had scarcely lain down when I began 

to hear a strange noise. At first I did not know what it meant. 

The noise in the room increased. What could it be? I tried to see 

through the darkness, but could distinguish nothing. Just then I 

felt something getting under my blanket. Confounded, I jumped 

up, not knowing what it might be. It was an enormous rat. As 

soon as I got up, I heard a perfect scrambling of rats going back 

where they came from, and then all became silent I lay down on 

the bed again, and tried to sleep, but in vain, on account of the 

assaults and gambols of the rats, of which there was a prodigious 

number. They seemed inclined to dispute possession of my room 

with me. They were continually on my bed and running over my 

face. I soon got quite enough of the royal palace. I wished I had 

never come into it. But it was an excellent place for getting up 

early. No sooner had the morning twilight made its appearance 

than I rose, and called my men together; and, though we could 

hardly see, we set out at once on the march.  

I went in advance with Aboko, my head man, and 

Niamkala, the next best man, at my side. Both these men were 

great hunters, and had spent the principal part of their lives in the 

woods. They seemed really like men of the woods, so very wild 

were their looks. Aboko was a short, somewhat stout man; very 
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black, and extremely muscular; very flat-nosed, and with big 

thick lips. His eyes were large and cunning, and seemed to 

wander about; his body bore marks of many scratches from 

thorny trees and briers; his legs displayed great strength. 

Niamkala, on the contrary, was tall and slender, not very dark; 

he had sharp, piercing eyes, and seemed to be continually 

looking after something. Both were first-rate elephant hunters.  

Aboko, Niamkala, and I became great friends, for we 

were all three hunters, and loved the woods.  

Our way led through some beautiful prairies, each 

surrounded by dark forests, and seeming like natural gardens 

planted in this great woody wilderness. The country was really 

lovely. The surface was mostly rolling prairie, with a light sandy 

soil. The highest hills often broke into abrupt precipices, on 

which we would come suddenly; and if any of us had tumbled 

down to the bottom, he would never have been heard of again. 

The woods are the safe retreat of the elephant. Great herds of 

buffaloes are found there; also antelopes, which go out into the 

great grass-fields by night to play and feed. Leopards are also 

abundant.  

I was much pleased to be able to travel in an open space, 

and not always through the dark forest. The breeze fanned our 

faces as we went onward. Presently we saw the footprints of 

huge elephants and of wild buffaloes. Friend Aboko now warned 

us to look sharp, for we were sure to see game. Sure enough, he 

had hardly spoken when we saw a bull standing, deer-like, upon 

the edge of the wood, watching us, I suppose, and no doubt 

greatly puzzled to make out what kind of animals we were. He 

stood for some minutes, safe out of range, and then turned into 

the woods, evidently not liking our appearance. We ran around 

to intercept him; and I waited at one pass in the woods for 

Aboko to go clear around and drive the bull toward me.  

I was waiting, when suddenly I saw something 

approaching me out of the deep gloom of the forest. I thought it 

was Aboko coming toward me, and I waited anxiously for news. 

I did not say a word for fear of frightening the game that might 

be near us. The object came nearer and nearer to me, till I 

thought I could recognize Aboko's dark face distinctly through 

the foliage. I stood with my gun resting on the ground, when 

suddenly I heard a shrill scream, and then what I thought to be 

Aboko turned and ran into the woods, showing a broad, big, 

hairy body. It was one of the wild men of the woodsðthe 

chimpanzeeðand a big one it was, I assure you.  

How glad I was to have seen this wild man of the woods. 

For a few minutes I felt so astonished that I did not move. His 

black face certainly did look very much like that of an African, 

so much so that, as I have already said, I took the chimpanzee to 

be Aboko.  

By-and-by the real Aboko made his appearance. This 

time there was no illusion, and we had a good laugh over my 

mistake. I felt quite vexed that I had not shot the chimpanzee, I 

should have liked so much to look at the animal closely; but I 

felt it was almost like shooting a man.  

We left the woods and started once more for the interior. 

We had not been long on our way when I spied a gazelle right in 

the middle of the prairie. How could one approach it without 

being seen? for the grass was short. We wanted very much to kill 

it, for we had not killed any thing yet; and what were we to have 

for our dinner and supper? No one likes to go without dinner, 

especially when working hard. Aboko, Niamkala, and I held a 

council. We lay down flat on the ground for fear of being seen, 

and finally it was agreed that I should go toward the gazelle with 

my long-range gun, and shoot it if I could. So I started. I almost 

crawled, now and then raising my head just to the level of the 

grass, to see if the animal was still there. When I thought I was 

near enough, I quietly lay down flat on the ground, and rested 

my gun on an ant-hill that looked like a mushroom. Taking 

careful aim at the unsuspicious animal, I fired, and down it 

tumbled, to my great delight. Aboko and Niamkala, who had 

been watching afar off, came rushing and shouting, their faces 
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beaming with joy. The prospect of a good dinner cheered them 

up.  

Others of the party soon joined us. The gazelle was cut 

up on the spot, and we continued our journey till we came to a 

beautiful little stream, which was too deep to be forded. A huge 

tree had been felled, and we crossed to the other side on it, 

though it was hard work. I assure you I thought once or twice I 

should have tumbled into the water.  

At sunset we stopped, quite tired out. We made our camp 

in the midst of the prairie in order to have the nice grass to lie 

upon. It was the dry season, and we were not afraid of getting 

wet. The people went into the nearest forest and collected an 

immense quantity of firewood; not a difficult task, as so many 

dead limbs were lying on the ground.  

We lighted a great many large fires, which blazed up 

fiercely, for the wind blew hard. The country around was 

illuminated, and the glare of our fires must have been seen a 

long way off. We took our dinner and supper at the same time. I 

roasted my own share of the gazelle myself; I put a piece of stick 

through the flesh, and laid the skewer across two forked sticks, 

which I fixed in the ground on each side of the fire. I longed for 

some lard to baste the roasting meat; but I was thankful for the 

good dinner I had, and I enjoyed it thoroughly. I had a little bit 

of salt to eat with it, and also some nice Cayenne pepper.  

My men also seemed to enjoy their meal very much, for 

they had meat to their heart's content; and these negroes are very 

gluttonous generally. It was laughable to see how lazily we lay 

around on the grass by our fires; some were smoking, others 

tried to sleep, while others told stories, but we all tried to warm 

ourselves, and kept continually adding fuel to the already bright 

fires.  

The night was clear and almost frosty. The stars shone 

brilliantly above our heads, and it was bright moonlight. It 

became so windy and cold that we regretted we had not 

encamped by the forest, where we should have been sheltered 

from the wind. It was too cold to sleep; even with my blanket; 

and my poor men, who had no blankets, were shivering around 

the fires.  

So at two o'clock in the morning I ordered the men to get 

up. A couple of hours' sharp walking brought us to a thick wood, 

and there we were sheltered. We quickly made up one very large 

fire, enough for all of us, and stretched ourselves pell-mell 

around it for a short nap. We were so tired that we soon fell 

asleep, not caring for leopards or any thing else. We were 

awakened by the cry of the gray partridge (Francolinus 

squamatus), called quani, by the natives.  

I will now say a word about these partridges. Unlike our 

partridges, they perch on trees. When evening comes, the old 

cock perches himself first, and calls the flock together. They all 

settle near each other. In the morning, before daylight, they 

begin to cluck; and it was this noise that we heard. They do not 

sleep on the ground, like our partridges, because there are too 

many snakes crawling about, and too many carnivorous animals.  
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CHAPTER XVI  

ADVENTURES IN NGOLA 

 
AFTER DINNER.  

 

THE HIPPOPOTAMUS.ðA SPECK OF WAR.ðREACH NGOLA.ðA 

SUNDAY TALK.ðTHE BLACK MAN'S GOD AND THE WHITE MAN'S 

GOD.ðHOW KING NJAMBAI PUNISHED HIS WIFE.ðWE BUILD 

AN OLAKO IN THE WOODS. 

Sunrise found us under way again; and before us lay a 

fine stretch of prairie, on the farther borders of which were 

quietly grazing several herds of buffaloes, which, as we 

approached them, quickly ran into the woods. While they 

remained in sight they gave the country a civilized appearance; it 

looked like a large grazing farm in June, with cattle, and hay 

almost ready for harvest; a fine, quiet, Old-country picture here 

in the wilds of Africa, that reminded me so much of home scenes 

that I felt happy and elated.  

We pushed on rapidly in order to travel as far as possible 

before the heat of the day should set in. We came to a large pool 

or lakelet, and, while looking at the water, I suddenly saw 

something strange coming out from under its surface. It was a 

hippopotamusðthe first I had seen. I thought it was a log of 

wood; then I fancied it was the head of a horse; for certainly, 

from a distance, the head of a hippopotamus looks like that of a 

horse. Then I heard a great grunt, and down went the head under 

water. Suddenly a number of the animals made their appearance; 

there were at least a dozen of them. They began sporting in the 

water, now popping their huge heads out and snorting, and then 

diving to the bottom, and remaining there for some time.  

I watched them for a while, and then I took my gun, 

intending to send a bullet into the head of one and haul him 

ashore, but Aboko said they would sink to the bottom. Not 

wishing to kill one of these creature for nothing, I took Aboko's 

advice, and we went away.  

We had not met a single human being since we left 

Sangatanga till now. As we journeyed, I saw in the distance what 

I at first took to be a herd of buffaloes, but soon perceived it was 

a caravan of natives coming in our direction. Immediately we 

looked at our guns; for in this country there is no law, and every 

man's hand is against his brother. We saw that they, too, 

prepared for an encounter; that most of them hid in the grass, 

watching. Four fellows' came toward us to reconnoitre, and to 

ask if it was peace or war; when suddenly they got a glimpse of 

me, and I do not know how, but they at once saw, from the fact 

of my being there, that there would be no war. They shouted to 

their companions to come and see the Otangani.  

They were Shekianis, who, as I have said, are a very 

warlike people, and this part of the country, I was told, was 

thickly inhabited by them. We left them in the midst of their 

wonders, and traveled as fast as we could, for we wanted to 

reach a village of their tribe, named Ngola, whose chief was a 

friend of King Bango, and was his vassal, having married one of 

his daughters.  
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At last, after much traveling, we reached the village of 

Ngola. As we approached, and as soon as the women caught 

sight of me, they ran screaming into the houses. Njambai, the 

chief, received us very kindly, and gave me a house to live in.  

Ngola was a very pretty village, and the house I lived in 

belonged to Shinshooko, the brother of the chief. You will agree 

with me that Shinshooko had a funny name. He was a worthy 

fellow, and tolerably honest too, for he gave me the key of one 

of his doorsð(I wonder where he got the old padlock that was 

on it)ðand he recommended me to shut my door every time I 

went away, as the people might steal something.  

Sunday came; I remained in the village. They all 

understood the Oroungou language, so I could speak to them. I 

told them there was no such thing as witchcraft, and that it was 

very wrong to accuse people of it, and kill them; that there was 

only one God, who made both the whites and the blacks, and we 

should all love him. This elicited only grants of surprise and 

incredulity. They all shouted that there were two Godsðthe God 

of the Ntangani  (white men), and the God of the Alombai (black 

men). The God of the black men had never given them any 

thing, while the God of the white men had sent them guns, 

powder, and many other fine things. Then Shinshooko 

remarked," You have rivers of alongon (rum) flowing through 

your land. When I go to Sangatanga I taste it at King Bango's; 

how much I should like to live on the banks of such rivers!" 

They would not believe that we had only rivers of water like 

theirs, and that we ourselves made our powder, and guns, and 

rum also.  

I stayed for a few days in the village of Ngola, where the 

people were very kind to me. One day I heard a woman crying 

out as if she were in great pain. Asking what was the matter, a 

man told me the king was punishing one of his wives; and others 

said that, if I did not go to her help, she might be killed. I hurried 

to the king's house, and there, in front of the veranda, a spectacle 

met my eyes which froze my blood with horror. A woman was 

tied by the middle to a stout stake driven into the ground. Her 

legs were stretched out and fastened to other smaller stakes, and 

stout cords were bound round her neck, waist, ankles, and wrists. 

These cords were being twisted with sticks; and, when I arrived, 

the skin was bursting from the terrible compression. The poor 

woman looked at me. The king was in a perfect rage; he himself 

was the chief executioner. His eyes were bloodshot, and his lips 

were white with foam. I had to be careful in expostulating with 

the king, for fear that he might kill her at once in a fit of rage. I 

walked up, and, taking him by the arm, asked him, for my sake, 

to release the poor woman, and not to kill her. He seamed to 

hesitate; he did not answer, and went into his house. I threatened 

to leave if he did not release her. Finally he consented, and said, 

"Let her loose yourself; I give her to you."  

How glad I was! I rushed out immediately, and began to 

untie the savage cords, and to cut them away with my knife. The 

poor creature was covered with blood. I sent her to my house, 

and took care of her. I learned that she had stolen some of her 

husband's beads.  

After this I left the Shekiani village of Ngola, and went 

on my journey with my friends Aboko and Niamkala. We 

traveled on, till, on reaching a place in the midst of a forest, not 

far from a little lake, we determined to build an olako, for I liked 

the country so much that I did not want to leave it. There were a 

great many wild animals in the neighborhood, and we thought 

the place was likely to afford us good sport, especially as the 

lake would draw beasts down to its banks to drink. We were not 

only near water, but we had a wide stretch of forest and prairie-

land about us. We worked very hard that day, building and 

arranging our encampment, in such a way as to make every thing 

comfortable and secure. Of course we selected the prettiest part 

of the forest, and where there were many tall and shady trees. 

We first cut the underbrush from under the trees, and also many 

of the vines or creepers, which looked very singular as they hung 

down over our beads. Then we collected a great number of large 

leaves, which are called by some tribes shayshayray, and 

guaygayrai, to roof our sheds with. After this we proceeded to 
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cut a number of small sticks, seven or eight feet long, and began 

to construct our habitations. Then we cut branches of trees to 

shield us from the wind, and collected a great quantity of 

firewood, for we had made up our minds to keep ourselves 

warm. After we had arranged and lighted the fires, our camp 

looked quite like a little village. It was very romantic and 

beautiful. I had arranged my own shelter very nicely; and it was 

first in the row. To be sure, my bed was rather hard, being 

composed of sticks and leafy branches; while for a pillow I had 

merely a piece of wood.  

In the midst of our work, ten slaves of Njambai came, 

laden with provisions, which the good fellow had sent after me. 

After doing a hard day's work, I think we deserved to rest 

comfortably in the evening. We began cooking our dinner, and a 

right good dinner it was. My men had monkey and buffalo meat, 

but I had a nice fat fowl which my friend Njambai had sent me.  

Before dinner I warned my men to be honest, and keep 

their fingers at home. They were good fellows, but I found that 

all savages will steal. So I threatened to kill the first man I 

caught meddling with my property, and told them I would shoot 

without mercy; "and then," said I, with great sternness, "when I 

have blown your brains out, I will settle the matter with your 

king." To which Aboko coolly replied that the settlement was 

not likely to do them any particular good.  

Of course they all protested that they were honest, but I 

knew them better than they knew themselves. I knew the effect 

of temptation on them, poor fellows! and had more confidence in 

their faith that I would kill the thief, than I had in their good 

resolutions.  

When this little matter was settled, they drew round the 

blazing fire. By this time, the buffalo-meat, suspended in a huge 

kettle over the fire, was cooked and ready to be eaten; the 

monkeys had been roasted on charcoal; my fowl had been 

cooked; and before us was a great pile of roasted plantain. We 

enjoyed a hearty meal together; I eating of a plate, and using a 

fork, while the black fellows took fresh leaves for plates, and 

used the "black man's fork," as they call their five fingers. After 

dinner they drunk a large calabash-full of palm wine, that had 

been brought from Ngola; and then, to crown their feast with the 

greatest delight of all, I went to one of my boxes, and lifting the 

lid, while the shining black faces peered at me with saucer-eyes 

of expectation, I took out a huge plug of Kentucky tobacco. 

There was a wild hurrah of joy from them all. They shouted that 

I was their friend; they loved only me; they would go with 

nobody else; I was their good spirit; I was like one of 

themselves. I distributed the tobacco among them, and in a few 

minutes all were lying about the fire, or seated round it, with 

their pipes in their mouths.  

After making the fire burn brightly, I, being tired, went 

and lay down, as you see me in the picture. My blanket was the 

only article of bedding I had; I wrapped this around me, and 

rested my head on the wooden pillow, which I assure you was 

not of the softest kind. I felt pleased to see my men so contented. 

Their wild stories of hunting adventures, of witchcraft, and evil 

spirits, well fitted the rude, picturesque surroundings; and they 

lay there talking away, till, at last, I was obliged to remind them 

that it was one o'clock, and time to go to sleep, especially as 

some of us were to get up very early and go hunting. Then all 

became silent, and soon we all fell asleep, except the men 

appointed to keep the fires bright on account of the leopards, and 

also to watch that we might not be surprised by some enemy.  
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CHAPTER XVII  

WE SHOOT A LEOPARD 

 
A LEOPARD AND HER YOUNG ONE.  

 

AN UNSUCCESSFUL HUNT FOR ELEPHANTS.ðI TAKE AIM AT A 

BUFFALO.ðA LEOPARD IN THE GRASS NEAR US.ðWE SHOOT 

THE LEOPARD AND HER KITTEN.ðGREAT REJOICING IN CAMP.ð

WHO SHALL HAVE THE TAIL?ðA QUARREL OVER THE BRAINS.ð

THE GUINEA-HENS.ðTHE MONKEYS. 

Early the next morning Aboko and I got up. Aboko 

covered himself with his war fetiches, and also with the fetiches 

that were to bring him good luck and give him a steady hand. On 

the middle of his forehead was a yellow spot made with clay. 

When he had finished these preparations we started.  

Our desire was to kill elephants. We saw plenty of tracks, 

and we hunted all day long. In many places, to judge by the 

tracks, the elephants had been only an hour or two before 

ourselves. But we did not see a single elephant, and I killed only 

a few monkeys for my men's dinner, as well as a few birds.  

We were returning to the camp rather downhearted, when 

I heard the cry of the gray male partridge, of which I have 

already spoken, calling for his mates to come and perch on the 

tree he had chosen. We turned back to get a shot if possible, for 

they are fine eating. We were just on the edge of the forest; and, 

as I pushed out into the prairie, suddenly I saw several buffaloes, 

one of which I made sure of, as he stood a little in advance of the 

rest, where the grass was high enough for a stealthy approach. I 

immediately put a ball into the barrel that had only shot, so that I 

might have my two barrels loaded with bullets. Then Aboko and 

I advanced slowly toward the unconscious bull, which stood a 

fair mark, and I was about to raise my gun, when Aboko made a 

quick sign to hold still and listen. Aboko, at the same time, 

breathed as if he were smelling something.  

I did not know why it was that Aboko had stopped me, 

but I knew there must be better game at hand, or some other 

good reason for his doing so. Perhaps he had heard the footsteps 

of an elephant. I looked at his face, and saw that it appeared 

anxious.  

As we stood perfectly motionless, I heard, at apparently a 

little distance before us, a low purring sound, which might have 

been taken, by a careless ear, for the sound of the wind passing 

through the grass. But to Aboko's quick ear it betokened 

something else. His face grew very earnest, and he whispered to 

me "njego" (leopard).  

What were we to do? The noise continued. We cocked 

our guns, and moved, slowly and cautiously, a few steps ahead, 

to get a position where we thought we might see over the grass. 

The leopard might pounce upon us at any moment. What would 

prevent him from doing so if he chose? Certainly not our guns, 

for we did not know exactly where the beast was. To tell you the 

truth, I did not feel comfortable at all; I had a slight objection to 
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being carried away in the jaws of a leopard, and devoured in the 

woods.  

Our situation was far from being a pleasant one. The 

leopard comes out generally by night only, and nothing but 

extreme hunger will bring him out of his lair in open day. When 

he is hungry, he is also unusually savage, and very quick in his 

motions.  

We knew the animal was near, but we could not succeed 

in getting a sight of him. As the wind blew from him toward us, 

I perceived plainly a strong peculiar odor which this animal 

gives out, and this fact proved still more decidedly that the 

leopard could not be far off. The thought passed through my 

mind, Is he watching us? Is he coming toward usðcrouching 

like a cat on the ground, and ready to spring upon us when near 

enough? Do his eyes penetrate the grass which we can not see 

through? If so, is he ready to spring?  

Meantime our buffalo bull stood stupidly before his herd, 

not twenty yards from us, utterly innocent of the presence of so 

many of his formidable enemiesðthe leopard, Aboko, and 

myself.  

Just then we moved a little to one side, and, peering 

through an opening in the grass, I beheld an immense leopard, a 

female, with a tiny young leopard by her side. The beast saw us 

at the same moment, having turned her head quickly at some 

slight noise we made. She had been watching the buffalo so 

intently as not to notice our approach. It seemed to me as if a 

curious look of indecision passed over her face. She, too, had 

more game than she had looked for, and was puzzled which to 

attack first. Her long tail swished from side to side, and her eyes 

glared as she hesitated for a moment to decide which of the 

threeðthe bull, Aboko, or meðto pounce upon and make her 

victim.  

But I saved her the trouble of making up her mind; for, in 

far less time than it takes me to tell you what took place, I had 

put a ball into her head, which, luckily for us, relieved her of 

farther care for prey. She dropped down dead. At the same 

moment Aboko fired into the little leopard and killed it. At the 

noise of the guns, the buffalo bull and the herd decamped in the 

opposite direction at a tremendous pace, the bull little knowing 

the circumstances to which he owed his life.  

I felt much relieved, for I had never before been in quite 

so ticklish a situation, and I felt no particular desire ever to be in 

a similar plight again.  

When we returned to the camp there was a great 

excitement as soon as they heard the news that two leopards had 

been killed. Aboko carried in the young leopard on his back; but 

mine was too heavy, and had to be left in the field. Guns were 

fired in rejoicing, and the big leopard was fetched in. When the 

people returned with it to the camp, all shouted, "What an 

enormous beast! What an enormous beast! We heard gun firing," 

etc., etc.  

In the midst of this noise Niamkala made his appearance 

with some of our party, bringing in some wild boars, and a pretty 

little gazelle which the natives called ncheri.  

Of course the wild boars had been cut up into several 

pieces, for they were too heavy to carry whole.  

Niamkala and his party were received with great cheers. 

The prospect of a good supper brightened all their faces, and 

mine also; and I shouted, "Well done, Niamkala and boys!"  

Every thing was brought to my feet. There was so much 

to eat that there was no use in dividing the meat into equal 

shares, so I let every one take as much as he liked.  

After supper the leopards were hung on a pole resting on 

two forked sticks, and then the negroes danced round them. 

They sang songs of victory, and exulted over and abused the 

deceased leopard (the mother). They addressed to her comical 

compliments upon her beauty (and the leopard is really a most 

beautiful animal). They said, "What a fine coat you have! 

(meaning her skin). We will take that coat off from you." They 
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shouted, "Now you will kill no more people! Now you will eat 

no more hunters! Now you can not leap on your prey! What has 

become of the wild bull you were looking after so keenly? 

Would you not have liked to make a meal of Aboko or of 

Chaillie?" (for they called me Chaillie).  

Thus they sung and danced round till toward morning, 

when I made them go to sleep. Next morning there was great 

quarreling among my men. What could he the matter? I found 

that Niamkala was declaring his determination to have the end of 

my leopard's tail, while the rest of the hunters asserted their 

equal right to it. Aboko said he did not care, as he would have 

the tail of the one he had killed.  

I skinned the two leopards in the most careful manner, 

and gave the end of the tail to Niamkala, and I promised Fasiko 

to give him the tail of the next one I should kill. They all 

shouted, "I hope you will kill leopards enough to give to each of 

us a tail!" Poor Fasiko looked very downhearted. When I 

inquired why, he said, "Don't you know that when a man has the 

end of a leopard's tail in his possession, he is sure to be fortunate 

in winning the heart of the girl he wants to marry?"  

I said, "Fasiko, you have one wife, what do you care for a 

leopard's tail?"  

He replied, "I want a good many wives."  

The palaver about the tail was hardly over when another 

quarrel broke out. This time it was about the brains. Aboko, 

Niamkala, and Fasiko each wanted the whole brain of the 

animal. The others said they must have some too; that there was 

only one end to each tail, but that the brains could be divided 

among them all. For a few minutes a fight seemed imminent 

over the head of the leopard.  

I said "You may quarrel, but no fighting. If you do, you 

will see me in the fight, and I will hit every body, and hit hard 

too." At the same time I pointed out to them a large stick lying 

by my bedside. This immediately stopped them.  

They all wanted the brain, they said, because, when 

mixed with some other charms, it makes a powerful 

monda  (fetiche), which gives its possessors dauntless courage 

and great fortune in the hunt. Happily I was able to persuade my 

three best hunters that they wanted no such means to bolster up 

their courage.  

The dispute over the brains being settled, Aboko, in the 

presence of all the men, laid the liver before me. As this had no 

value or interest for me, since I was certainly not going to eat the 

liver of the leopard for my dinner, I was about to kick it aside, 

when they stopped me, and entreated me to take off the gall and 

destroy it, in order to save the party from future trouble. These 

negroes believe the gall of the leopard to be deadly poison, and 

my men feared to be suspected, by their friends or enemies at 

Sangatanga, of having concealed some of this poison. So I took 

off the gall, put it under my feet and destroyed it, and then taking 

the earth in which it had been spilled, I threw it in every 

direction, for I did not want any of these poor fellows to be 

accused of a crime, and lose their lives by it. I intended to inform 

the king, on my return, that we had destroyed the liver. But I told 

my men that their belief was all nonsense, and a mere 

superstition. They said it was not. As I could not prove their 

notion to be false, I stopped the discussion by saying I did not 

believe it.  

Having plenty of game, we carried the leopard meat a 

long way off, and threw it away.  

We did not go hunting for two days, but spent our time in 

smoking the meat we had on hand. It was just the sort of weather 

for hunting, and for living in the woods. The air was cool and 

refreshing, for it was June, and the dry season; but the sky was 

often clouded, which prevented the sun from being oppressive. 

To add to our pleasure, the forest trees were in bloom, and many 

of them were fragrant. The nights were very cold indeed for this 

country, the thermometer going down to sixty-eight degrees 

Fahrenheit. The wind blew hard, but against that we managed to 

protect ourselves. The dews were not nearly so heavy as they are 
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in the rainy season. The grass was in great part burned off the 

prairies.  

Every day we succeeded in shooting more or less game, 

among which were antelopes, gazelles, wild boars, monkeys 

without number, and Guinea-fowls. These Guinea-fowls were of 

a beautiful species. In this country you have never seen any like 

them.  

My joy was great when I killed this hitherto unknown 

species of Guinea-fowl (Numida plumrifera). It is one of the 

handsomest of all the Guinea-fowls yet discovered. Its head is 

naked, the skin being of a deep bluish-black tinge, and is 

crowned with a beautiful crest of straight, erect, narrow, downy 

feathers, standing in a bunch close together. The plumage of the 

body is of a fine bluish-black ground, variegated with numerous 

eyes of white, slightly tinged with blue. The bill and legs are 

colored a blue-black, similar to the skin of the Lead.  

This bird is not found near the seashore. It is very shy, 

but marches in large flocks through the woods. At night they 

perch on trees, where they are protected from the numerous 

animals which prowl about.  

I killed several beautiful monkeys, called by the natives 

mondi. What curious-looking monkeys they were! Only the 

stuffed specimen of a young one had been received in England 

before this time. The mondi is entirely black, and is covered with 

long shaggy hair. It has a very large body, and a funny little 

head, quite out of proportion to the size of the animal. It is a very 

beautiful monkey; the hair is of a glossy jet black, and it has a 

very long tail. In Africa no monkeys have prehensile tails; I 

mean by that, tails which they can twist round the branch of a 

tree, and so hang themselves with the head downward. That kind 

of monkey is only found in South America.  

The mondi has a dismal cry, which sounds very strangely 

in the silent woods, and always enabled me to tell where these 

monkeys were.  

CHAPTER XVIII  

RETURN TO SANGATANGA 

 
ABOKO KILLS  A ROGUE ELEPHANT.  

 

ALONE IN CAMP.ðHUNTING FOR ELEPHANTS.ðABOKO KILLS A 

ROGUE.ðI CUT ANOTHER PYTHON IN TWO.ðWE SHOOT SOME 

WILD BOARS.ðA BUFFALO HUNT.ðRETURN TO SANGATANGA.ð

KING BANGO SICK. 

One fine day I remained in the camp, for I had been 

hunting so much that I wanted a day of rest. All the others had 

gone to hunt. I was left alone, and I enjoyed the solitude, every 

thing around me was so beautiful and quiet. Nature seemed to 

smile on all sides. I placed myself at the foot of a large tree, and 

wrote in my journals; and then I thought of the dear friends I had 

at home, and wondered if they sometimes thought of me. Then I 

called to mind all I had seen in the wonderful country which I 

had explored. I could hardly believe it myself; it seemed like a 

dream. What extraordinary people and what curious beasts had I 

not met! How many wonderful dangers I had escaped! How kind 

God had been in protecting me! How He had watched over the 
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poor lonely traveler, and taken care of him during sickness! Thus 

my heart went up in gratitude, and I silently implored that the 

protection of God might still be granted me.  

Toward sunset Aboko and Niamkala made their 

appearance, and brought a fine young boar with them. As usual, 

without saying a word, they came right to me, and put the dead 

animal at my feet Then, seating themselves and clapping their 

hands, Aboko began to tell me what had happened from the time 

they started in the morning until the time they returned. They 

forgot nothing, even mentioning the tracks of the animals they 

had seen. They reported they had found fresh elephant tracks, 

and thought the elephants had made their headquarters there for 

a few days. After hearing this, we immediately resolved that we 

would all turn out after elephants on the following day.  

Accordingly, in the evening, we cleaned and prepared 

our guns, and every body went to sleep early.  

The next morning we started about daybreak, each of us 

carrying some provisions. We were to fire no guns in the forest 

for fear of frightening the elephants, who are very shy in this 

region. We had taken pains to load our guns in the most careful 

manner.  

We hunted all day, but in vain; no elephants were to be 

seen. We slept out in the woods, for we were too far from the 

camp to return. We felt so tired that we had only sufficient 

strength left to enable us to fetch fire-wood, and to cut a few 

branches of trees, and lie down upon them. I had lost or 

forgotten the matches, so I had to light the fire with a piece of 

steel and a gun-flint This took a little longer.  

Very soundly we all slept, as you may easily suppose. 

When I awoke in the midst of the night our fires were almost 

out; at least they did not blaze up enough to frighten the wild 

beasts. Aboko, Niamkala, and Fasiko were snoring 

tremendously. One was lying flat on his back, the other had his 

legs up, while Fasiko had his arm extended at full length. By the 

side of each was his gun, which touched him in some way, so 

that it could not be taken without awaking him. I believe it was 

their snoring that had roused me. They were so tired, and seemed 

to sleep so soundly, that I did not want to wake them, so I went 

and added fuel to the fire, which soon began to blaze up again.  

The next day found us again exploring the woods in 

every direction. Elephants certainly were not plentiful; besides, 

they traveled much in search of their favorite foodða kind of 

fern, which was not very abundant. Again I got very tired; but at 

last, in the afternoon, we came across our quarry.  

Emerging from a thick part of the forest into a prairie 

which bordered it, we saw to our left, just upon the edge of the 

wood, a solitary bull elephant. There we stood still. I wonder 

what he was thinking about! I had seen the great beast in 

menageries, and also among the Fans, and I have described to 

you an elephant hunt in their country, but then there was great 

confusion.  

Here the huge animal stood quietly by a tree, innocent of 

our presence; and now, for the first time in my life, I was struck 

with the vast size of this giant of the forests. Large trees seemed 

like small saplings when compared with the bulk of this 

immense beast which was standing placidly near them.  

What were we to do but to kill him? Though I felt a sense 

of pity at trying to destroy so noble an animal, yet I was very 

anxious to get the first shot myself; for it was a "rogue 

elephant"ðthat is, an elephant unattached. It was an old one, as 

we could see by the great size of its tusks. I remembered that 

rogue elephants are said to be very ferocious. So much the 

better, I thought. I had killed a good deal of game, and I had 

ceased to be afraid of any of them, though I felt that hunting was 

no child's play.  

You must not think that we were standing up all this time 

in sight of the elephant As soon as we had seen him, we lay 

down and hid ourselves in the forest in such a manner as not to 

lose sight of him. Then we held a grand council, and talked over 

what must be done to bag the beast.  
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The grass was burnt in every direction to the leeward of 

him, and we dared not risk approaching him from the windward 

for fear he should smell us. What was to be done? The eyes of 

my men were fixed upon me with a keenly inquisitive look. 

They expected me to tell them what I thought best to do about 

the matter.  

I looked at the country, and saw that the grass was very 

short; and, after taking account of all the chances of approach, I 

was compelled to admit that I could not manage to get near the 

beast myself with any certainty. I could not crawl on the ground; 

my clothes were sure to be seen by the elephant; therefore, as a 

sensible hunter, I was reluctantly compelled to resign in favor of 

Aboko, who, I thought, was the best man for the difficult 

undertaking. His eyes glistened with pleasure as be thought that 

now he could show his skill. Besides, among hunters there is 

something pleasant and exciting in knowing that you are about 

to rush into danger.  

After cocking his musket, Aboko dropped down in the 

short grass, and began to creep up to the elephant slowly on his 

belly. The rest of us remained where we had held our council, 

and watched Aboko as he glided through the grass for all the 

world like a huge boa constrictor; for, from the slight glimpses 

we caught, his back, as he moved farther and farther away from 

us, resembled nothing so much as the folds of a great serpent 

winding his way along. Finally we could no longer distinguish 

any motion. Then all was silence. I could hear the beating of my 

heart distinctly, I was so excited.  

The elephant was standing still, when suddenly the sharp 

report of a gun rang through the woods and over the plain, and 

elicited screams of surprise from sundry scared monkeys who 

were on the branches of a tree close by us. I saw the huge beast 

helplessly tottering, till he finally threw up his trunk, and fell in 

a dead mass at the foot of a tree. Then the black body of Aboko 

rose: the snake-like creature had become a man again. A wild 

hurrah of joy escaped from us; I waved my old hat, and threw it 

into the air, and we all made a run for the elephant When we 

arrived, there stood Aboko by the side of the huge beast, calm as 

if nothing had happened, except that his body was shining with 

sweat. He did not say a word, but looked at me, and then at the 

beast, and then at me again, as if to say, "You see, Chaillu, you 

did right to send me. Have I not killed the elephant?"  

The men began to shout with excitement at such a good 

shot. "Aboko is a man," said they, as we looked again at the 

beast, whose flesh was still quivering with the death-agony. 

Aboko's bullet had entered his head a little below the ear, and, 

striking the brain, was at once fatal.  

Aboko began to make fetich marks on the ground around 

the body. After this was done, we took an axe, which Fasiko had 

carried with him, and broke the skull, in order to get out the two 

tusks, and very large tusks they were.  

Of course we could not carry off the elephant, so Aboko 

and I slept that night near our prize on the grass and under the 

tree. Niamkala and Fasiko had started for the camp to tell the 

men the news, and the next morning all the men hurried out. 

While quietly resting under the shade of a tree close to the 

elephant, I spied them coming. As soon as they recognized us 

they shouted, and, when near enough, they made a spring at 

Aboko and then at the elephant. All the cutlasses, all the axes 

and knives that were in the camp, had been sharpened and 

brought out. Then the cutting up of the elephant took place. He 

was not very fat. What a huge beast he was! What a huge liver 

be had! What an enormous heart, too!  

The trunk, being considered a choice morsel, was out 

into small pieces. The meat was to be smoked immediately, and 

then carried to Sangatanga, to be sold and given away. Great 

bargains were looming before the men's eyes; they were all to 

get rich by selling the elephant's meat.  

I never saw men more happy than these poor fellows 

were. The negroes believe in eating. Mine ate nothing but meat, 

and they ate such quantities of it that several of them got sick, 
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and I was obliged to give them laudanum in brandy to cure them. 

They almost finished my little stock of brandy.  

The camp was full of meat, and as we had no salt, the 

odor that came from it was not particularly agreeable Indeed, I 

had to have a separate shanty built on one side, and to the 

windward of the camp. I could not stand the stench.  

At night the negroes lay around the fires, the jolliest of 

mortals, drinking palm wine, which they made regularly from 

the neighboring palm-trees, and smoking tobacco when I was 

generous enough to give them some. In fact, they were as honest 

a set of negroes as I had met with any whereðreally good 

fellows.  

As time passed on, you must not think that I did nothing 

but kill animals. I rambled through the forest, and studied every 

thing I saw. Sometimes, when too far sway from the camp, and 

after a day of hard hunting, I slept soundly under a tree by the 

side of a big fire, with my gun by my side. I thought I would go 

hunting one day for wild animals; on another, for birds; and, 

when too tired to travel, I would remain in the camp, sleeping 

sweetly on my primitive couch, which consisted of a couple of 

mats spread on the bare and soft earth, with a thick blanket for 

cover, the foliage of a tree, and the blue starlit sky being my 

canopy and roof. I had given up sleeping upon bare sticks, 

finding it too hard.  

As fresh boar-tracks had been seen near the camp, I 

could not resist the temptation of having another hunt after that 

savage beast. However tired I might be, I could hardly keep still 

whenever news came that game was near us. I was always in the 

hope of finding some new animal, or something curious to stuff 

and bring home, to show what I had done.  

We had not gone far when we heard, to the right of us, 

the grunting of some wild boars. As they are very wild, we 

jumped hastily behind a fallen tree to hide ourselves. In our 

haste to do this, I heedlessly stepped upon something in my path, 

and, looking down, found I was running upon an immense 

serpentða huge python, which lay snugly coiled up beside the 

tree. Happily he was in a state of stupefaction, consequent, 

probably, on having eaten too heavy a dinner. He scarcely 

moved, and did not raise his head. I ran to Niamkala, and 

borrowed a kind of heavy cutlass which he carried with him, and 

with a blow of this I cut the python in two pieces, which 

instantly began to squirm about in a very snaky and horrible 

way. During his death-struggle the monster disgorged the body 

of a young gazelle, which was in a half-digested condition. This 

python was not quite twenty feet longða pretty good-sized one, 

you may judge.  

The noise we made in killing the snake of course 

frightened the wild pigs. We pursued them, and succeeded, by 

good management, and after a hard chase of an hour, in coming 

up with the herd. They were ten in number, and we managed to 

bag two. They were not very large. Besides these pigs, my 

hunters carried the two halves of the serpent to the camp We 

were received there with demonstrations of joy. They made a 

kind of soup with the boa, and seemed to relish it very much. I 

did not taste it, and can therefore say nothing against it.  

I never saw a country like this for game. There was so 

much prairie land that it reminded me of Southern Africa. The 

contrast with the great forest, where I had traveled for days 

without seeing any thing, was very great.  

For a few days I remained quiet in the camp. The men 

had in the mean time been hunting and exploring in various 

directions. As they reported that great herds of buffalo 

frequented every night a prairie situated about ten miles from 

our camp, I determined to have a hunt for them. I was very fond 

of buffaloes, at least of their meat.  

We set out, and left our camp just before sunset. Our 

route was through the midst of prairie land, and by eight o'clock 

in the evening we reached the forest beyond. There we hoped to 

find our game, and, securing for ourselves safe hiding-places in 

the woods on the edge of the plain, we lay down and waited.  
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Now waiting is generally tedious, but waiting in a cold 

night, from eight to two o'clock, every moment expecting that 

which does not come, is apt to try one's patience severely. Mine 

was entirely gone, and I wished myself comfortably under my 

blanket in camp, when suddenly the buffaloes came. Aboko 

heard them coming, and presently a herd of about twenty-five 

animals emerged from the wood; and scattered quietly about the 

grassy plain.  

The moon was going down, and we could see from our 

hiding-places the long shadows of the buffaloes silently gliding 

one way or another, but never near enough to us for a shot. Soon 

they felt quite at ease, and began feeding, ever and anon 

gamboling sportively with one another. Seeing them engaged, 

we crawled toward them slowly and with great care. We had 

almost got within safe range, when a sudden change of wind 

discovered us to them. They snuffed up the air suspiciously, and, 

instantly gathering together, they disappeared in the woods.  

There was ill luck! My hunters cursed in Shekiani, and I 

grumbled in several languages. But there was still hope. Silently 

we crawled back to our lair, and waited patiently for two mortal 

hours; when at last twoða bull and a cowðstalked leisurely 

into the fields and began to crop the grass. It was now dark The 

moon had gone down, leaving us only the uncertain light of the 

stars. We watched the motion of the buffaloes until we thought 

we could venture, and then silently crawled toward them again. 

This time we got within range. I chose the bull for my shot, and 

Niamkala took the cow, while Aboko was ready to second me 

with his gun in case I should not kill my animal. We fired both at 

once, and by good luck, for the light was not enough to afford a 

chance for a fair shot; both the animals fell down dead.  

Daylight soon appeared, and we resolved to return to the 

camp and send men to bring in the meat, thinking that no wild 

beasts would trouble our prizes at such unseasonable hours. 

Aboko and Niamkala first cut off the bushy tails of black glossy 

hair, and then we made for the camp, where they showed to our 

companions these trophies of our chase. The men made haste, 

and reached the place early, but not before the cow was half 

eaten by a hungry leopard. The poor leopard who ventured out 

so early in the morning must have been nearly famished. I did 

not grudge him his meal, though I should have liked to watch for 

him and shoot him, had I thought of his coming, for I had plenty 

of friends to whom I could have given his skin on my return.  

A few days afterward we broke up our camp, and loaded 

ourselves with the birds and beasts I had killed and prepared, 

and also with the meat which my men had smoked; and all the 

time they were boasting of how much tobacco and other dainties 

they would get for this, They seemed very jolly, though groaning 

under their burdens; and I was pleased to see them so happy. The 

specimens of the Bos brachicheros  were an inconvenient load, 

and I was obliged to be very careful with them.  

When I reached Sangatanga, I found that the king was in 

worse health than he was when I had left. He was alarmed, 

fearing he would die, He remarked that it was singular he had 

been taken worse immediately after my departure; and that, in 

fact, he grew sick on the very night when I slept in his house.  
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CHAPTER XIX  

A JOLLY EXCURSION PARTY 

 
FISHING.  

 

A JOLLY EXCURSION PARTY.ðA RACE FOR THE FISHING 

BANKS.ðTHE OROUNGOU BURIAL-GROUND. 

Not long after we returned from our hunting expedition I 

prepared to go to Fetich Point on a fishing excursion. For this 

purpose it was necessary to have canoes. I had called on King 

Bango since I returned, but, remembering the rats, had 

respectfully declined the hospitality of his palace. Nevertheless, 

he remained my friend, and gave me all the men I wanted.  

I not only wanted to fish, but I also wished to see the 

burial-ground of the Oroungous, which is not far from Fetich 

Point. There were also some enormous turtles on Fetich Point, I 

was told, and I wished to catch some of them.  

My old hunting friend, Fasiko, had got together a party 

of forty men. Besides Fetich Point, I was to visit the Fetich River 

and the end of Cape Lopez. There being no houses whatever 

there, the women had prepared for us a great quantity of 

powdered manioc, baskets of ground-nuts, sweet potatoes, and 

bunches of plantain. We had a very large outfit. Fasiko got 

together a lot of mats to sleep upon, and kettles to cook in, and a 

great quantity of salt, with which to salt the fish we hoped to 

catch. We had several fish-nets made of the fibre of a vine. We 

also had fish-hooks; and I took an enormous hook to catch 

sharks. I always had a hatred of sharks, they are such savage and 

voracious monsters.  

We had a great number of baskets. The women carried 

these to put the fish in. We did not forget guns; for leopards lurk 

in the jungle, on the south side of the cape, and the boa hangs 

from the trees, waiting for his prey. If you got up early there, as 

every body at a watering-place should, you could see huge 

elephants trotting down along the beach, and cooling their tender 

toes in the surf.  

It was a very jolly party, for Cape Lopez is the Cape 

May, or Nahant of Sangatanga. The dry season there answers to 

our July, when "every body that is any body" is supposed to be 

"out of town and down by the sea-side."  

Niamkala and Aboko were of the party, for we were 

great friends, and wherever I went they wanted to go. They were 

slaves of King Bango; but we had shared the same dangers, we 

had shared the same pleasures.  

At last every thing was ready. I embarked in the biggest 

canoe, which was manned by sixteen oarsmen. As usual, there 

was a good deal of shouting and bustle before we got off. The 

sails, made with matting, were unfurled, and we set out across 

the bay. We had an exciting race to see which canoe was the 

fastest. There was a stiff breeze; but, unfortunately, the wind was 

nearly in our faces, so that our sails were of little use. The men 

worked lustily at their paddles, and, as they paddled, they sang 










































































































