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‘From the Forests and Highlands
We come, we come’



1

THE NGONG FARM

I had a farm in Africa, at the foot of the Ngong Hills.
‘I'he Equator runs across these highlands, a hundred
miles to the North, and the farm lay at an altitude of
over six thousand fect. In the day-time you felt that you
had got high up, near to the sun, but the early mornings
and evenings were limpid and restful, and the nights
were cold.

‘I'he geographical position, and the height of the land
combined to create a landscape that had not its like in
all the world. There was no fat on it and no luxuriance
anywhere; 1t was Africa distilled up through six thou-
sand feet, like the strong and refined essence of a con-
tinent. 'I'he colours were dry and burnt, like the colours
in pottery. The treces had a light delicate foliage, the
structure of which was different from that of the trees in
Europe; it did not grow in bows or cupolas, but in hori-
rontal layers, and the formation gave to the tall solitary
trees a likeness to the palms, or a heroic and romantic
air like full-rigged ships with their sails turled, and to
the edge of a wood a strange appearance as if the whole
wood were faintly vibrating. Upon the grass of the great
plains the crooked, bare old thorn-trees were scattered,
and the grass was spiced like thyme and bog-myrtle;
in some places the scent was so strong, that it smarted
in the nostrils. All the flowers that you found on the
plains, or upon the creepers and liana in the native forest,
were diminutive like flowers of the downs,—only just in
the beginning of the long rains a number of big, massive
heavy-scented lilies sprang out on the plains. The views
were immensely wide. Everything that you saw made for
greatness and freedom, and unequalled nobility.

The chief feature of the landscape, and of your life in
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it, was the air. Looking back on a sojourn in the African
highlands, you are struck by your fccling of having lived
for a time up in the air. The sky was rarcly more than
pale blue or violet, with a profusion of mighty, weight-
less, ever-changing clouds towering up and sailing on it,
but it has a blue vigour in it, and at a short distance it
painted the ranges of hills and the woods a fresh decp
blue. In the middle of the day the air was alive over the
land. like a flame burning; it scintillated, waved and
shone like running water, mirrored and doubled all ob-
jects, and created great Fata Morgana. Up in this high air
vou breathed casily, drawing in a vital assurance and
lightness of heart. In the highlands you woke up in the
morning and thought: Here I am, where I ought to be.

The Mountain of Ngong stretches in a long ridge from
North to South, and is crowned with four noble peaks like
immovable darker blue waves against the sky. It rises
cight thousand feet above the Sca, and to the East two
thousand feet above the surrounding country; but to the
West the drop is deeper and more precipitous,—the
hills fall vertically down towards the Great Rift Valley.

The wind in the highlands blows steadily from the
North-North-East. It is the same wind that, down at the
coasts of Africa and Arabia, they name the Monsoon, the
East Wind, which was King Solomon’s favourite horse. Up
here it 1s felt as just the resistance of the air, as the
Earth throws herself forward into space. The wind runs
straight against the Ngong Hills, and the slopes of the
hills would be the ideal place for setting up a glider,
that would be lifted upwards by the currents, over the
mou1in top. The clouds, which were travelling with
the wi. 1, struck the side ot the hill and hung round it,
or were caught on the summit and broke into rain. But
those that took a higher course and sailed clear of the
reef, dissolved to the West ot it, over the burning desert
of the Rift Valley. Many times I have from my house
followed these mighty processions advancing, and have
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wondered to sec their proud floating masses, as soon as
they had got over the hills, vanish in the blue air and be
gone.

The hills from the farm changed their character many
times in the course of the day, and sometimes looked
quite close, and at other times very far away. In the eve-
ning, when it was getting dark, it would first look, as you
gazed at them, as if in the sky a thin silver line was
drawn all z.ong the silhouctte of the dark mountain:
then, as nighr fell, the four peaks ccemed to be flattened
and smoothened out, as if the mountain was stretching
and spreading itself.

From the Ngong H.... .o o oo vaceny joe
sce to the South the vast plains of the great game-coun-
trv that stretches all the way to Kilimanjaro; to the East
and North the park-like country of the foot-hills with
the forest benindd rthem, and the undulating land of the
Kikuyu-Reserve, which extends to Mount Kenya a hun-
dred miles awav,—a mosaic of little square maizcfields,
banana-groves and erass-land, with here and there the
bluc smoke from a native village. a small cluster of
peaked mole-casts. But towards the West, decp down,
lies the dry, moon-like landscape of the African low
countrv. The brown desert is irregularlv dotted with the
little marks of the thornbushes. the winding river-beds
are drawn up with crooked dark-green trails; those are
the woods of the mighty, wide-branching Mimosa-trees,
with thorns like spikes: the cactus grows here, and here
is the home of the Giraffe and the Rhino.

The hill-country itself, when vcu get into it. is tre-
mendously big, picturesque and mysterious: varied with
long valleys, thickets, green slopes and rocky crags. High
up, under one of the peaks. there is even a bamboo-
grove. There are springs and wells in the hills; I have
camped up here bv them.

In myv dav. the Buffalo, the Eland and the Rhino lived
" in the Ngong Hills, the very old Natives remembered a
time when there were Elephants there, and T was always
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sorry that the whole Ngong Mountain was not enclosed
in the Game Reserve. Only a small part of it was Game
Reserve, and the beacon on the Southern peak marked
the boundary of it. When the Colony prospers and Nai-
robi. the capital, grows into a big city, the Ngong Hills
mizhi have made a matchless game park for it. But
during my last yvears in Africa manv young Nairobi shop-
people ran out into the hills on Sundays, on their motor-
cveles, and shot at anvthing they saw, and I believe that
the big game will have wandered awav from the hills,
through the thorn-thickets and the stony ground further
South.

Up on the very ridge of the hills and on the four peaks
themselves it was casv to walk; the grass was short as on a
lawn, with the grev stone in places breaking through
the sward. Along the ridge. up and down the peaks, like a
gentle switchback. there ran a narrow game-path. One
morning. at the time that T was camped in the hills, 1
came up here and walked along the path, and I found on
it fresh tracks and dung of a herd of Eland. The big
peaceful animals must have been up on the ridge at sun-
risc. walking in a long row. and vou cannot imagine that
thev had come for anv other rcason than just to look,
deep down on both sides. at the land below.

We grew coffee on mv farm. The land was in itself a
little too high for coffee, and it was hard work to keep it
going; we were never rich on the farm. But a coffee-
plantation is a thing that gets hold of you and does not
let vou go, and there is always something to do on it:
vou are generally just a little behind with vour work.

In the wildness and irrcgularity of the country, a picce
of lanc., laid out and planted according to rule, looked
very well. Later on, when I flew in Africa, and became
familiar with the appecarance of my farm from the air. I
was filled with admiration for my coffec-plantation, that
lay quite bright green in the grev-green land, and 1
realized how keenly the human mind ycarns for geomet-
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rical figures. All the country round Nairobi, particularly
to the north of the tovn, is laid out in a similar way,
and here lives a pcople, who are constantly thinking and
talking of planting, pruning or picking coffce, and who
lic at night and mecditate upon improvements to their
coffce-factories.

Coffce-growing is a long job. It does not all come out
as you imagine, when, vourself young and hopeful, in
the streami-.,s rain, you carry the boxes of your shining
voung coffec-plants from the nurserics, and, with the
whole number of farm-hands in the field, watch the
plants sct in the regular rows of holes in the wet ground
where they are to grow. and then have them thickly
shaded against the sun, with branches broken from the
bush. since obscurity is the privilege of young things. I
is four or five years till the trees come into bearing, and
in the mweantime you will get drought on the land. or
discases, and the bold native weeds will grow up thick
in the hields,—the black-jack. which has long scabrous
seed-vessels that hang on to vour clothes and stockings.
Some ol the tices have been badly planted with their
tap-roots bent: they will die just as they begin to flower.
You plant a little over six hundred trees to the acre, and
I had six hundred acres of land with coffee: my oxen
dragged the cultivators up and down the fields, between
the rows of trees. many thousand miles, patient!s. await-
ing coming bountics.

There are times of great beauty on a coffee-farm.
When the plantation flowered in the beginning of the
rains, it was a radiant sight, like a cloud of chalk, in the
mist and the drizzling rain, over six hundred acres of
land. The coffee-blossom has a delicate slightly bitter
scent, like the black-thorn blossom. When the field red-
dened with the ripe berries. all the women and the chil-
dren, whom they call the Totos. were called out to pick
the coffee off the trees, together with the men: then the
waggons and carts brought it down to the factory near
the river. Our machinery was never quite what it should
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have been, but we had planned and built the factory out-
selves and thought highly of it. Once the whole factory
burned down and had to be built up again. The big
coffce-drver turned and turned, rumbling the coffee in
its iron belly with a sound like pebbles that are washed
about on the scashore. Sometimes the coffec would be
drv, and ready to take out of the dryer, in the middle of
the night. That was a picturesque moment, with many
hurricane lamps in the huge dark room of the factory,
that was hung everywhere with cobwebs and coffee-husks,
and with cager glowing dark faces, in the light of the
lamps. round the dryer: the factory, vou felt, hung in
the great African night like a bright jewel in an Ethiope’s
ear. Later on the coffee was hulled, graded. and sorted by
hand, and packed in sacks sewn up with a saddler’s
necedle.

Then in the end in the carlv morning. while it was
still dark, and I was Iving in bed, I heard the waggons.
loaded high up with coffce-sacks. twelve to a ton, with
sixteen oxen to each waggon, starting on their wav in to
Nairobi railway station up the long factorv hill. with much
shouting and rattling. the drivers running beside the
waggons. I was pleased to think that this was the onlv
hill up, on their wav. for the farm was a thousand feet
higher than the town of Nairobi. In the evening I walked
out to mcet the procession that came back. the tired
oxen hanging their heads in {ront of the emptv waggons.
with a tired little Toto leading them, and the weary
drivers trailing their whips in the dust of the road. Now
we had done what we could do. The coffee would be
on the sea in a dav or two. and we could onlv hope
far go0d luck at the big auction-sales in I.ondon.

I had »ix thousand acres of land, and had thus got
much spare land besides the coffee-plantation. Part of the
farm was native forest. and about one thousand acres
were squatters’ land, what they called their shambas.
The squatters are Natives, who with their families hold
a few acres on a white man’s farm, and in return have
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to work tor him a certain number of days in the year. My
squattcrs, I think, saw the rclationship in a different light,
for many of them wcre born on the farm, and their
fathers before them, and they very likely regarded me
as a sort of superior squatter on their estates. The
squatters’ land was more intensely alive than the rest
of the tarm, and was changing with the seasons the year
round. "I he maize grew up higher than your head as you
walked on _..e narrow hard-trampled footpaths in be-
tween the taic green rustling regiments, and then again
it was harvested. 'The beans, ripened in the fields, were
gathered and thrashed by the women, and the stalks and
pods were collected and burned, so that in certain seasons
thin blue columns of smoke rose here and there all over
the farm. ‘1he Kikuyu also grew the sweet potatoes,
that have a vine-like leaf and spread over the ground
like a dense cntangled mat, and many varicties of big
yellow and green speckled pumpkins.

Whenever you walk amidst the Kikuyu shambas, the
first thing that will catch your cye is the hind part of a
little old woman raking in her soil, like a picture of an
ostrich which buries her head in the sand. Each Kikuyu
family had a number of small round peaked huts and
store-huts; the space between the huts was a lively place,
the carth hard as concrete; here the maize was ground
and the goats milked, and children and chickens were
running. [ used to shoot spurfowl in the sweet-potato
fields round the squatters’ houses in the blue late after-
noons, and the stock-pigeons cooed out a loud song in
the high-stemmed, fringy trees, which were left over,
here and there in the shambas, from the forest that had
once covered all the farm.

I had morcover a couple of thousand acres of grass-
land on the farm. Here the long grass ran and fled like
sea-waves before the strong winds, and the little Kikuyu
herdboys herded their fathers’ cows. In the cold season
they carried live coals in small wicker baskets with them
from the huts, and sometimes caused big grass-fires, which
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were disastrous to the grazing on the farm. In the years
of drought the Zebra and the Eland camc down to the
farm’s grass-plains.

Nairobi was our town, twelve miles away, down on a
flat bit of land amongst hills. Here was the Government
House and the big central offices; from here the country
was ruled.

It is impossible that a town will not play a part in
vour lite, it does not even make mudh diflerence whether
you have more good or bad things to say of it, it draws
your mind to it, by a mental law of gravitation. "The
luminous haze on the sky above the town at night,
which 1 could see trom some places on my farm, set my
thoughts going. and recalled the big cities ot Furope.

When I first came to Africa, there were no cars in the
country, and we rode in to Nairobi, or drove in a cart
with six mules to it, and stabled our animals in the
stables of The Highland T'ransport. During all my time,
Nairobi was a medley place, with some fine new stone
buildings, and whole quarters ot old corrugated iron
shops, otlices and bungalows, laid out with long rows of
Eucalyptus trees along the bare dusty streets. 'The Ofhices
of the High Court, the Native Aflairs Departunent, and
the Veterinary Department were lousily housed, and |
had a great respect for those Government Ofhcials who
could get any work at all done in the little burning
hot, inky rooms in which they were set.

\Il the same Nairobi was a town; here you could buy
things, hear news, lunch or dine at the hotels and dance
at the Club. And it was a live place, in movement like
runniry water, and in growth like a voung thing, it
changed “rom ycar to year, and while you were away on
a shooting Safari. The new Government House was
built, a stately cool house with a fine ball-room and a
pretty garden, big hog , great impressive agri-
cultural shows an yhows were held, our
Quasi-Smart Set m time to time cn-
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livened the town with rows of quick melodrama. Nairobi
said to you: ‘Make the most of me and of time. Wir
kommen nie wieder so jung—so undisciplined and rapa-
cious—zusammen.” Generally T and Nairobi were in
very good understanding, and at one time I drove through
the town and thought: There is no world without
Nairobi's streets.

The quarters of the Natives and of the coloured im-
migrants weie very cxtensive compared to the European
town.

"Vhe Swaheli town, on the road to the Muthaiga Club,
had not a good name in any way, but was a lively, dirty
and gaudy place. with, at any hour, a number of things
going on in it. It was built mostly out of old paraffin
tins hammered flat. in various states of rust, like the
coral rock, the fossilized structure. from which the spirit
of the advanang civilization was steadily fleeing.

The Somali town was farther away from Nairobi. on
account. I think, of the Somali’s system of seclusion of
their women. There were in my day a few beautiful
voung Somali women, of whom all the town knew the
names, who went and lived in the Bazaar and led the
N.airobi Police a great dance; they were intelligent, and
bewitching people. But the honest Somali women were
not scen in the town. The Somali town lay exposed to
all winds and was shadeless and dustv. it must have re-
called to the Somali their native deserts. Europeans, who
live for a long time, even for several generations, in
the same place. cannot reconcile themselves to the
complete indifference to the surroundings of their homes,
of the nomadic races. The Somali’s houses were ir-
regularly strewn on the bare ground. and looked as if
they had been mnailed together with a bushel of four-inch
nails, to last for a week. It was a surprising thing, when
you cntered one of them, to find it inside so neat and
fresh, scented with Arab incenses. with fine carpets and
hangings, vessels of brass and silver, and swords with
ivory hilts and noble blades. The Somali women them-
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selves had dignified. gentle ways, and were hospitable
and gay, with a laughter like silver bells. T was much at
home in the Somali village through my Somali servant
Farah Aden, who was with me all the time that T was in
Africa, I went to many of their feasts. A big Somali
wedding is a magnificent, traditional festivity. As a guest
of honour I was taken into the bridal chamber. where
the walls and the bridal bed were hung with old gentlv
glowing weavings and embroideries, and the dark-eved
young bride herself was stiff, like a marshal’s baton, with
heavy silks, gold and amber.

The Somali were cattle-dealers and traders all over
the country. For the transport of their goods they kept a
number of little grev donkevs in the village. and T have
seen camels there as well: haughtv, hardened products
of the desert, beyond all earthly sufferings, like Cactus,
and like the Somali.

The Somali bring much trouble upon themsclves by
their terrible tribal quarrels. In this matter thev feel and
rcason differentlv from other people. Farah bhelonged to
the tribe of Habr Yunis. so that personallv in a quarrel I
sided with them. At onc time there was a great real
fight in the Somali town, between the two tribes of Dulba
Hantis and Habr Chaolo, with rifle-shooting and firces,
and ten or twelve people killed. until the Government
interfered. Farah then had a voung friend of his own
tribe, by name of Sayid. who used to come out to sce
him at the farm, and who was a graccful bov, so that 1
was sorry when I was told by mv houschoys that Sayid
had gone round to visit a Habr Chaolo family in their
house, when an angry member of the Dulba Hantis
tribe hod passed and fired two shots at haphazard through
the wall [ the house and broken Sayid’s leg. T condoled
with Farah on his friend’s misfortune.—'What? Sayid?’
Farah cried out with vehemence. “That was good enough
for Sayid. Why must he go and drink tea in the house
of a Habr Chaolo?’

The Indians of Nairobi dominated the big Native
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business quarter of the Bazaar, and the great Indian
merchants had their little Villas just outside the town:
Jevanjee, Suleiman Virjee, Allidina Visram. They all
had a taste for stoncwork-stairs, balusters, and vases,
rather badly cut out of the soft stone of the country,—
like the structures which children build of pink orna-
mental bricks. T'hey gave tea-parties in their gardens,
with Indian pastry in the style of the Villas, and were
clever, travell_d, highly polite people. But the Indians in
Africa are such grasping tradesmen that with them you
wou!d never know if you were face to face with a human
individual or with the head of a firm. I had been to
sulciman Virjee’s house, and when one day I saw the
flag at half mast above his big compound of warehouse,
I asked Farah: ‘Is Suleiman Virjee dead?’ 'Half dead,
said Farah. ‘Do they put the flag at half mast when he
is half dead?’ T asked. ‘Suleiman is dead,’ said Farah.
‘Virjee is alive.

Before I took over the management of the farm, I had
been keen on shooting and had been out on many
Safaris. But when I became a farmer I put away my rifles.

The Masai, the nomadic, cattle-owning nation were
neighbours of the farm and lived on the other side of the
river; from time to time some of them would come to my
house to complain about a lion that was taking their
cows, and to ask me to go out and shoot it for them, and
I did so if I could. Sometimes, on Saturday, I also
walked out on the Orungi plains to shoot a Zebra or two
as meat for my tarm-labourers, with a long tail of opti-
mistic young Kikuyu after me. I shot birds on the farm.
spurfowl and guincafowl, that arc very good to eat. But
for many years I was not out on any shooting expedition.

Still, we often talked on the farm of the Safaris that
we had been on. Camping-places fix themselves in your
mind as if you had spent long periods of your life in
them. You will remember a curve of your waggon track
in the grass of the plain, like the features of a friend.
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QOut on the Safaris, I had seen a herd of Buffalo, one
hundred and twenty-nine of them, come out of the morn-
ing mist under a copper sky, onc by one, as if the
dark and massive, iron-like animals with the mighty
horizontally swung horns were not approaching, but were
being created before my eyes and sent out as they were
finished. I had seen a herd of Elephant travelling through
dense Native forest, where the sunlight is strewn down
between the thick creepers in small spots and patches,
pacing along as if they had an appointment at the end of
the world. It was, in giant size, the border of a very old,
infinitely precious Persian carpet, in the dyes of green,
vellow and black-brown. I had time after time watched
the progression across the plain of the Giraffe, in their
queer, inimitable, vegetative gracefulness, as if it were
not a herd of animals but a family ot rare, long-stemmed,
speckled gigantic Hlowers slowly advancing. I had followed
two Rhinos on their morning promenade, when they
were snifting and snorting in the air of the dawn,——which
1s s0 cold that it hurts the nose,—and looked like two
very big angular stones rollicking in the long valley and
enjoying life together. I had seen the royal lion, before
sunrise, below a waning moon, crossing the grey plain on
his way home trom the kill, drawing a dark wake in the sil-
very grass, his face still red up to the ears, or during the
midday-siesta, when he reposed contentedly in the midst
of his family on the short grass and in the delicate, spring-
like shade of the broad Acacia trees of his part of Alrica.

\Il these things were pleasant to think of when times
were dull on the farm. And the big game was out there
still, in their own country; I could go and look them up
once riore if I liked. Their nearness gave a shine and
play to .ae atmosphere of the farm. Farah,—although
with time he came to take a vivid interest in farm-affairs,
—and my old native Safari-scrvants, lived in hope of
other Safaris.

Out in the wilds I had learned to beware of abrupt
movements. The creatures with which you are dealing
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there are shy and watchful, they have a talent for evad-
ing you when you least expect it. No domestic animal
can be as still as a wild animal. The civilized people have
lost the aptitude of stillness, and must take lessons in
silence from the wild before they are accepted by it. The
art of moving gently, without suddenness, is the first to
be studied by the hunter, and more so by the hunter with
the camera. Hunters cannot have their own way, they
must fall in wiih the wind. and the colours and smells of
the landscape, and they must make the tempo of the en-
semble their own. Sometimes it repeats a nmovement over
and over again, and they must follow up with ir.

When you have caught the rhyvthm of Africa, vou
find that it is the same in all her music. What T learned
from the came in the country, was uscful to me in mv
dealings with the Native People.

The love of woman and womanliness is a masculine
characteristic, and the love of man and manliness a femi-
nine characteristic, and there is a susceptibility to the
Southern countries and races that is a Nordic quality,
The Normans must have fallen in love with the foreign
countrics, first with France and then with Fngland.
Those old Milords who figure in the history and fiction
of the eightecenth centurv. as constantlv travelling in
[taly, Greece and Spain. had not a single Southern trait
in their nature, but were drawn and held bv the fascina-
tion of things whollv diffcrent from themsclves. The old
German and Scandinavian painters, philosophers and
poets, when they first came to Florence and Rome. went
down on their knees to adore the South.

A quecer illogical patience towards an alien world came
out in these impatient people. As it is almost impossible
for a woman to irritate a rcal man. and as to the women.
a man is never quite contemptible, never altogether
rejectable, as long as he remains a man, so were the hasty
red-haired Northern people infinitely long-suffering with
the tropical countries and races. They would stand no
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nonsense from their own countrv or their own relations,
but thev took the drought of the African Highlands, and
a case of sun-stroke. the Rinderpest on their cattle, and
the incompetency of their Native servants, with humility
and resignation. Their sense of individuality itsclf was
lost in the sense of the possibilities that lic in interaction
between those who can be made one bv reason of their
incongruitv. The people of Southern Furope and the
people of mixed blood have not got this quality; they
blame it. or scorn it. So the men’s men scorn the siching
lover, and the rational women who have no patience with
their men, arc in the same wav indignant with Griselda

As for me. from mv first weeks in Africa, T had felt
a great affection for the Natives. Tt was a strong feeling
that embraced all ages and both sexes. The discovery of
the dark races was to me a magnificent enlargement
of all mv world. If a person with an inborn svmpathy for
animals had grown up in a milicu where there were no
animals. and had come into contact with animals late in
life: or if a person with an instinctive taste for woods
and forest had entered a forest for the first time at the
age of twentv: of if some one with an car for music
had happened to hear music for the first time when he
was alreadv grown up: their cases might have bheen
similar to mine. After T had met with the Natives, |
et out the routine of mv dailv life to the Orchestra.

Mv father was an officer in the Danish and French
army, and as a verv voung licutenant at Diippel he wrote
home: “Back in Diippel T was officer to a long column. Tt
was hard work. but it was splendid. The love of war is a
passion like another. vou love soldicrs as vou love voung
womc falk,—to madnecss. and the one love does not ex-
clude ti.. other. as the girls know. But the love of women
can include onlv one at a time, and the love for vour sol-
diers comprchends the whole regiment. which vou would
like enlaraed if it were possible.” Tt was the same thing
with the Natives and me.

It was not easy to get to know the Natives. They were
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quick of hearing, and cvanescent; if you frightened them
they could withdraw into a world of their own, in a
sccond, like the wild animals which at an abrupt move-
ment from you are gone,—simply are not there. Until
you kncw a Native well, it was almost impossible to get
a straight answer from him. T'o a direct question as to
how many cows he had, he had an cluding reply,—‘As
many as I told you yesterday.” It goes against the feelings
of Europeans .« be answered in such a manner, it very
likely goes agaimst the feclings of the Natives to be
questioned in this way. It we pressed or pursued them,
to get an cexplanation of their behaviour out of them,
they receded as long as they possibly could, and then
they used a gotesque humorous fantasy o lead us on
the wrong ttack. Even small children in this situation
had all the quality of old Poker-players, who do not
mind if you overvalne or undervalue their hand, so long
as you do not know its real nature. When we really did
break into the Natives' existence, they behaved like ants,
when you poke a stick into their ant-hill; they wiped out
the damage with unwearted encigy, swittly and silently,

s it obliterating an unscemly action.

We could not know and could not imagine, what the
dangers were that they feared from our hands. 1 myselt
think that they were afraid of us more in the manner in
which vou are afraid ot a sudden terrific noise, than as
vou are afraid ol suflering and death. And vet it was
dificult to tell, for the Natives were great at the art of
mimicry. In the shambas vou would sometimes in the
carly morning come upon a spurfowl which would run
in front of vour horse as if her wing was broken, and she
was territied of being caught by the dogs. But her wing

ras not broken. and she was not atraid of the dogs,—she
could whir up before them the moment she chose.—
only she had got her brood of voung chicken some-
where near by, and she was drawing our attention away
from them. Like the spurfowl, the Natives might be
mimicking a fear of us because of some other deeper
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dread the nature ot which we could not guess. Or in the
end their behaviour to us might be some sort of strange
joke, and the shy pcople were not afraid of us at all. The
Natives have, far less than the white people, the sense of
risks in life. Sometimes on a Safari, or on the farm, in a
moment of extreme tension, I have met the eyes of my
Native companions, and have felt that we were at a great
distance from onec another, and that they were wonder-
ing at my apprechension of our risk. It made me reflect
that perhaps they were, in life itself, within their own
element, such as we can never be, like fishes in deep
water which for the lite ot them cannot understand our
fear of drowning. This assurance, this art of swimming,
they had, I thought, because they had preserved a know-
ledge that was lost to us by our first parents; Africa,
amongst the continents, will teach it to you: that God
and the Devil are one, the majesty coeternal, not two
uncreated but one uncreated, and the Natives neither
confounded the persons nor divided the substance.

On our Safaris, and on the farm, my acquaintance
with the Natives developed into a settled and personal re-
lationship. We were good hiends. T reconciled myscelt to
the tact that while I should never quite know or under-
stand them, they knew me through and through, and
were conscious of the decdisions that T was going to take,
before I was certain about them myselt. For some time
I had a small farm up at Gil-Gil, where I lived in a ten,
and I travelled by the railway to and fro between Gil-
Gil and Ngong. At Gil-Gil, I might make up my mind
very suddenly, when it began to rain, to go back to my
house. But when 1 came to Kikuyu. which was our
statioar on the railway line, and from where it was ten
miles to the farm, one of my people would be there with
a mule for me to ride home on. When I asked them how
they had known that I was coming down, they looked
away, and seemed uneasy, as if frightened or bored, such
as we should be if a deaf person insisted on getting an
explanation of a symphony from us.
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When the Natives felt safe with us from abrupt move-
ments and sudden noises, they would speak to us a
grecat deal morc openly than one Europecan speaks to
another. They were never reliable. but in a grand man-
ner sincere. A good name.—what is called prestige,—
meant much in the Native world. They scemed to have
made up, at some time. a joint appraiscment of vou,
against which no one would afterwards ever go.

At times, lise on the farm was verv lonely. and in the
stillness of the evenings when the minutes dripped from
the dlock, life seemed to be dripping out of vou with
them. just for want of white people to talk to. But all the
time I felt the silent overshadowed existence of the
Natives running parallel with mv own. on a different
plane. Echoes went from the one to the other.

The Natives were Africa in flesh and blood. The tall
extinct volcano of longonot that rises above the Rift
Vallev, the broad Mimosa trees along the rivers. the
Flephant and the Giraffe. were not more trulv Africa
than the Natives were.—small figures in an immense
scenerv.  All were different expressions of one idea.
variations upon the same theme. It was not a congenial
uphcaving of heterogencous atoms. but a heterogeneous
uphcaping of congenial atoms. as in the case of the oak-
leaf and the acorn and the object made from oak. We
ourscelves. in boots. and in our constant great hurry.
often jar with the landscape. The Natives are in accor-
dance with it, and when the tall. slim. dark. and dark-
eved people travel.—alwavs one by one. so that cven the
great Native veins of traffic are narrow foot-paths,—or
work the soil, or herd their cattle, or hold their big
dances. or tell you a tale. it is Africa wandering. dancing
and cntertaining vou. In the highlands vou remember
the Poet’s words:

Noble found 1
ever the Native,
and insipid the Immigrant
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The Colony is changing and has alrcady changed since
[ lived there. When I write down as accurately as possible
my experiences on the farm, with«the country and with
some of the inhabitants of the plains and woods, it may
have a sort of historical interest.



A NATIVE CHILD

Kamante was a small Kikuyu boy, the son ot one of
my squatters. 1 used to know my squatter children well,
tor they both vorked for me on the farm, and used
to be up rounu my house herding their goats on the
lawns, in the faith that here something of interest might
always occur. But Kamante must have lived on the farm
for some ycars belore I ever met him; I suppose that he
had been leading a seclusive existence, like a sick animal.

I came upon him for the first time one day when I
was riding across the plain of the farm, and he was herd-
ing his pceopld”  goats there. He was the most pitiful
unject that you could set eyes on. His head was big and
his body terribly small and thin, the clbows and knees
stood out like knots on a stick and both his legs were
covered with deep running sores trom the thigh to the
heel. Here on the plain he looked extraordinarily small,
so that it struck you as a strange thing that so much
suffering could be condensed into a single point. When 1
stopped and spoke to him, he did not answer, and hardly
appeared to see me. In his Hat, angular, harrassed, and
inlinitely patient face, the cyes were without glance, dim
like the cyes of a dead person. He looked as if he could
not have more than a tew weeks to live in, and you ex-
pected to see the vultures, which are never far away from
death on the plain, high up in the pale burning air over
his head. I told him to come round to my house the next
morning, so that I coula try to cure him.

I was a doctor to the people on the farm most morn-
ings from nine to ten, and like all great quacks I had a
large circle of patients, and generally between two and a
dozen sick people up by my house then.

The Kikuyu are adjusted for the unforescen and ac-
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customed to the unexpected. Here they differ from ‘the
white men, of whom the majority strive to insure them-
sclves against the unknown and the assaults of fate.
The Negro is on friendly terms with destiny, having
been in her hands all his time; she is to him, in a way,
his home, the familiar darkness of the hut, deep mould
for his roots. He faces any change in life with great
calm. Amongst the qualities that he will be looking for
in a master or a doctor or in God, imagination, I
believe, comes high up in the list. It may be on the
strength of such a taste, that the Caliph Haroun al Ras-
chid maintains, to the hearts of Africa and Arabia, his
position as an ideal ruler; with him nobody knew what
to expect next, and you did not know where you had him.
When the Africans spceak of the personality of God
they speak like the Arabian Nights or like the last chapters
of the book of Job; it is the same qualitiy, the infinite
power of imagination, with which thev are impressed.

To this characteristic in my people I myself owed my
popularity, or my fame, as a doctor. When I first came
out to Africa I travelled on the boat with a great German
Scientist, who was going out, for the twenty-thind time,
to experiment with cures for sleeping-sickness, and who
had over a hundred rats and guinca-pigs on the boat
with him. He told me that his difliculty with the Native
patients had never been any lack of courage in them—in
the face of pain or of a great operation they generally
showed little fear,—but it was their deep dislike of regu-
larity, of any repeated ticatment or the systematization of
the whole; and this the great German doctor could not
understand. But when I myself got to know the Natives,
thi~ quality in them was one of the things that I liked
best. 'T'hey had real courage: the unadulterated liking of
danger,—the truc answer ot creation to the announce-
ment of their lot,—the echo from the carth when heaven
had spoken. I sometimes thought that what, at the bottom
of their hearts, they feared from us was pedantry. In the
hands of a pedant they die of griet.
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My paticents waited on a paved terrace outside my house.
Here they squatted,—the old skeletons of men with
tearing coughs and running eyes, the young slim smooth
brawlers with black cyes and bruised mouths, and the
mothers with their feverish children, like little dry
flowers, hanging upon their necks. I often had bad burns
to treat, for the Kikuyu at night sleep round the fires
in their huts, and the piles of burning wood or charcoal
may collapse ar.a slide down on them,—when at times I
had run out of my store of medicine, ' found that honey
was not a bad ointment for burns. The atmosphere of
the terrace was animated, electric, like the atmosphere
of the Casinos in Europe. The low lively flow of talk
would stop when I came out, but the silence was pregnant
with possibilitics, now the moment had come when any-
thing might happen. They did however always wait for
me myself to choose my first patient.

I knew very little ot doctoring, just what you learn
at a first aid course. But my renown as a doctor had
been spread by a few lucky cures, and had not been
decreased by the catastrophic  mistakes that I had
made.

If now I had been able to guarantee my patients a
recovery in each single case, who knows but that their
circle might have thinned out? I should then have at-
tained a protessional prestige,—here evidently was a
highly eflicient doctor from Volaia,—but would they still
have been sure that the Lord was with me? For of the
Lord they knew from the great years of drought, from the
lions on the plains at night, and the leopards near the
houses when the children were alone there, and from the
swarms of grasshoppers that would come on to the land,
nobody knew where-from, and leave not a leaf of grass
where they had passed. They knew him, too, from the
unbclievable hours of happiness when the swarm passed
over the maizeticld and did not settle, or when in Spring
the rains would come carly and plentiful. and make all
the fields and plains flower and give rich crops. So that
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this highly capable doctor from Volaia might be after all
a sort of outsider where the real great things in life were
concerned.

Kamante to my surprise turncd up at my house the
morning after our first meeting. He stood there, a little
away from the three or four other sick people present,
erect, with his half-dead face, as if after all he had some
feeling of attachment to life, and had now made up his
mind to try this last chance of holding on to it.

He showed himself with time to be an excellent patient.
He came when he was ordered to come, without fault,
and he could kecep account of time when he was told to
come back every third or fourth day, which is an un-
usual thing with the Natives. He bore the hard treat-
ment of his sores with a stoicism that I have not known
the like of. In all these respects T might have held him
up as a model to the others. but I did not do so, for at the
same time he caused me much uneasiness of mind.

Rarely, rarely, have I met such a wild creature, a
human being who was so utterly isolated from the world,
and, by a sort of firm deadly resignation, completely
closed to all surrounding life. 1 could make him answer
when 1 questioned him, but he never volunteered a
word and never looked at me. He had no pity whatever
in him, and kept a little scornful laughter of contempt,
and of knewing bectter, for the tears of the other sick
children, when they were washed and bandaged, but he
never looked at them cither. He had no wish for any sort
of contact with the world around him, the contacts that he
had known of had been too cruel for that. His fortitude
of soul in the face of pain was the fortitude of an old
warrior. A thing could never be so bad as to surprise
him, he was, by his career and his philosophy, prepared
for the worst.

All this was in the grand manner, and recalled the
declaration of faith of Prometheus: ‘Pain is my element as
hate is thine. Ye rend me now: I care not.’ And, ‘Ay,
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do thy worst. Thou art omnipotent.” But in a person of
his size it was uncomfortable, a thing to make you lose
heart. And what will God think,—I thought,—confronted
with this attitude in a small human being?

I remember well the first time that he ever looked at
me and spoke to mc of his own accord. This must have
been some time along in our acquaintance, for 1 had
given up my first mode of trcatment, and was trying a
new thing, a kit poultice that I had looked up in mv
books. In my eagerness to do the thing thoroughly, 1
made “t too hot, and as I put it on his leg and clapped the
dressing on the top of it Kamante spoke;—‘Msabu,” he
said, and gave me a great glance. The Natives usc this
Indian word when they address white women. but thev
pronounce it a little differently, and change it into an
African word, with a diverging ring to it. In Kamante’s
mouth now it wis a cry for help, but also a word of
warning, such as a loyal friend might give vou, to stop
vou in a proceeding unworthv of you. I thought of it
with hope afterwards. T had ambition as a doctor, and 1
was sorry to have put on the poultice too hot, but T was
glad all thc same, for this was the first glimpse of an
understanding betwecn the wild child and myself. The
stark sufferer, who expected nothing but suffering, did
not expect it from me.

As far as my doctoring of him went, things did not.
howcever, look hopeful. For a long time I kept on wash-
ing and bandaging his leg, but the disease was bevond
me. From time to time he would grow a little better. and
then the sores would break out in nev: places. In the end
I made up my mind to take him to the hospital of thc
Scotch Mission.

This decision of mine for once was sufficiently fatal,
and had in it enough possibilities, to make an impression
on Kamante,—he did not want to go. He was prevented
bv his career and his philosophy from protesting much
against anything, but when I drove him to the Mission,
and delivered him there in the long hospital building, in
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surroundings entirely foreign and mysterious to him, he
trembled.

I had the Church of Scotland Mission as a ncighbour
twelve miles to the North West, five hundred feet higher
than the farm; and the French Roman Catholic Mission
ten miles to the East. on the flatter land, and five hun-
dred feet lower. I did not svmpathize with the Missions,
but personally I was on friendlv terms with them both,
and regretted that between themsclves they should live
in a state of hostility.

The French Fathers were mv best friends. 1 used to
ride over with Farah. to hear Mass with them on Sun-
dav morning, partly in order to spcak French again, and
partly because it was a lovelv ride to the Mission. For a
long wav the road ran through the Forest Department’s
old wattle plantation, and the virile fresh pinaceous scent
of the wattle-trees was sweet and cheering in the morn-
ings.

It was an extraordinarv thing to see how the Church
of Rome was carrying her atmosphere with her wher-
ever she went. The Fathers had planned and built their
Church themselves. with the assistance of their Native
congregation, and they were with reason very proud of
it. There was here a fine big grev Church with a bell-
tower on it; it was laid out on a broad courtvard, above
terraces and stairs, in the midst of their coffce-plantation,
which was the oldest in the Colony and very skilfully
run. On the two other sides of the court were the arcaded
Refectory and the Convent buildings, with the school
and the mill down by the river, and to get into the drive
up to the Church you had to ride over an arched bridge.
It was all built in grev stone. and as you came riding
down upon it, it looked neat and impressive in the land-
scane. and might have been lying in a Southern canton
of Switzerland, or in the North of Italy.

The friendly fathers lay in wait for me at the Church
door, when Mass was over, to invite me to un petit verre
de vin, across the courtyard in the roomy and cool
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Refectory; there it was wonderful to hear how they knew
of cverything that was going on in the Colony, even to
the remotest corners of it. They would also, under the
disguisc of a sweet and benevolent conversation, draw
from you any sort of news that you might possibly have
in you, like a small lively group of brown, furry bees,—
for they all grew long, thick beards,—hanging on to a
Hower for its store of honey. But while they were so in-
terested in the Lrfe of the Colony, they were all the time
in their own Fkrench way exiles, patient and cheerful
obeisants to some higher orders of a mysterious nature.
If it had not been for the unknown authority that kept
them in the place, you felt they would not be there,
ncither would the Church of grey stone with the tall bell-
tower, nor the arcades, the school or any other part of
their neat plantation and Mission station. For when the
word of relicf hatd been given, all of these would leave
the affairs of the Coiony to themsclves and take a bee-
line back to Paris.

Farah, who had been holding the two ponies while 1
had been to Church, and to the Refectory, on the way
back to the farm would notice my cheerful spirits,—he
was himself a pious Mohammedan and did not touch
alcohol, but he took the Mass and the wine as coordi-
nant rites of my religion.

The French Fathers sometimes rode on their motor-
bicycles to the farm and lunched there, they quoted
the fables of Lafontaine to me. and gave me good advice
on my coffee-plantation.

The Scotch Mission I did not krow so well. There
was a splendid view, from up there, over all the sur-
rounding Kikuyu country, but all the same the Mis-
sion station gave me an impression of blindness, as if it
could see nothing itself. The Church of Scotland was
working hard to put the Natives into European clothes,
which, 1 thought, did them no good from any point
of view. But they had a very good hospital at the Mis-
sion, and, at the time when I was there, it was in the
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charge of a philanthropic, clever head-doctor, Dr. Arthur.
They saved the life of many of the people from the farm.

At the Scotch Mission they kept Kamante for three
months. During that time I saw him once. I came riding
past the Mission on my way to the Kikuyu railway
station, and the road here for a while runs along the
hospital grounds. I caught sight of Kamante in the
grounds, he was standing by himselt at a little distance
ttom the groups of other convalescents. By this time he
was already so much better that he could run. When he
saw me he came up to the fence and ran with me as long
as it was following the road. He trotted along, on his side
of the fence, like a foal in a paddock when you pass it on
horseback, and kept his eyves on my pony, but he did not
say a word. At the corner of the hospital grounds he had
to stop, and when as I rode on, I looked back, [ saw hun
standing stock still, with his head up in the air, and star-
ing after me, in the exact manner ot a foal when you ride
away from it. I waved my hand to him a couble of times,
the first time he did not react at all, then suddenly his
arm went straight up like a pump-spear, but he did not
do it more than once.

Kamante came back to my house on the moining of
Easter Sunday, and handed me a letter from the hospital
people who declared that he was much better and that
thev thought him cured for good. He must have known
something of its contents for he watched my face atten-
tively while I was reading it, but he did not want to dis-
cuss it, he had greater things in his mind. Kamante al-
ways carried himself with much collected ot restrained
digni*.. but this time he shone with repressed triumph
as well.

All Natives have a strong sense for dramatic eflects.
Kamante had carefully tied old bandages round his legs
all the way up to the knee, to arrange a surprise for me.
It was clear that he saw the vital importance of the
moment, not in his own good luck, but, unselfishly, in
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the ‘pleasure that he was to give me. He probably remem-
bered the times when he had seen me all upset by the
continual failure of my cures with him, and he knew that
the result of the hospital’s trcatment was an astounding
thing. As slowly, slowly, he unwound the bandages from
his knce to his heel there appcared, underneath them, a
pair of whole smooth legs, only slightly marked by grey
scars.

When Kamante had thoroughly, and in his calm grand
manner, enjoved my astonishment and pleasure, he again
renewed: the impression by stating that he was now a
Christian. ‘T am like vou.” he said. He added that he
thought that I might give him a Rupee because Christ
had risen on this same dav.

He went away to call on his own pcople. His mother
was a widow, and lived a long way awav on the farm.
From what T heard from her Iater I belicve that he did
upon this dav make a digression from his habit and un-
loaded his heart to her of the impressions of strange
people and wavs that he had received at the hospital.
But after his visit to his mother’s hut. he came back to
my housc as if he took it for granted that now he be-
longed there. He was then in mv service from this time
till the time that 1 left the countrv,—for about twelve
vears.

Kamante when I first met him looked as if he were six
years old, but he had a brother who looked about eight,
and both brothers agreed that Kamante was the eldest of
them, so I suppose he must have been set back in growth
by his long illness: he was probablv then nine vears old.
He grew up now, but he alwavs made the impression of
being a dwarf, or in some wav deformed, although you
could not put your finger on the precise spot that made
him look so. His angular face was rounded with time, he
walked and moved casily, and T myself did not think him
bad-looking, but I may have looked upon him with
something of a creator’s cyes. His legs remained forever
as thin as sticks. A fantastic figure he always was, half of
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fun and half of diabolism: with a very slight alteration,
he might have sat and stared down. on the top of the
Cathedral of Notre Dame in Paris. He had in him some-
thing bright and live: in a painting he would have made
a spot of unusuallv intense colouring: with this he gave a
stroke of picturesquencss to mv houschold. He was never
quite right in the head. or at least he was alwayvs what, in
a white person. you would have called highlv eccentric.

He was a thoughtful person. Perhaps the long years
of suffering that he had lived through. had developed in
him a tendencv to reflect upon things, and to draw his
own conclusions from evervthing he saw. He was all his
life. in his own wav. an isolated figure. Fyen when he
did the same things as other people he would do them in
a different wav.

I had an Excning School for the people of the farm,
with a Native schoolmaster to teach them. T got mn
schoolmasters from one of the Missions, and in myv time
I have had all threc.-—Roman Catholic, Church of Eng-
land, and Church of Scotland schoolmasters. For the
Native education of the countrv is run rigorously on re-
ligious lines; so far as I know, there are no other books
translated into Swahcli than the Bible and the hvmn-
books. I muself. during all myv time in Africa, was plan-
ning to translate Xsop's fables. for the benefit of the
Natives, but I never found time to carrv mv plan through.
Still. such as it was. mv school was to me a favourite
place on the farm, the centre of our spiritual life, and
I spent many pleasant evening hours in the long old store-
house of corrugated iron in which it was kept.

Kamante would then come with me, but he would not
join t'.~ children on the school-benches, he would stand
a little «.vay from them, as if consciouslv closing his cars
to the learning, and exulting in the simplicity of those
who consented to be taken in, and to listen. But in the
privacy of my kitchen. I have scen him copying from
memory, very slowly and preposterously, those same let-
ters and figures that hc had observed on the black-
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boird in the school. I do not think that he could have
come in with other people if he had wanted to; early in
his life something in him had been twisted or locked,
and now it was, so to say, to him the normal thing to be
out of the normal. He was aware of this separateness of
his, himsclf, with the arrogant greatness of soul of the
rcal dwarf, who, when he finds himself at a difference
with the whole world, holds the world to be crooked.

Kamante was sirewd in money matters, he spent little,
and did a number of wise deals with the other Kikuyu
in goa.s, he married at an carly age, and marriage in
the Kikuyu world is an expensive undertaking. At the
same time I have heard him philosophising, soundly and
originally, upon the worthlessness of money. He stood
in a peculiar relation to existence on the whole; he
mastered it, but he had no high opinion of it.

He had no gitt whatever for admiration. He might
acknowledge, and think well of the wisdom of animals,
but there was, during all the time that T knew him, only
one human being of whose good sense I heard him
speak approvingly; it was a young Somali woman who
some years later came to live on the farm. He had a little
mocking laughter, of which he made use in all circum-
stances, but chicefly towards any sclf-confidence or gran-
diloquence in other people. All Natives have in them a
strong strain of malice, a shrill delight in things going
wrong, which in itself 1s hurting and 1evolting to Euro-
peans. Kamante broughe this characteristic to a rare per-
fection, even to a special self-irony, that made him take
pleasure in his own disappointments ond disasters, nearly
exactly as in those of other people.

I have met with the same kind of mentality in the old
Native women who have been roasted over many fires,
who have mixed blood with Fate, and recognize her irony.
wherever they meet it, with sympathy, as if it were that
of a sister. On the farm I used to let my houseboys
deal out snufl,—tombacco the Natives sav—to the old

women on Sunday mornings, while T myself was still in
Be*
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bed. On this account I had a queer lot of customers
round my house on Sundays, like a very old, rumpled,
bald and bony poultry yard; and their low cackling,—
for the Natives will very rarely speak up loudly,—made
its way through the open windows of my bedroom. On
one particular Sunday morning, the gentle lively flow of
Kikuyu communications suddenly rosc to ripples and
cascades of mirth: some highly humorous incident was
taking place out there, and I called in Farah to tell me
about it. Farah did not like to tell me, for the matter was
that he had forgotten to buy snuff, so that to-day the
old women had come a long way, as they say themselves,
boori,—for nothing. 'I'his happening was later on a source
of amuscment to the old Kikuyu women. Sometimes. when
I met one of them on a path in the maize-field, she would
stand still in front of me, poke a crooked bony finger
at me, and, with her old dark face dissolving into laughter,
so that all the wiinkles ot it were drawn and folded
together as by one single sccret string being pulled, she
would remind me of the Sunday when she and her sisters
in the snuff, had walked and walked up to my house,
only to find that I had forgotten to get it. and that
there was not a grain there,—-Ha ha Msabul

The white people often say of the Kikuyu that thev
know nothing of gratitude. Kamante in any case was not
ungrateful, he cven gave words to his feeling ot an obli-
gation. A\ number of times, many vears after our fivst
mecting, he went out of his way to do me a service for
which I had not asked him, and when I questioned him
why he had done it, he said that if it had not been for me
he should have been dead a long time ago. He showed
his gra..'nde in another manner as well, in a particular
kind of benevolent, helpful, or perhaps the right word is.
forbearing, attitude towards me. It may be that he kept
in mind that he and I were of the same religion. In a
world of fools, I was, I think, to him onc of the greater
fools. From the day when he came into my service and
attached his fate to mine, I felt his watchful penetrating
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eyes on me, and my whole modus vivendi subject to a
clear unbiassed criticism; I belicve that from the begin-
ning, he looked upon the trouble that I had taken to get
him cured as upon a picce of hopeless eccentricity. But
he showed me all the time great interest and sympathy,
and he Taid himsclf out to guide my great ignorance. On
some occasions I found that he had given time and
thought to the problem, and that he meant to prepare
and illustrate his instructions, in order that they should
be casier for me to understand.

Kamante began his life in my house as a dog-toto,
later he became a medical assistant to me. There T found
out what good hands he had. although vou would not
have thought so from the look of them, and I sent him
into the kitchen to be a cook’s bov, a marmiton. under
my old cook Esa, wiio was murdered. After Fsa's death
he succeeded to him, and he was now my Chef all the
time that he was with me.

Natives have usuallv very little feeling for animals,
but Kamante differed from tvpe here, as in other things,
he was an authoritative dog-boy, and he identified him-
self with the dogs, and would come and communicate to
me what thev wished, or missed. or generally thought of
things. He kept the dogs free of fleas. which are a pest in
Africa, and manv times in the middle of the night, he
and I, called by the howls of the dogs, have. by the light
of a hurricane lamp, picked off them. one by one. the
murderous big ants, the Siafu, which march alone and
cat up cverything on their wav.

He must also have used his cves at the time when
he had been in the Missioan hospital,—even if it had been
as was cver the case with him, without the slightest
feverence or prepossession.—for he was a thoughtful,
inventive doctor’s assistant. After he had left this office,
h¢ would at times appear from the kitchen to interfere in
a case of sickness, and give me very sound advice.

But as a Chef he was a different thing, and precluded
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classification. Nature had here taken a leap and cut away
from the order of precedence of faculties and talents, the
thing now became mystic and inexplicable, as ever where
vou are dealing with genius. In the kitchen, in the
culinary world. Kamante had all the attributes of genius,
even to that doom of genius,—the individual's power-
lessness in the face of his own powers. If Kamante had
been born in Europe, and had fallen into the hands of a
clever teacher, he might have become famous, and would
have cut a droll figure in history. And out here in
Africa he made himself a name. his attitude to his art
was that of a master.

I was much interested in cookery myself, and on my
first visit back to Furope. I took lessons from a French
Chef at a celebrated restaurant, becausc 1 thought it
would be an amusing thing to be able to make good food
in Africa. The Chef, Monsicur Perrochet, at that time
made me an offer to come in with him in his business of
the restaurant. for the sake of my devotion to the art.
Now when I found Kamante at hand, as a familiar spirit
to cook with. this devotion again took hold of me. There
was to me a great perspective in our working together.
Nothing, I thought. could be more mysterious than this
natural instinct in a Savage for our culinary art. It made
me take another view of our civilization; after all it might
be m some way divine and predestinated. I felt like
the man who regained his faith in God because a Phreno-
logist showed him the scat in the human brain of
theological cloquence: if the existence of theological
eloquence could be proved, the existence of theology itself
was proved with it, and, in the end. God’s existence.

Kamunte. in all cooking matters, had a surprising
manual aaroitness. The great tricks and tours-de-force
of the kitchen were child’s play to his dark crooked
hands; they knew on their own everything about ome-
lettes, vol-au-vents, sauces, and mayonaises. He had a
special gift for making things light, as in the legend the
infant Christ forms birds out of clay and tells them to fly.
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He scorned all complicated tools, as if impatient of too
much independence in them, and when 1 gave him a
machine for beating cggs he sct it aside to rust, and bcat
whites of egg with a weeding knife that 1 had had to
weed the lawn with, and his whites of cggs towered up
like light clouds. As a Cook he had a penctrating in-
spired eye, and would pick out the fattest chicken out ot
a whole poultry-yard, and he gravely weighed an egg in
his hand, and knew when it had been laid. He thought
out schemes for improvement of my table, and by some
means of communication, from a fricnd who was work-
ing for a doctor tar away in the country, he got me sced
of a rcally excellent sort of lettuce, such as I had mvself
tor many years looked for in vain.

He had a great memory for recipes. He could not
read, and he knew no English so that cookery-books
were of no use to kim, but he must have held all that he
was ever taught stored up in his ungraceful head, accord-
ing to some systematization of his own, which I should
never know. He had named the dishes after some c¢vent
which had taken place on the day they had been shown
to him, and he spoke of the sauce of the lightning that
struck the tree, and ot the sauce of the grev horse that
died. But he did not contound any two of these things.
I'here was only one point that I tried to impress upon
him without any success. that was the order of the
courses within a meal. It became necessary to me, when
[ had guests for dinner, to draw up for my chef, as if it
were a pictorial menu: first a soup-plate, then a fish, then
a partridge, or an artichoke. I did not quite believe this
shortcoming in him to be duc to a faulty memory, but he
did, I think, in his own heart, maintain that there is a
limit to everything, and that upon anything so com-
pletely immaterial, he would not waste his time.

It is a moving thing to work together with a demon.
Nominally the kitchen was mine, but in the course of
our cooperations, I felt not only the kitchen, but the
whole world in which we were cooperating, pass over
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into Kamante's hands. For here he understood to per-
fection what I wished of him, and sometimes he carried
out my wishes even before I had told him of them; but
as to mc I could not make clear to myself how or indeed
why he worked as he did. It seemed to me a strange
thirg that anyone could be so great in an art of which he
did cou understand the rcal meaning, and for which he
felt nothing but contempt.

Kamante could have no idea as to how a dish of ours
ought to taste, and he was, in spite of his conversion,
and his connection with civilization, at heart an arrant
Kikuyu rooted in the traditions of his tribe and in his
faith in them, as in the only way of living worthy of a
human being. He did at times taste the food that he
cooked, but then with a distrustful face, like a witch who
takes a sip out of her cauldron. He stuck to the maize-
cobs of his fathers. Here even his intclligence sometimes
failed him, and he came and offered me a Kikuyu deli-
cacy,—a roasted swect potato or a lump of sheep’s fat,
—as cven a civilized dog, that has lived for a long
time with pcople, will place a bone on the floor before
you, as a present. In his heart he did, I feel, all the time,
look upon the trouble that we give ourselves about our
food, as upon a lunacy. I sometimes tried to extract
from him his views upon these things, but although
he spoke with great frankness on many subjects, on
others he was very close, so that we worked side by side
in the kitchen, leaving one another’s idcas on the im-
portance of cooking, alonc.

I sent Kamante in to the Muthaiga Club to Icarn, and
to the cooks of my friends in Nairobi, when I had had a
new goodi dish in their house, and by the time that he
had servec his apprenticeship, my own house became
tamous in the Colony for its table. This was a great plea-
sure to me. I longed to have an audience for my art, and
I was glad when my friends came out to dine with me;
but Kamante cared for the praisc of no one. All the same
he remembered the individual taste of those of my
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friends who came most often to the farm. ‘I shall cook
the fish in white winc for Bwana Berkeley Cole,’ he said,
gravely, as if he were spcaking of a demcnted person,
‘He sends you out white wine himsclf to cook fish in.’
To get the opinion of an authority, I asked my old
friend, Mr. Charles Bulpett of Nairobi, out to dine with
me. Mr. Bulpett was a great traveller of the former
gencration, themsclves a gencration away from Phineas
Fogg; he had bceen all over the world and had tasted
everywhere the best it had to offer, and he had not cared
to secur~ his future so long as he could enjoy the pre-
sent moment. ‘T'he books about sport and mountaincer-
ing, of fifty ycars ago, tcll of his exploits as an athlete,
and of his mountain climbings in Switzerland and Mexico,
and there is a book of famous bets called Light Come
Light Go. in which you can rcad of how for a bet he
swam the Thaine, in evening clothes and a high hat—
but later on, and more romantically, he swam the Helle-
spont like I.ecander and Lord Byron. I was happy when
he came out to the farm for a téte-a-téte dinner; there is
a particular happiness in giving a man whom you like
very much, good food that vou have cooked yourself. In
return he gave me his ideas on food, and on many other
things in the world, and told me that he had nowhere
dined better.

The Prince of Wales did me the great honour to come
and dinc at the farm, and to compliment me on a Cum-
berland Sauce. This is the only time that I have seen
Kamante listening with deep interest when I repeated the
praise of his cooking to him, for Natives have very great
ideas of kings and like to talk about them. Many
months after, he felt a longing to hear it once more, and
suddenly asked me, like a French reading-book. ‘Did
the son of the Sultan like the sauce of the pig? Did he
eat it all?’

Kamante showed his good will towards me, outside of the
kitchen as well. He wanted to help me, in accordance with
his own ideas of the advantages and dangers in life.
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One night, after midnight. he suddenly walked into
my bedroom with a hurricanc-lamp in his hand, silent,
as if on duty. It must have been only a short time after
he first came into my house, for he was very small; he
stood by my bedside like a dark bat that had strayed
into *he room, with very big spreading cars, or like a
small African Will-o’-the-wisp, with his lamp in his
hand. He spoke to me very solemnly, ‘Msabu,” he said,
‘I think you had better get up.” I sat up in bed bewil-
dered; I thought that if anything serious had happened,
it would have been Farah who would have come to fetch
me, but when I told Kamante to go away again, he did
not move. ‘Msabu,” he said again. ‘I think that you had
better get up. I think that God is coming.’” When I
heard this, I did get up. and asked him why he thought
so. He gravely led me into the dining-room which looked
West. towards the hills. From the door-windows I now
saw a strange phenomenon. There was a big grass-fire
going on, out in the hills, and the grass was burning all
the way from the hill-top to the plain; when secen from
the house it was a nearly vertical line. It did indced look
as if some gigantic figure was moving and coming to-
wards us. I stood for some time and looked at it, with
Kamante watching by my side, then I began to explain
the thing to him. I meant to quict him, for I thought
that hie had been terribly frightened. But the explana-
tion did not seem to make much impression on him one
way or the other; he clearly took his mission to have
becen fulfilled when he had called me. ‘Well yes,” he
said‘, ‘it may be so. But I thought that vou had better get
up In case it was God coming.’



THE SAVAGE IN THE
IMMIGRANT’S HOUSE

One year the long rains failed.

That is a teruble, tremendous experience, and the
farmer who has lived through it, will never forget it.
Years aftcrwards. away from Africa, in the wet climate
of a Northern country, he will start up at night, at the
sound of a sudden shower of rain, and cry, ‘At last, at
last.’

In normal years the long rains began in the last week
of March and went on into the middle of June. Up to
the time of the vains, the world grew hotter and drier
cvery day, feverish, as in Europe before a great thunder-
storm, only morc so.

‘The Masai, who were my neighbours on the other side
of the river. at that time set fire to the bast-dry plains to
get new green grass for their cattle with the first rain,
and the air over the plains danced with the mighty con-
flagration: the long grey and rainbow-tinted layers of
smoke rolled along over the grass. and the heat and the
smcll of burning were drifted in over the cultivated land
as from a furnace.

Gigantic clouds gathered. and dissolved again, over
the landscape; a light distant shower of rain painted a
blue slanting strcak across the horizon. All the world
had only one thought.

On an evening just before sunset, the scenery drew
closc round you, the hills came near and were vigorous,
meaningful, in their clear, deep bluc and green colour-
ing. A couple of hours later you went out and saw that
the stars had gone, and vou felt the night-air soft and
deep and pregnant with benefaction.

When the quickly growing rushing sound wandered
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over your head it was the wind in the tall forest-trces—
and not the rain. When it ran along the ground it was
the wind in the shrubs and the long grass—and not the
rain. When it rustled and rattled just above the ground
it was the wind in the maize-fields,—where it sounded
so mnck like rain that you were taken in, time after time,
and even got a certain content from it, as if you were at
least shown the thing vou longed for acted on a stage,—
and not the rain.

But when the carth answered like a sounding-board
in a deep fertile roar. and the world sang round you in
all dimensions, all above and below.—that was the rain.
It was like coming back to the Sca. when you have been
a long time awayv from it. like a lover’s embrace.

But one year the long rains failed. Tt was, then. as if
the Universe werc turning away from vou. It grew cooler,
on some days it would be cold. but there was no sign of
moisture in the atmosphere. Evervthing became drier
and harder, and it was as if all force and graccfulness
had withdrawn from the world. It was not bad weather
or good weather, but a negation of all weather, as if it
had been deferred sine die. A bleak wind, like a draught.
ran over your hcad. all colour faded from all things;
the smells went away from the fields and forests. The
feeling of being in disgrace with the Great Powers pressed
on ycu. To the South, the burnt plains lay black and
waste, striped with grey and white ashes.

With every day, in which we now waited for the rain
in vain, prospects and hopes of the farm grew dim, and
disappearcd. The ploughing, pruning and planting of
the last months turned out to be a labour of fools. The
farm wo ' slowed off, and stood still.

On the plains and in the hills, the waterholes dried
up, and many new kinds of ducks and geese camme to my
pond. To the pond on the boundary of the farm, the
Zebra came wandering in the carly mornings and at sun-
set to drink, in long rows, two or three hundred of them,
the foals walking with the mares, and they were not
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afraid of me when I rode out amongst them. But we
tried to keep them off the land for the sake of our
cattle, for the water was sinking in the ponds. Still
it was a plcasure to go down there, where the rushes
growing in the mud made a green patch in the brown
landscape.

The Natives became silent under the drought, 1 could
not get a word on the prospects out of them, although
you would have thought that they should have known
morc about the signs of the weather than we did. It was
their existence which was at stake, it was not an unheard
of thing to them,—and had not been to their fathers,—
to losc nine-tenths of their stock in the great years of
drought. 'T'heir shambas were dry, with a few drooping
and withering sweet-potato and maize plants.

After a time I learned their manner from them, and
gave up talking ol the hard times or complaining about
them, like a person in disgrace. But I was a European,
and I had not lived long enough in the country to
acquire the absolute passivity of the Native, as some
Europcans will do, who live for many deccnnaries in
Africa. 1 was young, and by instinct of self-prescrvation,
I had to collect my energy on something, if I were not to
be whirled away with the dust on the farm-roads, or the
smoke on the plain. I began in the evenings to write
storics, fairy-tales and romances, that would take my
mind a long way off, to other countries and times.

I had been telling some of the stories to a friend when
he came to stay on the farm.

When T got up and went outside, there was a cruel
wind blowing, the sky was clear and set with millions of
hard stars, everything was dry.

At first I wrote in the evenings only, but later on 1
otten sat down to write in the mornings as well, when 1
ought to have been out on the farm. It was difficult, out
there, to decide whether we ought to plough the maize-
field up again and plant it a second time, and whether
we ought to strip the withering coffee berries off the
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trees to save the trees, or not. I put the decisions off
from day to day.

I used to sit and writc in the dining-room, with papers
spread all over the dinner table, for I had accounts and
estimates of the farm to do, in between my stories and
little Ae-olate notes from my farm manager to answer.
My houseboys asked me what I was doing; when 1 told
them 1 was trying to write a book, they looked upon it as
a last attempt to save the farm through the hard times,
and took an interest in it. Later they asked me how my
book was proceeding. 'I'hey would come in, and stand
for a long time watching the progress of it, and in the
panelled room their heads were so much the colour of
the panels, that at night it looked as if they were white
robes only, keeping me company with their backs to the
wall.

My dining-room looked West, and had threc long
windows that opcened out to the paved terrace, the lawn
and the forest. The land here sloped down to the river
that formed the boundary between me and the Masai.
You could not see the river itself from the house, but you
could follow its winding course by the design of the
dark-green big Acacias which grew along it. T'o the
other side of it the wood-clad land rose again, and over
the woods were the green plains that reached to the foot
of the Ngong Hills.

‘And were my faith so strong that it could move
mountains, that is the mountain that I would make
come to me.’

‘The wind blew from the East: the doors of my din-
ing-roomr to lee, were always open, and for this reason
the West 5. e of the house was popular with the Natives;
they laid their way round it, to kcep in touch with what
was going on inside. From the same motive the little
Native herdboys brought their goats round and made them
graze on the lawn.

‘These little boys, who wandered about on the farm in
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the company of their fathers’ herds of goats and sheep,
looking up grazing for them, did in a way form a link
between the life of my civilized house and the life of the
wild. My houseboys distrusted them and did not like
them to come into the rooms, but the children had a real
love and enthusiasm for civilization; to them it held no
dangers at all, for they could leave it again whenever they
liked. The central symbol of it to them, was an old
German cuckoo-clock that hung in the dining-room. A
clock was entircly an object of luxury in the African
Highlands. All the year round you could tell, from the
position of the sun, what the time was, and as you had
no dealings with railways, and could arrange your life
on the farm according to your own wishes, it became a
matter of no importance. But this was a very fine clock.
In the midst of a cluster of pink roses, at every full hour,
a cuckoo here flang up its little door and threw itself for-
ward to announce the hour in a clear insolent voice. Its
apparition was cvery time a fresh delight to the voung
people of the farm. From the position of the sun, they
judged accurately when the moment for the midday call
was due, and by a quarter to twelve I could see them ap-
proaching the house from all sides, at the tail of their
goats, which they dared not leave behind. The heads of
the children and of the goats swam through the bush
and long grass of the forest like heads of frogs in a pond.

They left their flocks on the lawn and came in noise-
lessly on their bare fect: the bigger ones were about ten
vears and the youngest two vears. Thev bechaved very
well, and kept up a sort of self-made ceremonial for
their visits, which came to this: that thev could move
about freely in the house so long as they did not touch
anything, nor sit down, nor speak unless spoken to. As the
cuckoo rushed out on them, a great movement of ecstasy
and suppressed laughter ran through the group. It also
sometimes happened that a very small herdboy, who did
not feel any responsibility about the goats. would come
back in thc early morning all by himself, stand for a
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long time in front of the clock, now shut up and silent,
and address it in Kikuyu in a slow sing-song declaration
of love, then gravely walk out again. My houseboys
laughed at the herdboys. and confided to me that the
children were so ignorant that they belicved the cuckoo
to be alive.

Now my houseboys came in themselves to watch the
work of the typewriter. Kamante sometimes stood by
the wall for an hour in the evening. his eyes ran to and
fro like dark drops under the eyelashes, as if he mcant
to learn enough about the machine to take it to picces
and put it together again.

One night as [ looked up I met these profound atten-
tive eyes and after a moment he spoke. ‘Msabu’, he
said. ‘do you believe vourself that you can write a book?’

I answered that I did not know.

To figure to onesclf a conversation with Kamante one
must imaginc a long, pregnant, as if deeply responsible,
pause before each phrase. All Natives are masters in the
art of the pause and therecby give perspective to a dis-
cussion.

Kamante now made such a long pause, and then said,
‘T do not believe it.’

I had nobody else to discuss my book with; I laid
down my paper and asked him why not. I now found
that ne had becn thinking the conversation over before,
and prepared himself for it; he stood with the Odys-
sey itself behind his back, and here he laid it on the
table.

‘Look, Msabu,” he said, ‘this is a good book. It hangs
together from the onc end to the other. Even if you hold
it up ar.. shake it strongly, it does not come to pieces.
The man wno has written it is very clever. But what you
write’, he went on, both with scorn and with a sort of
friendly compassion, ‘is some here and some there. When
the people forget to close the door it blows about, even
down on the floor and you are angry. It will not be a
good book.’
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1 explained to him that in Europe the people would
be able to fix it all up together.

‘Will your book then be as heavy as this?’ Kamante
asked, weighing the Odyssey.

When he saw that I hesitated he handed it to me in
order that I might judge for myself.

‘No,” I said, ‘it will not, but there are other books in
the library, as you know, that arc lighter.’

‘And as hard?’ he asked.

[ said it was expensive to make a book so hard.

Ilc stool for some time in silence and then expressed
his greater hopes of my book, and perhaps also repen-
tance of his doubts, by picking up the scattered pages
from the floor and laying them on the table. Still he did
not go away, but stood by the table and waited, and then
asked me gravely: ‘Msabu, what is there in books?’

As an illustravwon 1 told him the story from the
Odyssey of the hero and Polyphemus, and of how Odys-
scus had called himselt Noman, had put out Polyphemus’
eye, and had escaped tied up under the belly of a ram.

Kamante listened with interest and cxpressed as his
opinion, that the ram must have been of the same race
as the sheep ot Mr. Long, of Elmentaita, which he had
seen at the cattle-show in Nairobi. He came back to
Polyphemus, and asked me if he had been black, like the
Kikuyu. When I said no, he wanted to know if Odysseus
had been of my own tribe or family.

‘How did he,” he asked, ‘say the word, Noman, in his
own language? Say it.’

‘He said OQutis,” I told him. ‘He called himself Outis,
which in his language means Noman ’

‘Must you write about the same thing?’ he asked me.

‘No," 1 said, ‘people can write of anything they like.
I might write of you.’

Kamante who had opened up in the course of the
talk, here suddenly closed again, he looked down him-
self and asked me in a low voice, what part of him I
would write about.
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‘I might write about the time when you were ill and
were out with the sheep on the plain,’ I said, ‘what did
you think of then?’ .

His eyes wandered over the room, up and down; in
the end he said vaguely: ‘Sejui’—I know not.

‘Wer you afraid?’ I asked him.

Atter a pause, ‘Yes,’” he said firmly, ‘All the boys on
the plain are afraid somectimes.’

‘Of what were you afraid?’ I said.

Kamante stood silent for a little while, then he looked
at me; his face became collected and deep, his eyes gazed
inward:

‘Of Outis,” he said. "I'he boys on the plain are afraid
of Outis.’

A few days later, 1 heard Kamante explain to the
other houseboys that in Europe the book which I was
writing could be made to stick together, and that with
terrible expense it could even be made as hard as the
Odyssey, which was again displayed. He himself, how-
ever, did not believe that it could be made blue.

Kamante had a talent of his own that became of use to
him in my house. He could, 1 believe, cry when he
wanted to.

If ever I scolded him in carnest, he stood up straight
befoie me and looked me in the face, with that watchful,
deep sadness which the faces of the Natives take on in
a single moment; then his cyes swelled, and filled with
heavy tears that slowly, one by one, rolled out and down
over his cheeks. I knew them to be pure crocodile tears,
and in other people they would not have affected me. But
with K ~ante it was a different thing. His flat wooden
face, on ..iese occasions, sank back into the world of
darkness and infinite loneliness, in which he had dwelt
for many years. Such heavy, dumb tears he might have
wept as a little boy on the plain, with the sheep round
him. They made me uneasy, and gave to the sins for
which T scolded him a different aspect, a smaller look so
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that I did not want to go on talking about them. In a
way it was a demoralising thing. Still I believe that by
strength of the true human understanding which existed
between us, Kamante knew in his hcart that I looked
through his tcars of contrition and did not take them for
more than they were,—indecd that he himself looked
upon them more as a ccremony due to the higher powers,
than as any attempt to deceive.

He often referred to himself as a Christian. I did not
know what ideca he attached to the name, and once or
twice I tried to catechise him. but he then explained to
me that he believed what T believed, and that, since I
myself must know what I believed, there was no sense in
me questioning him. I found that this was more than an
evasion, it was in a way his positive programme, or con-
fession of faith H: had given himself under the God of
the white pcople. In His service he was prepared to
carry out any order, but he would not take upon himself
to give rcasons for a working system which might prove
to bc as unreasonable as the working svstems of the
white people themselves.

It sometimes happened that my behaviour clashed with
the teachings of the Scotch Mission, where he had been
converted; then he would ask me who were right.

The lack of prejudice in the Natives is a striking thing.
for you cxpect to find dark taboos in the primitive
people. It is due, T believe, to their acquaintance with a
variety of races and tribes, and to the lively human inter-
course that was brought upon East Africa, first by the
old traders of ivory and slaves, and in our days by the
settlers and big-game hunters. Nearly every Native,
down to the little herdboys of the plains, has in his day
stood face to face with a whole range of nations as differ-
ent from one another, and to him, as a Sicilian to an
Esquimo: Englishmen, Jews, Boers, Arabs, Somali
Indians, Swaheli, Masai and Kavirondo. As far as recep-
tivity of ideas goes, the Native is more of a man of the
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world than in the suburban or provincial settler or mission-
ary, who has grown up in a uniform community and with
a set of stable ideas. Much of the misunderstanding be-
tween the white people and the Natives arises from this fact.

It is an alarming ecxpericnce to be, in your person,
representing Christianity to the Natives.

The « was a young Kikuvu by the name of Kitau, who
came in from the Kikuyu Reserve and took service with
me. He was a meditative boy, an observant, attentive ser-
vant and I liked him well. After three months he one day
asked me to give him a letter of rccommendation to my
old fricnd Sheik Ali bin Salim, the Lewali of the Coast,
at Mombasa, for he had seen him in my house and now,
he said, hc wished to go and work for him. I did not want
Kitau to leave just when he had learned the routine of the
house, and I said to him that I would rather raise his pay.
No, he said, he was not leaving to get any higher pay, but
he could not stay. He told me that he had made up his
mind, up in the Reserve, that he would become either a
Christian or a Mohammedan, only he did not yet know
which. For this reason he had come and worked for me, since
I was a Christian. and he had stayed for three months in
my house to see the testurde,—the ways and habits,—of
the Christians. From me he would go for three months to
Sheik Ali in Mombasa and study the testurde of the Moham-
medans; then he would decide. I belicve that even an Arch-
bishop, when he had had these facts laid before him, would
have said, or at least have thought, as I said: ‘Good God,
Kitau, you might have told me that when you came here.’

The Mohammedans will not eat meat of any animal
that has not had its throat cut by a Mohammedan in the
orthodo¥ manncr. This is often a difficulty on a Safari,
where you orry few provisions with you, and are depen-
dant for your servants’ food on the game you shoot.
When you shoot a Kongoni and it falls, your Moham-
medans rush at it, as upon wings, to be in time to cut the
throat of it before it dies, and you yourself watch them
In suspense, with burning eyes, for if they are seen
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standing over it with hanging arms and head, it means
that the Kongoni has dicd before they got up to it, and
you will have to stalk another Kongoni, or your gun-
bearcrs will go starving.

When in the beginning of the war I was going out
with my ox-waggons, the night before I started I hap-
pened to mect the Mohammedan Shereef up at Kijabe;
I asked him if he could not give my people dispensation
from the law frr as long as our Safari lasted.

The Shercet was a young man, but wise, and he talked
with Farah and Ismail and pronounced: “This lady is a
disciple of Jesus Christ. When she fires off her rifle, she
will say, or at least in her heart say: In the name of God,
which will make her bullets equivalent to the knife of the
orthodox Mohammedan. For the length of time of this jour-
ney, you can cat the meat ol the animals that she shoots.’

The prestige ot he Christian religion in Africa was
weakened by the intolerance that the one Christian
church showed towards the other.

On Christmas nights while I was in Africa I used to
drive over to the French Mission to hear the Midnight
Mass. It was generally hot at this time of the year; as
vou drove through the wattle plantation, you heard the
chiming of the Mission bell a long way in the clear
warm air. A crowd of happy, lively pcople were at the
place round the church when you arrived, the French
and Italian shopkecpers of Nairobi with their families
had come out, the nuns from the convent school were
present, and the Native congregation swarmed in gay
clothes. The big fine church was lighted with many hun-
dred candles and with great transparencies which the
Fathers had themselves made.

When Christmas came, in the first year after Kamante
had come into my house, I told him that I was going to
take him with me to the Mass, as a fellow Christian, and
described to him the beautiful things that he was going
to see there, in the manner of the Fathers themselves.
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Kamante listened to it all, moved in his soul, and put on
the best clothes he had. But when the car was at the
door, he came back in great agitation of mind and said
that he could not possibly come with me. He did not
want to give me his reasons, and flinched from my ques-
tions: in the end it came out. No, he could not go, he
had by now realized that it was to the French Mission
that I meant to take him, and he had been so strongly
warned against that Mission when he had been in Hos-
pital. I explained to him that this was all a misunder-
standing, and that he must come now. But at that he be-
gan to turn to stonc before my cyes, he died, he turned
up his eyes so that only the white showed in them and
sweated in the face.

‘No, no, Msabu,” he whispered, ‘I am not coming with
vou. There inside that big church, I know it well,
there is a Msabu who is mbaia sana’—terribly bad.

When I heard this I became very sad, but I thought
that now I would indeed have to take him with me so
that the Virgin hersclf could enlighten him. The Fathers
had a lifesize pasteboard statuc of the Virgin in their
Church, all blue and white, and the Natives arc gencrally
impressed by statues, while it is difficult to them to con-
ceive the idea of a picture. So I promised Kamante my
protection and took him with me, and when he walked
into the Church, very close at my heels, he forgot all
his scruples. It happened to be the finest Christmas Mass
that they had ever had at the Mission. T'here was in the
Church a very big Nativity,—a grotto with the Holy
Family, just out from Paris, which was illuminated by
radiant stars in a blue sky, and it had round it a
hundred toy animals, wooden cows and pure white cot-
ton-wool : nbs, without any petty consideration as to

their size, that must have raised ecstasy in the hearts of
the Kikuyus.

After Kamante had become a Christian he was no
longer afraid to touch a dead body.
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Earlier in his life he had been afraid of it, and when a
man, who had been carried on a stretcher up to the
terrace by my house, died there, he would no more than
the others lend a hand to carry him back; he did not
recede, like the other people on to the lawn, but he stood
immovable upon the pavement, a little dark monument.
Why the Kikuyu, who personally have so little fear of
dcath, should be so terrified to touch a corpse, while the
white pcople, who arc afraid to die, handle the decad
easily, I do not know. Here once more you fecel their
reality to be different from our realities. But all farmers
know that here is a domain on which you cannot control
the Native, and that you will save yourself trouble if you
give up the idea at once, for he will really rather die than
change his ways.

Now the terror had disappeared out of Kamante’s
heart; he scorned it in his kinsmen. He did even show off
a little here, as if to boast of the power of his God.
It happened that T had opportunities to test his faith, and
that Kamante and I came to carry three dead pcople be-
tween us, in the course of our life on the farm. One was
a young Kikuyu girl who was run over by an ox cart out-
side my house. The second was a young Kikuyu who
was killed while he was felling trees in the forest.
The third was an old white man who came to live
on the farm. played a part in the life of it, and died there.

He was a countryman of mine. an old blind Dane by
the name of Knudsen. One day when I was in Nairobi
he fumbled his way up to my car, presented himself,
and asked me to give him a house on my land, as he had
no place in the world to stay in. I had at that time been
reducing my staff of white people on the plantation, and
had an empty bungalow that I could lend him. and he
came out and lived on the farm for six months.

He was a singular figure to have on a highland farm:
so much a creature of the Sea that it was as if we
had had an old clipped albatross with us. He was all
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broken by the hardships of life, and by disease and drink,
bent and crooked, with the curious colouring of red-
haired people gone white, as if he had in reality strewn
ashes upon his head, or as if he was marked by his
own element and had been salted. But there was an
unquenchable flame in him which no ashes could cover.
He cone of Danish fisherman stock and had been a
sailor, and later one of the very early pioneers of Africa,
—whatever wind it was that blew him there.

Old Knudsen had tried a grcat many things in his life,
preferably such as have to do with water or fish or
birds, and had donc well on none of them. At one time, he
told me, he had owned a very finc fishing concern on
Lake Victoria, with many miles of the best fishing nets
in the world, and with a motorboat. But during the war
he had lost it all. In his recounting of this tragedy of his,
therc was a dark moment of fatal misunderstanding, or
of the trecason of a friend. I do not know which, for the
tale was never quite the same at the various times when
it was told to me, and it brought Old Knudsen into a
terrible state of mind when he came to this point of his
recital. There was, all the same, some real fact in the
story, for in compensation of his losses, the Government,
while he was staying with mec, paid him a sort of pension
of a shilling a day.

All this he told me on the occasions when he came up
on a visit to my house. He often took refuge in me, for he
was uncomfortable in his own bungalow. The small
Native boys, whom I gave him as servants, ran away from
him again and again, because he frightened them hy
rushing at them blindly, head foremost, and fumbling
with his stick. But when he was in high spirits he would
sit on my - randah over a cup of coffee and sing Danish
patriotic songs to me, all by himself, with great energy.
It was a pleasure to both him and me to speak Danish, so
we exchanged many remarks over insignificant happen-
ings on the farm, just for the joy of talking. But I did
not always have patience with him, for when he had once
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arrived it was difficult to make him stop talking and go
away; in our daily intercourse he had, as was to be ex-
pected, much of the Ancient Mariner, or of the Old
Man of the Sea.

He had been a great artist at the making of fishing
nets,—the best fishing nets in the world, he told me,—
and here, in the bungalow of the farm, he made kibokos,
—the Native whips which are cut out of Hippo hide. He
would buy a Hippo hide from the Natives or the farmers
up at Lake Naivasha, and if he was lucky he could make
fifty kibokos out of onc hide. I have still a riding-whip
which he gave me; it is a very fine whip. This work
spread a terrible stench round his house, like the stench
round the nest of some old carrion-bird. Later on, when
[ made a pond on the farm, he was nearly always to be
found by the pond, in deep thought, with his reflection
vertically under him. like a Sea-bird in a Zoo.

Old Knudsen had m iis frail sunken breast the simple,
ficrce, irascible, wild heart of a small boy, who burns
with the unadulterated love of fighting; he was a great
romantic bully and combatant. He was a singularly
good hater, always afire with indignation and rage against
nearly all the people and institutions with which he
came in touch; he called hcaven to let fire and brim-
stone rain down on them, and ‘painted the devil on the
wall’, as we say in Denmark, in a Michaclangelesque
manner. He was highly delighted whenever he could set
other people by the ears, like a small boy who sets two
dogs fighting, or a dog at a cat. It was an impressive and
formidable thing that Old Knudsen’s soul should still,—
after his long hard life, and when he had at last, so to
say, been washed into a quiet creek where he might have
lain with his sails slacked,—cry out for opposition and
adversity, like the soul of a boy. It made me respect it,
as the soul of a Berserk.

He never spoke of himself except in the third person,
as ‘Old Knudsen’, and never without boasting and brag-
ging to the last degree. There was not a thing in the
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world that Old Knudsen would not undertake and carry
through, and not a champion fighter whom Old Knudsen
could not knock down. Wherever other people were con-
cerned, he was a black pessimist, and he foresaw a near,
catastrophic and well deserved end to all their activities.
But on his own bchalf he was a furious optimist. A
shor: uime bcfore he died he confided to me, under
the promise of secrecy, a tremendous plan. It would
make Old Knudsen, at last, a millionaire and put all his
enemies to shame. He was, he told me, going to lift,
from the bottom of Lake Naivasha, the hundred thou-
sand tons of guano dropped there, from the time of the
creation of the world, by the swimming-birds. In a lasc
colossal effort he made a journey from the farm to Lake
Naivasha, to study and work out the details of his plan.
He died in the lustre of it. 'I'he scheme had in it all the
elements dear to his heart: dcep water, birds, hidden
treasures; it had even a flavour of the things that one
ought not to talk to ladies about. At the top of it he saw,
with the eyes of his mind, triumphant Old Knudsen him-
self, with a trident, controlling the waves. I do not re-
member if he cver explained to me how the guano was
to be brought up from the bottom of the Lake.

The great exploits and achicvements of Old Knudsen
and his eminence in everything, as he reported these
things to me, wére clearly at variance with the weak-
ness and impotency of the old man who reported them;
in the end you felt that you were dealing with two sepa-
rate and essentially different individualities. 'The mighty
figurc of Old Knudsen rose in the background, unbeaten
and triumphant, the hero of all the adventures, and
it was his old bent and worn scrvant whom I knew,
and who aever tired of telling me about him. This little,
humble man had made it his mission in life to uphold
and extol the name of Old Knudsen, even to death. For
he had really scen Old Knudsen, which nobody else

except God ever had, and after that he would stand no
heresy in anyone.



Kamante and Lulu 65

One single timc have I heard him make use of the
first personal pronoun. This was a couple of months be-
forc he died. He had had a bad heart-attack, the same
thing that killed him in the end, and when I had not seen
him on the farm for a week I went down to his bungalow
to get news of him, and I found him, in the middle of
the stench from the Hippo hide, in bed in a very bare
and untidy room. He was ashen grey in the face, his dim
cycs were sunk “deep back. He did not answer me or
speak a word when I spoke to him. Only after a long
time, and when I had already got up to go away, he sud-
denly said mm a small hoarse voice, ‘I am very sick.” At
that time there was no talk of Old Knudsen, who surely
was never ill or overcome; it was the servant, who just
for once allowed himself to express his individual misery
and anguish.

Old Knudsen was dull on the farm, so from time to
time he locked the door of his house, made off and dis-
appeared from our horizon. It was most often, I think,
when he had had news that an old friend, some other
pioneer of the glorious past. had arrived in Nairobi. He
would stay away, for a week or a fortnight, until we had
half foigotten his existence, and he always came back so
terribly ill and worn out that he could hardly drag him-
sclf along, or unlock his door. He then kept to himself
for a couple of days. I believe that on these occasions he
was afraid of me, for he thought that I would be sure to
have disapproved of his escapades, and that 1 would
now profit by his weakness to triumph over him. Old
Knudsen, although he would sometimes sing of the
sailor's bride who loves the waves, in hus heart had a
deep mistrust of woman, and saw her as the enemy
of man, by instinct, and on principle, out to stop his
fun.

On the day of his death he had in this way been
absent for a fortnight, and nobody on the farm was aware
that he had come back. But he himself must this time have
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meant to make an exception from his rule, for he had
been on the way from his own house to mine, by a path
which ran through the plantation, when he fell down and
died. Kamante and I found him lying on the path as,
late in the afternoon, we were going out to look for
muthrooms on the plain, in the new short grass, for it
was .April, in the beginning of the long rains.

It was befitting that it should be Kamante who found
him, for, alone of all the Natives of the farm, he had
shown Old Knudsen sympathy. He had even taken an
interest in him, as one deviation from the normal in an-
other, and from time to time of his own accord had
brought him eggs, and kept an cye on his Totos, whicn
had prevented them from running away altogether.

The old man lay on his back, his hat had rolled a little
away when he fcll, his eyes were not quite closed. In
death he looked essentially collected. There you are at
last, Old Knudsen,—I thought.

I wanted to carry him to his house, but I knew that it
would be of no use to call in any of the Kikuyus who
might be about, or working in their own shambas close
by, to help me; they would only run away immediately
when they saw why I had called them. I ordered Kamante
to run back to the house and fetch down Farah to assist
me. But Kamante did not move.

‘Why do you want me to run?’ he asked.

‘Well you see yourself,” I said, ‘that I cannot carry
the old Bwana alone, and you Kikuyus are fools, you are
afraid to carry a dead man.’

Kamante set up his little mocking noiseless laughter.
‘You again lorget, Msabu,” he said, ‘that I am a Chris-
tian.’

He Iitc 13 the old man’s feet while I bore his head, and
between us we carried him to his bungalow. From time
to time we had to stop, lay him down, and rest; then
Kamante stood up erect and looked straight down at Old
Knudsen’s feet, with what I think will have been the
Scotch Mission manner in the presence of death.
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As we had laid him on his bed, Kamante went about
the room, and into the kitchen, in search of a towel to
cover his face with,—he only found an old newspaper.
‘“The Christians did that at the Hospital,” he explained
to me.

A long time afterwards Kamante had great satisfac-
tion out of the thought of this instance of my ignorance.
He would work with me in the kitchen, filled with a
secret pleasure, and suddenly break out laughing. ‘Do
you remcmber, Msabu,’ he said, ‘the time when you had
forgotten that I was a Christian, and thought that I should
be afraid to help you to carry the Msungu Msei ?'—
the old white man.

Kamante as a Christian was no longer afraid of snakes.
I hcard him state to thc other boys that a Christian
might at any moment put his hecl upon the head of the
largest snake and crush it. T have not scen him try to do
so, but I saw him standing very still, with a set face and
his hands behind his back, within a short distance of the
Cook’s hut when a puff-adder had appeared on its roof.
All the children of my household spread in large circles
around it, like chaff before the wind, with wild wails,
while Farah went into the house to fetch my gun, and
shot the puff-adder.

When it was all over, and the waves had settled down
again, Nyore, the Sice’s son, said to Kamante. ‘Why,
you Kamante, did you not set your heel upon the head of
the big bad snake and crush it?’

‘Because it was up on the roof,” said Kamante.

At onc time, I tried to shoot with a bow and arrow. I
was strong, but it was difficult to me to bend the Wan-
derobo bow which Farah had got for me: still in the end,
and after long practice, I became skilful as an archer.

Kamante was very small then, he used to watch me
when I was shooting on the lawn, and seemed doubtful
about the undertaking, and one day said to me: ‘Are you
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a Christian still when you are shooting with a bow? I
thought that the Christian way was with a rifle.’

I showed him in my pictorial Bible an illustration to
the tale of Hagar’s son: ‘And God was with the lad;
and he grew, and dwelt in the wilderness, and became an

archer.’
‘Weli,” said Kamante, ‘he was like you.’

Kamante had a good hand with sick animals, as with
my Native patients. He took out splinters from the dogs’
feet, and once cured one of them when it had been bitten
by a snake.

For some time I had in the house a stork with a
broken wing. He was a decided character, he walked
through the rooms and when he came into my bed-
room he fought tremendous duels, as with the rapicr,
with swaggering and flapping of wings, with his image
in my looking-glass. He followed Kamante about be-
tween the houses, and it was impossible not to believe
that he was deliberately imitating Kamante’s stiff
measured walk. Their legs were about the same thick-
ness. The little Native boys had an eye for caricature
and shouted with joy when they saw the pair pass. Ka-
mante understood the joke, but he never paid much
attention to what other people thought of him. He sent
off the little boys to collect frogs for the stork in the
bogs.

It was also Kamante who had charge of Lulu.



4}

A GAZELLE

L.ulu came to my house from the woods as Kamante had
come to it from the plains.

‘T'o the Eust of my farm lay the Ngong Forest Re-
serve, which then was ncarly all Virgin Forest. To my
mind it was a sad thing when the old forest was cut down,
and Eucalyptus and Grevillea planted in its place; it
might have made a unique pleasure-ground and park for
Nairobi.

An African Native Forest is a mysterious region. You
ride into the depths of an old tapestry, in places faded
and in others darkenced with age, but marvellously rich
in green shades. You cannot see the sky at all in there,
but the sunlight plays in many strange ways, falling
through the foliage. The grey fungus, like long drooping
beards, on the trees, and the crecpers hanging down
everywhere, give a secrctive, recondite air to the Native
forest. I used to ride here with Farah on Sundays, when
there was nothing to do on the farm, up and down the
slopes, and across the little winding forest-streams. The
air in the forest was cool like water, and filled with the
scent of plants, and in the beginning of the long rains
when the creepers flowered, you rode through sphere
after sphere of fragrance. One kind of African Daphne of
the woods, which flowers with a small cream-coloured
sticky blossom, had an overwhelming sweet perfume, like
lilac, and wild lily of the valley. Here and there, hollow
tree-stems were hung up in ropes of hide on a branch; the
Kikuyu hung them there to make the bees build in them,
and to get honey. Once as we turned a corner in the
forest, we saw a leopard sitting on the road, a tapestry
animal.

Here, high above the ground. lived a garrulous rest-
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less nation, the little grey monkeys. Where a pack of
monkeys had travelled over the road, the smcll of them
lingered for a long time in the air, a dry and stale, mousy
smell. As you rode on you would suddenly hear the rush
and whizz over your head, as the colony passed along on
its own ways. If you kept still in the same place for some
time »uu might catch sight of one of the monkeys sitting
immovable in a tree, and, a little after, discover that the
whole forest round you was alive with his family, placed
like fruits on the branches, grey or dark figures accord-
ing to how the sunlight fell on them, all with their long
tails hanging down bchind them. They gave out a
peculiar sound, like a smacking kiss with a little cough to
follow it; if from the ground you imitated it, you saw the
monkeys turn their heads from one side to the other in
an affected manner, but if you made a sudden movement
they were all off in a second, and you could follow the
decreasing swash as they cleaved the tree-tops, and dis-
appeared in the wood like a shoal of fishes in the waves.

In the Ngong Forest I have also seen, on a narrow
path through thick growth, in the middle of a very hot
day, the Giant Forest Hog, a rare person to mcet. He
came suddenly past me, with his wife and three young
pigs, at a great speed, the whole family looking like uni-
form, bigger and smaller figures cut out in dark paper,
against the sunlit"green behind them. It was a glorious
sight, like a reflection in a forest pool, like a thing thar
had happened a thousand ycars ago.

Lulu was a young antelope of the bushbuck tribe,
which is perhaps the prettiest of all the African ante-
lopes. They are a little bigger than the fallow-deer; they
live in *he woods, or in the bush, and are shy and fugi-
tive, so (!t they are not seen as often as the antelopes of
the plains. But the Ngong Hills, and the surrounding
country, were good places for bushbuck, and if you had
your camp in the hills, and were out hunting in the early
morning, or at sunset, you would see them come out of
the brush into the glades, and as the rays of the sun fell
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upon them their coat shone red as copper. ‘The male has
a pair of delicately turned horns.

Lulu became a member of my household in this way:

I drove one morning from the farm to Nairobi. My
mill on the farm had burnt down a short time before, and
I had had to drive into town many times to get the in-
surance settled and paid out; in this early morning I had
my head filled with figures and estimates. As I came
driving along the Ngong Road a little group of Kikuyu
children shouted to me from the roadside, and I saw that
they were holding a very small bushbuck up for me to
see. I knew that they would have found the fawn in the
bush, and that now they wanted to sell it to me, but I was
late for an appointment in Nairobi, and 1 had no thought
for this sort of thing, so I drove on.

When I was coming back in the evening and was
driving past the same place, there was again a great shout
from the side ot the road and the small party was still
there, a little tired and disappointed, for they may have
tricd to sell the fawn to other people passing by in the
course of the day, but kecn now to get the deal through
before the sun was down, and they held up the fawn high
to tempt me. But I had had a long day in town, and some
adversity about the insurance, so that I did not care to
stop or talk, and I just drove on past them. I did not even
think of them when I was back in my house, and dined
and went to bed.

The moment that I had fallen aslecp I was woken up
again by a great feeling of terror. The picture of the boys
and the small buck, which had now collected and taken
shape, stood out before me, clearly, as if it had been
painted, and I sat up in bed as appalied as if someone had
been trying to choke me. What, I thought, would become
of the fawn in the hands of the capturers who had stood
with it in the hcat of the long day, and had held it up
!)y its joined legs? It was surely too young to eat on
tts own. I myself had driven past it twice on the same
day, like the priest and the Levite in one, and had given
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no thought to it, and now, at this moment, where was it?
I got up in a real panic and woke up all my houseboys. I
told them that the fawn must be found and brought to me
in the morning, or they would all of them get their dis-
missal from my service. They were immediately up to
the ‘dea. Two of my boys had been in the car with me
the sae day, and had not shown the slightest interest in
the children or the fawn; now they came forward, and
gave the others a long list of details of the place and the
hour and of the family of the boys. It was a moonlight
night; my people all took off and spread in the landscape
in a lively discussion of the situation; I heard them
expatiating on the fact that they were all to be dismissed
in casc the bushbuck were not found.

Early next morning when Farah brought me in my
tea, Juma came in with him and carried the fawn in his
arms. It was a female, and we named her Lulu, which I
was told was the Swaheli word for a pearl.

Lulu by that time was only as big as a cat, with large
quiet purple eyes. She had such delicate legs that you
feared they would not bear being folded up and unfolded
again, as she lay down and rose up. Her ears were
smooth as silk and excecdingly expressive. Her nose was
as black as a truffie. Her diminutive hoofs gave her
all the air of a young Chincse lady of the old school, with
laced feet. It was a rare experience to hold such a perfect
thing in your hands.

Lulu soon adapted herself to the house and its inhabi-
tants and behaved as if she were at home. During the
first wecks the polished floors in the rooms were a prob-
lem in Ler life, and when she got outside the carpets her
legs wen: .way from her to all four sides; it looked
catastrophic but she did not let it worry her much and in
the end she learnt to walk on the bare floors with a sound
hke. a succession of little angry finger-taps. She was extra-
ordinarily neat in all her habits. She was headstrong al-
ready as a child, but when I stopped her from doing the
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things she wanted to do, she behaved as if she said: Any-
thing rather than a scene.

Kamante brought her up on a sucking-bottle, and he
also shut her up at night, for we had to be careful of her
as the leopards were up round the house after nightfall.
So she held to him and followed him about. From time
to time when he did not do what she wanted, she gave
his thin legs a hard butt with her young head, and she
was so pretty that you could not help, when you looked
upon the two together, seeing them as a new paradoxical
illustration to the tale of the Beauty and the Beast. On
the strength of this great beauty and gracefulness, Lulu
obtained for herself a commanding position in the house,
and was treated with respect by all.

In Africa I never had dogs of any other breed than the
Scotch Deerhound. There is no more noble or gracious
kind of dog. They must have lived for many centuries
with men to undersiand and fall in with our life and its
conditions the way they do. You will also find them in
old paintings and tapestries, and they have in themselves
a tendency to change, by their looks and manners, their
surroundings into tapestry; they bring with them a
fucdal atmosphere.

The first of my tribe of deerhounds, who was named
Dusk, had been given to me as a wedding-present, and
had come out with me when I began my life in Africa,
on "The Mayflower’, so to say. He was a gallant, generous
character. He accompanied me when, during the first
months of the war, I did transport for the Government,
with ox-waggons in the Masai Rescrve. But a couple of
ycars later he was killed by Zebra. By the time that Lulu
came to live in my house I had two of his sons there.

The Scotch Deerhound went well with African scenery
and the African Native. It may be due to the altitude,—
the highland melody in all three,—for he did not look
so harmonious at Sea-level in Mombasa. It was as if the
great, spare landscape, with the plains, hills and rivers,
yas not complete until the deerhounds were also in it.
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All the deerhounds were great hunters and had more
nose than the greyhounds, but they hunted by sight
and it was a highly wonderful thing to see two of them
working together. I took them with me when I was out
riding in the Game Reserve, which 1 was not allowed
to do. and there they would spread the herds of Zebra
and ‘ildebeest over the plain, as if it were all the stars
of heaven running wild over the sky. But when I was
out in the Masai Reserve shooting I never lost a wounded
head of game, if I had the deerhounds with me.

They looked well in the Native forests too, dark grey
in the sombre green shades. One of them, in here, all by
himself, killed a big old male baboon, and in the fight
had his nose bitten straight through, which spoilt his
noble profile but by cverybody on the farm was con-
sidered an honourable scar, for the baboons are destruc-
tive beasts and the Natives detest them.

The deerhounds were very wise, and knew who amongst
my houseboys were Mohammedans, and not allowed to
touch dogs.

During my first years in Africa I had a Somali gun-
bearer named Ismail, who died while I was still out
there. He was one of the old time gunbearers and
there are no such people now. He had been brought
up by the great old big game hunters of the beginning of
the century, when all Africa was a rcal deer-park. His
acquaintance with civilization was entirely of the hunting
fields, and he spoke an English of the hunting world,
so that he would talk of my big and my young rifle. After
Ismail had gone back to Somaliland, I had a letter from
him which was addressed to Lioness Blixen, and opcned:
Honourhle Lioness. Ismail was a strict Mohammedan,
and wou. ' not for the life of him touch a dog, which
caused him much worry in his profession. But he made
an exception with Dusk and never minded my taking
him with us in a mule-trap, he would even let Dusk
sleep in his tent. For Dusk, he said, would know a
Mohammedan when he saw him, and would never touch



Kamante and Lulu 75

him. Indecd, Ismail assured me, Dusk could see at once
who was a sinccre Mohammedan at heart. He once said to
mc: ‘I know now that the Dusk is of the same tribe as you
yourself. He laughs at the people.’

Now my dogs understood Lulu’s power and position
in the house. T'he arrogance of the great hunters was
like water with her. She pushed them away from the
milk-bowl and from their favourite places in front of
the fire. I had tied a small bell on a rein round Lulu’s
neck, and there came a time when the dogs, when they
heard the jingle of it approaching through the rooms,
would get up resignedly from their warm beds by the
firecplace, and go and lie down in some other part of the
room. Still nobody could be of a gentler demeanour than
L.ulu was when she came and lay down, in the manner
of a perfect lady who demurely gathers her skirts about
her and will be in no one’s way. She drank the milk
with a polite, pernickety mien, as if she had been pressed
by an overkind hostess. She insisted on being scratched
behind the cars, in a pretty forbearing way, like a young
wife who pertly permits her husband a caress.

When Lulu grew up and stood in the flower of her
young loveliness she was a slim delicately rounded doe,
from her nose to her tocs unbclievably beautiful. She
looked like a minutely painted illustration to Heine's
song of the wise and gentle gazelles by the flow of the
river Ganges.

But Lulu was not really gentle, she had the so called
devil in her. She had, to the highest degree, the feminine
trait of appearing to be exclusively on the defensive, con-
centrated on guarding the integrity of her being, when
she was rcally, with every force in her, bent upon the
offensive. Against whom? Against the whole world. Her
moods grew beyond control or computation, and she
would go for my horse, if he displeased her. I remembered
old Hagenbeck in Hamburg, who had said that of all
animal races, the carnivora included, the deer are the
least to be relied on, and that you may trust a leopard,
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but if you trust a voung stag. sooner or later he falls Upon

you in the rear.
Lulu was the pride of the house even when she

behaved like a real shameless voung coquette; but we did
not make her happy. Sometimes she walked away {rom
the | for hours. or for a whole aftemqon. Somcm?)cs
when the spirit came upon her and her discontent with
her surroundings rcached a climax, she would perform,
for the satisfaction of her own heart, on the lawn in front
of the house. a war-dance, which looked like a brief zig-
zagged pravyer to Satan.

‘Oh Lulu.) I thought, ‘I know that you are marvel-
lously strong and that vou can leap higher than your
own height. You are furious with us now, you wish that
we were all dead. and indeed we should be so if you
could be bothered to kill us. But the trouble is not as you
think now. that we have put up obstacles too high for
you to jump, and how could we possibly do that, you
great leaper? It is that we have put up no obstacles at
all. The great strength is in vou, Lulu, and the obstacles
are within you as well, and the thing is, that the fullness
of time has not yct come.’

One evening Lulu did not come home and we looked
out for her in vain for a week. This was a hard blow to us
all. A clear note had gone out of the house and it
seemed no better than other houses. I thought of the
leopards by the river and onc evening I talked about
them to Kamante.

As usual he waited some time before he answered, to
digest my lack of insight. It was not till a few days later
that he approached me upon the matter. ‘You believe
that Lul. is dead, Msabu,” he said.

I did nc like to say so straight out, but I told him I
was wondering why she did not come back.

‘Lulu,” said Kamante, ‘is not dead. But she is married.’

This was pleasant, surprising, news, and I asked him
how he knew of it.

‘Oh yes, he said, ‘she is married. She lives in the
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forest with her bwana,’—hci husband, or master. ‘But
she has not forgotten the people; most mornings she is
coming back to the house. I lay out crushed maize to her
at the back of the kitchen, then just before the sun
comes up, she walks round there from the woods and
eats it. Her husband is with her, but he is afraid of the
people because he has never known them. He stands be-
low the big white tree by the other side of the lawn. But
up to the houses he dares not come.

I told Kamante to come and fetch me when he next
saw Lulu. A few days later before sunrise he came and
called mc out.

It was a lovely morning. ‘The last stars withdrew while
we were waiting, the sky was dear and serene but the
world in which we walked was sombre still, and pro-
foundly silent. 'The grass was wet; down by the trees
where the ground sloped it gleamed with the dew like
dim silver. "I he air ot the morning was cold, it had that
twinge in it which in Northern countries means that the
frost is not far away. However often you make the ex-
perience,—I thought,—it is still impossible to believe,
in this coolness and shade, that the heat ot the sun and
the glare of the sky, in a few hours’ time, will be hard to
bear. T'he grey mist lay upon the hills, strangely taking
shape from them; it would be bitterly cold on the
Buffalo if they were about theire now, grazing on the hill-
side, as in a cloud.

‘The great vault over our hcads was gradually filled
with clarity like a glass of wine. Suddenly, gently, the
summits of the hill caught the first sunlight and blushed.
And slowly, as the earth leaned towards the sun, the
grassy slopes at the foot of the mountain turned a deli-
cate gold, and the Masai woods lower down. And now
the tops of the tall trces in the forest, on our side of the
river, blushed like copper. This was the hour for the
Hight of the big, purple wood-pigeons which roosted by
the .other side of the river and came over to feed on the
Cape-chestnuts in my forest. ‘I'hey were here only for a
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short season in the year. The birds came surprisingly
fast, like a cavalry attack of the air. For this reason the
morning pigeon-shooting on the farm was popular with
my friends in Nairobi; to be out by the house in time,
just as the sun rose, they used to come out so early
that thev rounded my drive with the lamps of their cars
still Lighted.

Standing like this in the limpid shadow, looking up
towards the golden heights and the clear sky, you would
get the feeling that you were in reality walking along the
bottom of the Sea, with the currents running by you, and
were gazing up towards the surface of the Ocean.

A bird began to sing, and then I heard, a little way
off in the forest, the tinkling of a bell. Yes, it was a joy,
Lulu was back, and about in her old places! It came
nearer, I could follow her movements by its rhythm; she
was walking, stopping, walking on again. A turning round
one of the boys’ huts brought her upon us. It suddenly
became an unusual and amusing thing to sec a bushbuck
so close to the house. She stood immovable now, she
seemed to be prepared for the sight of Kamante, but
not for that of me. But she did not make off, she
looked at me without fear and without any remem-
brance of our skirmishes of the past or of her own in-
gratitude in running away without warning.

Lu'u of the woods was a superior, independent being,
a change of heart had come upon her, she was in posscs-
sion. If I had happened to have known a young princess
in exile, and while she was still a pretender to the throne,
and had met her again in her full queenly estate after she
had come into her rights, our meeting would have had
the same character. Lulu showed no more meanness of
heart thai. King Louis Philippe did, when he declared
that the King of France did not remember the grudges
of the Duke of Orleans. She was now the complete Lulu.
The spirit of offensive had gone from her; for whom,
and why, should she attack? She was standing quietly on
her divine rights. She remembered me enough to feel
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that 1 was nothing to be afraid of. For a minute she
gazed at mc; her purple smoky eyes were absolutely
without expression and did not wink, and I remembered
that the Gods or Goddesses never wink, and felt that I
was face to face with the ox-cyed Hera. She lightly nipped
a leaf of grass as she passed me, made one pretty little
leap, and walked on to the back of the kitchen, where
Kamante had spread maize on the ground.

Kamante wuched my arm with one finger and then
pointed it towards the woods. As I followed the direc-
tion, I saw, under a tall Cape-chestnut-trce, a male bush-
buck, a small tawny silhouctte at the outskirt of the
forest, with a fine pair of horns, immovable like a tree-
stem. Kamante observed him for some time, and then
laughed.

‘Look here now,” he said, ‘Lulu has explained to her
husband that there is nothing up by the houses to be
afraid of, but all the same he dares not come. Every
morning he thinks that to-day he will come all the way,
but, when he sces the house and the people, he gets a
cold stone in the stomach,’—this is a common thing in
the Native world, and often gets in the way of the work
on the farm,—‘and then he stops by the tree.’

For a long time Lulu came to the house in the early
mornings. Her clear bell announced that the sun was upon
the hills, I used to lic in bed, and wait for it. Sometimes
she stayed away for a weck or two, and we missed her and
began to talk of the people who went to shoot in the hills.
But then again my houscboys announced: ‘Lulu is here,’
as if it had been the married daughter of the house on a
visit. A few times more I also saw the bushbuck’s sil-
houette amongst the trees, but Kamante had been right,
and he never collected enough courage to come all the
way to the house.

Onc day, as I came back from Nairobi, Kamante was
keeping watch for me outside the kitchen door, and
stepped forward, much excited, to tell me that Lulu had
been to the farm the same day and had had her Toto,—
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her baby—with her. Some days after, I myself had the
honour to meet her amongst the boys’ huts, much on the
alert and not to be trifled with, with a very small fawn at
her heels, as delicately tardive in his movements as Lulu
herself had been when we first knew her. This was just
after the long rains, and. during those summer months,
Lulu was to be found ncar the houses, in the afternoon,
as well as at daybrcak. She would even be round there at
midday, keeping in the shadow of the huts.

Lulu’s fawn was not afraid of the dogs, and would let
them sniff him all over. but he could not get used to the
Natives or to me. and if we ever tried to get hold of him,
the mother and the child were off.

Lulu herself would never, after her first long absence
from the house, come so near to any of us that we could
touch her. In other ways she was friendly, she under-
stood that we wanted to look at her fawn, and she would
take a piece of sugar-canc from an outstretched hand.
She walked up to the open dining-room door, and gazed
thoughtfully into the twilight of the rooms, but she never
again crossed the threshold. She had by this time lost
her bell, and came and went away in silence.

My houscboys suggested that 1 should let them catch
Lulu’s fawn, and kecp him as we had once kept Lulu.
But I thought it would make a boorish return to Lulu’s
elegant confidence ‘in us.

It also secmed to me that the frec union between my
house and the antclope was a rare, honourable thing.
Lulu came in from the wild world to show that we were
on good terms with it, and she made my housc one with
the African landscape, so that nobody could tell where
the one rtopped and other began. Lulu knew the place
of the Gi:t Forest-Hog's lair and had seen the Rhino
copulate. In Africa there is a cuckoo which sings in the
middle of the hot days in the midst of the forest, like
the sonorous hcartbeat of the world, I had never had the
luck to see her, neither had anyone that I knew, for
nobody could tell me how she looked. But Lulu had
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perhaps walked on a narrow green deerpath just under
the branch on which the cuckoo was sitting. I was then
reading a book about the old great Empress of China, and
of how after the birth of her son, young Yahanola came
on a visit to her old home; she set forth from the For-
bidden City in her golden, green-hung palanquin. My
house, I thought, was now like the house of the young
Empress’s father and mother.

‘T'he two antclopes, the big and the small, were round
by the house all that summer; sometimes there was an
interval of a fortnight, or three wecks, between their
visits, but at other times we saw them every day. In the
beginning of the next rainy season my houseboys told
me that Lulu had come back with a ncw fawn. I did not
sec the fawn mysclf, for by this time they did not come
up quite close to the house. but later 1 saw three bush-
bucks together in the forest.

The leaguc between Lulu and her family and my
house lasted for many years. The bushbucks were often
in the neighbourhood of the house, they came out of the
woods and went back again as if my grounds were a
province of the wild country. They came mostly just
before sunset, and first moved in amongst the trees like
delicate dark silhouettes on the dark green, but when
thev stepped out to graze on the lawn in the light of the
afternoon sun their coats shone like copper. One of
them was Lulu, for she came up near to the house, and
walked about scdately, pricking her ears when a car
arrived, or when we opened 2 window; and the dogs
would know her. She became darker in colour with age.
Once 1 came driving up in front of my house with a
friend and found three bushbucks on the terrace therc,
round the salt that was laid out for my cows.

It was a curious thing that apart from the first big
bushbuck, Lulu’s bwana, who had stood under the Cape-
chestnut with his head up, no male bushbuck was amongst
the- antelopes that came to my house. It seemed that
we had to do with a forest matriarchy.
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The hunters and naturalists of the Colony took an
interest in my bushbucks, and the Game Warden drove
out to the farm to see them, and did see them there. A
correspondent wrote about them in the East African Stan-
dard.

The years in which Lulu and her people came round
to my house were the happiest of my life in Africa. For
that reason, I came to look upon my acquaintance with
the forest antclopes as upon a great boon, and a token of
friendship from Africa. All the country was in it, good
omens, old covenants, a song:

‘Make haste, my beloved and be thou like to a roc
or to a young hart upon the mountain of spices.’

During my last years in Africa I saw less and less of
Lulu and her family. Within the year before I went
away I do not think that they ever came. Things had
changed, South of my farm land had been given out to
farmers and the forest had been cleared here, and houses
built. Tractors werc heaving up and down where the
glades had been. Many of the new secttlers were keen
sportsmen and the rifles sang in the landscape. 1 believe
that the game withdrew to the West and went into the
woods of the Masai Reserve.

I do not know how long an antelope lives, probably
Lulu has died a long time ago.

Often, very often, in the quiet hours of daybreak, I
have dreamed that I have heard Lulu’s clear bell, and in
my sleep my heart has run full of joy, I have woken up
(.:xpecting.something very strange and sweet to happen,
Just now, in a moment.

When T have then lain and thought of Lulu, I have
wondered ' in her life in the woods she ever dreamed of
the bell. Would there pass in her mind, like shadows
upon water, pictures of people and dogs?

If I know a song of Africa,—I thought,—of the Giraffe,
and the African new moon lying on her back, of the
ploughs in the fields, and the sweaty faces of the coffee-
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pickers, does Africa know a song of me? Would the air
over the plain quiver with a colour that I had had on, or
the children invent a game in which my name was, or
the full moon throw a shadow over the gravel of the
drive that was like me, or would the eagles of Ngong
look out for me?

I have not heard from Lulu, since I went away, but
from Kamante I have heard, and from my other house-
boys in Africa. It is not more than a month since 1 had
the last letter from him. But these communications from
Africa come to me in a strange, unrcal way, and are more
like shadows, or mirages, than like news of a reality.

For Kamante cannot write, and he does not know
English. When he, or my other pcople, take it into their
hecads to send me their tidings, they go to one of the pro-
fessional Indian or Native letter-writers who are sitting
with their writing desk, paper, pen and ink, outside the
Post Offices, and expiain to them what shall be in the
letter. The professional writers do not know much Eng-
lish either, and can hardly be said to know how to write,
but they themselves belicve that they can. To show off
their skill they enrich the letters with a number of
flourishes, which makes them difficult to decipher. They
have also a habit of writing the letters in three or four
different kinds of ink, and, whatever their motive for
this is, it gives the impression that they are short of ink
and are squeczing the last drop out of a number of ink-
bottles. From all these cfforts come the sort of messages
that people got from the Oracle of Delphi. There is a
depth in the lctters that I get, you feel that there is some
vital communication which has been heavy on the heart
of the sender, which has made hin: walk in a long way
from the Kikuyu Reserve to the Post Office. But it is
wrapped up in darkness. The cheap and dirty little sheet
of paper that, when it comes to you, has travelled many
thousand miles, seems to speak and speak, even to scream
to you, but it tells you nothing at all.

Kamante, however, in this as in most other ways was
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different from other people. As a correspondent he has a
manner of his own. He puts three or four letters into
the same envelope, and has them marked: 1s¢t Letter,
and Letter and so on. They all contain the same things,
repeated over and over. Perhaps he wants to make a
deeper impression upon me by repetition, he had that
way i talking when there was anything that he particu-
larly wanted me to understand or remember. Perhaps it
is difficult for him to break off when he feels that he has
got into contact with a friend at such a great distance.

Kamante writes that he has been out of work for a
long time. I was not surprised to hear of it, for he was
really caviare to the general. I had educated a Royal
Cook and left him in a new Colony. It was with him a
case of ‘Open Scsame’. Now the word has been lost, and
the stone has closed for good round the mystic treasures
that it had in it. Where the great Chef walked in deep
thought, full of knowledge, nobody sces anything but a
little bandy-legged Kikuyu. a dwarf with a flat, still face.

What has Kamante got to say when he walks in to
Nairobi, takes up his stand before the greedy super-
cilious Indian letter-writer, and expounds to him a mes-
sage that is to go round half the world? The lines are
crooked and there is no order in the phrases ot the letter.
But Kamante had in him a greatness of soul of which
the people who knew him will still hear the note in the
cracked disordered music, even as an echo of the harp of
the herdboy David.

This is a ‘2nd letter’:

‘Il was not forget you Memsahib. Honoured Memsahib.
Now all your servants they never glad because you was
from tiie country. If we was bird we fly and see you.
Then we uvrn. Then your old farm it was good place
for cow small calf black people. Now they had no any-
thing cows goat sheep they has no anything. Now all
bad people they enjoy in their heart because your old
servant they come poor people now. Now God know in
his heart all this to help sometime your servant.’



Kamante and Lulu 85

And in a ‘3rd lctter’ Kamante gives an example of
the way in which the Native can say a handsome thing to
you, he writes:

‘Write and tell us if you turn. We think you turn.
Because why? We think that you shall never can forget
us. Because why? We think that you remembered still
all our face and our mother names.’

A white man who wanted to say a pretty thing to you
would write: ‘T can never forget you.' The African says:
‘We do not think of you, that you can ever forget us.’
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THE SHOOTING ACCIDENT

On the evening of the nineteenth of December, I walked
out of my house before going to bed, to sec if there was
any rain coming. Many farmers in the highlands were, 1
believe, doing the same thing at that hour. Somctimes in
a lucky yecar, we would get a few heavy showers just
round Christmas, and it was a great thing for the young
coffee, which has sct on the trees after the flowering in the
short rains of October. This night there was no sign
of rain. The sky was serenc and silently triumphant,
resplendent with stars.

The Stellar Heaven of the Equator is richer than that
of the North, and you see it more becausc you are out
more at night. In Northern Europe, winter nights are
too cold to allow one much pleasure in the contempla-
tion of the stars, and in summer one hardly distinguishes
them within the clear night sky, that is as palc as a dog-
violet.

The tropical night has the companionability of a
Roman Catholic Cathedral compared to the Protestant
Churches of the North, which let you in on business
only. 1lere in the great room everybody comes and goes,
this is the place where things are going on. To Arabia
and Africa, where the sun of the midday kills you, night
is the time for travelling and enterprise. The stars have
been named here, they have been guides to human
beings for many centuries, drawing them in long lines
across the desert-sands and the Sea, one towards the
East, and another to the West, or the North and South.
Cars run well at night, and it is pleasant to motor under
the stars, you get into the habit of fixing visits to friends
up-country by the time of the next full moon. You start
Safaris by the new moon, to have the benefit of the whole
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row of moonlight nights. It is then strange, when back
on a visit to Europe, to find your friends of the towns
living out of touch with thec moves of the moon and al-
most in ignorance of them. The young moon was the
sign of action to Khadija’s camel man, whose Caravan was
to start off when she appeared in the sky. With his face
towards her he was one of the ‘Philosophers who spin
out of moonlight systems of the Universe’. He must have
looked at her much, that he made her his sign in which
to conquer.

I had got a namc amongst the Natives, because a
number of times I had happened to be, on the farm, the
first to see the new moon, like a thin silver bow in the
sunset; particularly because, two or thrce years run-
ning, I had been the first to catch sight of the new moon
of the month of Ramadan, the¢ Mohammedan’s holy
Month.

The farmer slowly turns his eyes all round the Horizon.
First to the East, for from the East, if it comes, comes
the rain, and there stands clear Spica in the Virgin. Then
South, to greet the Southern Cross, door-keeper of the
great world, faithful to travellers and beloved by them,
and higher up, under the luminous streak of the Milky
Way, Alpha and Beta in the Centaur. To the South
West sparkles Sirius, great in heaven, and the thoughtful
Canopus, and to the West above the faint outline of the
Ngong Hills, now nearly unbroken, the radiant dia-
mond ornament, Rigel, Betelgcuze and Bellatrix. He
turns to the North last, for to the North we go back in
the end, and there he runs upon the Great Bear him-
self, only he is now calmly standing on his head on
account of the heavenly perspective, and that has all the
air 'of a L. wrish joke, that cheers the heart of the Nordic
emigrant.

People who dream when they sleep at night, know of
a special kind of happiness which the world of the day
holds not, a placid ecstasy, and ease of heart, that are like
honey on the tongue. They also know that the real glory
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of dreams lies in their atmosphere of unlimited freedom.
It is not the frcedom of the dictator, who enforces his
own will on the world, but the freedom of the artist, who
has no will, who is frce of will. The pleasure of the true
dreamer does not lie in the substance of the dream, but
in this: that there things happen without any inter-
ference from his side, and altogether outside his control.
Great landsrapes create themselves, long splendid views,
rich and delicate colours, roads, houses, which he has
never seen or heard of. Strangers appear and are friends
or encmics, although the person who dieams has never
done anything about them. The ideas of flight and pur-
suit arc recurrent in dreams and arc equally enrapturing.
Excellent witty things are said by everybody. It is true
that if remembered in the daytime they will fade and lose
their sense, because they belong to a difterent plane, but
as soon as the one who drecams lics down at night, the
current is again closed and he remembers their excel-
lency. All the time the feeling of immense frecedom is
surrounding him and running through him like air and
light. an uncarthly bliss. He is a privileged person, the
one who has got nothing to do, but for whose enrich-
ment and pleasure all things are brought together; the
Kings of T'arshish shall bring gifts. He takes part in a
grecat battle or ball, and wonders the while that he should
be, in the midst of those events, so far privileged as to be
lying down. It is when one begins to lose the conscious-
ness of frecedom, and when the idea of necessity enters the
world at all, when there is any hurry or strain anywhere,
a letter to be written or a train to catch, when you have
got to work, to make the horses of tne dream gallop,
or to make the rifles go off, that the dream is declining,
and turning into the nightmare, which belongs to the
poorest and most vulgar class of dreams.

The thing which in the waking world comes nearest
to a dream is night in a big town, where nobody knows
one, or the African night. T'here too is infinite freedom:
it is there that things are going on, destinies are made



92 Out of Africa

round you, there is activity to all sides, and it is none of
your concerin. ]

Herc now, as soon as the sun was down the air was
full of bats, cruising as noiselessly as cars upon asphalt,
the night-hawk swept past too: the bird that sits on the
road and in the eyes of which the lights of your car gleam
red . moment before he Hutters up vertically in front of
your wheels. The little spring-hares were out on the
roads, moving in their own way, sitting down suddenly
and jumping along to a rhythm, like miniature Kan-
garoos. The Cicada sing an endless song in the long grass,
smells run along the earth and falling stars run over the
sky, like tears over a cheek. You are the privilcged per-
son to whom everything is taken. 'T’he Kings of "I'arshish
shall bring gifts.

A few miles out, in the Masai Reserve, the Zebra are
now changing their pasture, the flocks wander over the
grey plain like lighter strips upon it, the Buffalo are out
grazing on the long slopes of the Hills. My young men
of the farm would come by, two or three together, walk-
ing one after the other like narrow dark shadows on the
lawn, they were afoot and aiming straight at their own
object, they were not working for me, and it was none of
my concern. ‘T'hey themselves accentuated the position
by just slackening their pace as they caught sight of my
burning cigarettc-end outside the house. and saluting
without stopping.

‘Jammbo Msabu.

‘Jambo Morani’—young warriors,—'where are vyou
going?’

‘We are going to Kathegu’s manyatta. Kathegu has a
big Ngcma on to-night. Good-bye Msabu.’

If they walk together in bigger parties they will bring
their own drum to the dance, and you hear it a long way
away, like the throbbing of a small pulse in the finger of
the night. And suddenly, to the ear that has not been
listening for it, comes what is not so much a sound as a
deep vibration of the air, the distant short roar of the
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lion. He is afoot, he is hunting, things are going on, out
there where he is. It is not repeated, but it has widened
the horizon; the long dungas and the waterhole are
brought to you.

As 1 was standing before my housce a shot fell, not far
off. One shot. Then again the stillness of the night closed
on all sides. After a while, as if they had been pausing to
listen and were now taking it up once more, I heard the
Cicada chiming their monotonous little song in the grass.

There is something strangely dcterminate and fatal
about a single shot in the night. It is as if someone had
cried a message to you in one word, and would not
repeat it. I stood for some time wondering what it had
meant. Nobody could aim at anything at this hour, and,
to scare away somcthing, a person would fire two shots or
more.

It might have been my old Indian carpenter Pooran
Singh down at the mill, firing at a couple of Hycna that
had slunk into the millyard and were eating the straps of
oxhide hung up there, with stones as weights to them, to
be made into reins for our waggons. Pooran Singh was
no hero, but he might have put the door of his hut ajar
for the sake of his reins and blown off his old shotgun.
Still he would have let off both barrels, and would prob-
ably have loaded and shot again. once he had tasted the
sweetness of heroism. But one shot,— and then silence?

I waited for some time for the second shot; nothing
came, and as I looked again at the sky there was no rain
coming either. So I went to bed. taking a book with me.
and leaving the lamp to burn. In Africa, when you pick
up a book worth reading, out of the deadly consignments
which good ships are being made to carry out all the way
from Europe, you read it as an author would like his book
to be read, praying to God that he may have it in
him to go on as beautifully as he has begun. Your mind
runs, transported, upon a fresh deep green track.

Two minutes later a motorcycle rounded the drive at a
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terrific spced and stopped in front of the house, and some-
one knocked hard upon the long window of my sitting-
room. I put on a skirt and a coat and a pair of shoes, took
the lamp and went out. Qutside was my mill-manager,
wild-eyed and sweating in the lamplight. His name was
Belknap, he was an American and an exceptionally
capable, inspired mechanic, but of an uneven mind. With
him things were either nearing the Millennium, or dark
without a glimpse of hope. When he first came into my
cmploy he had upset me by his varying views of life, and of
prospects and conditions of the farm. as if he had had
me up in an enormous mental swing; later I had got
used to them. These ups and downs were no more than
a kind of emotional daily gymnastics to a lively tempera-
ment, much in need of exercise, and to which too little was
happening; it is a common phenomenon with energetic
young white men in Africa, particularly with those who
have spent their early life in towns. But here he came out
of the hands of a tragedy, and was as yet undecided as to
whether he should satiate his hungry soul by making the
most of it, or escape from its grimness by making as
little of it as possible, and in this dilemma he looked like
a very young boy running for his life to announce a
catastrophe; he stuttered as he spoke. In the end he made
very little of it, for it held no part in it for him to play,
and fate had let him down once more.

By this time, Farah had come from his house, and
listened to his narrative with me.

Belknap told me how peacefully and pleasantly the
tragedy had started. His Cook had had a day off, and in
his absence a party had been given in the kitchen by the
seven years old kitchen Toto, Kabero, a son of my old
Squatter ~d ncarest neighbour on the farm, the old fox
Kaninu. As, late in the evening, the company became
very gay, Kabero had brought in his master’s gun and,
to his wild friends of the plains and shambas, had acted
the part of a white man. Belknap was a keen poultry
farmer, he made capons and poulardes and bought up
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pure-bred chicken at the Nairobi sales, and he kept a
shotgun on his verandah to frighten away hawks and
cerval-cats. When later we talked the case over, Belknap
held that the gun had not been loaded, but that the chil-
dren had looked up the cartridges and loaded it them-
selves, but here I think that his memory failed him, they
could hardly have done it if they had wanted to, and it
was more Jikely that the gun had for once been left
loaded on the verandah. However it got there, the car-
tridge was in the bairel when Kabero, in the greatness of
youth and popularity, aimed straight in amongst his guests
and pulled the trigger. The shot had boomed through the
house. Three of the children had been slightly wounded,
and had fled from the kitchen in terror. Two were there
now, badly hurt or dead. Belknap finished his tale by a
long anathema of the continent of Africa and of the
things that happen there.

While he talked, my houseboys had come out, very
silent; they went in again, and brought out a hurricane-
lamp. We got out dressing and disinfectant. It would be
a waste of time to try to start the car, and we ran as quick
as we could through the forest down to Belknap’s house.
The swinging hurricane-lamp threw our shadows from
the one side of the narrow road to the other. As we ran
on, we were met by a succession of short raw cracked
shrieks,—death squecals of a child.

The kitchen door was flung back, as if Death, after
having rushed in, had rushed out again, and left the
place in dire devastation, a chicken-house that the badger
has been in. There was a kitchen lamp burning on the
table and smoking sky-high, and in the small room the
smell of gun-powder still hung. The gun was on the
table beside the lamp. There was blood all over the kit-
chen, I slipped in it on the floor. Hurricane-lamps are
difficult to direct on to any particular spot, but they give a
very striking illumination of a whole room or situation;
I remember the things I have seen by the light of a
hurricane-lamp better than others.
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I knew the children ‘who had been shot, from the
plains of the farm, where they had herded their fathers’
shecp. Wamai, Jogona’s son, a lively little boy who had
for some time been a pupil at the school, was lying on
the floor between the door and the table. He was not
dead, but not far from death, and unconscious even,
though he groaned a little. We lifted him aside, to be
able to move. The child that shrieked was Wanyangerri,
who had been the youngest of the party in the kitchen.
He was sitting up, leaning forwards, towards the lamp;
the blood spouted, like water from a post, from his face,
—if one could still say that, for he must have stood straight
in front of the barrel when it was fired and it had
taken his lower jaw clean off. He held his arms out from
his sides and moved them up and down like pump
spears, as the wings of a chicken go, after it has had its
head cut off.

When you are brought suddenly within the presence
of such disaster, there scems to be but one advice, it is
the remedy of the shooting-ficld and the farmyard: that
you should kill quickly and at any cost. And yet you
know that you cannot kill, and your brain turns with
tear. I put my hands to the child’s head and pressed it in
my despair, and, as # I rcally killed him, he at the
same moment stopped screaming, and sat erect with his
arms h 1ngmg down, as if he was made of wood. So now I
know what it feels like to heal by imposition of hands.

It is a difficult thing to bandage a patient whose face is
half shot off, in your endeavour to stop the bleeding you
may choke him. I had to lift the little boy on to Farah’s
knee, and make Farah hold his head in position for me,
for if ir fell forward I could not get the dressing fastened,
and if : fell back the blood ran down and filled his
throat. In the end, while he sat so still, I got the ban-
dages placed.

We lifted Wamai on to the table and held the lamp
up to look at him. He had received the full charge of the
gun into his throat and chest, he did not bleed much,
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only a thin trail of blood ran down from the corner of his
mouth. It was surprising to see this Native child, who
had been as full of lifc as a fawn, so quiet now. While we
looked at him his own face changed and took on an ex-
pression of deep surprise. I sent Farah to the house to
fetch the car, for we had no time to waste in bringing the
children into hospital.

While we "‘waited I inquired after Kabero, the boy
who had fired the gun and shed all this blood. Belknap
then told me a queer story about him. A couple of days
carlier Kabero had bought an old pair of shorts from his
master, and was to pay him with a rupee from his wages.
When the shot fell, and Belknap ran out to the kitchen,
Kabero was standing in the middle of the room with the
smoking gun in his hand. He stared at Belknap for a
second, and then dived into the pocket of the very shorts
that he had so ncwly bought and had put on for the
party, drew up a rupee and laid it on the table with his
left hand, while with his right he threw the gun also on
the table. And in that final settlement with the world he
was gone; he actually, although we did not know of it at
the moment, in this great gesture, disappeared from the
face of the earth. It was an unusual behaviour in a
Native, for they generally manage to keep a debt, and in
particular a debt to a white man, within the outskirts of
their mind. Perhaps the moment to Kabero had looked
so much like the day of judgment, that he felt he had got
to play up to it; perhaps he was trying, in the hour of
need, to secure a friend. Or the shock, the boom, and the
death of his friends round him, had knocked in the
whole of the boy’s small sphere of ideas, so that bits of
the periphery had been flung into the very centre of his
consciousness.

At that time I had an old Overland car. I shall never
write anything against her, for she served me well
through many years. But it was rare that she could be
induced to run on more than two cylinders. Her lights
were out of order too, so that I used to drive in to dances
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at the Muthaiga Club with a hurricane-lamp swaddled in
a red silk handkerchief, for a back light. She had to be
pushed into starting, and upon this night it took a long
time.

Visitors to my house had been complaining of the
state of my road, and during the death-drive of that
night I realized that they had been right. 1 first let Farah
drive, but I thought that he was deliberately going into
all the deep holes and waggon-tracks of the road, and I
took the steering-wheel myself. For this I had to get off
by the pond to wash my hands in the dark water. The
distance to Nairobi seemed infinitely long, I thought
that I might have driven home to Denmark in the time
that it took us.

The Native Hospital of Nairobi lies on the hill just
before you drive down into the cup of the town. It was
dark now, and secmed peaceful. We had much trouble
to wake it up; in the end we got hold of an old Goan doc-
tor or doctor’s assistant, who appeared in a qucer sort of
negligée. He was a big fat man ot a very placid manner.
and had a strange way of making the same gesture first
with one hand and then with the other. As I helped to
lift Wamai out of the car I thought that he stirred and
stretched himself a little, but when we brought him into
the brightly lighted room in the hospital, he was dead.
The old Goan kept waving his hand at him, saying: ‘He
is dead.” And then again at Wanyangerri, saying: ‘He is
alive.” I never saw this old man again, for I never came
back to the hospital at night, which was probably his
hour there. At the time, I thought his manner very
annoying, but afterwards I felt as if Fatc itself in a number
of big white cloaks, the one on the top of the other, had
met us t the threshold of the house, dealing out Life
and Death impartially.

Wanyangerri woke up from his trance when we took
him into the Hospital, and at once got into a terrible
panic; he would not be left but clung to me and to any-
body near him and cried and wept in the greatest an-
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guish. The old Goan in the end calmed him by some
injection, looked at me over his spectacles and said: ‘He
is alive.” I left the children there, the dead and the live,
upon two stretchers, for their different fates.

Belknap, who had come in with us on his motor-
bicycle, mostly so as to help us to push the car into start-
ing. should shc stop on the road, now thought that we
ought to report the accident to the Police. So we drove
down into town to thc River Road Police Station, and
thercby ran straight into the night-life of Nairobi. There
was no white Police Officer present when we came, and
while they sent for him we waited outside in the car. The
strecet had an avenue of tall Eucalyptus trees, the tree of
all pionecr-towns of the highlands; at night their very
long narrow lecaves give out a queer pleasant smell, and
look strange in the light of the street-lamps. A big buxom
voung Swaheli woman was carried into the Police Station
by a group of Native Policemen, she resisted with all her
might, scratched their faces, and screamed like a pig. A
party of brawlers were brought in, still eager, upon the
steps of the Station, to go for onc another; and a thief,
I believe, who had just been caught, came down the street
with a whole tail of night-revellers after him, who were
taking his part, or the part of the Police, and were
loudly debating the case. In the end a young Police
Officer arrived, straight, I believe. from a gay party. He
was a disappointment to Belknap, for he began to take
down his report with the keenest interest and at a
terrific speed, but then fell into deep thoughts, dragged
his pencil slowly over the page and finally gave up writing
and put his pencil back into his pocket. I was cold in
the night air. At last we could drive home.

While I was still in bed the next morning, I felt. by
the concentrated stillness outside the house, that there
were many people about it. I knew who they were: the
old' men of the farm, squatting upon the stones, munching,
sniffing their tombacco, spitting, and whispering. I also
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knew what they wanted: they had come to inform me
that they wished to set a Kyama on the case of the
shot of last night, and of the death of the children.

A Kyama is an assembly of the Elders of a farm,
which is authorized by the Government to scttle the local
differences amongst the Squatters. The members of the
Kyama gather round a crime, or an accident, and will sit
over it for many weeks, battening upon mutton, talk,
and disaster. I knew that now the old men would want
to talk the whole matter over with me, and also that they
would, if they could, in the end make me come into their
court to give the final judgment in the case. I did not
want to take up an endless discussion of the tragedy of
the night, at this moment, and sent for my horse to get
out and away from them.

As I came out from the housc I found, as I expected,
the whole circle of the Ancients to the left of it, ncar the
boys’ huts. For the sake of their own dignity as an
assembly they pretended not to see me, until they realized
that I was going away. They then stumbled on to their
old legs in great haste, and began to flap their arms at
me. I waved my hand to them in return, and rode off.
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RIDING IN THE RESERVE

I rode into the Masai Reserve. I had to cross the river
to get therc; riding on, I got into the Game Reserve in a
quarter of an hour. It had taken me some time, while 1
had lived on the tarm, to find a place where I could get
over the river on horseback: the descent was stony, and
the slope up the other side very steep, but ‘once in,—
how the delighted spirit pants for joy'.

Here lay before you a hundred miles’ gallop over grass
and open undulating land; there was not a fence nor a
ditch, and no road. 'T'here was no human habitation ex-
cept the Masai villnges, and those were deserted half the
year, when the grecat wanderers took themselves and
their herds off to other pastures. There were low thorn
trees regularly spread over the plain, and long decp valleys
with dry riverbeds of big flat stones, where you had to
find a deer-path here and there to take you across. After
a little while you became aware of how still it was out
here. 1 made a verse about it:

Across the plain the long grass runs, before
the blowing weather,

In loncliness the plain, the wind, the heart.
play together.

Now, looking back on my life in Africa, I feel that it
might altogether be described as the existence of a person
who had come from a rushed and noisy world, into a
still country.

A little before the rains, the Masai burn off the old
dry grass, and while the plains are thus lying black and
waste they are unpleasant to travel on: you will get the
black charred dust, which the hoofs of your horse raisc,
all over you and into your eyes, and the burnt grass-
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stalks are sharp as glass; your dogs get their feet cut
on them. But when the rains come, and the young green
grass is fresh on the plains, you feel as if riding upon
springs, and the horse gets a little mad with the pleasant-
ness. The various kinds of gazelles come to the green
places to graze, and there look like toy animals stood
upon a billiard table. You may ride into a herd of Eland;
the mighty pecaceful beasts will let you get close to them
before they start trotting off, their long horns streaming
backwards over their raised necks, the large loose flaps
of breastskin, that make them look square, swaying as
they jog. 'T'hey seem to have come out of an old Egyptian
epitaph, but there they have been ploughing the fields,
which gives them a familiar and domesticated air. The
Giraffe keep farther away in the Reserve.

At times, in the first month of the rains, a sort of
wild white fragrant Pink flowers so richly all over the
Reserve that at a distance the plains look patched with
snow.

I turned to the animal world from the world of men;
my heart was heavy with the tragedy of the night. The
old men sitting at my housc made me uneasy; in old
times people must have had that feeling when they
thought it likely that a witch of the neighbourhood had
fixed her mind ypon them, or was at the very moment
carrying a wax-child under her clothes, to be baptized
with their own name.

My relations with the Natives in the legal affairs of
the farm were altogether of a queer nature. Since, before
anything, 1 wanted peace on the land, I could not keep
out of them, for a dispute between the Squatters, which
has not been solemnly settled, was like those sores that you
get in Al.ica, and which they there call veldt-sores: they
heal on the surface if you let them, and go on festering
and running underneath until you dig them up to the
bottom and have them cleaned all through. The Natives
themselves were aware of this, and if they really wanted
a matter settled they would ask me to give judgment.
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As I knew nothing of their laws the figure that I cut
at these great courts of justice would often be that of a
Prima donna who does not remember a word of her part
and has to be prompted through it by the rest of the cast.
This task my old men took upon themselves with tact
and patience. It would also at times be the figure of an
affronted Prima donna who is shocked by her réle and,
refusing to'go on with it, walks off the stage. When this
happened, my audience took it as a hard blow from the
hand of destiny, an act of God outside their understand-
ing; they looked on it in silence and spat.

The 1deas of justice of Europe and Africa are not the
same and those of the one world are unbearable to the
other. To the African there is but one way of counter-
balancing the catastrophes of existence, it shall be done
bv replacement; he does not look for the motive of an
action. Whether vou lic in wait for your enemyv and cut
his throat in the dark: or you fell a tree, and a thought-
less stranger passes by and is killed: so far as punishment
goes, to the Native mind, it is the same thing. A loss has
been brought upon the community and must be made up
for. somewherc, by somebody. The Native will not give
time or thought to the weighing up of guilt or desert:
cither he fears that this may lead him too far, or he
reasons that such things are no concern of his. But he
will devote himself, in endless speculations, to the method
by which crime or disaster shall be weighed up in sheep
and goats,—time does not count to him; he leads vou
solemnly into a sacred maze of sophistry. In those days
this went against my ideas of justice.

All Africans are the same in these rites. The Somali
have a very different mentality from the Kikuvu and a
deep contempt for them, but they will sit down in iden-
tical manner to weigh up murder, rape, or fraud against
their stock at home in Somaliland.—dearly beloved she-
camels, and horses, the names and pedigree of which are
written in their hearts.

Once the news came to Nairobi of how Farah’s little
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brother, who was ten years old, in a place called Bura-
mur, had taken up a stone and thrown it at a boy of a
different tribe, knocking out two of his teeth. Over this
matter representatives of the two tribes met at the farm
to sit upon the floor of Farah’s house and talk, night
after night. Old lean men came, who had been to Mckka
and worc a green turban, arrogant young Somalis who,
when thev were not attending to really serious matters,
were gunbearers to the great European travellers and
hunters. and dark-eyed, round-faced boys, who were shyly
representing their family and who did not say a word.
but were devoutly listening and learning. Farah told me
that the matter was considered so grave bccause the
boy's looks had been ruined, he might find it difficult,
when his time came. to get married. and would have to
come down in his pretentions as to birth or beauty in his
bride. In the end the penance was fixed at fifty camels,
which means half waregilt, full waregilt being one hun-
dred camels. Fifty camels were then bought, far away
in Somaliland. to be. ten years hence, laid on to the
price of a Somali maiden, and to turn her eyes off
the two missing tecth of her bridegroom; perhaps the
foundation of a tragedy was laid. Farah himself con-
sidered that he had got off lightly.

The Natives of the farm never realized my views on
their legal svstems, and they came to me first of all for
their indemnification when any ill-luck befell them.

Once, in the coffce-picking season, a voung Kikuyu
girl named Wamboi was run over by a bullock cart out-
side my house and killed. The carts were taking coffee
from the field to the mill, and I had forbidden anybody
to go riding on them. Otherwise I should have had at
every trij a party of gay coffce-picking girls and children
taking a slow joy-ride,—for anybody can walk quicker
than a bullock,—all across the farm, and it would be too
heavy on my bullocks. The young drivers, however, did
not have it in them to send away the dreamy-eyed girls
who kept running alongside their carts and begging for
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this great pleasure; all they could do was to tell them to
jump off where the road came into sight of my house.
But Wamboi fell as she jumped and the wheel of the
cart went over her small dark head and broke the skull;
a little blood trailed in the cart-track.

I sent for her old father and mother, who came in
from the picking-field and wailed over her. I knew that
this woulJ also mean a heavy loss to them, for the girl
had becn of marriage-age, and would have brought them
in her price of sheep and goats and a heifer or two. This
they had been looking forward to since her birth. I
was considering how much 1 ought to help them, when
they forestalled me by turning upon me, with great
energy, their claim for a full indemnification.

No, I said, I would not pay. I had told the girls of the
farm that 1 would not have them riding on the carts, all
people were aware of that. The old people nodded, there
was nothing here with which they did not agree, but
they stuck to their claim immovably. Their argument
was that somebody must pay. They could get no contra-
diction to the principle into their heads, no more than
they could have got the theory of relativity in there. And
it was not greed or spite which, when I broke off the dis-
cussion and went back, made them follow at my heels; it
was, as if I had been indeed magnetic, a law of Nature.

They sat down and waited outside my house. They
were poor people, small and underfed; they looked like
a pair of little badgers on my lawn. They sat there till
the sun was down and I could hardly distinguish them
against the grass. They were sunk in deep grief; their
bereavement and their economic loss melted into one
overwhelming distress. Farah was away for the day; in
his absence, at the time when the lamps were lighted in
my house, I sent them out money to buy a shecp to eat. It
was a bad move, they took it as the first sign of ex-
haustion in a besieged city and sat down for the night. I
do not know if they would have had it in them to go
away, if it had not been that, late in the evening, they
De
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conceived the idea of running the young cart-driver for
their damage. The idea lifted them off the grass and away,
suddenly, without a word, and took them early next
morning to Dagoretti, where our Assistant District Com-
missioner lived.

It brought upon the farm a long murder-case and
many swaggering young Native Policemen. But all that
the A.D.C. oftered to do for them was to have the driver
hanged for murder, and even that he gave up when he
had got the evidence in the case, and the Ancients would
not hold a Kyama upon the matter after both he and
I had turned it away. So in the end the old people
had to sit down under a law of relativity of which they
did not understand a word, as other people have had
to do.

At times I grew tired of my Ancients of the Kyama
and told them what I thought of them.—'You old men,’
I said, ‘are fining the young men in order that it shall be
impossible to them to collect any money for themselves.
The young men cannot move for you, and then you buy
up all the girls yourselves.” The old men listened atten-
tively, the small black eyes in their dry and wrinkled
faces glittered, their thin lips moved gently as if they
were repeating my words: they were pleased to hear, for
once, an excellent principle put into speech.

With all our ‘diversities of views, my position as a
judge to the Kikuyu held a profusion of potentialities,
and was dear to me. I was young then, and had medi-
tated upon the ideas of justice and injustice, but mostly
from the angle of the person who is being judged; in a
judge’s seat 1 had not been. I took great trouble to
judge vightly, and for peace on the farm. At times,
when th. problems became difficult, I had to retire and
take time to think them over, covering my head with a
mental cloak so that nobody should come and talk to me
about them. This was always an effective move with the
people of the farm, and I heard them, a long time after-
wards, talk with respect of the case that had been so deep
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that no one could look through it in less than a week.
One can always impress a Native by wasting more time
over a matter than he does himself, only it is a difficult
thing to accomplish.

But that the Natives should want me for a judge, and
that they should consider my verdict of value to them, of
this the cxplanation is found in their mythological or
theological mentality. The Europeans have lost the faculty
for building up myths or dogma, and for what we want
of these we are dependent upon the supplies of our
past. But the mind of the African moves naturally and
casily upon such deep and shadowy paths. This gift of
theirs comes out strongly in their relations with white
people.

You find it already in the names which they deal out
to the Europeans with whom they come in contact, after
a very short acquaintance. You have got to know these
names if you are to send a runner with letters to a friend,
or find the wav in a car to his house, for the Native world
knows him by no other name. I have had an unsociable
neighbour, who would never entertain a guest in his
house, who was named Sahane Modja,—One Cover. My
Swedish friend Eric Otter was Resase Modja,—One
Cartridge,—which meant that he did not need more than
one single cartridge to kill, and which was a fine name
to be known by. There was a kcen automobilist of my
acquaintance, who was called ‘Half man—half car’. When
Natives name white men after animals,—the Fish, the
Giraffe, the Fat Bull,—their minds run upon the lines of
the old fables, and thesec white men, I believe, in their
dark consciousness figure as both men and beasts.

And there is magic in words: a person who has for
many years been known to all his surroundings by the
name of an animal in the end comes to feel familiar with
and related to the animal, he recognizes himself in it.
When he is back in Europe it is strange to him to feel
that no one ever connects him with it.

Once, in the London Zoo, I saw again an old retired
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Government Official, whom in Africa I had known as
Bwdina Tembu,—Mr. Elephant. He was standing, all by
himself, before the Elephant-house, sunk in deep con-
templation of the Elephants. Perhaps he would go there
often. His Native scrvants would have thought it in the
order of things that he should be there, but probably no
onc in all London, except I who was there only for a few
days, would have quite understood him.

The Native mind works in strange ways, and is related
to the mind of by-gonc people, who naturally imagined
that Odin, so as to sec through the whole world, gave
away one of his cyes; and who figured the God of love
as a child, ignorant of love. It is likely that the Kikuyu
of the farm saw my grcatness as a judge in the fact that
I knew nothing whatever of the laws according to which
I judged.

Becausc of their gift for myths, the Natives can also do
things to you against which vou cannot guard yourself
and from which you cannot escape. They can turn you
into a symbol. I was well aware of the process, and for
my own use I had a word for it,—in my mind I called
it that they were brass-serpenting me. Europcans who
have lived for a long time with Natives, will understand
what I mean, even if the word is not quite correctly used
according to the Bible. I believe that in spite of all our
activities in the land, of the scientific and mechanical
progress there, and of Pax Britannica itself, this is the
only practical use that the Natives have ever had out of
us.

They could not make use of all white men for the pur-
pose, and not of one man and another equally. They gave
us, within their world, precedence of rank according to
our utility to them as brass-serpents. Many of my friends,
—Denys Finch-Hatton, both Galbraith and Berkeley Cole,
Sir Northrup MacMillan,—ranked highly with the
Natives in this capacity.

Lord Delamere was a brass-serpent of the first magni-
tude. I remember that I once travelled in the highlands
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at the time when the great pest of hoppers came on to
the land. The grasshoppers had been there the year be-
fore, now their small black offspring appeared, to eat
what they had left, and to leave not a leaf of grass where
they had passed. T'o the Natives this was a terrible blow,
after what they had gone through it was too much for
them to bear. '['heir hearts broke, they panted, or howled
like dying dogs, they ran their heads against a wall in the
air before them. I then happenced to tell them how I had
driven through Delamere’s farm and had seen the hop-
pers on it, all over the place, in his paddocks and on his
grazing land, and I added that Dclamere had been in
great rage and despair about them. At that same moment
the listeners became quict and almost at ease. They asked
me what Delamere had said of his misfortune, and again
asked me to repeat it, and then they said no more.

I did not, a> 2 brass-serpent, carry the weight of Lord
Dclamere, still there were occasions when I came in use-
ful to the Natives.

During the war, when the tate of the Carrier Corps
lay upon the whole Native world, the squatters of the
farm used to come and sit round my house. They did
not spcak, not cven amongst themsclves, they turned
their cyes upon me and made me their brass-serpent. I
could not very well chase them away, sceing that they
did no harm, and besides, if I had done so they would
have gone and sat down in some other place. It was a
singularly hard thing to bear. I was helped through with
it by the fact that my brother’s regiment was at that
time sent on to the forcmost trenches at Vimy Ridge: I
could turn my eyes upon him and make him my brass-
serpent.

The Kikuyu made me a chief-mourner, or woman of
sorrows, when a great distress befell us on the farm. It
was what would happen now over the shooting-accident.
Because 1 grieved for the children, the people of the
farm found it in them to lay the matter aside, and let it
rest there for the time being. In regard to our misfortunes
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they looked upon me as the congregation looks upon the
pricst who empties the cup alone, but on their behalf.

There is this about witchcraft, that when it has once
been practised on you, you will never completely rid
yourself of it. I thought it a painful, a very painful process
to be hung upon the pole, I wished that I could have
escaped it. Still, many years after, there will be occasions
when you find yourself thinking: ‘Am I to be treated in
such a way?—I, who have been a brass-serpent!’

As I was riding back to the farm, on crossing the river
and actually in the water, I met a party of Kaninu’s sons,
three young men and a boy. They carried spears ard
came along quickly. When I stopped them and asked
for news of their brother Kabero they stood, the water
half way to their knees, with still set faces and downcast
eves; they spoke lowly. Kabero, they said, had not come
back, and nothing had bcen heard of him since he had
run away last night. They were now certain that he was
dead. He would either have killed himself in his despair
—since the idea of suicide comes very natural to all
Natives, and even to Native children,—or he had been lost
in the bush and the wild animals had eaten him. His
brothers had been round looking for him in all direc-
tions, they were now on their way out into the Reserve
to try to find him there.

When I came up the river-bank on my own land, I
turned and looked out over the plain; my land was
higher up than the land of the Reserve. There was no
sign of life anywhere on the plain, except that a long way
out the Zebra were grazing and galloping about. As the
party of searchers emerged from the bush on the other
side of the river, they went on quickly, walking onc
by one; ti.eir small group looked like a short caterpillar
rapidly winding its way along on the grass. At times
the sun glinted on their weapons. They scemed fairly
confident of their direction, but what would it be? In
their search for the lost child, their only guide would be
the vultures that are always hanging in the sky above a
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dead body on the plain, and will give you the exact spot
of a lion-kill.

But this would be only a very small body, not much of
a fcast for the gluttons of the air, there would not be
many of them to spot it, nor would they be staying on for
a very long time.

All this was sad to think of. I rode home.



37

WAMAI

I went to the Kyama followed by Farah. I always had
Farah with me in my dealings with the Kikuyu, for
while he showed but little sensc where his own quarrels
were concerned, and like all Somalis would lose his head
altogether wherever his tribal fcelings and feuds came
in, about other pcople’s differences he had wisdom and
discretion. He was besides, my interpreter, for he spoke
Swaheli very well.

I knew before T arrived at the assembly that the chief
object of the proceeding would now be to shear Kaninu
as close as possible. He would see his sheep driven away
to all sides. some to indemnify the families of the dead
and wounded children, somc to maintain the Kvama.
From the beginning this went against me. For Kaninu, 1
thought, had lost his son just as the other fathers, and
the fate of his child seemed to me the most tragic of the
lot. Wamai was dead and out of it, and Wanyangerri was
in Hospital, where pcople were looking after him. but
Kabero had been abandoned by all, and nobody knew
where his bones lay.

Now Kaninu lent himself exceptionally well to his
role of the ox, fattened for a feast. He was one of my
biggest squatters; on my squatter-list he is down for
thirtyfive head of cattle, five wives and sixty goats. His
village was close to my wood, I thercfore saw much of
his chi'dren and his goats, and continually had to run
in his wo. ven for cutting down my big trees. The Kikuyu
know nothing of luxury, the richest amongst them live
as the poor, and if I went into Kaninu’s hut I would
find nothing there in the way of furniture except perhaps
a small wooden stool to sit on. But there were a number of
huts at Kaninu’s village, and a lively swarming of old
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womcen, young people and children round them. And a
long row of cattle, about milking time at sunset, advanced
towards the village across the plains, with their blue
shadows walking gently on the grass beside them. All
this gave to the old lean man in the leather mantle, with
the nct of fine wrinkles in his dark shrewd face all filled
up with dirt, the orthodox halo of a Nabob of the farm.

[ and Kaninu had had many heated arguments, 1 had
indced been threatening to turn him off the farm, all
over a particular traffic of his. Kaninu was on good terms
with the ncighbouring Masai tribe, and had married
four or five of his daughters off to them. The Kikuyu
themsclves told mc how in the old times the Masai had
thought it beneath them to intermarry with Kikuyu. But
in our days the strange dying nation, to delay its final
disappearance, has had to come down in its pride, the
Masai womcen have no children and the prolific young
Kikuyu gitls are in demand with the tribe. All Kaninu’s
offspring were good-looking people. and he had brought
back a number of sleck romping young heifers across the
border of the Reserve in exchange for his young daugh-
ters. More than one old Kikuyu pater familias in this
period became rich in the same way. The big Chief of the
Kikuyu, Kinanjui, had sent, T was told, more than twenty
of his daughters to the Masai, and had got over a hundred
head of cattle back from them.

But a year ago. the Masai Reserve had been put into
qQuarantine for foot-and-mouth disease, and no stock
could be taken out of it. Here was a grave dilemma in the
existence of Kaninu. For the Masai are wanderers, and
change their abode according to season, rain and grazing,
and those cows in their herds which lawfully belonged
to Kaninu were dragged all over the land and would
at times be a hundred miles away, where nobody knew
what was happening to them. The Masai are unscrupu-
lous cattle-dealers with anyone, and more so with the
Kikuyu whom they despisc. They are fine warriors and
are said to be great lovers. In their hands the hearts
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of Kaninu's daughters were turning like the hearts of
the Sabine women of old, and he could no longer rely
on them. Therefore the resourceful old Kikuyu took to
having his cattle shifted at night, when the District Com-
missioner and the Veterinary Department were supposed
to be asleep, over the water to my farm. This was real
villainous bchaviour on his part, for the Quarantine
regulations are amongst thosc which the Natives under-
stand, they think highly of them. Had these cows been
found on my land, the farm itself would have been put
into quarantine. I thercfore set out watchmen down by
the river to catch Kaninu’s retainers, and on moonlight
nights there had been many great dramatic ambuscades,
and swift flights along the silver stream, and the heifers,
upon which the whole concern turned, stampeded and
ran away in all directions.

Jogona, the father of the child Wamai, who had been
killed, was, on the other hand. a poor man. He had but
one old wife, and all he owned in the world were threc
goats. He was not likely to make more, for hc was a very
simple person. I knew Jogona well. A year before the
accident, and the sitting of the Kyama, a terrible murder
had taken place on the farm. Two Indians who were
leasing a mill from me a little way higher up the river,
and were grinding mealic to the Kikuyu, had been killed
in the night, their goods had been stolen, and the mur-
derers were never found. The murder scared off all the
Indian traders and storckeepers of the district, as if they
had been blown away by a storm; I had had to arm
Pooran Singh down at my own mill with an old shotgun
to make him stay on, and even at that it had taken much
persuasion. I myself had thought, the first nights after
the muruer, that I heard footsteps round the house, so
for a week I had kept a night watchman there, and this
man was Jogona. He was very gentle, and would have
been no use against murderers, but he was a friendly
old man and pleasant to talk with. He had the manners
of a gay child, his broad face wore an inspired and keen



A Shooting Accident 115

cxpression, and whenever he looked at me he laughed.
He now seemed very pleased to see me at the Kyama.

But the Koran itself, which I was studying in those
days says: ‘“Thou shalt not bend the justice of the law for
the bencfit of the Poor.’

Besides mysclf, at least one mcember of the assembly
was aware, that its purposc was now the flaying of Kaninu:
this was Kaninu himsclf. The other old men sat around,
infinitely attentive, and with all their wits collected
for the proceedings. Kaninu, on the ground, had drawn
his big cloak of goatskin over his hcad, from time to time
hc gave out under it a whine or whimper, like that of
a dog which is exhausted by howling and is just keeping
its miscry alive.

The old men wanted to begin with the case of the
wounded child Wanyangerri, because it gave them end-
less opportunity tm palaver. What was the indemnifica-
tion to be if Wanyangerri werce dcad? If he were dis-
figured? If he had lost the faculty of speech? Farah, on
my behalf, told them that I would not discuss this matter
until I had been in Nairobi and had scen the doctor of the
hospital. They swallowed their disappointment and got
their argument on the next case ready.

It was up to the Kyama, I told them through Farah, to
get this case settled quickly, and they should not sit over
it for the rest of their lives. It was clear that it was not a
murder-case, but a bad accident.

The Kyama honoured my speech with their attention,
but as soon as it was finished they opposed it.

‘Msabu, we know nothing,” they said. ‘But here we
sce that you do not know cnough either, and we under-
stand only a little of what you say to us. It was Kaninu's
son who fired the shot. Otherwise how would he be the
only onc not hurt by it? If you want to hear more about
it Mauge here will tell you. His son was there and had
one of his ears shot off.’

" Mauge was one of the wecalthiest squatters, a sort of
rival of the farm to Kaninu. He was a very stately man
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to look at, and his words had weight, although he spoke
very slowly and from time to time had to stop and think.
‘Msabu,’” he said. ‘My son told me: the boys all held the
gun the one after the other and pointed it at Kalbero. But
he would not explain to them how to shoot with it, no he
would not explain it at all. In the end he took the gun
back, and at the same moment it shot, it wounded all the
children and killed Wamai, Jogona’s son. This is exactly
how it happened.’

‘I knew all that already,” 1 said, ‘and it is what is
called bad luck, and an accident. I might have fired the
shot from my house, or you, Mauge, from yours.’

This created a great stir in the Kyama. T'hey all
looked at Mauge, who became very uncasy. Then they
talked for some timme amongst themselves, very lowly, as
in a whisper. At last they took up the discussion again.
‘Msabu,’ they said, ‘this time we do not understand one
word of what you are saying. We can only believe that
you are thinking of a rifle, since you yourself shoot so
well with a rifle, but not so well with a shotgun. If it had
been a rifle you would have been quite right. But no-
body could shoot with a shotgun from your house, or
from Mauge's house, down to the house of Bwana Me-
nanya, and kill the people within the housc.’

After a short pause I said: ‘Everybody now knows
that it was Kaninu’s son who fired the gun. Kaninu will
pay Jogona a number of sheep to make up for the loss.
But everybody also knows that Kaninu’s son was not a
bad child and did not mean to kill Wamai, and that
Kaninu will not pay as many shcep as if that had been the
case.’

Here an old man by the name of Awaru spoke. He was
in closer contact with civilization than the others, for he
had been seven years in jail.

‘Msabu,” he said, ‘you say that Kaninu’s son was not
bad and that therefore Kaninu will not pay out very
many sheep. But if his son had wanted to kill Wamai and
had thus been a very bad child, would that have been a
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good thing to Kaninu? Would he have been so pleased
about that, that he would have paid many more sheep?’

‘Awaru,’ I said, ‘you know that Kaninu has lost his son.
You go to the school yoursclf, so you know that this boy
was clever at school. If he was as good in all other ways,
it is a very bad thing to Kaninu to lose him.’

Therc was a long pause, not a sound in the ring. At
the end of it Kaninu, as if suddenly reminded of a for-
gotten pain or duty, gave out a long wail.

‘Memsahib,” said Farah, ‘let these Kikuyu now namec
the figure that they have in their hearts.” He spoke in
Swaheli to me, so that the assembly should understand
him, and succceded in making them ill at ease, for a
figure is a concrete thing, which no Native likes to give
out. Farah let his eyes run all round the circle and in a
haughty way suggested: ‘Onc hundred.” A hundred sheep
was a fantastic number, which nobody would seriously
have thought of. A silence fell upon the Kyama. The old
men felt themselves at the mercy of Somali mockery, and
chose to lie low under it. A very old man whispered
‘Fifty’ but the [lgure scemed to carry no weight but to
be blown aloft in the current of air of Farah's joke.

After a2 moment Farah himself briskly said ‘Forty' in
the manner of the experienced cattle-trader, at home with
figures and stock. The word sct astir the latent ideas of
the mecting; they began to talk very lively amongst
themselves. They would now neced time, and would
meditate and cackle much, but all the same a basis for
negotiations had been laid. When we were at home
again Farah said to me confidently: ‘I think that these
old men will take forty sheep from Kaninu.’

Kaninu at the Kyama had one more ordeal to go
through. For old broad-bellied Kathegu, another big
squatter of the farm, father and grandfather to an
enormous household, here rose and proposed to go
through the shecp and goats which Kaninu was to hand
over, indicating them individually one by one. This was
all contrary to the custom of any Kyama, Jogona could
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never have invented the scheme, and I could only believe
it to be founded upon an agrececment between Kathegu
and Jogona, for the benefit of Kathegu. I waited a little
to scc what would come of it.

Kaninu, to begin with, seemed to give himself up to
his martyrdom, he ducked his head and puled, as if, for
each animal named, a tooth was being drawn out of him.
But when at last Kathcgu, himself hesitating, designated
a big yellow goat without horns, Kaninu’s heart broke
and his strength gave out. He came forward, out of his
cloak, in one mighty gesture. For one moment he roared
like a bull at me, a bellow for help, an awful de profundis,
until he saw, in a quick glance, that I was on his side,
and that he was not to lose the yellow goat. He then sat
down without another sound; only after a while he gave
Kathegu a very deep sarcastic glance.

After about a week of sittings and supernumerary sit-
tings of the Kyama, thc indemnification was finally fixed
at forty sheep, to be paid by Kaninu to Jogona, but no
individual sheep were to be indicated in the transfer.

A fortnight later Farah, in the evening while I was
dining, gave mc fresh news of the case.

Three old Kikuyu from Nyeri, he told me, had arrived
at the farm the day before. They had heard of the case in
their huts up at Nyeri, and had walked from there to
appear on the stage and to plead that Wamai was not the
son of Jogona but was their late brother’s son, and that
therefore the compensation for his death should lawfully
fall to them.

I smiled at the impudence, and remarked to Farah
that this was just like the Kikuyu of Nyeri. No, said
Farah thoughtfully, he believed that they were right.
Jogona had indeed come from Nyeri to the farm six years
ago, and, from what Farah had gathered, Wamai was
not Jogona’s son, ‘and ncver had been,” Farah said. It
was, he went on, a great stroke of luck to Jogona that
he had, two days before, been handed over twenty-five of
his forty sheep. Otherwise Kaninu would have let them
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wander off 1o Nyeri so as to save himself the pain, Farah
said, of meceting them on the farm now that they were no
longer his. But Jogona would have to look out still, for
the Nyeri Kikuyu were not casy to shake off. They had
taken up their abode on the farm and were threatening
to bring the case before the D.C.

In this way I was prepared for the appearance, a few
days later, before my house, of the Nyeri people, who
helonged to a low class of Kikuyu, and had all the look of
three dirty and shaggy old Hyenas that had slunk one
hundred and fifty miles upon Wamai’s blood-track. With
them came Jogona, in a state of great agitation and dis-
tress. The difference in the attitude of the parties prob-
ably arose from the fact that the Nyeri Kikuyu had noth-
ing to lose, while Jogona had twenty-five sheep. The
three strangers sat on the stones with no more manifesta-
tion of life than three ticks upon a sheep. I had no
sympathy with their cause, for, whatever the circum-
stances were, they had taken no interest in the dead child
while he had lived, and I was now sorry for Jogona, who
had behaved well at the Kyama, and had, I believed,
grieved over Wamai. Jogona, when I questioned him,
trembled and sighed so that it was impossible to under-
stand him, and we got no further on this occasion.

But two days later Jogona camc back early in the
morning, when I was at my typcwriter, and asked me to
write down for him the account of his relations to the
dead child and its family. He wanted to take the report
beforc the D.C. at Dagoretti. Jogona's very simply manner
was impressive because he felt so strongly about things,
and was entirely without self-consciousness. It was evident
that he was looking upon his present resolution as upon
a great enterprise, which was not without danger; he
went to it with awe.

I wrote his statcment down for him. It took a long
time, for it was a long report of events more than six
years old, and in themselves extremely complicated.
Jogona, as he was going through it, continually had to
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break off his tale to think things over or to go back in it
and reconstruct it. He was, most of the time, holding his
head with both hands, at moments gravely slapping the
crown of it as if to shake out the facts. Once he went and
leaned his face against the wall, as the Kikuyu women do
when they are giving birth to their children.

I took a duplicate of the report, I have still got it.

It was extremely diflicult to follow, it gave a lot of
complicated circumstances and irrelevant details. It was
not surprising to me that Jogona had found it difficult to
recollect, it was more surprising that he should be able
to recollect the facts at all. It began:

‘At the time when Waweru Wamai, of Nyeri, was
about to die,—na-taka kufa, wished to die, they have it
in Swaheli,—he had two wives. The one wife had three
daughters, after Waweru's death she married another
man. The other wife, Waweru had not yet paid for
altogether, he still owed her father two goats for her. This
wife had overstrained herself when she lifted a load of
firewood and had had a miscarriage and nobody knew if
she would bear any more children. ...

It went on in this way, and dragged the reader into a
thick maze of Kikuyu conditions and rclations:

“This wife had onc small child by the name of Wamai.
At that same time he was sick, and the peoplc believed
that he had got small-pox. Waweru was very fond of his
wife and of her child, and when he was dying he was
very much worried because he did not know what would
become of her when he himself should be dead. He
therefore sent for his friend Jogona Kanyagga, who lived
not far away. Jogona Kanyagga owed Waweru, at this
time, three shillings for a pair of shoes. Waweru now
suggested to him that they should make an agreement. .. .’

The agreement came to this that Jogona should take
over his dying friend’s wife and child, and pay to her
father the two goats that were still due to him from the
sum of her purchase price. From now the report became
a list of expenses, which Jogona had brought upon him-
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self through the adoption of the child Wamai. He had,
he stated, purchased an extraordinary good medicine for
Wamai just after he had taken him over, when he was
sick. At some time he had bought rice from the Indian
duca for him, as he did not thrive on maize. Upon one
occasion he had had to pay five Rupces to a white farmer
of the neighbourhood, who said that Wamai had chased
one of his turkeys into a pond. This last amount of hard
cash, which he had probably had difficulty in raising,
had stamped itsell upon the mind of Jogona; he came
back to it more than once. From Jogona's manner it
appeared that he had, by this time, forgotten that the
child whom he had now lost had not been his own. He
was shaken by the arrival and the claim of the three
Nyeri people, in many ways. Very simple people seem to
have talent for adopting children, and fceling towards
them as if they were their own; the facile hearts of the
European peasants de the same without effort.

When Jogona had at last come to the end of his tale,
and I had got it all down, I told him that I was now going
to read it to him. He turned away from me while I was
reading, as if to avoid all distractions.

But as I read out his own name, ‘And he sent for
Jogona Kanyagga, who was his friend and who lived not
far away,” he swiftly turned his face to me, and gave mc
a great fierce flaming glance, so exuberant with laughter
that it changed the old man into a boy, into the very
symbol of youth. Again as I had finished the document
and was reading out his name, where it figured as a
verification below his thumb-mark, the vital direct glance
was repeated, this time deepened and calmed, with a new
dignity.

Such a glance did Adam give the Lord when He
formed him out of the dust, and breathed into his nostrils
the breath of life, and man became a living soul. I had
creatcd him and shown him himself: Jogona Kanyagga
of life everlasting. When I handed him the paper, he
took it reverently and greedily, folded it up in a corner
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of his cloak and kept his hand upon it. He could not
afford to lose it, for his soul was in it, and it was the
proof of his existence. Here was something which Jogona
Kanyagga had performed, and which would preserve
his name for ever: the flesh was made word and dwelt
among us full of grace and truth.

The world of the written word was opened to the
Native of Africa at the time when I lived out there. I had
then, if 1 wanted to, an opportunity of catching the past
by its tail and of living through a bit of our own history:
the period when the large plain population of Europe
had in the same way had the letter revealed to them. In
Denmark it happened a good hundred years ago, and
from what I have been told by people who were very old
when I was a child, I belicve that the rcaction in both
cases has been ncarly exactly the same. Human bcings can
but rarely have shown such a humble and ecstatic devotion
to the principle of Art for Art’s sake.

These communications from one young Native to an-
other were still generally composed by professional letter
writers, for, although some of the old pcople were carried
away by the spirit of the age, and a few very old Kikuyu
attended my school and patiently toiled through the ABC,
most of the elder generation withheld themselves dis-
trustfully from the phenomenon. Only a few of the
Natives could read, and my houseboys, and the squatters
and labourers of the farm, thercfore brought their letters
to me to have them read out. As I opened and studied
one letter after another, I wondered at the insignificance
of the contents. It was the common mistake of a pre-
judiced civilized person. You might as well have set to
herborize the little olive branch that Noah'’s dove brought
home. Whatever it looked like, it carried more weight
than all the ark with the animals in it; it contained a
new green world.

The Natives’ letters were all very much alike, they
kept close to a sanctioned and sacred formula, and ran
more or less as follows: ‘My dear friend Kamau Morefu.
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I will now take the pen in my hand’—in an unliteral
sense, for it was the professional scribe who was writing,
‘to write you a letter, for I have for a long time wished to
write a letter to you. I am very well and it is my hope
that you are, by the grace of God, very well. My mother
is very well. My wife is not very well, but I still have
the hope -that your wife will be, by the mercy of God,
well.’—here would follow a long list of names, with a
short report attached to each of them, mostly insignificant,
although at times very fantastic. Then the letter was
closed. ‘Now my friend Kamau, I will finish this letter,
for I have got too little time to write to you. Your friend
Ndwetti Lori.’

To transfer similar messages between young studious
Europcans a hundred years ago, Postillions vaulted into
the saddle, horses galloped, Post-horns were blown, and
paper with Lgnlote gilt edges was manufactured. The
letters were welcomed, cherished, and preserved, I have
scen a few of them myself.

Before I learned to spcak Swaheli, my relation to this
Native world of letters had a curious feature to it: I
could rcad out what they wrote without understanding a
word of it. 'I'he Swahcli tongue has had no written
language until the white people took upon themselves to
make up one; with care it was spelled out as it is pro-
nounced, and it has got no antiquated orthography to
entrap a reader. I would then sit and read out their
writings orthodoxly, word for word, with the receivers
of the letters in breathless suspense all around me, and
could follow the cffect of my reading without in the least
knowing what it was all about. Sometimes thcy would
burst into tcars at my words, or wring their hands, at
other times they cried out with delight; the most com-
mon reaction to the lection was laughter, and they were
continually doubled up by convulsions of laughter while
I read.

When later on I got so far as to understand what I was
reading, I learned that the effect of a piece of news was
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many times magnified when it was imparted in writing.
‘The messages that would have been received with doubt
and scorn if they had been given by word of mouth,—
for all Natives are great Sceptics,—werec now taken as
gospel truth. Natives are, in the same way, extremely
quick of hearing towards any confounding of a word in
speech; such a mistake gives them a great malicious
pleasure, and they will never forget it, and may name a
white-man for his lifetime after a slip of his tongue; but
if a mistake was made in writing, which was often the case,
as the Scribes were ignorant people, they would insist on
construing it into some scnse, they might wonder over it
and discuss it, but they would believe the most absurd
things rather than find fault with the written word.

In one of the letters that I read out to a boy on the
farm, the writer, amongst other news, gave the laconic
message: ‘I have cooked a baboon.” I explained that he
must have meant that he had caught a baboon, since also
in Swaheli the two words are somewhat alike. But the
recciver of the letter would by no mecans consent to it.

‘No Msabu, no,” he said, ‘what has he written in my
letter? What is written down?’

‘He has written,” I said, ‘that he has cooked a baboon,
but how would he cook a baboon? And if he had really
done so he would write more to tell you of why and how
he did it.’

The young Kikuyu grew very ill at ease at such criti-
cism of the scriptural word, he asked to have his letter
back, folded it up carefully and walked away with it.

As to Jogona’s statement which I took down, it proved
very useful to him, for when the D.C. had read it, he
dismissed the appeal of the Nyeri people, who walked
scowling back to their own village, without having got
anything off the farm.

The document now became Jogona’s great treasure.
I saw it again more than once. Jogona made a little
leather-bag for it, embroidered with beads, and hung it
on a strap round his neck. From time to time, mostly on
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Sunday mornings, he would suddenly appear in my door,
lift the bag off and take out the paper to have it read
to him. Once when I had been ill, and was for the first
time again out riding, he caught sight of me at a dis-
tance, ran after me a long way, and stood by my horse all
out of breath, to hand me his document. At cach reading
his face took on the samc impress of deep religious
triumph, and after the rcading he solicitously smoothed
out his paper, folded it up and put it back in the bag.
The importance of thc account was not lessened but
augmented with time. as if to Jogona the greatest wonder
about it was that it did not change. The past, that had
been so difficult to bring to memory, and that had prob-
ably seemed to be changing cvery time it was thought of,
had here been caught, conquered and pinned down be-
fore his cyes. It had become History; with it there was
now no variabicness neither shadow of turning.
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WANYANGERRI

When I was next in Nairobi, I went to see Wanyan-
gerri in the Native Hospital.

As I had so many squatter familics on my land, I was
hardly ever without a patient in there, I was an habituée
de la maison, and on friendly terms with the matron and
the orderlies. I have never seen a person who put on
paint and powder so thick as the Matron, within her
white coiffe her broad face looked like the face of those
Russian wooden dolls which will unscrew, and have then
got another doll inside them, and another inside that,
and which are sold under the name of Katinka. She was
a kind and capable matron, as you would expect it from
Katinka. On Thursdays they moved all beds out of the
wards to an open square between them, while they cleaned
and aired the houses. this was a pleasant day in hospital.
There was a great fine view from the court, with the
dry Athi plains in the foreground, and far away the blue
mountain of Donyo Sabouk and the long Mua Hills.
It was a curious thing to sec my old Kikuyu women in
beds with white sheets to them, like seeing an old worn-
out mule, or other patient beast of burden, there; they
themselves laughed to me at the situation, but sourly,
as an old mule might do, for Natives are afraid of hos-
pitals.

The first time that I saw Wanyangerri in hospital, he
was so shaken and overcome that I thought the best
thing for him would be to die. He was frightened of
everything, weeping all the time that I was with him,
and begging to be taken back to the farm; he shook and
trembled in his bandages.

It was a week till I came in again. I found him then
calm and collected, he received me with dignity. He was
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however very pleased to sce me, and the orderly told me
that he had been waiting impatiently for my arrival. For
he could to-day tell me, with much assertiveness, and
spitting out the words through a tube in his mouth, that
he had been killed the day before, and was going to be
killed again in a few days’ time.

The doctor who treated Wanyangerri had been to the
war in France, and had patched up many people’s faces,
he took trouble about him and made a success of the
work. He put in a metal band for a jawbone and screwed
it onto the bones left in the face, and he plucked up the
bits of torn flesh and stitched them together to make a
sort of chin for him. He even, Wanyangerri told me, had
a bit of skin taken from the shoulder to fill up his patch-
work. When at the end of the treatment the bandages
came off, the face of the child was much changed, and
looked queer, like the head of a lizard, because it had got
no chin. But he was able to eat in a normal way and to
speak, although after the accident he always lisped a
little. All this took many months. When I came to sece
Wanyangerri he asked me for sugar, so I used to bring
a few spoonfuls in a bit of paper.

The Natives, if they are not paralysed and benumbed
by their terror of the unknown, growl and grumble much
in hospital, and invent schemes for getting away. Death is
one of these; they do not fear it. 'The Europeans who have
built and equipped the hospitals, and who are working in
them, and have with much trouble got the patients
dragged therc, complain with bitterness that the Natives
know nothing of gratitude, and that it is the same what
you do to them.

To white people there is something vexatious and
mortifying in this state of mind in the Natives. It is in-
deed the same what you do to them; you can do but
little, and what you do disappears, and will never be
heard of again; they do not thank you, and they bear you
no malice, and even should you want to, you cannot do
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anything about it. It is an alarming quality; it seems to
annul your existence as an individual human being, and
to inflict upon you a réle not of your own choosing, as if
you were a phenomenon in Nature, as if you were the
weather.

The immigrant Somalis in this respect differ from the
Natives of the country. Your behaviour to them affects
them strongly, in fact, you can hardly move without
affecting the fierce burning prigs of the desert in one way
or the other, and, very often, not without deeply hurting
them. They have a keen sense of gratitude and will also
bear malice for ever. A bencfit, like an offence or a
slight, is written in stone in their hearts. They are severe
Mohammedans and, like all Mohammedans, have a moral
code according to which they will judge you. With the
Somalis you can make or destroy your prestige within
an hour.

The Masai here hold a position peculiar to them-
selves amongst the Native tribes. They remember, they
can thank you, and they will bear you a grudge. They
all bear us all a grudge, which will be wiped out only
when the tribe is wiped out itself.

But the unprejudiced Kikuyu, Wakambas, or Kavi-
rondos, know of no code. They have it that most people
are capable of most things, and you cannot shock them
if you want to. It is, it can be said, a poor or perverted
Kikuyu, to whom it makes any difference what you do to
him. Left to their own nature, and to the tradition of
their nation, they will look upon our activities as upon
those of nature. They judge you not, but they are keen
observers. The sum of their observations is what you pass
for with them, your good or bad name.

The very poor people of Europe, in this way, are like
the Kikuyus. They judge you not, but sum you up. If
they like or esteem you at all, it is in the manner in which
people love God; not for what you do to them, not at all
for what you do to them, but for what you are.

One day in my wanderings through the hospital I saw
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three new patients there, a very black man with a thick
heavy head, and two boys, who were all three bandaged at
the throat. One of the orderlies in the ward was a hunch-
back and a narrator, who took a pleasure in explaining to
me the most intriguing cases in his house. As he saw me
stopping before the beds of the newcomers he came up
and told me their story.

‘They were Nubians in the band of the King’s African
Rifles, the black soldiers of Kenya. 'The boys were drum-
mers, and the man a horn-player. The horn-player had
had serious controversies in his life, and had lost his head
over them as it will happen to Natives. First he had fired
his rile right and left over the barracks, and when the
magazine was cmpty he had shut himself up with the
two boys, in his hut ot corrugated iron there, and had
tried to cut their throats and his own. The orderly was
sorry that I hald not seen them when they had been
brought in last week, for then they had all been covered
in blood, and I would have believed them to be dead.
Now they were out of danger, and the murderer had got
his senses back.

As the story-teller went through his tale, the three
persons in the bed upon whom it turned, were following
it with deep attention. "T'hey interrupted him to correct
the details of his tale, the boys, who had great difficulty in
speaking, turning to the man in the bed between them
to make him confirm their statement, confident that he
would assist them to let me have the story as effectively
as possible.

‘Did you not foam at the mouth, did you not shriek?’
they asked him. ‘Did you not say that you would cut us
up in bits as big as a grasshopper?’

The manslayer said ‘Yes, yes,” with a mournful mien.

At times I would be kept in Nairobi for half a day,
waiting for a business-meeting, or for the European mail
when the train from the coast was late. On such occasions
when I did not know what to do, I used to drive up
to the Native Hospital and take a couple of the con-
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valescents there out for a short joy-ride. At the time when
Wanyangerri was in hospital, the Governor, Sir Edward
Northey, kept a couple of young lions, which he was
sending on to the London Zoo, caged up in the Govern-
ment House grounds. They were a great attraction to
the people in hospital; they all asked to be taken to see
them. I had promised the patients of the K.A.R. band to
take them up there when they were well enough for it,
but none of them would come until they could all go to-
gether. The horn-player was the slowest to recover, one
of the boys was even discharged from hospital before he
was well enough to go with me. 'The boy came back to
hospital every day to inquire about him, so as to be sure
to have his drive. I found him outside therc one after-
noon, and he told me that the bugler still had a very
terrible headache, but that this was only to be expected
since his head had been so filled with devils.

In the end they came, all three, and stood before the
cage sunk in contemplation. One of the young lions,
angry at being stared at for such a long time, suddenly
got up, stretched himself and gave a short roar, so that
the onlookers got a shock, and the smallest boy took
cover behind the bugler. As we were driving back he
said to him: ‘That lion was as villainous as you were.’

During all this time Wanyangerri’s case was lying
dormant out on the farm. His people sometimes came
and asked me how he was getting on, but, with the ex-
ception of his little brother, they seemed scared of going
in to see him. Kaninu also came round to my house late
in the evening, like an old badger out reconnoitring, to
sound me about the child. Farah and I, between our-
selves, at times weighed up his sufferings, and computed
them in sheep.

Farah also, a couple of months after the accident, in-
formed me of a new feature of the case.

On these occasions he would come in while I was
dining, stand erect by the end of the table and take upon
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himself to enlighten my ignorance. Farah spoke both
English and French well, but stuck to certain mistakes
peculiar to him. He would say ‘exactly’ in the place of
‘except’,—‘all the cows have come home, exactly the
grey cow’, and instead of correcting him I took to using
the same expressions when I talked to him. His face and
counterwnce were assured and dignified, but he would
often start in a vaguc manner: ‘Memsahib,” he said,
‘the Kabero.” This was the programme then. I waited for
what was to follow.

Aftcr a pause Farah took up the subject again. ‘You
think, Memsahib,” he said, ‘that Kabero is dead and has
been eaten by the hyenas. He is not dead. He is with
the Masai.’

In two minds I asked him how he knew of this. ‘Oh,
I know,” he said. ‘Kaninu has got too many girls married
to Masai. When Kabero could not think of anybody who
would help him exactly the Masai, he ran out to his
sister’s husband. It is truc that he had a bad time, he sat
all night in a tree and the Hyenas stood around it under-
ncath. Now he is living with the Masai. There is a rich
old Masai, who has got many hundred cows, who has no
children himsclf and wants to get Kabero. Kaninu knows
of all this very well, and has been out to talk it over with
the Masai many times. But he is afraid to tell you, he
believes that if the white people know of it, Kabero will
be hanged in Nairobi.’

Farah always spoke of the Kikuyu in an arrogant way.
“The Masai wives,” he said, ‘bear no children. They are
pleased enough to get Kikuyu children. They steal too
many. Still, this Kabero,” he went on, ‘he will come back
to the farm when he grows up, for he will not want to
live like the Masai, always going from one place to the
other. The Kikuyu are too lazy for that.’

From the farm, the tragic fate of the disappearing
Masai tribe, the other side the river could be followed
from year to year. They were fighters who had been
stopped fighting, a dying lion with his claws clipped, a
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castrated nation. Their spears had been taken from them,
their big dashing shields even, and in the Game Reserve
the lions followed their herds of cattle. Once, on the
farm, I had three young bulls transmuted into pecaceful
bullocks for my ploughs and waggons, and afterwards
shut up in the factory yard. There in the night the
Hyenas smelled the blood and came up and killed them.
T'his, I thought, was the fate of the Masai.

‘Kaninu’s wife.’ said Farah, ‘is sorry to lose her son for so
many years.’

I did not send for Kaninu, for I did not know whether
to believe what Farah had told me or not, but when he
next came to my house I went out to talk with him.
‘Kaninu,” I asked him, ‘is Kabero alive? Is he with the
Masai?’ you will never find a Native unprepared for any
action of yours, and Kaninu immediately burst into weep-
ing over his lost child. I listened to him and looked at
him for a little while. ‘Kaninu,” I said again, ‘bring
Kabero here. He will not be hanged. His mother shall
keep him with her on the farm.” Kaninu had not stopped
his laments to listen, but he must have caught my un-
fortunate word of hanging; his wails were drawn into
a deeper note, he dived into descriptions of the promise
that Kabero had given, and of his own preference for
him above all’his other children.

Kaninu had a lot of children and grandchildren who,
as his village was so near to my housec, werc always about
it. Amongst them was a very small grandson of his, the
son of one of those daughters of Kaninu who had married
into the Masai Reserve, but who had come back from
it and had brought her child with her. This child’s namec
was Sirunga. The mixture of blood in him had comc
out in the quaintest vitality, such a wild profusion of
inventiveness and whims that he was like nothing quite
human: a small flame, a nightbird, a diminutive genie
of the farm. But he had epilepsy, and, because of that,
the other children were afraid of him, chasing him away
from their games and naming him Skeitani,—the devil,—
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so that I had adopted him into my household. As he was
ill he could do no work, but he filled with me exceedingly
well the office of a fool or jester and followed me
about everywhere like a small fidgety black shadow.
Kaninu knew of my affection for the child, and till now
had smiled at it in a grandfatherly way; now he seized it,
turned it at me and worked it for all it was worth. He
declared with great strength that he would rather have
Sirunga ten times caten by leopards than he would lose
Kabcro, indeed now that Kabero was lost let Sirunga go
as well, it would make no difference,—for Kabero,
Kabero had been the apple of his eye and his heart’s
blood.

If Kabero were indeed dead, this was David grieving
over his son Absolom, a tragedy to be left to itself. But
if he were alive and hidden with the Masai it was more
than tragic, it was a fight or flight, a struggle for the life
of a child.

I have seen, on the plains, the gazelles play this game
when I have unknowingly come upon the spot where
they were hiding theii newborn fawn. They would dance
to you, stecp up before you, jump, caper or pretend to be
lame and unable to run,—all to distract your attention
from their young. And suddenly, actually under the hoofs
of your horse, you saw the fawn, immovable, the small
head stretched out flat on the grass, lying low for his
life while his mother dances for it. A bird will do the
same tricks to protect her young ones, flap and flutter
and even cleverly act the rdle of the wounded bird, which
trails her broken wing on the ground.

Herc was Kaninu performing to me. Was there so
much warmth and so many gambols left in the old
Kikuyu when he thought his son’s life at stake? His bones
creaked in the dance, he was even changing sex in it, and
had taken on the appearance of an old woman, a hen, a
lioness,—the game was so plainly a feminine activity. It

" was a grotesque performance, but at the same time highly
respectable, like the cock ostrich taking turns with the
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hen in sitting on her eggs. No woman’s heart could have
remained unmoved by the manoeuvre.

‘Kaninu,’ I said to him, ‘when Kabero wants to return
to the farm he can do so and no harm shall come to him.
But you must bring him up here to me yourself at that
time.” Kaninu became dead silent, he bowed his head and
walked away sadly as if he had now lost his last friend
in the world.

I may as well tell here that Kaninu remembered, and
did as he had been told. Five years afterwards, when I had
almost forgotten the whole affair, he one day through
Farah applied for an interview. I found him standing
outside the house, on one leg, very dignified, but at the
bottom of his heart uneasy. He addressed me in an
amiable way. ‘Kabero is back,’ he said. By that time I had
learned the art of the pause, I did not say a word. The
old Kikuyu felt the weight of my silence, he changed
feet, and his eyclids quivered. ‘My son Kabcro has come
back to the farm,” he repeated. I asked: ‘He is back from
Masai?’ Immediately, by the fact that he had made me
speak, Kaninu took it that our reconciliation was effected;
he did not smile yet, but all the cunning little wrinkles in
his face were adjusted for a smile. ‘Yes, Msabu, vyes,
he is back from the Masai,” he said, ‘he has come back to
work for you.” The Government in the intermediate time
had introduced the Kipanda, the registration of each
individual Native, in the country, so that we would now
have to call a Police Officer out from Nairobi to make a
lawful inhabitant of the farm out of Kabero. Kaninu and
I appointed the day.

Upon that day, Kaninu and his son arrived a long
time before the Police Officer. Kaninu presented Kabero
to me in a jovial manner, but at heart he was a little
frightened of his recovered son. He had reason to be so,
for the Masai Reserve had had from the farm a small
lamb, and now gave us back a young leopard. Kabero
must have had Masai blood in him, the habits and dis-
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cipline of Masai life could not in themselves have worked
the metamorphosis. Here he stood, a Masai from head
to foot.

A Masai warrior is a fine sight. Those young men
have, to the utmost extent, that particular form of intelli-
gence which we call chic;—daring, and wildly fantastical
as thev: seem, they are still unswervingly true to their
own nature, and to an immanent ideal. Their style is not
an assumed manner, nor an imitation of a foreign per-
fection; it has grown from the inside, and is an expression
of the race and its history, and their weapons and finery
are as much part of their being as are a stag’s antlers.

Kabero had adopted the Masai fashion in hair-dressing,
he wore his hair long and braided with string into a
thick pigtail and a leather strap round the brow. He had
acquired the Masai carriage of the head, with the chin
stretched forw.id, as if he were presenting you his sullen
arrogant face upon a tray. He had also the general rigid,
passive, and insolent bearing of the Moran, that makes of
him an object for contemplation, such as a statue is, a
figure which is to be seen, but which itself does not see.

The young Masai Morani live upon milk and blood;
it is perhaps this dict that gives them their wonderful
smoothness and silkiness of skin. Their faces, with the
high cheeck-bones and boldly swung jaw-bones, are sleek,
without a line or groovc in them, swollen; the dim un-
seeing cyes lie therein like two dark stones tightly fitted
into a mosaic; altogether the young Morani have a like-
ness to mosaics. The muscles of their necks swell in a
particular sinister fashion, like the neck of the angry cobra,
the male leopard or the fighting bull, and the thickness is
so plainly an indication of virility that it stands for a dec-
laration of war to all the world with the exception of the
woman. The great contrast, or harmony, between these
swollen smooth faces, full necks and broad rounded shoul-
ders, and the surprising narrowness of their waist and
hips, the leanness and sparcness of the thigh and knee
and the long, straight, sinewy leg give them the look of
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creaturcs trained through hard discipline to the height
of rapaciousness, greed, and gluttony.

The Masai walk stiffly, placing one slim foot straight
in front of the other, but their movements of arm, wrist
and hand are very supple. When a young Masai shoots
with a bow and arrow, and lets go the bow-string, you
secem to hear the sinews of his long wrist singing in the
air with the arrow.

The Police Officer from Nairobi was a young man
lately out from England and full of zeal. He spoke Swaheli
very well, so that I and Kaninu did not understand what
he said, and he became absorbed in intercst in the old
case of the shooting accident, and put Kaninu to a cross-
examination under which the Kikuyu turned into wood.
When he had finished it, he told mc that he thought
Kaninu had been monstrously treated, and that the whole
case ought to be taken up in Nairobi. “I'hat will mean
years of your life and mine,” I said. He asked me to be
allowed to remark that this was no consideration to be
taken, where the exccution of justice was concerned.
Kaninu looked to me, for a moment he believed that
he was being trapped. In the end it was found that the
case was too old to be taken up, and nothing more was
done about it, except that Kabero was regularly registered
on the farm.

But all these things were to happen only a long time
later. For five years Kabero was dead to the farm, wander-
ing with the Masai, and Kaninu had much to go
through still. Beforc the case had donc with him, forces
came into play which seized him and ground him very
small.

Of those I cannot tell much. First because they were
in themselves of a hidden nature, and secondly, because
at the time things were happening to me myself, that
took my thoughts off Kaninu and his fate, and left, in my
mind, the general affairs of the farm in the background
like that distant mountain of Kilimanjaro, which some-
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times I could see from my land, and sometimes not. The
Natives would take such periods of distraction of mine
meekly, as if I had been in reality lifted from their
existence into another plane, afterwards they referred to
them as to times when I had been away. “That big tree
fell down,’ they said. ‘My child died, while you were
with the white pcople’

When Wanyangerri was well enough to leave Hospital,
I fetched him back to the farm, and from that time only
saw him at intervals, at an Ngoma or on the plains.

A few days after his return his father, Wainaina, and
his grandmother presented themsclves at my house.
Wainaina was a small rotund man, a rare thing in a
Kikuyu, for they are nearly all of them lean people. He
grew a spare thin beard. and another peculiarity of his
was that he could not look you straight in the face. He
made the impression of a mental troglodyte, who wants
to be left to himsclf. With him came his mother, a very
old Kikuyu woman.

Native women shave their hcads, and it is a curious
thing how quickly you yoursclf will come to feel that
these little round neat skulls, which look like some kind
of dusky nuts, are the sign of true womanliness, and
that a crop of hair on the head of a woman is as unlady-
like as a beard. Wainaina’s old mother had left the little
tufts of white hair on her shrivelled scalp to grow, and
thereby, as much as an unshaven man, she conveyed the
impression of dissoluteness or shamelessness. She leant
on her stick and left it to Wainaina to speak, but her
silence was striking sparks the while; she seemed to be
all loaded with a graceless vitality, of which she had
passed none on to her son. The two were in reality Uraka
and Laskaro, but of that I did not know till later.

They had come shuflling up to my house on a peace-
ful errand. Wanyangerri, his father told me, could chew
no maize, they were poor people and short of flour and
they had got no milking cow. Would I not, till Wanyan-
gerri's case was settled, allow him a little milk from my
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cows? Otherwise they did not see how they were to keep
the child alive until the time when his indemnification
should come in. Farah was away in Nairobi on one of his
private Somali lawsuits, and in his absence I consented
to let Wanyangerri have a bottle of milk a day from
my herd of Native cows, and instructed my houscboys,
who seemed strangely unwilling or uncomfortable about
the arrangement, to let him fetch it from us every
morning.

A fortnight passed, or three wecks, then one evening
Kaninu came to the house. He suddenly stood in the
room where I was reading by the fire after dinner. As
the Natives gencrally prefer a discussion to take plice
outside the house, the manner in which he shut the door
behind him, prepared me for surprising communications.
But the first surprise was that Kaninu was dumb. The
subtle and honeyed tongue was as dead as if it had been
cut out of him, and the room, with Kaninu in it, re-
mained silent. The big old Kikuyu was looking very ill,
he hung upon his stick, there seemed to be no body
inside his cloak, his eyes werc dim like the eyes of a corpse,
and he kept on wetting his dry lips with his tongue.

When at last he began to spcak it was only to state,
slowly and dismally, that he thought things were bad. A
little later he added in a vague manner, as if it were al-
together a matter to be ignored, that he had now paid over
ten sheep to Wainaina. And now Wainaina, he went on,
wanted a cow and calf from him as well, and he was
going to give them to him. Why had hc done that, I asked
him, when no judgment had yet been given? Kaninu did
not answer, he did not even look at me. He was, this even-
ing, a traveller or pilgrim who had no continuing city.
He had come in, as it were on his way, to report to me,
and now he was off again. I could not but think that he
was ill; after a pause I said that I would take him into
hospital the next day. At that he gave me a short, painful
glance: the old mocker was being bitterly mocked. But
before he went away he did a curious thing, he lifted up
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a hand to his face as if he were wiping off a tear. It
would be a strange thing, like the flowering of the pil-
grim’s staff, should Kaninu have tears in him to shed,
and stranger still that he should put them to no use. I
wondered what had been happcning on the farm while
I had had my thoughts off it. When Kaninu had gone
I sent for Farah and asked him.

Farzh at times was loth to speak about Native affairs,
as if they were bencath him to dwell upon and me to
hear of. In the end he consented to tell me, all the time
looking past me out of the window, at the stars. At the
hottom of Kaninu’s loss of heart was Wainaina’s mother,
who was a witch and had cast a spell upon him.

‘But, Farah,” I said, ‘Kaninu, surely, is much too old
and wise to believe in a spell.’

‘No,” said Farah slowly. ‘No, Memsahib. For this old
Kikiuyu wife can really do these things, I think.’

The old woman had told Kaninu that his cows would
live to sce that it would have been better to them had
Kaninu at the begnning given them to Wainaina. Now
Kaninu's cows were going blind, one after another. And
under the ordeal Kaninu’s hcart was slowly breaking
like the bones and tissue of those people who, in old
times, were put to the torture of ever increased weights
laid on to them.

Farah spoke of Kikuyu witchcraft in a dry, concerned
manner, as of foot-and-mouth disease on the farm, which
we ourselves would not catch, but by which we might
lose our cattle.

I sat late in the evening thinking of the witchery on
the farm. At first it looked ugly, as if it had come up
from an old grave to Hatten its nose upon my window-
panes. I heard the Hyena wailing some way off, down by
the river, and remembered that the Kikuyu had their
were-woves, old women who at night take on the shape
of Hyenas. Perhaps Wainaina’s mother was trotting along
. the river now, baring her teeth in the night-air. And
I had by now become used to the idea of witchcraft,
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it seemed a reasonable thing, so many things arc about,
at night, in Africa.

“This old woman is mean,” I thought in Swaheli, ‘she
uses her arts in making Kaninu’s cows blind, and she
lcaves it to me to keep her grandchild alive, on a bottle
of milk a day, from my own cows.’

I thought: “T'his accident and the things which have
come from it, are getting into the blood of the farm, and
it is my fault. I must call in fresh forces, or the farm
will run into a bad dream, a nightmare. I know what I
will do, I will send for Kinanjui.’
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A KIKUYU CHIEF

‘The big Chicf Kinanjui lived about nine miles North-
East of the farm, in the Kikuyu Reserve near the French
Mission, and ruled over more than a hundred thousand
Kikuyus. He was a crafty old man, with a fine manner,
and much real greatness to him, although he had not
been-born to be a Chicf, but had been made so, many
vears ago, by the English, when they could no longer
get on with the legtimate ruler of the Kikuyus of the
district.

Kinanjui was a friend of mine, and had been helpful
to me on many occasions. Ilis manyatta, to which I had
ridden over a fcw times, was as dirty and as full of flies
as those of the other Kikuyus. But it was much bigger
than any other I had secn, for in his position of a Chief
Kinanjui had given himself over tully to the joys of mar-
riage. 'T'he village was alive with wives of his of all ages,
from skinny toothless old hags on crutches to slim, moon-
faced, gazelle-cyed wenches, their arms and long legs
wound up in shining copper wire. His children were
everywhere, in clusters, like the flies. 'T'he young men,
his sons, ercct, with decorated heads, went to and fro,
and caused much trouble. Kinanjui had told mec once
that he had at the moment fifty-five sons who were
Morani.

Sometimes the old Chief would come walking over to
my farm, in a gorgeous fur-cloak, accompanied by two
or threc white-haired senators and a few of his warrior-
sons, on a friendly visit, or to take a rest from govern-
mental affairs. He would then pass the afternoon in one
of the Verandah chairs that had been carried out on the
lawn for him, smoking the cigars that I sent him out,
with his councillors and his guard squatting on the grass
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round him. My houseboys and squatters, when they had
news of his arrival, came and grouped themselves there,
and cntertained him with the happenings on the farm,
the whole company forming a sort of political Club under
the tall trees. Kinanjui in these mectings had a manner
of his own: when he thought that the discussions were
dragging out too long, he leant back in his chair, and,
while still keeping the fire in his cigar alive, he closed
his eyes and drew his breath deeply and slowly, in a
low regular snore, a sort of official, pro forma slecp,
which he may have cultivated for use in his own Council
of State. I sometimes had a chair moved out for a talk
with him, and on these occasions Kinanjui sent away
everybody, to point out that now the world was going to
be governed in earnest. He was not, at the time I knew
him, the man that he had becn, life had taken much out
of him. But when he talked freely and openly, for my
private ear, he showed much originality of mind, and a
rich, daring, imaginative spirit; he had thought the matter
of life over and held his own strong views upon it.

A few years earlier a thing had happened which had
strengthened the friendship between me and Kinanjui.

He came to my house one day when I was lunching
with a friend who was on his way up country; I had no
time to give the Kikuyu Chief till my friend had gone.
Kinanjui would expect to be offered a drink while he was
waiting, and after his long walk in the sun, but I did not
have enough of one thing to make up a glassful, so my
guest and I filled a tumbler with all the different sorts of
strong liquor that I had in the house. I thought that the
stronger I made it, the longer it would keep Kinanjui
occupied, and I took it out to him myself. But Kinanjui,
after having with a little gentle smile just wetted his lips,
gave me as deep a glance as 1 have ever had from a
man, laid his head back and empticed the glass to the last
drop.

Half an hour later, when my friend had just driven
off, my houseboys came in and said: ‘Kinanjui is dead.’
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[ felt, in one moment, the tragedy and the scandal rise up
before me like great grave shadows. I went out to see
him.

He was lying on the ground in the shade of the kitchen,
with no expression whatever in his face, with blue lips
and fingers, dead-cold. It was like having shot an Elephant:
by an act of yours a mighty and majestic creature, which
has wilked the carth, and held his own opinions of every-
thing, is walking it no more. He looked degraded as
well, for the Kikuyu had poured water over him, and
had taken off him his big cloak of monkey-skin. Naked
he was like an animal when you have cut from it the
trophy, for the sake of which you have killed it.

I mcant to send Farah for a doctor, but we could not
get the car started, and Kinanjui’s people kept on begging
us to wait a little before we did anything.

An hour later, as [ was going out again, with a heavy
heart, to talk with them, my boys came in to me once
more and said: ‘Kinanjui has gone home.” It seemed that
he had suddenly got up, draped his cloak about him, and
his rctainers round him, and had walked off, the nine
miles to his village, without a word.

After this time, I believe, Kinanjui felt that I had run
a risk, even braved a danger,—for you are not allowed
to give Natives alcohol,-—to make him happy. He had been
to the farm since, and had smoked a cigar with us,
but he had not mentioned a drink. I would have given it
to him had he asked for it, but T knew that he would not
ask any more.

[ now sent a runner to Kinaunjui’s village and ex-
plained to him the whole affair of the shooting. I asked
him to come over to the farm to finish it. I suggested
that we should give Wainaina the cow and calf of which
Kaninu had talked, and then let the whole matter finish
at that. I was looking forward to Kinanjui’s arrival, for
he had the quality, which everyone values in a friend, of
being effective.
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By this letter of mine, the case, that had for some time
been becalmed, fetched wind and ended up dramatically.

Onc afternoon, as I was riding back to my house, I
just caught sight of a car that came along at a terrible
speed, rounding the drive upon two wheels. It was a
scarlet car with a lot of nickel on it. I knew it, it belonged
to the American Consul of Nairobi, and I wondered what
urgent business it was which brought the Consul to my
housc at such a pace. But as I was getting off my horse
at the back of the house, Farah came out to tell me that
the Chief Kinanjui had arrived. He had come in his own
car, which he had the day before bought from the
American Consul, and he did not want to get out of it
till T had seen him in it.

I found Kinanjui sitting up straight in the car, im-
movable as an idol. He had on a large cloak of blue
monkey-skins, and on his head a skull-cap, of the kind
which the Kikuyu make out of shecp’s stomachs. He was
always an impressive figure, tall and broad, with no fat on
him anywhere; his face too was proud, long and bony,
with a slanting forchead like that of a Red Indian. He
had a broad nose. so expressive that it looked like the
central point of the man, as if the whole stately figure was
there only to carry the broad nose about. Like the trunk
of an Elephant, it was both boldly inquisitive and ex-
tremely scnsitive and prudent, intensely on the offensive,
and on the defensive as well. And an Elephant, finally,
like Kinanjui, would have a head of the very greatest
nobility if he did not look so clever.

Kinanjui now did not open his mouth or wince whilce
I paid him my compliments on the car, he stared straight
in front of him in order that I should see his face in
profile like a head struck upon a medal. As I walked
round to the front of the car, he turned his head so as to
keep his regal profile towards me, perhaps he really had
in his mind the King’s head on the Rupee. One of his
young sons was driver to him, and the car was boiling
hard. When the ceremony was over, I invited Kinanjui to
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comc out of the car. He collected his big cloak round
him in a majestic gesture and descended, and in that one
movement he stepped back two thousand years, into
Kikuyu justice.

On the Western wall of my house there was a stone
scat and in front of it a table made out of a mill-stone.
This stone had a tragic history: it was the upper mill-
stone 5f the two murdered Indians. After the murder
nobody dared to takec over the mill, it was empty and
silent for a long time, and I had the stonc brought
up to my house to form a table tcp, to remind me of
Denmark. The Indian millers had told me that their
mill-stonc had come over the Sca from Bombay, as the
stones of Africa are not hard enough for the work of
grinding. On the top side a pattern was carved, and it
had a few large brown spots on it, which my houseboys
held to be the blood of the Indians, that would never
come off. I'he mill-stone table in a way constituted the
centre of the farm, for I used to sit bchind it in all my
dealings with the Natives. From the stone seat behind
the mill-stone, T and Denys Finch-Hatton had one New
Ycar seen the new moon and the planets of Venus and
Jupiter all close together, in a group on the sky; it was
such a radiant sight that vou could hardly believe it to be
real, and I have never seen it again.

I took my seat there now, with Kinanjui on the bench
on my left. Farah took up his stand on my right hand, and
therefrom kept a watchful eye on the Kikuyus, who had
been gathering round the house, and who kept coming
in as the news of Kinanjui’s arrival spread on the farm.

Farah’s attitude to the Natives of the country was a
picturesque thing. No more than the attire and coun-
tenance of the Masai warriors, had it been made yesterday,
or the day before; it was the product of many centuries.
The forces which had built it up had constructed great
buildings in stone as well, but they had crumbled into
dust a long time ago.
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When you first come to the country, landing at Mom-
basa, you will sec, amongst the old light-grey Baobab
trces,—which look not like any earthly kind of vegetation
but like porous fossilizations, gigantic belemnites—grey
stone ruins of houses, minarets and wells. The same sort
of ruins are to be found all the way up the coast, at
Takaunga, Kalifi and Lamu. They are the remnants of
the towns of the ancient Arab traders in ivory and slaves.

The dhows of the traders knew all the African fair-
ways, and trod the blue paths to the central market-
place of Zanzibar. They were familiar with it at the time
when Aladdin sent to the Sultan four hundred black
slaves loaded with jewels, and when the Sultana feasted
with her Negro lover while her husband was hunting,
and was put to death for it.

Probably, as thesc great merchants grew rich, they
brought their harems with them to Mombasa and Kalifi,
and themselves remained in their villas, by the long
white breakers of the Ocean, and the flowering flaming
trees, while they sent their expeditions up into the high-
lands.

For from the wild hard country there, the scorched
dry plains, and unknown waterless stretches, from the
land of the broad thorn-trees along the rivers, and the
diminutive, strong-smelling wild flowers of the black
soil, came their wealth. Here. upon the roof of Africa,
wandered the heavy, wise, majestic bearer of the ivory.
He was dcep in his own thoughts and wanted to be left
to himself. But he was followed, and shot with poisoncd
arrows by the little dark Wanderobos, and with long,
muzzle-loaded, silver-inlaid guns by the Arabs; he was
trapped and thrown into pits all for the sake of his long
smooth lightbrown tusks, that they sat and waited for at
Zanzibar.

Here, also, little bits of forest-soil were cleared, burned,
and planted with sweet potatoes and maize, by a peace-
loving shy nation, which was not much good at fighting,
or at inventing anything, but wished to be left to them-
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selves, and which, with the ivory, was in great demand
on the market.

‘The greater and lesser birds-of-prey gathered up here:

‘Tous les tristes oiseaux mangeurs de chair humaine, .
S'assemblent. Et les uns laissant un crine chauve,
Les autres aux gibets essuyant leur bec fauve,
D’avctres, d’un mat rompu quittant les noirs agrés . . .’

The cold sensual Arabs came, contemptuous of death,
with their minds, out of business times, on astronomy,
algeura, and their harems. With them came their young
illegitimate half-brothers the Somali,—impetuous, quar-
relsome, abstinent and grcedy, who made up for their
lack of birth by being zcalous Mohammedans, and more
faithful to the¢ commandments of the prophet than the
children got in wedlock. The Swaheli went along with
them, slaves themselves and slave-hearted, cruel, obscene,
thievish, full of good sense and jests, running to fat with
age.

Up country they were met by the Native bird of prey
of the highlands. 'T'he Masai came, silent, like tall narrow
black shadows, with spears and heavy shields, distrustful
of strangers, red-handed, to sell their brothers.

The different birds must have sat together up here
and talked. Farah told mc that in the old time, before the
Somali brought their own women down from Somali-
land, their young men could marry with the daughters
of the Masai only, out of all the tribes of the country.
This must have been in many ways, a strange alliance.
For the Somali are a religious people, and the Masai
have no religion whatever, nor the slightest interest in
anything above this carth. The Somali are clean, and take
much trouble over their ablutions and hygiene, while
the Masai are a dirty nation. The Somali, too, attach
the greatest importance to the virginity of their brides,
but the young Masai girls take their morals very lightly.
Farah gave me the explanation at once. The Masai, he
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said, had never been slaves. They cannot be made slaves,
they cannot even be put into prison. They die in prison
if they are brought there, within three months, so the
English law of the country holds with no penalty of im-
prisonment for the Masai, they are punished by fines.
This stark inability to keep alive under the yoke has
given the Masai, alone amongst all the Native tribes,
rank with the immigrant aristocracy.

All the birds of prey lived with their burning cyes upon
the gentle rodents of the land. The Somali here had their
own position. Somalis are not good at being all on their
own, they are very excitable, and, wherever they go, if
they are left to themselves they will waste much time and
blood over their tribal moral system. But they are fine
seconds in command, and perhaps the Arab capitalists
have often given them charge of daring undertakings
and difficult transports while they stayed in Mombasa
themsclves. Therefore their relation to the Natives was
nearly exactly that of the sheepdog to the sheep. They
watched them untiringly, their sharp teeth bared. Would
they die before the coast was reached? Would they escape?
The Somali have a keen sense of money and valucs, they
will have given up food and slecp for the sake of their
charges, and must have come back from the expedi-
tions worn to skin and bone.

The habit is in their blood still. When we had the
Spanish Flu on the farm, Farah was very ill with it him-
self, but he followed me about, all shivering with fever,
to bring medicine to the Squatters and to force it into
them. He had been told that paraffin was very good
against the disease, and therefore he bought paraftin for
the farm. His little brother Abdullai, who was with us
then, was very bad with flu, and Farah was much wor-
ried about him. Still, that was only the inclination of the
heart, a frivolous matter. Duty, bread and reputation lay
with the farm-labour, and the dying sheep-dog stuck to
his job. Farah also had much insight in what was going
on in Native circles, although I do not know from where
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he had his knowledge, for with the exception of the biggest
amongst them, he kept no company with the Kikuyu.

The sheep themsclves, the patient nations, with no
tecth or claws to them, no power and no earthly protector,
got through their destiny, as they get through it now,
on their immensc gift for resignation. They did not die
under the yoke, like the Masai, or storm against fate,
as th. "Somali do when they belicve themselves injured,
cheated or slighted. They were friends with God in
foreign countries, and in chains. They also kept up a
peculiar self-feeling in their relatiors to thosc who perse-
cuted them. They were aware that the profit and prestige
of their tormentors lay with them themsclves: thcy were
the central figures in the chase and the commerce, they
were the goods. Upon the long track of blood and tears,
the sheep, deep in their dark dumb hearts, had made for
themselves a bobtailed philosophy, and thought not
highly of the shcpherds or the dogs. ‘You have no rest
cither day or night,” they said, ‘you run with your hot
tongues out, panting, you are kept awake at night so that
your dry cyes smart in the daytime, all on our account.
You arc here on our account. You exist for our sake,
not we for your sake.” The Kikuyu of the farm at times
had a flippant manner towards Farah, as a lamb may
skip in the face of the sheepdog just to make him get up
and run.

Farah and Kinanjui met here, the sheepdog and the
old ram. Farah stood up erect in his red and blue turban,
black embroidered Arab waistcoat and Arab silk robe,
thoughtful, as decorous a figure as you would find any-
where in the world. Kinanjui wa; spreading himsclf on
the stone seat, naked but for the mantle of monkey furs
on his shoulders, an old Native, a clod of the soil of the
African highlands. They treated each other with respect,
although, when they had no direct dealings, in accor-
dance with some ceremonial they pretended not to see
one another.

It was easy to imagine the two, a hundred years earlier,
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or more, holding a converse over a consignment of slaves,
undesirable members of the tribe, of whom Kinanjui
was ridding himself. Farah would be keeping, all the time,
at the back of his mind the idea of swopping upon the
old chief himself, a fat morsel, so as to have him in-
cluded in his parcel. Kinanjui would follow, without
fault, every one of Farah’s thoughts, and, through the
whole sitting, he would be carrying the weight of the
situation, the weight, too. of his own scared and hcavy
heart. For he was the central figure, he was the goods.
The big mceting which was to settle the case of thc
shooting accident began in a peaceful spirit. The pcople
of the farm were all pleased to sec Kinanjui. The oldest
squatters got up and came to exchange a few remarks with
him, then walked back and took their seats on the grass.
A couple of old women from the periphery of the as-
sembly shrieked a greeting to me: ‘Jambo Jeriel’ Jeric
is a Kikuyu name, the old women of the farm addressed
me by it, and the very small children made use of it as
well, but the young pcople, or the old men never called
me Jerie. Kaninu was present at the meeting, in the midst
of his large family, like a scarecrow somchow called to
life, with burning, attentive eyes. Wainaina and his
mother came along and sat a little away from the others.
I told the pcople, slowly and in an effective manner,
that the mattér between Kaninu and Wainaina had been
settled and the scttlement put down on paper, Kinanjui
had come over to certify it. Kaninu was to give Wainaina
a cow with a heifer calf at foot, and by that the affair
should be ended, since nobody could stand it any longer.
Kaninu and Wainaina had been informed of the de-
cision beforchand, and Kaninu was instructed to have
the cow and calf ready The activities of Wainaina werc
of an underground nature, in the daylight he was like a
mole above the ground, and looked as soft as a mole does
there.
When I had read up the agreement I told Kaninu to
bring along the cow. Kaninu got up and waved both
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arms up and down many times to two of his young sons,
who were holding the cow behind the boys’ huts. The
ring opened while the cow and calf were slowly lead into
the middle of it.

At the same moment the atmosphere of the meeting
changed, as when a thunderstorm comes up in the horizon,
and quickly rises to Zenith.

There is nothing in the world which to the Kikuyu
holds the interest and importance of a cow with a heifer
calf at foot. Bloodshed, witchcraft, sexual love or the
wonders of the white men’s world, all evaporate and dis-
appecr near the great flaming furnace of their passion
for live stock, which smells of the stone-age, like a fire
you strike with a flint.

Wainaina’s mother broke into a long wail and shook
a dry arm and finger at the cow. Wainaina joined her, all
stuttering and breaking in his specch, as if somcone else
were speaking through him, he raised his voice to heaven.
He would not accept the cow, she was the oldest in
Kaninu’s herd, and the calf that she had now got with
her, that surely was the last which she would ever bear.

The clan of Kaninu cried out and cut him short in a
furious staccato inventory of the qualities of the cow, be-
hind which you felt a great bitterness, and contempt of
death.

The pcople of the farm did not have it in them to re-
main silent where a cow and calf were being discussed.
FEveryone present gave out his opinion. The old men
scized one another by the arm and shook out their last
asthmatic breath in praisc or condemnation of the cow.
The shrill voices of their old women fell in and followed
them up, as in a canon. The young men spat out short
deadly remarks at one another in deep voices. In two or
three minutes the open place by my house was boiling
over like a witch’s caldron.

I looked towards Farah and he looked back at me, but
like a man in a dream. I saw that he was a sword half
way out of the scabbard, which in a moment would be
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flashing right and left in the strife. For the Somali are
themselves stock-owners and cattle traders. Kaninu threw
me a glance like a drowning man, who is finally carried
away by the current. I took a look at the cow. She was a
grey cow with deeply curved horns, and was standing
patiently in the very centre of the cyclone that she had
raised. When all fingers were being pointed at her she
began to lick her calf. I thought that she did have, some-
how, the look of an old cow.

At last I turned my eyes back to Kinanjui. I do not
know whether he had been looking at the cow at all.
While I looked at him he did not even wince. He sat im-
movable, like some bulk without cither intelligence or
sympathies just set down by my house. He turned his side
to the screaming crowd, and I realized how much the
profile is the true face of a king. It is a Native faculty
thus to transform yourself, in a single movement, into
lifeless matter. I do not think that Kinanjui could have
spoken or moved without fanning the flames of passion,
as it was he kept sitting on them to quell them. Not
everybody could have done it.

Little by little the fury died down, the people stopped
shrieking and began to talk in an everyday manner, in the
end they became silent one by one. Wainaina’s mother.
when she thought that nobody watched her, crawled a
few steps on ‘her stick to have a closer look at the cow.
Farah turned and came back to civilization, with a little.
wry smile.

When everything was quiet we made the parties in
the case come round to the mill-stone table, dip their
thumb in cart-grease, and press their thumb-mark down
upon the document of the agreement. Wainaina did it
very reluctantly, whimpering a little when he set his
thumb to the paper, as if it was burning him. The agree-
ment ran as follows:

The following agreement has been made at Ngong
to-day, the 26th of September, between Wainaina wa
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Bemu and Kaninu wa Muture. The Chicf Kinanjui is
present here and sees it all.

The agrcement states that Kaninu shall pay to Wain-
aina a cow with a heifer calf. This cow and heifer calf
shall be given to Wainaina’s son Wanyangerri, who was,
on the 19th of Dccember last ycar, shot by a shotgun
which was fired by mistake by Kaninu's son Kabero. The
cow aid calf shall be the property of Wanyangerri.

With the payment of this cow and her heifer calf the
Shaurie shall be finally scttled. Nobody, after this. must
speak of it or mention it at all.

Ngong, Scptember, 26th.

Wainaima's mark.

Kaninu’s mark.

I was here and heard the document read.
The mark of the Chief Kinanju.

The cow and hcifer calf were handed over to Wainaina
in my presence.
Baroness Blixen.
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BIG DANCES

We had many visitors to the farm. In pioneer countries
hospicility is a necessity of life not to the travellers alone
but to the settlers. A visitor is a fricnd, he brings news,
good or bad, which are bread to the hungry minds in
lonely places. A real friend who comes to the house is a
heavenly messenger, who brings the panis angelorum.

When Denys Finch-Hatton came back after one of his
long cxpeditions, he was starved for talk, and found
me on the farm starved for talk, so that we sat over
the dinner-table into the small hours of the morning,
talking of all the things we could think of, and mastering
them all, and iaughing at them. White people, who
for a long time live alone with Natives, get into the
habit of saying what thev mecan, because they have no
reason or opportunity for dissimulation, and when they
mect again their conversation keeps the Native tone. We
then kept up the theory that the wild Masai tribe, in their
Manyatta under the hills, would sce the house all afire,
like a star in the night, as the peasants of Umbria saw
the house whercin Saint Francis and Saint Clare were
entertaining one another upon theology.

The greatest social functions of the farm were the
Ngomas,—the big Native dances. At these occasions we
entertained up to fifteen hundred or two thousand guests.
The entertainment offered by the house was however in
itselt modest. We would give the old bald mothers of the
dancing Morani and the Nditos.—the maidens,—snuff,
and the children,—at thosec dances to which children
were brought,—sugar, distributed by Kamante in wooden
spoons, and I sometimes asked the D.C.’s permission for
my Squatters to make tembu, a deadly drink, fabricated
from sugar cane. But the real performers, the indefatigable



158 Out of Africa

young dancers, brought the glory and luxury of the
festivity with them, they were immune to foreign in-
flucnce, and concentrated upon the sweetness and fire
within themselves. One thing only did they demand from
the outside world: a space of level ground to dance on.
This was to be found near my house, the big lawn was
plain under the trees, and the square, in the forest
between my boys’ huts, had been laid out level. For this
reason the farm was highly thought of by the young
people of the country, and the invitations to my balls
much valued.

The Ngomas were held somctimes in the day and
sometimes at night. In the day-time the Ngomas nceded
more room, since they brought with them as many on-
lookers as dancers; they thercfore took place on the lawn.
At most Ngomas the dancers stand in a large circle, or in
a number of smaller circles, and there keep jumping up
and down, the head thrown back, or stamping the ground
to a rhythm, throwing themsclves forward on one foot, and
back on to the other, or again slowly and solemnly walk-
ing round sideways with their faces to the centre of the
ring, the prominent dancers separating themselves from
the ring, to perform, jump, and run in the middle of it.
The day-time Ngomas left their mark stamped upon the
lawn in larger and smaller dry brown rings, as if the grass
had here been burnt away by fire, and these magic rings
would only slowly disappear.

The big day-time Ngomas had the character more of a
fair than of a ball. Crowds of onlookers followed the
dancers and grouped themselves under the trees. When
the rumour of the Ngoma had sprcad widely enough we
would even see herc the flighty ladies of Nairobi,—-the
Malaya, a pretty word in Swaheli,—arriving in style, in
Ali Khan's mule-traps, all wrapped in lengths of gay
large-patterned calico, and looking, when scated, like
large flowers on the grass. The honest young girls on
the farm in their traditional oiled and greased leather
skirts and mantles, took up their position close to them,
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and frankly discussed their clothes and manners, but
the beauties of thc town, cross-legged, remained as quiet
as glass-eyed dolls of dark wood, and smoked their little
cigars. Swarms of children, enrapturcd by the dances,
and keen to learn and imitate, stormed from one ring
to another, or were carried away to form little dancing-
rings of their own on the outskirts of the lawn, and
there inmped up and down.

T'he Kikuyu, when going to an Ngoma, rub themselves
all over with a particular kind of pale red chalk, which
is much in demand and is bought and sold; it gives
then. a strangely blond look. The colour is neither of the
animal nor the vcgetable world, in it the young people
themsclves look fossilized, like statues cut in rock. The
girls in their demure, bead-embroidered, tanned leather
garments cover these, as well as themselves, with the
earth, and look all one with them—clothed statues in
which the folds> and draperies are daintily carried out by
a skilled artist. 'I'hc young men are naked for an Ngoma,
but on such occasions make much out of their coiffures,
clapping the chalk on to their manes and pigtails, and
carrying their limestone heads high. During my last years
in Africa, the Government forbade the people to put
chalk on the head. In both sexes the rig-out is of the
greatest cltect: diamonds and high decorations will not
impart to their bearers a more decided gala appearance.
Whenever at a distance you catch sight, in the landscape,
of a group of red-chalked Kikuyu on the march, you feel
the atmosphere vibrating with festivity.

An open-air dance in the day suffers from lack of
limitation. The stage is far too big for it,—where docs it
begin and where end? The small figures of the individual
dancers may be all dyed, with the entire back-part of an
ostrich floating behind their heads, and the bold cavalier-
like cockspurs made of Colobus-monkey skin at the
heels, they cannot help looking spread and scattered
under the tall trees. The show,—including larger and
smaller rings of dancers, spread-out groups of onlookers,
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and children running to and fro,—flings your eyes from
one corner of it to the other. The whole scene has some
likeness to those old pictures of a battle, observed from an
eminence, in which you will see the cavalry advancing
at onc side, while the artillery takes up its position at the
other. and isolated figures of ordnance officers gallop
diagonally across the ficld of view.

The day-time Ngomas were likewise very noisy affairs.
I'he dancing music from flutes and drums was often
drowned in the clamour from the audience, the dancing
girls themselves gave out a strange, long-drawn and shrill
shriek when, in one of the figures executed by male
dancers, a Moran made a jump, or swung his spear over
his head, in an exceptionally fine manner. An unbroken
stream of congenial conversation was kept up amongst
the old people on the grass. It was pleasant here to
watch a couple of ancient Kikuvu women carousing. with
a calabash between them, absorbed in gay talk, presum-
ably of the days when they had themselves cut a higure
in the dancing ring. their faces more and more radiant
with happiness as, in the course of the afternoon, the sun
sank lower. and the supply of tembu in the calabash as
well. At times, when the group was joined by a couple of
old husbands, one of the women would be so cartied
away by the .memories of her young days that she
stumbled to her feet and, Happing the arms, took a
running step or two in the true Ndito manner. She was
ignored by the (rowd, but enthusiastically applauded by
her little circle of contemporarices.

But the Ngomas of the night were set about in
earnest.

Ti » were held in the autumn only, after the maize-
harvesung, and below the full moon. 1 do not think that
they had any religious significance to them, but they may
have had so once; the manner of the performers and
onlookers suggested a mysterious and sacred moment.
These dances may have been a thousand vears old.
Some of them,—which was highly approved of by the
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mothers and grandmothers of the dancers,—were held by
the white settlers to be immoral, they telt that they must
have them prohibited by law. One time, when I came
back from a holiday in Europe, I tound that twenty-five
of my young warriors had, in the height of the coftee-
picking scason, been sent to jail by my Manager for
having danced a forbidden dance at a night Ngoma on
the farme "My Manager informed me that his wife could
not possibly put up with the dance. 1 upbraided the
elders of the Squatters for having held their Ngoma
near my Manager's house, but they grovely explained to
me that they had been dancing at Kathegu’s manyatta,
tour or five miles away from it. I then had to go to
Nairobi to talk matters over with our D.C., who let the
whole lot ot dancers come back to the farm to pick
coffee.

The night dances were fine spectacles. Here vou were
not in doubt as to the theatre ot the show, it was formed
by the fires and extended as far out as the light spread,
indeed hire was the central principle of the Ngoma. It
was not really needed for the danding. for the moonlight
of the African Highlands is marvellously clear and white;
it was brought to areate an cffect. The hre made of the
dancing place a stage of the fnst order, it collected all
the colours and movements within it into a unity.

Natives will rarely overdo an effect. They had no great
flaming bonfires lighted. Fivewood was carried to the
dancing-place during the dav before the dance by the
Squatter women ot the farm, who will have looked
upon themselves as hostesses to the feast, and was here
piled up in the centre of the danding-ring. The old
women who honoured the ball with their presence at
night took their seats vound this central pile, and from
there a row of small fives, like a drcle of stars, were fed
through the hours of the night. The dancers again were
dancing and running outside the fires, with the forest-
night as a background. The place had to be fairly big
or the heat and smoke would get into the eves of the old
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onlookers, but it was all the same an enclosed place in
the world, as if it had been a large house for the joint
usc of all within it.

Natives have no sensc or taste for contrasts, the um-
bilical cord of Nature has. with them, not been quite
cut through. They held their Ngomas only during the
tone of the full moon. When the moon did her best
thev did theirs. With the landscape bathing and swim-
ming in gentle powerful light trom the sky, 1o the great
illumination over Afvica thev added their Tittle rved-hot
alow.

The guests arrived in small parties, sometimes three
at a time, sometimes a dozen or hfreen,—-friends who
came together by appointment, or who had joined com-
pany on the road. Many of these dancers had walked
fifteen miles to get to the Ngoma. When tianvelling
many together they brought flutes or diums with them,
so that, on the night ot the big dance. all the roads and
pathwavs of the country would resound and ring with
music, like jingles shaken at the tace ot the moon. At
the entrance to the dandingring the wanderers paused
and waited for the ving to open to them; sometimes.
when they came from very far away, or were sons ot the
big ncighbouting Chiets, they were received into it by
one ot the old Squatters or prominent dancers ot the
farm, or by the monitors of the dance.

The monitors of the Ngoma were voung men fiom
the farm like the others, but they ware there to keep up
the ceremonial of the dance, and made the most of thei
position. Before the dancing began. they strutted up
and down in front of the dancers with knitted brows and
a grove face; as the dance grew livelier they ran from
one si- of the ring to another, to watch that evervthing
was going as it should. They were effectively anmed.
carrying bundles of sticks tied together, the one end of
which they kept burning, by dipping them from time
to time into the fire. ‘They kept a sharp eye upon the
dancers, and wherever they espied anything of an un-
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scemly nature going on, they were at them at once;
with a terrible expression and a furious snarl they hurled
their whole bunch of sticks, the burning end foremost,
straight at the body of the offender. The victim was
seen to be bent double at the stroke, but he never gave a
sound. Perhaps a burn of this kind was no dishonourable
wound to be carvying away from an Ngoma.

In one of the dances the girls would stand demurely
upon the feet of the voung men and clasp them
round the waist, while the young warriors with an out-
stretched aim at cach side of the girl's head, held on to
their spear with both hands, from time to time lifting it
and striking it down to the ground with all their might.
It made a pretts picture, of the voung women of the
tribe having taken refuge at the bosom of their men
against some great danger. and of the men guarding
them. even by letting them stand on their feet, protect-
ing them against snikes or any other dangers from the
ground. As the dance went on for hours the faces of the
dancers ook on an expresion of angelic ecstasy, as if
they were really all readv to die for one another.

Thev had other dances in which the dancers ran in
and out amongst the fires. where one head-dancer made
+ number of vers high jumps and leaps. and there was
much swinging of spears: it was. I believe, built upon a
lion-hunt.

Thev had singers at the Ngoma. as well as flutes and
drums. Some of these singers were famous all over the
country, and were made to come from far awav. Their
singing was more a rhyvthmical recitation than a song.
They were improvisators, and made up their ballads
off-hand, with the quick. attentive chorus of the dancers
joining in. It was pleasant to listen. in the night air. to
the one gentle voice being raised, and to the regularly
repeated, measured call of young voices. But as it went
on all night, with the drums falling in for an effect from
time to time, it became both deadly monotonous and
strangely excruciating to hear, as if you could not
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bear either to have it going on for one moment longer,
or to have it cver stopped.

The most famous singer of my day came from Dago-
retti. He had a clear strong voice and was, besides, him-
self a great dancer. When singing he would walk or
run inside the dancingring in a long, sliding stride,
half-kneeling at every step, he held the one flat hand
to the corner of his mouth; it was probably done to con-
centrate the sound, but it gave cffect of a great danger-
ous secret being confided to the congregation. He looked
like the African echo itself. He used to move his audi-
ence to happiness or to a war-like mood as he chose,
or to real convulsions of laughter. He sang onc formid-
able song. a war song. in which the singer is, 1 believe,
imagined running from village to village calling the
nation to war, and describing to them the massacre and
the loot. A hundred vears ago it would have made the
blood of the white immigrants run cold. But generally
he was not so terrifving. One night he sang three songs,
which T asked Kamante to translate to me. The first of
them was a fantasy: the whole party of the dancers were
imagined getting hold of a ship and sailing to Volaia.
The second song, Kamante explained to me, was all in
praise of the old women, the mothers and grandmothers
of the singer and the dancers. This song sounded sweet
to me. it was long, and must have described in detail
the wisdom and kindness of the toothless bald old
Kikuyu wives, who listened at the pile of firewood in
the centre of the place, and nodded their heads. The
third song was short, but drew great shouts of laughter
from evervbodyv, the singer had to raise his shrill voice
to be heard through it, and laughed himself as he sang.
The old women, who had now been put in good humour
by being so strongly flattered beat their thighs, and threw
up big gapes, like crocodiles, at it. Kamante was loth to
translate it to me, he said it was nonsense, and gave it me
only very much shortened. The theme of it was simple:
after a recent epidemic of plague, the Government had
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set a price upon each dead rat handed in to the D.C.s—
the song described how the rats, universally pursued,
were taking refuge in the beds of the old and young
women of the tribe, and what happened to them there.
[t must have been amusing in its details, which I did not
get; Kamante himscelt. while translating it to me very
much against his wish, at times could not repress a sour
smile,

At one of the night Ngomas a dramatic incident took
place.

The Ngoma was a farewell feast, given in my honour
a short time before T was going to Europe on a visit.
We had had a good year, it was held in great style, there
may have been bfteen hundred Kikuyu present. The
dance had been going on for a few hours; as I came
out to have another look at it before going to bed, a
chair was placed tor me with its back o one of the
bovs” huts. and [ was entertained by a couple of the old
Squatters.

ALl at once a great stiv 1an through the ring of dan-
cers, a deep movement ot surprise or fear, a curious
sound, as when the wind blows through a bed of rushes.
‘The dance slowed up, slowed up. but it did not stop
vet. 1 asked one ot the old men what was the matter. He
answered quickly, in a low voice: “Masai na-kudja,’'—
the Masai are coming.

‘I'he news must have been brought by a 1unner, for it
lasted some time before anything more happened, pro-
bably the Kikuyu were sending back to say that their
guests would be received. It was against the law for the
Masai to come to a Kikuyu Ngoma, too much trouble
had arisen from this kind of thing in the past. My house
boys came up and stood by my chair; evervbody looked
towards the entrance of the dancing-ground. When the
Masai came in, the dance stopped altogether.

There were twelve young Masai warriors walking in,
and when they had taken a few steps they stopped. waited.
and looked neither right nor left; they blinked a little



166 Out of Africa

towards the fire. They were naked except for their weap-
ons and their magnificent hcad-dresses. One of them
had on the lion-skin head-dress of the Moran at war. A
broad stripc of scarlet was painted vertically from the
knee to the foot, as if the blood was running down the
leg They stood erect, stiff-legged. their heads thrown
back, silent and deadly grave, their attitude was at the
same time that of the conqueror and the prisoner. It
was felt that they had come to the Ngoma against their
own will. The dull beating of the drum had run across
the river into the Reserve, had gone on, and gone on,
and troubled the hearts of the young warriors there;
twelve of them had not had it in them to resist the call.

The Kikuyu were deeply agitated. too, but they be-
haved well to their guests. The chiet dancer of the faim
welcomed them into the danding ring. where in deep
silence they took their place, and the dance was begun
once more. It was, however, difterent from what it had
been before, the air was loaded now. T'he drums began
to beat in a louder voice, and a more rapid rhythm. Had
the Ngoma gone on. we should have scen some striking
feats, when Kikuyu and Masai would have taken upon
themselves to show one another their vigour and skill
as dancers. But it did not come to that: there are things
which can not be carried through ceven with the good
will of everybody concerned.

What happened I do not know. All ot a sudden the
ring swayed, and was broken, some one shricked aloud,
in some seconds the whole place before me was a mass
of running, thronging pcople, there was the sound ot
blows and of bodics falling to the ground, and over our
he. ©+ the night air was undulating with spears. We all
got wp, even the wise old women of the centre, who
crawled on to the stacks of fircwood to see what was
going on.

When the emotion had calmed down, and the storm-
ing crowd had dissolved again, I found myself in the
centre of the swarm, with a little cleared space round
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me. Two of the old Squatters came up to me, and reluc-
tantly explained what had happened: the violation of
law and order committed by the Masai, and the present
statc of things: a Masai and threce Kikuyu were badly
wounded, ‘cut to pieces,’ their expression was. Would
I now, they went on gravely, consent to sew them up
again?—otherwise cverybody was likely to get much
trouble from the Selikali—the Government. 1 asked
the old man what the fighters had had cut off. “The
head,” he answered proudly, with the Native instinct to
make  the most of a catastrophe. At that moment
Kamante was scen to advance across the place, carrying
a long-threaded darning necdle. and my thimble. T still
hesitated, and at that moment old Awaru came forward.
He had learned tailoring during the seven years that he
had been in prison. He must have been looking for an
opportunit far practising. and showing off his craft, he
voluntecred to take charge of the case. and at once the
interest concentrated upon him. He did indeed sew up
the wounded. thev got well under his hands, and he him-
self in after times made much of the achievement, but
Kamante told me in confidence that the heads had
not been off.

As the presence of the Masai at the dance had been
illegal. we for a long time had to conceal the wounded
Masai in the hut reserved for white visitors' servants.
Here he recovered. and from here in the end he dis-
appeared without a word of thanks to Awaru. It comes
hard. T believe, to the heart of a Masai to be wounded,

-and healed,—by Kikuvu.

When towards the end of the night of the Ngoma. 1
walked out to ask for ncews of the wounded people. 1
found, in the grey morning air. the fires still smoulder-
ing. A number of voung Kikuvu were in action round
them, leaping and poking long sticks into the embers,
under the direction of a very old Squatter wife, Wainaina's
mother. They were making a spell to prevent the Masai
from having any success in love with the Kikuyu girls.



12

A VISITOR FROM ASIA

The Ngomas were ncighbourly and traditionally social
functions. In the course of time, it was the younger
brothers and sisters and, later on, the sons and daughters
of the first dancers known by me, who came to the
dancing-ground.

But we had visitors from distant countries as well.
The monsoon blows from Bombav: wise and experi-
enced old people travelled in ships, all the way from
India, and came to the farm.

There was in Nairobi a big Indian timber merchant by
the name of Choleim Hussein, with whom I had done
many deals when T was first clearing myv land and who
was a zcalous Mohammedan and a friend of Farah's. One
dayv he arrived at the house and asked for permission
to bring a High Priest from India on a visit. He was com-
ing all over the Sea. Choleim Hussein told me, to inspect
his congregations of Mombasa and Nairobi: the congrega-
tions on their side were cager to entertain him well, and,
working their brains, they could think of nothing better
than this visit to the farm. Would [ let him come?
When I said that he should be welcome, Choleim Hussein
went on to explain that the rank and holiness of the old
man were such that he could cat nothing which had been
cooked in pots ever used by Infidels. But T need not bother
about that, he quickly added, the Mohammedan con-
gres tion of Nairobi would prepare the meal and send
it out in good time; would I only let the High Priest
partake of it in my house? As I agreed, Choleim Hussein
after a little while took up the matter again, with diffi-
culty. There was one more point, only one. Wherever
the High Priest went, ctiquette demanded that he
should receive a present, in a house like mine it could
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be no less than one hundred Rupees. But I need not let
that worry me, he hurried to explain, the money had
been collected amongst the Mohammedans of Nairobi,
who only asked me to hand it over to the Priest. But would
the Priest, I asked, believe it to be a present from me?
Of this I could extract no explanation from Choleim
Hussein, there are times when coloured people cannot
make themselves clear to save their lives. At first 1
declined the role intended for me, but looking at the
disappointed faces of Choleim Hussein and Farah, which
had a moment before been radiant with hope, 1 gave
up my pride and thought that I would let the High Priest
think what he liked.

On the day of the visit I had forgotten about it and
gone out in the ficld to try my new tractor. Titi, Ka-
mante’s little brother, was sent out to me there. The
tractor made such a noise that I could not hear what he
had got to say, and it was so difficult to start that 1
dared not stop it; 1'iti ran alongside of it all through the
ficld like a small mad dog, panting and snapping in the
deep ground and the long thick tail of dust, until at the
end ot the held we came to a pause. "The Priests have
come,” he roared to me. ‘What Priests?’” I asked back.
‘All the Priests,” he proudly explained; they had arrived
in four carts, six in ecach. I went with him back to the
house, and as 1 got near I caught sight of a swarm of
white-robed figures spread on the lawn, as if a flight of
big white birds had settled round mv house, or a com-
pany ot angels swooped on to the tarm. It will have been
a whole Spiritual Court sent from India to keep up the
flame of orthodoxy in Africa. 'I'here was, however, no
mistaking the dignified figwme of the High Priest as he
advanced towards me. escorted by two Subordinates, and,
at a respectful distance, by Choleim Hussein. He was a
very short old man with a delicate. refined face, as if
carved in very old ivory. The retinue drew near, to
stand guard upon our meeting, and then withdrew; 1
was expected to entertain my guest alone.

Fe
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We could not speak a word to one another, for he
understood neither English nor Swaheli, and I did not
know his language. We had to express our great mutual
respect by pantomime. He had already. I saw, been shown
the house, all the plate that it possessed was set out on
the table, and flowers arranged according to Indian and
Somali taste. T went and sat down with him on the
stone seat to the West. There, under the breathless atten-
tion ot the onlookers, I handed him over the hundred
Rupees which were wrapped up in a green handkerchief
belonging to Choleim Hussein.

I had somchow been prejudiced against the old Priest
on account of his precisencess,—-on seeing him so very old
and small I, for a moment, thought that the situation
might be awkward to him. But as we sat together in
the afternoon sun, in no way pretending to keep up any
conversation, but holding onc another company in a
friendly spirit, I felt that to him nothing at all could be
awkward. He conveved a strange impression of being in
safety, and completelv secure. He had a courteous little
manner with him. and smiled and nodded, as T pointed
out the hills and the tall trees to him, as if he were in-
terested in evervthing, and incapable of surprise at anv-
thing. I wondered it this consistency was produced by an
entire ignotance of the evil of the world. o1 by a deep
knowledge and acceptance ot it. For whether there be no
venomous snakes in the world, or whether vou shall have
arrived, by injecting everstronger doses of venom into
your blood, at a stage of perfect immunity to it, in the
end it must come to the same thing. The look of the old
man’s calm face was that of a very young infant, which has
Lot vet learnt to speak, and which is interested in every-
thing, and by the nature of things incapable of surprise.
I might hase sat, on the stone scat, through an ‘hour of the
afternoon, in the company of a very small child, a noble
infant, some old Master’s child Jesus,—fromn time to time
touching the rocker of the cradle with a spiritual foot.
The faces of very old women of the world, who have seen



Visitors to the Farm 171

all of it, and through it, will have that same look. It is not
a masculine expression,—it goes with the swaddling-clothes
and the woman'’s frock, and went well with the beautiful
white cashmere robes of my old guest. In a person in male
clothes T have seen it only in a clever ddown in a Circus.

The old man was tired, and would not get up, while
the nther Priests were taken by Choleim Hussein down
to the river to sce the mill. As he was like a bird himself
he secemed to take an interest in birds. T had at that time
a tame stork by the house, and I kept a flock of geese
which were never killed, but were there to make the
place look like Denmark. The old Priest showed much
interest in them; by pointing to the corners of the world
he tried to find out from where they came. My dogs were
on the lawn, to make the millennium character of the
afternoon perfect. I had thought that Farah and Choleim
Hussein would have had them shut up in the kennel, for
Cholcim Hussein, as a true Mohammedan, was all in a
panic about them whenever he came to the farm to do busi-
ness. But here thev were walking about, amongst the white-
robed Clergy, indeed the lion by the lamb. Those were the
dogs supposed by Ismail to know a Mohammedan by sight.

Before he went awav the High Priest gave me, in
memory of his visit, a ring with a pearl. I felt then that
I, too, wanted to give him something. in addition to the
sham gift of the Rupees. and I sent Farah to the store
to fetch the skin of a lion which had a short time ago
been shot on the farm. The old man took hold of one of
the big claws, and with a clear attentive eve tried the
sharpness of it on his check.

After he had gone away, I wondered whether he had
taken into his lean, noble head every single thing within
the horizon of the farm, or nothing whatever. Some-
thing he had noticed, for three months later I had a
letter from India, very wrongly addressed and delayed
in the post. In it an Indian prince asked me to sell to
him one of my ‘grey dogs,” of which a High Priest had
made mention to him, and to fix my own price.
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THE SOMALI WOMEN

Of onc group of visitors, who played a great part on
the farm, I cannot write much, for they would not have
liked it. Those were Farah's women.

When Farah married, and brought his wifc from
Somaliland to the farm., with her came a lively and
gentle little flight of dusky doves: her mother, her
vounger sister, and a voung cousin who had been brought
up with the family. Farah told me that such was the
custom of his countrv. The marriages of Somaliland are
arranged by the clders of the families with consideration
as to the birth, wealth and reputation of the voung
people: in the best families the bride and bridegroom
have not scen onc another till the wedding-day. But
the Somali are a chivalrous nation. and do not leave
their maidens unprotected. It is good manners in a new-
married husband to take up his abode in his wife's
village for six months after the wedding, during this
time she may still hold her own as a hostess and a person
of local knowledge and influence. Sometimes he cannot
do so. then the bride’s female relations do not hesitate
to keep her company a bit into married life. even when
this to them mecans lifting, and wandering into distant
countrics.

The circle of Somali women in myv houschold was
later completed by a little motherless girl of the tribe
v.oom Farah took on, not, I think, without an cye to a
likeay profit when her time to marry should come, after
the pattern of Mordecai and Esther. This little girl was
an exceedingly bright and vivacious child, and it was a
curious thing to sce how, as she grew up, the maidens
took her in hand, and scrupulously formed her into a
young virgin comme il faut. When she first came to live
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with us she was eleven years old, and was ever breaking
away from the domain of the family to follow me about.
She rode my pony and carried my gun, or she would
run with the Kikuyu Totos to the fishing pond, tucking
up her skirts and galloping barefooted round the rushy
bank with a landing-nct. The little Somali girls have
their hair all shaven off, leaving only a ring of dark
curts round the head and one long lock at the top of it;
it is a pretty fashion, and it gave the child the air of a
very gay and malidious young monk. But with time,
snd under the influence of the grown-up girls, she was
transformed, and was herself fascinated and  possessed
by the process of her transformation. Exactly as if a
heavy weight had been tied on to her legs, she took to
walking slowly, slowly: she held her eves cast down after
the best pattern, and made it a point of honour to dis-
appear ac the arrival of a stranger. Her hair was cut
no more, and when the dav came that it was long cnough,
it was, by the other girls, parted and plaited into a
number of little pigtails. The Novice gave herself up
gravely and proudly to all the hardships ot the rite; 1t
was felt that she would rather die than fall short in her
duties towards it.

‘The old woman, Farah's mother-in-law. was, Farah told
me, in her own country held in high esteem on account
of the cexcellent education which she had given her
daughters. They were there the glass of fashion and the
mould of maidenly form. Indeed here were three voung
women of the most exquisite dignity and demureness; 1
have never known ladies more ladyvlike. Their maiden
modesty was accentuated by the stvle of their clothes.
I'hey wore skirts of imposing amplitude, it took. I know,
—for 1 have often bought silk ot calico for them,—ten
vards of material to make one of them. Inside these
masses of stuff their slim knees moved in an insinuating
and mysterious rhythm:

Tes nobles jambes, sous les volants qu’elles chassent,
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Tourmentent les désirs obscurs et les agacent,
Comme deux sorciéres qui font
Tourner un philtre notr dans un vase profond.

The mother hersclf was an impressive figure, very
stout, with the powerful and benevolent placidity of a
temale clephant, contented in her strength. [ have never
seen her angry. Teachers and pedagogues ought to have
envied her that great inspiring quality which she had in
her: in her hands education was no compulsion, and no
drudgery. but a great noble conspiracy into which her
pupils were by privilege admitted. he litdle house, that
I had built for them in the woods, was a small IHigh-
school of White Magic, and the three young girls, who
walked so gently upon the forest-paths round it, were
like three voung witches who were studving at it as hard
as they could, for at the end of their apprenticeship great
mightiness would be theirs. They were competing in
excellency in a congenial spirit: probably where you are in
reality upon the market, and have your price openly dis-
cussed, rivalry takes on a frank and honest character.
Farah’s wife, who was no longer in suspense as to her
price, was holding a spedial position, like that of the
good Pupil who has alrcadv obtained a scholarship in
witchcraft; .she might be observed in conhdential talks
with the old Head Magician, and such an honour never
fell to the maidens.

All the young women had a high idea of their own
value. A Mohammedan virgin cannot marry beneath her,
such a thing would call down the gravest blame upon her
family. A man may marry bencath him,—that is good
e wugh for him,—and young Somalis have been known
to wuke Masai wives. But while a Somali girl may marry
into Arabia, an Arab girl cannot marry into Somaliland,
for the Arabs are the superior race on account of their
nearer relationship with the Prophet, and, amongst the
Arabs themselves, a4 maiden belonging to the Prophet’s
family cannot marry a husband outside it. By virtue of
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their sex, the young females of the race have a claim to
an upward social carecr. They themselves innocently
compared the prindiple to that of a stud-farm of pure-
breds, for the Somali think very highly of mares.

By the time that we had become well acquainted, the
girls asked me if it could be true what they had heard,
that, some nations in Europe gave away their maidens to
their husbands for nothing. They had even been told,
but they could not possibly realize the idea, that there was
onc tribe so depraved as to pay the bridegroom to marry
the bride. Fie and shame on such parents, and on girls
who gave themselves up to such treatment. Where was
their self respect, where their respect for woman, or for
virginity? If they themeelves had had the misfortune to
be born into that tribe, the girls told me, they would have
vowed to go into their grave unmaried.

In om “tavs we have in Furope no opportunity to study
the technique ot maidenly prudery, and from the old
books T had failed to catch the charm of it. Now 1
understood how mv grandfather and great-grandfather
were forced to their knees. The Somali system was at
once a natural necessity and a fine art, it was both
religion, strategy. and ballet, and was practised in all
respects with due devotion, discipline and dexterity. The
great sweetness of it lay in the play of opposite forces
withm it. Behind the eternal principle of refutation, there
was much generosity: behind the pedantry what risibility,
and contempt of death. These daughters of a fighting race
went through their ceremonial of primness as through
a great graceful war-dance; butter would not melt in their
mouth, neither would they rest till they had drunk the
heart’s blood of their adversary, they figured like three
fcrocious young she-wolves in scemly sheep’s clothing.
The Somali are wiry people, hardened in deserts and on
the sea. Heavy weights of life, strenuous pressure, high
waves, and long ages, must have gone to turn their women
into such hard, shining amber.

‘The women made Farah’s housc home-like in the man-
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ner of a nomadic people, who may have to break their
tents at any time, with many rugs and cmbroidered
covers hung on the walls. Incense to them was an im-
portant component to a home; many of the Somali in-
censes are very sweet. In my life at the farm I saw
few women, and 1 got into the habit of sitting, at the
end of the day, for a quict hour with the old woman and
the girls in Farah's house.

They took an interest in everything, and little things
pleased them. Small mishaps on the farm, and jokes on
our local affairs, set them laughing like a whole chime
of jingles in the house. When T was to teach them to
knit they laughed over it as over a comical puppet-
show.

There was no ignorance in theiv innocence. Ihey had
all assisted at childbirths and death-beds, and discussed
the particulars of them coldly with the old mother. Some-
times. to entertain me, they would relate fairy tales in
the style of the Arabian nights, mostly in the comical
genre, which treated love with much frankness. It was a
trait common to all these tales that the heroine. chaste or
not, would get the better of the male characters and come
out of the tale triumphant. T he mother sat and listened
with a little smile on her face.

Within this enclosed women’s world, so to say, behind
the walls and fortifications of it. I felt the presence of a
great ideal, without which the garrison would not have
carried on so gallantly; the idea of a Millennium when
women werc to reign supreme in the world. The old
mother at such times would take on a new shape, and
sit enthroned as a massive dark symbol of that mighty
fc hale deity who had existed in old ages, before the time
of L. Prophet’s God. Of her they never lost sight, but
they were, before all, practical people with an eye on the
needs of the moment and with infinite readiness of
resource.

‘The young women were very inquisitive as to European
customs, and listened attentively to descriptions of the
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manners, education, and clothes of white ladies, as if out
to complete their strategic education with the knowledge
of how thc males of an alien race were conquered and
subdued.

Their own clothes played a tremendous part in their
lives, which was no wondecr, since to them they were all
at once material of war, booty of war, and symbols of
victory, like conquered banners. ‘T'heir husband, the
Somali, is abstinent by nature, indifferent to food and
drink and to personal comfort, hard and spare as the
ountry he comes from: woman is his luxury. For her he
is insatiably covetous, she is to him the supreme good
of life: horses, camels and stock may come in and be
desirable, too, but they can never outweigh the wives.
I he Somali women cncourage their men in both inclina-
tions of their nature. They scorn any softness in a man
with much cruelty; and with great personal sacrifices
they hold up their own price. These women cannot
acquire a pair of slippers in any possible wayv except
through a man, they cannot own themselves but must
needs belong to some male, to a father, a brother or a
husband, but they are still the one supreme prize of life.
[t is a surprising thing, and to the honour of both parties,
what amounts of silks. gold, amber and coral the Somali
women get out of their men. At the end of the long,
strenuous trading-Safaris, the hardships, risks, stratagems
and endurances were all turned into female apparel. The
voung girls, who had no men to squecze, in their little
tent-like house were making the most of their pretty hair
and looking forward to the time when they should be
conquering the conqueror, and extortionating the extor-
tioner. They were all very good at lending one another
their finery, and took pleasure in dressing up the young
sister, who was the beauty of the lot, in her married
sister’s best clothes; even, with laughter, in her cloth-
of-gold head-dress, which the virgin could not lawfully
wear.

The Somali are given to law-suits and long feuds, and
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we were hardly ever without a case that needed Farah's
frequent presence in Nairobi, or mectings of the tribe
at the farm. At such times the old woman, when I came to
the house, would pump me on the cases in a gentle and
intelligent manner. She might have questioned Farah, who
would have told her all she wanted to know, for he had
a great respect for her. But she took the other course, 1
believe, from diplomacy. In this way she could still main-
tain, should it suit her, a woman’s ignorance of men’s
affairs, and a womanlyv incapability to understand a single
word of them. If she gave advice it should be uttered in
Sibvlline fashion, divinely inspired. and nobody should
ever hold her to account.

At these big meetings of the Somali at the farm, or at
the great religious celebrations, the women had much
to do with the arrangement and the food. They were not
themselves present at the banquet. and thev could not
go into the Mosque. but they were ambitious as to the
success and splendour of the partv. and did not even
amongst themselves let out what in their hearts thev
thought of it all. On these occasions thev so strongly
reminded me of the ladies of a former generation in my
own country, that in myv mind I saw them in bustles and
long narrow trains. Not otherwise did the Scandinavian
women of the davs of mv Mothers, and Grandmothers -
the civilized slaves of good-natured barbarians.——do the
honours at those tremendous sacred masculine festivals:
the pheasant-shoots and great battues of the autumn
season.

The Somali have been slave-owners for innumerable
gencrations, and their women got on well with the Natives
a +! with them had an unconcerned placid way. To the
Nawve, service with the Somali and the Arab is less
difficult than with the white people, for the tempo of life
of the coloured races is cvervwhere the same. Farah's
wife was popular with the Kikuyu of the farm, and
Kamante many times told me that she was very clever.

With those of my white friends who frequently came to
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stay at the farm, like Berkeley Cole and Denys Finch-
Hatton, the young Somali women were friendly, they
frequently talked of them and knew a surprising lot
about them. 'T'hey conversed with them, when they met,
in a sisterly manner, their hands in the folds of their
skirts. But the relations were complicated because both
Berkeley and Denys had Somali servants, and those the
girls could not, for the life of them, meet. No sooner had
Jama or Bilea, turbaned, lean and dark-eyed, shown them-
selves on the farm, than my young Somali women were
gone from the face of it. not a bubble showing where
they had sunk. If during these times they wanted to see
me, they came sneaking round the corners of the house,
drawing one of their skivts together over their faces.
I he Englishmen said that they were pleased by the
confidence shown them, but in their hearts, T believe,
a little coid wind blew at the consciousness of being
thought so harmless.

I sometimes took the girls out for a drive or a visit;
I was careful then to question the mother as to the cor-
rectness of it, for I would not begrime names that were
as fresh as Dian's visage. 1o the one side of the farm
lived a young Australian minried woman who was for
a few years a charming neighbour to me: she would ask
the Somali girls over tor tea. Those were great occa-
stons. They then dressed up as pretty as a bouquet of
lowers, and as we were driving along, the car behind
me twittered like an aviary. They took the greatest in-
terest in the house, the clothes, even—as he was seen
riding or ploughing in the distance.—in the husband
of my friend. As tea was served, it came out that it was
only the married sister and the children who could par-
take of it, to the young girls it was forbidden as too
exciting. Thev had to content themselves with cakes
and did so demurely, with a good grace. 'T'here was
some discussion about the little girl, who was with us,—
could she still drink tea, or had she reached an age to
which it would prove too dangerous? The married sister
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held that she might have it, but the child gave us a
deep. dark, proud glance, and rejected the cup.

The cousin was a pensive girl with red-brown eyes,
she could read Arabic and knew passages of the Koran
by heart. She was of a theological turn of mind, and
we had many religious discussions and talks about the
wonders of the world. From her I learned the true para-
phrase of the story of Joseph and Potiphar’s wife. She
would admit Jesus Christ to have been born of a virgin,
but not as the son of God, for God could have no sons
in the flesh. Mariammo, who was the loveliest of maidens,
had been walking in the garden, and a great angel, sent
by the Lord, with his wingfcather had touched her shoul-
der. from this she conceived. In the coarse of our debates
I one day showed her a picture-postcard of T'hor-
valdsen’s statue of Christ, in the Cathedral of Copen-
hagen. Upon that she fell in love, in a gentle and ecstatic
way, with the Saviour. She could never hear enough
about him, she sighed and changed colour as I narrated.
About Judas she was much concerned,—what sort of man
was he, how could there be people like that?-—she hersell
would be only too happy to scratch out his cyes. It
was a great passion, in the nature ot the incense which
they burned in their houses, and which, made from dark
wood grown upon distant mountains, is sweet and strange
to our senscs.

I asked the French Fathers, if I might bring my party
of young Mohammedan women to the Mission, and
when they agreed in their friendly lively manner,—
pleased that something was going to happen,—we one
afternoon drove over to them, and one by one solemnly
en'-red the cool Church. The young women had never
been in such a lofty building, as they looked up they
held their hands over their heads to protect themselves
should it fall down upon them. There were statues in
the Church, and, with the cxception of the picture post-
card, they had never in their lives scen anything like
them. At the French Mission there is a life-size statue
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of the Virgin, all in white and light blue, with a lily in
her hand, and beside her another of St. Joseph with
the infant on his arm. The girls were struck dumb in
front of them, the beauty of the Virgin made them sigh.
Of St. Joseph they knew alrcady, and they thought highly
of him. for being such a loyal hushband and protector
to the Virgin, now they gave him deep thankful glances
because he carried the child for his wife as well. Farah’s
wife, who was then expecting her child, kept near the
Holy Family all the time she staved in the Church. The
Fathers prided themselves much on their Church windows,
which were done up in a paper imitation of stained
glass, and represented the passion of Christ. The young
cousin became all lost and absorbed in these windows,
she walked round the Church with her eves on them,
wringing hcer hands, her own kneces bending as under
the weight of the cross. On the way home they said
very little, they were afraid, I believe, to betray their
ignorance by any questions they might make. Only a
couple of (lns later did they ask me if the Fathers could
make the Vlrgm or St. Joseph come down from their
plinths.

The young cousin was married from the farm. in a
pretty bungalow which was then empty, and which I lent
to the Somalis for the occasion. The wedding was a
splendid affair and lasted for seven davs. I was present
at the head ceremony, when a procession of women,
all singing, led the bride to meet the singing procession
of men who brought the bridegroom to her. She had
never seen him till then, and I wondered if she had
imagined him in the likeness of Thorvaldsen’s Christ,
or if she would have had two ideals, a heavenly and an
carthly love, on the model of the romances of chivalry.
In the course of the week T drove over there more than
once. At whatever hour I arrived I found the house
ringing with festive life and fumigated with wedding
incense. Sword-dances, and great dances of the women,
went with a swing; big deals in cattle were done amongst
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the old men, guns were fired and mule traps from town
were arriving or leaving. At night, in the light of hurri-
cane-lamps on the Verandah, the loveliest dyes of Arabia
and Somaliland were going in and out of the carts and
the house: carmoisin, prunc pure, Sudan brown, rose
bengale and Saffraninc.

Farah's son was born on the farm, Ahamed, whom
they called Saute, which means, T believe, a saw. In his
heart there was none of the timidity of the Kikuyu chil-
dren. When he was a tiny infant, swaddled like an acorn,
with hardly any body to his dark round head, he sat up
erect, and looked vou straight in the face: it was like
holding a small falcon on vour hand, a lion-cub on the
knee. He had inherited his mother’s gaiety of heart,
and, when he could run about, became a big joyful
adventurer who held much influence in the young Native
world of the farm.
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OLD KNUDSEN

Somctimes visitors from Furope drifted into the farm
like wrecked timber into still waters, turned and rotated,
till in the end they were washed out again, or dissolved
and sank.

Old Knudsen, the Dane, had come to the farm, sick
and blind, and stayed there for the time it took him to
die, a loncly animal. He walked along the roads all
bent over his misery; for long periods he was without
speech, for he had no strength left over fromm the hard
task of carrving it, or, when he spoke, his voice. like the
voice ot che wolt or hvena, was in itself a wail.

But when he recovered breath, and for a little while
was without pain, then sparks flew from the dving fire
once more. He wonld then come to me and explain how
he had got to light with a morbid melancholic disposition
in himself. an absurd tendency to see things black. It
must be outreasoned, for the outward circumstances they
were not amiss, they werve. the devil take him, not to be
despised. Only  pessimism. pessimisin.—that was a bad
vice!

It was Knudsen who advised me to burn charcoal and
sell it to the Indians of Nairobi, at a tuime when we were,
on the farm, more than usually hard up. There were
thousands of Rupees in it, he assured me. And it could
not fail under the aegis of Old Knudsen. tor he had, at
one time of his tumultuous carcer, been to the utmost
North of Sweden, and there had learned the craft at
his finger's end. He took upon himsclf to instruct the
Natives in the art. While we were thus working together
in the wood I talked much with Knudsen.

Charcoal-burning is a pleasant job. There is un-
doubtedly something intoxicating about it, and it is known
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that charcoal-burners see things in a different light from
other people; they are given to poctry and taradiddle,
and wood-demons comc and kecp them company. Char-
coal is a beautiful thing to turn out, when your kiln is
burnt and opened up, and the contents spread on the
ground. Smooth as silk, matter defecated, freed of weight
and made imperishable, the dark experienced little
mummy of the wood.

The mise-en-scéne of the art of charcoal-burning is
in itself as lovely as possible. As we were cutting
down the undergrowth only,—for charcoal cannot be made
from thick timber,—wc were still working urder the
crowns of the tall trees. In this stillness and shade of
the African forest, the cut wood smelt like gooscherrics;
and the piercing, fresh, rank, sour smell of the burning
kiln was as bracing as a sea breeze. The whole place had
a theatrical atmosphere which, under the Equator, where
there are no theatres, was of infinite charm. The thin
blue whirls of smoke from the kilns arose at regular
distances, and the dark kilns themselves looked like tents
on the stage; the place was a smugglers’ or soldiers’ camp
in a romantic Opera. The dark figures of the Natives
moved noiselessly amongst them. Where the underwoods
have been cleared away in an African forest you will
always get a great number of butterflies, which seem to
like to cluster on the stubs. It was all mysterious and
innocent. In the surroundings, the small crooked form of
Old Knudsen fitted in wonderfully well, flickering about,
red-topped, agile, now that he had got a favourite job
to attend to, sneering and encouraging, like a Puck grown
old and blind and very malicious. He was conscientious
about his work and surprisingly patient with his Native
pupils. We did not always agrece. In Paris, where as a
girl I went to a painting school, 1 had learnt that olive-
wood will make the best charcoal, but Knudsen explained
that olive had no knots in it, and, seven thousand devils
in Hell, every one knew that the heart of things was in
their knots.
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A particular circumstance here in the wood soothed
Knudsen’s hot temper. The African trees have a delicate
foliage, mostly digitate, so that when you have cleared
away the dense undergrowth, so to say hollowing out the
forest, the light is like the light in a beechwood in May
at home, when the leaves are just unfolded, or hardly
unfolded yet. I drew Knudsen's attention to the likeness,
and the idea pleased him. for all the time of the charcoal-
burning he kept up and developed a fantasy: we were on
a Whitsunday picnic in Denmark. An old hollow tree he
christened Lottenburg, after a place of ainusement near
Copenhagen. When T had a few bottles of Danish beer
hidden in the depths of Lottenburg. and invited him to a
drink there. he condescended to think it a good joke.

When we had all our kilns lighted we sat down and
talked of life. T learned much about Knudsen's past
life. and the strange adventures that had fallen to him
wherever he had wandered. You had. in these conversa-
tions, to talk of Old Knudsen himsclf, the one righteous
man, -or vou would sink into that black pessimism
against which he was warning vou. He had experienced
many things: shipwrecks, plague, fishes of unknown
colouring, dirinking-spouts, water-spouts, three contem-
porancous suns in the skv. false friends. black villainy,
short successes, and showers of gold that instantly dried up
again. One strong feeling ran through his Odysseyv: the
abomination of the law. and all its works. and all its
doings. He was a born 1ebell he saw a comrade in every
outlaw. A heroic deed meant to him in itself an act of
defance against the law. He liked to talk of kings and
royal families, jugglers. dwarfs and lunatics. for them he
took to be outside the law,—and also of any crime. revolu-
tion, trick, and prank, that flew in the face of the law.
But for the good citizen he had a deep contempt, and
law-abidingness in any man was to him the sign of a
slavish mind. He did not even respect. or believe in, the
law of gravitation, which I learnt while we were felling
trces togcther: he saw no reason whv it should not
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be—by unprejudiced, enterprising people—changed into
the exact reversc.

Knudsen was cager to imprint on my mind the names of
people he had known, preferably of swindlers and scoun-
drels. But he never in his narrations mentioned the name
of a woman. It was as if time had swept his mind both
of Elsinore’s sweet girls, and of the merciless women of
the harbour-towns of the world. All the same, when 1
was talking with him I felt in his life the constant pre-
sence of an unknown woman. I cannot sayv who she may
have been: wife, mother, school-dame or wife of his first
employer.—in my thoughts I called her Madam Xnudsen.
I imagined her short because he was so short himself.
She was the woman who ruins the pleasure of man, and
therein is alwavs right. She was the wife of the curtain-
lectures, and the housewife of the big cleaning-days, she
stopped all enterprises, she washed the faces of bovs, and
snatched away the man’s glass of gin from the table before
him, she was law and order embodicd. In her claim of
absolute power she had some likeness to the female deity
of the Somali women. but Madam Knudsen did not
dream of enslaving bv love, she ruled bv reasoning and
righteousness. Knudsen must have met her at a voung
age, when his mind was soft enough to receive an
incffaccable impression. He had fled from her to the Sea,
for the Sea she loathes, and there she does not come, but
ashore again in Africa he had not escaped her, she was
still with him. In his wild heart, under his white-red hair,
he feared her more than he feared any man, and sus-
pected all women of being in reality Madam Knudsen in
disguisc.

Our charcoal-burning in the end was no financial suc-
cess. From time to time it would happen that one of
our kilns caught fire, and therc was our profit gone up
in smoke. Knudsen himself was much concerned about
our failure, and speculated hard upon it, at last he de-
clared that nobody in the world could burn charcoal if
they did not have a fair supply of snow at hand.
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Knudsen also helped me to make a pond on the farm.
‘The farm-road in onc place ran through a wide cup of
grassy ground, there was a spring here and I thought
out the plan of building a dam below it and turning
the place into a lake. You are always short of water in
Africa, it would be a great gain to the cattle to be able
to drink in the field, and save themselves the long journey
down to the river. This idea of a dam occupied all
the farm day and night, and was much discussed; in the
end, when it was finished, it was to all of us a majestic
achievement. It was two hundred feet long. Old Knud-
sen took a great interest in it, and taught Pooran Singh
to fabricate a dam-scoop. We had trouble with the dam
when it was built, because it would not hold water
when, after a long dry period, the big rains began; it
gave way in a number of places and was half washed
away more than once. [t was Knudsen who struck upon
the scheme of strengthening the earthwork by driving
the farm oxen and the Squatters’ stock across the dam
whenever they came to the pond to drink. Every goat
and sheep had to contribute to the great work and stamp
the sttucture. He had some big bloody fights with the
little herdboys down here. for Knudsen insisted that the
cattle should walk over slowly, but the wild voung Totos
wanted them galloping across. tails in the air. In the
end, when 1 had sided with Knudsen and he had got the
better of the Totos, the long file of cattle, sedately march-
ing along the narrow bank looked against the sky like
Noah's procession of animals going into the ark; and Old
Knudsen himself, counting then, his stick under his arm,
looked like the boatbuilder Noah, content in the thought
that everybody but himself were soon to drown.

In the course of time, 1 got a vast expanse of water
here, seven feet deep in places; the road went through
the pond, it was very pretty. Later on we even built
two more dams lower down and in this way obtained
a row of ponds, like pearls upon a string. The pond now
became the heart of the farm. It was always much alive,
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with a ring of cattle and children round it, and in
the hot season, when water-holes dried up in the plains
and the hills, the birds came to the farm: herons, ibis,
kingfishers, quails, and a dozen varicties of geese and
duck. In the evening, when the first stars sprang out in the
sky, I used to go and sit by the pond. and then the birds
came home. Swimming birds have a purposetul flight,
unlike that of other birds: they are on a journey, going
from one place to another,—and what perspective is there
not in the roading wild swimmers! T'he duck concluded
their orbit over the glass-clear skv, to swoop noisclessly
into the dank water like so many arrow-heads let off
backwards by a heavenly archer. I once shot a crocodile
in the pond, it was a strange thing. for he must have
wandered twelve miles from the Athi river to get there.
How did he know that there would be water now, where
it had never been before?

When the first pond was finished, Knudsen communi-
cated to me the plan of putting hish into it. We had in
Africa a kind ot perch, which was good to cat, and we
dwelt much upon the idea ot rich fishing on the farm. It
was not, however, an casy thing to get them, the Game-
Department had sct out perch in ponds but would let
nobody fish therce yet. But Knudsen confided to me his
knowledge of a pond of which no one else in the world
knew, where we could get as many fish as we wanted.
We would drive there. he explained. draw a net through
the pond, and take the fish back in the car in tins and
vats in which they would keep alive on the way if we
remembered to put water-weeds in with the water. He
was so keen on his scheme that he trembled while
dcveloping it to me; with his own hands he made one of
his inimitable fishing-nets for it. But as the time for the
expedition drew near it took on a more and more mysteri-
ous aspect. It should be undertaken, he held, on a full
moon night, about midnight. At first we had mecant to
take three boys with us, then he reduced the number to
two and to one, and kept asking whether he was absolutely
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trustworthy? In the end he declared that it would be
better that he and 1 should go by ourselves. I thought this
a bad plan, for we would not be able to carry the tins
into the car, but Knudsen insisted that it would be by
far the best, and added that we ought to tell no one of it.

I had friends in the Game Department, and 1 could
not help it, T had to ask him: ‘Knudsen, to whom do
these fish that we are going to catch, really belong?’
Not a word answered Knudsen. He spat, a regular old
sailor’s spit,—stretched out his foot in the old patched
shoc and rubbed out the spitting on the ground, turned
on his heel and walked off dcadly slowlv. He drew his
head down between his shoulders as he went, now he
could no longer see at all. but was fumbling before him
with his stick, he was once more a beaten man, a home-
less fugitive in a low, cold world. And as if in his
gesture be hid pronounced a spell I stood upon the spot
where he had Icft me. victorious. in Madam Knudsen’s
slippers.

The fishing project was never again approached be-
tween Knudsen and me. Only some time after his death
did I, with the assistance of the Game Department, set
perch into the pond. Thev thrived there. and added
their silent, cool, mute. restive life to the other life of
the pond. In the middle of the day one could, on passing
the pond, sce them standing near the «urface, like fish
made out of dark glass in the dim sunny water. Mv
Foto Tumbo was sent to the pond with a primitive
fishing-rod and drew up a perch of two pounds whenever
A unexpected guest artived at the house.

When T had found old Knudsen dead on the farm-
road, T sent in a runner to the Police of Nairobi and
reported his death. T had meant to bury him on the
farm. but late at night two police officers came out in a
car to fetch him, and brought a coffin with them. In
the meantime a thunderstorm had broken out, and we
had had three inches of rain. for this was just at the
beginning of the long rainy scason. We drove down to
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his housc through torrents and shcets of water; as we
carried Knudsen out to the car the thunder rolled over
our heads like cannons, and the flashes of lightning stood
on all sides thick as cars in a cornficld. 'The car had no
chains to it and could hardly keep on the road, it swung
from one side of it to another. Old Knudsen would have
liked it, he would have been satisfied with his Exit from
the farm.

Afterwards I had a disagreement with the Nairobi
Municipality over his funcral arrangements, it developed
into a heated argument and I had to go into town
about it morc than once. It was a legacy left to me by
Knudsen, a last tlt. by proxy, at the face of the law.
Thus I was no longer Madam Knudsen, but a brother.
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A FUGITIVE RESTS
ON THE FARM

I'here was one traveller who came to the farm, slept
there for once night, and walked off not to come back,
of whom I have since thought from time to time. His
name was Emmanuelson; he was a Swede and when 1
irst knew him he held the position of maitre d’hotel at
one of the hotels of Naivobi. He was a tfattish young
man with a red puffed face, and he was in the habit of
standing by my chait when T was lunching at the hotel,
to entertain me in a very oily voice of the old country,
and of mutn! acquaintances there; he was so persistently
conversational that atter a while T changed over to the
only other hotel which in those days we had in the town.
[ then only vaguely heard of Emmanuelson; he seemed
to have a gitt for bringing hinself into trouble, and also
o differ, in his tastes and ideas of the pleasures of life,
from the customany. So he had become unpopular with the
other Scandinavians ot the country. Upon once afternoon
he suddenly appeared at the farm, much upset and
hightened, and asked me for a loan so as to get off to
Langanvika at once, as otherwise he believed he would
be sent to jail. Either my help came too late or
Fmmanucelson spent it on other things, for a short time
after T heind that he had been arrested in Nairobi, he
did not go to prison but tor some time he disappeared
trom my horizon.

One evening I came riding home so late that the stars
were already out, and caught sight of a man waiting
outside my house on the stones. It was Emmanuelson
and he announced himsclf to me in a cordial voice:
‘lere comes a vagabond, Baroness.” I asked him how it
was that I should find him there. and he told me that
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he had lost his way and so been landed at my house.
His way to where? To Tanganyika.

That could hardly be true,—the Tanganyika road was
the great highway and easy to find, my own farm-road
took off from it. How was he going to get to Tanganyika?
I asked him. He was going to walk, he informed me. That,
I answered, was not a possible thing to do for anyone,
it would mean threc days through the Masai-Reserve
without water, and the lions were bad there just now,
the Masai had been in the same day to complain about
them and had asked me to come out and shoot one for
them.

Yes, yes, Emmanuelson knew of all that, but he was
going to walk to Tanganyika all the same. For he did
not know what ¢lse to do. He was wondering now whether,
having lost his way, he could bear me company for dinner
and sleep at the farm to start carly in the mormng?—if
that was not convenicnt to me he would set out straight
away while the stars were out so bright.

I had remained sitting on my horse while I talked to
him, to accentuate that he was not a guest in the house,
for I did not want him in to dine with me. But as he
spoke, I saw that he did not expect to be invited cither,
he had no faith in my hospitality or in his own power
of persuwasion, and he made a lonely figure in the dark
outside my house, a man without a friend. His hearty
manner was adapted to save not his own face, which was
past it, but mine, if now I sent him away it would be
no unkindness, but quite all right. "This was courtesy in
a hunted animal,—I called for my Sice to take the pony,
and got off,—'Come in, Emmanuelson,” I said, ‘vou can
dine here and stay over the night.’

In the light of the lamp Emmanuclson was a sad sight.
He had on a long black overcoat such as nobody wears
in Africa, he was unshaven and his hair was not cut,
his old shoes were split at the toe. He was bringing no
belongings with him to Tanganyika, his hands were
empty. It seemed that I was to take the part of the
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High Priest who presents the goat alive to the Lord,
and sends it into the wilderness. I thought that here we
necded wine. Berkeley Cole, who generally kept the house
in wine, some time ago had sent me a case of a very
rare burgundy, and I now told Juma to open a bottle
from it. When we sat down for dinner and Emmanuelson’s
slass was filled he drank half of it, held it towards the
lammp and looked at it for a long time like a person
attentively listening to music. ‘Fameux,” he said, ‘fameux;
this 1s a Chambertin 1906." It was so, and that gave me
respect for Emmanuelson.

Otherwise he did not say much to begin with, and
[ did not know what to say to him. I asked him how it
was that he had not been able to find any work at all.
He answered that it was because he knew nothing of
the things with which pcople out here occupied them-
selves. ite bad been dismissed at the hotel, besides he
was not really a maitre d’hotel by profession.

‘Do vou know anything of book-keeping?’ I asked him.

‘No. Nothing at all;” he said, ‘I have always found
it very difficult to add two figures together.’

‘Do vou know about cattle at all?” I went on. ‘Cows?’
he asked. "No. no. I am afraid of cows.’

‘Can vou drive a tractor, then?” I asked. Here a faint
ray of hope appeared on his face. 'No,” he said. ‘but I
think that I could learn that.’

‘Not on my tractor though, 1 said, ‘but tell me,
Emmanuclson, what have you ever been doing? What
are you in lite?’

Emmanuelson drew himself vp straight. "What am 1?2’
he exclaimed, "Why, T am an actor.’

I thought: Thank God, it is altogether outside my
capacity to assist this lost man in any practical way; the
time has come for general human conversation. ‘You
arc an actor?’ I said, ‘that is a fine thing to be. And
which were vour favourite parts when you were on the
stage?’

‘Oh I .am a tragic actor,” said Emmanuelson. ‘my



194 Out of Africa

favourite parts were that of Armand in “La Dame aux
Camelias” and of Oswald in “Ghosts™.’

We talked for some time of these plays, of the various
actors whom we had seen in them and of the way in
which we thought that they should be acted. Emmanuel-
son looked round the room. ‘You have not,” he asked,
‘by any chance got the plays of Henrik Ibsen here? Then
we might do the last scenc of “Ghosts” together, if you
would not mind taking the part of Mrs. Alving.’

I had not got Ibsen’s plays.

‘But perhaps you will remember it?’ said Emmanuel-
son warming to his plan. ‘I myselt know Oswaid by heart
from beginning to end. That last scene is the best. For
a real tragic effect, you know, that is impossible to beat.’

The stars were out and it was a very fine warm night,
there was not long, now, to the big rains. I asked Em-
manueclson if he did really mean to walk to Tanganyika.

‘Yes,” he said, ‘I am going, now. to be my own promp-
ter.’

‘It is a good thing for you.” I said, ‘that you are not
married.’

‘Yes,” said he, ‘yes.” After a little while he added
modestly: ‘I am married though.’

In the course of our talk, Emmanuelson complained of
the fact that out here a white man could not hold his own
against the competition from the Natives, who worked
so much cheaper. ‘Now in Paris,” he said, ‘I could always,
for a short time, get a job as a waiter in some café or
other.’

‘Why did you not stay in Paris, Emmanuelson?’ I asked
him.

He gave me a swift clear glance. ‘Paris?’ he said, ‘no,
no, indeed. I got out of Paris just at the nick of time.

Emmanueclson had one friend in the world to whom in
the course of the evening he came back many times. If
he could only get in touch with him again, everything
would be different, for he was prosperous and very gen-
erous. This man was a conjurer and was travelling all
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over the world. When Emmanuelson had last heard of
him he had been in San Francisco.

From time to time we talked of literaturc and the
theatre and then again we would come back to Emmanuel-
son's futurc. He told me how his countrymen out here
in Africa had onc after another turned him out.

“zou arc in a hard position, Emmanueclson,’ I said, ‘I
do not know that I can think of anyone who is, in a way,
harder up against things than you are.’

‘No, I think so myself,” he satd. ‘But then there is one
thing of which I have thought lately and of which per-
haps you have not thought: some person or other will
have to be in the worst position of all people.’

He had finished his bottle and pushed his glass a
little away from him. “This journey,” he said, ‘is a sort of
gamble to me, le rouge et noir. 1 have a chance to get
out of things, I may even be getting out of cverything.
On the other hand if I get to Tanganyika I may get into
things.’

‘T think you will get to Tanganvika,” I said, ‘vou may
get a lift from onc of the Indian lorries travelling on
that road.’

‘Yes, but there are the lions.” said Emmanuelson, ‘and
the Masai.’

‘Do you belicve in God, Emmanuelson?’ I asked him.

‘Yes, yes, yes,” said Emmanucelson. He sat in silence for
2 time. ‘Perhaps vou will think me a terrible sceptic,” he
said, ‘if T now say what I am going to say. But with
the exception of God I believe in absolutely nothing
whatever.’

‘LLook here, Emmanuelson,” I said. “have you got anv
money?’

‘Yes, I have,’ he said, ‘eighty cents.’

“That is not enough,’” I said, ‘and I myself have got
no money in the house. But perhaps Farah will have
some.” Farah had got four rupces.

Next morning, some time before sunrise, I told my
boys to wake up Emmanuelson and to make breakfast for



196 Out of Africa

us. I had thought, in the course of the night, that I
should like to take him in my car for the first ten miles
of his wav. It was no advantage to Emmanueclson, who
would still have another cighty miles to walk, but I
did not like to sce him step straight from the threshold
of mv housc into his uncertain fate, and besides I wished
to be. myself. somewhere within this comedy or tragedy
of his. I made him up a parcel of sandwiches and hard.
boiled cggs. and gave him with it a bottle of the Cham-
bertin 1906 since he appreciated it. 1 thought that it
might well be his last drink in life.

Emanuclson in the dawn looked like one of those
legendary corpses whose beards grow quickly in the earth,
but he came forth from his grave with a good grace
and was very placid and well-balanced as we drove on
When we had come to the other side of the Mbagathi
river, I let him down from the car. The morning air was
clear and there was not a cloud in the skv. He was going
towards the South-West. As I looked round to the op-
posite horizon. the sun just came up, dull and red: like
the volk of a hard-boiled cgg. I thought. In three m
four hours she would be white-hot, and ficrce upon the
head of the wandecrer.

Emmanuclson said good-bve to me; he started to walk,
and then came back and said good-bye once more. T sat
in the car and watched him, and I think that as he went
he was pleased to have a spectator. T believe that the
dramatic instinct within him was so strong that he was
at this moment vividly aware of being leaving the stage,
of disappearing, as if he had, with the eves of his audience,
seen himself go. Exit Emmanuelson. Should not the hills,
*he thorn-trees and the dusty road take pity and for a
second put on the aspect of cardboard?

In the morning breeze his long black overcoat fluttered
round his legs, the neck of the bottle stuck up from one
of its pockets. I felt my heart filling with the love and
gratitude which the people who stay at home are fecling
for the wayfarers and wanderers of the world, the sailors,
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explorers and vagahonds. As he came to the top of the hill
he turned, took oft his hat and waved it to me, his long
hair was blown up from his forehead.

IFarah, who was with me in the car, asked me: ‘Where
is that Bwana going?’ Farah called Emmanuelson a
Bwana for the sake ot his own dignity, since he had slept
in *he housc.

“lTo Tanganyika,” I said.

‘On foot?” asked he.

‘Yes,” I said.

‘Allah be with him,’ said Farah.

In the course of the day I thought much of Emmanuel-
son, and went out of the house to look towards the
I'anganyika road. In the night, about ten o'clock, I heard
the roar ot a lion far away to the South-West; half an
hour later T heard him again. I wondered if he was sitting
upon an okl black overcoat. During the following week
[ tried to get news of Emmanuclson, and told Farah
to ask his Indian acquaintances who were running lorries
to Panganyika, whether any lorry had passed or met
him on the road. But nobody knew anvthing of him.

Half a vear later I was surprised to receive a registered
letter from Dodoma. wheare T knew no one. ‘The letter was
from Emmanuclson. It contained the hifty rupees that 1
had first lent him when he bad been wrving to get out of
the country, and Farah's four rupees. Apait from this
sum,—the last money in all the world that I ha.l expected
to sce again—-Emmanuelson sent me a long. sensible
and chamming letter. He had got a job as a bartender in
Dodoma, whatever kind of bar they mav have there. and
was getting on well, He seemed to have in him a talent
for gratitude, he remembered evervthing of his c¢vening
on the farm, and came back many times to the fact that
there he had fele amongst friends. He told me in detail
about his journey to Tanganvika. He had much good to
say ol the Masai. 'They had found him on the road and
had taken him in, and shown him great kindness and
hospitality, and had let him travel with them most of the
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way, by many circuits. He had, he wrote, entertained
them so well, with recounts of his adventures in many
countries, that they had not wanted to let him go.
Emmanuelson did not know any Masai language, and for
his Odyssey he must have fallen back upon pantomime.

It was fit and becoming, I thought, that Emmanuelson
should have sought refuge with the Masai, and that they
should have received him. The true aristocracy and the
truc proletariat of the world are both in understanding
with tragedy. To them it is the fundamental principle
of God. and the kev.-—the minor key,—to cxistence. They
differ in this way from the bourgeoisic of all classes,
who deny tragedy, who will not tolerate it, and to whom
the word of tragedy means in itself unpleasantness. Many
misunderstandings between the white middle-class im-
migrant settlers and the Natives arise fromn this fact. The
sulkv Masai are both aristocracy and proletariat, thev
would have recognized at once in the lonely wanderer in
black. a figure of tragedv: and the tragic actor had come.
with them, into his own.
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VISITS OF FRIENDS

The visits of my friends to the farm were happy events
in my life, and the farm knew it.

When one of Denys Finch-Hatton’s long Safaris was
drawing to its cnd, it happened that I would find, on
a morning, a voung Masai standing upon one long slim
leg outside my house. ‘Bedir is on his way back,” he
announced. ‘He will be here in two or three days.’

In the afternoon, a Squatter Toto from the outskirts
of the farm sat and waited on the lawn, to tell me, when
[ came out: “There is a flight of Guinea-fowl down by
the bend ot the river. If vou want to shoot them for
Bedar when he comes I will come out with vou at sun-
set to show vou where to find them.

I'o the great wanderers amongst my friends, the farm
owed its charm. I believe, to the fact that it was stationary
and remained the same whenever they came to it. They
had been over vast countries and had raised and broken
their tents in many places. now they were pleased to
round mv drive that was steadfast as the orbit of a star.
They liked to be met by familiar faces, and I had the
same servants all the time that T was in Africa. I had
been on the farm longing to get awav, and they came
back to it longing for books and linen sheets and the cool
atmosphere in a big shuttered room; by their campfires
they had been meditating upon the joys of farm life, and
as they arrived they asked me eagerly: *Have you taught
your cook to make an omelette a la chasseur?—and have
the gramophone records from “Petrouchka” arrived by the
last mail?” They came and stayed in the house also when
I was away, and Denys had the use of it, when I was on a

Yisit in Europe. *My Silvan Retreat,” Berkeley Cole called
it.
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In return for the goods of civilization, the wayfarers
brought me trophics from their hunts: Leopard and
Cheetah skins, to be made into fur coats in Paris, snake
and lizard skins for shoes, and marabout fcathers.

To please them I experimented, while they were away,
with many curious recipes out of old cookery books, and
worked to make European flowers grow in my garden.

Once, when I was at home, an old lady in Denmark
gave me twelve fine peony-bulbs which I brought into the
country with me at some trouble, as the import 1egulations
about plants were strict. When I had them planted, they
sent up. almost immediately, a great number of dark
carmoisin curvilinear shoots, and later a lot of delicate
leaves and rounded buds. "The first lower which unfolded
was called Duchesse de Nemours, it was a large single
white peony. very noble and rich, it gave out a profusion
of fresh sweet scent. When I cut it and put it in water
in my sitting-room, cevery single white person entering the
room stopped and remarked upon it. Why, it was a peony!
But soon after this, all the other buds of my plants
withered and fell oft, and I never got more than that one
Rower.

Some vears later I talked with the English gardener
of Lady McMillan, of Chiromo, about pconies. *We have
not succéeded in growing peonies in Africa,” he said,
‘and shall not do so till we manage to make an imported
bulb flower here, and can take the sced from that flower.
This is how we got Delphinium into the Colony.” In that
way I might have introduced peonies into the country
and made my name immortal like the Duchesse de
Ncmours herself; and I had ruined the glory of the future
bv picking my unique flower and putting it in water. [
have very often drecamed that I have seen the white peony
growing, and I have rejoiced because after all I had not cut
it off.

Friends from farms up country, and trom the town.
arrived at the house. Hugh Martin, of the Land Office,
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came out from Nairobi to entertain me; a brilliant per-
son, versed in the rare literature of the world, who had
passced his life peaccfully in the Civil Scrvice of the East,
and there, amongst other things, had developed an in-
nate talent for looking like an immcensely fat Chinese
Idol. He called me Candide, and was himself a curious
Docior Pangloss of the farm, firmly and placidly rooted
in his conviction of the meanness and contemptibleness
of human nature and of the Universe, and content in his
faith, for why should it not be so? He hardly ever moved
out of the large chair in which he had once placed himself.
With his bottle and glass before him, and a sedately
beaming face, he there spread and expanded upon his
theories ot lite, luminating with ideas, like some fantastical
quick phosphoric growth of matter and thought, a fat
man at veace with the world and resting in the Devil,
with the stamp ot cleanliness upon him that the Devil’s
disaiples bear. in preference to many of those of the
Lord.

Young. big-no.cd Gustav Mohr from Norway, of an
cvening suddenly swooped on the house from the farm
he managed, on the other side of Nanrobi. He was a
rowsing tarmer and helped me in the work of the farm
in word and deed. more than any other man in the
country,—with a simple vigorous readiness as if it were
standing to reason that tarmers, or Scandinavians, were
to slave for one another.

Here he was now flung on to the farm by his own
burning mind, like a stone out of a volcano. He was
going mad, he said, in a country which expected a man
to keep alive on tlk of oxen and sisal. his soul was
starving and he could stand it no longer. He began
the moment he came into the room and went on till
after midnight, holding forth on love, communism, pros-
titution, Hamsun, the Bible. and poisoning himself in
very bad tobacco all the time. He would hardly eat, he
would not listen, if I tried to get a word in he shrieked.
glowing with the fire within him, and butting the air
Ge
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with his wild light head. He had much in him to rid
himself of, and was generating more as he spoke. Sud-
denly, at two o’clock at night, he had no more to say.
He would then sit peaccfully for a little while, a humble
look on his face, like a convalescent in a hospital garden,
get up, and drive away at a terrible spced, prepared to
keep alive, once more, for a while, on sisal and oxen.

Ingrid Lindstrom came to stay on the farm when she
could get away for a day or two from her own farm, her
turkeys and market-gardening at Njoro. Ingrid was as
fair of skin as of mind, and the daughter and wife of
Swedish officers. She and her husband had come out with
their children to Africa on a jovous adventure, a picnic,
to make a fortune quickly, and had bought up flax-land
because at that time flax was £roo a ton, and when,
just after that, flax fell to £40, and flax-land and fax-
machinery were worth nothing, she put in all her strength
to save the farm for her family, planning her poultry
farm and her market-garden, and working like a slave.
In the course of that strifc she fell deeply in love with
the farm, with her cows and pigs, Natives and vegetables,
with the very soil of her bit of Afiica, in such a great
desperate passion that she would have sold both husband
and children to keep it. She and 1, during the bad years,
had wept in one another’s arms at the thought of losing
our land. It was a joyful time when Ingrid came to stay
with me, for she had all the broad bold insinuating
joviality of an old Swedish peasant woman, and in her
weather-beaten face, the strong white teeth of a laughing
Valkyric. T'herefore does the world love the Swedes,
because in the midst of their woces they can draw it all
15 their bosom and be so gallant that they shine a long way
away.

Ingrid had an old Kikuyu cook and houseboy named
Kemosa, who filled a number of offices with her, and
looked upon all her activitics as his own. He slaved for
her in the market-garden and poultry-yard, and also acted
as a Duenna to her three small daughters, travelling
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with them to and from their boarding school. When I
came up to visit her on her farm at Njoro, Ingrid told
me, Kemosa lost all his balance of mind, let go his hold
of everything clse, and made the grandest possible prepar-
ations for my reception, killing off her turkeys, so much
was he impressed with Farah's greatness. Ingrid said he
Jooked upon his acquaintance with Farah as upon the
greatest honour of his existence.

Mrs. Darrell Thompson of Njoro, whom I hardly
knew, came out to sce mec when the doctors had in-
formed her that she had only got a few more months
to live. She told me that she had just been buying a pony
in Ircland, a prize-jumper,—for horses were to her, in
death as in life, the height and glory of existence,—and
that now, after she had talked with the doctors, she had
at first meant to cable home to stop him coming out, but
then she had made up her mind to leave him to me when
she herself should dic. T did not think much about it
until, after her death half a vear later, the pony, Poor-
box. made his appearance at Ngong. Poor-box when he
came to live with us, proved himself the most intelligent
being on the farm. He was not much to look at. stumpy
and long past his youth, Denys Finch-Hatton used to ride
him, but I never cared much to do so. But by pure politics
and circumspection, by knowing exactly what he wanted
to do, amongst the voung shining fiery horses brought
out for the occasion by our wealthiest people of the
Colony, he won the jumping competition of Kabete.
which was held in honour of the Prince of Wales. With
his usual collected unassuming micn and countenance
he brought home a big silver medal and, after a week of
extreme anxiety, raised great radiant waves of rapture
and triumph in my houschold and on all the farm. He
died from horse-sickness, six months later, and was buried
outside his stable under the lemon trees, and much
lamented; his name lived a long time after him.

Old Mr. Bulpett, whom the Club called Uncle Charles,
used to come out to dine with me. He was a great



204 Out of Africa

friend of mine, and a kind of ideal to mec, the English
gentleman of the Victorian age, and quite at home in our
own. He had swum the Hellespont, and had been one of
the first to climb the Matterhorn, and he had been, in
his earlv vouth, in the ‘cighties perhaps, La Belle
Otéro’s lover. I was told that she had ruined him al-
together and let him go. Tt was to me as if T were sitting
down to dinner with Armand Duval or the Chevalier des
Grieux themsehves. He had many lovely pictures of
Otéro, and liked to talk about her.

Once, at dinner at Ngong. I said to him: ‘T see that
La Belle Otéro’s memoirs have been published. Ave you
in them?’

‘Yes." he said. ‘T am in them. Under another name,
but still there”

‘What does she write about vou?’ T asked.

‘She writes.” he said. ‘that T was a voung man who
went through a hundred thousand for her sake within
six months, but that I had full value for mv monev.’

‘And do vou consider.” T said and laughed, ‘that vou
did have full value?’

He thought mv question over for a very short moment.
‘Yes," he said. ‘Yes. I had.’

Denys Finch-Hatton and T went with Mr. Bulpett for
a picnic to the top of the Ngong Hills on his seventy-
seventh birthday. As we sat up there we came to discuss
the question of whether, if we were offered a pair of real
wings, which could never be laid off, we would accept
or decline the offer.

Old Mr. Bulpett sat and looked out over the tremen-
dous big country below us, the green land of Ngong.

ard the Rift an]c to the West, as if readv to fly off

over it at any moment. ‘I would accept,” he said. ‘I
would certainly accept. There is nothing I should like
better.” Aftcr a little time of thought he added: ‘T sup-
pose that I should think it over, though, if I were a
lady.’
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THE NOBLE PIONEER

As far as Berkeley Cole and Denys Finch-Hatton were
concerned, my house was a communist establishment.
Everything in it was theirs, and they took a pride in it,
and brought home the things they felt to be lacking. They
kept the house up to a high standard in wine and tobacco,
and got books and gramophone records out from Europe
for me. Berkeley arived with his car loaded up with
turkey, eggs, and oranges, fiom his own farm on Mount
Kenya. ‘They both had the ambition to make me a judge
of wine, as they were, and spent much time and thought
in the task. ©'hey took the greatest pleasure in my Danish
table glass and china, and used to build up on the dinner
table a tall shining pyvramid ot all my glass, the one picce
on the top of the other: they enjoved the sight of it

Berkeley, when he staved on the farm, had a bottle of
champagne out in the forest every morning at eleven
o'dock. Once, as he was taking leave ot me. and thanking
me for his time on the tarm. he added that there had
been one shadow in the picture. for we had been given
coarse and vulgar glasses tor our wine under the trees.
‘1 know, Barkeley,” T said, “but I have so few of my
good glasses left. and the boyvs will break them when they
have to cury them such a long wav.” He looked at me
gravely, mv hand in his. "But my dear.)” he said, ‘it has
been so sad.” So atterwards he had my best glasses brought
out in the wood.

[t was a curious thing about Berkeley and Denys.—
who were so deeply regretted by their friends in England
when they emigrated. and so much beloved and admired
in the Colony.—that they should be all the same. out-
casts. It was not a society that had thrown them out,
and not any place in the whole world either, but time had
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done it, they did not belong to their century. No other
nation than the English could have produced them, but
they were examples of atavism, and theirs was an carlier
England, a world which no longer existed. In the present
epoch they had no home, but had got to wander here and
there, and in the course of time they also came to the
farm. Of this they were not themsclves aware. They
had, on the contrary. a feeling of guilt towards their
existence in England which they had left, as if, just
because they were bored with it, they had been runing
away from a duty with which their fiiends had put up.
Denys, when he came to talk of his young days,~—although
he was so young, still,-—and of his prospects, and the
advice that his friends in England sent him, quoted
Shakespeare’s Jacques:

‘If it do come to pass

That any man turn ass,
Leaving his wealth and ease
A stubborn will to please ..

But he was wrong in his view of himself, so was Berkeley,
and so perhaps was Jacques. ‘They believed that they were
deserters, who sometimes had 1o pay for their wilfulness,
but they were in rcality exiles, who bore their exile with
a good grace.

Berkeley, if he had had his small head enriched with
a wig of long silky curls, could have walked in and out
of the Court of King Charles Il. He might have sat, a
nimble youth from England, at the feet of the aged
d’Artagnan, the d'Artagnan ot 'ingt Ans Aprés, have
litened to his wisdom, and kept the sayings in his
heart. I felt that the law of gravitation did not apply
to Berkeley, but that he might, as we sat talking at night
by the fire, at any moment go straight up through the
chimney. He was a very good judge of men, with no
illusions about them and no spite. Out of a kind of
devilry, he was most charming to the pecople of whom
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he had the poorest opinion. When he really chalked his
soles for the job he was an inimitable buffoon. But
to be a wit in the manner of Congreve and Wycherley
en plain vingtiéme siécle takes a few more qualities than
Congreve or Wycherley themselves had got in them: a
glow, grandezza, the wild hope. Where the jest was carried
fa. in its daring and arrogance, sometimes it became
pathetic. When Berkcley, a little heated, and as if trans-
lucent with wine, really got on his high horse, on the wall
bchind him the shadow of it began to grow and move,
falling into a haughty and fantastical canter, as if it
came of a noble breed and its sire’s name had been
Rosinante. But Berkeley himself. the invincible jester,
lonely in his African life, half an invalid,—for his heart
always gave him trouble, - -with his beloved farm on
Mount Kenva every day more in the hands of the
Banks, would have been the last to recognize or fear the
shadow:.

Small, very slight, red-haired. with narrow hands and
feet. Berkeley carried himself extremeley erect, with a
little Artagnanesque turn of the head to right and left,
the gentle motion of the unbeaten duellist. He walked
as noiselessly as a cat. And. like a cat, he made every
room that he sat in, a place of comfort, as if he had had
in him a source of heat and fun. If Berkelev had come
and sat with you upon the smoking ruin of vour house.
he would, like a cat. have made vou feel that vou were
in a picked snug corner. When he was at his case you
expected to hear him purr, like a big cat, and when he
was sick, it was more than sad and distressing. it was
formidable as is the sickness of a cat. He had no prin-
ciples, but a surprising stock of prejudices, as you would
expect it in a cat.

If Berkeley were a cavalier of the Stuarts’ day, Denys
should be sct in an carlier English landscape, in the
days of Queen Elizabeth. He could have walked arm
In arm, there, with Sir Philip, or Francis Drake. And
the people of Elizabeth's time might have held him
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dear because to them he would have suggested that
Antiquity, the Athens, of which thev dreamed and wrote.
Denvys could indeed have been placed harmoniously in
any period of our civilization. tout comme chez sot, all up
till the opening of the nincteenth centurv. He would
have cut a figure in anv age. for he was an athlete, a
musician. a lover of art and a fine sportsman. He did cut
a figure in his own age. but it did not quite fit in any-
where. His friends in England alwavs wanted him to come
back. thev wrote out plans and schemes for a career for
him there. but Africa was keeping him.

The particular, instinctive attachment which - all
Natives of Africa felt towards Berkelev and Denvs, and
towards a few other people of their kind, made me reflect
that perhaps the white men of the past, indeed of anv
past. would have been in better understanding and svm-
pathy with the coloured races than we. of our Industrial
Age. shall ever be. When the first steam engine was
constructed, the roads of the races of the world parted.
and we have never found one another since.

There was a shadow cast over mv fiiendship with
Berkeley by the circumstance that Jama. his voung Somali
servant, was of a tribe at war with Farah's tribe. To people
familiar with the clannish feelings of the Somali, those
dark decp desert glances that were exchanged over our
dinner table, when the two were waiting on Berkeley and
me, bode as ill as possible. Late in the evening we fell
to talking of what we were to do when we should be
coming out in the morning to find both Farah and Jama
cold, with daggers in their hearts. In these matters the
encmics knew neither fear nor sense, they were held back
from bloodshed and ruin solelv by their feelings of attach-
ment, such as they were, for Berkelev and me.

‘T dare not,” said Berkeley, ‘tell Jama to-night that I
have changed my mind, and that I shall not this time be
going to Fldoret, where lives the young woman that he
is in love with. For then his heart will turn to stone
against me, it will be a matter of no importance to him
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if my clothes are brushed, and he will go out and kill
FFarah.

Jama’s heart, however never did turn to stone towards
Berkeley. He had been with him a long time, and Berkeley
often talked about him. He told me how once, over a
matter in which Jama held himself to be right, Berkeley
hadt lost his temper and had hit the Somali. ‘But then, my
dear, you know,’ said Berkeley, ‘at the very same moment
[ had one straight back in my face!

‘And how did it go then?' 1 asked him.

‘Oh it went all right,” Berkeley said, modestly. After
a littde while he added: ‘It was not so bad. He is twenty
vears younger than me.”

This incident had left no trace in the attitude of cither
the master or the servant, Jama had a quict, slightly
patronizing manner towards Berkeley, such as most Somali
servanis  have  got  towards  their  cemplovers.  After
Berkeley's death. Jama did not want to stay in the
country, but went back to Somaliland.

Berkelev had a great. ever unsatisfied, love of the Sea.
[t was a favourite dream of his that he and I should.—
when we had made money,—buy a dhow and go trading
to Lamu, Mombasa and Zanzibai. We had our plans
all worked out and our crew readv, but we never did
make money.

Whenever Berkeley was tired or unwell he fell back
on his thoughts of the Sea. He then grieved over his
own foolishness in having spent a lifetime anvwhere but
on salt water, and wsed stiong language about it. Once
when T was going to Europe and he was in this mood,
to please him I conceived the plan of bringing out two
shipy’ lanterns, starboard and port, to hang by the en-
trance door of mv house, and told him of it.

‘Yes, it would be nice.” he said, ‘the house would be
in that way like a ship. But they must have sailed.’

So in Copenhagen in a sailors’ shop by one of the old
Canals, 1 bought a pair of big old heavy ships’ lanterns.
which had for many years sailed in the Baltic. We had
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them up on each side of the door, it faced East and we
were pleased to think that the lamps were correctly
placed; as the carth, on her course through the ether,
throws herself forward, there would be no collision.
These lamps gave Berkeley much content of heart. He
often used to come to the house quite late, and ordinarily
at a grcat speed, but when the lamps were lighted he
drove slowly, slowly, up the drive, to let the little red
and green stars in the night sink into his soul and bring
back old pictures, reminiscences of ship-faring, to feel as
if he were indeed approaching a silent ship on dark
water. We developed a signalling system in regard to the
lamps, changing their place or taking down the one, so
that he should know, alrcady while in the forest, in what
mood he would find his hostess, and what sort of dinner
was awaiting him.

Berkelev. like his brother Galbraith Cole and his
brother-in-law Lord Delamere, was an carly scttler, a
pioneer of the Colony, and intimate with the Masai,
who in those davs were the dominecring nation of the
land. He had known them before the European civiliza-
tion,—which in the depths of their hearts they loathed
more than anvthing clse in the world,—cut through
their roots; before they were moved from their fair
North country. He could speak with them of the old
days in their own tongue. Whenever Berkeley was stay-
ing on the farm, the Masai came over the river to sec
him. The old chiefs sat and discussed their troubles of
the present time with him, his jokes would make them
laugh, and it was as if a hard stone had laughed.

Because of Berkeley's knowledge of, and friendship
with, the Masai, a most imposing ceremony came to
take place on the farm.

When the Great War first broke out, and the Masai
had ncws of it, the blood of the old fighting tribe was
all up. They had visions of splendid battles and massacres,
and they saw the glory of the past returning once more.
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I happencd to be out, during the first months of the war,
alone with Natives and Somali, with three ox-waggons,
doing transport for the English Government, and trekking
through the Masai Reserve. Whencever the people of a
new district heard of my arrival they came round to my
camp, with shining cyes, to ask me a hundred questions of
the war and the Germans,—was it true that they were
coming from the air? In their minds they were running
breathless, to mect danger and death. At night the young
warriors swarmed round my tent, in full war-paint, with
spears and swords; sometimes, in order to show me what
they were really like, they would give out a short roar,
an imitation of the lion’s roar. ''hey did not doubt then
that they would be allowed to fight.

But the English Government did not think it wise to
organize the Masai to make war on white men, be they
even Germans, and it forbade the Masai to fight, and
put an end to all their hopes. The Kikuyu were to take
part in the war as carriers, but the Masal were to keep
their hands off their weapons. But in 1918, when con-
scription had been introduced in regard to all the other
Natives of the Colony, the Government thought it neces-
sary to call out the Masai as well. An officer of the K.A.R,,
with his regiment, was sent to Narok to procure three
hundred Morani as soldiers. By this time the Masai had
lost their sympathy with the war and refused to come.
The Morani of the district disappeared into the woods
and the bush. In the pursuit of them the K.A.R. troops
by mistake fired on a manyatta, and two old women were
Killed. 'I'wo days after, the Masai Reserve was in open
revolt, swarms of Morani swept through the country,
killed a number of Indian traders, and burned down more
than fifty dukhas. The situation was serious, and the
Government did not want to force it. Lord Delamere was
sent down to negotiate with the Masai and in the end a
compromise was set up. The Masai were allowed to take
out the three hundred Morani themselves, and they were
let off with a joint fine in punishment of their devastation
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in the Reserve. No Morani appeared, but by that time
the Armisticc put an end to the whole matter.

During the time of all these events, some of the old
big Masai chiefs had made themselves useful to the
English military, by sending out their young men to
scout on the movements of the Germans in the Reserve
and on the border. Now that the war was over, the
Government wanted to show their recognition of their
services. A number of medals were sent out from home to
be distributed amongst the Masai, and as far as twelve
of the medals were concerned Berkeley, who knew the
Masai so well and could speak Masai, was asked to deal
them out.

My farm bordered on the Masai Reserve and Berke-
ley came to ask me it he might stay with me and give
out the medals from my house. He was a little nervous
about the enterprise, and told me that he had no clear
idea what was expected from him. On a Sunday we drove
together a long way down into the Reserve, and talked
with the people in the manyattas, in order to summon
the chiefs in question to the tarm on such and such a
day. Berkeley in his very voung days had been an
officer in the gth Lancers, and he was then, 1 have been
told, the smartest young oflicer in his regiment. Still.
as, towards sunset, we were driving home again, he began
to speak to me of the military calling and mentality,
and to develop his ideas upon them, in the manner of a
civilian.

The distribution of the medals, although in itscelf of
no special consequence, was an event ot great dimensions
and weight. So much wisdom, sagacity and tact were dis-
played in it, on both sides, as to make it stand for an
act in the history of the world, or a symbol:

". .. His Darkness and his Brightness
exchanged a greeting of extreme politeness.”

The old Masai had airived, followed by retainers or
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sons of theirs. They sat and waited on the lawn, from
time to time discussing my cows grazing there, perhaps
they had a faint hope that, in reward of their services,
they were to be made a present of a cow. Berkeley
kept themn waiting a long time, which was, 1 believe,
to them in the order of things, in the meantime he had
an armchair carried out on the lawn in front of the
house, in which to sit while he gave out the medals.
When in the end he came forth from the house he
looked, in this dark company, very fair, red-haired and
light-eyed. He had now the complete brisk cheerful
carriage and expression of an efficient young officer, so
that I lcarned that Berkeley, who could let his face
express so many things, could also in the hour of need,
make it an absolute blank. He was followed by Jama,
who had on a very fine Arabian waistcoat all em-
broidercd in gold and silver, which Berkeley had let
him buv for the occasion, and who carried the box with
the medals.

Berkeley stood up in front of his chair to speak. and
so active was the uprightness of his slight small figure
that the old people got on their legs. one by one, and
stoodd facing him, their eves in his. gravely. What the
speech was about T cannot sav, as it was in Masai. It
sounded as if he were brieflv informing the Masai that
an unbcelievable benefit was to be bestowed upon them.
and that the explanation of the happenings was their own
incredibly praiseworthy behaviour. But secing that it was
Berkeley who spoke. and that from the faces of the
Masai you would never learn anvthing. it may have con-
tained something quite different. of which I should never
have thought. When he had spoken. without a moment's
pause he let Jama bring up the box. and took out the
medals, solemnly reading out. one after another, the
names of the Masai chiefs, and handing them their medals
with a generously outstretched arm. The Masai took them
from him very silently, in an outstretched hand. The
cercmony could only have been carried through so well by
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two parties of noble blood and grcat family traditions;
may democracy take no offence.

A medal is an inconvenient thing to give to a naked
man, because he has got no place to fix it on to, and
the old Masai chiefs kept standing with theirs in their
hand. After a time a very old man came up to me held
out his hand with the medal in it and asked me to tell
him what it had got on it. I explained it to him as well
as I could. The silver coin had on the onc side a head
of Britannia, and upon the other side the words: “The
Great War of Civilization.’

I have later told some English friends of the incident
of the medals, and they have asked: *Why was not the
King's head on the medals? It was a great mistake.”
I myself do not think so. it secms to me that the medals
should not be made too attractive, and that the whole
matter was well arranged. It may still be that it is this
sort of thing which we shall be given at the time when our
reward is great in heaven.

When Berkeley was taken ill, T was about to go to
Europe on a holiday. He was then a member of the
Legislative Council of the Colony, and 1 telegraphed to
him: “Will you not come and stay at Ngong for the
sitting of the council bring bottles.” He wired back:
Your telegram straight from heaven arriving with bottles.
But when he came to the farm, his car all filled up with
wine, he did not care to drink it. He was very pale, and
even sometimes quite silent. His heart was bad, and he
could not do without Jama, who had been taught to
give him the injections for it, and he had many worries
that lay on it hcavily; he lived in great fear of losing
Ins farm. Still, by his presence, he turned my house into
a chosen, comfortable corner of the world.

‘I have come to the stage, [ania, hc said to mc
gravely, ‘when I can only drive in the very best of cars,
only smoke the finest cigars and only drink the most
exquisite vintages of wine.” While he was staying with me
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then, he told me one evening that the doctor had ordered
him to go to bed and stay in bed for a month. I said
to him that if he would follow the order, and stay in
bed for a month at Ngong, I would give up my journey
to remain there and look after him, and go to Europe
next year. He thought my offer over for a little while.
‘My dear,’ he said, ‘I could not do it. If I did it to please
you, what should I be afterwards?’

I said good-byc to him then with a heavy heart. While
[ was sailing home, past Lamu and Takaunga, where
‘ur dhow was to have found her way, I thought of him.
But in Paris I heard that he had died. He had dropped
down dead before his house, as he was stepping out of
the car. He was buried on his farm, where he wished to
be.

When Berkeley died, the country changed. His friends
felt it at the time, with great sadness, and many people
came to feel 1t later. An epoch in the history of the
Colony came to an end with him. In the course of the
vears many things were reckoned trom this turning point,
and people said. "When Berkeley Cole lived” or ‘Since
Berkeley died.” Up till his death the country had been the
Happy Hunting Grounds, now it was slowly changing
and turning into a business proposition. Some standards
were lowered when he went: a standard of wit, as it was
soon felt,—and such a thing is sad in a colonv; a standard
of gallantry,—soon after his death people began to talk
of their troubles; a standard of humanity.

As Berkeley went away, a grim figurc made her
entrance upon the stage from the opposite wing,—la
dure nécessité maitresse des hommes et des dieux. It was
a strange thing that a small slight man should have been
able to keep her from the door, for so long a time as
he drew breath. The yeast was out of the bread of the
land. A presence of gracefulness, gaicty and freedom, an
clectric power-factor was out. A cat had got up and left
the room.
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WINGS

Denys Finch-Hatton had no other home in Africa than
the farm, he lived in my house between his Safaris, and
kept his books and his gramophone there. When he came
back to the farm, it gave out what was in it; it spoke,—-
as the coffee-plantations speak, when with the  first
showers of the rainy scason they flower, dripping wet, a
cloud of chalk. When I was expecting Denys back, and
heard his car coming up the drive, I heard, at the same
time, the things of the farm all telling what they really
were. He was happy on the farm; he came there onh
when he wanted to come, and it knew, in him, a quality
of which the world besides was not aware, a humility.
He never did but what he wanted to do, neither was
guile found in his mouth.

Denys had a trait ot character which to me was very
precious, he liked to hear a story told. For I have always
thought that T might have cut a figure at the time of
the plaguce of Florence. Fashions have changed, and the
art of listening to a narrative has been lost in Furope.
The Natives of Africa, who cannot read, have still got
it; if you begin to them: “"I'here was a man who walked
out on the plain, and there he met another man,” you
have them all with you, their minds running upon the
unknown track of the men on the plain. But white people,
even if they feel that they ought to, cannot listen to a
recital. If they do not become fidgety, and remember
tnings that should be donce at once, they fall asleep. The
same people will ask vou for something to read, and may
then sit all through an evening absorbed in any kind of
print handed them, they will even then read a speech.
They have been accustomed to take in their impressions
by the eye.
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Denys, who lived much by the car, preferred hearing
a tale told, to reading it; when he came to the farm he
would ask: ‘Have you got a story?” I had been making
up many while he had been away. In the evenings he
made himsclf comfortable, spreading cushions like a couch
in front of the fire, and with me sitting on the floor,
crossJegged like Scheherazade herself, he would listen,
clear-eyed, to a long tale, from when it began until it
ended. He kept better account of it than I did myself,
and at the dramatic appearance of one of the characters,
vould stop me to sav: “"I'hat man died in the beginning
of the story, but never mind.’

Denys taughe me Latin, and to read the Bible. and
the Greek pocets. He himself knew great parts of the
Old Testament by heart, and carried the Bible with him
on all his journevs, which gained him the high esteem
of the Mohammedans.

Ie also gave me myv gramophone. It was a delight
to my heart, it brought a new life to the farm. it became
the voice of the farm.--"T'he soul within a glade the
nightingale .- -Sometimes Denvs would arrive unex-
pectedlv at the house, while I was out in the coffee-
ficld or the maise-field, bringing new records with him;
he would set the gramophone going. and as 1 came
riding back at sunset, the melody streaming towards me in
the clear cool air of the evening would announce his
presence to me, as if he had been laughing at me, as he
often did. The Natives liked the gramophone. and used to
stand round the house to listen to it; some of mv house-
bovs picked out a favourite tune and asked me for it.
when I was alone with them in the house. It was a curious
thing that Kamante should stick. in his preference. with
much devotion to the Adagio of Beethoven's Piano Con-
certo in C-Major: the first time that he asked me for it
he had some difficulty in desaibing it, so as to make clear
to me which tune it was that he wanted.

Denys and I. however. did not agree in our tastes.
For I wanted the old composers, and Denys, as if courte-
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ously making up to the age for his lack of harmony
with it. was as modern as possible in his taste of all arts.
He liked to hear the most advanced music. ‘I would like
Becthoven all right,” he said, ‘if he were not vulgar.’

Denys and I, whenever we were together, had great
luck with lions. Sometimes he came back from a shoot-
ing Safari of two or thrce months, vexed that he had
been unable to get a good lion for the pcople from
Europe whom he had taken out. In the meantime the
Masai had been to my house and had asked me to come
out and shoot a certain lion or lioness which was killing
off their cattle, and Farah and I had been out, camping
in their manyatta, sitting up over a kill, or walking out
in the carlv morning. without as much as finding the track
of a lion. But when Denys and I went for a ride, the lions
of the plains would be about, as in attendance, we would
come upon them then there at a meal, or sce them cross
ing the dry river-beds.

On a New Year's morning, before sunrise, Denys and
I found ourselves on the new Narok Road, driving along
as fast as we could go on a rough road.

Denys, the day before, had lent a heavy rifle to a
friend of his who was going South with a shooting party.
and late in the night he remembered that he had neg-
lected to explain to him a certain trick in the rifle, by
which the hair-trigger might be put out of action. He
was worried about it and afraid that the hunter would
come to some sort of harm by his ignorance. We could
then think of no better remedy than that we should
start as early as possible, take the new road and try to
overtake the shooting party at Narok. It was sixty miles,
through some rough country; the Safari was travelling by
the old road and would be going slowly as it had heavy
loaded lorries with it. Our only trouble was that we did
not know if the new road would have been brought
through all the way to Narok.

The early morning air of the African highlands is of
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such a tangible coldness and freshness that time after time
the same fancy there comes back to you: you are not on
carth but in dark deep waters, going ahead along the
bottom of the sca. It is not even certain that you are
moving at all, the flows of chilliness against your face
may be the deep-sca currents, and your car, like some
sluggish electric fish, may be sitting steadily upon the
bottom of the Sca, staring in front of her with the glaring
cyes of her lamps, and lctting the submarine life pass
by her. The stars are so large because they are no real
rars but reflections, shimmering upon the surface of the
water. Alongside your path on the sea-bottom, live things,
darker than their surroundings, keep on appearing, jump-
ing up and sweeping into the long grass, as crabs and
beach-fleas will make their way into the sand. The light
gets clearer, and, about sunrise, the sea-bottom lifts itself
towarde the surface, a new created island. Whirls of smells
drift quickly past you, fresh rank smells of the olive-
bushes, the brine scent of burnt grass, a sudden quelling
smell of decay.

Kanuthia, Denys’s boy, who sat in the back of the box-
body car, gently touched my shoulder and pointed to
the right. To the side of the road, twelve or fifteen
vards away from it, was a dark bulk, a Manatce taking
a rest on the sands, and on the top of it something was
stirring in the dark water. It was, I saw later. a big dead
Giraffe bull, that had been shot two or three days before.
You are not allowed to shoot the Giraffe, and Denys
and T later had to defend ourselves against the charge
ot having Kkilled this one, but we could prove that it
had been dead some time when we came upon it, though
it was never found by whom or why it had been killed.
Upon the huge carcass of the Giraffe, a lioness had been
teceding, and now raised her head and shoulder above it
to watch the passing car.

Denys stopped the car, and Kanuthia lifted the rifle,
that he carried, off his shoulder. Denys asked me in a
low voice: ‘Shall I shoot her?’—For he very courteously
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looked on the Ngong Hill as my private hunting-ground.
- We were going across the land of the same Masai who
had bcen to my house to bewail the loss of their cattle;
if this was the animal which had killed one after the
other of their cows and calves, the time had come to put
an end to her. I nodded.

He jumped from the car and slid back a few steps,
at the same moment the lioness dived down behind the
body of the Girafte, he ran round the Giraffe to get
within shot ot her, and fived. T did not sce her fall;
when 1 got out and up to her she was lying dead in a
big black pool.

I here was no time to skin her, we must drive on it
we were to cut off the Safari at Nauok. We gazed round
and took note ot the place. the smell ot the dead Giratte
was so strong that we could not very well pass it un
knowingly.

But when we had driven a turther two miles thare
was no more road. lhe tools of the road-labourers L
here; on the other side ot them was the wide stom
land, just grev in the dawn, all unbroken by any touch
of man. We looked at the tools and at the countiv, we
would have to leave Denyss triend o take his chance
with the rifle. Atterwards. when he came back, he told
us that -he had never had an opportunity to use it So
we turned back, and as we turned we got our faces to
the Lastern sky, reddening over the plains and the hills
We drove towards it and talked all the time ot the
lioness.

The Giraffe came within view, and by this time we
could see him dearly and distinguish, —where the light
tell on to his side,- —the darker square spots on his skin.
And as we came near to him we saw that there was a
lion standing on him. Approaching we were a little lower
than the carcass; the lion stood straight up over it, dark.
and behind him the sky was now all aflame. Lion Passan!
Or. A bit of his mane was lifted by the wind. I rose
up in the car, so strong was the impression that he made,



Visitors to the Farm 221

and Denys at that said: ‘You shoot this time.” I was never
keen to shoot with his rifle, which was too long and heavy
for me, and gave me a bad shock; still here the shot was a
declaration of love, should the rifle not then be the biggest
caliber? As T shot it seemed to me that the lion jumped
straight up in the air, and came down with his legs
gatkerad under him. I stood, panting, in the grass, aglow
with the plenipotence that a shot gives vou, because you
take effect at a distance. T walked round the carcass of the
Giraffe. There it was,—the fifth act of a classic tragedy.
hey were all dead now. T he Giraffe was looking terribly
big. austere, with his four stiff legs and long stiff neck,
his bellv torn open by the lions. The lioness, Iving on
her back. had a great haughty snarl on her face, she was
the femme fatale of the trageds. The lion was lving not
far from her, and how was it that he had learned nothing
bv her fate? His head was Taid on his two front paws, his
mighty mane covered him as a roval mantle, he too was
resting in a big pool. and by now the morning air was
so light that it showed scarlet.

Denys and Kanuthia pulled up their sleeves and while
the sun rose they skinned the lions. When they took a
rest we had a bottle of claret, and raisins and almonds,
from the car: T had brought them with us to eat on the
road, because it was New Year's Dav. We sat on the
short grass and ate and drank. The dead lions, close by,
looked magnificent in their nakedness, there was not a
particle of superfluous fat on them. cach muscle was a
bold controlled curve, they needed no cloak. they were,
Al through, what thev ought te be.

As we sat there, a shadow hastened over the grass
and over my feet. and looking up I could distinguish.
high in the light-blue skv, the circling of the vultures.
My heart was as light as if I had been flving it, up there.
on a string, as you flv a kite. I made a poem:

The eagle’s shadow runs across the plain,
Fowards the distant, nameless, air-blue mountains.
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But the shadows of the round young Zebra

Sit closc between their delicate hoofs all day,
where they stand immovable.

And wait for the evening, wait to stretch out, blue,

Upon a plain, painted brick-red by the sunset,

And to wander to the water-hole.

Denys and I had another dramatic adventure with
lions. It happened. in reality, before the other, in the
early days of our friendship.

One morning, during the spring-rains, Mr. Nichols, a
South African, who was then mv Manager, came to my
house all aflame, to tell me that in the night two lions
had been to the farm and had killed two of our oxen.
They had broken through the fence of the oxen’s fold.
and thev had dragged the dead oxen into the coffec
plantation: one of them they had caten up there, but
the other was lying amongst the coffee-trees. Would |
now writc him a letter to go and get strychnine in
Nairobi? He would have it laid out in the carcass at once,
for he thought that the lions would be sure to come
back in the night.

I thought it over; it went against me to lay out strych-
nine for lions, and I told him that I could not see m:
way to do it. At that his excitement changed over into
exasperation. The lions, he said, if they were left in
peace over this crime, would come back another time.
The bullocks they had killed were our best working
bullocks, and we could not afford to los¢ any more
The stable of my ponics, he reminded me, was not far
from the oxen’s enclosure, had I thought of that? I ex-
plained that I did not mean to keep the lions on the farm.
only I thought that they should be shot and not poisoned.

‘And who is going to shoot them?’ asked Nichols, ‘I
am no coward, but I am a married man and I have no
wish to risk my life unnccessarily.” It was true that he
was no coward, he was a plucky little man. ‘There would
be no sense in it,” he said. No, I said, I did not mean
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to make him shoot the lions. But Mr. Finch-Hatton had
arrived the night before and was in the house, he and
I would go. ‘Oh, that is O.K.’ said Nichols.

I then went in to find Denys. ‘Come now,’ I said to
him, ‘and let us go and risk our lives unnecessarily. For
if they have got any value at all it is this that they have
got none. Frei lebt wer sterben kann.’

We went down and found the dead bullock in the
coffee plantation, as Nichols had told me; it had hardly
been touched by the lions. Their spoor was deep and
Jlear in the sott ground, two big lions had been here
in the night. It was casy to follow through the plantation
and up to the wood round Belknap’s house, but by the
time that we came there it had rained so heavily that
it was dithcult to sce anything, and in the grass and the
bush at the cdge ot the wood we lost the track.

‘What do vou think, Denys,” T asked him, ‘will they
come back to-night?’

Denys had great experience with lions. He said that
they would come back carly in the night to finish the
meat, and that we ought to give them time to settle
down on it, and go down to the field oursclves at nine
o'clock. We would have to use an electric torch from
his Satari outht to shoot by, and he gave me the choice
of the roles, but I would rather let him shoot and myself
hold the torch for him.

In order that we might find our way up to the dead
oX in the dark, we cut up strips of paper and fastened
them on the rows of coffee-trees between which we
meant to walk, marking our way in the manner of Hanzl
and Gretl with their little white stones. It would take us
straight to the kill, and at the end of it, twenty vards
from the carcass, we tied a larger picce of paper to the
tree, for here we would stop, sweep the light on and
shoot. Late in the afternoon, when we took out the torch
to try it, we found that the batteries of it had been
running down and that the light it gave was only faint.
T'here was no time to go in to Nairobi with it now,
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so that we should have to make the best of it as it was.

It was the day before Denys’s birthday, and while we
dined, he was in a melancholic mood, reflecting that
he had not had cnough out of life till now. But some-
thing. I consoled him, might still happen to him before
his birthday morning. 1 told Juma to get out a bottle
of wine to be readv for us when we should come back.
[ kept on thinking ot the lions, where would they be
now, at this moment? Were they crossing the river, slowly,
silently, the one in front of the other, the gentle cold
low of the river turning round their chests and flanks?

At nine o'clock we went out.

It rained a little, but there was a moon; from time to
time she put out her dim white face high up in the sk,
behind lavers and lavers of thin clouds, and was then
dimly mirrored in the white-flowering coftee-field. We
passed the school at a distance: it was all lighted up.

At this sight a great wave of wriumph and ot pride
my people swept through me. 1 thought of King Solomon,
who savs: ‘T'he slothful man saith, There is a lion
the wayv; a lion is in the streets.” Here were two lions
just outside their door. but my school-children were not
slothtul and had not let the lions keep them from school.

We found our marked two rows of coftece-trees, paused
a mounfent, and proceeded up between them. one in
front of the other. We had moccasins on, and walked
silentlv. I began to shake and tremble with excitement.
I dared not come too near to Denys tor tear that he might
feel 1t and send me back. but T dared not keep too far
away from him cither. tor he might need my torchlight
any moment.

The lions, we found afterwards, had been on the kill
When they heard us. or smelt us, they had walked off
it a little way into the coffee-ficld to let us pass. Prob
ably because they thought that we were passing too
slowly, the one of them gave a very low hoarse growl.
in front and to the right of us. It was so low that we
were not cven sure that we had heard it, Denys stopped
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a second; wihout turning he asked me: ‘Did you hear?’
‘Yes,' I said.

We walked a little again and the deep growling was
repeated, this time straight to the right. ‘Put on the
light,’” Decnys said. It was not altogether an easy job,
for he was much taller than I, and I had t get the
light over his shoulder on to his rifle and further on.
As 1 lighted the torch the whole world changed into a
brilliantly lighted stage, the wet leaves ot the coffee-
irces shone, the dods of the ground showed up quite
Jearly.

First the circle ot light struck a little wide-eyed jackal,
like a small fox; I moved it on. and there was the lion.
He stood facing us straight, and he looked very light.
with all the black African night behind him. When the
shot fell, dose to me, I was unprepared for it, even
without «cmprehension ot what it meant, as if it had
been thunder, as if T had been muself shifted into the
place of the lion. He went down like a stone. ‘Move on,
move on,” Denys cried to me. I turned the torch further
on, but my hand shook so buadly that the drde of light.
which held all the world, and which 1 commanded,
danced a dance. T heard Denys laugh beside me in the
dark.— T'he torch-work on the second lion,” he said to
me later, “was a little shaky.—But in the centre of the
dance was the second lion, going away from us and half
idden by a coffeetree. As the light reached him he
turned his head and Denys shot. He fell out of the circle,
but got up and into it again, he swung round towards us.
and just as the second shot tell. he gave one long irascible
groan.

Africa, in a second. grew endlessly big, and Denys
and I, standing upon it. infinitely small. Outside our
torchlight there was nothing but darkness, in the dark-
ness in two directions there were lions, and from the
Ky rain. But when the deep roar died out. there was
no movement anywhere, and the lion lay still, his head
turned away on to his side, as in a gesture of disgust.
H
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I'here were two big dead animals in the coffee-ficld,
and the silence of night all around.

We walked up to the lions and paced out the distance.
From where we had stood the first lion was thirty yards
away and the other twenty-five. They were both full-
grown, young, strong, fat lions. T'he two close friends,
out in the hills or on the plains, yesterday had taken the
same great adventure into their heads, and in it they
had died together.

By now all the school children were coming out of
the school, pouring down the road to stop in sight of
us and there to cry out in a low soft voice: “Msabu.
Are you there? Arc you there? Msabu, Msabu!’

I sat on a lion and cried back to them: “Yes Tam!’

I'hen they went on. louder and more boldly: “Has
Bedir shot the lions? Both twoz" When they tound that
it was so, they were at once all over the place, like a
swarm of small spring-hares of the night, jumping up
and down. They, then and there, made a song upon
the event; it ran as follows: “T'hree shots. Two lions.
Three shots. T'wo lions.” They embroidered and em-
bellished it as they sang it, one clear voice falling in
after the other: "l hree good shots, two big strong bad
kali lions.” And then they all joined into an intoxicated
refrain: "A.B.C.D.".—because they came straight from
the school, and had their heads filled with wisdom.

In a short time a great number of people came to the
spot, the labourers from the mill, the squatters of the
near manyattas, and my houschoys, carrying hurricane
lamps. They stood round the lions and talked about
them, then Kanuthia and the Sice, who had brought
knives, sct to skin them. It was the skin of one of these
tions that, later, I gave to the Indian High Priest.
Pooran Singh himself appeared on the stage, in a neglh-
gée which made him look unbelievably slight, his mel-
liferous Indian smile shone in the midst of his thick
black beard, he stuttered with delight when he spoke.
He was anxious to procure for himsclf the fat of the
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lions, that with his pcople is held in high estcem as a
medicine,—from the pantomime by which he expressed
himsclf to me, T belicve against rheumatism and im-
potence. With all this the coffce-field became very lively,
the rain stopped, the moon shone down on them all.

We went back to the house and Juma brought and
opened our bottle. We were too wet, and too dirty with
mud and blood to sit down to it, but stood up before a
flaming fire in the dining room and drank our live, sing-
ing wine up quickly. We did not speak one word. In
our hunt we had been a unity and we had nothing to
say to onc another.

Our friends got a good deal of cntertainment out of
our adventure. Old Mr. Bulpett when next we came in

to a dance at the Club would not speak to us the whole
cvening.

T'o Denys Finch-Hatton I owe what was, I think, the
greatest, the most transporting pleasure of my life on
the farm: I flew with him over Africa. There. where
there are few or no roads and where vou can land on
the plains flying becomes a thing of real and vital im-
portance in your life, it opens up a world. Denys had
brought out his Moth machine: it could land on my
plain on the farm only a few minutes from the house.
and we were up nearly every dav.

You have tremendous views as you get up above the
African highlands. surprising combinations and changes
of light and mlnuring the rainbow on the green sunlit
land, the glg.m(u upright clouds and big wild black
storms, all swing round vou in a race and a dance. The
lashing hard showers of rain whiten the air askance. The
language is short of words for the experiences of fliing.
and will have to invent new words with time. When vou
have flown over the Rift Vallev and the volcanocs of
Suswa and Longonot, you have travelled far and have
been to the lands on the other side of the moon. You
may at other times fly low cnough to see the animals
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on the plains and to fecl towards them as God did when
he had just created them, and before he commissioned
Adam to give them names.

But it is not the visions but the activity which makes
vou happy. and the jov and glory of the flyer is the flight
itself. It is a sad hardship and slavery to people who live
in towns, that in all their movements they know of onc
dimension only;: they walk along the line as if they were
led on a string. T'he transition from the line to the plane
into the two dimensions, when vou wander across a field
or through a wood. is a splendid liberation to the slaves.
like the French Revolution. But in the air you are taken
into the full freedom of the three dimensions; after long
ages of exile and dreams the homesick heart throws itself
into the arms of space. The laws of gravitation and time,

.

. in life’s green grove,
Sport like tame beasts, none knew how
gentle thev could be!”

Every time that I have gone up in an acroplane and
looking down have realised that T was free of the ground,
I have had the consciousness of a great new discovery.
‘T sce:’ 1T have thought. "T'his was the idea. And now
[ understand everything.’

One day Denvs and 1 flew 1o lLake Natron, ninety
miles South-East of the farm, and more than four thou-
sand feet lower, two thousand fect above Sea level. Lake
Natron is the place from where they take soda. T'he
bottom of the lake and the shores are like some sort of
whitish concrete, with a strong, sour and salt smell.

The sky was blue, but as we flew from the plains in
over the stony and bare lower country, all colour seemed
to be scorched out of it. The whole landscape below us
looked like delicately marked tortoisc-shell. Suddenly.
in the midst of it was the lake. The white bottom, shining
through the water, gives it, when scen from the air,
a striking, an unbclievable azurc-colour, so clear that
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for a moment you shut your eyes at it; the expanse of
water lies in the bleak tawny land like a big bright
aquamarine. We had been flying high, now we went
down, and as we sank our own shade, dark-blue, floated
under us upon the light-blue lake. Here live thousands
of Flamingoes, although I do not know how they exist
in thc brackish water, -—surely there are no fish here.
At our approach they spread out in large circles and
fans, like the rays of a scetting sun, like an artful Chinese
pattern on silk or porcelain, torming itself and changing,
1s we looked at it.

We landed on the white shore, that was white-hot as
an oven, and lunched there, taking shelter against the
sun under the wing of the acroplane. If you stretched
out your hand from the shade. the sun was so hot that
it hurt you. Our bottles of beer when they first arrived
with s, wtraight out ot the cther. were pleasantly cold,
but before we had finished them. mm a quarter of an
hour, they became as hot as a cup ot tea.

While we were lunching, a party of Masai warriors
appeared on the horizon, and approached quickly. They
must have spied the acroplane landing from a distance.
and resolved o have a dose look at it, and a walk of
any length, even in a country like this, means nothing
to a Masai. 'hey came along. the one in front of the
other, naked, tall and narrow, their weapons glinting;
dark like peat on the vellow grey sand. At the feet of
cach of them lay and marched a small pool of shadow.
these were, besides our own, the only shadows in the
countiy as tar as the eve reached. When thev came up
to us they fell in line, there were five of them. They
stuck thein heads together and began to talk to one
another about the acroplane and us. A generation ago
they would have been fatal to us to meet. After a time
one of them advanced and spoke to us. As thev could
only speak Masai and we understood but little of the
language, the conversation soon slackened, he stepped
back to his fellows and a few minutes later thev all
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turned their back upon us, and walked away, in single
file, with the wide white burning salt-plain before them.

‘Would you care,” said Denys, ‘to fly to Naivasha?
But the country lying between is very rough, we could
not possibly land anywhere on the way. So we shall have
to go up high and keep up at twelve thousand feet.’

The thight from Lake Nation to Naivasha was das
Ding an sich. We ok a beeline, and kept at twelve
thousand feet all the way, which is so high that there
is nothing to look down for. At Lake Natron I had taken
off my lambskin-lined cap, now up here the air squeezed
my forehead. as cold as iced water: all my hair Hew
backwards as if my head was being pulled off.  I'his
path, in fact. was the same as was, in the opposite direc
tion, cvery cvening taken by the Roc, when, with an
Elephant for her voung in cach talon, she swished from
Uganda home to Arabia. Where vou are sitting in front
of your pilot, with nothing but space before you, you
feel that he is carrving vou upon the outstretched palms
of his hands, as the Djinn carried Prince Ali through the
air, and that the wings that bear vou onwaid are his. We
landed at the farm of our friends at Naivasha; the mad
diminutive houses, and the very small trees surrounding
them, all threw themselves flat upon their backs as thes
«aw us descending.

When Denys and T had not time for long journeys
we went out for a short flight over the Ngong Hills.
generally about sunsct. T'hese hills, which are amongst
the most beautiful in the world, are perhaps at their
loveliest seen from the air, when the ridges, bare to-
wards the four peaks, mount, and run side by side with
the acroplane, or suddenly sink down and flatten out
inwo a small lawn

Here in the hills there were Buffaloes. I had even.
in my very young days,—when I could not live till 1
had killed a specimen of cach kind of African game,—
shot a bull out here. Later on, when I was not so keen
to shoot as to watch the wild animals, I had been out to
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seec them again. I had camped in the hills by a spring
half way to the top, bringing my servants, tents, and
provisions with me, and Farah and I had been up in
the dark, ice cold mornings to crcep and crawl through
bush and long grass, in the hope of catching a glimpse
of the herd; but twice I had had to go back without
wmi~cess. That the herd lived there, neighbours of mine
to the West, was still a value in the life on the farm, but
they were scrious-minded, selfsufficient neighbours, the
old nobility of the hills, now somchow reduced; thev did
not receive much.

But onc afternoon as I was having tea with some
friends of mine from up-country, outside the house, Denys
came flying from Nairobi and went over our heads out
Westwards: a little while after he turned and came back
and landed on the farm. Lady Delamere and I drove down
to the plain to fetch him up, but he would not get out
of his acroplanc.

“T'he Buffalo are out feeding in the hills) he said,
‘come out and have a look at them!”’

‘I cannot come.” I said, ‘T have got a tea-party up at
the house.’

‘But we will go and see them and be back in a quarter
of an hour.” said he.

This sounded to me like the propositions which people
make to vou in a dream. Ladv Delamerc would not
fly, so I went up with him. We flew in the sun, but the
hillside Tav in a transparent brown shade, which soon we
got into. It did not take us long to spv the Buffalo from
the air. Upon one of the long rounded green ridges which
run, like folds of a cloth gathered together at each peak.
down the side of the Ngong mountain, a herd of twenty-
seven Buffalo were grazing. First we saw them a long
way below us, like mice moving gently on a floor. but
we dived down. circling over and along their ridge. a
hundred and fifty feet above them and well within shoot-
ing distance; we counted them as thev peacefully
blended and separated. ‘There was one very old big black
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bull in the herd, one or two younger bulls, and 2 number
of calves. The open stretch of sward upon which thev
walked was closed in by bush: had a stranger approached
on the ground they would have heard or scented him at
once. but they were not prepared for advance from the
air. We had to keep moving above them all the time. They
heard the noise of our machine and stopped grazing, but
thev did not seem to have it in them to look up. In the
end they realized that something verv strange was about;
the old bull first walked out in front of the herd, raising
his hundredweight horns, braving the unseen enemv, his
four feet planted on the ground. suddenly he began to
trot down the ridge and after 4 moment he broke into a
canter. The whole clan now followed him. stampeding
headlong down, and as thev switched and plunged into
the bush, dust and loose stones rose in their wake. In the
thicket they stopped and kept dlose together, it looked as
if a small glade in the hill had been paved with dark gres
stones. Here thev believed themselves to be covered to
the view, and so thev were to anvthing moving along the
ground. but thev could not hide themselves from the
eves of the bird of the air. We flew up and awav. It
was like having been taken into the heart of the Ngong
Hills by a secret unknown road.

When'I came back to myv tea-party, the teapot on the
stone table was still <o hot that T burned mv fingers
on it. 'The Prophet had the same experience when he
upset a jug of water. and the \rchangel Gabriel took
him. and flew with him through the seven heavens, and
when he returned, the water had not vet run out of the
jug.

In the Ngong Hills there also lived a pair of cagles
Denys in the afternoons used to sav: ‘Let us go and
visit the eagles.” I have once seen one of them sitting on
a stone near the top of the mountain, and getting up
from it, but otherwise thev spent their life up in the air.
Many times we have chased one of these cagles, careening
and throwing ourselves on to one wing and then to the
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other, and I bclicve that the sharp-sighted bird played
with us. Once, when we were running side by side, Denys
stopped his engine in mid air, and as he did so I heard
the cagle screech.

The Natives liked the acroplane, and for a time it was
the fashion on the farm to portray her, so that I would
find sheets of paper in the kitchen, or the kitchen wall
itsclf, covered with drawings of her, with the letters
ABAK carefully copied out. But they did not really take
any interest in her or in our flying.

Natives dislike speed, as we dislike noise, it is to them,
at the boest, hard to bear. They are also on friendly
terms with time, and the plan of beguiling or killing
it does not come into ther heads. In tact the more
time you can give them, the happier they are, and if
you commission a Kikuyu to hold your horse while you
make 1ovist you can see by his tace that he hopes yvou
will be a long. long time about it. He does not try
to pass the time then, but sits down and lives.

Ncither do the Natives have much sympathy with any
kind of machinery or mechanics. A group of the young
generation have been carrted away by the enthusiasm
of the Furopean for the motor-car, but an old Kikuyu
said to me of them that they would die young, and it is
likely that he was vight, for rencgades come of a weak
line of the nation. Amongst the inventions of civilization
which the Nauves admite and appreciate are matches, a
bicydle and a nitle, still they will diop these the moment
there is any talk of a cow.

Frank Greswolde-Williams, of the Kedong Valley, took
a Masai with him to England as a Sice. and told me that
a week after his arrival he rode his horses in Hyvde Park
as if he had been bon in London. I asked this man
when he came back to Africa what he found very good
in England. He thought my question over with a grave
face and atter a long time courtcously said that the white
men had got very fine bridges.

[ have never scen an old Native who. for things which



294.4 Out of Africa

moved by themselves without apparent interference by
man or by the forces of Nature, expressed anything but
distrust and a certain fecling of shame. 'T'he human mind
turns away its eve from witcharaft as from somcthmg un-
seemly. It may be forced to take an interest in the effects
of it, but it will have nothing to do with the inside
working, and no onc has ever tried to squeese out of a
witch the exact redipe tor her brew.

Once, when Denys and T had been up, and were land
ing on the plain of the farm. a very old Kikuvu came
up and talked to us:

You were up very high to-day,” he said, “we could
not sce you, only hear the acroplane sing like a bee”

I agreed that we had been up high.

‘Did vou see God?™ he ashed.

‘No, Ndwetti,” I said, "we did not see God!!

‘Aha, then you were not up high cnough,” he said
‘but now tell me: do vou think that vou will be able
to get up high enough to sce him?’

‘I do not know, Ndwetti.” I said.

‘And vou, Bedir,” he said, turning o Denvs, ‘what
do vou think? Will vou gct up high cnough in vow
acroplane to see Godz

‘Really T do not know.” said Denys,

"T'hen said Ndwettic ' do not know at all why vou
two go on flving.’
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THE WILD CAMLE TO THE AID
OF THE WILD

My Manager during the war had been buying up oxen for
the army. He told me that he had then, down in the
Masai Reserve, bought from the Masai a number of young
oxen, which were offspring ot Masair cattle and Buffalo.
[t is a much debated question whether it is possible to
(ross domiestic animals with the game; many pecople have
tried to’ create a type of small horse fitted to the country,
by breeding from Zebrva and horses, though I myself
have never seen such cross-breeds. But my \Lmager
assured ne that these oxen were really half-Buffalo. lhe}
had been, the Masai told him. a much l()n;,cr time growing
up than the ordinmy cattle, and the Masal, who were
proud of them, were by this time pleased to get rid of
them. as they were very wild.

It was tound to be hard work to train these oxen for
the waggon or plough. One strong voung animal amongst
them gave my Manager and his Native ox-drivers endless
trouble. He stormed against the men, he broke their
yokes, he foamed and bellowed: when tied up he shovelled
up carth in thick black clouds. he turned up the bloodshot
white of his ¢ves, and blood. the men said, was running
from his nose. "The man. like the beast. towards the end of
their stiuggle, was dead beat the sweat streaming down
his aching body.

“T'o break the heare of this ox,” my Manager narrated,
1 had him thrown in the bullocks’ paddock, with his
four legs tied hard together. and a rein round his muzzle,
and even then. as he was lving dumb on the ground, long
scalding jets of steam stood out from his nose and terrible
snorts and sighs came from his throat. I was looking
forward to sceing him under the voke for many years to
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come. I went to bed in my tent and I kept on dreaming
of this black ox. I was woken up by a big row, the
dogs barking and the Natives shouting and yelling down
by the paddock. Two herdboys came into my tent all
trembling and told me that they believed a lion had got in
amongst the oxen. We ran down to the place and took
lamps with us, and 1 myself brought my rifle. As we
came near to the paddock the noise died down a little.
In the light of the lamps T saw a speckled thing making
off. A lecopard had been at the tied-up ox, and had caten
the right hind-leg off him. We would never come to see
him in the voke now.

"Then, sad my Manager, ' took my rifle and shot the

OX.
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THE FIREFLIES

Here in the highlands, when the long rains are over,
and in the first week of June nights begin to be cold,
we get the fireflies in the woods,

On an cvening you will see two or three of them,
adventurous lonely stars floating in the clear air, rising
and lowering. as if upon waves, or as if curtseving. To
that rhythm of their Hight they Tighten and put out their
diminutive lamps. You may catch the insect and make it
shine upon the palm of vour hand, giving out a strange
light, @ mysterious message, it turns the flesh pale green
m a sl cirde round it The next night there are
hundreds and hundreds in the woods.

For some reason thev keep within a certain height,
tour or fine feet. above the ground It is impossible then
not to imagine that a whole crowd of children of six or
seven vears are running thiough the dark forest carry-
ing candles, Tittle sticks dipped in a magic fire, jovously
jumping up and down. and gambolling as they run,
and swinging themr small pale torches merrily. The woods
ate filled with a wild frolicsome life. and 1t is all per-
featdy silent.
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THE ROADS OF LIFE

When T was a child I was shown a picture,—a kind
of moving picture inasmuch as it was created before
your cyes and while the artist was telling the story
of it. 'This story was told, every time, in the same
words.

In a little round house with a round win-
dow and a little triangular gaden in front theve
lived a man.

Not far from the house there was a pond with
a lot of fish in it.

One night the man was woken up by a terrible
noise, and sct out in the dark to find the cause ol it.
He took the road to the pond.

Here the story-teller began to draw, as upon a
map of the movements of an army, a plan of the
roads taken by the man.

He first ran to the South. Here he stumbled
over a big stone in the middle of the road, and a little
farther he'fell imnto a ditch, got up, fell into o ditch, got
up, fell into a third ditch, and got out of that.

Then he saw that he had been mistaken. and
ran back to the North. But have again the noise scemed
to him to come from the South, and he again

ran back there. He first stumbled over a big stone in
the middle of the road. then a lidde later he fell into a
ditch, got up, fell into another ditch, got up, fell \in-
to a third ditch, and got out of that.

He now distinctly heard that the noise came
from the end of the pond. He rushed to the N
place, and saw that a big leakage had been made in 23
the dam, and the water was running out with all the -+
fishes in it. He sct to work and stopped the hole, and
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only when this had been done did he go back to bed.
When now the next morning the man looked out of his
little round window,—thus the tale was finished, as
dramatically as possible,—what did he sce?—
A stork!

-

T am glad that I have been told this story and
I will remember it in the hour of nced. The man
in the story was cruclly deceived, and had
obstacles put in his way. He must have thought:
What ups and downs! What a 1un of bad luck!’
He must have wondered what was the idea of all his QR
trials, he could not know that it was a stork. But
through them all he kept his purpose in view,
nothing made him turn round and go home, he
finished his course, he kept his faith, "That man
had his reward. In the moining he saw the stork. He must
have laughed out loud then.

The tight place, the dwk pit in which I am now
lying, of what bird is it the talon? When the design of
my life is completed, shall I, shall other people sec a
stork.

Infandum, Regina, jubes renovare dolorem. Troy in
flames, seven vears of exile, thirteen good ships lost.
What is to come out of it? 'Unsurpassed clegance, majestic
stateliness, and sweet tenderness.’

You arc bewildered when vou read the sccond article
of faith of the Christian Church: That He was crucified,
dead and buried. that He went down into Hell, and also
did risec again the third day, that He ascended into
Heaven, and from thence shall come again.

What ups and downs, as terrible as those of the man
in the story. What is to come out of all this?—The
sccond article of the Creed of half the world.

W
\\\\'
AN
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ESA’S STORY

At the time of the war I had a Cook named Esa, an
old man of much sense and a gentle disposition. One
day when I was in Mackinnon's grocery shop in Nairobi,
buvmg tea and spices. a small lady with a sharp face
came up to me and remarked that she knew Esa was in
my service; I said that it was so. ‘But he has been with
me before.” said the lady. ‘and I want him back.” T said
that T was sorrv about that, as she would not get him
‘Oh. T do not know about that,” she said. "My hushand
is a Government Official. Will vou please tell Fsa when you
go home, that I want him back, and that if he does not come
he will be taken for the Carrier Corps? T understand,’ she
added. ‘that vou have got enough servants without Fa’

I did not tell Esa of these happenings straight away,
only the next evening did T remember about them. and
told him that I had met his old mistress, and of what
she had said to me. To myv surprise Esa was immediateh
beside himself with fear and despair. ‘Oh, why did vou
not tell me at once, Memsahib!’ said he, ‘the lady will do
what she has told vou, and I must leave vou to-night.’
‘That is all nonsense,” I said. ‘I do not think that thev
can take you like that” ‘God help me,” said Fsa, ‘I am
afraid it may be too late alrcadyv.” ‘But what am I to do
for a Cook, Esa?’ I asked him. "Well," said Esa, ‘You will
not have me for a Cook cither when I am with the
Carrier Corps, nor when [ am lying dead, as T shall surely
then be very soon.’

So decp was the fear of the Carrier Corps in the people
in those days that Esa would not listen to anything I
had to say. He asked me for the loan of a hurricance
lamp, and set off in the night to Nairobi, with what
belongings he had in the world tied up in a cloth.
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Esa was away from the farm for ncarly a year. During
that time I saw him a couple of times in Nairobi and
once I passed him on the Nairobi road. He was growing
old and thin, and drawn in the face, in the course of
this ycar, his dark round hcad was going grey on the top.
[n the town he would not stop to speak to me, but when
we met on the flat road and I pulled up my car, he
put down the chicken-coop which he was carrying on his
head, and settled down to a talk.

He had, as before, a gentle manner, but all the same
he was changed, and it was now difhicult to get into con-
tact with him; he remained, all through our conversa-
tion, absent-minded, as it at a distance. He had been
ill-used by fate, and deadly frightened, and had had to
draw upon resources unknown to me, and through these
experiences he had become chastened or clarified. It
was line taiking with an old acquaintance who has entered
upon his novitiate in a monastery.

He asked me about things on the tarm, taking it, as
Native servants usually do, that his tellow-servants in his
absence were behaving as badly as possible to the white
master. “When will the war be over?” he asked me. 1
said that 1T had been wold that now it would not last
much longer. ‘If it Lists ten vears longer,” he said, ‘vou
must know that I shall have torgotten to make the
dishes you have taught me.’

The mind of the little old Kikuyu, upon the road
across the plains, was 1unning upon the same line as
that of Brillat Savarin, who said that if the Revolution
had Tasted five years longer, the art of making a chicken-
ragout would have been lost.

It was obvious that Esa's regrets were mainly on my
behalf, and to put an end to his commiserations I asked
him how he was himself. He thought my question over
for a minute, there were thoughts which had to be col-
lected from far away before he could answer. ‘Do you
remember, Memsahib?' he said in the end, ‘that you said
it was hard on the oxen of the Indian firewood-contractors
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to be inspanned every day, and never to have a whole
day’'s rest, as the farm oxen have got? Now, with the
lady, I am like an Indian firewood-contractor’s ox." Esa
looked away when he had spoken, apologetically,—Natives
have in themselves very little feeling for animals; my
saving about the Indian’s oxen probably had struck him
as very far-fetched. ‘1 hat now he should, on his own, come
back to it for himself, was to him an unaccountable
thing.

During the war it wgs to me a cause of much annoy-
ance that all letters, which I wrote or reccived, were
opened by a little sleepy Swedish Censor in Naivobi,
He can never have found anything the least suspicious
in them, but he came, I believe, within a monotonous
life, to take an interest in the people on whom they
turned, and to read my letters as you read a serial in a
magazine. I used to add in my own letters a few thieans
against our Censor, to be cartied out atter the end of
the war, for him to read. When the end of the war caune
he may have remembered these threats, ot he may on his
own have woken up and repented; inoany_case he sent
a runner to the farm with news ot the Armistice. T was
alone in the house when the runner arived; T owalked
out in the woods. It was very silent there, and it was
strange to think that it was silent on the fronts of France
and Flanders as well,- -all the guns had been sulled. In
this stillness Furope and Africa scemed near to one an-
other, as if you could have walked by the forest-path on
to Vimy Ridge. When I came back to the house T saw
a figure standing outside. It was Fsa with his bundle. He
at once told me that he had come back and that he had
Lrought me a present.

Esa’s present was a picture, framed and under glass,
of a tree, very carcfully penned down in ink, every one
of its hundred leaves painted a clear green. Upon each
leaf, in diminutive Arabic letters, a word was written
in red ink. I take it that the writings came out of the
Koran, but Esa was incapable of explaining what they
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meant, he kept on wiping off the glass with his sleeve
and assuring me that it was a very good present. He
told me that he had had the picture made, during his
year of trial, by the old Mohammedan priest of Nairobi,
it must have taken the old man hours and hours to print
it down.

" sa now stayed with me till he died.
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THE IGUANA

In the Reserve I have sometimes come upon the Iguana,
the big lizards, as thev were sunning themselves upon a
flat stone in a river-bed. They are not pretty in shape,
but nothing can be imagined more beautiful than then
colouring. 'They shine like a heap of precious stones or
like a pane cut out of an old church window. When, as you
approach, they swish away, there is a flash of azure,
green and purple over the stones, the colour seems to be
standing behind them in the air, like a comet’s luminous
tail.

Once I shot an Iguana. I thought that I should be able
to make some pretty things from his skin. A strange
thing happened then. that T have never afterwards for
gotten. As I went up to him. where he was lying dead
upon his stone, and actuallv while T was walking the
few steps, he faded and grew pale, all colour died out of
him as in one long sigh. and bv the time that T touched
him he was grey and dull like a lump of concrete. It was
the live impetuous blood pulsating within the animal,
which had radiated out all that glow and splendowm
Now that the flame was put out, and the soul had flown.
the Iguana was as dead as a sandbag.

Often since I have, in some sort, shot an Iguana, and
I have remembered the one of the Reserve. Up at
Mcru I saw a voung Native girl with a bracelet on, a
l-ather strap two inches wide, and embroidered all over
with very small turquoisc-coloured beads which varied
a little in colour and played in green, light blue and ultra-
marine. It was an extraordinarily live thing; it scemed
to draw breath on her arm, so that I wanted it for myself,
and made Farah buy it from her. No sooner had it
come upon my own arm than it gave up the ghost. It was
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nothing now, a small, cheap, purchased article of finery.
[t had been the play of colours, the duet between the
turquoise and the ‘négre’,—that quick, sweet, brownish
black, like peat and black pottery, of the native’s skin,—
that had created the life of the bracelet.

In the Zoological Muscum of Pictermaritzburg, I have
s 1, in a stuffed deep-water fish in a showcase, the
same combination of colouring, which there had survived
death; it made me wonder what life can well be like, on
the bottom of the sea, to send np something so live and
airy. I stood in Meru and looked at my pale hand and at
the dead bracelet, it was as if an injustice had been done to
a noble thing, as it truth had been suppressed. So sad
did it scem that T remembered the saving of the hero in a
book that T had read as a child: T have conquered them
all, but I am standing amongst ‘graves.’

In a torcign country and with foreign species of life
once should tike measures to find out whether things
will be keeping their value when dead. To the settlers
of Fast Aftica I give the advice: ‘For the sake of your
own cves and heart, shoot not the Iguana.’
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FARAH AND THE
MERCHANT OF VENICE

Once a friend at home wrote out to me and described
a new staging of “"TI'he Merchant of Venice!” In the
evening as I was reading the letter over again, the
play became vivid to me. and seemed to fill the house, so
much, that I called in Farah to talk with him about it
and explained the plot of the comedy to him.

Farah, like all people of African blood, liked to hem
a story told, but only when he was sure that he and |
were alone in the house, did he consent to listen to one
It was therefore when the housebovs were back in then
own huts, and any passer-by from the farm, looking in
through the windows, would have believed him and me
to be discussing houschold matters, that I narrated. and
he listened, standing up immovable at the end ot the
table, his scrious eves on my face.

Farah gave his full attention to the affairs of Antonio.
Bassanio and Shylock. Here was a big, complicated busi-
ness deal, somewhat on the verge of the law, the real
thing to the heart of a Somali. He asked me a question
or two as to the clause of the pound of flesh: it ob-
viously seemed to him an cccentric, but not impossible
agreement; men might go in for that sort of thing. And
here the story began to smell of blood,—his interest in it
rose. When Portia came upon the stage, he pricked his
ears; I imagined that he saw her as a woman of his
own tribe. Fatima with all sails set, cratty and insinuating,
out to outman man. Coloured people do not take sides in
a tale, the interest to them lies in the ingeniousness of the
plot itself; and the Somali, who in real life have a strong
scnse of values, and a gift for moral indignation, give these
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a rest in their fiction. Still, here Farah’s sympathy was with
Shylock, who had come down with the cash; he repugned
his defeat.

‘What?" said he. ‘Did the Jew give up his claim? He
should not have done that. The flesh was due to him,
it was little enough for him to get for all that money.’

‘But what clse could he do,” I asked, ‘when he must
not take one drop of blood?’

‘“Memsahib,” said Farah, ‘he could have used a red-
hot knife. T hat brings out no blood.

‘But,” I said, "he was not allowed to take either more
or less than one pound of flesh!

‘And who,” said Farah, ‘would have been frightened by
that, exactly a Jew? He might have taken little bits at a
time, with a small scale at hand to weight it on, till
he had got just one pound. Had the Jew no friends to
give him advice?’

All Somalis have in their countenance something ex-
ceedingly dramatic. Farah, with the slightest change of
micn and carriaze, now ok on a dangerous aspect, as
if he were really in the Court of Venice, putting heart
into his friend or partner Shyvlock, in the face of the
crowd of Antonio’s friends, and of the Doge of Venice
himself. His eves flickered up and down the figure of
the Merchant before him, with the breast bared to the
knife.

‘Look, Memsahib,” he said, ‘he could have taken small
bits, very smalll He could have done that man a lot
of harm, even a long time before he had got that one
pound of his flesh.”’

[said: ‘But in the story the Jew gave it up!’

Yes, that was @ gieat pits, Memsahib,” said Farah.
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THE ELITE OF BOURNEMOU'TH

I had as neighbour a setder who had been a doctor
at home. Once, when the wife of one of my houseboys
was about to dic in childbirth, and I could not get into
Nairobi, because the long rains had ruined the roads,
[ wrote to mv neighbour and asked him to do me the
great service to come over and help her. He very kindh
came, in the midst of a terrible thunderstorm and torrents
of tropical rain. and, at the last moment, by his skill,
he saved the life of the woman and the child.

Afterwards he wrote me a letter to say, that although
he had for once, on my appeal. treated a Native, T must
understand that he could not ler that sort of thing occn
again. I myself would fully realize the fact, he felt con-
vinced, when he informed me that he had before now
practised to the Elite of Bournemouth.
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OF PRIDE

" he ncighbourhood of the Game Reseive and the
presence, outside our boundary, ot the big game, gave
a particuiac character to the farm, as it we had been the
neighbours of a great king. Very proud things were about,
and made their nearness felt.

I'he barbarian loves his own pride, and hates, or dis-
believes in, the pride ot others. I will be a civilized
being, 1 will love the pride ot my adversaries, of my
servants, and my lover; and my house shall be, in all
humility, in the wilderness a avilized place.

Pride s tatth in the idea that God had, when he made
us. .\ proud man is conscious of the idea, and aspires to real-
ize it. He does not stiive towards a happiness, or comfort,
which may be inelevant o God's idea of him. His success
iy the idea ol God, successtully carried through, and he is in
love with his destiny. As the good citizen finds his happiness
i the tulhlment ot his duty to the communaty, so does the
proud man find his happiness in the fulfilment of his fate.

People who have no pride are not aware of any idea of
God in the making of them, and sometimes thoy inake vou
doubt that there has ever been much of an idea, or clse it
has been lost, and who shall find it again? Thev have got to
aceept as suceess what others warrant to be so. and to take
their happiness, and even their ewn selves, at the quotation
of the dav. They wemble, with reason, before their fate.

Love the pride of God beyond all things, and the
pride of your neighbour as vour own. The pride of
lions: do not shut them up in Zoos. The pride of your
dogs: lct them not grow fat. Love the pride of vour
tellow-partisans, and allow them no self-pity.

Love the pride of the conquered nations, and leave
them to honour their father and their mother.
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THE OXEN

Saturday afternoon was a blessed time on the farm.
First of all, there would now be no mail in ull Monday
afternoon, so that no distressing business letters could
reach us till then, and this fact in itself seemed to close
the whole place in, as within an cnceinte. Secondly,
evervbody was looking forward to the day of Sunday,
when they would rest or play all the dav, and the Squatters
could work on their own land. The thought of the oxen
on Saturday pleased me more than all other things. |
used to walk down to their paddock at six o’clock. when
they were coming in after the dav’s work and a few houry'
grazing. ‘lTo-morrow, I thought. they would do nothing
but graze all day.

We had one hundred and thirtv-two oxen on the fanm,
which meant cight working teams and a few spare oxen.
Now in the golden dust of the sunset they cume wandering
home across the plain in a long row, walking scdately,
as they did all things: while I sat sedately on the fence
of the paddock, smoking a cigarette of peace, and watching
them. Here came Nyose, Ngufu and Faru, with Msungu.
which mecans a white man. The diivers also often give
to their teams the proper names of white men, and Dela-
mere is a common name in an ox. Here came old Malinda.
the big yellow ox that I liked best of the lot; his skin
was strangely marked with shadowy figures, like starfishes.
from which pattern perhaps he had his name, for Malinda
means a skirt.

As in civilized countries all people have a chronic
bad conscience towards the slums, and feel uncomfortable
when they think of them, so in Africa you have got a
bad conscience, and feel a pang, when you think of the
oxen. But towards the oxen on the farm, 1 felt as, |
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suppose, a king will be feeling towards his slums: ‘You
are I, and I am you.'

The oxen in Africa have cdarried the hcavy load of
the advance of European civilization. Wherever new
land has been broken they have broken it, panting and
[,ulling; knee-deep in the soil before the ploughs, the
long whips in the air over them. Where a road has been
made they have made it; and they have trudged the
iron and tools through the land, to the yelling and
shouting of the drivers, by tracks in the dust and the
long grass of the plains, before there ever were any
roads. They have been inspanned before daybreak, and
have sweated up and down the long hills, and across
dungas and river-beds, through the burning hours of
the dayv. ‘The whips have marked their sides, and you
will ofteir see oxen that have had an eye, or both of
them, taken away by the long cutting whip-lashes. The
waggon-oxen of many  Indian and  white contractors
worked everv day, all their lives through, and did not
know of the Sabbath.

[t is a sttange thing that we have done to the oxen.
I'he bull is in a constant stage of fury, rolling his eves,
shovelling up the carth. upset by everyvthing that gets
within his range of vision.-—still he has got a life of his
own, fire comes from his nostrils, and new life from his
loins; his davs aie filled with his vital cravings and satis-
factions. All of that we have taken away from the oxen,
and in reward we have claimed their existence for our-
selves. The oxen walk along within our own daily life,
pulling hard all the time. creatures without a life, things
made for our use. T'hey have moist, limpid, violet
eves, soft mussles, silky cars, they are patient and dull
in their ways; somctimes they look as if they were think-
ing about things.

There was in my time a law against bringing a waggon
or cart on the roads without a brake, and the waggon-
drivers were supposed to put on the brakes down all the
long hills of the country. But the law was not kept; half
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the waggons and carts on the roads had no brakes to them,
and on the others the brakes were but rarely put on. This
made downhill work terribly hard on the oxen. They had
to hold the loaded waggons up with their bodics, they laid
their heads back under the labour until their horns
touched the hump on their back: their sides went like a
pair of bellows. I have many times scen the carts of the
firewood merchants which came along the Ngong Road,
going into Nairobi the one after the other, like a long
caterpillar, gain speed down the hill in the Forest Reserve,
the oxen violently zig-zagging down in front of them. 1
have also seen the oxen stumble and fall under the weight
of the cart, at the bottom of the hill.

The oxen thought: ‘Such is life, and the conditions
of the world. They are hard, hard. It has all to be borne,-
there is nothing for it. It is a terriblv dificult thing
to get the carts down the hill, 1t is a matter of life and
death. It cannot be helped.’

If the fat Indians of Nairobi, who owned the cats,
could have brought themselves to pav two Rupees and
have the brakes put in order, or if the slow young
Native driver on the top of the loaded cart, had had it
in him to get off and put on the brake, if it was there,
then it.could have been helped, and the oxen could
have walked quictly down the hill. But the oxen did not
know, and went on, day after day, in their heroic and
desperate struggle, with the conditions of life.
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OF THE TWO RACES

" e relation between the white and the black race in
Africa in many ways resembles the relation between the
LWO SCXCS.

If the one of the two sexes were told that they did
not play any greater part in the life ot the other sex,
than this other sex plavs within their own existence,
they would be shocked and hurt. If the lover or the
husband were told that he did not play any greater part
in the life of his wife or his mistress, than she played in
his own existence, he would be pussled and indignant.
If & wite o1 4 mistress were told that she did not play
any greater part in the life of her husband or her lover,
than he played in her lite, she would be exasperated.

The real old-time men’s story that was never meant
to get to the cars of women, goes to prove this theory;
and the talk of the women, when they sit amongst them-
selves and know that no man can hear them, goes to
prove it.

The tales that white people tell you of their Native
servants are conceived in the same spirit. 1t they had
been told that they plaved no more important part in
the lives of the Natives than the Natives plaved in their
own lives, they would have been highly indignant and
ill at casc.

If vou had told the Natives that they plaved no greater
part in the lite ot the white people than the white people
played in their lives, thev would never have believed
you, but would have laughed at vou. Probably in Native
circles, stories are passing about, and being repeated,
which prove the all-absorbing interest of the white people
in the Kikuyu or Kavirondo, and their complete depen-
dence upon them.
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A WAR-TIME SAFARI

When the war broke out, my hushand and the two
Swedish assistants on the farm volunteered and went
down to the German border, where a provisional In.
telligence Service was being organized by Lord Delamere,
I was then alone on the farm. But shortly afterwards
there began to be talk of a Concentration Camp for the
white women of the country; they were believed to be
exposed to danger from the Natives. T was thoroughly
frightened then, and thought: If T am to go into a
ladies’” Concentration Camp in this country for months—
and who knows how long the war is going to last?>—I
shall die. A few davs later 1 got the chance to go, with a
voung Swedish farmer, a ncighbour of ours, to Kijabe.
a station higher up the railwav line, and there to be in
charge ot a camp to which the runners from the border
brought in their news, which had then to be telegraphed
on to Headquarters in Nairobi.

At Kijabe T had mv tent near the station, amongst
stacks of firewood for the railwav engines. As the runners
came in at all hours of the dav or night, I came to
work much together with the Goan Stationmaster. He
was a small, mild man, with a burning thirst for know-
ledge, unaffected by the war around him. He asked me
many questions of my country, and made me teach him
a little Danish, which he thought would at some time
come in highly useful to him. He had a small boy of
ten, named Victor; one day as I walked up to the stauon,
through the trellis-work of the Verandah, I heard him
going on teaching Victor his grammar; ‘Victor, what is
a pronoun?—What is a pronoun, Victor?—You do not
know?—Five hundred times have I told you!’

The people down by the border kept on demanding
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pmvisions and ammunition to be sent to them; my hus-
band wrote and instructed me to load up four ox-waggons
and to send them down as soon as possible. But I must
not, he wrote, let them go without a white man in charge
of them, for nobody knew where the Germans were,
and the Masai were in a state ot high excitement at the
ide~ of war, and on the move all over the Reserve. In
those days the Germans were supposed to be cverywhere,
and we kept sentinels by the great railway bridge of
Kijabe to prevent them blowing it up.

I engaged a voung South African, by the name ot
Klapprott, to go with the waggons, but when they were
Al loaded up. on the evening before the expedition was
to start off, he was arrested as a4 German, He was not a
German, and could prove it so that only a short time
atterwards he got out ot the anest and changed his name.
But at that hour I saw in his arrestation, the finger of
God, tor now there was nobody but me to take the waggons
through the country. And in the carly morning. while the
old constellations of the stars were still out, we set off
down the long endless Kijabe Hill, with the great plains
of the Masai Reserve, -iron-grey in the faint light of the
dawne--spread at our teet. with lamps tied under the
waggons. swinging, and with much shouting and cracking
ot whips. I had tour waggons. with a full team of sixteen
oxen to cach, and five spare oxen, and with e twenty-
one young Kikuvus and three Somalis: Farah, Ismail.
the gun-bearer, and an old ok also named Ismail, a
very noble old man. My dog Dusk walked by mv side.

It was a pity that the police. when arresting Klapp-
vott, had at the same time arrested his mule. I had not
been able to recover it in all Kijabe, so that for the first
few days I had to walk in the dust beside the waggons.
But later I bought a mule and saddle from a man whom
I met in the Reserve, and again some time after a mule
for Farah.

I was out then for three months. When we came down
to our place of destination, we were sent off again to col-
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lect the stores of a big Amcrican shooting Safari that
had been camping ncar the border, and had left in a
hurry at the news of the war. From there the waggons
had to go to new places. T learned to know the fords and
water-holes of the Masai Reserve, and to speak a little
Masai. The roads evervwhere were unbelievably bad,
deep with dust, and barred with blocks of stone taller
than the waggons; later we travelled mostly across the
plains. T'he air of the African highlands went to my head
like wine, I was all the time slightly drunk with it, and
the joy of these months was indescribable. T had been
out on a shooting Safari betore. but I had not till now
been out alone with Africans.

I'he Somali and 1. who telt responsible for the Govern-
ment’s property, lived in constant tear of losing the oxen
from lions. I'he lions were on the road, following after the
big transports of supplies of sheep and provisions, which
now continually weire travelling along it to the border. In
the carly mornings, as we diove on, we could sce, for a
long way, the fresh spoor of the lions in the dust, upon
the waggon-tracks ot the r1oad. At night, when the oxen
were outspanned, there was always a risk of lions round
the camp frightening them, and making them stampede
and spread all over the country, where we would never
find them again. So we built tall circular fences of thorn-
tices round our outspanning and camping places, and sat
up with rifles by the camp-fires.

Here both Farah and Ismail, and old Ismail himself,
felt at such a safe distance from civilization that their
tongues were loosened, and they would narrate strange
happenings of Somaliland, or tales out of the Koran, and
the Arabian Nights. Both Farah and Ismail had been to
sea, for the Somali are a seafaring nation, and were, 1
believe, in old days, great pirates of the Red Sea. 'T'hey
explained to me how every live creature on the carth has
got its replica at the bottom of the sea: horses, lions,
women and Giraffe all live down there, and from time
to time have been observed by sailors. 'T'hey also recounted
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tales of horses which live at the bottom of the rivers
of Somaliland, and at full-moon nights come up to the
gr;nss-land to copulate with the Somali mares grazing therc,
and breed foals of wonderful beauty and swiftness. The
vault of the nocturnal sky swung back over our heads as
we sat on, new constellations of stars came up from the
Eas:. 'The smoke from the fire in the cold air carried long
Sparks with it, the fresh firewood smelt sour. From time
to time the oxen suddenly all at once stirred, stamped and
squeezed together, sniffing up in che air, so that old Ismail
would climb on to the top of the loaded waggon, and
there swing his lamp. to observe and to frighten off
anvthing that might be about outside the fence.

We had many great adventures with lions: ‘Beware
ot Siawa,” said the Native leader of a transport going
North, whom we met on the road. ‘Do not camp here.
'heve are two hundied lions at Siawa.” So we tried to
get past Siawa before nightfall, and hurried on, and as
haste makes waste on a Safart more than anvwhere else,
about sunset a wheel of the last waggon stuck on a big
stone, and it could go no farther. While T was now hold-
ing the lamp to the people working to lift it off, a lion
took one ol our spare oxen not three vards from me.
By shouting and «racking the whips, for my rifles were
with the Safari, we managed to frighten off the lion,
and the ox. that had run awav with the lion on his back,
came back to us, but it had been badly mauled, and died
@ couple of davs later.

Many other strange things happened to us. At one
time an ox drank up all our sapply of paraffin, died on
us, and left us without light of any kind until we got to
an Indian dhuka in the Reserve, deserted by the owner.
where strangely some ot the goods were still untouched.

We were for a week camped close to a big camp of
the Masai Morani, and the young warriors, in war-paint,
with spears and long shields. and head-dresses of lion-
skin, were round my tent day and night, to get news of
the war and of the Germans. My own people of the
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Safari liked this camp, because here they bought milk
from the Morani's herd of cattle that trekked about
with them and was herded by the young Masai boys,
the Laioni, who as vet are too young to become warriors
The juvenile Masai soldier-girls. very lively and pretry,
came into my tent to call on me. They would always
ask for the loan of my hand-mirvor, and, when the
held it up to one another, they bared their two rows of
shining teeth to the mitror, like angry young carnivora

All news of the movements of the enemy had to pass
through Lord Delamere’s camp. But Lord Delimere was
moving all over the Reserve in such incredibly swift
marches. that nobodyv ever knew where his camp was o
be found. T had nothing to do with Intelligence Work.
but I wondered how the ssstem worked for the people
cmploved in it. Once my wav took me within a couple
of miles of Lord Delamere’s camp, and T rode over with
Farah and had tea with him. "The place. although he was
to break camp next dav. was like a dity, swarming with
Masai. For he was alwavs very friendIlv with them, and
in his camp they were so well vegaled that it had become
like the lion's den of the fable: all footsteps turning
in and nonc out. A Masat runner, sent with a letter
to Lord Delamere’s camp, would never show  himself
again with an answer. Lord Delamere, in the centre of the
stir, small, and exceedingly polite and courteous as ever,
his white hair down on his shoulders, seemed eminenth
at case here, told me cvervthing about the war, and
offcred me tea with smoked milk in it, after the Masai
fashion.

My people showed great forebemance with mv ignor-
ance of oxen, harness and Safari wavs; they were indeed
as keen to cover it up as I was myself. They worked
well for me all through the Safari, and never grumbled,
although in my inexperience I asked more of cveryone,
both men and oxen, than could really be expected of
them. They carricd bath-water for me on their heads a
long way across the plain, and when we outspanned at
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noon. they constructed a canopy against the sun, made
out of spcars and blankets, for me to rest under. They
were a little scared of the wild Masai, and much disturbed
by the idea of the Germans, of whom strange rumours
went about. Under the cincunmstances T was to the ex-
pedition, T believe, a kind of Guardian Angel, or mascot.

oix months before the outbreak of the war, T had
first come out to Africa, on the same boat as General
von Lettow Vorbeck, who was now the highest in com-
mand of the German forces in East Afiica. I did not
tnow then that he was going to be a haro, and we had
made hiiends on the journev. When we dined together
in Mombasia., betore he went tarther on o Tanganyika
and T went up country, he gave me a photograph of him-
selt 1in unitorm and on horsehack. and wiote on it

D Paradis auf Fode

Ist auf dem Rucken des Pferde’
Und die Gesundhert dev Lethes
Am Busen dey Wethes®

Farah, who had come to meet me in Aden. and who
had seen the General and been aware that he was my
friend, had wiken the photograph with him on the Satari
and  kept it with the monev and  the kess ot the
expedition to show to the German soldiers 1t we were
made prisoncers. and he attached great value o it.

How beautiful weire the evenings of the Masai Reserve
when after sunset we airived at the river or the water-
hole where we were to outspan, travelling in a long
file. The plains with the thorntrees on them were already
quite dark, but the ann was filled with clarity.—and
over our heads. to the Wost. a single star which was to
gtow big and radiant in the course of the night was now
just visible, like a silver point in the sky of citrine topaz.
Fhe air was cold to the lungs, the long grass dripping
wet, and the herbs on it gave out their spiced astringent
scent. In a little while on all sides the Cicada would
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begin to sing. T'he grass was me, and the air, the distant
invisible mountains were me, the tired oxen were me.
I breathed with the slight night-wind in the thorntrees

After three months I was suddenly ordered home. As
things began to be systematically organized and regular
troops came out from Europe. my expedition, T believe,
was found to be somewhat irreguln. We went back,
passing our old camping-places with heavy hearts.

This Satari lived for a long time in the memory ol
the farm. Later on I had many other Safaris, but tor
some reason,—cither because we had at the time been
in the service of the Government. a sort of Ofhicial our-
selves, or because ot the war-like atmosphere about it,
—this particular expedition was dear to the hearts of
the people who had been on it. Lhose who had been
with me then came to look upon thenbselves as a Safarn
aristocracy.

Many years afterwards they would come up to the
house and talk about the Safari, just to treshen up then
memory of it. and to go through one or another of ow
adventures then.
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THE SWAHELI NUMERAL SYSTEM

At the time when I was new in Africa, a shy young
Swedish dairy-man was to teach me the numbers in
Swaheli. s the Swaheli word for nine, to Swedish ears,
has a dubious 1ing, he did not like to tell it to me, and
when he had counted: “seven, cight,” he stopped, looked
away, and said: “They have not got nine in Swaheli.’

‘You mean,” I said, ‘that they can only count as far as
cight?’

‘Oh, no,” he said quickly. “They have got ten, cleven,
twelve, and so on. But they have not got nine.’

‘Docs that work?” I asked, wondering. *What do they
do when they come to nincteen?’

“I'hey have not got nincteen either,” he said, blushing,
but very firm, ‘nor ninety. nor nine hundred.'—for these
words in Swaheli are constructed out of the number
nine,——'But apart fiom that they have got all our num-
bers.’

The idea ot this system tor a long time gave me much
to think of, and for some reason a great pleasure. Here.
I thought, was a pcople who have got originality of mind,
and courage to break with the pedantry of the numeral
serics.

One, two and three are the only three sequential
prime numbers, I thought. so mayv cight and ten be the
only sequential even numbers. Pu)plc might try to prove
the existence of the number of nine by arguing that it
should be possible to multiply the number of three with
itsclf. But why should it be so? If the number of two has
got no square root. the number of three may just as well
be without a square number. If you work out the sum
of digits of a number until you reduce it to a single figure,
it makes no difference to the results if you have got the
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number of nine. or any multiple of nine, in it from the
beginning. so that here nine may really be said to be
non-existent, and that, T thought, spoke for the Swaheli
svstem.

It happened that T had at that time a houseboyv, Zachai,
who had lost the fourth finger of his left hand. Perhaps,
[ thought, that is a common thing with Natives, and
is done to facilitate their arithmetic to them, when the
are counting upon their fingers.

When T began to develop my ideas to other people.
I was stopped. and enlightened. Yeo T have «ill got the
feeling that there eoxists a Native ssstem of numeral
characters without the number of nine i i, which o
them works well and by which vou can find out mam
things.

I have. in this connection, remembered an old Danish
clergvman who declared to me that he did not beliew
that God had created the Eighteenth Centuny
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‘T WILL NOT LET THEE GO
EXCEPT THOU BILESS ME’

When in Africa in Mach the long rains begin after
four months of hot, diy weathar, the richness of growth
and the freshness and fiagrance evaywhere are over-
whelming.

But the farmer holds back his heart and dares not
trust to the generosity of natwe, he listens, dreading to
hear a decrease in the 1oar ot the talling rain. ‘The water
that the carth is now drinking in must bring the farm,
with all the vegetable, anmmal and human life on it,
through four rainless months to come.

It is a lovely sight when the 1oads of the farm have all
been turned into streams of running water, and the
farmer wades through the mud with a singing heart,
out to the Howering and dripping coffee-fields. Bue it
happens in the middle of the vainy scason that in the
cvening the stars show themselves through the thining
clouds; then he stands outside his house and stares up,
as it hanging himself on to the sky to milx down more
rain, He aies to the skv: Give me enough and more
than cnough. My heart iy bared to thee now. and T will
not let thee go except thou bless me. Drown me if you
like, but kill me not with caprices. No cottus interruptus,
heaven, heaven!”

Sometimes a cool, colourless dav in the months after
the rainy scason calls back the time of the marka mbaya,
the bad year, the time of the drought. In those days the
Kikuyu used to graze their cows round my house. and
a boy amongst them who had a Hute, from time to time
played a short tune on it. When [ have heard this tune

again, it has recalled n one single moment all our
fe
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anguish and despair of the past. It has got the salt taste
of tears in it. But at the same time I found in the tune,
uncxpectedly, surprisingly, a vigour, a curious swccetness,
a song. Had those hard times really had all these in them?
There was youth in us then, a wild hope. It was during
those long days that we were all of us merged into
unity, so that on another planct we shall recognize one
another, and the things «ry to cach other, the cuckoo clock
and my books to the lean-leshed cows on the lawn and
the sorrowful old Kikuyus: ‘You also were there. You
also were part of the Ngong farm.” 1 hat bad time blessed
us and went away.

The friends ot the tarm came to the house, and went
away again. ‘They were not the kind of people who stay
for a long time in the same place. They were not the
kind of pcople cither who grow old. they died and nevea
came back. But they had sat contented by the fne, and
when the house, closing round them, said: 1T will not
let you go except you bless me,” they laughed and blessed
it, and it let them go.

An old lady sat in a pany and talked of her life
She declared that she would Iike to hive it all over agamn.
and held this fact to prove that she had lived wisels. |
thought:. Yes, har life has been the sorte of lite that
should rcally be taken twice betore you can say that vou
have had it. An arictta vou can take da capo, but not a
whole picce of music, -not a ssmphony and not a hve
act tragedy cither. If 1v is taken over again it is because
it has not gone as it ought to have gone.

My life, T will not let you go except you bless e,
but then I will let you go.
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THE ECLIPSE OF THE MOON

One year we had an edipse of the moon. A short time
before it was to take place I had the following letter
from the ;oung Indian Stationmaster of Kikuyustation : —

‘Hoxotrep Mabasm. 1 have heen kindly instructed
that the light of the sun is going to be put out for seven
days running. Leave alone the railway trains, 1 beg you
kindly inform me, as I belicve that nobody else will
kindly inform me. whether during this period T shall
leave my cows to graze in the surroundings, or shall I
collect «beminto the stabler T have the honour to be,
Madam. Your obedient servant, PaTEL)
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NATIVES AND VERSE

‘The Natives, who have a strong sense of rhythm, know
nothing of verse, or at least did not know anything before
the times of the schools. where thev were taught hymns,
One cvening out in the maize-ficld, where we had been
harvesting maise. breaking off the cobs and throwing
them on to the ox-carts, to amuse myself. T spoke to the
field labourers, who were mostlv quite voung. in Swaheli
verse. There was no sense in the verse, they were made
for the sake of the rhvme: - "Ngumbe na-penda chumbe,
Malava mbava. Wakamba na-kula mamba.” The oxen
like salt—whores me bad, - he Wakamba do cat snakes
It caught the interest of the bovs, thev formed a ring
round me. They were quick to understand that the mean-
ing in poetry is of no consequence, and they did not
question the thesis of the verse, but waited eagerly for
the rhyvme, and laughed at it when it came T tried to make
them themselhves find the rhvine and finish the poem when
I had begun it, but they could not, or would not, do that,
and turned away their heads. As they had become used to
the idea of poctry. they begged: ‘Speak again. Speak
like rain.” Why thev should feel verse to be like rain 1
do not know. It must have been, however, an expression
of applause, since in Africa 1ain is alwass longed for and
welcomed.
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OF THE MILLENNIUM

at the time when the near return of Christ to the
earth had become a cartainty, a Committee was formed
to dedide vpon the anrangements tor His reception. After
some discussion, it sent out a circuln which prohibited
all waving and throwing about of palm-branches as well
as all cries of ‘Hosanna!’

When the Millennium had been going on for some
time, and joy was univarsal, Christ one evening said to
Peter that He wanted, when evervthing was quiet, to
go out for a shore walk with him alone.

‘Where do vou want to go, mv Loid?’ Peter asked.

‘I should Like,” answered the Lord, ‘just to take a walk

from the Practorium, along thai long road, up to the
Hill of Calvaav’
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KITOSCH’S STORY

Kitosch’s story has been in the papers. A case rose
from it, and a jury was set to go through it trom begin-
ning to end, scarching for enlightenment; some of the
enlightenment will still be found in the old documents.

Kitosch was a young Native in the seivice of a young
white settler of Molo. One Wednesday in June, the
settler lent his brown mare to a hiend, o ride to the
station on. He sent Kitosch there to bring back  the
mare, and told him not to ride her, but to lead her. But
Kitosch jumped on to the mare, and rode her back, and
on Saturdayv the scttler, his master, was told of the offence
by a man who had scen it. In punishment the settler,
on Sunday afternoon, had Kitosch flogged, and atterwards
ticd up in his store. and here late on Sunday night
Kitosch died.

Upon the matter the High Court was set i Nakuru.
in the Railway Institute, on the 1st of August.

The Natives, who gathered and sat 1ound the Railway
Institute, will have been wondering what it was all about.
To their mind the case was plain, for Kitosch had died.
of that there was no doubt, and, according to Native
ideas, a compensation for his death should now be made
to his people.

But the idea of justice of Furope varies from that of
Africa, and, to the jury of white men, the problem of
guilt and innocence at once presented itself. The verdic
in the case might be one of murder, of manslaughter.
or of grievous hurt. The Judge reminded the jury that
the degree of an offence rests upon the intentions of the
persons concerned, and not upon the results. What, then,
had been the intentions, and the attitude of mind, of
the persons concerned in the Kitosch case?
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To decide upon the intention and attitude of mind of
the settler, the court had him cross-examined for many
hours a day. 'T'hey were trying to make up a picture of
what had happened, and brought in all the details that
they could lay hands on. It is in this way written down
that when the settler called Kitosch, he came, and stood
th-ee yards away. 'T'his insignificant detail in the report
is of great cffect. Here they are at the opening of the
drama, the white and the black man, at three yards’
distance.

But from now on, as the story advances. the balance
of the picture is broken, and the figure of the settler is
blurred and grows smaller. It cannot be helped. It be-
comes only an accessory figure in a great landscape, a
pale puny face, it loses its weight, and looks like a figure
cut out in paper, and it is blown about, as by a draught,
by the unknown freedom to do what it likes.

The scttler stated that he began by asking Kitosch
who had given him permission to ride the brown mare,
and that he repeated this question forty to fifty times;
he admitted ac the same time that nobody could pos-
sibly have given Kitosch any such permission. Here
his perdition begins. In England he would not have
been able to ask a question forty to fifty times, he would
have been stopped. in one way or the other. long before
the forticth time. Here in Africa were people to whom
he could shriek the same question fifty times over. In
the end Kitosch answered that he was not a thief, and
the settler stated that it was as a result of the insolence
of the answer that he had the bov flogged.

At this point the report has got a second irrclevant,
and effective, derail. Tt savs that during the flogging. two
Europcans, who are designated as friends of the settler,
came over to sec him. They looked on for ten minutes,
or a quarter of an hour. and walked away.

After the flogging the settler could not let Kitosch go.

Late in the evening, he tied Kitosch with a rein, and
locked him into his store. When the jury asked him
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why he did so, he gave an answer that had no sense, he
said that he wanted to keep such a boy from running
about on the farm. After supper, he went back to the
store, and found Kitosch Iving unconscious a little way
from where he had tied him up, with the reins loosened.
He called in his Baganda cook, and with his assistance
tied up the bov tighter than before, with his hands
fastened to a post at his back, and with his right leg
tied to a post in front. He left the store, locking the
door, but half an hour later went back there, got hold of
his cook and the Kitchen-Poto, and let them into the
store. Then he went to bed, and the next thing he re
membered, he said. was that the Toto came from the
store, and told him that Kitosch had died.

The jury kept in mind the words that the degree of
of an offence rests upon the intention, and looked for an
intention. 'hey went into a number of detatled questions
about the flogging of Kitoseh, and about what happened
after, and as vou read the papers vou seem to see them
shake their heads.

But what now had been the intention and the attitude
of mind of Kitosch? T'his. when gone into. was found
to be a different thing. Kitosch had had an intention,
and in the-end it came to weigh in the scales of the case.
It can be said that by his intention, and his attitude ot
mind. the African, in his grave. saved the Furopean.

Kitosch had not much opportunity for expressing his
intention. He was locked up in the store, his message,
therefore. comes vers simply. and in a single gesture.
The night-watch states that he «ried all night. But it
was not so, tor at one o'dock he walked with the Toto,
who was in the store with him. He indicated to the child
that he must shout to him. because the flogging had made
him dcaf. But at once o’clock he asked the Toto to loosen
his feet, and explained that in any case he could not run
away. Whtn the Toto had done as he asked him, Kitosch
said to him that he wanted to die. At four, the child said.
he again said that he wanted to die. A little while after,
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he rocked himscelf from side to side, cried: ‘I am dead!’
and died.

T'hree doctors gave evidence in the case.

T'he Districe Surgeon, who had done the post mortem
examination, pronounced death to be due to the injuries
and wounds that he had found on the body. He did not
believe that any immediate medical attention could have
saved Kitosch's life.

The two doctors from Nanobi, called in for the defence,
were, however, of a different mind.

The Hlogging in itself, thev held, was not sufficient to
have caused death. An important factor came into the
matter, not to be dgnored: that was the will to die.
On this point, the hrst doctor stated, he could speak
with authority, for he had been in the country twenty-
five veuns, and knew the Native mind. Many medical
men could support him that the wish to die, in a Native,
had actually caused death. In the present case the matter
was particularly clear. for Kitosch had himself said that
he wanted to dic. The second dector bore him up in this
point of view.

It was very likelv, the doctor now went on, that if
Kitosch had not taken this attitude. he would not have
died. I, for instance. he had caten something, he might
not have lost courage, for starvation is known to reduce
comage. He added that the wound on the lip might not
be due to a kick, but might be just a bite by the boyv
himself, in severe pain.

The doctor, furthermore. did not believe that Kitosch
would have made up his mind to die till after nine
o'clock, as by that time he seemed to have tried to escape.
Neither had he died till after nine o’clock. When he had
been caught in the attempt to escape, and had been
tied up again, the fact of being a prisoner. the doctor
said, might have weighed on his mind.

The two doctors from Nairobi summed up®their view
of the case. 'T'he death of Kitosch, they held, was due
to the flogging, to starvation, and to the wish to die. the
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latter being the subject of special emphasis. 'I'he wish to
die might, they considered, have been caused by the
cffects of the flogging.

After the doctors’ evidence, the case turned upon what
was called in Court "T'he wish-to-dic theory.”-'T'he District
Surgeon, who was the only once who had seen Kitosch's
body, rejected the theory, and gave examples of cancer
patients of his practicc who had wished to die but all
the same had not died. These people, however, were
found to have been Europeans.

The Jurv in the end gave a verdict of: Guilty of
gricvous hurt. The same verdict was applied to the
Natives accused, but it was considered that as they had
acted under the orders of their master, a Furopean. it
would be an injustice to imprison them. The Judge im:
posed a sentence of two vears R.I. on the settler, and of
one dav on cach of the Natives.

It scems to vou. as vou read the case through, a
strange, a humiliating fact that the Furopeans should
not. in Africa. have power to throw the Atrican out of
existence. The country is his Native land, and whatever
vou do to him. when he goes he goes by his own free
will, and because he does not want to stay. Who is to
take the responsibility for what happens in a house?
I'he man who owns it, who has inherited it.

By this strong sense in him of what is right and
decorous, the figurce of Kitosch. with his firm will to die,
although now removed from us by many years, stands
out with a beauty of its own. In it is embodied the
fugitiveness of the wild things who are. in the hour
of need, conscious of 4 refuge somewhere in existence:
wio go when they like; of whom we can never get hold.
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SOME AFRICAN BIRDS

Just at the beginning of the long rains, in the last
ween of March, or the first week of April, [ have heard
the nightingale in the woods of Africa. Not the full
song: a few notes only,  the opening bars of the con-
certo, a rchearsal, suddenly stopped and again begun. It
was as if, in the solitude of the dripping woods, some
one was, in a tree, tuning a osmall Ccello. It was, how-
ever, the same melody, and the same abundance and
sweetness, as were soon to hll the forests of Europe.
from Sicily to Elsinore.

We had the black and white storks i Africa, the
birds that build their nests upon the thatched village
roofs of Northan Europe. Lhey look less imposing in
Africa than they do there, tor here thev had such tall
and ponderous buds as the Marabout and the Sceret-
ary Bird o be compared to. T'he storks have got other
habits in Africa than in Ewope. where they live as in
married couples and are symbols of domestic happiness.
Here they are seen together in big flights, as in clubs.
I hey are called locust-birds in Africa, and follow along
when the locust come upon the land. living high on them.
Lhey fly over the plains, too. where there is a grass-fire
on, circling just in front of the advanding line of small
leaping Hames. high up in the scintillating rainbow-
coloured air, and the grey smoke. on watch tor the mice
and snakes that run from the e, The storks have a
gay time in Africa. But their veal life is not here, and
when the winds of spring bring back thoughts of mating
and nesting, their hearts are turned towards the North,
they remember old times and places and th off. two
and two, and are shortly after wading in the cold bogs of
their birth-places.
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Out on the plains, in the beginning of the rains,
where the vast stretches of burnt grass begin to show
fresh green sprouting, there are many hundred plovers.
The plains always have a maritime air, the open horizon
vecalls the Sea and the long Seasands, the wandering
wind is the same. the charred grass has a saline smell,
and when the grass is long it runs in waves all over the
land. When the white cunation Howers on the plains
vou remember the chopping  whitespecked  waves all
round you as you are tacking up the Sund. Que on the
plains the plovers likewise take on the appearance of
Sea-birds, and behave like Seasbinds, on a beach, legging
it, on the close grass, as fast as they can tor a short time,
and then rising before your horse with high shuill shuicks,
so that the lighe skv s all alive with wings and birdy’
voices.

The Crested Cranes, which come on to the newlh
rolled and planted muaize-land. to steal the maize out of
the ground, make up for the robbers by being birds of
good omen, announcing the rain: and also by dandang to
us. When the wll birds are together in Luge numbers,
it is a hne sight to see them spread their wings and
dance. There s much stvle in the dance, and a httle
affectation. for why, when they can fly, do they jump up
and down gy it thev were held on to the carth by mag-
netsm? ‘The whole ballet has a sacred ook, hike some
ritual dance: perthaps the aanes are making an attempt
to join Heaven and carth like the winged angels walking
up and down Jacob’s Ladder. With their delicate pale
grey colouring, the littde black velvet skull-cap and the
fan-shaped aown. the cranes have all the air of light.
snirited trescoes. When, atter the dance, they 1ift and go
awa , to keep up the sacred tone of the show they give
out, by the wings o1 the voice, a dear ringing note, as
if a group of church bells had taken to the wing and were
sailing offs You can hear them a long way away, even
after the birds themselves have become invisible in the
skv: a chime from the couds.
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The Greater Hornbill was another visitor to the farm,
and came there to cat the fruits of the Cape-Chestnut
tree. 'They are very strange birds. It is an adventure or an
experience to meet them, not altogether pleasant, for they
look exceedingly knowing. One morning before sunrise 1
was woken up by a loud jabbering outside the house, and
when T walked out on the terrace I'saw forty-one hornbills
sitting in the trees on the lawn. There they looked less
like birds than like some fantastic articles of finery set
on the trees here and there by a child. Black they all
were, with the sweet, noble black of Africa, deep dark-
ness absorbed through an age, like old soot, that makes
vou feel that for clegance, vigour and vivacity no eolour
rivals black. All thv Hornbills were talking together in
the merriest mood, but with choice deportinent, like a
party of inheritors after a funeral. ‘T he morning air was
as clear ws avstal, the sombre party was bathing in fresh-
ness and purity, and, behind the trees and the birds, the
sun came up, a dull red ball. You wonder what sort of a
day vou are to get after such an earlv morning.

The Flamingoes aie the most delicatelv coloured of
all African bivds, pink and red like a flying twig of
an Oleander bush. T'hes have incredibly long legs and
bizaire and recherchd curves of their necks and bodies.
as if from some exquisite traditional prudery thev were
making all attitudes and movements in life o+ difficult
as possible.

I once travelled from Port Said to Marseilles in a
French boat that had on board a consignment of a hundred
and fifty Flamingoces, which were going to the Jardin
d’Acclimatation in Marseilles. "Thev were kept in large
dirtv cases with canvas sides, ten in each, standing up
close to one another. The keeper. who was taking the
birds over, told me that he was counting on losing twenty
per cent 0( them on a trip. They were not nmdc for that
sort of lite, in rough weather theyv lost their balance, their
legs broke, and the other birds in the cage trampled on
them. At night when the wind was high in the Mediter-
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rancan and the ship came down in the waves with a
thump, at cach wave I heard, in the dark, the Flamin-
goes shrick. Every morning, I saw the keeper taking out
one or two dead birds, and throwing them overboard.
The noble wader of the Nile, the sister of the lotus,
which floats over the landscape like a stray cloud of sun-
cet, had become a slack cluster of pink and red feathers
with a pair of long. thin sticks attached to it. The dead
birds floated on the water for a short time, knocking up
and down in the wake of the ship before they sank.
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PANIA

T'he Dcerhound, from having lived for innumerable
genaations with man, have acquired a human sense of
humour, and can laugh. Then idea of a joke is that of the
Natives, who are amused by things gomng wrong. Perhaps
you cannot get above this dass of humour, until you
also get an art, and an established Church.

Pania was Dusk’s son. I walked with him one day near
the pond, where there was a row ot tall, thin blue-
gum trees, when he ran away from mc up to one of the
tices and came back again halt-way, to make me come
with him. I went up to the tree, and saw a Serval-cat
sitting high up n it. The Serval-cats take vour chickens,
so that I shouted to a Toto walking by, and sent him up
to the house for my gun, and when I had it brought,
I shot the Serval cat. She came down from her great
height with a thump, and Pama was upon her in a
second, shaking her and pulling her about, very pleased
with the performance.

Some time after I again came by the same road, past
the pond; I had been out to shoot partridge, bue had
got none, and both Pania and T were downcast. All at
once Pania flew up to the farthest tree of the row, barking
round it in a state of the highest excitement, then rushed
bak to me, and again back to the tree. 1 was pleased
that I had got mv gun with me, and at the prospect
of a second Serval-cat, for they have got pretey. spotted
skins. I ran up to the tee. But, when I looked up. there
was a black domestic cat sitting, very angrv, as high up
as possible in the swaving top of the wree. I lowered my
gun. ‘Pania,” I said, ‘you fool! It's a cat.’

As I turned round to Pania, he stood at a little dis-
tance, looking at me and splitting his sides with laughter.
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When his eyes met mine he pushed up to me, danced,
wagged his tail, whined, put his fecet on my shoulders,
and his nosc to my face, then jumped back again to give
free course to his laughter.

He expressed by pantomime: ‘I know. I know. It
was a tame cat. I knew all the time. Indeed, you must
excuse me. But if you only knew the figure you cut,
rushing up to a tame cat with a gun!’

All that day. from time to time, he went through the
same agitation of mind, and the same behaviour, ex-
pressing the most overwhelmingly friendly feelings to
wards me, and then withdrawing a Little o bave an
unhindered laugh.

And insinuating note came into his fuiendliness. "You
know,” he said. “that in this house 1t 1s only you and
Farah that I ever Laugh at”’

Even in the evening when he was asleep. in front of
the fire, T heard him in his sleep groaning and whim
pering a little with laughter. T believe that he remem
bered the event a long time atter, when we passed the
pond and the trees
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ESA’S DEATH

Fsa who was taken away from me during the war,
after the armistice ¢ame back and lived on the farm
peacefully. He had a wife by the name of Mariammo,
a thin, black. hard-working woman. who carried fire-
woad to the house. Feaa was the gentlest servant 1 ever
had, and quarrelled with nobody.

But something had happened to ke in his exile, and
he had come back changed Sometimes T was afraid that
he might imperceptiblv die on me, like a plant that has
had its roots cut through.

Fsa wias v Cook, but he did not like to cook, he
wanted to be a gardener Plants were the only things for
which he had preserved aoveal live interest But while 1
had another gadener T had no otha Cook, and so held
back Fsa in the kitchen T had promised him that he
should go back to his gudanwork, but T kept him off
from month to month F«i on his own had dammed in
A bit of ground by the river. and planted it as a surprise
to me. But as he had been alone ar o and was not a
strong man, the dam was not sohd enough, ar' in the
long rains 1t went away altogether,

The first disturbance ot his quiet non-existence came
upon Esa when his brother died in the Kikuva Reserve
and Teft him a black cow By then it became evident
how much Eswi had been sucked out by life. he could
no longer stand up to anv strong mantifestation of it
In particular, T beheve. he could not quite stand happi-
ness. He asked me for three davs' leave to go and fetch
the cow, and, on his return, T saw that he had been
stirred and hatassed, like the hands and feet® of people

who have been benumbed by cold. and brought into a
warm room.
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All Natives are gamblers, and under the illusion, created
bv the black cow, that from now fortune was going to
smile on him, Esa began to develop a terrible confidence
in things, he had great dreams. He felt that life was
before him still; he decided to take a new wife. When
he told me of his plan. he was already negotiating with his
future father-in-law. who lived on the Nairobi road, and
had a Swaheli wife. I tried to make him change his mind.
"You have got a verv good wife.” I said to him, “and your
head is alreadv grev. vou cannot be needing another. Stay
with us now and live in peace.” Esa took no offence at
my arguments. the litde gentle Kikuyu stood np erect
before me. and in his vague wav stuck to his dedision
Shortly after, he brought his new wife, Fatoma, to the farm

That Esa should ever hope for any good to come from
his new marriage. showed that he had lost his judgment
The bride was vers voung, hard. and sulky, dressed in
the Swaheli fashion, with the lasciviousness of her mother's
nation. but with no gracefulness or gaicty in her. But
Esa’s face was radiant with triumph, and great plans,
he was behaving, in his innocence. like a man on the
verge of General Paralvsis. Mariammo, the patient shive,
kept in the background, and seemed unconcerned.

It is possible that E<i had now a short time of great
ness and rejoicement, but it did not last, and his peace
ful existence on the farm went to pieces through his
new wife. A month after the wedding she ran awa
from him. to live with the Native soldiers in the barracks
of Nairobi. For a long time Fsa used to ask for a day’s
leave to go into town and fetch her back, and in the
evening 1eturned with the dark, reluctant girl. The first
e he went confidently and verv decided, he would
get her,—what about it, was she not his lawful wife?
Later he walked off in a bewildered, sad research of his
dreams and the smile of fortune.

‘What do you want her back for, Fsa?' I said to him.
‘Let her go. She does not want to come back to vou,
and no good will come from this.’
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But Esa had not got it in him to let her go. Towards
the end he came down in his expectations of life, and
it was simply the monctary value of his woman that he
sought to retain. 'he other boys laughed at him, when
he trudged off, and told me that the soldiers laughed at
him, too. But Esa had never paid much attention to
what other people thought of him, and in any case he
was past it now. He wene in persistently and faithfully to
recover his lost property, as a man will go in search of
a4 TUILIWAY (OW.

Onc morning  Fatoma informed my houschoys  that
Esa was sick, and could not cook that day, but he would
be up nexte day, she said. But late in the afternoon the
bovs came tn and told me that Fatoma had disappcared,
and that Esa had been potsoned and was dying. When
[ came out, they had canied him, on his bed, out in the
square hecween the bovs™ huts. Tt was obvious that he
had not got long to Iive. He had been given some sort of
Native poison, similar to strychnime, and must have
sutfered tenibly i his hut, under the eves of the mur-
derous voung  wite. until she telt that she had safels
fimished him, and had made off He still had a few spasms
that contracted his body, but he was all rigid and cold. like
A dead man. His face was much changed. and froth, mixed
with blood, 1an out fiom the corners of his pale-blue
mouth. Farah had gone to Narobi in the ¢ so that
I could not get Esa i o the hospital, but T do not think
that I should have done that i any case: there was no
help for him.

Before he died Esa looked at me for a long time, but
[ do not know if he recognized me. With the conscious-
ness in his datk, animal-like eves now went the remem-
brance of the counuy such as I had alwavs wished to
have known it, when it had been like a Noah's Ark.
with the game all round the little Native boy herding his
tather’s goats on the plain. I held his hand.* 2 human
hand, a strong ingenious tool, which had held weapons,
planted vegetables and flowers, caressed: which 1 had
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taught to make omelettes. Would Esa himself hold his
lifc to have been a success or a failure? It would have
been difficult to tell. He had gone along his own little,
slow, twined paths and had been through many things,
always a peaceful man.

When Farah came home he took much trouble to have
Fya buried with the full orthodox ceremonial, for he
had been a pious Mohammedan. The Priest, whom we
called out from Nairobi. could not come till next even-
ing, so that Esa’s funcral took place at night, with the
Milky Way on the skyv, and lamps in the funeral proces-
ion. His grave was walled up, in the Mohammedan was.
under a big wee in the torest. Mariammo now came for-
ward and took her plice amongst the mourners, and
bewailed Esa loudlv in the night air.

Farah and 1 held a coundil as to what we ought to do
about Fatoma, and we dedided to do nothing. Tt evidently
went against Farah to take steps to have a woman
punished by the law. I gathered from him that the
Mohammedan law does not hold a4 woman to account
Her husband s responsible for what she does, and must
pav the fine for what misfortunes she causes, as he must
pav the fine for what damage his horse may do. But if
the horse throws the owner and kills him? Well ves.
Farah agrees. that s a sad acadent. After all, Fatoma
herself had had reason to complain about her fate, now
she would be lefr to fulhil 1t as she chose to. in the
barracks of Nairobi



h2r g

OF NATIVES AND HISTORY

I'be people who expect the Natives to jump joviully
from the stone age to the age of the motor cars, forget
the toil and labour which our own fathers have had, to
bring us all through history up to where we are.

We can make motor-cars and acroplanes, and tcach
the Natives to use them. But the true love of motor-cars
cannot be made. in human hearts, in the turn of a hand.
[t takes centuries to produce it and it is likely that
Socrates, the Crusades, and the French Revolution, have
been needed in the making. We of the present day, who
love our maichines, cannot quite imagine how  people
in the old days could live without them. But we could
not make the Athanasian Creed, or the technique of
the Mass, or of a bveact nagedv, and perhaps not
cven of a sonnet. And it we had not found them
there ready tor our use. we should have had to do
without them. Still we must imagine. since they have
been made at all, that there was a time when the hearts
of humanity  cried out for these things. and when
a deeply felt want was relieved  when thov were
made.

Father Bernard came over on his motor bicvcle one
dav, his bearded face all beaming with bliss and triumph.
to lunch with me. and to bring me tidings of great joy.
The dav before, he told me. nine voung Kikuvu, from
the Church of Scotland Mission, had come and asked
to be received into the Roman Catholic Church, because
they had. upon meditation and discussions. come to hold
with the doctiine of the Transubstantiation. of that
Church.

All the people whom 1 told of this happening laughed
at Father Bernard, and explained that the young Kikuyus
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had scen a chance of higher wages, or lighter work, or
of getting a bicycle to ride on, at the French Mission, and
had thercfore invented their conversion in regard to the
I'ransubstantiation. For we ourselves, they said, cannot
understand it, and we do not even like to think about it,
so that to the Kikuvu it must be altogether inadmissible.
But it is not quite sure that it is so; Father Bernard
knew the Kikuvus well. 'The minds of the young Kikuyu
mav now be walking on the shadowy paths of our own
ancestors, whom we should not disown in their eyes, who
held their ideas about the Transubstantiation very dear
Those people of five hundred years ago, were in their day
offered higher wages. and promotion. and easier terms of
life, even sometimes their very lives, and to everything
they preferred their conviction about the ransubstan
tiation. Thev were not offered a bicvde, but Father
Bernard himself. who had got a motor bicvele, attached
less value to 1t than to the comversion of the nine
Kikuvus.

The modern white people in Aftica believe in evolu-
tion and not in anv sudden creative act. T hey might then
run the Natives through a short practical lesson of history
to bring them up to where we e, We took these nations
over not quite forty svears ago: it we compare that
moment to- the moment of the birth of the Lord, and
allow them to catch up with us. three vears to our hun-
dred, it will now be time to send them out Saint Francis
of Assisi. and in a few vears Rabelais. They would love
and apprediate both better than we do, of our centurs
They liked Aristophanes when some years ago I tried to
translate to them the dialogue between the farmer and his
ssn.out of “The Clouds.” In twenty years they might be
rcauy for the Encvclopaedists, and then they would come,
in another ten years, to Kipling. We should let them have
dreamers, philosophers and pocts out, to prepare the
ground fot Mr. Ford.

Where shall they find us then? Shall we in the mean-
time have caught them by the tail and be hanging on to
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it, in our pursuit of some shade, some darkness, prac-
tising upon a tomtom? Will they be able to have our
motor-cars at cost price then, as they an now have the
doctrine of the ‘T'ransubstantiation?
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THE EARTHQUAKE

One year, about Christmas, we had an earthquake;
it was strong cnough to turn over a number of native
huts, it was probably ot the power of an angry clephant.
It came in three shocks, cach of them luosted a few
scconds, and there was a pause of a few scconds in
between them. Dhese intervals gave people time to form
their idcas of the happening.

Denys Finch-Hatton, who was at the time camped in
the Masai Reserve, and was sleeping in his lorry, told
me when he came back, that as he was woken up by the
shock he thought 2\ rhino has got underneath the lorry
I myself was in my bedroom going to bed when the
.nthqu.nke came. At the first tug 1 thought, ‘A lcopard
has got up on the rool.” When the second shock came,
I thought, ‘I am going to die, this is how it feels to
dic.” But in the short stillness between the sccond and
the third shock, I realized what it was, it was an earth-
quake, and I had never thought that 1 should live to
sce that. For a moment now I believed that the carth-
quake was over. But when the third and last shock of it
came, it brought with it such an overwhelning fecling
of joy that T do not remember ever in my life to have
been more suddenly and thoroughly transported.

The heavenly bodics, in their courses, have in their
power to move human minds to unknown heights of
delight. We are not gencrally conscious of them; when
their idea is suddenly brought back, and actualized to
us, it opens up a tremendous perspective. Keppler writes
of what he felt when, after many years’ work, he at last
found the laws of the movements ot the plancts:

‘I give myself over to my rapture. The die is cast.
Nothing I have ever felt before is like this. I tremble.
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my blood leaps. God has waited six thousand years for
a looker-on to his work. His wisdom is infinite, that of
which we are ignorant is contained in him, as well as
the little that we know.’

Indeed it was exactly the same transport which took
hoitd of me and shook me all through, at the time of the
carthquake.

The fecling of colossal pleasure lies chiefly in the
consciousness that something which you have reckoned
to be immovable, has got 1t in it to move on its own.
I'hat 1s probably onc of the strongest sensations of joy
and hope in the world. T'he dull globe, the dead mass,
the Earth itselt, rose and stretched under me. It sent
me out a message, the slightest touch, but of unbounded
significarce. It laughed so that the Native huts fell down
and cried: £ pur st muove.

Early next morning, Juma brought me my tea and
said: “T'he King of England is dead!”

[ asked him Low he knew.

‘Did vou not, Memsahib.” he said, ‘feel the earth
toss and shake last night? ©That means that the King
of England 1s dead”

But luckily the King of England lived for mansy vears
after the earthquake.
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GEORGE

On a cargo-boat to Africa I once made friends with
a little boy named Grorge, who was travelling out with
his mother and his young aunt. One day, on the deck,
he detached himself from his women and, {ollowed by
their eves, walked up to me. He announced that it was
his birthday next day, he would be six years old, and
his mother was going to ask the English passengers for
tea, would I come, he said?

‘But T am not English. George,” said L

"What are vou?" he asked, in great surprise

‘I am a Hottentot,” T said.

He stood up straight. and looked at me very gravely.

‘Never mind,” he said, T hope vou will come.’

He walked back to his mother and aunt and an
nounced to them in a nonchalant way, but with so much
firmness that it cut short any objection: ‘She iy a Hot
tentot. ‘But I want har”
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KEJIKO

[ once had a fat riding-mule that [ had named Molly.
‘The mule-Sice gave her another name, he called her
Kejtko, which means ‘the spoon,” and when I asked
him why he called her the spoon. he answered: ‘Because
she looks like a spoon.” 1 walked all round her to find
out what he had in his mind. but to me she did not
look, from any side, the least like a spoon.

Some time after I happened to be driving Kejiko,
with three other mules, v a cart. When T got up in
the driver's high scat, 1 had a kind of bird's eve view
of the mules. Then I saw that the Sice had been right.
Kejiko was unnsuaily narrow across the shoulder and
had broad plump hindquarters. she looked very much
like a spoon with the rounded side up.

If Kamau and Sice and mvself had cach been paint-
ing a portrait of Kejiko, the pictures would have been as
different as possible. But God and the angels would have
seen her as Kamau saw her. He that cometh tiom above
is above all. and what he hath seen that he testifieth.
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THE GIRAFFES GO TO HAMBURG

[ was staving in Mombasa in the house of Shetk Ah
bin Salim. the Lewali of the coast, a hospitable, chival-
rous old Arab gentleman.

Mombasa has all the look ot a picture of Paradise.
painted by a small child. The deep Sea-arm round the
iand forms an ideal harbour: the land s made out of
whitish coral-cliff grown with broad green mango trees
and fantastic bald grev Baobab trees. The Sea at Mom
basa is as blue as a cornflower, and. outside the inlet to
the harbour. the long breakers of the Indian Ocean draw
a thin crooked white line. and give out a low thunde
even in the calmest weather. The narrowstreeted town
of Mombasa is all built from coral-rock, in pretty shades
of buff. rose and ochre, and above the town rises the
massive old Fortress, with walls and embrasure, where
three hundred years ago the Portuguese and the Arabs
held out against one another: it displays stronger colours
than the town, as if it had, in the course of the ages.
from its high site drunk in more than one stormv sun-
set.

The flambovant red Acacia flowers in the gardens of
Mombasa, unbelievably intense of colour and delicate of
leaf. T he sun burns and scorches Mombasa: the air is
salt here, the breese brings in every dav fresh supplies ol
brine from the Fast. and the <oil itself is salted so that
very little grass grows, and the ground is bare like a
dancing-floor. But the ancient mango trees have a dense
dark-green foliage and give benignane shade; they create
a circular pool of black coolness underncath them. More
than any* other tree that I know of, they suggest a place
to meet in, a centre for human intercourse; they are
as sociable as the village-wells. Big markets are held under
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the mango trees, and the ground round their trunks is
covered with hen-coops, and piled up water-melons.

Ali bin Salim had a pleasant white house on the main-
land, at the curve of the Sca-arm, with a long row of
stoie steps down to the Sca. There were guests’ houses
alongside it, and in the big room of the principal build-
g, behind the Verandah, thae were wollected many
fine Arab and English things: old ivory and brass, china
rrom Lamu. velvet armchairs, photographs, and a large
gramophone. Amongst these, inside a satin-lined casket,
were the remnants of o full weasset in dainty English
china of the torties. which had been the wedding-present
of the yvoung Queen of England and her Consort, when
the Sultan ot Zanzibar's son manied the Shah of Persia’s
daughter, Phe Queen and the Prince had wished the
married couple such happiness as they were themselves
enjoying.

"And were thev as happyv?' T asked Sheik Ali when
he took out the little cups. one by one. and placed them
on the table to show them to me.

"Alis no,” said he. “the bride would not give up riding.
She had brought her horses with her, on the dhow
that carried her vousscau. But the people of Zanzibar
did not approve of ladies riding. here was much trouble
about it. and, as the Princess would sooner give up her
husband than her horses, in the end the marriage was
dissolved and the Shah's daughter went back to Persia)’

In the harbour of Mombasa 'av a rusty German cargo-
steamer, homeward bound. I passed her in Ali bin
Salim’s rowing boat with his Swaheh rowers, on my way
to the island and back. Upon the deck there stood a
tall wooden case, and above the edge of the case rose the
heads of two Giraffes. 'hey  were. Farah, who had
been on board the boat, told me, coming from Portu-
guese East Africa, and were going to Hamburg, to a
travelling Menagerie. .

The Giraffes turned their delicate heads from the one
side to the other, as if they were surprised. which they
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might well be. They had not seen the Sea before. They
could only just have room to stand in the narrow case.
I'he world had suddenly shrunk, changed and closed
round them.

They could not know or imagine the degradation to
which they were sailing. For they were proud and inno-
cent creaturcs, gentle amblers of the great plains; they
had not the least knowledge of captivity, cold, stench,
smoke. and mange, nor of the terrible boredom in a
world in which nothing is ever happening.

Crowds, in dark smelly clothes, will be coming in
from the wind and sleet of the streets to gaze on the
Giraffes, and to realize man’s superiority over the dumb
world. T'hey will point and laugh at the long slim necks
when the graceful, patient, smoky-cved heads are raised
over the railings of the menagerie: they look much too
long in there. I'he children will be frightened at the
sight and cry, or they will fall in love with the Giraffes.
and hand them bread. Then the fathers and mothers
will think the Giraffes nice beasts. and believe that they
are giving them a good time.

In the long years before them, will the Giraffes some-
times dream of their lost country? Where are they now.
where have they gone to, the grass and the thorn-trees.
the rivers and water-holes and the blue mountains? "I'he
high sweet air over the plains has litted and withdiawn
Where have the other Guaffes gone to, that were side
by side with them when they set going, and cantered over
the undulating land? They have left them, they have all
cone, and it seems that they are never coming back.

In the night where is the full moon?

The Giraffes stir, and wake up in the caravan of the
Menagerie, in their narrow box that smells of rotten
straw and becr.

Good-bye, good-bye, T wish for you that you may
dic on the journey, both of you, so that not one of the
little noble heads, that are now raised, surprised over
the edge of the case, against the blue sky of Mombasa,
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shall be left to turn from one side to the other, all alone,
in Hamburg, where no onc knows of Africa.

As to us, we shall have to find someone badly trans-
gressing against us, before we can in decency ask the
Giiaffes to forgive us our transgressions against them.
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IN THE MENAGERIE

About a hundred vears ago. a Danish traveller to Ham
burg. Count Schimmelmann, happened to come upon a
small itinerant Menagerie, and to take a fancy to it
While he was in Hamburg, he every dav set his way
round the place, although he would have found it difficult
to explain what was to him the real attraction of the dirty
and dilapidated caravans. The truth was that  the
Menageric responded to something within his own mind
It was winter and bitterly cold outside. In the sheds the
keeper had been heating the old stove until it was a clear
pink in the brown darkness of the corridor, alongside the
animals’ cages. but still the draught and the raw air
picrced people to the bone.

Count Schimmelmann was sunk in contemplation of
the Hvena. when the proprictor of the Menagerie came
and addressed him. The proprictor was a small pale
man with a fallen-in nose. who had in his davs been a
student of theology. but who had had to leave the faculn
after a scandal. and had since step by step come down
in the world.

‘Your Excellency does well to look at the Hvena!
said he. ‘It is a great thing to have got a Hyena to Ham-
burg, where there has never been one till now. All
"fvenas, vou will know, are hermaphrodites, and in Africa,
where they come from. on a full-moon night they will
meet and join in a ring of copulation wherein each indi-
vidual takes the double part of male and female. Did
you know that?’

‘No,’” said Count Schimmelmann with a slight move-
ment of disgust.

‘Do you consider now, Your Excellency,’ said the show-
man, ‘that it should be, on account of this fact, harder
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to a Hyena than to other animals to be shut up by itself
in a cage? Would he feel a double want, or is he,
because he unites in himselt the complementary qualities
of creation, satisficd in himsclf, and in harmony? In other
wo.s, since we are all prisoners in life, are we happier,
or morc miscrable, the more talents we possess?’

‘It is a curious thing,” said Count Schimmelmann, who
had been following his own thoughts and had not paid
attention to the showman, “to realize that so many hun-
dred, indeed thousands of Hyenas should have lived and
died, in order that we should. in the end, get this one
specimen here, so that people in Hamburg shall be able to
know what a Hyena is like, and the naturalists to study
trom them.”

Fhaoy moved on to look at the Giraffes in the neigh-
bouring cage.

“1he wild animals,” continued the Count, ‘which run
in a wild Landscape. do not really exist. This one, now,
exists, we have got a name tor it, we know what it is
like. "I he others might as well not have been, still they
are the lage majority, Nature s extravagant.’

I'he showman pushed back his worn fur-cap, under-
neath it he himself had not got a hair on his head. "T'hey
see one another.” he said.

‘Exen that mav be disputed.” said Count Schimmel-
mann atter a shore pause. " These Giraftes, for instance,
have got square minkings on the skin. 'he Giraffes.
looking at one another. will not know a square and
will comsequently not see a square. Can they be said
to have seen one another at all?”

The showman looked at the Giraffe for some time
and then said: ‘God sees them!”

Count Schimmelmann smiled. " I'he Giraffes?” he asked.

‘Oh yes, vour Excellenay.” said the showman, ‘God
sees the Giraffes. While they have been running about
and have plaved in AMrica, God has been watching them
and has taken a pleasure in their demeanour. He has
made them to please him. It is in the Bible, your Ex-
Ke
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cellency,” said the showman. ‘God so loved the Giraffe
that He created them. God has Himself invented the
square as well as the circle, surely your Excellency cannot
deny that, He has scen the squares on their skin and
everything else about them. The wild animals, your
Excellency, are perhaps a proof of the existence of God.
But when they go to Hamburg,’ he concluded, putting
on his cap, ‘the argument becomes problematic.’

Count Schimmelmann who had arranged his life ac-
cording to the ideas of other people, walked on in silence
to look at the snakes, close to the stove. 'The showman,
to amuse him, opened the case in which he kept them,
and tried to make the snake within it wake up; in the
end, the reptile slowly and sleepily wound itselt round
his arm. Count Schimmelmann looked at the group.

‘Indeed, my good Kannegicter,” he said with a little
surly laugh, ‘if you were in my service, or if I were king
and you mv minister. you would now have your dis-
missal.’

The showman looked up at him nervously. ‘Indeed,
Sir, should I?’ he said, and slipped down the snake into
the case. ‘And why, Sirz If I may ask so,” he added after
a momeht.

‘Ah, Kannegieter, vou are not so simple as you make
out,” said the Count. "Why? Bedause, my friend, the
aversion to snakes is a sound human instinct, the people
who have got it have kept alive. The snake is the dead-
liest of all the enemies of men, but what, except ow
own instinct of good and cvil, is there to tell us so?
The claws of the lions, the size, and the tusks, of the
Elephants, the horns of the Buffaloes, all jump to the
eye. But the snakes are beautiful animals. The snakes
are round and smooth, like the things we cherish in
life, of exquisite soft colouring, gentle in all their move-
ments. Only to the godly man this beauty and graceful-
ness are ip themselves loathsome, they smell from perdi-
tion, and remind him of the fall of man. Somcthing
within him makes him run away from the snake as from
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the devil, and that is what is called the voice of con-
scicnce. 'The man who can caress a snake can do any-
thing.” Count Schimmelmann laughed a little at his own
course of thoughts, buttoned his rich fur-coat, and turned
to leave the shed.

‘Ihe showman had stood for a little while in deep
thoughts. ‘Your Excellency,” he said at last, ‘you must
needs love snakes. There is no way round it. Out of
my own expericence in life, I car tell you so, and indeed
it is the best advice that I can give you: You should
love the snakes. Keep in your mind, your Excellency,
how often,—keep in mind, your Excellency, that nearly
every time that we ask the Lord for a fish, he will give
us a serpent.’
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FELLOW-TRAVELLERS

At the table on the boat to Africa T sat between a
Belgian going to the Congo. and an Englishman who
had been eleven times to Mexico to shoot a particular
kind of wild mountain-sheep, and who was now going out
to shoot bongo. In making conversation on both sides,
I got mixed up in the languages, .and when T meant
to ask the Belgian if he had travelled much in his life,
I asked him: Adwvezvous beavcoup travarllé dans votre
vie? He took no offence but, diawing out his tooth-pick.
he answered gravelyv: Enormément, Madame. From this
time he made it his object to tell me of all the Tabours
of his life. In cversthing that he discussed, a certain
expression came back: Notre misaon. Notre grande
mission dans le Congo.

One evening. as we were going to plav cards, the
English, traveller told us about Mexico and of how a
verv old Spanish ladv. who Iived on a lonely farm in
the mountains, when she heard of the arrival of a stran-
ger, had sent for him and ordered him to give her the
news of the world. ‘Welll men fly now, Madame,” he
said to her.

‘Yes, T have heard of that.” said she, “and 1T have had
many arguments with myv priest about it. Now you can
enlighten us. sir. Do men fhv with their legs drawn up
under them, like the sparvows, or stretched out behind
them, like the storks?’

He also, in the course of our talk, made a remark
about the ignorance of the Natives of Mexico, and of
the schools there. The Belgian, who was dealing, paused
with the dast card in his hand, looked piercingly at the
Englishman, and said: Il faut enseigner aux négres
@ étre honnétes et a travailler. Rien de plus. lLaying
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down the card with a bang on the table, he repeated
with great determination: Rien de plus. Rien. Rien.

Rien.
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THE NATURALIST AND
THE MONKEYS

A Swedish Professor of Natural History came out to
the farm to ask me to intervene for him with the Game
Department. He had come to Africa, he told me, to find
out at what phase of the embryo state the foot of the
monkeys, that has got a thumb to it, begins to diverge
from the human foot. For this purposc he meant to go and
shoot Colobus monkeys on Mount Elgon.

‘You will never find out from the Colobus monkeys,’
I said to him, ‘they live in the tops of the cedar trees,
and are shy and difficult to shoot. It would be the greatest
luck should you get the embryo you want.’

The Professor was hopeful, he was going to stay out
till he had got his foot, he said, even if it was to be for
years. He had applied to the Game Department for per-
mission to shoot the monkeys he wanted. The permission
he was, in view of the high scientific object of his
expedition, certain to get, but so far he had had no
reply.

‘How many monkeys have you asked to be allowed
to shoot?’ I asked him.

He told me that he had, to begin with, asked for
pet raission to shoot fifteen hundred monkeys.

Now I knew the pcople at the Game Department,
and I assisted him to send in a second letter, asking for
a reply by return of post, since the Professor was keen
to get off on his research. The answer from the Game
Department did, for once, come by return of post. The
Game Department, they wrote, were pleased to inform
Professor Landgreen that, in view of the scientific object
of his expedition, they had seen their way to make
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an exception from their rules, and to raise the number
of monkeys on his licence from four to six.

I had to read the letter over twice to the Professor.
When the contents at last were clear to him, he became so
downcast, so decadly shocked and hurt, that he did not
say a single word. To my expressions of condolence he
made no reply, but walked out of the house, got into
his car and drove away sadly.

When things did not go so much against him, the
Professor was an cntertaining talker, and a humorist.
In the course of our debates about the monkeys he en-
lightened me upon various facts and developed many of
his idecas to me. Onc day he said: ‘I will tell you of a
highly intercsting experience of mine. Up at Mount
Elgon, I {cnind it possible to believe for a moment in
the existence of God, what do you think of that?’

[ said that it was interesting, but I thought: There is
another interesting question which is,—Has it been pos-
sible to God, at Mount Elgon, to believe for a moment
in the existence of Professor Landgreen?
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used to the whistle, he wanted to know how it worked.
He did not, to this purpose, look at the whistle itself,
but when he had whistled for the dogs and they came,
he scrutinized them with knit brows as if to find out
wnerc they had been hit. After this time Karomenya
took a great liking to the dogs, and often, so to say, had
the loan of them, taking them out for a walk. I used,
when he walked off with them on a lead, to point to
the place in the Western sky where the sun should be
standing by the time that he must be back, ard he
pointed to the same place, and was always very punctual.

One day, as I was out riding, I saw Karomenya and
the dogs a long way away from my housc, in the Masai
Reserve. He did not sec me, but thought that he was
all on his own and unobserved. Here he let the dogs
have a run, and then whistled them in, and he repeated
the performance threc or four times, while I watched
him from my horse. Out on the plain, where he thought
that nobody knew, he gave himself up to a new idea
and aspect of life.

He carried his whistle on a string round his neck,
but one day he had not got it. I asked him by panto-
mime what had become of it, and he answered by panto-
mime that it was gone,—lost. He never asked me for
another whistle. Either he thought that a second whistle
was not to be had, or clse he meant, now, to keep away
altogether from somecthing in life that was not really
his affair. I am not cven sure that he had not thrown
away the whistle himsclf, unable to reconcile it with his
other ideas of existence.

In e or six years, Karomenya is either to go through
much suffering, or he will suddenly be lifted into hcaven.
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POORAN SINGH

Pooran Singh’s little blacksmith’s shop down by the
mill was a miniature Hell on the farm, with all the
ortiiodox attributes of that place. It was built of corru-
gated iron, and when the sun shone down upon the roof
of it, and the flames of the furnace rose inside it, the air
itself, in and around the hut, was white-hot. All day long,
the place resounded with the dcafening noise of the
forge,—iron on iron, on iron once more,—and the hut
was filled with axes, and broken wheels, that made it
look like some ancient grucsome picture of a place of
execution.

All the same the blacksmith’s shop had a great power
of attraction, and when I went down to watch Pooran
Singh at work I always found pcople in it and round it.
Pooran Singh worked at a superhuman pace, as if his
life depended upon getting the particular job of work
finished within the next five minutes, he jumped straight
up in the air over the forge, he shricked out his orders
to his two young Kikuyu assistants in a high bird’s voice
and behaved altogether like a man who is himself being
burnt at the stake, or like some chafed over-devil at
work. But Pooran Singh was no devil, but a person of
the mecekest disposition; out of working hours he had a
little maidenly affectation of manner. He was our Fun-
dee of the farm, which means an artisan of all work,
carpenter, saddler and cabinct-maker, as well as black-
smith; he constructed and built more than one waggon
for the farm, all on his own. But he liked the work of
the forge best, and it was a very fine, proud sight, to
watch him tiring a wheel.

Pooran Singh, in his appcarance, was something of a
fraud. When fully dressed, in his coat and large folded
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white turban, he managed, with his big black beard, to
look a portly, ponderous man. But by the forge, bared
to the waist, he was incredibly slight and nimble, with
the Indian hour-glass torso.

1 liked Pooran Singh’s forge, and it was popular with
the Kikuyus, for two reasons.

First, because of the iron itself, which is the most
fascinating of all raw materials, and scts people’s imagina-
tion travelling on long tracks. The plough, the sword
and cannon and the wheel,—the civilization of an,—
man’s conquest of Nature in a nut,—plain enough o be
understood or guessed by the primitive people,—and
Pooran Singh hammecred the iron.

Secondly, the Native world was drawn to the forge
by its song. The treble, sprightly, monotonous, and sur-
prising rhythm of the blacksmith’s work has a mythical
force. It is so virile that it appals and melts the women'’s
hearts, it is straight and unaffected and tells the truth
and nothing but the truth. Sometimes it is very out-
spoken. It has an excess of strength and is gay as well
as strong, it is obliging to you and does great things
for you, willingly, as in play. The Natives, who love
rhythm, collected by Pooran Singh’s hut and felt at their
case. According to an ancient Nordic law a man was not
held responsible for what he had said in a forge. The
tongues werc looscned in Africa as well, in the black-
smith’s shop, and the talk flowed freely; audacious fancics
were set forth to the inspiring hammer-song.

Pooran Singh was with me for many years and was a
we'l-paid functionary of the farm. There was no pro-
portica between his wages and his needs, for he was an
ascetic of the first water. He did not eat meat, he did
not drink, ar smoke, or gamble, his old clothes were worn
to the thrcad. He sent his money over to India for the
education of his children. A small silent son of his, Delip
Singh, onee came over from Bombay on a visit to his
father. He had lost touch with the iron, the only metal
that T saw about him was a fountain pen in his pocket.
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‘T'he mythical qualities were not carried on in the second
genecration.

But Pooran Singh himself, raging above the forge, kept
his halo as long as he was on the farm, and I hope
as long as hc lived. He was the servant of the gods,
heated ‘hrough, white-hot, an elemental spirit. In Pooran
Singh’s blacksmith’s shop the hammer sang to you what
you wanted to hear, as if it was giving voice to your own
heart. To me myself the hammer was singing an ancient
Greek verse, which a friend had translated:

Eros struck out, like a smith with his hammer,
So that the sparks flew from my defiance.
He cooled my heart in tears and lamentations,
I.ike red-hot iron in a stream.
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A STRANGE HAPPENING

When I was down in the Masai Reserve, doing trans-
port for the Government, I one day saw a strange thing,
such as no one I know has ever seen. It took place in the
middlc of the day, while we were trekking over grass-
country.

The air in Africa is more significant in the landscape
than in Europe, it is filled with loomings and mirages,
and is in a way the real stage of activities. In the heat of
the midday the air oscillates and vibrates like the string
of a violin, lifts up long layers of grass-land with thorn-
trees and hills on it, and creates vast silvery expanses of
water in the dry grass.

We were walking along in this burning live air, and
I was, against my habit, a long way in front of the
waggons, with Farah, my dog Dusk and the Toto who
looked after Dusk. We werc silent, for it was too hot
to talk. All at once the plain at the horizon began to
move and gallop with more than the atmosphere, a big
herd of game was bearing down upon us from the right,
diagonally across the stage.

I said to Farah: ‘Look at all these Wildebcests.” But
a little after, I was not sure that they were Wildebeests;
I took up my field-glasses and looked at them, but that
too .5 difficult in the middle of the day. ‘Are they Wilde-
beests, Farah, do you think?’ I asked him.

I now saw that Dusk had all his attention upon the
animals, his cars up in the air, his far-seeing eyes follow-
ing their advance. I often used to let him have a run
after the gazelles and antelopes on the plains, but to-day
I thought fhat it would be too hot, and told the Toto to
fasten his lead to his collar. At that same moment, Dusk
gave a short wild yell and jumped forward so that the
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Toto was thrown over, and 1 snatched the lead myself
and had to hold him with all my might. I looked at the
game. ‘What arc they?’ I asked Farah.

It is very difficult to judge distances on the plains.
The quivering air and the monotony of the scenery
make it so, also the character of the scattered thorn-
trees, which have the exact shape of mighty old forest-
trees, but are iu reality only twelve feet high, so that the
Giraffes raise their heads and necks above them. You
arc continually deceived as to the size of the game that
you scc at a distance and may, in the middle of the day,
mistake a jackal for an Eland. and an ostrich for a
Buffalo. A minute later Farah said: ‘Memsahib, these are
wild dogs.’

The wild dogs are generally seen three or four at a
time, but it happens that you meet a dozen of them
together. The Natives arc afraid of them, and will tell
you that they arc very murderous. Once as I was riding
in the Reserve close to the farm I came upon four wild
dogs which followed me at a distance of fifteen yards.
The two small terricrs that I had with me then kept
as close to me as possible, actually under the belly of
the pony, until we came across the river and on to the
farm. The wild dogs arc not as big as a Hyena. They
are about the size of a big Alsatian dog. They are
black., with a white tuft at the tip of the tail and of the
pointed ears. The skin is no good, it has rough uneven
hair and smells badly.

Herc there must have been five hundred wild dogs.
They came along in a slow canter, in the strangest way,
looking neither right nor left, as if they had been fright-
ened by somecthing, or as if they were travelling fast
with a fixed purpose on a track. They just swerved a

bit as they came nearer to us; all the same they hardly
" seemed to sce us, and went on at the same pace. When
they were closest to us, they were fifty yards away. They
were running in a long file, two or three or four side by
side, it took time before the whole procession had passed
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us. In the middle of it, Farah said: “These dogs are very
tired, they have run a long way.’

When they had all gone by, and were disappearing
aguin, we looked round for the Safari. It was still some
way behind us, and exhausted by our agitation of mind
we sat down where we stood in the grass, until it came
up to us. Dusk was terribly upset, jerking his lead to
run after the wild dogs. I took him round the neck, if
I had not tied him up in time, I thought, he would by
now have been eaten up.

The drivers of the waggons detached themselves from
the Safari and came running up to us, to ask us what it
had all been. I could not explain to them, or to myself,
what had made the wild dogs come along in so great a
number in such a way. 'T’he Natives all took it as a very
bad omen,—an omen of the war, for the wild dogs are
carrion-caters, They did not afterwards discuss the hap-
pening much among themsclves, as they used to discuss
all the other events of the Safari.

I have told this tale to many people and not one of
them has believed it. All the same it is true, and my
boys can bear me witness.
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THE PARROT

An old Danish shipowner sat and thought of his young
days and of how he had, when he was sixteen years
old, spent a night in a brothel in Singapore. He had
come in there with the sailors of his father’s ship, and
had sat and talked with an old Chinese woman. When
she heard that he was a native of a distant country she
brought out an old parrot, that belonged to her. Long,
long ago, she told him, the parrot had been given her by
a high-born Enrglish lover of her youth. The boy thought
that the bird must then be a hundred years old. It
could say various scntences in the languages of all the
world, picked up in the cosmopolitan atmosphere of the
house. But one phrasc the old China-woman’s lover had
taught it before he sent it to her, and that she did not
understand, neither had any visitor ever been able to tell
her what it meant. So now for many years she had given
up asking. But if the boy came from far away perhaps it
was his language, and he could interpret the phrase to her.

The boy had been deeply, strangely moved at the
suggestion. When he looked at the parrot, and thought
that he might hear Danish from that terrible beak, he
very ncarly ran out of the house. He stayed on only
to do the old Chinese woman a service. But when she
made the parrot speak its sentence, it turned out to be
classic Greek. The bird spoke its words very slowly,
and the boy knew enough Greck to recognize it; it was
a verse from Sappho:

“The moon has sunk and the Pleiads,
And midnight is gone,

And the hours arc passing, passing,
And I lie alone.’
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The old woman, when he translated the lines to her,
smacked her lips and rolled her small slanting eyes.
She asked him to say it again, and nodded her head.



YV

FAREWELL TO THE FARM



‘Gods and men. we are all deluded thus!



R

HARD TIMES

My farm was a little too high up for growing coffee.
It happened in the cold months that we would get
frost «n the lower land and in the morning the shoots
of the coffce-trees, and the young coffec-berries on them,
would be all brown and withered. The wind blew in
from the plains, and even in good years we never got
the same vyicld of coffee to the acre as the people in the
lower districts of Thika and Kiambu, on four thousand
feet.

We werce short of rain, as well, in the Ngong country,
and thrce times we had a year of real drought, which
brought us very low down. In a year in which we had
fifty inches of rain, we picked cighty tons of coffee, and
in a ycar of fifty-five inches, nearly ninety tons; but
there were two bad years in which we had only twenty-
five and twenty inches of rain, and picked only sixteen
and fifteen tons of coffee, and those years were disastrous
to the farm.

At the same time coffee-prices fell: where we had got
a hundred pounds a ton we now got sixty or seventy.
Times grew hard on the farm. We could not pay our
debts, and we had no money for the running of the
plantation. My peoplc at home, who had shares in the
farm, wrote out to me and told me that I would have
to sell.

I thought out many dcvices for the salvation of the
farm. One year I tried to grow flax on our sparc land.
Flax-growing is a lovely job, but it needs much skill
and experience. I had a Belgian refugee to give me ad-
vice on it, and when he asked me how much land I
meant to plant, and I told him three hundred acres,
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he immediately exclaimed: Ca, Madame, c’est impossible.
I might grow five acres or cven ten with success he said,
but no more. But ten acres would take us nowhere, and
I put in a hundred and fifty acres. A sky-blue flowering
flax-field is a marvellously pretty sight,—like a piece of
Heaven on earth and there can be no more gratifying
kind of goods to bc turning out than the flax fibre,
tough and glossy, and slightly grecasy to the touch. You
follow it in your thoughts as it is sent away, and imagine
it made into sheets and nightgowns. But the Kikuyu
could not, in the turn of a hand and without constant
supervision, be taught to be accurate enough in the pull-
ing and retting and scutching of it; and so my flax-
growing was no success.

Most of the farmers in the country were, in those
years, trying their hand at some such scheme, and to
a few of them in the end an inspiration came. Things
turned out well for Ingrid Lindstrom of Njoro: at the
time when I had left the country, and after she had
slaved for twelve years at her market-gardening, pigs,
turkeys, castor-oil bushes, and soya-beans, had seen them
all fail, and wept over them, she saved her farm for her
family and herself by plantmg pyrethrum, which is sent
to London and is there used in making insecticides. But
I myself had no luck with my experiments, and when
the dry weather and the wind from the Athi plains set
in, the coffee-trees drooped and the leaves turned yellow;
on parts of the farm we got bad coffce-diseases like thrips
and antestia.

T¢ bring the coffee on we tried to manure the fields.
It had always, as I had been brought up with European
ideas on farming, gone against me to take the crops out
of the land, without manurmg When the squatters of the
farm heard of the project they came forward to help me,
and brought out, from their cattle and goat bomas, the
manure of decades. It was delicate peaty stuff that was
easy to handle. We ploughed up a furrow between the
rows of coffee-trees, with the small new ploughs with a
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single ox to them that we had bought in Nairobi, and,
since we could not get a cart into the fields, the women of
the farm carried the manure in sacks on their backs,
and spread it in the furrow, a sack to the tree, so that we
could lead back the oxen and ploughs, and cover it up. It
was pleasant work to watch, and I expected great things
from it, but as it came to happen, no one ever saw the
effects of the manuring.

Our real trouble was that we were short of capital,
for it had all been spent in the old days before I took
over the running of the farm. We could not carry through
any radical improvements, but had to live from hand
to mouth,—and this, in the last years, became our normal
mode of living on the farm.

If 1 had had the capital, 1 thought, I would have
given up coffce, have cut down the coffec-trees, and have
planted forest-trees on my land. Trees grow up so quickly
in Africa, in ten years’ time you walk comfortably under
tall blue gum trees, and wattle trces, which you have
yourself, in the rain, carried in boxes from the nurseries,
twelve trecs in a box. I would have had then, I reflected,
a good market for both timber and firewood in Nairobi.
[t is a noble occupation to plant trees, you think of it
many years after with content. There had been bi
stretches of Native forest on the farm in the old days, but
it had been sold to the Indians for cutting down, before I
took over the farm; it was a sad thing. [ myself in the hard
years had had to cut down the wood on my land round
the factory for the steam-engine, and this forest, with the
tall stems and the live green snadows in it had haunted
me, I have not felt more sorry for anything I have done in
my life, than for cutting it down. From time to time,
when I could afford it, I planted up bits of land with
Eucalyptus trces, but it did not come to much. It would
" be, in this way, fifty years before 1 had got the many
hundred acres planted up, and had changed the farm into
a singing wood, scientifically run, with a saw-mill by
the river. The Squatters of the farm, though, whose
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idcas of time were different from those of the white
people, kept on looking forward hopefully to the time
when cverybody would have abundance of firewood,—
such as the pcople had had in the old days,—from the
forest that I was now soon going to plant.

I had also plans of keeping cattle and running a dairy,
on the farm. We were situated in an unclean areca, which
means that you have got East Coast fever on the land,
and that if you will keep Grade stock you have got to
dip your cattle. It makes it harder to compete with the
cattle-people up-country in the clean areas, but <hen I
had Nairobi so close that I could send in milk there by
car in the morning. We once owned a herd of Grade
cows, and then we built a fine cattle-dip on the plain.
But we had to sell out, and the cattle-dip, overgrown
with grass, afterwards stood like a sunk and overturned
ruin of a castle in the air. Later on, when in the evening,
at milking-time, I walked down to Mauge’s or Kaninu’s
boma, and smeclled the sweet scent of the cows, I felt again
a pang of longing for cow-stables and a dairy of my own.
When I rode on the plain, in my mind I saw it dotted,
as with flowers, with brindled cows.

But these plans grew very distant in the course of the
years, and in the end they could hardly be distinguished.
I did not mind either, if I could only make the coffec
pay, and keep the farm going.

It is a heavy burden to carry a farm on you. My
Natives, and my white people even, left me to dread
and worry on their behalf, and it sometimes seemed to
me that the farm-oxen and the coffee-trees themselves,
were doing the same. It appcared to be agreed upon,
then, by speaking creatures and the dumb, that it was
my fault that the rains were late and the nights so cold.
And in the evening it did not seem right that I should
sit down quietly to read; I was driven out of my housc
by the fear of losing it. Farah knew of all my sorrows, and
he did not approve of my walks at night. He talked about
the leopards that had been seen close to the house when
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the sun was down; and he used to stand on the Verandah,
a whiterobed figure just visible in the dark, until I
came in again. But 1 was too sad to get any idca of
leopards into my mind, I knew that I did no good what-
ever by going round on the roads of the farm in the
nigh*. and still I went, like a ghost that is just said to
walk, without any definition as to why or where to.

Two years before I left Africa I was in Europe on
a visit. I travelled back in the coffee-picking season, so
that I could not get news of the harvest betore I came
to Mombasa. All the time on the boat I was weighing
the problem in my mind: when I was well and life
was looking friendly, I reckoned that we would have got
seventy-five tons, but when I was unwell or nervous 1
thought: We are hound to get sixty tons in any case.

Farah cawe ¢ meet me in Mombasa, and I dared not
ask him about the coffee-crop straight away; for some
time we talked of other news of the farm. But in the
evening as I was going to bed, T could not put it off
any longer and I asked him how many tons of coffee they
had picked on the farm in all. The Somalis are generally
pleased to announce a disaster. But herc Farah was not
happy, he was extremely grave himself, stand-up by the
door, and he half closed his eyes and laid back his head,
swallowing his sorrow, when he said: ‘Forty tons, Mem-
sahib.” At that 1 knew that we could not carry on. All
colour and lifc faded out of the world round me, the
bleak and stifling Mombasa hotel-room, with the cemented
Hoor, old iron bedstead and worn mosquito-net, took on a
tremendous significance as the symbol of the world, with-
out any single ornament or article of embellishment of
human life in it. I did not say anything more to Farah,
and he did not speak again, but went away, the last
friendly object in the world. '

Still the human mind has great powers of self-renewal,
and in the middle of the night I thought, with Old
Knudsen, that forty tons was something, but that pessi-
mism,—pessimism was a fatal vice. And in any case I
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was going home now, I would be turning up the drive
once more. My pcople were there, and my friends would
come out to visit me. In ten hours I was to see, from the
railway, to the South-West, the blue silhouette against
the sky of the Ngong Hills.

The same year the grasshoppers came on the land.
It was said that they came from Abyssinia; after two
years of drought up therc, they travelled South and ate
up all vegetation on their way. Before we ever saw them,
there were strange tales circulating in the country of the
devastation that they had left behind them,—up North,
maize and wheat and fruit-farms were all one vast desert
where they had passed. The scttlers sent runners to their
neighbours to the South to announce the coming of the
grasshoppers. Still you could not do much against them
even if you were warned. On all the farms people had
tall piles of firewood and maize-stalks ready and set fire
to them when the grasshoppers came, and they sent out all
the farm-labourers with empty tins and cans, and told
them to shout and yell and beat the tins to frighten them
from landing. But it was a short respite only, for however
much the farmers would frighten them the grasshoppers
could not keep up in the air for ever, the only thing
that each farmer could hope for was to drive them off
to the next farm to the South, and the more farms they
were scared away from, the hungrier and morc desperate
were they, when in the end they settled. I myself had the
great plains of the Masai Reserve to the South, so that
I night hope to keep the grasshoppers on the wing and
send them over the river to the Masai.

I had had threc or four runners announcing the ar-
rival of the grasshoppers, from neighbourly settlers of
the district, already, but nothing more had happened,
and I began to believe that it was all a false alarm. One
afternoon, I rode over to our dhuka, a farm-shop of all
goods, kept for the farm-labourers and the squatters by
Farah’s small brother Abdullai. It was on the highroad,
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and an Indian in a mule-trap outside the dhuka rose in
his trap and beckoned to me as I passed, since he could
not drive up to me on the plain.

“T'he grasshoppers arc coming, Madam, please, on to
your land,’ said he when I rode up to him.

‘1 have been told that many times,” I said, ‘but I have
scen nothing of them. Perhaps it is not so bad as people
tell.’

“T'urn round kindly, Madam,’ said the Indian.

I turned round and saw, along the Northern horizon,
a shadow on the sky, like a long stretch of smoke, a
town burning, ‘a million-peopled city vomiting smoke in
the bright air,” I thought, or like a thin cloud rising.

‘What is that?’ I asked.

‘Grasshoppers,” said the Indian.

I saw a tew grasshoppers, perhaps twenty in all, on the
path across the plain as I rode back. I passed my manager’s
house and instructed him to have everything ready for
recciving the grasshoppers. As together we looked North
the black smoke on the sky had grown up a little higher.
From time to time while we were watching it, a grass-
hopper swished past us in the air, or dropped on the
ground and crawled on.

The next morning as I opened my door and looked
out, the whole landscape outside was the colour of pale
dull terra cotta. The trees, the lawn, the drive, all that
I could see, was covered with the dye, as if in the night
a thick layer of terra cotta coloured snow had fallen on
the land. The grasshoppers were sitting there. While
I stood and looked at it, all the scenery began to quiver
and break, the grasshoppers moved and lifted, after a
few minutes the atmospherc fluttered with wings, they
were gomg off.

That time they did not do much damage to the farm,
- they had bcen staying with us over the night only. We
had scen what they were like, about an inch and a half
long, brownish grey and pink, sticky to touch. They had
broken a couple of big trees in my drive simply by sitting
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on them, and when you looked at the trees and remem-
bered that each of the grasshoppers could only weigh a
tenth of an ounce, you began to conceive the number of
them.

The grasshoppers came again; for two or three months
we had continued attacks of them on the farm. We soon
gave up trying to frighten them off, it was a hopeless
and tragi-comical undertaking. At times a small swarm
would come along, a free-corps which had dctached itsclf
from the main force, and would just pass in a rush. But at
other times the grasshoppers came in big flights, which
took days to pass over the farm, twelve hours’ inces-
sant hurling advance in the air. When the flight was at its
highest it was like a blizzard at home, whistling and
shrieking like a strong wind, little hard furious wings to
all sides of you and over your head, shining like thin
blades of stcel in the sun, but themsclves darkening the
sun. The grasshoppers kecp in a belt, from the ground
up to the top of the trees, beyond that the air is clear.
They whir against your facc, they get into your collar
and your sleeves and shoes. The rush round you makes
you giddy and fills you with a particular sickening rage
and despair,, the horror of the mass. The individual
amongst it does not count, kill them and it makes no
difference to anybody. After the grasshoppers have passed
and have gone towards the horizon like a long streak of
thinning smoke, the feeling of disgust at your own face
and hands, which have been crawled upon by grass-
hoppers, stays with you for a long time.

A great flight of birds followed the advance of the
grasshoppers, circled above them and came down and
walked in the fields when they settled, living high on
the horde: storks and cranes,—pompous profiteers.

At times the grasshoppers settled on the farm. They
did not do much harm to the coffee-plantation, the
leaves of, the coffee-trces, similar to laurel-leaves, are
too hard for -them to chew. They could only break a
tree here and there in the field.
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But the maize-fields were a sad sight when they had
been on them and had left, there was nothing there now
but a few laps of dry leaves hanging from the broken
stalks. My garden by the river, that had been irrigated
and kept green, was now like a dust-heap,—flowers, vege-
talies and herbs had all gone. The shambas of the
Squatters were like stretches of cleared and burnt land,
rolled cven by the crawling insects, with a dead grass-
hopper in the dust here and there as the sole fruit of
the soil. The squatters stood and looked at them. The
old women who had dug and planted the shambas, stand-
ing on their heads, shook their fists at the last faint black
disappearing shadow in the sky.

A lot of dead grasshoppers were left behind the army
ceverywhere. On the high-road, where they had sat, and
where the waggons and carts had passed, and had driven
over them, now, after the swarm had gone, the wheel-
tracks were marked, like rails of a railway, as long as
you could see them. with little bodies of dead grass-
hoppers.

The grasshoppers had laid their eggs in the soil. Next
year, after the long rains, the little black-brown hoppers
appeared,—grasshoppers in the first stage of life, that can-
not fly, but which crawl along and eat up everything
upon their march.

When I had no more money, and could not make
things pay, I had to sell the farm. A big Company in
Nairobi bought it. They thought that the place was too
high up for coffee, and they were not going in for farm-
ing. But they meant to take up all the coffec-trees, to
divide up the land and lay out roads, and in time, when
Nairobi should be growing out to the West, they meant
to sell the land for building-plots. That was towards the
end of the year.

Even as it was then, I do not think that I should have
found it in me to give up the farm if it had not been for
one thing. The coffee-crop that was still unripe upon the
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trees belonged to the old owners of the farm, or to the
Bank which was holding a first mortgage in it. This coffee
would not be picked, handled in the factory and sent off,
till May or later. For such a period I was to remain
on the farm, in charge of it, and things were to go on,
unaltered to the view. And during this time, I thought,
something would happen to change it all back, since the
world, after all, was not a regular or calculable place.

In this way began for me a strange era in my existence
on the farm. The truth, that was underlying everything,
was that it was no longer mine, but such as it was, this
truth could be ignored by the pcople incapable of realiz-
ing it, and it made no differcnce to things from day to
day. It was then, from hour to hour, a lesson in the art
of living in the moment, or, it might be said, in eternity,
wherein the actual happenings of the moment make but
little difference.

It was a curious thing that I myself did not, during
this time, ever believe that I would have to give up the
farm or to leave Africa. I was told that I must do so by
the pcople round me, all of them rcasonable men; I had
letters from home by cach mail to prove it, and all the
facts of my daily life pointed to it. All the same nothing
was farther from my thoughts, and I kept on believing
that I should come to lay my bones in Africa. For this
firm faith I had no other foundation, or no other reason,
than my complete incompetency of imagining anything
clse.

During these months, I formed in my own mind a
programme, or system of strategy, against destiny, and
against the people in my surroundings who were her
confederates. I shall give in, T thought, from this time
forward, in all minor matters, to save myself unnecessary
trouble. I shall let my adversaries have their way from
day to day in these affairs, in talk and writing. For in
the end I shall still come out triumphant and shall keep
my farm ‘and the people on it. Lose them, I thought,
I cannot: it cannot be imagined, how then can it happen?
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In this way I was the last person to realize that I
was gomg When I look back upon my last months in
Africa, it sécms to me that the lifcless things were aware
of my dcparture a long time before 1 was so myself.
The hills, the forests, plains and rivers, the wind, all
kn.w that we were to part. When I first began to make
terms with fate, and the ncgotiations about the sale of
the farm were taken up, the attitude of the landscape to-
wards me changed. Till then I had been part of it, and
the drought had been to me like a fever, and the flower-
ing of the plain like a new frock. Now the country dis-
engaged itsclf from me, and stood back a little, in order
that I should sce it clearly and as a whole.

The hills can do the samc thing in the week before
the rains. On an cvening as you look at them, they
suddenly make a great movement and uncover, they be-
come as manifest, as distinct and vivid in form and colour,
as if they meant to yield themsclves to vou, with all
that they contain, as if you could walk from where you
sit, on to the green slope. You think: if a bushbuck now
walked out in the open, I might sec its eyes as it turned
its head, its ears moving; if a little bird settled on a
twig of a bush, I should hear it sing. In the hills, in
March, this gesture of abandon means that the rains are
near, but here, to me, it meant parting.

I have beforc seen other countries, in the same manner,
give themselves to you when you are about to leave
them, but I had forgotten what it mcant. I only thought
that I had never seen the countr; so lovely, as if the
contcmplation of it would in itself be enough to make
you happy all your life. Light and shade shared the
landscape betwcen them; rainbows stood in the sky.

When I was with other white people, lawyers and
business-men of Nairobi, or with my friends who gave
me advice about my journcy, my isolation from them felt
very strange, and sometimes like a physical  thing,—a
kind of suffocation. I looked upon myself as the one
reasonable person amongst them all; but once or twice
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it happened to me to reflect that if I had been mad,
amongst sanc people, I should have felt just the same.

The Natives of the farm, in the stark realism of their
souls, were conscious of the situation and of my state
of mind, as fully as if I had been leccturing to them
upon it, or had written it down for them in a book. All
the same, they looked to me for help and support, and
did not, in a single case, attempt to arrange their future
for themsclves. They tried their very best to make me
stay on. and for this purpose invented many schemes
which they confided to me. At the time when the sale
of the farm was through, they came and sat round my
house from the early morning till night, not so much
in order to talk with me as just to follow all my move-
ments. T'here is a paradoxical moment in the rclation
between the leader and the followers: that they should
see every weakness and failing in him so clearly, and
be capable of judging him with such unbiased accuracy.
and yet should still inevitably turn to him, as if in life
there were, physically, no way round him. A flock of
sheep may be feeling the samc towards the herd-boy,
they will have infinitely better knowledge of the country
and the weather than he, and still will be walking after
him, if nceds be, straight into the abyss. 'The Kikuyu
took the situation better than I did, on account of their
superior inside knowledge of God and the Devil, but
they sat round my house and waited for my orders; very
likely all the time between themselves expatiating freely
upon my ignorance and my unique incapacity.

You would have thought that thcir constant presence
by mv house, when I knew that I could not help them,
and when their fate weighed heavily on my mind, would
have been hard to bear. But it was not so. We felt,
I believe, up to the very last, a strange comfort and
relief in each other’s company. The understanding between
us lay deeper than all reason. I thought in these months
much of Napoleon on the retreat from Moscow. It is
generally thought that he went through agonies in seeing
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his grand army suffering and dying round him, but it is
also possible that he would have dropped down dead on
the spot if he had not had them. In the night, I counted
the hours till the time when the Kikuyus should turn up
again by the house.



12

THE DEATH OF KINAN]JUI

In that same year the Chief Kinanjui died. One of his
sons came to my house late in the evening and asked me
to go back with him to his father’s village, for he was
dying: Na-taka hkufa,—he wants to die,—the natives
have it.

Kinanjui was now an old man. A great thing had
lately happened in his life: the quarantine regulations of
the Masai Reserve had been suspended. The old
Kikuyu Chief, as soon as he heard of it, set forth in
person, with a few retainers, deep down South in the
Reserve, to wind up his multifarious accounts with the
Masai, and bring back with him the cows that belonged
to him, together with the calves that they had produced
in their exile. While he was down there he had fallen
ill; as far as I could understand he had been butted
in the thigh by a cow, which scemed a becoming cause
of death to a Kikuyu chief, and the wound had gone
gangrenous. Kinanjui had been staying too long with
the Masai, or had been too ill to undertake the long
journey, when at last he turned his face homewards.
Probably he had so set his heart on getting all his stock
with him, that he had not had it in him to leave until
they were all collected, and it is also possible that he
had let himself be nursed by one of his married daughters
there, until a slight misgiving had risen in him as to her
goodwill to brmg him through his illness. In the end he
started, and it seemed that his attendants had done their
best for him and had taken great trouble to get him
home, carrying the deadly sick old man for long dis-
tances on a stretcher. Now he lay dying in his hut, and
had sent fbr me.

Kinanjui’s son had come to my house after dinner,
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and it was dark when Farah and I and he drove over to
his village, but the moon was up and in her first quarter.
On the way Farah opened up the subject of who was to
succeed Kinanjui as chief of the Kikuyu. The old
Chief had many sons, it appeared that there were various
intluences at work in the Kikuyu world. Two of his sons,
Farah told me, were Christians, but one was a Roman
Catholic, and the other a convert to the Church of Scotland
and cach of the two Missions was sure to take pains to
get their pretender proclaimed. The Kikuyus them-
selves, it seemed, wanted a third, younger, heathen son.

The road for the last mile was nothing more than a
cattle-track over the sward. The grass was grey with dew.
Just before we got to the village we had to cross a river-
bed with a little winding silvery strecam in the middle;
here we drove through a white mist. Kinanjui’s big man-
yatta, when wc got up to it, was all quiet under the
moon, a wide compound of huts, small peaked store-huts,
and cattle-bomas. A, we were turning into it, in the
light of our lamps I caught sight, under a thatched roof,
of the car which Kinanjui had bought from the American
Consul at the time when he came over to the farm to
give judgment in the case of Wanyangerri. She looked
completely forlorn, all rusty and dilapidated, and surely
now Kinanjui would be giving her no thought, but would
have turned back to the ways of his fathers, and demand
to scc cows and women round him.

The village that looked so dark was nat aslecp, the
people were up and came and surrounded us when they
heard thc car. But it was chauged from what it used to
be. Kinanjui’s manyatta was alwavs a lively and noisy
place, like a well spouting from the ground and running
over on all sides; plans and projects were crossing one
another in all directions, and all under the eye of the
pompous, benevolent, central figure of Kinanjui. Now the
wing of death lay over the manyatta, and, likg a strong
magnet, it had altered the patterns below, forming new
constellations and groups. The welfare of each member



332 Out of Africa

of the family and tribe was at stake, and such scenes and
intrigues as are always played round a royal death-bed
were, you felt, alive here, in the strong smell of cows,
and in the dim moonlight. As we got out of the car, a
boy with a lamp camc along and took us up to Kinanjui’s
hut, and a crowd of people went with us and stood outside
1t.

I had never beforc been inside Kinanjui’s house. This
royal mansion was a good deal bigger than the ordinary
Kikuyu hut, but when I entered it I found it to be no
more luxuriously furnished. There was a bedstead made
out of sticks and reins in it, and a few wooden stools to
sit on. Two or three fires burned on the stamped clay
floor, the heat in the hut was suffocating, and the smoke
was so dense that at first T could not sec who was in
there, although they had a hurricane lamp standing on
the floor. When I had got a little more used to the
atmosphere I saw that there were three old bald men
in the room with me, uncles or councillors of Kinanjui,
a very old woman who hung on a stick and remained
close to the bed, a young pretty girl, and a boy of thirteen,
—and what new constellation, worked by the magnet,
was this, in the Chief’s death-chamber?

Kinanjui lay flat on his bed. He was dying, he was
already half-way into death and dissolution, and the
stench about him was so stifling that at first I dared not
open my mouth to speak for fear that I should be sick.
The old man was all naked, he was lying upon a tartan
rug that I had once given him, but probably he could
not stand any weight at all on his poisoned leg. The leg
was terrible to look at, so swollen that you could not
distinguish the place of the knee, and in the lamplight
I could see that it was streaked all the way from the hip
to the foot’ with black and yellow streaks. Underncath
the leg, the rug was dark and wet as if water was all the
time runnjng from it.

Kinanjui’s son, who had come to the farm to fetch
me, brought in an old European chair, with one leg
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shorter than the others, and placed it very close to the
bed, for me to sit on.

Kinanjui’s head and trunk were so emaciated that all
the structure of his big skeleton stood forth, he looked
like a huge dark wooden figure roughly cut with a knife.
His tecth and his tongue showed between his lips. His
eyes were half dimmed, milky in his dark face. But he
could still see, and when I came up to the bed he turned
his eyes on me and kept them on my face all the time
that I was in the hut. Very very slowly he dragged his
right hand across his body to touch my hand. He was in
terrible pain, but he was still himsclf and was still carry-
ing great weight, naked upon his bed. From the look of
him, I thought that he had come back from his journey
triumphant, and had got all his cattle back with him,
in spite of his Mnsai sons-in-law. I remembered, while 1
sat and looked at him, that he had had one weakness: he
had been afraid of thunder, and when a thunderstorm
broke, while he was in my house, he adopted a rodent
manner and looked round for a burrow. But here now he
feared no more the lightning flash, nor the all-dreaded
thunder-stone: he had plainly. I thought, done his worldly
task, gonc home, and taken his wages in every sense. It he
were clear enough in his mind to look back at his life, he
would find very few instances in which he had not got the
better of it. A great vitality and power of ¢njoyment, a
manifold activity were at their end here, where Kinanjui
lay still. ‘Quiet consummation have, Kinanjui,'—I
thought.

The old men in the hut stood by, as if they had lost
the faculty of specch. It was the boy, who had been in
there when I came, and whom I took to be a late-born
son of Kinanjui’s, who now came up close to his father’s
bed and talked to me, in accordance, I thought, with
what had been agreed upon before I arrived.

The doctor from the Mission, he explained, had heard
of Kinanjui’s illness and had been to see hith. He had
told the Kikuyus that he would come back again to
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fetch the dying chief into the Mission hospital, and they
were expecting the lorry from the Mission which was to
bring him there, that same night. But Kinanjui did not
want to go into hospital. That was why he had sent for me.
He wanted mc to take him with me to my own house, and
he meant me to take him now, before the people from
the Mission should rcturn. While the boy spoke, Kinanjui
looked at me.

I sat and listened with a heavy heart.

If Kinanjui had lain dying at any time in the past,
a year ago or cven three months ago, I would have
taken him with me to my house on his asking for it.
But to-day it was a different thing. Things had gone
badly with me lately and had made me fear that they
would go on worse. I had been spending days in the
offices of Nairobi, listening to business-men and lawyers,
and at meetings with the creditors of the farm. The
house, to which Kinanjui asked me to take him, was no
longer my own house.

Kinanjui, I thought, as I sat and looked at him, was
going to die, he could not be saved. He would die in
my car on the way home, or at the arrival to the house.
The Mission people would come and blame me for his
death; everybody who heard of it would agree with
them.

All this, from my seat on the broken chair in the hut,
looked to me as a weight too heavy to take on. I had not
got it in me any longer to stand up against the authorities
of the world. I did not have it in mc¢ now to brave them
all, not all of them.

I tried two or three times to make up my mind to
take Kinanjui and my courage failed me every time. I
thought then that I should have to leave him.

Farah had stood by the door, and had followed the
boy’s speech. When he saw me sitting on silent, he
came up to me and in a low eager voice began an ex-
planation f how we were best to lift Kinanjui into the
car. I got up and went with him to the background of
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the hut, somewhat away from the eyes and the stench
of the old man on the bed. I told Farah then that I was
not going to take Kinanjui back with me. Farah was
completcly unprepared for this turn of things, his eyes
and whole face darkened with surprise.

I should have liked to have stayed a little with Kinan-
jui, but T did not want to sec the people from the Mission
arrive and tak. him away.

I went up to Kinanjui’s bed and told him that I
could not take him with me back to my house. There
was no neced to give rcasons, so we left it at that. The
old men in the hut, when they understood my declina-
tion, gathered round mec and stirred uneasily, the boy
stepped back a little and stood immovable, he had no
more to do. Kinanjui himsclf did not stir or change in
any way, he kept his eyes on me as he had done all the
time. He looked as if somcthing like this had happened
to him bcfore, which very likely it had.

‘Kwaheri, Kinanjui,” I said,—Good-byec.

His burning fingers moved a little against my palm.
Already before I had got to the door of the hut, when
I turned and looked back, the dimness and smoke of the
room had swallowed up the big outstretched figure of
my Kikuyu Chief. As I came out again from the hut
it was very cold. The moon was now low down at the
horizon, it must have been past midnight. Just then in
the manyatta onc of Kinanjui’s cocks crew twice.

Kinanjui died that same night, in the Mission hospital.
Two of his sons came over to my house next afternoon
to tell me. They did at the same time ask me to the
funeral, which was to takc place on the following day,
necar his village, at Dagoretti.

The Kikuyus, when left to themselves, do not bury
their dead, but leave them above ground for the Hyenas
and vulture to deal with. The custom had always ap-
pealed to me, I thought that it would be a pleasant
thing to be laid out to the sun and the stars, and to be
so promptly, neatly and openly picked and cleansed;
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to be made onc with Nature and becomec a common
component of a landscape. At the time when we had
the Spanish flu on the farm, I hcard the Hycnas round
thc shambas all night, and often, after those days, I
would find a brown smooth skull in the long grass of
the forest, like a nut dropped down under a tree, or on
the plain. But the practice does not go with the condi-
tions of civilized life. The government had taken much
trouble to make the Kikuyu change their ways, and to
teach them to lay their dead in the ground, but they
still did not like the idca at all.

Kinanjui, they now told me. was to be buried, and I
thought that the Kikuyu would have agreed to make an
exception from their habit becausc the dead had been
a Chief. Perhaps they would like to make a great Native
show and gathering of the occasion. I drove over to
Dagoretti, on the following afternoon, expecting to find
all the old minor Chicfs of the country, and to see a big
Kikuyu festivity.

But Kinanjui’s funeral was altogether a Europecan and
clerical affair. There were a few Government Representa-
tives present, the District Commissioner and two Officials
from Nairobi. But the day and the place belonged to
the Clergy; and the plain, in the afternoon sun, was black
with them. Both the French Mission and the Missions of
the Church of England and Scotland, were richly rcpre-
sented. If they wished to impress the Kikuyu with the
feceling that here they had laid their hand on the dead
Chief, and that he now belonged to them, they succeeded.
They were so obviously in power that one felt it to be
out of the question for Kinanjui to get away from them.
This is an old trick of the Church’s. Here I saw for the
first time, in any number to speak of, the Mission-boys,
the converted Natives, half sacerdotally attired, whatever
office they might be filling, fat young Kikuyus with spec-
tacles and folded hands, who looked like ungenial
Eunuchs. Probably Kinanjui’s two Christian sons were
there, laying down their religious disagreements for the
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day, but I did not know them. Some of the old Chiefs
were attending the funeral, Keoy was there, and I talked
with him for some time of Kinanjui. But they kept them-
sclves much in the background of the show.

Kinanjui’s grave had bcen dug under a couple of tall
Lucalyptus trees on the plain, and a rope was extended
round it. I had come carly and therefore stood close to
the grave, by the rope, from where I could watch the
asscmblage grow and settle, like flies, round it.

‘L hey brought Kinanjui from the Mission on a lorry,
and lifted him down ncar the grave. I do not think that
I have cver in my life been more taken aback and appalled
than I was then, at the sight of him. He had been a
big man, and I remembered him as I had scen him when
he came walking over to the farm amongst his senators,
cven as he had icoked lying on his bed, two nights ago.
But the coffin in which they now brought him was a
nearly square box, surely no more than five feet long. I
did not take it to be a coffin when I first set eyes on it; it
must be, I thought, some box of appliances for the
funcral. But it was Kinanjui’s coffin. I have never known
why it was choscn, perhaps it was a thing that they had
had at the Scotch Mission. But how had they got Kinanjui
down there and how was he now lying in it? They placed
the coffin on the ground, close to where I stood.

The coffin had a large silver plate on it with an in-
scription, which told, I was afterwards informed, that
it had been given by the Mission to the Chief Kinanjui,
and with a scriptural text on it.

There was a long funcral service. Onc after another,
the Missionaries stood forth and spoke, and I suppose
that they got in much profession and admonition. But
I did not hear any of it, I was holding on to the rope
round Kinanjui’s grave. Some of the Christian Natives
followed them up, and brayed out over the green plain.

In the end Kinanjui was lowered into the ground of
his own country, and covered with it.

I had taken my house-boys with me to Dagoretti so
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that they should see the funeral, and they were staying
to talk with their friends and relations there, and com-
ing back on foot, so that Farah and I drove home by
ourselves. Farah was as silent as the grave we had left.
It had been hard to Farah to swallow the fact that I
would not take Kinanjui back to my house with me,
for two days he had been like a lost soul, and in the
clutch of great doubts and depressions.

Now as we drove up before the door he said: ‘Never
mind, Memsahib.’
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THE GRAVE IN THE HILLS

Denys Finch-Hatton had come in from onc of his Safaris,
and he had stayed for a little while on the farm, but,
when I began to break up my house and to pack, and
he could stay there no longer, he went away and lived
in Hugh Martin’s house in Nairobi. From there he drove
out to the farm cvery day and dined with me, sitting,
—towards the end, when I was selling my furniture,—
on one packing-casc and dining from another. We sat there
late into the night.

A few times, Denys and I spoke as if I was really
going to leave the country. He himself looked upon
Africa as his home, and he understood me very well and
grieved with me then, cven if he laughed at my distress
at parting with my people.

‘Do you fecl,” he said, ‘that you cannot live without
Sirunga?’

‘Yes,” 1 said.

But most of the time when wec were together, we
talked and acted as if the future did not exist; it had
never been his way to worry about it, for it was as if he
knew that he could draw upon forces unknown to us
if he wanted to. He fell in naturally with my scheme
of leaving things to themselves, and other people to think
and say what they liked. When he was there, it seemed to
be a normal thing, and in accordance with our own taste,
that we should sit upon packing-cases within an emphy
house. He quoted a poem to me:

‘You must turn your mournful ditty
To a merry measure,

I will never come for pity,

I will come for pleasure.’
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During those weeks, we used to go up for short flights
out over the Ngong Hills or down over the Game Reserve.
One morning, Denys came out to the farm to fetch me
quite early, just as the sun was up, and then we saw
a lion on the plain South of the Hills.

He talked of packing up his books, that had been in
my house for many years, but he never got any further
with the job.

‘You keep them,” he said, ‘now I have no place to put
them.’

He could not make up his mind at all where to go
when my house should be closed. Once, upon the persis-
tent advice of a friend, he went so far as to drive in
to Nairobi, and to take a look at the bungalows to be
let therc, but he came back so repelled with what he
had seen that he did not even like to talk about it, and
at dinner, when he began to give me a description of
the houses and the furniture, he stopped himself and
sat silent over it, with a dislike and sadness in his face
that was unusual to him. He had been in contact with a
kind of existence the idea of which was unbearable to
him.

It was, however, a complctely objective and im-
personal disapprobation, he had forgotten that he him-
self had meant to be a party to this existence, and when
I spoke of it, he interrupted me. ‘Oh, as to me,” he said,
‘I shall be perfectly happy in a tent in the Masai Rescrve,
or I shall take a house in the Somali village.’

But on this occasion he, for once, spoke of my future
in Europe. I might be happier there than on the farm,
he thought, and well out of the sort of civilization that
wk were going to get in Africa. ‘You know,” he went on,
‘this Continent of Africa has a terrible strong sense of
sarcasm.’

Denys owned a picce of land down at the coast, thirty
miles North of Mombasa on the Crecek of Takaunga.
Here were® the ruins of an old Arab settlement, with a
very modest minaret and a well—a weathered growth
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of grey stone on the salted soil, and in the midst of it
a few old Mango trees. He had built a small house on his
land and I had stayed there. The scenery was of a divine,
clean, barren Marine greatness, with the blue Indian
Occan before you, the decp creek of Takaunga to the
Seuth, and the long steep unbroken coast-line of pale
grey and yellow coral-rock as far as the eye reached.

When the tide was out, you could walk miles away sea-
wards from the house, as on a tremendous, somewhat
unevenly paved Piazza, picking up strange long peaked
shells and starfish. The Swaheli fishermen came wander-
ing along here, in a loin-cloth and red or blue turbans,
like Sinbad the Sailor come to life, to offer for sale multi-
colourced spiked fish, some of which were very good to
eat. The coast below the house had a row of scooped-
out deep caves and grottoes, where you sat in shade
and watched the distant glittering blue water. When the
tide came in, it filled up the caves to the level of the
ground on which the house was built, and in the porous
coral-rock the sea sang and sighed in the strangest way,
as if the ground below your feet were alive; the long
waves came running up Takaunga Creek like a storming
army.

It was full moon while I was down at Takaunga, and
the beauty of the radiant, still nights was so perfect
that the heart bent under it. You slept with the doors
open to the silver sca; the playing warm breeze in a low
whisper swept in a little loosc sand, on to the stone floor.
One night a row of Arab dhows came along, close to the
coast, running noiselessly before the monsoon, a file of
brown shadow-sails under the moon. .

Denys sometimes talked of making Takaunga his home
in Africa, and of starting his Safaris from there. When I
began to talk of having to leave the farm, he offered me
his house down there, as he had had mine in the high-
lands. But white pcople cannot live for a long fjime at the
coast unless they are able to have many comforts, and
Takaunga was too low and too hot for me.
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In the month of May of the year when I left Africa,
Denys went down to Takaunga for a week. He was
planning to build a larger house and to plant Mango
trees on his land. He went away in his aeroplane and
was intending to make his way home round by Voi, to see
if there were any Elephants there for his Safaris. The
Natives had been talking much of a herd of Elephants
which had come on to the land round Voi from the West,
and in particular of onc big bull, twice the size of any
other Elephant, that was wandering in the bush there,
all by himself.

Denys, who held himself to be an exceptionally rational
person, was subject to a special kind of moods and fore-
bodings, and under their influence at times he became
silent for days or for a week, though he did not know
of it himself and was surprised when I asked him what
was the matter with him. The last days before he started
on this journcy to the coast, he was in this manner absent-
mindcd, as if sunk in contemplation, but when I spoke
of it he laughed at me.

I asked him to let me come with him, for I thought
what a lovely thing it would be to see the sca. First he
said yes, and, then he changed his mind and said no.
He could not take me; the journey round Voi, he told
me, was going to be very rough, he might have to land,
and to slecp, in the bush, so that it would be nccessary
for him to take a Native boy with him. I reminded him
that he had said that he had taken out the acroplane to
fly me over Africa. Yes, he said, so he had; and if there
were Elephants at Voi, he would fly me down there to
have a look at them, when he knew the landing-places
aild camping-grounds. This is the only time that I have
asked Denys to take me with him on his aeroplane that
he would not do it.

He went off on Friday the cighth: ‘Look out for me
on Thursday,” he said when he went, ‘I shall be back
in time to have luncheon with you.’

When he had started in his car for the aerodrome in
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Nairobi, and had turned down the drive, he came back
to look for a volume of poems that he had given to me,
and that he now wanted with him on his journey. He
stood with one foot on the running-board of the car, and
a finger in the book, reading out to me a poem that we
I«d been discussing.

‘Here are your grey geese,’ he said.

‘I saw grey geesc Hying over the flatlands

Wild geese vibrant in the high air—

Unswerving from horizon to horizon

With their soul stiffened out in their throats—

And the grey whiteness of them ribboning the
enormous skies

And the spokes of the sun over the crumpled hills.’

Then he drove away for good, waving his arm to me.

While Denys was down in Mombasa, in landing he
broke a propeller. He wired back to Nairobi to get the
spare parts that he wanted, and the East Africa Airway
Company sent a boy to Mombasa with them. When the
aeroplane was fixed, and Denys was again going up in
it, he told the Airway’s boy to come up with him. But
the boy would not come. This boy was used to flying,
and had been up with many people, and with Denys
himself, before now, and Denys was a fine pilot and had a
great name with the Natives in this capacity as in all
others, But this time the boy would not go up with him.

A long time after, when he met Farah in Nairobi
and they were talking things over, he said to Farah:
‘Not for a hundred rupees would I, then, have gone up
with Bwana Bedir.” The shadow of destiny, which Denys
himself had felt the last days at Ngong, was seen more
strongly now, by the Native.

So Denys took Kamau with him to Voi, hlS own boy.
Poor Kamau was terrified of flying. He had told me,
at the farm, that when he got up and away from the
ground, he fixed his eyes at his feet and kept them there
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till he got down to the carth again, so frightened did
he feel if ever he cast a glance over the side of the aero-
plane, and saw the landscape from its great height.

I looked out for Denys on Thursday, and reckoned
that he would fly from Voi at sunrise and be two hours
on the way to Ngong. But when he did not come, and
I found that I had got things to do in Nairobi, I drove
in to town.

Whenever 1 was ill in Africa, or much worried, I suf-
fered from a spccial kind of compulsive idea. It seemed
to me then that all my surroundings were in danger or
distress, and that in the midst of this disaster I mysclf
was somehow on the wrong side, and therefore was re-
garded with distrust and fear by cverybody.

This nightmare was in reality a reminiscence of the
time of the war. For then for a couple of years, people in
the Colony had believed me to be a pro-German at heart,
and had looked at me with mistrust. Their suspiciousness
rose from the fact that I had, in the innocence of my
heart, a short time bcfore the outbreak of war, been up
at Naivasha buying horses for General von Lettow down
in German East Africa. He had asked me, when we
travelled out to Africa together six months before, to
buy him ten Abyssinian breeding-mares, but during my
first time in the country I had had other things to think
of, and had forgotten about it, so that it was only later,
when he kept on writing of the mares to me, that in the
end I went up to Naivasha to buy them for him. The
war broke out so shorly after, that the mares never got
out of the country. Still I could not get away from the
fact that I had, at the outbrcak of the war, been buying
#p horses for the German army. The suspicion against
me did not, however, last till the end of the war, it
passed away-when my brother, who had been volunteering
with the English, got the V.C. in the Amiens push, north
of Roye. That event was even announced in the ‘East
African St&ndard’ under the headline of: An East-African
vc.
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At the time, 1 had taken my isolation lightly, for 1
was not in the least pro-German, and I thought that I
should be able to clear things up if it became necessary.
But it must have gone decper with me than I knew of,
and for many years after, when I was very tired or when
[ had a high temperature, the feeling of it would come
back. During my last months in Africa, when everything
was going wrong with me, it sometimes suddenly fell
upon me like a darkness, and in a way I was frightened of
it, as of a sort of derangement.

On this Thursday in Nairobi the nightmare unexpec-
tedly stole upon me, and grew so strong that I wondered
if I were beginning to go mad. There was, somehow, a
decp sadness over the town, and over the people I met,
and in the midst of it everybody was turning away from
me. There was nobody who would stop and talk to me,
my friends, when they saw mec. got into their cars and
drove off. Even old Mr. Duncan. the Scotch grocer, from
whom I had bought groceries for many years, and with
whom I had danced at a big ball at Government House,
when I came in looked at me with a kind of fright and lcft
his shop. I began to feel as lonely in Nairobi as on a
desert island.

I had left Farah on the farm to reccive Denys, so that
I had nobody to talk with. The Kikuyus are no good in
such a case, for their idcas of reality, and their reality
itself, are different from ours. But I was to lunch with
Lady McMillan at Chiromo, and I thought that there
I should find white people to talk to, and get back my
balance of mind.

I drove up to the lovely old Nairobi house of Chlromo.
at the end of the long bamboo avenuc, and found “a
luncheon-party there. But it was the samec thing at
Chiromo as in the streets of Nairobi. Everybody seemed
mortally sad, and as I came in the talk stopped. T sat
beside my old friend Mr. Bulpett, and he lookcd down
and said only a few words. I tried to thrdw off the
shadow that was by now lying heavily upon me, and
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to talk to him of mountain-climbings in Mexico, but
he seemed to remember nothing about them.

I thought: These people are no good to me, I will go
back to the farm. Denys will be there by now. We will
talk and behave sensibly, and I shall be sane again and
know and understand everything.

But when we had finished luncheon, Lady McMillan
asked me to come with her into her small sitting-room,
and there told me that there had been an accident at
Voi. Denys had capsized with his machine, and had been
killed in the fall.

It was then as I had thought: at the sound of Denys’s
name even, truth was revealed, and I knew and under-
stood everything.

Later on, the District Commissioner at Voi wrote to
me and gave me the particulars of the accident. Denys
had been staying with him over the night, and had left
from the aerodrome in the morning. with his boy in the
aeroplane with him, for my farm. After he had left he
turned and came back quickly, flying low, at two hundred
feet. Suddenly the aeroplane swayed, got into a spin,
and came down like a bird swooping. As it hit the
ground it caught fire, the people who ran to it were
stopped by the heat. When they got branches and carth,
and had thrown them on the fire, and had got it out,
they found that the aeroplane had been all smashed up,
and the two people in it had been killed in the fall.

For many years after this day the Colony felt Denys’s
death as a loss which could not be recovered. Something
fine then came out in the average colonist’s attitude to-
wards him, a reverence for values outside their under-
standing. When they spoke of him it was most often as
an athlete; they would discuss his exploits as a cricketer
and a golfer, and of these things I had never heard my-
self, so that it was only now that I learned of his great
fame in all | games. Then when the people had been paying
tribute to 'him as a sportsman, they would add that, of
course, he had been very brilliant. What they really
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remembered in him was his absolute lack of self-con-
sciousness, or sclf-interest, an unconditional truthfulness
which outside of him I have only met in idiots. In a
colony, these qualities are not generally held up for
imitation, but after a man’s death they may be, perhaps,
more truly admired than in other places.

The Natives had known Denys better than the white
people; to them his death was a bereavement.

When, in Nairobi, I was told of Denys’s death I tried
to gt down to Voi. The Airway Company was sending
down Tom Black to report on the accident, and I drove
to the Aerodrome to ask him to take me with him, but
as I got into the Acrodrome, his acroplane lifted and
sailed off, towards Voi.

It might still be possible to get through by car, but
the long rains were on, and I had to find out what the
roads were like. While I sat and waited for the report
on the roads, I remembered how Denys had told me
that he wished to be buried in the Ngong Hills. It was
a strange thing that I had not recollected it before, but
it had becen so far from my thoughts that they should
mean to bury him at all. Now it was as if a picture had
been shown to me.

There was a place in the Hills, on the first ridge in
the Game Reserve, that I myself at the time when I
thought that I was to live and die in Africa, had pointed
out to Denys as my future burial-place. In the evening,
while we sat and looked at the hills, from my house,
he remarked that then he would like to be buried there
himself as well. Since then, sometimes when we drove
out in the hills, Denys had said: ‘Let us drive as far as
our graves.” Once when we were camped in the hills ®
look for Buffalo, we had in the afternoon walked over
to the slope to have a closer look at it. There was an in-
finitely great view from there; in the light of the sunset
we saw both Mount Kenya and Kilimanjaro. Denys had
been eating an orange, lying in the grass, and had said
that he would like to stay there. My own burial-place
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was a little higher up. From both places we could see
my house in the forest far away to the East. We were
going back there the next day, for ever, I thought, in
spite of the widespread theory that All must die.

Gustav Mohr had come from his farm to my house,
when he heard of Denys’s death, and when he did not
find me there he looked me up in Nairobi. A little while
after, Hugh Martin came and sat down with us. I told
them of Denys’s wish, and of the burial-place in the
hills, and they wired to the people at Voi. Before I went
back to the farm they informed me that they would
bring Denys’s body up by train next morning, so that
the tuneral could take place in the hills at noon. I must
have his grave ready there by then.

Gustav Mohr went with me to the farm, to slecp
there, and help me in the morning. We would have to
be out in the hills just before sunrise to decide on the
place, and to have the grave dug in time.

It rained all night, and there was a fine drizzling rain
in the morning when we went away. The waggon-tracks
on the road were full of water. Driving up in the hills
was like driving into clouds. We could not sce the plains
below to our left, nor the slopes or pecaks of the hills
to our right; the boys who came with us in a lorry
disappeared behind us at a distance of ten yards, and
the mist grew thicker as the road mounted. By the sign-
board on the road, we found where we got into the
Game Reserve, so we drove on a few hundred yards and
then got out of the car. We left the lorry, and the boys,
on the high-road, until we should have found the place
we wanted. The morning air was so cold, that it bit the
ftagers.

The place of the grave must not be too far away from
the road, nor where the ground was too steep to bring
up a lorry. We walked together for a little while, talk-
ing of the mist, then we parted and went along by different
paths, and*after a few seconds we could no longer see one
another.
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The great country of the hills opened up reluctantly
round me, and closed again, the day was like a rainy
day in a Northern country. Farah was walking with me
with a wet rifle; he thought that we might walk into a
herd of Buffalo. The things close by, that suddenly ap-
pcared just before us, looked fantastically big. The leaves
of the grey wild-olive bush, and the long grass, higher
than ourselves. were dripping wet and smelled strongly,
—I had on a mackintosh and rukber boots, but after
a wnile I was drenched, as if I had been wading up a
stream. It was very still here in the hills, only at times
when the rain came down stronger, therc was a whisper
to all sides. Once the mist parted, and I saw a stretch
of indigo bluc land before me and beyond me, like a
slate,—it must have been one of the tall peaks far away,
a moment aitcr it was again covercd by the drifting
grey rain and mist. I walked and walked, and in the end
I stood quite still. There was nothing to do here until
the weather cleared up.

Gustav Mohr shouted to me threc or four times to
find out where I was, and camec up to me, the rain on
his face and hands. He told me that we had been going
about in the mist for an hour, and that if we did not
settle the place for the grave now, we would not have
it ready in time.

‘But I cannot see where we are,” I said, ‘and we cannot
lay him where the ridges closc up the view. Let us
wait a little longer.’

We stood in silence in the long grass, and I smoked
a cigarctte. Just as I was throwing it away, the mist
spread a little, and a pale cold clarity began to fill the
world. In ten minutes we could see where we were. The
plains lay below us, and I could follow the road by
which we had come, as it wound in and out along the
slopes, climbed towards us, and, winding, went on.
To the South, far away, below the changmg clouds,
lay the broken, dark blue foot-hills of Kilimhnjaro. As
we turned to the North the light increased, pale rays for
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a moment slanted in the sky and a streak of shining
silver drew up the shoulder of Mount Kenya. Suddenly,
much closer, to the East below us, was a little red spot
in the grey and green, the only red there was, the tiled
roof of my house on its cleared place in the forest. We
did not have to go any further, we werc in the right
place. A little while after, the rain started again.

About twenty yards higher up than where we stood,
there was a narrow natural terrace in the hillside, here
we marked out the place for the grave, by the compass,
laying it East to West. We called up the boys, and set
them to cut the grass with pangas, and to dig the wet
soil. Mohr took some of them with him to make a road
for the lorry, from the highroad to the grave, they levelled
out the ground, cut off branches from the bush and
hecaped them on the path, for the ground was slippery.
We could not bring the road all the way up to the grave,
near it the ground was too stcep. It had been silent
up here till now, but when the boys began to work,
I heard that there was an echo in the hills, it answered
to the strokes of the spades, like a little dog barking.

Some cars came out from Nairobi, and we sent down
a boy to show them the way, for in the great country
they would not notice the small group of people by the
grave in the bush. The Somalis of Nairobi came out,
they left their mule-traps on the highroad, and walked
slowly up, three or four together, mourning in the Somali
way, as if wrapping up their hecads and withdrawing
from life. Some of Denys’s friends from up-country, who
had had news of his death, came driving from Naivasha,
Gil-Gil, and Elmenteita, their cars all covered with mud
ftom the long fast drive. Now the day grew clearer, and
the four tall peaks of the hills showed above us against
the sky.

Here in the early afternoon they brought out Denys
from Nall‘Obl, following his old Safari-track to Tangan-
yika, and*driving slowly on the wet road. When they
came to the last steep slope, they lifted out, and carried
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the narrow coffin, that was covered with the flag. As it
was placed in the grave, the country changed and be-
came the sctting for it, as still as itself, the hills stood
up gravely, they knew and understood what we were
doing in them; after a little while they themselves took
charge of the ceremony, it was an action between them
and him, and the people present became a party of very
small lookers-on in the landscape.

Denys had watched and followed all the ways of the
African Highlands, and better than any other white man,
he had known their soil and seasons, the vegetation
and the wild animals, the winds and smells. He had
observed the changes of wecather in them, their people,
clouds, the stars at night. Here in the hills, I had scen
him only a short time ago. standing bare-headed in the
afternoon sun, gazing out over the land, and lifting his
field-glasses to find out cverything about it. He had
taken in the country, and in his eyes and his mind it
had been changed, marked by his own individuality, and
made part of him. Now Africa rcceived him, and would
change him, and make him one with herself.

The Bishop of Nairobi, I was told, had not wanted
to comc out, because there had not been time to have
the burial-ground consccrated, but there was another
clergyman present, who read out the funeral scrvice,
which I had never heard before, and in the great space
his voice sounded small and clear, like the voice of a
bird in the hills. I thought that Denys would like the
whole thing best when it was over. The priest read out
a Psalm: ‘I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills.’

Gustav Mohr and I sat on for a little while, after
the other white people had left. The Mohammedars
waited till we had gone, and then went and prayed by
the grave.

In the days after Denys’s death, his Safarl servants
came in, and gathered on the farm. They did not say
why they came, and did not ask for anything, but sat
down with their backs to the wall of the house, and
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the backs of their hands resting upon the pavement,
most of the time in silence, contrary to the habits of
Natives. Malimu and Sar Sita came there, Denys’s bold,
shrewd, fearless gunbearers and trackers, who had bcen
with him on all his Safaris. They had been out with
the Prince of Wales, and many years after, the Prince
remembered their names, and said that the two of them
together had been hard to beat. Here the great trackers
had lost the track, and sat immovable. Kanuthia, his
motor-driver, came in, who had driven over many thou-
sand miles of rough country, a slim young Kikuyu with
the watchful cyes of a monkey, now he sat by the house
like a sad and chilly monkey in a cage.

Bilea Isa, Denys’s Somali servant., came down from
Naivasha to the farm. Bilea had been to England twice
with Denys, had been to school there, and spoke English
like a gentleman. Some years ago, Denys and I had
attended Bilea’s wedding in Nairobi; it was a magnificent
feast that lasted for seven days. On that occasion, the
great traveller and scholar had gone back to the ways
of his ancestors, he had been dressed in a golden robe,
and had bowed down to the ground when he welcomed
us, and he danced the sword-dance, all wild with the
desperado spirit of the desert. Bilea came down to see his
master’s grave, and sit on it; he came back from it and
spoke very little, after a little while, he sat with the
others with his back to the wall, and the backs of his
hands resting on the pavement.

Farah went out and stood and talked with the mourners.
He himself was very grave. ‘It would not have becen so
bad,” he said to me, ‘that you were going away from the
acountry, if only Bedir had still been here.’

Denys’s boys stayed for about a week, then one after
the other they left again.

I often drove out to Denys’s grave. In a bec-line, it was
not more than five miles from my house, but round by
the road <t was fifteen. The grave was a thousand feet
higher up than my house, the air was different here,
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as clear as a glass of water; light sweet winds lifted
your hair when you took off your hat; over the peaks of
the hills, the clouds came wandering from the East,
drew their live shadow over the wide undulating land,
and werc dissolved and disappcared over the Rift Valley.

{ bought at the duca a yard of the white cloth which
all Natives call American, and Farah and I raised three
tall poles in the ground behind the grave, and nailed
the cloth on to them, then from my house I could dis-
tinguish the exact spot of the grave, like a little white
point in the green hill.

The long rains had been heavy, and I was afraid that
the grass would grow up and cover the grave so that
its place would be lost. Thercfore one day we took up
all the whitewashed stones along my drive, the same that
Karomenya had had trouble in pulling up and carry-
ing to the front door; we loaded them into my box-
body car and drove them up into the hills. We cut down
the grass round the grave, and set the stones in a square
to mark it; now the place could always be found.

As I went so often to the grave, and took the children
of my household with me, it became a familiar place
to them; they could show the way out there to the people
who came to sec it. They built a small bower in the
bush of the hill near it. In the course of the summer,
Ali bin Salim, whose friend Denys had been, came from
Mombasa to go out and lie on the grave and weep, in
the Arab way.

One day I found Hugh Martin by the grave, and
we sat in the grass and talked for a long time. Hugh
Martin had taken Denys’s death much to heart. If any
human being at all had held a place in his queer seclusive
existence, it would have been Denys. An ideal is a strange
thing, you would never have given Hugh credit for har-
bouring the idea of one, neither would you have thought
that the loss of it would have affected him, like, somehow,
the loss of a vital organ. But since Denys’s death he had
aged and changed much, his face was blotched and drawn.
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All the same he preserved his placid, smiling likeness to
a Chinese Idol, as if he knew of something exceedingly
satisfactory, that was hidden to the general. He told me
now that he had, in the night, suddenly struck upon the
right epitaph for Denys. I think he had got it from an
ancient Greek author, he quoted it to me in Greek, then
translated it in order that I should understand it. It went:
‘Though in death fire be mixed with my dust yet care
I not. For with me now all is well.’

Later on, Denys’s brother, Lord Winchilsea, had an
obelisk set on his grave, with an inscription out of “The
Ancient Mariner,” which was a poem that Denys had much
admired. I myself had never hcard it until Denys quoted
it to me,—the first time was, I remember, as we were
going to Bilea’s wedding. I have not seen the obelisk;
it was put up after I had left Africa.

In England there is also a monument to Denys. His
old schoolfellows, in memory of him, built a stone bridge
over a small stream betwcen two fields at Eton. On one
of the balustrades is inscribed his name, and the dates
of his stay at Eton, and on the other the words: ‘Famous
in these fields and by his many friends much beloved.’

Between. the river in the mellow English landscape
and the African mountain ridge. ran the path of his
life; it is an optical illusion that it seemed to wind and
swerve,—the surroundings swerved. The bow-string was
released on the bridge at Eton, the arrow described its
orbit, and hit the obelisk in the Ngong Hills.

After I had left Africa, Gustav Mohr wrote to me
of a strange thing that had happened by Denys’s grave,
the like of which I have never heard. ‘The Masai,” he
wrote, ‘have reported to the District Commissioner at
Ngong, that many times, at sunrise and sunset, they
have seen lions on Finch-Hatton’s grave in the Hills.
A lion and a lioness have come there, and stood, or lain,
on the grave for a long time. Some of the Indians who
have passtd the place in their lorries on the way to
Kajado have also scen them. After you went away, the
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ground round the grave was levelled out, into a sort of
big terrace, I suppose that the level place makes a good
site for the lions, from there they can have a view over
the plain, and the cattle and game on it.’

It was fit and decorous that the lions should come to
Oenys'’s grave and make him an African monument. ‘And
renowned be thy grave.” Lord Neclson himself, I have
reflected, in Trafalgar Square, has his lions made only
out of stone.
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FARAH AND I SELL OUT

Now I was alonc on the farm. It was no longer minc,
but the pcople who had bought it had offcred me to
stay in the housc as long as I liked, and for legal reasons
were leasing it to me for a Shilling a day.

I was selling my furniture, which gave Farah and
me a good deal to do. We had to have all the china and
table-glass on view upon the dinncr-table; later on, when
the table had been sold, we arranged it in long rows
on the floor. The cuckoo of the clock sang out the hours
arrogantly over the rows, then it was itself sold, and
flew off. One day I sold my table-glass, and then in the
night thought better of it. so that in the morning I drove
to Nairobi and asked the lady who had bought it to call
off the deal. I had no place to put the glass, but the fingers
and lips of many friends had touched it, they had given
me excellent wine to drink out of it; it was keeping an
echo of old-table-talk, and I did not want to part with
it. After all, I thought, it would be an casy thing to brcak.

I had an old wooden screen with painted figures of
Chinamen, Sultans and Negroes, with dogs on leads,
which had had its place by the fire. There in the even-
ings, when the fire burned clear, the figures would come
out, and scrve as illustrations to the tales that I told
Denys. After I had looked at it for a long time, I folded
it up and packed it in a case, wherein the figures might
all have a rest for the time bcing

Lady McMillan was at this time finishing the McMillan
Memorial in Nairobi, that she had built to her husband,
Sir Northrup McMillan. It was a finc building, with a
library and reading-rooms. She now drove out to the
farm, sat and talked sadly of old days, and bought most
of my old Danish furniture, that I had*‘taken out
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from home with me, for the library. I was pleased to
know that the chcerful, wise and hospitable chests and
cabinets were to remain together, in a milieu of books
and scholars, like a small circle of ladies who, in times of
revolution, find an asylum in a University.

My own books I packed up in cases and sat on them,
or dincd on them. Books in a colony play a different
part in your existence from what they do in Europe;
there is a whole side of your life which there they alone
take charge of; and on this account, according to their
quality, you feel morc grateful to them, or more indig-
nant with them, than vou will ever do in civilized
countrics.

The fictitious characters in the books run beside your
horse on the farm, and walk about in the maize-fields.
On their own, like intelligent soldiers, they find at once
the quarters that suit them. On the morning after I had
been 1cading Crome Yellow at night.—and I had never
heard of the author’s nmame, but had picked up the
book in a Nairobi bookshop, and was as pleased as if 1
had discovered a new green island in the sea,—as I was
riding through a valley of the Game Reserve, a little
duiker jumped up, and at once turned himself into a
stag for Sir Hercules with his wife and his pack of thirty
black and fawn-coloured pugs. All Walter Scott s charac-
ters were at home in the country and might be met
anywhere; so were Odysscus and his men, and strangely
enough many figures from Racine. Peter Schlemihl had
walked over the hills in seven-league boots, Clown Agheb
the honcy-bee lived in my garden by the river.

Other things were sold out of the house, packed and
sent off, so that the house, in the course of these montMs.
became das Ding an sich, noble like a skull, a cool and
roomy place to dwell in, with an echo to it, dnd the grass
of the lawn growing long up to the doorstep. In the end
there were no things in the rooms at all, and to my mind
at the time they seemed, in this state, more fit to live
in than thgy had been before.
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I said to Farah, ‘This is how we ought to have had it
all the time.’

Farah understood me very well, for all Somali have
something of the ascetic in them. Farah during this time
was set and concentrated upon assisting me in everything;
but he was growing to look more and more like a true
Somali, such as he had looked in Aden, where he had
been sent to mect me, when I first came to Africa. He
was much concerned about my old shoes, and confided
to me that he was going to pray to God every day that
they might last until I got to Paris.

During these months, Farah wore his best clothes every
day. He had a lot of fine clothes: gold-embroidered
Arab waistcoats that I had given him, and a very elegant
scarlet gold-laced uniform waistcoat that Berkeley Cole
had given him, and silk turbans in beautiful colours.
Generally he kept them all in chests, and wore them only
on special occasions. But now he put on the best he had.
He walked one step behind me in the streets of Nairobi,
or waited on the dirty stairs in the Government buildings
and the lawyers’ offices, dressed like Solomon in all his
glory. It took a Somali to do that.

I had now also got to deal with the fate of my horses
and my dogs. I had all the time meant to shoot them,
but many of my fricnds wrote to me and asked me to
let them have them. After that, whenever I rode out
and had the dogs with me, it did not scem fair on them
to shoot them,—they had much life in them still. It took
me a long time to decide the matter, I do not think
that I have ever changed my mind so often over any
other question. In the end I decided to give them to my
friends.

I rode in' to Nairobi on my favourite horse, Rouge,
going very slowly and looking round to the North,
and the South. It was a very strange thing to Rouge,
I thought,’to- be going in by the Nairobi road, and not
to be coming back. I installed him, with some trouble,
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in the horse-van of the Naivasha train, I stood in the
van and felt, for the last time, his silky muzzle against
my hands and my face. I will not let thee go, Rouge,
except thou bless me. We had found together the riding-
path down to the river amongst the Native shambas and
huts, on the steep slippery descent he had walked as
nimbly as a mule, and in the brown running river-water
I had seen my own hcad and his close together. May
you now, in a valley of clouds, eat carnations to the right
and stock to the left.

The two young deerhounds that I had then, David
and Dinah. Pania’s offspring, I gave to a friend on a
farm near Gil-Gil, where they would get good hunting.
They were very strong and playful, and when they were
fetched in a car and drove off from the farm in great
style, they pantcd, their heads close together over the
side of the car, their tongues hanging out, as if they
were on the track of a new splendid kind of game. The
quick eyes and feet, and the live hearts, went away from
the house and the plains, to breathe and sniff, and run
happily on new grounds.

Some of my people now Ieft the farm. As there was to
be no coffee and no coffee-mill there any longer, Pooran
Singh found himself out of work. He did not want to
take on another job in Africa, and in the end he made
up his mind to go back to India.

Pooran Singh, who mastered the minerals, outside of
his workshop was like a child. He could not in the least
realize that the end of the farm had come; he grieved
over it, wept clear tears that ran down in his black
beard, and for a long time worried me with his attempts
to make me remain on the farm, and with his plans fbr
kecping it going. He had taken much pride in our
machinery, such as it was, and was now for 'a while as if
nailed to the steam-engine and the coffee-dryer in the
factory, his soft dark eyes consuming every nut in them.
Then, when in the end he had been convificed of the
hopelessness of the situation, he gave it all up in one
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movement, he was still very sad, but quite passive, and
sometimes when I saw him he talked much to me of his
travelling plans. When he went away, he carried no
luggage with him but a small box of tools and soldering
outfit, as if he had alrecady sent his heart and life over
the occan, and there was now only his thin, unassuming,
brown person and the soldering pan to follow it.

I wanted to give Pooran Singh a present before he
left, and T had hoped that I might have something in
my possession which he would like, but when I spoke
to him of it he at once with great joy declared that he
wanted a ring. I had no ring and no money to buy him
one. This had happened alrcady some months ago, at
the time when Denys was coming out to dine at the
farm, and so at dinner I told him of the position. Denys
had once given me an Abyssinian ring of soft gold, to
be screwed on so that it would fit any finger. He now
thought that I was looking at it with the intention of
giving it to Pooran Singh, for hc used to complain that
whenever he gave me anything I would at once give it
away to my coloured pcople. To prevent such a thing
happening, he took it from my hand and put it on his
own and said that he would keep it until Pooran Singh
had gone. It was a few days before he went to Mombasa,
and in this way the ring was buried with him. Before
Pooran Singh left I had, however, raised enough money
by the sale of my furniture to buy him the ring he
wanted in Nairobi. It was of hcavy gold with a big
red stone, that looked like glass. Pooran Singh was so
happy about it that he shed a few tears again, and I
believe that the ring helped him over his final parting
wéth the farm and with his machinery. For his last week,
he wore it every day, and whenever he came to the
house, he held up his hand, and showed it to me with
a radiant, gentle smile. At Nairobi station, the last thing
that I saw of him was this slim dark hand, that had
worked or# the forge with such furious speed. It was
stretched out through the window of the crewded and
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overheated Native railway carriage, in which Pooran Singh
had placed himself upon his tool-box, and the red stone
in it shone like a little star while it went up and down,
waving good-bye.

Pooran Singh went to the Punjab to his family. He
nad not secn them for many years, but they had kept
in touch with him by sending him photographs of them-
selves, which he preserved down in his little corrugated
iron house by the factory, and shewed to me with great
tenderncss and pride. I had several letters from Pooran
Singh already from the boat to India. They all began
in the same way: ‘Dear Madam. Good-bye.’ and then
went on to give me his news and to report on his ad-
ventures of the journey.

A wcek atiair Denys’s death one morning a strange
thing happened to me.

I lay in bed and thought of the events of the last
months, I tried to understand what it really was that
had happened. It secmed to me that I must have, in
some way, got out of the normal course of human exis-
tence, into a maclstrom where I ought never to have
been. Wherever I walked, the ground fell away under
me, and the stars fell from the sky. I thought of the
poem about Ragnarok, in which this fall of the stars is
described, and of the verses about the dwarfs who sigh
deeply in their caves in the mountains, and die from
fear. All this could not be, I thought, just a coincidence
of circumstances, what people call a run of bad luck,
but there must be some central principle within it. If
I could find it, it would save me. If I looked in the
right place, I reflected, the coherence of things might
become clear to me. I must, I thought, get up and look
for a sign. :

Many people think it an unreasonable thing, to be
looking for a sign. This is because of the fact that it
takes a particular state of mind to be able to®do so, and
not many people have ever found themselves in such a
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state. If in this mood, you ask for a sign, the answer
cannot fail you; it follows as the natural consequence of
the demand. In that same way an inspired card-player
collects thirteen chance cards on thc table, and takes
up what is called a hand of cards—a unity. Where others
see no call at all, he sees a grand slam staring him in
the face. Is there a grand slam in the cards? Yes, to the
right player.

I came out of the house looking for a sign, and wan-
dered at haphazard towards the boys’ huts. T'hey had
just let out their chickens, which were running here
and there amongst the houscs. I stood for a little while
and looked at them.

Fathima’s big white cock came strutting up before
me. Suddenly hc stopped, laid his head first on one
side, and then on the other, and raised his comb. From
the other side of the path, out of the grass, came a little
grey Chameleon that was, like the cock himself, out on
his morning reconnoitring. The cock walked straight upon
it,—for the chickens cat these things,—and gave out a
few clucks of satisfaction. 'The Chameleon stopped up
dead at the sight of the cock. He was frightened, but
he was at the same time very brave, he planted his feet
in the ground, opened his mouth as wide as he possibly
could, and, to scare his enemy, in a flash he shot out
his club-shaped tongue at the cock. The cock stood for a
second as if taken aback, then swiftly and determinately
he struck down his beak like a hammer and plucked out
the Chameleon’s tongue.

The whole meeting between the two had taken ten
seconds. Now I chased off Fathima’s cock, took up a big
stene and killed the Chamcleon, for he could not live
without his tongue; the Chameleons catch the insects that
they feed on-with their tongue.

I was so frightened by what I had seen,—for it had
been a gruesome and formidable thing in a miniature
format,—thut I went away and sat down on the stone
seat by the house. I sat there for a long time, and Farah
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brought me out my tea. and put it on the table. I looked
down on the stones and dared not look up, such a dan-
gerous place did the world seem to me.

Very slowly only, in the course of the next few days,
it came upon me that I had had the most spiritual
answer possible to my call. I had even been in a strange
manner honoured and distinguished. The powers to which
I had cried had stood on my dignity more than I had
donc myself, and what other answer could they then
give? This was clearly not the hour for coddling, and
they had chosen to connive at my invocation of it. Great
powers had laughed to me, with an echo from the hills
to follow the laughter, they had said among the trumpets,
among the cocks and Chamelcons, Ha ha!

I was also pleased that I had been out this morning in
time to save the Chamcleon from a slow, painful death.

It was about this time,—although it was before I had
sent away my horses,—that Ingrid Lindstrom came down
from her farm at Njoro to stay with me for a little while.
This was a friendly act of Ingrid’s, for it was difficult
to her to get away from her own farm. Her husband,
to make moncy to pay off their Njoro land, had taken a
job with a big Sisal company in Tanganyika, and was at
the time sweating down there at an altitude of two
thousand feet, just as if Ingrid had becen leasing him out
in the quality of a slave, for the sake of the farm. She
was thercfore, in the meantime, running it on her own;
she had extended her poultry yards, and her market-
garden, and had got pigs. and broods of young turkeys
up there, which she could ill afford to leave, even for a
few days. All the same, for my sake she gave it all dn
charge of Kemosa, and rushed down to me as she would
run to the assistance of a friend whose house was on fire,
and she came without Kemosa this time, which was prob-
ably, under the circumstances, a good thing for Farah.
Ingrid understood and realized to the bottom of her heart,
with great strength, with something of the strength of the
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clements themsclves, what it is really like, when a woman
farmer has to give up her farm, and leave it.

While Ingrid was staying with me, we did not discuss
either the past or the future, and did not mention the
name of a single friend or acquaintance, we closed our
two minds round the disaster of the hour. We walked
together from the one thing on the farm to the other,
naming them as we passed them, one by one, as if we
were taking mental stock of my loss, or as if Ingrid were,
on my behalf, collecting material for a book of complaints
to be laid before destiny. Ingrid knew well enough from
her own expericnce that there is no such book, but
all the same the idea of it forms part of the livelihood of
women.

We went down to the oxen’s boma, and sat on the
fence, counting the oxen as they came in. Without words
I pointed them out to Ingrid: ‘These oxen,” and without
words she responded: ‘Yes, these oxen,’ and recorded
them in her book. We went round to the stables to feed
the horses with sugar, and when they had finished it, I
stretched out my sticky and be-slabbered palms, present-
ing them to Ingrid and crying, ‘These horses.’” Ingrid
sighed back. laboriously, ‘Yes, these horses,” and noted
them down. In my garden by the river she could not
reconcile herself to the idea that I must leave the plants
that I had brought from Europe; shc wrung her hands
over the mint, sage and lavender, and talked of them
again later on, as if she were pondering on some scheme
by which I might arrange to take them with me.

We spent the afternoons in contemplation of my small
herd of Native cows which grazed on the lawn. I went
through their age, characteristics, and yielding of milk,
and Ingrid groaned and shricked over the figurcs as if
she had been bodily hurt. She scrutinized them carefully
one by onec, not with any view to trade, for my cows
were going to my houseboys, but so as to value and
weigh up my loss. She clung to the soft sweet-smelling
calves; she had herself after long struggles got a few
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cows with calves on her farm, and against all reason, and
against her own will, her deep furious glances blamed me
for deserting my calves.

A man who was walking beside a bereaved friend and
who was all the time in his own mind repeating the
words: “Thank God it is not me,” would, I believe, feel
badly about it, and would try to suppress the feeling.
It is a different thing in two women who are friends, and
of whom the one is manifesting her deep sympathy in
the distress of the other. There it goes without saying
that the more fortunate friend will all the while in her
heart repeat the same thing: ‘Thank God it is not me.’
It causes no bad fecling betwcen the two, but on the
contrary brings them closer together, and gives to the
ceremony a personal clement. Men, I think, cannot casily
or harmoniously envy or triumph over one another. But
it goes without saying that the bride triumphs over the
bridesmaids, and that the lving-in-visitors envy the
mother of the child; and none of the parties feel the
worse on that account. A woman who had lost a child,
might show its clothes to a friend, aware that the friend
was repeating in her heart: “I'hank God it is not me,'—
and it would be to both of them a natural and befitting
thing. It was so with Ingrid and me. As we walked over
the farm, I knew that she was thinking of her own farm,
praising her luck that it was still hers, and holding on to
it with all her might, and wc got on very well on that.
In spite of our old khaki coats and trousers, we were in
reality a pair of mythical women, shrouded respectively
in white and black, a unity, the Genii of the farmer’s
life in Africa.

After a few days Ingrid said good-bye to me, and
went up by the railway to Njoro.

I could no longer ride out, and my walks without the
dogs had become very silent and sedate, but I still had
my car, and I was glad to have her, for in these months
I had mugh to do.
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The fate of my squatters weighed on my mind. As
the people who had bought the farm were planning to
take up the coffee-trees, and to have the land cut up
and sold as building-plots, they had no use for the
squatters, and as soon as the dcal was through, they
had given them all six months’ notice to get off the
farm. This to the squatters was an unforeseen and
bewildering determination, for they had lived in the
illusion that the land was theirs. Many of them had been
born on the farm, and others had come there as small
children with their fathers.

The squatters knew that in order to stay on the land
they had got to work for me onec hundred and cighty
days out of each year, for which they were paid twelve
shillings for cvery thirty days; these accounts were kept
at the office of the farm. They also knew that they must
pay the hut-tax to the Government, of twelve shillings
to a hut, a heavy burden on a man, who with very little
else in the world would own two or threce grass-huts,—
according to the number of his wives, for a Kikuyu
husband must give cach of his wives her own hut. My
squatters had, from time to time, been threatencd to be
turned off the farm for an offence, so that they must in
some way have felt that their position was not entirely
unassailable. The hut-tax they much disliked, and when
I collected it on the farm for the Government, they gave
me a great dcal to do, and much talk to listen to. But
they had still looked upon these things as common vicis-
situdes of life, and had never given up the hope of some-
how getting round them. They had not imagined that
there might be, to them all, an underlying universal
principle, which would at its own hour manifest itself
in a fatal, crushing manner. For some time they chose
to regard the decision of the new owners of the farm as
a bugbear, which they could courageously ignore.

In some respects, although not in all, the white men
fill in the mind of the Natives the place that is, in the
mind of the white men, filled by the idea of Ged. I once
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had a contract drawn up with an Indian timber-merchant,
it contained the words: an act of God. I was not familiar
with the expression, and the lawyer who was drawing up
the contract tried to explain it to me.

‘No, no, Madam,” he said, 'you have not quite caught
ihe meaning of the term. What is completely unforesee-
able, and not consonant with rule or reason, that is an
act of God.’

In the end, the certainty of their notice to quit brought
the squatters in dark groups to my house. They felt
the denunciation as a consequence of my departure from
the farm,—my own bad luck was growing, and was
spreading over them as well. They did not blame me
for it, for that was talked out between us; they asked me
where they were to go.

I found 1, in more than one way, diflicult to answer
them. The Natives cannot, according to the law, them-
sclves buy any land, and there was not another farm
that I knew of, big enough to take them on as squatters.
I told them that I had myself been told when I had
madce inquiries in the matter, that they must go into
the Kikuyu Reserve and find land there. On that they
again gravely asked me if they should find enough un-
occupied land in the Reserve to bring all their cattle
with them? And, they went on, would they bc sure all
to find land in the samc place, so that the people from
the farm should remain together, for they did not want
to be scparated?

I was surprised that they should be so determined to
stay together, for on the farm they had found it difficult
to keep peace, and had never had much good to say of
one another. Still, here they all came, the big swaggeryg
cattle-owners like Kathegu, Kaninu, and Mauge, hand
in hand, so to say, with the humble unportioned workers
of the soil like Waweru and Chotha, who did not own
so much as one goat; and they were all filled with the
same spirit, and as intent upon keeping ong another as
on keeping their cows. I felt that they were not only ask-
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ing me for a place to live on, but that they were demand-
ing their existence of me.

It is more than their land that you take away from
the people, whose Native land you take. It is their past
as well, their roots and their identity. If you take away
the things that they have been used to sce, and will be
expecting to see, you may, in a way, as well take their
eves. This applies in a higher degree to the primitive
people than to the civilized, and animals again will wan-
der back a long way, and go through danger and suffer-
ings, to recover their lost identity, in the surroundings
that they know.

The Masai when they were moved from their old
country, North of the railway line, to the present Masai
Reserve, took with them the names of their hills, plains
and rivers; and gave them to the hills, plains and rivers
in the new country. It is a bewildering thing to the
traveller. The Masai were carrying their cut roots with
them as a medicine, and were trying, in cxile, to keep
their past by a formula.

Now, my squatters were clinging to one another from
the same instinct of self-preservation. If they were to go
away from their land, they must have people round
them who had known it, and so could testify to their
identity. Then they could still, for some years, talk of
the geography and the history of the farm, and what one
had forgotten the other would remember. As it was, they
were feeling the shame of extinction falling on them.

‘Go, Msabu,’ they said to me, ‘go for us to the Sclikali,
and obtain from them that we may take all our cattle
with us to the new place, and that we shall all remain
together where we are going.’

With this began for me a long pilgrimage, or beggar’s
journcy, which took up my last months in Africa.

On the Kikuyu’s errand I first went to the District
Commissioners of Nairobi and Kiambu, then to the Native
Departmentgand the Land Office, and in the end to the
Governor, Sir Joseph Byrne, whom I had nof met till
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then, for he was only just out from England. In the end
I forgot what I went for. I was washed in and out as
by the tide. Sometimes I had to stay for a whole day in
Nairobi, or to go in two or three times in a day. There
were always a number of squatters stationed by my house,
~hen I came back, but they never asked me for my news,
they kept watch there in order to communicate to me, by
some Native magic, stamina on the course.

‘The Government Officials were patient and obliging
people. The difficultics in the matter were not of their
making: it was rcally a problem to find, in the Kikuyu
Reserve, an unoccupied stretch of land big enough to
take in the full number of the people and their cattle.

Most of the Officials had been in the country for a
long time, and knew the Natives well. They would only
vaguely suggest the resource of making the Kikuyu sell
out somc of their stock. For they knew that under no
circumstances would they do so, and by bringing their
herds on to a place that was too small for them, they
would cause, in ycars to come, endless trouble with their
neighbours in the Reserve, for other District Commis-
sioners up there to go into, and settle.

But when we came to the second request of the
squatters, that they should remain together, the people
in authority said that there was no real need fi: that.

‘Oh rcason not the need,” I thought, ‘our basest beggars
are in the poorest things superfluous’,—and so on. All
my life I have held that you can class people according
to how they may be imagined hehaving to King Lear.
You could not reason with King Lear, any more than with
an old Kikuyu, and from the first he demanded too much
of cverybody; but he was a king. It is truc that the
African Native has not handed over his country to the
white man in a magnificent gesture, so that-the case is in
some ways different from that of the old king and his
daughters; the white men took over the country as a
Protectorate. But I bore in mind that not vesy long ago,
at a time,that could still be remembered, thc Natives
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of the country had held their land undisputed, and had
never heard of the white men and their laws. Within the
gencral insccurity of their existence the land to them was
still steadfast. Some of them were carricd off by the slave-
traders and were sold at slave-markets, but some of them
always remained. Those who were taken away, in their
exile and thraldom all over the Eastern world, would long
back to the highlands, for that was their own land. The
old dark clear-eyed Native of Africa, and the old dark
clear-eyed Elephant—they arce alike: vou scc them
standing on the ground, weighty with such impressions
of the world around them as have been slowly gathered
and heaped up in their dim minds; they are themselves
features of the land. Either one of the two might find
himself quite perplexed by the sight of the great changes
that are going on all round him, and might ask you
where he was, and vou would have to answer him in
the words of Kent: ‘In your own kingdom, Sir.’

In the end, just as I was beginning to fecl that I
must drive in to Nairobi and back, and talk on in Govern-
ment Offices all my life, I was suddenly informed that
my application had been granted. The Government had
agreed to give out a piece of the Dagoretti Forest Reserve
to the squatters of my farm. Here they could form a
settlement of their own, not far from their old place,
and after the disappearance of the farm they could still
preserve their faces and their names, as a community.

The news of this decision was received on the farm
with deep silent emotion. It was impossible to tell from
the faces of the Kikuyu whether they had all the time
had faith in this issuc of the case, or whether they had
degpaired of it. As soon as it was settled, they immediately
entered on a course of multifarious complicated requests
and propositions that I refused to deal with. They still
stayed on by my house, watching me in a novel way.
Natives have such fecling for, and faith in, fortune, that
now, after oyrone success, they may have begun to trust that
all was going to be well, and that I was to stay o the farm.
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As for me myself, the settlement of the squatters’
fate was a great appeasement to me. I have not often
felt so contented.

‘Then, after two or three days, the fecling came upon
me that my work in the country had been brought to an
cud, and that now I might go. T'he coffec harvest on
the farm was finished, and the mill standing still, the
house was empty, the squatters had got their land. The
rains were over, and the new grass was already long on
the plains and in the hills.

The plan which I had formed in the beginning, to
give in in all minor matters, so as to keep what was
of vital importance to me, had turned out to be a failure.
I had consented to give away my possessions one by one,
as a kind of ransom for my own life, but by the time
that I had nothing left, I mysclf was the lightest thing of
all, for fate to get rid of.

There was a full moon in those days, it shone into the
bare room and laid the pattern of the windows on the
floor. T thought that the moon might be looking in and
wondering how long I meant to stay on, in a place from
which everything else had gone. "Oh no,’ said the moon,
‘time mecans very little to me.’

I would have liked to have stayed on until I could have
scen the squatters installed in their new place. But the
surveying of the land took time, and it was uncertain
when they would be able to move on to it.
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Ar that time it came to pass that the old men of the
neighbourhood resolved to hold an Ngoma for me.

These Ngomas of the Ancients had been great func-
tions in the past, but now they were rarely danced, and
during all my time in Africa I have never seen one of
them. I should have liked to have done so, for the
Kikuyu themselves thought highly of them. It was con-
sidered an honour to the farm that the old men’s dance
was to be performed there, my people talked of it a
long time before it was to take place.

Even Farah, who gencrally looked down on the Native
Ngomas, was this time impressed by the resolution of the
old men. ‘These people are very old, Mcmsahib,” he said,
‘very very old.’

It was curious to hear the young Kikuyu lions speak
with reverence and awe of the coming performance of
the old dancers.

There was one thing about these Ngomas of which I
did not know,—namely that thcy had been prohibited
by the Government. The rcason for the prohibition I
do not know. The Kikuyu must have been aware of the
interdiction, but they chose to overlook it, either they
reasoned that in these great troubled times, things might
be done that in ordinary times could not be done, or
else they really forgot about it in the midst of the strong
emotions set going by the dance. They did not even
have it in them to keep silent about the Ngoma.

The old dancers when they arrived were a rare, sub-
lime sight. 'There were about a hundred of them, and
they all arrived at the same time, and must have col-
lected somewhere at a distance from the house. The
old Native men are chilly people, and generally wrap
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and muffle themsclves up well in furs and blankets, but
here they were naked, as if solemnly stating the for-
midable truth. Their fincry and war-paint were discreetly
put on, but a few of them worc, on their old bald
skulls, the big head-dresses of black cagle’s feathers that
yuua sec on the heads of the young dancers. They did
not need any ornaments cither, they were impressive in
themselves. They did not, like the old beautics of the
European ball-room, strive to obtain a youthful appear-
ance, the whole point and weight of the dance, to them
themselves, and to the onlookers, lay in the old age of the
performers. 'They had a qucer sort of markings on them,
the like of which I have ncver scen, chalked stripes
running along their crooked limbs as if they were, in their
stark truthfulness, emphasizing the stiff and brittle bones
underncach the skin. Their movements, as they advanced
in a slow prelusive march were so strange that I wondered
what sort of dance I was now to be shown.

As I stood and looked at them a fancy camc back to
me that had taken hold of me before: It was not I
who was going away, I did not have it in my power to
lecave Africa, but it was the country that was slowly and
gravely withdrawing from me, like the sea in cbb-tide.
The procession that was passing herc,—it was in reality
my strong pulpy young dancers of yesterday an” rhe day
before yesterday, who were withering before my eyes, who
werc passing away for ever. They were going in their
own style, gently, in a dance, the people were with me.
and I with the people, well content.

‘The old men did not speak, not even to one another,
they were saving their strength for the coming efforts.

Just as the dancers had ranged themselves for the
dance, an Askari from Nairobi arrived at the house with
a letter for me, that the Ngoma must not-take place.

I did not understand it, for it was to me a quite
unlooked-for thing, and I had to read the paper through
twice or three times. The Askari who had gbrought it,
was himsglf so impressed with the importance of the
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show he had upset, that he did not open his mouth to
the old people or to my house-boys nor strut or swagger
in the usual manner of Askaris, who are pleased to show
off their plenitude of power to other Natives.

During all my life in Africa I have not lived through
another moment of such bitterness. I had not before
known my heart to heave up in such a storm against
the things happening to me. It did not even occur to
me to speak; the nothingness of speech by now was
manifest to me.

The old Kikuyu themselves stood like a herd of old
sheep, all their eycs under the wrinkled lids fixed upon
my face. They could not, in a second. give up the thing
on which their hearts had bcen set, some of them made
little convulsive movements with their legs; they had
come to dance and dance they must. In the end I told
them that our Ngoma was off.

The picce of news, I knew, would in their minds
take on a different aspect, but what I could not tell.
Perhaps they realized at once how completely the Ngoma
was off, for the reason that there was no longer anybody
to dance to, since I no longer existed. Perhaps they
thought that jt had, in reality. already been held, a match-
less Ngoma, of such force that it made naught of every-
thing else, and that, when it was over, everything was
over.

A small Native dog on the lawn profited by the still-
ness to yap out loudly, and the echo ran through my
mind:

“. .. the little dogs and all,
(Iray, Blanch, and Sweetheart, see, they bark at me.’

Kamante, who had been put in charge of the tobacco
that was to have been dealt out to the Ancients after
the dance, in his habitual silent resourcefulness here
thought the moment convenient for bringing it, and
stepped forward with a big calabash filled with snuff.
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Farah waved him back, but Kamante was a Kikuyu, in
understanding with the old dancers, and he had his way.
The snuff was a reality. We now distributed it amongst
the old men. After a little while they all walked away.

The people of the farm who grieved most at my
departure were I think the old women. The old Kikuyu
women have had a hard life, and have themselves become
flint-hard under it, like old mules which will bite you
if tiicy can come to it. 'T'hey were more difficult for any
disease to kill off than their men, as I learned in my
practice as a doctor, and they were wilder than the men,
and, even more thoroughly than they, devoid of the
faculty of admiration. They had borne a number of
children and had seen many of them die; they were
afraid of notning. They carried loads of firewood,—with
a rein round their forcheads to steady them,—of three
hundred pounds, tottering below them, but unsubdued;
they worked in the hard ground of their shambas, stand-
ing on their heads from the carly morning till late in the
cvening. ‘From thence she seeketh the prey, and her
cyes behold afar off. Her heart is as firm as a stone,
yea as hard as a piece of the nether millstone. She
mocketh at fear. What time she lifteth up herself on high,
she scorneth the horse and his rider. Will she mal( many
supplications unto thee? Will she speak soft words unto
thee?” And they had a stock of energy in them still; they
radiated vitality. The old women took a keen interest in
cverything that was going on or the farm, and would
walk ten miles to look at an Ngoma of the young people;
a joke, or a cup of tembu, would make their wrinkled
toothless faces dissolve in laughter. 'This strength, aad
love of life in them, to me seemed not only highly res-
pectable, but glorious and bewitching.

The old women of the farm and I had always been
friends. They were the people who called me Jerie, the
men and the children—except the very yomng—never
used the game for me. Jerie is a Kikuyu female name,
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but it has some special quality,—whenever a girl is born
to a Kikuyu family a long time after her brothers and
sisters, she is named Jerie, and I suppose that the name
has a note of affection in it.

Now the old women were sorry that I was leaving
them. From this last time, I keep the picture of a Kikuyu
woman, nameless to me, for I did not know her well,
she belonged, 1 think, to Kathego’s village, and was the
wife or widow of onc of his many sons. She came towards
me on a path on the plain, carrying on her back a load
of the long thin poles which the Kikuyu use for construct-
ing the roofs of their huts,—with them this is women’s
work. These poles may be fifteen feet long; when the
women carry them they tie them together at the ends,
and the tall conical burdens give to the pcople under-
neath them, as you see them travelling over the land,
the silhouette of a prehistoric animal, or a Giraffe. The
sticks which this woman was carrying were all black and
charred, sooted by the smoke of the hut during many
years; that meant that she had been pulling down her
house and was trailing her building materials, such as
they were, to new grounds. When we met she stood dead
still, barring.the path to me, staring at me in the exact
manner of a Giraffe in a herd, that you will meet on the
open plain, and which lives and feels and thinks in a
manner unknowable to us. After a moment she broke out
weeping, tears streaming over her face, like a cow that
makes water on the plain before you. Not a word did she
or I myself speak, and, after a few minutes, she ceded
the way to me, and we parted, and walked on in opposite
directions. I thought that after all she had some materials
wigh which to begin her new house, and 1 imagined how
she would set to work, and tie her sticks together, and
make herself a roof.

The little herd-boys on the farm, who had never in
their lives known of a time when I had not been living
in the house, on the other hand had a great deal of
excitement and tension of suspense out of the,idea that
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I was going away. It may have been to them difficult,
and daring, to imagine the world without me in it, as if
Providence had been known to be abdicating. They rose
to the surface of the long grass when I was passing and
cricd out to me: ‘When are you going away, Msabu?
Msabu, in how many days are you going away?’

When in thc end, the day came on which 1 was going
away, I learned the strange learning that things can
happen which we ourselves cannot possibly imagine,
cither beforechand, or at the time when they are taking
place, or afterwards when we look back on them. Circum-
stances can have a motive force by which they bring
about cvents without aid of human imagination or appre-
hension. On such occasions you yourself keep in touch
with what is going on by attentively following it from
moment to moment, like a blind person who is being
led, and who places onc foot in front of the other cauti-
ously but unwittingly. Things are happening to you, and
you feel them happening, but except for this onc fact,
you have no connection with them, and no key to the
cause or meaning of them. The performing wild animals
in a circus go through their programme, I believe, in that
same way. Those who have been through such events
can, in a way, say that they have been through dcath,—
a passagce outside the range of imagination, but within
the range of experience.

Gustav Mohr came out in his car in the early morning
to go in to the railway station with me. It was a cool
morning with but little colour in the air or the land-
scapc. He himself looked pale. and blinked, and I re-
membered what an old Norwegian captain of a wha'ler
down in Durban had explained to me, that the Nor-
wegians are undismayed in any storm, but their nervous
system cannot stand a calm. We had tea together on
the millstone table, as we had had many times before.
Here, to the West, the Hills before us, with e little float-
ing grey mist in the crecks, lived gravely through another
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moment of their many thousand years. I was very cold
as if I had been up there.

My house-boys were still in the empty house, but they
had, so to say, already moved thecir existence to other
quarters, their families and their belongings had been
sent off. Farah’s women, and Saufe, had gone to the
Somali village of Nairobi in a lorry the day before.
Farah himself was going with me as far as Mombasa,
and so was Juma’s young son Tumbo, becausc he wanted
to do so more than anything else in the world, and when,
as parting gift, he had been given the choice between a
cow and the journey to Mombasa, he had chosen the
journey.

I said good-bye to cach of my house-boys, and, as I
went out, they, who had been carefully instructed to
close the doors, left the door wide open behind me. This
was a typical Native gesture, as if they meant that I was
to come back again, or elsc they did so to emphasize
that there was now nothing more to close the doors
of the house on, and they might as well be open to all the
winds. Farah was driving me, slowly, at the pace of a
riding-camel, 1 suppose, round by the drive and out of
sight of the house.

As we came to the pond, I asked Mohr if we would
not have time to stop for a moment, and we got out,
and smoked a cigarette by the bank. We saw some fish
in the water, which were now to be caught and eaten
by people who had not known old Knudsen, and were
not aware of the importance of the fish themselves. Here
Sirunga, my squatter Kaninu’s small grandson, who was
an epileptic, appcared to say a last good-bye to me, for
he had been round by the house to do so, incessantly,
for the last days. When we got into the cars again and
went off, he-started to run after the cars as fast as he
could, as if whirled on in the dust by the wind, for he
was so small,—like the final little spark from my fire.
He ran all- the way to where the farm-road joined the
highroad, and I was afraid that he might come ¢vith us on
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to the highroad as well; it would have been then as if now
all the farm were scattered and blown about in husks.
But he stopped up at the corner, after all he did still
belong to the farm. He stood there and stared after us,
as long as I could sce the turning of the farm-road.

Un the way in to Nairobi, we saw a number of grass-
hoppers in the grass and on the road itself, a few whirred
into the car, 1t looked as if they were coming back upon
the country once more.

Many of my friends had come down to the station to
scc me off. Hugh Martin was there, heavy and nonchalant,
and as he came and said good-bye to me, I saw my
Doctor Pangloss of the farm as a very lonely figure, a
heroic figure, who had bought his loneliness with every-
thing he had, and somehow an African symbol. We took
a friendly leave: we had had much fun together, and
many wise talks. Lord Delamerc was a little older, a
little whiter, and with his hair cut shorter than when I
had had tea with him in the Masai Reserve, when I came
down there with my ox-transport, at the beginning of the
war, but as exceedingly and concernedly courteous and
polite now as then. Most of the Somalis of Nairobi were
on the platform. The old cattle-trader Abdallah came up
and gave me a silver ring with a turquoise in it, to bring
me luck. Bilea, Denys'’s servant, gravely asked mc o give
his respects to his master’s brother in England, in whose
house he had stayed in the old days. The Somali women,
Farah told me on the way down in the train, had been at
the station in rickshas. but when they had seen so many
Somali men collected there, they had lost heart and had
just driven back.

Gustav Mohr and I shook hands when I was alreagy
in the train. Now that the train was going to move, was
already moving, he had got back his balance of mind.
He wished so strongly to impart courage to me that he
blushed deeply; his face was flaming and his light eyes
shining at me.
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At the Samburu station on the line, I got out of the
train while the engine was taking in water, and walked
with Farah on the platform.

From there, to the South-West, I saw the Ngong Hills.
The noble wave of the mountain rose above the sur-
rounding flat land, all air-blue. But it was so far away
that the four peaks looked trifling, hardly distinguishable,
and different from the way they looked from the farm.
The outline of the mountain was slowly smoothed and
levelled out by the hand of distance.









