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CHAPTER |

Bombay to Mombasa

MEDITATIONS ON THE DARK CONTINENT.

Thy shores are empires, changed in all but thee—
Assyria, Egypt, Carthage; their decay
Has dried up realms to deserts. Not so thou,
Time writes no wrinkles on thine azure brow.

Byron &- Co.

LL the edges of Africa are wet. The hottest
continent has no dry boundary line. Ancient
1 *» Libya could be reached on camel, donkey
or a-foot. As Herodotus says, “As for Libya,
we know it to be washed on all sides by the sea,
except where it is attached to Asia.” But now the
Dark Continent is accessible only by flying machine
or a ship. The aérial conveyance, while not prohibited
in my Life Insurance policies, appeared the more
likely to make them due, so at Bombay | elected
to take the good ship Palitana, sailing straight for
Mombasa across some twenty-four hundred miles of
the Indian Ocean.

At first it was my intention to visit the Persian
Gulf and march in Xenophon’s track over what
remains of the ruins of Nineveh and Babylon; but |
recollected that in the region of the Euphrates is the
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hottest spot on this planet, and that the hottest spot
is hottest this season of the year, while no ice trust is
in evidence there, even at four cents a pound. And
as Mombasa is south of the equator, so that winter
prevails in July, | finally decided to visit Bagdad,
Babylon and Busreh overland from Old Damascus
after crossing the Leg-o0’-Mutton Continent of Africa.

Bombay is interesting, from the Towers of Silence
on Malabar Hill to the houses of jabber, flll of gesti-
culating natives; but | had decided to leave, and took
a ““garry” from the hotel to the steamer landing.
After the vacillating garryman had driven me a long
way around, he finally discovered Prince’s Doek,
Shed “ P,” and the ship destined to take me across
the warm ocean to British East Africa. The officers
and crew were being carefully examined by the Health
Authorities. When my turn came, the smiling surgeon
feit my pulse and said, “ Have you plague, or recently
fever 2”7 My quick answer lay in a few words : “*I
would not be starting on a long journey across Africa
if I had either.” | went aboard and tossed the hack-
Hindu a tip of four annas, but the silver disc rolled
into a mud puddle. For a full twenty minutes, in a
deluge of tropical rain, the poor fellow searched for
it,and | presume that ultimately that was the cleanest
mud puddle in Asia. A good large cabin on the port
side was assigned to me. When travelling across
China a wire was sent from Wusung saying that |
had “ seen the Viceroy face to face,” which insured
unusual courtesy. In this instance | had seen Manager
Monteith.

Before leaving Bombay | purchased some hundreds
of small circular mirrors with wide tin rims painted
in bright colours; for | thought that the Pigmies
of the Inland Forest might be inclined therewith to
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study themselves rather than make an anatomical
examination of me. To encourage vanity may be
bad; to encourage indigestion certainly is. And
for a Pigmy to see himself in such a mirror would
hardly make him vain.

The looking-glasses never tumed up, but the “ big
stack ” of books I purchased did. They represented
a clean sweep from two big Bombay bookstores and
from second-hand native shops of all the volumes
touching on my line of march; but no books had
been written covering my journey. | attacked this
heap of information, more or less recent and reliable,
reading first well-bound books by mighty and adven-
turous Nimrods, fiill of drawings and photographs of
dreadful hairbreadth, if not narrower, escapes. If
there was not much of

“ Cannibals that each other eat,
Of anthropophagi, and men whose heads
Do grow beneath their shoulders,”
at least Ty mind was soon full of huge angry elephants,
massive hippopotami, streaked tigers, and live lions
like those | had seen decorating the bridge across the
Nile at Cairo. So much of this dass of literature
was devoured that | could almost hear the growl and
howl of the wild beasts of the Pigmy Woodlands,
and feel them munching Te. This, connected with
a dinner unsuitable for a south-west monsoon and a
ship with three motions—fore and aft, starboard and
port, and wiggle—inclined me to overhaul my Cart-
ridges and firearms and to deeply regret that | had
not purchased a terrible, new style Winchester, which
can shoot a bullet through armour-plate half an inch
thick, as the clerk showed me in Bombay. He had
a square of the armour-plate with an ugly hole in it,
and he said, “ It took the piece right out as clean
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as a whistle.” So | meditated until the conclusion
was reached that if | ever got through Darkest Africa
I would have no trouble in tinding friends ; as the
Swan of Avon says, “ She loved me for the dangers
I had passed.”

Some authors, quite unable to bend the bow of
Ulysses, have been content with drawing the long bow,
and teil me of leopards, gorillas, or pythons whose
size is according to the amount of alcohol consumed
by the writer previous to the observations. Others
are real giants, with the rights and mights of giants ;
they teil of more insidious foes, microscopie antagonists,
and still others not seen even with the aid of a powerful
glass ; first, jiggers and other infinitesimal insects,
and second, fevers.

As to jiggers. Paul Du Chaillu did not know these
gentry forty years ago, but now they are only too
familidr right across the hot continent. They are
surplus manufactures of Brazil, dumped at San Paul
de Loanda by a slave ship, and given free transport
up the Congo by Stanley’s expedition. Whether
Emin Pasha wanted relieving or not, the Africans
certainly do now. This member of the flea family
burrows in the flesh, having a preference for that under
the toe-nails. The female is the hustier and penetrates
under the skin, leaving only its black head protruding.
At first there is a “ hot spot,” but after a few days
the creature has enlarged to the size of a small pea with
power to lay five hundred eggs, and must be cut out;
an ulcer then remains to be painfully dealt with.
So it is not a particularly cheering prospect when a
sober traveller reldtes he saw two hundred jiggers
removed from one; and many person succumb to the
pernicious attacks of these insignificant but highly
animated gimlets. Second, fevers. There appears
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to be as great a variety of fevers as of fish, but the
Blackwater and Malarial have the right of way.

I shall not further specialise. My aim is simply
to show the immediate and healthful effect of such
reading. The lion and tiger stories made me overhaul
my firearms. These pest tales were a plague, and
gave me other work, for | assorted my medicine, and
longed for a sharp knife. Behold, there is a third
warning ! | am told to beware of missionaries and
their converts, who seem also to have followed in
Stanley’s wake. As to what course should be pur-
sued to escape this last infection or contagion is only
hinted at. These learned (?) scribblers who have
by some astonishing good luck or elever device thus
far escaped hanging, jingle along their self-appointed
task of warning the public to beware of beasts, reptiles,
insects, microbes and missionaries. While suggesting
smokeless powder and white powder for the first four,
they offer no remedy for the last one ! What localities
do they infest ?  Are they as numerous as jiggers ?
What course of treatment will make me immune from
them ? | have registered an unqualified determination
to take my chances.

Bacon says we should read to weigh and consider.
For some a feather’s weight will be over heavy. So |
have read, during these days at sea, with the liveliest
interest, because a knowledge of literature “ builds
up a solid backing of precedent and experience. It
teaches us where we are. It protects us against
imposture and surprise.” The ship’s library has
been drawn on to supplement my own. It is located
far aft where the Goanese table boy holds a candle
while 1 fumble for the books even at noon time.
Although running to Africa, the shelves carry but
two volumes on that country, and both by the same
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author. Evidently the librarian believes in a good
dose of experience ; experientia, docet. But what is
quite astonishing, the book equipment contains two
volumes of sermons, other religious books, and a
powerful defence of Christian missions which, with
poetry and fiction, sum up the ship’s strictly moderate
supply of literature.

So we will tum from the printed page to the present
people ; for John Morley writes while meditating on
Schopenhauer’s shrewd sayings—* Reading is thinking
with a Strange head instead of one’s own. People
who get their wisdom out of books are like those who
have got their knowledge of a country from the descrip-
tions of travellers. Truth that has been picked up
from books only sticks to us like an artificial limb,
or a false tooth, or a rhinoplastic nose.” As | have
no desire to adopt any of these appendages, | will look
up from the sheet and look down on the ship. The
contents of a large ship are always interesting and
instructive. The Palitana carries four saloon pas-
sengere, one of whom is Mr. Eucalyptus Whatisit, a
very thin youth who has been eighteen months in
India, sleeps on the damp poop deck, teils me how
he treats servants, refers to his “ dress boy,” shows
me pictures of his beautiful mother and equally fair
sister. At times he is downcast, at other times he is
casting down. He is going to do signalling and police
duty in South Africa, and has a keen sense of his
responsibility for the dual movements of this planet
—on the plane of the ecliptic and upon its local axis.
His superiority to the rest of the human race is self-
evident. And yet | like him, largely because he
likes his mother.

Saloon passenger number two is my good secretary,
about whom 1 shall say little now, but much later.
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There is still another besides myself to be mentioned
among the saloon travellers, Mr. Byron Burns
Bacon, a clerk on a steamer of this line which he joins
at Durban. He has finished a poem that bears the
profound and stupendous title “ Men, Women and
Society,” forty-six pages in length. This remarkable
genius has also occupied some of his spare time writing
a novel, in the first chapter of which the hero gets
liver complaint !

It has seemed to me wise to make these happy
remarks concerning my fellow-voyagers that the
learned readers of the remaining chapters may trace,
if they will, how my outlook has been modified,
mortified, or intensified by the mental environment
in which | approached Mombasa. But to continue
the material environment. On the main deck we
carry a curious cargo, composed of Boers, sheep, deck
passengers and seven hundred and eighty thousand
onions, which are conveyed, as Chief Officer Moxon
says, solely at the shipper’s risk. There are sundry
ducks, chickens, rats and divers other creatures
whose presence, although unseen, is smelt and felt.

The Boers have been military prisoners, and have
finally in India taken the oath of allegiance to the
British King, and are now being returned by the
Government, with meat three times a day, to their
homes in the Transvaal. They have many thrilling
stories to teil concerning the recent unfortunate war,
and never tire of describing De Wet’s famous tactics
for eluding the able British generals. Each evening
at sunset a score of them get together on a heap of
onions, remove their hats, and sing a plaintive evening
hymn. The onions and the song almost moved me
to tears. At times they mix their music with the
twilight and worship God as the stars come out.
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On Sunday, although very much the worse because
of the antics of the ship, they held a morning service.
I have been impressed by their good behaviour, their
strong bodies, and an unexpressed assertion of Pro-
testant Dutch stubbornness.

But | have not given all my time to reading hunting
stories or to surveying the freight, animate and inani-
mate, of this craft. | have also studied the Map of
Africa. Even a careless student of geography must
notice the regulédr coast line of Africa, which has
practically no bays or peninsulas, not even “ the little
sea-girt satellites that add so much to the beauty of
a country.” And as most of the great rivers are broken
by cataracts, it is natural that while the boundaries
of the continent have been known, especially on
north and east, from the far ages, yet as for the interidr,
only two centuries ago Dean Swift could write :—

“ Geographers in Afric maps
With savage pictures filt their gaps,
And o’er inhabitable downs
Place elephants for want of towns.”

To-day the gaps are filled, largely by the labours of
explorers, though very few years have passed since
a populdr novelist could romance and invent “ King
Solomon’s Mines ” in a spot where none could say him
nay, for none knew better.

If “ three ” is a Scriptural number, it is also African.
Africa is bounded by three large bodies of water .
the long, narrow Mediterranean on the north, the
warm Indian Ocean on the east, and the broad Atlantic
on the west. Into these three empty the three largest
rivers of Africa ; the Nile, the Zambesi, and the Congo ;
which together, however, do not carry as much water
to the sea as the Amazon. This is oceanic drainage,
and there are areas of Continental drainage from
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which no water escapes. But | am not writing a
treatise on African hydrography ; it would be like
Africa, too dry. Geographically Africa, like all Gaul,
may be divided into three parts ; the sunken plains
and low-lying tablelands of the north, including that
vast arid tract, the Sahara Desert; the elevated
plains of Central Africa, and the hill country to the
south. These three districts are the homes of three
great races ; the whites, or more correctly Pale-Pinks,
the Bantu Negroes, the reddish-yellow Bushmen.
These last are perhaps the relics of original inhabitants
of the continent, pushed mainly southwards by the
invaders, yet leaving behind a few kindred such as
the Pigmies, in their impenetrable Congo Forest.
The Bushmen of South Africa are well in the running
for the booby prize in the race of civilization, though
the black fellows of Australia and Tasmania are at
least good runners up. It is a pity that no Baldwin
Spencer is investigating them scientifically before they
die out. Their Pigmy cousins at least are now attract-
ing attention. They support themselves by hunting
with poisoned arrows. Next above in the scale of
civilization, of history, and of geography, come the
Bantu of Central Africa, and the Negroes of the Sudan ;
these devote themselves mostly to a sort of agriculture,
though in the south they have got so far as to breed
cattle. The white race of the Mediterranean coast
is highest on the map, in intelligence and in occupation,
being chiefly pastoral and mercantile. Bushmen
and Pigmies have little religion except magie ; Bantus
have got as far as witchcraft, totems and nature-
worship ; those on the north coast were Christians till
Islam conquered, and converted nearly all.

Strange is the history of the continent; Egypt,
with its Pharaohs, Saladins and Napoleons ; Carthage
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with its Dido, Hannibal, Jugurtha and Augustine.
If Cairo is the home of the Arabian Nights, Algiers
had French Knights and an Arab Dey. All races have
exploited this quarter of the world; Hiram of Tyre
is succeeded by Hiram of Syracuse, New York
Solomon of Jerusalem has his representatives in
Solomons of Johannesburg. In between have come
Portuguese and Dutch and many another. In these
latter days all the European nations have fallen to
work on the map of Africa, and have chalked out for
themselves “ spheres of influence.” It is no longer
a monochrome, Dark Africa; nor will a tertiary
scheme of colour avail to mark the three indigenous
races ; a perfect solar spectrum is now needed to
show the seven dominant powers who are sharing the
white man’s burden of civilizing the natives. So
unselfish are they at this that Great Britain has just
invested £250,000,000 in the south, and though the
local population was ready to share the profits with
imported Chinese, insists on reserving the blessings
of the district for the natives. The Congo Free State
is philanthropic enough to conduct operations almost
at a loss, leaving the exploiting of the country to
chartered Companies. It is a pity that when well-
intentioned people upset the balance of nature, they
often are driven to violent remedies, Malthusian
and others, to correct the errors; owing to the dis-
couragement of witch-ordeals and cannibalism, the
population would be inereasing were it not for the
counter-balancing efforts of some officials, who heroically
expose themselves to possible misconstruction of their
humane methods in collecting rubber.

Europeans have for the last four centuries added
an interest'to the monotony of African life by granting
free passages and assisting emigration to more civilized
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countries. Domestic slavery is a most ancient and
world-wide institution, it would have satisfied even
that orthodox old Vincent of Lerins, being “ believed
in everywhere, at all times, by all people.” The
invention of the international slave trade may be
credited, or discredited, to the Assyrians, who deported
whole populations ; but the invention was not copy-
righted, and it spread fast. When the Spaniards
discovered the new world, and the natives there
wilted up under their sunny influence, other peoples
had to be imported to slave for them. Some “ labourers
of the soil ” gave their name to Labrador, whence they
were exported ; but Africa proved the handiest source
of supply.  Portuguese, Dutch, English and French
competed forthe traffic,till the ““nation of shopkeepers”
secured the monopoly in 1713. Denmark led the way
in boycotting this beneficent system of populér excur-
sions; America forbade it soon after, Britain re-
nounced it in 1807, and in 1842 the two English-
speaking races united to blockade the export on the
west coast. But while Christians have abolished
this traffic, Islam protects it. The raw material from
the Sudan is sent via Tripoli to Turkey, from the Nile
basin slaves are taken to Mecca, from East Africa
to the Persian Gulf. Zanzibar used to be one great
outlet for this market, but since its Sultan passed
under a British protectorate it has been made illegal.
A cynic might say that Europé has stopped the
business because Europeans could not work it to
profit, and would not let others try ; also that they
compensate themselves by the profits of the drink
traffic. Burton declared that Africa would have
been better ofi with the slave trade, but without
gunpowder and rum—~Burton never did go in for rum,
only beer. In view of this, a sort of Mason and
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Dixon’s line has been run round Central Africa, and
the inflow of foreign liquors has been somewnhat
dammed. Even the native industry of brewing
and distilling is not protected, but heavy duties
are levied. The use, but not the traffic in
intoxicating liquors is forbidden to Mohammedans,
but they have never tried seriously to discourage it
here.

Yet for a thousand years they have been in force
all down the east coast ; it seems as if even a millen-
nium occasionally leaves something to be desired.
Mombasa, the port for which we are heading, was
founded more than seven hundred years ago. A
Century later a traveller described it as “ inhabited
by a chaste, honest and religious race.” A modern
commentator subjoins that it may be assumed from
his narrative that the Wa Nyika had not yet arrived !
Portuguese turned up about 1500, and made Mombasa
the capital of East Africa within a Century. Its
history has been bound up with that of India ever
since, so when Britain became suzerain in the East
Indies, it was natural that her power spread all round
the adjoining seas, and that forty years ago her grasp
tightened on Mombasa. A regulér service of steamers
connects this port with Bombay, and at either end the
same currency is used, penny annas and sixteen-
penny rupees. Captain Mahan can take another
illustration here of the influence of sea-power: no
charge made.

Southward of British East Africa lies the cantle
of territory exploited by Germany. Rebmann and
Krapf were followed by others, exploring in the
interests of commerce and politics; but it is remark-
able that the earliest of these Continental travellers
were explorers second and missionaries first. So,
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too, with the next southerly section, which was opened
up to the modern world by a great Scot, who for more
than thirty years was wandering in south-eastern
Africa. Scotchmen are great travellers. As a mali-
cious Welshman said, Scotland is a fine country—to
come from. Anyhow, they are seldom to the rear
when hard work and adventure are to be found, and
more than a dozen have made reputations in Africa,
of whom Bruce, Moffat, Cameron and Mackay are
good specimens. But of them all, David Livingstone
stands out chief, and well deserves to have his name
attached to some falls on the Congo and to a town
on Nyassa, while his birthplace is commemorated
by a new Blantyre. On Bartholomew’s fine map of
Central Africa, south of Lake Bangueolo, you may
read, “ Chitambo, Livingstone died May i, 1873.
A generation has passed, but nothing more pathetic
has happened there than The lonely death of Living-
stone, an account of which | quote. For two days
he had been too weak even to enter up his diary,
much less to travel.

“ It must have been four a.m. when Susi heard
Majwara’s step once more. ‘Come to Beama; | am
afraid ; | don’t know if he is alive.” The lad’s evident
alarm made Susi run to arouse Chuma, Chowpere,
Matthew and Muanyasere, and the six men went
immediately to the hut.

“ Passing inside they looked towards the bed.
Dr. Livingstone was not lying on it, but appeared
to be engaged in prayer, and they instinctively drew
backwards for the instant. Pointing to him Majwara
said, * When | lay down he was just as he is now,
and it is because | find that he does not move that |
fear he is dead.” They asked the lad how long he
had slept. Majwara said he could not teil, but he
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was sure that it was some considerable time: the
men drew nearer.

“ A candle stuck by its own wax to the box shed
a light sufficient to see his form. Dr. Livingstone
was kneeling by the side of his bed, his body stretched
forward, his head buried in his hands upon the pillow.
For a minute they watched him; he did not stir;
there was no sign of breathing; then one of them,
Matthew, advanced softly to him and placed his
hands to his cheeks. It was sufficient ; life had been
extinct some time, and the body was almost cold ;
Livingstone was dead.”

So died that noblest hero. In like manner as David
Livingstone went out of Africa, praying, so should
all men enter.



CHAPTER 11

The Isle of War

THE AUTHOR LANDS IN MOMBASA AND PREPARES
FOR THE GREAT AFRICAN TRANS-CONTINENTAL
JOURNEY

Gongwi na nwina wa kiza—Mombasa
is a hole of darkness.
Ancient Swahili Saw.
““In his brain
After a voyage, he hath strange places crammed
With observations, the which he vents

In mangled forms.”
As You Like it.

HE fragrant Bombay onions, piled on the
battened hatches of the Palitana were shifted
by Hindu sailors to the port side of the main

deck, so as to flavour the port, which we were fast

approaching. The Boers had taken up new and
strategie positions, and on the vessel, from the captain
to the cat, there was a spirit of unrest and expectancy.
At last, after long watching and when not above two
cables from the ragged coast, the officer on the bridge
descried through the hazy atmosphere, three cones
lying to the north of the island of Mombasa ; impor-
tant marks anxiously searched for by the mariner
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approaching these shores. We had been sailing due
west.

The courteous skipper invited me to the bridge for
a better view of the coral island. We steered head-on
to the land, and when close in and opposite Govern-
ment House, set the helm hard down and swung to
starboard under the old Portuguese fortress, into a
deep, narrow channel leading into the harbour of
Mombasa. The landscape on approaching is fair
enough, but the seascape is enough to delight the
heart of the greatest of marine artists. We had left
the deep blue for the shallow sea-green, through which
the ship glided, flanked on either side by a row of pure
white breakers, converging almost to a point at the
beginning, a thousand feet beyond our prow. From
each of these two banks of milk-white surf there
swept a line of whiteness, one far away to the north
and another southward, only lost in the hazy horizon.

Let me expressly state that Mombasa is an island,
though at low water you can wade to the mainland.
The name of the island is the name of the city on the
island, and for that matter, it is the name of the
mother-city away in Arabia; *“ but that is another
story.” The first view of the island suggests that the
ancient Swabhili saying, “ Mombasa is a hole of dark-
ness ” is at least geographically false. In fact, the
ancient saw refers to the character which Mombasa
formerly bore as a hotbed of sedition and siander.
Now that white men have come, all this is, of course,
at an end ! So beautiful was the scene after our long
voyage, it might have been Tom Moore’s—

Fair islet, small and bright,

With its green shore, reflected there,
Like to a Peri isle of light

Hjmging by spell work in the air.
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Strange that so peaceful a spot has so inappropriate a
name. For the Swabhili call it the Isle of War, not to
be behind the Greeks with their Hill of War, the French
with their Camp of War and the Germans with their
Game of War. The Wanyika call it the Isle of Emin-
ence, for it has cliffs some forty to sixty feet high.
The Wasambara have an eye to architecture, and
denominate it “ There where the castle is.” The
water around it is the best harbour on the east coast,
and is marked out into four ports, the inmost being
Port Tudor and Port Reitz. Nine British war-vessels
had cast their black shanks in twenty fathoms of water
and were lazily riding at anchor in the beautiful Port
Kilindini. We patronised Port Mombasa and tied up
to the red buoy which is almost directly opposite the
line of demarcation between the foreign and native
settlements of the city. All along the shore on the
island are the reed-covered huts of the natives.
Beyond are European houses with utilitarian corru-
gated iron or picturesque red tiles. Connected with
the foreshore, many large fish traps with reed fences
stretch out from the beach.

On the opposite shore the arm which the mainland
has thrown out into the sea is covered with cocoanut
trees, and in the midst of them stands a small, iron-
roofed building in which lies slowly dying a victim of
that strdnge and uncanny disease called Sleeping
Sickness. This is probably a more serious epidemie
than the Plague, although it creates less general alarm.
This terrible and mysterious malady of African origin
was long supposed to affect only natives, but recently
two or three Europeans have suffered. It runs its
course with some in a few days ; with others in several
months. Thus far no eure has been discovered,
although a vigilant committee is occupied in studying
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the fatal disease. The form it usually takes is that of
an irresistible drowsiness, to which the victim ulti-
mately succumbs. Some medical authorities are of
the opinion that it is infectious and that the only
efficacious method of preventing its spread is that of
isolation of the patient.

In yonder cocoanut grove, too, lie buried the wife
and child of Krapf. After being expelled from
Abyssinia, he made his way here sixty years ago, to
begin a chain of mission stations across the continent.
The death of his wife within two months seemed to
him to give a claim on the land, as if he took seisin of
it and though he did not live to carry out his ideal,
the wealth and plans of Arthington enabled two
societies to push inwards till now Krapf's hope is
nearly realized. Meantime, hard by the grave sprang
up in 1873, as a result of the interest excited by Living-
stone, an industrial mission named after its promoter,
Sir Bartie Frere. It serves as a feeder for inland
stations.

Cocoanut trees are supposed by some people not to
grow more than twenty miles beyond the smell of the
sea; but they do, for quite one hundred and fifty
miles inland, though | do not know how well they
mature. From the cocoanut tree the natives brew
tembo. There is a tax on the sale of it, but it is
profitable enough even with the tax. Where the
natives cannot get an intoxicant from the cocoanut
tree, they make it out of bananas or sugar-cane.
There is probably not a section of Africa where the
aborigines do not make something of the sort, applying

“ Hot and rebellious liquors in their blood.

Soon after the ship was made fast to the red buoy,
an officer, who in colour and girth might have been
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its twin brother, came aboard to cast his critical eye
over the ship and cast the skipper’s grog against his
critical palate. As old Reynolds said, “ He was a
copious subject.” He is also a representative man.
In his drinking proclivities, | afterwards leamed that
he represented the native population, even more so
than the foreign, and 1 am inclined to believe the
statement of Editor Tiller that *“ much of the African
fever in Mombasa is caused by whiskey.” It is just
possible that the ancient saying, “ Mombasa is a hole
of darkness,” still suits altered conditions.

The chequered hi'story of Mombasa runs back hun-
dreds of years, but the history that can be checked
may be said to begin with 1498. On the seventh of
April of that year, Vasco da Gama, after nearly
suffering shipwreck while attempting to enter Mombasa
harbour, finally cast anchor. Now Mombasa is noted
for having no politics.  This makes it difficult to
conduct a newspaper. However, two newspapers are
published, and daily telegraphic despatches are printed
and have more or less of a circulation. One of the
editors has accumulated considerable farne by writing
a small pamphlet of a hundred and thirteen pages,
with green covers, on The Rise of a Rat, and stréange to
say, the picture just above the title name is that of a
zebra, three cocoanut trees and five birds. It is also
announced that all rights are reserved. This may be
taken as a fair sample of the literary ability of a
certain school of writers living on the Isle of War. It
teils of the rise and fall of one, Mr. Artful Muskrat,
an immoral, unrighteous, vigorous and temporarily
successful member of a club called * The Rats,” who,
by various schemes and trickeries finally became an
official through the influence of the Rat Fratemity.
It is a scathing and useful arraignment of bad officialdom
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in the East as it existed some years back. The
story closes in the reign of a very honourable commis-
sioner, Mr. Act Straight, who came out from England
and gave Artful Humbug Muskrat his dues.

Directly the innocent visitor arrivés at the water
end of the slimy stone stairs leading to the white
custom-house, he is convinced of the truthfulness of
at least the Mombasa end of the famous Swahili sen-
tence: ““At Mombasa, things must be sought with
difficulty, whereas at Zanzibar all things are ready.”
Not only is it difficult to locate many things, but after
making a few purchases, it is difficult to locate the
remaining cash. Future travellers are wamed to
make some of their purchases in other lands. The
recent progress commercially and otherwise, about
which foreigners here are always glad to speak, has
been remarkable, while the contrast between the
present condition of the coral island and that of fifty
years ago is phenomenal.  The live population of the
island is variously estimated at from twenty to thirty
thousand, about three-fourths of whom live in the
metropolis, which, by a curious man-power trolley, is
divided into two parts. The one is an Oriental town,
partly of some antiquity, and the other the niodern
European quarter, where is located the Government
House of British East Africa surrounded by a row of
pillars and flying the Union Jack, the old whitewashed
Portuguese fort with its thrilling stories of siege, adven-
ture and heroism, and the three-storied house of the
Arab Governor of the city. This part of the place,
which suggests the enlightening power of eighteen
centuries of Christianity, lies south of the narrow iron
rails, while to the northward there is a lengthy sugges-
tion of many centuries of steamy stagnation, due
largely to the dense darkness which has pervaded the
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minds and morals of the people as a result of a false
but convenient religion. In this latter quarter, the
land lies low and hot and is covered with a network of
narrow alleys; on the other side of the track are
luxuriant gardens, wide streets, and pjeasant walks.
Both sections suffer from indifferent water and no
drains ; these defects, which threaten the health of
the citizens, are about to be remedied.

Despite the missions, the town is still chiefly
Mohammedan. There are Banyans, there are Parsees
and a certain number of heathen. But it is very easy
for a heathen to slip into Mohammedanism, inasmuch
as he finds himself here a stranger and the man who
takes him in is a Mohammedan and he is fed a little
and perhaps given a few clothes or a loin cloth, and
taught about the book a little. He may be taken
down to the sea and bathed and his finger-nails cut,
and, presto ! he is a Mohammedan, though he does
not know how to read the book or anything ! According
to Mohammedan law, he can have four wives at a
time and as many concubines as he wants.  Nor,
though he marries in haste, need he repent at leisure.
Divorce is very easy ; he only has to go before the
Cadi and complain of his wife, and he can get a divorce
from her and marry another. Although the natives
here are very bigoted Mohammedans, they go in for
wearing charms, believe in evil spirits, and convene
devil dances similar to the pure heathen themselves.
The greater part of the town is heathen, inoculated
with Mohammedanism, but this slight attack makes
them almost immune from the more serious religion of
the Christian missionary.

Opposite the island is Freretown. Here an institu-
tion was established originally for the purpose of
receiving and educating rescued slaves and their
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children. It was at Freretown that I first landed in
Central Africa. Word had reached me that the Bishop
of Mombasa would that aftemoon lay the corner-
stone of St. Paul’s Divinity School, for which he had
collected seventeen hundred pounds sterling. | was
rowed over by some natives, and on walking up from
the beach, came upon the manager of the new Indus-
trial Aids Mission, which is affiliated with the C.M.S.
He showed me picture frames made of imported teak
wood, rope made from the fibre of the cocoanut, and
bricks, all the handiwork of African children. The
Bishop laid the corner-stone, that is, in true white-man
fashion, he stood by and saw it done. It was dropped
into place by one of the missionaries with the words,
“ | declare this stone well and truly laid, in the name
of the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.” The Bishop
then addressed the gathering.

While the Bishop laid the stone right and true, some
Autolycus snapped up the unconsidered trifle of his
shawl and got off with it. His Lordship is constantly
reminded that the work of the missionaries is not yet
finished. Twice in one week was his residence entered
and things stolen. Just as in Fiji, the fifteen thousand
Indians commit more crimes than the whole native
race, and help to give the Fijians a bad reputation, so
the Indians here are noted for their enthusiasm and
ability in making appropriations, at which they could
give points to American Senators.

Having passed the custom-house, the courteous
Financial Secretary Bailey, of the Protestant Mission,
took me along Vasco da Gama Street, with a great
string of porters, each bearing a box or a bag on his
coal-black head, up to his residence, which has a
cheerful and suggestive location ; on the east side is
an old Arab graveyard, considerably out of repair ; in
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front the prison and law courts; to the west a new
hotel building, the front of which the day before feil
down and buried a half dozen men in the debris.
One is dead and the others seem likely to die.
Mombasa being a coral island, the stones used are a
coral formation and are rough, and if first-class mortar
is applied, they form into a solid piece of masonry.
But clay is cheaper than lime, and the mortar was
weak, and the people were buried alive. Total saving
not obvious.

The first night in Central Africa, after delightful
dining at Bishop’s Court, Bailey and myself tramped
through the narrow streets of the native city. | was
surprised to find how these people, at one time turbulent
and difficult to control, are now observing the most
perfect order. Among the singulér sights of Mombasa
are the old fort built by the early Portuguese, and the
statue of William Mackinnon, founder of the British
East Africa Company. The statue is of bronze, and
when it was unveiled, the natives could not understand
why a white man should be made into a black man,
and they expected that at night he would fall off
because he would be so sleepy. The idea of an image
of a living being was new to thein. It was probably
the first time they had ever seen one. This would lead
us to a discussion of the ancient religions of the natives,
likewise of their art, if a man knew either.

Here is the seat of the govemment of British East
Africa, which is, of course, ruled over by a British
commissioner. But the city is ruled by an Arab
governor, who told me that forty-odd years ago when
he came to the island, there were not above one
thousand huts all told, but that now, including resi-
dences of the foreigners, the stores, warehouses, law
courts, and in faet all buildings for human occupation,
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there are- probably over five thousand. In the early
days lions were killed where the little trolley line now
runs, and elephants wandered at leisure over the ground
just ripped up for the foundations of the new Protestant
cathedral and edible game was in abundance. And
yet for more than three hundred years this island, or
a part of it, had been occupied by Portuguese or other
foreigners. Indeed, I myself saw an inscription on a
slab above the gateway into the old fort dated sixteen
hundred and thirty-nine. When the Arab chieftain
came two score years ago, there was jungle where
there is a park ; then there was savagery, now there
is civilization.

Mombasa is metropolitan, and cosmopolitan too.
There are Arabs, Indians, many Africans from the
interior, Somalis, others from as far south as Zanzibar.
Their diets are varied, but they agree that hunger is
the best sauce. If this is the only one they have,
they at least have five religions in evidence with buil-
dings. First in numbers are the Mohammedans.
Mombasa is a Moslem city, and has been for more
than seven centuries. The religion, however, is
debased, the higher dass of Arabs having left the
island. Fourteen white mosques have been erected,
each with a curious projection above the roof running
up some twenty feet, tapering to the top, where are
three windows. The Arabs in this region, save only
for their garments, lack the picturesque. They have
almost no artistic sense, as these minarets, which have
no grace whatever, prove. The largest mosque was
built by Jivanji, who remarked on one occasion,
“When | was a straight man, God never blessed me,
but the moment | tumed crooked, God showered Mes-
sings on me.” They have not done much for East
Africa, and the civilization of the coast towns here-
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abouts is largely Arabic, the power of which depends
on slavery. When there are no slaves to be had or
when a greater power forbids the continuation of
slavery, the Arabs fail politically and commercially.
The Mohammedans do not work hard at their religion,
save only in the line of persecuting those who show
any inclination to leave the faith of Islam for that of
Christ.

From India have cote a few Parsees, who have a
small temple near the centre of the island ; while not
numerous, they are vigorous and intelligent. In
visiting the Church Missionary Society’s high-school,
| observed two Parsee boys, and upon inquiry found
that they are intellectually alert to an unusual degree.
This, however, does not diminish the Moslem hatred
of

That impious race,
Those Slaves of fire who, morn and even

Hail their Creator’s dwelling-place
Among the living lights of heaven.

The Parsees on Mombasa, not being allowed to have
Towers of Silence with their ghastly birds and bodies,
bury their dead.

There is an unfinished Hindu temple, also patronised
by a few immigrants from India. When this was
begun, the intention was to erect it from the proceeds
of a theatre which they established, with actors from
among their own number. All went well for a time,
and the building was brought to the present stage with
the money gathered in this way ; but unfortunately
for the success of the project, the people of the city
got tired of the theatre, and the Hindus wouldn’t go
on without funds, so the temple is still incomplete.
As in other parts of the world, the Hinduslhere burn
the dead bodies of their co-religionists. 1 did not
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learn that they are in any way aggressive, or trouble-
some because of their religion.

The Roman Catholics are represented by the
Brothers of the Society of the Holy Ghost and an
agency of the so-called White Fathers. It can hardly
be said that they are doing any missionary work
among the natives, but they have a few hundred
followers, chiefly Goanese, who are said to be remark-
ably honest, especially by opponents of missions.
These critics, indeed, while themselves of Protestant
extraction, offen send sharp shafts into Protestant
missions, but manage always to make kindly reference
to the work of the Romans and to minimize the faults
of their converts into microscopie infirmities. Priest
Schmidt says: “ There is nothing to be done for the
Swahilis as far as religion is concerned. They are
nominal Mohammedans, but not in reality. In the
second place they are all corrupt in their morals, and
there is no possible means of getting them out of this.
The principal question is marriage ; there are very
few who stay with the wife they marry first, and all
of them have others. The Bishop has bought a piece
of ground for a school, but | think that for religious
purposes it is useless to establish a school. If you
want to teach them reading and writing, it is all right,
but for our purpose it is no use.” | think there is no
guestion but that the Roman missionaries are a hard-
working band of men, faithful to the dictates of their
superiors, doing good educational work within the
limits of a narrow curriculum.

The Protestants have a little white church, with a
bell at one end and a cross at the preacher’s end. A
fine Saracenic cathedral is in the course of construction
adjoining the park of Mombasa. It will cost four
thousand pounds, and the money has all been raised
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by the capable, cultured and conscientious Anglican
Bishop of East Africa. This cathedral is to be a
memorial building erected to the memory of that
remarkable trio, Bishops Hannington and Parker and
Henry Wright. Bishop Peel seems to have the buil-
ding fever at the present time, and it is not a bad
complaint. If you should feed a cold but starve afever,
the best way to eure him would be to discontinue the
gold dollars, but you could not call this an heroic
remedy. The Church Missionary Society carry on a
vigorous evangelistic, educational and medical work
on the island. = Meetings are held both in the open
air and in the chapels, for natives and foreigners.
Schools are conducted, and the hospital treats about
six thousand patients a year.

Dr. Edwards, who, excepting Johnson, is far and
away the ablest physician on the island and is in charge
of the hospital, said when asked if the natives show
gratitude —*“ Talk about gratitude, man ! Why the
Africans are just like other people. 1 have worked
among them so mueh that | know it is so. Every
single African you can match with a European. |
have worked with them roughing it in the jungle.
They are jolly good fellows. Well, well, gratitude, my
dear fellow, where do you find it ?—go and work
among the slums of London.

“ Yes, they wear spectacles sometimes. | test them
by holding up a young blade of maize. When they
can distinguish the small blade from grass, they can
hoe without cutting down the corn. Even when a
man has been practically blind, he can go out and
cultivate after an operation. Gratitude ! | have had
a man who has been blind for years. | took his
cataract out and gave him his sight and told him to
pull the weeds out around my door, and he absolutely
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refused to do it. Philanthropists say if you give them
their sight they will listen to the Gospel. | have not
had one of those cases who have been absolutely blind
who have shown any interest.

“ If you want to write something about lepers, don’t
write the usual yarns. They are the jolliest chaps,
some of them, | have ever seen. We have a house
with five or six, and they are just about the jolliest
chaps we have. They lose a toe every year or so, but
it doesn't matter. Like the eels being skinned, they
get used to it.

“This is a very healthy place. We have not the
diseases you have in India, typhoid fever and cholera.
If you want to spin a yam about the plague, you can
say that the officials here have worked very hard and
have kept it out. We are just about ten days from
Bombay, which is the incubation period. If we were
five days from Bombay, we would have much more
chance of getting it.

“We treat about six thousand patients a year, and
quite half of them have what is called Nti. Nobody
has described it. If it goes into a vital organ the
patient dies. It often gets into the throat. 1 have
two patients now who have had tubes inserted in their
throats. Of course, they are at death’s door.” A
very earnest Christian work is carried on in connection
with this hospital, and the quaint Medicine Man is
certainly doing much to make way for the Gospel
among the natives and members of other races.

Frederick Burt, the great Hustler of Mombasa, is a
man of stupendous energy and, assisted by his capable
wife, carries on an aggressive and continuous evange-
listic work. Their efforts for the betterment of the
population are beyond all praise.

Many other interesting people and things remain for
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the observing traveller who visits Mombasa. Among
them is Mr. Man-of-Eyebrows, who helped to carry the
body of David Livingstone from Chitambo’s village to
the Indian Ocean. He is the last of that heroic band
of black men who made it possible for the dust of the
great explorer to rest under the dim arches of ancient
Westminster Abbey. He speaks in the highest terms
of Livingstone’s Christianity, and is an interesting
character.

Whatever adverse critics of Christian missions may
have to say, facts are pretty strong. Mohammedans
enslave, Christians feed. Mohammedans and heathens
stagnate, Christians aérate. “ Such work is always
open to criticism and is always above it.” On the
newspapers, every solitary employee is a Christian.
Every man who is not an inspired bigot, every man in
his right mind will endorse the statement of the brilliant
Commissioner of the Protectorate of East Africa, Sir
Charles Eliot, where, in an official communication to
the Marquess of Lansdowne, he says: ““I am happy to
be able to repeat and emphasize the tribute which I
paid to the missionary societies in the Protectorate
when | wrote my last report in 1901. Not only has
there been no friction between the Government and
these various bodies, but 1 gladly acknowledge the
advantages which we have reaped from their efforts
to spread civilization among the natives.”



CHAPTER Il

Up the Country

LEAVING MOMBASA FOR LAKE VICTORIA NYANZA—
A VISIT TO MAZERAS AND RABAI

Sukuni Iwa munyonge Iwavundzwa ni peho—
The fire-wood of the weak is broken by the wind.
—Rabai Proverb.—

OON'! Noon! High noon! Noon by the
Kimberley clock, noon by the Yambuya
clock, noon by the Athens clock; but thirteen

by the Mombasa clock when the passenger train should

leave the lonely island. | spent my last morning on
the sunny East Coast of Africa in the peaceful occupa-
tion of purchasing quick-firing rifles, three-nought-
three ammunition, and white registration papers.
The laws, game and other, are usually not perfect in
a new country. The savage lions of this Protectorate
are indirectly protected by law. While there is free
trade so far as Killing lions is concerned, yet a licence
is required to shoot the provender of the lions. How-
ever, it is a wise provision, that of restricting the sale
and use of firearms. | brought with me from Bombay
a bird rifle made by my friend Quackenbush ; and a
hammerless revolver, to which | now added two rifles
and two hunting knives. These, with fewer than
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eight hundred rounds of fresh ammunition, | proposed
should take me safely across the great continent of
Africa to Banana on the Western Sea.

I had said good-bye to my friends, Bishop Peel and
Messrs. Burt, Bailey and McGaskill, and on boarding
the train to begin the great African Trans-continental
joumey, | entered the private saloon of Sir Charles
Eliot, the best on the Uganda Railroad. His invitation
I was happy to accept. As on other occasions | found
my host exceedingly courteous and fill of useful
and accurate information. He pointed out the chief
features of the landscape of the island, enthusiastically
calling my attention to the glimpses of exquisite
marine views as Port Kilindini the Beautiful came
into the range of vision. In more suspicious moments
I have asked whether the Government wishes to
attract white settlers, sends out an enthusiastic
advertiser, pays him a commission on each recruit,
and therefore styles him Commissioner ? But no,
his words ring true, and facts match. Kilindini,
which means “ place of deep water,” is said to be
the finest land-locked and sheltered harbour on the
East coast of Africa, and is three miles in length by
a half-mile in width. The depth varies, according
to the Admiralty chart, from twenty-five to thirty
fathoms. 1 did not verify it.  As the train approached
the large steel cylinder screw-pile railway bridge
named after Lord Salisbury, | noticed that the north-
west section of the island is very sparsely inhabited.
Speculators, observe that this part will in future
become valuable | Remember what was lost by the
people who did not buy up the whole of Manhattan
island cheap, and to-day do not own the whole of
New York City. Go and do better.

Upon reaching the mainland the train ran through
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a rolling country resembling portions of New Guinea,
back of Kapakapa, except that the open forest there
is composed of eucalyptus trees, while here the native
African thorn prevails. The landscape suggested
a desirable grazing stretch, but more than the appear-
ance of grass and ground is required to settle a matter
of that sort. We had started ten minutes late, owing
to a mixing of the mail bags, but reached Changamwe
almost on time. This station is in the midst of a
riech fruit district. Here are forests of plantains
and mangoes, with a large supply of orange, lemon
and lime trees. The only Baldwins available, how-
ever, are not apples, but the excellent locomotives
that haul the trains. Six miles farther, over one of
the steepest grades on the line, from one hundred
and eighty feet above the tide to five hundred and
thirty, brought us to Mazeras, my halting-place for
the day. What a contrast from the days when
Joseph Thomson, only a score of years ago, laboriously
mapped out this country. To-day a train carries
you six hundred miles inland in fifty-four hours at
prices from twenty-five shillings to seven pounds ten,
crossing a ridge a mile and a half high and stopping
every few hours for set meals.

This was a most delightful beginning to the great
joumey. The rest of Africa does not abound in
saloons, English pattern or American ; the lions are
not imported, but native, and their social instinets
are even too highly developed.

Mazeras is named after the chief of the tribe in the
midst of whose territory it stands. Not above two
hundred yards from the station the village of Ganjoni,
i.,e., “On the Ruins,” is situated on a hill covered
with lovely trees. When | arrived the United Free
Methodist Mission school was holding a session in the
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church building, and a dass of thirty were singing
the English alphabet vigorously, even vociferously.
Later, | visited the school and saw half of the pupils
on their knees studying arithmetic. | had met with
this posture for Bible study, but had to come to Central
Africa to find it in use for mathematics. There
are six native teachers, two of them girls. The
whole school sang a selection for me which proved
them good singers, equipped with true Methodist
volume and enthusiasm. If eighty-five, which was
the attendance, can make such a volume of sound,
what would be the result if the house were fill?
Though they had studied the rule of three, they
could not answer this. Who can measure the lifting
power of music ? The iron roof has raised its brow
and is corrugated, besides having holes in it !

There are no strangers among the pupils so far as
the naked eye can see, not even any whites. They
all belong to the Wadurma tribe. This tribe totals
five thousand clansmen, and the local church numbers
ninety-six members, holds dass meetings and puts
all candidates on probation for nine months. A
striking fe.ature of the weekly worship is the roll-call
of the entire membership, when every person is
expected to step out to the front and deposit a financial
contribution. This plan has proved successful; for
during the last quarter three hundred and forty-nine
rupees were contributed.  There is not a pencil
used in the school but has been paid for by the pupil;
there are no beggars; the mission does not give
anything to anybody. Methodists are always good
at getting money out of other people ; this roll-call
levy turns out to be a plan imported by the missionary
from his native Wales. If ever | hear of a Welsh
Methodist Jew, | shall behave like the Levite, and
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pass by on the other side ! Chief Mazeras is a local
preacher ; a fine-looking man probably three score
years of age, who disposed of three-fourths of his
wives at conversion—not cannibalistically. It is the
plan of the missionary to consult with certain pro-
minent native Christians about any schemes to be
proposed. This proves that he believes in the local
proverb, “ Kidole kimoja hikivundu tawi—One finger
cannot Kill a louse  which being further interpreted
is understood to say that “Two heads are better
than one.”

On the hill Mgandini a school building is being
erected entirely at the expense of the immediate
population for the mission, and a day’s journey from
there, at the village of Mtsangatifu, i.e., * The Wood-
lands,” the people are asking the missionaries to send
them a teacher, offering to erect a building and support
the person sent.

In sad contrast to this uplifting influence of the
missionaries and the self-reliance of the natives, is
the blighting presence of the imported East Indians,
who are constantly met throughout British East
Africa. On a recent Sunday some of these people
stole the missionary’s medicine ehest. It contained
poison, and it is almost with regret we hear that
they brought it back the next Sunday. Soon after,
they went off with an iron safe which required sixteen
men to carry it back. These East Indian coolies
are being transported to many lands; Mauritius,
East Africa, South Africa, West Indies, Guiana, all
offer them new homes. Like the jiggers, they tend
to spread quickly. If there is anything in the doctrine
of environment, a heavy responsibility rests on the
people who change theirs. Results morally are not
encouraging.
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At Mazeras Station | was met by Master of Arts
Rogers, missionary to Rabai, who hastily summoned
porters. How delightfully English to have porters
at the station! We strung ourselves into a line and
filed away from the beautiful hill-top, past native
villages, over the M’'sapri Bridge, past the sub-col-
lector’s residence flying the British flag, and between
two long green rows of aloes to the Christian village
of Rabai. Some of the distant views were entrancingly
semi-tropical, having the picturesque cocoanut trees
scattered about in a way to delight the heart of a
Turner. Here and there natives were tapping the
cocoanut trees at the top to extract the juice from
which the intoxicant tembo is made. To do this
each man must first procure a licence from the Govern-
ment, for which he pays fifteen rupees. The natives
are a black, shiny crowd, and are probably becoming
more industrious now that the Government is taxing
them. Great is the philanthropy of a govemment !
I noticed two styles of huts, the Swahilis' having a
verandah covered by the roof projecting out over it,
while the Nyika group of tribes build huts in the
shape of a haystack, with the eaves touching the
ground and a solitary opening, a low door. Oranges,
mangoes, manioc, limes and papias are in abundance.
The Christian natives number some hundreds, and are
noticeably cleaner than the others. But all are good-
natured. | have frequently wondered at the power
of their smiles, which have sufficient vitality to struggle
through a thick layer of dirt and oil to the surface.
Here | heard a profusion of lion stories.

The East African and Uganda Diary for 1903, page
67, says—" The Church Missionary Society was
founded in 1799, a.d., for ‘ Africa and the East.” In
1844 Dr. Krapf, having lately been expelled from
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Abyssinia, established himself at Mombasa. In the
following year he was joined by the Rev. Jom Rebmann,
who opened the station at Rabai in 1846, and worked
on the coast for twenty-nine years. Their remarkable
journeys into the interior led to all the subsequent
geographical and missionary enterprise in East Africa.”
The mission here is manned by three Englishmen
and a native, running a dispensary and schools,
and doing good work. On Sunday | went to the
Swahili service in the native church. In the vestibule
is a picture representing the freeing of fourteen hun-
dred and twenty slaves in Rabai. The Government
purchased them and gave them their freedom. Pastor
Jones at Rabai is a freed man, and many in the audi-
ence are descended from slaves. The attendance at
this service was probably four hundred. The con-
gregation was a study in colour and fashions. A
few of the women were attired in European dress,
but most of them wore white saris decorated with
red spots. Most of the men were dressed in a con-
sumptive earth colour known only in the Eastern
Hemisphere. The red fez is very populdr, and is
usually worn about four sizes too large, which gives
the wearer a very comical appearance. At the close
of the service the men all waited in their seats until
the women and girls had passed.

Missionary Rogers was the officiating clergyman,
assisted by the native preacher Jones, who belonged
to Bishop Hannington’s last party. Mr. Rogers has
at odd times collected two hundred species of butterfly
within a radius of fifteen miles, and has sent repre-
sentatives of four species to the British Museum, of
which they formerly had no specimen. In his corru-
gated iron residence is a fine collection of butterflies.
Some of them have eye-spots. The Acraea are slow
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flying. They are protected from attack by being
too nasty to be eaten. Other butterflies, which have
a better flavour, copy the colour of the Acraea. This
is protective mimicry. A good many white travellers
find they can tum this principle inside out and profit
by it. The missionary comes first and wins the
confidence of the natives, then comes the drummer or
explorer, and is protected by his surface resemblance.
Rabai is infested by jiggers, as many as a hundred
having been removed from one person. The mission-
aries themselves avoid being troubled to any great
extent by remembering the Chinese proverb, “ Insects
do not bite busy men,” and also by sifting into their
footgear powder which incapacitates the jigger for
any fresh activities. If they would borrow that
bronze statue from Mombasa, and teach the jiggers
that bronze is impermeable by the most persevering
of African insects, they might be protected by their
mimicry of that object of art.

The Rabai-ites never tire of relating stories about
Mombasa ; it is their natural port, but for centuries
has been in the hands of foreigners. So even the
children when they play sing,

Set fire to Mombasa ;
Set fire to Mombasa.
And the recent history of the * Isle of War ” indicated
that somebody takes this child play seriously and
applies the match. Riddles are also in use on this
hill, which the Africans on the island frequently repeat.
The following two used in the Giryama tribe are most
frequently employed in Rabai—*"* What is it that
never rises from the ground ? ”  Answer: “ A well.”
“You cultivate a big patch and reap only a handful.”
Answer ;. “ It is the hair when it is being shaved.”
In Company with Mr. Missionary and a native |
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visited the spirit-house located at Rabai Mpia, i.e.,
“The New Fort.” It was here Dr. Krapf built his
shanty.  The hut itself is called the House of the
Spirits of the Departed. It can hardly be said that the
natives go to this hill-top for worship, though it is re-
garded as the house of their outworn god. Rather it
is a sort of sacred bank, where in peace they deposit
their war-drums, charms and medicine for safe keeping.
Only men take any interest in the matter; the enchan-
ted precincts are invested with awe for women and
children, and whatever is lodged there none dares to
touch, except the privileged quack doctor. Itis a pity
that want of faith compels the use of strong rooms
in civilized lands. A little lower down the hill
infants in former times were strangled and thrown
over.

Rabai is better off than many civilized lands ; it
has no priests.  If a man wants to sacrifice, he manages
for himself. The usual plan is to offer to the dead,
whom he imagines not only to exist, but to control
nature. And so it happens if a man’s field fails to
produce good crops, he takes a sheep or a goat or even
a fowl, goes down to the graves of the departed ones,
and there slaughters the creatures and after placing
cooked rice and toddy on the grave, says, “ | find that
my field does not produce anything. You are angry.
What is it you want ? There you are,” and pours
the toddy out at the head of the grave. When all is
done he says, “ 1 am going ; let there be peace, and
don’'t you be angry. Give me peace and give me
plenty, and you below and God above help me.”
The body of the people do not believe in these things,
but a few practise the heathen rites, following the
teachmg of their forefathers.

I am not able to give the temperature here because
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of a little incident that occurred. The secretary hung
the thermometer outside his window to take the
temperature in the sun, and a small boy came along
with a stick and, in testing the quality of the glass,
smashed the tube. Our temperature rose, and we
rather thought of giving the said urchin a warming, but
he anticipated us and got a hiding.

Rabai is a perfectly peaceful place, and | was loth
to depart. From Rabai to Mazeras | rode on a short
donkey with very short legs and very long ears. It
was difficult to say whether | was walking or riding,
and it never occurred to me to turn the donkey upside
down. | boarded the train for Voi. Beyond Mazeras
the country resembles portions of the Southern States
of North America. There are the Africans, the huts
showing over the tops of the Indian coT, and the
rolling country. Interesting features of the landscape
are the ant-hills, which resemble the watch-towers
along tne border of Wales near Llanfyllin. Though
there is poisonous grass near Mazeras, it is confined
to the Mazeras knoU, where sixty oxen died when the
railway was building. Cattle thrive on the other
side of the Rabai bridge and above and below Mazeras ;
while donkeys, mules and goats prosper on the poison-
ous food ! Around mile 33 ebony and mimosa grow
in abundance. The mimosa is also known as the kicker
tree ; it bears thorns and black pods, is very hard,
and is used for native ploughs and rollers to crush
sugar-cane. | noticed a soft wood with red bark,
but throughout all this region there grows no real
rosewood.

At four-thirty in the afternoon the train entered
the uninhabited Taru Desert, on the edge of which
dweil the Wariangulo, a small tribe of hunters. When
the chase fails to yield them a supply of meat, they

D
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request the surrounding tribes to furnish goats or
meat of some sort, and give their word of honour to
pay for it with an elephant’s tusk. It is said that
they are never refused meat when it is obtainable,
nor do they ever fail to keep their word. If they
have escaped the contaminating influence of Mombasa,
it is to be hoped the whites will not spoil this fine
trait.

We arrived at Mackinnon Road on time. Here
one of the few attempts at artesian boring was made.
But the man doing the work had a birthday, and not
increasing his wisdom with his years, got drunk and
smashed the machinery. From Mackinnon Road
I mounted the American engine which is drawing our
train, consisting of a big tank, four freight cars and
six passenger. Engine-driver Pinto, who speaks four
languages, teils me that the average speed from
Mombasa to Mackinnon Road is twelve miles per hour.
He says the engine consumes, up and down Mombasa
to Nairobi, only six tons of wood for six hundred and
fifty miles. This is as cheap as it is possible to run a
train of similar size. The driver never tires of telling
that it was his engine which brought Mr. Chamberlain
up; that the whole train was white, including the
carriages for the servants; and that a seat was
arranged on the cow-catcher for the distinguished
visitors. It has often been suggested that the best
form of insuring safety is to put a director in front
of each train, but Africa seems to be practical where
Europeans are only theoretical. This is a lonely road,
running through twenty odd miles of scrub forest,
the thom trees and others intertwined with vines
making an interminable mass. The track is laid
down dead straight, and the view from the engine
shows the up-grade, and when reaching the top of
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the ridge, a slight depression in the landscape, and
then another ascent, and so on. At one point I could
see plainly three narrow plateaux one above the other,
suggesting huge steps in the ascent from the sea to
the mountains. Pope might have been inspired by
this prospect when he sang
“Th' increasing prospect tires our wandering eyes,
Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps o’er Alps arise.

Strange to say, | saw no animals of any kind, nor any
villages or hamiets or clusters of huts along the line.
Mr. Chamberlain had a similar experience, not seeing
a lion all day. But immediately he entered
his carriage to dress for dinner three lions appeared !
I mentioned to the driver the absence of animals,
and he gave this peculiar reply .—*“ In the morning,
sir, is the time to see them. You see the grass is
wet, and they come out of the thicket and out of the
wet grass on to the line to dry themselves.” My
imagination showed me a vision of this road in the
early morning, animals sitting, lying down, stretched
at full length, for miles along the track, basking in
the rising sun and drying their wet coats. What a
scramble there must be when the engine toots and the
iron monster bears down on this assortment of the
animal creation! N.B.—Mr. Chamberlain travelled
by day !



CHAPTER IV

In the Dabida Mountains

A MIDNIGHT TRAMP THROUGH THE PASTURE OF
THE LIONS—MISSIONS AMONG THE MOUNTAINEERS

Mundu wabonya waka wengi udaja wasi—
A man who takes many wives eats trouble
Wataita Saying.

HE shades of night were falling fast when |
reached fever-stricken Voi and was met at
the rail station by Maynard the Marksman,

Missionary to the Mountaineers ; he greeted me

the cheerful and quieting news that on his way down
he had come upon the fresh tracks of a huge lion.
We decided, however, to take the night tramp to his
highland home, Mbale, in the Dabida mountain range.
After an eventful evening meal in the Rest House at
Voi, we three, the Missionary, the Traveller and the
Secretary, marched abreast with loaded rifles, expect-
ing at any moment to be confronted by the king of the
forest. Our thirty muscular porters kept close to
our heels, preferring our Company to his. During
the two and a quarter hours’ tramp to the River Voi,
the mountaineer entertained us with lion, leopard
and lema stories. For five Statute miles the road
was wide and good ; it was a Government road laid

with
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out with fine disregard of villages, which are off the
track. The next five miles were also good, and had
been cut by the Missionary and his mountaineers
over limestone ridges and red levels to the black fiats
of the Voi. Along the way we passed down into
a small, thom-lined ravine where a hungry hyena had
seized a man by the foot while he was asleep and
dragged him down the hill. His comrades bolted,
but his wife screamed such a terrific scream that it
almost paralyzed the hyena with fright, and he ske-
daddled. ““It is not good that man should be alone.”
Then we proceeded between stabbing aloes, their thin,
ghostly fingers pointing upward, keeping our cordite
rifles in order for prompt business. Presently the
place was reached where the monster lion this same
day, in a fierce fight with an antelope, had made deep
marks in the ground. From that point we walked in
the lion’s track, thinking he might appear at any
time. | took a sight with my rifle, and finding it
impossible to rightly sight in the semi-gloom of moon-
light, became most thoroughly occupied in the surround-
ing scenery. It is the first time | went on a lion’s
track, and | was glad he was not on mine. Frequently
wild animals started up and decamped. We were
not long in reaching the place where the Missionary
had shot a huge brute. Along the path were many
nooks where Mr. Lion might conveniently take us in.
We kept a weather eye open, to speak nautically, or
a sharp eye, as the “ boy ” says, and on approaching
the river our guide pointed out the place where he
had come upon a leopard. We heard the grunt of
leopards or something else moving in the near-by
thicket.

Upon reaching the bank of the Voi, after two and
a half of the liveliest hours this penman has passed,
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the camp-fire on the opposite side came into view.
Directly our caravan gave a shout, men from the
opposite side waded across, and three ebony fellows
transported me in a very original fashion; to wit—
my legs were placed on the two shoulders of one chap,
my arms on the shoulders of the other two savages,
and thus | forded the Voi dryshod. | was landed in
great shape, in faet, in a variety of shapes, on the
other side, where, lo and behold, I came upon two
chairs and a table and some dishes and a promise of
coffee, and a great deal of good-nature and kindness.
The trees seemed to be full of lemas. These are
night animals which even while | wrote up my diary
were interchanging their day’s news. One little
bunch of fur seemed to be laughing, thought it a
great joke, this of these white-skins at midnight at
the ford of the Voi. Another little fellow seemed to
be talking through his nose and saying, “ What is it,
what is it ? 7 Troops of monkeys and apes encamped
along the limbs of the mgungo and other thorn trees.
After one hour’s rest on the south bank of the Voi, we
gave the signal to start our journeyfrom the First tothe
Second Ford of the Voi. The men said their potatoes
were not out yet, so they stirred up the embers and
rolled roasted yams out of the fire, ready to eat. But
we did not wait, and with a faithful little band, off
into the dense jungle darkness we hastened. From
the ford of the Voi our course lay nearly due west to
Mwawingwa’s village, along a winding path which
constantly twisted between thorn bushes frequent
and sharp. We were no sooner away from the river
than roots were encountered. They were regulér
trippers along this route. In several places it was
necessary for us to stoop to avoid damaging the thorn
boughs above us. This road was emphatically
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serpentine, if not serpentiferous. Out of the thick
foliage animals dodged to the right and left. My
time was engaged in dodging the rubber vines. Be-
tween the Voi and Mwawingwa’s village were a few
bleached human skulls lying about, relics of the late
famine. During that dreadful time people were dying
and rotting in their houses. At Mwanga’s village it
was customary to bury the dead bodies. The skulls
we saw belonged to people who had crept off to die
and had been consumed by striped hyenas either
before or after death. These miserable beasts, which
are protected by the game laws of the Protectorate,
frequently assisted in shaking off the mortal coil.
Leopards are very troublesome in this district. Not
long ago they became so bold as to break into the
houses of the natives and take out goats.

Having crossed the Voi, and coming into the foot-
hills, you begin to meet the villagers. These people
became mountaineers originally from fear of the
Masai, of whom the Wataita have a proverb, * The
lion and the Masai are one  but now they are spread-
ing out into the plain again. It was in this very
locality the lion was shot that killed the Anglo-Indian
O’Hara. He was a man in the employ of the Pro-
tectorate, building bridges between Voi and Tavita.
While camped at the Voi river one warm night, he
was sleeping with the door of his tent open, and the
lion just walked in and seized him. Mrs. O’Hara
heard the noise and awoke in time to see the pillow
fall off the bed. She saw that something was the
matter, and raised the alarm. Men rushed to the
scene, fired their rifles, and scared off the brute. The
body was picked up quite dead fifty yards away.
After having made several raids on the cattle, the lion
was shot near this village.
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At Mwawingwa’s village we bore away a few points
to the north. Our narrow track tumed and twisted
among the gardens of the Men-of-the-Hills. Sheridan
could truly have said that its “ course was an eternal
deviation from rectitude.” The last rains had been a
failure, and as a result there was nothing growing
except some poor serub corn. But these people are
better off than those higher up, because they possess
more cattle and goats.

From the Second to the Third Ford of the Voi our
course lay a few more points to the north. We came
upon Lundi’s village about midway between the two
fords. This village was in a state of siege a while
ago on account of a dispute over the ownership of a
woman. A female from Lundi’s tribe had been married
many years to a man of another clan, but finally de-
veloped cancer. So her husband returned her into
stock, and demanded back the cattle he had paid for
her. These innocents do not seem to reckon the
wear and tear of a hardworking wife, and such a
demand is usual. Lundi, however, refused to give it,
but the other tribe were determined to have the
cattle back by hook or by crook ; and though Lundi
shut himself up and watched well for these people,
as a matter of faet they finally succeeded.

As my midnight marchers were approaching the
third ford of the Voi, there was a movement in the
thicket. At first | thought it was a native, but it
proved to be a large native animal. The whole
appearance of things at this point was that of a lair
of wild beasts. With the assistance of three natives
I crossed the narrow ford, and bearing off to the
northward, passed through a chain of gardens to the
foot of the mountains.

The ascent of the main range began at two-thirty
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AM. The moon soon disappeared. We were follow-
ing the main feeder of the Voi all the way, and as we
travelled we heard constantly the rushing of the water.
I did not see much of the falls in the dark, except my
own, which I chiefly feit. Of course, we were con-
stantly on the alert for savage beasts. Near the
bottom is thick thorn bush, the haunt of leopards,
which follow the flocks about and often take their
piek in broad daylight. There were slippery places,
outcroppings of the rock. The strata have a pitch
of about fifty degrees. This is speaking geologically.
Physiologically they gave me a pitch of two feet.
Maynard the Mountaineer was ahead, and by a re-
markable intuition noticeable among mountaineers
of a highly developed nervous system, managed to
select the road. As for myself, | asked no questions
except, ““Are there leopards about?” to which he
coolly replied, ““Just the place for them, but remember
there is a bed further on.” Presently we turned
into the bed of a stream, and walked along a very
dangerous and narrow passage with the thundering
of water in the dense darkness beneath. It was a
grave question where a body would go to should
his sole slip.

The darkness became denser and the ascent more
dangerous. Up through fields of mummy pea and
among the broad leaves of the plantain we scrambled
and clambered, and finally struck into a good path for
the last hundred feet, and arrived at Mbale some
thousands of feet above the tide. Just before reaching
the top we met with another evidence of the idleness
of Maynard in a winding rock stair laboriously hewn
out of the precipitous side of the mountain. At
Mbale lives the biggest chieftain in the mountains.
Here also dwells the Missionary to the Mountaineers
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in a palatial structure which, on investigation, proves
to have been originally a tent; so it is yet, though
over and about it a grass hut has been constructed.
Here dweil, beside the Missionary, one large cat and
two small ones of Persian descent. All have mighty
big tails. Pedigree uncertain but believed to be
royal. Two cousins of theirs, lions, recently shed
their coats by request of the missionary.

At four-fifteen a.m. | entered a flapping tent, and
in a few minutes Maynard brought a bottle (!) and
three glasses. Limejuice is very good at four-fifteen
am. after a twenty-mile tramp among skulls, wild
beasts, thorns, pernicious roads, and accompanied
by a vigorous imagination. “ The path to bliss
abounds with many a snare,” as Cowper remarked
with less provocation. | turned in at four-thirty
without having turned out of anything. | took my
cap off especially to Maynard, and went to bed very
thankful that | was not in pieces. Here endeth
the modest account of the great midnight journey
through the lion-infected lowlands and the leopard-
infected highlands to the missionary-infected summit.

While falling asleep | meditated as follows—
Large quantites of Limberger cheese, ancient but
agile, should be purchased by the Protectorate Govern-
ment, the money being raised by a tax on dudes who
come out here with one eye-glass and two guns to
shoot tigers*; and that the above-mentioned cheese
should be placed in a double row one on each side of
the track, one hundred feet therefrom, measurement
to be from the middle, so that the traveller should
not be disturbed by rats, cats, lions, leopards and
other small fry jumping out of the path into the

* There are no tigers in Africa.’
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adjoining thicket, thereby necessitating more iron
in the biood, or more lead into their bodies.

The Great Chief of Mbale, Master of the Mountains,
came up to call on me, and his salutation was “ Are
you awake ? 7 to which | subjoined, “ How old are
you ?”” ‘I don’t know ; perhaps | am ten, perhaps
I am five.” The chief of the mountaineers has three
ear-rings, two on the port side and one on the star-
board ; his teeth are filed and he has slant eyes. He
also has five wives, not being a Mohammedan. |
made an appointment with him to photograph him
and his wives. When | went to his hut, four had gone
away and only his youngest and prettiest and fattest
remained. “How is this? ” | said. The mischievous
old chap smiled and replied, “ Last night in yonder
village there was a death, and they have gone to
mourn. Yesterday the husband died and they dug
his grave by the door and buried him, and placed a
stone above his head to locate it. There will be
mouming for six days, on the seventh day they will
drink beer, at the end of the moon the mourning will
cease. When twelve moons have waxed and waned,
with sharp sticks the earth will be thrown aside,
and the skull will be given to boys, who will carry
it ofi and place it in a small rock cavern in some lonely
spot in a mountain fastness. The old folks will not
do it, as they reckon they are nearer the grave than
the lads, and wish to avoid thinking of death.” “ Have
you been many years the great chief?”’l said. ““How
do I know how many rains ? It is many.” A year is
two rains.

He has a little three-legged stool strapped fast to
himself Swiss fashion; on this he sits. We began
our interview in front of Maynard’s shanty, but the
chilly wind brought a shiver, so we shifted to the
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leeside. He *told a wonderful story how that near
here in the direction of Rami a lion stole a cow, and
everybody turned out to hunt it in the scrub. It
was finally shot by being killed with arrows. When
the arrows had been put in, one man rushed up and
got the lion by the tail, and from that time he was
called * Mwishimba,” i.e., the Man-who-got-a-lion.
The chief says that it was a big male lion, and took
ten men to roll it over. The heart was taken out and
used as medicine. It was cut up into small pieces
and roasted, and worn on the right arm by a string
put through it. There is a superstition that this will
make a man clever in war-time, so that his arm will
kill just as the lion kills a man. | asked him, with
a recollection of our ideas as to white and chicken
livers, if the liver would do as well, but he said, “ O,
the liver is no good at all, only the heart.” “ What
effect would it have on me to take some lion’s heart?”
I asked. “ It would make you a good shot, so that
anything you hit you would kill.” As he told me
that would be the effect if | placed it on my arm, |
asked him what the result would be if | placed it on
the leg. He laughed and said that it was no good on
the leg, it must be on the right arm or on the forehead.
“ Then when you fight, your enemies will run. This
is true ; there is no gammon about this.” And he
laughed. “ The tongue is medicine, too; it makes
you so that when you shout you make such a noise
that your enemies will run at once.” 1 asked him
what effect it would have to wear four tongues, but he
declared ““It doesn’t matter, one is sufficient.” ““Well,
but, Chief Mgalu, suppose my enemy has a lion heart
and tongue also?” *“In that case,” said the ex-savage,
“you would fight and he would kill you, and you
would kill him, and that would end the war.” “ Are
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HUT AT KAYA, EAST AFRICA; MR. GEIL AND HEADMAN MAGAFWA, DABIDA MOUNTAINS.
The Author is firing his rifle to assenible the clansmen for Maynard.
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you married?” | asked. He laughed at the idea—
“Do you think I am a bachelor ?” ““Well, when were
you married last?” “Within twelve moons.” *“How
many wives do you think | ought to have?” | said to
the old heathen. He laughed heartily, saying, “ As
many as you can get. We of Dabida marry a lot of
wives. Some of us have ten. This is our custom.
If you care about ten, marry them,” and he roared
with laughter. *“ Dabida people are never satisfied
with the number of their wives.” He wears a string
about his neck with two bits of sheep’s bone. This
is so that he will not get pains in his neck. | noticed
a little tuft of hair on his head. This he explained
according to their custom, which is to shave the head
when anybody dies, but they leave a little tuft on top
of the head so as not to be killed by headache. The
black sides of the old chap shook with laughter when
he explained this, and with his left hand he felt around
to see if the tuft was still there. *“What effect would
it have on you, Chief, if you had left two tufts of hair?”
He laughed again, and said it would be just the same.
As | arose to hasten off and take some photographs,
he very courteously shook hands and said, “ Good-bye,
go in peace, and | will return in like manner; go in
peace and | will meet you again.” He is a good sort
of heathen, this Master of the Mountaineers. He gave
a large hill-top to the Protestant missionaries, and
insists that his tribesmen shall follow their teachings.
The missionary and myself left Mbale at ten-thirty
Thursday morning on our Joumey to Kaya. We
zig-zagged up and down and suddenly turned off and
made a sharp ascent to a cave, where women were
engaged in making pots out of lead-coloured clay.
As we continued along a rough road we came upon
some mountaineers irrigating with troughs made of
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the peel of the banana stem. They have been known
to conduct water in this manner for over a mile. |
saw some stonemasons at work. One of them got a
partiele of stone in his eye and went to another, who
pushed the eyelids apart and blew with all his might
into the eye. This was efficiént and satisfactory.

After two hours' tramp through beautiful scenery,
by a monster detached rock where we had a distant
view of the gateway of the Voi, by small villages of
brown huts situated at strategie points, we reached
the village of Kaya, and made extensive inquiries
concerning the whereabouts of a huge lion which
had been seen drinking water near by. The beast
had not been observed for over a week, so we failed
to make that hit. After the evening meal the big
chief came over to the hut, and the missionary con-
ducted family worship. There were twelve present,
including the four wives of the chieftain. At the
close of the service Maynard gave the big chief some
medicine, for which he said, “ Thank you.” Originally
there was no word in the language expressing appre-
ciation and gratitude.

That same night Maynard and myself, with a few
trusty savages, went over to Kikoro. This village
has a Christian headman by the name of Castor-Oil. He
has built a skeleton creation with open sides and a
grass roof. This he put up that he might have a
place to be alone to read and meditate. In one
comer is a heap of rough stones, on it a slab of wood,
behind which | observed a kerosene tin containing
books and three slates. On the opposite side of the
room four “Y’s” have been set up in the ground
and ebony strips placed across, and the skins of
several wild animals placed on them to form a bed.
Here Castor-Oil sleeps at night. Under the bed is
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another tin containing some more books. Thus his
meagre library is protected from the white ants.
Before his conversion to Christianity he had two
wives, one of whom he gave up. This means much
to a mountaineer, for by his wives his fields are culti-
vated and the drudgery of life done for him. He also
gave up his ear-rings, the tuft of hair on the head and
beer. He owns a cow and a calf, and in the midst
of his hut swings a curious lantem made by knocking
off the bottom of a bottle. This is tied to a board
with a thong of grass and passed around the bottle
to keep it from falling over, and the whole swung
from a rafter. He cultivates a little patch and aside
from his hut, has no belongings except two skin
blankets and two pieces of clean cloth. By stupendous
efforts on his own part and incidentally some help
from the missionary, this poor, lone mountaineer has
learned to read. As | contemplated the man with his
sad face and simple surroundings, making an effort to
rise in life, 1 was filled with unspeakable sadness.
Here is evidently an honest man making an honest
effort against colossal odds to improve himself and
benefit his fellows, and in a very considerable degree
he succeeds. Oftentimes in the evenings Castor-Oil
calls the people together and slowly reads to them
and offers prayer. He does it himself; he is not
employed by the mission and for it he receives no
pay or advantage whatsoever. | looked in on a
meeting of this sort. There were seventeen present,
not including the babies strapped on the backs of
their mothers. These dark figures, undressed in
brown, in this hut built by the Christian headman,
kneeling on the earthen floor, formed a very pathetic
scene, one not soon to be forgotten. The tears came
to my eyes as | beheld them, and thought “ of the
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unlidded eye of God.” They were striving slowly
to climb upward. Where could they receive even
so much assistance except from those who believe
in the Gospel ?

I had heard it said that this missionary to the
mountaineers is in the habit of going out to a mountain
village and firing his rifle. At once a crowd would
gather, and he would preach to them. I asked him
to let me try it at Kaya. | fired a rifle shot; | aimed
at a cactus tree and missed it, but hit the point. On
the whole it was well that lion kept out of the way
the other night. At this signal the savages assembled
from various villages and sat about in front of the hut
where Maynard was staying, incidentally removing
jiggers from their feet; and behold the marvel !
One hundred and seventy-five took part in the service !
Many of the women had babies strapped on their
backs, and the amount of hardware wom on their
legs, arms, and ears was truly amazing. That same
day at Chawia, | fired my rifle, and in fifteen minutes
savages began to gather, and in half an hour nearly
a hundred warriors were present to listen to the
Gospel.  On the way up young men and young women,
nearly naked, were having an immoral dance; but
when the missionary appeared they disappeared into
the banana plantations and thicket, and not a soul
was left. This incident is a striking illustration of
the influence the missionary exerts in the community,
even among those who are not Christians. After
the service, enlivened by a man taking snufi, we
tramped back to Kaya, where | slept in a grass huit.

The first night 1 was “ awfully ” cold. The tempera-
ture was around forty-five, but | had been in the
tropics a long time and my blood was thin. In the
middle of the night 1 tumed out and wrapped my
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focussing cloth around me, tied myself up in a towel,
put on all my clothes, covered up with a rubber
blanket, heaped on my red and orange tent for changing
negatives, placed a lighted lantern under Ty feet to
keep them warm, and finally wrapped about twenty
fathoms of trade cloth that happened to be in the hut,
around me. My appearance seemed to scare off the
cold, and after considerable effort 1 managed to get
into reasonably comfortable circumstances. In the
morning when disentangling myself | was thankful
the hut didn’t catch fire during the night !

But where was the missionary sleeping ? As is his
custom, with a loaded rifle at his side in a little grass
shanty with no door, on a grass bed. In the morning
he bathes in the mountain brook ; and who would
use a wash-basin with the clear water of the highlands
flowing over smooth rocks ? When no soap is near,
he uses the native soap, fine river sand. Once right
here at Kaya he could not hold the service because
a huge lioness was near by, the natives told him. He
went out and shot the beast, having the thicket fired
on three sides to fetch it out, and then gathering the
mountaineers together preached the Gospel to them.
The testimony | am able to give as an eye-witness
is that missionary work in this lofty district is a
monumental success and worthy of liberal support.

Saturday morning, after a good breakfast, we left
Kaya for Mbale. For an hour our men had been
roasting sweet potatoes at a fire near the hut. On
these roasted plantains they made a hearty meal.
It is winter in these mountains, and the highlanders,
because of the chilly air, are not seen out of their huts
until after the sun is up. When departing from
Kaya, the old chief came with his big spear and accom-
panied us as a matter of courtesy. Just as he was
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saying good-bye' he asked for a rat-trap, declaring
that the rats are killing him. The rodents in this
region are very audacious ; they come at night when
the natives are asleep and eat the hard part off their
feet until the blood comes. Probably it was a tribe
of them that investigated Bishop Hatto in his tower
on the Rhine. One Sunday Maynard was conducting
service in a mountain village where a plague of rats
was on. One man brought a hundred and fifty to
the meeting, which had all been killed in and about
one hut. He threw them down in front of the mis-
sionary one at a time saying, “ Rats, rats, rats, rats,
rats, rats, rats; Master, pray that the Almighty
will stop the rats ! ” Other animals are just as enter-
prising. Dinner to-day lacked the proper amount
of oily substance because the dog ate all the fat that
had been brought along for cooking purposes.

The view from Chawai is one of the finest to be
had from the lofty summits of this range. Away
to the north-east Mbololo peak cuts the sky at over
six thousand feet above the Indian Ocean. North-
ward is lale, the loftiest summit in the range, seven
thousand feet above the tide. Eastward is Sagalla;
and to the south Kasegao. The view across the
Taita Plains bounded on the east by Sagalla and
filled with Baobab, sycamore, Mbambara, Mhaguba,
Mzaule, Mkombeleka, Gunjahiks, Mao, Mbutse, Mhag-
ari and Tamarind is most entrancing ;