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Preface

Jungle Folk of Africa, the author endeavours to ex-
hibit the humanity of the African as it impressed
himself.

The difference between the two books is chiefly a dif-
ference of emphasis, and is indicated in thetitles. In the
former the African is described in relation to his sur-
roundings—his exterior world. Much is said about the
forest—deep, solemn, vast, impenetrably mysterious—
wherein he roams at large with nature’s own wild free-
dom ; contending also with its mighty forces, and wrest-
ing from it the means of existence by his own resource-
fulness of expedient. In the present volume the anthor
essays the more difficult task of revealing the interior
world of the African—his mental habits and beliefs.
Much is said about fetishism and folk-lore.

If, despite all that is said herein, the philosophy of
fetishism should remain obscure—and there is no doubt
of it; if the reader should close this book with the con-
sciousness of a broad, comprehensive ignorance of the sub-
ject, it may be to some extent the fault of fetishism itself,
which isthe jungle of jungles, an aggregation of incoherent
beliefs. The world of the African is as wild and strange
as the weird world that we often visit on the brink of
sleep. It was far from Africa that Siegfried thought it
worth while to encounter the dread dragon, Fafner, and
slay him for the possession of the magic tarnhelm forged
by the Nibelung. In Africa everybody has a tarnhelm.

5

IN this book as in the one that preceded it, The
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6 PREFACE

Second-hand tarnhelms are for sale everywhere. I my-
self had a rare one ; but I have lost it, or mislaid it. To
us, who think of nature as the realm of law, order, and
uniformity, the world of the African seems to have gone
mad. This madness, however, is more apparent than
real. The African thinks in terms of the miraculous ;
natural effects are explained by supernatural causes;
supernatural, but not therefore unintelligible, still less
irrational. Therefore, if we should not find the fabled
thread out of this amazing labyrinth of fetishism, it may
be possible to find a thread inio it ; and not only possible,
but also worth while, if within the labyrinth we shall find
the African himself and come to know him, mind and
heart, a little better.

One need not apologize for the space given to folk-lore
80 long as Brer Rabbit and Brer Fox retain their present
popularity with old and young ; for in African folk-lore
we have the originals of the stories of Uncle Remus.
Aside from the entertaining quality of folk-lore, its ideal-
ism has a human value. In Mr. Lecky’s essay,
Thoughts on History, published since his death, the
great historian pays the following remarkable tribute to
idealism :

¢ Legends which have no firm historical basis areoften
of the highest historical value as reflecting the moral
sentiments of their time. Nor do they merely reflect
them. In some periods they contribute perhaps more
than any other influence to mould and colour them and to
give them an enduring strength. The facts of history have
been largely governed by its fiction. Great events often
acquire their full power over the human mind only when
they have passed through the transfiguring medium of
the imagination, and men as they were supposed to be
have even sometimes exercised a wider influence than
men as they actually were. Ideals ultimately rule the
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world ; and each, before it loses its asecendency, bequeaths
some moral truth as an abiding legacy to the human
race.”’

Inasmuch as the history of most African tribes must
ever remain unknown to us, their legends and all that is
included in their folk-lore possess additional anthropo-
logical value as a medium through which to study the
African mind.

The African, despite his degradation, is interesting ;
and that, not merely as an object of religious endeavour,
but on the human level, as a man. The testimony of
Mr. Herbert Ward—traveller, adventurer, soldier and
artist—who first went to Africa with Stanley, and after-
wards went a second time and spent several years, is the
testimony of all sound-hearted men who have lived in
Africa. Mr. Ward, in 4 Voice From the Congo, says:

“There was a good side even to the most villainous-
looking savage. . . . They appealed strongly to me
by reason of their simplicity and directness, their lack of
scheming or plotting, and by the spontaneity of every-
thing they did.”” And again: ‘It has been my experi-
ence that the longer one lives with Africans, the more
one grows to love them. Prejudices soon vanish. The
black skin loses something of its unpleasant characteris-
ties, for one knows that it covers such a very human
heart.”’

Nevertheless, the degradation of the African is a fact.
And it is being proved that there is no power of moral
renovation for him inherent in material progress. Chris-
tianity, and nothing else, vitalizes his moral nature ; and
therefore it contains the potentialities of ecivilization.
When Mr. Giddings, and other sociologists of a certain
class, ignoring spiritual values, demand a gospel for the
life that now is, we offer them the same Gospel of Christ,
and point to its actual results in Africa ; maintaining that
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the missionary is the chief agent in Africa’s civilization,
and affirming that civilization is but the secular side of
Christianity.

One of the stories in this volume appears also in
Dr. Robert H. Nassau’s admirable book, Fetishism in
West Africa ; and two of the stories are told, in slightly
different form, in Mr. R. E. Dennett’s interesting book on
the folk-lore of the Fjort. Most of the illustrations are
from photographs taken by Mr. Harry D. Salveter.

RoBERT H. MILLIGAN.
New York.



Contents

TeE WHITE MAN's GRAVE . . . . :

The Coast—The Old Coaster—His obsession—Angom—
Loneliness—Gaboon—The seasons—Ice that burned—A
peculiar climate—The mosquito—Quinine—Frightened into
fever—A matter of coffins.

11
« Tug Wise Ongs” . . . . . .

From palm-oil to trousers—Mpongwe and Fang—Making a
king—Caste—Domestic slavery—Ndinga, a human leopard
—A Gaboon belle—Native courtesy—A fight—A war-cus-
tom—The cause of the tide—A dying confession—A case of
witchcraft—Curing the sick—A secret saciety.

111
A Dving TRIBE . . . .

Women who cannot marry—The slave-trade—The rum-traffic
—Elida—Augustus—Trade and polygamy~—Too proud to
speak—Destruction of authority—Customs not irrational—
The dowry—The foreign governments—The whipping-post
—A fatal defect.

. . .

IV
A Living REMNANT . . . . . .

A difficult work—The Jesuits—Iguwi—Single blessedness—
A chicken breakfast—Buttons—A remarkable illustration—
A service — Fluency — Toko Truman—Izuri—Ntyango—
Sara—Lucina—Uncle Remus—7%e Tortoise and kis Cred-
itors—The Wag—A battle in canoes—A captive father—
A graveyard. .

A"
AFRICAN Music . z 5 : 2 : ¢
A taste for comic opera—An organ and an organist—The
origin of music—Musical instruments—The sense of melody
—A decomposed tune—Unfamiliar scales — Mourning —
Rhythm-—Extremely musical—Three songs.

9

I5

29

42

56

72



10 CONTENTS

V1
Pests . . 3 X : A : . . 8

The Ten Plagues—Xilling flies—The driver ant—Other ants
—The jigger—The sandfly—The mosquito—The centipede
—The cockroach—The white ant—Divers other pests—In-
ternal parasites—Rats—Snakes.

VII
TuE « CanniBAL” Fane 5 2 . . . 110

A discriminating palate—Not the worst cannibals—Appear-
ance—The Negro face and the Greek face—Legs—The
wheel—Dress—An overdressed woman—Food—Cannibal-
ism—An affair of honour—Native art—Curiosity—Turning
them into monkeys.

VIII
MANNERs AND CUSTOMS . . : . ’ . I25

The native resourceful — Unambitious—Trade—Communism
—Boiling the Bible—A quarrel—Marriage—The dowry—
A case of torture—The head-wife—The tongue a woman’s
weapon — Polygamy— Ogula-and her Ngalo— Tragedy—
Dancing—The story-teller—An interesting liar.

IX
FuneraL CusTonms ] 5 . 14§

A talking corpse—A world of magic—Sympathy and expec-
toration—The dirge—Premature burial—A funeral incident
—Death customs—Conventional mourning—An incident of

the grass-field—A horrible burial custom—Two death-scenes,
a contrast.

X
THE “ DoroTny ” . . T : : . 158

A godsend—A gasoline palaver—Canoeing—The rapids—A
pilot—A sudden stop—Passengers—The mangrove swamp
—A wheelman and a bottle—Pirates—Towing a town—
Nkogo—Ndutuma—Ndong Bisia—A saucepan and a ball of
twine.



CONTENTS

XI
SCHOOLBOYS . . . . . : . .

Lolo—Unwashed—Washed—A flying bucket—A little friend
—The blessed Melchisedec—A parting— Ko-40-40-#0—The
centre of a fight—The poetry of soap—A threat of suicide
—The eloquence of sounding brass—A ¢ rotten road”’—
Savages as soldiers—Ngema’s father—Across our bow—A
tornado.

XII
A Scunoor . . . . . . 3 .

Mendam, the éig érother—Clothing—A day’s program—Cut-
ting grass—A python—Rations—A collapse—The dormitory
—The dispensary—The jigger-palaver—Not stupid—A
head that got hit—Singing—Interruptions—A picnic—
Games—War-dances—Stories—dA Tug of War—A Race
—TVe Leopard and the Antelope—An evangelistic force.

XIII

THE MENTAL DEGRADATION OF FETISHISM . .

The horseshoe—The charm—The fetish—The relic—The
fetish-doctor—A  psychological consequence—The African
idea of nature—Incredible beliefs—Confession of a chief’s
son—Two babes—The idea of God—The mental atmosphere
—DMaking the rainbow—A problem—First lessons—Why
the river is crooked—An old woman’s illustration.

X1V
THE MorAL DEGRADATION OF FETISHISM . .

A lost child—Worship of snakes—Demoralizing factors—A
chief’s fetish — Ingredients—Human sacrifice—A royal
death—Wives and witcheraft—Concluding a war—Destiny
—Man’s nature—New conceptions—A revolt from cannibal-
ism—Heaps of skulls—Deliverance.

XV
FETIsHisM AxD THE Cross . . . . .

A precocious boy—Killed his friend—Essentially moral—Cure
for lying—The ordeal—A trial and death—The sense of
guilt—Expiatory rites—The new ideal—The atonement—
Self-sacrifice and self-assertion—Ndong Koni builds a church
—Onjoga cuts grass—Makuba’s rheumatism—What is a
missionary ?—Onjoga’s wife—Children at play.

11

179

198

219

233

246



12 CONTENTS

XVI

MISSIONS AND SOCIAL PROGRESS . . 3

The noble savage—Story of a feud—Society and the indi-
vidual—Progressive and unprogressive—Interdependence
—Conguest of nature—Education—Authority of custom—
Work—Trustworthiness—A civilizing experiment—A com-
munion-service —Equality of woman—A salutation—Attitude
towards nature—A thirst for knowledge—Service—Legiti-
macy in government—The home—2%y kingdom come.

XVII
THE CRrITICS . L 5 . J ; | .

The missionary blamed for everything—Bewildering incon-
sistency—Professor Starr—Misfits—Criticism unjust—Un-
belief—Antipathy towards the native—Cruelty—Vice—Low-
ering of ideals—Missions sociologically sound—The let-alone
policy too late—Miss Kingsley.

XVIII
SAINTS AMONG SavAGES 3 : 5 5 1

The best apologetic — Mb’Obam — Sara — A matrimonial
bureau — Angona — A pot-palaver—A narrow escape—
Amvama-— A clean knife—A bet—Proving himself—A
dowry-palaver—Opposing a chief—Robert Boardman—Son
of a ¢« prince ”—Blindness—Incident of a pipe—His love of
music—His wife—A near-elopement—Walking in the light.

264

286

310



Illustrations

Amvama, A Fan CATECHIST : 2

MissioN HousE AT BARAKA . . 5

WOMEN'S SECRET SOCIETY . . 5
Trapine House AT GaBOON . . .
AN MroNgwWE WEDDING . . .
A Fang FamiLy . o . 0 o
FanG TRADERS WiTH IvorY . g 5
TyE Dororay . . . 5 5
Crew oF THE Dorozay 7 a .
THE PriMaArY Crass . g c s
A LITTLE SCHOLAR 5 c c q
THE Dairy CriniC . 5 o .

SCHOOLHOUSE AND DORMITORY AT GABOON
SEVERAL STRIDES TOWARDS CIVILIZATION
A FasuionaBLE WEDDING IN KAMERUN
ANYOROGULI . . c . s o
RETURNING FROM THE GARDENS . .
FANG CHRISTIANS . A c n 9

18

Frontispiece
Facing page

22
41
54
65

110

128

158

171

179

187

187

205

264

283

306

306

323






1
THE WHITE MAN’S GRAVE

OR that matter the whole west coast of Africa is
F called by the natives The White Man’s Grave;
and everywhere the fever stalks along the beach

like a grim sentinel warning the stranger to stay away
and ready to beat him into delirium and death if he
lands. But the name, The White Maw's Grave, is espe-
cially attached to several of the oldest of the coast settle-
ments. Notable among these is Gaboon, in the French
Congo, almost exaectly at the equator, where I lived for
nearly six years, the period of my second term in Africa.
On the long voyage of five weeks from Liverpool to
Libreville I had been duly prepared for the worst by the
Old Coasters on board, who deem it their duty to in-
struct all newcomers in regard to the evils of the climate
and the certainty of an early death. This duty consti-
tutes a daily exercise during the entire voyage and is
discharged faithfully and conscientiously. Each morn-
ing at the breakfast-table the young missionary is told
that the African fever is inevitable, and to expect it will
bring it on in two days. The healthy die first. ¢ Mis-
sionaries die like flies.”” The abnormal mortality among
missionaries is due to several persistent delusions ; chief
among them, the temperance delusion, and the quinine
delusion. According to the Old Coaster, everybody
whose mind is open to conviction knows that temperate
habits are no defense and that total abstinence is a quick
method of suicide. Quinine only aggravates the fever;
everybody knows that also ; but missionaries will not

15



16 THE FETISH FOLK OF _WEST AFRICA

admit it. Then there is the minor delusion of the um-
brella. All those people who regularly carried umbrellas
are dead. Those who didn’t carry them are dead too,
but they lived longer.

The dreadful racking pain of the fever is adequately
described, and then there is added the eonsoling thought
that a man may sometimes escape having it fatally by
having it frequently. ‘‘Fatally, or frequently:”’ the
poets among them dwell fondly on the alliteration.

After we have begun to call at the African ports this
elementary instruction is reinforced by a circumstantial
and realistic account of the death of the ¢ poor chaps”’
who have ‘‘pegged out’’ since the last voyage. The
number is large: I did not know there were so many
white men on the coast. Many among them were of my
particular build, complexion and general appearance—I
was told.

It is not that the Old Coaster is indulging a barbarous
sense of humour in trying to frighten the newcomer, but
he has become fairly obsessed with the thought of the
climate. Sooner or later this morbid distemper seizes
upon most of those who live for any length of time in
‘West Africa.

After such an unappetizing conversation at the break-
fast-table, a certain young missionary escaped to the
upper deck where he was soon joined by an Old Coaster
who asked him if he happened to have a prayer-book.
Delighted that the conversation had taken a turn (and
such a good turn) he replied that he hadn’t a prayer-
book, not being an Anglican, but that he might procure
one from a fellow passenger.

“T'd be ever so much obliged,” says the Old Coaster,
“if you would; for I want to write down the burial
service. You see, no matter how a man may have lived,
it’s a comfort to him out here on the coast to think that
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he’ll have a decent burial ; so we’re neighbourly, and we
read the service for one another.”

In one last desperate effort to turn the conversation
from the dead to the living, the missionary remarked,
with considerable force: ‘‘ But people don’t all die of
fever out here! What about those that don’t 17’

¢ Oh, no,” he replies; ‘‘they die of many other things
besides fever. Let’s see;’’—and he counts them off on
his fingers :

““There’s kraw-kraw. Kraw-kraw is an awful nasty
disease that just decomposes a man’s legs and nothing
can stop it.

‘There’s dysentery. A lot of people die of that.
There’s every kind of tuberculosis. There’s abscesses.
There’s pneumonia. There’s ulcers —’

¢ And kraw-kraw,’’ says another Old Coaster, coming
up behind him. ¢ Why, there was my friend So-and-
g0 —’

tPve already said kraw-kraw,”’” says the other, and
he passes on to the next finger.

“There’s Portuguese itch. Maybe you think you know
what itch is, but you don’t if you’ve never had the Por-
tuguese itch of the coast.

¢ There’s the Guinea worm. It favours the leg and is
sometimes ten feet long. You may possibly get it out if
you don’t try to wind it from the tail ; but anyway it
leaves a wound that doesn’t heal in this climate.

“There’s enlarged spleen. There’s—’

“Kraw-kraw,” says another arrival. ¢ Why, there
was So-and-so ——’

“T said kraw-kraw,”” answers the leader.

“There’s smallpox—in frequent epidemics,”” he con-
tinues.

¢ And there are so many other parasites feeding on a
man, inside and out, that one who has lived on this coast
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for several years ought to be able to furnish in his own
body a complete course for a class of medical students.”
¢Did you mention kraw-kraw ?2’’ says a late arrival.

“Kraw-kraw ¢’ interposed the missionary. ¢“I know
all about kraw-kraw. The highest authorities on tropical
diseases have declared that it is not a physiecal, but a
mental, malady that attacks the Old Coaster. The
vietim imagines that he is an old crow, and he goes
around flappiug his wings and crying, ‘ Kraw-kraw.’ ”’

One morning at the breakfast-table, when the conversa-
tion turned for a moment to the cheerful subject of cock-
tails, a youngster exclaimed : ‘‘Gentlemen, gentlemen, I
protest against this cheerfulness. For a whole minute
the conversation has been utterly irrelevant. DMen are
mortal and the dead are accumulating. Let us therefore
return to the obsequies.”

A solemn-eyed Old Coaster leaned towards his neigh-
bour and in a loud, sepulchral whisper remarked: ¢‘I
give him a month.”

“T give him two weeks,”” replied the other.

Many of those who came aboard, especially those from
the more lonely places, looked like haunted men. - Ex-
treme isolation invites madness. There were moments
when the heart of the traveller faltered or stood still,
almost crushed by the pathos and tragedy of it all.

At the annual mission-meeting I was appointed not to
Gaboon, but to Angom, seventy miles up the Gaboon
River. Angom had a peculiarly evil reputation even in
Africa, and the appointment was made only after a pro-
longed discussion in which some contended that the place
ought to be abandoned and the climate of that particular
station pronounced impossible. The facts arrayed in sup-
port of this opinion presented such a gloomy outlook that
when, in conclusion, a missionary physician and his wife
and myself were assigned to Angom, the appointment
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sounded in our ears somewhat like an order for our
execution.

Three weeks after we reached Angom I stood one
morning on the bank of the river, exceedingly lonely as
I gazed after the boat that bore away the physician and
his wife, both of them sick and returning to the United
States. I remained alone at Angom only a few months,
but I was expecting to remain for the entire year, sixty
miles from the nearest white man, and unable as yet to
speak the language of the jungle folk around me. And
besides the barrier of an unknown language between
them and me, there was at first such a mental and moral
aloofness from the natives that their presence, and espe-
cially the sound of their constant laughter, only drove
me to the centre of a vaster solitude.

Often in those first days I fought against loneliness and
fever together, each aggravating the other. When lone-
liness would make its most terrible onslaught it assumed
a disguise—and invariably the same disguise. More than
half the battle was fought when I had penetrated the dis-
guise and learned to recognize the foe even from afar.
It invariably approached in the form of discouragement
—the intolerable feeling that all I was doing was useless ;
that I was the fool of a pathetic delusion whose only re-
deeming feature was a good intention. The doubt sud-
denly emptied life of all that was worth while and left an
aching void ; and nothing in the whole world can ache
like a void. In our nobler aims and enthusiasms doubt
is the worst foe of courage—the thought that one may be
making a fool of himself ; the highest courage is to resist
the doubt, and the highest wisdom is to know when to
resist it. I think Hawthorne said something like that.

Let me anticipate the years so far as to say that,
although I was always more or less alone in Africa, and
drank the cup of solitude to the dregs, I completely out-
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lived these attacks. And, strange enough, the very
question which had been my dreaded foe became my
strongest ally and defense, namely, the question, Is it
worth while? For I fought that question out to a sure
affirmative. In later years the dominant feeling, that
which counstituted the irresistible attraction of missionary
life, and made its privations as nothing, was the constant
feeling that life in Africa was infinitely worth while, and
that nowhere else in the world could my life count for so
much to so many.

The first letters from missionaries at the coast advised
that I should not think of staying alone at Angom, but
should move to the coast and join them at Baraka, our
Gaboon station. This did not seem to me advisable,
since it would separate me from the interior tribe, the
wild Fang, among whom I was expecting to work and
whose language I was learning. The coast tribe, the
Mpongwe, were already provided for and did not need
me. But as time passed letters came from all over the
mission making so strong a protest that it seemed inad-
visable to ‘‘insist upon being a martyr ’’—as my fellow
missionaries expressed it, with naive candour. One friend
added that if T died, or rather when I died, I would have
no one to blame for it but myself. That settled it. The
idea of dying with no one to blame for it, after the lonely
life at Angom, was entirely too unsensational ; so I moved
to Baraka, where some one could be blamed when I died.

The name Gaboon is used, especially by the English, in
a general way to designate not only the river of that name
but all the adjacent territory. Most people prefer it to
the name Libreville, because it is of native origin; and
they like the far-away sound of it. If we would be strictly
accurate, however, the name belongs only to the great
estuary of the river. The Gaboon River is not long, but
it receives many tributaries and for the last hundred
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miles from the sea it is magnificent. Forty miles before
it reaches the sea it bends northward by northwest and
widens out into a broad estuary from five to fifteen miles
in width and forty miles long, which I have always called
the bay. It is one of the few, and one of the best, har-
bours on the entire coast of Africa. Libreville, the old
French capital of the Congo Francais, and Baraka, our
mission station, are situated on the east bank of the estu-
ary and opposite its broad mouth. They look therefore
directly over the sea.

Gaboon was known in the Middle Ages and probably
in the early centuries. Travellers and adventurers of a
superstitious age, passing upon the high seas, reported
that it was a dreadful land where at night strange fires
bursting from the earth leaped to the clouds and reddened
the sky, fires which probably came from ‘‘inferno’’ not
far beneath. It is quite possible that the fire which they
saw may have issuned from Mount Kamerun, farther to
the north, which is now an extinet voleano ; but there is
a more likely explanation. The country around Gaboon
is more open than most parts of West Africa. A dense
undergrowth of shrubbery and long grass grows up each
year, which towards the end of the dry season is burned
off by the natives, in some places to clear their gardens,
and in some places for the fun of seeing it burn. As
seen from the mission hill the fires are seldom extensive,
though the effect is a ruddy glow upon the clouds and is
beautiful. But as I have seen them when out.upon the
bay at night, and upon the sea, the effect of their full
extent, the glowing sky and its reflection in the sea, were
sufficient to inspire awe and impress deeply the supersti-
tious mind of a sailor gazing on a strange land of savage
people.

Libreville as it is approached from the sea is one of the
most beautiful places on the entire West Coast. The gov-
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ernment buildings stand upon a hill, the Plafeau, from
which a handsome boulevard runs to the south parallel
with the beach, between rows of giant coco-palms. On
this boulevard are the trading-houses, French, Portu-
guese, German and English. The buildings are nearly
all white, including the iron roofs ; but some of them have
roofs of red tile. There are many beautiful trees. The
houses are only half visible through screens of foliage ;
and along the walks every unsightly thing, every deserted
building or decaying hut is overgrown with vines of deli-
cate beauty and the wildest profusion of scarlet, purple
and lavender flowers.

The beach is strewn with logs of African mahogany of
great value, which the traders are preparing to ship.
For these they have exchanged a variety of goods. They
carry a large stock of flint-lock guns especially for the in-
terior trade. The average price of a trade-gun is five
dollars. They are called ‘‘gas-pipe’’ guns in the ver-
nacular of the coast. The barrel is three feet four inches
long, and the bore Mr. Richard Harding Davis com-
pares to an artesian well. ¢‘The native fills four inches
of this cavity with powder and the remaining three feet
with rusty nails, barbed wire, leaden slugs, and broken
parts of iron pots.’” This dreadful weapon ‘‘kicks”’ so
violently in the recoil that it is always a question as to
which is the more dangerous end. Of course, if the con-
tents of the barrel should actually enter a man’s body it
would tear him all to pieces. But there is always a
doubt about the aim, and there is no doubt about the
kick.

Two miles south of the Plateau there is another hill
nearly as high, and having the finest outlook towards
the sea. On this hill is the mission station, Baraka.

The house, as one approaches it, appears through a
screen of palms and orange-trees, of the strong-scented
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frangipani, the scarlet hibiscus, and oleander growing
as high as the house. There is an abundance of roses
everywhere. There are also a few coffee-trees in the
yard, and one exquisite ¢cinnamon.

The view from the veranda of the mission house at
Baraka is a scene of magic beauty. The joyous lavish-
ness of colour excludes from the mind the thought of the
deadly serpent and the relentless fever-fiend that stealthily
glide within the shadows. The long hillside sloping to
the beach is half covered with mangoes and palms,
oleander and orange-trees, and the graceful plumes of the
bamboo that wave to and fro and tumble in the breeze
like children at play. In front is the open sea. On the
left, looking up the estnary, one sees in the bright morn-
ing light a fairy island of deep emerald set in a silver sea,
and beyond it a distant shore in dim purple and gold.
And even while one is looking, the island, the silver sea
and the golden-purple shore gradually dissolve and dis-
appear in the haze that gathers and deepens as the day
advances. But again, and always, it appears in the clear
evening light, more beauntiful than ever.

I found it impossible to persuade my friends that
Gaboon is not the hottest place in the world, since it is
not only in Africa, but at the equator. This was also
my own idea of Gaboon until it was corrected by expe-
rience. It is not as hot at the equator as it is several
hundred miles north or south of it. The thermometer
ranges between 72° and 86°, seldom going above or below
this range. But the humidity is extreme (not surpassed,
I believe, in the world) and this makes it seem hotter
than these figures would indicate. The atmosphere feels
as if it were about fifty per cent. hot water. At the
coast there is the delightful sea-breeze—but as soon as
one says it is ‘‘ delightful ’’ he is reminded that it is very
dangerous.
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One hears from the natives of the coast more com-
plaints of cold than of heat and in the hottest weather
their black skin is always cool. The hot months are De-
cember and January ; and the coolest are June and July.

The wet and dry seasons of Gaboon are very distinct.
The dry season begins in May and lasts for four months,
during all which time there is not a shower. 'Then the
wet season begins in September and lasts four months,
during which it rains almost incessantly. This is fol-
lowed by a short dry season of two months and a short
wet season of two months, thus completing the year.
This succession of the seasons is as regular and distinct
as our winter and summer. The effect of the long dry
season corresponds in some respects to our winter, giving
vegetation a rest. Europeans delight in the dry season,
although towards the last they long for the rain. But
the natives dislike the dry season, which is too cool for
their comfort ; and since the land-breeze is very strong,
and their bodies but slightly protected with clothing,
there is much sickness among them in these months.

I never told the Africans about ice, nor described snow,
lest it would overtax their credulity and discredit me ;
for if they should doubt I had no way of proving it.
But after the French hospital was built the Gaboon peo-
ple not only heard about ice but many of them actually
saw it. One day we obtained a piece of ice at Baraka,
sufficient to make ice-cream. When we had finished eat-
ing I took some of it out to the men of my boat-crew and
after telling them that it was something which we liked
very much, I gave a teaspoonful to Makuba, the captain.
No sooner had it entered his mouth than he leaped into
the air with a wild yell—wild even for Africa. He
shouted : “Tm killed! I'm burned to death! I'm
burned to death !

The extremest sensation of cold seems to be not dis-
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tinguishable from that of extreme heat. Never having
tasted anything cold, it is positively painful to them.

Despite the exaggeration of the Old Coaster we are
constantly reminded that, after all, Gaboon is The White
Maws Grave. There were a number of Anamese prison-
ers of war whom the French had transported from Anam.
They were employed in the construction of two miles of
road along the beach. During the few months of work
seventy out of one hundred died. In this dreadful death
rate there were probably unusual factors. The road
crosses a marsh that is a first-class incubator for mosqui-
toes. And besides, it is not likely that the men were
reasonably provided with food or medical attendance.

Even upon the subject of the climate opinions differ.
There are some persons—very few—who, after living in
West Africa a number of years, become so used to its
death record that they seem to think that every other
place is just the same. One or another of these occa-
sionally becomes an indignant champion of the climate.
At one of our annual mission meetings I offered a reso-
lution appealing to the Board of Missions in New York
for an extra allowance for health changes, in view of the
‘“hostile climate.”” A veteran missionary, whose many
years in Africa made him the wonder of the coast, ob-
jected to the word hostile, declaring that unless it were
stricken out jhe would vote against the resolution. But
with charming inconsistency he added that he fully real-
ized the need of the extra allowance and he would gladly
vote for it if only, for the word hostile, we would substi-
tute the word peculiar.

Next morning after breakfast, Mr. Gault, in whose
home I was staying, said to me: ¢ Apropos of the ob-
jection made yesterday to the word Lostile as applied to
this salubrious climate, have you observed that every one
who asks a blessing at the breakfast-table seems to be
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thankful—and surprised—that none of us has been
stricken down during the night and that we are all again
able to get to the table %

‘‘The more remarkable,’’ he added, ‘‘ when we recall
that we were chosen by the Board not because we were
either good or clever, but chiefly because of our consti-
tutions.”’

It was only a short time afterwards that Mr. Gault

" himself one morning was not able to get to the breakfast-
table. Two days later they buried him at Batanga. He
was one of the truest and best men I have ever known.

There is less fever now than there was a few years ago,
and the death record is decreasing. Not that the condi-
tions are much improved ; but common sense has pre-
vailed, and men as soon as they become seriously ill
hasten away on the first steamer. Besides, the proper
use of quinine as a preventive is better understood as
the result of the knowledge of the sources of malaria and
its various stages.

The mosquito theory—that the Anopheles mosquito is
the carrying agent of the malaria parasite—is of course
generally accepted. The late Dr. Koch advised that a
liberal dose of quinine every eighth or ninth day ought to
be an effective preventive with most persons. Major
Ronald Ross, head of the Liverpool School of Tropical
Medicine, advised the destruction of the mosquito, chiefly
by drainage, and the segregation of white people from
the natives. The natives have become at least partially
immune ; but there are numerous malaria parasites in
their blood constituting the source from which it is car-
ried by the mosquito, which after biting a native bites a
white person; and when the white man’s blood is mala-
rious a little exposure to the tropical sun, a slight chill,
even a mental shock or undue strain, anything that
lowers the vitality, is likely to precipitate the fever.
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I myself, after several years of frequent fever, at last
gained practical immunity by taking five grains of
quinine every night, which I did without omission for
three years, until I left the coast. If my vitality had
not been already reduced to the minimum I would not
have required so much quinine. DMany persons, instead
of taking quinine regularly, wait until the fever actually
comes and then take very large, nerve-shattering doses
for successive days, from thirty to sixty or even ninety
grains a day. One may recover from the fever, but one
does not entirely recover from the quinine until he leaves
the coast.

Sometimes the newcomer is fairly frightened into a fever
by those who have lived in Africa long enough to have
become obsessed with the thought of the climate and
whose conversation it completely absorbs.

Near the end of my voyage to Africa I spent a night
ashore at a certain mission, where a good lady who was
in a very sociable mood, having shown me to my room,
stood in the doorway telling me of the various persons—
not a few—who had died in that particular room, and giv-
ing some graphic detail of each death. It was gradually
borne in upon me that there must be some horrible
fatality attached to that room. Finally she advised me
not to lock my door. ¢ For,’’ said she, ‘‘ Mr. P—, who
always locked his bedroom door, was found dead in bed
one morning in this very room, although he went to bed
looking as well as you do now. About noon next day
they broke the door open, and sure enough there he was
—lying right there !’

I replied : ¢ My dear lady, won’t you please knock on
my door very early in the morning, and if I do not an-
swer, open the door and walk in; for I fully expect to
be dead.”’

A certain American lady, who was a missionary for
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some years in Liberia, tells how that when she landed,
expecting to proceed to a station some distance inland,
where she would join several other missionaries, she wag
met with the news that the missionaries of that station
(four, I believe) had all died of fever a few days before
she landed, one immediately after another. Nevertheless,
the person who had the authority for her appointment
escorted her to that desolate station and left her there
alone. A partition of boards in the house was nearly all
gone; it was only a few feet from the floor. She asked
the explanation of this appearance and was told that the
boards had been used to make coffins. Having received
this interesting, though somewhat curious information,
she was left alone to find what comfort she could in the
reflection that there was enough of the partition left for
one more coffin.
She told me about it herself—many years afterwards.



I
THE WISE ONES

T Gaboon, in the French Congo, one sees all the
A successive stages in the process of civilization.
First, there is the savage, whose whole apparel
is a little palm-oil and a bit of calico half the size of a
pocket-handkerchief ; then there is the man who wears
¢‘two fathoms’’ of cloth wound about him gracefully and
falling below his knees ; next, there is the man who wears
this same robe with a shirt; then the man who discards
the native robe and wears a shirt and trousers, but with
the shirt always outside the trousers ; and, last of all, the
gentleman who wears his shirt inside his trousers.
These several classes are somewhat distinet. One does
not classify the man with a taste for simplicity who
wears a rice-sack with holes for his head and arms ; nor
the untutored dude who wears a pink DMother Hubbard
or a lady’s undergarment. These freakish modes repre-
sent attempts to hasten the process of civilization and to
pass prematurely from one of the above classes to another.
In general, the distinction of culofte and sansculotte
indicates the difference between the Mpongwe—the old
coast tribe—and the Fang—the interior tribe, who have
only reached the coast in recent years. The Mpongwe is
the most civilized of all the tribes south of the Calabar
River. Many of them, besides wearing trousers, live in
deck-houses, that is, houses with wooden floors. The
first floor ever seen by the natives was the deck of an
English ship ; hence the name deck-house. It was also
29
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from contact with English sailors that the native learned
to speak of a ‘‘fathom’’ of cloth.

The Mpongwe are the proudest people of West Africa.
An African woman is never allowed to marry into an in-
ferior tribe ; although the men may do so. And since
the Mpongwe have no social equals among the adjacent
tribes, it follows that no Mpongwe woman can marry out-
side of her own tribe, unless with a north-coast man or a
white man. The Fang, the great interior tribe, are mere
¢ bush-animals”’ in the mind of the Mpongwe. A Fang
man, though he were perfectly civilized, and even educated
in France, would not be allowed the social status of the
meanest Mpongwe. The coast women can all speak
Fang ; for they trade with them and buy their daily food
from them ; but they are ashamed to be heard speaking it.
Often when I addressed them in Fang they would shake
their heads as if they had never heard the language be-
fore ; whereupon I nearly always asked them a question
on some matter of interest to themselves ; the price of a
parrot, for instance, if I knew that the lady was anxiouns
to sell it. Such a question invariably made the dumb
to speak.

The Mpongwe call themselves The Wise Ones. And
other tribes generally admit their claim and take them at
their own self-estimate. In former days, when they had
real kings, they buried their kings in secret, not more
than ten persons knowing the hidden grave, lest some
other tribe might steal the body, for the sake of obtain-
ing the brains, which would be a very powerful fetish and
would make them wise like the Mpongwe.

The king was chosen from among the people by the
elders and was selected for his wisdom. The ceremonies
of his enthronement were such that he required not only
wisdom, but also courage, physical strength and a superb
digestion. The man’s first intimation that he had been
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chosen by the elders was an onrush of the people—not to
do him honour, but to abuse and insult him. They
would hurl opprobrious epithets at him, eurse him, spit
upon him, pelt him with mud and beat him. For, they
said, from this time he would do all these things to then,
while they would be powerless to retaliate. This, there-
fore, was their last chance. They also reminded him of
all his failings in graphic and minute particulars. If
the king survived this treatment, he was then taken to
the former king’s house, where he was solemnly invested
with the insignia of the kingly office, in the shape of a
silk hat. No one but the king was permitted to wear a
silk hat.

Following the inanguration ceremony, the people came
and bowed before the new king in humble submission,
while they praised him as enthusiastically as they had be-
fore reviled him. Then he was fed and féted for a week,
during which time he was not allowed to leave his house,
but was required to reccive guests from all parts of his
dominion and eat with them all. These ceremonies
ended, he turned to the comparatively easy and common-
place duties of his kingly office. This custom, like many
others, has passed away under the influence of civilization.

In former days the Mpongwe were divided into three
distinet classes. There were, first, the slaves, the largest
class of all. Then there was a middle class, of those who
although free were of slave origin, or had some slave
blood in their veins—even a drop. And then there was
a very small aristocracy of pure Mpongwe.

_ Of these three classes the middle class probably had the
hardest time. They had freedom enough for initiative
and trade enterprise and they often became rich. But so
sure as they did, they were at once an object of envy and
class hatred on the part of the aristocracy, with the re-
sult that they were in constant danger of being accused
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of witchcraft and put to death, their goods being
confiscated for the benefit of the governing class—the
aristocracy. ‘

Since slavery has been formally abolished by the
French government the line between slaves and this
middle class has almost disappeared—but not quite, for
slavery has not been entirely abolished. But the ¢ aris-
tocracy 7’ is as distinct as ever.

Domestic slavery is rarely attended with the usual
horrors of alien enslavement. Mpongwe slaves were
serfs rather than slaves. TUntil the advent of the white
slaver they were rarely sold or exchanged. Mpongwe
slaves were sometimes taken for debt and sometimes
stolen from other tribes.

Several Mpongwe men have told me that their slaves
were children of the interior whom they had rescued
when their parents had thrown them away, either into
the bush to perish by the beasts, or into the river. They
must have been driven to this by some cruel superstition;
for the African loves his children, and the mother of his
children is his favourite wife. Perhaps the children were
twins. In many tribes there is such a fear of twins that
they are often put to death and their mother with them.
In some of these tribes they are believed to be the result
of adultery with a spirit.

Many former slaves have chosen to maintain the old
relationship—somewhat modified—rather than accept full
freedom, and be left without friends, family or posses-
sions; a peculiar misfortune for those who have never
had an opportunity to acquire a habit of independence.

At one time a man named Ndinga was working for me.
He was a faithful workman, except for one inexplicable
fault. Occasionally he would stay away half a day or
the entire day without asking to be excused, or notifying
me. Several times he did this when I was about to make
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a trip up the river, and was depending upon him to
make one of the crew. At length I dismissed him and
he departed without explanation or complaint. But one
of the other men came to me and told me Ndinga’s plight.
He was really the slave of an Mpongwe chief, right under
the eyes of the government. The master allowed him to
work for himself, but I imagine he took part of his wages.
He also exercised the right to call upon him at any time
for personal services, and each time that he had stayed
away from his work he had been called by the master,
who ignored my claim upon Ndinga and the consequent
inconvenience to me, though he claimed to be my per-
sonal friend. Ndinga was sufficiently civilized to feel
the degradation of his position, and the poor fellow sub-
mitted to rebuke and final dismissal rather than tell me
he was a slave. I learned also that he had lost several
other positions in the same way and had usually been dis-
missed with cursing and abuse. I sent for him im-
mediately, and without explanation told him that I had
changed my mind and that he could return to work.
Meantime, I called the master, and reminding him that
slavery was strictly forbidden, I told him that if he
should again call Ndinga away from work I would notify
the government. There was no further trouble.

This man, Ndinga, was in pitiable need of a friend. It
is extremely easy for a slave to get a bad reputation, and
Ndinga was said to be a ‘“‘leopard-man,’” that is, a man
who changes himself into a leopard—either in order to
kill an enemy or devour a sheep. I have heard Ndinga
accused of this frequently; and there were many who
regarded him with great fear. Every hysterical woman
who thought that she saw a leopard was ready to swear
that it was Ndinga. If the leopards had been active in
the community at that time all their doings would have
been charged against him.
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The Mpongwe women are regarded as the best-looking
and most graceful women on the entire coast. Wherever
there are communities of white men, even hundreds of
miles north and south of Gaboon, there are Mpongwe
women ; for it is with them more than the women of any
other tribe that white men form temporary alliances.

The Gaboon belle has a brown complexion and fault-
less skin, fine features and dreamy dark eyes with long
lashes. She moves s0 easily that she carries her folded
parasol, or bottle of gin, or other indispensable, on her
head. She dresses her hair neatly and with great pains;
usually parting it in the middle and arranging it in numer-
ous small braids which she fastens behind. Her dressisa
large square robe of bright colours, often of fine material,
wound around her, immediately below her arms, reach-
ing to her feet and kept in place by a roll around the top
of it—a peculiar twist of leger de main which only a black
hand can perform. Somewhere in this roll her pipe is
usually hidden away. This dress leaves her graceful
shoulders and arms uncovered. She wears slippers with
white stockings, and upon her head a very large silk
handkerchief of bright colour, beautifully arranged in a
turban. Add to this a lace or silk scarf thrown over one
shoulder, not forgetting her silk parasol carried unopened
on her head; then add a lot of jewelry and plenty of
perfume, and her attire is complete. Moreover, she has
a soft voice, and does not yell exeept when she quarrels,
and she seldom quarrels when she is dressed in her best.
Most of the Christian women wear an unbelted wrapper,
or Mother Hubbard.

The Mpongwe people are peculiarly gentle, and
courteous in their manners ; and in this respect the men
even surpass the women. Travelling in a boat with an
Mpongwe crew, one is always surprised at their courtesy
and thoughtful consideration. Courtesy, indeed, which
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some one calls ‘‘benevolence in little things,”” is a racial
characteristic. I was once obliged to make a very hard
journey from Batanga to Bemito, a hundred miles down
the coast. For this purpose I purchased a bicycle in a
Germau trading-house at Dualla, the capital of Kamerun.
The bicycle weighed fifty pounds, and cost me a dollar a
pound. I did not realize what I was undertaking. The
sea-breeze was against me ; portions of the beach were of
soft sand and parts of it were so rough and rocky that I
had to climb steep banks and stretches of rock, carrying
the fifty-pound wheel on my shoulders. I had been long
in Africa and my strength was greatly reduced. Several
times, almost overcome with exhaustion, I threw myself
down upon the beach and lay there for half an hour before
I could go on. There were various misadventures along
the way and a sensational escape from quicksand. It
was an opportunity, however, to test the kindness of the
native. :

I took no food, but depended upon the hospitality of
those to whom I was a stranger ; although if hospitality
had failed, I could bave paid for food ; but not once did
it fail along the way. Wherever there was a stream to
be waded, if a native was anywhere in sight, either on
the beach, or fishing out on the sea, in his canoe, I called
or beckoned to him, and he came and carried me over—
for a white man must not get wet when he is exposed to
the wind ; then he went back and got my wheel. In one
place the water was to the man’s shoulders, and there
was a current, but he held me in a horizontal position
above his head, and exerting his whole strength, with
firm, slow step he proceeded, and sct me down dry on the
other side. Then he cheerfully turned about and went
after my wheel. In another place heavy crags projected
into the sea and at high tide there was no beach for a
quarter of a mile, so that I was$ compelled to carry the
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wheel. At this place, I met a native earrying a load who
was evidently returning from a journey to the interior ;
and upon my request for help, he at once hid his load by
the way and taking my wheel carried it over the rocks,
nearly all this distance, to the better beach beyond. In
every case I told the man beforehand that I did not ex-
pect to pay him for his service except in friendship, and
friendship sufficed. Nor did I pay anything for my food ;
and not once on the entire journey had I the least diffi-
culty in procuring it. Some of these people were of other
tribes ; but in courtesy the Mpongwe surpass them all.

They generally live at peace within the family and the
village. The men, at least, rarely fight. Whenever I
heard that an Mpongwe fight was in progress, I rushed
to the scene; but I must confess to mixed motives. For
a fight among Mpongwe men is decidedly picturesque
and entertaining, since they fight by butting each other
in the stomach with their heads. The women are much
more quarrelsome, and these very belles, whose beauty
I have praised, have frequent quarrels and occasional
fights, the latter usually involving a number of women ;
for though the quarrel commences with two women, when
it gets to a real fight the family and relations of each
woman take part in it. From this moment it proceeds
somewhat formally. They line up on two sides, and with
a lively accompaniment of appropriate language, they
rush upon each other, not usually striking, nor scratch-
ing, but each woman seeking to tear off her opponent’s
robe. I witnessed such a fight in which eighteen women
engaged. A woman, when her robe is taken off, admits
defeat. TFor this reason, instead of preparing for a fight
by donning her oldest clothes, she prepares by putting
on her newest and strongest, which she doubles and ties
about her waist, letting it fall to her knees, but she wears
no upper garment.
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There is a strange war-custom in all the tribes of West
Africa unlike anything I have ever heard of elsewhere.
Sometimes when one of their number is killed, or a woman
stolen by an enemy, instead of avenging his death direetly
they will kill some one of a third town which has nothing
whatever to do with the palaver. This third town is then
expected to join with them in punishing the first town,
which, being the original offender, was the cause of all
the trouble. In The Jungle Folk of Africa I have de-
seribed this eustom thus :

¢ Among the Mpongwe, in the old days before the
foreign power was established, and among the closely
related tribes south of them, this custom prevailed in an
extreme form. A woman being stolen, the people of the
offended town would hurry to another town near by, be-
fore the news had reached them, and would kill some-
body. This town would then hurry to the next and kill
somebody there, each town doing likewise until perhaps
five or six persons of as many different towns would be
killed in one night. The last town would then, with the
help of the others, demand justice from the first. It may
be that the object of this frightful custom was to restrain
men from committing the initial crime, that might be at-
tended with such wide-spread death, bringing upon them-
selves the curses of many people. For above all things
the African cannot bear to be disliked and cannot endure
execration.”’

The Mpongwe now have no war-customs. And Iam
not saure that peace has proved an unmixed blessing.
They have lost something of courage and virility.

Despite the veneer of civilization, I fear that this
amiable and graceful people—excepting only the few
Christians—are as superstitious as ever. Nature is still
inhabited by myriad spirits to whose activity natural
phenomena are due. They still speak of the great spirit
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who causes the flow and ebb of the tide by dropping an
enormous stone into the sea and again removing it. Trial
by ordeal is common even among the most intelligent.
And not a death occurs among them that is not attributed
to witcheraft.

A man dying in the hospital at Gaboon turns his
solemn, beautiful eyes towards one who sits beside him,
and tells in confidence what has brought about his death.
It is strange how approaching death, as if to testify to
man’s divine origin in the hour of his most appalling de-
feat, dignifies the features and countenance of the lowest
with a mysterious dignity that transcends all differences
of colour, transforms even natural ugliness, and brings
all men to one level. The greatest is no more than
human ; the lowest is no less. This dying man tells how
that some weeks past, having gone on a journey to a
certain town forty miles north, and during the night
having wondered what his friends at home might be do-
ing, he thought he would visit Gaboon, leaving his body
while his spirit alone travelled through the air. But on
the way he met a company of spirits making a similar
journey, one of whom was an enemy ; who, recognizing
him, gave him a fatal thrust in the side. He quickly re-
turned to his body ; but in the morning he felt the weak-
ness resulting from the fatal stroke, and from that day
had grown weaker and weaker until death was upon him.

I was present at the trial of a slave, in a leading
Mpongwe town, who was accused of causing the death of
one of the relations of the chief, a man who had been ill
for a long time with tuberculosis. I had been calling on
the sick man regularly. One day, going again to the town,
I saw a crowd of people gathered in the street who were
very much excited. The man had just died, and as usual
the panic-stricken people were determined to blame
somebody. The chief who was trying the case was a well-
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educated man who had been closely associated with white
people all his life and was prominent in trade. Arbi-
trary suspicion had about settled upon this slave—for
glaves are always the first to be suspected—when a boy
came forward and said that on the preceding night he
had discovered the slave standing behind the sick man’s
house and that he had watched him while he opened a
bundle of leaves which he had in his hand and in which
was a piece of human flesh like a fish in size and form.
No more evidence was necessary. No one asked the boy
how he knew that it was not a fish which he had seen;
nor how he knew that it was human.

They would have killed the man instantly bat for their
fear of the French government; for the town was close
beside the capital. When I tried to reason with them,
they answered me with the all-sufficient exclamation :
¢ Ask the boy! Ask him yourself!’” Those who took
the leading part in this trial were dressed like Europeans.

Sickness and death, they believe, may be caused by
fetish medicine, which need not be administered to the
victim, but is usually laid beside the path where he id
about to pass. Others may pass and it will do them ne¢
harm. The parings of finger-nails, the hair of the vie-
tim and such things are powerful ingredients in these
“medicines.” An Mpongwe, after having his hair cut,
gathers up every hair most carefully and burns it lest an
enemy should secure it and use it to his injury. When
sickness continues for a length of time they usually con-
clude that some offended relation has caused an evil spirit
to abide in the town.

An Mpongwe man, Ayenwe, had a severe attack of in-
flammatory rheumatism. I was going to see him reg-
ularly and doing what little I could for him. But his
mother’s people, who lived in a town four miles away,
concluded that it was a spell of witchcraft, inflicted by
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his father’s people. So they came one stormy night at
midnight and stealing him out of his house, put him in a
canoe and carried him on the rough sea to their town.
The patient can always be prevailed upon by his rela-
tions, if there are enough of them to wear out his resist-
ance. However strongly he may object at first he will
finally throw up his hands and say : ¢ Kill me if you will
then. The responsibility is yours ; I have nothing more
to do with it.”” A man’s very soul is not his own in
Africa.

An Mpongwe woman, Paia, was suffering greatly from
salivation, through the injudicious use of calomel. She
was a Christian woman and a member in the Mpongwe
Church, although her relations were all heathen. She
was in agony and a fellow missionary and myself had al-
ready reached the point where we could do nothing more
for her. The numerous heathen relations were all pres-
ent. They sat on the floor smoking and expectorating in
gloomy silence, with the windows closed, and filled the
house so that I could hardly pass in and out. 1T tried my
best to get them to take Paia to the French hospital, but
they were horrified at the bare suggestion. The tales in
free circulation concerning the hospital—poisons admin-
istered by the doctor, murtilation, and death by slow tor-
tare—would fill a volume. Several days passed: Paia
was worse. They concluded that the house was be-
witched—and perhaps the whole town—and resolved to
carry her away to another town, across the river. In
such cases it is advisable to put a body of water between
the victim and the bewitched town. Paia told me that
she was more than willing to go to the hospital if they
would let her ; but she said they would never consent.
Next morning about daylight I suddenly appeared before
her door with four strong men and a hammock swung on
a pole. Before her relations knew what had happened
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one of the men had carried her out to the hammock, and
we started to the hospital. The French doctor, one of
the very best on the coast, at my request gave her special
attention, and in a few days she was well.

The lowest reach of Mpongwe degradation is repre-
sented by the woman’s secret society, to which a majority
of the Mpongwe women belong—practically all, except
the Christians, who regard it with abhorrence. I know
of nothing in any interior tribe more degrading and im-
moral. In former times of cruelty and oppression the so-
ciety probably served for the protection of women against
their husbands; but in these times it is the husbands
who need protection, and the society, having outlived
its usefulness, has degenerated. The women of the so-
ciety frequently meet together at night, usually in an
arbour of palms, and sing unspeakably lewd songs—
: phallic songs—which are heard all over the village.

There is always a crowd of young men gathered around
the arbour; and the badinage which passes between
them and the women is shocking. And yet these same
persons, on all other occasions in their daily intercourse,
observe a degree of decorum which would astonish those
who think that there is scarcely any such thing as de-
corum in Afriea.



oI
A DYING TRIBE

HIS amiable and attractive people, the Mpongwe
tribe, is now but a dying remnant, hurrying to
extinetion. It is not long since they were num-

bered by tens of thousands; now there are probably not
more than five hundred pure Mpongwe. There are
women among them for whom marriage is impossible.
For, as I have already said, their social superiority makes
it impossible for them to marry into other tribes; but,
within their own tribe, many Mpongwe women are re-
lated, nearly or remotely, to every surviving family, and
the very strict laws of consanguinity forbid the marriage
of related persons. It is expected, therefore, that these
women will make their alliances with white men ; that
is, that they will not marry at all.

The first exterminating factor was slavery. Sir Harry
Johnston, in The Civilization of Africa, has this to say in
regard to the fatal adaptability of the Negro to a con-
dition of slavery :

‘“The Negro in general is a born slave. He'is pos-
sessed of physical strength, docility, cheerfulness of dis-
position, a short memory for sorrows and eruelties, and
an easily aroused gratitude for kindness and just dealing.
He does not suffer from homesickness to the overbearing
extent that afflicts other peoples torn from their homes,
and, provided he is well fed, he is easily made happy.
Above all, he can toil hard under the hot sun and in the
unhealthy climates of the torrid zone. He has little or
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no race-fellowships—that is to say, he has no sympathy
for other Negroes; he recognizes and follows his master
independent of any race affinities, and as he is usually a
strong man and a good fighter, he has come into request
not only as a labourer but as a soldier.”

Sir Harry, speaking as an eye-witness of the eapturing
and the exportation of slaves, gives a lurid description of
their sufferings, which, he says, ‘‘ were so appalling that
they almost transcend belief.”” He makes a conservative
estimate that in the modern period of the slave-traffic
twenty million Africans must have been sold intoslavery.
The Mpongwe was one of the tribes that suffered most.
A large portion of their country was depopulated. The
slave-traffic was frightfully demoralizing to the Africans
themselves. It excited fiendish passions, stifled every in-
stinet of humanity and inspired craft and cruelty far sur-
passing anything hitherto known. It was said that three
men of the same family dared not leave their town to-
gether lest two of them should combine to sell the third.

More than half a century has passed since the last slave
ship sailed out of Gaboon harbour and disappeared over
the western horizon with its cargo of grief and rage, many
of them wailing vengeance in a mournful chant, impro-
vising the words as theysang. For the African sings his
bitterest grief as well as his joy. He sings where the
white man would weep, or eurse ; but to the accustomed
ear no cry could equal the pity of his song.

It was in this region that Du Chaillu hunted the
gorilla and gathered much of the material for his famous
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