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HEN I reached Neri, after com-
W ing down from killing my first
elephant on Kenia, I was kept

waiting two or three days before I could
gather enough Kikuyu porters. As I could

not speak a word of their language 1 got
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a couple of young Scotch settlers, very good
fellows, to take charge of the safari out to
where I intended to hunt. There was a
party of the King's African Rifles camped
at Neri; the powerful-looking enlisted men
were from the south, chiefly from one of
the northernmost tribes of Zulu blood, and
their two officers were of the best Kipling-
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An uryx boll — Page zo.
Frem i plistigraph by Thembore Kousgvele.

soldier type. Then there was another sa-
fari, that of Messrs. Kearton and Clark
who were taking somc really extraordi-
nary photographs of birds and game. Fi-
nally, Governor and Mrs. Jackson arrived
from a trip they had been making round
Kenia; and I was much pleased to be able
to tell the Governor, who had helped me
in every way, about my bull elephant, and
to discuss with him some of the birds we
had seen and the mammals we had trapped.
A great ingowa, a war-cance of the na-
tives, was held in his honor, and the sight
was, as alwayvs, one of interest and of a
certain fascination.  There was an Indian
trader at Neri from whom we had obtained
donkeys to carry to our clephant camp
“posho," or food for the porters.  He an-
nounced that they were all in readiness in a
letter to Cuninghame, which was meant to
be entirely respectiul, hut which sounded
odd, as it was couched in characteristic
Babeo English.  The opening lines ran:
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“Dear K-ham, the donkeys
are altogether deadly.”

At last fifty Kikuyus as
sembled—theyv are mot able
to carry the loads of regu-
lar Swahili porters—and |
started that moment, though
it was too late in the after-
noon to travel more than
three or four miles. The
Kikuyus were real savages,
naked save for a dingy
blanket, usually carried
round the neck. They
formed a picturesque safari;
but it was difficult to make
the grasshopper-like creat-
ures take even as much
thought for the future as the
ordinary happy-go-lucky
porters take. At night if it
rained they cowered under
the bushes in drenched and
shivering discomfort; and

yet they had to be driven to
make h shelters for
themselves. Once these

shelters were up, and a little
fire kindled at the entrance
of each, the moping, spirit-
less wretches would speedily
become transformed into be-
ings who had lost all remem-
brance of ever having been wet or cold.
After their posho had been distributed and
eaten they would sit, huddled and cheerful,
in their shelters, and sing steadily for a
couple of hours. Their songs were much
wilder than those of the regular porters, and
were often warlike. Occasionally, some
“shanty man,” as he would be called on
shipboard, improvised or repeated a kind of
story in short sentences or strophes; but the
main feature of cach song was the endless
repetition of some refrain, musically chant-
cil in chorus by the whole party. This repe-
tition of a short sentence or refrain is a
characteristic of many kinds of savage mu-
sicy I have seen the Pawnees grow almost
maddened by their triumph song, or victory
song, which consisted of nothing whatever
bt the fierce, barking, wolf-like repetition
of the words, “In the morning the wolves
feasted.”

Chur first afternoon’s march was unevent-
ful: but I was amused at one of our porters
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and the ‘“‘safari” ants. These
safari ants are so called by
the natives because they go
on foraging expeditions in
immense numbers. The big-
headed warriors are able to
inflict a really painful bite.
In open spaces, as where
crossing a path, the column
makes a little sunken way
through which it streams un-
interruptedly. Whenever we
came to such a safari ant col-
umn, in its sunken way, cross-
ing our path, the porter in
question laid two twigs on
the ground as a peace-offer-
ing totheants. He said that
they were on safari, just as
we were, and that it was
wise to propitiate them.

That evening we camped
in a glade in the forest. At
nightfall dozens of the big
black-and-white hornbill,
croaking harshly, flew over-
head, their bills giving themn
a curiously top-heavy look.
They roosted in the trees
near by.

Next day we came out on
the plains, where there was
no cultivation, and instead
of the straggling thatch and wattle, un-
fenced villages of the soil-tilling Kikuyus,
we found ourselves again among the purely
pastoral Masai, whose temporary villages
are arranged in a ring or oval, the cattle
being each night herded in the middle,
and the mud-daubed, cow-dung-plastered
houses so placed that their backs form a
nearly continuous circular wall, the spaces
between being choked with thorn bushes. 1
killed a steinbuck, missed a tommy, and at
three hundred yards hit a Jackson’s harte-
beeste too far back, and failed in an effort to
ride it down.

The day after we were out on plains
untenanted by human beings, and early in
the afternoon struck water by which to
pitch our tents. There was not much
game, and it was shy; but I thought that I
could kill enough to keep the camp in meat,
so I sent back the two Scotchmen and their
Kikuyus, after having them build a thorn
boma, or fence, round the camp. One of

A good oryx cow,
From a photograph h)"nl:ulore Rooservelt.

the reasons why the Masai had driven their
herds and flocks off this plain was because
a couple of lions had turned man-eaters,
and had killed a number of men and wom-
en. We saw no sign of lions, and believed
they had followed the Masai; but there was
no use in taking needless chances.

The camp was beside a cold, rapid
stream, one of the head waters of the Guaso
Nyero. It was heavily fringed with thorn
timber. To the east the crags and snow-
fields of Kenia rose from the slow swell of
the mountain’s base. It should have been
the dry season, but there were continual
heavy rains, which often turned into torren-
tial downpours. In the overcast mornings
as I rode away from camp, it was as cool as
if I were riding through the fall weather at
home; at noon, if the sun came out, straight
overhead, the heat was blazing; and we
generally returned to camp at nightfall,
drenched with the cold rain. The first
heavy storm, the evening we pitched camp,



Bringing in the skull of my second bull

Fram a photograph by Theadure Rousevelt.

much excited all my followers. Ali came
rushing into the tent to tell me that there
was “‘a big snake up hlgh ”  This certain-
ly seemed worth investigating, and I fol-
lowed him outside where everybody was
looking at the **snake,” which proved to be
a huge, funnel-shaped, whirling cloud, ca-
reering across the darkened sky. Itwasa
kind of waterspout or cyclone; fortunately
it passed to one side of camp.

The first day I hunted | shot only a stein-
buck for the table.  The country alternated
between bare plains and great stretches of
sparse, stunted thorns. We saw zebra, and
two or three bands of oryx; big, handsome
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antelope, strongly built and boldly colored,
with long, black, rapier-like horns. They
were very wary, much more so than the
zebra with which they associated, and we
could not get anywhere near them.

Next day I hunted along the edges of a
big swamp. We saw water-buck, but were
unable to get within shot. However, near
the farther end of the swamp, in an open
swale, we found four eland feeding. The
eland is the king of antelope: and not only
did I desire meat for camp, but I wished the
head of a good bull as a trophy for myself,
the eland I had hitherto shot being for the
National Museum. Thelittle band included



Kikuyu warrior

‘roes & photograph by Edmund Heller
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a big bull, a small bull, and two cows; at a
distance the big bull looked slaty blue. The
great, sleek, handsome creatures were feed-
ing in the long grass just like cattle, switch-
ing their long tails at the flies. The country
looked like a park, with clumps of thorn-
trees scattered over the grassy sward. Care-
fully I crept on all-fours from tree clump
to tree clump, trying always to move when
the elands’ heads were down grazing. At
last I was within three hundred yards, when
one of the cows caught a glimpse of me and
alarmed the others. They were startled,
but puzzled, and after trotting a few rods
turned to stare at the half-seen object of
their alarm.  Rising to my knee I shot the
big bull in the throat as with head erect he
gazed in my direction. Off he went with a
rush, the others bounding and leaping as
they accompan-
ied him, and we
followed on the
blood spoor. Ba-
khari and Gouvi-
mali trotted fast
on the trail, and
in order to be
fresh for the shot
I mounted Tran-
quillity. Sudden-
ly out bounced
the wounded bull
from some bushes
close by, and the
horse nearly had
a fit; I could
hardly get off in
time to empty my
magazine at long
range—fortunate-
ly with effect. It
was a magnifi-
cent bull of the
variety called
Patterson’s eland,
with a fine head.
Few prize oxen
would be as
heavy, and in
spite of its great
size, its finely
moulded limbs
and beautiful
coat gave it a
thoroughly game
look.

An oryx shot by Kermit Roosevele.

Frum a photograph Ly Kermit Rousevelt.

Oryx were now what I especially wished,
and we devoted all of the following day to
their pursuit. We saw three bands, two of
them accompanying herds of zebra, after
the manner of kongoni. Both species were
found indifferently on the bare, short-grass
flats and among the thin, stunted thorn-
trees which covered much of the plains.
After a careful stalk, the latter part on all-
fours, I got to within about three hundred
yards of a mixed herd, and put a bullet into
one oryx as it faced me, and hit another as
it ran. The first, from its position, I
thought I would surely kill if I hit it at all,
and both of the wounded beasts were well
behind the herd when it halted a mile away
on the other side of the plain. But as we
approached they all went off together, and I
can only hope the two I hit recovered; at
any rate, after we had followed them for
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miles, the tough beasts were still running
as strongly as ever.

All the morning I manceuvred and
tramped hard, in vain. At noon, I tried a
stalk on a little band of six, who were stand-
ing still, idly switching their tails, out in a
big flat. They saw me, and at four hun
dred yards ?‘-isscd the shot. By this time
I felt rathér desperate, and decided for

e -

grunts and drove the others round with
his horns. Meanwhile I was admiring the
handsome dun gray coat of my prize, its
long tail and long, sharp, slender horns,
and the bold black and white markings on
its face. Hardly had we skinned the car-
cass before the vultures lit on it; with them
were two marabou storks, one of which I
shot with a hard bullet from the Springfield.

25

Helping a dunkey across the stream

1rom 4 phstograph by Kent Roosevedr,

once to abandon legitimate proceedings and
act on the Ciceronian theory, that he who
throws the javelin all day must hit the mark
some time. Accordingly I emptied the
magazines of both my rifles at the oryx, as
they ran across my front, and broke the
neck of a fine cow, at four hundred and fifty
vards. Six or seven hundred yards off the
survivors stopped, and the biggest hull, evi-
dently much put out, uttered loud bawling

The oryx, like the roan and sable, and
in striking contrast to the eland, is a bold
and hard fighter, and when cornered will
charge a man or endeavor to stab a lion, If
wounded it must be approached with a cer-
tain amount of caution.  The eland. on the
other hand, in spite of its huge size, is singu-
larly mild and inoffensive, an old bull being
as inferior to an oryx in the will and power
to fight as it is in speed and endurance.



Fording the Chania River.

From a photograph by Edmusd Heller,
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A Grévy's sebra, —Page 17,
From a photegraph by Theodore Rooseveln

* Antelope,” as I have said, is a very loose
term, meaning simply any hollow-horned
ruminant that isn't an ox, a sheep, or a goat.
The eland is one of the group of tragelaphs,
which are as different from the true an-
telopes, such as the gazelles, as they are
from the oxen. One of its kinsfolk is the
handsome little bushbuck, about as big as
a white-tail deer; a buck of which Kermit
had killed two specimens. The bushbuck
is a wicked fighter, no other buck of its size
being as dangerous; which makes the help-
lessness and timidity of its hugh relative all
the more slriking.

I had kept four Kikuyu with me to ac-
company me on my hunts and carry in the
skins and meat. They were with me on
this occasion; and it was amusing to see
how my four regular attendants, Bakhari
and Gouvimali the gunbearers, Simba the
gais, and Kiboko the skinner, looked down
on their wild and totally uncivilized lbreth-
ren. They would not associate with the

= “shenzis,” as they called
them; that is, savages or
bush people. But the
“shenzis” always amused
and interested me; and this
was especially true on the -
afterncon in question.
Soon after we had started
camp-wards with the skin
and meat of the oryx, we
encountered a succession of
thunder-storms. The rain
came down in a deluge, so
that the water stood ankle
deep on the flats, the light-
ning flashed continuously
on every side, and the ter-
rific peals of thunder made
one continuous roll. At first
it maddened my horse; but
the uninterrupted blaze and
roar, just because uninter-
rupted, ended by making
him feel that there was
nothing to be done, and he
plodded stolidly forward
through the driving storm.
My regular attendants ac-
cepted it with an entire
philosophy, which was fi-
nally copied by the Kikuyus,
who at first felt frightened.
. One of them had an old um-
brella which he shared with a crony. He
himself was carrying the marabou stork;
his crony had long strips of raw oryx meat
wound in a swollen girdle about his waist;
neither had a stitch on save the blankets
which were wrapped round their throats;
and they clasped each other in a tight em-
brace as they walked along under the bat-
tered old umbrella.

In this desolate and lonely land the
majesty of the storms impressed on the be-
holder a sense of awe and solemn exalta-
tion. Tossing their crests, and riven by
lightning, they gathered in their wrath from
every quarter of the heavens, and darkness
was before and under them: then, in the
lull of a moment, they might break apart,
while the sun turned the rain to silver and
the rainbows were sct in the sky; but alwavs
they gathered again, menacing and mighty,
=for the promise of the bow was never
kept, and ever the clouds returned after the
rain. Once as I rode facing Kenia the
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clouds tore asunder, to right
and left, and the mountain
towered between, while
across its base was flung a
radiant arch. But almost
at once the many-colored
glory was dimmed; for its
splendor and terror the
storm strode in front, and
shrouded all things from
sight in thunder-shattered
sheets of rain.

These days alone in the
wilderness went by very
pleasantly, and, as it was for
not too long, I thoroughly
enjoyed being entirely by
myself, so far as white men
were concerned. By this
time I had become really at-
tached to my native follow-
ers, who looked after my in-
terest and comfort in every
way; and in return I kept
them supplied with plenty
of food, saw that they were
well clothed, and forced
them to gather enough fire-
wood to keep their tents
dry and warm at night—for
cold, rainy weather is al-
ways hard upon them.

Ali, my faithful head tent
boy, and Shemlani his assistant—poor Bill
the Kikuyu had left because of an intricate
row with his fellows—were both, as they
proudly informed me, Arabs. On the East
African coast the so-called Arabs almost all
have native blood in them and speak Swa-
hili; the curious, newly created language of
the descendants of the natives whom the
Arabs originally enslaved, and who them-
selves may have in their veins a little Arab
blood; in fact, the dividing line between
Swahili and Arab becomes impracticable
for an outsider to draw where, as is gener-
ally the case, it is patent that the blood of
both races is mixed to a degree at which it is
only possible to guess. Ali spoke some
English; and he and Shemlani were de-
voted and efficient servitors. Bakhari the
gun-bearer was a Swahili, quite fearless
with dangerous game, rather sullen and
unmoved by any emotion that I could ever
discover. He spoke a little English, but it
could not be called idiomatic. One day

A reticulated giraffe — Page 22,
From a phutograph by Theodore Rovsevelr.

we saw two ostriches, a cock and a hen,
with their chicks, and Bakhari with some
excitement said, ‘‘ Look, sah! ostrich! bull,
cow, and pups!” The other gun-bearer,
Gouvimali, in some ways an even better
hunter, and always good-tempered, knew
but one English phrase; regularly every
afternoon or evening, after cleaning the
rifle he had carried, he would say, as he
left the tent, his face wreathed in smiles,
“G-0-0-d-e-bye!” Gouvimali was a
Wkamba, as were Simba and my other
sais, M’'nyassa, who had taken the place of
Hamisi (Hamisi had broken down in
health, his legs, as he assured me, becom-
ing ‘“very sick”). The cook, Roberti, was
a mission boy, a Christian; we had several
Christians with the safari, one being a
headman, and all did excellently. I men-
tion this because one so often hears it said
that mission boys turn out worthless. Most
of our men were heathens: and of course
many, both of the Christians and the Mo
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hammedans, were rather thinly veneered
with the religions they respectively pro-
fessed.

When in the morning we started on our
hunt my gunbearers and sais, and the
skinners if any were along, walked silently
behind me, on the lookout for game. Re-
turning, they were apt to get in front, to

From a photogrmpn by LEdmund Heller

pilot me back to camp. I, as at this time
was generally the case, we returned with
our heads bent to the rushing rain, they
trudged sturdily ahead in dripping silence.
If the weather was clear, the spirits of the
stalwart fellows were sure to rise until th

found some expression. The Wkamba
might break into song; or they might all

A domzsticated voung male ennd at Mern - Page o3

From a phiotgragea Yy 1o eier,
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talk together in Swahili, recounting the ad-
ventures of the day, and chaffing one an-
other with uproarious laughter about any
small misadventure; a difference of opin-
ion as to the direction of camp being always
a subject, first for earnest discussion, and
then for much mirth at the
expense of whomever the
event proved mistaken.

My two horses, when I did
not use them, grazed con-
tentedly throughout the day
near the little thorn boma
which surrounded our tents;
and at nightfall the friendly
things came within it of their
own accord to be given their |
feed of corn and be put in
their own tent. When the
sun was hot they were tor-
mented by biting flies; but
their work was easy, and
they were well treated and
throve. In the daytime vult-
ures, kites, and white-necked
ravens came round camp,
and after nightfall jackals
wailed and hyenas uttered
their weird cries as they
prowled outside the thorn
walls. Twice, at midnight,
we heard the ominous sigh-
ing or moaning of a hungry
lion, and I looked to my rifle,
which always stood, loaded,
at the head of my bed. But
on neither occasion did he
come near us. Every night
a fire was kept burning in the
entrance to the boma, and
the three askaris watched in
turn, with instructions to call
me if there was any need.

I easily kept the camp in
meat, as I had guessed that
I could do. My men feasted on oryx and
eland, while I reserved the tongues and
tenderloins for myself. Each day I hunted
for eight or ten hours, something of inter-
est always happening. I would not shoot
at the gazelles; and the game I did want
was so shy that almost all my shots were
at long range, and consequently a number
of them did not hit. However, I came
on my best oryx in rather thick bush,
and killed it at a hundred and twenty-

|
N*Januysi but at entrance to the mynyata where cattle and sheep sleep

A man sleeps Im the hat to protect the herds from lions.
From a photograph Ly Kermit Roosevelt.
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five yards, as it turned with a kind of
sneeze of alarm or curiosity, and stood
broadside to me, the sun glinting on its
handsome coat and polished black horns.
One of my Kikuyu followers packed the
skin entire to camp. I had more trouble

with another oryx, wounding it one evening
at three hundred and fifty yards, and next
morning following the trail and after much
hard work and a couple of misses killing
it with a shot at three hundred yards. On
September 2 I found two newly born oryx
calves. The color of the oryx made them
less visible than hartebeeste when a long
way off on the dry plains. I noticed that
whenever we saw them mixed in a herd
with zebra, it was the zebra that first struck
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our eyes. But in bright sunlight, in bush,
I also noticed that the zebra themselves
were hard to see.

One afternoon, while skirting the edge of
a marsh teeming with waders and water-
fowl, I came across four stately Kavirondo
cranes, specimens of which bird the natural-
ists had been particularly anxious to secure.
They were not very shy for cranes, but they
would not keep still, and I missed a shot
with the Springfield as they walked along
about a hundred and fifty yards ahead of

Two Kikuyu boys
Frem & phetegtaph by Edmusd Helles.

me. However, they were unwise enough
to tircle round me when they rose, still keep-
ing the same distance, and all the time ut-
tering their musical call, while their great
wings flapped in measured beats. Wing
shooting with the rifle, even at such large
birds of such slow and regular RAight, is
never easy, and they were rather far off ; but
with the last cartridge in my magazine—the
fifth—1I brought one whirling down through
the air, the bullet having pierced his body.
It was a most beautiful bird, black, white,
and chestnut, with an erect golden crest,
and long, lanceolate gray feathers on the
throat and breast.

There were water-buck and impalla in
this swamp. T tried to get a bull of the
former but failed, Several times 1 was
within fifty vards of doe impalla and cow
water-buck, with their voung, and watched
as they fed and rested, quite unconscious of
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my presence. Twice I saw steinbuck, on
catching sight of me, lie down, hoping to
escape observation. The red coat of the
steinbuck is rather conspicuous, much
more so than the coat of the duiker; yet it
often tries to hide from possible foes.

Late in the aftermoon of September 3
Cuninghame and Heller, with the main sa-
fari, joined me, and I greeted them joyfully;
while my men were equally pleased to see
their fellows, each shaking hands with his
especial friends. Next morning we started
toward Meru, heading north-
east, toward the foot-hills
of Kenia. The vegetation
| changed its character as we
rose. By the stream where
we had camped grew the
great thorn-trees with yellow-
green trunks which we had
become accustomed to associ-
ate with the presence of herds
of game. Out on the dry flats
were other thorns, weazened
little trees, or mere scrawny
bushes, with swellings like
bulbs on the branches and
twigs, and the long thorns
far more conspicuous than
the scanty foliage; though
what there was of this foliage,
now brilliant green, was ex-
quisite in hue and form, the
sprays of delicate little leaves
being as fine as the daintiest
lace. On the foot-hills all these thorn-trees
vanished. We did not go as high as the
forest belt proper (here narrow, while above
it the bamboos covered the mountain-side),
but tonguesof juniper forest stretched down
along the valleys which we crossed, and
there were large patches of coarse deer fern,
while among many unknown flowers we
saw blue lupines, oxeye daisies, and clover.
That night we camped so high that it was
really cold, and we welcomed the roaring
fires of juniper logs,

We rose at sunrise. It was a glorious
morning, clear and cool, and as we sat at
Lireakiast, the table spread in the open on
the dew-drenched grass, we saw in the
south-east the peak of Kenia, and through
the high, transparent air the snow-ficlds
seemed so close as almost to dazzle our
eves.  Tothe north and west we looked far
out over the wide, rolling plains to a wilder-




A Doran camp.
From a photograph by Kemmit Roosevelt.
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ness of mountain ranges, barren and jagged.
All that day and the next we journeyed
eastward, almost on the equator. At noon
the overhead sun burned with torrid heat;
but with the twilight—short compared to
the long northern twilights, but not nearly
as short as tropical twilights are often de-
picted—came the cold, and each night the
frost was heavy. The country was unten-
anted by man. In the afternoon of the
third day we began to go downhill, and
hour by hour the flora changed. At last we
came to a broad belt of woodland, where the
strange trees of many kinds grew tall and
thick. Among them were camphor-trees,
and trees with gouty branch tips, bearing
leaves like those of the black walnut, and
icles of lilac flowers, changing into
rown seed vessels; and other trees, with
clusters of purple flowers, and the seeds or
nuts enclosed in hard pods or seed vessels
like huge sausages.

On the other side of the forest we came
suddenly out on the cultivated fields of the
Wa-Meru, who, like the Kikuyu, till the
soil; and among them, farther down, was
Meru Boma, its neat, picturesque buildings
beautifully placed among green groves and
irrigated fields, and looking out from its
cool elevation over the hot valleys beneath.
It is one of the prettiest spots in East Africa.
We were more than hospitably received by
the Commissioner, Mr. Horne, who had
been a cow-puncher in Wyoming for seven
years—so that naturally we had much in
common. He had built the station himself,
and had tamed the wild tribes around by
mingled firmness and good treatment; and
he was a mighty hunter, and helped us in
every way.

Here we met Kermit and Tarlton, and
heard all about their hunt. They had been
away from us for three weeks and a half,
along the Guaso Nyero, and had enjoyed
first-rate luck. Kermit had been particu-
larly interested in a caravan they had met,
consisting of wild spear-bearing Borani
people like Somalis, bringing down scores
of camels and hundreds of small horses to
sell at Nairobi. They had come from the
north, near the outlying Abyssinian lands,
and the caravan was commanded by an
Arab of stately and courteous manners.
Such an extensive caravan journey was
rare in the old days before English rule;
but one of “the results of the “Pax Eu-






