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X.—THE GUASO NYERO; A RIVER OF THE EQUATORIAL DESERT

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

4

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
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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.
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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.
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