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TO

{Aacleod of Macleod

MY KIND FRIEND DURING MANY YEARS, WITH WHOM,
IN DAYS GONE BY, | PASSED SOME PERILOUS, THOUGH
PLEASANT, TIMES ON THE ZULU AND SWAZI BORDERS,
WHEN UNDER HIM IN THE GOVERNMENT SERVICE,
AND IN WHOSE HOME OF DUNVEGAN CASTLE THE
GREATER PART OF IT HAS BEEN WRITTEN, THIS LITTLE

ACCOUNT OF MY ELEPHANT-HUNTING ADVENTURES IS

AFFECTIONATELY DEDICATED






PREFACE

THE experiences of other wandering hunters have always
had so much interest for me, that 1 have ventured,
perhaps presumptuously, to conclude that my own may
possibly be thought worthy of perusal by those with
similar savage tastes. Even then I should hardly have
made bold to wield so unaccustomed a weapon as the
pen, were it not that my elephant-hunting has been
done in regions hitherto unvisited by the hunter. This
circumstance, and the fact that my account is of quite
recent adventures, describing faithfully, to the best of
my ability, the country and game as they actually are
to-day—an important quality in the value of such matter
—may, | hope, tend to justify my present more daring
enterprise. For, although I have hunted in South Africa
while yet the ‘“high veldt” was black with wildebeeste
and the “bush veldt” still teemed with wild beasts, is
not A Hunter's Wanderings—to go no farther back in
the classics of big game—too unapproachably fascinating
as a latest record of elephant-hunting there to admit of
rivals in that field? And for descriptions of a more
recent search for sport in the southern portion of the
continent, have we not the charming volume of Mr.
J. G. Millais, who to a facile pen adds the enormous
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advantage of artistic talent, enabling him to illustrate his
own works ?

Of course, I am prepared to be denounced as cruel.
I admit at once that I am. This trait is part and parcel
of the barbaric tastes which caused me, in my earliest
years, to be stigmatised as a ‘‘cruel boy,” by tender-
hearted members of the family, for my ardour in the
pursuit of the harmless, necessary cat, in company with
a couple of equally keen terriers, among the farmyards
of the neighbourhood (though I am bound to say that
the cats always escaped into trees or on the heights
of inaccessible ricks). One cannot complain of the
censure of kind-hearted people who object altogether
to the taking of life—on the contrary, I respect them.
But the attacks of such superior sportsmen as, while
themselves giving us graphic accounts of their exploits
in pursuit of the harmless eland, giraffe, and other
defenceless creatures, write in horror of the cruelty of
hunting elephants (having themselves not penetrated
far enough into the wilderness to get the chance) are
harder to bear. It is particularly cruel, they tell us, to
hunt cow elephants (especially to the hunter, no doubt).
I wish one of these gentlemen would come and show
us how to shoot bulls only, in the dense cover in which
elephants have to be sought in Equatorial Africa.

By all means let elephants and other wild animals
be preserved as far as possible. But as, unfortunately,
their continued existence is incompatible with the advance
of civilisation, the only way to do so successfully is by
making reserves in places where effective control can be
exercised alike over natives and Europeans.
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However, for those amiable sympathisers to whom
the descriptions of how I killed elephants can have no
interest, my account of how one of these animals very
nearly killed me may afford pleasure; and if that should
be tempered by disappointment because it was not
altogether successful, they may hope that vengeance
may yet be consummated. Akin to the heathenish
propensity of my early youth above alluded to, was an
attempt I remember to have made to get out of sight of
houses in a secluded part of a common and fancy myself
in an uninhabited country; and among the prophecies
uttered at a later period by observant Kafirs, who noticed
the development of my unquenchable thirst for prying
further and further into remote wastes, was one to the
effect that I should end by dying in a far wilderness,
inhabited only by wild beasts, where no smoke could be
seen the horizon round.

It remains only to express my thanks to the artists
(their names are a pledge for good work), who have
done their part so much better than I can hope to have
succeeded in mine, for the painstaking way in which they
have endeavoured to carry out my ideas—actuated, as
these have been throughout, by a desire to represent
every incident truthfully—to Dr. Geo. Kolb, Major
Eric Smith, Mr. J. R. W. Pigott, and other friends for
photographs much better than any of my own, and to
Mr. Rowland Ward for his courteous co-operation. I
am also indebted to Miss E. M. Bowdler Sharpe for
arranging and describing my butterflies. Several articles
of mine which appeared in the Fie/d are incorporated

in some of the earlier chapters.
b
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I should add, by way of guarding against any mis-
apprehension, that wherever I have used the term
*“ Central Africa” in this book, it must be understood in
its original and literal sense, and not as in any way
connected with Nyassaland, which has been (rather con-
fusingly), of late years, officially known by that title.

ARTHUR H. NEUMANN.

BATH.
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CHAPTER 1

FIRST EXPEDITION FROM MOMBASA °

Preliminary observations— First acquaintance with Mombasa— Enter service of
1.B.E.A. Company—Description of Mombasa—My hunting weapons—Organise
elephant-hunting expedition—My Swahili name—Our start— Desertions—Over-
land route adopted-—Last outpost of civilisation—My terrier companion ¢ Frolic ”
—Reach Laiju—A fertile district—Build a stockade—*¢ Papa,” an old Ndorobo
—Hunting trip across Mackenzie River—The Ndorobo’s idea of happiness—
Expedition unsuccessful—Shoot zebra and oryx on return—Side-shot at rhino-
ceros—The rhino’s death-waltz—My second rhinoceros—His death-charge—
First sight of Waller’s Gazelle—A rhino’s close inspection—Shoot a giraffe—
His peculiar fall—Stalking herd of oryx—Device for scaring vultures—The
Ndorobo’s one occupation—Ideal game country—Varieties of game—Return
to camp—Disheartening news—Loss of pack-animals —Experimental visit to
Embe district.

AFRICA is a big country. Few people who have no personal
acquaintance with more than one portion of the continent
realise )cw big. Thus in South Africa anything outside of
the various colonies and states that make up what is commonly
included under that designation used to be “somewhere up
about the Zambesi,” though it might be a thousand or more miles
beyond. Just so now the average idea of Central Africa held
in this country is expressed in the query “anywhere near
Buluwayo?” I would therefore ask you to kindly glance at
a map of Africa and notice what a long way Mombasa is
from Cape Town, and how far the equator is north of even the
Zambesi.

Though Durban is now the handsomest and most up-to-
B
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date seaport town in South Africa, when I first landed there
early in 1869 it was a comparatively primitive place. Never-
theless I always felt that I had come too late, and listened
with envy to the tales of those who were then old colonists
about elephants in the Berea' bush when they first were
“Jimmies” or newcomers. The elephants had been driven
far beyond the borders of the colony by the time my foot
first sank into the deep sand which served for streets then,
and I never overtook them in South Africa. The last buffalo
even Natal contained was killed a year or two after my arrival.
Not but what I did find my way, during the many years I
wandered in South-Eastern Africa, to where the latter were
still in possession—big herds of them ; and other game, of
every kind peculiar to the country with the one notable ex-
ception above mentioned, yet swarmed. Some of those old
days might be worth recalling at another time ; but they never
satisfied me thoroughly. I hankered after the untouched
wilds which I knew still existed in Equatorial Africa: where
the elephant yet roamed as in primeval times; where one
would never see the wheel-mark of a Boer's waggon nor hear
the report of any gun but one’s own.

But circumstances—Ilargely connected with a certain
emptiness of the pocket—kept me back for something like
twenty years from attempting to penectrate into the interior
of the continent from another and more favourably situated
point. Even when in 1888 I made my first passing acquaint-
ance with Mombasa (before the days of the Imperial British
East Africa Company), as well as other African ports, in the
course of a voyage up the east coast, I was deterred by the
heavy cost which such an expedition as was said to be neces-
sary to enable one to go any distance inland would entail.
Two years later I was there (Mombasa) again; but still the
difficulties in the way of making an independent trip after
clephants, and the lack of encouragement to undertake it in

! The Berea is the fashionable suburb overlooking the harbour.
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any other way led me to take service under the East Africa
Company for a time, that I might learn something of the
country and ‘gain a knowledge of the management of a
caravan and a smattering of the Swahili language. Of a
little more than a year which I spent thus—first cutting a
bush road up the Sabaki River and afterwards joining in an
expedition to the interior—it is not my intention to write

ENTRANCE TO MOMBASA HARBOUR.
(From a Photograph by Major Eric SMITH.)

now, though there may be something worth telling about the
latter some day. I had also the opportunity of finding out
during that trip that elephants were not more difficult to kill
than other game, and resolved to devote myself to their pur-
suit. Then the offer of an appointment in Zululand took
me south again, but only to find after a year that the
monotony of the life was unsuited to me. So I reverted to
my original plan.
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Mombasa had always a great attraction for me. A sleepy,
old-world place, with its narrow streets and listless, picturesque
inhabitants, it was suggestive of primitive times. If, one
thought, the very port is so remote and untouched by modern
progressive influences, what mysteries enticing to the imagina-
tion may not the interior contain? This, surely, was the
very country I had yearned for. The island had, moreover,

PORTION OF THE OLD FORT AT MOMBASA.
(From a Photograph by Major Eric SmiTH.)

beauties of its own, though these it is not my province to
describe, such as a picturesque and interesting old fort, a fine
harbour, and dreamy shady mango groves run wild producing
luscious fruit nearly all the year round. I always cnjoyed
the time I was detained there. The prospect over the still
water in the cool of early twilight or by moonlight was
particularly soothing, with the quaint dhows at anchor and
fishing canoes paddling in and out or gliding before the soft
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breeze, a loin-cloth hoisted between two upright wattles serving
for sail. The island too was then unspoilt. Such toy tram-
ways as had been laid down were for the most part overgrown
with grass and tropical vegetation ; overturned dolls’ trucks,
rotting in the jungle, but emphasised the supremacy of nature.
Now, alas! the place is all railways, iron roofs, and regulations,
a change decidedly not for the better from my point of view.
Let those who like them describe such “improvements.”

I make these preliminary observations mainly with a view
to showing that I had had considerable African experience,
all of which was directly or indirectly of the greatest use to
me, before embarking on the expeditions I am about to
describe. I had shot much big game in South-Eastern Africa ;
had travelled many thousand miles, albeit with different means
of transport ; and had acquired such bush and veldt knowledge
as only a long apprenticeship can give—knowledge of the
greatest value not only to help one over difficulties but to
enable one to understand the varying conditions with which
one may be surrounded.

So that I was no novice when, in the end of November
1893, I landed once more in Mombasa, this time prepared
to at last carry out my long-cherished scheme for making an
independent expedition with my own caravan into the interior,
the main object of which should be elephant-hunting. I
hoped by this means to recoup myself through the ivory for
the outlay incurred in following my bent of wandering in
the most remote wilds I could reach. My weapons were a
double .577 (which I had already once had the opportunity of
testing on elephants, with good results), a single .450—both
these by Gibbs,—a .250 rook rifle, and a shot-gun. This last
I afterwards discarded as unnccessary, while its cartridges
were an encumbrance. To these I added a common Martini-
Henry.

I know by experience that the routinc of organising and
fitting out an expedition, starting it from the coast, and cven the
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first part of the journey itself make uninteresting reading, and
anything that I may think worth mentioning on these subjects
I can more conveniently allude to elsewhere ; I will, therefore,
not worry my readers with tedious preliminaries of the kind
now, beyond saying that in one month I was ready with
about fifty men (all of whom I armed with Snider carbines)
and some twenty donkeys to start for the “bara” or interior,
with the intention of getting as far as I could and being away
as long as I liked. That was, I consider, a short time to take
in all the preparations necessary. Mombasa did not offer many
facilities for getting work done, and I had brought nothing but
my guns and cartridges with me; but porters were plentiful,
and I was known to them, not unfavourably—my very Swabhili
name, “Nyama Yangu” (my meat or my game), being
suggestive of good times. My headman was not altogether
a happy selection. He was a most polite, polished, and
picturesque Swahili gentleman of Arab descent, but not
very practical. Plucky he was, as I afterwards found, but
somewhat procrastinating and over punctilious about strict
Mahomedan observances to be altogether suitable to the rough-
and-ready life we had to lead. Owing partly to this not too
suitable appointment, some undesirable men got “ written on ”
as porters. There are abuses in the manner of engaging these
men ; and if not very carefully looked after, the wily rupee
plays an important but indiscriminating part in their choice,
quite unconnected with any useful qualifications. The result
became apparent pretty soon, but not, fortunately, on any very
serious scale.

Our start, two days before Christmas, was most smooth
and propitious. The men all turned up, and never was
there a happier and more enthusiastic lot of porters nor,
for the most part, a finerr Two or three desertions took
placc a day or two after, causing a little temporary incon-
venicnce, and one gentleman took the belt containing my
watch with him, which had been hung on a bush behind me
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while I was seeing the caravan off in the dusk. But strange
to say—whether because his conscience pricked him or that
he could not sell what it was so apparent he must have stolen
—he came back of his own accord, watch and all, a few days
later. I forgave him, and he was a faithful and reliable man
for the rest of the trip.

Having had long experience of both ways of travelling, I
prefer on the whole the Central African system of a caravan
of porters for a hunting trip to the ox-waggons of South
Africa. Of course the latter means of transport have many
advantages and the others their drawbacks, and probably many
people would disagree with my conclusion. But with the
“safari ” one is more mobile, independent of roads, and never
has those terrible “stickfasts”—so upsetting to plans and
tempers—to which waggons are liable.

I have no intention of inflicting upon the reader a de-
scription of the wearisome details of caravan travelling. It is
less monotonous to go through than to rcad about. The
exercise keeps you in good health, as a rule, and there is
always something to be done which prevents the afternoons
hanging heavily upon your hands; while the constant change,
even from one disagreeable camp to another, makes variety of
a kind—never so tedious as stagnation. One soon shakes
down to the life, and finds one’s tent as comfortable as any
house, while in the former you can never become a nuisance to
your neighbours. Breakfasting in the dark at 4 A.M. is trying
to one when fresh from civilised habits, I admit; but one has
to and does get broken in even to that, and a most important
thing for one’s comfort during the march it is to be able to eat
heartily at such unecarthly hours.

I had decided to make Iaiju—a district on the north side
of the Tana, and close to the foot of the Njambeni or Jambeni
range, which is a little east of Mount Kenia—my first
objective point, and to get as much farther north in the
direction of Lake Rudolph as I should be able, or as circum-
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stances might seem to make desirable. I ventured to disregard
advice to take the Tana River route—involving a sea voyage, a
fresh organisation, and a journey through difficult and unhealthy
“fly "-infested bush all the way, with little useful help from
canoes (which could not take animals) against the stream—and
elected for the overland one through Northern Ukambani.
But I made the mistake of going round by Kibwezi on the
Uganda road, instead of following the more direct and con-
venient path used by Swabhili traders and Wakamba visiting
the coast. At the little German mission station of Ikutha,
where one enters Ukambani, I passed the last outpost of
civilisation in this direction. I have reason to feel the
greatest gratitude to its hospitable head (Mr. Sauberlich) for
many kindnesses and ready assistance in various ways.
Shortly after leaving there I met Mr. Chanler returning to
the coast. I had already had the advantage of some talks
with Licutenant Von Hohnel (previously Count Teleki’s
companion) in Mombasa, who had been hurt by a rhinoceros
while travelling in his company, and from both these gentlemen
I received much useful information. I had long previously,
though, heard of Laiju and the Ndorobo country beyond from
Swahili traders as a good one for elephants, and resolved to
make that direction my aim, and as much farther as I could
attain. It had the special attraction for me that the country
that way was least known, and I was not likely to be hampered
by rival travellers, official or otherwise, there. Chanler gave
me a little half-bred terrier, named “ Frolic,” which proved a
charming little companion, and continued so until her sad
death on another expedition.

There is nothing worth recording in the way of sport during
all this part of the journey. The uninhabited (principally
desert) country traversed previous to entering Ukambani has
but little game, though here and there an odd head may be
picked up,—a Coke’s hartbeeste, impala or zebra,—and a few
guinea-fowl sometimes help the pot.
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But one animal, to which considerable interest attaches,
deserves more particular mention. In some parts of the
country to the left (or south) of the road between Duruma and
Taita—as, for example, about Pika-Pika and Kisigau, and
sometimes not far from Ndara—a gazelle is to be found about
which naturalists seem somewhat confused, namely G. peters:.
Some authorities seem to re-
gard this antelope as a mere
local variety of G. granti;
but I am strongly of opinion
that it is quite distinct, and,
while taking the place of the
latter in the coast regions,
may be regarded as almost
intermediate between it *and
G. thomsoni. 1 am able to
illustrate this by a photograph
of a series of skulls of the

three species in my possession.

These have, I may explain,

not been specially selected, G;f:;’f’g‘:hg:‘f’:ﬁr:' G;Z‘n'ghﬁ Jf‘;’;r:
but are some of those I have  on curve, 12 in. on curve, 10§ in.
shot, which I happen to have

kept.! It will be seen that they form a regular gradation,
the females corresponding exactly with the males in their
peculiarities. I am sorry that I have not been able to figure
a female Thomson’s gazelle skull, as it appears there is not
one in England, not even in the Museum. I have, however,
been kindly given the photographs of two mounted heads
. (the only ones, so far as I can discover, in existence in this
country), one of which is reproduced. It is a curious thing
that the female of this last gazelle seems almost to be in a
state of uncertainty as to whether it ought to bear horns or

1 That of the female petersi has becn kindly given me by a friend, as [ had not one
myself.
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not. For, while many specimens, like that illustrated, have
properly developed symmetrical horns, in some they are more
or less imperfect, others again being hornless.

Through Ukambani there is no game—there are too many
natives—and the march is not interesting. I will, therefore,

-
&
.
Gasella granti §. Gasella petersi 4. Gaszella thomsoni 3.
Length of horn Length of horn Length of horn,
on curve, 263 in. on curve, 17§ in. 13} in.

skip this part of the journey, fly across the Tana with its wide
shallow valley full of monotonous dense scrub, and land my
reader at Laiju, about five weeks’ caravan journey from the
coast by the most direct route (though I did not reach there
until 22nd February 1894), which may be considered as
practically the commencement of the game country in this
direction.
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Arrived here the first thing to be done was to establish
friendly relations with the natives of the district, and open up
a food trade. This was not difficult, since Chanler had been
on good terms with them, and had been careful to keep market
prices for produce within reasonable bounds, for which I felt

THOMSON’S GAZELLE @ (Guazella thomsoni).

grateful to my predecessor. So the preliminary ncgotiations
only lasted a couple of days, and on the third Baikenda, one
of the leading men of the immediate neighbourhood—a weird-
looking, wizened old savage, suffering from rheumatism—came
with his retinue, bringing the sacrificial sheep, and we went
through the ceremony of “eating blood” most solemnly and
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impressively. I then made their hearts white with presents,
as their bodies with calico, and Baikenda and I became, as he
put it, as if born of one mother, emphasising the relationship
with expressive pantomime by squeezing suggestively his
shrivelled old breast with his hand.

It is a fertile district, and food was to be had in fair
abundance and considerable variety. Luscious bananas were
plentiful and fine yams cheap and good. My cook used to
make me what he called “ smash-im-up ” of the latter—a capital
substitute for mashed potatoes: indeed, as regards vegetable
products, I lived better while here than I ever did again, and
often, when restricted for months and months together to
porridge and cakes of coarse dry meal in the barren country
farther north, did I think of those delicious bananas.

Intending to make this my headquarters for a while, and
finding Chanler’s boma too straggling to be a secure depot in
which to leave my goods in charge of a few men (though I
used it as a camp myself), I spent some time in building a
strong little stockade for this purpose. Various circumstances,
into the details of which it is not necessary to enter, prevented
my making any extended hunting trip for a much longer time
than I had intended to delay here. I was able to obtain meat
casily enough, as game of one sort or another was generally
to be found within a long walk of my camp—waterbuck
and zebra being the most numerous—and the young natives
were always pleased to accompany me, being keen for meat,
though they had a curious prejudice against letting their
womenkind see them with any.

Of my first small excursion in quest of elephants—although
unsuccessful in that I did not get a sight of any—a short account
may not be uninteresting, since I saw a good deal of other game,
and had a certain amount of sport ; but elephant-hunting being
the main object of my expedition—as it is to be the principal
subject of this book—I will not dwell too much upon it. It
occupied little more than a fortnight, and the farthest point I
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reached was probably not more than about forty miles as the
crow flies away from my main camp. Laiju is about east-north-
east of Kenia (which, by the way, the natives here call Kilimara),
and the direction we took was nearly due east—but slightly to
the south by compass—from the former place.

An old Ndorobo, to whom I had been introduced by
Baikenda, and who, being too feeble to hunt, lived here
generally as a sort of dependant of his—mainly on charity—
had offered to show me where elephants were, within two or
three days’ journey; and, as I was not yet in a position to
start on a long trip, I gladly accepted his offer, in hopes of
putting in a little of the time I was obliged to wait pleasantly
and perhaps profitably. The Ndorobos,' of whom I shall have
more to say later on, are a kind of degraded Masai, living on
game, honey, etc, in the bush, something after the style of
the South African bushmen, the grand object of their desires
being elephants. They live a more or less nomadic life
in small communities scattered over a wide extent of East
Equatorial Africa, where no settled inhabitants are. The wild
region from here northward to Lake Rudolph is left entirely
to them.

On my outward journey, although I saw plenty of game,
I did not do more shooting than just to supply my men and
self with meat, for which a zebra or two and one or two
Grant’s gazelles sufficed. I will go more into details in
describing our return journey, as it was then that I did most
shooting.  But first, touching the elephants. - We had crossed
several beautiful streams—the head waters of a considerable
tributary of the Tana, which Chanler and Von Hohnel have
called the Mackenzie River—and got into a pretty dry country
beyond, where there was hardly any game. All the way the
bush was more or less open and easy to walk through, as we

! I purposely refrain from using the Swahili form of plural, Wa-ndorobo, because it is
no more correct than our own as applied to the Masai or Ndorobo language. 1 believe
the proper plural to be Londorobo, but am not sure.
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avoided the thicker parts. Our old guide was rather tedious,
insisting on our making short stages each day, having always
some excuse, such as the next water being a long way ahead,
or that we might come suddenly into the elephants’ haunts
and disturb them prematurely. In reality he was in no hurry ;
having plenty of meat he enjoyed himself dawdling along,
camping early, and cooking and eating the rest of the day.

HiIPPOPOTAMUS IN THE TANA RIVER.
(From a Photograph by Dr. Kors.)

He was, however, such a nice old chap that I could never get
wild with him; indeed, we were great chums, he was such a
pleasant contrast to the uncouth natives of this district, who
have no shadow of an idea of courtesy, while he, on the contrary,
was a polite old gentleman, likc a Masai. He called me Papa
(with the accent, however, on the first syllable), and as he was
a much older man than I—though with fewer gray hairs, I
am bound to confess—I could not do less, regarding the old
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fellow quite affectionately as I did, than return the compliment;
so we always called each other Papa. »

Well, at last we did get elephant spoor. The first we
found was two days old, but it proved the elephants were in the
locality. Old Papa was quite moved with the sight, it was touch-
ing to see him. Holding up his hand toward the sky he prayed,
“ Ngai (God), give us elephants,” looking so earnest the while
one could not but sympathise with his feelings, even if I had
not been myself equally anxious for success. A little farther on
the old man was deeply affected by coming upon some drop-
pings, taking one of the dry loaves of vegetable fibre fondly in
his hands and breaking it open to see whether still moist inside,
so as to judge its age. The elephant is clearly the acme of the
Ndorobo’s ideas of happiness. He would wish for unlimited
elephants, just as you or I might for £10,000 a year.
Elephant’s fat, in particular, seems to be the summit of their
desires. “Oh! if I could but feed on clephant’s fat,” said my
old friend, “my wife would not know me when I went back, so
sleek and plump should I become.”

Where we first found this spoor was near a small spring
at which we had slept, at the base of a rocky koppie. Here
there was a deserted Ndorobo camp, where Papa’s clan had
been about a month before. He showed me which had been
his hut. The huts were mere gipsy shelters. There was a
good-sized collection of them here. They did not seem to
have had much success in hunting, judging by the bones,
which were but few, about; among them were those of a
giraffe. Several times in this country we came upon little
circular low screens of branches, close to what were, when
there was rain, small “ pools in the parched ground ”; in these,
Papa told me, the Ndorobo hunters watched by night for
game.!

We were now taken on to a sandy stream bed, where our

1 Farther north I saw nothing of this kind. Different clans, I found afterwards,
have different methods of killing game.
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guide said the elephants were in the habit of drinking, and in
the neighbourhood of which he felt confident they then were.
We kept silence on the march on this day. Except for an
odd Waller’s gazelle or two here and there, and occasionally
a little giraffe spoor, the country now seemed gameless. We
at length entered the dry bed of the watercourse, and after
following it up for some distance came, to Papa’s intense
excitement, to where elephants (a few only) had dug in the
sand for water the night before. We camped not far off to
leeward and kept perfectly quiet, after sunset putting our fires
out and neither speaking nor stirring. It was hardly dark
when we heard the elephants‘ farther up stream, fortunately to
windward. They were evidently drinking.

I had, of course, great hopes of success now ; and next
morning was ready, as soon as it was light enough, to follow
the spoor. In this, however, poor old Papa failed, much to my
astonishment. I had been told by Von Hohnel that Ndorobos
were not good at spooring ; but could hardly believe but that he
must have been mistaken. However, mine could not keep it in
hard dry ground; and after casting about all morning he was
at length forced to confess that he was not able to spoor with
certainty except after rain. The poor old fellow was so down-
hearted, being much more disappointed than I myself, that I
could not be put out with him, although he had led me all
this dance and wasted so much of my time for nothing. At
that time neither I nor my gun-bearers had had much ex-
perience at spooring elephants, the ground was very hard with
no long grass, and, our guide having failed us, I thought it
was useless now thinking more of elephants this time; so
next morning we marched back in the direction we had come
from. How I wished for a couple of good South African
natives to spoor for me! I have never had bushmen with
me, but some of the Tongas and Shanganes living in the
game districts of South-Eastern Africa are good enough for
me. Had I been able to follow these elephants in such easy
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bush to hunt in I might have had a splendid chance at
them.

We took a more direct route returning, and the first
day slept at the most easterly of the head streams of the
Mackenzie ; my intention being to go on to the second next
day and camp there for a few days to shoot meat to carry
back partially dried to the “boma.” On our way the first
day, when within about a couple of hours’ march of the
stream, we passed through a beautiful open glade with short
green grass. Here I had shot a couple of Grant’s gazelle
on our way out, and seen zebra, oryx, and ostriches; so I
expected to find game, and hoped to shoot something for the
men if not for myself, as I had been unable to get a shot at
a rhino I had seen during the morning.

As soon as we emerged from the bush we saw zebra ahead,
so I made the men sit down while I went after them alone. 1
soon saw that they were not the common kind, by their wide
ears, narrow stripes and much larger size, and became interested ;
for any animal new to me always delights me. But while I was
stalking those ahead of me, another lot I had not seen trotted
out of the bush to my right and ran past me. But halting for
a moment to look at the (to them) strange creature, they gave
me a good chance, and one received a bullet, which I saw at
once by the way he galloped off would be fatal ; and following
to where he had disappeared I found him lying down as if
alive, but in reality dead. I might have shot a second, but
one was enough for our present needs. A beautiful creature
he was ; far handsomer than Burchell’s and its allies as well as
much bigger. This was my first acquaintance with Grevy’s
magnificent zebra. I skinned his head for a trophy. I
noticed too that the cry of this zebra (as I shall have
occasion to notice more particularly later on) was quite
different from the bark of all the small kinds (which are
merely local varieties of Burchell’s), being a very hoarse kind

of grunt varied by something approaching to a whistle. This
C
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is about the limit of the species; therc are none south of the
Tana nor farther up the river on this side.

The men (I had about a dozen with me) soon piled all the
meat on to the loads they were already carrying, and we went
on to the stream. This one, just at the part where we struck
it, flows through lovely open meadows of soft green grass with
anly scattered trees. The formation here is limestone, generally
close to the surface, and where it is so the grass grows short
and soft ; and there having been plenty of rain that season it
was then beautifully green. As we came out of the bush to
the edge of the open a herd of oryx were standing in the
meadow ; and as I had no meat for myself (besides which I
wanted oryx heads) I shot one, which proved a nice fat heifer.
We camped close by on the stream, within a hundred yards or
so of the antelope. A delightful and most picturesque spot it
was, with the delicious brook of clear, cold water—so especially
precious in Equatorial Africa—rushing past. My tent was
pitched under a sprcading treec on its banks and but little
above its surface, for it had hardly any bed and the gently
sloping lawn came right down to the water. The men caught
quantities of fish, and one kind—a sort of small perch—proved
a very sweet little fellow when fried fresh out of the water.
On some of these streams grows a plant which I take to be a
kind of lily, of which the root when thoroughly boiled is a
very good vegetable and a welcome addition to one’s menu in
the bush.

Next morning we started to move on to the next stream,
where 1 knew there was abundance of game; and as the
“boma” at Laiju could from there be reached in one good
day, it would be a suitable locality in which to shoot meat for
the purpose of being carried in. But on the way, while it was
yet early, as we were traversing the comparatively open bush
that covers most of this particular part (though in places are
dense thickets of considerable cxtent) of the nearly level
country, we camec suddenly in sight of a rhinoceros standing a
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short way off. Being bent on “biltong ” for exchanging with
the natives for meal, etc, I thought it a pity to lose this
chance ; so I exchanged my single Metford, which it was then
my custom always to carry myself, for the double .577 with
my gunbearer behind me and ran up to a little bush quite
near the rhino.

Although very bad-sighted, these animals often seem
to get some inkling of one’s proximity even when the wind
is right, either from the tick birds which generally accompany
them or, in their absence, by some other means—perhaps
hearing. This one knew I was there and began to shift
about uneasily; but as soon as I got up to the bush which
screened my approach I took the first chance he gave me
of a side shot and before hec had made up his mind to
decamp. He immediately executed what I call the rhino’s
death-waltz—a performance they very commonly go through
on getting a fatal shot. It is a curious habit, this dying dance,
and consists in spinning round and round like a top in one
place with a rocking-horse motion before starting off at a
gallop, which gencrally is only a short one, to be arrested after
a hundred yards or so by death. I imagine the cause of this
strange evolution is the animal’s endeavour to find out the
cause of the sudden wound it has received—much on the same
principle as a dog chases his tail when anything irritates that
organ. Mine passed close to me after his dance, but I felt
so sure he was done that I refrained from giving him the
second barrel.

On another occasion, however, I lost a rhino through
placing faith in the “waltz” being a sign of immediately
impending death. I had given him a shot in about the right
place; but as he was somewhat inclined diagonally towards
me, the bullet must have gone too far back. He waltzed
round several times with only an ant-heap, about as tall as a
man and not much broader, between me and him, he being on
one side of it while I dodged him, as his dancc sometimes
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brought him half round it, on the other. On that occasion,
however, my rhino galloped so far that I lost him through not
putting in the second barrel as he passed.

Well, my victim of this morning (to return to him) galloped
off and I followed him with confidence. But no sooner had I
started in pursuit than I saw him—as I supposed—standing a
couple of hundred yards on. [ made towards this one; but
on the way passed my rhino already dead. Getting quite close
. up behind another small bush I shot this second one in the
point of the shoulder, breaking it, though I did not feel certain
at the time that the bullet had penetrated to his vitals. He
plunged about, and on my tiny dog “ Frolic” running in and
barking, charged savagely at her, ploughing up the ground and
carrying some of the soil between his horns. The charge
brought him towards me, so I gave him my second barrel in
front of the shoulder; and after trying to stand on his head,
squealing like a gigantic pig,—as he is in appearance too,—he
subsided into a lying position on his stomach, and though his
ears flapped and his little eyes blinked still, was dead. It
turned out afterwards that the second was superfluous, as both
bullets had gone through his heart.

Thus we had two rhinos dead, only about a hundred yards
apart. There had been rain the night before, and pools of
water stood in depressions in patches of bare red ground such
as occur here and there in this bush; so we camped by one of
these which we found a short way off, for the convenience of
cutting up and carrying the meat.

We remained here two days, the men cutting up and hang-
ing the meat in festoons. As they had as much as they could
deal with I did not attempt to shoot anything more there,
though there were giraffe as well as other game about. Waller's
gazelle are particularly fond of bush of this character, where there
are these bare patches of hard red ground. I made the acquaint-
ance of this queer-looking gazelle for the first time now, with
its extraordinarily long neck giving it the appearance of a little
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giraffe.  Among the flocks of vultures that congregated
around were a few marabou storks, reminding me forcibly of
the old days when I used to shoot on the Sabi and Crocodile
rivers in South-Eastern Africa, while game yet teemed there,
where there were always two or three of these quaint birds about
whenever anything was killed (“ elephant openers,” as the native
name for them in that country may be freely translated). One
I shot here had the exquisite little white fluffy feathers under
the tail in perfect order.

The day we moved our camp on to the stream—the pool
being nearly dried up—1I did not want to shoot anything except
a Grant's gazelle, to provide some fresh meat for myself, as the
men were busy carrying down the bundles of still heavy rhino
biltong ; but I went out into a great open plain that extended
for a considerable distance in the direction of Laiju to look out
for messengers I had sent back to the boma, lest they should
not find our new camp. I sat down here under a tree and
amused myself by looking through my glasses in all directions
at the game visible. I could see large herds of zebra in many
parts, also numbers of Grant’s gazelle ; a couple of giraffes were
visible one way, and in the distance some ostriches. By and
by, while we were skinning a gazelle I had shot, a family party
of three rhinoceroses came into view not far off.

On our way back to camp, as they were in the direction
we wanted to go, I went straight towards them out of curiosity,
to see what they would do. My experience of these creatures
has not been that they often charge viciously, though when a long
caravan is passing and they wish to get through they can hardly
avoid going for some one, but of course they do undoubtedly
sometimes attack their enemies. I have always believed a cow
with a calf to be more dangerous than any other—as is, of course,
the case with other animals (it was one such, I believe, that hurt
Lieutenant Von Hohnel)—and I was anxious to see how this one
would behave, though as I had no wish to shoot any that day it
was perhaps a foolish thing todo. The cow was leading, followed
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by her calf, the bull being some distance behind ; and when
about one hundred yards from her I stood and examined her
and her mate’s horns through my glass, but decided they were
not worth coveting. When we got within about fifty yards, she
started straight for us at a sharp trot. I waited until she had
come on to within about half the distance, and then, as she
still made dead for me, who was in front, I confess I did not
care to await passively the further progress of the experiment,
so gave her a bullet in the face, which turned her off at a
gallop. I was really sorry to have to hurt her, but as the
ground was perfectly open, with not a stick to dodge behind if
she had run amuck among us, she might have got foul of
some one (we were four) and done damage. I don’t know
whether this was a dond-fide charge or not; if I had waited
longer she might have turned off of her own accord when she
was satisfied what we really were, but I disliked so close an
inspection.

Another day I came back to this plain to try to get a shot
at the ostriches. I failed to get near them, but, while trying,
a giraffe came towards me — apparently not seeing me or
mistaking me for something harmless; so I sat still till it had
walked a little past, some 150 yards off, so that the solid bullet
I sent into its ribs from my little Gibbs .450 might travel
forward. It galloped violently for about 200 yards, and then,
after staggering a little, plunged head first, its hind-quarters
curiously standing up for a second or two after its neck was
on the ground. It is not often one has the chance of seeing
a giraffe fall plainly, as they are generally shot among bush.
More often they, like most animals, fall backwards when
mortally wounded.

I left my men cutting up the giraffe, and carrying my two
guns myself, like Robinson Crusoe (I can’t say I admire his
plan), I directed my steps towards camp, old Papa with a load
of meat for himself alone following me. But beforc arriving
at the stream I saw a herd of oryx away to the right, grazing
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among some clumpy bushes on slightly rising ground. 1
wanted some oryx heads, and the meat would be useful too—
for I had sent back to Laiju for porters to carry in the biltong,
of which we could hardly have too much; so I determined to
go after them, especially as the ground was rather favourable
for getting near.

Papa had gone on ahead towards camp, and was so
taken up with his burden and absorbed in the happy thoughts
it evoked that I could not attract his attention; so 1 put
my second rifle and sundry other impedimenta I had taken
from my gun-bearer, such as glasses, etc, down—or, rather,
hung them on a tree—and proceeded to stalk the herd.
Taking advantage of the cover afforded by the bushy shrubs,
and keeping my eyes fixed on such of the grazing herd as
were from time to time visible between as I crept nearer—
lying low now and again till the position of any member that
seemed likely to discover me became favourable again—I got
at last within shot. Then wriggling myself into a sitting
position under cover of a bush, I edged out cautiously a little
to one side, and waited till a good chance should be offered by
the antelopes moving slowly about as they grazed—for I had
succeeded so well that they were absolutely unconscious of my
presence. It was not long before a favourable opportunity
presented itself, of which I took advantage, getting in another
satisfactory shot at a second immediately after, before the herd
took to flight, and I felt certain that each had gone well home.
Nor was I disappointed, for on going to see when the rest had
decamped I found both lying dead not very far apart, in the
track of the retreating herd.

I have for years adopted the device of hanging my
handkerchief on a bush or stick beside the carcase of an
animal I am obliged to leave by itself while men are
called to skin and carry it to camp, to keep the vultures
off, and have always found this plan effectual. I generally
have two or three white cotton cloths for the purpose in a
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satchel my gun-bearer carries, but I had not any with me
now, and as my handkerchief would only serve for one of the
oryx I took off my vest of cotton web—all I wear under my
little loose holland jumper—and hung it up to mount guard
over the other. Papa had come on hearing the shots, and
helped me to drag each under the shade of the nearest bush,
the ensign being hung from it over the buck. Various
modifications of this may be adopted as circumstances render
convenient. Thus, a stick may be stuck into the ground beside
a large animal which cannot be moved, or even into the bullet
wound ; or if none is obtainable, the horns or leg of the beast
itself may be made to serve the purpose, as is shown in the
accompanying illustration (copied from a photograph of mine)
of a Grant's gazelle, so disposed (the hind-foot wedged between
the horns and the fore-leg round behind them) as to cause the
horns to stick upright, conveniently for attaching the hand-
kerchief. I took this photo specially for the benefit of any one
who may not have hit upon the plan for himself. In the
meantime I had skinned the heads, and we started for the
camp ; and though it was not far, my wrist ached when I got
there with one in my hand which I had to carry in addition
to my rifles, etc., for old Papa could only manage one. The
sly old fellow always pretended to be no good at carrying a
load, unless it was something he specially wanted himself and
could get no one to bring along for him; but I fancy it was
partly put on, lest we should expect him to carry something
always.

I wanted to see something shot with a bow and arrow, as
I had never yet witnessed such sport, and often tried to persuade
my old friend to give me an exhibition of his skill; but I
could never prevail upon him to shoot at anything, though once
or twice opportunities for close shots at antelopes presented
themselves. My own opinion is that he knew he couldn’t hit
anything, and I doubt if many of the Ndorobos are much good
with that weapon. The only one I have cver seen shoot at
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any unwounded animal missed clean a small buck standing
still at only a few yards range. But there are some, no doubt,
who do kill game occasionally by these means (the Wakamba
certainly do), though I do not believe they are good shots
unless at very close quarters. One thing I have always
wondered at with regard to these people is that the children
do not seem to practise for amusement—as Kafir boys do the

MODE OF PROTECTING GAME FROM VULTURES.
Grant's Gazelle (Gazella granti). (From a Photograph by the AuTHoR.)

use of the assegai by throwing pointed sticks at a pumpkin
rolled down a hill—nor do they ever shoot at birds. Itisa
curious thing, too, that an Ndorobo would rather starve than
eat a bird: he looks on a guinea-fowl even with aversion, the
consequence being that the boys do not attempt to snare birds
as other young natives are so fond of doing ; indeed their only
idea of occupation seems to be to join in the everlasting hunt
for honey.
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I did not hunt much more here as we had already a large
quantity of meat drying, and I wanted to get back to Laiju
and lay my plans for a trip in another direction in quest of
elephants. I shot one or two oryx, being anxious to get a
finer specimen of this handsome, long-horned antelope, and a
few of the smaller kinds. One oryx which I had hit rather
low ran some distance, and when we finally came up with him
after following the spoor showed fight, so that though already
done it was necessary to use another cartridge to finish him.
It is, of course, well known that it is very dangerous to lay hold
of a wounded oryx or go within reach of its sharp, sweeping
horns, and I have before experienced its dexterity with these
formidable weapons ; but I do not remember to have noticed
its angry voice under such circumstances: this one fairly
growled when we went near it.

The neighbourhood of which I have been writing is quite
an ideal game country, and very pleasant to camp and to shoot
in. The drawback is the difficulty of getting there ; otherwise
a very delightful time might be spent by a small party in the
district. My camp there was by a little lakelet formed by the
stream—a charming spot—my tent pitched under a spreading
tree on the very water’s edge. One day I shot a huge barber
(as they are called in South Africa) in this pool with my
rook rifle. I was sitting having my meal under the shade
of the tree outside the’ tent door, and it came feeling about
after scraps I threw in on the surface of the water close to the
bank above which I sat, and I put the little bullet right through
the centre of its nose—or rather where the nose ought to be in
its wide ugly head—killing it instantly, to the delight of my
Swabhili retainers (to whom fish never comes amiss).

The varieties of game to be found in this district, not of
course all in precisely the same locality, but in the neighbourhood
round about, are :—rhinoceros, giraffe, oryx, waterbuck, lesser
koodoo, Grant’s gazelle, Waller’s gazelle, impala, a few Coke’s
hartebeeste and the tiny “ paa” (Kirkii); zebra of two kinds,
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ostriches, lions and rarely warthogs. Leopards may sometimes
be heard at night, and hyenas are, of course, numerous, though
these I regard as vermin. Guinea-fowl, francolins, etc, are
plentiful in places. There are also plenty of hippos in the Tana
and the lower reaches of its larger tributaries. Impala (or pallah,
as it is sometimes written) are curiously scarce, even in parts that
seem thoroughly favourable to them ; it seems strange why,
seeing that the species is present, they should be so few here. In
South-Eastern Africa they used to fairly teem in their favourite
resorts—a thousand in a troop being sometimes no exaggeration,
probably often an underestimate—whereas nowhere in Equa-
torial Africa have I seen anything approaching to such numbers.
Coke’s hartebeeste is here on the very limit of its range. I
saw a few near Laiju and between there and the Tana, but none
farther east, though there are more (as I afterwards found) in
the opposite direction (that is westwards, between the Jambeni
hills and the river)—northward it is entirely absent.

It will thus be seen that the main stream of the Mackenzie
River (though in itself little more than a good-sized brook in its
upper course) may be taken as the line of demarcation limiting
the ranges of both Coke’s hartebeeste and Grevy’s zebra, though
in opposite directions, at this point, which is continued on the
one hand by the Jambeni range to Kenia and on the other by
the Tana eastwards. The giraffe here is the northern species :
of its peculiarities and range I shall have more to say later on.
Buffaloes are almost extinct since the great cattle plague! of
some years before, especially in this region; the occasional
spoor of an odd one or two is all that is ever seen of them
now. Elands (which also suffered) may still be met with,
though a little farther on.

On the arrival of the porters I had sent back for, the store
of biltong—by this time fairly dry—was lashed up into long

! This murrain swept through East Central Africa in the year 1891. It did not—as
under the name of rinderpest it is said to have done or to be doing now—destroy other
game than the kinds specified, at all cvents to any appreciable extent.
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bundles and we returned to the “boma,” reaching there on the
morning of 14th April.

The news that awaited me was far from cheering. Although
before I left many of my donkeys were already dead, I had
hoped that when those that had suffered most from “fly”
in passing through the Tana valley had succumbed, the re-
mainder would keep healthy; for I did not then know that
Laiju was one of the most deadly places in Africa for domestic
animals, not excepting the generally hardy ass. But on my
return now I found that all were either dead, dying, or sick.
This was a great blow, as I knew that without these useful
pack animals it would be impossible to penetrate far into the
uninhabited country stretching northward from the Jambeni
range towards Lake Rudolph; and though I had been en-
couraged by many promises to hope that we might obtain
some from the Embe natives, not one had yet been offered for
sale. However, I determined at all events to explore as much
of the country as circumstances would allow of my reaching
in directions where I had reason to believe eclephants were
numerous. Various matters, with which it is not necessary to
trouble the reader in detail, caused another fortnight to slip by
unprofitably—I paid a short experimental visit to the Embe
district, on the top of the range; and the heavy rains at this
season being unfavourable to travelling, entailed further delay
—but at length I was ready to start for another attempt.



CHAPTER II

ON THE JAMBENI RANGE

Over Embe hills to Mthara—Description of country—The natives : their appearance
and habits—Their mode of killing elephants—Fruitless search for game—Sight
bush buck—Tempting chance of a rhino—Critical moment—Trumpetings heard
—An obstinate guide—First encounter with elephants—Reputation as hunter
at stake—A longed-for chance— My ¢ cripple-stopper ”—Three elephants shot—
Change of camp—Friendly natives—Shoot an impala—Presents from natives—
Holding a *‘ shauri ”—The request for tribute—-*¢ Blood-brotherhood ”—An un-
pleasant ordeal —My clder brother ¢ Ndaminuki ”—Track elephant spoor—
Native curiosity—Sight another herd—Their favourite cover—A satisfactory
shot—A good day’s work—Ivory trading a tedious process—Scarcity of impala
—Kenia—A reason for making *‘ shauri "—Visit native kraals.

ON 3oth April 1894 about 6 A.M. I started from my “boma”
at Laiju with about twenty men, leaving the remainder of my
caravan of fifty all told with the goods, prepared for a raid of
some length on the elephants which I had been informed were
on the other (northern) side of the Jambeni range. The guides,
who had solemnly promised to come the day before, had not
turned up, according to the usual custom, as it seems, of these
natives to invariably break their word. Having become used
to this, I was determined not to let their failure to keep their
promise interfere with my arrangements, feeling sure that I
could pick up others on the way. On passing the kraal of my
“blood-brother ” I looked in for a chat; and he assured me
that everything was peaceful for us ahead, which was satisfactory,
as the Embe tribe, through whose country we had to pass, are
a treacherous lot. We had a thunder-shower on our way after
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getting up among the hills, making it very unpleasant and
soaking some of my things. The path was perfectly awful ;
greasy to a degree; overhung with dripping jungle, weighed
down with the wet; and, being steep and sidelong, made it
very hard work for the porters. In consequence of the rain,
and partly also to get a guide, we camped early at the first
suitable place; a nice open spot near a small wood with water
not far off. It is important in these hills to camp, if possible,
where firewood can be procured (which is not the case every-
where), as the climate is cool and damp and the nights very
cold and trying to the men without good fires, often bringing
on serious illnesses. On this occasion I put down in my diary
“cold and beastly.” The natives here are great thieves, so
that it is necessary to keep a careful watch over everything,
and a good open space is desirable as camping ground for
safety. I secured a new guide and one of those who had
disappointed me turned up.

The next morning was chilly, misty, and drizzling, and the
going abominably bad, but we started .ear]y in spite of it all.
By and by, though, the sun came out and made things more
cheerful and let us see about us. This must be a grand climate
and, I should think, perfectly healthy. The early mornings are
very cold, but lovely after the sun gets up; the air crisp and
as clear as crystal. I walked to the top of a hill ahead and was
abundantly rewarded by a wonderfully extended view of the
country beyond for an immense distance right up to a range
I thought must overlook Baringo, as well as the Lorogis and
other mountains, with a peep of the Gwaso Nyiro River shining
between. Of Kenia (or Kilimara, as it is more correctly called)
—quite near, to the south-west by west—only the immensely
wide base and the extreme apex of precipitous black rock flecked
with snow were visible, all its snowfields being covered with
banks of cloud, below which appcared extensive forests on the
lower slopes, except those on the northern side, which are quite
bare. The general aspect of the country to the northward
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thus spread out in panorama before me, seemed, from this
bird’s-eye view, to be more or less open and fairly level, though
hills and ranges were also to be seen. Its yellow colour, denot-
ing dryness, contrasted strongly with the verdant hills we were
on; but this almost untrodden wilderness, stretching away
to the far northern horizon where the tips of hazy peaks, just
visible, seemed to beckon one on, had a wonderful fascination
for me. I longed to pry into its mysteries. What especially
attracted me was the knowledge that, save for a few scattered
Ndorobos, it was uninhabited—an immense sanctuary still held
possession of, as in primeval ages, by the (to me) more inter-
esting denizens of the animal world.

Embe is a beautiful and fertile country, though very broken.
Many kraals are dotted about and there is a good deal of
cultivation, particularly banana groves. On the steeper slopes
there are woods with some fine trees in which plantain eaters
call, while grotesque great hornbills sail across from cover to
cover, alternately flapping and gliding with peculiar switchback
flight, uttering their loud peevish plaint, the curiously character-
istic cries of both harmonising exquisitely with the spirit of
their surroundings like appropriate music—so sympathetic a
composer is nature. But most of the hillsides are covered
with a sort of jungle of what I should describe as giant weeds,
where probably the timber has been cleared, the open valleys
between being carpeted with the most lovely short, thick,
springy turf, full of clover, than which nothing could be more
delightfully green and soft and sweet looking. It is real sward
from which you may cut a genuine tough sod—none of your
tufts of grass with bare spaces between,—in fact more like an
ideal English pasture than African veldt. Here the natives
graze their few cattle (little humped beasts) and donkeys, and
their more numerous goats and sheep : all very small but sleek
and fat. The area of grass and jungle respectively depends
upon the amount of stock: when cattle are numerous the pas-
ture extends and the jungle is gradually conquered, but when
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(as has of late years been the case through the great cattle
plague of a few years ago) the live stock decreases, the jungle
again encroaches upon these delightful lawns. The soil is
volcanic ; and owing to the loose way the lava rocks lie
jumbled together, most of the water runs below the surface, to
break out near the base of the mountains into the streams

A VIEW OF EMBE.
(From a Photograph by Dr. KoLn.)

forming the head waters of thc branch of the Tana which
Chanler and Von Hohnel had named the Mackenzie River.
The contrast between the country and its inhabitants is great
and not in favour of the latter, whether in appearance, habits,
or character. They are inexpressibly dirty and smell strongly
of castor-oil—to our notions not the choicest of perfumes. In
common with those of Laiju and other adjacent districts, they
arc much addicted to a habit of chewing the leaves of a certain
shrub, indigenous to the country, but which they also cultivate
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for convenience. Some of the old men are never without their
mouths full of this green stuff. They carry a quantity of the
tender shoots in a dirty old skin satchel slung from their
shoulders, together with bits of tobacco, bananas, and other
treasures, and every now and then strip the bark and leaves
from several of these soft twigs and, throwing away the woody
interior, cram the handful into their capacious mouths. This
inelegant custom with its somewhat disgusting evidences about
the lips does not add to the enjoyment of a long “shauri ” with
several such old gentlemen ; at least it did not to mine, though
it was apparently indispensable to theirs. These natives are
very numerous and there is no game of any kind.

After winding about among the hills and crossing several little
purling brooks which rise near the highest peak—the actual
Njambeni—we bore to the west, keeping along the edge of the
high land, and then gradually descended by a zigzag course
towards the low country on the northern side of the range,
passing on the way the kraals of some natives who had “eaten
blood ” with Chanler (that is, entered into the bonds of “ blood
brotherhood ”). These people were very friendly and secemed
really pleased to meet a white man. They took me down the
slopes and helped me to find a nice place to camp on the
banks of a stream and just above open level country dotted
with thorn trees. There is a patch of bush here which the
elephants sometimes haunt and from where they make raids at
night on the natives’ crops. Some had lately been there, but
the owners of the shambas (cultivated ground) had managed to
drive them out though they had not succeeded in killing any.
They are no hunters, and the only way they ever kill elephants
is by setting traps consisting of javelins (poisoned) in heavy
shafts suspended over their paths, with a cord to release the
impending harpoon stretched across, so that when a large
animal passes along it falls on its head or back after the
manner of a school “booby trap.”

I walked down into the flats to look for game in the after-
D
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noon and got a shot at a rhino, half facing me, through a bush;
but he made off, and though I followed the blood spoor a long
way I had to give it up and return empty-handed, having seen
no other game. I have found the truth of Selous’ rule, that
when once a wounded rhino goes any considerable distance the
chance of ever getting him is very small. I only remember to
have once bagged one under such circumstances. In that
instance the rhino was shot through the shoulder, but the bone
did not break till it had galloped a mile or more, and I came
upon him again accidentally, unable to go farther.

I was able to dry my things here, and made ready for an
carly start the next day in the direction of Mthara' (the next
district to the westward, along the foot of the range) to look
for elephant spoor. There was thunder and rain again in the
night. The next morning I made an early start, leaving my
little caravan encamped and taking five men besides my gun-
bearer and a guide with me. On the way down to the flats
I saw two pairs of bush buck, and had a good look at one,
a fine handsome male, very red in colour. I did not interfere
with them, but was afterwards rather sorry I had not shot
this one as a specimen of the bush bucks bf this part of
Africa. They are very far from common, and I think I only
saw one other (a female) on the whole trip. The country here,
at the northern base of the range, is very different from that
on the other side, no doubt owing to less rain falling. The
grass is comparatively short, it is much healthier for stock,
and more open and easier and pleasanter to get about in.

After walking for some distance through open grassy flats,
sprinkled with thorn treces and studded here and there with
koppies, many of which werc clearly small craters, keeping
parallel with the range, I saw a pair of rhino ahead, in very

1 This name has been written Msara by German travellers, who cannot pronounce the
‘“th,” but the natives themselves sound those letters quite distinctly, just as we do in
the words ‘‘that,” ‘‘there,” etc. In the same way the name of the river is really
‘Thana, not Tana.
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open ground, standing close to a rather bushy little low tree.
As I wanted meat for my men I went after them. The wind
being right I got the tree between me and them and ap-
proached. But I could see through the tree that they were
disturbed (probably. by the tick birds which are nearly always
with rhinos and give them warning of approaching danger), so
scuttled up to a tiny little bush, only about three feet high, grow-
.ing some thirty or forty yards from where they stood, and sat
down, meaning to wait till one should show itself from behind
the tree and be ready for a steady shot. But just as I did
so one came half out on one side, offering a perfect side-shot.
Though I could see that it was but a smallish one and thought
from what I could make out through the tree that the other
was much larger, as I knew they would be off immediately
I thought it a pity to lose so tempting a chance, so gave
her (it was a female) a bullet from my .577 just in the right
spot behind the shoulder. Instantly the male came out
straight for me. I had no time for a careful aim; he was
almost on me before I fired as it was, and sitting on the
ground is not the most desirable position in which to receive
the charge of arhinoceros. He was not more than six paces
from me when he turned off and bespattered me and my
gun with spots of mud from the wet ground. So sudden
was it all that I could not say whether it was the second
before my shot that he lowered his nose (as for a charge) or
the second after (as it might be stumbling to the shock of
the bullet) ; but I know he did so just before swerving off.
He then galloped away, passing his dead mate (for she was
already down not more than fifty yards from where she had
stood) on his way. I did not follow him, but sent two men
back to camp to call more to carry in the meat, lcaving one
at the carcase, and went on with the other two, together with
my gun-bearer and the native.

We crossed a small strcam where was a reedy swamp
into which led the spoor of a single buffalo—the first I
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had seen this trip—and following a big eclephant path,
along which a large herd had passed a few days ago,
turned up between some low foot-hills (still skirting the
range) and down into a flat valley full of curious, straight,
slim mimosas, some with red, others with white stems,
giving an odd striped appearance to this part of the bush.
Passing through these we found ourselves close to cultivated
lands and could see large kraals on the bare hills near. Here
I proposed turning back, as I could not believe elephants
would be so near natives at mid-day ; moreover, this was the
tribe who had fought Chanler’s expedition and 1 did not feel
sure how they might treat us should we run among them.
But our guide vehemently protested that we were leaving
the elephants close by ; and while I considered whether it
were possible he could be leading us into a trap or whether
we should be wise to go on, we heard elephants trumpeting
not far ahead. ,

I had been suffering severely all the morning from
blistered feet caused by foolishly putting on a pair of
new boots. This had also disposed me to give up the search
for to-day, as we had seen no fresh spoor; but of course the
sound of elephantine voices at once did away with all other
considerations and we pushed on towards a grove of tall
mimosas of the kind called “fever trees” in South Africa
(so called, I imagine, because they only grow in the low
fever-haunted country, generally near water, though their
pale, yellowish-grecen bark gives them a sickly appearance
too, matching well with the name). My guide was a very
obstinate fellow, refusing to be influenced by any suggestion
of mine in any respect; and now he persisted in it that we
must go round to the windward side of the bush where the
elephants were. I was, however, determined not to have my
chance spoilt in that way, so I left him, since he would not
follow us. I found afterwards that he never would go near
elephants.
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We went on to leeward of where we had heard the
elephants and got into a tall, leafy undergrowth, though
not very dense, and soon came out into a swamp bordered
by tall “fever” and other trees with a little open between :
a very ideal elephant haunt. We were uncertain now of
the exact whereabouts of the elephants, so proceeded very
cautiously up wind towards where we supposed them to be;
and before we had got far into the jungle, after leaving the
swamp, we made one out. I then took my double .577 and
leaving the men, approached stealthily quite close to the one
we had first seen, till there was nothing between me and it
but a smallish tree (through the fork of which I looked) and
a little thin jungle. Great colonies of weaver birds, thronging
the bush, made a great din with both voices and wings, with
a rather confusing effect. It was a cow; a big one, though
her tusks were not large. I could now make out two or three
others (apparently also cows) beyond, and I knew there were
pretty certain to be more I could not see; but there was no
possible chance of getting farther without disturbing the
nearest, so I determined to shoot her if I could. I should
mention that it was now fully four months since I started
from the coast on this expedition, the expenses of which were
heavy, and these were the first elephants I had come across:
so I was not inclined to risk failure through trying to pick
and choose. She was, however, facing me, her great ears
stretched out or slowly flapping. I could only see her head
and my object was to get a temple shot. I waited, I think,
not less than a quarter of an hour for her to turn her head.
Once I tried to sneak round farther, but she and another
next to her started and I slunk back. I suppose an eddy
of wind gave them a slight whiff of me, or they may have
heard me moving; probably the latter, as they were not
sufficiently alarmed to move when I kept still again. I was
not more than ten paces from the one in front of me, I should
say, and meditated the advisability of putting my bullet right
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into her eye (which I felt sure I could do), but, being uncertain
whether such a shot would be fatal from my position, and
feeling that my reputation as a hunter, with both my own
men and the natives of the country, would be blasted at the
outset should I make a failure of my first chance at elephant,
I waited till my arms ached again with holding my heavy gun
at the ready. At last, however, she did give me the longed-
for chance, and I instantly put a ball between the eye and
the ear, dropping her like a stone. The others near, not
having winded me and not knowing what was up, moved
away only a short distance. Following carefully I came
upon two; the nearest facing me, her trunk up and chest
exposed, the cover fortunately allowing me to see it. Know-
ing they would be off again I gave her a shot in the chest,
and as she turned to run, the second barrel. Following again
I saw her down not more than fifty yards on. Going round
to her head she gave a slight struggle, so I thought it wise
to give her a shot in the back from my “cripple-stopper”
(as I call a Martini-Henry one of my men always carries
for the purpose, so as to economise my own cartridges).
Pushing on again I came upon another standing at right
angles, which I dropped under a tree with the temple shot,
like the first. Ahead a little way again two or three more were
soon seen. One, as I approached, came towards me in an
aggressive way, having evidently become aware of my presence.
I dared not wait, so close was she, so fired for her head, being
unable to see her chest, when not more than six yards off.
She fell to the shot, but somehow or other sideways on to me.
I could see her dimly through the undergrowth between us,
and make out for a second the outline of her head as she lay,
not on her side but as it were kneeling down. I ought to
have given her the second barrel then, knowing she could only
be stunned ; but I was a little too slow, and she was up again
and off without giving me another chance. She stood and
screamed some sixty or seventy yards off, but the cover was
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so tall I could only see the top of her back and the top of her
head. Following once more I was taken off her spoor by two
small cows which ran past on my left, at one of which I got
a snap shot but failed to kill. I ought not, perhaps, to have
fired at these, but the ivory hunter is bound to endeavour to
make as much hay as possible when he does get a little sun-
shine, and the jungle precluded running or seeing beyond a
few yards. However, both these last got off, and the herd
seemed to have cleared out.

It was now well into the afternoon, I was terribly foot-
sore, we were far from camp, our guides had disappeared, and
we could hear natives shouting. I knew these must be the
people who had fought with Chanler, so all things considered
decided to return. We went back to the dead elephants to
cut off their tails and take a piece of one’s trunk and heart
(for myself) as well as some fat (first-rate for culinary purposes),
and I had a look at their tusks, which there had been no time
to do in passing. The ivory was all rather small, even for
cow ; still it was not bad for a beginning, though I was sorry
to have let off the one that went for me. We took a
straighter course back to camp than the way we had come,
and had a good clephant path all the way, so got there before
sundown. The rhino meat had been carried in long ago.
Swahilis have a stupid prejudice against cating elephant meat,
and are foolish enough to prefer rhino. Some of my Embe
friends of yesterday had come again and said there were more
elephants in the neighbourhood. Altogether things looked
more hopeful than they had done yet with me on this trip;
the only drawback being those awful sore heels from which I
suffered agonies to-day ; for getting footsore just now (for the
first time since leaving the coast) was a real calamity. I
determined to move camp on to the little stream we had
crossed on our way to the elephant bush, so as to be more
handily situated to chop out the tusks and go in search of
more clephants.
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The next morning, though it was raining, I was up about
4 AM, and by the time it was fairly light we had packed up
and were ready to start. I left my headman and half-a-dozen
porters at this camp, to try and trade some ivory. I had
brought him chiefly for the purpose of trading a lot of goods
I had hampered myself with unwisely, and found both a great
nuisance and very little use. I was glad to leave him behind,
as I did not like the way he conducted my negotiations with
the natives. My guide of yesterday (who had overtaken us
on the way back) and another native accompanied us. I went
to the spring of the little spruit we had crossed the day before
(seeing no game on the way), where was a very pleasant,
convenient, and picturesque spot for my camp, under a grand
old low-crowned thorn tree with wide-spreading horizontal
boughs, which grew on a little rise above the stream. The
tree gave shade; its great limbs were most handy to put
things on—one, too, formed a comfortable seat; it lent itself
exactly to the making of a capital boma of suitable size for
us by simply having thorny branches packed all round under
the drooping extremity of its umbrella-shaped crown; and
altogether the camp was one of the nicest I ever had, the
country around being fairly open, and the grass short and at
that time green.

Leaving half my men in camp to build the “boma,” I
went on with the rest to chop out the tusks of my three
elephants of the day before, intending also to go on to look
for others. On the way we met some natives from the kraals
near: they were most friendly in their greetings, hailing me
as a deliverer on account of my shooting the elephants, which
destroy their crops, and whose depredations they compare
to the Masai raids. This is the district called Mthara, the
tribe which fought with Chanler. Their experience of the
consequences of attacking the white man seemed to have
taught them to respect him, and to have inspired them with
a desire to make him their friend; so they received me with
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open arms. We had a talk with them, and they told us that
the elephants were. not far off, and went to get information as
to their whereabouts to-day from those who watched the crops
day and night. Afterwards one of them met us again with
the news that there was one large elephant near, and five
others not far off. We went on with him, past the swamp of
yesterday, and on to a second and larger one. But a number
of natives had now come (having, no doubt, got word of the
white man’s arrival), and were shouting all over the place, and,
of course, the elephants had decamped.

I was again suffering agonies from my feet, and as
it was by this time past noon, and the elephants had been
disturbed for that day, I decided to go back to camp. On
the way back I saw a few impala, one of which I shot. In
the evening some of my new friends of Mthara came, bringing
me presents of bananas, tobacco, and native beer. We had
a satisfactory talk, and I promised to remain in camp the
following day to have a “shauri” with their head men and
become their “blood brother” if they wished it. This rest
would also suit me on account of my chafed feet. I, of course,
gave small presents to my visitors.

Accordingly, the next day I did not go out. A number
of the Mthara “elders,” as well as many young men, came,
bringing small offerings of food. I had a great “shauri” with
them, and they seemed very well disposed. Of course they
tried at first to get me to stump up something in the shape of
“hongo ” or tribute, as Swabhili traders are in the habit of paying
for the privilege of entering each district, though they do not
visit this particular part at all, on account of the bad name
the natives have; but I told them distinctly I could not
consent to this, as it was not the white man’s custom. I said
that any presents I might give must be of my own free will;
no demands could I entertain. I wanted to shoot elephants:
if they wished to have them shot, I would be glad of their help
and guidance. On the other hand, if they did not wish me to
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shoot near their gardens, well and good ;. there were elephants
elsewhere, and natives anxious that I should go and shoot
them : nothing would I pay for permission to hunt. They at
once gave in, and said they would willingly guide me, and that
the whole tribe—old men, young men, women, and children—
were most anxious to make me their friend, and they would
like to clinch the friendship by making “blood brotherhood ”
with me. I consented ; and after much parley it was agreed
I should wait here the next day and go through the ceremony
formally with them. The arrangement suited me, as I was
quite unfit to hunt, and knew I should only lay myself up for
a much longer time if I attempted to walk again before, at
soonest, the day but one after. Altogether—though the
delay was tantalising with elephants close by, as they were
reported to be, and my getting footsore just at the very
time when my luck seemed to have taken a favourable turn,
after so long a period of patience and disappointment, was
truly heart-breaking—things seemed turning out propitiously,
and I had great hopes of favourable results in the near
future.

The next day the great ceremony of “cating blood”! was
performed. During the whole performance I had to sit in a
swamp, sandwiched between two very unwashed savages,
necessitating a bath and change directly it was over. It is
a very unpleasant ordeal, but I went bravely through it, much
to the satisfaction of the admiring crowds of savages. I gave
small presents to many, and rather larger ones to my two new
“brothers ” (sons of the principal head men of the tribe), and
received numerous calabashes of rather good though thick
native becr, etc. These people always remained loyal to the
bond, and my elder brother, “ Ndaminuki,” has been most

1 1 have not thought it necessary to describe in detail this rather disgusting rite—it
has been done by others—but *‘eating blood” is literally a true definition of it. The
principals have to eat a drop of cach other’s blood, taken from an incision in the chest,

with which a bit of roasted meat (cut from the heart of an animal specially sacrificed with
many curious superstitious observances) has been smeared.



NDAMINUKI (\uthor's Blood Brother).
(From a Photograph by Dr. Kors.)
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useful many times to me and mine, as well as subsequently,
at my instigation, to a German traveller, Dr. Kolb. Every-
thing went off satisfactorily, and it was arranged that I was to
be shown the haunts of the elephants the following morning, a
herd of which was said to be still in the bush adjoining the
cultivated lands. My feet were still very sore, but I felt that
I must walk somehow.

Having made an early start, then, the next day, some of
the natives met us near the cultivation, close to where I had
shot the three elephants. Some had been in the crops that
night. We followed their spoor through the adjoining patch
of forest, in which were the swamps we had seen before, and
out into the shorter scrub beyond to the westward. They had
gone in the direction of Kenia (which was only a comparatively
short way off), evidently feeding. Unfortunately, I and my
proceedings were a source of such interest to the inhabitants of
the neighbourhood, few of whom had ever seen a white man,
that numbers of them had followed us, and we gradually
collected quite a gathering. They were a great nuisance, as
they have little idea of hunting ; it was difficult to keep them
quiet, and altogether they were very much in the way, but I
had to put up with them.

After proceeding a considerable distance through scrub
sufficiently open to be easily walked through, on coming
near a small stream a single cow elephant was made out
standing by it. On our side there was open ground, but
across rather dense scrub. I made a circuit to get the
wind right and to have cover. Fortunately, the bulk of
the native onlookers had made for some rising ground some
distance away, whence they could get a view over the scrub, to
see if they could discover the whereabouts of the elephants,
and thc one or two who had kept with me I now left behind.
After crossing the strecam twice I got close up to the cow,
which was standing in the water feeding on trees growing on
the bank. She waded down towards me and I dropped her
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with a temple shot, and, as she stood up again, though
apparently about to fall dead, I made sure by shooting her
through the heart with the “cripple-stopper,” and the stream,
in which she lay, literally ran red. Her tusks were about the
same as those of the three previous ones.

No other elephants were in sight, but we could see the
natives, who had taken up their position (as above mentioned)
on a rise, excitedly beckoning to us, so we went towards
them, unfortunately, as it turned out. Before we reached
them we saw what they were looking at, namely, a long
line of elephants coming straight for the spot where I had
just shot the first. There was quite a crowd of natives
collected on the rise watching them, quite regardless of the
fact that they were directly to windward. I made back
as quickly as possible, but, the elephants having already got
our wind, I was too late to intercept them, as they were going
fast. Had I only known and remained where I was, the whole
herd must have passed right by me. They were making
straight back for their stronghold, the patch of forest near the
“shambas ” (cultivation), and we followed their spoor as quickly
as possible. It was not till they were close to thick cover,
though, that we again sighted the tail of the herd. I climbed
a tree to get a view of them, and could see two or three
standing in rather open ground, one a large cow with tusks
that seemed long and much curved. Making for this one,
which stood sideways, offering a perfect shot, I was just
getting up to it when a wretched native who had been
following me rushed right to windward, in spite of my frantic
beckonings, in order to get behind a thick bush he had spotted
as a safe retreat, with the result, of course, that the elephants
got his wind and made off before I could get a shot at the one
I had chosen as my victim. Running on, however, I could not
resist giving her a stern shot; and just ahead another stood
sideways for a moment, about fifty yards off, apparently to
see what was the matter with their rear, which I dropped on
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the spot (temple shot). This last had rather nice teeth for
“kalasha” (cow ivory).

After cutting off her tail we again followed the- track of
the herd, which had now entered their favourite cover. This
patch of forest consists of groves of very large “fever” trees
and other kinds (some of great size), with an undergrowth of
dense leafy jungle, in parts very tall and thick but shorter in
others, and with some more or less open spaces. The spoor
led through some of the densest, darkest parts; some places
were very bad, so that one could not see above a yard or two
and could only get through by struggling, stooping, and even
creeping along the track, the bushes closing in after the
elephants had passed. I wondered they did not stop there,
but felt glad they had not. It was a long time before we got
up to any again. They had separated and rushed about the
bush in different directions, making the spoor confusing and
troublesome to follow sometimes. At last, however, we got
sight of some again; but before I could get a fair chance
they started off and I only got a snap shot at one, which,
though it staggered, went on; but just ahead I got another
temple shot at a young bull, which I was lucky enough to kill
on the spot. As it scemed not quite dead I gave it another
bullet in the head, though I think it was unnecessary ; it is
better though to make sure if there is the least doubt.

It was afternoon by this time ; but we followed again as the
clephants stuck to the forest (which was not of great extent).
They were scattered in small lots of a few together and kept
moving about and then standing and listening until disturbed
again. At last, when I was thinking of giving it up and we were
close to the outside of the jungle, we heard the solemn rumbling
made by an elephant’s inside ; and just after I caught sight of
one’s forehead between two large bushy shrubs. I advanced,
trying to get a view of the temple, to within a dozen yards or
a little more ; but, though I could not see enough of her, she
had her eye to the opening and could see me, for she suddenly
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came straight out for me at a run, screaming, her trunk up.
There was no time to waste ; so, as her chest was hidden by
the low scrub between us, I let her have my right barrel in her
head, instantly springing to one side and ducking, with the
idea of dodging under the vegetation. But she was down,
after getting within six paces (afterwards stepped) of where I
stood. Remembering the former one getting off under similar
circumstances and knowing she could only be stunned, I was
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“WHERE TO AIM.”
Skull with brain marked black, showing its position with respect to ear, eye, etc.

on the look-out this time, and as she rose (having slewed round
in falling) I gave her my second barrel in the ear, before she
was fairly on her feet, knocking her over plump and dead, her
legs kicking up in the air as she rolled over while the blood
poured out of her ear. This was the most satisfactory shot I
had made; and, under the circumstances, I felt excusably
pleased with myself. She had longish curved tusks, crossing
at the points (44 lbs. the pair). On examining her I found
this was the elephant I had wounded from behind just before
the herd entered the forest : no doubt that made her so vicious.



46 ELEPHANT-HUNTING IN EAST AFRICA CHAP.

the spot (temple shot). This last had rather nice teeth for
“kalasha” (cow ivory).

After cutting off her tail we again followed the'track of
the herd, which had now entered their favourite cover. This
patch of forest consists of groves of very large “fever” trees
and other kinds (some of great size), with an undergrowth of
dense leafy jungle, in parts very tall and thick but shorter in
others, and with some more or less open spaces. The spoor
led through some of the densest, darkest parts; some places
were very bad, so that one could not see above a yard or two
and could only get through by struggling, stooping, and even
creeping along the track, the bushes closing in after the
elephants had passed. I wondered they did not stop there,
but felt glad they had not. It was a long time before we got
up to any again. They had separated and rushed about the
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though it staggered, went on; but just ahead I got another
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bullet in the head, though I think it was unnecessary ; it is
better though to make sure if there is the least doubt.
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moving about and then standing and listening until disturbed
again. At last, when I was thinking of giving it up and we were
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came straight out for me at a run, screaming, her trunk up.
There was no time to waste ; so, as her chest was hidden by
the low scrub between us, I let her have my right barrel in her
head, instantly springing to one side and ducking, with the
idea of dodging under the vegetation. But she was down,
after getting within six paces (afterwards stepped) of where I
stood. Remembering the former one getting off under similar
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on the look-out this time, and as she rose (having slewed round
in falling) I gave her my second barrel in the ear, before she
was fairly on her feet,"knocking her over plump and dead, her
legs kicking up in the air as she rolled over while the blood
poured out of her ear. This was the most satisfactory shot I
had made; and, under the circumstances, I felt excusably
pleased with myself. She had longish curved tusks, crossing
at the points (44 Ibs. the pair). On examining her I found
this was the elephant I had wounded from behind just before
the herd entered the forest : no doubt that made her so vicious.
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It being now late, I thought it a suitable time to knock off,
so made tracks for camp. I afterwards regretted not having
gone on as long as there was any daylight ; as I heard (what I
did not know at the time) that a big bull, which I had been
told was in the herd but had not seen, was caught sight of by
a native with me just when I shot the last elephant. One
ought never to give up while there is a chance of scoring
another when hunting for ivory. Still I had not done so badly
for that day : though my teeth were not large they were nice
“kalashas,” and a better average size than those I.had got two
days before. My men, too, were very pleased and jubilant
that our luck had turned, and that we were at last really doing
some good work. To make elephant-hunting pay in Eastern
Equatorial Africa is no easy matter; the expenses of an expedi-
tion are so heavy, owing to the enormous cost of transport and
the necessity of taking a large number of porters both for this
purpose and also for safety; the distances, too, are so great,
and so much time is cut to waste in travelling and inevitable
delays from various causes. The uncertainty of animal trans-
port is sufficiently shown by the fact that I had only a single
survivor (and it afterwards died) left out of upwards of twenty
pack donkeys! As to trade, nowhere I have yet reached is there
any profit to be made by a white man; Swahili and Wakamba
traders have spoilt it. Moreover, ivory trading is a tedious,
pottering process, far better suited to the Swahili than the
English temperament ; especially in a climate where activity
is (in my experience) the great essential in preserving good
health, while stagnation means fever.

The next day we cut out the tusks. Of course the
elephants had cleared out. I tried to get information as to
where the herd had gone to, and word was brought that it had
‘gone down a stream that ran through the forest in which I
had found it, in the direction of the Gwaso Nyiro River; so I
determined to go in search again on the morrow, notwith-
standing that my feet were still very sore and that I was
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suffering from a touch of fever, brought on by the pain and
consequent restless nights they caused me. On the way back
to camp that day I shot another impala in the curious striped
bush previously described. One of these bucks standing among
the red-barked mimosa stems was very difficult to make out,
so exactly did its colour match with these trees. The impalas
in this part of Africa seem to have much wider-spreading horns
than those of the south. They are nowhere anything like so
numerous as they used to be in the parts of South-Eastern
Africa I hunted in years ago. Along the Umbuluzi, lower
Komati, Crocodile and Sabi rivers they were formerly to be
met with in immense herds; but in Central Africa the herds are
always comparatively small and these much fewer and farther
between, though here they are very much freer from molesta-
tion. On the strength of the news that had been brought me
as to the direction the elephants had retreated in, I took a
long round next day through the low country in hopes of
cutting their spoor ; but the report proved to be false, so I had
my tramp for nothing except that I shot another impala for
the benefit of some natives who were with me.

Though badly in want of a rest—both for the sake of my
feet and general health—as a Mthara native had come to
report elephants to be in another patch of forest, beyond the one
where I had killed mine, and slept in camp on purpose to take
me there, I made a very early start with him the next morning
to look for them. The place was very similar to the other,
though of less extent; with, like it, a swamp in it. The
elephants were not there though; but the spoor of the day
before showed our guide had not deceived us. We went a
long way farther in search of them, leaving the next district
(called Janjai) to our left, and got close to the foot-hills of
Kenia. We found many recent spoors and at last some of
the night before, but too late in the day to be worth following
at such a distance from camp, as it was in open bush and they

were therefore likely to lead us a long chase. However, I had
E
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a good look at the country and gained information likely to be
of use. I saw three giraffes with a small herd of zebras and a
couple of rhinos during the day, but did not attempt to shoot
anything (though one of the latter with a rather fine horn gave
me a tempting chance), as it was far from camp and I did not
want to be delayed by waiting for my men, who were in want
of meat, to skin and cut up an animal. This was a long, hard
day and I felt I must take a rest, as my feet were very
painful in the night: so the following day I really did remain
in camp.

A great many of my Mthara friends came to my camp to
make shauri (showery it is pronounced), as the Swahili call a
palaver, corresponding to the South African *“indaba.” The
shauri is a great institution in Central Africa, and I have known
white men to develop quite a passion for shauri making; but
for my own part I find them a bore, though one cannot escape
them altogether. One of these, in this instance, was about an
elephant (one wounded by me) which I had been informed had
been found : but it turned out it was a mistake, arising from
defective interpretation. I had to promise to go to the kraals
the next day to call upon “my father” (that is the father of
my new “blood brother”), whither the young men were to
escort me. In the afternoon, as a relief to the monotony of a
whole day in camp and partly to get away from these tedious
“shauris,” I strolled out to look for impala, as I knew there
were some quite near and meat was wanted, and succeeded in
shooting three.

My visit to the kraals was not at all interesting. The
huts are small, untidy, and dirty, as are the owners. I had an
interview with a blind old man (my brother’s father) and was
kept waiting a long time, while my relatives made their
inevitable “shauri,” but was eventually given a sheep and a
promise of men to go with me to hunt under Kilimara, and
allowed to go my way.

As this escort was not to come till the day but one after,
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and I thought it better to wait for it, so that I might be
introduced by my friends to the adjoining tribe of Janjai (which
I had been told was likely to be hostile to travellers), I decided
to hunt for my men the next day and went out early for that
purpose. I followed the little stream that rose close to my
camp down for some distance and then struck across towards
some koppies, which like those on the other side of the range
are small craters—some almost perfect. But before getting
far I saw three rhinos feeding in the open: a cow with a half-
grown calf and a little way off a bull. I got round to leeward of
them and stalked the bull, keeping a tiny bush between us; and
then sat down and waited till he gave me a favourable chance,
which he soon did, moving slowly across my position, when I
gave him a shot behind the shoulder. He ran for a short way
and stood for a little, but blood coming from nose and mouth
showed that he was done, and he soon went down. As I
wanted to get a good supply of meat to last my men some
time (for they were only getting half rations of other food), and
the rhinos were still unalarmed, I now turned my attention to
the cow. I followed similar tactics in her case, getting a baby
thorn tree before me, and gave her a precisely similar shot with
exactly the same result. I wanted to let the young one go, as
it was quite old enough to take care of itself; but as it would
not run away and when we went forward seemed inclined to
be pugnacious, and being as big as a large bullock could have
made itself unpleasant, I shot it too. I sent for all hands to
carry in the meat, and as it was only a short way from camp
none of it was wasted, and it gave my men a good store of
biltong. I didn’t myseclf care then for any part of a rhino
except the tongue, which is very good when thoroughly boiled ;
but Swahilis consider the liver a great delicacy, and delight
in the oily fat. The latter I found useful, together with the
elephant fat, of which I had now a good store, for my
extemporised slush lamp (made out of a butter tin), as I was
short of candles.
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I climbed one of the koppies near to look over the country,
and got a fine view all round. It being very open I could see
everything for a long distance and made out six or seven other
rhinos in sight and a couple of giraffe, but no other game
barring a very few Grant’s gazellee. On my way back to camp
I met one of the Mthara natives coming to tell me that there
were two or three elephants in the bush where I had shot the
others. It was too late, however, to go after them that day;
so I arranged to start very early the next morning, and he
promised to meet me on the way.
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ACCORDINGLY I was off as soon as it was light; but as the
guide had not met us by the time we reached the first swamp,
just inside the forest already described, I sat down to wait
while one of my men went off to look him up in his shamba,
which was not far off. As their cultivation was so near the
elephants’ haunt and the latter were so fond of making havoc
of the crops by night, the owners were in the habit of sleeping
there in huts built on very high stakes or in the branches of
a big tree, whence they kept a look-out and tried by shouting
to frighten away the depredators. We had to wait some time
and as there was a cold wind blowing it was rather miserable
so early; but I amused myself by watching through my
glasses the quaint behaviour of some baboons sitting in a row
that were trying to warm themselves in the sun on the other
side of the swamp, where its first rays had just reached. While
so engaged one of my men drew my attention to a rhino cow
with a half-grown calf on the hillside just above, where it was
open with only scattered shrubs. As we could see she had a
very fine horn I determined to occupy myself during the delay
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by going after her. I stalked up near, and getting a good
opening gave her a shot in the usual place. She ran off but
soon stood, and as I wanted to make sure of her I gave her
the second barrel (though it was really not needed) also in the
right spot. She then ran only a few yards farther and dropped.
Her horn was far more magnificent even than I had thought
when examining it through my glasses. It measured fully
forty inches round the curve and was beautifully tapered
and symmetrical. This was not only by far the longest I had
ever shot but considerably longer than any (belonging to this
species) I had had the opportunity of measuring, thirty-five inches
being the best measurement I had, up to then, myself verified.!
The latter had been a much straighter and thicker one,
apparently of a male. I was no longer sorry for having been
compelled to wait. As there seem to be some points with
regard to the rhinos of this part of Africa on which differences
of opinion exist (judging from letters that have at different
times appeared in the Fie/d on the subject and observations I
have heard), I will, later on, endeavour to add my mite to the
information on the subjcct as the result of my own personal
experiences and observations.

But first let me finish the account of this day’s work,
which was to be an exceptionally lucky one. After sending
back to camp for men to come and carry the meat, with
orders that it was to be cut up and dried for future use, the
guide having turned up we went on. It seemed that the
elephants reported as being in this cover yesterday had not
stopped, nor were any about now ; indeed it was hardly to be
expected that these intelligent beasts would harbour here now

! “This horn (I say advisedly the horn, for the animal which bore it was indistinguish-
able from any other of the numerous rhinoceroses of the district which differ in no respect
from the typical R. dicornis) ought perhaps to be classed as K. Aho/mwoodi; but I have
a shrewd suspicion that the range of that interesting species is limited to the bazaars
of Zanzibar. 1 have since seen a more striking specimen still, with.a double bend—

first back, then forward—which measured 483 inches along the curve. A photo-
graph in which the first-mentioned horn is shown, together with others, will be found

on p. 353.
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with the carcases of their fellows scattered here and there
through the forest ; so we went on to the next patch, where
there was another swamp. Having searched this through
without finding any fresh spoor, I hesitated whether to perse-
vere again to the Janjai valley or return to camp; but one
native being confident that we should find there to-day, we
pushed on. As soon as we got over the intervening ridge,
beyond which was another broad flat valley also with forest
and scrub bordering a swamp, while on the far side were low
open hills with kraals and cultivation at their base, elephants
were seen in the bush below and close to its edge on our side.

I at once commenced the campaign, getting first to lee-
ward and then cautiously advancing. I easily got close up,
and could see several, as they were standing in a most
favourable position by trees where therc was a small space
comparatively open, while I was hidden by a screen of tall
undergrowth ; but as one was much larger than the rest
(evidently a big bull, though I could not see his tusks), I
waited till he gave me a chance at the temple, and was lucky
enough to drop him dead, killing a cow alongside of him
similarly with the second barrel. Loading quickly I had
time to knock over another cow before they ran. When
taken quite by surprise in this way, if one can only manage
to drop the first on the spot, its companions frequently give
one the chance, before making up their minds what is the
matter, to get in a second shot ; and possibly even, as in this
_case, should that also be successful, yet another. That is one
great advantage of the head shot. If shot through the heart
an elephant immediately rushes off, though only for a short
distance, of course scaring any others with it. I have found,
however, that though one can make pretty sure of dropping a
cow if one gets a fair chance, the brain of an old bull is by no
means so easily reached. The bull I had just shot, though
large (I measured him as accurately as I could the next day,
and made out his height to be about ten feet six inches), was
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a comparatively young animal, with only (for a bull) moderate
teeth weighing 55 lbs. apiece. I did not waste time in
examining my prizes then though, hardly allowing myself
even a glance at them, for we heard others close by, and going
in the direction and climbing a tree I was able to see one.

The undergrowth was here very dense, tall, and leafy, but
on getting a little nearer I could just make out a bit of the
elephant I had seen from the tree, and was worming my way
forward with the greatest care so as not to make any noise, my
eyes fixed intently on it, when suddenly I heard something
which made me look round quickly to the left, to behold
another, which must have been within a few yards, though hidden
by the thick high scrub, coming for me and almost on me.
No time to aim; all I could do was to bang off in its face,
which was right over me, and throw myself down into the scrub
behind me. I could just draw myself among the stems far
enough to escape being trodden on, and only just in time, as
she (it was a cow with small tusks) was where I had stood the
instant before (for my shot did not stop her), and waited there
apparently looking for me. She.could easily have reached me
with her trunk, which I could see moving about as if feeling
for me, without stirring, and I momentarily expected to be
hauled out by one of my legs, which I was unable to draw in
farther on account of the close-growing scrub, and made an
end of in some unpleasant fashion. As she stood there a second
or two, screaming and wondering, as it seemed, what had
become of me, I fired my second barrel as well as I could for
her ear; but I was in so awkward a position (a bit flustered,
too, I confess) that I failed to get at her brain. However, she
made off on receiving the shot. I now found that my cartridge
pouch was not on me, and in the excitement of the moment
forgot what had become of it, so rushed back to Squareface (as
I called my gunbearer), who was a little way behind me, for more
ammunition. We sought in vain for the belt and pouch where
I had dropped my hat in avoiding the charge, and at last it
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turned out that an idiot of a Swahili (one of two or three
I had following me), to whom I had given it to hold while I
climbed the tree, had put it on himself instead of handing it
back to me. I was not complimentary to him, as his stupidity,
added to my own forgetfulness, might have cost me my life.

I began to follow up the spoor of this vicious cow, though
there was not much blood on it, and I did not think she was
badly wounded, for I felt rather vindictively inclined towards
her; but before we had gone far another little clump of
elephants was discovered not far off, towards which I
accordingly made. Getting up to them I succeeded in
flooring another cow with fine tusks, one of which grew right
across the other (this skew tooth proved particularly long and
solid, having scarcely any hollow at the base). The rest ran
to the edge of the bush and stood on a slight rise among low
scrub, just outside the tall forest patch. I followed, and
getting a good view of them knocked over a right and left,
and loading again was just about to repeat the performance, as
the others still stood about apparently quite bewildered, when I
was suddenly attacked by swarms of bees, whose tub was in the
tree under which I stood. (It is the practice of the natives to
stick these bee tubs up in trees here and there about the bush
for the accommodation of the wild bees, which speedily take
possession of such convenient quarters, by which simple means
they secure a regular supply of honey for themselves.) They
stung me round my eyes and all over my face, ears, neck, etc,
compelling me to flee ignominiously and leave the elephants
still standing! This was a sad stroke of bad luck and
probably cost me a brace of elephants. I could hold my own
with the elephants alone, but when reinforced by these fiery
little allies I was instantly and helplessly put to flight. After
retreating a little way, however, I managed to shake off the
new enemy, and going round above the elephants returned to
the attack, and was in time to get a shot at another; but they
were now on the move, whilst I was somewhat upset by my
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discomfiture and numecrous wounds by the bees, so that, though
my next shot knocked down another cow, she was only
wounded and got up again directly ; with the second barrel,
however, I felled her again and left her for dead. My rifle
got quite hot after these five shots in quick succession.

I now sat down for a short rest and a drink of gruelly
native beer (very refreshing and sustaining when one is hot

** The natives stick these tubs in trees for the accommodation of wild bees, by which
simple means they secure a regular supply of honey. "

and empty), while my gunbearer and I pulled the stings out of
each other’s face and ncck, the second onec meanwhile going
to cut off the tails of the elephants I had just shot. The last
one they could not find, and brought me word that it had
gone ; but as it had fallen just under the bee trec, I thought
they had perhaps been afraid to venture to the right spot, and
was not satisfied until I had once more run the gauntlet of the
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still furious insects and seen for myself that nothing but a pool
of blood remained to show where she had fallen. I knew it
was useless to follow her, as she had clearly been only stunned ;
so, word- having been brought me that some of the herd had
just been seen on the far side of the valley, we made our way
through the bush towards the open beyond. But just before
emerging from the forest we came across another little lot, and,
my luck still holding, I scored another right and left—the
third to-day—at a young bull and a cow. Running on, I was
able to get in another shot, at a big fellow, but bungled it
somehow and he went off with the rest.

I now started with the man who had brought me word
about some others he had seen; but we were unable to find
them, and after wasting some time we went towards some
natives who were standing on a rise in the direction of their
shambas, and whose gesticulations and beckonings seemed to
indicate that they could see elephants. Sure enough, on
reaching the high ground where they were, we found that a
small herd was visible in a rather open part of the bush. But
the wind was blowing towards them, and although I made a
detour to avoid going down wind, they had already scented
danger before I reached the place, and were retreating. I got
a running shot, but the scrub was too high to allow a clear
view, and there was no result. Following them up, and
occasionally sending a man up a tree to survey the jungle, I
soon found where some had halted once more. I climbed a
tree myself to note their position, and made them out standing
in a clump‘ in a little opening. Having got up pretty close,
and finding it impossible to see for the high scrub, I climbed
the broken bough of a large tree which happened to lean at a
convenient angle against the trunk, rcaching to the ground at
the end. Getting high up on to it, I got a good view of the
elephants, and waited some time for the largest to give me a
chance ; but he persistently kept behind the others, which were
huddled together, and finally moved into tall scrub, where he



60 ELEPHANT-HUNTING IN EAST AFRICA CHAP.

went out of sight; so I chose a cow with long and very straight
tusks, which stood at the outside of the clump, giving me a
fine chance at her temple, and had the satisfaction of seeing
her throw up her trunk and fall dead to my shot. I had now
used all the .577 cartridges I had with me, as I had unluckily
omitted to replenish my pouches before starting on the morning
of this red-letter day ; so I fell back upon the Martini-Henry,
which my men passed up to me, afterwards throwing me
cartridges one by one. The elephants were moving off, but,
passing diagonally across my position, were still within shot.
The cover was very high and dense, so that they were hidden
even from my commanding perch; but two stood with their
heads in view long enough to give me another opportunity, and
I succeeded in dropping both. The last fell with its head rest-
ing on the other. It proved to be a young one with very small
teeth, unfortunately, but in such thick jungle it is impossible
to pick and choose much. I had now eleven elephants dead.

The sun by this time was low, so that it would take us all
our time to reach camp by dark; and as I did not feel sure
how the natives here, against whom I had been warned, might
be disposed towards the white intruder (though so far as I had
seen they seemed friendly enough), I thought it prudent to go
back without further delay. I accordingly had the tails of the
last five elephants cut off—getting a bit of a scare over one,
which could not be found at first, but proved to be dead safe
enough, to my relief—and tramped hard back to my boma,
meeting before I got there some of my men, who, as it began
to get dusk and I had not arrived, had started to see what had
become of me. I was, of course, well pleased with my success,
though I considered I ought to have secured a couple more
elephants, and particularly the big fellow I had wounded. I
had not been feeling very fit in the morning, but that had gone
off, and at night I was as fresh as possible, my feet, luckily,
being nearly all right again. I had used in all just twenty
cartridges.
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I have perhaps described with tiresome minuteness every
detail of this day’s hunting ; but it was one of such exceptional
opportunities that it seems worth while to give full particulars
of all its incidents. I may add that, some time after, some
natives found the large elephant which I had wounded, dead,
and I eventually recovered the tusks (though not, unfortunately,

NATIVE GIRLS AND WOMEN OF TRIBES NEAR THE FOOT OF MOUNT KENIA.
(From a Photograph by Dr. KoLs.)

without rather serious trouble with them), which weighed
between 80 and go lbs. apiece.

Next day I moved my camp to near the patch of forest
where I had been so lucky, for the convenience of getting out
the ivory (which my boys took two days to do), and afterwards
to a stream close to the extreme base of Mount Kenia, in order
to hunt in the extensive forest on its lower slopes. I was
fortunate enough to shoot a giraffe at the stream, just at the
place where I wanted to camp—one of the three which I found
there on arriving ahead of my men, and stalked successfully
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—thus obtaining without trouble a fresh supply of good
meat. With the exception of rhinoceros, of which there is a
good sprinkling, there is hardly any game (besides elephants)
in all the neighbourhood.

During the next fortnight I hunted perseveringly from this
camp without any success. Though I toiled hard almost every
day, frequently from daylight to dark—having my breakfast
before it was light and my dinner often late in the evening,
with nothing between but a bit of biscuit and a drink of water
or perhaps a banana—only once did I sight elephants, and in
that case I bungled abominably a chance at two bulls, both
getting away wounded, I regret to say. I followed the spoor
almost daily, but owing to the densely matted nature of the
tall dark jungle in which the elephants here live, except during
their nocturnal rambles, it is next to impossible, unless by a
stroke of exceptional luck, to get a shot at them. The labour
is most arduous. There are no open paths in this jungle; the
growth is so elastic that the passage of elephants leaves scarcely
any opening, and one has to struggle, stoop, and crawl con-
tinually to get through at all. The work is very exhausting ;
and, to add to the drain on one’s strength, poisonous caterpillar
hairs and an irritating dust from the vegetation, through which
one has to be always forcing one’s way, cause a most annoying
eruption on the body, the itching of which is a constant worry
by day and prevents the refreshing sleep at night needed to
recruit the strength daily expended. A caterpillar down one’s
neck, for instance, causes intense itching, tingling, smarting,
perhaps for days. All such discomforts would, however, be
lightly regarded by the elephant-hunter if he were rewarded by
success in the pursuit of his quarry. But such is the density of
this Kenia jungle that though you may get within a few yards
of your elephants it is impossible to see them, and they either
scent or hear you ; and all the satisfaction you get, after hours
of hard work, is to hear them crashing off. So tall, too, is this
cover and so leafy, that even from a tree (where there are any)
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nothing is visible, though the elephants may be close by. It is
not to be wondered, then, that I got disheartened and came to
the conclusion that I was wasting my time and strength, and
after a thorough trial of the district gave up such a hopeless
task.

The forest on the lower slopes of the mountain (I did not
try the higher parts) is not all of the same nature as above
described ; but in the comparatively open tree forest, where the
undergrowth is scant, the elephants never harbour. The relief,
after toiling through the jungle where their haunts are, to enter
the pleasant shades of these cool woods, where one can walk
with some comfort, is inexpressible. In parts of these,
particularly near springs, the wealth of butterflies is wonderful ;
sometimes I have seen the air filled with clouds of them of
several beautiful and magnificent species. Birds of course
there are ; but of mammals these forests seem almost destitute.
Barring an occasional rhino and once in a way the spoor of an
odd bushbuck, one finds no traces of game other than the
elephants, which roam through them but are by no means
always easy to locate. = The mountain is very grand, with its
almost perpendicular peak of black rock shown off by a setting
of dazzling snow ; but its near vicinity is not without its draw-
backs. The cold comes down at night and chills an old African
uncomfortably ; while the heavy, almost frosty, dew on the long
grass is disagreeable to plod through at dawn, saturating one’s
lower half with icy wet. It may be worth while, though,
before leaving the foot of the great mountain, to give an
account of a typical day or two’s hunting on its lower slopes,
including a visit to a lovely crater lake which I discovered there,
called “ Ngunga” by the natives.!

I took with me a blanket, etc., and a little food, so as to be
prepared for sleeping out. We travelled along the edge of the

1 I afterwards called this Lake Kolb, after Dr. George Kolb, who was with me
there on a subsequent occasion and afterwards made an ascent of Mount Kenia, and
mapped the district.
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open country, which, as already explained, characterises the
whole of the northern slopes, as far as I could see (including a
high ridge running far out on the north side), keeping just
outside the extensive jungles and forests which lay on our left
as we ascended from the north-east. The crater itself is just
within the forest, but we had little to go through in reaching it.
Coming over the lower edge, which here has depressions with
game roads worn by hundreds of generations of elephants,
rhinoceroses, and buffaloes, the view is most enchanting. It is
perfectly circular and surrounded by high, steep forest-clad
walls ; below lies the placid lake occupying the whole of the
wide interior, while from the high edge Kenia’s jagged, snowy
peaks are visible across, showing up sharply above the dark
forest which clothes the opposite wall. Great beds of water-
lilies with blue and lilac flowers and banks of water-grass or
rushes cut up the glassy, clear water, which may be reached by
the steep, stony paths above mentioned ; numbers of ducks,
coots, geese, divers, etc., swim, fly, or flap about on the surface ;
little water-hens with long toes run about on the lily leaves all
the same as on a Japanese scrcen. Hippopotami, too, inhabit
it (one wonders what instinct enabled them to find out so
secluded a retreat), floundering clumsily about and eating roads
through the beds of lilies with machine-like movement of their
huge jaws, exposing the red interior of the mouth each time
they are opened wide. A cow and calf came near the edge,
while I watched, and stood in shoal water; wild fowl gathered
round them, perhaps getting food stirred up by the hippos. I
watched the scene with delight; and though my larder was
empty I could not disturb this peaceful sanctuary even by the
murder of a duck, so refrained from firing a single shot there.

I hid my camp away in a nook in the forest up on the
edge, to avoid alarming elephants should any come down the
path to water during the night, and made a circuit of the
crater to look for spoor, but found none. Above it juniper
forest begins, and I passed through some fine groves of tall,



I CAMPING AT MOUNT KENIA 65

straight trees; but the ground is mostly all rock—broken-up
lava, in fact. [ did no more hunting that day, but spent the
afternoon in watching the birds on the lake and bathing, and
felt as if I should like to spend days pottering about in that
way.

In the morning, after a very chilly night, though my
guides (two natives of Janjai) were inclined to hang fire on
account of the cold and heavy dew, we started pretty early.

NATIVES OF JANJAI DISTRICT.
(From a Photograph by Dr. Kors.)

Keeping still along the edge of the grass country we ascended
yet higher ; and, after seeing a little eland and rhino spoor but
no game, we came upon where a single bull elephant had
passed the day before. Its tracks soon entered the cover.
We persevered for a long time on its spoor through frightful
jungle, and at last got that of the night before; but it kept
steadily ascending towards Kilimara, and finally the guides

refused to go farther and suggested striking back towards the
F .
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cultivated grounds, far below, belonging to a tribe called
Mnyithu (the same I afterwards had the difference with), where
elephants had frequently been seen of late. The fact was we
were not provisioned for a campaign in the bush, and they—
and my own men too—were hungry; so, as I had seen no
game, I was constrained to consent. We had the most trying
day imaginable, through the very densest, most abominable
jungle it is possible to conceive. Our guides eventually lost
themselves and us, and it was not till late in the afternoon that
we at last struggled out into shambas. We had found no
fresh spoor all day (except of a bushbuck) ; but I was rewarded
for my toil by a wonderful display of gorgeous butterflies
around a spring of crystal water in a valley, at which we rested
while I caught a number of fine specimens.

After an uncomfortable and rather hungry night, I was
shown the spoor of two bulls; and I made another attempt
to overcome the difficulties of these extensive thickets. But it
was useless ; it is so leafy one cannot see a yard; and after
much crawling through tunnels, shoving one’s way—bent
double—or charging sideways between the meeting bushes, all
the satisfaction I had was to find the bulls had winded us and
gone. It seemed wonderful how such huge creatures could
crash through and leave so small an opening after their passage.
I followed for an hour or two all their windings, but, as they
kept down wind, had to give in. We had still a great deal of
this sort of leafy, elastic cover to overcome on our way toward
camp, after relinquishing the pursuit, beforc we at length, to our
infinite relief, got once more into the cool, pleasant forest. It
was delightful to swing along its shady avenues, comparatively
free from undergrowth, and seemed rest by comparison with
the labour of tearing one’s way through that dreadful jungle.

I felt that I had done all I could here, for the time, and
that hunting elephants—dispersed as they seemed now to be—
in this almost limitless, impassable tract, in whose depths they
found a secure retreat, was waste of strength and energy. It
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was therefore with no regret that I returned to my “elephant
camp” at Mthara.

From there I then made a short expedition in another
direction—namely, northward, towards the Gwaso Nyiro
River. My Mthara friends had offered to take me to a swamp,
in whose neighbourhood they said elephants were sometimes
to be found ; so I accepted their guidance, and on 31st May
we started, in the lightest possible marching order, as I did not
intend to be away more than a night or two from my camp.
It was nearly noon before we got off, on account of the guides
being late—rather to my disgust, as I am always for an early
start even if the distance to be travelled is not great ;—but as
we had only half a day’s journey to go, with no heavy loads to
carry, it did not much matter. We followed down a stream,
which comes from Mthara, through very stony ground, until
it spread out into a reedy swamp. The country was very open,
with only scattered thorn-trees, and so far did not look at all
likely for elephants; nor did we see any spoor. On the way
I saw no game but a few Grant’s gazelles ; but near the swamp
was a troop of Grevy’s zebras, one of which I shot for my men.
After choosing a place to camp close to the swamp, where,
after some trouble, a spot fairly clear of stones was found, I
went after some gazelle, which were close by, at the guides’
request, and shot one for them, as they turned up their noses at
zebra. But they then said they did not eat game at all, and
only wanted the skin. The airs these natives give themselves,
in imitation of Masai customs, are ridiculous. They own very
little stock (a few sheep and goats and a very few cattle), but
pretend they despise game, though in reality most of them will
eat it on the sly. I have no patience with such nonsense,
especially in the bush ; but as they counted themselves my
brothers and had brought no food themselves, I gave them my
only yam, resolving not to take them as guides again. Two
or three ostriches were visible across the swamp, and an old
rhino was pottering abouf near our camp. There were, too,
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great numbers of guinea fowl and large francolin along the
stream.

At daybreak next morning a lion was roaring a little
distance off, and as soon as it was light I went to look for him,
as he was still to be heard every now and then; but he
probably heard me coming over the stones, for I saw him
slinking away while yet a great way off Then leaving most
of the men where we had slept, we started and followed the
stream down past another swamp, larger than the first, and on
to a third and smaller one. Here we found fresh elephant
spoor, a few cows having been there during the night. Having
looked all round the swamp (the last of the series) and finding
no other spoor, we followed this. The guides now said they
were hungry and thirsty ; so, as I was rather disgusted with
them for refusing good venison and had nothing else to give
them, I told them they had better go home. This they did.
The spoor now led us towards more bushy country. On the
way we saw quantities of game. Looking across one broad
open flat I saw a herd of giraffe (of which I counted forty-five)
pass across one end, while in another part were some half-dozen
rhino dotted about. Zebra and Grant’s gazelle were in numbers
everywhere, and in the opposite direction several ostriches and
a few oryx. It was a wonderful and almost fabulous sight,
such as “one reads about but very seldom sees.” One herd of
zebras, of mixed species, we watched pass within less than
thirty yards of us while we stood concealed.

Perseverihg on the spoor, we came, after some considerable
time, to country the surface of which was nothing but a mass of
fragments of broken-up black lava. Strange to say, though
many patches of this frightful ground, composed of hard lumps
of rock without a suspicion of soil, were quite bare, where there
were shrubs or grass the vegetation was much greener than else-
where. Here we found many signs of elephants having fed
yesterday, and soon after were cheered with the sight of freshly-
broken and chewed bits of bark, wood, etc., still wet, also
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recently dropped dung. We followed the now quite fresh
spoor eagerly though cautiously ; and after puzzling it out with
the greatest care and no little trouble, owing to the abominably
bad going, for some distance farther, we at length heard that
solemn rumbling of the great animal’s stomach which is more
moving to the hunter’s soul than the grandest organ peal
Leaving my men now, I picked my steps, with fearful anxiety,
through the jagged, loose lumps of lava rock towards the spot
whence the sound came, and caught sight of one of the great
beasts, a little ahead, moving slowly to the right.

It was a still morning, the sun intensely hot, and the air
stirred slightly, sometimes one way and sometimes another. As
I approached nearer, with every effort to avoid being heard or
seen, I noticed this elephant to have but small tusks, so refrained
from shooting in hopes of getting a chance at a better ; but
immediately it showed signs of alarm (having probably got a
whiff of my wind) and began to make off. Looking ahead of it
I saw two others standing by a large thorn-tree : one a fine, large
female with nice teeth, the other smaller. I saw no time was
to be lost, so hurried after the first, got near before the others had
realised what was the matter, knocked over the big one, and then
let the first have a shot in the back as she retreated, partly
maiming her, with my second barrel. Reloading instantly, I,
as she shuffled off, got a slanting shot at her head and dropped
her dead. Noticing, as I ran past, the first still kicking on the
ground, I thought it a wise precaution to give her another
bullet right in the centre of the top of her head. Seeing the
blood run from the hole just in the spot I intended, I left her for
secure to follow the remaining cow. She turned and held
up her head to discover the cause of alarm, standing diagonally
with her head towards me. I think I had better perhaps have
given her a body shot, as the ground was fairly open; but
thinking to reach her brain through the eye I aimed for that.
With a shake of her head, however, she made off again. When
my gunbearers came up we found a little blood on the spoor of
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the wounded elephant, but decided to go and cut off the tails
of the two that were down before following it. Passing the
second one I had shot, to go to the first and largest, to my
intense chagrin I could not see it ; and, looking carefully, found
where it had lain, but only a large pool of blood there now,
no clephant! This is an instance of the disappointments a
hunter has to bear, after days of hard toil and fatigue, just
when he has the fruits within his grasp. We then took up the
spoor of the large cow which I had left for dead. We followed
it a good way (or what we believed to be its spoor, for there
was some confusion of tracks owing to there being blood
on the spoors of both this and the other I had wounded),
and then heard the cry of an elephant ahead several times
at intervals, and at last got so close as to hear its stomach
rumbling once. The bush was here pretty thick, though the
ground was as rocky as ever. 1 tried to get up to it, but it
probably heard or winded me, for I only got a rather distant
glimpse of the top of its back as it made off. We tried to
follow, but the rocks made running almost impossible, and
though I climbed a tree it was nowhere to be seen; all I saw
were two giraffes calmly browsing quite close by—much closer
than one can ever get to them when you want to shoot one.
We lost much time and also the spoor by this ; and when, after
trying back, we did at last again pick up the latter, it was
afternoon, we were all very fagged, thirsty and disappointed, and
I decided to give it up.

The day had been excessively hot and sultry, the sun
beating down upon and being reflected by the rocks with
terrible power; the going had been trying in the extreme,
and the men had stupidly forgotten or neglected to fill the
water bottles. I had done a lot of running, too, as far as it
was possible to run among such a jumble of rocks ; but what
made me the victim of thirst especially that day (for I do not
commonly suffer in that way) was that I had drunk cocoa instead
of tea that morning. So when at last, well on into the
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afternoon, we began to make back in the direction of the
stream—the excitement being over and a good deal of annoy-
ance at having so bunglingly allowed my best elephant to escape
taking its place—the distance, which had not been noticed in
passing it that morning, seemed now very long. My men were
probably suffering more from thirst even than myself, as they
always eat quantities of meat, which tends to produce it, and
never seem able to go far without wanting water. Coming
then upon a herd of zebras (Burchell’s! and Grevy’s mixed), I
shot two, one of each kind, and, cutting them open, we drank
the water out of their stomachs. Zebras always have plenty, as
they drink regularly, never being found very far from water ; and
if you give the contents time to settle, it spouts out as clear as
possible when an incision is made in the right place. = We did
not wait for this though. What we assuaged our thirst with
was yellow, like weak tea with a strong flavour of vegetables!
But it was only grass after all ; and though we might have been
looked on with disgust, imbibing the lukewarm fluid, by those
who know not what thirst is, I certainly felt much refreshed
by it, and trudged on more unconcernedly to the spruit and up
it to camp past the swamps, arriving at dusk. A wash in a
bucket of hot water, followed by several of cold, freshens one
up to enjoy a hearty dinner, with such an appetite as ensures
against indigestion even though turning in directly after.
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