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ABOUT TAUH HOR

PAUL DU CHAILLU .

Country of the Dwarfds the ffth and finalbook inaseries
written by Paul du Chalillu, the first American to explore equatorial
Africa. Du Chaillu set out on a trek through central Africa while he was
still a young man, in the early 1860s, long before other white men
explored the region. After many strange anamaticadventures, he
returned safely to America and wrote a series of books for young
pele, based on his experiences.

The stories in this book are true and they are put forth as a first
hand account of du Chaillubds enc
of Africa.
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CHAPTER |

SETTI NG OUT KEKORNTRE DWERF S

HOW PAUL SETOUT FOR THE COUNTRYOF THE DWARFSAND
WHATHE TOOKWITH HIM.

In the month of July, 1863, if you had been in London, you
might have seen in St. Catherine's Dock a schooner called the
Mentor, a little vessel of less than one hundred ton's measurement,
and if you had gone on board you would have encountered your
old friend Paul Du Chaillu busily superintending the taking of the
cargo, and getting all things in readiness for the voyage upon
which he is now going to take you.

Captain Vardon, the commander of the vessel, was
generally by his side, and | am sure you would have been happy to
make his acquaintance, for he was a very pleasant man.

Every body was busy on board, either, on deck oovbel
deck, storing away the goods. Boxes upon boxes came alongside
the Mentor from morning till evening. These contained my outfit
and the equipment necessary for the expedition.

Paul Du Chaillu had an anxious look, and you need not
wonder at it, for he wasabout to undertake a journey of
explorations of about five year's duration, and had to think of
many things. It was, indeed, no small undertaking. What an outfit
it was! | will give you some idea of it.

Clothing for five years was to be provided; the yer
smallest article must not be forgotten, even to needles, thread, and
SCissors.

It would never do again to be left without shoes, as | was
in Apingi Land, so | had seventyo pairs of Balmoral lacboots
made especially for journeying in the great foresith soles
flexible enough to allow me to bend my feet while jumping from
rock to rock, or from the base of one tree to another. Besides these
laceboots | had twentyour pairs of shoes and twelve pairs of
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linen slippers. Twelve pairs of leggings weoeprotect my legs
from thorns, briers, and the bite of snakes; so you see my feet and
legs were to be well taken care of in that journey, and for my
further comfort | laid in twelve dozen pairs of socks. | took so
many because | do not know how to daroksp and when a pair
became full of holes they would have to be thrown away.

All my shirts were made of lightolored flannel; these
were more healthy than linen shirts, and, besides economizing
soap, it saved me from the necessity of getting ugdenerts,
and consequently allotted me space which could be devoted to
other articles.

With an eye to the great wear and tear of pantaloons, | had
ordered six dozen pairs made of the strongest twisted blue drill
that could be got. Instead of coats | ordered twaen blouses,
made of durable linen stuff, of a color not easily seen in the
woods. The blouse was a very convenient garment, admitting of
numerous pockets, in which | could keep things while on the
march. Everything was made for wear and not for shad ta go
through the thickest and most thorny jungle.

Several dozen pockétandkerchiefs completed my
wearing outfit. Besides their ordinary use, these were to be worn,
generally wet, inside the three fine soft Panama hats | had
provided to protect my hdafrom the rays of a burning sun. No
collars, no neckties were necessary.

Clothes must be washed, so | took with me one hundred
pounds of the hardest Marseilles soap. That quantity was not
much, but then | would probably be able sometime to make my
own s@p with palmoil.

Then came the drugs, and these gave me more
embarrassment than any thing else. If it had been only to take
medicines for myself, the matter would have been simple enough.
A compact little medicinehest, with an extra quantity of quinine
laudanum, and a few other remedies used in tropical climates
more frequently than in ours, would have sufficed; but | had to
think of my followers and portedsa retinue that would
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sometimes number five and six hundieahd accordingly |
purchased:

75 ource bottles of quinine.
10 gallons of castaoil.
50 pounds of Epsom salts.

2 guarts of laudanum.

These were the medicines which would be the most
needed; but, besides these, | had pretty nearly all the drugs to be
found at the apothecary's.

Of arsenicl took one hundred pounds, to preserve the
skins of animals and birds | expected to kill in my journeyings.

Most of these and my wearing apparel were packed in
japanned tin boxes, which would be serviceable afterward for the
preservation of my butterflieand stuffed birds. Tin boxes were
safer than wooden ones; the white ants would not be able to pierce
through them.

Though | did not set out to make war, | felt that | ought to
be prepared for any emergency. Besides, | was to hunt, and | must
have gunsAfter a great deal of thinking it over, | came to the
conclusion that, for such a wild country, where | might get short
of cartridges, the greater part of my guns should be muzzle
loaders, so | bought four splendid English, muzabaers, four
long muzzleloading rifles, two very short smootiore muzzle
loaders, and two very short muzttading rifles.

Then | took a magnificent doublerrel breech loading
rifle which could throw stegbointed bullets weighing more than
two ounces. | had Dean and Adasn®volvers, magnificent arms
that never got out of order, and several long, formidable hunting
knives.

These guns were for my own special, use, and they were
supplied with moulds for making bullets, etc., etc.
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Besides these, | had ordered in Birminghao hundred
and fifty cheap guns for my bodyuard and the native king, to
whom | might desire to give one. Most of them were flaaks,
and of the pattern called the Tower.

| had great trouble in knowing what quantity of
ammunition to take, for lead iseavy; but, then, what would a
man do in a savage country without powder and bullets?

The great difficulty with rifle muzzkoaders is, that when
the charge has been driven home the bullets can not be easily
withdrawn. So it is with the revolvers; and great deal of
ammunition would be lost on that account.

My ammunition consisted of 15,000 cartridges for my
revolvers, in soldered tin boxes of fifties; 15,000 bullets for my
guns and rifles, and lead for 20,000 more, for the practice of my
men before sirting into the desert; 1000 pounds of small shot of
different sizes, for birds; 400 pounds of fine powder; 50,000 caps.
| also took 200 1{pound barrels of coarse powder for my body
guard and to give away to my friends, or as presents.

So you see the wie and hunting apparatus of the
expedition was very heavy, but we were to depend in a great
measure on our guns for food. Elephants, antelopes, hippopotami,
gazelles, crocodiles, and monkeys would be our chief diet. Then
came the scientific instruments:

strong, splendid huntingase watches, by Brock,
London.

4
1 watch made by Frodsham, London.

48 spare watctkeys and 24 spare glasses.
sextants, 8, 6, and 4 inches radius.
binocular yachtingglass.

telescope.

)

universal surdial (a magnificeninstrument).
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aneroid.

compasses, prismatic, with stand, shades, and
reflector three inches in diameter, to take the
bearings of land, etc, etc.

pocket compasses.
set drawing instruments (German silver).
dozen drawingpens.

artificial harizons, folding roof, improved iron
trough, and bottles containing quicksilver, in sling
case.

hypsometrical apparatus.

bull's-eye lanterns, copper boiler, three reservoirs
spirits, oil, or candles.

thermometers for measuring heights and bagili
water.

thermometers for the sun (to know its power).
thermometers graduated Fahrenheit and Centigre
thermometer graduated Centigrade and Reaumu

powerful electremagnetic machine, with go feet of
conducting wire or cord.

large magnifing-glasses.
pounds of mercury, in a bottle, as a reserve supp
Parallel rule (German silver).

Protractor, circular, with compass rectifier, in a
mahogany box.

rainrgauges and spare glasses, to tell the amount

Original copyright 1871 by Paul du &iu

rain falling at a given time.

Scale, 18 inches, metal, graduated to inches, anc
subdivided to tenths and hundredths, in a box.

Tape, 100 feet, to measure trees.

sheets of skeleton maps, ruled in squares, to mau
75 out in rough my daily route as determined by
compass.

Nautical Almanacs, 1863, '4, '5, '6,to be used in r
4 astronomical observations; and several other
scientific books.

12 blank books for keeping my daily journal.
10 memorandunbooks.
10 quires of paper.

Ink, pens, pencils, slates.

For illumination | prowded 100 pounds of wax candles, 10
gallons of spirits (alcohol) for lamps, thermometers, etc., etc.; 12
gross of matches in boxes, each dozen boxes inclosed in a
separate soldered tin box. Though | had-$teel and flint, the
matches could light a fire meh quicker, and they were "big
things" with the natives.

So you see | had a complete set of instruments, and in
sufficient number, so that in case of accident | could replace the
injured one; and accidents | knew were sure to happen.

If I did not explan to you why | took five watches, | am
sure you would say that | was foolish to spend so much money in
watches. Then let me tell you that | bought so many because | was
afraid that if | took only one or two, they might stop running, and
in this event it wald have been impossible for me to know my
longitude, that, is: to say, how far east or west | might be, and to
ascertain the day and month, should illness have caused me to
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forget the calendar. No watch can be safely depended upon to run
for five years insuch a climate without cleaning. But as four of
them had been made specially for the journey, | felt assured that at
least one or two out of the five would run till my return.

But we have not yet done with my equipment. There were
18 boxes containing phagraphic apparatus, with tent, and
chemicals for 10,000 photographs. The transportation of these
alone would require twenty men.

All that | have enumerated to you constituted but a small
proportion of the things that came on board, and were for my
specid use, with the exception of the 250 common guns and a
great part of the ammunition.

There are yet to be mentioned the presents for my old
friends, who had been so kind to me on my former journeys, and
whom | hoped to see again. These were chiefs whosathlity |
had enjoyed, and my dear hunters Aboko, Fasiko, Niamkala,
Malaouen, Querlaouen, Gambo, dear old Quengueza, Ranpano,
Rikimongani, and Obindji, the Bakalai chief. Presents too, were
indispensable for the people who were to take me from tribe to
tribe, and the right of way | knew would often have to be bought.
So more than two months had been spent in the London clothing,
hardware, and drgoods establishments, finding what | wanted.

| bought more than 5000 pounds of beads of different sizes
and olors, several hundred pieces of cotton goods, some pieces of
silks, coats, waistcoats, shirts, 20 caps a few umbrellas,
files, knives, bells, firesteel flints, lookingglasses, folks, spoons,
somestovepipe hats for the kings near the s&faore,straw hats,
etc., etc.

Then, to impress the wild people with what | could do, |
bought several large Geneva musical boxes, one powerful
electrical battery, several magnets, and six ship clocks, etc. etc.

The abundant results of the tale of my "Advergune
Equatorial Africa,” and the proceeds arising from the disposal of
my gorillas, and my collection of beasts, birds, insects, and shells,
alone enabled me to undertake this new expedition, for not one
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dollar has ever been given by any scientific sodietiielp me in

any of or explorations; but | was very happy in expending a part
of my means in the interest of science and for the enlargement of
our knowledge of unknown countries. | only wish now | could
have done more, but really | think | did the blesbuld.

Years had passed away since | had gone first to Africa, my
parents were both dead, | was alone in the world and the world
was before me, and | thought I could do nothing better than make
another exploration.

| had made up my mind, without conifig my purpose to
any one, to cross the continent of Africa near the equator, from the
west to the head waters of the Nile, and to set out from the Commi
country. | knew my old negro friends would help me. That was
the reason my outfit was on so large alscThe only thing that
worried me before my departure was our civil war, but then |
thought it was soon to end.
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discernible only by the white surf combing over its bar, by large

CHAPTER I flocks of fish-eating birds hovering in the air above it, and by a
long, white sandy point forming the extremdy the land on the
MEETI NG VWILDHRI ENDS left bank.

ON THE AFRICANCOASTO MEETINGWITH OLD FRIENDSQO
CHANGESIN FOUR YEARS) THE CAPTAINS MISGIVINGS

On the 5th of August we sailed from London. | will not
weary you with a narrative of the voyage. The days passed
pleasantly on board the Mentor. By the end of the month of
August we were not far from the Tropic of Cancer. September
glided away calmly, and orhé¢ 7th of October Captain Vardon
said that the following day we should come in sight of land.

Accordingly, the next morning | heard from the m&op
the cry of "Land! land!" Two hours afterward from the deck |
could discern the low lands of the Commi nty. Nearer and
nearer the coast we came, until we could see the white surf
breaking with terrific force on the shore, and hear the booming
sound of the angry waves as they dashed against the breakers. The
country was so monotonous in its outlines thatcaweld not make
out exactly where we were; we only knew that we were south of
Cape Lopez, and not very far from it. | thought it strange that |
could not recognize the mouth of the Fernand Vaz or Commi
River.

No canoes could ride through the surf, so atves could
come on board. In the evening we stood off the land and shortened
sail, and afterward we cast anchor.

The next morning we sailed again in a southerly direction,
and at last we saw a canoe pass through the breakers; it came
alongside, and theegroes in it shouted in English, "Put down the
anchor! Plenty of ivory, plenty of every thing; load the ship in a
fort-night.”

We had passed the Fernand Vaz, having sailed too far
south. The mouth of the river itself is very difficult to discover.
Perhag you may recollect my having formerly described it as DU CHAILLU MEETSHIS OLD FRIEND ADJOUATONGA
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As we approached the river, two canoes left the shore and
made for the vessel. In the first, iasieared us, | recognized my
friend Adjouatonga, a chief belonging to the clan Adjiéna, whose
villages occupied the mouth of the river. He climbed up the
vessel's side, and went to shake hands with the captain, and then
advanced toward me to do the sarnhbad not said a word, but
upon my raising my hat, which had been pulled down so as partly
to conceal my face, and turning round upon him, he stepped back
in astonishment, and, recognizing me at once, cried out in his own
language, "Are you Chally, or hgpirit? Have you come from the
dead for we have heard you were dead. Tell me quickly, for | do
not know whether | am to believe my own eyes. Perhaps | am
getting a kendé" (an idiot, a fool). And | said, "Adjouatonga, | am
Chally, your friend!" The good flew embraced me in a transport
of joy, but he hugged me so tight and so long that | wished his
friendship had been less enthusiastic. Four years, had nearly gone
by since | had left the Commi country.

As the second canoe came nearer, | ordered Adjouatong
not to say a word. My heart leaped for joy, for in it were my own
people from the dear, good old African Washington of mine.
Sholomba, the nephew of King Ranpano, was there, and my boy
Macondai; all my former canemen, Kombé, Ratenou, Oshimbo,
were in hat canoe. | longed for them to come on board. | could
hardly restrain myself; but | felt that | must appear as if | did not
know them, and see whether they would recognize me.

In a moment they were on deck, and a wild shout of joy
came from them, "Our wte man has come back! Chally!
Chally!" and they all rushed toward me. Good fellows! in their
savage natures they loved me, and they remembered the friend
who had never wronged them. | was seized and almost pulled to
pieces, for they all wanted to hug metlae same time. Captain
Vardon looked with perfect amazement at the scene of greeting.
They seemed to be crazy with joy to see me again.

Then followed a long and confused account of what had
taken place since my departure, all talking at the same time.

Original copyright 1871 by Paul du &iu 9

When we had come back to our senses, the next subject to
be considered was how | was to get ashore. Of course | wished to
go by the mouth of the river, but Sholomba assured me it could
not be done. The mouth of the Fernand Vaz had changed much for
the wor®, and it would be less dangerous to run a canoe through
the surf to the beach than to attempt to cross the bar of the river. It
was now the beginning of the rainy season, when the winds are
less violent than in the dry season, but the surf had not sdbside
from the agitation of the heavy south winds of the dry season.

The anchor was cast, and | left the Mentor in
Adjouatonga's canoe, which was a better one than the other.

All was excitement in the canoe, and the men sang.
Adjouatonga, looking more and meanxious as we approached
the rollers, rested outside for a while, and then, at the proper
moment, skillfully directed the frail canoe over the crest of a huge
wave, which bore us with lightning speed to the beach, where |
was caught up by the nativeatiwere waiting for us, and carried
safely to dry land. Tremendous huzzas were given.

Once more | stood on African soil.

The people recognized me, and | was hurried along, amidst
a crowd of several hundred savages, all dancing and shouting with
frantic joy, across the sandy tongue of land to the banks of the
Commi, my own Commi River, where canoes were waiting to
take us to Washington and to old King Ranpano.

Time had wrought great changes in the land of my former
explorations. The mouth of the river hattered so much that |
could hardly recognize it. The long, sandy, reeslered pits,
which projected three miles from the southern point of the river's
mouth, and which had been the scene of many hunting adventures
with ducks, cranes, and sgalls, haddisappeared, and the sea
had washed the sand away, and taken the greater part of it to the
northern side of the village of Elinde, whose chief, Sangala, had
given me so much trouble in former times. The spot where
Sangala's village had stood had becomenanited and the people
had removed. Many a dear little island, where | used to hide to
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shoot birds, had also been submerged or washed away, and | no
longer saw the flocks of sdawl which formerly frequented the
locality.

| felt sad indeed; a pang of sow shot through me. It was
like a dream; the scene of my former hunting had vanished, and
nothing but the record of what | had written about the land was
left. | can not express to you the lonely feeling that came over me.
Though every thing was changethe former picture of the
landscape was before me. | remembered every island, every little
outlet, the herd of hippopotami, the "Caroline" inside the bar
quietly at anchor.

Oh, I would have given any thing if | could have seen the
country as it was whenléft it! | had been so happy, | spent so
many pleasant days there, | had so loved to roam on that sandy
point, and to lie on its sand! Now it was nothing but a dream; it
had been swept away.

The canoes in the river being ready, | embarked in one,
followed by all the others, the people singing, "Our ntangani
(white man) has come back. Oh, how we love our white man! Oh,
how our white man loves us! for he has come back to us. Yes, we
never stole from our white man; our white man remembers that,
and he comeback to us, for he is not afraid of us."

Paddling up the stream, many, many sights | recognized;
many mangrowrees | remembered; the old banks of the river
were familiar to me. | looked eagerly at every thing around.

Halloo! what do | see yonder? a Heof hippopotami
motionless in the water, and looking for all the world like old logs
stuck in the mud. Familiar species of cranes stalked about here
and there, the pelican swam majestically, the kingfishers were
watching for their prey, with white cranasad ducks not far from
them.

Thus we glided along up the river. My heart was full; | did
not speak a word. Soon we came in front of my old settlement of
Washington, of which | gave you a picture in my Apingi
Kingdom.
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Nothing but ruins! The houses had almbled down; a
few bamboos and rotting poles alone remained to show me where
my big house stood. The four trees between which my house had
been built were still there; the gum copal tree was in front: The
little village for my men was not to be seen;@asion had taken
possession of the place. One single house was still standing. The
men stopped their singing; their faces became sad. A feeling that
some misfortune had happened seized me.

| got up and shouted, looking the men steadily in the face,
"Where is Rikimongani, my friend, he whom | intrusted with the
settlement of Washington?" "Dead, dead," said they. "The people
were jealous that you loved him so well, and they did not want
him to see you again, and they bewitched him; he fell ill, and
died."

"Rikimongani dead!" | exclaimed. | took off my hat as we
passed the place and said, "Oh, how sorry | am, Rikimongani!
What shall | do with the fine old coat | have for you? what shall |
do with the nice cane and the fine hat | have brought for you? Oh,
dea Rikimongani, | have many presents for you. Rikimongani,
did you know how much | loved you?"

"See," shouted "now much he Iloved

Rikimongani!"

the men,

"Oh, yes," said the canamen, "he always talked of you,
and said he was sure you would come back,ghoue all said
that you would not, and that you would forget us. Rikimongani
used to say, 'One day we shall see a white sail, and Chally will be
on board, and he will land and come to see us again.' In the
evenings he would talk of you to us boys."

Tearsfilled my eyes. Then Sholomba whispered to Me,
"When the wizards who were accused of having bewitched
Rikimongani were about to drink the mboundou, they said,
'‘Chally has killed Rikimongani, for he will never come back here,
and he loves Rikimongani so ntuthat he has killed him, so that
he might have his spirit always with him." And," said Sholomba,
"many believed them, but many did not.”
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"We must not land here," said Sholomba. "Chally, you
must never build here; the people are afraid of the place; gobod
will dare to come here, for people die always in this place. Several
times villages had been built, and the people had to leave this
spot. Witchcraft is here."

| felt that | had come back to a wild life, full of
superstitions and legends.

We paddled ti we came two miles above my place of
Washington, which had brought back so many reminiscences to
me. Though | would have liked to build again there, | could not
think of it on account of the superstitious dread of the natives for
the spot.

When we stopgd, Sholomba and Djombouai had reached
their little village. Ranpano was away from home, on the Ogobai
River. So | resolved to build a new settlement close to their
village.

Messengers were sent to King Ranpano to tell him to
come, and the news spread othe country that Chally had come
back, and the people from all the villages and the country round
came trooping by land and water to see their old friend, and to
hear about the stores of good things he had brought with him.
They came pouring in day aftday, camping in the woods, on the
prairie, every where. They would endure hunger rather than go
home. Many, many an old face | saw; many a #iedrted
woman came and told me how glad she was to see me; many boys
and girls who had grown up said they wahte work for me;
many people brought me presents of food.

How pleased | was! Oh yes, | had tried to do right with
these savages, and they knew it, and they loved me for it. | knew
that not one of them thought unkindly of me.

The day after my landing lispbatched Sholomba with a
canoe filled with paddlers up the river. Those among you who
have followed me in my former adventures must guess where |
sent that canoe.
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To the village of King Quengueza, that dear old chief. |
wanted to see his face. | had bgbtigreat numbers of presents for
him, to show him that in the white man's country | had thought of
him. | had brought presents for many of his people, his nephews,
sons, and nieces. His old faithful slaves were not forgottgod
old Etia among them; artds head slave Mombon.

So one canoe had gone for friend Ranpano, and another for
good old Quengueza.

Canoes strong enough to go through the surf were coming
from all the villages. Huts were given to me in which to store my
goods, and now we had reachkd point of bringing them ashore.

It was necessary for me to go on board the Mentor, and
arrange the mode of disembarkation of my extensive outfit and
stock of goods. As the mouth of the river had become unsafe on
account of the breakingp of the sandyip and was now an
uninterrupted line of breakers, we resolved to land every thing on
the beach through the surf, and then carry them across to the river,
and put them in other canoes, which were to carry them to my
new settlement.

So on the 14th | wenbtthe schooner, and slept on board
that night. Captain Vardon was somewhat anxious; he had never
been on this wild and unfrequented part of the coast, so far from
any civilized settlements, and when he saw me he was delighted,
and said that he began tortkithat the natives had murdered me.
He had kept an armed guard on the watch all the time, for, said he,
such a country looked exactly like one where the natives could
pounce upon the unsuspecting vessel, murder the crew, and rob
the ship. | assured himahthere was no danger; that | could do
what | wished with the Commi people, as he would be able to see
for himself and that, though many of the boxes would have to be
opened, and the goods deposited loose in the canoes, not a single
thing would be stolen.

Knowing the negroes of the Coast (for he had been a
trader), he seemed somewhat incredulous at my statement.
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CHAPTER I

LANDI NG G®™E&D S

LANDING THE GOODSA AMONG THE BREAKERS) KING
RANPANQO LOSSOF INSTRUMENTS KING QUENGUEZAD A
PALAVERO CHANGINGNAMES

The next morning, at daybreak, three canoes came
alongside to take off the cargo. The men brought the news that
King Ranpano had arrived, and was on the beach.

My most precious things were lowered into the canoes,
and when every thing was ready, theptain concluded to go
ashore with me.

The captain and | got into the canoe containing all my
scientific instruments, medicines, some of my best guns, my
watch chronometers, five Geneva musical boxes, etc., etc. Before
we left the captain ordered the médekeep a sharp lookout, and
fasten to the anchors seventy fathoms of chain, for the sea was
heavy. The crew came to say gdmgto me, and as our canoes
left the side of the Mentor they gave three cheers for me. Then, as
fast as our paddles could propsl we made for the beach.

As we approached the breakers, the faces of the canoe
men looked anxious, for the swells were heavy, and | could hear
the roar of the surf. Nearer and nearer we came. The two other
canoes were ahead of us.

The men were watchinghe swells, resting on their
paddles. At last we hear their cheers; they plunge their paddles
into the water, and onward they go toward the shore, rolling on
the top of a heavy, long swell.

My men thought we were too late, as we were behind, and
had bettr wait for the next lull. In the mean time we watched the
two canoes; they seemed for a while to be buried in the foaming
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billows. "Surely,” | said to Captain Vardon, "those canoes will
never reach the shore safely."”

"l don't believe they will," was hianswer.

We had reached a point just outside the breakers, where
we watch; the two canoes appear again; they have not capsized,
the men are covered with spray; they are paddling as hard as they
can; they are over the breakers; they land safely; the peole
shore seize the canoes, and bring them up the beach.

Now our time has come, and the men are watching
anxiously. | have the finest canagen of the Commi tribe in my
canoe. Oshimbo holds the steerpapdle. Kombé, Ratenou,
Ondonga, Gonwe, Sholomtand the others, are not only splendid
paddlers, but they all swim like fi8ha very important thing for
me if we capsize. My sixteen men are resting on their paddles;
they are all looking outside, and watching the heavy rollers as
they come in. Generallyxsof these come, and then there is a kind
of a lull. "Get ready! paddle hard!" shouted Oshimbo. The men
gave a terrific Commi hurra, and down went their paddles, and
with heavy strokes we got on what we thought a gentle swell. We
had hardly got on it whethe swell became higher and higher,
carrying us almost with lightning speed; then it began to crest
itself, we were caught, and finally were dashed upon a white
foaming wave with fearful force. "Be careful!" shouted Oshimbo.
"Have your eyes upon our whitean!"

Though we did not upset, our canoe was partly filled with
water, and the rush of the wave had prevented Oshimbo's paddle
from acting as a rudder, and the Canoe was now lying broadside at
the mercy of the next wave that should come.

"Hurry!" shoutel Oshimbo to the men; "let us bring back
the canoe's head on to the waves!" and the men put forth all their
might to rescue us from our perilous position. Just as we had
succeeded in bringing the canoe round, a second immense roller,
coming from far out asea, and mounting higher and higher as it
approached, threatened our destruction. We were in fearful
suspense. Perhaps we will be able to ride upon it; perhaps it will
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break ahead of us. It was a terrific one. My men cried again with
one voice, "Let us lak out for our white man!"

These words were hardly uttered when the huge wave
broke over the stern of our canoe with appalling force, instantly
upsetting it and hurling us into the sea, where we were deeply
submerged in the spray.

| do not know how | evegot back on the surface of the
water, but when | did | was some forty feet from the canoe, and all
the men were scattered far and wide.

| was almost stunned. Breaker upon breaker succeeded
each other with awful rapidity, sending us rolling about under
them, and giving us hardly time to breathe. The sea all round
became a mass of foaming billows. By this time all my faithful
negroes were around me, shouting to each other, "To our
ntangand our ntangani (white man)!" It was indeed high time, for
| felt mysdf sinking. A minute more, and | would have sunk
helpless to the bottom of the sea, never to rise again. The Commi
swam round me and held me up, till another wave would scatter
us again, and then they came back to my succor.

In spite of all their efforts| became weaker and weaker.
They had succeeded in ridding me of the greater part of my
clothing, but, notwithstanding this relief, my strength was fast
failing me, and | had drunk large quantities of salt water. | cried,
"Where is the captain'? Go for hitMy cry was just in time, for
he was in his last struggle for life. Once we had got hold of the
canoe, but the waves had made us loose our grip. Loud shouts
came from the shore; the people were almost frantic. Canoe after
canoe was launched, but onlylde swamped, in the breakers the
next instant.

At length the tumult of the waves subsided; there came a
lull, and the rising tide had driven us toward the beach. We were
not far from it, indeed, and now we rested a little, holding fast to
our capsized camo

At last a canoe succeeded in leaving the shore, and came
to our rescue. As it reached us the crew jumped into the sea to
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give us their places, and, in order not to load it too heavily, they
swam alongside, holding fast to it to keep it steady.

As we reared the shore, the natives did not wait for me to
land, but ran into the water, and, seizing me, carried me off in
their arms, in the midst of deafening cries and cheers, the women
wringing their hands and shouting, "The sea wantedat our
white man;the sea wantetb eat our white man."

The people led me into a thicket of trees, where a bright
fire was lighted, and whom should | see but King Ranpano seated
on the ground, his little idol before him, his eyes shining with
excitement, and his body trdbling all over. | drew myself up,
trying to look haughty and displeased.

"Ranpano,"” | said, "if any one had told me that you did not
care for me, | would not have believed them. "What!" said I,
"every one was on the shore to see what they could do ¢ousav
from drowning; even your wife, the queen, was there, and went
into the sea to catch me as we landed, and | might have died and
been drowned for all that you cared. You were cold, and you sat
by the fire."

"Oh," said Ranpano, "my white man die in thater?
Never, while | am alive! How could it be? how could it be? Oh
no, Chally, you could not be drown®&d/ou could not, my white
man; my Chally will never die in our country. | have a fetich, and
as long as | wear it you can not be drowned. | was talidingy
idol; 1 was invoking before her the spirit of my father to protect
you in the sea. When the waves were around you, | begged the
idol to send the sharks away from you. Oh, Chally, | would not
leave the idol for fear you might perish. Oh!" exclaimedzano,
with a stentorian voice, "there are people already jealous of me
and of my village. Some village has sent an aniemba to upset the
canoe."

The wildest excitement prevailed around me. | was partly
stunned, and | had drunk a great deal of salt wR@or Captain
Vardon had a narrow escape, and, as he said, he was sinking when
my boy® my good boyd clinched him. And once more |
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thanked silently the great God that had watched so mercifully over
me.

After a while | realized the severe blow | had received
when the great loss | had sustained presented itself to my mind.
Scientific instruments, watch chronometers, medicines, guns,
musical instruments, etc., etc., had gone to the bottom of the sea.

"Oh dear," said | to myself, "I must remain here on this
baren and lonely coast, and wait for a vessel to come back and
bring me new scientific instruments, for without them | can not go
across the continent toward the Nile. | wish to make a good map
of the country, to take accurate astronomical observations, to
determine the height of the mountains and to be able to ascertain
at any time the day and the month if | should forget their regular
succession in the calendar and, without my instruments, all this
will be impossible."

| can not tell you how sorry | felfThat evening | felt
utterly heartbroken, and | could have cried. "But," said | to
myself, "to bear my misfortune with fortitude is true manhood;"
and, though it was hard to believe it, | knew that all that had
happened was for the best.

Captain Vardon fie a sincere sympathy with me. The poor
man was himself an object of commiseration, for he was so
exhausted and had drunk so much water that he was quite ill.

My mind was made up, however, that very day as to what
| should do. I must manage to have aeletteach the island of
Fernando Po, and then that letter would be forwarded to London.
That letter will be for Messrs. Baring Brothers, and | will ask
them to send me a vessel with all | need.

The next night, as | lay on my hard bed pondering my
wondrousescape from the deep sea, | could not help thinking
bitterly of the heavy loss | had sustained. It was not so much for
the large sum of money that had been sacrificed, but for the great
waste of time this catastrophe had entailed upon me.

| could not slep; these thoughts kept me awake. | turned
from side to side in the hope that an easier position would put me
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to sleep, but it was of no avail, when suddenly | heard the sound
of the natives' bugles on the river. The people were blowing their
bugles made oéntelopes' horns, and then | heard the songs of a
multitude of paddlers: The sound became more and more distinct
as the canoes neared my cabin: Then | could hear distinctly,
"Quengueza, our king, comes to see his great friend @hally
Chally, who has retued from the white man's country."

Soon after the singing stopped, and | knew that they had
landed.

All my gloomy fancies were soon forgotten, and | got up
and dressed myself as quickly as possible. As | opened my door,
whom should | see, as quiet as stain front of my hut, but King
Quengueza, the venerable chief. He opened his arms to receive
me, and we hugged each other without saying a word. The great
and powerful African chief, the dread of the surrounding tribes
and clans, the great warrior, hele im his arms, and after a while
he said, "Chally, | would have stayed before your door all night if
| had not seen you. | could not go to sleep without embracing you,
for you do not know how much I love you. You do not know how
many times | have thoughf gou, and many, many times | have
said to my people, 'We shall not see Chally again." And first, when
Sholomba told me you had come; and had sent for me, | said,
‘Sholomba, this is a lie; Chally has not come. Four rainy seasons
and four dry seasons havagsed away, and if he had intended
coming he would have been here long ago. No, Sholomba, why do
you come and make fun of me? It is a lie; Chally has not dome
Chally has not come, and he will not come any more to the
country of the black man.™

"Here | am" | said, "friend Quengueza; your friend Chally
is before you. He has thought of you many and many a time in the
white man's country; he has not forgotten you;" and | whispered in
his ears, "He has brought you a great many fine things which no
black man hs seen before, and which no black man will have, but
yourself."

Then the old chief ordered his attendants to retire, and
when he had entered my little hut | lighted a torch, and he looked
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at me and | looked at him without our saying a word. Then |

seatednyself on the edge of my bed, and the king seated himself
on the little stool close to me, and filled his pipe with native

Ashira tobacco, and we had a long talk.

| said, "Quengueza, | have come. Since | saw you a great
many things have happened. | hdneen in different countries of
the white man. Many know you, many love you, for | have told
the white man what great friends we wirtgow much we loved
each other. | have told them how kind you were to your friend
Chally; that every thing he wanted you gaodiim that not one of
your people ever took any thing from Challyf he would have
had his head cut off or been sold into slavery. Many white men
and white women, boys and girls know you, and | have presents
from them for you, which you shall see in avfdays. | have told
them what we did together, how we went into the woods together,
and how we cut that big eboitree'® here | stopped a while, and
presently said, "how | hope to go farther inland than | have ever
been, and will come back again by the ‘sea.

Then | remained silent, and the old chief rose up, the
shadow of his stately form falling behind him. For a few moments
he did not utter a word, and then he said, Chally, my town is
yours; my forests, my slaves are yours; all the girls and women of
my village are yours; | have no will of my own when you are with
me. You shall be the chief, and whatever you say shall be obeyed.
You shall never know hunger as long as there is a platreenon
our plantation, or a wild animal in the forests. And, Challlgen
you shall say 'l must go far away, where nobody has been," | will
let you go; | will help you to go, though my heart will be sad
when you depart.”

| found Quengueza still in mourning for his brother, whom
he had succeeded, and that he had taken rothdr's name,
"Oganda," which is the name taken by every chief of the Abouya
clan. What a queer custom they have! The law of inheritance there
is from brother to brother, and Quengueza's name had been
Ratenou Kombé Quengueza, and now came the last, Wwaialas
to his grave, GANDA.

Original copyright 1871 by Paul du &iu 15

| said, "Friend Quengueza, it will be hard for me to call
you Oganda, for the name by which | have learned to love you is
Quengueza."

"Never mind, Chally, call me Quengueza,” said he; and, as
he left my hut, he implored me aaenore in a whisper not to tell
any one that | had brought him presents, "for,” said he, "if the
people knew that you had brought me many fine things, they
would bewitch me, and | should die."

| saw that poor Quengueza was as superstitious as ever.

The dd chief then went to the hut that had been prepared
for him during his visit to me. By this time it was four o'clock in
the morning, and the cock in the village had already begun to
crow when | lay down to sleep.
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CHAPTER IV

QUENGUE®RBI PLOMACY

The dayafter the arrival of Quengueza, word was sent to
me by the caneenen on the shore that the surf was quiet, and that
canoes could go to sea and return in perfect safety.

During the day seven large canoes were carried over the
narrow tongue of land to tHeeach, and twentgne remained on
the riverside to take to my new settlement the goods that would
be landed.

It was important to expedite as much as possible the
landing of the goods, for this would only be safe for a few days,
till the change of the man

The next morning, at daylight, seven canoes left for the
vessel, and each canoe made that day three trips, so that-twenty
one canodoads of goods were landed and carried across to the
canoes on the riven Then we got ready to go home, but not before
hauling high up on the beach our seven-ceaoes.

After four days' hard work, seventy cadoads haft been
landed, and the cargo was all ashore. | breathed freely once more;
not a load had been swamped. We had just finished when the
breakers became danges again, and in a day or two more it
would have been impossible to go through them.

Not an article was missing. Captain Vardon was amazed. |
said to him, "Did | not tell you that my Commi men would not
steal?

You would have laughed to see the miscaltars articles
which formed part of the cargo. Many of them were specially
manufactured for the African market, and the heavy goods were to
be given to Quengueza, Ranpano, Olevigenbi, Obindji, and
the chiefs living on the banks of the Rembo and Ovengasiiv
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The great trouble was to put all the goods under shelter.
They had to be stored in several huts. There were no locks on the
doors, but | was not afraid of the people, and my confidence was
justified, for not an article was stolen. Captain Vardon veoed
at it; he had been a trader for a good many years on the Coast, and
said it was marvelous. So it was, there is no city in any Christian
country where these thousands of dollars’ worth of goods could be
as safe. I loved the Commi, and the Commi loved m

After every thing had been housed, | thought it was time to
make a distribution of the presents | intended for my friends.
Quengueza's presents will give you a fair idea of the articles | had
brought into the country.

So one afternoon | went for fridrQuengueza when every
body was taking their afternoon nap. He followed me,
accompanied by several of his great men, nephews, and wives; for
a great king like Quengueza could not walk alone; he must have a
retinue, or escort. Quengueza was very fond & sbrt of thing,
but that day he did not like it a bit; he did not want his people to
see what | was going to give him, but he did not dare to send them
away, so he whispered into my ear, "Chally, send them away
when you come to your house, for | do notvany body inside."

So | dismissed Quengueza's people, and, after Quengueza
and | had entered the hut, he closed the door himself, to make
sure, and peeped through the crevices to see that nobody was
trying to look in. Then he seated himself and awaited
developments.

| opened a chest filled with presents for him. The first
thing | displayed before his widgpen eyes was a huge long coat,
similar to those worn by the London beadles. This coat had been
made specially for his majesty, and to fit his taljufie, for
Quengueza was over six feet high. It was of the most glaring
color® bite, with yellow fringe, and lined with red. There was
also a splendid plush waistcoat, with big brass buttons. His coat
fell to his feet. | gave him no pantaloons, for Quengueever
liked to wear them.
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After Quengueza's admiring eyes had looked with
amazement on his splendid coat and bright yellow waistcoat, he
must try them on; but, before doing so, he went again to see that
no one was peeping in. | wondered why his majesthg was a
perfect despot, was so much afraid.

Having put on his robe or mornirgpwn, | gave him an
enormous druamajor's cane, with a tremendous gilded head, to
be used as a staff. He stiffened himself at the sight, and asked for
a looking glass, in wih he regarded himself with an air of
supreme satisfaction. Then | took out of my trunk my opera hat,
which of course was flat when shut up, and gave it a slight punch,
when the springs immediately threw it out into the shape of a
splendid stovepipe hat to the utter astonishment and
bewilderment of King Quengueza. Then | put the hat on his head,
and his majesty walked to and fro, drawing himself to his full
height. After some minutes he took off his imperial costume,
putting the clothes back in the chedtere they came from, and
proceeded to inspect the other presents, among which were:

6 pieces of silk, of different colors.
100 pieces of calico prints.

6 silver spoons, knives, and forks.
1 silver goblet.

1 magnificent red, blue, and yellow silk unefia.

Among the larger articles were:

1  common brass kettle.
100 iron bars, 6 feet long, 11 wide.
50 large copper plates 24 inches in diameter.

50 small brass kettles.
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50 iron pots.

50 guns.

50 kegs of powder.

25 washbasins.

12 dozen plates.

6 dozen glasses.

300 pounds of beads, of different colors and sizes.
50 pine chests.

200 pairs of earrings for his wives.

Several chests containing trinkets, mirrors, files,
forks, knives, etc.

A chest filled with nice presents sent to him by
someof my friends.

The chests were his delight, for the wealth of a king here is
composed chiefly of chests, which, of course, are supposed to be
filled with goods.

King Quengueza never thought that his friend Chally
would have remembered him so profitably.

After showing him all these things, | made him a speech,
and said, in a low tone, "Quengueza, Chally has a heart (ore'ma);
he has a heart that loves you. When he left you the last time he
was poor, and had nothing to give you, but you loved him the
same a if he had possessed a thousand chests filled with goods.
Now he is rich, and has just come back from the white man's
country, and he brings you all these fine presents, for Chally loves
you;" and when | said "loves you" | looked at him steadily in the
face. The sight of all this wealth had almost dumbfounded the old
man, and for a while he could not speak. Finally he said,
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"Do you love me, Chally? If you do, do not tell the people
what you have given me, or they will bewitch me to have my

property."

Thefear of witchcraft was a great defect in the character of
poor Quengueza. He was always in dread of being bewitched, and
consequently of dying.

Then he knelt down and clasped my feet with his hands,
and, with his face distorted by fear, begged me againmtell
any body in the country what | had given him. This taking hold of
a man's feet is the most imploring way of asking a favor; it was
the first time in his life that Quengueza, the great chief of the
Abouya clan, had done such a thing. | promised, lof course,
never to tell any thing to his people.

After a while he went away, and his subjects crowded
round him, expecting fully to hear what fine things his friend
Chally had brought him, when | heard him shout, with the loudest
voice he could sumnm

"My friend Chally knows nothing but talk, and has brought
me nothing." Coming toward me, he repeated the statement just as
loudly, and looked at me at the same time with an imploring sort
of a look, as if to say, "Do not say any thing." But Quengueza's
people knew me better; they knew very well that Chally, the great
friend of Quengueza, would not come back from the white man's
country without bringing him something, and they were smiling
all the while, for they were well acquainted with the ways oirthe
beloved old chief, who was a miser, and never wanted his people
to know what he possessed. | kept his presents till his departure.

| gave presents also to good old Ranpano, to the chiefs that
had come to see me, to their wives, and to my old friena$, a
then the people returned to their different villages. Quengueza's
people were busy every day collecting the long bamikxeo
branches of palarees for my new settlement, which they were to
build for me.

Before the departure of the chiefs, | assemitihein, and
we held a grand palaver, at which they agreed that the Mentor
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should not leave their country until they had laden her with their
product® woods, Indiarubber, ivory, wax, etc.

DU CHAILLU AND QUENGUEZA.

The night Quengueza took leave his confidential slaves
were busy taking his presents from my hut to the large canoes
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they had with them, which having been safely accomplished, they
departed bef® daylight. Quengueza threatened with death any
one of his men who should say a word of what had passed.

Then, for the first time since my arrival, it looked as if |
was going to have a quiet time. | was glad of it, for | had been ill
with fever, and wated rest and quiet in order to get well. Old
Ranpano would stay for hours by my bedside, hardly ever uttering
a word, but | could see by his face that the old man felt anxiety on
my account. He would say sometimes, "Chally, Chally, you must
not be ill; nore of my people want to see you ill;" and when he
went away he muttered words which no doubt were invocations to
spirits, for Ranpano, like the rest of his people, was very
superstitious.

The superstition of the natives being so great about the site
of my old settlement of Washington, | found it was impossible to
build there again. Not far from it there was a nice spot, just on the
bank of the river, which I liked very much; but at that spot there
was a little Commi village, whose chief was called Rabole T
only thing to be done was to buy Rabolo out, and | succeeded in
purchasing the whole village for several guns, some kegs of
powder, a brass kettle, a few brass rings and iron bars, and two or
three pieces of cloth. | allowed the people to take the kausay
with them, and | set to work immediately to build my new
settlement.

Quengueza's people went at it vigorously, and, with the
help of Ranpano's people, we began building in earnest, Captain
Vardon, myself, and a negro being the carpenters. The dadrs
windows we made with the bottoms large canoes.

The smaller buildings were soon finished, and the people
were hard at work on my large dwelldhguse; but when we came
to the veranda, and the posts had to be to be put in the ground, my
men were suddénseized with fear.

There was in the ground a formidabienda or fetich,
which my friend Rabolo had buried in his village before |
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purchased it, and which happened to be exactly upon the site of
my house, and almost in front of my door.

Poor Rabolo hé never dreamed that | would build my
house just on that very spot.

Rabolo was not in town, and the builders did not dare to
remove the monda, declaring that there would be a great palaver if
they touched Rabolo's monda; "for," said they, "Rabolo's monda,
which he has put in the ground, is a very good one; for, since his
village has been established, twelve dry and twelve rainy seasons,
ago, no one has died there." This was no great monda after all, for
Rabolo's village was only composed of his family, #rmete were
fifteen inhabitants in all, not including the dogs, goats, fowls, and
parrots.

Rabolo was sent for. He was loth to agree to have the
monda removed; "for,” said he, "not one of us has died since |
made it. You can not take it." "Then," said"Rabolo, give me
back the goods | have given you; | must go somewhere else." But
poor Rabolo had given away the goddsad bought two more
wivesd and could not give me back my money. | knew it, and was
firm. | insisted that the whole place belonged to mat ttbought
it, above the ground and under the ground, to the very water's
edge. So at last Rabolo, with a sad face, consented to have the
monda removed.

To enter Rabolo's settlement you had to go under a portal,
which was made of two upright poles andrassbar. Round the
poles grew a talismanic creeper, which had been planted
immediately after the queer gate had been erected; but at the
erection of the gate there were great ceremonies, for Rabolo's
powerful monda was to be buried in the ground, andnienda
was to protect the village, and Rabolo and his family, from
aniemba (witchcraft) and death; so | did not, wonder that it was
with a frightened face poor Rabolo allowed me to take away what
he considered the protector of himself and family.
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Rabolowas a quiet mah a good man; not a bloettirsty
savage. His little village lived at peace with all the Commi
villages around him.

Rabolo asked to be allowed to take the monda away
himself. This | granted. Then he began to cut the bushes and the
creeper, Wich was of the same kind that grew on the gate, that in
the course of time had, grown over his talisman, and, digging a
hole in the ground, soon came to the spot where the wonderful
monda lay. The first thing he turned up was the skull of a
chimpanzee; ttn came the skull of a man, probably of one of the
ancestors of Rabolo. The people were looking in silence at the
scene before them; they seemed to think that Rabolo was doing a
wonderful thing, and some thought that he would have to pay with
his life for his daring deed. Poor superstitious fellow! around the
skulls were pieces of pottery and crockery of all sorts, which had
been put there as an offering, or to keep company with the skulls.

Then we went to the entrance, and he removed the upright
posts ofthe gate, and cut away the creeper that twined itself
around it. This creeper was a laelnged species, and the
superstition was that as long as it kept alive the monda would
retain its power. Rabolo dug in the sandy soil of the prairie near
where the crgeer grew, and turned up more skulls of
chimpanzees and broken pieces of pottery. The two idols on either
side of the gate were removed also.

A few days after, | head the people say that it was Rabolo's
monda that had made me come to that spot; for, tbégve, in
that faraway country which is the land of the chimpanzee, that
the chimpanzee and the he man have something to do with each
other, the pale yellow face of the chimpanzee seeming somewhat
to resemble ours, while the dark face of the gorilladeth@ém to
believe that the gorilla sprung from the black man. Skulls of
chimpanzees were just now in great demand, as mondas were to
be made with them in many villages, for they were fully
persuaded that if they had them people from the land of the white
man would come and settle among them.
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Four weeks after my arrival in the Commi country my new
settlement was built, and was exactly like my old settlement of
Washington, a picture of which | gave you in my Apingi
Kingdom, and | gave to it the name of P&atgon account of the
country being flat.

After the completion of my house there was great
excitement in the settlement. Ranpano had declared that he could
not enter my house; a doctor had told him that some person who
was an aniemba, a wizard, had madeanda, a charm, and had
put it under the threshold of the door of my house, so that if he
entered my hut the witch or aniemba would go into him, and he
would die.

| got furious at Ranpano's superstition, and said to him
that, while he pretended to loveg, he insulted me by not coming
to see me. His answer was that he loved me. His people felt badly
about it. Doctors were sent for; they drank the mboundou, and
declared that it was true that some a wanted to bewitch him, and
had put a monda under my ddorkill him.

Immediately ceremonies for driving away the witch were
begun. For three days they danced almost incessantly, making a
terrible noise near my premises, which almost set me crazy; drums
were beating day and night. At the end of the third dagdrd
suddenly a tremendous noise made with the drums, and a gun was
fired at my door. Ranpano entered muttering invocations, and wild
with excitement, and the people declared that the aniemba under
my door that was to kill the king had been driven away.
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CHAPTER V

MR.ANOMRSTHOMAESHI MPANZEE

DEPARTUREOF THE MENTORA MR. AND MRS THOMAS
CHIMPANZEE® THOMASIN LONDONO® LEFT ALONEIN
AFRICA® DEPARTUREFROMPLATEAUA A TORNADQA NENGUE

SHIKA.0 TRACESOF GORILLASO NENGUENCOMA.® KING
OLENGA-YOMBI.O THE IPI.

The dy of departure of the Mentor had come. My heart
was heavy; my good friend and companion, Captain Vardon, was
going to leave me. | was to be left all alone in that wild country,
when but a few months before | had been in the big city of
London. How lonely Ehould feel! My old life was to come again.

It was the 18th of January, 1864. | remember well the day,
for | left the shore with Captain Vardon to go on, board the
Mentor, which was to sail that day for London.

Captain Vardon and | did not talk mutour hearts were
too full; but the good captain kept repeating to me, "My dear good
friend, | do not like to leave you in this wild part of the world all
alone; who will take care of you when you are sick?"

"Captain," | said, "God will take care of me."

Soonafter we reached the vessel the anchor was weighed,
the sails were shaken out, the jibs were set, and the schooner
began to make settle headway.

| was loth to part with the dear little schooner Mentor, for |
knew | should never see it again, and perHagisould never see
good Captain Vardon again.

When the moment of parting arrived, my negroes stood
ready to receive me in their canoe alongside. | took Captain
Vardon by the hand for a little time; we looked each other in the
face without saying a worduo eyes were bid a little more, and
tears would have rolled from them. | went over the vessel's side,
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Captain Vardon still holding my hand, and began to descend the
stairs into the canoe, when the captain was obliged to let my hand
go. In a Minute | was ithe canoe; the canoe and the vessel parted

company, and the distance between them began rapidly to widen.
My men gave three cheers for the Mentor; the sailors responded,
all standing by the bulwarks looking at me.

Captain Vardon had on board with him@sssengers two
chimpanzees, Thomas, and his wife Mrs. Thomas. Thomas was, |
judge, about three years old, and Mrs. Thomas might have been a
year old. Mr. Thomas was tricky little rascal, and | had any
amount of fun with him. He was very tame, like all §y®ung
chimpanzees. Thomas's capture was attended with adventures. He
was with his mother in the woods; the mother was killed, and
Thomas was seized and brought to the village two days after.
Before he was tamed he escaped into the forest. The dogs were
sent after him, and he was speedily retaken, but not without his
having bitten the dogs and been severely bitten by them in return.
Several of his finger were broken, and upon knitting together they
left his hand in a distorted condition.

| was compelled tkeep Master Tom tied, for after he was
quite tame he became very troublesome, and would go into my
hut and disturb every thing. He would upset the plates, break the
glasses, and when he saw the mischief he had done he would run
off, and that was the laseéen of him for the day. So | tied him by
a cord to a pole under the veranda of my hut, and at the foot of the
pole | built a little house, into which he could retire when he
pleased. Every day it was filled with fresh straw from the prairie,
and he enjoyed very much, and rived to sleep on it.

Every thing | ate Tom would eat; every thing | drank Tom
would drink; tea, coffee, lemonade were drinks he liked very
much. He would eat fish, crocodile, turtle, elephant,
hippopotamus, chicken, bananas, plantdissuit etc., etc.

Among the pets | had with me was a cat. One day the cat
came near Tom's pole, when suddenly Master Tom, who had
never seen a cat, flew in alarm to his pole, and clambered up it,
the hair on his body becoming erect, and his eyes glavitig
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excitement. He really looked like a porcupitcl@mpanzee, such
as | had never seen before.

In a moment, recovering himself, he came down, and,
rushing to the cat before pussy had time to run away, with one of
his feetlike hands he seized the naptbé animal, and with the
other pressed on its back as if trying to break its neck or spine. He
was jerking the poor cat as hard as he could when | came to the
rescué just in time, for | am sure, if the struggle had lasted two
or three minutes more, thetosould have been killed. The poor
cat could not turn its head and bite, nor use its paws for
scratching, and was, indeed, utterly helpless.

The big chimpanzees and the gorillas are said to fight the
formidable leopard in that manner. It must be a sighgee such
an encounter.

One day, while hunting, my dogs captured another young
chimpanzee, which | gave to Master Tom for a wife. He seemed
exceedingly fond of her, and would spend the greater part of his
time in embracing her. Their married life appearene of
unalloyed happiness. Unfortunately, Mrs. Thomas was never very
strong, and she died of consumption on the passage, to the great
sorrow of Mr. Thomas, who felt very sad for a good many days
after her death.

| am happy to say that Mr. Thomas reath®ndon very
good health, in the beginning of the year 1864, was presented in
my name to the Crystal Palace at Sydenham, near London, by
Captain Vardon.

There he received a complete education; a nice place was
built for him in the conservatory, where tle@otic plants grew
well, and there, for the sum of sixpence, he would sell his
photograph to any one who chose to buy it. His principle was,
money first, carte de visite afterward; and if, perchance, any
visitor took off hiscarte de visitewithout payng for it, he would
rush forward, screaming, to the length of his tether, to prevent this
irregular transaction, and would not cease his noisy expressions
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till the money was paid down. Then he would give a low grunt in
sign of satisfaction.

Thomas thrivedvell there, and there was a prospect of his
living many years; but he met with an untimely end when the
Crystal Palace burnt. The poor fellow met his death in the flames,
but not before giving the most fearful screams of despair, which
were unavailing, sice no one could reach him.

The breeze was stiff, and carried the Mentor swiftly away
from the shore as we paddled toward the breakers. | turned my
head back now and then to have a look at the dear little schooner.

We passed safely through the breakars] after landing |
seated myself to look for the last time at the vessel as she glided
away; fainter and fainter became the sails, till finally | could see
nothing but the horizon.

| tore myself from the shore. How sad | was that evening!
"How long," thaught I, "shall | have to wait for a vessel to come
to me? Oh dear, | hope the Messrs. Baring will send me one, with
scientific instruments; then | shall start on that long journey to the
Nile, from which, perhaps, | shall never come back. Never mind,"
saidl, "friend Paul, try your best. If you do not succeed, it is no
disgrace."

| lay down to sleep sad and dejected indeed. That night |
dreamed of my departed mother and father. | dreamed of dear
friend of girls and boys, the companions of my schdays,
that were no moge of days when | was happy and without a care.
That dream was so pleasurable that it awoke me. As my eyes
opened, the walls of bamboo, the queer bed, told me that | was in
a wild country. | got up feeling feverish and sick at heart in my
loneliness, to which | was not yet accustomed.

That day | said to myself, "Paul, several weary months will
pass away before a vessel can come for you, so take courage, go
hunting, visit the country round, and do the best you can to while
away the time. Keemp your spirits; faint heart has never yet
succeeded and toward evening | felt more cheerful, and chatted
with my Commi men, and afterward said to myself, "How grateful
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| ought to be that I can feel so safe in such a wild country; that |
have so many frieds among the natives; and that there is not a
man of them all who would dare to rob me! "Surely," | reflected,
"there is not a civilized country where | could be as safe; the
robbers of civilization would break through these thin walls, and
steal every timg | have." The next day | put into practice the
resolution | had formed, and made preparations for a journey. |
wanted to visit many Commi villages.

My premises were filled with goods under the care of the
Commi. "Be without fear,” said good old Ranpatevery thing
will be safe when you come back. Malonga, my brother, will take
care of your premises as did Rikimongani." So | set out and
advanced toward Cape St. Catharine, for | intended to make a visit
first to my old friend King Oleng& ombi, with whan you have
become acquainted in one of my preceding volumes.

It was a fine evening when we left Plateau. We were now
in the height of the rainy season, and it was so hot in the day that |
thought we might sail more comfortably on the river at night. We
were pretty sure to get a ducking, but I thought it was better to get
wet than to have the rays a tropical sup pouring down on our
heads. Malonga (Ranpano's brother) and my men had been busy
making mondas to keep the rain off, and as we left the shore old
Malonga said we should have clear weather. In this country,
unlike South Africa, the doctors are unmakers, and not makers of
rain.

The evening, indeed, was fine, and | began to that
Malonga, after all, might be right; the moon shone in an almost
cloudless ky; but after the setting of the moon at 10 o'clock, a
thick black cloud rose in the northeast, and we began to feel not so
sure about a dry night. | was watching all the time anxiously in
that northeastern direction, for | was afraid a tornado was coming.
We were in the season of the tornadoes, and a constant lookout
had to be kept, for it would never have done to have been caught
napping. The flashes of lightning became more and more vivid as
we skirted the river bank, paddling as fast as we could, and
looking for a quiet little nook; and we were getting near one, when
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suddenly a white patch shone under the black mass in the heavens.
In an instant that black mass overspread the sky; the part which a
little before was blue had become black and lurid; tlouds
drove from the northeast with fearful rapidity, and all above
seemed to be in a blaze with lightning; the thunder pealed
incessantly, and the rain poured down, as, it were, by bucketsful.
Our canoes were driven ashore by the force of the terrific,wind
and we immediately hauled them out of water, although it was
pitch dark, and we could only see each other by the glare of the
lightning. Near by was a little village composed of a few huts, and
we made for it, but found only a few women, and not wood
enaugh for a fire, in consequence of which | had to remain all
night wet to the skin.

The next morning the sky was clear and the sun rose
beautifully, and soon after sunrise you could have heard the
paddlers sing merry songs of the Commi. We ascended the riv
till we came to the island of Nengué Shika. Nengué, as you know,
means an island; you may perhaps remember Nengué Ngozo.
Shika means white, silverlike; After paddling along the shore of
Nengué Shika, which was covered with pdahees, we made for
the man land, toward the banks of a little creek over which
swallows were flying. It was a sweet spot, of prairie and luxuriant
wood. There a shed had been built for me by our old friend King
OlengaYombi, and many of his slaves were waiting for me with a
goat,a few fowls, several bunches of bananas and plantains. The
king had sent these provisions and his best wishes for good luck in
my hunts, and a message that | must come and see him when |
was tired of the woods.

Not far from our camp there were severabolos'd®
wooded bogs; there the vegetation was very rank, and these bogs
were known to be the haunts of the gorilla. That day we rested in
camp, and the next morning we started with two native dogs for
the ivolos. It was very hard work; we had to struggledlgh the
thorny and swampy thickets for a long time, and now and then we
would sink kneedeep in the mud. My followers were slaves of
King OlengaYombi. Hark! hark! | hear a noise as if some one
was breaking the branches of trees. | gave a cluck; | loakdt
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men behind. This noise was made by gorillas. Silence. My gun is
ready; | advance, but it is all | can do to keep the dogs in check.
The creatures of the woods were tearing down branches to pick
off the berries. Unfortunately, one of the dogs bréken us. |
heard a shriek a sharp cry; the gorillas fled; they were females,
but the men assured me the males could not be far off. This was,
beyond all doubt, the spot for gorillas. | could see many of their
footmarks on the soft mud; their heels werelwerked, but their
toes were hardly seen. Where they had been efiowl | could

see the marks of their knuckles.

But that day | could not come in sight of gorillas. The
following day | hunted near the sshore, from which | then
concluded to go to Aembié to see Olengéombi.

On our way we passed by an island of trees growing in the
midst of the prairie. That island is called "Nengué Ncoma." The
people are afraid of Nengué Ncoma, and at night nobody would
dare to pass by it; and, though we were faayy my men looked
at it with superstitious dread, and quickened their steps. "Oh," said
one of my guides, "whoever enters this island is likely to die
suddenly in it; if he does not die he becomes crazy, and roams
about till he dies. There is a woman tha see now and then,
crazy and wandering all over it. In this island of Nengué Ncoma
lives a crocodile, whose scales are of brass, that never leaves the
island; he lives in the centre of it; no gun can kill that crocodile.”

"It is a lie!" | shouted "howfoolish you are, my boys, to
believe such things! To show you that it is a lie, | will enter that
island of Nengué Ncoma," and | rushed, gun in hand, toward the
island. A wild shriek came from the men. They shouted, "Oh,
Chally, do not go." They did not dato follow me. A little while
after | touched the branches of the trees of Nengué Ncoma, but
before, | entered | turned back and looked toward the men, and as
| looked at them | saw them mute with astonishment; and as |
turned my back and entered the doderrific cries rent the air.
They thought it was the last they should see of me. Surely the
crocodile with brass scales would kill me, who dared to go into
that island of which he was the king and sole inhabitant.
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| walked on and explored every parttbis small island of
trees. | need not say that | did not meet with the crocodile. When |
came out a wild shout greeted me; it was from my men, who were
still at the same place where | had left them. | came toward them
smiling and saying, "Do you thinkdm crazy? | tell you | have
not seen that crocodile with scales of brass. | looked every where,
and | saw nothing but trees." They shouted, "You are a mduwati"
spirit.

We continued our way till we came to Amembié. Poor
King OlengaYombi was drunk as usljdne was so tipsy, indeed,
that he could not stand on his legs. Nevertheless, he welcomed his
friend Chally, and said his country belonged to me, and in joy he
ordered another calabash full of palm wine to be brought to him,
and drank off about half a dah of it at once. This finished him
up for the day; he fell back in the arms his wives, shouting many
times over, "I am a big king! | am a big king! I am Olenga
Yombi!" and was asleep. Poor Olergambi, he is an inveterate
drunkard; not a day passes bhgtthe is not tipsy.

The next morning | started for a large plantation of the
king's before he was awake. The name of that plantation was
"NkongonBoumba." There | found a large number of the king's
slaves, and among them were a great many good huntexse T
slaves knew me; they knew that | was their master's great friend,;
they knew | was theirs also, and that | had a good stock of beads
for them and their wives. The head slave of the king, an Ishogo
man called Ayombo, welcomed me, and brought me food.

| said to them, "Friends, | have come to live with you."
They shouted "Yo! yo! yo!" "I want to hunt, and kill an ipi." "Yo!
yo! yo! You shall kill an ipi," they shouted. "I want to kill gorillas
and chimpanzees." "Yo! yo! yo! You shall kill gorillas and
chimpanzees." "But, above all, I want to kill an ipi. My heart will
go away sad if | do not kill an ipi." "Yo! yo! yo! You shall kill an
ipi. We know where some are. "Yo! yo! yo! You shall see an ipi."

You ask yourself what an ipi is. The ipi was an unknown
animal. How did | come to know that such an animal existed? One
day | saw a monda to which was suspended a large and thick
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yellow scale, such as | had never seen before. The pangolin had
scales, but they were much smaller. There was no doubt that this
scak belonged to the pangolin family, only | learned that the
animal from which it was taken was of a larger variety.

The ipi, | was told, was very rare. Years had passed away,
and no ipi had been seen by me; but some time ago King Glenga
Yombi had sent me ard that an ipi had been near his plantation
of NkongonrBoumba, and | had come specially to hunt the ipi.

Many of the king's slaves had come from-daray tribes,
and queer and ugly fellows they were, with lean legs, prominent
abdomens, retreating forelulsa and projecting mouths.

The day of my arrival we rested. The good slaves and their
kind wives brought fowls, plantains, peats, sugacane, some
pine-apples, little lemons, wild honey, dried f&shn fact, they
brought to me the best things they hadave them nice beads,
and to some of the leading slaves | gave red caps.

That night there was dancing. The idol or mbuiti consulted
as to the results of the chase, for these interior people are very
superstitions. They sang songs welcoming me.

The nextmorning a few of the leading slaves and myself
started for an ipi hunt.
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CHAPTER VI

HUNTI NG FORITHE

HUNTING FORTHE IP1.d CAMPING OUT IN THE WOODSO
CAPTUREOF AN IP1.0 DESCRIPTIONOF THE ANIMAL.O A NEW
SPECIESOF ANT-EATER

We left the plantation at dayeak. Mayombo, the head
slave, was the leader, and some of his children were with us. We
all had guns; the boys carried, besides, two axes. In a little while
we were in the forest. It was an awful day's hunt, and the first time
since my return that | hatb rough it in such a manner. We
wandered over hills and dales, through the woods and the streams,
now and then crossing a bog, leaving the hunpiatips, struggling
for hours through the tangled maze and tough patches of the wild
pine-apple, which tore mglothes to rags and covered my poor
body with scratches. The thorns and cutting edges of shkard
grass which grew in many places, and the sharp points of the pine
apple leaves, were not very pleasant things to get among. It was
like the good old tinehut | did not fancy the good old time. | was
not yet inured to such tramps; | had forgot all about them, but |
knew that it was nothing but child's play when compared with the
hardships | had suffered in my former explorations, or with what |
expected to mdergo in the future. | knew that | was hardening
myself for what was coming bgndby, and that it was necessary
that | should go through such a schooling before starting for that
long Nile journey from which | knew not if | should ever come
back. | mustget accustomed to sickness, to hunger, to privations
all kinds, to forced marches; | must be afraid of nothing and trust
in God for the result.

The end of the day was approaching; the birds gave forth
their last songs, calling their mates, so that theghinnot be far
apart for the night; the butterflies had ceased to fly, and were
hiding themselves under the large leaves to keep away from the
rains.
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We had not been successful, but did not despair. We were
to sleep in the woods, for the plantation was far away. Oh, |
was so tired. Mayombo immediately went off to cut some poles to
support the large leaves which were to protect us from the rains,
while his two sons collected as fast as they could the leaves, and |
looked after firewood. | soon came tospot where the dead
branches lay thick on the ground, and | shouted, "Come here,
boys!" A little after sunset our camp was built and our fires were
lighted; then the boys pulled from their bags several plantains and
a little parcel of dried fish packed ieaves. Not far from our
camp a little rivulet ran meandering toward the sea; its water was
clear and cool, so we had chosen a nice spot for the bivouac; but
fires were to be kept burning brightly all night, "for,” said
Mayombo, "leopards are very plentithere; we can not keep our
goats; and two men have been missing within a month." After that
exhortation, Mayombo, who was a great smoker, filled his pipe
and lay down by the fire. In the mean time my supper had been
cooked, but | was too tired to enjay and | was too tired even to
sleep.

The next evening we returned to the plantation, where all
were glad to see us. After, a day of rest we started again, for
Mayombo swore that | should not rest till | had an ipi. We went in
another direction, and Maydio again took his two sons with
him. Toward noon Mayombo gave a cluck, and pointed out to me
a dead tree lying on the ground, and a strdagking track
leading up to it, and whispered into my ears the word "Ipi!"

That dead tree had been lying there, upose, for
hundreds of years; nothing remained of it but the trunk, which was
hollow throughout, and looked like a tube fifty or sixty feet long.

| examined the ground carefully at one end of the trunk,
and saw no footprint there, so the animal had ooegut; at the
other end the tracks were fresh, and it was evident that the animal
had hidden inside the night before. | said to Mayombo. "Perhaps
the ipi has gone away." "Oh no," said he "don't you see there is
only one track? Besides, it could not temitself, and, in order to
get out, it has to go straight on to the other end.”
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CAPTUREOF THE IPL.

Immediately he took the axe and cut down somaathes
of a tree of which he made a trap to catch the animal if it should
come out. The branch was put firmly in the ground, and the top
was bent over with a creeper attached to it, at the end of which
was a ring, through which the animal would have tesplaefore
he could get out; a little forked stick held the ring, which the
animal would shake as it passed through; the limb Would fly up
instantly, and high in the, air would the ipi dangl¢hen all this
had been done, Mayombo, who had collected wodttheaither
end, set fire to it, to smoke the animal out. He was not mistaken;
the ipi was inside, and it made for the opposite extremity and was
caught. There was a short struggle, but we ran up and ended it by
knocking the ipi with all our might on the heea

| saw at once that the ipi belonged to the pangolin genus
(Manis of the zoologists), which is a very singular kind of animal.
They are aneaters, like the Myrmecophaga of South America;
but, while the South American aeater is covered with hair Bk
other mammalia, the pangolins have an armor of large scales
implanted in the of the upper surface of the body, from the head to
tip of the tail, each scale overlapping the other like slates on the
roof of a house.
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Like the anteater of South America, élpangolins have no
teeth, but they have a long extensile tongue, the extremity of
which is covered with a glutinous secretion so sticky that their
prey, after having been touched, adheres to the tongue and can not
get away. The tongue of an ipi may beesxted out several
inches. The ipi feeds on ants.

During the day the ipi hides itself in its burrow in the
earth, or sometimes in the large hollows of colossal trunks of trees
which have fallen to the ground, like the tree just described to
you; but they gnerally prefer to borrow in the soil, and these
burrows are usually found in light soil on the slope of a hill. By
the singular structure of the ipi, it can not turn to the right or to the
left at once; in fact, it is quite incapable of bending its body
sideways, so it can not "right about face" in its burrow.
Accordingly, there are two holes in each burrow, one for entrance
and one for exit.

But if the ipi and the pangolin can not bend their bodies
sideways, they are very flexible vertically, their stahm having
no scales; so, if they are surprised or want to sleep, they roll
themselves in a ball, the head being inside and forming the centre,
and they coil and uncoil themselves in this manner very readily.

The only way you can find the ipi or the pahgas by the
trail they leave on the soil, and following them till you reach their
burrows.

The great trouble in finding the ipi is not only that the
animal is very scarce, but that it never comes out except at night,
when the rattle it makes among thead leaves is great. The
strange creature must see well with its queer little eyes to be able
to perceive the ants upon which it mostly feeds, and it must take
time in satisfying its appetite, for a great many little ants must be
required to fill its stomeh. When the ipi has found a spot where
the ants it wants to eat are plentiful, it stops by them, and with its
long tongue, which protrudes several inches, catches them one by
one. When an ant is caught the tongue goes in again. | wonder
how many hundredsf times the tongue must come out and go in
with an ant before the hunger of the ipi is satisfied!
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| was not mistaken; this ipi was a new species, and the
scientific name is Pholidotus Africanus. This large one was a
female, and measured four feet sixhas from the head to the tip
of the tail. It was very stout and heavy, the tail very short in
comparison with its body, and the scales very thick, and of a
yellow or tawny color. The males are said to be much larger, and,
according to what the negroes sayst reach the length of six
feet They are very ugly to look at. Their tail, being very thick,
makes a large trail on the ground as they move about.

Though in some respects they may be thought to resemble
the lizard, the pangolins have warm blood, andrish their
young like the rest of the mammalia.

| need not tell you that | was glad to discover this new
species. After securing the ipi we returned at once to the
plantation, and as soon as | arrived | went to work and took off its
skin, and hard workt iwas, | assure you, the scales were so thick
and big.

When we came into the village with the ipi there was great
excitement, for the animal is so rare that but two or three persons
there had ever seen a specimen.

| went to bed happy, feeling that | hddhd the good
fortune of discovering a new and most remarkable animal, which
God had long ago created, but which had never before been seen
by the white man.

Of course | had a curiosity to see how the ipi tasted, and |
had some for breakfast the next mamiand it was good, but not
fat, though the natives said that at certain seasons they are very
fat.
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CHAPTER VII

GORI LLASPAANRTAI NS

LIFE AT NKONGONBOUMBA.G GORILLASAND PLANTAINSO
ODANGASCAREDBY A GORILLAG A CAPTIVEGORILLAD
SUPERSTITIONRESPECTIG THE LEOPARD

The dry season had now fairly begun. We were in the
month of June, and the nights and evenings were quite pleasant.
The days were generally cloudy, and it was a good time of the
year for hunting, as most of the btagnd was drying fast.

NkongonBoumba was situated in a charming spot an the
summit of a gentle hill, at the foot of which ran a little stream of
clear, water. The country which surrounded it was partly prairie
and partly wooded; the soil on the prairie was sandy, but where
the woals grew the soil was better. In many places the primitive
growth had been cut down, and there the fine plantation of
plantaintrees and bananas of King Olengambi were
flourishing well.

How beautiful the country looked in the morning just
before sunrisewhen a veil of mist seemed to hang over it, and
when the dew was still thick on the blades of grass, or was
dropping fast from the plantaieaves! | would get up just at
daylight, and would start with my gun on my shoulder, in the hope
that | might sea gazelle or an antelope feeding.

Gorillas, were very plentiful near Nkongdoumba, and
were committing great depredations among the plantain and
banana trees; the patches of stgmre were also very much
devastated. | heard one afternoon that the eé&yré gorillas were
in the forest not far from the village, and had already begun to
play sad havoc with the plantain trees.

The morning after the news, if you had been in the village,
you would have seen me, just a little before daybreak, getting
ready o go after the gorillas. | was painting my face and hands
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with a mixture of powdered charcoal and oil. After my toilet was
done, | put on my old, soiled Panama hat, took one of my best
guns, called Odanga, one of my boys, to accompany me, and
started off. There was just daylight enough for us to see our way,
and in a short time we came to a plantation, surrounded by virgin
forest, covered with plantain and banana trees, most of which
were bearing fruit in different stages of growth. This plantation
had justbeen made on the skirt of the forest.

It was a lovely morning; the sky was almost cloudless;
every thing was still, and one could only hear the slight rustling of
the treetops moved by the gentle land breeze. Before reaching the
grove of plantain treekhad to pick my way through a maze of
treestumps, hatburnt logs, and dead, broken, and Halfnt
limbs of trees, where the land had been prepared for a new
plantation. If gorillas are to be seen in a plantation near a village
they most generally come the early morning.

By the side of the plantaitnees was a field of cassada, and
just as | was going by it | heard suddenly in the plangaove a
great crashing noise like the breaking of limbs. What could this
be? | immediately hid myself behind adh, and then looked in
the direction from which the sound proceeded. What do | see? A
gorilla, then a second gorilla, and a third one, coming out of a
thick bush; then another one made his appeadatitere were
four altogether. Then | discovered that wfethe females had a
baby gorilla following her.

So do not be astonished when | tell you that my eyes were
wide open, and that | gazed on the scene before me with intense
excitement. These gorillas looked so droll, walking in the most
absurd way on all fors, and now and then walking erect. How
impish the creatures seemed! how intensely black their faces
were! how hideous their features! They looked like men, but like
wild men with shaggy hides, and their big, protuberant abdomens
did not make them lesgliculous or repulsive.

The gorillas went immediately at their work of destruction.
| did not stop them, but merely looked on. Plantage after
plantaintree came down; it seemed to me that they were trying to
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see which could bring down the greatest bamof trees in the
shortest space of time. They were amusing themselves, | suppose.
In destroying a tree, they first grasped the base of the stem with
one of their powerful hantike feet, and then with their
prodigious long arms pulled it down. This, oburse, did not
require much strength with so light a stem as that of the plantain.
Then they would set their big mouths upon the juicy heart of the
tree, and devour it with great avidity; at another time they would
give one bite, or would simply demolisine tree without eating it.

How strange sounded the chuckle they gave as if to
express their contentment! Now and then they would sit still and
look aroun@ and such a look! Two or three times they looked in
the direction where | was; but | lay so quiehdawas so
concealed, they could not see me, and, as the wind was blowing
from them to me, they could not smell me. How fiendish their
look was! A cold shiver ran through me several times, for, of all
the malignant expressions | had ever seen, theirs \Wwerenbst
diabolical. Two or three times they seemed to be on the point of
running away, and appeared alarmed, but recovered their
composure, and began anew their work of destruction.

The little baby gorilla followed his mother wherever she
went. Graduallywithout my taking notice of it, they came to the
edge of the dark forest, and all at once disappeared like adision
like a dream. | went to look at the spot where they had made such
havoc, and counted over one hundred plartaes down on the
ground, wich they had destroyed.

The next morning | went again with Odanga to the same
spot, with no expectation of seeing gorillas again, for | did not
think they would make another visit there with their roving
propensities, but | thought | might see an antelgpetwo,
attracted by the young leaves of the casdesly of which they
are very fond. | carried a light douHbarreled shegun, while
Odanga carried my heavy doularreled rifle, to use in case we
should see an elephant.

The part of the plantatiompon which we had come
extended over two hills, with a deep hollow between planted with
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sugarcane. | was taking the lead in the narrow path, and just as |
was going down the hill to get over to the other side of the hollow,
my eyes suddenly fell upon a meirous grashaired male gorilla
standing erect and looking directly toward me. | really did not
know if he was looking at me or at something else, or if he
thought of crossing to my side, in which case he would have come
toward me. Without turning my hedtbr | did not dare to lose
sight of the gorilla), 1 beckoned Odanga to come toward me, so
that | might get hold of my rifle and shoot down the huge monster.
| beckoned in vain. | made a quicker motion with my hand for
Odanga to come, but no Odanga wasiog. The huge beast
stared at me, or at least seemed to stare at me, for two minutes,
and then, without uttering any uttering any roar moved off into the
great forest on all fours. Then | looked round to see what was the
matter with my boy Odanga, but @danga was to be seen; | was
all alone. The fellow had bolted, gun and all; the gorilla had
frightened him, and he had fled. | was furiously angry, and
promised myself to give friend Odanga such a punishment as he
would not soon forget, that he might nday me such a trick a
second time.

Odanga had fled to the plantation, and a little after what |
have just related | heard a good many voices. They were the
plantation people, all armed to the teeth, coming to my rescue; but
Odanga had taken good care émmain out of the way, though he
had sent the gun. The little scamp knew very well what was
coming, but when | went back he was not to be seen, and the
fellow hid himself for two days. When at last | got hold of him he
made me the most solemn promise ndgato such a thing again,
and said, "Chally, Abamboo (the devil) must have made me leave
you."

On my return from NkongeBoumba a great surprise
awaited mé alive gorilla. An old chief, a friend of mine, named
Akondogo, had just returned from the Ngolmuotry, situated
south of Cape St. Catharine, and there, with some slaves of
OlengaYombi, he had killed the mother, and captured the rascal
before me. He was bigger than any gorilla | had captured, or that
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had ever been taken alive. Bigger he was thahtifig Joe, which
many of you no doubt remember.

Like Joe, this fellow showed the most ungovernable
temper, and to bite somebody seemed to be the object he was
always aiming at. We had no chain with which to confine him, so
that a long forked stick roundishneck was the only means we
could employ of keeping him at a safe distance.

In the evening, as Akondogo and | were seated together,
the good fellow, smoking his huge pipe, said to me, "Chally, |
have had a great deal of trouble since | have seen ytopard
has killed two of my people, and | have had a great many palavers
with their families on account of their death."

| said, "Akondogo, you could not help it; you are not chief
over the leopards. But, after the first man had been killed, why did
you not make a trap to catch the leopard?”

"The leopard | mean,” said he, "is not one that can be
trapped; it was a man who had changed himself into a leopard,
and then, after he had been a leopard for some time, he changed
himself into a man again."

| said, "Akondogo, why do you talk to me in that way?
You know | do not believe that men are turned into beasts, and
afterward into men again. It is stupid for people to believe so, but
| can not shake that belief in you alombé" (black men).

Poor Akondogo said;Chally, | assure you that there are
men who change into leopards, and from leopards into men
again."

Not wishing to argue the question, | said, "Never mind; tell
me the story of your trouble." Then Akondogo once more filled
his pipe with tobacco, gaverde or four big puffs of smoke,
which rose high in the air, and thus began:

"My people and myself had been in the woods several
days collecting Indiaubber. One day a man disappeared, and
nothing could be found of him but a pool of blood. The next day
armother man disappeared, and in searching for him more blood
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was found. We all got alarmed, and | sent for a great doctor; he
came and drank the mboundou, so that he might be able to say
how these two deaths came about. After the ouganga (doctor) had
drank he mboundou, and as all the people stood round him asking
him what had killed these two men, and just as we were waiting
with breathless silence for what he was going to say, he spoke to
me and said, 'Akondogo, your own child [his nephew and heir]
Akosho Klled the two men.' Immediately Akosho was sent for
and seized, and he answered that it was true that he had killed the
two men, but that he could not help it, he remembered well that
that day, as he was walking in the woods, he suddenly became a
leopard;that his heart longed for blood, and that he killed the two
men, and then, after each murder, he became a man again.

"There was a great uproar in the village; the people
shouted, 'Death to the aniemba Akosho!"

"But," said Akondogo, "l loved my boy so ntuthat | said
to the people, 'Let us not believe Akosho; he must have become a
kendé (idiot, fool). But Akosho kept saying he had killed the men,
and took us into the woods where lay the two bodies, one with the
head cut off, and the other with the bebyrt open.

"Upon this," said Akondogo, "I ordered Akosho to be
bound with cords, and tied in a horizontal position to a post, and
to have a fire lighted at his feet, and be burned slowly to death, all
which was done, the people standing by until he exgired

The end of the story was so horrid that | shuddered. It was
a case of monomania. Akosho believed that he been turned into a
leopard, and committed two murders, the penalty of which he paid
with his life. Here, in our country, he would have been setitgo
insane asylum.
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CHAPTER VIII

AWOUNDEGORI

WOUNDED GORILLAAND HER YOUNGONESO TAKING THEIR
PHOTOGRAPHS TOM AND MINNIE.O ARRIVALOF MY VESSELY
HURRAFOR BARINGBROTHERS A SMOKINGSHIP.0 KING
QUENGUEZAGOESON BOARDO PREPARATION$OR JOURNEY

LLA HENRYOUNG

A few days after my return home, one evening a strange
sight presented itself in front of my hodsa sight which | firmly
believe had never before been witnessed since the world began.
There was great commotion and tremendous excitement, among
the Commi people.

There stood in front of my bamboo house a large female
gorilla, bound hand and foot, and alive, but frightfully wounded.
A large gash might have been seen on her scalp, and her body was
covered with clotted blood. One of her arms had liweken, and
she bore wounds on the head and chest. Now and then the creature
would give a sharp scream of pain, which lent horror to the
darkness by which we were surrounded, the half dozen lighted
torches making the scene still more wild.

This adult fembe gorilla had been mortally wounded in

the morning, and lay on the ground senseless for a long time. A
bullet from one of my hunters had fractured her skull, and in that
state of insensibility she had been securely tied to a stout stick,
and in such an genious is manner that there was no chance of
her escaping. Her wrists and ankles had been tied strongly
together, while the stick had been adjusted between her mouth and
feet and hands in such a way that she could not reach out to sever
the cords with heteeth.

Hanging from her bosom was a baby gorilla (her child).
The little creature was a female but a few months old, and now
and then, after feeding from its mother's breast, it would give a
plaintive wail. By the side of both stood a young live maleligor
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a fiercelooking fellow, which seemed afraid of nothing, and
looked around with its deep grayish, fiendish eyes as if to say,
"What does all this mean? | have not seen this sight in the woods
before." Not far off lay the corpse of a large female Iggrquiet

in the embrace of death, her face yet distorted by the-dgatiny.

It was dark, as | have told you, and the scene was so
strange and so wild that | will never forget it. The fiendish
countenances of the living calibanish trio, one of theime
wounded oné with a face distorted by pain, were lit up by the
ruddy glare of the native's torches, and they seemed even more
repulsive than their dead companion. "What a commotion this
sight would create," | said to myself, "in a civilized land!"

There wa no sleep for me that night; the terrific screams
of the wounded mother kept me awake. Two or three times | got
up and went out to see what was the matter, for | was in constant
dread of the big gorilla's untying the cords.

The next morning | immediately prepared my
photographic apparatus, and took an excellent photograph of the
wounded mother with her child on her lap. As for Master Tom (
gave that name to the fiermoking young male), | could not
succeed in taking a very good likeness of him; he oot keep
still long enough. | untied his hands and feet after putting a chain
round his neck, and to show his gratitude he immediately made a
rush at me to the length of his chain, screaming with all his might.
Happily, the chain was too short for himreach me, or | should
have come off minus a little piece of the calf of my leg.

The night after | had taken the photograph of the mother
her moanings were more frequent, and in the morning they
gradually became weaker as her life ebbed out, and about ten
o'clock she died. Her death was painfully like that of a human
being, and her child clung to her to the last, and even tried to
obtain milk after she was dead. How still was that fierce, scowling
black face! There was something so vindictive in it, anthat
same time so human, that | almost shrunk from the sight as |
contemplated that wonderful creature which God has made almost
in the image of man.
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Now all I had to do was to take care of Tom and of
Minnie. Tom gave me no trouble, for he was quite alidugh to
feed upon the nuts and the berries that were gathered for him; but
with little Minnie it was a different thing, as she was too young to
eat berries. Happily, | had a goat that gave milk, and | fed her on
that milk, but | am sorry to say that sliaeld only three days after
her mother's death. She died the fourth day toward noon, having
taken an unconquerable dislike to the goat's milk. She died gently;
her tiny legs and arms had become shriveled, her ribs could all be
seen, and small hands had weasalmost to nothing. She died on
the little bed of straw | made for her as if she went sleep, without
a struggle

PHOTOGRAPHINGGORILLAS.

No one wasow left of my family of gorillas but Master
Tom, and he was healthy and strong enough, and ate all the
berries, nuts, and fruits we brought to him. For days | tried to take
the little demon's photograph, but all in vain. The pointing of the
camera towarchim threw him into a perfect rage, and | was
several times on the point of giving him a severe thrashing. At last
| succeeded in taking two views, not very perfect; but this was
better than nothing.

The place where these gorillas had been captured was
about thirty miles above my settlement, up the river; at this point a
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low, narrow promontory projects into the stream. This spot, was
my favorite huntingground for gorillas, which came there to eat
the wild pineapple, and it was there | intended to take gogd
friend Captain Burton, the great African traveler, the man who
made the pilgrimage to Mecca, for he was now at Fernando Po,
and had promised to make me a visit.

The gorillas were discovered in this way: A woman
passing through that region came to Yidage and said had seen
two squads of female gorillas, some of them followedthmsir
children; they were going, she thought, to her plantain field. My
hunters were on the spot where | had left them the day before, and
with the villagers, who armed ¢mselves with guns, axes, and
spears, at once sallied forth in pursuit. The situation was very
favorable for the hunters, who formed a line across the narrow
strip of land, and pressed forward, shouting and driving the
animals to the edge of the water,itheerrific noise bewildering
the gorillas, which were shot and beaten down in their endeavors
to escape. There were eight adult females together, but not a
single male.

Time now began to weigh heavily upon me, and a weary
interval passed by. | did not & how long it might be before a
vessel would come to me. Had my letter to Messrs. Baring
reached them? If it had not, what should | do?

| begun to feel very lonely despite hunting excursions and
the gorilla scene | have just described to you. | woulclgmost
every day on the seshore and watch for a sail; now and then |
would see one, but it was the sail of a whaler or of a trader, who
took good care not to come to anchor near this wild part of the
western coast.

On the 30th of June, as | came dowe River Commi
from a hunting excursion, having bade adieu to Olengabi,
and was returning to my own settlement, expecting to remain
there and wait for the coming vessel, | saw a canoe with sail set
coming up the river and making for us. | immediatelgesed my
paddlers to go toward the canoe. Soon we met, when Kombé
shouted, "Chally, your vessel has come!" | jumped from my seat
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and cried back, "What do you say, Kombé?" He repeated, "Your
vessel has arrived.” | was wild; | was crazy with joy; no news
coud have been more welcome. | shouted (I could not help it),
"Good for you, Baring Brothers! You have acted like true friends.
Three cheers," | called to the boys, "three for Baring Brothers,
who have sent the ship to me, Let us paddle with all our might,”
said I; "let us not stop; | must reach Plateau before morning."

On my arrival at that place Ranpano handed me two letters
which the captain of the ship had sent for me. One was from the
captain himself, announcing his arrival; the other was from Baring
Brothers. Yes, they had sent me all the goods | wéngedecond
supply of scientific instruments. These great bankers and
merchants had taken the trouble to send to Paul Du Chaillu all he
had asked for, and they did not know when they would be paid. |
assureyou | was so overjoyed that for a few minutes | did not
know what | was doing.

| ordered at once all the seanoes to be ready. | must go
on board; no time must be lost. The next morning it was hardly
daylight when | had left for the mouth of the rivEioon after our
canoes were put over to the stde, we passed the surf smoothly,
and | was on board the vessel shaking hands with Captain
Berridge, the commander.

Oh, what an enjoyment | had! how many letters from
friends told me that | was not forgatteThen newspapers came,
and my heart became sad when | saw that the civil war was still
raging in America; "but," said the captain, "there is a prospect that
it will soon be over."

My vessel had only arrived two days when a native
entered my hut in greatonsternation, and said that a smoking
vessel with ten guns was in the river, and they thought it had come
to make war. After a while, a fldtottomed steamer, forty feet in
length, put out anchor in front of my settlement, and fired off a
gun to salute m. | need not tell you that there was tremendous
excitement among the natives now that an ouatanga otouton
(smoking ship) had entered their river. The name of this little
vessel was the Leviathan.
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A few days after | was on board of the Leviathan steaming
for Goumbi, for | wanted Quengueza to see what a steamer was.
The appearance of this little boat, which did not draw more than
two feet of water, created the most intense excitement. The
Leviathan was a screw steamer. "Oh," exclaimed the people,
"look! look! the vessel goes by itself, without sails, without
paddles! Oh! oh! oh! what does that mean?" They would spy us
far off, and then would crowd the banks of the river. Many were
stupefied at the sight, and could not make out what it meant,
especially wherthey recognized me, while others would deny that
it was me, and others exclaimed, "Chally, is that you? Do not our
eyes belie us? Tell ésshout back to us!" and then | would say,
"It is 16 Chally." Then they would recognize me, put out in their
canoes, angaddle with all their might in order to catch us.

As we approached Goumbi, where the river, in descending
from the interior, bends in its westerly course, the banks were high
and wooded, and the river very tortuous. Here the steamer puffed
its way right g to the villages before it could be seen, and the
alarmed natives, who heard the strange noise of the -tigem
and machinery, were much frightened, and, as we came in sight,
peeped cautiously from behind the trees, and then ran away.

At last we came irsight of Goumbi. The excitement was
intense. From Goumbi the people could see well down the river.
The drums began to beat, and the people were greatly frightened.
Then we cast anchor, and as | landed the people shouted, "It is
Chally; so let us not be r&id, for no one will harm us when
Chally is with them."

Captain Labigot and Dr. Touchard, who had landed with
me, received an ovation; guns were fired, and in a short time we
found ourselves in the presence of the great King Quengueza. He
did not know wiat all this meant, but he felt big. Hundreds of
Bakalai and Ashira were around him; he looked at them, and said,
"Do you see? do you see? | am Quengueza; my fame is great, and
the white man comes to see me," and he turned away without
saying another word.

Distributed by Heritage History, 20809



My great desire was to persuade Quengueza to come on
board and | was afraid | would not be able to effect this. | said,
"Quengueza, | have brought you white people who want to see
your river, and | want you to come with us; they want to see the
Niembouaiand Bakalai." The old chief said he would go; "for,"
said he, "Chally, | know that no one will hurt me when | am with
you." Good Quengueza knew me quite well; he had perfect faith
in me; he knew that | loved him as he loved me. | said,
"Quengueza, you argyht."

Early the next morning the steam was up, and, in despite
of the protestations of his people, the old king came on board, and
was received with a royal salute from the two small guns. The
excitement on the shore was intense; the booming of therguns
echoed ‘from hill to hill, and lost itself in the immense forest.
Many a wild beast must have been astonished; gorillas must have
roared, and thought that it was strange that there was any thing
besides thunder that could make a noise louder than dingir
roars. The old African, chieftain accompanied us unattended, and
as the anchor was raised and we began to steam up the river, he
looked backward toward his people, who were dumb with
astonishment, as if to say, "Do you see? your old chief is afraid of
nothing.” | had induced good Quengueza to wear a coat, though
he was in deep mourning.

You would have liked to see King Quengueza seated on a
chair on deck. As we passed village after village, he looked at the
Bakalai with silent contempt, and they cotldrdly believe their
own eyes. The crafty old king took care to let the people see him,
for it was to give him great fame: the people would say, "We saw
Quengueza on a vessel of fire and smoke, going up the river
without sails or paddles.”

After two dayswe came back to Goumbi, and | said to the
people, "I bring your old chief back to you." A feast was given us
by Quengueza, and we steamed once more down the river. Then |
ordered every thing to be got ready for | was soon to set out upon
my long journey.
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CHAPTER X

ASTRANGHASSENGER

DOWNTHE RIVERIN A CANOE® A STRANGEPASSENGER) TALK
WITHA GORILLAG LANDING THROUGHTHE BREAKERS)
PREPARINGTO CROSSTHE CONTINENTO THE DEPARTURE

On the 18th of August,1864, | sent back the vessel to
England to the Messr8aring, and early that morning we left my
settlement and sailed down the river in my largest canoe. We had
a strange lot of passengers with us. The most remarkable of them
was Master Tom Gorilla; not far from him, at the bottom of the
canoe, alive and &king, was a yellow wild boar, which | had
raised from a little bit of a fellow; and near the boar were two
splendid fishing eagles. Another canoe contained the skins and
skeletons of several gorillas, the skins of chimpanzees and other
animals, besidesgreat many insects, butterflies and shells.

Tom had managed to get on top of the little house | had
made for him, and there he sat screaming. It was a good thing that
the chain around his neck kept him at a safe distance from us. This
morning, as we camdown the river, he was fiercer than | had
ever before seen him. Tom was much stronger than Fighting Joe,
with whom you became acquainted in one of my preceding
volumes, and consequently a more formidable fellow to deal with.
Happily, he could not come dowapon us and bite any of us. |
could not help laughing when | saw him so angry. He could not
understand why he had been disturbed; he did not like the looks of
things around him, and his fierce and treacherous eyes did not
bode us any good.

| said to him,"Tom, you are going to the white man's
country; | wish you health. You are an ugly little rascal; all my
kindness to you has not made you grateful. The day that | am to
bid you goodby sees you as intractable as ever. You always
snatch from my hands thedd | give you, and then bolt with it to
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the farthest corner of your abode, or as far as the length of your
chain will allow. | have to be very careful with you, for fear of
your biting me. Tom, you have a very bad temper. When you are
angry you beat thergund with your hands and feet, just like a
big, grownrrup gorilla. | suppose, if you were a fgffown gorilla,

you would beat your chest. Tom," said I, "many times you have
woke me in the night by your sudden screams; often you have
tried to take your owiifed | suppose it was because you could
not bear captivity. | have rescued you several times from death in
your attempts to strangle yourself with your chain, through rage at
being kept a prisoner. Oh, Tom, how often you have twisted that
chain around anéround the post to which you were attached,
until it became quite short, and then until it became quite short,
and then pressed with your feet the lower part of the post, till you
almost succeeded in committing suicide by strangulation, and
would have sureeded if | had not come to your rescue. Tom, |
have been patient with you, | have taken care of you, you have my
best wishes for a prosperous voyage, and | hope you will reach the
white man's country in safety."

The moment | paused in this address Tormul@answer
me with a growl.

"Tom, | have laid in a great deal of food for you on
shipboard: there are two hundred bunches of bananas and
plantains, a great many pha@ples, a lot of sugarane, and many
barrels of berries and nuts; so you will have plesftfood. But,

Tom, you must try to eat the white man's food, for the bananas
and the berries will not last all the voyage. Thus far | have not
been able to cook you any of the white man's food, though | have
nearly starved you, and kept you for days vigtrdly any food at
all.”

Another growl greeted this talk, as if to say, "I know what
you say to me."

"The captain will take you, Tom." Then | looked at
Captain Berridge.
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"Yes," said he; "Tom, all | ask of you is to keep well, and
to reach safely the catry of the white men, so they may see how
a young gorilla looks."

By the time | had ended this queer conversation with Tom
we had reached our place of landing, and on thesiseie several
canoes were waiting for us. The breakers were high; several
cances had been upset, and their contents lost.

When | saw the state of the breakers, | concluded not to
ship my photographs, and | tried to prevail on the captain not to
go on board that day; "but,” said he, "I have my-fifeserver
with me, and | will runthe risk." The surtanoe was got ready;
Tom was put on board with his house, and the first thing the did
was to get on top of it, where for a moment he yelled in affright at
the foaming billows around him, and then hid himself in his
house. The men had b® on the alert, and in the twinkling of an
eye two stout fellows took Captain Berridge in their arms and put
him in the canoe. They started off at once, passing the first
breaker without accident; but the second, a huge one, broke over
the canoe, fillingt with water, and very nearly upsetting it. The
wave went right over Master Tom, who gave a most terrific howl,
and the bath, instead of cooling his rage, made him more violent
than ever. The yellow wild boar gave several piercing screams,
and the poor &gles were almost drowned, for the lsteck were
all together.

| could not restrain my laughter at the rage of Tom; he did
not seem at all to like the taste of salt water. When the canoe
returned, for upon this attempt it was found impossible to pass th
breakers, he jumped on the top of his house, shaking himself, and
looking fiercely all around. No one dared to approach him after
the canoe had landed, though really | could not help laughing to
see poor Tom in such a plighit was so unlike the woods wre
he had lived. | gave him a fine ripe banana, which he ate
voraciously, and he became more quiet afterward.

In the afternoon, just at low tide, before the sea began to
rise again, the captain, Tom, the wild pig, and the eagles went
safely through thereakers.
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| did not go on board. | took a bill of lading for Tom, and
gave a draft for one hundred pounds sterling to the captain, to be
paid to hire by Messrs. Baring Brothers on the receipt of a live,
gorilla.

Would you like to hear the end of the stafyTom, which
| heard on my return?

After three weeks all the bananas, plantains, berries, nuts
which he had not consumed were spoiled, and there was nothing
left to give Tom but white man's food, though, as long as he could
get his native aliment, theaptain had tried in vain to make him
eat of it. But when the fruits had been exhausted Captain Berridge
called the cook, whereupon pies and puddings were made, and
rice was boiled, plain and with molasses, but all these dainties
Tom rejected. Crackers weddfered with no better result. Tom
refused all kinds of for three days, and the fourth day he died of
starvation, and to the day of his death he was as ugly as the day he
was captured.

A few days after the departure of the vessel, all the Commi
chiefs meé at my request, for | was ready to leave the country, and
we held a grand palaver.

"l am your friend," said | to them; "I know that you love
me. The vessel has gone, and now | am ready to go to the other
side of your island” (I tried to make them undenst that Africa
was almost an island). "The journey will be a long one. | may
have to go through a hundred tribes; there may be war; | may
encounter hunger and starvation. We shall sail and paddle over
many rivers; | shall cross over many mountains, ared reany
valleys and prairies. | am going toward the spot where the sun
rises."

"Oh! oh! oh!" shouted the chiefs.

"Yes," said I, "I have told you the truth; and now | want
some of your people to go with me. At the end of the long journey
they will find all that they most desideall the coats, all the hats,
all the shirts, all the beads, all the guns, all the powder they want,
and then a vessel will bring them back to you. It will be a rough
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journey, and perhaps some of those who go with me will never
returnagain to you. But so it is with you when you go trading; one
after another dies on the road, but it is not long before you go
trading again. | want no man to come with me by férsent by

his chief or father; | want free men, with strong and brave hearts,
who have heard all that | have said, so that when we are pinched
for food there may be no grumbling. | do not go to make war, for
war would stop our progress.”

"What a talker our white man is!" they shouted. "Yes,"
said all the Commi chiefs at once, "wal not forbid any one to
go with you. You have talked to us right; you have told us no lies.
If a man comes back, he will come back rich."

Great excitement prevailed among the Commi for several
days after my speech. Many young men wanted to follow ote, b
their families objected. In the mean time | was busy packing up
my large outfit.

"I will be satisfied," said | to myself, "if I can get twenty
five Commi men to accompany me." But many had been
frightened at my speech. Nevertheless, a few days aftat wh
have related to you, there might have been seen several canoes on
the river bank just opposite my settlement. Among them were two
very large warcanoes, the largest in the country, which sat deep
into the water, laden with the bulky equipment whictswa be
used by me in crossing the immense wilderness of Equatorial
Africa. We were all ready to leave the country.

Many of the Commi people were to accompany me as far
as Goumbi, while the men who were to follow me but few; but we
were great friends. Mgompanions for the great expedition were
ten altogether.

There was lgala, whom | considered my righhd man, a
warrior of great repute, one of the most famous hunters of the
country. He was a negro of tall figure and noble bearing, cool and
clearheadedn face of danger, fierce as a lion. Igala was to be my
leader; he was to be foremost in the fight, if fighting had to be
done. He or | were to lead the van into the jungle, and he was to
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keep a sharp loekut and see that the porters did not run away
with their loads. With twenty such men as Igala | would have been
afraid of nothing in Africa. Igala had a great reputation as a fetich
man, and his war and hunthufigtiches especially were thought by
the people to be very potent.

Next to Igala came Reboukabig, strapping negro, whose
chief fault was that he always bragged about the amount he could
eat; and he had really sometimes too good an appetite, for the
fellow could eat an enormous quantity of food. But Rebouka had
many good qualities, one of whiclvas that he was a good
fighting man, a very important one for me.

Igalo, bearing almost the same name with the fierce Igala,
was a tall young man, full of spirit and dash, impetuous, excitable,
and | had always, my eye upon him for fear that he wouldiget
into trouble. He could fight well too.

My good boy Macondai, a fellow | had almost brought up,
the only seashore boy whom Quengueza had allowed to be with
me in the country of the Bakalai in former times, was also of my
party.

Then came Mouitchi, aqwerful negro, not a Commi, but
a slave, who had come into the Commi country when a mere boy.
Mouitchi had been a slave of Djombouai, Ranpano's nephew, but
his freedom had been given him, and now he wanted to be five
years on the road, and to see the whin's country. Mouitchi
was very black, not very tall, a shorécked fellow, and was the
very type of the negro, with thick lips, and a big nose, almost as
flat as that of a gorilla.

Another of my fellows was Rapelina, a short, stout negro,
young, but song as an ox. One of the chief faults of Rapelina was
that he was sulky and obstinate. He was a slave of Sholomba,
another nephew of Ranpano, who did not want to be behindhand
in manifesting an interest in my expedition, and, as Rapelina
wished to accomgmy me, Sholomba gave him his freedom.

Retonda, Ngoma, lgafdengo, boys, were three other
slaves that wanted to go to the white man's country, and so their
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freedom was also given them. Ngoma and Macondai were to be
my servants; Ngoma was to be my cookd aMacondai was to
wait upon me while eating.

Igala, Rebouka, Igalo, and Macondai belonged to the best
blood of the country; they were descended from men who had
been great in their tribe, but, as | said to them before we started,
"Boys, there are to beondistinctions among you; we all have
stout hearts, and the white men will thank us all alike if we
succeed in our journey." | made Igala chief over them, and his
orders were to be implicitly obeyed.

You have now a pretty good idea of the men and boys who
were to follow me into that great equatorial jungle, and share my
perils in countries so wild that we had not the slightest idea what
we should meet with, either in the people or in the wild beasts.

| had a nice outfit for each one of my boys (for salled
them). Each one of them had three thick blue woolen shirts, of the
best quality that | could find, and, with care, these would last the
whole of the journey.

They had, besides, each two pairs of thick canvas trowsers,
which they were to wear somet&s on the line of march to
protect them against the stings of insects, from thorns, and many
other injuries; but ordinarily the trowsers were to be worn only
when making their appearance in the villages. At such times the
boys were also to wear worsted sap

So they were not to look like the olomeiga (bushmen), as
they called the interior people, whom they despised most
thoroughly, being, they said, the class from which the slaves
came.

Every man had a good thick blanket to keep him warm at
night, and tgprotect him from the musquitoes. | had given to each
man a fine gun; besides, they had each a pair of pistols, a bag to
contain their ammunition, and a huge huntkmife.

For weeks before our departure | had drilled my men in the
use of their guns, or ipracticing targeshooting, so that they
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might be splendid shots from the start; and in this, of course, a
great deal of ammunition was wasted.

As the hour for our departure approached, the banks of the
river were crowded with people. It was on the 2ridOatober,
1864. That unfortunate shipwreck had caused me a great loss of
time, but at last we were ready, and the people had come to see us
off and say goodby. Many a sad heart was on that shore; many a
mother and sister thought it was the last time thleyuld see the
men and boys that were going with me. | felt the great
responsibility | had assumed in taking away my men from their
people.

Every thing was ready, goday had been said a hundred
times, the men had been in the canoes and had gone agaire a
when | said, "Boys, let us break off. I know it is hard to leave
home. Don't you think it was hard for me to leave the white man's
country?"

lgala, my righthand man, my warrior, my hungedgala,
with the heart of a lion, was the only one left aghéte could not
tear himself away from his little daughter, whom he tenderly
loved, and who clung closely to her father, the tears streaming
from her eyes, and begging him not to go with the white man on
the okili mpolo (long road), for he would never cobaek. It was
a great trial for Igala. | could see by the working of his face that
his pangs at parting were severe. "Do not cry, ouana amée (my
child); 1 am coming back; we shall reach the other side. | am
going with Chally; | will bring plenty of beadsdm the white
man's' country.” Then, by a sudden effort, he left her and jumped
into my canoe; | gave the order for departure, and in the midst of
tremendous shouting and firing of guns we got in motion. |
hoisted the Stars and Stripes at the stern of mgycanoe, and
turned my head toward the Mouth of the river as if to catch a
glimpse of the sea once more.

As | looked at my men in that canoe my heart melted with
love for them. What a strong faith the must have had in me! They
had left father, mother, ¥g, sister, to follow me. | swore to
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myself that their confidence in me should not be misplaced;
henceforth they were to be brothers ta me

" THE DEPARTURE.

That night, as we stood by the fire in our camping ground,
| said, "Boys, you have left fathers, mothers, brothers, sisters,
wives, your children, for me, because you would not permit me to
go alone from tribe to tribe; for you said, 'If you get siakho
shall take care of you? if you are hungry, who shall get food for
you? We will follow you to the end of the journey to the other
side of the island, for we know that if you reach the white man
you will bring us back to our country; we know that evieane
white man should be willing to give ten sHgads of goods for
one of us, you would not sell us.' Boys, you have always heeded
what | said to you; we are friends. When you come back and walk
in your village the people will say, 'Here are the methwtrong
hearts; they went with Chally, and have seen what neither black
men nor white men had ever seen before.™

Where we had stopped for the night lived a celebrated
doctor who the people believed could foretell events. His name
was Oungiou-e-maré head of a bullock); he was about seventy
years of age, and a kisitkarted old man. As he enjoyed the
reputation of being a great prophet, my people asked him whether
our journey would be prosperous. He replied that we should go
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very far, and that a big a#fi would ask Chally to marry his
daughter, and then, if Chally married her, and gave her all she
asked, and made her heart glad, she would lead us from tribe to
tribe until we reached the faff sea where we wished to go.

"Chally, you must marry that djt they all shouted; "yes,
you must."

The next day Ranpano left us, but not before | granted a
strange request of his. He wanted me to take off the garment |
wore next to my skin; "not," said he, "that | want it to wear, but |
will keep it, and then yowill he sure to come back."
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CHAPTER X

ASCENDI NGOVYEHEGRI VER

A ROYALWELCOME® DEPARTUREFROM GOUMBI.0 THE STORY
OF NCHANGAAND ENOMO.d ASCENDINGTHE OVENGARIVER.O
A HOSTILEBARRIERREMOVEDRS THE ADVICE OF QUENGUEZA

After a few days we reached the kingd of Quengueza,
and | received a royal welcome from the sturdy old chief, for he
loved me more than any body else. That evening we remained
together all alone, and talked about my long journey. He said to
me, "Chally, every body is afraid; none of my fr@men want to
follow you. They think they will never come back; but one of my
slaves says he will go with you, and you can depend upon him.

"To make sure of your success," said the old king, "I want
you to go where you like. | am an old man, but | am gfy@md,
though more than forty dry and forty rainy seasons have passed
since | have been to the Ashira country, | will go there with you. |
will put you myself in the hands of my friend Olenda, the Ashira
king, and tell him to send you on."

Thirteen daysfter my arrival at Goumbi the beating of the
kendo (the royal standard alarm) awoke me just before sunrise,
and | heard the voice of the old chief invoking, in a loud tone, the
spirits of his famous royal ancestors to protect us on our journey.
The spiris he invoked were those of men who had been famous in
war or as rulers, and their names had been handed down from
generation to generation. Igoumbai, Wombi, Rebouka, Ngouva,
Ricati, Olengavyombid the skulls of all these great men were
kept in the alumbi hae of the king.

Quengueza was prouder than any chief | knew of the
powers of his deceased ancestors, and well might he be, for
several had been great warriors, and some had been wise rulers.

At 10 o'clock on the 28th of October we left Goumbi,
followed by a large array of canoes. We had had some trouble
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before the start, for Quengueza's slaves were alarmed, and many
had hid in the woods. They were afraid that their master would
give them to me, and they did not desire to go off into the far
country.

"Good-by" shouted the villagers on the shore; "gdiyd
Chally; come back to us. Take care of our king; we do not like
him to go so far away with you, for he is old; but he loves you,
and will accompany you part of the way" And just as we
disappeared from siglta wild shout rang through the air. It was
the last farewell to me of the Goumbi people.

That evening we reached the junction of the Niembai and
Ovenga Rivers, and resolved to pass the night on the shore. The
rivers were low, for the dry season had baaprecedented in its
lengthd indeed, the longest that the people could remember. In
that country the rainy season comes from inland, and gradually
makes its way to the seshore, while the dry season begins at the
seashore, and gradually makes its way mda

That evening our camp was a merry one, for the men who
went out caught a great many fish (mullets and condos). The
number was prodigious, for at that season of the year these fish
ascend the river as the shad do in spring in America. The smoke
of manya campfire ascended among the trees, and jokes, and
laughter, and stortelling were carried far into the night. A negro
is never happier than when he has nothing to do and plenty to eat.

My couch, made of leaves, was by the side of
Quengueza's, and nioyave companions were all around us.

Some funny stories were told that night, and one of them |
wrote down. The long dry season was the subject of conversation.
A man belonging to Goumbi got up. Nchanga means the wet,
Enomo the dry season. These two seasue personified with the
African. So the story went:

Nchanga and Enomo had a great dispute as to which was
the oldest, that is to say, which was the first to begin, and finally
an assembly of the people of the air met to decide the question.
Nchanga sd, "When | come to a place, rain comes." Enomo
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retorted, "When | make my appearance, the rain goes." "Verily,
verily," said the people of the air, who had listened to. Enomo and
Nchanga, "you must be of the same age."

These long dry seasons have a specime, and are called
enomo onguéro; they last about five months. The showers
coming at the close are very light, and produce no impression on
the rivers.

Next morning we ascended the Ovenga, which was very
low, being about twenty feet below the higlater mark. The
narrow stream was encumbered with fallen fees and-ilsamkik,
and the journey was difficult and slow.

We were getting among the Bakalai villages which lined
the river banks from place to place, when suddenly we came to a
spot where the rivenad been fenced or obstructed right across on
account of some petty trade quarrel which the people of the
village opposite had had with some other village higher up.

As soon as King Quengueza saw this his countenance
changed, and wore the fiercest expras, and for the first time |
could see that the terrible accounts | had heard of his warlike
disposition when younger were true. The face of the man fairly
changed its color. He, the King of the Rembo, traveling with his
ntangani (white man), saw thashiver had been barred.

He got up and shouted, "Where are the axes and the
cutlasses? where are the spears and the guns" and he took up a
gun himself, and fired into the air.

The fence was demolished in a few seconds, and onward
we went. Our canoe todke lead, and just as we turned a bend in
the river | saw five elephants crossing it, and before | had time to
get a shot at them the huge creatures reached the bank and
plunged into the forest, demolishing all the young trees which
stood in the way of theflight.

Finally we reached the junction of the Ovenga River and
of the Ofoubou, and set up our camp there. Quengueza
immediately dispatched messengers to the Ashira king, asking
him to send us men. Our camp was close by the village of friend
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Obindji, with whom you are already acquainted, who came to see
us every day.

You remember the description | gave you of Obindji, and
the fierce witchcrafpalaver that took place at his cabin, Pende,
his brother, having been accused of stealing dead men's banes, et

| had brought with me a nice present for Obindiji, besides
what | had sent him by Quengueza on my arrival. The good old
Bakalai chief was delighted.

We remained for several days at our encampment here, till
at last the Ashira people, sent by their KDignda, arrived.

The water was now so low that from the northern bank of
the Ovenga, on which our camp was placed, there stretched a long
point of beautiful sand, upon which turtles would come during the
night and lay their eggs.

We soon found that thiarge number of men Olenda had
sent were not sufficient for repacking our baggage, and | remained
behind with Quengueza.

Three nephews of Quenguézadouma, Ouendogo, and
Quabd went with the Ashira men, taking with them all that the
men could carry. Whendaw that | had really too much luggage, |
gave to Quengueza nearly all the salt | had, a great many brass
rings, an additional supply of powder, etc.

After a few days the Ashiras returned, and we concluded
to take our departure the next morning. Quengubesides being
an illustrious warrior, was man who had a great deal of common
sense, and, after every thing was packed and ready, he ordered my
men to come to him. The old chief's countenance wore a grave
aspect, and, after looking in the fire for sonmeet, smoking all the
while as hard as he could, he said, "You are going into the bush;
you will see there no one of your tribe; look up to Chally as your
chief, and obey him. Now listen to what | say. You will visit many
strange tribes. If you see on tload, or in the street of a village, a
fine bunch of plantains, with grounuts lying by its side, do not
touch them; leave the village at once; this is a tricky village, for
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the people are on the watch to see what you are going to do with
them.

"If the people of a village tell you to go and catch fowls or
goats, or cut plantains for yourselves, say to them, 'Strangers do
not help themselves; it is the duty of a host to catch the goat or
fowl, and cut the plantains, and bring the present to the house
which has been given to the strangers.’ When a house is given to
you in any village, keep to that house, and go into no other; and if
you see a seat, do not sit upon it, for you know there are seats
upon which nobody but the owners are permitted to sit.

"But, above all, beware of women; do not get in love with
any of them, for you will be strangers in a strange land. | tell you
these things that you may journey in safety; | want you to have a
smooth journey, and get into no trouble. | need not tell you to take
care of Chally."

The speech of the old sage was listened to with great
attention, and lgala saidRéra (father, king), we will follow your
advice, for we know that when salt or food is left, on the +xdd
it is to catch people; we know that you musit go into other
people's houses, for in some no one but the owner can go; and as
for sitting on somebody else's seat, we know better. We don't want
to be made slaves. Rera (father), we will remember what you have
said to us."
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CHAPTER XI

ATERRI FIIHUMERST ORM

BUSTLEIN CAMP.0 A MAGIC HORNG QUENGUEZASIDOL.O A
LIVING SKELETON® TERRIFICTHUNDERSTORMOA A GORILLA
FAMILY.O STUPENDOUSCATARACT

The next, morning after this fine speech of Quengueza all
was bustle in the camp, and every thing was now ready.
Quengueza stood by my side, wearing a coat, and having a green
cloth around his loins; from his shoulder hung his bag, in which
there was a large supply of tobacco and his kendo; close by him
stood a slave and one of his nephews, carrying his gun and the
sword | had given him. Adouma, Ouendogo, and Quabi were also
near at hand.

| was in walking trim, with leggings on, carrying by my
side a superb pair of revolvers. | bore also a debhteeled rifle,
and in my bag were 100 cartridges for my revolvers, ar@l 15
bullets for my gun. Every man of my company was armed to the
teeth, and they seemed greatly to enjoy looking formidable.

A gun is fired, the echo of which reverberates from
mountain to mountain, and then more guns are fired by the
Bakalai, who know thaing Quengueza and his friend Chally are
now on their journey.

We paddled up the Ofoubou for a little while, when we
went ashore, and pursued our journey overland. That night we
slept at the Bakalai village of Ndjeioudie.

The next morning we continde our journeying,
Quengueza and | sticking close together. We had left Ndjali
Coudie a little before six o'clock, just at daybreak, and after a little
more than two hours we reached the top of a steep hill (369 feet in
height), called by the people NomBa&goubou, where we stopped
for breakfast. Immediately after breakfast we marched onward,
and as toward four o'clock poor Quengueza appeared tired, |
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thought it best to stop for the night at the base of a hill called
Ecourou. Here there were the remains mfAgshira encampment,
which was nothing but an old shed, loosely covered with pieces of
bark, in many places of which I could see through. | had not much
faith in its excellence for shelter, and wanted to send the men to
collect leaves, but they were scetirthat | let them rest. It did not
rain every evening, and perhaps it would not rain that evening;
besides, we had an Ashira doctor with us, who blew his magic
horn to drive the rain away.

Quengueza was an excellent companion on the march; full
of pride, he would never complain of being tired, and disliked
above all things to appear old. He was, indeed, an odd sort of
person, and the eccentricities of his character were endless. Of
course he never traveled without his idol, which was an ugly, pot
belliedimage of wood, four or five inches in height, with a row of
four cowries imbedded in its abdomen, and was generally carried,
when traveling, in one of his coat pockets or in his bag. Walking
or sleeping, the idol was never suffered to be away from him.
Whenever he ate or drank, he would take the wooden image and
gravely pass his tongue and lips over its abdomen, and before
drinking any of the native beer he would always take it out of his
pocket or bag, lay it on the ground, and pour a libation over its
fed. Poor Quengueza! | used to talk enough to him about his
superstitions; | tried to shake his blind faith in them, and to teach
him to adore the true God and Creator. That evening he held a
long parley with the idol.

The next morning old Quengueza appdaxe feel stiff as
he got up, but he took care not to tell it to any body, and
immediately we started. That day we reached the Ashira Land,
which was the country to which Quengueza purposed to escort me
himself on my way to the interior. It is a mark oegt friendship
here to accompany a man part of his journey, and Quengueza,
though a man beyond threescore and ten, went with me over
rough mountains, through rushing streams, and along thorny, bad
roads, to show me how much he loved me.
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As we emerged frorthe forest into the prairies of Ashira
Land, the magnificent mountains of Igounfidelé and
OfoubouOrére burst upon our view in the south, while in the
north the lofty ridge of Nkoumetlabouali stood out in majestic
grandeur against the sky.

Old king Aenda received us with great demonstrations of
joy; he came to meet us beating his kendo, and seemed delighted
to meet me again. How glad he was to see Quengueza! They had
not seen each other for forty dry seasons and forty rainy seasons
(forty years).

| have given you before, in two of my works, a description
of old Olenda, the oldest man | ever saw. He was much the same
now as when | last saw him: his cheeks sunken, his legs and arms
thin and bony, and covered with wrinkled skin. He appeared, in
fact, a living skeleton, yet retained, his sight and hearing
unimpaired.

After we had come to the ouandja (palaver house),
Quengueza said, "I have come to see you again, Olenda; | have
come to see you, to bring you with my own hands my friend
Chally, the spiritand | want you to provide him with an escort to
conduct him on to the next tribe.”

Olenda promised every thing. The Ashira came to us in
great crowds, for they wanted not only to meet me, but to see the
great Quengueza.

The next day presents of slaves ravebrought to
Quengueza. | begged the old chief not to take them; but the
trouble was, that, according to the customs of the country, it
would be an insult for him to refuse them, for he was the guest.
Nevertheless, | took the responsibility, and | sagtidl not desire
Quengueza to take away any slaves from the country. Immense
guantities of supplies were brought t@ugoats, plantains, fowls,
peanuts, sugacane, wild pineapple, berries, and fruits of all
sorts. After a few days | held a palaver, anid,sd must see the
great waterfall of SambBlagoshi."
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We started in light marching order, the only heavy
baggage being my photographic apparatus, for | wanted to take
accurate views of the splendid scenery which | expected to
behold. | took only four omy faithful Commi boy8 Rebouka,
Igala, Macondai, and Ngoma. The rest of my followers were
Ashiras; among them were three of Olenda's gremhews§
Arangui, Oyagui, and Ayaguli.

We pursued a northeast direction till we struck the Ovigui
River, crossing it o an immense tree which had been felled for
the purpose, and which had lodged about fifteen feet from the
water. Then we took a path which was to lead us to the country of
the Kambas. The forest was exceedingly dense. The first evening
we had a fearful tmderstorm® the rainy season had begun in
these mountains. The thunder was terrific, and the flashes of
lightning vividly illuminated the thick woods by which we were
surrounded. The next morning we resumed our march along the
western foot of a hilly rangeand not a sound was heard as we
trudged steadily along in Indian file. On the way we passed
through a little bit of prairie, the name of which was Opangano,
and before noon we came to a village of Bakalai. The village was
fenced; that is to say, each sulethe street was barred with long
poles. The street was very narrow, and none of the houses had
outside doors.

The Ashiras were afraid to go into the villages. They said
that after the people were in, sometimes the gates were shut, and
then strangers we killed or plundered. A great panic seized the
Bakalai as | entered the village, but their fears were somewhat
allayed when they recognized Arangui. We remained but a little
while, and continued our march northward, passing near several
villages of the warlike Bakalai, two of which were entirely
abandoned, and before, sunset we reached a little prairie called the
Lambengue. We had had a hard day's work; it had been raining all
the afternoon, and we had been compelled to travel through the
mire and over nhés of slippery stones so we built sheds, covering
them with large leaves, and surrounded ourselves with roaring big
fires to keep away the snakes and wild beasts.
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SURPRISINGA FAMILY OF GORILLAS.

The night's rest did little to refresh us, and the next
morning we still felt weary. For myself, | was quite unwell, and
found my gun too heavy to carry. The feet of my men were sore
on account, of to pebkdewith which the path was filled the day
before: So took the lead to cheer them up, and we were soon lost
again in that great jungle. Oh, how wild it was! how desolate! how
solitary! There was not an elephant to be seen, nor did the chatter
of a monkey brak the silence of the forest. | was ahead of the
party, trying to descry the future when suddenly | was startled by
a loud noise of the breaking of branches of trees. It was a family
of gorillas. They had seen me, and began to hurry down the trees
which they had ascended to pick the berries. How queer their
black faces looked as they peeped through the leaves to see what
was the matter! As they came hastily down, the branches would
bend with their weight. They were of different sizes. "It must be a
family of gorillas,” said | to myself. All at once | saw a huge black
face looking through the foliage. There was no misiaikevas a
huge male gorilla. He had caught sight of me, and | could
distinctly see his hideous features; his ferocious eyes and
projecting @ebrows. | was on the point of running away as fast as
| could toward my men, when | heard their voices; they were
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coming up to the rescue. The shaggy monster raised a cry, of
alarm, scrambled to the ground, and disappeared in the jungle,
going, no doubtwhere his mate or family had gone before him.

A few days after meeting the gorillas | was seated on the
banks of the River Rembidgouyai; looking at a very grand and
impressive scene. It was, indeed a magnificent freak of nature.
The great body of watemshed through a narrow, gorge with
headlong furl, and the whole stream was white with foam. To
reach this spot we had gone through dense forests, having been
led thither only by the roar of the rushing waters. We had passed
two tribes before gaining thelfé the Kambas and the Aviia. The
latter were our guides, and they said that the Fougamou, the real
fall, was above; so we ascended the steep bank of the river for
about a quarter of an hour, when we came upon the object of our
search. The river here wasoaib 150 yards wide. In the middle of
it was an island, dividing the fall into two parts, and | could only
see the half of the fall on our side. Between the island and the
main land, where | stood, the distance was not more than 70 or 80
yards. The fall washardly greater than 15 feet, and that was
broken in the center by two huge granite boulders, which the
water had not succeeded in wearing away or detaching from the
bed of rock over which the river there descended. The water
seemed to rush in an enormowdume down a steep incline. The
cataract itself | thought was not imposing, but below it was one of
the grandest sights | ever saw. A torrent of fearful velocity and
great volume leaped madly along in huge billows, as though the
whole river had dropped o a chasm, and bounded out again
over ridges of rocks. The scene was rendered more magnificent by
the luxuriant tropical foliage of the banks. Nothing could be heard
but the noise of the cataract. The sky was cloudy, a fine rain was
falling, and that day could not take a photograph of the grand
scene. | wanted to sleep that night near the fall, but my Aviia a
guides were frightened, and said that the great Spirit Fougamou
would come during the night and roar with such fury in our ears
that we could notwgvive it; besides which, no one had ever slept
there.
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| gave you, in my Apingi Kingdom, the legend concerning
the SambadNagoshi Falls just as | heard it from the Apingi, and
the Aviia repeated it to me. | found that the Apingi had added
nothing to it adall.

| had at last seen the famous SarMagoshi Falls at the
base of the towering NkouméWabouali Mountains. | was
satisfied, and a few days after | was my way back to Olenda's
village.
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CHAPTER XII

ANOUTBREAK OIPLABGHBE

THE DEATH OF REMANDJLO A SINGULARSUPERSTITION)
OUTBREAKOF THE PLAGUEO A TOUCHINGINCIDENT.G DYING
OFF BY THE SCORESY DEATH OF OLENDA

While on my way from the Falls of Sambkgoshi to
Olenda a secret deputation had been sent to him from the Apingi
country, where, as you are awatehad been made king, and
where the people were so superstitious about me. The King of
Apingi had sent word that Olenda must endeavor to dissuade me
from going into Apingi Land.

It appears that, after | had left the Apingi country, the
people could not amprehend what had become of me. They
would come to Remandji and ask him if he knew where | was.
They declared that he had hid me in the forest for himself; that he
was jealous, and did not want his people to see me. They came
and asked for presents, butgp Remandii told them that the Spirit
had not left him many things, and that really he did not know
where | had gone; that they had seen me disappear in the forest,
and had heard me say geby to the people just as he had.

A few days after my departuiRemandiji was found dead
in his little hut, on his bed. A cry of anguish rose from one end of
the village to the other when the news of Remandiji's death spread,;
the people felt sorry, for they loved him. There was mourning and
lamentation in the Apingi trig

A party among the people rose and exclaimed that some of
the neighboring people had killed their chief by aniemba
(witchcraft), because they were jealous of @ifpalous that he
was my great friend jealous; that he possessed me.

Another party, and a v powerful one, having on its side
the great doctors of the tribe, who had been consulted about
Remandji's death, declared that the Spirit himself, meaning me,
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had killed Remandiji, for | loved him so much | could not part with
him, and | wanted to takesspirit with me wherever | went.

A few days after Remandji's death his son Okabi died also.
Fear seized upon the Apingi people. "Surely," said they, "the
Spirit has killed Okabi and Remandji," and many were oppressed
with a presentiment of death, for nyahad been my friends, and
from that day they believed that when 1 left a country | killed my
friends in order not to part from them. The present chief of the
Apingi Land, having heard of my arrival, sent a deputation to
Olenda with the words "I do not wato see the Spirit. | do not
want to follow him, as Remandji and his son have done, but rather
prefer to stop at home and eat plantain. This present world is good
enough for me."

The Apingi messengers were afraid of me, and had gone
back to their own caury without waiting for my appearance. So,
after the departure of the Apingi messengers, great council of all
the Ashira, chiefs was held to decide by which route | should be
sent into the far country,

It was determined at last that | should go throuigé t
Otando country, and that messengers should be sent at once to the
king of that faroff land, telling him that Olenda was to send me to
him. Quengueza then made his preparations to return to Goumbi.

| sent my men out hunting every day to drill them and
accustom them to firarms. | made them practice shooting every
day, so that they might become better marksmen. | do not speak of
lgala, who was what might have been called a dead shot.

A few days after what | have just related to you, a man
called Elangaa granenephew of Olenda, was taken ill with a
disease which the natives had never seen. Elanga lived a long
distance from our village, but his people came to me to see what |
could do for him. The description they gave me was that of the
small pox. | pomised to go and see him the next day, but that day
the news came that Elanga had died. There was a great deal of
mourning and wailing among the people; they all went to Elanga’s
village except Olenda, my Commi men, and Quengueza's people.
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Elanga had beeto our camp to fetch our baggage, so
immediately the people said Elanga had been bewitched. | went to
see the body of Elanga; it could not have been recognized. | was
not mistaken; the worst type of confluent or black sypak had
killed him. So when | aw the people around him | tried to burn
every thing with which he had ever come in contact, even the
house where he slept. Nevertheless, the mourning ceremonies
took place as usual. My worst fears were realized. Soon after, two
cases occurred among the umeers; then it spread like wildfire.
Pestilence had come over the land. It came from the interior, and
was working its way toward the sea.

The plague broke out with terrible violence all over the
country. Olenda's village was attacked; Olenda's favewfeewas
the first victim. Every body who was attacked died. It was in vain
that | begged them to stop their "mourning” ceremonies. Almost
every body who had attended Elanga's funeral had caught the
plague and died. A cry of anguish rose over the lanstabéshed
a quarantine camp, and forbid my men to move out of it. | was full
of anxiety on account of poor Quengueza.

Half of the people of Olenda had died; half of the Ashira
had gone down to their graves. Olenda is still well.

| implored Quengueza tgo back to his country. "If you
love me, Quengueza,” | said, "go home." "No" said the old chief;
"to leave you when you are in trouble! I, Quengueza, do such a
thing! No, Chally; the people would laugh at me, and say
'‘Quengueza had no power to help Chaliyhis way."

Things had now become gloomy indeed; the storm is
threatening. Rigoli, Quengueza's favorite little slave, had taken the
plague, which had at last invaded our premises. Quengueza took
him into his own hut. | was horretruck at the idea, anctied,

"Do you want to die, Quengueza?" His answer was beautiful. "I
love Rigoli," said he; "he is the child of an old slave my brother
Oganda left me. | can take better care of him here. If | get the
plague it will be God's palaver." | looked at this age king, and

his noble reply made me love him more than ever. A few days
afterward Rigoli was dead.
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Three several times a gang of men had been sent for the
transportation of my baggage to the Otando country; three times
within a few days the plague hadrged away the greater number
of them.

| succeeded in making Quengueza send a large number of
his people back to Goumbi. Then thirty Ashira men were
mustered. | wanted them to go with my men to the Otando country
with part of the luggage. To this my Commen demurred. "How
can we leave you here? Who, in the midst of this, fearful disease,
shall cook for you? Some of us must remain with you. These
Ashira may poison you by putting the gall of a leopard into your
food. Some of us will stay with you, come athmay; if we are to
die, we will die by you." Noble fellows!

So, with the thirty men which Olenda could now place at
my disposition, | sent Igala, Rebouka, Mouitchi, Rapelina,
Rogueri. Poor Olenda could only give me thirty men, for his
people were eithedown with the plague or dead. Olenda
promised solemnly to Quengueza that as soon as the men came
back he would send them with me to the Otando.

In the mean time intelligence had been received that the
plague had reached the banks of the Ref@benga, andhat
Bakalai and Commi were dying fast; so old Quengueza took his
departure for Goumbi, but not before | took a good photograph of
him.

Before he left us he said, "Chally, when you come back
with your people, bring me a big bell that rings ding, danggdo
a silver sword that will never rust, a brass chest, and plenty of fine
things."

| accompanied Quengueza part of the way over the prairie.
How sad | felt! for if | ever loved a friend | loved friend
Quengueza, and just before we were to turn our bag&s each
other there was a pause. "Chally, go back to Olenda," said
Quengueza to me. Then he took my two hands in his own, blew
upon them, and invoked the spirits of his ancestors to follow me
as they had followed him. We looked in each other's face once
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more for an instant, and parted, he going toward the sea, and |
toward the interior. | stood still as the old man moved away; he
turned several times to get a glimpse of me, but soon disappeared
in the tall grass of the prairie. He had but few of his peepth

him, for the plague had come heavily on Goumbi, and many had
died of it.

Quengueza had hardly left the country when the plague
became yet more terrible; not a day passed without its hundreds of
victims. A cry of anguish was all over the land; thailimgs, the
mournful songs were heard every where.

At last there were not left well people enough to fetch
food, and famine succeeded to the pestilence. My poor Commi
men, who went in search of food in the neighboring villages, were
driven back, threate with death by the terrified inhabitants,
who shouted, "The Spirit with whom you came has brought this
eviva (plague) upon us. What have we done to him?"

Not one of Olenda's numerous wives was well, but the
king remained my steadfast friend. He saidhi®sick people that
he remembered that when he was a boy the same thing had come
over the land. How glad | was to have Olenda on my side!

A few days after the departure of Quengueza, if you had
been in my little hut, you would have seen me seated osidiee
of my bed, my head resting on my hands, in utter loneliness and
desolation of heart.

My boy Retonda had died and been buried that day. How
could | feel otherwise than unhappy when a whole country was
cursing me, and the people were more afraid oftima@ of the
plague itself?

In my own little hut Ngoma was lying near unto death; the
crisis had come to him; his pulse was low. Was he to die also?

After a while | approached Ngoma, and said, "Ngoma, my
boy, how do you feel?" He could hardly speak; timease had
gone also into his throat; he could not &Gde was blind;
mortification had set in, and the smell emanating from him was
dreadful, and yet there | had to sleep.
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In the next hut to mine lay lgafengo; he too was taken
with the plague. Poor &aYengo was one of Quengueza's slaves,
and had said to his master that he would go with me

OLENDA IS DEAD.

Those were indeed dark days for me.eQnorning, as |
went to ask old Olenda how he was, he said, "My head pains me,
and | am so thirsty." That day he laid him down on his bed never
to get up again For two days the fever increased, and part of the
time | was by his bedside. The good chief,irsgany sorrowful
countenance, would say, "Chally, do not grieve. It is not your fault
if | am sick. You have not made me ill."

Oh, these words sounded sweetly to me. | left him toward
nine o'clock in the evening to go to my hut to a little rest, and
foundpoor Ngoma a little better.

| did not want Macondai to sleep in my hut; he was the
only one besides myself that had not been seized by the plague.

As | lay wide awake on my couch, suddenly | heard a cry
of anguish, a shriek from house to house. A shuddene over
me. Olenda was deadOlenda, my only friend, was dead.
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As soon as that shriek was heard, Macondai, in despite of
my former orders, rushed into my hut and said,” Chally, are your
guns loaded? are your revolvers ready? for | do not know what the
Ashira may do, since the great Olenda is dead."”

| confess that | partook of Macondai's apprehensions, but |
said to him, "Be of good cheer, my boy; there is but one God, and
he will battle for us. Men can only kill the body."

This was a terrible blow fome, the consequences of
which | could not foresee. Olenda, before dying, ordered his
people to take care of me, and in a short time passed away as
peacefully as if he had gone to sleep.

Distributed by Heritage History, 206809



CHAPTER XIlII

RAVAGES ORLRKGEE

BURIAL OF OLENDA® A DESOLATEDVALLEY.0 SUSPICIONS
AROUSEDO ROBBERYO PAUL IN PERPLEXING
CIRCUMSTANCES® FREEINGA MAN FROM THE STOCKS

The day of Olenda's burial had come, but there were
hardly people enough left to bury hdrsuch had been the
devastations of the plague. Not far from thdagé stood in the
prairie a little grove of trees, beneath whose shade the chiefs of
the Ademba clan, to which Olenda belonged; were always buried;
but it had been long since an interment had taken place there, for
Olenda had outlived his brothers a scoferears. All the people
who could came to the funeral of their chief.

Olenda looked as if he were asleep. They had dressed him
in the big coat | had given him, and came to ask me if | would
give to my friend Olenda the umbrella | had. It was the onlylone
had, but I could not well refuse, and | said, "Take it."

They bore Olenda's body to the grove of trees with many
manifestations of deep sorrow, shouting, "He will not talk of us
any more; he will not speak to us any more. Oh, Olenda, why
have you leftus? Is it because we are all dying?" | followed the
body to the grave, and | saw that they seated him on his big coat,
and put over his head the umbrella | had given them for him. By
his side was placed a chest containing the presents | had brought
for him, and also plates, jugs, cooking utensils, his favorite pipe,
and some tobacco; a fire was kindled, which was to be kept up
from day to day for a long time, and food and water was brought,
which was also to be daily replenished for an indefinite period.

Before dying, Olenda had told his people that he was not
to leave them entirely; he would come back from time to time to
see how they were getting on; so, for a few days after his death,
the people would swear that they saw Olenda in the middle of the
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night walking in the village, and that he had repeated to them that
he had not left them entirely.

The once beautiful Ashira, at the sight of which | had
fallen into ecstasies, had now become the valley of death. Crazy
men and women, made crazy only by thegpts wandered about
till they died on the roadside. Every body was afraid of his
neighbor; they had found out, at last, that the disease was
contagious, and when one got it he was left to himself, and the
poor creature would die of starvation: his wifes Hather, his
mother, his sister, his brother, if any such relatives had been left to
him by the plague, would fly away from him as from the curse of
God.

My Commi men did not come back; | wondered why, and
began to feel very anxious about them. What badome of
them? What a blunder | had made in letting these men go ahead of
me! | would have given the world to see them again with me, for |
did not know what those faaway people would do to them.

Strange rumors came from the Otando country: the news
was that the people did not want me to come, as | carried with me
theeviva (plague) wherever | went.

Several weeks passed away; no tidings of my men, no
tidings of Arangui, or of the Ashiras who had gone with them.
The plague was now diminishing in viralee for want of victims,
for, except Macondai and myself every body had been attacked
with it, and those who did not succumb had recovered or were fast
recovering. In the beginning, every body attacked was sure to die.

| began to feel suspicious, for ter&®tando men had come
to me and told me they had important intelligence to
communicate, but could not give it just then, and had promised to
come back after two days. Three days had passed away, and |
heard one night somebody talking in a hut; | listeneidide, and
was rewarded by finding that the Ashiras had frightened away the
three Otando men, who had gone back to Mayolo.
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At length three of my Commi men suddenly made their
appearance from Mayolo by themselves. | was thunder struck; the
Ashiras of thevillage were frightened. What did all this mean?

Rebouka, Mouitchi, and Rapelina were the good fellows.
Though it had taken four days to come from the Otando country,
they had found their way back. They were armed to the teeth, and
looked like terrible weiors. Igala; tired of waiting for me, had
sent them back to see what was the matter.

| now learned that the Ashiras had returned long ago, and,
though weeks had passed away, | had seen none of them. | heard
also that several of the loads had never redddayolo; that the
porters had gone back to their plantations with them; that Arangui
was at the bottom of all the thieving; and that Igala, with all his
threats, could not make the porters sleep together near him at
night. Then, to cap the whole thingel told me that Arangui had
seized one of the Otando men that had come to see me, and that
this was the reason why the other two had fled.

"What is to be done?" said | to myself. "I must be crafty
and cunning, and as wise as a serpent.” It would newver dane
to get in a rage. | told my men to keep quiet, and not to say a word
about the robbery. | did not want to frighten tléetwanted more
porters.

It did, indeed, require a great amount of s&htrol for me
to keep cool when | was quite certain tladit the men of the
village knew that | had been plundered by their own people, and
that probably most of them had been sharers of the plunder. Even
Ondonga, who now was chief of the village and a cousin of
Arangui, knew all about it. It is wonderful hovasges can keep
secrets: not a child, not a woman, not a man in the country had
breathed to me the slightest word on the subject.

That night | kept revolving in my mind how | must act to
get out of the scrape. | said to myself, "I must become a hypocrite,
and fight cunning with cunning, in order to win."

The next morning | said to my men, "Tell the Ashiras that
you have not said a word to me about the robbery, for you were
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afraid that | might kill some of them if | knew it; and tell
Ondonga, Mintcho, antheir people that you know they are too
great friends of mine and of Quengueza to have had any thing to
do with the plunder. Tell them that you were obliged to tell me
about Arangui and the seizure of the man in order to give an
excuse for your coming."” then dismissed them with saying,
"Boys, mind and do just as | have told you."

To Ondonga, patting him on the shoulder, though | felt
like, blowing out his brains, | said, "Ondonga, | know that you are
my friend; | know that the Olenda people are good [gedknow
at you never knew of the return of Arangui; if you had known it
you would have surely told me."

Ondonga swore that it was so; he would have told me at
once.

| shouted so that every body could hear me, "Of course,
Ondonga; | know that you wouldave told me, for you have a
heart, and would not tell a lie. Why did friend Arangui do such a
thing as to seize that Otando maArangui, whom | loved so
much? The only thing Arangui can do is to give up the man. Must
he not give up the man, Ashiras?'tikecl.

"Yes!" exclaimed the people; "Arangui must give up the
man." | knew very well that no Ashira man would dare to go into
the Otando country after having put in nchogo an Otando man, for
they would all be seized, and then who should carry my baggage?

Mintcho and Ondonga said to me, "We will go at once to
Arangui's plantation to see if he is there." "He must have been
hiding from us,” said Mintcho, with a laugh. "Hypocrite,” said | to
myself, "what a lying rascal you are!"

They went to Arangui's plarttan, and on their return, as
soon as they saw me, they shouted, "That is so; Arangui is back:
Arangui is anoka (rogue, liar), and none of us knew it."

"Ondonga, my friend," | whispered, "a necklace of beads
shall be on your neck4oight" (and I felt very much like putting a
rope round his neck and choking him). "Now tell me to palaver."
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Ondonga said, "Two dry and two rainy seasons ago, the it until he was taken ill with the plague; then he became

Otando people seized a relative of Arangui because Arangui owed frightened, and thought | was going to kill him, smimmediately
them two slaves and had not brought the goodd,tlh@ man is gave up the man, and Ondonga and Mintcho brought him in
still kept in nchogo (the native stocks). Arangui wanted his triumph to me. Poor fellow! his legs were dreadfully lacerated.

relative back, and by keeping that man he thought they would

send back his relative. The plague was in its last stage. Arangui had been the only

one who had not taken it before. The Otando man had not,had i
and | was afraid he would catch it. If he were to die of it in the
country of the Ashiras, not one of them would dare to go into that
of the Otandos, and that would be the end of my trip; so it was
necessary that | should hurry my departure. If it haidbeen for

the rascality of Arangui | would have been in the Otando country
two months ago. The thought of this made my blood boil, and |
felt very much like hanging Arangui to the nearest tree.

It was the first time that | had been robbed in Africa, and
that by Olenda’'s people. | knew they would not have done it if
their old chief had been alive.

What a sea of trouble poor Paul du Chaillu had to contend
with! Indeed, these were days of trial; but | had to face them, and |
faced them manfully, though senal times | was on the verge of
despair.

By some means news of the death of Olenda had reached
Quengueza, and | was astonished one day to receive a messenger
from him with word that, as Olenda had left no people to carry me
and my goods to the next coonthe was coming to take me to

PRISONERIN NCHOGQ,

| knew that, according to African fashion, this palaver another Ashira clan that had people. This frightened Ondonga, and
would last several years. That would never do for me, for | must he tried hard to get porters for me.
be off. Terrible tidings now came from Goumbi: all the Goumbi

My men said that what Ondonga had said was true; they people that had come with Quengueza to the Ashira country had
had heard so in the Otando country; seht Mintcho back, and died of the plague; nearly all the nephews of Quengueza were
said to him, "Tell friend Arangui that he must give up the man. If | dead; Obindji had died, and every Bakalai chief. In some of the
had not to take care of my people | would go and see him. Tell Bakalai villages not a human being had been left. Death had come
him that he must do that for his friend Chally. Did not Arangui over the land. But Quengueza had been spared; the plague had not
take Quengueza and myself from Ohisdplace to come here?" touched him, though his head slave, good old Mombon, was no

The two rascals Mintcho and Ondonga went again, and more.

several days elapsed before Arangui let the man go. He did not do
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CHAPTER XIV

MI SFORTUNE MUBGENMRTUNES

DEPARTUREFROM ASHIRALAND.O A SILENTLEAVETAKING.O
THIEVISHPORTERSY A CUNNINGOLD RASCALO MISFORTUNE
ON MISFORTUNEO WITHOUT FOOD IN THE FORESTO A
DESPERTEPLOT.0 FEASTINGON MONKEY¥MEAT.0 OUT OF THE
WOODS

The threat of Quengueza had the desired effect. At last
Ondonga succeeded in getting porters, who with my own men,
made the number of our company about thirty. No amount of pay
could induce more to com&hey were afraid of trouble. They
could not tell what the trouble would be, but they had a vague fear
that something dreadful was impending.

Every thing that we could not take with us | either gave
away or destroyed.

Early in the morning of the 16th dflarch | left Ashira
Land. How | had suffered in that poor, unfortunate land! The
plague had destroyed the people, and the survivors accused me of
having destroyed the victims of the plague. Then things had
looked so dark that many and many a time | thotigéitend had
come; that no more explorations were to be made, and | fully
expected to be murdered by the infuriated savages.

My party of ten Commi men had been reduced to seven.
Retonda had died; Rogueri, a slave, had run away, and it was he
who had advied the Ashira to rob me, and who had tried to
disabuse them of my power. The plague had disabled-Igala
Yengo. He was going back to Goumbi now that he was much
better, and he was to take letters for me.

This time there was no gtfiring as we left old Oleda’s
village, no singing, nothirdy we left silently. | had misgivings. |
thought of mischief brewing ahead, and | was not mistaken.
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That day we crossed the Ovenga, and followed a path
which led to one of Olenda’'s large plantations; there | found a
consideable village of Olenda's slaves, a slave himself being
chief over the village. His name was Mayombo.

All the porters did not reach the place that evening.
Ondonga himself had not come. The next morning he came with
the news that several of the porters nad away, leaving their
boxes in the path, and that he had been compelled to go back and
fetch more porters.

Then | discovered that three boxes of goods were missing,
and | became furious. Ondonga got frightened; | knew the rascal
was at the bottom of éhmischief and once or twice | felt like
making an example of him by calling a council of war composed
of my men and myself, and, upon the clear proof of his guilt,
shooting him dead on the spot.

Ondonga swore that he would find the thieves; but the
boxes came back, and they had been broken open, and many
things were missing. Ondonga pretended to be in a violent rage,
and declared in a loud voice that there should be war, and that the
thieves should be sold into slavery. It was all | could do to restrain
myself from breaking the fellow's head.

The acting was superb. The old chief and some of the
slaves seized their spears, and shouted, "Let us go after the
thieves!" They hurried out of the place shouting, cursing, and
vowing death to the thieves. They wehe thieves themselves;
but | kept cool, and thought the day of reckoning would come.

Misfortune seemed to come upon misfortune. That day
Macondai complained of a violent baakhe. He had the plague;
this was one of the first symptoms.

What could | doAVhen we left the plantation the dear
good fellow tried to walk with us, but he became so ill that we
were forced to come to a stand in the woods. No greater calamity
could have befallen me. I felt as if | could cry, for my fortitude
was on the point of ging way, and it seemed as though the hand
of God was against me.

Distributed by Heritage History, 20809



When any thing very important had taken or was about to
take place, it was always my custom to summon my Commi men,
and hold a council to see what was to be done. So my faithful
body-guardwere now summoned to my side. As soon as we were
seated together, every one of us wearing an anxious look, | said,
"Boys, you will go ahead; | will remain here and take care of
Macondai."

The men said, "No, Chally." Macondai himself said no. "If
we go wihout you," said the men, "they will begin stealing
again." "If you do not go," said Macondai at once, "you will not
have one porter left, for | heard-tlay some say they were afraid
to follow you; they were afraid on account of those who had
robbed you; ad if you give them time to talk together, they will
agree to run away. Go now, Chally," said Macondai, “for if you do
not you will never reach Mayolo. | shall get well."

After some consultation it was agreed that Igalo should
remain with Macondai on a sih plantation near at hand, and
Ondonga said the Ashira would take care of him. | could not bear
parting with Macondai. | knew, of course, that the Ashira would
not dare to murder him, but then he was ill.

After making every possible provision | couldr fthe
comfort of the sick boy, and enjoining upon lgalo never to leave
him, and after weighing out medicine to be given him at stated
times, we continued our march; but | was so wretched that | can
not describe to you my feelings.

The traveling was exceedyly toilsome. The men were
overloaded, and | myself carried on my back in my otaitai over
sixty pounds of ammunition, besides having my heavy revolvers
slung by my side, and my most formidable dotidereled
breechloader on my shoulder. The paétlor there was a path
lay through a most picturesque country, and along a mountain
range, extending north and south, which lies between the country
of the Ashira and the Otandos. The hills of this range were very
much broken up, so that we did nothing else thaaken
continuous ascents and descents. The forest was dense, and
impeded with numerous blocks of quartz which lay strewn along
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the path nearly all the way, and quartz crystals covered the beds of
all the sparkling rivulets that flowed at the bottom of ewaijey.

The porters began to lag behind under the pretext that the
loads were too heavy for them. For two days | had succeeded in
making all the porters keep up with me and sleep in my bivouac;
but there was not much sleep for me or my men, for we had to
keep a sharp look on the porters, though they were not armed, lest
they should have given word to their people beforehand to hide
spears and bows and arrows somewhere in the forest near where
they knew we would camp for the night.

The third night, in deste of all my endeavors, some of the
men would not keep pace with us; so, when | ordered the people
to stop for the night, Mintcho and a few men were missing. | knew
at once that something was wrong, and | said to the Ashira that
were with me that if | sawne of them move off | would shoot
him on the spot.

The next morning we waited for Mintcho and the met, and
they made their appearance an hour after sunrise. Mintcho
immediately affected to be very angry with them. "I waited for
you," shouted he, "and wadid not come, so | could not come and
sleep by the side of my friend Chally. Where did you sleep? |
blew the horn and you did not answer."

He raised some of the boxes from the ground, and cried,
"Yes, these are not as heavy as they were, you have tesding
my white man's things; you are thieves." At this the culprits got
frightened for fear of punishment from me, and, leaving their
loads in the road, fled into the jungle.

Then came a tremendous excitement. The men openly
declared that it was no use go farther with the white man, for
they would not get any pay, as some people had robbed him; that
they had worked for nothing.

It was a plot; they were all in it. | saw that they wanted to
leave me in the forest. Some had not dared to steal, buthdintc
was the chief thief. | forgot myself, and accused him of it. It was a
mistake on my part. Mintcho appeared to be terribly angry at my
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accusing him. | saw the blunder at once, and | retracted and said
that his people had stolen my property, and | didseet why he
should not be responsible for them; that such was the law of the
country.” "But," said I, "Mintcho, | know that you are my friend,
and that you would not do such a thing yourself." As we were
talking, more porters ran away, leaving their loadghe ground.

DECISIVE MEASURES

This strange scene had taken place at a distance from any
river. Things had come to a crisis; some lying was taldiee at
once, or | should be left alone in the woods. Mintcho and a few
porters were the only ones left. | could not allow them to go; so,
calling my Commi men, | said, pointing my gun at Mintcho, "If
you make a step one way or the other, you are a daad in the
mean time my men, pointing their guns at the Ashira, shouted,
"You are dead men if you move." The fact was simply that, if
Macondai and Igalo had not been left behind, there would have
been bloodshed. Apprehensions for their safety alone pexlen
me from resorting to very strong measures.

So | said, "Mintcho and you Ashira men must take those
loads and carry them to the river; then you will come back and
take what remains to the same place, till every one of the packages
has been carried thih. If you try to run away you will be shot;"
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and | ordered all my Commi men, who had now become furious,
to shoot down the first man that tried to escape into the jungle.
"Follow them," said | to Rebouka; "never let Mintcho move from
you more than a steghoot him dead if he goes two yards."
Rebouka swore that he would shoot him dead. Mouitchi, Ngoma,
and Rapelina followed the other Ashiras.

So they went, | remaining all alone to watch the goods. |
had become furious, and it required all my -wslimmandnot to
shoot Mintcho as a robber. | kept the sharpest lookout in every
direction; my revolvers were ready, and all my dotidereled
guns were loaded and by me; but nobody came.

Rebouka, my Commi, and the Ashira came back a short
time afterward. They hadeft the loads near a stream, and
Mouitchi had remained behind watching them with six guns by
his side. His orders were to fire on the first Ashira that came from
the woods. Our blood was up, and we were getting desperate.

The Ashiras took each anotheatl, and | repeated again
to Rebouka and the Commi men to shoot them down as they
would shoot a monkey if any should try to run away.

At last all the baggage was safely deposited on the margin
of a little stream, where we were to build our camp.

The Ashras then became really frightened, and began to
think they should never get back to their country. That night |
remained awake with my men, and they saw that they could not
escape. | had become vindictive, and they knew it. Mintcho seized
my feet, and shdad, "Do not kill us; let me go, and keep the
other hostages. | will have all the things that have been stolen
restored to you. | will make the porters come back." "No," said I,
"Mintcho, there is no going away for you; if you move a step you
are dead;" amh to frighten him, | fired a gun at a tree, and he saw
that the bullet had made a great gash in the tree.

Then | ordered Mintcho and an Ashira, with one my
Commi, to go to Mayolo to get porters. At first they would not do
it. They were afraid. The gamieety had played had not been quite
as successful as they had expected.
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We had no food; it rained every night, and we could find
no large leaves to shelter us from the heavy fall of water. It was
clear that strong measures must be taken immediately.

Therewas still with us our Otando prisoner whom Arangui
had given back to me. So | said, "Mouitchi, hurry to Mayolo with
that man, and tell Mayolo to send men and food at once, so that
we may get to his country." Mouitchi departed with the Otando
man, taking wih him a necklace of large beads for Mayolo.

| was now left with Mintcho and seven Ashira rascals, and
had only two of my faithful Commi men with @deRebouka and
Ngoma to keep watch over them. We were encamped in a small
open space in the loneliest andaytuest part of the forest, by the
path leading to the Otando country. We were absolutely without
food. Rebouka, Ngoma, and myself agreed to keep watch over our
eight Ashiras, who were now our prisoners. Now and then the
rascals would pretend to be asleapd snored hard. They lay on
one side of the path, and we were on the other side, with the
luggage piled by us. They saw there was no escape, for two of us
were always wide awake, with all our guns by our side ready to
fire into the first man who tried taun away.

The Ashiras felt that they were caught, and began to curse
those who had robbed me. Mintcho was accused by two of them
as having been at the bottom of the whole plot. Mintcho got
angry, and swore that it was a lie. | knew that they had told the
truth.

It was very plain that something must be done, or we
should die of hunger, unless the Mayolo men came with food. If it
had been the season of the keald, we should have had plenty
to eat. So | determined to go into the bush in search of foad, an
ordered an Ashira to follow me to find berries for his people. |
again instructed Rebouka and Ngoma to shoot Mintcho or the
Ashiras if they tried to escape. | was getting very weak; for,
besides the want of food, anxiety had almost killed me. | really
could hardly walk when | left the camp. | came back without
game. | had heard a gorilla, and if I could have killed him we
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should have had plenty to eat, but he ran away before | came up
with him.

That evening | was so exhausted that | said to my Commi
boys "I will rest a little. Keep watch; let not one of these rascals
escape. Talk all the time; tell stories; then | will keep watch after |
wake, and you shall go to sleep.”

There was no sleep for me, and | began to think | was
getting crazy for want of fab | thought of home, of dinners, of
beef and mutton, and | recalled the hot turkey, and the fish, and
the buckwheat cakes; | could remember distinctly several dinners
that had taken place years before, and | could have named every
dish that came on theliie in those days of plenty.

| sent two Ashiras with Rebouka out to hunt, warning them
that if they tried to run away they would be killed, and that |
would put to death every Ashira that remained in my hands. |
assumed a fierce look, and swore that | \Mdalo it.

They were more successful than | had been. They came
back with two monkeys.

Mintcho and the Ashiras put the meat before me, and
insisted that | should eat it all alone, saying that they were
accustomed to starving, and could wait. How strahgeought,
these Ashiras were! They had tried to leave me in the woods; they
had plundered me, no doubt thinking that | could get other goods;
and, in despite of the hard treatment they were now subjected to,
their hearts yearned toward me in kindness.

| said, "Ashiras, we are all hungry together, and | will
divide the meat in exactly equal portions." This astounded the
Ashiras, for with them the chief had always the lion's share.

Those monkeys made a delicious repast. How | enjoyed
my share! they were dat and so nio& only we could have eaten
ten monkeys instead of two.

As the Otando people appeared, the allayed fears of the
Ashiras returned; they began to believe that | had send word by
Mouitchi for the Otandos to come in great force, and that | was t
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take them captive for their treachery. Once more some of them
wanted to go back. | swore that they could not go; that | would
shoot them down; and that, if any escaped, Quengueza would
make war upon the Ashiras, and capture all those who had come
to trace on the banks of his river, and then would call on all the
Ashira people to destroy the clan of Olenda.

This talk was hardly ended when | thought | heard voices
far in the distance. "Hark!" said | to my Commi, "I hear voices."
Were they the Otando peopler were they the Ashiras coming
back to rescue their men? | immediately placed the Ashiras in a
group together, tied their hands behind their backs, and got the
guns in readiness, for | was getting desperate. If the Ashiras dared
to come, they were to breet with a warm reception of bullets.

| was mistaken; the Otandos were coming. A gun was
firedd up bounded Rapelina to the rescue, followed by a lone line
of Otando men laden with food sent by King Mayolo. A wild
hurra from every body, including the Ashd welcomed the
party. That night we rested and feasted in order to be strong for
the journey. | slept well, and it was the first good rest | had had for
a long time. The next morning | awoke very much refreshed, and
at sunrise the horns of the Otandogwblthe signal for our
departure. It had been raining hard during the night, and the rain
drops on the leaves of the trees glittered in the early sunlight. We
marched off at great speed, for | was determined not to sleep
another night in the forest. On ttramp we crossed a river called
the Oganga, on the banks of which the kdod&s were growing
luxuriantly. Nuts in abundance were lying on the ground, and the
men fed on them, after which we continued our journey. |
remember well it was the 10th of Mardh, the evening, just at
sunset that we emerged from the solitude of the forest into the
Otando prairie, so called because the Otandos lived on it. Never
shall | forget how glad | felt when | came on the margin of the
forest, and saw the blue sky appearingpugh the breaks in the
treetops.
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CHAPTER XV

AMUTI NY

IN THE OPENCOUNTRYAT LASTQ INTERVIEWWITH MAYOLQO
IGALAFALLSSICK.G A MUTINY.0 THE OTANDOPRAIRIEON
FIRE.0 RETURNOF MACONDAIAND IGALO.§ THEIR
ADVENTURES) ALL TOGETHERAGAIN.

A stretch of open wtulating country was before me. Guns
were fired by my men, and soon after | entered the first Otando
village. It was the village of Mayolo, who was the only chief that
was willing to receive me. We went right to the ouandja, and |
seated myself in the cemtof the building. Soon after, the beating
of the kendo was heard; Mayolo, the chief, his body streaked with
alumbi chalk, was coming, muttering mysterious words as he
advanced toward me. When he came nearer, he shouted, "Here is
the great Spirit, with Isi untold wealth." The language of the
Otando people was the same as that of the Ashiras, so | had no
difficulty in understanding him. He looked at me with perfect
astonishment for a while, and then told me the trouble he had with
his people on my accoungjnce they did not want me to come
into the country; "for," said they, "he brings the plague and death
wherever he goes." "l told them that the plague had killed our
people before we ever heard of you, and that the plague was in our
country before it wenib the Ashira Land to kill the people there."

"That was right,” said I; "Mayolo, | love you; | kill: no
peopld® | send no plague. | will be your friend, and the friend of
your people.”

As Mayolo was talking to me, | took a good look at him.
He was tall, boadshouldered, and almost yellow in color; his
eyes were small and piercing. When young he had gone toward
the sea, and in his trading had succeeded in buying a gun, and, not
knowing how to load it, it had burst and taken off three of his
fingers while fring at an elephant.
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After Mayolo had retired, a large goat and two enormous
bunches of plantains were brought before me. | wish you could
have seen the faces of my Commi men, the prospect of a good
meal made them grin so complacently.

Immediately afteMayolo had taken leave of me | went to
see Igala. Poor Igala was very sick: the plague had seized him; his
body seemed a mass of putrid flesh. How glad he was to see me! |
do believe he would have died if | had not come to take care of
him. There he layn a large hut, with all my goods around him. |
went to him, took hold of both his hands, and looked him in the
face. He said, "Chally, are you not afraid to get the plague by
taking my hands?" "No," said I; "Igala, | will take care of you as if
you were mybrother.” Immediately | warmed some water in a
kettle, and then washed him delicately, and he felt more
comfortable.

Poor Igala! he was my right arm, my fighting man. |
depended upon him.

The next morning, opening my packages and boxes, | saw
the sad heoc the Ashira thieves had made with my goods. They
had stolen a great deal, but, strange to say, they had left a certain
guantity in each parcel.

| felt furious at the discovery. Oh, how sorry | was that
lgalo and Macondai had remained behind; for, éthad not, the
Ashiras would never have gone back to their own country: |
would have made porters of them.

| boldly accused Mintcho of the robbery, and seized the
gun he had. The hypocritical rascal pretended to be in a rage at the
discovery | had madehe foamed at the mouth, and exclaimed,
"Let me go back, Chally; I will find the robbers, and kill them if
they do not give up every thing you have lost.”

Just at this time his brother Ayagui came, with a gun
which Rebouka had foolishly lent him. | orderein to give up
the gun; he was unwilling, and threatened to shoot the first man
who approached him. When | heard this, | ordered my four
Commi men to level their guns at him and shoot him dead if in an
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instant he did not lay it on the ground. The gun Wwasded to
Mayolo.

Ashiras thought the end of Ayagui had come, and fled in
the direction of the forest. We pursued them, and captured one,
whom | resolved to retain as a hostage for the restitution of my
property; but it so happened that the captive was gbn of
Adingo, an Ashira chief who was a good friend of mine. The
guilty Ashiras were terribly frightened, and | shouted, "Bring the
things back, and the boy shall be returned."

Mintcho, in his flight, passed near Igala, who could have
seized him, butas his shelter was a little way off, Igala did not
suspect his intentions, and let him escape, thinking that he was
only going into the woods.

The Otando people had seen by our prompt action of what
stuff we were made. | regretted the necessity for sueasores,
but it was the first time since | began my travels that the natives
had dared to rob me on the road, and the news would spread. All
this was Rogueri's doings.

In the mean time, Rebouka had secured our little prisoner
so tightly with ropes that hiairly moaned with pain. As | came
up to him, he said, "Chally, you are my father's great friend. | am
but a child; | can not run away. The Ashiras will come back with
all your stolen goods. | am your boy; | did not leave you in the
woods, but followed yo here. Do loosen the cords which hurt me
so much." | Ordered Rebouka to slacken the cords, which he did;
but he remonstrated firmly, saying that | was too kind; that | did
not know negroes; that negroes were not children at that age. "Do
you think," saidhe, "that a child could have come from the Ashira
country here with the load this boy has carried?" We then secured
him under the veranda of my hut, and | set a watch over him
during the night. Mayolo recommended me to keep a good
lookout on the boy, "fot,said he, "the goods are sure to come
back." Adingo was a powerful chief, and, as soon as he should
hear of the cause of his son's captivity, he would threaten war,
and, in order to secure peace, every thing would have to be
returned.
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The moon was fulland it was quite light, so that every
thing around could be easily seen.

Rebouka was right; | had loosened the cords too much, and
the cunning little fellow escaped during that first night. | felt
sorry, for | knew now that nothing that had been stoleunldvever
come back, especially with Macondai and Igalo in the hands of
the Ashiras; but, after all, | did not feel so badly as if some others
of the Ashiras had run away. If | had only secured Mintcho, I
assure you he would never have run away. Happilgdl & great
many goods left, and, all the scientific instruments necessary to
make astronomical observations.

The next morning Mayolo, being the head man of his clan,
ordered the chiefs of the different villages of the clan to come to
see me. They came, éra grand reception took place. Mayolo
made a great speech. | gave presents to the men who had come to
fetch me out of the woods, and to all the leading men and women.
Then Mayolo shouted, pointing to the goods, "This is the plague
the spirit brings."

We had hardly been four days in Otando Land when
Mayolo fell ill. How sorry | felt! Fear seized upon his people.
Surely | was an evil spirit. Olenda had died; | had killed him, and
now | wanted to kill Mayolo. Night after night | was kept awake
with anxiety,for Mayolo was very unwell. | found that he had a
disease of the heart; his sufferings were intense at times, and his
moanings filled me with distress. Surely if Mayolo was to die, |
could not advance a step farther inland.

A few days after my arrival ldd an uncomfortable fright;
the Otando prairie became a sheet of fire, and threatened the
destruction of the village of Mayolo. Should the fire get into the
village, | said to myself, what a terrible explosion would take
place! So | immediately called thmen and moved the powder
into the woods. Happily, the natives prevented the fire from
reaching the village.

Time went on slowly, and one day, about noon, as | was
wondering when Igalo and Macondai would come back to us, |
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heard guns fired in the forest.yMCommi men at that time were
round me. Perhaps the Ashiras were coming back with their
plunder! We looked toward the path which led into the forest,
when lo! what should we see but Macondai, my boy, and Igalo.
They were safe. A wild cheer welcomed themd @hey went
directly to the olako or hospital, where Igala and Rebouka were
confined with confluent smallpox, for, since my return Rebouka
had been seized with the malady. Igalo left Macondai with them,
and continued his way to our village, to give me hapdgood
morning salutation." The Otando people seemed almost as
delighted as ourselves. We were again all together. | had now
learned wisdom, and promised myself never to divide our party
again, happen what might. After | had heard the news from Igalo,
| went to the camp, and there | looked at my boy Macondai, and
took his hand into mine. What a, sight! Poor Macondai was more
frightfully disfigured than | could possibly have imagined, or than

| can describe, and | shuddered as | gazed upon him. A ahill ra
through me as | thought he might not yet recover, but | felt so
thankful that | had all the medicines necessary for his proper
treatment.

"Macondai, my boy," | said, "you do not know how glad |
am to see you. You do not know how often | have thougkbof
indeed, several times | wanted to go back for you."

| seated myself on a log of wood, and all was silence for a
little while. Then Macondai spoke and said, "Chally, | have been
very ill; 1 thought | would die," The boy's throat was too full; he
could say no more. Then Igalo, his companion, became the
spokesman, and | give you the whole of his speech just as it was
written out by me at the time. "Chally, after you left us we went to
an olako in a plantation close by, where we slept. Ondonga took
us thee, saying that the head man was his ogoi (relation), and that
he would take care of us. Then he said he was going to Ademba
(Olenda village), to see how things were getting along in the
village, and that he would return in two days. He borrowed from
us ou cutlass, saying that he would return it when he came back.
This was the last we saw of him. Then the next day the chief came
and said he wanted his pay for keeping us, as we stayed in his
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olako. Finally he agreed that he would wait till Macondai could
get well.

MEETING WITH MACONDAI.

"Four days after you had gone, some of the boys who had
accompanied you returned. We knew that they could not have
gore to the Otando country and got back in so short a time, and,
being well aware themselves that we knew it, they said at once,
'We have left Chally with Mintcho and the other people one day's
journey from the Otando country, for we have had palavers with
the Otando people, and we were afraid to proceed farther for fear
that the Otando people would seize us; and they also went away.
Some time afterward Ayagui and Etombi made their appearance.
They said they had left you well, but that you said you would not
pay them until Macondai had come to the Otando; and they added,
'Make haste, Macondai, and cure yourself, so that we may go. If
you were well now, | would say we must go in two days; that
would just give us time to rest and get food for the journey.' Then,
as they were leaving, they said they would come back in two days.

fiThis was the last we saw of them. Then the chief wanted
us to move off. Macondai said he was so ill that he could not
move; 'l would rather die where | am." "l did not want," said Igalo,
"to go back to the plantation or to the village. | had had enough of
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Olenda's village. Then the chief took another tack. 'What shall |
do?' said he. '‘Ondonga, who brought you to me, has not again
shown himself here; he has deserted you." And he addedge Thes
people have come back. Chally has seized two gangs of slaves
because the Ashira stole some of his things, and Mintcho has
come to see if he can get the things back, for one of the gangs
seized belongs to him, and the other to Ondonga.' The chief left us
after saying this, telling us that he was going to see a friend, and
would come back in the evening, and we never saw him again.

fiThree days afterward two old men and three young lads
came; they slept near us, and said, 'lgalo, you must not stop
washing Macondai's body; we see that you wash only his leg.' By
seeing me taking great care of Macondai's leg they thought we
probably intended to leave, which we wanted to do as soon as
Macondai was well enough to walk. Then they added, 'Go to the
spring, and fetic plenty of water, and wash Macondai well, for
this disease requires it.'

fiThen," said Igalo, "I went to the spring, and during the
time | was gone they plundered us of our things, seized the gun |
had left behind, and Macondai's doubkrreled gun, a bo
containing beads and our clothes, and escaped to the woods, and
when | came back with the water | learned our misfortune. They
had come to the plantation under the pretext of getting plantains.

"When | saw how things stoédthat we had not a gun
with which to defend ourselv8smistrusting the Ashira, | thought
best to leave the place, and said to Macondai, 'Let us go.' Rebouka
had told us the road before you left for the Otando, so we loaded
ourselves with plantains which we got in the plantations, and lef
at once, with the utmost speed, the deserted olako, and we have
been four nights and four days on the road."”

"Well done!" we shouted with one voice; "well done,
boys! Macondai, and Igalo, you are men! you are men!"

"Then," added Igalo, "I forgot to teyou that the man of
the olako had told us that Mintcho and Ondonga had made a plot
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for a general robbery, but that you watched them so closely that
they could not accomplish it."

| was so angry that | felt very much like going to the
Ashira country, allof us armed to the teeth, when my followers
should have regained their health and strength, and carrying fire
and sword through all the villages that belonged to the clan of
Olenda, and raising the whole country against them. | knew |
could have done thisasily, but then | had not come to make war.

After hearing the pitiful story of Macondai and Igalo |
went back to the village, and heated some water in one of my
huge kettles; then, returning to the camp, | gave poor Macondai a
tepid bath with a spongend ordered some chicken soup to be
prepared for the sufferer.

How poor Macondai enjoyed his soup! It did me good to
see him lap it up. | had forbidden him to eat any thing without my
permission, telling him that | should feed him well, so that he
might get strong, but that it would be some few days before |
could let him eat to his heart's content, for he had been starved so
long that | was afraid he would get ill if he was permitted to
indulge his appetite to repletion.

Though filled with anxiety aboumMacondai, | slept well
that night. We were all together again; it was so nice, for getting
all our party together again gave me lively satisfaction.
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CHAPTER XVI

TERRI BRTEORMS THRUNDER

TERRIBLESTORMSOF THUNDER® DAYSOF ANXIETY.O
SHOOTINGAN ANTELOPE® BRIGHTERPROSPECT® MAYOLO
HASA HARD TIME WITH HIS DOCTORS) BASKETMAKING.

How strange the Otando prairie looks since the fire has
burnt the grass! Tens of thousands of gigantic mushild@ant
hills are seen every where. | had never met such a gueabar
before. | have given you a picture of these queehdlstin my a
Apingi Kingdom."

We are in the season of tornadoes, of thunder and
lightning. Hardly a day passes that some terrible storm does not
burst upon us; and such thunéldrow terrific! We, have not the
slightest idea at home of what thunder is. Among the mountains
here it is perfectly appalling and terrific. It is grand and sublime,
and fills one with awe. The whole of the heavens at times seems
entirely illuminated by the lightning; andfihd that it rains quite
often during the day. The heaviest tornadoes in these regions seem
to occur in the month of April.

Days pass in the Otando country which are full of anxiety
for me. Mayolo is sick, and some of my Commi men are down
with the plagueOh dear, how the time is going! How far the head
waters of the Nile are! What tremendous journey ahead! How
many days of hunger do | see looming before me; how many days
of sickness and of anxious care! But my heart is strong. God has
been kind do me. #hplague has spared me; it has been around
me; it has lived with me, and in my own dwelling; and | stand safe
amid the desolation that it has spread over the country. | am
surrounded here by savage men. May | live uprightly, so that,
after | have left, theeople may think well of me!

But when am | ever to leave this Otando country? Just as |
am wondering over this, and thinking of the principal events that
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have taken place since | left the steore, my revery is broken by
the barking of my dogs in thearie. | look, and what do | see? A
beautiful antelope closely pursued by my six dogs. Andéko, and
NcommiNagoumba, and Rover cling to the neck of the antelope,
with their teeth in the flesh, while Turk, Fierce, and Ndjego are
barking and biting the pooreature wherever they can. | run with
the villagers in chase. Soon | am on the spot, and, aiming carefully
at the beast, | bring it down with a single shot. It is a very fine
hart. There is great joy in the village, and | divide the meat among
the villages, giving a big piece to friend Mayolo, who is
delighted, for he says he is very fond of antelope's meat.

HUNTING AN ANTELOPE

By the end of April hings began to look bright. Mayolo
was getting well; Macondai was improving very fast, and Igala
and Rebouka were almost recovered. But, as soon as Mayolo got
better, he was more afraid than ever of witchcraft, and he and his
people had a great time in 'm@ oganga." Pona oganga is a
strange ceremony, which | am about to describe to you. It was
performed because Mayolo wanted to know who were the people
who had bewitched his place, and made the plague come among
his people.
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A great doctor had been sent,fand, after his arrival, he
went into a hut, carrying with him a large bag. Soon afterward he
came out, looking horribly. He was dressed in a most fantastic
manner: his body was painted with ochre of three different
color® red, white, and black; he wore reecklace formed of
bones, the teeth of animals, and seeds; around his waist was a belt
of leather, from which dangled the feathers of the ogoloungoo;
and his headiress was made of a monkey's skin. As he came out
he spoke in an unnatural and hollow voiteen filled a large
basin with water, looked intently into it, and shook his head
gravely, as if the signs were bad. Then he lighted a big torch, and
looked steadily at the flame, as if trying to discover something,
moved the torch over the water, shoak hody terribly, smoked a
condoquai, made a number of contortions and gestures, and again
spoke in a loud tone, repeating the same words over and over. The
people, in the mean time, were silent, and looked at the great man
attentively. Then he gazed stédgdnto the water again, and said,
while the people listened in breathless silence, "There are people
in your own village who want to bewitch it, and bring the plague
and kill people." Immediately a great commotion took place. The
crowd shouted, "Death tthe sorcerers!" and rose up and swore
vengeance. "The mboundou must be drunk!" cried Mayolo; "we
want no wizards or witches among us." The paths leading to the
village were closed. No strangers were to be admitted.

The next morning the village was emptiie people had
all gone into the woods. | could hear their voices; they had gone to
make some of their number drink the mboundou.

Poor Mayolo really had a hard time with his different
doctors. He was continually changing them, and they came from
all the adjacent villages. At last he gave up the men doctors, and
had a celebrated female doctor, an old, wrinkled woman, who had
gained a great reputation.

The visit of a physician among these people is very unlike
that of a physician at home. This female docteas a very
singular person. She appeared to be about sixty years of age, and
was short, and tattooed all over. When she came to make her visit
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she was dressed for the occasion. Her body was painted, and she
carried a box filled with charms.

OTAITAI, OR PORTERS BASKET.

When Mayolo expected her he was always ready, seated
on a mat, and with a genettkin by him. The female doctor
would come in mutteng words which nobody could understand;
then she would rub Mayolo's body with her hand, and mark his
forehead with the chalk of the alumbi; then she made a broad
mark with the chalk on his chest, and drew stripes the whole
length of his arms, mutteringnintelligibly all the time; she then
chewed the leaves of some medicinal plant, and spat the juice over
Mayolo's body, especially on the affected part, near the heart, still
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muttering magical words. Afterward she lighted a bunch of a
peculiar kind of grassand as it burned, made the flames almost
touch the body of poor Mayolo. Two or three times it seemed as if
the fire was burning him. She began the-tier’emony at the sole

of his foot, gradually ascending to the head, and, when the flames
ceased, she mda the smouldering fire touch his person.

When | asked her why she used fire, she said it was to
prevent disease from coming into Mayolo's body from the outside.

All this time the Otando people were busy makotgtais,
or porters' baskets. The otaitaia very ingenious contrivance for
carrying loads in safety on the backs of men. | have brought one
of these baskets home, and preserve it as a keepsake. It is long and
narrow; the wickemwork is made of strips of a very tough
climbing plant; the lengthsi about two and a half feet, and the
width nine inches; the sides are made of open-vamk, capable
of being expanded or drawn in, so as to admit of a larger or
smaller load. Cords of bast are attached to the sides, for the
purpose of securing the contenStraps made of strong plaited
rushes secure the basket to the head and arms of the carrier, as
shown in the preceding picture.

Distributed by Heritage History, 20809


































































































































































