& a2 e ‘:‘r.'

MR ROOSEVELT, KERMIT ROOSEVELT, AND SIR ALFRED PEASE AT THE CARCASS OF
FIRSI BIG L1ON.



SCRIBNERS

VOL. XLVI

NOVEMEBER, 1909

MAGAZINE

NO. 5

AFRICAN GAME TRAILS*

AN ACCOUNT OF THE AFRICAN WANDERINGS OF AN AMERICAN
HUNTER-NATURALIST

By Theodore Roosevelt

ILLUSTRATIONS FROM PHOTOGRAPHS BY KERMIT ROOSEVELT AND OTHER MEMBERS
OF THE EXPEDITLION

II.—ON

AN EAST AFRICAN

KAPITI

staying stood on the beauti-
ful Kitanga hills. They were
i so named after an English-
man, to whom the natives

: ' had given the name of Ki-
tanga; some years ago, as we were told, he
had been killed by a lion near where the
ranch-house now stood ; and we were shown
his grave in the little Machakos graveyard.
The house was one story high, clean and
comfortable, with a veranda running round
three sides; and on the veranda were lion
skins and the skull of a rhinoceros. From
the house we looked owver hills and wide
lonely plains; the green valley below, with
its flat-topped acacias, was very lovely; and
in the evening we could see, scores of miles
away, the snowy summit of mighty Kiliman-
jaro turn crimson in the setting sun. The
twilights were not long; and when night
fell, stars new to northern eyes flashed glori-
ous in the sky. Above the horizon hung
the Southern Cross, and directly opposite
in the heavens was our old familiar friend
the Wain, the Great Bear, upside down and
pointing to a North Star so low that behind
a hill we could not see it. It is a dry coun-
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RANCH—LION-HUNTING ON THE

PLAINS

try, and we saw it in the second year of a
drought; yet I believe it to be a country of
high promise for settlers of white race. In
many ways it reminds one rather curiously
of the great plains of the West, where they
slope upward to the foothills of the Rock-
ies. Itisa white man’s country. Although
under the equator, the altitude is so high
that the nights are cool, and the region as a
whole is very healthy. I saw many chil-
dren, of the Boer immigrants, of English
settlers, even of American missionaries, and
they looked sound and well. Of course,
there was no real identity in any feature;
but again and again the general landscape
struck me by its likeness to the cattle coun-
try I knew so well. As my horse shuffled
forward, under the bright, hot sunlight,
across the endless flats or gently rolling
slopes of brown and withered grass, 1 might
have been on the plains anywhere, from
Texas to Montana; the hills were just like
our Western buttes; the half-dry water-
courses were fringed with trees, just as if
they had been the Sandy, or the Dry, or the
Beaver, or the Cottonwood, or any of the
multitude of creeks that repeat these and
similar names, again and again, from the
Panhandle to the Saskatchewan. Moreover
a Westerner, far better than an Easterner,
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The sart fur the first day’s lion hunting.

From & phatograph by Kermit Roosevels,

could see the possibilities of the country.
There should be storage reservoirs in the
hills and along the rivers—in my judgment
built by the government, and paid for by
the water-users in the shape of water-rents
—and irrigation ditches; with the water
stored and used there would be an excellent
opening for small farmers, for the settlers,
the actual home-makers, who, above all
others, should be encouraged to come into
a white man’s country like this of the high-
lands of East Africa. Even as it is, many
settlers do well; it is hard to realize that
right under the equator the conditions are
such that wheat, potatoes, strawberries,
apples, all flourish. No new country is a
place for weaklings; but the right kind of
man, the settler who makes a success in
similar parts of our own West, can do well
in Fast Africa; while a man with money
can undoubtedly do very well indeed; and
incidentally both men will be leading their
lives under conditions peculiarly attractive
to a certain kind of spirit. It mcans hard
work, of course; but success generally does
imply hard work.

The plains were gencrally covered only
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with the thick grass on which the great
herds of game fed; here and there small
thorn-trees grew upon them, but usually so
small and scattered as to give no shelter or
cover. By the occasional watercourses the
trees grew more thickly, and also on the
hills and in the valleys between. Most of
the trees were mimosas, or of similar kind,
usually thorny; but there were giant cac-
tus-like Euphorbias, shaped like candela-
bras, and named accordingly; and on the
higher hills fig-trees, wild olives, and many
others whose names I do not know, but
some of which were stately and beautiful.
Many of the mimosas were in bloom, and
covered with sweet-smelling yellow blos-
soms. There were many flowers. On the
dry plains there were bushes of the color
and size of our own sagebrush, covered
with flowers like morning-glories. There
were also wild sweet-peas, on which the os-
triches fed; as they did on another plant
with a lilac flower of a faint heliotrope fra-
grance. Among the hills there were masses
of singularly fragrant flowers like pink jes-
samines, growing on bushes sometimes fif-
teen feet high or over. There were white
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Mr. Roosevelt and Medlicott at the spot where we nooned on the first (unsuccessful) day of lion hunting in the
Lucania Donga.

From a photograph by Kermit Rousevelt.

flowers that smelt like narciﬂsus. blue flow-
ers, red lilies, orange tiger-lilies, and many
others of many kinds and colors, while here
and there in the poolsof therare rivers grew
the sweet-scented purple lotus-lily.

There was an infinite variety of birds,

small and large, dull-colored and of the
most brilliant plumage. For the most part
they either had no names at all or names
that meant nothing to us. There were glos-
sv starlings of many kinds; and scores of
species of weaver finches, some brilliantly
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Une of the native beaters and gun-bearers,
From a photograph by Ldmund Heller,

colored, others remarkable because of the
elaborate nests they built by communities
among the trees. There were many kinds
of shrikes, some of them big, parti-colored
birds, almost like magpies, and with a
kestrel-like habit of hovering in the air over
one spot; others very small and prettily
colored. There was a little red-billed finch
with its outer tail feathers several times the
length of its head and body. There was a
little emerald cuckoo, and a tiny thing, a
barbet, that looked exactly like a kingfisher
four inches long. Eared owls flew up from
the reeds and grass. There were big, rest-
less, wonderfully colored plantain-caters in
the woods; and hornbills, with strange
swollen beaks. A truelark, colored like our
meadow-lark (to which it is in no way re-
lated) sang from bushes; but the clapper-
lark made its curious clapping sounds (ap-
parently with its wings, like a ruffed grouse)
while it zigzagged in the air. Little pipits
sang overhead like our Missouri sky-larks.
There were night-jars; and doves of vari-
ous kinds, one of which uttered a series of
notes slightly resembling the call of our
whippoorwill or chuckwills widow. The

African Game Trails

beautiful little sunbirds were the most gor-
geous of all. Then there were bustards,
great and small, and snake-eating secretary
birds, on the plains; and francolins, and
African spur fowl with brilliant naked
throats, and sand grouse that flew in packs
uttering guttural notes. The wealth of bird
life was bewildering. There was not much
bird music, judged by the standards of a
temperate climate; but the bulbuls, and
one or twowarblers, sang vervsweetly. The
naturalists caught shrews and mice in their
traps; mole rats with velvety fur, which
burrowed like our pocket gophers; rats
that lived in holes like those of our kanga-
roo rat; and one mouse that was striped
like our striped gopher. There were conies
among the rocks on the hills; they looked
like squat, heavy woodchucks, but their
teeth were somewhat like those of a wee
rhinoceros, and they had little hoof-like
nails instead of claws. There were civets
and wildcats and things like a small mon-
goose. But the most interesting mammal
we saw was a brilliantly colored yellow and
blue, or vellow and slate, bat, which we put
up one day while beating through a ravine.
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Rlopper and Prinsloo, the swa Boers working on Sie
Alfred’s ranch.

From a photograph by Kermt Koosevelt,
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It had been hanging from a mimosa twig,
and it flew well in the strong sunlight, look-
ing like some huge, parti-colored butterfly.

It was a settled country, this in which we
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the hills and on the plains still teeming with
game, the spirit of ts)aring adventure every-
where visible, the hope and the heartbreak-
ing diszppointment, the successes and the

Clifford Hill's Kukuyu oﬁtricthQt]r as they beat the rall grass for lion on the third day of lion
i

hunting at lSilliln {

Ugami, when we got two

large and one small one

The buys had their bows and arrows {or protection.
From a photograph Ly Keennt Roosevelr.

did our first hunting, and for this reason all
the more interesting. The growth and de-
velopment of East and Middle Africa are
phenomena of such absorbing interest, that
I was delighted at the chance to see the
s where settlement has already begun
fore plunging into the absolute wilder-
ness. There was much to remind one of
conditions in Montana and Wyoming thirty
yearsago; theranches planted down among

failures. But the problem offered by the
natives bore no resemblance to that once
offered by the presence of our tribes of
horse Indians, few in numbers and incred-
ibly formidable in war. The natives of
East Africa arc numerous, many of them
are agricultural—of pastoral people after
their own fashion, and even the bravest of
them, the warlike Masai, are in no way
formidable as our Indians were formidable



- Heads of first two big lions shot by Mr. Ruosevelt
From a photograph Ly Kermit RKoosevelt.

when they went on the war-path. The
ranch country 1 first visited was in what
was once the domain of the Wakamba, and
in most of it the tribes still dwell.  They are
in most wavs primitive savages, with an
imperfect and feeble social, and therefore
military, organization; they live in small
communities under their local chiefs; they
file their tecth, and though they wear blan-
kets in the neighborhoods of the whites,
these blankets are often cast aside; even
when the blanket is worn, it is often in such
fashion as merely to accentuate the other-
wise absolute nakedness of bhoth sexes. Yet
these savages are cattle-keepers and cattle-
518

raisers, and the women do a good deal of
simple agricultural work; unfortunately,
they are wastefully destructive of the for-
ests. The settlers evidently much prefer to
rely upon the natives for unskilled labor
rather than see coolies from Hindoostan
brought into the country. The chief of
each little village is recognized as the offi-
cial headman by the British official, is given
support, and is required to help the author-
ities keep peace and stamp out cattle dis-
case—the two most important functions of
government so far as the Wakamba them-
selves are concerned.  All the little tribes
have their herds of black, brown, and white



Noon at Ugami.

Sir Alfred Pease bending over behind Mr. Roosevelt

Yrom a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt,

goats, of mottled sheep, and especially of
small humped cattle. The cattle form their
pride and joy. During the day each herd
is accompanied by the herdsmen, and at
night it is driven within its boma, or circu-
lar fence of thorn-bushes. Except for the
milk, which they keep in their foul, smoky
calabashes, the natives really make no use
of their cattle; they do not know how to
work them, and they never eat them even
in time of starvation. When there is pro-
longed drought and consequent failure of
crops, the foolish creatures die by the hun-
dreds when they might readily be saved if
they were willing to eat the herds which

they persist in treating as ornaments rather
than as made for use.

Many of the natives work for the settlers,
as cattle-keepers, as ostrich-keepers, or, af-
ter a fashion, as laborers. At Sir Alfred
Pease’s ranch, as at most of the other farms
of the neighborhood, we found little Wa-
kamba settlements. Untold ages separated
employers and employed; yet those that I
saw seemed to get on well together. The Wa-
kamba are as yet not sufficiently advanced
to warrant their sharing in the smallest de-
gree in the common government; the “just
consent of the governed” in their case, if
taken literally, would mean idleness, famine,
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