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TO
KERMIT ROOSEVELT

MY SIDE–PARTNER
IN OUR
“GREAT ADVENTURE”


INTRODUCTION TO THE COOPER SQUARE PRESS EDITION

WHEN Theodore Roosevelt sailed from New York for Africa in the spring of 1909, glasses were raised on Wall Street. “Health to the lions!” was the toast among the country’s foremost capitalists. J. P. Morgan urged every lion to “do his duty.”

The precise words may have been apocryphal, but the sentiment was real enough. By the end of his seven-and-a-half years as president, Roosevelt was the bête noire of Morgan and the other men who commanded the American economy. Roosevelt denied them the respect that they considered their due. He had the effrontery to assert that the American people, acting through their elected officials, possessed the right to make basic decisions about the organization of the economy—decisions that constrained the activities of the corporate barons and infringed upon the sanctity of private property. No wonder Morgan and the others were delighted to see him leave the country. They would have been more delighted had he never returned.

Roosevelt reveled in their enmity. He appreciated the value of enemies, and he recognized that there were no enemies more valuable than the directors of America’s great trusts. When Roosevelt spoke of the “criminal rich,” he knew he would stir a hornet’s nest among a traditionally Republican constituency, but as the leader of the Republican Party, he calculated that the big money had nowhere else to go, and that by belaboring the big money, he might win over some Democrats. It was an audacious strategy, but Roosevelt was nothing if not audacious. And the strategy worked: Roosevelt’s handpicked successor, William Howard Taft, waltzed to victory in November 1908, leaving Roosevelt to retire in glory.

But that same audacity, and the energy that inspired it, kept Roosevelt from really retiring. He was young—barely fifty years old. There was much he wanted to do with his life. From his youth he had craved challenges, especially those involving the outdoors. The world of nature—anything that flew, swam, walked, ran, or climbed—fascinated him. (Plants interested him less.) He took up hunting as a way of satisfying both his craving and his fascination, as both sport and science. Even as a youth, he kept a log of what he had shot; excerpts—with time and place of kill—occasionally found their way into ornithological journals.

As he matured, he pursued bigger game. He killed his first buffalo in Dakota Territory in 1883. “I never saw anyone so enthused in my life,” recalled his guide from that hunt, who added that the young man’s excitement was infectious. “He was so eager to shoot his first buffalo that it somehow got into my blood, and I wanted to see him kill his first one as badly as he wanted to kill it.”

Roosevelt chased grizzly bears into the Big Horn Mountains of Wyoming. He labored under a handicap—severe nearsightedness—that might have deterred other would-be Boones and Crocketts, but in his case it simply meant he had to get closer before pulling the trigger. “I found myself face to face with the great bear, who was less than twenty-five feet off, not eight steps,” he wrote his sister regarding his first grizzly. From that distance it was kill or be killed. “Doubtless my face was pretty white, but the blue barrel was steady. . . . As you will see when I bring home his skin, the bullet hole in his skull was as exactly between his eyes as if I had measured the distance with a carpenter’s rule.”

Roosevelt kept hunting after entering politics. He pursued cougar and lynx—“lion and cat,” the locals called them—in Colorado, with dogs that could climb trees to flush the felines and that could run all day to bring them to ground. Roosevelt delivered the coup de grace to one cougar cornered by the pack. “I ran in and stabbed him behind the shoulder, thrusting the knife you loaned me right into his heart,” he told his eldest son. “I have always wished to kill a cougar as I did this one, with dogs and the knife.”

Yet after entering the White House upon the assassination of William McKinley in September 1901, Roosevelt discovered that presidents hunt only with difficulty. Reporters tracked his every move, frightening the game and frequently placing themselves in the line of fire. If the hunt was successful despite the crowd, the president was cast as a slaughterer of innocent wildlife; if it failed, he was portrayed as inept. After a 1902 bear hunt in Mississippi (during which his refusal to kill a helpless bear gave birth to the “Teddy bear”), Roosevelt lamented to one of his hunting friends that all the hoopla surrounding the expedition had made it “a cross between a hunt and a picnic.” He continued, “As a picnic it was pleasant enough, but as a hunt simply exasperating.”

But Roosevelt never lost his taste for the chase, and as the end of his presidency approached, he laid plans for the greatest hunt of his life. He had always dreamed of going to Africa and taking on the most formidable beasts on earth: the lion, the elephant, the rhinoceros, the (true) buffalo. A safari would serve two further purposes, one scientific, the other political. The Smithsonian Institution in Washington was looking for specimens for its displays; whatever Roosevelt shot could be preserved and donated to science. The political purpose related to the hostility that Roosevelt had engendered among the lions of Wall Street. The departing president had no desire to burden Taft with the perception that he was simply Roosevelt’s puppet. The farther Roosevelt got from Washington, the sooner Taft would develop a reputation as his own man—and the better, Roosevelt hoped, he would be able to continue the fight against the fat cats.

Roosevelt began planning his safari almost a year before he left office. He consulted Frederick Selous, a famous hunter and veteran of numerous expeditions to Africa, on the appropriate armament and provisions. “I quite appreciate what you say as to the need of taking a certain number of delicacies on a trip of this kind and traveling in comfort, and anything that you think proper I will take,” he told Selous. He wrote to an outfitter in Nairobi seeking an answer to a question that his American sources left unclear. “People have told me that I can not start with a caravan in the rainy season,” he wrote. “Other people have told me that it is entirely possible and, indeed, that that is a good season.”

Fully aware of what fun the press would have portraying him as the great white hunter who left a trail of carnage across the veldt, Roosevelt took pains to ensure the scientific legitimacy of the expedition. “Except for actual food, and these only to the extent that I am permitted under your general regulations,” he explained to a British official in Kenya, “I shall merely desire to get one specimen, or perhaps one specimen of the male and one of the female of each of the different kinds of game, for the National Museum at Washington.”

Roosevelt’s partner on the hunt would be his son Kermit. Of the four Roosevelt boys—Ted, Kermit, Archie, and Quentin—Kermit was the one most after his father’s adventurous heart. He had a sometimes difficult youth, being an indifferent student and a bit of a scapegrace, but he always had a passion for the outdoors, and at nineteen seemed to be finding himself. Roosevelt, who never entirely outgrew the “boy” in his own personality, looked forward to spending several months with his second son.

As the day of departure approached, Roosevelt could hardly contain his excitement. “I fairly dream of the trip,” he told Selous in the fall of 1908. “It seems too good to be true.” Stealing time from his efforts to get Taft elected, he burst out, “Hurrah for Africa!”

Roosevelt didn’t hide his planning from the press. He was a public servant, and the public had a right to know how he spent his time. But he made absolutely clear that the public’s right to know would cease the moment that he left office in March 1909. He warned any journalists who considered following him into the bush that they had better keep their distance. “I feel absolutely ferocious at times when I am not allowed to have a moment to myself,” he told his military aide Archie Butt, apropos of the prospect of reporters trailing the former president across East Africa. “I do not think any English newspaper men will attempt to follow me, for the English are rather decent in such matters, and if our own people pursue me as they did when I hunted in the West I may be able to get the authorities to intervene until I elude them in the wilds.” For nearly eight years, Roosevelt, in the service of the goals of his administration, had had to cultivate the press. But no longer. “They will never catch up with me if I get ahead of them once,” he promised, adding half-seriously, “And if they do [catch me] in the jungle you may see my expense report to the National Museum read something after this order: ‘One hundred dollars for buying the means to rid myself of one World reporter; three hundred dollars expended in dispatching a reporter of the American; five hundred dollars for furnishing wine to cannibal chiefs with which to wash down a reporter of the New York Evening Post.’ ”

In truth, however, Roosevelt was not trying to enforce an embargo on news of his safari so much as he was seeking to protect a monopoly. Although he liked to act the common man, he fully realized what an extraordinary individual he was, and what a great story his exploits made. (If Wall Street toasted his departure from office, the press—especially political cartoonists—wept.) Nor was the story over, not by a long way. Before the next presidential election he would reenter the political arena. However, for now an African safari was news enough, and the American people were riveted.

Roosevelt knew this, as did Scribner’s, the magazine and book publisher, which arranged to run his reports from the bush in the magazine and then publish the whole set as a book. The project had provoked a bidding war among American publishers, and though other houses offered more, Roosevelt liked the way Scribner’s had handled his earlier works on hunting in the American West and The Rough Riders, his best-seller on the Spanish-American War. At one time, Roosevelt had been rich (from an inheritance), but bad luck—in the form of the disastrous winter of 1886–1887—in a Dakota cattle venture and a general inattention to financial matters necessitated that he procure an income after leaving the White House. The Scribner’s deal—$50,000 for twelve magazine articles plus royalties from the book—would make a nice start.

After all the preparation, Roosevelt safaried in style. He traveled by first-class steamer to Mombasa, where the authorities and gentry of British East Africa welcomed him. He was the guest of Lord and Lady Delamere, the master and mistress of a 100,000-acre ranch in Kenya. He also accepted the hospitality of Sir Alfred Pease, a globe-trotting hunter who had retired to East Africa, and of the McMillans, wealthy American expatriates who had adopted the lifestyle of British colonialists.

A large party—eventually numbering more than two hundred, including porters, tent-boys, animal-tenders, gun-bearers, and assorted helpers—accompanied Roosevelt and Kermit in the field. By American standards the native labor came cheap, but even so, the expedition ran through money rapidly. Roosevelt spent some $20,000 of his own money; the Smithsonian contributed heavily, as did Andrew Carnegie, the steel tycoon and philanthropist.

Long before the safari was scheduled to end, the cash grew short. Roosevelt wrote to Carnegie to explain the unusual expenses of a scientific hunting expedition. Safaris didn’t usually require four tons of salt, as this one did to preserve the hides; nor did they usually have the expense of shipping scores of those hides halfway around the world. Roosevelt asked Carnegie for another $30,000. “I believe that you will be rendering a great service to science,” he said.

Carnegie sent the money—partly from love of science but partly from a hope that Roosevelt, who was scheduled on his way home from Africa to stop in Oslo to accept his 1906 Nobel Peace Prize, would put in a good word for international arbitration, Carnegie’s favorite cause. In the event, Roosevelt did endorse arbitration, although not as warmly as Carnegie wished. Whether Carnegie judged that he got his money’s worth is unclear.

Roosevelt certainly judged that he got his money’s worth. The eleven months that he spent in East Africa, from April 1909 to March 1910, formed the period of the most sustained excitement of his life. And his excitement shows on almost every page of his account of the expedition. Other writers crafted prose more elegantly than Roosevelt, but few wrote more forcefully. “Right in front of me,” he related of his first lion, “thirty yards off, there appeared, from behind the bushes which had first screened him from my eyes, the tawny, galloping form of a big, maneless lion. Crack! the Winchester spoke; and as the soft-nosed bullet ploughed forward through his flank the lion swerved so that I missed him with the second shot; but my third bullet went through the spine and forward into his chest. Down he came, sixty yards off, his hind quarters dragging, his head up, his jaws open and lips drawn up in a prodigious snarl.” Few writers could convey an exotic setting and mood more picturesquely than Roosevelt:


Around the dead rhino the scene was lit up both by the moon and by the flicker of trees. The porters made their camp under a small tree a dozen rods to the side of the carcass, building a low circular fence of branches on which they hung their bright-colored blankets, two or three big fires blazing to keep off possible lions. Half as far on the other side of the rhino a party of naked savages had established their camp, if camp it could be called, for really all they did was to squat down round a couple of fires with a few small bushes disposed round about. The rhino had been opened, and they had already taken out of the carcass what they regarded as the tidbits and what we certainly did not grudge them. Between the two camps lay the huge dead beast, his hide glistening in the moonlight. In each camp the men squatted around the fires chatting and laughing as they roasted strips of meat on long sticks, the fitful blaze playing over them, now leaving them in darkness, now bringing them out into a red relief.



Roosevelt was a man of his times (which of course was a precondition of his great popularity) and African Game Trails was a book of its times. Modern readers will wince at Roosevelt’s casual use of the term “savages” to describe the African peoples among whom he traveled, and will question his easy acceptance that the European imperialists were doing the work of humanity in taking charge of Africa’s fate. His dismissal of certain aboriginal practices as foolish—for example, the refusal of pastoral tribes to slaughter their cattle even in times of drought—was poorly reasoned on its own terms; where would the Africans get the cattle to replace those animals slaughtered? (Here, Roosevelt illegitimately extrapolated from his own experience as a gentleman rancher who could stock his range with cattle imported by rail.)

In one sense, the book’s limitations are its strength. African Game Trails recaptures a time long past and sights long vanished. In his foreword, Roosevelt writes of the appeal of “the wide waste spaces of the earth, unworn of man.” Nine decades later, the waste spaces aren’t so wide as they were, nor are they any longer unworn by man. And for reasons cultural, political, and ecological, the joy of the hunt—which shows through on every page, despite Roosevelt’s disclaimers that he chiefly serves science—is less straightforward than it used to be. But such vast changes only add to the value of African Game Trails, which becomes a historical document as much as an adventure story.

Yet it was as adventure that the book was written, and it is as adventure that it will primarily be read. Roosevelt was that rare adventurer who handled a pen as well as he handled a rifle, and his words remain as compelling as ever in transporting readers to a strange and wonderful time and place.

H. W. BRANDS

June 2001       

Austin, Texas  

H. W. BRANDS is Distinguished Professor of History and Ralph R. Thomas Professor in Liberal Arts at Texas A&M University.

He is the author of T. R.: The Last Romantic and The First American: The Life and Times of Benjamin Franklin, among other books.


AFRICAN GAME TRAILS


FOREWORD

“I SPEAK of Africa and golden joys”; the joy of wandering through lonely lands; the joy of hunting the mighty and terrible lords of the wilderness, the cunning, the wary, and the grim.

In these greatest of the world’s great hunting-grounds there are mountain peaks whose snows are dazzling under the equatorial sun; swamps where the slime oozes and bubbles and festers in the steaming heat; lakes like seas; skies that burn above deserts where the iron desolation is shrouded from view by the wavering mockery of the mirage; vast grassy plains where palms and thorn-trees fringe the dwindling streams; mighty rivers rushing out of the heart of the continent through the sadness of endless marshes; forests of gorgeous beauty, where death broods in the dark and silent depths.

There are regions as healthy as the northland; and other regions, radiant with bright-hued flowers, birds and butterflies, odorous with sweet and heavy scents, but, treacherous in their beauty, and sinister to human life. On the land and in the water there are dread brutes that feed on the flesh of man; and among the lower things, that crawl, and fly, and sting, and bite, he finds swarming foes far more evil and deadly than any beast or reptile; foes that kill his crops and his cattle, foes before which he himself perishes in his hundreds of thousands.

The dark-skinned races that live in the land vary widely. Some are warlike, cattle-owning nomads; some till the soil and live in thatched huts shaped like beehives; some are fisherfolk; some are ape-like naked savages, who dwell in the woods and prey on creatures not much wilder or lower than themselves.

The land teems with beasts of the chase, infinite in number and incredible in variety. It holds the fiercest beasts of ravin, and the fleetest and most timid of those beings that live in undying fear of talon and fang. It holds the largest and the smallest of hoofed animals. It holds the mightiest creatures that tread the earth or swim in its rivers; it also holds distant kinsfolk of these same creatures, no bigger than woodchucks, which dwell in crannies of the rocks, and in the tree tops. There are antelope smaller than hares, and antelope larger than oxen. There are creatures which are the embodiments of grace; and others whose huge ungainliness is like that of a shape in a nightmare. The plains are alive with droves of strange and beautiful animals whose like is not known elsewhere; and with others even stranger that show both in form and temper something of the fantastic and the grotesque. It is a never-ending pleasure to gaze at the great herds of buck as they move to and fro in their myriads; as they stand for their noontide rest in the quivering heat haze; as the long files come down to drink at the watering-places; as they feed and fight and rest and make love.

The hunter who wanders through these lands sees sights which ever afterward remain fixed in his mind. He sees the monstrous river-horse snorting and plunging beside the boat; the giraffe looking over the tree tops at the nearing horseman; the ostrich fleeing at a speed that none may rival; the snarling leopard and coiled python, with their lethal beauty; the zebras, barking in the moonlight, as the laden caravan passes on its night march through a thirsty land. In after years there shall come to him memories of the lion’s charge; of the gray bulk of the elephant, close at hand in the sombre woodland; of the buffalo, his sullen eyes lowering from under his helmet of horn; of the rhinoceros, truculent and stupid, standing in the bright sunlight on the empty plain.

These things can be told. But there are no words that can tell the hidden spirit of the wilderness, that can reveal its mystery, its melancholy, and its charm. There is delight in the hardy life of the open, in long rides rifle in hand, in the thrill of the fight with dangerous game. Apart from this, yet mingled with it, is the strong attraction of the silent places, of the large tropic moons, and the splendor of the new stars; where the wanderer sees the awful glory of sunrise and sunset in the wide waste spaces of the earth, unworn of man, and changed only by the slow change of the ages through time everlasting.

THEODORE ROOSEVELT.   

KHARTOUM, March 15, 1910.
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Map showing Mr. Roosevelt’s route and hunting trips in Africa
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A domesticated young male eland at Meru

Helping a donkey across the stream

A mixed herd of Grévy’s and Burchell’s zebras

Group—The old bull Athi giraffe. The reticulated giraffe

Dressing the porter who was tossed by the rhino

Group—Black-and-white crow. Sparrow-lark. Ant wheatear. Ostrich nest. Rusty rock-rat. Sand-rat. African hedgehog. “Mole-rat.”

Juma Yohari with the impalla killed by Kermit Roosevelt at Lake Hannington

Mr. Roosevelt in a bamboo forest

Kassitura with the roan antelope

A hyena by flashlight

Yohari with the waterbuck shot by Kermit Roosevelt

Tarlton and singsing shot by Mr. Roosevelt

Juma Yohari with Nilotic bushbuck

Round the elephant

The hyena, which was swollen with elephant meat, had gotten inside the huge body

Mr. Roosevelt and some of the Nandi warriors

Rearing, the lion struck the man, bearing down the shield

Drawn by Philip R. Goodwin

The Nandi dance around the speared lion

Mr. Roosevelt photographing the speared lion

As he fell he gripped a spear-head in his jaws with such tremendous force that he bent it double

The spears that did the trick

Sailinye, the Dorobo, who was with Kermit Roosevelt when he shot the bongo, holding up the bongo head

Dance of boys of the Nyika tribe in honor of the chief’s son who had just died

Kavirondos returning from market

Group—Kavirondos going down to fill their water-jars. Kavirondo bullock wagons

Entebbe, looking over lake

The Indian elephant at Entebbe

Colonel Roosevelt at Mother Paul’s Mission

Mother Paul’s band composed of mission boys

Colonel Roosevelt at the Mission of the White Fathers

The situtunga shot by Kermit Roosevelt at Kampalla

Road through banana shambas, Uganda

The dead tusker

Porters entering camp at Hoima

Cow-herons and Angola ox on the bank of Lake Victoria Nyanza

Fac-simile of half of the last page of Chapter XIII of Mr. Roosevelt’s manuscript

The “white” rhino

Drawn by Philip R. Goodwin

Sail-boat at Wadelai Landing

Rhino camp, Lado Enclave

Group—Crocodile. Nile bushbuck. Cobus maria. Baker’s roan. Ground hornbill. Wagtail. Nightjar. Fish eagle

Camp in the Lado

Veldt pool, rhino camp

The papyrus afire

Group—Cow square-nosed rhino of the Lado, shot by Mr. Roosevelt. Rhino of the usual type, with prehensile lip, shot on the Sotik by Mr. Roosevelt

We walked up to within about twenty yards

Marabous and vultures. The undertakers

Mr. Roosevelt and Quentin Grogan

Mr. Roosevelt with kob, shot at rhino camp

The cow and calf square-nosed rhino under the tree after being disturbed by the click of the camera

The calf, which was old enough to shift for itself, refused to leave the body

When alarmed they failed to make out where the danger lay

One remained standing, but the other deliberately sat down upon its haunches like a dog

The monitor lizard robbing a crocodile’s nest

Arrival at Gondokoro

The return to Redjaf, Belgian askari in the rear

Giant bull eland

Bari at Mongalla

Troops at Mongalla

Mr. Roosevelt with the Belæniceps rex, or whale-billed stork, at Lake No

American Mission, Sobat River

Slatin Pasha, from the roof of the Khalifa’s palace, shows how he made his escape from Omdurman

Mr. Roosevelt on his camel


 

 

 


He loved the great game as if he were their father.

—Anglo-Saxon Chronicle.

 

Tell me the course, the voyage, the ports and the new stars.

—Bliss Carman.




AFRICAN GAME TRAILS

CHAPTER I

A RAILROAD THROUGH THE PLEISTOCENE

THE great world movement which began with the voyages of Columbus and Vasco da Gama, and which has gone on with ever-increasing rapidity and complexity until our own time, has developed along a myriad lines of interest. In no way has it been more interesting than in the way in which it has brought into sudden, violent, and intimate contact phases of the world’s life history which would normally be separated by untold centuries of slow development. Again and again, in the continents new to peoples of European stock, we have seen the spectacle of a high civilization all at once thrust into and superimposed upon a wilderness of savage men and savage beasts. Nowhere, and at no time, has the contrast been more strange and more striking than in British East Africa during the last dozen years.

The country lies directly under the equator; and the hinterland, due west, contains the huge Nyanza lakes, vast inland seas which gather the head-waters of the White Nile. This hinterland, with its lakes and its marshes, its snow-capped mountains, its high, dry plateaus, and its forests of deadly luxuriance, was utterly unknown to white men half a century ago. The map of Ptolemy in the second century of our era gave a more accurate view of the lakes, mountains, and head-waters of the Nile than the maps published at the beginning of the second half of the nineteenth century, just before Speke, Grant, and Baker made their great trips of exploration and adventure. Behind these explorers came others; and then adventurous missionaries, traders, and elephant hunters; and many men, whom risk did not daunt, who feared neither danger nor hardship, traversed the country hither and thither, now for one reason, now for another, now as naturalists, now as geographers, and again as government officials or as mere wanderers who loved the wild and strange life which had survived over from an elder age.

Most of the tribes were of pure savages; but here and there were intrusive races of higher type; and in Uganda, beyond the Victoria Nyanza, and on the head-waters of the Nile proper, lived a people which had advanced to the upper stages of barbarism, which might almost be said to have developed a very primitive kind of semi-civilization. Over this people—for its good fortune—Great Britain established a protectorate; and ultimately, in order to get easy access to this new outpost of civilization in the heart of the Dark Continent, the British Government built a railroad from the old Arab coast town of Mombasa westward to Victoria Nyanza.

This railroad, the embodiment of the eager, masterful, materialistic civilization of to-day, was pushed through a region in which nature, both as regards wild man and wild beast, did not and does not differ materially from what it was in Europe in the late Pleistocene. The comparison is not fanciful. The teeming multitudes of wild creatures, the stupendous size of some of them, the terrible nature of others, and the low culture of many of the savage tribes, especially of the hunting tribes, substantially reproduces the conditions of life in Europe as it was led by our ancestors ages before the dawn of anything that could be called civilization. The great beasts that now live in East Africa were in that by-gone age represented by close kinsfolk in Europe; and in many places, up to the present moment, African man, absolutely naked, and armed as our early paleolithic ancestors were armed, lives among, and on, and in constant dread of, these beasts, just as was true of the men to whom the cave lion was a nightmare of terror, and the mammoth and the woolly rhinoceros possible but most formidable prey.
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Map of the Uganda Railway, British East Africa. Total length from Mombasa on the Indian Ocean to Port Florence on Lake Victoria Nyanza, 581 miles

This region, this great fragment out of the long-buried past of our race, is now accessible by railroad to all who care to go thither; and no field more inviting offers itself to hunter or naturalist, while even to the ordinary traveller it teems with interest. On March 23, 1909, I sailed thither from New York, in charge of a scientific expedition sent out by the Smithsonian, to collect birds, mammals, reptiles, and plants, but especially specimens of big game, for the National Museum at Washington. In addition to myself and my son Kermit (who had entered Harvard a few months previously), the party consisted of three naturalists: Surgeon-Lieut. Col. Edgar A. Mearns, U.S.A., retired; Mr. Edmund Heller, of California, and Mr. J. Alden Loring, of Owego, N. Y. My arrangements for the trip had been chiefly made through two valued English friends, Mr. Frederick Courteney Selous, the greatest of the world’s big-game hunters, and Mr. Edward North Buxton, also a mighty hunter. On landing we were to be met by Messrs. R. J. Cuninghame and Leslie Tarlton, both famous hunters; the latter an Australian, who served through the South African war; the former by birth a Scotchman, and a Cambridge man, but long a resident of Africa, and at one time a professional elephant hunter—in addition to having been a whaler in the Arctic Ocean, a hunter-naturalist in Lapland, a transport rider in South Africa, and a collector for the British Museum in various odd corners of the earth.

We sailed on the Hamburg from New York—what headway the Germans have made among those who go down to the sea in ships!—and at Naples trans-shipped to the Admiral, of another German line, the East African. On both ships we were as comfortable as possible, and the voyage was wholly devoid of incidents. Now and then, as at the Azores, at Suez, and at Aden, the three naturalists landed, and collected some dozens or scores of birds—which next day were skinned and prepared in my room, as the largest and best fitted for the purpose. After reaching Suez the ordinary tourist type of passenger ceased to be predominant; in his place there were Italian officers going out to a desolate coast town on the edge of Somaliland; missionaries, German, English, and American; Portuguese civil officials; traders of different nationalities; and planters and military and civil officers bound to German and British East Africa. The Englishmen included planters, magistrates, forest officials, army officers on leave from India, and other army officers going out to take command of black native levies in out-of-the-way regions where the English flag stands for all that makes life worth living. They were a fine set, these young Englishmen, whether dashing army officers or capable civilians; they reminded me of our own men who have reflected such honor on the American name, whether in civil and military positions in the Philippines and Porto Rico, working on the Canal Zone in Panama, taking care of the custom-houses in San Domingo, or serving in the army of occupation in Cuba. Moreover, I felt as if I knew most of them already, for they might have walked out of the pages of Kipling. But I was not as well prepared for the corresponding and equally interesting types among the Germans, the planters, the civil officials, the officers who had commanded, or were about to command, white or native troops; men of evident power and energy, seeing whom made it easy to understand why German East Africa has thriven apace. They are first-class men, these English and Germans; both are doing in East Africa a work of worth to the whole world; there is ample room for both, and no possible cause for any but a thoroughly friendly rivalry; and it is earnestly to be wished, in the interest both of them and of outsiders, too, that their relations will grow, as they ought to grow, steadily better—and not only in East Africa but everywhere else.
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We would gather on deck around Selous to listen to tales of strange adventures

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt

On the ship, at Naples, we found Selous, also bound for East Africa on a hunting trip; but he, a veteran whose first hunting in Africa was nearly forty years ago, cared only for exceptional trophies of a very few animals, while we, on the other hand, desired specimens of both sexes of all the species of big game that Kermit and I could shoot, as well as complete series of all the smaller mammals. We believed that our best work of a purely scientific character would be done with the mammals, both large and small.

No other hunter alive has had the experience of Selous; and, so far as I now recall, no hunter of anything like his experience has ever also possessed his gift of penetrating observation joined to his power of vivid and accurate narration. He has killed scores of lion and rhinoceros and hundreds of elephant and buffalo; and these four animals are the most dangerous of the world’s big game, when hunted as they are hunted in Africa. To hear him tell of what he has seen and done is no less interesting to a naturalist than to a hunter. There were on the ship many men who loved wild nature, and who were keen hunters of big game; and almost every day, as we steamed over the hot, smooth waters of the Red Sea and the Indian Ocean, we would gather on deck around Selous to listen to tales of those strange adventures that only come to the man who has lived long the lonely life of the wilderness.
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A baobab-tree, Mombasa

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt
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Kermit Roosevelt and R. J. Cuninghame preparing to take pictures

On April 21 we steamed into the beautiful and picturesque harbor of Mombasa. Many centuries before the Christian era, dhows from Arabia, carrying seafarers of Semitic races whose very names have perished, rounded the Lion’s Head at Guardafui and crept slowly southward along the barren African coast. Such dhows exist to-day almost unchanged, and bold indeed were the men who first steered them across the unknown oceans. They were men of iron heart and supple conscience, who fronted inconceivable danger and hardship; they established trading stations for gold and ivory and slaves; they turned these trading stations into little cities and sultanates, half Arab, half negro. Mombasa was among them. In her time of brief splendor Portugal seized the city; the Arabs won it back; and now England holds it. It lies just south of the equator, and when we saw it the brilliant green of the tropic foliage showed the town at its best.
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F. C. Selous

From a photograph by W. N. McMillan

We were welcomed to Government House in most cordial fashion by the acting Governor, Lieutenant-Governor Jackson, who is not only a trained public official of long experience but a first-class field naturalist and a renowned big-game hunter; indeed I could not too warmly express my appreciation of the hearty and generous courtesy with which we were received and treated alike by the official and the unofficial world throughout East Africa. We landed in the kind of torrential downpour that only comes in the tropics; it reminded me of Panama at certain moments in the rainy season. That night we were given a dinner by the Mombasa Club; and it was interesting to meet the merchants and planters of the town and the neighborhood as well as the officials. The former included not only Englishmen but also Germans and Italians; which is quite as it should be, for at least part of the high inland region of British East Africa can be made one kind of “white man’s country”; and to achieve this white men should work heartily together, doing scrupulous justice to the natives, but remembering that progress and development in this particular kind of new land depend exclusively upon the masterful leadership of the whites, and that therefore it is both a calamity and a crime to permit the whites to be riven in sunder by hatreds and jealousies. The coast regions of British East Africa are not suited for extensive white settlement; but the hinterland is, and there everything should be done to encourage such settlement. Non-white aliens should not be encouraged to settle where they come into rivalry with the whites (exception being made as regards certain particular individuals and certain particular occupations).
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R. J. Cuninghame, known to the Swahilis as “Bwana Medivu,” the master with the beard

From a photograph by Edmund Heller

There are, of course, large regions on the coast and in the interior where ordinary white settlers cannot live, in which it would be wise to settle immigrants from India, and there are many positions in other regions which it is to the advantage of everybody that the Indians should hold, because there is as yet no sign that sufficient numbers of white men are willing to hold them, while the native blacks, although many of them do fairly well in unskilled labor, are not yet competent to do the higher tasks which now fall to the share of the Goanese, and Moslem and non-Moslem Indians. The small merchants who deal with the natives, for instance, and most of the minor railroad officials, belong to these latter classes. I was amused, by the way, at one bit of native nomenclature in connection with the Goanese. Many of the Goanese are now as dark as most of the other Indians; but they are descended in the male line from the early Portuguese adventurers and conquerors, who were the first white men ever seen by the natives of this coast. Accordingly to this day some of the natives speak even of the dark-skinned descendants of the subjects of King Henry the Navigator as “the whites,” designating the Europeans specifically as English, Germans, or the like; just as in out-of-the-way nooks in the far Northwest one of our own red men will occasionally be found who still speaks of Americans and Englishmen as “Boston men” and “King George’s men.”

One of the government farms was being run by an educated colored man from Jamaica; and we were shown much courtesy by a colored man from our own country who was practising as a doctor. No one could fail to be impressed with the immense advance these men represented as compared with the native negro; and indeed to an American, who must necessarily think much of the race problem at home, it is pleasant to be made to realize in vivid fashion the progress the American negro has made, by comparing him with the negro who dwells in Africa untouched, or but lightly touched, by white influence.

In such a community as one finds in Mombasa or Nairobi one continually runs across quiet, modest men whose lives have been fuller of wild adventure than the life of a viking leader of the ninth century. One of the public officials whom I met at the Governor’s table was Major Hinde. He had at one time served under the government of the Congo Free State; and, at a crisis in the fortunes of the State, when the Arab slave-traders bade fair to get the upper hand, he was one of the eight or ten white men, representing half as many distinct nationalities, who overthrew the savage soldiery of the slave-traders and shattered beyond recovery the Arab power. They organized the wild pagan tribes just as their Arab foes had done; they fought in a land where deadly sickness struck down victor and vanquished with ruthless impartiality; they found their commissariat as best they could wherever they happened to be; often they depended upon one day’s victory to furnish the ammunition with which to wage the morrow’s battle; and ever they had to be on guard no less against the thousands of cannibals in their own ranks than against the thousands of cannibals in the hostile ranks, for, on whichever side they fought, after every battle the warriors of the man-eating tribes watched their chance to butcher the wounded indiscriminately and to feast on the bodies of the slain.
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Mr. Roosevelt saying good-by in the Mombasa station

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt

The most thrilling book of true lion stories ever written is Colonel Patterson’s “The Man-eaters of Tsavo.” Colonel Patterson was one of the engineers engaged, some ten or twelve years back, in building the Uganda Railway; he was in charge of the work, at a place called Tsavo, when it was brought to a complete halt by the ravages of a couple of man-eating lions which, after many adventures, he finally killed. At the dinner at the Mombasa Club I met one of the actors in a blood-curdling tragedy which Colonel Patterson relates. He was a German, and, in company with an Italian friend, he went down in the special car of one of the English railroad officials to try to kill a man-eating lion which had carried away several people from a station on the line. They put the car on a siding; as it was hot the door was left open, and the Englishman sat by the open window to watch for the lion, while the Italian finally lay down on the floor and the German got into an upper bunk. Evidently the Englishman must have fallen asleep, and the lion, seeing him through the window, entered the carriage by the door to get at him. The Italian waked to find the lion standing on him with its hind feet, while its fore paws were on the seat as it killed the unfortunate Englishman, and the German, my informant, hearing the disturbance, leaped out of his bunk actually onto the back of the lion. The man-eater, however, was occupied only with his prey; holding the body in his mouth he forced his way out through the window-sash, and made his meal undisturbed but a couple of hundred yards from the railway carriage.

The day after we landed we boarded the train to take what seems to me, as I think it would to most men fond of natural history, the most interesting railway journey in the world. It was Governor Jackson’s special train, and in addition to his own party and ours there was only Selous; and we travelled with the utmost comfort through a naturalist’s wonderland. All civilized governments are now realizing that it is their duty here and there to preserve, unharmed, tracts of wild nature, with thereon the wild things the destruction of which means the destruction of half the charm of wild nature. The English Government has made a large game reserve of much of the region on the way to Nairobi, stretching far to the south, and one mile to the north, of the track. The reserve swarms with game; it would be of little value except as a reserve; and the attraction it now offers to travellers renders it an asset of real consequence to the whole colony. The wise people of Maine, in our own country, have discovered that intelligent game preservation, carried out in good faith, and in a spirit of common-sense as far removed from mushy sentimentality as from brutality, results in adding one more to the State’s natural resources of value; and in consequence there are more moose and deer in Maine to-day than there were forty years ago; there is a better chance for every man in Maine, rich or poor, provided that he is not a game butcher, to enjoy his share of good hunting; and the number of sportsmen and tourists attracted to the State adds very appreciably to the means of livelihood of the citizen. Game reserves should not be established where they are detrimental to the interests of large bodies of settlers, nor yet should they be nominally established in regions so remote that the only men really interfered with are those who respect the law, while a premium is thereby put on the activity of the unscrupulous persons who are eager to break it. Similarly, game laws should be drawn primarily in the interest of the whole people, keeping steadily in mind certain facts that ought to be self-evident to every one above the intellectual level of those well-meaning persons who apparently think that all shooting is wrong and that man could continue to exist if all wild animals were allowed to increase unchecked. There must be recognition of the fact that almost any wild animal of the defenceless type, if its multiplication were unchecked while its natural enemies, the dangerous carnivores, were killed, would by its simple increase crowd man off the planet; and of the further fact that, far short of such increase, a time speedily comes when the existence of too much game is incompatible with the interests, or indeed the existence, of the cultivator. As in most other matters, it is only the happy mean which is healthy and rational. There should be certain sanctuaries and nurseries where game can live and breed absolutely unmolested; and elsewhere the laws should so far as possible provide for the continued existence of the game in sufficient numbers to allow a reasonable amount of hunting on fair terms to any hardy and vigorous man fond of the sport, and yet not in sufficient numbers to jeopard the interests of the actual settler, the tiller of the soil, the man whose well-being should be the prime object to be kept in mind by every statesman. Game butchery is as objectionable as any other form of wanton cruelty or barbarity; but to protest against all hunting of game is a sign of softness of head, not of soundness of heart.
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Train on the Uganda Railway

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt
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Mr. Roosevelt, Governor Jackson, Mr. Selous, and Dr. Mearns, riding in front of the engine on the way to Kapiti

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt

In the creation of the great game reserve through which the Uganda Railway runs the British Government has conferred a boon upon mankind, and no less in the enactment and enforcement of the game laws in the African provinces generally. Of course experience will show where, from time to time, there must be changes. In Uganda proper buffaloes and hippos throve so under protection as to become sources of grave danger not only to the crops but to the lives of the natives, and they had to be taken off the protected list and classed as vermin, to be shot in any number at any time; and only the great demand for ivory prevented the necessity of following the same course with regard to the elephant; while recently in British East Africa the increase of the zebras, and the harm they did to the crops of the settlers, rendered it necessary to remove a large measure of the protection formerly accorded them, and in some cases actually to encourage their slaughter; and increase in settlement may necessitate further changes. But, speaking generally, much wisdom and foresight, highly creditable to both government and people, have been shown in dealing with and preserving East African game while at the same time safeguarding the interests of the settlers.

On our train the locomotive was fitted with a comfortable seat across the cow-catcher, and on this, except at mealtime, I spent most of the hours of daylight, usually in company with Selous, and often with Governor Jackson, to whom the territory and the game were alike familiar. The first afternoon we did not see many wild animals, but birds abounded, and the scenery was both beautiful and interesting. A black-and-white hornbill, feeding on the track, rose so late that we nearly caught it with our hands; guinea-fowl and francolin, and occasionally bustard, rose near by; brilliant rollers, sun-birds, bee-eaters, and weaver-birds flew beside us, or sat unmoved among the trees as the train passed. In the dusk we nearly ran over a hyena; a year or two previously the train actually did run over a lioness one night, and the conductor brought in her head in triumph. In fact, there have been continual mishaps such as could only happen to a railroad in the Pleistocene! The very night we went up there was an interruption in the telegraph service due to giraffes having knocked down some of the wires and a pole in crossing the track; and elephants have more than once performed the same feat. Two or three times, at night, giraffes have been run into and killed; once a rhinoceros was killed, the engine being damaged in the encounter; and on other occasions the rhino has only just left the track in time, once the beast being struck and a good deal hurt, the engine again being somewhat crippled. But the lions now offer, and have always offered, the chief source of unpleasant excitement. Throughout East Africa the lions continually take to man-eating at the expense of the native tribes, and white hunters are continually being killed or crippled by them. At the lonely stations on the railroad the two or three subordinate officials often live in terror of some fearsome brute that has taken to haunting the vicinity; and every few months, at some one of these stations, a man is killed, or badly hurt by, or narrowly escapes from, a prowling lion.
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Mr. Roosevelt and some members of his caravan

From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt

The stations at which the train stopped were neat and attractive; and besides the Indian officials there were usually natives from the neighborhood. Some of these might be dressed in the fez and shirt and trousers which indicate a coming under the white man’s influence, or which, rather curiously, may also indicate Mohammedanism. But most of the natives are still wild pagans, and many of them are unchanged in the slightest particular from what their forefathers were during the countless ages when they alone were the heirs of the land—a land which they were utterly powerless in any way to improve. Some of the savages we saw wore red blankets, and in deference to white prejudice draped them so as to hide their nakedness. But others appeared—men and women—with literally not one stitch of clothing, although they might have rather elaborate hair-dresses, and masses of metal ornaments on their arms and legs. In the region where one tribe dwelt all the people had their front teeth filed to sharp points; it was strange to see a group of these savages, stark naked, with oddly shaved heads and filed teeth, armed with primitive bows and arrows, stand gravely gazing at the train as it rolled into some station; and none the less strange, by the way, because the locomotive was a Baldwin, brought to Africa across the great ocean from our own country. One group of women, nearly nude, had their upper arms so tightly bound with masses of bronze or copper wire that their muscles were completely malformed. So tightly was the wire wrapped round the upper third of the upper arm, that it was reduced to about one-half of its normal size; and the muscles could only play, and that in deformed fashion, below this unyielding metal bandage. Why the arms did not mortify it was hard to say; and their freedom of use was so hampered as to make it difficult to understand how men or women whose whole lives are passed in one or another form of manual labor could inflict upon themselves such crippling and pointless punishment.

Next morning we were in the game country, and as we sat on the seat over the cow-catcher it was literally like passing through a vast zoological garden. Indeed no such railway journey can be taken on any other line in any other land. At one time we passed a herd of a dozen or so of great giraffes, cows and calves, cantering along through the open woods a couple of hundred yards to the right of the train. Again, still closer, four waterbuck cows, their big ears thrown forward, stared at us without moving until we had passed. Hartebeests were everywhere; one herd was on the track, and when the engine whistled they bucked and sprang with ungainly agility and galloped clear of the danger. A long-tailed straw-colored monkey ran from one tree to another. Huge black ostriches appeared from time to time. Once a troop of impalla, close by the track, took fright; and as the beautiful creatures fled we saw now one and now another bound clear over the high bushes. A herd of zebra clattered across a cutting of the line not a hundred yards ahead of the train; the whistle hurried their progress, but only for a moment, and as we passed they were already turning round to gaze. The wild creatures were in their sanctuary, and they knew it. Some of the settlers have at times grumbled at this game reserve being kept of such size; but surely it is one of the most valuable possessions the country could have. The lack of water in parts, the prevalence in other parts of diseases harmful to both civilized man and domestic cattle, render this great tract of country the home of all homes for the creatures of the waste. The protection given these wild creatures is genuine, not nominal; they are preserved, not for the pleasure of the few, but for the good of all who choose to see this strange and attractive spectacle; and from this nursery and breeding-ground the overflow keeps up the stock of game in the adjacent land, to the benefit of the settler to whom the game gives fresh meat, and to the benefit of the whole country because of the attraction it furnishes to
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