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INTRODUCTION

OF Books on African sport and travel truly there is no
end. What excuse then, can 1 make for adding another
to their number ?  Frankly, my first reason was the pleasure
the writing of these notes afforded me.

My memory has never been a good one, and after years
of somewhat hard work, I find, alas! it is less and less
serviceable. If I wish to retain vivid impressions myself
of what seems worth remembering, or if I wish to convey
the result of my impressions to others, I find it necessary
to make copious notes at the time. In this way I fell into
the habit of writing down as I went along, some account
of what I saw, and sometimes of what I heard.

Then you cannot travel every day and all day, in Africa.
There are long hot afternoons to be passed, and occasionally
long wet days to be wiled away, and since it is not always
easy to carry many books, writing of some sort seems
the natural thing to do.

I fear the results of such a method of writing will be only
too apparent in these notes of mine. For notes they were
in the first instance, made on horseback (more accurately,
mule back) as my faithful burden bearer walked soberly
along, or jotted down on my knee, as I called my gunboys
to a halt under the shade of some rock or tree, while I did
my best to put into hasty form, some word sketch of the
strange or beautiful things before me. When I sat down
more at my leisure, to reduce to orderly form what I had
written, I did not find it always possible to do so.

I can only, then, plead for the indulgence of my reader,
and add, by way of excuse, that what is here put down

may claim at least the merit, such as it is, of being the
Xv
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result of an effort to state accurately what I saw, and at
the time I saw it.

As to the stories told, I have made place for none except
such as I heard from men who were themselves actors in
them, or else were present when the things they tell occurred.
“The Railroad Lion” stories are, of course, an exception,
and they have been told before. But, then, few Americans
have heard them. They are very well authenticated, and,
I think, deserve re-telling.

Then, again, I have another reason, and one of some
weight. If an Englishman wants to go to any part of
Africa, he can probably find someone in the next parish
who has been there for years; an American cannot so easily
get reliable information. I have found it very difficult:
to obtain the sort of information I required. The litera-
ture on the subject is voluminous. Africa always was
supremely interesting to me, and for years I have read
what I could lay my hands on, as I always hoped, some day,
to take the journeys I have made within it. But read as
I might, and question many sportsmen and travellers as
I did, I found myself, once I was in Africa, and had started
on sefari life — very poorly informed indeed.

One man says, “Go by all means in the wet season,”
another, “As you value your health, don’t go in the wet
season — go in the dry.”” When is the wet season? Says
one: ‘“‘It begins in March and is over in June.” Says
another: “It begins in June and goes on till September.”
Africa is a hard country to find the truth about before
you come; and to sift out the truth from all abounding
exaggeration and inaccuracy, when you are there.

Want of accurate information wrecked my first expe-
dition. I had a pleasant time, it is true, and saw a great
deal of game; but failed to go where I wanted to go, or
get what I most wanted to get.

Now, after a year’s constant travel, during which I have



INTRODUCTION xvil

ridden and walked more than five thousand miles, I really
think I have some knowledge that is not without its value—
about the country — the best place to go for certain sorts
of game; the most beautiful and healthy parts of it;
the sort of sefari to gather round you, and how to control
and manage it, so that your men are contented and happy,
and the days passed with your black folk are a pleasure
to both yourself and them, and not what, unfortunately,
they too often are when ignorant or thoughtless sports-
men hurry their men from point to point, misunderstanding
and dislike increasing as they go. I have learned, too, a good
deal about African hunting; how it should be done to-day,
and that, I can assure my reader, even if he has hunted
as I have, in a great many different places, takes care and
time — African big game hunting is quite unlike any other.

These things that I have learned and seen, I have not
been able, as I say, to find in any book, or gain from any
sportsman. That may have been my fault or my mis-
fortune, but the fact remains. I have therefore resolved
to publish the record of them, being confident that there
are others who may wish to visit this beautiful country,
and who need to gain all the information they can before
doing so. Much time and expense are saved to the man
who knows what he wants to do, and has at least some idea
of how he intends to do it.

Some may, I fear, think that I have overburdened my
story with detail; items of outfit; measurements of animals;
distances at which shots were made; description, or,
rather, attempts at description of scenery; or notes on the
habits of little known beasts and birds. All I can say is
that I do as I would be done by, and to the best of a poor
ability put down for others what I wish heartily someone
else had put down for me.

But when I have said all this, I have not yet mentioned
my strongest reason for publishing anything about Africa.
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That reason is: Africa fascinates me as she ever has those
who visit her. The old Arab proverb proved true at least
in my case: ‘“He that hath drunk of Africa’s fountains
will drink again.”

The first view of southeastern Africa is unattractive in
the extreme. As I made my second visit to the coast this
was again impressed on me. Three years before our
““Messagerie”” steamer had taken a course close in shore
and day after day one gazed on those mountainous sun
scorched sand dunes, where no blade of grass grew, that
seemed to hiss and sizzle in the heat as the blue waves
washed them. Now and then a faint curl of smoke marked
where some Somali camel herder or fisherman had pitched
his black tent, that through the glass might be seen clinging
like a black snail to the yellow ground. One of the English
civil servants on board, who had been stationed for some
time on the Juba River, which divides British East Africa
from Italian Somaliland, told me that a boat’s party who
landed on these Somali sandbanks would have their throats
cut in half an hour. Sincerely he pitied the Italians for
having such a dangerous and unprofitable colony, and
thanked God that the Juba marked the British line.

On the second trip the barren unfriendliness of the Somali
coast was illustrated afresh. Our German steamer called
at Naples, and then took aboard sixteen Italian officers.
The company undertook to land this party at Mogadicio,
which was somewhat out of the usual course, and thus we
came to make a call at a little port seldom visited.

The officers were charming gentlemen, as Italian officers
usually are. Picked men, too, for their business was no
sinecure. The Somali under (or supposed to be under)
Italian rule had, as they love to do, made trouble, and had
cut up a large party of askaris,* killing some two hundred

*Native soldier. The askari on Sefari life, is above a porter, and under the head man. He
carries no load (ordinarily) but is armed, carries your messages, and guards camp at night.
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men and several officers. Our fellow voyagers were commis-
sioned to take the places of the slain, and to reorganize
and stiffen the native soldiers. They have no European
troops on the coast, and were wholly dependent on what,
I fear, was a rather poor quality of native; to beat back,
in the first place, and then reduce to order, the rebellious
Somali — they surely were not to be envied. The mon-
soon was only beginning, but already the big blue white-
capped rollers were thundering full into the unprotected
mouth of what was really no harbour at all. A small
coasting steamer, and some dhows, reared and tore at
their anchors, as though they would wrench their bows
out. And landing our friends, their scanty supply of am-
munition and stores, as well as their mules, taxed evidently
the resources of the place—as well as those of the crew.
The leaky undecked dhow that came off for them, leaped
up and down alongside. The mules had, of course, to be
slung, and popped down into the hollow of the dhow
just at the right moment. The hold would be full of shout-
ing, gesticulating naked men, being shot up into the air,
when down would plump among them a very bewildered
mule, dropped sharply by the donkey engine. When there
were a lot of mules in that narrow hold, as well as a crowd
of men, it seemed nothing short of wonderful that every-
thing and everybody was not kicked to pieces. And the
rotten boat itself was so leaky that it looked as though
the turmoil within it would make it founder. Charming
men, and, no doubt, good officers, those Italians were.
But who could help feeling sorry for them, dropped down
in a little open port, into which no steamer could enter
till the monsoon blew on, that is, in three or four months’
time. TRgy could not receive mails or reinforcements
by sea, and on land the Somali had so infested and harassed
the place, that no mail runner had got through from Juba
for months.
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Italian Somaliland is a country surely not worth fighting
for, not worth the blood of one honest patient Italian
soldier or officer, and yet since her flag has been raised
over its barren waterless wilderness, Italy seems unwilling
to haul it down. But if she will not take this course,
then most surely she will shortly have to send from her
shores expeditions of another sort, than that one which
the Gertrude landed. Our friends were so hastily dispatched
that they had not even sun helmets, but had to search Port
Said, after midnight too (for the steamer made a late
landing), for such poor substitutes for headgear as its
shoddy shop could supply.

Mogadicio was under the Muskat Arabs an important
town; but it has sunk into insignificance. The squalid
little place, with its apology for a port, is a mere huddle
of whitewashed mud houses, crowding close down to the
sea. It has no safe anchorage, soon as the monsoon
begins to blow, and no good water.

A high sand-dune back of the town is crowned by a small
lighthouse. Here some earthworks have been thrown
up, and the Italians have placed small shell guns, taken
from one of their gunboats on the coast, in position.

The thorn scrub which covers the country at a short
distance from the sea, has been cleared away for a couple
of thousand yards from the muzzles of the guns; and for
just that distance, and no more, life is pretty safe round the
place. Beyond it patrols were cut up.

We drank to our friends’ health and success at dinner,
and bade them good-bye with sincere regret. Far away
from home and friends and support, they took up the
thankless work assigned them, with that light-hearted
courage that has so well served their fatherland during
the long dark days, now we hope forever over.

But as I saw the last of them go down the ship’s side,
I couldn’t but feel that someone had blundered. That
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they should have come with far greater reserves of men
and supplies, or not come at all.

After days of slow coasting close to the sun-baked
dunes, where the sparse brushwood, when it did show
in their hollows, seemed burned black, the somewhat
shabby greenery of the coast line near Mombassa is a relief
to the eye. But the cocoanut palms are short and be-
draggled — and the tangle, that descends to the very surf,
looks decayed and unhealthy.

As the big rollers came in before the monsoons, and
broke in creamy spray on the dark rocks, I seemed to see:
another coast line far away. There little headlands of
red rock are covered with pines twisted and bent by many
a winter storm. Between them lie curving sandy bays,
to whose smooth yellow edges delicious meadows come.
sweeping down, purple and white with clover and mar-
guerites. Surely Swinburne must have dreamed of a
Maine or New England shore in springtime when he
wrote those matchlessly beautiful lines:

“Where waves of grass break into foam of flowers
Where the wind’s white feet shine along the sea.”

Africa’s coast line seems sad and dark to me.

Mombassa has probably been besieged, stormed, sacked,.
and burnt, oftener in a short time, than any other place
on the globe. Look where you will, you see signs of ancient
warfare. Rusty Portuguese guns thrust their muzzles
forth from the jungle, and close down to the water, the
ruins of strongly built batteries still hold their own against
the destruction of climate and creeper.

The citadel, finely placed, overlooks the port.

How did they manage to build such a place, those few
ill-supported white men of the sixteenth and seventeenth
centuries? How much one would give to know something
more about them! They were few. They were far
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far from all sources of succour and supply — surrounded
by utter barbarism and in a land where the deadly fever
daily sapped the strength of the strongest. Yet they made
a bold bid for Empire.

It would sometimes be well, if the Anglo-Saxon remem-
bered, that others than he and his, have paid heavily
for the rule of the sea — paid and lost.

“If blood is the price of admiralty” —as Kipling
says — the Portuguese “have paid it well.”

Look at the main fort. It islarger and incomparably
stronger than the original citadel Montcalm held for
France. Built so solidly that even to-day its bastions
would for a time withstand artillery.

An old tradition has it, its mortar was mixed with human
blood, and, indeed, the loss of life in building such a place
must have been enormous. Forced labour was employed,
for, from Pharaoh’s time onward, none has taken any ac-
count of the labourer in Africa.

They were cruel men, those Portuguese adventurers,
as were most of the men of their time. Perhaps even
more heedless of human life than their fellows. But
surely they were strongest of the strong. They had their
short day, and though its sun soon set, they accomplished
much in it. Their King Henry, the navigator, half an
Englishman, be it remembered — for his mother was
daughter of “Old John of Gaunt, time honoured Lan-
caster,” led them in the very van of discovery. But Africa
proved fatal to Portugal. In the northern part of that
continent — in Morocco—she strove hard to found an
empire; and there, far inland, worn down by thirst
and lost in sand drift, the adventurous young King Se-
bastian, aged but twenty-three, fell on one disastrous day,
with the youth of his little kingdom round him, and from
that overwhelming calamity Portugal never quite recovered.

Then in the southeast, for many a long year after her
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disaster in the north, Portugal continued to pour out blood
and treasure. Here, in briefest outline, is the story of
the town. Vasco de Gama anchored off Mombassa,
April 7, 1498, and Camoen, writing of the town as it then
was, says, on ‘‘it’s sea-board-frontage’ were to be seen
“noble edifices fairly planned.” In 1505 the Portuguese
fleet attacked the place and the town was stormed. The
Arabs retook it, and in 1528 Mombassa was stormed and
burned for the second time.

In 1585 Turkish Corsairs drove out the Portuguese again,
carrying off plunder to the value of £600,000 (a great sum
for those days) and fifty Portuguese prisoners. Portugal
retook it in 1586 and lost it again to the Corsairs in 1588.

In 1592 Portugal returned in overwhelming force, con-
quered all the neighbouring towns, stormed Mombassa,
and made it the capital of East Africa.

The great citadel was commenced in 1593. See inscrip-
tion inside the porch.

In 1631 all the Portuguese in Mombassa were murdered
in an Arab rising, led by an Arab whom they had sent to
Goa to be educated and baptized, and who had married
a Portuguese lady.

A punitive expedition drove him out — but not till he
had dismantled the fort and burned the town.

1635. The fort was repaired. (See inscription over
sally port.)

1660. An Arab fleet sailed from Muscat to aid the
inhabitants to throw off the intolerable yoke of Portugal’s
tyranny. The town was now constantly attacked by the
Arabs till 1696, when the great siege began. An Arab
fleet entered the harbour March 15th, and the population
of the island, black and European, which had been much
reduced by constant warfare, took refuge in the citadel.
There were, in all, 2,500.

A relieving fleet was driven off.
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January, 1697, the plague broke out in the garrison —
and by July 23d there remained but the Commandant,
nine Swahili, fifty native women, and the king of a neigh-
bouring tribe — Faza.

The Commandant died August 24th —yet the desperate
remnant somehow managed to keep the Arabs out for
three weeks.

A relieving fleet came in September, and 150 Portuguese
soldiers and 300 Indian mercenaries were thrown into the
place — then the grip of the besiegers closed on it again.

For fifteen months longer this almost unparalleled struggle
went on, till December 12, 1698, when the Arabs at last
stormed. The garrison, reduced to eleven men and two
women, was too feeble to offer serious resistance, and all
were slaughtered.

1699, 1703, 1710. Portuguese expeditions tried to
retake Mombassa and failed. What a story of tenacity,
cruelty, and courage it is! —and scarcely one memorial
of it save the yellow crumbling citadel, and its deep moat
hewn with infinite labour from the coral rock, remains.

Dense tropic tangle and the carelessness of the East
have combined to wipe out almost entirely the scanty
memorials of the great past— even the graves of the
brave dead of those old days are now lost and forgotten.
Arab and Portuguese alike, no one knows where they lie.

One of the most intelligent Arabs in Mombassa — one
too, who claims descent from the conquering Sultans who,
drove the Portuguese out — and for so long reigned in their
stead — gravely assured me that there never were any
Portuguese graves — as they always buried their dead at
sea. He was equally ignorant as to where his own con-
quering ancestors, who fell before the place, lay.
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The Land of the Lion

CHAPTER 1
MOMBASSA TO LION LAND

HE scenery on the Uganda railroad, between the sea

and Nairobi, is often picturesque and interesting.

I shall not, however, dwell on its features, as these have

been described time without number. But one view

there is of Mount Kilimanjaro which with good fortune
may be seen, and of it I want to speak.

The through express train from Mombassa to the
lake, if it is on time, passes near enough to the mountain
to afford that view. Just before sunrise I had been told
to look out of the left hand carriage window, at about
five o’clock in the morning, and see what I could see —
and what I saw that clear morning three years ago, I
shall never forget.

All around was the dark plain illumined only by the
stars, for there was no moon. It was about quarter-past
five, when to southward I saw a vast pink column, flat-
tened on the top, that rose distinctly against the dusky
purple sky. Redder and redder it grew, as the first sun-
beam touched its snows, and then at its base, the fringe
of wooded mountains showed in the earliest light of the
coming dawn. Kilimanjaro is more than nineteen thousand
feet high, and that morning it seemed to have all the won-
derful sunrise glory to itself for quite a long time, while still
the veldt at its feet lay in the darkness. Just that column
of pink, changing to scarlet —and nothing else to tell

3



4 THE LAND OF THE LION

of the sun, not yet risen, on a far lower, and more common-
place world. Great mountains are usually so surrounded
by gradually rising country that they are robbed somewhat
of their height. Kilimanjaro, however, rises sheer from a
plain only two thousand feet above the sea —and over
these levels it towers superbly. Like all African mountains
it is broadly belted by forest. Above this it lifts itself in
this one mighty cone, whose steep sides and flattened
summit, no less than fourteen miles across, are covered
with perpetual snow.

Half an hour after sunrise the rising mists of the wood-
lands have closely woven their swathing veils around it.
The mountain has vanished, and you can scarcely persuade
yourself, as you jolt over the dazzling plain, that the vision
of an hour ago was more than a dream.

I have often seen Kilimanjaro since then, but never
as I saw it first, during that half hour before the sun-
rising. In full daylight its height and bulk are imposing.
though few, I think, would hold it remarkable for its beauty,
But the mystery and magic of that crimsoning column,
rising out of utter darkness against the morning sky, was
alone worth a long journey — and I shall never forget it.

Nairobi, the capital of the Protectorate, is more than
three hundred miles from the sea, and stands at an altitude
of nearly six thousand feet. The site was mistakenly chosen
~without doubt, and the native town, as well as the shop
and bazaar lie too low, and are not easy to drain. But
Nairobi has one charm that should not be denied it. That
is the fine broad well metalled main street that runs for more
than a mile straight from the railroad depot to the Norfolk
Hotel.

I cannot fancy any other mile of roadway in semi-
civilized Africa so interesting. Farmers, Boers, civil
officers, and soldiers very smartly dressed, in well-fitting
canvas or khaki, and last, but by no means least, the



MOMBASSA TO LION LAND 5

rare Englishwoman, far more admired and petted here
than she ever is at home, in every sort of dress and
undress (a renowned English politician on his recent
visit, made mortal enemies of many of them, in that playful,
if not always kindly way he seems to have, by admitting
their good looks, but describing their dressing as
““dowdy’’) and on every sort of ‘““mount”— pony, mule,
donkey, bicycle, in ’rickshaw or wagon, motor-car or
camel cart — pass ceaselessly up and down.

But you come to see the brown and the black man —
and nowhere will you find him in greater variety — many
tribes and races here throng together.

Arab and Somali traders are here, some of them
knowing more of inmost Africa than any white man alive.
Hindu merchants and shopkeepers, among the least honest
of the earth. Wanyamwazi porters —whose homes are
in far-away German East Africa; many of them would
fain change from a German to an English overlordship
if they could; but the German hand reaches far and
grips tightly, and they love their distant cattle — and,
let us hope, their wives, and these the Germans take
great care of in their absence —and so German natives
they are fated to remain.

Then you come across hundreds and hundreds of
Kikuyus, for this is their country, and all the rich shambas*
of the neighbourhood, European or native, are tilled by
them. Most of the natives in the motley throng are on
pleasure bent. These Kikuyus are not like the rest,
a casual glance at them is enough to convince you they
are no idlers. Up and down the streets they trudge
with their burdens, quite as many women as men.
They are the moneymakers of this part of the Protectorate.

There is movement and colour everywhere. Smart
black women, often with very fine figures, in their most

*Name for farm.
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picturesque cotton togas, stand in groups at many a corner,
laughing and chaffing the idle native porter as he saunters
by, while hundreds of their more virtuous (let us hope)
and much more naked sisters, stand in companies or
squat on the ground outside some Indian’s store or con-
tractor’s office, a black baby in an unspeakably oily bag
at their breast, and sixty pounds of mealy meal, tightly
bagged, slung by a headstrap, and carried low down
behind their shoulders. Yes, I never can get tired of
sauntering in Nairobi main street.

The Europeans whose bungalows dot the wooded hills
that on two sides surround the town, have a fine view
over the Athi plains. With Zeiss glass it is still possible
to see immense herds of game — harte beste, zebra, gnu,
Grant’s and Thompson’s gazelles — feeding. Thirty miles
away stands Donyea Sabuk — a partly wooded precipitous
hill; rising some three thousand feet, and round its base —
within a circle of a few miles, I suppose it is no exaggera-
tion to say, that twenty white men have been killed or
mauled by lions.

The flowers in Nairobi are a delightful surprise and
wonder. Even in the dusty streets of the town they are
plentiful. In poky little ill-kept gardens, or on unsightly
corrugated iron roofs they climb and twine. When some
pains are taken with them, and they are tended and watered
in drought, they bloom and flourish as Italian roses do,
only instead of blooming as these, for a few weeks only,
at Nairobi roses bloom nine months in the year. Roses,
passion flowers, pomegranates, orange trees, Bougainvillea,
and many more, make scores of cheap little houses seem
bowers of delight.

Even along the unsightly paths that always struggle
into a frontier town, rare and beautiful flowers sometimes
surprise you, growing luxuriantly in front of many a
mere hut.
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MOMBASSA TO LION LAND 7

Having now reached Nairobi, the wusual starting
point for sefaris, I may as well try in a few words, to
give some general idea of the country, and especially
of that part of it, where the best scenery and best hunting
are to be found.

A volcanic upheaval has raised a wide plateau in East
Africa far above the level of the continent. Roughly
speaking, that plateau runs-three hundred miles east and
west. It begins about two hundred miles from the sea,
and slopes down on the west to Lake Victoria. North it
falls away toward Abyssinia and Italian Somaliland.

In the middle it is divided by a huge cleft, the great
Rift Valley (the eastern end of this valley is called the
Kedong) and in this valley lie a string of lakes — Naivasha,
the most easterly; Rudolph, the most westerly; Nukurn and
Baringo lying between. The Rift Valley is well named.
It is a mighty crack in the world crust, running, as geologists
have traced it, all the way from Lake Rudolph to the
Jordan Valley and the Dead Sea. On either side of this
valley rise two lofty chains of mountains. On the western
side these are called the Mau Escarpment; on the east the
Kikuyu Escarpment and the Aberdare Range. Moun-
tainous branches and spurs from these ranges run back
into the plains to west and east—and two fine mountains
standing far out from the tumult of tumbled and crossing
ridges, dominate all other mountain peaks. These are
Elgon on the west, looking down on Lake Victoria, and
beautiful, lonely snowy Kenia, rising above the wide
Laikipia plateau on the east. I shall speak of Kenia
later. Now our faces are set toward the high table lands
lying beyond the forest of the Mau. Here but three years
ago entrance to the traveller and sportsman was forbidden.
The Nandi, a numerous and warlike tribe, were in process
of being chastened. Several hundreds of them were
killed, their crops burned and many of their cattle taken
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from them and sold. The discipline was severe, but it
seems to have been most necessary. So far as the natives
are concerned these plateaus are now as safe as Central
Park, and there are probably more lions there than in any
other part of Africa.

One hundred and forty miles from Kilimanjaro, and some
thirty from Nairobi, another view of surpassing interest
suddenly bursts on you. It is the first peep into the very
heart of a bit of primeval African forest — and it, too,
to be had, from the cushioned seat of the railway carriage.

Shortly before reaching Escarpment station (Es-
carpment in British East Africa means a steep line of
sharply defined mountainous country) the road begins
to plunge downward. The zigzags are very sharp, and
the torrent beds are far below. Here a dense belt of
forest country, stretching many miles to north and west,
has to be traversed, and, as I said, you can have your first
glance into the impenetrable, inextricably interwoven
masses of all kinds of greenery that, matted and twisted
together, make up the living wall of the African wood.

In such cover man’s progress is only to be achieved
by the hardest sort of work. The ponderous elephant
alone moves there at will, breaking and bending as he
pleases everything in his way. And when the wild man
passes he passes only by the paths the elephant has made.

You may travel or hunt for a long time in the country
and yet never really get such a good idea of the quality
of the forest as you can from the train. On foot or on
horseback such jungle is always avoidable. It is most
dangerous to hunt in, and the noise that even a naked
N’dorobo (wild man) must make is enough to disturb the
game. Look, now, right down into its labyrinth of tree
stems and creeper. Into its cool damp glades, into chasms
cloven by yearly torrents whose rocky sides are clothed
many yards deep with densest hangings of tropic tangle.



MOMBASSA TO LION LAND 9

Here and there streams tinkle far below, as a viaduct
lifts you above the tree-tops standing massed together
in some dark ravine. From a high embankment you see
right in among the straight forest stems, and can mark
the massy green herbage that mounts up and up them,
throwing stout climbing ladders over the wide spreading
lower boughs.

Were you on foot, the upper world of the land that
lies now all open to you would be completely or almost
completely hidden, and your path would twist amid dark
and damp herbage, that, arching far overhead, left you in
deep shade. Now, in a quarter of an hour you make
above the forest a progress that on foot would have taken
you days of heartbreaking struggle.

You are, indeed, seeing what you may not see again.
On sefari you will avoid such difficulties —no band of
stout Wanyamwazi porters you may command could hope
successfully to struggle with them. Your trail will go
when need be, many a long mile round, rather than attempt
the passage of so much as one-half mile of it, unless, for
some reason, there is no way round, or a road has been
already cut through.

For a little while the train now winds in and out amid
these sombre haunts of the elephant, then, suddenly, as
you rush round a corner, the glowing, sunlit Rift Valley
opens right underneath you. The contrast is dazzling.
Here, indeed, is Africa. Shade so dense that the tropic
sun never gains an entrance, and sunlight so intense you
soon want to rest your eyes, and so turn them on the long
strips of woodland that come tumbling down almost two
thousand feet to meet the plain.

The Kedong Valley (it forms the nearer end of the
great Rift Valley) must be, I think, quite unlike any other
in the world. To attempt to describe it is beyond any
modest powers of mine. The cafion of the Yellowstone
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River — where the sun shines full into it — is a marvellous
bit of colour. But here the colours are as brilliant, and yet
have the softness that the chasm of our mountain river
lacks. One of Turner’s magic sunsets, transferred from
sea to land, would alone give an idea of its iridescent
splendour. I fancy the clouds formed by the steep escarp-
ments that shut the valley in on either side are partly
the cause.

During the night African forests breed clouds all their
own. The dense moisture floats off slowly in the morning
sun, clinging to the tree-tops as it rises, and forming clouds
heavy enough to hold together till almost midday. On
both sides of this glowing valley these cloud-forming
forest ridges rise for more than two thousand feet, and
from them, let the wind blow where it will, during the
morning hours at least, the drifting vapours will partly
shade the plain. Through these breaks, the sun, lighting
up broad stretches of corn yellow grass land, shining
on purple woods pushing down the steep incline, and on
all the tossed and broken masses of ridge and valley,
heaved up ages ago, when this vast chasm yawned open
in a cooling crust.

Colour everywhere. Colour changing, shifting. Colour
on the red-brown cones of two long extinct volcanoes,
that must have bubbled forth lava thousands of years
after the valley’s floor had grown firm. Colour on the great
volcanic rocks that seam their sides, and over which the
greenery of the tropics has not yet had time to weave its
mantle and colour at last far away down the glowing
valley, caught up and flashed upward from Naivasha
Lake.

Up and down the Kedong Valley in pre-railroad days
—that is to say, not ten years ago— passed much
of such commerce as there then was between the great
lakes and the sea. Here tribe clashed with tribe. The
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Massai who claimed the country having usually the better
of it. And rival caravans struggled for slaves and ivory.
Here, too, only a few years ago, an English adventurer,
named Dick, was with all his men wiped out by the Massai.
So far as is known, the tragedy came about in this way.
A Swahili sefari, coming back from a trading expedition,
and ““feeling good” as they neared the end of the journey,
celebrated the homeward march by blowing their horns
and beating their drums. ‘This unusual noise raised
pandemonium among the Massai herds, which were gath-
ered in great numbers in the neighbourhood. The Massai
say they sent messengers to tell the Swahili to stop the
racket, and to go quietly through the land. Whether the
Swahili received the order or whether they understood it
will never be known. In any case, they went noisily on,
and the Massai attacked and speared them to a man.
Dick, with a small sefari, happened to be close behind
the Swahili caravan, and for some reason or other, soon as
he heard of the slaughter, at once attacked the Massai.
The Massai seemed to have tried to avoid fighting; but
Dick, a man of desperate courage and a good shot, opened
a deadly fire on them, and in a few minutes had killed
twenty. Then his rifle jammed, or some accident hap-
pened, and he fell, speared in the back. The Massai
declare he killed several with his clubbed rifle. His grave
is on the hill close by, and still the Massai call the place,
“The grave of the English lion” (simba ulya). Skulls
still thickly strew the kopje where he made his last stand.

At 4.30 A. M. of a bitterly cold September morning,
we came to a stop at the little railroad station of Londiani
— more than one hundred miles west of Nairobi. It was
pitch dark, and the hundred and ten men that composed
our motley array huddled miserably under their blankets
on the platform. A very unreliable railroad lamp here
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and there, served only to reveal the confused piles of tents,
boxes, guns, fodder, and all the innumerable odds and
ends that are essential if you would make a prolonged
stay in a country far from supplies. Londiani is one of
the higher points on the line, and the glass must have been
almost at the freezing point. David Rebman’s* energy
even, was not proof against that bitter fog laden cold,
and when I crawled out of my carriage I found him, too,
crouching among his blanket-covered men.

Well, the welcome sun came out at last. And the
glorious African morning broke, cloudless, opalescent
steamy vapour rises from grass as yellow and tall as ripe up-
standing English wheat—that fills the hollows, clothes the
sides of the steep hills, and pushes right up against the
railway platform.

Two long swaying, struggling ox teams crawl slowly
away, half hidden in the golden morning haze. The
numbed sefari shakes itself into order, and, breakfastless,
we take the road on our last stage of the way to the Nzoia
or Guash’ngishu country whither we are bound. The
Sergoit rock, which may be said to mark it, lies some
seventy miles away.

Here I will say a word, as, indeed, I shall have occasion
to do again and again, for the often well-abused sefari
porter. I say we all started breakfastless, but in my
friend’s case and my own, we had dined fairly well at
Nakuru the night before. Our porters were not so fortu-
nate — railway travelling is slow in British East Africa.
The single line is of narrow gauge, and there is of
necessity much shunting and many stops. Nairobi was
only a little more than one hundred miles away, but we
had entrained there early the morning before. Head-
man, Somali gunboys, tentboys, cooks, Swahili, many

*David Rebman was my headman, on my previous hunting trip to the country. I give some=~
thing of his quite eventful history in another article. He is a quite first class headman.



1. Watergate of old fort, Mombassa
2. Ruins of old Portuguese fort at harbor entrance, Mombassa



Univ Calif - Digitized by Microsoft ®



MOMBASSA TO LION LAND 13

Amwazi porters, Wakamba trackers, Waganda, Massai
guides and totos*—all breakfastless—had then scrambled
into the cars, and, according to the benighted custom of
the country, had been at once locked into iron trucks
assigned them.

Potio t they had, of course, each man carrying six
kabalas, i. e., six days’ rations — about nine pounds.
But meal or rice cannot be eaten raw, and on a railroad
journey cooking was out of the question. So these break-
fastless men had had nothing to eat since the afternoon
of two days before, yet cheerfully they shouldered their
unusually heavy burdens, and marched more than five
hours up hill and down dale to the first convenient camping
place.

Now, few porters anywhere would cheerfully, as these
did, undertake such a job. The eminent politician I
lately referred to, has just published in the Strand Maga-
zine some account of his brief experience of sefari life in
Uganda. He describes his sefari’s start on the march
between the lakes — his strongest porters scrambled for
the lightest loads, while the heaviest remained to be
carried by the weaker ones, who wept over their jobs.
And he goes on to say that though there was one
headman to every twenty porters, such a state of things
was permitted.

I have had no experience of sefarying in Uganda, but I
can confidently say that in an ordinarily well arranged
sefari nothing of the sort could possibly happen in British
East Africa. Travelling with such men, and under such
circumstances would be intolerable. There never should
be any scrambling for loads. All of these should be
weighed carefully before any start is made. The loads are

¥Totos are boys learning to be porters. They are not reckoned on the “strength’”” of a sefari nor
do they receive potio. They are engaged as a private matter by men in the sefari to help carry

their belongings. Hence often arises difficulty.
tPotio—the meal allowance of about 1} Ibs. which each porter has a right to daily.
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then laid out in a long line on the ground. At the head-
man’s bidding all the porters line up behind them, and
each has his own special burden assigned (which he carries
unless other arrangements are made, till the end of the
trip). He is then allowed to take his load aside, and
fasten to it his own little belongings, sleeping mat, clothes,
potio, etc., etc.

Our sefari numbered one hundred and ten men. There
were six different tribes of Africans represented on it,
and instead of one headman to twenty porters, there was
just one — David Rebman. Though all our things were
dumped on the platform, and there lay in an immense
heap, each package had been previously weighed and
tied up, so there was no confusion and no inequality —
certainly no weeping porters. (It i1s well to take the
time, and see the loads weighed yourself, before the sefari
starts from Nairobi.) There was far more food to be car-
ried to Sergoit, than there were men to carry it. I had,
therefore, arranged for the main supply of potio to be
hauled in two wagons with ox teams from Londiani to the
next government boma at Eldama Ravine, where donkeys
were waiting for us. Four different kinds of food had
to be provided for the men. Somalis bargain for an allow-
ance of Halwa (rice). This is the most expensive portion.
Headmen, tentboys, syces, and gun bearers take Monza
rice (i. e., rice from the German lands round the lake).
The porters try to get Monza if you can be persuaded to
give it, but they do just as well on well ground mealee
‘meal, which is usually half the price. The Kikuyus want
beans, and crushed mealies must be taken along for ponies
and mules. Of all these various grains we had more than
three tons to carry.

I give these details of food needed for a sefari, just
to convey some idea of how much planning and forethought
is necessary if a sportsman elects to cut loose from the
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railroad, and push far afield.* One rule it is always
well to observe in planning a sefari — be sure and engage
many more porters than you have loads; men fall sick,
occasionally, a few desert, and at the last something is
sure to happen which calls for extra porterage. My
observance of this rule stood me in good stead on this
occasion. When the ox wagons were piled high with all
the teams could draw, we found that there were seven
loads left over. These must have been left behind, if my
men could not shoulder them. Next, as I stood on the
platform, a note was handed to me from M. A. C. Hoey,
a professional hunter I had engaged for this trip, as I wished
to ride lions, saying, that as he knew I had plenty of porters,
and he had not been able to hire any at the station, he
hoped I could bring his personal belongings along. That
meant nine loads more. Here, then, were sixteen
extra loads unexpectedly cast on me. Things seemed to
go wrong this morning, for two of my men had sickened
in the night, as natives often do (small blame to them,
poor fellows, shut up in iron trucks for so many hours), and
for a time it looked as if some necessary things must, after
all, remain behind till I could send for them. But I called
the men together and laid the case before them, asking
them to help me out, and so they did right manfully.

I am not a little proud of a that first breakfastless
march in bitter cold out of Londiani, with men who had
had no food for thirty-eight hours, and who cheerfully,
in spite of that, carried, some of them, almost one hundred
pounds, to please me, and save delaying the sefari. Would
any other men but these good natured, willing, black folk
do it? Certainly neither English nor American soldiers
would or could.

*I make no mention here of personal supplies—tents, clothes, ammunition, food delicacies, wines,
whiskey (we carried no alcohol whatever for ourselves) and selected provisions for the whole trip—
should be bought and boxed in London. The boxes must not weigh more than fifty-five pounds.
The Army and Navy Co-operative Company do this work admirably.  Full details of such pro-
visioning I give elsewhere.
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The road, or more properly, track, for as yet there are
no roads in the country (if a few miles of gravelled roadway
near Nairobi be excepted) winds between rolling hills
and dense spurs of encroaching forest, twenty-two miles
to Eldama Ravine Boma. There is a government station,
and a district commissioner holds his court, ruling the neigh-
bouring tribes. The country you pass through for all
these twenty-two miles, is exceedingly rich and capable
of raising almost any crop and of supporting great herds
of cattle. Yet not one single settler’s shamba * is visible
for all the long way. You ask why? And the answer
is of a sort one hears far too frequently in the Protectorate:
““Oh, all this is So-and-So’s concession.”

Twenty-two miles of splendid land, near the railroad,
too, locked up and refused to settlers, just because
someone with a ‘“‘pull at home” asked, and someone in
authority gave, what he did not know anything about.
Real settlers are naturally discouraged by such a policy.
As I have mentioned this concession, near the railroad,
I may as well, since it is a flagrant case of governmental
unwisdom and lack of foresight, state what I learned about
it later on.

Not only is this rich district between Londiani and
Eldama Ravine held back from settlers, but you may
ride more than forty miles after leaving Eldama Ravine,
through a country perhaps the very finest and certainly
the healthiest in East Africa, and look as far as you can
on either side of your way without seeing a head of cattle,
or one sod turned for purposes of agriculture. All has been
““concessed”” to a group of individuals as a forest concession.
Now, it is true you are passing through the great Mau
forest region. Hundreds of square miles of the finest
timber borders your pathway. Let Government give away
the mighty Mau forest if it must, or does not know any

*African word for farm.
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better use to put it to. But why in the name of all that is
reasonable give away the splendid reaches of rich down
and blossoming prairie, watered by clear mountain streams,
that by thousands of acres lies between the ridges and
horns of this many branching forest.

It seems, too, to be adding insult to injury, when the
tired would-be settler is obliged to trudge behind his
oxen or his laden donkey, these seventy long miles, through
just the sort of land he has heard about, and has come so
far to seek, while he is forbidden to take up one acre. He
would be well contented to leave the forest alone. It is
much too big a job for him. If all the settlers in East Africa
cut their fence poles within its great borders, no one would
miss an acre of it. But the rich lands, watered by the
many streams born in its depths, and husbanded by its
shade, are just the lands he wants. They lie open to the
temperate sun of that upland region. There is never
any severe heat by day, and the nights are cool. Frost is
not known.

Here is surely one of the garden spots of East Africa,
and if I mistake not one of its most valuable sanatoria.

But I must bottle up my wrath, and go on my way,
for I am on sefari. The hot day is over, it is warmer
down near the line than on the higher uplands of the Mau;
and the deliciously cool evening time has come, a tender
light falls softly on everything. It is impossible to exag-
gerate the exquisite quality of that last glow, before the
brief twilight falls. Golden shadows pass slowly over
the yellow slopes, and softly outlined against the distant
horizon, the wooded hills are a dreamy blue. The sun-
setting is often splendid. The last glow light seems to
fall across the world in bars of actual colour. In these
the waving grass heads seem living gold. The trees are
bathed afresh in a greenery so vivid, that it is as though
their leafage had burst from the bud but a few hours
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before. All the world is glorified for a few minutes. It is
a new and wonderful world, ‘“without spot or wrinkle
or any such thing.” All things beneath, as all things
above, catch the last parting sunset colour, as only cloud-
land sometimes catches it in our northern climes. One
great last wave of pure pink light sweeps softly, slowly,
over prairie and woodland, then for an instant hovers
on the hill tops, changes to dark, rich purple, and then
fades to gray, for night comes apace in Africa.



CHAPTER II
THE SEFARI

EFARI is the name used all over East Africa for
what in the West we call “outfit” — the men you
take along to enable you to prosecute your journey, or
procure your sport. The pleasure and success of an
East African trip, depend more on a well-chosen and
well-managed sefari, than on anything else, more, even,
than on the perseverance and skill of the sportsman or
traveller.

If a hunting trip of three or four months is all that
the visitor to East Africa feels inclined to undertake, the
sort of life I try to describe in this article cannot be fully
enjoyed. It takes time to see this strange and beautiful
country, and it takes time, and even considerable trouble,
to come into any real touch with its tribes.

But a most enjoyable trip can be had, and very good
shooting as well, in even three or four months; and the
best arrangement to make is to put yourself in the hands
of either Messrs. Newland, Tarlton & Company, or the
Boma Outfitting Company, both of Nairobi. Write some
months, if possible, before, saying how much time you
can afford, what you want to shoot, where you want to go,
and how much you are prepared to spend. On arriving
at Nairobi you will find things ready for you, and in a
few days you can take the field.

If you only intend taking short trips of a few days’
-duration along the railroad line, you will not need a sefari
of more than twenty men all told. If you want good
shooting, and wish to try for elephant, lion, etc., you must

19



20 THE LAND OF THE LION

'go farther afield. Each sportsman will then need thirty
porters, one headman, two askari (native soldiers), one
cook, one tentboy, and one or two gun bearers.

These your agents will provide. Your expenses will
run from $350 to $500 a month. This will not include
your own food, which should be brought boxed from the
Army and Navy Stores in London. It will not, of course,
include your battery or ammunition, nor yet the cost of a
professional hunter —if you engage one. It will not in-
clude your railroad fares or passage out or home.

Your licence will cost you $250. Customs dues on
entering the country are 10 per cent. on what you bring in.
If you elect to ride a mule or pony this cost will be extra.
But the shorter your stay is to be, the more advisable is it
for you to “do yourself well,” and not to go in for too hard
walking. On the march I strongly advise your riding.

If two friends are together, $500 a month ought to cover
everything.

In olden days of sefari travelling, when ivory or game
were sought, the process of collecting a sefari on the East
Coast was simplicity itself. Zanzibar was usually the
starting point, and the Zanzibar authorities were the inter-
mediaries between the white men and the unfortunate
natives. These were compelled to go on any journey,
with any adventurer their masters gave them orders to
accompany. Some little part of wages due to them, they
might or might not receive. They were mere slaves, and
had no choice in the matter. They were landed on the
mainland, men, women, and children, at so much the
head, and started with their loads into the dangerous
unknown. If they fell down by the way they were kobokoed *
till they rose again. If they could not rise, they were left
where they lay. If they deserted, they were shot by their

* Koboko — the hippo or rhino whip of the country. It is about three feet long, made from
one strip of raw hide.
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masters or, if they escaped from them, were murdered
by unfriendly tribes, who naturally strove in every way
they could to prevent the inroads of caravans whose object
was generally to steal their ivory or capture them.

East Africa till very lately was in an awful plight.
The curse of age-long slavery and perpetual wars and
cattle raiding among the tribes turned what should have
been a prosperous country into the darkest and most
hopeless of lands, where every man distrusted and feared
his fellow. There was no rule, no central authority. The
strong consumed the weak. A region where rapine,
cruelty, and bloodshed perpetually reigned. The distance
from one inhabited oasis to another was often great. Vast
tracts had been depopulated by native wars, pestilence or
the slave trade. Sefaris, therefore, whether they were made
up — as were Somalis or Swahili expeditions for purposes
of trade, or for discovery or sport, had to be large —a
march through much of the country meant a little war,
and every porter carried a gun in addition to his pack.

So it came to pass often, that, willingly or unwillingly,
almost every sefari’s progress tended but to increase the
native distrust and discontent, and to add to the misery
of the country it passed through.

The food question was ever the burning one, for
men carrying trading goods into the interior could not
carry a sufficient supply of food as well. The limit of
human endurance is reached at sixty pounds the man.
It takes a stout porter to carry that, day after day in the
sun. Now that same porter eats in one month forty-five
pounds of his load, so it is at once evident he cannot carry
food and other things as well. (I will here mention a fact
that illustrates the difficulties of African travel far better
than pages of explanation. Till the Uganda railroad was
built, the regular cost per ton to carry goods from Mom-
bassa to Lake Victoria, almost six hundred miles, was
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£200, or $1,000. This speaks for itself.) Sefaris had,
therefore, to get food by the way, or perish.

It is but fair to try to put ourselves in the place of the
stranger, travelling in those, not so far away days, before
we judge him too harshly. He was, in part at least, the
victim of circumstances, the reaper of other men’s sowing.
He is in dire need, his two or three hundred men must be
fed. He offers barter, wants to buy. The owners still
refuse. Nothing is left to him, then, but to arm his men
and take the precious meal by force. So he goes on his
way, relieved for a time, but discontent and anger dog his
footsteps, and he leaves his bills unpaid behind him, to
be met by the unfortunate next comer.

The result of such a state of things was misery unspeak-
able to the inhabitants, and danger and demoralization to
the traveller. Yes, demoralization, I say. Africa has
demoralized many a man, not a weakling either. She
seems to do so still. But in these days I speak of, less
than fifteen years ago, men fell under her evil spell of
prevalent lawlessness all too readily. If the truth were
known about the many expeditions undertaken for sport
or even for exploration (except certain world-famous ones
undertaken for rescue and relief), it would make gruesome
reading. All higher honour, then, to that small band of
truly great and brotherly men, who, like Livingston, and
Bishop Harrington, would sooner starve than take one
pound of food by force from ignorant savagery.

Sefaris left Zanzibar several hundred strong, and
crawled back in one, two, three, years, less by one-third,
two-thirds, sometimes smaller still. What wonder! The
porters on whose perseverance every one’s life depended
were poor beasts of burden merely. They had no shelter
from the cold rains of the higher plateaux so fatal to the
coast natives; no provision for the wounded, no medicine
for the sick. The koboko was their one counsellor and °
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friend. None marked it if they failed to return. Some
one grabbed their pittance due, at the coast. The hyenas
had the rest. The sefari struggled on!

I am drawing no fanciful picture. I am simply stating
what I have been myself told by men who took part —
white men be 1t understood — in many such old time sefaris
from Zanzibar and Mombassa.

It is needless to say that with the abolition of slavery,
and far more still, with the introduction of Protectorate
rule by England, rule that does most really attempt at least
to protect the native, all this has ceased. You are obliged
to do a good deal for your sefari — often much more than
local opinion deems necessary.

The porters’ wages are fixed. You cannot pay less,
and for this country they are high. The quality and quan-
tity of food you must give him are fixed. He must have a
blanket, tent, and water bottle from you, even if he is en-
gaged for but a few weeks. He is supposed to be examined
and passed as fit to work by the medical officer. He ““signs
on” for so long a time with you, and at the end of that
time, if he demands them, you must pay him his
wages. You are supposed not to punish him, but hand
him over in case he misbehaves to the civil authorities.
But as you are likely to be often more than a hundred
miles from any court, a reasonable enforcement of
discipline, when necessary, is expected from you, and not
resented by him.

So much about present sefari life. Every would-be
traveller soon learns. He knows his own amount of bag-
gage. He knows it to the pound, and to his cost, if he
pays his steamer bills at Mombassa before coming up
country, and a further interview with the railroad authori-
ties on the question of baggage is likely to impress him
still more. He reads in books, or hears from friends that
he will need so many men, and that he had better engage
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them at Nairobi rather than at Mombassa, and so save
the £1 railroad fare per man. That is about all he knows.
He chooses his agent at Nairobi and seeks advice, says
how long he intends to be out and what he wants to get;
whether he will ride or walk; live simply, and content
himself with a Swahili cook at 30 rupees a month, or
luxuriate in a Goanese, and pay him 6o rupees; whether
he is determined to go far afield and stay away from the
railroad for several months at a time, or make shorter
trips moving his sefari by rail from place to place.

These matters settled, his agents undertake to do the
rest, and promise in so many days to have everything ready
for a start. There are competent agents at Nairobi and
other places, and unless there is a great crush of departing
sefaris, they keep their word, and supply good or fairly
good men. And so, before he knows it, our traveller has
embarked on one of the most interesting undertakings
any sane man can engage in, viz., travelling in a country
he knows little about, with men about whom he knows
nothing whatever — men on whom he is absolutely depen-
dent, as no traveller is dependent on any one in civilized
lands.

I have sketched without exaggeration the growth
and starting of nine sefaris out of ten, and nearly all of
them go out and come back without serious friction or
disaster. Things are not stolen, lives are not often lost,
and this fact alone is an unimpeachable testimony to the
faithfulness, endurance, and worth of the despised East
African native.

A man may, and often does, hurry off in this way.
He knew nothing when he started of his fellow travellers,
and except a name here and there, he knows as much and
no more, when the hurry and scurry of collecting indiffer-
ent ‘“heads” of as many different varieties of game is over.
But I protest this sort of thing is, first, not hunting; second,
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is not seeing one of the most beautiful and interesting
countries anywhere; and, third, is not real sefari life at all.

Now it is of sefari life I want to write, and it is to
enable even an inexperienced sportsman to enjoy something
better than what usually passes for it, that I beg some pa-
tience for my seeming prolixity when I try to describe a
little of its interest and charm. Before I put foot in East
Africa, I did what I could to gain reliable information
as to what my sefari should consist of. How could I man-
age it? How far march it? etc., etc. One said leave
all to your ‘““headman”; he will do everything. Well, the
first headman I had, though more than highly recommended,
and though armed with chits (testimonials) that if true
made him out too good for the job, had among a multitude
of other shortcomings one insuperable one — be couldn’t
awalk — and arrived at camping ground from one to four
hours after the sefari.

Another said, ‘““Hire a professional hunter and leave
everything in his hands.” Elsewhere I speak strongly
of the value of a good professional hunter. If you want
to spend some time in a really interesting country, and kill
interesting and dangerous beasts, unless you have reason-
ably complete command both of your nerves and of your
weapon, you will be foolish not to secure such a man.
But I like doing things myself. I like to try to understand
the men by whose aid I alone can do them.

So much for the general view of the case. And, next,
I don’t like, as a rule, the Afrikander’s views on natives
and native questions in this land, any more than I liked
the views of trappers and miners and settlers, on Indians
and Indian questions in our own land, when first I became
well acquainted with them many years ago.

To feel the interest and charm of a new country,
you want to feel it not through the eye or ear alone but
surely through touch and knowledge (however necessarily
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slight) of its most real thing —its people. We are far,
too far, away from our fellowmen as it is, and we do not
want, when it can be avoided, any widening of the distance
between us and them, by unnecessary employment of inter-
mediaries. Then, of course, your chosen agent has his
ideas of how things should be managed, how the men
should be treated, how fed, how led, how camped; and if
you leave these matters to him, in all justice, you are bound
to give him your support. Even if you find after a time
that things are going on around you that you disapprove
of, it is difficult to make a change on sefari — like swapping
horses while crossing a stream —it is a hazardous under-
taking. You had best leave matters alone till you make
a fresh start. From the beginning, the men know that some
one man is really responsible. Chopping and changing
about they don’t understand. A harsh leader is much
better than no leader at all.

But why not face the business yourself? You are
really responsible for every man who marches with you.
You are their guide, protector, doctor, magistrate, and
friend. You cannot hire anyone to discharge these duties.
for you. You are more than all these — you are a visible
embodiment and illustration of the great unknown outside
world to these poor black folk —a world that has given
them so far few of its good men, and many of its bad, a
world that has harried, tormented, enslaved, dispossessed,
and slaughtered them as it seemed best to its most ungodly
wisdom. As you treat them, as you hold yourself before
them, they will judge of it and you. English rule has
already done them good in many ways, and they know
it. But then it has also taken from them much that they
value, and insists on still taking. Their lands are being
steadily taken away. I don’t say for a moment that this
shouldn’t be. T hold it most reasonable that good land,
lying untilled or half tilled, should be put to the best use;
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and that savage cultivators should be induced or forced
to make use of what remains to them. There is plenty
of land still for every one, but it is the speculator who
makes here as everywhere else the loudest outcry. But
~ these poor folk cannot understand such philosophy in a
day. There is no one yet to teach them, to prepare them
for acceptance of the cruelly inevitable, but a scattered
band of devoted men and women missionaries. They
cannot be expected to welcome a cutting down by half
of their grazing lands, if they are herdsmen like the Massai;
or a ruthless removal of their shambas to equally rich lands
as those they till, but many miles back from the railroad,
if they are Kikuyus, because the iron rail means little to
them, tho’ everything to the incoming settler.

Why, too, they ask, should they be obliged to pay
two rupees tax on each of their huts. They never paid such
a sum to any one before, and the huts and gardens are just
the same that their forefathers builded and tilled. It mat-
ters not to them that the hut tax can be paid out of the
increased money they earn, and that when fully rendered
it does not pay the cost of their protection against enemies
and cattle plagues.

In time they will understand, but fifteen short years
of partial occupation is not nearly time enough to reach
the intelligence of a dozen different tribes, speaking a dozen
entirely different languages, with no means of intercom-
munication except tribal gossip. No schools as yet, often
no chiefs who wield any real authority. (One of the mis-
takes made by the administration, as it seems to me, is
the too common lessening of the native chief’s authority.)
But they will watch you, the white man, wonder at you,
study you. Your stay among them will surely help them
up, or tend as surely to pull them down.

I don’t judge harshly the local Afrikander influence,
when I say it rarely indeed troubles itself about any such
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things. The Afrikander is but an uncertain bird of passage.
He does not care for the land or for anything in it. He
wants money. As soon as he has that, his one idea is
to go home to the old land that he does love. The Boer
alone wants to make a home. But his home must be one
after his own mind and plan. The best land and immense
tracts of it he wants, and with all his silent, obstinate
nature, he determines to have it. The native and his
rights are nothing whatever to him. He will not crush
him out of existence, for he needs his labour to cultivate
his farm and tend his cattle. But without one particle
of scruple he will kick him out of his way. And the Boer
as England knows by now, can kick very hard indeed.
So when six weeks from London you may find yourself in
a country where till two years ago, in some parts of it at
least, white man’s feet had never come, among people
strange and new, yet so friendly that you are safe, so far
as they are concerned from danger, as you would be in
London, and far less likely to be robbed than you would be
in New York. Then look kindly on them. Study them,
as well as Ward’s valuable book on record ‘“heads,” and
make up your mind for good or for bad to run your own
sefari. If this is your decision, then tell your agent at
Nairobi that above all other things they must give you a
really honest, reliable ‘““headman.” They can do this;
there are several such on their books. They procured
David Rebman for me, and a better headman — capable,
experienced, kind, and thoughtful with his porters — there
is not in the country. Your headman will make you or
mar you. The problem of potio is quite beyond even the
most painstaking investigator at first. You will have
to do as you are told, and get the hang of it as soon as you
can. At the beginning of sefari life, you will have to be
guided by your headman. Show him your baggage.
Tell him roughly what you wish to do and whence you go.
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He on his part will tell you where he has been with other
bwanas (masters) and what luck they have had, how long
they were out, what number of porters were necessary,
and if the sefari was able to employ donkeys to save
porterage — a very important point.

After one or two quiet talks with your men, you will
have some idea of the size of your expedition, but not yet,
I am sorry to say, even a glimmering notion of the size
of your bill. It seems so hopeful at first, to find out that
you can hire a quite first-class porter for three dollars a
month and feed him on two. I remember well how golden
were the dreams I indulged in when I took out my first
sefari. Here at last was a delightful form of sport that
cost less than ordinary hotel living. The disillusionment
when it came was complete. No, you cannot “do” Africa
cheaply, and of all countries under the sun, this is the
very worst, I should fancy, in which to try to practise
economy.

You will need porters —

To carry your
Tent (a green waterproof one, 8 x 8, made by Edgerton,

2 Duke Street, London Brldge) porters
¢« ¢« ¢« Bedding porter
¢« ¢ ¢ Tent table and chzur porter
« ¢ ¢ Canteen pots and pans porter

Private tin boxes, clothmg, books
Ammunition

Own food (depends on time out)
Gun cases

to0 3 porters
to 2 porters
to 10 porters

e e e e = = e

porter
If pony is taken, one syce porter
As tentboy porter
As cook porter

It is a safe rule to allow twenty porters for your per-
sonal belongings, not, of course, including men’s food or
anything else. Now I admit that these numbers sound
excessive and some of the items I have named may seem
— specially to those who have only been accustomed to
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hunting in our woods and mountains — mere encumbrances.
I cannot enter here fully into this side of the question,
and can only say if you cut these figures down much,
you will surely be sorry for it. You had better be guided
by the experience of those who have lived sefari life for
years. Here in Africa you cannot take the happy chance
that every one gladly accepts in northern climates. Three
men to a tent means a big heavy tent, it is true, but to travel
with any other is to endanger your health. Your tent
is your home for months. Often you must eat as well as
sleep in it. And in all weather, even under equatorial
torrents, it must be dry. You may have long days of sick-
ness in it — then it must be cool. And so on. I only
name the African tent as an illustration of the absolute
need of ‘‘doing yourself well” in everything. If you
cannot do this, go somewhere else than to British East
Africa Protectorate.

You can count on your men costing you from 1§ ru-
pees to 18 rupees a month each (15 rupees equals £1 or
$5), the difference depending on the price you must pay
for their potio. If you wish to travel more rapidly, you
will take your sefari perhaps the first stage of the way
by the railroad, and since you thus cover in one day what
it would take you several days to do marching, you will
find the expense comes to about the same. You will
find that a month away from all base of supplies is about
your practical limit. For remark — and if you remember
this it will save you many tedious efforts after calculation
— each man carries sixty pounds of potio, and each eats
forty-five pounds each month. A porter is, therefore,
able to carry fifteen pounds only for you in addition to his
food. A sefari of one hundred porters, not including,
remember, gunboys, headman, tentboys, cook or syce
—can carry for a month 1,500 pounds over and above
their food and no more. Of course, this is all very con-



Strong men (porters) going to bathe
Hairdressing extraordinary. My dandies
Kikuyu porter — see the way all Kikuyus carry load
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fusing at first. You can only trust your headman and
keep perpetually noticing things.* Gradually it will dawn
on you that to be a successful headman implies a most
unusual combination of qualities. In addition to those I
have already named, he must be absolutely fair minded
as between man and man. He must be strictly just in
giving out potio. The little cup of meal must not be
heaped or shaken for one, and just dipped into the sack
for another. That the sefari will not endure. He appor-
tions each man’s daily burden. The loads should be
weighed before starting from Nairobi. After that there
can be no daily weighing. At a glance, therefore, he
must know what each must have. He can have no favour-
ites, and no enemies. His eye it is that notes the sick man
— the really sick — and detects the lazy and incompetent
man. He it is who must decide who shall be relieved
of his burden on the march, and among what other reluctant
fellows that burden must be shared till No. 1 can take it
again. The multitudinous employments of the camp,
as well as of the march, he can alone apportion. So many
men are chosen, during the first few days marching, to
pitch the tents, the moment the sefari comes in. So many
to go at once for the wood, sometimes these men must go
more than a mile for it, so many to fetch water. One
has to trench each tent. There are from ten to twenty
other tents to be pitched. The men whose duty it is to
do this are all told off, and, let me say here, that no one
can, I believe, pitch a tent so fast or so well as these people
can. I have camped with smart regiments in my early
days, but neither in England nor in America could any
of them compare with sefari folk in tent pitching. Smart-
ness at the job is of vital importance. For instance, only
yesterday we had to reach a certain water spring, and as

* The question of food supply is the question above all others, and of the best ways to meet it I
speak elsewhere.
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we neared it, over us drew one of those dark, gray lipped
clouds that here mean a torrent. Many of the men were
sick and suffering from the severe cold and rain, for a
month ‘““African fountains” had not been ‘“sunny,” and
in the evening and at night you needed a suit of fur-lined
underclothes, some one said. To get these men dry to
bed was all important, for we would be out of potio, if we
delayed, and there was no game just there. It was a
race against time and storm. The pipers piped up man-
fully, the sefari came in after a long march at its best pace,
and I counted fourteen tents and our three big ones, pitched
perfectly and trenched completely so that they could stand
any weather, in eight minutes from the time the first bundle
was thrown down by the first porter marching on the ground.
That such a feat could be accomplished many will not
be prepared to believe, but I timed the men watch in
hand. I shall have other stories to tell of what the native
can accomplish when he likes his job.

The headman practically decides, till you get to know
the men yourself, who needs punishment when (it is to
be hoped very rarely) punishment has to be meted out.
Disobedience to definite orders and theft must be punished
at once. But if the influences of the sefari are good,
there are scarcely such things as either disobedience or
theft. In thirteen months of sefari life I was obliged to
koboko three or four men for disobedience, and had one
case of theft.

I cannot for myself see how any one can travel with
his sefari for even a few weeks and not be interested in
all these things, and numberless others besides.

Your next ally in the managing of the sefari, and your
hourly instructor in the way in which you should go, is
your tentboy. If you have friends in the country, write
beforehand and beg them to choose for you the man
you want. He can be found. There are many excellent
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tentboys, wonderful to say. A good one will valet you,
as well as you have ever been valeted in your life. Indeed,
I have yet to discover what a good tentboy will not do.
But 1 wrote hastily. My boy John, the best tentboy
man every had, will not do one thing—he will not under
any inducement whatever, make one of a party to beat a
swamp or bit of brush for a lion. I have asked him to
do for me. pretty nearly everything else that an inexperi-
enced learned could ask, and he has never once failed to
do it well. When I am away he looks after the sefari.
When we camp he always chooses the best place for the
tents — something that is not easy to do. When I am
off on a small personal sefari away from main camp, he
is my excellent cook. If I want to be called any hour
before sunrise, I am never, never, awakened five minutes
late. He keeps the accounts of the sefari and writes a far
better hand than I do. The comparison does John in-
justice, for he writes a singularly good hand. He is
cleanliness itself, and it is a pleasure to be waited on by
him. I never was able anywhere to get my Jaeger shirt
washed without shrinking. I get them a foot too long
and a foot too wide, and still periodically give them away
to some small poor man, good as new, nay, better, for they
are three times as thick, and so much warmer than when
I bought them. Well, John, can, in some miraculous
way, wash ‘“Jaeger” without shrinking it. Our table-
cloth is white oilcloth, but our daily dinner napkins are
as clean as at home. He knows where my money is,
where my letters are, and always carries all my keys,
thank heaven, and never loses them.

But I am only one of the departments John has to
regulate and care for. Every pound of flour, pound of
oatmeal, ounce of tea, piece of precious bacon; every
dried prune or fig— all the ingredients and accessories
of our food — John dispenses them all. There is not a
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native cook I verily believe, in all Africa who would not
make a hotch-potch of the best packed and assorted ““chop
box” * in one hour. But John saves me, for every chop
box is locked, and kept locked, and he carries the keys.
Simple, faithful little soul, never out of temper, never
bringing tales of anyone however badly he may be served,
you come by your fine, capable nature right honestly,
for your father before you, John Connop, was one of the
two or three indomitable black boys that no suffering or
danger could drive from the side of the lonely, great man,
Livingstone. All over unknown Africa they tramped with
him, tended by them only he died. And down to the dis-
tant sea coast they brought his body. Needless to say,
John, too, is a Christian and a mission boy.

I am not drawing a fanciful picture or writing a novel;
I am only stating facts, a few of many that might be
stated. John, among a considerable variety of employ-
ments, served as a nurse for a year in a hospital. When
we had one of our men mauled by a lion, and when for
six weeks twice daily, the wounds had to be treated with
boiled water and antiseptic, John could and did for days
together undertake the man’s treatment. He can march
all day with the best porters, and as he does so carries an
extra gun for me. He lives on one meal a day, boiled
rice if he can get it. If not that, any potio going, and he
doesn’t have that one meal till he has seen the tents up,
the beds made, the mosquito nets hung, our dinner cooked
and eaten. Then he has his meal, and I know — though
I can never catch him at it — one cigarette afterward.

Porters are to the sefari what the Macedonian phalanx
was to Alexander’s armies. There can be no safari without
them. Successful sportsmen there have been who de-
pended for transport almost entirely on donkeys or ox
wagon, but as between the donkey and the porter, many

¥ Box containing personal foods and delicacies.
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a solid advantage rests with the latter. You can never
tell where you want to go in East Africa. Plan your trip
never so carefully, a hundred things may arise which will
deflect, if they do not alter, your route. You set out for
a six weeks’ journey. You do not return for four or five
months. Freedom of movement is an essential in this
land where the unexpected is forever happening. Now,
donkeys pin you down in two ways: They cannot make
more than ten or at most, twelve miles a day, even where
the trails are good; and when there are none, or when there
is much swamp, cannot be got along at all. Donkeys
are excellent to keep your base of supplies full. It is often
necessary to have a number of them regularly travelling
with potio, between the railroad and some selected spot
near the country to be explored or hunted. In this way,
you can keep the field for as long as you please, for it is
easy to send ten or twenty porters from your hunting
camp to this supply base, while, if you had to send the
men a hundred miles or more for potio, ten or twenty
could not carry any sufficient quantity, and would consume
a large part of their loads on the way; and to send more
than a small number of men is to cripple your travelling
machine, and to force you to remain camped till they
return. Never so denude yourself of men that you cannot
march. This is a rule every sefari leader should remember.

Let me go back, then, to the phalanx of the safari —
the porter. He may be a Kikuyu or Wakamba, a Swahili
or a Kavorondo, a few of these tribes you will probably
find on your official list, but Wanyamwazi make far and
away the best. They are particular about their food, and
demand rice if it can be got for them; but they are willing,
good tempered, and very strong. They seldom steal,
seldom fight among themselves, and practically never
desert. (Kikuyus are always apt to do so, and you can
seldom find out the reason why.) They carry their loads
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cleverly and well, and (for porters) are cleanly in their
personal habits. They always hang together on the road,
and in the bivouac, and you can tell them at once by
the regularity of their line. They take pride in keeping
time and distance as they tramp along, and they start
from camp in the morning and tramp home when the day’s
work 1s done, to weird pipings and flutings of their own,
on little reed pipes and oryx or water buck horns, care-
fully guarded for such time-honoured usage.

The Wanyamwazi want meat, and will eat any amount
you give them. On the other hand, if meal gives out,
many of the Kikuyus will starve; they are confirmed
vegetarians, whereas when meat is plentiful, and the
difficulties of providing potio is great, you can put your
Wanyamwazi on half meal ration, and let him fill up on
meat. On all these accounts they are admittedly the best
porters in East Africa. I should add that they are easily
disciplined, and in tent pitching, helping with cooking, and
making themselves generally useful around camp, they are
unequalled. Like all the rest of us, they have, of course,
their weak points. On no account be induced to let one
of them carry your extra gun. If you come across a
rhino or lion they would be sure to let it off, possibly into
your back. They are, one and all, arrant cowards, and a
gun in their hands is a dangerous weapon to anything
and everything but the thing aimed at. They can seldom
be induced to beat a swamp or donga for a lion. 1 mean,
of course, unwounded lion, for after a wounded lion no
porter should on any account be taken. If you want him,
go yourself alone with your gunboys. To take porters in
to cover after wounded lion, buffalo, or rhino is sheer and
criminal folly. If some one is not mauled or tossed, two
or three are likely to be shot. But I need not enlarge on
this part of the subject, for, though the Wanyamwazi is
a coward, he is not a fool, and he will most probably
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relieve you of a responsibility you should not think of incur-
ring, by refusing to go.

Sixty pounds of your belongings, carefully boxed so
that he can keep the box on his head, the porter will carry.
A humane man will see to it himself, that this amount shall
not be exceeded unless circumstances arise —as they
sometimes will — in spite of the best care and foresight —
when heavier loads must be carried somehow for a few days.
Remember the sixty pound box or bag of potio is far from
being all that your black companion has to carry — under
the burning sun. His own sleeping mat, his sufurea
(cooking pot), an extra pair of giraffe or eland sandals
he has carefully made by the way, the fly of his little tent
or the tent itself, his water bottle, kaife, probably some
pounds of. dried or fresh meat; from one to eight days’
potio (that is, from one and a half to twelve pounds), a
tent pole, some tent pegs, and how many dearly prized
odds and ends, I have never been able to discover. With
all these cumbersome things stowed somewhere around
him he uncomplainingly does his twelve to twenty miles
a day, often over ground thickly strewn with poisonous
thorns, up and down water-courses, over every conceivable
sort of obstruction, Surely he earns, if any man does,
his pound and a half of meal.

Look at him as he tramps along. How he carries the
load he does, I confess I don’t know. Except for a com-
paratively short time in the year he lives on his potio
alone. While working on a shamba or government con-
tract he gets nothing else. He loves meat, and that is
one of the chief reasons he will often leave wife and child
and a good steady job, to go with you, an unknown bwana,
on sefari. When he does get meat he seems to take special
pains not only to cram himself with an inordinate quantity,
but to do so in such a way as to cause himself the greatest
possible bodily harm. His custom is to cut the raw rhino
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meat or venison, in long strips of about a square inch in
thickness. These he warms over the fire, no more, and
then, cramming as much of one of them into his mouth
as it will hold, places the knife as close as he dares to his
lips, and cuts the chunk off, which, without further chewing,
so far as I could see, he swallows down in one monstrous
gulp. The meat is nearly raw, and he scarcely uses his
magnificent teeth on it at all. It is hard, too, to induce
him to cook anything thoroughly — sweet potatoes, beans,
rice, maize—none are half done when he consumes them.

Poor fellow, he pays his score. He seldom lives to be
over forty. The cause of this unnecessary shortlivedness
is uncertain, for in this new land where there is so much to
do, and alas! so few capable of doing it, few scientific
observers have as yet troubled their heads about him.
But the presumption is he dies of worn-out bowels. His
life is short, but till the sad, swift breakdown comes and
he slips away, as he himself laughingly will tell you, to the
sect (hyenas), it is merry. In a good sefari where porters
are carefully chosen, and fairly treated, you hear the men
singing and piping all the time. They start at daybreak
to the tune of the piper and the whistle and pipe play
them into camp.

As he tramps along, a more miscellaneous bundle of
rags no one ever saw, yet, as you look closely, you will
see remnants of coats once “built” in Bond Street, shreds
of breeches long ago faultlessly cut by Tautz or Hammond,
and, somehow, held together round his waist. Where
the clergy part with their cast-off clothes I do not know,
but unmistakably clerical collar coats are quite common.
Through all these curious rags, patched in a hundred
places with every imaginable stuff, from cheap, American
cotton to kongoni hide, his finely moulded limbs, magnifi-
cent back muscles, and soft, silky, brown black skin shows
freely. Look at him, for he is well worth your study!
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He is doing a job that Africa, his native land calls on him
to do, and he is proud of it, and does it extraordinarily
well. Anyone who has marched with him as I have,
for more than five thousand miles, cannot readily accept
much of the cheap current talk about the worthlessness
of native labour. In more than a year’s sefari work I
only had one man steal from me, and I have, on the other
hand, to remember countless deeds of unselfish kindliness.

Before leaving my Wanyamwazi porters, I must find
space to tell of his day of modest triumph. As the sefari
prolongs its journey, he reaches a pitch of raggedness
that I will not venture to attempt to describe, much less
photograph, but this perambulating bundle of rags, that
reminds you of a caddis worm, is capable of a veritable
transformation. Grub turning into butterfly never worked
it more deftly. On the morning of the day when, proudly
led by the chief porter, who carries the heaviest load, or
the biggest tusk, the phalanx at last marches in from its
long journey, then open your eyes wide, for if you do not
you will not recognize your own men. From some mys-
terious hiding place a new suit of some sort is forthcoming.
His duty loin cloth has given place to a snowy pair of draw-
ers. He has a new coat. He has invented somehow a
new hat, or, if that is beyond even his resources, he has an
ostrich feather, or a zebra tail, or a fluffy head covering
of white marabou down, which he cunningly and with
much rakish taste, fixes on his black pate. He feels bound
to do honour to himself, the sefari and his bwana.

I generally made it a point while on the march, to keep
near the sefari. I found in many ways the habit paid
well. I got to know the men, and they came to know me,
and to get good work from any man, he must be sympa-
thized with and known. The East African can, I am
convinced, be led far, but the man that would lead him
must take some trouble to know him. In such a little
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thing as a sefari’s marching, sympathy counts for much.
When a hard march had to be made, I took care to be
behind or alongside the men. The common custom on
hunting expeditions is for the bwana to ride miles ahead
and wait for the porters to come up. I never could see
any possible advantage to anyone in this custom. In diffi-
cult country, master and men lose each other to their
mutual exasperation; mutual, I say, for though the bwana
alone is permitted to relieve his feelings, by swearing at
innocent and guilty alike, you may depend the tired porters
“feel damn” (as the boy did whose father licked him for
swearing), and in the rainy season, which is also the best
hunting season, master and men often get needlessly wet, for
though on the approach of a storm, camp should be pitched,
an African law of Mede and Persian forbids the most
undisciplined sefari to camp till it has found its bwana.
When you hunt, hunt; when you march, march, I have
always found to be as good an axiom as in the Rockies.
We had out there a cook once who not content with his own
job, believed himself to have a heaven-born eye “for
country.” One day there was a difference of opinion
as to the trail to take to next water —a long way off.
The cook was sure. So he went one way and the wagon
another. We camped tired, baked with August heat,
in ‘““bad land” country. Sunset came. No cook. Eight
o’clock, none. Nine! At ten a miserable wreck of a
footsore man stumbled in and sat down to think. He
asked for a drink of whiskey, and then quietly said, “If
God gives me strength, I’ll never again leave the cook
wagon.””  We all roared with laughter and he joined in.
The sefari should however be prepared to do more
than mere porterage, and camp making. It is your moving
household and army. The Wanyamwazi stand for the
housekeeping part of it and for nothing more. They
are, taken by themselves, like lost children in a new country.
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Their eye for country is poor. They are superstitiously
afraid of strange people, and rhino have a terror for them.
Let but one of these beasts come within fifty yards of the
marching line, and no well drilled battalion of infantry
ever grounded their musket butts with more simultaneous
ting, than will they throw down their loads, and take to
the nearest tree. You cannot make assistant gunbearers
out of these. If your syce is useless, or runs away, the
chances are you cannot replace him from among fifty of
them. They cannot often be taught to skin well or to
take care of heads and trophies, which here, in the changing
weather, require the greatest watchfulness, and some skill,
too. It will be seen, then, that there are many important-
items of sefari life they are in no wise fitted to fill. Now,
one of the important things to remember in making up a
working sefari is to so organize it, that within its ranks
are to be found men who can fill gaps unexpectedly made
in those ranks. Sickness may disable many of your de-
pendable men for a time, or your own change of plans,
or change of country, may result in some of your fellows
taking their wages, as they have a right to, and leaving
you. Others will misbehave or prove too incompetent
to be of further use, and to retain such is but to weaken
your discipline. Their places must somehow be filled
and for this you must fall back on the body of your sefari.
My first sefari were all Wanyamwazi. I had them,
because I was told, and told truly, they were the best
porters in Africa. The consequences were, I found
myself with a body of men who could march anywhere
and could do little else. They could pitch my tent
admirably, but could not save my skins or heads. As
gunbearers, they knew nothing of game, where to look
for it, or how to kill it.

In a tight place they always ran away. Not one of them
could track, only one of them could skin. That sefari
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was not a success. Not to be too prolix, I will state what
a sefari should further consist of.

There should be interpreters, men who can speak to
the Massai, Kiuyuk, Sambowru or N’dorobo or any
tribes occupymg the country you intend to explore or hunt
in. As I say in another place, the services of the local
native are often of utmost importance, and unless you can
communicate freely with him, not only in a few jumbled
half understood words, you will often fail, though your
perseverance in travelling has brought you to the verge
of a most gratifying success.

Quite as important is the tracker, I have written of
him also elsewhere. Look long and patiently for him!
When he is found, hold him fast. Let his burden be light
day by day, or let him have no burden at all. Then, if
you are bent on lion, you must furnish yourself with some-
one else besides your specially chosen and highly paid
gunbearer. Lion hunting must have, as it deserves, a
chapter to itself. I shall content myself for the present by
saying that there are many parts of the country where
more lions can be brought to bag by the use of ponies
than the most persevering and expert sportsman can get
by foot. Lion riding needs one, better two, mounted
Somali. Somali cost money, and often cost besides
that an immense amount of annoyance. They are every-
thing that is bad, but cowards, and lion riding needs a
plucky man. They are fair horsemen, though they seldom
take good care of a horse, and they ride light.

For a long time I scorned the advice of one or two
knowing friends who urged Somali on me. But circum-
stances in the end proved too much for me. I found
myself in a country full of swamps and full of lions, where
the ground was made for fast riding, and where, work hard
as 1 might, I could get no nearer to my lordly game than
half a mile or so. To see one, two, nay, as I have, ten,
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tawny heads led by a veritable black maned king, go safely
loping off in a level country, while you gaze helplessly at
them through your glasses, that dark mane falling, as it
seems to your longing eyes, almost to the ground — almost
sure, too, to fall a prize to some lucky fellow who brings
ponies along, and has only been weeks in the country
to your months. Well, I fear green jealousy is a mortal
sin, but if ever it be mercifully counted a venal, it is under
such circumstances. I have been tempted, and have, I
fear, sadly fallen. Next trip to save my soul, I will sacri-
fice my pocket, and get me two ponies and a Somali rider.

One of the most delightful things about sefari life is
that there should be no hurry in it, and I fear I shall be
accused of wasting much time, as I seem to dally with
my black family. But all I can say is, there shall be pur-
pose in my digressions, and if I take a zigzag path to reach
my camping ground, I only do what every sefari does.

No tribe, native to this part of Africa, except the un-
approachable N’dorobo, of whom more anon, compare
as hunters with the Wakamba. Two or three at least
of these should find places in your little company. They
will turn out willingly in the evening, even after a hard
day’s march, and search for fresh “‘sign” for you. They will
assist your gunbearer in skinning out heads, or preparing
hides and bird skins, and from among them you can most
probably secure a second gunboy if you have not already
engaged one. They are very clannish, and it is better
to have a small group of them, than only one or two.

And this leads me to say a few words about that friend,
companion, guide, and mentor, the gunboy. As in Ireland
so in East Africa, everyone young and old, as soon as he
can talk and as long as he can totter, is a ““boy.”

Your gunboy should have many qualities—he must
have one. He must stand. Now that is the one thing
it is generally hard to get him to do, and considering how
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often and needlessly his life is risked by stupid or reckless,
to say nothing of cowardly, sportsmen, and for some unac-
countable reason men who are utterly lacking in nerve
(I will put it as charitably as I can) do sometimes elect
to hunt big game, it is small wonder that, having been mauled
or tossed once, he is shy of undergoing that experience
again. All the same, if he will not stand, he is worse than
useless. The Wanyamwazi generally won’t. The Kikuyu
do not pretend to. The Swahili will if they are sure of
their bwana’s shooting powers. The Somali almost always
do, but then they set a monstrously high price on their
services, often demanding 75 rupees or more a month.
They are careless gun cleaners, break everything and
place the blame on someone else. They are lazy around
camp, get others to do the work they are paid for doing.
They are exclusive, fastidious, quarrelsome. But they are
keen hunters and brave men, and unless a good Wakamba
can be secured, one must, for dangerous shooting, be taken
along. They are absurdly confident of their own powers
of straight shooting, which are usually of the poorest, and
it is often necessary to teach them a sharp lesson on the
very first opportunity.

When the sefari has settled a little into its ““stride,”
have your gunboys up and let them understand that you
know your own business and theirs as well. That you will
brook no disobedience, no departure from settled orders.
Such a gun must be carried, always. Such cartridges
must be placed always in such a pouch. Your rifle must
be handed you in a certain way, etc. Then enforce these
commands by constant drill, till automatically, these men,
on whom your life and limb will depend some day, know
instinctively what is expected from them. It is strange
how many sportsmen, not without experience in big game
shooting, neglect such necessary precautions as these,
and then loudly denounce the stupidity or cowardice of
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the gunboy who has, they imagine, failed them. They
themselves only are to blame. Far more natives are mauled,
tossed or killed than the white men they serve. It may
require some nerve to follow dangerous game,when wounded,
into thick cover, even when you have a powerful rifle in
your hands, and are confident of your power to instan-
taneously use it. But it surely requires far greater courage
to do so, where you carry another man’s rifle, which under
no circumstances are you permitted to fire. Yet is this
the gunboy’s fate. 'He depends entirely on his bwana,
and many a bwana proves but a broken reed to trust to.
All the same, no gunboy should be permitted to fire the rifle
he carries. There can be no two opinions on this point.
Yet a sharp lesson, enforcing immediate obedience to such
fire discipline, is often needed.

When my first long-waited-for lion charged and charged
very quickly, I saw out of the corner of my eye that Dooda,
my Somali who squatted beside me, was on the point of
firing my heavy double .450 cordite rifle (my reserve gun)
at the great beast whose head and tail could alone be seen
as he bounded toward us. I had to give him a sharp jog
with my right elbow under the jaw which put both him
and the rifle out of action for several minutes. When the
affair was over and the fine beast turned “paws up,”
Dooda, to do him justice, forgot for the moment his rude
reminder, and cheered lustily, but as soon as the first con-
gratulations were over, he ruefully pointed to his jaw and
groaned. ‘““You do kill me!” It was not quite as bad as
that. And though, on another occasion, he fell back on
me so rapidly that he almost knocked me down, he never
fired one of my guns, unless I told him to. On the whole,
Dooda was a good gunbearer, and though he had a genius
for making other men do his work, he made no trouble
in our sefari.

My Wakamba ‘“Kongoni,” however, was a man after
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my heart: A good tracker, a splendid hunter, a self-sacri-
ficing guardian, a heathen and a gentleman, all this and
more, and I believe we shall remember each other so long
as we live. I never knew him to confess to being tired.
He always did his own job well, and what was wonderful
in a native, he seemed to take genuine pleasure in helping
less efficient workers to do theirs. He would, without
any request being made, aid John in the tent, arrange
my bed, help with cooking or track a lost mule. I would
find him fastening with a firm knot the shaky bundle
of some tired or inefficient porter. The totos loved him
(I tell the totos story later). He would have a handful
of ground nuts or a bit of sugar cane for them. As we
marched along, some porter behind us was sure to find
on a rock or stump Kongoni’s cigarette, not burned to a
stump. Don’t smile! That meant a real bit of self-
denial, and met with appreciation. If a man broke down
Kongoni was the first to take up his load, a thing no self-
respecting gunboy was supposed to do. ‘‘Brownie” 1
christened him, for, as his photograph shows, he was the
very picture of one of the ‘Brownies.” He was very
strong, though he had no more flesh on him than has a
Daddy Longlegs, and he couldn’t hit a barn door, if his
life depended on it. Clear grit all through, devoted to
his little wife, a true friend, a real man, is ‘“Brownie.”
I greatly fear I shall be accused of inventing an impossible
black paragon, but after eight months of camp life and
danger shared together, I may reasonably, I think, claim
to know something whereof I speak, and I am only describ-
ing a man as I found him and proved him.

The sefari cook is an important personage. He liter-
ally makes you or mars you, and a good, cleanly and
honest cook is not found every day. Still, the East African
has a natural bent for cooking. He cooks his own rice
when he is not in too great a hurry, as none but the man
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of the East can cook it, and since you eat rice twice a day,
that is something to begin on.

My cook Peter was a friend of three years ago. I had
suffered at his hands and in consequence he had, on at
least one occasion, suffered at mine, or, rather, at the hands
of my official representative, the askari.* Peter knew he
deserved it, and so bore no grudge. Indeed, had I defrauded
him of his just dues, I should have fallen greatly in his
estimation. When he heard, therefore, that I had returned
to the country, he at once sought me out and begged for
his old job. His weak point, I well remembered, had been
his bread, and good, well baked, well raised, yeast bread
(not baking-flour abominations), is one of the few things
absolutely necessary to health. Many who do not know
Africa, nor realize that they are under the equator, eat
little rice, or fruit, or vegetables, and do eat large quantities
of the very stringy game meat which is the only flesh
usually obtainable. They are very likely to take trouble
home with them. I made immediate inquiries as to
whether Peter had been to a baking school. He assured
me he had, and that by now his productions were un-
rivalled. His poverty-stricken appearance certainly belied
his optimism, and I pointed this out to him. But he was
prodigal of excuses, said he had lost my ““chits,” and had been
out of a job for a long time. I sent him off under John’s
charge to bake a loaf. While his guardian looked on to
make sure that he had no unfair assistance, and as the
result proved fairly satisfactory, I reéngaged him.

Little Peter was really not a bad cook, and he was quite
willing to learn, which is more than you can say about
all cooks, out of Africa as well as in it. His things, if he
was constantly looked after, improved. He made ad-
mirable soup. His curries were excellent. With the
aid of a mincing machine (make a note of this and always

* When men have to be punished, the sefari askaris, superintended by the headman, inflict it.
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carry one) he reduced the toughest kongoni to something
edible, and before the trip was over he was equal to roasting
quite appetizingly a partridge or duck.

He had to be outfitted, of course, 7. ¢., provided with
khaki coat, trousers and boots, for the rags he stood up
in were not decent. Amid all the dire misfortunes that had
overtaken him since he was with me, he had managed,
he told me with evident pride, to retain three hats, and he
produced them. Two were like his trousers, and were
hats only by courtesy. But the third was a brand-new
blazing scarlet tarbushe. His belongings he said had been
stolen the same time as his chits, and he saved his hats
from the fate of his clothes by wearing them night and day.
Peter with two black hats, and the tarbushe, of course,
on top, was a sight not easily forgotten. As he marched
along, a kettle usually in each hand, the flaming red top
hamper would tip rakishly first to one side then to the
other. When we got among game, I suppose to make
assurance doubly sure, and to save its loved colour from
the drenching rains of the wet season, which we were then
encountering, he actually extemporized a fourth and most
serviceable head covering of raw kongoni skin, which he
drew down over all his precious headgear. The last was
all you saw on his head till the end of the trip, when oily,
but otherwise good as new, the temporary eclipsed tar-
boushe shone forth in tarnished splendour, to celebrate
his return to Nairobi and civilization.

I began with the headman, the director and guide of
my little company. I have come now to its tail — the toto
— its apprentice boy, not entered on your list of men.
You have no knowledge of his existence till some day,
from somewhere, he bobs up before you, just a toto. It
may be you see him first, though this is unlikely, wedged
in among the legs of a dozen or fifteen men, in one of the
already dreadfully crowded third class compartments
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of the train, that is carrying all your party to some wayside
station. It may be he has so far escaped you entirely, as
he surely has the ticket collector, and your first sight of
him, is as fagged out, he totters along, carrying a much
too heavy load for his little boy’s body, far behind the rear-
most askari, on some long, hot, marching day. Thus it
was I first came to know him.

“Is he a little fellow following his father?” I asked.
“Oh, no, he is just a toto.” To my ignorance on that
my first sefari, this meant nothing at all. 1 was soon to
learn. The boy on that occasion was on the point of col-
lapse, and, fortunately, I had determined to walk myself
at the rear of the column, as the way was long, water dis-
tant, and the lava rock we were traversing terribly hard
for all our feet. The boy was not more than fourteen
years old at most, but had been ill or underfed, for he
lacked the robustness of totos generally. I halted the men,
and asked who claimed him, and how he came to be carrying,
as he was, a man’s load, not less. Five or six big porters
came up. Stll I was mystified, and only after some time
did I learn that I was supposed to have no responsbility
for him at all. He was not on the “strength” of the sefari.
He was just a toto, hired by the aforesaid five or six to do
their little jobs around camp, carry water, cook food,
and carry at least a part of their potio. Had he a father?
No. A mother? Doubtful. Generally these little black
mites are orphans. Many such there are, alas! They
hang around government stations claiming no one,
recognized by none. In some sore strait some helpless
woman laid him at a stranger’s hut door, to live or die
as it might be. Many of the totos show too plainly traces
of that early disaster. Rickety, consumptive, half-starved
atoms of humanity, who yet face with an African’s quite
wonderful cheeriness, the chances of sefari life, because
it offers them plentiful food and some sort of a home.
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Others there are of them, of course, who are in a far better
condition, whose mothers have died and who come along
with their fathers. The worst used toto I ever knew was
such an one. I found him one dreadfully hot day when
we were marching without water for eight hours, struggling
along two miles behind his useless father, who since he
was an askari, carried not one ounce himself, but his short
Schneider carbine. That half-starved child was struggling
under four men’s potio for eight days, . e., 48 pounds of
meal beside a large sufuria and his father’s sleeping mat,
quite 60 pounds in all. I was very ignorant, as I say,
of African matters then, but that day taught me a lesson,
and ever after I make a point of turning up unexpectedly
at the tail of the column and staying there sometimes for
hours, when long marches have to be made. No totos
should be admitted to any sefari till they have passed the
bwana’s inspection, and the men who engage them should
be obliged to come forward and show themselves. Nor
should these men be paid their wages (this is very impor-
tant) when the sefari is paid off, till you are sure the toto
has received his modest and well-earned dole.*

In this poor child’s case I was able to see rough justice
done. We had fully two hundred miles steady marching
ahead of us, and for every mile of it, his father carried that
load, while he marched free. I got him to hospital on my
return, and after long sickness he at last recovered from
that awful day’s march.

It is five o’clock in the morning, scarcely any sign of
coming day yet, but every one in the sefari except perhaps
yourself, from headman to toto is stirring. The little
tents into which from five to seven men pack themselves,
like sardines, are being taken down, and sleeping mats
and personal whatnots are rolled tightly together. The

* From one rupee to three rupees a month.
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great pile of baggage in front of the bwana’s tent has its
green ground sheet covering removed, and the men’s loads
are placed in a long line. The men like starting early,
and camp should, if possible, be reached by midday. You
hurry through your breakfast. But even if you are up
as soon as your men, and you should be, for you take a
much longer time to get ready than they do, you are aware
of watchful eyes and waiting figures, ready to pounce on
and carry away any and everything you are using. The
table goes to one porter’s load, your chair to another, your .
second cup of coffee makes the man who carries the canteen
shift uneasily from leg to leg. He is mentally calculating
how long behind the others he will be, before that closed
and locked canteen is handed over to his tender mercies
for the day.

Lay away in its chosen place the night before, every thing
you want in the morning. If you do not, you will find the
world locked up against you, and it is a hard-hearted
bwana indeed who will make an anxious porter take off
the many windings of his porter’s kamba (tying string),
and stand over him while most unwillingly he pulls the
whole wonderful conglomeration to pieces. To rearrange
a load once it has been fastened up, is something the best
porters thoroughly dislike to do; and now, each man
taking up the box or bag assigned him, goes back to his
own camp fire and fastens his day’s burden together with
much coiling and twisting and tying of ‘““granny knots.”
Next, he deftly twists his scarlet cotton blanket round his
head, in a compact turban, so that on it rests the weight
.of his load, and stands waiting the order bendika (load up).
When this is shouted, up go a hundred bundles, and the
porter, balancing the weight carefully, stretches out his
foot for his porter’s stick (something none of them will
travel without) which he grasps, yes, grasps, between his
big toe and the next, and bending his knee, while he holds
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his body erect, places it thus monkeywise, in his hand.
Now, with whistling of reed pipes and blowing of horns
we are off, the head porter carrying the heaviest load,
probably the bwana’s tent, leads the way, and the head-
man with an askari or two, and some spare men bringing up
the rear. The tail of laden men has scarcely left the circle
of camp fires, before down swoop the brown kites, and ex-
pectant vultures flap from farther to nearer trees.

Six hours is a sufficiently good march, and a well ordered
sefari will make in that time from twelve to fifteen miles,
with ten minutes rest every two and a half or three hours.

Even if they are strangers to the country the men
instinctively know when they are nearing camp. The
column closes up. The weird music rises shrilly, and
lead by the Wanyamwazi who grunt one of their marching
songs as each man taps the water bottle of the man in front
of him, the long, twisting line comes marching in.

Not seldom the afternoon storm, black and angry, is
rolling up, and then it is that you reap the advantages of
having well drilled your men. There is no confusion, each
knows his work and deftly does it. The heavy tents have,
from the first day out, allotted to them their team of men.
These teams race against each other with a will, and there
is a good deal of emulation among the men as to which
tent shall first stand pitched true and taut. When the
bwana’s tent is in place, the pile of camp baggage, horns,
hides, provision, boxes, potio, saddles, ammunition, etc.,
is laid on brushwood or logs, a trench dug around it, and the
whole covered with a waterproof ground sheet. Then,
like magic, the pretty low tents of the porters spring up in
horseshoe curve round the large tents, a thorn boma is
built for the donkeys or riding mules, if it is a lion country.
Wood is cut, water brought, and in front of fifteen or twenty
little habitations cheerful tongues of fire rise fragrantly
in the evening air. When they have cooked and eaten
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their porridge the men gather in groups round the fires
of the most popular. Songs begin to rise first from one
quarter, then from several. The Somalis produce from
somewhere a snowy white cotton robe and kneeling on their
mats, chant loudly their evening prayer. Within ten feet
of these stoical Mohammedans, a Wakamba dance is most
probably in full swing, or Kikuyus are chatting loudly
one of their endless minor songs, with leader and chorus.
The clatter of laughing and story telling in four or five
languages rattles on ceaselessly till eight or nine o’clock,
when the askari on guard shouts Kalale! (shut up),
and obedient silence falls on the sefari.

As you lie awake, you wonder at the stillness of the
African night. Often there are no sounds but the soft
treading of the watch as he replenishes the fire before
your tent, and, perhaps, the tinkling* of innumerable
frogs refreshed by copious dew. You may hear the rasping
cry of the leopard, such a sound as a saw, badly set, makes
when drawn through green wood. Or the quite indescrib-
able howl of the ubiquitous hyena uttered in any and all
cadences, and, perhaps, a distant lion roaring a signal
to his mate.

*When the rainy season begins,quite a number of different frogs join in the night’s chorus,and never
cease their croaking till day breaks. But one tiny little fellow does not wait for the rains, and seems
1o need no other encouragement than that afforded him by a plentiful dew. Soon as it begins to fall, he
takes up his chanting and it is as though a thousand elfin silver triangles were touched by minute
bars of steel. A silvery tinkling sound.



CHAPTER III

ACROSS THE MAU ESCARPMENT TO LION
LAND

LDAMA RAVINE BOMAX* stands on a high, flat
topped hill commanding an immensely extensive
and very beautiful view. To the east rises the fine Aberdare
range, not yet accurately surveyed, but probably some of
its summits are 14,000 feet high. To the north, surrounded
by a very tumult of gorges and precipices, lies Lake Baringo.
On the west and northwest the wall of the forest clad Mau
lifts its fine purple masses.

Evening is the best time to climb to the neat native
village on the very summit of the hill. Here the askaris’s
families live. The red earth is swept twice a day, no trace
of rubbish anywhere, and the red thatched circular cottages
stand in orderly rows. As the sun sinks behind. the great
woodland, a flood of such evening light as is only to be seen
in Africa, pours all over the varied country you are looking
down on from a height of almost eight thousand feet. At
your feet are some of the richest shambas in the whole
Protectorate. In them two heavy crops are raised yearly,
and I measured a peach tree in the government shamba
fifteen inches in diameter, only seven years old.

For forty miles the land slopes eastward and northward,
The country toward Baringo is very dry and sandy. The
mountains on either side seem to catch and hold the rain
clouds, for the rainfall at the boma and on the Aberdare
is excessive; in the valley it is light and precarious, and

*Boma means many things, a fenced enclosure to guard against lions, hence any fenced place.
Government posts in earlier and unsettled days were always rudely fomﬁed
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near Baringo, were it not for clever native irrigation, the
people would often starve. Three years ago 1 tramped
down the valley from Nakuru and found large quantities of
game, but most of it now has gone elsewhere. But one
sportsman’s prize may still be gathered amid those stony and
sunbaked ridges — the greater koodo. On the precipi-
tous slopes near Baringo, and in the broken, almost water-
less country on the southern side of that lake, he is to be
had for the diligent seeking.

North of this, beyond Baringo,koodo are fairly abundant,
but, alas, the tantalizing game reserve line is there drawn
across your path, and, into this ““northern reserve,”” common
mortal may not, at present, enter. Later, I hope to have
something to say about the game reserve policy which now
obtains. Game should be preserved. But in my humble
judgment, the best way to do so, is not the present way.
Now, great areas are permanently closed against sportsmen,
while within them, native hunters and some unprincipled
poachers, work their will. If a man is willing to lie, it is
impossible for any official to say where he got his trophies.
There are no fences, only one or two game wardens for
several hundreds of thousands of square miles. Once
launched, a sefari can go anywhere and no man be the
wiser. A far better plan surely would be to have several
preserved areas, each with its own game officer, and to
open one or two each year, keeping them open for a set time
only, then closing them again. The old bucks carrying
the finest trophies would, if this plan were adopted,
be shot down, and the herds would gain, not lose thereby.
Any way, you cannot get into the northern preserve at
present, even to take one greater koodo unless you have
a “pull.” T hadn’t and so did not go. There is a
chance, however, as [ said, of finding this finest of all
the antelopes to the south of the forbidden land, and it
i1s worth trying.
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One mile from the ravine boma the trail toward Guash’-
ngishu plateau, whither I am bound, plunges across the Mau
forest. There its belt is about fourteen miles wide, but
the sinuosities of the path make it a hard day’s tramping.
If there has been much rain, you slide down hill and slip up,
till you feel you are working out the old problem of the snail
that crawled up six feet of wall at night and slipped back
five feet eleven inches during the day. The miles seem
very long indeed, as you plod along in the semi darkness.
Mighty trees, rising some of them a hundred feet without
knot or branch, mostly junipers, tower above you, and dense
green tangle, thick and high as a woody wall, shuts you in;
progress, unless along the narrow well worn path, is out of
the question.

The great Mau forest, which the path crosses at a narrow
point, is well worth studying. Here and round Mount
Kenia are the future lumber regions of the East. 1 fear I
run the risk of wearying some by such lengthy reference
to the great woodland region. But to me it seemed, not
from the traveller’s or hunter’s point of view only, but from
the point of view of one wishing that all good things may
come to the dear old land where he was born, a possession so
important, an asset so valuable, that every Englishman
should be interested. in its safeguarding.

One immense advantage the African lumber regions have,
over those of Canada and the United States. They are
practically fireproof. Let the high grass fire come rolling
down, in as fierce a flood as it may. Let even a furious
wind drive it on. It sinks, baffled and beaten down, at the
very foot of those great, green walls. The dense and
dank herbage, like a vast, wet, enfolding blanket, almost
instantaneously smothers it.

Here, there is a great lumber region insured against fire
and as yet absolutely untouched by man. No local demand
for its timber could possibly exhaust even a small fraction
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of its resources. To-day,it cannot be reached. No rail-
road comes near it. If all the railroad facilities of the country
were to be bent on handling export from it alone, they
would be absurdly inadequate.

But what of the morrow? What, when other and nearer
lumber regions are exhausted and Canada and the Baltic
can no longer supply pine wood, red, yellow or white?
What of the forest land then? Great trees, many of them
measuring from six to eleven feet in diameter at the base,
rise, tall and straight, knotless as reeds, forty, sixty, a
hundred feet into the air, before, free of the strangling
embrace of their fellows, they burst forth with their rich,
heavy crowns of branch and leaf. I am no forester —
how many grow to the acre I cannot say. But I can say
that, though I have ridden much in our own great woodlands,
I seldom have seen a country that would yield a heavier
return. The sugar pine groves in California are finer,
and high on the Columbia River forty years ago there
was an unequalled forest. But these Mau woods are
well worth looking after. What has Government done?
Granted at least one hundred and ninety two thousand
acres of the very best of it, to two or three favourite
concessionaries.

Of course, there were certain conditions entered into,
and also, of course, as almost always happens in this coun-
try, those conditions proved to be beyond the power of
either party to keep. That stage of the proceedings has,
I believe, been reached.

It is hard to imagine any system more hurtful to a land
which has been, as this has, much advertised as a white
mans’ country, and which is admittedly hard to populate
with desirable immigrants, than this system of granting
great concessions to individuals or companies with a “pull.”
Concessions are begged for, more with the hope of pass-
ing on the thing to someone else at a good profit, than of
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actually working them. Everything is tied up, no one
is benefited or satisfied.

These forests are their own insurance agents against fire.
Try as you may, you cannot burn them down. No casual
farmer living on their edges, even if he take what his house
and farm need from their wealth, can do them any harm.
And, till a special branch line is built, and great outlay
undertaken, of course no real attack can be made on the
lumber. So long, therefore, as reasonable conditions
are attached to any farms granted, the timber is pretty safe.
But the concession of the Mau forest or a great part of it,
does serious harm in another way.

Every foot of the road from Londiani to the river that
bounds this region, and is the actual dividing line between
it and Sergoit plain, a distance of seventy miles
—runs through the ‘“concession” — the land has been
granted as well as the wood, land fine as can be seen.
And so, year after year, enviously and angrily, the would-be:
settler tramps behind his wagon those seventy long miles,
cursing a system of favouritism, which forces him to move
mile after mile farther away from the railroad and the
market, while here are uncounted farms, wooded, sheltered,
healthy, nearer home, occupied by no one, yet denied to him.
He, ready to work and willing to pay, reasonably enough
asks: “Where are the signs of either work done, or pay
made to the Government, for this splendid demesne ?”’

The forest is very silent. Now and then is heard the
chattering call of the monkey, ensconced far above mother
earth, in his own upper sunny world of the tree tops, and
occasionally you notice a parrot or a pigeon. Beneath in
the gloom, the rich loam bears few game signs. Now
and then the rooting of the bush pig, or a very rare bush
buck slot — that is all. The thing that impresses you as.
you struggle through this new vegetable world for the first
time, is its stubborn obstructiveness. You are not only
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held back by barriers so tough that steady cutting and
chopping with axe and sharp panga can alone enable you
to make any headway, but you are attacked and wounded.
Woody trailers, thick as your arm, or frail, delicate, twin-
ing things, slender as a blade of grass, spread forth strong,
clinging hands and fingers to hold you back. Twigs that
instinctively in other lands you would easily brush aside,
here may not be so dealt with. They may be fine as wire,
they are surely as strong. And all are armed, armed
with thorns, some of them so stout and sharp that they will
rip a mule’s tough hide. Or thorns so sharp and barbed
that they cut and tear the toughest hunting coat. All
nature here seems to cry out against your intrusion. “Why
are you raiding where you have no right to come?” she
seems to say. ‘‘I want no stranger here.”

Nor can it be said that to her own dark children the
woodlands are kindly. The hardy native hunter pays the
same penalty as does the well-clothed European. And
none suffers so much as the N’dorobo wild man, who is
born and lives and dies among these woods. Very large
numbers of these folk, you will notice, have lost an eye.
Or their well-shaped legs show deep scars where ulcers,
that months couldn’t have completely cured, bit into the
bone. You see these horrid scars, and in your mind’s eye,
conjure up some deadly encounter between ill-armed
savage and terrible beast. You ask the cause. The
answer is prosaic enough. Nine times out of ten it is:
“The thorn.”’*

The forest ends as abruptly as itbegan. Suddenly you
emerge from the dark tangle into sunlight, and joyfully see
before you wide rolling pasture lands of freshest green.
It is May, and you might fancy yourself in the Berkshires,
were the soil not so rich, and the grass and trees so high.

* Thorn wounds are always painful, sometimes dangerous. Never fail to treat them antiseptically
atonce. They are almost as poisonous as tooth or claw wounds.
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Fifty miles of these green rolling hills and downs, with
the stately forest ever bordering them, on your right, you
must pass before you reach ‘“the rock.” On these fine
uplands there is little to remind you, but the waving clumps
of feathery bamboo, dearly loved of the elephants, that
you are travelling not only in the tropics, but almost under
the Equator.

. Great beds of bracken, and on the higher slopes, masses
of flowering heather, grow luxuriantly at the feet of the
bamboo; and in some places thickets of a thorny bush
exactly like our blackberry, but beariag luscious yellow
fruit (the only good wild fruit I tasted in Africa) are found.

The nights up here are bitterly cold, the altitude is over
8,000 feet, and many of the porters are sure to be suffer-
ing and 1ll.  In the evenings there is not as much singing and
dancing as usual. The men cower over their fires, and you
sit in a heavy overcoat near your own. I found the air
most invigourating, and if I could fancy ever making a real
home in Africa, and I think very few Europeans can, here
is the place.

There is but little game. An occasional hyena and,
very rarely, a lion may be heard at night. African game,
like African natives, seems to dislike the cold. Leopards
are numerous, as their tracks tell, but you never see one.
The Colobus monkey, late in the evening and very early in
the morning, utters from the forest border his extraordinary
cry —like a coffee-mill quickly grinding. But this land,
though rich and beautiful, is as yet lonely, and still awaits,
undeveloped, the coming of the white man’s plough and
herds.

The second day’s march from the boma brought us to the
head waters of the Kerio River, a sort of watery dividing
line between the streams flowing east and those we are
soon to camp on, all of which empty themselves into Lake
Victoria. The Kerio has a long and a lonely way to go.
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It falls into far Lake Rudolph, which must be more than
three hundred miles to the north, through one of the most
stupendous valleys in the world. In that land of rocky
steeps, where little native shambas nestle, on patches of
rich soil not bigger often than a large carpet, dwell a brave
and interesting tribe, almost quite unknown. I camped
with them, and learned from them many strange things of
which I will speak later.

When we first cross the Kerio it flows through an open
country, and over a clear, gravelly bed, an ideal little trout
stream — then suddenly plunges into the dark forest.
One more march, and before us lies the wide Guash’ngishu
plain. And eighteen miles from this nearer edge of it,
where camp is pitched by beautifully clear water, and under
widespreading juniper trees, can be seen the gray summit
of the rocky hill of Sergoit.

Sefaris are always in a hurry to get there, so let me at
once stand on its rounded summit, and point out some of
the features of this finest of all hunting countries. The
view 1s immensely extensive, and very grand — everything
beneath and beyond is vivid green, for it has been raining
every afternoon for three months and trees and grass are
donning their summer finery. Two long lines of mountains
rise on either hand and run far to northward, where, closing
together somewhat, they form the two sides of a blunt-
headed triangle, at whose broad base I am standing. A
rough idea of the geography and local features of this
region is necessary, if I am to succeed in creating an interest
in those who may read this account of my wanderings, or
giving aid, as I wish to do, to those who may visit the
land themselves.

The purple mass of Elgon at first catches the eye.
Lying to the northwest, it borders the plain on the lake
side, and from it extends a whole chain of oddly shaped
rocky knobs and irregular ridges that sink gradually down
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into the level country to the west and southwest. This
is Nandi land, or rather, the eastern border of the Nandi,
who all over the wide plain are looking down on their cruel
raiders who came and went till three or four years ago.
Further to the north of Elgon faint blue mountain tops
can just be seen against the sky: Mount Debasien and the
Suk Mountains, these last very high and as yet unsurveyed.

Now turn to eastward. Eight or ten miles off the purple
line of the forest comes down to the grass land then rises
over a wide plateau to the base of another steep mountain
chain also running to the north, not so high as Elgon evi-
dently, but no one has yet measured its exact altitude
(almost all African altitudes, even that of Kenia, are still
debatable points). On the map this chain is called Chip-
charanguani; why no one knows, least of all the natives
who live among these mountains. None of them were
ever guilty of so monstrous a name. They all contentedly
called it, and themselves, Cherangang. This range pro-
longs itself in a very wilderness of high mountainous coun-
try, bordering the Turkwell River, which flows into Lake
Rudolph. These mountains to the east and north are the
home of four small but independent peoples who, like other
mountaineers, have held their own bravely against their
far mightier neighbours of the plain. From some of them
I learned later many interesting thmgs

Having looked all around it, look now at the lower
country, where sefaris come to hunt, and Boers are crowd-
ing to settle. For many miles from the base of the hill,
the plain is unusually flat and the grass is cropped short
by game herds that continually browse it.

To the west a dull green line, eight miles away, that
bends and curves gradually among the low swells of the
veldt, marks a ten mile long papyrus swamp, through which,
the river you camped by yesterday, flows. As you look
you can scarcely believe it. But here rivers twist, in a
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way, that is destined on this very plateau, again and again,
to baffle and confuse you. Within and around this reedy
stronghold there are probably more lions to-day than
anywhere else in Africa. On these countless herds of
game they feed abundantly. At night they kill, and ear-
liest dawn finds them where they are safe from any hunter,
in their impenetrable papyrus stronghold.

Far away on the horizon to the west, north, and east,
the faint patchy beginnings of a sparsely wooded country
are seen, but all round the rock the grass lies green, not
even a bush growing anywhere. Here on this treeless
greensward lions can rarely be stalked, but they can be
“ridden” gloriously.

Look carefully with your glasses over the plain, and
well-defined paths show up. These the elephants have
made, as they take a pleasant one-night excursion of thirty
miles or so, from their two favourite forest haunts —
from Elgon’s slopes on the west, to the far denser woods of
Elgao and Cherangang. Sometimes they, unwisely for
themselves, break the journey and linger by the way to eat
the succulent shoots of the thorn trees that cover the lower
slopes of the plain. Amid these low-growing trees the
sportsman has the very best of good chances— cover, for
a close approach, and some shelter, in case there is trouble.
Standing on the summit, a good view is had into the
basin of the little, brackish, well-hidden, Sergoit Lake.
Troops of eland, herds of zebra,and Jackson’s hartebeest,
in hundreds, troop down in the evening, to drink around
the reedy margin of the water. Reed buck are always to
be found, and a fine band of waterbuck seem to make their
home in the little bit of broken ground, that lies just to the
west of the water. A sportsman will leave game just here-
abouts alone. If meat must be had, and by now your
porters will surely be pestering you with cries of N’yama,
bwana (meat, master), go a mile or two out of camp and
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shoot one or two of those picturesque but most useless,
and from a farmer’s point of view most destructive, zebra;
but spare a rifle shot near the lake, and so do what little
you can to preserve for others the beautiful sight which game
approaching water affords. Here, if they are undisturbed,
the wild things of the veldt will still come for years, in great
numbers and wonderful variety. Game is quick to dis-
cover and appreciate a sanctuary, however small. At
Laikipia boma large herds may always be seen. The
commissioner has requested sefaris not to shoot close by,
and though a great number of hunting camps are pitched
there, his wishes have been respected. At Laikipia I rode
close to a herd of twenty fine eland, that were peacefully
grazing with the commissioner’s cows.

When in May last I came to Sergoit, five thousand head
of game must have been visible at one time to the naked eye.
Oraby bounded away as only oraby can, with long, spring-
ing leaps, and a fling-back of the hind legs, thrown in just
for the fun of the thing. Steinbuck dashed off, without
so much leaping, but quite as fast. Jackson’s hartebeest
(a very fine antelope, indeed, not to be confounded with
Coke’s hartebeest, the common kongoni of the more south-
ern country) in vast numbers dotted the whole land, and
sentinel bucks kept watch on every high ant hill. A band
of stately eland trotted steadily away, the bull bringing
up the rear. Waterbuck waded in the lake’s margin, and
dikerbuck jumped up at your feet, where the grass grew long
among the ruins of the stone kraals of the perished Sarequa.*

A few miles farther north, where the thorn trees were
filling the air with their heavy perfume, several herds of
giraffe ranged slowly, remaining in the same neighbourhood
for weeks together.

Among the cliffs and steep glens of Cherangang to the

* A large and prosperous tribe once inhabiting the plateau. They alone of East Africans built
themselves stone kraals. They seem to have perished utterly about one hundred years ago.
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northward, and in the broad bottom of the valley of the
Kerio-Elgao country, only ten miles to the right, buffalo
are plentiful, but can only be successfully hunted when the
grass is quite short. The Elgao absolutely refuse to go
after them while it is long. And the Cherangang forests
are so full of staked game pits, that no man, not even an
N’dorobo is safe among them, unless at the same time of
year (January to June).

Between the plateau you stand on and this last range,
there opens the deep gorge in which the Nzoia River has
one of its chief sources. Here, too, the elephant sometimes
makes a halt, it is so near home, and the rocky sides of
the valley shelter many a leopard. As the fine stream
leaves its rough cradle, and winds among the rich lands
farther north, its banks grow marshy in places, and num-
berless sedgy hollows drain down to it from the uplands.
In these or near them is the chosen retreat of the finest
water buck in East Africa (Sing Sing). My friend secured,
thirty miles farther down the river, the record head for the
Protectorate (33 inches long by 32, spread, tip to tip —
such a spread is quite unusual in East Africa).

About twenty-five miles from the rock, the Nzoia bends
back to the southwest, sweeping round the slopes of Elgon.
In the flat, reedy prairies on its margin, and only there, a
fine antelope is found in great abundance —kobus kob..
Be merciful to him, good brother sportsman. He is
easiest of all Nzoia’s wild company to kill. Very hand-
some he is, and very poor meat when killed. So, though
by an oversight in the game laws, you may shoot ten,
hunt up zebra again, they are much larger, and the men
think them better eating, and be content with one or at most
two pair of the strong, gracefully curving horns.

There are hippo everywhere on this lower part of Nzoia,
and a very few rhino. But, leaving these out of count,
for river hippo are always small, and rhino horns in this
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country do not compare with those obtainable near the
German border, what a game list I have made out for
this beautiful part of East Africa! I should have said that
very large reed buck and bush buck are constantly to be met.
One more animal I must name, for he is well worth taking
trouble to secure — the African wild dog.

There are lions from Mombassa to the Lake. They turn
up often in most unexpected ways and places, and you may
hunt for months in good lion country and see none. A
greenhorn strolls out of his tent on the Athi, at an absurdly
late hour for a sportsman to go forth, and walks on top of
a lion, sunning himself, on an ant heap. The lion is looking
the other way, and the lucky greenhorn gets his first lion so
easily, that he tells you “there is nothing in lion hunting.”

I knew an engineer who has run up and down the Uganda
railroad on his inspecting Spider, thousands of miles in the
year. He has been doing it for many years. His train
hands, on construction trains, often see lions and shoot them.
A German professor looks out of his carriage window,
sees a lion feeding on a zebra. The train is courteously
stopped, he bags that lion. Hundreds of lions have been
seen-from the railroad, but, my friend has, in all these years,
never seen one.

A young friend of mine found himself in Mombassa with
a few idle days on his hands. He knew little about hunt-
ing and nothing about the country, so he scraped together
somehow the odds and ends of a small sefari, and hied him
into the rough scrubby bush that surrounds that town. He
not only saw a lioness, a thing most unusual thereabouts—
no old-timer could have found even a lion’s spoor in the
place — but he wounded her, and crawled after her into
the worst sort of thorn scrub cover. She waited patiently
for him there and — charged and mauled him? — not
a bit of it! But most amiably let him finish her off.

Emboldened by his luck, he did the same thing with
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a buffalo, wounded and followed 1it, literally on hands and
knees, and the buffalo made no more trouble than the lioness.
I am glad my friend has gone back to lands where savage
game is not to be had, for he would end by being killed
most surely. That sort of luck is dangerous.

In spite of the unfortunate engineer’s experience, all
along the railroad line lions are still far from uncommon,
as the skins offered to passengers prove. The lions of Tsavo
are famous. And near Voi, one hundred miles from the
sea, Mr. Buxton, accompanied by his daughter, had to
ring his bicycle bell at one of them, he says, to make it
leave the road.

On the Athi plains near Nairobi, and round Donyea
Sabuk mountain, I suppose more than two hundred lions
have been shot. At Naivasha and Nakura they may be
heard any night, and several are shot each year in both
these localities. Here, lately, herdsmen are taking up land,
and where herdsmen come lions are rightfully doomed.
They are to them vermin of a dangerous order, and if rifle
cannot reach them, poison can.

On the Mau escarpment some splendid dark-maned
specimens are occasionally shot. The cold of that high
region seems to result in a heavier and blacker mane than
lions generally grow. But the farmer is there in force.

Now that the Mau is passed, all settlement is left behind.
The farmer and cattle owner have not yet taken possession
of this wonderfully fertile country. Game abounds, and
lion till quite lately have had things all their own way.
Till three years ago this country was a closed district.
No sportsmen or settlers were allowed to enter the land.
The Nandi* war was in progress, and sefari would have

* The Nandi, a large tribe akin to the Massai, and always at war with them, could not resist the
temptation offered them by the scarcely guarded railroad that ran through the middle of their territory.
Here was an opportunity to provide themselves with very superior quality of iron for their broad spear
heads. Spikes were to be had for the taking. If an unfortunate Indian track walker raised a protest

nothing was easier than to test the temper of the new spear head on him. So the Nandi treated the
road as a convenient iron mine till, remonstrances proving useless, they had to be thrashed.
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been cut up. The poor Nandi had to have their lesson,
and it was a hard one when it came. But the result was
salutary, for finding that their cattle could easily be cap-
tured, and that once these were taken from them they
must starve, or give in, they not only gave in, and so received
_ back the larger part of their loved herds, but, being a long-
headed people for Africans, they concluded they had
better begin to imitate the example of the hitherto despised
Kikuyu, and commenced some cultivation on their own
account. The Government gave them seed and help, and
these most interesting natives, possessed of some of the
finest lands in East Africa, are to-day on the road to a more
stable prosperity than they have ever enjoyed before. The
Sergoit region borders the Nandi escarpment, and had been
for a long time before this brief war broke out, a sort of
debatable land. Once it was densely populated by another
tribe, also allied to the Massai. This tribe, of which I speak
farther on, was utterly wiped out, so far as can be learned,
about one hundred years ago. Since their destruction, it
has remained unoccupied, and was left to game and the
lions. Some day, and I cannot think that day a distant
one, tens of thousands of cattle and sheep will surely graze
it, and from many thousands of its acres, rich crops will
spring, to feed the native and the settler.

Just a few words more about the Nzoia plateau and
the country across that river to the north of it, where I
spent many pleasant hunting days, and then I will follow
the sefari to the next camp. There has been quite a little
raiding among the tribes that live round the borders of the
plateau. Old habits are not to be at once eradicated,
certainly not at the mere bidding of some distant civic
officer, who has had no time to come round and look after
his unruly charges. Massai from the south, Elgao from the
east, clashed in the old days constantly with Nandi and
Katosch from the west. Occasionally an adventurous
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Karamojo war party pushed down from the north and
northwest to try their luck, or Turkana came from the
northeast to steal anything they could lay hands on. In
these never ceasing efforts to steal each others’ goats and
cattle, a number of warriors of course lost their lives. But
the East African native is a born fighter, whether he carries
only a stick or goes armed with the great spear of the Massali,
the longer, beautifully balanced weapon of the Karamojo
and Elgao, or the quite as deadly bow and poisoned arrow
of the N’dorobo.

This sort of thing seems to afford these fighting tribes
a pleasurable form of excitement, but, dangerous as it sounds,
it in no way jeopardizes, any longer, the white man’s sefari.
If you come across the path of a band of raiders, as I did
twice, they will, in all probability, slip quietly by your camp
fire, in the night, and next day you are surprised to see the
unmistakable narrow winding trail, that only a long line
of bare-footed men can make, winding, snakelike, through
the heavy grass.

I tested the climate of the plateau pretty thoroughly,
and always found it delightful. The nights are refresh-
ingly cool, though not nearly as cold as nights, spent on the
uplands, crossed to reach it. The sun during the day is
hot, but the glass never rose above 85° in the shade.
And where there is deep shade, as under a thick tree, it is
never too warm for comfort. There are scarcely any flies,
and very few mosquitoes or ticks. Twice we came across
deadly snakes, one a black and the other a vividly green
cobra. Each was about five feet or five feet six inches long.
There is also a very beautiful green tree snake, that is
extraordinarily quick in its movements, and another which,
to my ignorant eyes, differed in nothing from our own
common black snake. These last two are constrictors,
and, of course, harmless. The men are ever in mortal
terror of all and every sort of snake. When I once caught
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a small black snake and holding it in my hand ran after
some of them, the way they ““cleared” was a sight. One
evening four of them were lighting their little fire, after an
unusually hard, hot, march under a thickly growing
large-leaved tree; the pungent smoke curled up among
the branches and must have incommoded a fine green tree
snake that had also sought the tree’s shelter against the
burning sun. My porters were lolling at their ease, when
into the very midst of the four tumbled the snake. The
yell they raised was so sudden and unearthly, that I ran
up with a rifle in great alarm. And it was some minutes
before I could even get an explanation from the thoroughly
scared men.

In May, June, July, and August, as well as in October,
I can, from personal experience, vouch for the fact that
here it rains almost every afternoon. Sefari life is none the
worse for such a rainfall, indeed, in many ways it makes
the hunting better, as tracking can be done and camps made,
when during a rainless period it would be difficult to hunt
or camp. The flowers, too, are out, mushrooms grow
(which, in a land where there are no vegetables, is impor-
tant), and the country is green and lovely. The day’s
work can be done before the afternoon storm rolls up.
Indeed, I much prefer the rainy season for hunting. Its
one and only drawback is the difficulty that sometimes arises
in saving your headskins. The rain, in East Africa, comes
in a way all its own. Probably you notice a little cloud,
and not a very dark one, that circles round half the horizon
for an hour or more. “It may rain,” you say, “but it
won’t be much. There is clear sky all round the cloud,
and beneath it. If it does come, it will quickly rain itself
out.” Still, on it comes, and it seems to grow bigger as it
moves, and as its fringes draw over you it begins to rain —
rain hard, big, heavy drops, every one of which hits, as they
come, and you feel them land with a cool pat, and sink in.
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Then, in some unaccountable way that little cloud spreads
itself out, and the rain now pours down in a deluge. In
our land such a torrent would quickly empty any cloud.
But in Africa clouds must be thicker through, than they are
wide; and from some higher source, that we below them
cannot see, they can spread themselves out, as though they
held water in a funnel and not in a saucer,and grow thicker
and darker as they pour, from somewhere, the water down.
Once they come they do not seem, as ours do, to drift
aside, but wait on you and over you, and pour and pour,
hour after hour, till all the level ground is deep in stand-
ing water. Other clouds there are, with rough, ragged edges
like short fingers sticking out of a hand, white misty rims
circling up from them. Then look to your tent pegs, for
wind comes before rain. (See photograph. This tent was
wrecked in about three minutes.)

We did not camp long at Sergoit. There is little or no
wood to be had, and over its level greenswards we soon
saw that the chance of stalking the lions we now heard
nightly, was but poor.

I had not been able to find out much about the country
we had now entered. The maps that the department had
on hand at Nairobi were not very correct. Men who had
been there said it was a great game country, and that
there were more lions there than anywhere else. So now
nothing remained for my friend and self to do, but to explore
for ourselves.

In what part of the plateau lions were most numerous,
whether they kept along the Nzoia River in goodly numbers,
or whether they were only plentiful in the neighbourhood
of the great papyrus swamp, to west of this rock, where
ponies were needed to hunt them —all these things re-
mained to be found out.

Now lions were what I had set my heart on. I had on
my first trip succeeded in securing many other species of
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game. But never a lion! I had hunted early and late,
risen before the sun, morning after morning, and sat up in a
machan* all the night, but never shot at a lion. I had
walked all round Donyea Sabuk and never seen a lion,
while two other men who had walked part of the way round,
beginning at the opposite side to mine, had shot four.

You can fancy thatafter waiting so long a time, and just
missing getting one so often, I was pretty keen set on lions.

J. J. W., naturally, like most Americans, wanted every-
thing he could get, so he was not above trying for a lion
also, and on his way to get the king, he was pretty sure in
the country we were now in, to be able to secure a specimen
of most of his subjects. Here then, happily, as in other
things, we found ourselves of the same mind. Game herds
there were everywhere, and also abundant evidence that
hundreds of elephants had lately been, not only crossing the
plateau, but resting and feeding on it. So it was with great
expectations we moved northward from the rock.

On May 26th, J. J. W. and his hunter saw the first lions,
two females. They offered no chance and made off into
long grass bordering the river. Following on, the cover
grew thicker, and as there was ominous growling they
left them. On getting back to the mule, J. J. W found
his syce and the porter who was with him, in a great state
of perturbation. They declared that soon as he had entered
the cover, four lions, one a large male, had broken back
and crossed the open glade behind the guns. There
were, therefore, either four or six lions in all in that bunch.
But unarmed black men may be pardoned if they exaggerate.
During the next two nights we heard lions constantly
and once on the march I had a glimpse of two great dark-
maned fellows who heard the sefaris rattle, and made off
before we came within shot. Had I known then, what I
learned afterward, that the very best country to follow

* Platform built in a tree.
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them in is long-grass country, for the wide grass trail of
the big, low body is easiest of all tracks to follow, I would
have gone after them as long as my knee held out. Still,
at that time, I could walk but little, and most probably
they would not have given me a chance. As it was, I had
to content myself with a good view of the splendid beasts
as they mounted a stony hill bare of grass at some four
hundred yards distance; and with my Zeiss the manes looked
dark and long. One was a specially fine beast.

I am pretty well satisfied that the colder the country
the darker and longer the mane. In India the lion is
maneless. On the Athi plain a really dark lion is seldom
seen; in Somaliland is never seen, my Somali tell me. The
nights on this great plateau at an altitude of almost seven
thousand feet are often bitterly cold. In the Eldama Ravine
country, which we passed through, they are even colder.
It was there Mr. Aikly, for the Field Museum, succeeded
in securing as fine a black-maned lion as has been taken
out of the country.

I met some Boers just come from the Transvaal. They
were looking at land to take as homesteads, and were enthu-
siastic over the country they had just seen. They had
killed two lions, one of them carrying a fairly black mane
though the hair was not very long or the lion exceptionally
large. They told me they had never seen a lion in South
Africa to match it, though they had shot many. All of
which goes to prove, I think, that the colder the country
the darker and heavier the hair. I might add that no wild
* lion has a mane to match some I have seen in the
Zoological Gardens in London and Dublin.

On the night of May 29th we heard two or three lions
«calling some distance down river, and fancied they might
be feasting on a water buck J. J. W. had shot that after-
noon down there, and he, with his usual unselfishness,
insisted that I should go down river and take the chance.
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But as I had said I would go up river the evening before,
when we tossed for country, I didn’t think it fair to change,
and, moreover, if they were at the carcass, the bait was
his not mine. So I stuck to my plans, and went up stream.
I saw nothing of lion, though I secured what I had wanted
a long time to get, viz., a good specimen of the African
hunting dog, a fine animal, though very destructive on
game. The dogs are the size of large, powerfully built
setters, great muscle in leg, back and jaw, with fine brain
lobes and broad forehead. The colour is black with
brownish stripe down the back, and tan-coloured patches
on the side, the tail bushy and ending in a white tuft of hair.
I had seen them before, but had never been able to get near.
In the Nzoia country I think they are not rare. They hunt
in packs, and will run anything on the plain down. If
they could be caught young and crossed with either a
greyhound, bulldog or setter, something useful ought to
be produced. The eyes are fine and intelligent, though
fierce and wild in the extreme. I made a lucky shot at
the leader of a troop of a dozen. They were feeding on
a kongoni they had pulled down. He mounted an ant heap
to look round and I killed him with one shot at 318 yards,
using, of course, my telescope. The pack then got con-
fused and several of them ran on me, when I shot three
more. One of them, very badly wounded, was so fierce,
and showed such fight, when we approached I had to shoot
him again.

When I got back to camp rather late in the day, I found
every one in the bluest of blues. J. J. W. and his hunter
had gone down river to the water buck carcass, or what
was left of it, and had come on three fine lions taking their
ease close to where they had dined. They were sprawling
on and round an ant hill and saw nothing of the hunters.
It was J.J.W.s first shot, and most naturally he was nervous.
He used his .450, a rifle which he didn’t know, and missed,
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as he thought then. We found afterward that one of his
bullets had passed through the foreleg low down, not break-
ing the bone. His hunter, waiting for him to shoot, missed
his first shot, too, but as one of the lions made off toward
the river, wounded him twice, the first time shooting him
through the body but too far back, the second time in his
rump. The lion first stopped in the long grass that bor-
ders the river jungle, and somewhat recklessly they went
after him, into it, but he kept lying low and growled omi-
nously; then, finding they couldn’t see him, they left for home
There was plenty of blood, and the hunter felt sure he would
die in a few hours.

In the evening we talked the matter over and coming to
the conclusion from what J. J. W.’s hunter said that by
morning the beast must be dead, we determined to take
our gunboys and twenty porters to beat up the whole place,
if necessary, and save the skin from the vultures. Looking
back on the whole affair now, I blame myself for allow-
ing the porters to go into such a place, as I blamed the
hunter at the time, for taking my friend into long grass after
a wounded lion. It is an exceedingly dangerous thing
for even an experienced shot to do, one who has command
both of his nerves and of his weapon. J. J. W. had had no
previous experience of really dangerous game, and his
hunter, who afterward proved to be a very nervous shot
himself, failed his man badly in acting as he did.

I also placed too much reliance on what this man told
me, of where the wounds he had given the lion lay. Had
the first bullet from his.350 Rigby taken the beast anywhere
near the shoulder, it would indeed have been safe work to
look for him next day. No lion could live twelve hours
shot, in that place, with such a gun. Unfortunately, instead
of the shoulder, the bullet had taken effect far back in the
guts, a wound that must prove fatal in time, but one which
might not cause death for some days.
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When I got to the place in the morning, I found it far
more formidable even than I should have fancied from
the account given me. The long grass in which they had
left the lion was bad enough, but it could be searched.
It was safety and simplicity itself, however, when com-
pared with the riverside jungle into which the lion had
crawled afterward. This was almost impenetrable. On
the right hand side, the deep river ran with steep-cut banks
so high that no wounded lion could cross it anywhere.
From the bank there extended a belt of cover, shaded by
large trees, where vines, reeds, and a hundred thorny leafy
plants were matted together. Here were pools of water
and deep black hollows, and over all was spread even at
midday the dark shade of the trees. Sometimes the sun-
light broke in. Usually it was so dark that it was impos-
sible to see anything at even a few yards’ distance.

Nothing would have induced me to allow, so long as I
could prevent it, any one to enter such a place, had I not
had the most positive assurances from J. J. W.’s hunter
that he knew where his bullets were placed, and that
without any doubt whatever the lion was dead by now.
He had emptied his repeating .350 Mauser at the lion, and
had at least one steady standing shot (the distance measured
afterward was only 120 yards), so presumably he should
have known what he was talking about. Vultures now
rose from the darkest of the thicket, and sat expectant on
the tree limbs overhead. Everything looked like a dead
lion. So we went in. We formed the beaters up in line,
only a few feet apart, with a gunbearer or askari carrying
rifle or double barrel gun here and there to give the men
heart, and slowly, foot by foot, began our advance into the
semi-darkness. (There were twelve rifles and double
barrels in all.)

My knee made it impossible for me to enter the thickest
of the jungle, so I had to content myself with the left of
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the line. Hobbling along with my stick, my gunbearer behind
me with the rifle, nerves were, naturally, a bit strung up,
and when some bush buck or reed buck would crash through
the bushes a few feet away, the line so far as I could see it
would bend and sway, sticks would go up in the air; soon
as the porters saw it was nothing, they would steady again.

Presently I could hear from the sound of beating sticks
and voices that the line had beat backward in the middle,
and was no longer straight but bowed, with either wing so
pressing forward, that if anything happened the men would
shoot into each other. If I had had any experience of beating
out such a place, I might have known that it would prove
impossible to keep even well-drilled men in a straight line.
But this was my first and my last attempt at such a job.

A moment later there came a quite appalling grunting
roar right in the middle of the line, where J. J. W. and his
Somali gunbearer and his hunter were. It seemed only a
few feet off, it so pervaded the whole dark place, and my
heart stood still. I knew the lion was not dead by a long
way, and that we were all embarked on a foolish business.
Then a wild fusillade from all sides. The men shot in every
direction, some into the air, some into the ground. Poor
Momba, the hunter’s Kikuyu gunbearer, said afterward,
that the askari next him “shot at the birds.” Nobody
seemed to know where he shot, and nobody, of course, hit
the lion. I only knew that one of them nearly shot me, for
a bullet buried itself in the bank at my side. I counted
eighteen shots,and there may have been more. Then roar
on roar and shot on shot. Four or five from heavy guns
coming in quick succession. It seemed an age to me, who
could see nothing, but it was really all over in two minutes.
Then silence for a moment! Then a loud cheer. And
then another loud call for water, and my heart sank, for
I knew someone must have been either shot or mauled.
I sent my gunbearer back to where my mule was tied, for
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my saddle bags, and hobbled in, getting through the few
yards that separated me from the centre as quickly as I
could. Mombo the Kikuyu gunbearer had been pulled
down — a good fellow, brave to recklessness, very unlike
Kikuyu generally, but who had had no experience of lions
in cover

Momba had come on the lion near the river bank.
He was on the extreme right of our line of beaters. The
wounded beast was nearly done. When Mombo stumbled
on him he could scarcely raise himself out of his lair —
one shot would have finished him. But Momba, like almost
all black men, could hit nothing with the rifle, and at a few
feet’s distance missed him two or three times. The men
near him who had guns did the same. One good shot
would have been enough, but none came, and slowly it
seemed the great beast closed on him. All he could do
was to throw himself backward into the brush, and that
was so thick it doubtless saved his life. The lion grabbed
him by the left arm, and somehow took at the same time
the stock of his rifle in his mouth. The lower teeth bit
into the tough wood and this somewhat saved the arm.
The lion tried to draw the man toward and under him, but
the stout brush held the poor fellow, and saved him also from
the deadly claw, worse than tooth wounds, for they soon bring
gangrene. The lion let his first hold go, taking a second
to draw him down, but he was wounded to death and the
brush was thick and tough. Then he let the man go, and
turning back struck the line in the middle, where the hunter
and J. J. W.s gunbearer stood. Both these shot at him with
.350 rifles two or three times each,and he sank down dead
with two bullets in the chest. The bullets were in all like-
lihood fired by the hunter, for, though Noor, J. J. W.’s
Somali, is a steady man, and never for a moment flinched,
he is, like most Somalis, a very indifferent shot.

When the great beast was down everyone cheered, for
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few knew Momba had been mauled, but presently two or
three brought in the poor fellow, all limp and faint. It was
then he said that the fellow next him had shot at the birds,
but he, Momba, had put two bullets in him. We com-
forted him by assuring him that he had.

It was fortunate that I always carried in my saddle bags
permanganate of potash, lint, bandages, and a strong
syringe; also, that my syce carried my water bottle full of
boiled water. These were to hand in a few moments, and
I did with them, for poor Momba, what I could. He had
made no outcry when the beast gripped him, though the
wounds of the great teeth, almost through the forearm,
showed plainly the sideways tug he had received — and
flesh and sinew was forced outward by the straining.
But he cried pitifully when the fierce burning current of
disinfectant was forced into all the wounds. He said after-
wards that he had “awful pain up his arm and into the
back of his head, and then things were very dark.” His
description, I fear, was accurate enough. But the one
thing that must be done, let it pain as it may, let it even be
necessary to hold a half-distracted man down in order to
do it thoroughly, is at once and with a strong solution to
syringe and syringe thoroughly. The claw wounds in his
legs were slight scratches, and gave no after trouble, heal-
ing up at once. But hand and arm were terribly torn and
lacerated. Seventeen wounds in all he had.

We tended and fed him as well as we could, dressing the
wounds twice daily. The crushing his arm had received
caused most trouble, pus gathering near the bone, under
the larger muscles. The wounds could easily be washed
out, but deeper in, the poisonous matter lay, and I was
afraid to lance it as I did not know what harm I might do.
Momba had a temperature for almost seven weeks. His
whole left arm remained dreadfully swollen, but gradually
improvement set in. After a time he could eat well and
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sleep well, and when we reached Laikipia we were fortunate
indeed in securing the help of a medical missionary, who
probed and lanced the arm, leaving in drainage tubes, so
that in a week all swelling had gone.

Nine weeks after his mauling, Momba marched off joy-
ously on an eighty mile tramp to greet his four expectant
Kikuyu wives, dropping sundry hints that as he was now
possessed of seventy-five rupees he might add to their
number!



CHAPTER IV
MY FIRST LION

EAR after year it grows harder to get lions to stand.
Even three years ago it was more common than it is
now to have a lion you come on suddenly, ““wait a little on
his departing,” taking stock, first of all, of the intruder on his
demesne before slinking away. That first questioning pause
was of course the hunter’s golden opportunity, and the man
who was always ready, and the initiated know well not one
sportsman in ten belongs to that category, gathered his roses
while he might — or rather — promptly got his lion.

Now if you see a lion in the open, and he sees you, which
nine out of ten times he does, before even good native eyes
see him, he 1s sure to beat a retreat, even though you may
be a thousand yards away. He will retreat, too, at a pace
that makes pursuit on foot out of the question.* And he
will make off in a careless cunning way, as though he was
going off anyway on business of his own, with which your
coming on the scene had nothing whatever to do. That is
his game. Again and again I have seen lions follow it so long
as they had the enemy in sight. You, of course, encouraged
by so slow and leisurely a departure, as soon as some slope
of the ground or other welcome shelter affords you the chance
run for all you are worth to make up distance, and full of
hope, if you are out of wind, panting, you raise your head
cautiously about the cover almost sure of a shot. Alas, no!
The moment you were out of sight, could you but have seen
him, you would have been surprised to see your quarry,

* I mention, later, circumstances under which, even when lions see the hunter and get away — they
can be followed up on foot, and probably one at least shot.
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throw to the winds his feigned indifference, and “clear”
like a frightened cat.

Surely like all wild animals, the lion is learning and learn-
ing quickly the lesson the modern rifle so effectually teaches.
Tigers, Indian Shekaris tell us, do not charge as they did.
Our own grizzly bear, of whose fierce savagery, we feel
ourselves (in honour to the country of b:g things) bound to
make the most —may have in Lewis and Clark’s days
charged in quite orthodox fashion. I have proved, to my
own satisfaction at any rate, that he is not half as likely
to charge as a wounded water buck to-day.

Anyway lions won’t stand. If they do stand for you,
count yourself lucky. If you come on one at a few yards off,
his surprise will chain him to where he is, for — well-long
enough for a ready man to shoot him. Then under these
circumstances the surprise sometimes is mutual. A friend
of mine was hunting with another man on the Athi three
years ago. They divided, each walking on the edge of a
narrow water course — an excellent place to chance on a
lion. My friend’s companion had come all the way to the
Protectorate to get a lion, so he kept saying. He cared to
shoot nothing else. Presently out of the yellow nulla grass
a fine male lion stepped right in front of him, and, not seeing
him stood at thirty yards distance stock still. The would-
be lion slayer stood stock still too, and the lion walked back
into the cover, and he back to camp, a disconcerted
man. Of course he never had another chance like that and
went home wiser if lion-less.

My own chance seemed as though it would never come.
J. J. W. saw ten or eleven different lions. He longed to
give me his luck but could not. Morning after morning I
left camp at dawn and carefully searched the country
where I had marked their nightly roaring. I could only
comfort myself by repeating my own old fisherman’s motto,
“If you want salmon keep your fly in the water.”” Some-
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times when I had had an unusually long and useless tramp
of it, that unlucky railroad engineer, running up and down
the best lion country, in his spider with his rifle in front of
him, yet never seeing a lion, would dismally recur to me.
My friend was sympathy itself and even offered to lend me
an Indian charm of potency immense, a notable chief had
given him long ago. But he kept seeing lions and I didn’t.
It was almost three weeks since we had so bunglingly rounded
up J. J. W.s first lion that I shot mine.

"~ Wehad made permanent camp near a fine spring of water,
and in a most excellent game country, some twenty miles
north of Sergoit. Five miles to the westward ran the deep
valley of the Nzoia and across it rose the Elgao ridges. The
grass on this bushy part of the country was by now beginning
to grow long. The herds do much to keep it down, but
especially among the thorn trees, in patches of a few acres,
it would partly hide the smaller antelope, and it seemed
to me that my chances of success lessened daily. One
morning, after almost four hours’ hunting, about ten o’clock,
I was riding near the edge of the great Nzoia valley, when
suddenly I heard, or thought I heard, a low purring grunt.
I stopped my gunbearers and questioned them. The Somali,
Dooda, said it was only the mule, but Kongoni said s:mba,
and I felt myself that it was simba (lion).

Now the lion makes a good many different noises (of that
much debated question more anon). But this little social
family circle grunt, is a most difficult sound to locate. In
this respect and in this alone, it is like the very, whatshall I
say? “trying” grunt angry lions and lionesses give when
they are near you in the grass. This may come from thirty
yards away, and it may be at your very feet. And I say
again, and advisedly, a cool man often cannot locate it at all.
Then if anything can beat him, the repetition of that growling
snarl coming from everywhere and nowhere surely will.

After a good night’s hunting, lions like to dry off a bitin
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the sun. And when, as now, the grass is growing, and the
dew lies heavy after the night, they will choose some high
dry ant heap for a morning conclave, and a needed sun-
bath. All through this lower Nzoia country, the ant hills
some of them of great size, stand thickly, and the game has
a habit of mounting them and looking around. You see a
level unobstructed stretch of green grass for a hundred yards
or so before you. Then a group of ant hills, with thorny
bushes in clumps of ten or fifteen yards in diameter, standing
between them. Then an acre or two of higher ripening
grass, the whole forming an ideal stalking country, also a
sort of place where wounded game may require some reach-
ing for. It was through this sort of thing we had advanced
very silently for a quarter of a mile or more, when another
purring grunt sounded, not a bit nearer than the first.
but as we were all expectancy, and the mule was away
behind us, we heard it clearly this time and knew it was
made by a lion. Almost immediately afterward my
Brownie whispered ‘‘simba” pointing at a clump of bushes
two hundred yards away, and I knew that after long waiting
I was at least within shooting distance of a lion at last. To
many a man such a moment may have come as an ordinary
one, but not so to me. Day after day for five long months,
I had never gone out hunting in the early morning without
hoping and longing to find myself face to face with the finest
beast in the world; the lion of British East Africa — and
though I cannot say that hope deferred made the heart sick
in my case it certainly did make the hunter keen.

One hundred and seventy yards in front of the bush we
crouched under, a bushy screen of thorn stretched for twenty
or thirty yards. Beyond that rose a wide low red ant hill,
and round the warm sunny bare base of it, there seemed to
be a buff coloured yellowish mass. The intervening thorns
hid the crown of the ant hill, and anything there might be
on it was invisible to me, but the fawn coloured mass at the
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base just showed movement to the naked eye, and through
the glass I saw legs, tails, yellow flanks, and heads all pressed
together, as that great cat family — the lord, his harem and
their offspring — took their pleasure in the sun. The bushy
screen that hid them from me was far too dense to permit of
my shooting through it, even if the light were sufficient to
enable me to draw a sight on any one lion in that huddled
mass, which it was not, so my position was a tantalizing, and
an also uncertain one. I was fully 200 yards from my
game. The wind was very light, and, as it is apt to be in
the early morning, very treacherous. The little silvery
spiral wreaths of dew smoke rose gently twisting in the air
as the sun searched out the shaded grass under an over-
hanging bough, and as they rose they drifted every way.
I noticed them anxiously as I sat there, my heart I admit,
beating fast. My gunbearers Dooda and Brownie, were
greatly excited, and I at once made up my mind to pay no
attention to their tugs and beseeching whisperings to rightand
left of me —tugs I say, for they were pulling me first one
way then the other —but to do as I thought best myself. A
choice had to be made and that right quickly. Here was the
situation: the patch of thorn that shielded the lions from
me, and through the thinning lower stems of which I could
just make out their colour, butnot their form,was about twenty
yards across, and, as I said, two hundred yards away. From
where we crouched, two narrow green aisles of open grass,
only a few yards wide, passed on either side of it. As I sat
I could command the one to my right, but not possibly the
one to my left. I could from no point command both at the
same time. Beyond these little bush lined avenues of grass
there was more cover; and though it was quite open enough
in many places to shoot through or shoot over, there would be
little chance of a steady sitting shot, and that above every-
thing was what I wanted to get at my first lion. Which way
would the pack take? I thought hard and concluded to
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chance it to my left. It instantaneously occurred to me
that in that direction lay the steep river valley on whose
edge we had been hunting, and there was more probability
of the lions denning up for the heat of the day among its
rocks, than in the opener country to the right. The lions
couldn’t see me, the danger was that they would smell,
and that increased moment by moment. I might crawl
fifty yards nearer, and chance a shot through the tough
intervening thorn stems, but I knew that would be foolish-
ness. The band would scatter, the surrounding cover was
long and I might get nothing at all. If I got a shot,on the
other hand, at the leader, lion or lioness, I was likely to hit
a fine animal.

These thoughts and hopes, and far more unnerving
desperate fears, that after all I could not get one, that they
would escape me, whirled through my brain, as I sat still,
before I made up my mind what I would do. I knew of
course that if the wind did give me away, the lions might
just retire behind the ant heap they were lying on, and then
it was ‘‘good-bye” and all my trouble to begin over again.
But I was not without hope that when they got the wind,
they would come forth just for one moment to make sure,
and I staked my all on that. If hard luck had been mine in
my long waiting, surely fortune would smile on me at last.
I crawled away from my men, ignoring a last agonized
whisper from Dooda, and sat up in the grass, here two feet
high, where I could command the side toward the river,
I rested my elbows on my knees and waited.

Was there a big lion among them? Would they clear
at once ? or would they wait and make sure? Would they
stand? Would they charge? I had my tense, glorious
moment surely. I could hear the panting breath of the two
men who had crawled out after me, and were now crouching
beside me. And then at the long last fortune smiled on me
indeed. I saw a movement among the fawny mass. And
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slowly, casually, out of the bosom of his family he came.
And the lion of my dreams he seemed. Big and black with
no common blackness, surely the true king of that wild and
beautiful place. Slowly on and on, till in the middle of the
green grassy aisle he stood, the sun shining full on his mag-
nificent coat, and the dark rich low hanging mane that
covered his shoulders. Then slowly, carelessly, he turned,
his broad black head toward me and sniffed the tainted air
that drifted down to him over the dewy grass. 1 had kept
my “fly in the water” and my chance had come at last.
Who shall attempt to describe the feelings of the man who
after long waiting, when the golden chance comes to him,
knows as he steadily presses the yielding trigger home, that
he is “on!” That triumphant instant may be the result
of some dark survival of barbarism within him: all the same
it is “living!” It is glorious! It was mine, and is part of
me forever.

A deep grunting roar answered the shot, and quickly he
swung round his body toward where it came from. As
he did so I fired very quickly again, just as fast as I could
move my Mauser’s bolt.

Then he saw me, and with another deep grunt came
straight for where I sat with great long bounds. When I
say he roared to the shot, I do not mean that he made any
sound at all comparable to that first terrible roar that the
lion that mauled Momba made when he charged in on the
men. None of our party ever heard any lion deliver so
loud and awe-inspiring a signal of onset. Several other
lions that I shot later on just growled angrily as they came
forward, a nasty enough sound for any one. But that first
dying beast made more noise than all of them put together.
The distance from where I sat to where the lion stood I
measured carefully afterward. It was one hundred and
seventy yards; and now he came one hundred and twenty
of them, faster than I could have believed it possible for any
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badly wounded beast to come. The grass was just long
enough to hide his body from me, except when he was actu-
ally bounding in his stride. If I had risen to my feet of
course I could have seen him more clearly, but I had thought
the whole thing out beforehand and had determined to
remain seated With elbow on your knee you have an
absolutely steady rest, and are not nearly as apt to throw
away a shot as you may be standing up. So I sat fast,
determined not to fire again until I could kill him dead, even
if I had to let him come to within a very few yards of me.
I knew, besides, that I had hit him and hit him hard the first
shot, and I hoped I had landed the second, but could not be
sure. I did not believe he could last the distance, certainly
not at the pace he started at. One more reason pinned me
to the ground. Itwas my firstlion. Itwasall-important to
give my gunbearers confidence. If I stood up they might
be dancing round me, and in spite of the awful threatenings
I had fulminated against anyone who should ever under any
circumstances fire one of my guns, the guns might have
gone off of themselves, as gunbearers’ guns have a way of
doing; whereas, if I sat, they must sit, too; and sitting
sobered them. I glanced at my men quickly as he made
that grand rush over the first hundred yards, and it was well
1did. My Wakamba, Brownie, was sitting still as a stone.
But the Somali, Dooda, his eyes and teeth gleaming, raised
my double .450 to his shoulder, and was on the point of firing,
when I hit him with my right elbow under the chin a smart
rap, which had the effect of putting him and the gun out of
commission for a few minutes. It had to be done; a gun-
bearer firing off your spare gun may cost you your life.
How long it takes to tell of these few intense seconds!
How quickly they are over!

At about fifty yards he raised his head high above the
grass and slowed down to a trot, and as I saw his breast I
shot full into it, and the great dark head and yellow eyes
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sank slowly from sight again. There was just one instant’s
pause, and out of the grass came the big forefeet and the tip
of the tail. He was dead without a groan. 1 turned as
quickly as I could to see what had become of the rest.
I was only in time to fire at a large lioness as she made off in
the grass. I missed her, and I did not care, to tell the truth.
I had drunk deep just then, and was quite contented to let
the whole family of them go. Had I not seen the great paws
of the king himself stretched upward to the sky! My men
ran to the ant hill and could count the troop as they crossed
the distant rise of land. I went over and stood by my first
lion. When they returned they told me that they had
counted eight lionesses and half grown or three-quarter
grown pups. He was a magnificent fellow indeed, very
large and in fine condition with a quite first-class mane. As
he lay dead, the tape passed from the tip of the nose to the
tip of the tail gave him ten feet five inches; the stretched
skin was twelve feet six inches. When our rejoicings were
abated a little, Dooda remembered his jaw, and coming up
to me with a rueful countenance said, “But you do kill me.”
I told him that next time he attempted to fire my rifle while
he was my gunbearer I should hit him not with my elbow
but with the stock of my rifle, as he would endanger all
our lives. He never as it happened required another lesson,
and really was a good hunter and brave man, but like
most Somalis very excitable. Once afterward when he saw
a lion in thick scrub suddenly he gripped my arm with so
tense a grip that I could not use it for a moment, so later
I said to him, “Dooda, I will show you the way to touch
your man’s arm when you think you see something that he
does not.” And I gripped as fiercely as I could the inside of
his arm where he had held mine. He danced, of course,
with the pain, but admitted after that he deserved it. So the
lion was skinned and brought to camp, and I heard for the
first time that weird Somali chant which the Wakamba and
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Wanyamwazi have already learned from the Somali, and
which they call the “Lion Song.” Fully a mile from our
camp my gunboys raised the song, and when we were still
so far away, that the men’s figures seemed but little moving:
dots the porters heard it and came streaming out to meet us.
My men had put green sprigs in their hats; the porters who
ran to meet us stuck greenery in their woolly hair and
danced round us, as bearing the great skin, my little party
marched proudly as they camp into came. If I had had bad
luck finding the lion until now, fortune did what she could,
during the next few days to make up to me for past disfavour.
The day after I had shot my first lion I was up betimes as
usual in the morning, but saw nothing. But the day after
that I came on a band of nine. My gunbearers and I had
reached a place about six miles from camp when, as we were
crossing a hard red earth ridge, Brownie noticed a faint sign
and took it up. When we came to a dewy patch of short
grass, it showed quite fresh, and was joined by a second. A
little later a third came to company, and the men con-
cluded we had come on the sign of a band of lions that were
gathering to a point, a rendezvous — they have made after
they have been hunting in a long and extended line. I have
never been able to see lions doing this, but I think that when
they hunt in packs there can be no doubt as to the method
they usually follow. Perhaps one or two keep uttering at
intervals the deep resonant grunt or roar. This alarms the
game, and makes it run hither and thither, if it cannot get
the lion’s wind and these, hunting up wind, take good care
that this is impossible. The rest of the band hunt silently
and the stampeded zebra, or kongoni, rush near enough to
some of them come within the range of the lion’s short but
terribly swift charge. When rain has fallen, it is often
possible to read in the morning quite plainly, the story of
the oft-repeated tragedy of the night. There closely clumped
lay the zebra, some lying down, others on the watch, and in.
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the tell-tale earth you see where one, two, sometimes many
lions, lionesses, and cubs, drew the fatal circle round them.
The little knot of zebra burst forth in all directions, scatter-
ing like an exploded shell, and here one of them racing for
dear life, has been stricken down; here the soft paws of the
lion bite into the ground, and the deep indentations tell their
own story of his rush and spring. A few yards away lie
the remains of his prey, killed with scarcely a struggle by
one bite back of the ears, or, if as is sometimes the case,
the lion has missed his spring, the zebra hoofs cut deep into
the soil as he rushes away, and the lion’s stride shortens at
once, and the tracks swing back to those of the band. Zebra
are his favourite game. They are fat, and seemingly easier
to stampede and pull down than waterbuck, Kongoni or
eland. But strange things happen in the to us so little
understood animal world. Even in places where game is
very abundant, and the lions fat and flourishing, I have
found a lion “kill,” where, disdaining zebra or kongoni,
his majesty deigned to eat up a cheetah (A cheetah, is first
cousin to the leopard, more lightly built and much faster,
claws non-retractile, spots solid black not like those of the
leopard black but circular, skin much lighter). I have
known a lion that had well feasted on an elephant, finish off
his repast by eating almost an entire hyena, the last sort of
a dish you would think he would choose. This hyena was
not eaten by his own kith and kin, but by a lion, and while
unlimited elephant meat, of which lions are very fond was
lying within a few feet. There often seems to be as little
sense displayed by lions hunting, as there is poor discern-
ment shown by them in their gastronomy. H. of whom I
speak later, who has killed many lions and is what very
few professional hunters are, observant, saw four lions try-
to stalk a band of waterbuck in broad daylight. It was after
nine o’clock. The great antelope simply played with their
enemies, would let the crouching hunters come as near as
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they (the antelope) saw fit and then gallop away. This
evidently hopeless performance was repeated several times,
and the curious thing about it was, that the hungry beasts
were so intent on their hunting, that they didn’t observe
the men hunting them, and so came on and on until three of
them were shot.

Usually all attempt at hunting seems to be abandoned by
the lions are soon as the sun is up. I have see more than
once lions quietly trotting off like big dogs going to kennel,
bound for their reedbed haunt; and the game herds would
just look at them a moment, and moving a little way out of
their path, let them pass. Indeed they scarcely stopped
feeding. But let me get back to my own lion band. The
spoor on the dewy grass was fresh as could be as we crept
along. Inafew hundred yards we were off our grassy ridge,
where the herbage had been cropped quite short, and on
the edge of a large patch of unburned grass, grass that
had somehow escaped the autumn fires (which sweep
all over the country). It was the old story. When
lions lie up for the day, they choose their retreat wisely.
We were in a nasty bit of ground, the bushes grew
very thick, and the tangle mounted in many places above
our waists. Brownie to my left suddenly sank down,
and I heard again the soft purring noise, but could not
for my life say whether it was behind my back or in
front. I saw that he saw them; but as I came to his
side there was a soft swishing sound in the grass some
fifty yards away, and for an instant the strangest con-
glomeration imaginable of sticking up and sticking out
tails whisked off before me, and yet one single lioness or
lion I could not see.

They had been sunning themselves, as had my first band,
on the other side of an ant heap, drying the heavy dew off
their coats, and of course one or two had lain down with
their noses just on the edge of the ant hill looking down their
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back track. These had warned their fellows in time, and
into the grass the whole lot plunged.

One advantage the hunter has in such cover. It is the
easiest cover possible to track lionsin. I had never been told
this, never indeed had read it or heard it, but anyone could
follow the trail that the band left, and at a half run we went
after them. This sounds far more dangerous than it
really was. A lioness will sometimes charge when she has
cubs with her. A young Englishman went home seriously
crippled, I fear, from Nairobi a few days ago, who was
mauled by an unwounded lioness.

He and some others had been looking for her. None
of them knew of the cubs, and having hunted long in vain,
gave her up and turned home. On the way he almost
stepped on her, and she had him down in an instant. But
usually there is very little danger in following lions into
grass or swamp unless one is wounded, and I am inclined to
think, though I have only my own limited experience to fall
back on for proof of my theory, that large bands of lions are
not as dangerous as lions in two or threes. Anyway we
followed them in, and presently got somehow right among
them. I did my best to see something to shoot at, but wav-
ing grass or a quickly moving bit of fawny fur, offered no
mark in such cover. I made up my mind at the beginning
of my sefari life that I never, never, would shoot at danger-
ous game until I knew exactly where I was shooting. I am
very sure the rule is a good one, and much trouble would be
avoided if every man going after dangerous game, and hav-
ing his men’s lives on his conscience, to say nothing of his
own, strictly adhered to it. 'There were lions on each side
of us, and the grass waving in front showed that there were
more ahead. They growled now and then all around, but
not one of us could locate the sound. TryasIwould I could
get no shot. I think I made a mistake here, moved thereto
by the entreaties of Dooda who was rather nervous. Both



04 THE LAND OF THE LION

of my men by the way had been mauled before, and changed
my .350 for my .450, a good gun, but one I never learned
to shoot as well with as the former. We kept on after the
lions in front, for most of the pack seemed there, and I
had to slow up again and again to wipe off my glasses, as
the sweat blinded me. All the time the lions seemed to
know that I could not hunt them in their own chosen cover,
and they took matters leisurely, sometimes passing rapidly
ahead of me, and then allowing me to come up till I could
guess their proximity by the low growling that would rise .
from two sides at once, and that seemed almost under my
feet, but yet could not be exactly placed. It was jumpy
work enough, and the tangled, unburned grass, made the
rapid walking very hard. It was easy to keep their trail,
for the low, heavy bodies left unmistakable tracks in the
still wet grass, and we pushed on without pause or check.
At last a head was raised clean above the grass some eighty
yards away, and I steadied myself to fire. As I was on the
point of pressing the trigger Dooda pulled my arm down,
and pointed to a large lioness that was standing quite close
at my left, some twenty yards away. She was in a tall bit of
grass, and none of us had seen her. As I turned she van-
ished. The lion in front during the instant’s delay, had sat
up on his hind legs and gave me a fair shot at his chest,
which T hit full, though I was shaking a bit from exercise,
and my glasses were terribly foggy. He jumped high in the
air, came down on all four feet, and, of course, vanished.
The shot seemed to scatter the band. The grass tracks
separated in every direction. We came cautiously to where
I had hit him, and found a heavy blood trail easy to follow.
Then I set Brownie to track him, and made Dooda look
ahead, for my eyes are not much good at any time, and
my glasses all foggy from perspiration were of little use in
detecting such a difficult thing to see as a wounded lion
always is.
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We had not gone over a hundred yards, when Dooda
touched my arm and pointed out the lion, a three-quarters
grown male, lying not quite facing me, under a bush,
looking sick, but with head still up. He growled, and I,
so close was he, shot for his neck. To my amazement he
got up and instead of collapsing, walked away, when I
killed him immediately. That shot was a lesson to me.
I found I had cut a groove in his mane and just drawn blood.
I measured the distance. It was a scanty fourteen yards.
How I missed I am sure I don’t know. We never came
up again with the band. They ran out of the cover, where
I had been among them, over a ridge into an open bit of
country, and we gave them up. There were nine in this
lot, and we never saw a big male among them, though,
of course, there may have been one of these in front of
the band.

The very next day at about the same distance from camp,
in another direction, Brownie and I, who were at this time
alone, came on a fresh lion sign beside a puddle of rain
water. The tracking was most difficult, the ground rocky,
and hard. We took more than an hour going a mile.
Things then improved. The ground was grassier, and
softer, and another lion came to company; then another
and another. Once more we were after a band. It wasa
glorious fresh morning in June, not nearly as hot as the day
before, and I could see how keen my boy was to show me
that I needed no other guide than he. We hadn’t gone
more than a mile farther, when I saw with my Zeiss an old
gray-headed lioness’s nose just sticking out over an anthill
about 500 yards in our front. As I looked she drew her
head down, and slipped quietly into the grass. When
we came to the place four or five different grass tracks
ran away from the mound, the chiefest and broadest made
by several of them travelling together. So it was evident
there was another large gang on the move. 1 fear one lion



96 THE LAND OF THE LION

hunt sounds very much like another, to those condemned
to read the poor account of it; but to the man following up
the lion or a band of lions, there is sure to be interest and
variety enough. The wisest and most experienced can never
tell what a lion will do. Lion hunting, to my mind, has a
charm all its own. Nothing compares with it, and no driv-
ing of ravines or swamps, or catching the great cat at his kill,
is comparable to the joy and steady excitement of tracking
him down. He chooses the ground. You follow him into
it. You pit yourself against him. Crouching flat against
the yellow earth, covered only, perhaps, by a few inches
of grass, he is almost unbelievably hard to see. His rush
and spring from a few yards distance, is the fastest thing in
the world. No animal can escape it, much less clumsy,
slow-footed man. He has a chance to pay off the universal
lord and master, the wrongs of the animal world, and here
in East Africa the lion’s revengeful toll taken on human life
and limb mounts high. In the thirteen months I have been
on sefari, two white men have been killed by lions and fif-
teen mauled badly, to my own knowledge, and these may not
include all that have suffered from his claws and fangs.
The band we were now following would not permit a close
approach. Every half mile or so I could see the rear
guard slipping off an ant hill or with ears just raised
above the grass watching our approach. They did not seem
to fear us, but kept just out of farthest rifle shot. At last,
as I mounted a stiffish ridge, I had just a glimpse down
below me, of a regular bunch of lions all trying at the same
instant to clear off anant hill on which they must have been
packed together as close as they could be. Innumerable
tails and hind legs seemed wrapped and twisted together
as the pack tumbled again into the long grass. (This may
seem a ludicrous way to speak of the aspect of lions in a
pack when disturbed. 1 searched at the time for words to
describe what 1 saw, and neither then or since can find
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any better.) I was keyed up for a shot as I mounted the
ridge, and had my Mauser’s 300 yard sight already raised.

I did not think I should get nearer, and the morning
was by now well advanced. I shot twice, as quickly as I
could, aiming for the head of the lot, and to my delight and
surprise heard each bullet tell, and two loud answering
grunts. The grass was here quite long. Perhaps that
was the reason our friends had let us nearer than before.
We came, Brownie and I, down into it cautiously enough.
for two were hit, and there must have been at least six or
eight others unwounded.

When, shoulder to shoulder, we came to the edge of this
heavier cover, there was ominous growling from our front.
Until it stopped we stood still. Then a farther advance
of ten or fifteen yards would be met by more low grunt-
ings. And we would stand again. It took some little
time to reach the place where the running band was when
I fired into the brown of them. (It was much too far away,
and there was not time to single out a lion.) Here we
saw that one lion was shot low down in the leg and another
high up and too far back in the shoulder, the height of the
blood marks on the grass and bushes marking quite
“accurately the nature of the wounds. Two wounded lions
in front of us, the grass growing longer as the plain sloped
to the river, bushes thickening around us, and several deep
brushy dongas cutting our path — this was, as they would
say in the West, rather a poor “layout.” I will not weary
those who have followed my day’s story so far by detailing
the hunting of the next four hours, for during all that long
time did we two steadily press that growling, protesting
band, till at last it took cover in the impenetrable jungle of the
river border, not so far from the place where, almost a
month before, Momba had been mauled. I never put in
before such a four hours, and I don’t think I shall again.
The sun grew very hot, my poor fog-dimmed eyes failed
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me once, when I might have finished the big wounded
lioness (for the one shot high up and far back was an old
lioness). But having only now one gunbearer, Brownie
had to keep his eyes on the ground, and thus it was we came
on the old lioness, her head very gray, and didn’t see her
till what I had taken for a weather-worn tree stump van-
ished with a loud, angry grunt from before me, and the
chase was all on again. The band numbered nine, and,
strangely enough, we never were sure that we saw a big lion
in it. They never let us come among them as did the other
band the day before. But persistently they keptfrom one hun-
dred to three hundred yards in front. When we first drew
up to the spot where the two had been hit, we might, of
course, have walked in among them then, but grass and
thick bushes made it impossible. To do so would have
led to our instantly being charged, by how many I don’t
know (but several were growling very close), and in such
cover you could not see a crouching lion at gun-barrel’s
length. After that the band would not let us near till
we came to some heavily wooded cover. On its edge
they would make another stand and growl again. Our
waiting tactics were then repeated, and when the grunting
sounded farther on, we moved in on the track. I should
here say that the noise the lions made when they were, as
it were, standing us off, was a different, quite different,
sound from that they made among themselves as they trotted
away together. This last, though not like their common
night-call; could be heard at some distance, while the low
snarl they gave when crouching in the grass, though not at
all a loud noise, was always to me a horrid, blood-curdling
sort of thing, but did not seem to carry any distance. Every
ant hill we came to, rising out of the long grass, every hard
ridge we had to cross, I hoped would give me a chance
but the afternoon wore on, and try as we might there seemed
no way of coming up to them. Once we counted the lot,
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nine, and could see the two wounded ones lagging behind.
But these kept after the others, and though the blood signs
never ceased, they kept their strength.

Just as I was thinking of giving it up, for my troublesome
knee was hanging out signs of distress, and I had been
going as hard as I could, my nerves pretty well strung up,
for more than four hours since I had wounded the two,
we came to a heavy bit of cover that bordered a small
stream running between steep rocky banks, and strangely
enough, before entering this stronghold (where they would
have been quite safe from me), the whole band stopped and
looked back. The halt was so very brief that I had no time
even to take a hasty shot. Before I could struggle out of the
long grass I was in, and find a place from which I could
see to shoot, they were gone, or rather eight lions had passed
into the shade. Brownie had counted them.. They were
too far off for me to do so. What of the two wounded?
He said they had not come in sight yet. As I waited one
of them came slowly out of the grass and stood, looking very
tired, just for an instant. I fortunately shot it dead. The
big lioness, as we saw by following her spoor, crawled
cunningly down a little depression into the dark thicket by
the stream, and so was lost to us. It seems poor sort of
work, when you try to tell accurately what happened, to
follow ten lions from early morning to late afternoon, and
only get one. All I can say is that, taking it all and all,
I had the best hunting day I ever had in my life. I might
have fired almost at random on lions moving in concealing
grass, as I might even more frequently have done during the
hour or so on the day before when the band was scattered
all round me, and when at times several were within a few
yards, but, both for the sake of the lions and for our own,
I am sure, to do so would have been a grave mistake.
I have no conscience about killing lions. They are magni-
ficent cats, but dangerous and cruel above all others



100 THE LAND OF THE LION

excepting the leopard. As game decreases they will become
in East Africa, indeed, they are already becoming, more
destructive to domestic beasts and to man; for the lion
that jumps a boma to stampede a herd is on the road to be
a manslayer; but even lions should notbe recklessly wounded.
Then, for our own sake I never fired until I knew I had a
fair chancc to kill. My own unaccountably bad shot, at
only fourteen yards distance, at a lion lying down, had
taught me how easy it was, even when I shot steadily, to
overshoot one of these dangerous beasts in the grass. If that
lion had come at me instead of turning away, I should have
had to kill him at a few feet distance, or, failing that, go
down, and no living man can be sure of killing a charging
lion dead, at a few feet distance.

Our return to camp, if it was delayed, was triumphant.
Three lions killed and twenty-seven seen in five consecutive
days, made up for the long spell of bad luck that went before.
The curious thing was, however, that though I hunted
much harder than J. J. W., even after this his fortune in
sighting lions remained remarkable. He saw them again
many times before I had another chance to see, much less
to kill, one.

I fear it may seem like boastfulness or exaggeration when I
write as confidently as I have done about the size and qual-
ity of the lions to be met with in the neighbourhood of
Sergoit Rock and on the Nzoia Plateau. I can only assure
those who read my story that there are good and sound
reasons for my statement. The bulk of a lion depends
on the regularity and abundance of his food. The mane of
a lion depends, in my humble judgment, on three things;
first, on the cold weather, that is favourable to long hair;
second, on the nature of the covert in which he hunts —
if this is open and free from thorns the mane will probably
be abundant; and third, on an abundance of food. If,
on the other hand, there is much cactus scrub and thorn,
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it will be shorter and more torn. But no lions foraging
for themselves in any country grow finer or indeed as fine
manes, as do the old fellows who grow fat and are well
looked after in the cold air of the London Zoological Gar-
dens. Black-maned lions are quite common up here
on this high and cold region, and are extremely rare any-
where else in the Protectorate. A few are shot in the Mau
“highlands” clothed like these. But the Mau valleys are
settled, and lions are already hunted down. In Somali-
land lions are often half-starved and never seem to attain
the size they commonly reach here. There, too, they hunt
in extremely thorny cover, and as a consequence are almost
without mane. I should say, speaking from memory only,
the measurements of Somali lions and lionesses are almost
a foot shorter.* The time of year in which the lionesses
withdraw from the male is of importance to the hunter.
During May, June, and July the sexes seem to keep com-
pany. It was in June and July I came on three bands of
lions, nine, ten, and eight respectively, in five days, hunting.
Lions and lionesses were all running together. In two
cases I, as I know now, recklessly followed them up, after
wounding one one day, and two another, for hours and
hours, mile after mile, on foot, in the long grass, pressing
on to finish the animals I had wounded. Had I been fol-
lowing one or two lionesses with cubs instead of large,
mixed bands, I must have been charged and charged home.
As it was, though, they growled a good deal just ahead of
me, and on either side, and sometimes came within a few
yards, I was never charged. When lionesses are alone they
are exceedingly dangerous. Indeed, a lioness is, I think
I am safe in saying, 100 per cent. more dangerous than
a lion. She has a way of crouching so flat on the yellow
ground that even in grass no more than two feet high it is
hard to see her. Such a lioness caused the first accident

* Since returning to Europe I have verified this statement.
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that I had personal knowledge of. When hunting near
the Athi River, on my first visit to the country, Mr. L. and
Mr. G., who is now one of the game rangers, had been hunt-
ing lion on one side of a mountain which rises from the
plain thirty miles from Nairobi, and which every visitor to
the country knows well —Donyea Sabuk. Ihad been doing
all T could on the other side to find one to hunt. They
killed three in ten days. During three weeks’ hard work
I never saw one. Such is luck in lion hunting. Well,
one day the two men saw a lioness, and rode her hard.
They lost her in some shortish grass, and incautiously
came nearer than they should have done to look for her.
In an instant she was on them, carrying Mr. G. from his
pony, and biting him through and through the thigh. Then,
like a flash, turning on Mr. L., whom she dashed down with
a claw wound across the face which destroyed one eye and
cut through the nose. As she stood on unfortunate L.,
mauling his shoulder, G. crawled up, wounded as he was,
and blew her brains out. Mr. L. died a few days
afterward.

Lions will sometimes, though very rarely, charge from
a distance. When they do, they are apt to come fast. A
friend of mine, a first-rate hunter, with another man who
had neither much nerve nor experience, came on two lionesses
lying on a bare hillside about two hundred and fifty yards
away. My friend took a steady shot at one of them, and dis-
abled it at once. His man missed the second. This second,
without a moment’s hesitation, came at them fast. It was evi-
dent at a glance that the lioness meant business; so ran
quickly to an ant hill, a few yards to one side, crying out to
the other as he did so, “Don’t fire; let her come.” But
that onward rush was more than untried nerves could stand,
and while she was still more than one hundred yards away,
fire was opened on her first by and then by his
frightened and demoralized Somali gunbearer.
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Maddened, but not even scratched by the bullets, the
lioness covered the remaining distance at an awful pace.
Ten yards off, not another inch, when a shot from the man
seated on the antheap, full between the eyes, averted a
tragedy. It is madness to shoot at a really charging lion,
at any such distance as that at which this man and his gun-
bearer shot; for be it always remembered, shooting and
missing demoralizes all hands. Nineteen times out of twenty,
-however, a lion comes slowly when he charges. As you
watch him at a distance, it seems very slowly at first. The
man in his front may not be able so accurately to gauge
his pace. Gradually he quickens, and crouching may
make the last few yards very fast indeed. He sometimes
stands for a moment before finally closing. The Masai
who still spear many lions, in the old days killed many more
than they do now. They told me positively that when
their warriors were charged by a lion they always stood
stock still. To move meant death, to stand quite immov-
able meant that before closing, the lion, if unwounded
would stand, too. Then came the spearman’s one chance.
The stories you hear of lions charging when unwounded,
and from a distance, are generally like the same sort of story
told about rhino or elephant, gross exaggerations. Con-
fused by the shooting, the beast rushes away and may come
your way; or again, he will run up to have a nearer look.
A missionary I knew was in this way ‘““charged,” as many
would call it, by three lions, a male and two females. He
had two cartridges only, and an unreliable .303 carbine.
The lion ran up to within twelve yards, he estimated it
and on his standing firm, growled, and ran back to the
lionesses. Then a lioness would go through the same
most trying performance. He standing still, she, too,
retired. This happened no less than four times. Last
the lion came so close that the missionary, feeling that this
time he was coming in, fired and shot away one of his large
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front teeth. The shock knocked him down. He got up
slowly, and growling his displeasure at such treatment,
they all three went off slowly together. The good man
thought himself very fortunate, as he was, and took another
road. A few days later the Kikuyu killed the lion and
brought in the skull. Strange to say, though the great
tooth was shattered, the jawbone was not broken.



CHAPTER V
HUNTING IN AFRICA

THINK I can truthfully say I have always enjoyed
hunting apart from mere killing— the distinction is
important. I learned to enjoy and value it for the knowl-
edge it gave me of a thousand useful and beautiful things,
and for the opportunties it afforded of studying them.

I was an overgrown, lanky boy of thirteen when my
father who was himself a good shot and an accomplished
horseman, gave me my first gun. It was a 14-bore double-
barrel shot gun. I remember it cost £10, a large sum for
him in those days.

We lived in Ireland, and in Ireland the grammar
schools keep early hours. I had to be at school at seven
in the morning, but that gun drew me from my bed at four;
and two and a half precious hours I had all to myself
while the day was young. I was only allowed to kill for food,
and rabbits brought me sixpence each, wild pigeon, three-
pence. So I paid for my ammunition at the same time that
I increased my chest measurement. Every stream, every
bog, every mountain, within a radius of ten miles (Irish)
I got to know, and I learned to love dearly the open air.
Since then I have hunted in many places, Scotland, Austria,
Sardinia (one of the best places, by the way, in the world
to hunt in, and no one goes there), in almost all parts
of the Canadian Rockies, and in our own splendid Alpine
land, from California to the Canadian line. On the great
Western plains I spent many months as far back as 1868,
when no white man came, and the whole country swarmed
with game. I have hunted in the forests and on the barrens
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of Nova Scotia, New Brunswick, and Quebec. So I have
had some experience in hunting. But African hunting is
a thing apart. It differs from all other forms of sport.
You may, with good reason, believe yourself capable of
holding your own in the Rockies or the Alps, and yet you
may find yourself unsuccessful or only moderately successful
here. My first trip to the country was unsatisfactory to
me. Though I was a fair shot, and capable of standing
pretty well the fatigue of a long day in the sun, I didn’t
get what I hoped to get. 1 was confused with the great
variety of game, and couldn’t tell a good head from a poor
one. I did not understand the make-up of a sefari, and
had no idea at all of how much one’s comfort depends on
getting together before leaving the starting place such
men as shall make the expedition successful. I could
see my trophies well attended to while in America, but
African trophies and African climate are so utterly differ-
ent that experience gained in other lands is here of slight
value. I had not one single man that could hunt, or knew
anything about the habits of the game. One of my gun-
boys’ feet gave out, owing to his insisting on a foolish
habit they have of wearing a wretched sham ammunition
boot, served out to sefaris at Nairobi, which, by the way,
an immutable custom obliges you to give to your tentboys
and gunbearers. The other was an utter coward. 1
tried, too, to march all day, and hunt in the afternoon
and evening, a great mistake always. And last, but not
least, I knew really nothing of the country.

These ignorances I have enumerated are, as anyone
can see, sufficiently serious, but I am sure that very few
ever coming for the first time to Africa, know even as
much about the country of their hope, as I did.

How then, you may say, do any first trips succeed even
measurably ?

In the first place, a great majority do not succeed.
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I remember a friend of mine, who had spent three months
in Rhodesia, showing me the result of his trip with pride.
I was ignorant then of African game, and so was duly
impressed. I know, now, there was scarcely one head in
the lot worth keeping.

He, however, only brought back what he had shot
himself, for he was a good sportsman; but the truth is,
very many of the bags reported are not made by the men
returning them. The professional hunter does much of
the shooting, and not seldom skins, tusks, and horns, are
bought. It is not hard to forget (at least, some seem to
find it easy) what you yourself have or have not shot.

But is that sort of thing sport? I am not speaking
from haphazard hearsay, but from things that I know.

I have often seen a would-be salmon fisher on our own
rivers, sit reading a novel hour after hour, day after day,
in his canoe, while his expert Indian threw a good fly
over his shoulder. When the fish was hooked then the
sportsman played it, and landed or lost it as the case might
be. It takes more than money to make a sportsman.
Enough said perhaps on an unpleasant subject.

In the second place, game is not at all as plentiful as it
was even in Africa. You cannot expect to stroll out of
camp about eight o’clock, after a late and heavy breakfast
and run across what you came out to get. A few years
ago the Athi Plains were almost a sure find for lions. 1
do not believe that to-day one sefari in five gets a lion at
all on them. There were a dozen places where with reason-
able industry you at least had a chance to get a fifty pound
elephant tusk. Now you may visit them one after the other
and never see a reasonable tusker. It is the same story
with rhino. Five years ago anyone could within a radius
of thirty miles of Nairobi, make sure of securing his two
heads, with horns measuring over twenty inches. Now
rhino scarcely exists in that vicinity at all, and you may
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hunt perseveringly for months all over the country, see
scores of rhino,and yet never come across a horn over sixteen
inches. In short, Mr. Ward’s measurements are a delusion,
an alluring but impossible dream, so far as East Africa is
concerned. I fancy the same thing holds good for the whole
country.

But though the great trophies are gone or nearly so,
if a man takes the trouble to study the game of the country,
and rigorously refrains from blazing at the first thing he
can see, if he rises early in the morning, and does not
mind an occasional crawl in the sun, he can still secure
beautiful trophies, and, what is more, can do so without
indiscriminate slaughter, and without measurably dimin-
ishing what remains of this wonderful fauna; for an old
buck killed, scarcely ever hurts the herd, and it carries
almost always the best head.

Nor can game be approached any longer in the hap-
hazard fashion of yore. Now and then, of course, you
stumble by good fortune on a desirable beast, but consistent
stalking is usually necessary to secure anything worth the
having. The sportsman, too, will find that he must take
many shots, at a much farther distance, than he would be
obliged to do in America, Scotland, or Europe.

The common animals such at kongoni, zebra, Tommy,
and rhino, usually permit a close shot. Waterbuck and
oryx will now and then let you near. On some days
you can quickly walk up to Grant, and pick your head
from a herd at one hundred and fifty yards, but you will
not get such chances every day. Far the larger number of
shots made are over one hundred and fifty yards, and
often over two hundred, sometimes over three hundred,
which is a long shot. It follows, then, that old-fashioned
rifles (and the fashion in rifles changes almost as rapidly
as that of our clothes), form a poor battery. Black powder
guns of all sorts are, of course, to be left at home; .500
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and .600 bore expresses are cumbersome and very unsat-
isfactory weapons. A .450 double Cordite express will
kill anything in the country, but you will be wise to use
constantly a much lighter gun, and one with ammunition
easier to carry. The rifle question needs a page or two to
itself.

One of the most important matters, as I have found it,
and one never insisted on in any books, seldom mentioned
by any hunter, is to so regulate the marching of your
sefari, when you are changing ground, that there will be
time for a quiet inspection of the country, the evening you
make camp.

A sefari is at best a noisy affair. Forty toahundred men
will make a noise when they reach their resting-place.
Tent-pitching, wood-gathering, very often from a distance
of a mile or more, cooking and water-hunting and carrying,
all mean noise. Game may be found that same evening
of arrival, within half a mile or more of your tent, which
next morning you may seek in vain at five miles distance.
The rule is a good one, start at daybreak, and camp before
noon. The early hours are the coolest, six hours of hard,
stony or thorny ground with sixty pounds, often more, to
carry, is all a humane man should ask of his porters.
To rush from place to place does no good, tires your sefari
out, and if there are many other hunting parties in the
country, is apt to make you deservedly disliked.

Never under any circumstances give up an animal you
have wounded, unless night is falling, or you are utterly
done and can go no farther. In that case give your rifle
to your head gunboy and promise him ““bakshish” if
he brings in head and meat.

Perhaps even mentioning such a matter seems useless
to many, I wish it were so. But to see, as I have often
seen, poor wounded zebra, kongoni, or many another,
limping painfully after the herd, with month-old wounds
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is a sight that should give pause to the careless shot. No
man has a right to kill things carelessly, or to waste life;
least of all to inflict pain, and continuous pain, just because
he is lazy. If he is a good shot, nine times out of ten his
chosen beast dies with far less suffering, than if it died
by disease, driven forth from the herd, or by the lion’s
grip. It moves but a few paces from the place it received
its death shot. If he is a poor shot, he will only fire at
game within his killing distance, which distance is soon
learned by all. But no man, surely, should leave the thing
he has chosen to kill, to slowly die. The people of the
country are often peculiarly careless in this respect. Game
has been and is so plentiful, “Let it go, there are
many more.”’

The natives and Somali have no feeling whatever
about inflicting pain. It never occurs, seemingly, even to
the most intelligent of them, that an animal should be
considered at all. You must act for your servants, and
insist that they obey your orders, punish any breach of
them immediately. So far as they are concerned nothing
more can be done.

And this leads me to say something of ‘‘tracking.”
Every sefari should number among its porters men who
can track, who know at a glance the meaning of a foot-
mark that may baffle you or escape you altogether. Some
experienced hunters advise the engaging of N’dorobo
trackers and say there are none so good. I have found
the Wakamba to be about the best trackers in the country.
The Wakamba are a hunting tribe and all the little but
important matters, such as skinning, cleaning heads,
making kobokos, they are adepts at.

Your gunboy is, of course, a good tracker. All his “chits™
say so. Alas, chits are usually as reliable as cooks’ refer-
ences at home. Men who continually do nothing but abuse
their gunbearers while they employ them, in some mis-
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guided fit of compunction, I must suppose, salve their
consciences, at the same time that they inflict a real wrong
on the man himself and on his future employer, by giving
him, shall I call it, an “inaccurate” chit.

Hast thou found a gunbearer who is staunch and a
tracker, raise his wages, and hold on to him while you are
in the country.

I believe Indian Shakeris are often wonderful trackers.
I have met and employed one master of the craft, in Nova
Scotia. I have heard of another. I name them, for one
of my objects in publishing these travel and hunting notes
of mine, is, not merely to tantalize a reader by telling
him what I have discovered after long search and
many failures, but, if it is possible, to help him to,
succeed where I failed. If you have got a good thing,
hand it on, share it as far as you can, your own share will
never be denied you. But I must not fall into sermon-
1zing. The two, the only two whom I have ever met,
who were the sort of trackers you read of in novels
(written by men themselves who never followed a tracker
probably), are the brothers Malay of Moser River, Halifax
County, Nova Scotia.

Fortunate indeed is the sportsman who secures either
of these men for a moose hunt. For three long September
days I have seen Will Malay follow one bull moose, over
eighty miles of rocky bog, fallen timber, alder swamp,
and fern-clothed lands, pick out that one hoof mark,
when again and again it merged, and to any other eye
was hopelessly lost, in not less than fifty other tracks, and
three times bringing up his man to within forty yards of
the watchful beast, hidden in darkest, noisiest, black
spruce swamp, till at least that head was ours. Go to
Nova Scotia, it is well worth the trip to see such work.

Your Wakambas cannot approach your Irish-Scotch
Nova Scotian. But encourage them, make them see you
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expect good work from them, make them look out their
best man for you, keep them to it when they think they
are beaten, and you will have always an interesting and
sometimes, as you deserve, a successful time.

Even if your gunboy can track, as mine can, you need
a man at your hand whose eyes are not on the ground but
above it, and in the surrounding grass or bush. See a lot
of men unaccustomed to African hunting, and probably
they all of them will have their eyes on the ground at the
same time. The first thing you know there is a crash or
a growl and the beast isaway. Insist, and keep on insisting,
that the man who carries your rifle, look not on the ground,
but ahead of him and around.

Rhino, in spite of their great weight, are difficult to
track once they are travelling on the inconceivably hard,
sunbaked ground. They seem most aimless of all beasts,
there is no purpose in their wanderings. They will move
quite rapidly, too, in all directions. No one can predict
safely their course.

Lions, generally move in a large curve or half-circle.
It pays, therefore, to follow them and follow them for hours.
One track is apt to lead you at last to quite a family con-
clave. :

Impala, spring off on a seemingly steady course, but
never keep it. No wounded beast is more artful than this
beautiful antelope.

Bush buck, crouch and hide, like a fox. Water buck,
will cunningly find a patch of thorn, so exactly correspond-
ing with their own coats, that nothing but the closest hunting
will find the wounded or dead game.

Oryx, generally go pretty straight, and the sharp hoof
beneath the heavy body, make them perhaps easiest of all
to follow.

Always see your head skins, if you want them, taken
off yourself. See them packed with grass or green twigs,
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to prevent the bloody edges soiling the skin. All blood
harbours flies, and flies too often blow and ruin a good
skin or pelt.

See to it yourself, too, that all the meat is brought to
camp. You are not legally obliged to give your porters
meat. Potio is supposed to be ample provision for them.
But you will find that most of the men require meat more
than occasionally. The Wanyamwazi, who are likely
to be the mainstay of your sefari, are good marchers,
and if they like you, and have arrived at the conclusion
that you mean to act fairly by them, will, in their turn,
act fairly by you. I have always been open and above
board with them. Sometimes for many days together
I have had to put them on half rations of potio, sometimes
to give them beans, the despised Kikuyu’s diet, instead
of meal or rice. But when I can get meat they know
they will have it, and so they are willing to strain a point
to please me. I have told them I badly wanted to take in
such and such heavy trophies, for instance, If these were
to be carried many of the loads would be nearer eighty
than sixty pounds. They have taken them up cheerfully,
and in one instance I well remember made fifteen miles
without water, on a very hot day indeed.

So, as I say, see all your meat is brought in and neither
on the veldt, nor yet in camp, wasted. But here you may
find an unexpected difficulty. Half or more of your sefari
are professed Mohammedans and these do not eat meat
that has not been ‘““hallaled,” i. e., throat cut before the
animal is dead. If the porters who happen to accompany
you on a certain day, are Mohammedans, and you want to
save a head skin, of course, refuse to have the throat cut,
or, if the shot has killed the animal instantly, and so there
is no possible excuse for throat cutting, they will need a
sharp eye on them, if the unclean meat is to be carried
in. Itis a good plan judiciously to keep away from any
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fallen beast you kill for meat. Give orders as soon as
you see it down, that it be “hallaled,” and some good
Mohammedan will not hesitate to cut its throat even though
the poor thing has been dead as a doornail for several
minutes. In any case insist that all meat killed be brought
in, and if, as is rare, there i1s more than the men can eat,
let the headman see that it is dried. The natives do this
very well, and are much less likely to make themselves ill
on dried, than on fresh game.

Nothing is more interesting than hunting with a camera.
I said before that a close approach to game is now very
difficult. The large herds, I have never been able to get
near. Of course, you cannot crawl through wet grass
with a kodak. Still, occasionally perseverance is rewarded,
and at least you get interesting views of the animal world.
Scores of times I have managed to reach fifty or sixty
yards, but that is too long a shot for anything but a
“telephoto. (A telephoto that would not shake in the
breeze as all I have seen do, should certainly give excellent
results.)

Every man has his own ideas about the way he wishes
his rifle carried, but there are a few points as to which I
fancy all sportsmen who have shot much in Africa are
agreed. One is to have the gun, you are most accustomed
to, so near you that you can use it instantly. Often the
chance of the trip will come, when least expected, not when
you are equipped for a day’s hunting, maybe, but when
you are moving slowly along, in front of a noisy sefari.
There stands a lion, waiting to be shot! Or, the one head
in a thousand, calmly gazes at you, over a bush. To
pause then, to drag at a gun cover, to fumble for cartridges,
to give up one gun, in order to grasp at another, is most
surely to be undone.

I have known a man who was dying to shoot a lion,
come suddenly on one not fifty yards away in a little open
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glade. The obliging beast waited to let him get off his
riding animal, but when he stopped to take out ‘‘the
solids” (bullets covered with nickel used usually for rhino,
elephant, and wrongly for buffalo) and substitute “soft-
nose” (the ordinary expanding bullet for soft-skinned
game) he lost an easy lion, and it served him right.

If you can carry your own gun do so. No matter how
quick your gunbearer is or how well trained, and there
is much in training him, no matter how steady, no matter
how well he knows you or obeys your orders, appreciable
time is lost and many a chance thrown away in taking
your rifle from his hands. If you have a professional
hunter, donot let him march in front, as they all like to do.
When there is no trail, or the country is unusually difficult
it may be necessary. But usually it is not necessary at
all, specially if you have had any previous experience in
bhunting. Use his eyes, they are apt to be better than yours,
use his judgment of the relative size of heads, it is sure to
be better. But do not let him go in front. It is the front
rank man who gets the chance. In the pause and the
movement of passing, fatal notice is given to wary game.
If the beast is looking at you, don’t crawl for an ant
hill or dodge behind a bush. Take your shot at once,
miss or kill.

A lion or leopard seldom will let you change your
position once he sees you, without rapidly changing his.
Of course, if you are still unseen you can be, and ought
to be, as deliberate as you choose. The duffer hurries
when there is no occasion to hurry, and fumbles and
hesitates when the chance is an instantaneous one or no
chance at all.

With the young beast, even if you have missed, reload
quickly and look out for another shot, lion will often give
it you, but be careful once he is wounded. A young three-
quarters grown lion has mauled many a man.
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And this leads me to speak of dangerous animals,
when they are dangerous, and how, so far as I know, that
danger can be met and minimized.

How a man should hunt in Africa, whether alone,
accompanied by his gunbearer, or if he finds it too hard
work to carry a rifle all day long, by his two gunbearers;
or whether he should engage a professional hunter to go
with him, a steady shot in an emergency, depends, of course,
on the man himself.

If he can depend on his nerves, and has a reasonable
command of his weapon, it is far pleasanter to hunt alone.
Hunting, even with a tried friend, is a doubtful experiment.
One man is certain, at times, to spoil the other’s shot. The
moment to fire cannot possibly be arranged by the ‘““one,
two, three”” method, or by any other. To get a wary animal
you want, nine times out of ten, to make the final part of
the stalk alone. If it is a dangerous beast, such as lion,
rhino, buffalo, or elephant, you must have a second gun to
your hand. This is absolutely necessary. But if two
sportsmen are making the final crawl, then there must
accompany them, at least two gunbearers, that makes
four, to get up unnoticed to killing range, something not
always to be accomplished.

On the other hand, very few comparatively, who visit
Africa for the first time, have had much opportuntiy to test
their nerves, under such circumstances, as are likely to arise
here. If a visitor intends to make but a short trip, to con-
fine his wanderings to those parts of the country easily
reached from the railroad (even then I think he will find
the trip interesting and well worth the journey), in such a
case he need not, I think, fear a test of his nerves too severe.
But to enjoy sefari life, and to see the beautiful and won-
derful things that are to be seen, then he must go farther
afield to-day. To pick up twenty different kinds of heads
and bag a specimen of each of the large beasts as well, is
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not to be done, any more, in a few weeks. Even to get
good specimens of such beautiful antelope as the common
Grant, Thompson’s gazelle, Impala bushbuck, Gnu, or
oryx, will, in all likelihood require many weeks of conscien-
tious work. Lion go by luck, you may hear them nightly
and rarely see them by day. Nine times out of ten you
may take every precaution, mount the ridges slowly, use
intelligently your gunboy’s splendid eyes, as well as your
own inferior ones, they will see you first. In that case
you have no chance, unless you are on fairly good riding
ground and have a sufficiently good pony to bring them to
bay. This is all true of rhino with presentable horns.
He takes much trouble to find. Good men have spoored
buffalo for a month without getting a shot, and elephant
no man can count on.

So I cannot advise anyone to attempt to get a good
collection of heads, or to hope to see African wild game at
all thoroughly, unless he can spare six months at least for
the trip. For a serious trip then, how should you go?
I have no hesitation in saying that there is little danger
likely to attend it, if you secure the backing of an experi-
enced hunter, on whose shooting and nerve you can depend
in a tight place. I also have no less hesitation in saying
that a man who is not reasonably a master of his nerve
and weapon, is foolish to attempt dangerous game, alone.
Then, it must be remembered, that sometimes, especially
in the case of the plentiful and wunaccountable rhino,
vicious game may attack him, and is sure to do so when
he least expects it. Reliable hunters knowing the country,
who will not take the tyro when he ought not to go, are to
be had. Mr. Hoey, of Eldama Ravine, is one of the
best. Mr. Cunningham is another, Newland, Carlton
Company, can supply several more.

I am far from wishing to exaggerate the danger of the
wild beast. I believe that, from a variety of causes, this
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has been in the past, and still in the future, is likely to be
much overstated.

When we tell our tales of adventure by flood and field,
if one has any gift of speech at all, the story is not likely
to lose in the telling. No one can question facts or measure
distances on the smoking-room floor. The length of
shots is apt to increase with the years. The aspect of
the charging heads to grow more, not less, formidable.
To say as much is but to confess to one of the limitations
of our common humanity..

But apart from such perhaps excusable licence, multi-
tudes of stories told in good faith by the actors in them
are actually unreliable to the last degree, because these
gentlemen have not known, or cared to know, the habits
of the beasts in whose slaying they have won renown.

Take our American grizzly bear, for instance. It
seems a point of honour, with everyone who has shot a
grizzly, be he Western ranchman or sportsman who spends
his occasional holiday in the Rockies, to help our one
savage (so-called) animal to live up to, or rather, die up
to, such a reputation that shall not lose by comparison
with the king of beasts himself.

This is ridiculous. When Lewis and Clark first
saw and named our great gray bear, he had the country
pretty much to himself. His only opponent was the ill-
armed Indian, whose flint arrows could scarcely pierce
the bear’s thick hide. The bear was no use to the Indian,
who naturally kept clear of him. Lewis and Clark, there-
fore, found him a formidable animal enough, especially
when compared with his smaller black cousin, who could
be killed with a well-wielded axe. The men accompany-
ing Lewis and Clark’s expedition were armed with the
musket, a very inferior weapon, or the small bore rifle.
These were not likely to kill, at one shot, the fine beasts
which weighed eight hundred pounds or even more.
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He seemed to them, as, indeed, he was, immensely strong,
and tenacious of life. The early trappers for the same
reason dreaded him, and trappers’ yarns largely helped to
retain for him his reputation. I saw myself a great skin
which two trappers tried to sell me in 1868. They told a
blood-curdling story of his slaying. He had hurt neither
of them, but the skin certainly had thirteen Henry rifle
bullets through it. The rifle with which they were armed
was an admirable gun for standing off Indians, but a poor
weapon to kill a grizzly with. But with the advent of the
powerful modern rifle things changed. It was found
by those who tried to tell the truth (and I am not in any
unkindly way maligning the memory of those interesting
old fellows who lived hermits’ lives amid the mountains,
when I say they very seldom did try to do this) that a
grizzly fell to a well-placed shot just as quickly as any other
heavy animal. Moreover, it came to be known that that
bear has an almost invariable custom of falling right down
to any shot that hits him anywhere, even though it inflict
but a small wound. This accounts, by the way, for stories
so common of this unusual tenacity of life. Then at length
men who had hunted him regularly for years and killed
him in his chosen haunt of rocky canyon and steepest
darkest mountain woodland, began to confess to each
other the simple truth; and it was this: that no animal
capable of killing a man, took more pains to run away or
ran faster or farther than Ursus Horribilis.

I can speak with some first-hand knowledge, because for
ten consecutive years but one I hunted him perseveringly.
I never was charged by a grizzly except once, and that was
when creeping up to his kill, which he had buried under
a great heap of stones, earth and stumps, and behind which
he lay half asleep, after a heavy meal. He mistook my
footfall for that of some cousin of his, coming without an
invitation to sup off his elk, and in incontinent hurry
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threw himself up and over the mound to drive off the
intruder. That was, of course, not a premeditated charge.
I had to shoot quick, because he was very near and could
not well stop the impetus of his rush, I do not think he had
time even to try; but I am confident all the same, that that
bear’s last mental impressions were those of dismay and
not fury.

The largest bear I ever had the good fortune to kill,
and he was a very large one, I came on suddenly in the
dark, as I felt my way along a narrow mountain trail to-
ward the cheering spot of camp fire that burned far below,
lit by my hunter to guide me to our solitary bivouac. I
did not see him till he loomed up before me, Very high
he looked in the darkness, and very near. He did not
charge nor did he get out of the way. But then all savage
beasts know their advantage at night, and are not ready
to forego it.

I know many of my readers may not be convinced by
these statements of mine, yet I am confident there is weight
in them. Remember, too, that seven times out of ten
when a grizzly bear was first seen, he was grubbing under
stones on the higher mountain slope along which he would
move almost as fast as a good man could walk. He had
to be followed, perhaps for hours at a fast walk. When
at last the hunter drew near, he was pretty well spent with
climbing, and was inclined, unless he was an old hand,
to save himself the trouble of mounting some hundred
feet higher than his game, so took his shot from below.
The grizzly’s haunts would be down the steep, not up,
some woody canyon, from which he had started, he would
be sure to make for, at the first alarm, His sight is poor.
He cannot distinguish, among the boulders strewn about,
the spot of brown that is shooting at him. He simply
plunges downward and homeward, and if the man is on
his way, he will run into him or over him.
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I have seen, myself, a bear, shot at from that foolish
position, almost run over two good men, who in their hurry
to get out of his way, missed him clean, and were them-
selves in danger for a moment.

I have also known of a soldier of the Fifth Infantry,
an excellent shot, killed by a small bear in a plum thicket,
into which he had the temerity to follow the beast, after
wounding him with his Springfield rifle.

I have seen a three-quarters grown grizzly charge savagely
after being shot through the body, when he had been
followed into a corner of the rocks, from which he could
in no way retreat.

But none of these instances, nor yet hundreds more
like them, which anyone who had hunted successfully in
our mountains for years could supply, invalidates my con-
tentions; that whatever sort of an opponent the great gray
bear may have been a hundred years ago, he is to-day, and
he has been for many years, an exceedingly timid animal.

He falls to the slightest wound. I have seen one fall,
making a terrible outcry, and roll fully fifty yards down
hill, to a shot that only slightly wounded one of his fore
paws. When, still roaring, he rolled almost up against
me, his sudden dismay was ludicrous. He gathered him-
self up from the ground in an instant, and went off at a
great pace till shot. My hunter, Frank Chatfield, who
was with me in my annual hunt for many years, a splendid
shot, had killed before his death, more than a hundred
grizzlies. He told me he never knew a grizzly to charge
home. Very rarely he would rush forward on receiving
his wound (he did not probably see his enemy) and also
very occasionally before ““clearing,” he would stand up
straight and growl, giving any man with ordinary nerve,
all the chance he wanted, to shoot him dead. But charge
in, he never did. I have shot, in the old days, twenty-five,
I never saw one charge.
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I will add one short story, as a further illustration of
my contention. A friend of mine, now dead, told me he
wanted above all things to kill a grizzly. So I wrote to
Frank C and my friend went out to the Shoshone
Mountains. In a couple of months he came to see me in
New York, and told a blood-curdling tale, of how he and
Frank had been charged by three bears, and how, at a
few feet distance, they had killed them. I was surprised,
but, of course, said nothing. Next year I said to my
man, ‘“What about those three grizzlies that charged
you and ?” He laughed. ‘“We were hidden,” said he,,
““in the scrub, at the foot of a nut pine. The bait we had
for them was fifty yards away. An old sow and two
yearling cubs came all right in the evening. wounded
the sow he first shot, and she and her cubs came rushing
by our tree, they never saw us, they had no idea where the
shot came from. We killed them as they ran by and
passed us.”

I hope these dissertations on our only dangerous game
animals may not seem without interest or out of place
here. I dwell on them, for I am convinced, that the dan--
ger of charging beasts, which is I admit, considerable in
Africa, has been very needlessly and grossly exaggerated.

It is serious, and must be prepared for, but there is:
no need to make it out worse than it is. Many men have
killed all sorts of animals here, and will tell you honestly
they have never seen the determined charge of lion, rhino,
elephant, buffalo, or leopard. Yet, of course, the fact
remains that many are killed or mauled by these animals.
And though you may shoot several of them, and never
stand on the stern defensive, when it is your life or theirs,
the very first lion or rhino you wound, may come straight
at you, and may not swerve or pass to either side.

The little burial ground at Nairobi has several head-
stones marked “killed by lions.” All elephant hunters tell
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the same story; and men are yearly run down and gored
or trampled to death by rhino. Buffalo are scarce, but no
wounded animal in Africa is perhaps quite as dangerous
or so cunning or determined. These facts are well known,
and do not need confirmation by anyone.

Therefore I say again, it is for the man himself to
decide whether he goes hunting alone, or whether he
takes, to back him, a hunter of tried nerve and a steady shot.

Mr. Buxton in his delightful book, ‘Short Stalks,”
tells (I hope he will not be offended with me for saying)
in a somewhat too flippant strain it seems to me, the
story of the ‘“boys” adventure with a buffalo on the
White Nile. The lad wounded the animal, followed him
up, and was promptly charged. Failed, of course, to
stop him, and was thrown into the air. His escape
was wonderful. Not one man so caught in five escapes
with his life.

Inexperienced shots, intent on making real hunting
trips, are to my mind foolish indeed to hunt in Africa
alone. They may not be guilty of the folly of certain
ladies who have lately told of their extraordinary experi-
ences in another part of Africa, and who seem to have
run up to bushes where they had seen two lions enter, and
only shot at one. Or who took their unfortunate
gunbearers into thick scrub after rhino, and as soon as
they saw the big brown hide, blazed into it, anywhere,
not having any idea whether they were shooting at rump
or shoulder. Small wonder indeed that one of these
wretched men was gored and stamped to death. Such
action is criminal in its folly. The African scrub is no
place for a woman anyway.

The surprises of the country are so many and so sudden,
that I should advise most men, to avail themselves of
experience maturer than their own. Be it remembered,
too, that apart from its danger and pain, a serious accident
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spoils the trip for yourself, and most probably for your
companion, if you are not alone.

What I have said refers to the highly dangerous animals
every hunter wants to bag. But caution is necessary in
approaching all wounded game. Even the most pacific
beasts are perpetually defending themselves by guile or
force from predatory beasts. The African antelopes are
on the watch from late evening till daylight. Their horns
and hoofs are formidable instruments, offensive and de-
fensive. The stroke they can deliver is so lightning-like
in its quickness that no one who has not seen it could
realize it.

The oryx, the sturdy and keen horned bushbuck,
the hartebeast or kongoni, and, above all, the splendid
waterbuck, will on occasion, turn sharply on the foe.
Many a careless sportsman has been wounded, one I
know of killed, by wounded waterbuck. The only acci-
dent I have met with, befell me from one of these ante-
lopes, and I had no one but myself to blame. It was my
first visit to Africa. I was coming back toward Nairobi
from a three weeks’ unsuccessful search for a lion. I
was using a little six-pound Mannlicher rifle, I am very fond
of, and which I always carry for its lightness. We (I had
a good professional hunter with me at that time) were in a
country where the Sing Sing waterbuck was to be found,
a different species from the common waterbuck, and I
had not yet secured a specimen. So seeing a waterbuck’s
head througb a bush, not more than eighty yards away,
I shot at it with the little gun, and it fell to the shot like a
stone. On going up, there it lay full length on the ground.
The bullet had entered the forehead, just at the inner side
of the eye, and did not kill instantly, though the poor beast
seemed just gone. I told my gunbearer to finish it with
the knife. He was a cowardly fellow (though on this
occasion he showed his sense) and refused point blank
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to go near. Now, I had just four cartridges left for that
rifle, and I hated to use them up, so instead of following
the man’s example, who had at least had far more experi-
ence than I (and as once or twice already I had finished
animals that he had refused to go near, instead of using
another cartridge to make sure), I came behind the water-
buck, well clear of his horns, and straddling him as I had
to, drove the knife in. He was on his feet with a bound,
throwing me, I cannot say how many feet, over his head,
and with another bound was on top of me. My hunter
shot him in the neck promptly (a foolish place, by the
way, to shoot, for no man can be sure of breaking the bone,
and if you miss it you do little harm). He was too far
gone, most fortunately, to do me damage with his horns,
but his trampling hurt me dreadfully, he weighed quite six
hundred pounds. Ilimped to camp and lay there for several
days before addressing myself as best as I could, to the
eighty-mile walk to Nairobi. I got there at last, hobbling
along about eight or ten miles a day, my ankle and knee
much swollen. The ankle hurt most and mended soonest.
But that knee cost me many a weary month in bed and on
sofa afterward.

After what I have said, I shall not, I hope, be accused
of exaggerating the danger likely to be met with by the
well-equipped sportsman in pursuit of game in East Africa.
But after making due allowance for hunters’ stories,
specially inexperienced hunters’ stories, a certain amount
of risk has to be run. Lion, rhino, elephant, and buffalo,
at times are very dangerous, and life is often lost. Ninety-
nine times out of a hundred, it is the wounded beast who
does the damage, and not only so, but it is in following
up wounded beasts that life or limb is lost.

Every good man will take a risk sometimes, and will
be surely right in doing so. But there are risks to his
own life, and be it remembered to his men’s lives, that
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he is not justified in taking. I have written at length of
lion hunting in another chapter, but here let me jot down
a few things about the other savage beasts; and will my
reader please always remember that I am not trying to
instruct the experienced, but seeking to help the inex-
perienced sportsman. And as I attempt to do so, may
happily interest some, who would like to know a little of
that wild life circumstances have denied them chances to see.

Take the rhino, a great lumbering brute he seems as
you look at him, with his extraordinary ill-formed, ugly
head, small pig eye, and formidably armed snout. He
weighs perhaps two tons, and looks as though nothing
could stop or turn him. I have myself no doubt from what
I have seen, and also from what I have heard, that the
rhino, like our grizzly, is losing in the presence of well
armed man, a good deal of his pugnacity. He very seldom
charges deliberately. I have approached fifty rhinos,*
and beyond the usual stamping and snorting (his method
of greeting an object he cannot make out), I have never
seen any of them show determination to attack. (Later
I had good reason to modify this statement.) Yet if you
are to believe stories you hear of men who have seen
but one or two, and indeed I must add stories told by some
old hands, you would expect every second rhino you meet
to charge you without warning.

When a rhino receives a shot he is apt to spin around
once or twice, and rush off at a great pace, leaving the
direction of that rush almost to chance, though he will
go up wind usually if he can. He may happen to take
your direction, most probably he will not. He cannot see
you at more than thirty of forty yards off. But he is cer-
tainly very sensitive to the footfall of man or horse, and
sometimes, even the wind, of course, being favourable for
it shows signs of alertness, at a hundred yards distance.

* And many more since this was written.



HUNTING IN AFRICA 127

He is not hard to kill for all his thick hide, and, most for-
tunate of all, he is not hard to turn, when he does come
your way.

The danger with the rhino is, that in an extraordinary
way, he manages to conceal himself in cover, when it would
seem impossible, and getting the wind of the hunter or the
sefari, as he is taking his siesta in the brush, he stumbles
forth blindly and in a hurry going up into the tainted
breeze. Your porters’ loads go cracking down, and men
and totos take to the trees. In this way damage is some-
times done. But there are many, many scares for one
man really hurt.

I had once a rhino thrust his head out of a bush on
to me, at not more than three or four feet distance. My
useless gunboy bolted; and so did the poor beast, when I
had to fire quickly in his face. I don’t think I hurt him
much, I am sure I hope I did not, but he might have crushed
me had I not fired, and, of course, to take chances of his
turning away at that distance, were not to be thought of.
If his temper is up, and he comes right on, a shot from
a good rifle will always make him swerve in his charge, and
pass you a few yards to one side. If you want to kill him, a
shot as he passes will usually do it. Small-bore rifles
seem to kill rhino almost as quickly as large. Better use
nickel bullets.

Buffalo are more plentiful than they were a few years
ago. The cattle plague almost exterminated them in some
districts where it used to be possible to get a fair head.
But, at best, buffalo are hard to bag in British East Africa.
They frequent the denser thicket country generally near
rivers, feed early in the morning, and late in the evening,
and at the slightest alarm plunge into scrub, when it is
highly imprudent to follow them if wounded. Unwounded,
even a cow when followed by her calf, will sometimes
charge desperately. If the ground is at all open, and
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there is space between the bushy clumps to see what you
shot at, a charging buffalo with lowered head, should be
easy to stop. The great broad shoulders and neck offering
a mark which is almost impossible to miss. Such a country
is that round the upper waters of the Guasi Nyiro end of
the north, and usually these animals are very plentiful here.

Thickets near the water side, or on mountain land,
are a totally different matter. No one who has not tried
to force a way through African cover, can have any idea
of its holding qualities. Legs, arms, rifle, hat, may be
tied down, dragged back, plucked over your eyes, all at
the same moment. For long distances you must crawl
through dark, leafy, prickly, tunnels, where you can see
nothing ahead of you. So handicapped, the best shot in
the world has a poor chance for his life, with the rhino or
buftalo.

The rhino blunders on top of you. The buffalo lays
in wait for you, cunningly chooses his position near his
own retreating spoor, but to one side. He has doubled
back on his course to do so. And when he sees you, and
you cannot see him, charges home, nothing but death stop-
ping his rush.

I have known of a good man killed in the evening by
a buffalo he had wounded in the morning, and whose spoor
he had for many hours abandoned. He was coming back
to camp through the same country he hunted in the morning.
As he did so he unfortunately chanced to pass close to the
spot where all day long, the wounded beast had awaited
his enemy. He was killed almost instantly.

I was, as I think now, foolish enough in just such a
covert, to follow the first buffalo I had wounded, for four
hours. There, several times, he doubled on his track, and
stood waiting till I came up and passed him by. Itwas quite
impossible to see him. His heart must have failed
him at the last moment, for all the sign I had of him was
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the crashing of the bushes, a few yards away, as he
charged off, and not at me!

Mr. A , of the Chicago Field Museum, a first-class
shot and hunter, tracked buffalo for two months in this
country before he secured what he wanted. If you have
time and patience, and wait till you get a fair chance, and
so can choose your head, you are reasonably sure, for years
to come, to be able to secure, what I think is the best trophy
that Africa can yield you.

Professional hunters have always made use of the
local native for elephant hunting. These were commonly
sent off to look for fresh “sign,” or to locate herds, the
ivory hunter staying in camp till reliable news was brought
to him. This is really almost the only way to secure big
ivory, and it means that for a considerable time, all other
hunting and travelling must be foregone. Personally, I
never cared enough for an elephant to do it. The waiting
may be for long, and the wooded country you are obliged
to wait in is dreary in the extreme. Of course, sefaris
may, and do, happen on to elephant. I have done so three
several times, and twice have been able to stalk close up
to the herd. But in none of those three cases was there
a big tusker in the lot. The game regulations now forbid
any elephant to be shot carrying less than sixty pounds
of ivory to the two tusks. Now there is no reason why a
much more frequent use of local native help should not be
made, when other game than elephant is sought. But
very few sportsmen think of doing so. If you want lion,
try and reach the neighbouring N’dorobo, or Massai or
Kikuyu, tell them they are sure of ‘““bakshish” if they
show you a fresh and undisturbed “kill.” The “undis-
turbed” part of the bargain is all important, for if they,
as they are apt to do, go first up to the carcass, and cut
off some of the meat, or, if you are in Kikuyu land, and they
set snares for the birds (these snares are very cleverly laid,
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nooses of kongoni sinew, laid down in the grass; maraboo
and vultures entangle their feet in them, as they come to
feed on the carrion) whose feathers they covet, then the
chances of the lion returning to the kill are but slight.
Generally a lion will return next night to his kill, often
staying there till quite late in the morning. Even if he
goes away at daylight, he will lie up at the nearest water
or in some brush hard by. You can, in this way, get some
idea of his whereabouts and often get a shot.

Or, the natives may locate him in some favourite ravine,
where several lions, will often for quite a long time, take up
their quarters. Or, again, the Massai may have tracked
the great cattle thief to some family refuge in a kopji,
and you might be weeks in the neighbourhood without
discovering it. There are, in short, a great variety of
ways, in which you can get aid and information from the
local native and be sure and use him when you can. You
must be prepared, however, in the first instance, to be often
.denied all information. I suppose the tribes have their
.own reasons for this cause of action, for it is very common,
but I could never discover it. The N’dorobo, for instance,
‘who may be very meat hungry, when you first see them,
and who are living meagrely on honey and meat stolen
from lion “kills,” are likely to assure you, when you ask
if there are many lions round, that there are none within
three or four marches. In a week these same N’dorobo
will haunt your camp, crowd to your fire, till you have
to drive them away, and bring their sick to get “dowa”
(medicine).

If there are many of these hunting “wild men,” as the
other tribes call them, in your neighbourhood, better come
to an understanding with them about this matter of “kills.”
Promise to give them a kongoni now and then, if they will
leave all kills alone, and come to you as soon as they find
one. If some such arrangement is not made with them,
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you are likely to find your meat taken from the carcass
you intended for your boys, unless you have left a man to
guard it (while you went to camp to order porters out),
and it is not always possible to leave a man on guard.

It is wonderful to see the vultures come to a carcass.
Not one can be seen with a glass, as you first sit down,
near the fallen game. But in ten minutes, the broad black
wings are sure to be sailing far above you. The coming
of the wild man is, to me, almost as mysterious. I have
walked away from my game as though I intended aban-
doning it, and going to a distance, have hidden behind some
shelter from which I could command the country with my
glass. In a wonderfully short time a black dot of a head
would be cautiously lifted from the grass, or miles away
I would see one, two, three, tiny black figures running
along in single file, as they always travel, all making a
true course for the game they somehow smelled out so
strangely.

The lesson I would have drawn from this is: Have
someone in your sefari who can talk to the N’dorobo.
Sometimes these people can speak a little Massai or Kikuyu,
oftener they cannot, and in lion country especially, it is
well to be on good terms with them, they are exceedingly
timid, and quite harmless. Though sefari men are generally
rather nervous of meeting them, saying they fear their
poisoned arrows.

In Massai land, if you happen on a country where there
is little game, but where the lions still are heard, you can
reckon on the hearty support of the herdsmen in hunting
them down. Where game is plentiful lions seem generally
to leave the herds alone, but when game is scarce then the
lion becomes bold indeed and exceedingly dangerous.
Then he will, by some cunning device or another, stampede
the crowded occupants of the kraal, and spite of spear
and firebrand, take his pick, and carry it off. In such
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cases the Massai are glad of your help, and you may reckon
pretty safely on the lion’s return to his toothsome ‘kill.”
The difficulty is to prevent the owners taking all the meat
the lion has left. If you can by purchase or persuasion
prevent this, and if the moon is shining, then have a thorn
boma, built for yourself, a few yards from the kill, and you
have as sure a thing as there is in lion hunting, which is
not saying much. I have never been able to induce a lion
to come back to his game kill, if it had been disturbed,
or if a boma was put up nearby. - When there was no
game to speak of, and a fat cow had been killed, I have had
him come back two nights running and pull a boma, we had
built, to pieces, to get at his meal, and, the Massai tell me,
it is always so.

If there are trees close by, there is a much easier and
safer way of getting him. Have a place put up in a tree,
close as you can get to the kill, and fix yourself so that you
will not fall down if you should nod. This can be done near
an undisturbed gamekill. One man,I know of,killed, in this
way, four fine lions, on one lucky night. But I should not
advise either of these methods unless there is a moon,
and the weather is dry. A soaking cold rain may do you
so much harm that even a lion skin will not repay you.
The night, too, seems very long, and it is cramping, tedious
work. If you have crouched in the bows of your ““birch
bark” all through a September night, while your hunter
has “called” the harmless moose, you will remember well
how every bone in your body ached, before the welcome
sunbeams came slanting over the dark spruce tops, and
the tall frost rimmed swamp grass. But you can make
yourself far more comfortable in a canoe, than you can,
perched on a tree limb, or crouching behind a thin .
screen of thorn bush. Still lions are worth trying for in
every sort of way.

The most difficult trophy to get, and I think the finest
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of all, is the buffalo head. And here, at least as much as
with the lion, the local native can help. One of the chief
difficulties about the buffalo is, that some slight cause
may make him change his quarters. He is here in large
numbers one month, the next he is gone and trace him
you cannot. His chosen haunt is often inaccessible to you,
even if you are willing to take the risk of following him into
the dark labyrinth of swamp and jungle through which
he tunnels or crashes, or, wonderful to relate, moves if
he wishes it, almost noiselessly. You cannot do so. No
living man, not the naked savage himself, can force a pas-
sage without making a noise, sufficient to give warning
of his approach. Nor can the breeze be depended on in
these thickets. No, the only real chance you have, comes,
when he leaves his fastness, to feed in the glade or on the
marsh, close by. Now, unlike the elephant, which loves
rain, and can never have enough of it, the buffalo dislikes
it. Consequently information you collect with care, about
where you should go, etc., and when, etc., is by a change
of season rendered useless and misleading. You march
the sefari ten days to some locality where your friend got a
good head, where he left plenty of buffalo, and which you
have good reason for believing has not been disturbed since
he left it. Your hopes are high. Alas! nothing comes
of all your trouble; when you reach the land of desire and
hunt it thoroughly, you are not rewarded by so much as
a fresh sign. Never then be so sure of getting buffalo
anywhere, that you do not make arrangements to have
one or two dependable natives gathering information for
you, going out themselves to look for sign, in some other
locality, on which you can fall back, in case of failure.

At most of the government stations there are such na-
tives, kept in government employ. The district commis-
sioner will always oblige you with their services. They
cost little and may prove of great value to you. Before
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I leave the subject, let me say one thing more about these
dark skinned fellow helpers of a day. Invite them to
your big central fire in the evening, and as you all draw
round the welcome blaze, have an interpreter up and talk
to them. How many interesting things you will hear,
about them, their plans, their hopes, their discontents and
wrongs, and, some none less interesting things you may
learn, about yourself, and your fellow countrymen. The na-
tive helper, when he is employed, is often, in sefari life, shoved
to one side as soon as his bit of information has been had
from him. In your camp he is almost sure to be without
kith or kin, unless he has bargained for a companion of
his tribe, to bear him company. Remember, you are his
host. It will indeed pay any traveller well to take some
time and pains to draw these casual companions out,
make them feel at home, and let them see you are not
visiting their country simply and solely to get something
that is partly theirs, at as little cost to yourself as it may
be had.

I remember three Massai, we once had, to guide us to
a thickly wooded haunt of buffalo, where other sportsmen
had met with success. Our start from the government boma
was not very auspicious. We had with some difficulty
procured a tent for them, the rains just then were very heavy,
The tent did not weigh, poles and all, more than ten pounds,
but they promptly refused to carry it. (Massai will seldom
carry any load but a gun.) Well, we started without the
tent, for all the porters were loaded. Soon after camping,
some four hours out, the downpour commenced. Where-
upon the three came and wanted to know where they were
to go out of the rain. We arranged a shelter for them
beside the loads, under a big ground sheet. Next day,
close to our second camp we found a Massai munyata *

* Temporary village — wattle houses daubed with cow dung, built in a circle usually depended
by a high thorn fence.
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breaking camp in much excitement. Two lions had jumped
the high thorn boma, landed in the middle of the packed
herd, and, of course, stampeded the lot. The maddened
beasts burst their way through the double fence of wattle
houses and thorn barriers, and were at the mercy of the
lions. Two of them were quickly pulled down, one of these
was carried into the long grass, some two hundred yards
away, and there was devoured at leisure. From the other,
the Massai with spears and fire drove the lion off. This
all happened in the early morning, and when we came up,
the Massai had bled the bullock, and carefully, as they
do, preserved the blood for drinking.

Now we were out of meat, and so tried to buy that
bullock’s fat hunk.. No, they would not sell. But our
three moran (warriors) brought along with them an appe-
tizing shoulder and brisket. They had their potio, as
was their due, that night, but though they ate that, they
kept their beef and offered us nothing. Next day I had
a most interesting talk with one of them, and learned
from my “warrior” more about their customs and
views on things in general, than I had been able to pick
up in eight months’ previous travel. When dinner time
came the fat brisket was set to roast on a stick leaning
over the coals. I noticed a brief consultation going on
among the three, and then one of them said, “We have
eaten your potio, this is good meat, take half.” That
evening was an interesting one. We sat and chatted and
explained things all round, tried to make them say “Oryx,”
(natives find the x sound almost impossible), while they,
in turn, defeated us with their gutturals. Before we
turned in, they made an evidently sincere request that
when buffalo had come back and the rains were over, we
would give them another chance of guiding us to where
we should find a big head. Very intelligent, with a certain
dash of independence, that other natives lack, I always



136 THE LAND OF THE LION

find them. I am sure Mr. Shauffaker* is right in saying,
that if he can but secure their alliance, if he can gain the
confidence of the Massai, more can be done with them,
than with any East African people.

% Mr. Shauffaker and his brave and capable wife — aided by two deaconnesses, all Americans —
are members of the African Inland Missionary Society. Mr. Hurlbut is chief organizer and head of
that society in British East Africa of able , sensible, and devoted men. If any can succeed in mastering
the immense difficulties of this situation, these people surely will. They build their own houses.
Live on next to nothing — and seemed to me the most practical and level headed men and women
(missionaries) I met in the country. The civil authorities of the Protectorate, enthusiastically wel-
come their aid and value their opinions.



CHAPTER VI
SEFARI LIFE

OWEVER reluctant you may be to leave your com-
fortable camp bed, it is well to force yourself to
rigorously maintain the habit of early rising.

The first hours of the morning are far the best of the
day, are indeed an unmixed delight.

If you are on the plain, all the world shines with a sil-
very glitter as the first level sunbeams fall on the dew.
The tough-jointed stem of the grass carries a heavy and
bushy head; when you press through, it may reach to your
waist, or even to the shoulders, and every several head will
seem to carry, for your special discomfiture, not less than
a cup full of icy water.

Take the plunge, if you are afoot, as quickly as you may.
No clothing devised by man will keep you dry for ten
minutes. But there are compensations. In two hours’
time you will be dry and warm again. Meanwhile, if you
have eyes in your head, and will but look before you, you
will see, spread for your delight, such a play of sunshine
on the steamy vapours, such a wonderland of silvery crys-
tal, with miniature, iridescent rainbows everywhere peep-
ing in and out of it, as no man ever looked on, out of Africa.

The plunge is cold, but it is a plunge into a veritable
silvery sea; and yet “silvery” fails to convey any idea of
the clearness and radiance of its beauty.

If the sun is still low in the heavens at your back, the
grass wears a shining halo round the long-thrown shadow of
your head and shoulders as you move along. You might
be a mighty Gulliver, striding, waist high, above the forests
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of Lilliput, that spread, beneath your feet, their miniature
but inexhaustible beauty. You are in the elfin land of
the dew, where Queen Titania still rules supreme, and Puck
plays pranks on human fancy.

Look well at it, and drink in its beauty. For, like life’s
best things, it will have vanished, before you are aware, and
you will find yourself, an ordinary mortal, pushing your way
under a hot sun, through obstinately tough grass, with noth-
ing to requite you for the lost visions of the morning, but a
pair of rapidly drying legs.

The woods during those early hours are deliciously cool
and fragrant. Every fern, nestling among the knees of the
trees, or climbing and clinging, as they beautifully do, on to
the long, mossy branches, sparkles as the dew-drops still rest
on them. Early morning is a very quiet time, in the woods
and on the veldt. The early twittering of the birds, which
greeted the dawning, is soon over. The frogs and crickets —
which always make most noise, take rest, tired by the con-
tinuous chorus of the night. Watch and ward among the
beasts of the wild, has been kept all night long. The bark-
ing call of the bushbuck to his mate, the strange, cough-
ing bark by which the sentinel zebra signals danger, all
have ceased now. If you sit down, glass in hand, and watch
the herds, you will see them feed for a little while, and then,
choosing a safe place, lie quietly down.

The tension of the long tropic night is over, in the day-
light they know themselves safe. Now, and during the hour
before dark, is the best time to study the wild things, great
and small.

I have seen a band of lions come sauntering along in
single file, on their way to the reed bed by the river, when,
till nightfall, they will make their retreat in perfect security.
The feeding or resting herds of zebra, kongoni or Grant,
divide slowly and casually, as it were, to let them pass.
Neither the lions nor their prey pay much attention one
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to the other, each recognizing the day time as the time
of nature’s truce. The swift have no need to flee, the fierce
no wish to pursue. FEach goes about his business till the
evening. But when once darkness has fallen over the
plain, at the first deep guttural roar of the lion, you can
hear, though miles away, the tumult of retreat, into which
that dreaded signal throws them.

Be sure and make good use of those first, fresh hours,
there are none others like them. To start early from camp,
and to get back early, is a golden rule in Africa. - Arrange
your personal matters the night before. Leave nothing
to be done at the last moment in the morning. He who
is hunting round, then, perhaps in the semi-darkness, for
cartridges, compass, knife, who calls to his tentboy to see
that his saddle bags are in order, is almost sure to leave
something important behind. Here let me suggest a plan
to others, which I, a man with the poorest of memories
have found to work admirably. Have your sefari clothes
made with large, and very numerous pockets, all of them
covered with buttoning flaps. Let each indispensable
thing have, and always keep, its own special pocket—
compass, whistle, tobacco, and pipe, measuring tape, knife,
matches, note-book — biscuits and chocolate, syringe and
permanganate of potash, bandage, lint, and string, always
carried in your saddle bags. Keep these indispensables
there during the day. Leave them always there during
the night. Put on your clothes in the morning, and there
you are. This saves the unforgivable on sefari, keeping
others waiting, till temper is lost or strained.

There are really a great many things to be seen to,
before you start for the day, and the uncertain light of
early morning is not a good time to see to them. There
is, on the other hand, plenty of time in the evening. See
to them then.

A prompt start at or before sunrise has another
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advantage; it enables you to return early, and to avoid
too much of the midday or early afternoon sun.

From noon till three o’clock, many will find the heat
exhausting and the fagged out man, is not usually the best
of company in camp.

Now one of the things most worth sacrificing something
for, when you are camping for months in the same com-
pany, and cannot get away from it, or it from you, is a
cheerful atmosphere, a life of give and take, a steadfast
avoidance of all friction, even of little differences on
points unimportant.

There is very much to try a good temper, in sefari life,
much to strain and worry even a placid disposition. If
things are to move smoothly for all parties, try to get rid of
your ill-humours, when you must have them, in the open.
Work them off outside. Do not visit them on your men or
your friend. Surely the success of a trip is not to be meas-
ured by the trophies taken, only, but, at least as much, by
the memory of beautiful things seen and arduous things
done, in the pleasant company of others. A witty man
I know, as he stood at his country house door, and bade
good luck to some of his guests packed for a day’s ride in
his automobile, said: *“I do not think I can give you any
better advice than that Joseph gave to his sons, when they
were starting for Egypt. ““See that ye fall not out by the
way.” Well, on sefari not to do so means forbearance and
allowance made.

Carry a few good books. When you feel out of sorts,
turn to them. There are so many things one wants to know
in life, and that one never can get time to learn. And there
are so many others that once we knew and remembered,
but have in part or in whole forgotten, that it is a demoral-
izing waste of time to hang round the camp doing nothing,
reading nothing, thinking nothing, often watching noth-
ing, no recreation but killing things. Such a life does no
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man much good — and yet, many live it. They are like
the poor old *‘chaw bacon” who sat hour after hour, day
after day, by his cottage fire. ‘“What do you do sitting
there for so long, saying nothing?” “Well, sometimes I
sits and thinks, and sometimes I just sits.”” A man is
easier to live with, for having kept company for an hour or
two with some of those, who, being dead, yet lead us and
teach us.

There are certain things one is accustomed to, at home,
which are better left off, here. Cold baths, are unfortu-
nately among the number. Isupposea very young and strong
man could enjoy his cold tub with impunity for a time, but
certain it is, that no one, no matter how hardy, who has
been long on the veldt, can take one. Just now we are
nursing my friend’s hunter, who came down three days
ago with a violent chill. We had to cross our mules over
a river, running in flood. There had been heavy snow falls,
in Kenia, and the snow water loses most of its chill, soon
as it leaves the woodland border of the mountain. Still,
for African water it was cold. The mules had to swim, and
in getting them over, he was, perhaps, for ten minutes, waist
deep. Ahundred and five degrees of temperature is a heavy
price to pay for a cold bath — yet he is young and hardy.
One friend of mine I persuaded to give up the luxury of his
cold douche, till, after an unusually long and hot march,
having had time to thoroughly cool off, he could no longer
resist the clear brown water, by which our tents were
pitched. He came down that night with a heat rash,
that made next day’s march an experience he is never
likely to forget. Cold water is enticing, but avoid it, and
take a very hot bath in your canvas bath tub, with a
good rub-down, instead.

Be always careful to look for signs of crocodiles, even
on small rivers, and warn your sefari to be careful; the
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men are as careless as children, and even a nine-foot crock
can take a man down and drown him.

When I came to the country first, the cool water, when
I could find it, after the hot day, was a temptation not to
be resisted. One evening I went to bathe in a brown pool,
overhung by a broad-limbed fig tree, on the Athi River. I
sat myself down in a bend of the lower branch, arranged my
clothes and towels, and dropped quietly into about five feet of
water. I landed on a rough sort of rock, as it seemed, and
was proceeding to duck my head, when the rock began to
move away! I made the jump of my life, back to where
my clothes were. I never went into a river since, unless 1
had to swim or ford it with mule or horse, and then was
careful to see what sort of ““sign” the bank showed above
and below. One of the settlers living on Donyea Sabuk,
near Narobi, told me a few days ago that one of his “boys™
had been taken by a crocodile, while washing clothes in the
stream, quite near the place where I had my own start-
ling experience. My moving platform may, of course, have
been a large river tortoise, but I did not wait to make sure.
There is nothing in all Africa so repulsive to my mind as a
“crock.”* The Athi, I found afterward, is full of
crocodiles.

It is well to wash hands and face in warm water, soon
as you return to camp, especially when you have been hunt-
ing, crawling in grass, brushing through scrub, handling
live or dead game, you constantly touch many kinds of
poisonous plants, thorns, and insects. The juices of sev-
eral common creepers are highly poisonous, and a hand
soiled by them, drawn across a sweating forehead, or

* Crocodiles are often very destructive to native life. But this is so cheaply held that small account
is taken of its loss. The native women themselves, who are chief sufferers, are most careless of all.
One hideous maneater, made his haunt near a shallow, where the women came to do their washing.
A railroad bridge spanned the little river there and under its shadow the evil monster lay in wait. A
friend of mine saw a2 woman taken down there one day. He assured me that within half an hour all
her companions were back, washing in the same place, spite of all he could say. After much difficulty
he had that “crock” snared. And out of its belly he took twenty-four pounds weight of womens
bangles! The beast must have eaten more than thirty persons.
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rubbed into the corner of your eye, may bring a severe
inflammation. The men’s eyes and skin are often badly
inflamed from this cause, and they are much tougher, in such
matters, than we are.

When you are on elevated plateaus, such as Laikipia,
or Nzoia, you will find no insect life, to trouble you much;
but when you descend or are hunting the country nearer
Nairobi, or near the Athi, Theka, or Tana rivers, or, if you
visit the fine hunting country near Megardi, and pass toward
the German line, you must prepare yourself carefully, to
ward off poisonous insects, of several kinds. In these
lands never wear slippers in the evening or morning, and
under no circumstances permit your men to place your
tent, or theirs, if you can help it, on the site of old
encampments.

Jigger fleas abound, and the jigger is a terror! He is
so tiny, it is hard to see him, and even when he has taken up
his home and established his family in your toe, his only
mark is an infinitesimal speck on the skin, spite of the horrid
irritation, you cannot see anything. At last a small red
spot appears, and, if your tentboy is skilful, he will cut a
splinter of hardwood, and root at your foot, till he shows
you, beneath that red spot, a sack the size of a marrowfat
pea. This he carefully removes, not on any account break-
ing 1it, or causing the opening to bleed, see it put in the
fire, not thrown on the ground, and rub some disinfectant
in. This is not, I fear, a pleasant description, nor is the
job any pleasanter, but it must be done, and done thor-
oughly, or you may find yourself unable to walk for weeks.
Wear long, light, mosquito canvas, boots, round camp of an
evening. You can get them at any outfitters in London,
or at the Citadel Stores, Cairo, where, by the way, you will
find, if you are introduced, an admirable assortment of
camping fixtures, more complete and quite as cheap, as
anywhere in London.
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Accustom yourself to sleeping always under a net.
All good tents, and there are none better in the world than
Edgington’s, 2 Duke Street, London Bridge, have strings
so arranged that your net doesn’t close down on you; take
an extra net with you, they will tear and stretch, and they
weigh nothing. You may not notice many mosquitoes
when you camp, but round you, are lying, some scores of
men, whose blood, in very many cases, is infected with the
malarial microbe — one ‘‘Anopheles” will do the business;
and even a slight attack of fever is a nuisance, and may
seriously spoil your trip. There are, too, many sorts of
flying and crawling things that seem to let themselves
loose in the night. Inside a well-set net, you are free from
them. The only night visitor that thoroughly defeated
me was a rat. He crawled inside my net and gnawed my
ear, till he awoke me. I clapped my hand to my head,
when he ran down my back. I had a bad scare then, for I
feared a snake, and could only shout for John, and tear my
clothes off. We never caught him, after all. When you
are in Massai land, and mosquitoes are rare, you will often,
during the day time, take tobacco, books, writing mate-
rials — everything — into your bed, and there and there
only, escape the crawling, sticking, greasy, housefly, that in
thousands and thousands literally tries to eat you, during
the sunny hours.

After the rains are over, in the lower country, every
second blade of long, strong, green grass, supports, near
its crown, a tick, some so small you can scarcely see them,
some lusty and flat. They crawl into the creases of your
clothes, up your legs, and down your back, and are a very
serious drawback to any enjoyment, whatever. Their
bite is irritating, to all,and highly poisonous,to some. Where
they are bad, horses die from their persecution, unless the
poor beasts are constantly and carefully freed from them.
I hunted once, on the Athi River, for three weeks, in May.
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The rains were over early, that year, the grass was rich and
long, and the ticks were there in strength. I had John
pick me clean, three and four times a day; took hot baths,
with Condy’s fluid in them, used every means I knew to
ward them off, and reduce the fever of the bite. But I had
a most uncomfortable time, and lost much sleep.

After the grass is burned, or when the country is thor-
oughly dry, ticks are not so bad. But my advice is: don’t
go down into the Athi River country till the grass fires are
over. A friend of mine came back to Nairobi and lay in
hospital there for months, as the result of taking up work
on the Athi during the rains.

One of the pleasures of sefari life, as I have found it,
is getting to know the men. It takes time, but nothing pays
better in the long run. I have never found any men, any-
where, quicker to appreciate a little personal interest,
than are these black companions of our pleasures and dan-
gers. Easily contented are they, and surely very patient,
under circumstances no white man would endure. In little
clubs they tent together, five to seven in number; covered,
in rain and shine, by a tiny Americani* tent, of the value
of seven rupees.

The tent lets the heat in, and though it is sure to be
cunningly pitched, will not, for very long, withstand the
torrential rain. Stretch it, trench it as you may, an African
torrent shower, floods its floor. Most of these black folk
have fever in their bones, and a soaking night, when the
rain is cold, will often bring a large number down with it.
When the white man has malaria, he stays in his warm,
dry tent, wrapped in warm blankets, and carefully supplied
with warm drinks he brings on perspiration, then quinine,
etc., etc., while all the sefari waits anxiously on his recovery.

* The cotton cloth used everywhere in East Africa is made in the United States. Hence its
name Americani.
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But these poor fellows must face their daily march, and,
with sixty pounds on aching heads, keep up,as best they may.

Soon as your tent is pitched, and wood and water have
come in, tell the headman to call to you all who need
““dowa” (medicine) — let it be understood at once that you
will doctor their ills to the best of your ability, and that
you will do so at a certain time, and your clinic will soon
be fairly under way. When they come, let them tell their
roundabout story in their own way. They often bear,
uncomplainingly, very severe pain, that they have had to
grow accustomed to, while they make a fuss over a trifle.
They will fearlessly and skilfully use a knife themselves —
often a dirty-bladed one — in cutting out a thorn; but most of
them grow evidently nervous if you have to produce a small
lancet. Wehad a gunbearer mauled byalion. He madeno
outcry when the great teeth cut his arm and leg, he stoically
endured, for six weeks, the pain of dressing, twice daily;
but when a medical missionary produced a lancet, in order
to open one of the great fang wounds, which had too soon
superficially closed, though he was reduced to a skeleton,
and had never been without a temperature for six weeks,
he vaulted like a flash over the veranda railing where we
were sitting, and distanced, over a very rough ground, too,
a good runner who tried to catch him. Strained sinews
and muscles, boils and blanes, fever, and above all, the
natural and inevitable consequences of eating too much
meat when they can get it, and eating it almost raw (indeed
they never cook any food enough), these are their most
common ills. Epsom salts, chlorodyne, in addition to a
“Burroughs and Welcome” medicine chest, will be found
useful to have at hand.

Give them time, and close attention, when they come
before you, with their disputes and grievances — you owe
them so much, at least — and their point of view is often
very interesting, and instructive, too. They have not,
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as yet—no, not even in English territory —a dawn-
ing perception of their rights, as these may exist, against a
white man. Momba’s saying, as he looked at a picture,
gave well the native point of view: “The white man is
like God — he can do what he likes.”” If they are unfairly
deprived of potio, or unjustly kobokoed, they may run
away, but, even if they do, they make no reprisals, and are
sure to leave their load behind them. They seldom make
a complaint against the white wrongdoer.

One thing they strenuously object to, that is a reduction
in their potio, and each tribe wants — when it can be got —
its own sort of meal. The government, I think, has made
a mistake in entering on sefari regulations an order to get
rice potio. Rice is sometimes not obtainable, and is even
then excessively dear. Moreover, rice can not be at present
grown in the English Protectorate. Now good mealie
meal, well ground, is quite as nutritious, and not nearly so
costly, and can be grown everywhere. Were its cultivation
encouraged, much more grain would be raised, and money
now going in very large sums to German growers (for all the
rice comes from German East Africa) would come to natives*
living comparatively nearby, whose success in selling their
crop could not fail to have an encouraging effect on those
other natives who, sooner or later, must cultivate the land
in order to live, but who have not yet had the courage to
change their method of living, and make a beginning as
cultivators.

This subject of potio is a very serious one, indeed the
all-important one, and needs further explanation. All
I will say here is, look ahead; don’t put your sefari on half-
rations, unless you have to. When you do, explain every-
thing to the men, so that they all understand that your action
is not the result of niggardliness on your part. Under such
circumstances I have always found them most reasonable.

* I understand this change has been made since I wrote.
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But, on the other hand, many, many sportsmen are both
ignorant and unreasonable. They blunder along any way,
caring nothing for their men, knowing nothing of them;
trusting to some intermediary, some hired hunter or ser-
vant, to look after the wants of the sefari, no provision for
serious sickness, no extra porters for an emergency, no
previous arrangement about base of supplies. Their own
““chop boxes” are filled, their own food certain. They seem
to care for little else. Most of the pain and discontent
they cause is dumb; no outcry reaches them, and so they
pass on their way. ‘““The hunting was good, but as to the
natives, they are a discontented, thieving set, they are
glad to be rid of them.”

Another thing that needs looking after, from time to
time, is the loading of the porters. Carry a spring weigh-
ing machine, and now and then weigh the loads yourself.
Some, otherwise good, headmen show favouritism, they
are only human; you are your porters only protection against
a possibly unfair discrimination. If you, yourself, see, just
now and then, that the loads are fairly divided, there will be
no need, whatever, for you to be constantly questioning your
headman’s judgment, for he, as well as every man in your
company, will recognize, that you mean to allow no favour-
itism, and fair play will be the rule.

When several days’ potio has been served to the sefari,
it is always worth while to look sharply at the toto’s loads.
This is the time when the poor little fellows are likely to
be cruelly overloaded. If you find one in such a case,
take off his extra burden, and put it on the man or men
who hired him. This always has an excellent effect, and
saves constant ‘“koboko,” which is a mistake. See, by the
way, when you are paying off your sefari, that the totos
on it are paid then and there. The men disperse, in a few
moments, they are soon lost in the bazaar. I have had to
go to much trouble, more than once, to have a poor little
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cheated toto paid his dues, because I neglected to see his
very petty cash, handed over to him, on the spot. When you
buy potio, see the loads weighed yourself, before paying
for them. Do this on the men’s account, quite as much as
your own. So many loads mean so many days food
for all hands. If you are receiving a fifty pound load
when you are paying for a sixty pound, and this is
quite common, especially when dealing at outlying bomas,
with Indian traders, your men may find themselves
seriously short. And the shortage may come when the
~sefari can least stand it, viz., toward the end of a long
trip, when all are heavily laden, and you are in a country
where game is scarce.

Oh, there are so many things I found myself longing to
teach these men of mine. Things they surely needed for
their well-being, but alas, it could not be. For ages they

- have gone on their own sad, merry, contented way; living
like Asop’s cricket, and dying so young! Going, as they
say themselves, to the fécé (hyenas). Missionary work
has not yet influenced them (the sefari porters) at all.
When they are not Mohammedan they are nothing, and
their Mohammedanism is the thinnest of veneers. English
rule has stopped bloodshed in their home lands, and may
be trusted to accomplish, slowly, what English rule almost
always has achieved, the betterment of the natives’ condition.
But at present, unfortunately, there is no denying the fact
(though home and local authorities shut their eyes fast to it)
that England’s coming here has resulted in bringing among
comparatively pure native stock a terrible poison that
nothing whatever is being done to check or restrain.
Another grave danger to the natives’ wellbeing arises
from the perhaps, sometimes, necessary breaking down of
the tribal rule and law. These are his own and he under-
stands them, and we take them from him, before he can
possibly understand the laws we force him to obey. His
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own tribal law and penal code are often pretty good things.
They work well, and if gradually the more brutal side of
them were toned down, the native would understand,
appreciate, and obey. But to force the Indian* penal code
on Massai, Kikuyu, and Nandi, is far worse than to ram a
tall hat on a Chinaman. This aspect of the native ques-
tion, however, is too serious a one to be dragged in here.
I will say what I have to say on it later on.

Walk round the little camp fires, as cheerily they blaze
up, in the cool of the evening. Itis a good way to get to
know your men. Here one cries out to you, “Caréboo”
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