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III.—ON SAFARL

Al we were a]rcad}r on safari,
and the camp was pltched

ki1 Dy awater hole on the Potha,
£ o half-dred stream, little
more than a string of pools
and reed beds, winding down through
the sun-scorched plain. Next morning we
started for another water hole at the rocky
hill of Bondoni, about eight miles distant.
Safari life is very pleasant, and also very
picturesque. The porters are strong, pa-
tient, good-humored savages, with some-
thing childlike about them that makes one
really fond of them. Of course, like all
savages and most children, they have their
limitations, and in dealing with them firm-
ness is even more necessary than kindness;
but the man is a poor creature who does not
treat them with kindness also, and I am
rather sorry for him if he does not grow to
feel for them, and to make them in return
feel fur him a real and fdendly liking.
They are subject to gusts of passion, and
they are now and then guilty of grave mis-
deeds and shortcomings; sometimes for no
conceivable reason, at least from the white
man's stand-point.  But they are generally
cheerful, and when cheerful are always
amusing; and they work hard if the white
man is able to combine tact and considera-
tion with that insistence on the perform-
ance of duty the lack of which they despise
as weakness. Any little change or excite-
ment is a source of pleasure to them. When
the march is over they sing; and after two
or threedays in camp they will not only sing,
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but dance when another march is to begin.
Of course at times they suffer greatly from
thirst and hunger and fatigue, and at times
they will suddenly grow sulien or rebel
without what seems to us any adequate
cause; and they have an inconsequent
of mind which now and then leads them to
commit follies all the more exasperating be-
cause they are against their own interest no
less than against the interest of their em-
ployer. But they do well on the whole, and
safari life is attractive to them. They are
fed well; the government requires that they
be fitted with suitable clothes and given
small tents, so that they are better clad and
sheltered than they would be otherwise; and
their wages represent money which they
could get innootherway. The safari repre-
sents a great advantage to the porter; who
in his turn alone makes the safari possible.
When we were to march, camp was
broken as early in the day as possible.
Each man had his allotted task, and the
tents, bedding, provisions, and all else were
expeditiously made into suitable packages.
Each porter is supposed to carry from fifty-
five to sixty pounds, which may all be i
one bundle or in two or three,  The Amer-
ican flag, which flew over my tent, was a
matter of much pride to the porters, and
was always carried at the head or near the
head of the line of march; and after it in
single file came the long line of burden
bearers. As they started, some of them
would blow on homns or whistles and others
beat little tomtoms; and at intervals this
would be renewed again and again through-
out the march; or the men might suddenly
begin to chant, or merely to keep repeating
in unison some one word or one phrase
which, when we asked to have it translated,
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The American flag was always at the head or near the head of the line of march
The caravan on Safari at Potha,
From a photograph by Kermit Roosevelt.

might or might not prove to be entirely
meaningless. The headmen carried no bur-
dens, and the tent boys hardly anything,
while the saises walked with the spare
horses. Inaddition to the canonical and
required costume of blouse or jersey and
drawers, each porter wore a blanket, and
usually something else to which his soul in-
clined. It might be an exceedingly shabby
coat; it might be, of all things in the world,
an umbrella, an article for which they had
a special attachment. Often I would see
a porter, who thought nothing whatever
of walking for hours at midday under the
equatorial sun with his head bare, trudging
along with solemn pride either under an
open umbrella, or carrying the umbrella
(tied much like Mrs. Gamp’s) in one hand,
as a wand of dignity. Then their head-gear
varied according to the fancy of the indi-
vidual. Normally it wasa red fez, a kind
of cap only used in hot climates, and ex-
quisitely designed to be useless therein be-
cause it gives absolutely no protection from
the sun. But one would wear a skin cap;
Vor. XLVI.—76

another would suddenly put one or more
long feathers in his fez; and another, dis-
carding the fez, would revert to some purely
savage head-dress which he would wear
with equal gravity whether it were, in our
eyes, really decorative ormerely comic. One
such head-dress, for instance, consisted of
the skin of the top of a zebra's head, with
the two ears. Another was made of the
skins of squirrels, with the tails both stick-
ing up and hanging down. Another con-
sisted of a bunch of feathers woven into the
hair, which itself was pulled out into strings
that were stiffened with clay. Another was
really too intricate for description because
it included the man's natural hair, some
strips of skin, and an empty tin can.

If it were a long journey and we broke
it by a noonday halt, or if it were a short
journey and we reached camp ahead of the
safari, it was interesting to see the long
file of men approach. Here and there, lead-
ing the porters, scattered through the line,
or walking alongside, were the askaris,
the rifle-bearing soldiers. They were not
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marksmen, to put it mildly, and I should
not have regarded them as particularly
efficient allies in a serious fight; but they
were excellent for police duty in camp, and
were also of use in preventing collisions
with the natives. After the leading askaris
might come one of the headmen; one of
whom, by the way, looked exactly like a
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beaten, and perhaps the whole line would
burst into a chant.

On reaching the camping ground each
man at once set about his allotted task, and
the tents were quickly pitched and the camp
put in order, while water and firewood were
fetched. The tents were pitched in long
lines, in the first of which stood my tent,
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The caravan un Safari a1 Putha,
1 singhe dile came the bong lime of Lurden iarers.
From a phtograph by Kennit Ruoseveln.

Semitic negro, and always travelled with a
large dirty-white umbrella in one hand;
while another, a tall, powerful fellow, was
a mission boy who spoke good English; 1
mention his being a mission boy because it
is so frequently asserted that mission boys
never turn out well. Then would come
the man with the flag, followed by another
blowing on an antclope hom, or perhaps
beating an empty can as a drum; and then
the long line of men, some carrying their
loads on their heads, others on their shoul-
ders, others, in a very few cases, on their
backs. Astheyapproached the halting place
their spirits rose, the whistles and homns
were blown, and the improvised drums

flanked by those of the other white men and
by the dining tent. In the next line were
the cook tent, the provision tent, the store
tent, the skinning tent, and the like; and
then came the lines of small white tents for
the porters. Between each row of tents
was a broad street. In front of our own
tents in the first line an askari was always
pacing to and fro; and when night fell we
would kindle a camp fire and sit around it
under the stars.  Before each of the porters’
tents was a little fire, and beside it stood the
pots and pans in which the porters did their
cooking. Here and there were larger fires,
around which the gun-bearers or a group
of askaris or of saises might gather. After
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nightfall the multitude of fires lit up the
darkness and showed the tents in shadowy
outline; and around them squatted the por-
ters, their faces flickering from dusk to
ruddy light, as they chatted together or sud-
denly started some snatch of wild African
melody in which all their neighbors might
join. After a while the talk and laughter
and singing would gradually die away, and

lit fires was a welcome sight as we stumbled
toward them through the darkness. Once
in, each went to his tent to take a hot bath:
and then, clean and refreshed, we sat down
to a comfortable dinner, with game of some
sort as the principal dish.

On the first march after leaving our lion
camp at Potha I shot a wart-hog. It was
a good-sized sow, which, in company with

Making camp ar Bundoni
From a photograph by Kermit Koosevell.

as we white men sat around our fire, the
silence would be unbroken except by the
queer cry of a hyena, or much more rarely
by a sound that always demanded atten-
tion—the yawning grunt of a questing lion.

If we wished to make an early start we
would breakfast by dawn, and then we
would usually return to camp for lunch.
Otherwise we might be absent all day, car-
rying our lunch with us. We might get in
before sunset or we might be out till long
after nightfall; and then the gleam of the

several of her half-grown offspring, was
grazing near our line of march; there were
some thorn-trees which gave a little cover,
and I killed her at a hundred and eighty
yards, using the Springfield, the lightestand
handiest of all my rifles. Her flesh was
good to eat, and the skin, as with all our
specimens, was saved for the National
Museum. I did not again have to shoot a
sow, although I killed half-grown pigs for
the table, and boars for specimens. This
sow and her porkers were not rooting, but



The old bull giraffe and Heller's Wkamba skinners,
From a phetograph by Edmusd Heller,

A young bull giraffe, shot by Mr. Roosevelt at Kilimakiu,
From 3 photograph by Ldmusd Heller,
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were grazing as if they had been ante-
lope; her stomach contained nothing but
chopped green grass. Wart-hogs are com-
mon throughout the country over which
we hunted. They are hideous beasts, with
strange protuberances on their cheeks; and
when alarmed they trotor gallop away, hold-
ing the tail perfectly erect with the tassel
bent forward. Usually they are seen in
family parties, but a big boar will often be
alone. If the weather is cloudy or wet they
may be out all day long, but in hot, dry
weather we generally found them abroad
in the moming and evening. A pig is al-
ways a comical animal; even more so than
is the case with a bear, which also impres-
ses one with a sense of grotesque humor
—and this notwithstanding the fact that
both boar and bear may be very formidable
creatures. A wart-hog standing alertly at
gaze, head and tail up, legs straddled out,
and ears cocked forward, is rather a figure
of fun; and not the less so when with char-
acteristic suddenness he bounces round with
a grunt and scuttles madly off to safety.
Wart-hogs are beasts of the bare plain or
open forest, and though they will often lie
up in patches of brush they do not care for
thick timher.

After shooting the wart-hog we marched
on to our camp at Bondoni. The gun-
bearers were Mohammedans and the dead
pig was of no service to them; and at their
request I walked out while camp was being
pitched and shot them a buck; this I had to
do now and then, but T always shot males,
so as not to damage the species.

Next day we marched to the foot of Kili-
makiu Mountain, near Captain Slatter's
ostrich farm. Owur route lay across bare
plains thickly covered with withered short
grass. All around us as we marched were
the game herds, zebras and hartebeests,
gazelles of the two kinds, and now and
then wildebeests. Hither and thither over
the plain, crossing and recrossing, ran the
dusty game trails, each with its myriad
hoof-marks; the round hoof-prints of the
zebra, the heart-shaped marks that showed
where the hartebeest herd had trod, and the
delicate etching that betraved where the
smaller antelope had passed. Occasion-
ally we crossed the trails of the natives,
worn deep in the hard soil by the countless
thousands of bare or sandalled feet that had
trodden them. Africa is a country of trails,

Alfrican Game Trails

Across the high veldt, in every direction, run
the tangled trails of the multitudes of game
that have lived thereon from time imme-
morial. The great beasts of the marsh and
the forest make thereon broad and muddy
trails which often offer the only pathway
by which a man can enter the sombre
depths. In wet ground and dry alike are
also found the trails of savage man. They
lead from village to village, and in places
they stretch for hundreds of miles, where
trading parties have worn them in the search
for ivory, or in the old days when raiding
or purchasing slaves. The trails made
by the men are made much as the beasts
make theirs. They are generally longer and
better defined, although I have seen hippo
tracks more deeply marked than any made
by savage man. But they are made simply
by men following in one another's footsteps,
and they are never quite straight. They
bend now a little to one side, now a little to
the other, and sudden loops mark the spot
where some vanished obstacle once stood;
around it the first trail makers went, and
their successors have ever trodden in their
footsteps, even though the need for so doing
has long passed away.

Our camp at Kilimakiu was by a grove
of shady trees, and from it at sunset we
looked across the vast plain and saw the
far-off mountains grow umber and purple
as the light waned. Back of the camp, and
of the farm-house near which we were, rose
Kilimakiu Mountain, beautifully studded
with groves of trees of many kinds. On its
farther side lived a tribe of the Wkamba.
Their chief with all the leading men of his
village came in state to call upon me, and
presented me with a fat hairy sheep, of the
ordinary kind found in this part of Africa,
where the sheep very wisely do not grow
wool. The headman was dressed in khaki,
and showed me with pride an official docu-
ment which confirmed him in his position
by direction of the government, and re-
quired him to perform various acts, chiefly
in the way of preventing his tribes people
from committing robbery or murder, and of
helping to stamp out cattle discase. Like
all the Wkamba they had flacks of goats and
sheep, and herds of humped cattle; but
they were much in need of meat and hailed
my advent. They were wild savages with
filed tecth, many of them stark naked,
though some of them carried a blanket.






