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PREFACE

It 1s nineteenseleven——

The jigsaw of diplomacy is culling the peace of Europe
into the puzzle that defies solution. . , , France and Ger-
many are straining for territorial expunsion in Afrien,
v+ 10 Maroeen o dissolute Sultan has ereated a situation
favorable to Furopean intervention. . ., France sends an
expedition 1o Fez. . . . Germany wants a share of the spoils,
+ v+ Franee iy alone in Burope after the defeat of her ally
Wusain by the Japanese, ., Greal Brilain iy noncommillal,
v s Germuny's ehanee 1o strike o blow ab France’s
hold o the Suden and Greal Brituin’s dominauee in
Fyeepl. ., The CGorman junkers ure in the saddle, and the
sward of Kultur ratles in its seabbard, , . . Paris and
Borlin exchange polite notes while the Krupp factory
works overtime, . . .

France heeonmes alarmed, 4 . o She realizes her helpless-
nesy and offers Geemany certuin coneessions in exchange
fur a “hands-oft” policy in Moroceo. . . . Germany hesi-
tubes, . o . She is playing for big stakes. , ..

Enter the Wilhelnstrasse’s Intelligence Bureaw. . . .
An expedition of “hig-game” hunters is sent to Africa.
« .+ TL i3 composed of a geologist, a botanisi, and the
inevitable militarist. . . . Before starting on safari & young
(German is hived s hend porter. . . . Hardly is the “big-
game” hunt under way when the sudden appearance of
the German cruiser Penther in Agadir harbor, Moroeco,

vii
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js tho spark that threntens the workl <L o i e conune
deny the challenge, . o The threat of & Gronwn we
Dbase on the Atlanlie seaboard awadens the Bubd low
.o ILis o tense momenl, o . The pedee of the walid
hangs in ihe balance. . .,

Before many days the status of the i waane” Jinsten«
becomes that of apies. . . . Their troubl « nudiiply ax they
plunge decper and deeper info Freach handuwgy, L,
Finally they vanish. . . . Berlin never hears wond uf then
thereafter. . . .

Since the day they erossed the Togoland-Sudan frontive
their disappearance has been a subject of rife speeadation
in Germany. . ..

Here is their story, told for the first Hrue, ., . 1t fa g tale
of suffering and failure, devolion und hatred, . . . A<y
read it you will understand why the kdler haw never
spoken until now. , .,
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'EIOUGH 1had only suspicions to go on, it seemed to me
that duy that the arrival of the Moews was as propitions
for what I imagined to be going on behind the scenes as
though the German Secret Service had arranged every de-
tail. To outward appearances it was merely the arrival of
the regular meil boat from Germany a day aheed of sched-
ule, but the West African coast in that sweltering hot June
of 1931 was yo much on the gui vive that I liked to read
betweon the lines much more than appenred on the surface,

For 1 knew Von Krocke, and 1 felt cortain he had not
ealled me up from the Xamerun only to lead a big-game
sufuri into the jungle—whatever his nessage might have
suidd, Big-gamea safaris do not start out in the middle of the
dry season, Yet should the intent of his message have been
genuine, there were men in Togoland better acquainted
with the country than I to lead one.

But I had done some intelligence work for him when
he was a District Commissioner in the Kamerun, and now
that he had been promoted to o more important position
—one never heard precisely what it was, though I sus-
pected him to be the all-powerful head of the German
Military Intelligence in Africa—here was my reward, Or
so I liked to think.

I knew that the entire coast from Gibraltar down was



2 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

geething with political intrigues whut with Franee and
Germany on the brink of war over Moroveo  and 1 felt
that something was about Lo happen fu Togolund in which
Von Krocke wanted to have o man he conld trust. T flat-
tered myself that he knew he could trust me,

And perhaps because I wag young and young nien are
not always summoned by directors of military intelligenee,
T was apt to magnify out of all proportions a simple oifer
of a job at good pay.

There was a tenseness in the air in those days; the tinder
was ready and the torch blazing and, I repeat, I was young,
Whatever was up Von Krocke's sleeve, I wanted to be in
if it promised adventurc; and with lhe fmpatience of
twenty-two years I wanled to waste nu time,

Norcan Xbe blamed, for [ hud heon on severnd safuris nud
found them dull work st beat, Tunting animals has ot Hw
thrills of hunting wen, ov of befug kuntod, ol i wae epnw
to Togoland, T knew it would be down on the eonst at
JLome,not hundreds of miles back inthe parehed hintednnd,

Already I had been a guest at Government ouse fur g
week, and my suspicions should huve been at a low vhb,
for on the railroad siding lay an outfit, complete even Ly
trade goods, I had assembled on Von Krocke's orders fur
four whites and ninety carriers,

We were to be gone three months, All he had told me
was that we would shoot above Mangu, close to the Upper
Volta frontier, some of the finest big-game country in
Africa in those days.

This assurance should have been enough, but I had an
odd intuition that would not down. Nor did he help allay it
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“Patience, my young [riend, patience,” he had said,
potting my shoulder and smiling enigmatically. Patience
was one Lhing 1 had not,

He hed told me to be ready within twenty-four hours,
snd, as my three companions had not arrived, I hailed the
coting of the Moeuwe.

Thus when she dropped anchor in Lomme harbor on June
29, 1011, I was in the shade of & canoe house on the heach,
out of sight yet where I could see everything, to get a
preliminary view of her passengers. In them I might find a
clue.

On lhe beach the scene was the usual one whenever &
boat arrived from above the equator.

There was the small group of minor clerky from the
foreign firms, two or three runners from the hotels, and
always, always, in any similer group from Gibraltar to
the Cape, the die-hards whose homesiekness had Jed them
oul inlo the broiling sun to curse Afrien and feast their
cyes on . ship from the homeland, Similarly, some-
what aloof, were one or two bluck-frocked priests om
hand to weleome recruits for their mission stations in the
bush,

Lower down were o crowd of natives shouting and frol-
icking, waiting for the ship’s whistle, to launch, their surf
boats to bring in passengers, Lome had no long pier in
those days. Ships anchored offshore, put their passengers
over in basket chairs, and native boats brought them to
the surf line, native shoulders to the beach.

I had seen it all & hundred times, and it should have held
little interest for a man four years in Africa, Yet here was I
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foregoing a needed siesta, hugging the shadow of & boat-
house, and fensting my eyes on the rusty dlocwe lo satisfy
& suspicion.

Looking back on it, I might have heen something of o
die-hard myself, I was tired of Africa and the speculative
life of a pelm-oil farmer, and I was sbout to gel out when
YVon Krocke's message had come. It offered good pay, and
in it I sensed something more than the usual dull big-game
hunt, In the language of ihe present, I had “debunked
big-game hunting. For me there were no thrills left. I knew
the overwhelming advantage on the side of the man with
the gun. And camera hunting then was unknown.,

Von Krocke offered a safari that might vot be o safari
1 was suspicious of it from. the start, and that suspicion
led me to accept. I wanted something to happen, anything
1o break the monotony, Thrills, adveuture - -my blood was
rich and red. Now, pethaps, in the Moewd’s arrival was my
answer.

T looked intently at the tiny ship riding at anchor on
a mirror-like ocenn, sweltering like mysell under the in-
escapable African sun. If the passengers weve the usual
big-game hunters, I had yet time to back out. I would
566 . 44

Finally came the melancholy hoot of the Moewe's whis-
tle. The small groups on the beach moved farther down and
with much shouting whenever a competitor was over-
turned, the blacks walked their boats out past the surf
line, clambered aboard, and were off in mad dashes for
the dangling “mammy chair.”

Suddenly I saw someone I knew coming across the beach
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diagonally opposite me, Instantly my imagination went to
work. I could vision the entire intrigue behind his eoming,

Tt was the sceond boy from Government Ilouse carrying
a flock of umbrellas.

The sight of him meandering along chewing a pineapple
stem cansed my heart to skip a beat. I saw & vindication of
my suspicions.

Von Krocke had nol come himself, nor had he sent any
of his foreign aides, ns would have been the case were he
expecting persons with official connections. Instead here
was the listless Negro, and I counted it an excellent sivoke
to disarm any suspicions {hal might have been aroused,
For at that time one had to be careful. Bven the bushes
seemed to have eyes and enrs, spies and informers were
everywhere.

Suddenly my heart fell as quickly as it had risen, for X
recalled that the French consul-general was in Bingerville
on the Ivory Coast, while the Britisher wus o month away
in Cape Town, recovering {rom an attack of malarial fever,
T wos letting my imagination gel the beller of me, and 1
gave my attention to the beach.

The first surf boat Lo come racing back held a rolund,
middle-aged woman who hesilated and protested with a
fervor belying her medioere looks and shape when the
black wanied to carry her in. Such goings on were not for
her, and with one hand tightly holding down her long skirt
she shooed him away while the boat threatened to he
swamped.

The black looked at her a moment, then came forward
again, and she started talking to him in Eewee. It was very
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bad Eewee, but it established her, ind with a disgust The
clerks and holel men turned away, They might have
known, This was no wife for & hard-working plauter, QOne
of the priests slepped closer to the surd and colled some-
thing across the water, With much bashiulness and hall-
suppressed gigaling she permitted herself to be Lifted atop
3 black head and brought ashore, Much handshaking and
bowing followed, and the priests led her up the heach,

Mesanwhile other boats had come in with mail and cargo
papers, and Lhe clerks pounced upon them, anxious to get
out of the broiling sun.

My interest was taken by a foreigner in a white suit who,
while alrcady beyoud the surf line, was distinguishable by
the way he was continually removing his canvas hat and
mopping lis for¢head. That put him in a specisl catogory,
and I watched him intently. Ile wasn't familiar with the
African const, or never would he have bared his head to
the sun, even for the bricfesl moment,

As he came in closer I sew Lhat he was bald headed; it
was o shiny baldness that even at Ahis distanee seemed to
mirror the glare from above, and as he stood up lo he
carried in X could see he was short and fat. Rolls of soft
flesh were where his chin should have heen, his suit seemed
to be sagging with perspiration, and even while the blnck
was stumbling through the swf with him he mopped at
his neck, then over the top of his head and down the inside
of his shirt,

I began to have misgivings.

As the black lowered him to the beach he hesilated as
though in a trance, for 8 wave lapped around his feet, and
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he seemed not to notice. ¥e was glued to the spol ay one
spelibound.

I knew what was attracting him. I was familiar with the
scene and doubtless had been guilty of the same reaction
on my arrival years before, I thought of a cobra entruncing
its victim.

Bven at this distance I could see his questioning face.
His mouth dropped open, and for several moments he
stood like & man condemned.

And no wonder, for the first view one got on coming
ashore at Lome in 1911 would have taken the heart out of &
stone lion. It was this that had hypnotized him,

The long sandy beach on which the swrf incessantly
thundered, the dirty white shedy and warchouses that were
the outposts of the deathly silent and parched town, and
on each sido stretching os far as ihe eye conld reach long
rows of brown bush, stunted and lifeless, sere and gaunt,
Still farther back Lhe low rolling hills that were hlotted out
by thick elouds of dust, dust that needed no wind Lo raise
it, dust that already was in one's nose and eyes and ears,
And overhead a gweltering sun thet glared out of a blue-
ness 50 vast it seemed to streteh o infinily.

Neither in the air above nor on the earth beneath was
there a sign of a living thing, save the few humans who
were hastening out of the shimmering radiance. Six de-
grees from the equator not even the vultures brave the
air at noonday. Nothing but bleakness and dejection, pov-
erty of God and man, nothing but a pitiless sun, sun, sun,

More then one man has come no farther into Africs when
that panorama has confronted him and his way of escaps
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was at his back, sweltering ke himsell on an anemic ocenn,

Then suddenly the fal man seemed 1o vise out of himself,
A smile broke over his rabicwmd fnew, slowly a1 Gt and
then with inereasing animation. T leaned furward into the
sun and followed his stare. For a moment 1 couldn’t under-
gtand, and not until I heard him suy fervently, © Deutsch-
land iiber alles,” did T know,

His attention was held by the large ag over the Gov-
ernment, House. Drooping spiritlessly on its stuff, it never-
theless infused new life into hira, and when he mopped
again st his head, his sigh seomed less of a gronn,

Already I was convinced he was one of my parly.

1 could not imagine those flabby shoulders affording o
back stop Lo the kick of a heavy Mauser, The sun would
take his excess fal off in stveams, and if he ran true to
precedent T saw him aiming an clephanl gun st s susd
snipe. T placed him a4 one who had wade o fortune and
now on reliverent was turning, like so muny of them, lo
big-game hunling as the supreme sport, T knew helter,
and so did they within the first woeels 11 was work and
damned hard work. They seldom came back o second Ume,
I doubted that this one would last & month, Iet alone
three,

And it would be in keeping that he would have an armory
capable of blowing Lome off the map. Furlher, that he
would have no big-game permil.

A guttural vojce coming across the waler drew my at-
tention. I looked out and saw another passenger clinging
to the gunwales of his boat while he furiously harangued
a black who was waist deep in the water, What the argu-
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ment was about I couldn’t tell, save that it scemed totally
one-sided. The black said nothing; he had timorously with-
drawn a few feet, and 1 saw 2 look on his fuce of blank
amazement.

Pinally, after more shouting by the white man, he came
forward again. The foreigner put one leg over his shoulder
and was about to leap up when a wave swerved the boat,
he staggered, and the passenger fell back ino the botiom.
Then came a pandemonium to which the previous indigna-
tion had been mild. The air was filled with curses.

1t was such a display of temper that I looked uneasily
along the beach and was glad 1o notice that save for the
boys and the fat man, who was now under an umbrella held
by Von Krocke’s boy, I was the only witness.

The blacks were intenlly watching the scone and mutler-
ing among themselves, and T surmised that their unforlu~
nate compunion knew litle German: hence the argument.
Or what little he did know had heen seared oul of him by
the blusiering new arvivel.

Then, suddenly, came the climax,

As the black turned around I heard him say something
over his shoulder and in a flash the passenger drew buck his
foot and kicked him viciously between the shoulder blades.
Tt was a sickening crunch that even I could hear ffty fect
up the beach.

A moment later he was sitting on the black’s head, and
as they came closer the fat man ran down to them, un-
mindful of his umbrella, waving his arms and shonting,
And as though cowed by what had happened, the other
native hoys took off up the beach at top speed.
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T saw now that the neweomer was benting u tatloo un the
bluek’s chest with his heels, und ry resentment flared up,
T jumped to my fect,

This was no way to treal a nutive, The sooner the white
man learned it, the pleasunter would he his slay in Afrien,
The pleasanter also would be my life on the safar, for I
had placed him as o sccond member when the fat man ran
toward him.

Then I saw I would arrive 1o late, The black already
had his passenger on the beach. As he set him down he
turned as though in a panic and took off at top speed after
his companions. He wanted no more of the while man, and
T couldn’t blame him,

Meanwhile I was close enough to get o good Jook at the
newcomer, and wliad I saw scul an cloelreie spurk Uiwough
me.

He was slandiug there straight as o vamvod adjusting o
monocle with one hand while the olher nervously was sup-
ping a riding crop agninst as fine o puir of viding hoots ey i
had ever scen. 1 saw now, and my hearl jumped ot the
discovery, thal what [ thought was an ordinary while suit
was nothing of the sort, It was a militazy wniform, | looked
again to make sure—there was no mistake,

He ware white riding breeches and a tight-fitling white
tunic. A white-topped military cap was tilted jauntily over
one eye. He was about my height, end I would have
guessed that he waa perhaps thirty-five.

It was not his clothes that atiracted me especially, but
his manner. He stood with a bearing that had made his
type feared by every black in the country, and by many
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loyal Germans ay well, 1o was the esponent of Kullur,
the personification of the Prussian militarist.

The fal man was addressing him ag “Tlere Major,” and
because of the facl that I mistrusied him al first sight,
the blood rushed to my face.

With him here the safori loomed more surely than ever
as the intrigue I had hoped it to be. I knew at that lime,
when the peace of Europe hung in the balance, no German
army officers were going off on hunting trips, Rather they
were poring over maps of the French frontier.

Here was my adventure, Here was what I wanled, some-~
thing was about 10 happen—1 could sense it, The episode
with the black faded from my mind, and I wanted Lo shoul
my good fortune aloud.

1 turned and watched them go up the beack, Torr Major
grumbling and eursing, and the boy Irom Governmenl
Iouse floundering along Lrying to hold an smbrells over
him, Behind them the fal man was struggling to open one
for himsell, Tt was clear who was the important persotr.

All the time the fat man was shouting what seemed 1o
be an apology for having been brought ashore first, lor
having taken the belter porier, and from his tone I sus-
pected, as he continued, for being alive. But Herr Major
was paying no attention, striding up the beach, his chest
oul, his air majestic, I thought of Napoleon returning from
exile. I was laughing, I was so happy.

A grating sound distracted me, and I turned to find a
boat from the Moewe, A young cadet leaped out as I ap-
proached.

“Are those the only passengers?” I asked.
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“One womun missionary.”

*“Sure no others?”

“Pogitive, only three. We matde a forved run”

Where was 1he fourth ., who ..o o foresd rane | L
My mind was racing. 1 was turning anay when he inter.
rupted me.

“Heard the news?” There was ouly ote topie un the
coast then, and we needed no preliminaries,

He was smiling, and I saw he budly wunted to tell some-
thing.

“No. What?”

“The Kaiser gave up his trip to the North Sea rad ling
ordered the fleet to wmobilize." His smile broadened 1o 4
grin,

“TFine,” I said; it vean all geist to oy mill, *What gbout
England?*

“England is saying nothing,. We have anly Peanies {o
beat. It will be casy.”

Tlooked up the beach and suw the brond shoutders of the
officer heading for Government House, Hig bt seered
more recklessly set than before, I thonght of bis closely
cropped bullet head, his monocle, his wir of nssuranee, 1t
was & thrilling moment. T was in the midst of an intrigue,
even though I was only in chavge of porters, I thought of
wily old Von Xrocke, “DPutience- patience.”

The army officer—the fat manufucturer—the missing
fourth man—it was all a jumble—but I would svon kaow.



WEN I azrived back at Government House after hav-
ing given & final check-up to our equipment, I found Von
Krocke and the newcomers secluded in a conference. Von
Krocke was tuking no chances with eavesdroppers, for one
of his foreign aides was posted outside the door, He could
not be disturbed under any consideration.

1 was impatient for news, hul the guard merely shrugged
aned smiled. Tle didi’t know who the two were, he knew
nothing aboul me, it scemed, save that T was engaged to
lewl o safari into the Jungle,

1 was aboul bo glve up when X Leard Von Krocke's voiee
from within the room, e was evidently llking to o
servanl,

“Go down and see that the genllemen’s luggage is sent
hery immediately, Ilorr Major has . . . how many, err
Major?”

“Tour,” cume a geuff voice, “one Lrunk, three bags.”

* And Doktor?”

So my manufacturer was o doctor.

“Three bags, only three bags, small ones, They're mostly
my equipment. I hope I'm not giving you too much trou-
ble.X..”

I was forced to smile, for I reealled his profuse regrets

on the beach. I wanted to hear further, but a loud “har-
18



14 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

rump” from the officer cut bim off, wd T eonbd picture
him wanling to express his regeets with woeh sonlugg snd
apologetic nervausness,

The discovery of the size of their bustage vonfised e
more than ever, One wis u dovtor with Hieee Do
“mostly cquipment™ i the otler an iy ollicer with
one trunk sud three bags, How mueh did e officer expeet
{o take into the jungle? Aud how mueh of it was uniforms
—and white gloves? And what of the “equipment™?

Eventually I gave the whole thing up in confusion und
greatly relieved the guanl’s mimd by going Lo my room,
There T changed futo o dressing gown, went down {o the
cement bathing place at the rear of the house, and had o
bouse boy play a hose on me, § folt s0 good thut T weat
Dok Lo cateh wp on my sivtn, but {0 seesned thal oo soomer
hod T elimbed wder mmy mosguite nelting than 8 sereand
was shaking me and hidding we to diveer, ©lsd slepd Hhe
entire alternoon,

To get Lo the diniug vaom 1 had to g teough n bing
hall at the end of which wus unother giest room, *Phe door
was open and, us 1 approschel, T heard volves, T poised
o mowment and listened, They were Vou Kroehe™s nid the
officor’s,

Here was my chanee, 1 conghed loudly, shuilled my feet,
and made as much nolse as possible. Aud Dwus rewnrded.

“That is Nagel,” I heard Von Kroeke. “ Nagel, Nagel,
come here.”

I needed no second urging.

As entered I took in the room at u glance, Von Kracke
was standing with the officer who still wore his jaunty cap,
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though he had changed his coat Lo a lieavy, bufl military
affuir, and on the left breast T saw Lwo rows of service
stripes. From a center hutlon peeped Lhe ribbon of the
iron cross. The white breeches had been replaced by light
blue trousers, and the military boots were now standing
in a corner, freshly polished. Everywhere lay piles of cloth-
ing, a variety of military cffects and underwear,

Then suddenly I became conscious of the fut man, He
was sitting gingerly on the edge of a bed, fanning himself
and trying withoul success to smother continuous sighs.
Occasionally he would mop ol his neck, He was still per-
spiring, though the night cold was coming up, and I knew
thal in an hour his white linens would be insufficient. Bul
he seetnred {oo exhausted to csre much aboul snything, aud
I got the feeling thal he wag meking himself as inconspieu-
otk ng possible,

What interested me most in Uwe briel moment, of cros-
fog the tireshold was thut as Von Krocke stepped back
from the officer § suw that, the lnlier was holding a rifle. X
needed but one look al the large bore and the teleseops on
the barrel Lo recogmize il as the finest Mauvser model made
for big gnme, & 1075, For mysell, I had alwaya been con-
tent with o 404, an English Jefferies, But here wag » gun
on which I was ilching Lo get my hands. Propetly used it
was capable of stopping anything in Africa. I felt some-
what ashamed of my Jefleries and my American-made
Winchester 80-30.

On iop of a trunk was a pistol. A shotgun was crosswise
over o valise, and I saw that it had a beautiful stock of
rich, dark walnut.
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“Terr Major van Haeden, permit me tu present Pritz
Nagel, who will handle your porters. Frita, this s youe
lender.”

T oxtended my hand, but Von ITarden's interest wemed
centered on bis rifle, There was a hrict half nod fram his
closely cropped head; he gave me s flevting glanee, u frown
rather than a smile, and turned his attention to the pistols,
He did not spesk.

I stood with my hand out, awkwurdly hlushing fur o
moment before fecling Von Kroeke touch my vthow, Good
old Von Xrocke had come to my reseue. His keen hlue vy
had taken in everything, ITe swung me around,

“Thitz Nagel, o confidant of mine who witl hanedie the
porters,” I heard, “For the work you are about to under-
take he is the best man in West Aview.”

“Tlerr Doklor Miller, who will be with you, Feita,”

This wos the fut wn, my manufucetwese, e aeose fam
tie bed, offered o pudgy hand, miud bessed wl e, The
lines around hiy eyes erinlded, $Te seemed the ewsenve of
good-humor, and 1 ked him hntedingely,

“¥. am sure our host is not cxaggerating,” he said,

X glanced back ul the officer and found him desultorily
palishing his glass, his attention, if anywhere, foeused out
a window, his back hall turned Loward us,

“Nagel can speak five native languages,” Von Krocke
was going on; “he is o dead shot, and if any man ean tuke
you into the jungle and bring you out safely, he cun. 1
would rather trust myself with him than with any other
man in Togoland. He—*

“Please, Herr Von Krocke,” I broke in, I knew why he
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was going on this way, but it was o pointed it might have
defeated ils own end. Ie smiled, slapped me on the back,
and went to Von Harden,

Midler engaged me in small talk about suitable clothing,
Wisely he hud brought only light materials. I reassured
him that I had provided the blankets, 1 tried to edge him
off away from the others where I could talk to him on the
subject that was uppermost in my mind when suddenly
I heard Von Harden.

“For myself,” he was saying, “I would rather fight.
The French need a lesson. Another 1870. Lyautey is in Fez
with 40,000 troops, and unless Germany takes decisive
action now we will be left out when France grabs Moroceo.
We must avsert ourselves. All Germany wants to fight.
Bah,” he way spluttering, “these politicians, Von Bern-
hardi iy right, ‘Only by the loree of arms can we atlain the
world Jeadership that is rightly ours.™

T heurd no more, for o servant had appeared, and Von
Krocke deew back und addressed us all,

“Crentlemen, dinner iy sevved, and I suggest we eat im-
mediately s0 you can get o good night's rest, You are
leaving ab three in the morning to avoid the heat of the
day. Shall we ...

Then, perhaps because of ihe rebuff I was smarting
under, I spoke up:

“But, Herr von Krocke, T do not yet know where we
are going.”

“Ach,” he was laughing and turned to me, “didn’t I
tell you? You go from here to Atakpame, then overland to
Sokode and Mangu on the edge of the Upper Volta.”
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That was clear enongh, Bt weun the hig g conntey,
My heart fell, with the apewal of i peliviag’s dive, 1 e
a sufard, after wll, Uhesitated a nuanents theie sy another
point on which T wusn'l elear.

“You told me Lo cuthit for four ien, We nee iady thee,”

“Ah, yes, Huere Doktor Redenbineh i woaiting son
at Atakpame.” Ile heamed again and staebd for the
door.

“Rodenbreh from  the famons Rodendmeh? ™ 1 hroke in
impulsively.

I knew of Rodenhacl's great work. He was a gpoologidt,
perhaps the leading geologist of the diy. 1t wae he whe
had gone into the hinterand of German Bouthiv, ot Axies
wnd Toeated nrines thal treatened the mosapudy of Rim.
berley and the Orange River disteicte. We Gernaes owed

. everything in Afriea to hin.

Sudddenty another hought enme G e, B i wier the
great Rodenbach the trip took o still another signitines,
Tle did not have lo come to Togolund for big gumne, 1 had
not yet heard the whele story.

*“Yes,” Von Krocke said, “ the grent Rodenhuch,”

Now I would have my answer, | plunged ahead andd shot
it at him. This time he could not eefuse niwe.

*And we are after big game ., . 7"

He hesitated a moment, and I was consciuus of o tense
nervousness. It was as though I had thrown & bombshell
and the others were waiting for it to go off.

Then evidently his mind was made up, for he half turned
and was sbout to speak when like a flash Von Harden
stepped forward and broke in, I saw him looking at me
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with little short of a glare; his chin jutted out and his
shoulders seemed to stitfen as he spoke,

“Do 1 understand thal you are in charge of porterst™
ITis words were clipped, short, decisive, and final,

“Yes, Major.” Again 1{elt the blood rushing Lo my face,

** Herr Major,” he blurted out without moving his heavy
lower lip.

“Yes, Herr Major.”

“Then permit me to tell you, if you have not already
been told so, that you are to attend to your duty—your
duty only. All other details of the trip I will handle, Any
information necessary for you to have will be given you
when the time cornes.” Then, after o pause: “And we are
after big game.”

Te turned his back on me. IL may have been ay imagi-
nation, bul il seemed tome thal I distinetly heord his heels
clicks he drew himsell up and strode from the room. Yon
Krocke followed without ¢ word, and {he litle doctor
sheaggled alter, mopping his neck, [ brought up the rear,

I lollowed them aloug the hall and down into the dining
roon, and as T wen! bebind Von Harden Lo gel to my gent
1 was blank to everything going on around me save to the
discovery that now without his military boots he wag ex-
aclly oy height. And for all his military iraining I saw that
his hands were soft and white,

1t was not until the sirudel came that I was conscious
of what was going on around me. If anyone spoke to me I
must have answered, but I have no recollection of joining
in the general conversation.

I was appraising the man opposite me, and I knew that
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once we got beyond the alige of the bt native villuge it
might be a ditferenl stury.

A month hefure in the Kumernn 1 ld trotte] twenty -
four miles through a stenming jungle in one day faden
down wilh a ten-pound rifle amd w full bandotior, Could
Von Tarden do that? 1 wonderad,

And I doubied that Rodenbach would hnow the native
dialeets in the distriets loward which we were heading,
Had Vor Harden cousidered that? 1'd Ue o valusble mun
on the trip, and it seemed to me that Teee Major was gets
ting off on the wrong foot.

The natives have nsaying that the jungle i greater than
any man’s God, and T exudted that T hadd worshiped st by
shrine., She withleld fow seevels from me, What did You
Tarden know of her? Or the puthetie Bitle dovtoe?

But ¥ determined then to eteh o basdy Yemper nid make
no trouble, I would say sothivg ahout You Harden's jne
sults, After all, he was the Tondvr and ae ary diseiplin
arian. And perhaps | was imaglning too mueh,

The big thing wes that the trip peomixed sdventure,
That was what I wanted, And if Von Hurden insulted me,
or I thought he did, I would overlook it The trip e what
counted, I would be tolevant.

Had T been able to foresee the future that night as we
four white men drank the Kalser’s health in good Rhine
wine, perhaps this account of the trip would never have
been written. More was to happen than God or ruan or

native fetish could foretell, T was standing on the brink of
& living hell.
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BEFORE we pulled out of the stalion the lollowing mom-
ing, Von Krocke drew me to a corner of the dark platform.
1 had not had a chanee to talk with him alone since the
previous evening,

“Ach,” he said, “you must know everything at once,
So in spile of four years in Africa you ave still a boy, Ach.
I wish X had your enthusiasm,”

“But,” ITprolested, “ this fat man is no big-game hundter,
and Rodenbael is nol coming here for a safari alone, T'1
Tve Lo know evenlually, why not tell e now?”

e did not answer, Tnslead ho looked quiszieally al me,
and I eaught the suggestion of a smile playing about the
cornerd of his mouth, Bul he would say nothing. Ife merely
pressed niy arm and smiled. Good old Vou Krocke, Te wae
 German officinl of the old school. T wish we had some of
them today. Ile had his duty lo perform, and neither
{riendships nor anything born of man would he allow to
interfere with the carrying out of that duly as he saw it.

It was lo be years before I was to see him again, but
despite all that has happened I have never forgotten his
look of mixed sternness and humor as we stood in the half
gloom of that station in Lome on June 30, 1911,

The beauty of an African dawn was everywhere around

us. A starilled heaven and long, thin shafts of orange
21



22 ARRICAN INTRIGEE

coming up out of the Kast to crecp forwatd inch by fnely
until suddenly one s aware the stues s e disappeariad awd
it is morning, ‘There B a brief pevind when no hitdy sing;
then suddenly, or so it iy in e Jeser jande, fe air b
filled with an apulenee ul song, and with owe stapeados
oulpouring the luxury of the vieth awaheaes after o night's
slecp. A monkey gently chides the intrutders a thach of i
son hivds Hash scross the ceiling of green; o huge white
crane appears out of nowhere; s doe stares entraneed from
a thicket; the air becotnes filled with the linguorous seents
of a thousand flowers, and the bud that & moment before
was clused tightly for the night opens in mejestio splendor
and stretehes towurd the sun,

Von Krocke and 1 stood there while the eagine pauted
beside us, a8 though steaindige Yo get awny mid conwe fo st
again Defore the sun had renehied ity renith, Yon Hueden
was already somewhere in the coneh with Mitler, 1 bl
geen the last of onr equipment go shoard when suddenly
Von Krocke called me aside,

“Little hoy," he said in English, “Vou Kroeke can't
tell you whal you wanl to kuow, but I promise you will not
be disappoinied.”

Tlooked at him but he gave no iudiestion that he would
go farther with the dénouement. Instead, he surprived
me,

“Nagel, you keep those bright eycs open, yes! You see
everything, yes! When you come back you tell Von
Krocke, yes!” And he winked,

In that unexpected gesture I think I got eloser to him
than Y had ever been before. T understood him and he wme,
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1 felt that 1 wag being taken into his confidence, And I
thought I had the answer o my suspieions,

The shrewd Von Krocke was not going to lose out with
the Willielmstrusse through any blunder on the part of o
military officer. T was 1o keep an eye on the party and let
him know everything that happened.

“Herr von Krocke,” 1 said, “I'll report. You can trust
Nagel.”

Suddenly the whistle blew, the train shuddered,
stretched; I jumped aboard, and we were off. Before it had
gathered speed Mitiller came waddling along to the back
plutform to thank Von Krocke for his hospitality. Von
Harden was nowhere to be scen, The fat little doctor and I
remained on the platform until we rounded a bend and
Tome faded into the holl light of ecarly morning.

The groat adventure had begun,



lN TrosE days the regulur run from the vonst inlaud took
deven hours, though it was anly 160 Kilometers, But we
were in a special train and wheesed into Atukpame well
hefore noon,

Meanwhile my two companions had heen gotting their
first tuste of Africa, the real Africr that was not to he
found down the coast, the Afriva of the himterland that
has all the coast's vices untd none of its virbnes,

Beeanse of the thick dust we stimad wpy we eonld ol
open thie whndows, und atinont befure we Sud been aut un
Tour, when the san was havdly ap, the eoeh e o
roaring, stiffiug furnace, Flies, dost, stad leat, we B them
in plenly, and by Uwe time wie onme fo fhe short ofop at
Agbelouwn. the little doctor showed signs that all was nol
well with him,

He had exhousted o dozen handberebiels, Wis whiles
were soaked to o dismud gray, and i sighs were undimin-
ished. Yet through it all he put up a hrave front, He wmiled,
scoffed at the discomfort, sud assured me that within two
daiys he would be leading 1he parly.

His eventual capitulation that morning was lurgely
wy {ault—or rather it was Von Harde’s, for T had been
enjoying a talk with him when our leader passed and
Muller asked him to sit with us, '

2%
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Instend Von Ilarden ignored us, going to an opposite
window and becoming absorbed in o gang of native road
workers, ehained as always and laboring under the stern
eye of another exponent of Kultur,

Whereupou 1 commented that he was the loser, not we,
for now I could not ask him to enjoy a cool bottle of beer
with us. Instantly Ierr Doktor sat up,

“Beer, becr, you have beer on this trainp”

“Tve a case burled under a pile of wet blankets.”

“Ilo, ho,” he roared with laughter, “that is one on Herr
Major, ho, ho, that is funny! Fritz, Fritz, you are all right.
o, ho, that is & joke!” He mopped al his neck, sighed
between laughs, and got up.

“But wail unlil the next stop,” Tinlerrupted. “It’s in
the goods teafn; we can't gel 1o it until (he train stops.”

I thoughl from the look on Mitller's face that the teain
would never stop, and in his enthustosn [ aaw o stroke
of Tuck for me, Here was the fiest slep in o hastily con-
ceived pla,

At Nuatjo T led him back 10 my enche of Pilsener, and
how his Fnee lighted up when he saw it

*“ITo, that iy funny! That is o joke on err Major. 1o,
ritz, you ure o gread {ellow,”

But the joke wag not entirely to be on Von Harden if
1 had my way. No svoner had my perspiring guest empiied
a bottle than I had another opened and in his hand, And
by the time he reached the fourth we were sitling in the
open door of the train, our feet dangling outside, and the
dust swirling around us in great gusts, One of his arms was
sround my neck, and we were life companions,
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Then gradually and methodieally Tset to work, I learned
that he was a botanist from the University of Berlin, Te
was not interested in big-gume hunting (he laughed as he
told it), and he doubled he could fire w rifle i he had to,
What he was interested in al the moment was getting an-
other bottle of beer, Tle got it. 1t was to nssunge the pain
in his badly burned head, he 1old me,

T was unrelenling, urging him on and doubtless taking
full advantage of him, but I had no conscienee. I had to
know. Finally it came.

“Trance and Germany arve embroiled over rival claims
to Morocco,” he was haltingly explaining 4 moment later,
Did I know———1I did. But I said nothing further. I was fm-
patient, and he weut on:

“The German Army would like to fight, and the army
rules the country, France wanls lo negotiale, She wanty
to sce what England will do in case of war, wnd sinee
Franee’s ally, Russin, was so badly besten by the Jupanese,
she feels very much alone i Eurape, Ach, it is just as well,
The French are trouble makers, But England says wothing.
England is wise. She is our real enemy. The Fatherland
musl go on, We are chosen of God, Pritz, That is true”
He was in deadly earnest,

“But Moroceo,” I broke in, “what about Morotco?”

T had to wait until he drained the bottle, Then he hic-
coughed. Finally he staggered to his fect, hurled the bottle
out into the bush, and slumped heavily beside me when
the train rounded a curve,

“Moroceo . . , Moroceo . . .”* I was afraid of interrup-
tions,
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“Ab, yes, Fritz, Morocco, Now in return for all German
claims to Moroceo, so she can have a free hand there,
France offers us two strips of the French Congo, We know
that land, so does France. That’s why she offers it. It is no
good. But we say nothing definile. We hesitate. Because
we know a territory we might want—only it has never been
explored. We don’t know what its possibilities are.”

‘“Possibilities, unexplored, botanist, geologist.” I was
getling more interested, This was what I wanted to know.
With the leads he had already given me I could fairly well
piece out the reason for the safari that wasn’t to be a sa-
farl. But I dared not inicrrupt.

““So while we are prolonging the negotiations, whai is
simpler than to send a secrel expedition to invesligale?
Jah#? e laughed and threw an arm around my neck, “1
the land suits our purpose, we demand it instead of the
Congo swamps. If it doesn’t, 1he French are none the wiser
that we have looked for ourselves, And we sk for un offer
dsewhere.”

e spread his hands in a gesture of simplicity, shrugged
his shoulders, and smiled. “Can you see it, Fritzp”

I could. I could see also that his boltle was empty. His
head seemed redder than ever, and his face was streaked
with perspiration and dusi. On his chin were remnants of
beer foam. But I was not through. He gol another bottle,
‘Was I sure he was not imposing upon me? I was. He started
to apologize for drinking my beer, and I had a hard time
bringing him back to the important topic.

But once he wound his fat fingers around o boitle he
was no longer his own master,
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“So you and Rodenbach ... 2" Ue smild, Then he
gwayed toward me again,

“Smarl hoy, Fritz. Fanetly, 1 am 2 hotanist, 1 am
searching for rubber prospeets, colfee, hananns, cotton,
anything, everything. Rudenbach for minerals, petrol,
Herr Major is looking at the land {from o mililary stand-
point. Meanwhile we shoot a few big game ~see?”

I saw. But only part way.

“And this territory we're going to . . . 7"

“Gurma. Do you know it?”

Gurma—Gurma—slowly it came to me. 1 didn't know
it, and I doubted that any other whiles did, T once had mel
a black who claimed 1o have been through it. Te said it
wos virgin jungle and swamps. TTe woukl never go back,
and he was & nutive. It way the back of heyond, the edge
of & lost world.

Without waiting for an unswer he wenl shead. “We
want to go right through to the Niger  its unknown ter-
ritory in there for o radins of o hundred miles, That’y the
place we wanl to cxplore. We slip neross upper Dahomey,
avold the villages as mueh as we can. We shouldn’t be
detecled, I we ave, we've hunters, Simple, sn'L 3t2” Again
he spread his hands, and I {clt an elbow in my ribs.

For a moment T gaid nothing, Gurma-—it luy northeast
of the Togoland—Upper Volta {ronticr, perhaps 400 kilo-
meters in French territory. But if the German Secret
Service thought for & moment we could slip 400 kilometers
through the Upper Volta without being detecied by the
villagers, they didn’t know much sbout Africa. Von
Krocke had wisely provided me with plenty of trade goods,
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He knew, as I knew, that we conldn’t get far without being
seen. There were a dozen questions I was asking myself,

“Simple, isn’t it?” he asked again,

“Yes,” I replied, “it sounds s0.”

“Well,” he said, “now you know everything.”

So that wus the whole story. For weeks I had been
worrying about if, and now I had the answer.

From the surface it promised all the adventure I could
want. In addition it would satisfy my craving for danger,
for something to happen. It was international in scope—
it was secretive—I saw myself a spy of the first order.

I would be a follower of Dr. Carl Peters who, in 1884,
pushed his way into lower East Africa and after exploring
the distriet concluded treatics with the native chiefy that
brought us Tanganyika, a territory as laxge as southern
Germany. In the same way Togoland had come under our
flag. In both instances England was asleep and France
busy in the Sudan, Now, when suddenly they awnkened
to find us cutting in on Lheir monopoly, they eried “¥oul
play.” Trouble was brewing. There would come a world
showdown. on Africa. Perhaps we four white men were to
start it,

The thought of what we were about to undertake made
me & little giddy. I was thrilled beyond words.

Meanwhile a score of monuments marked Peters’ contri-
bution to the Fatherland. Why should we fare worse? The
prospect of seeing the fat litile doctor in bronze amused
me, I visioned him mopping his neck, his mouth open in a
sigh of resignation, Von Harden I could see, whitc gloves,
monocle, riding boots, and pert military cap over one eye.
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And Rodenbach? What would be be like? Would he bie ane
other Von Harden or a {labby, timorous Miillee? T won-
dered.

Suddenly the dector brought me hack to veality, *My
head, my head,” he said, “ Pritz, everything is heginning
to become white.”

I recopnized the symptoms-~overexposure to the sun,
He took off his newly acquired helmet and was mopping,
mopping again. I saw that his head was livid. The following
day it would start to blister, and if we didn’L care for it
it might become serious. All our medicsl equipment was
packed in the boxes around us there in the goods truin, and
we were not unpacking until we reached the last outpost—
Sokode. That was the usual custom, Bul luckily there
would be a doctor at Abakpume,

At the next stop I Lielped him out, alung the platform,
and into the coach, As he slumped into Jis seatl | glunced
up. Standing in o corner awl glaring al me as be polished
his monocle was ITerr Major,

Now that there wos nothing he coull tell me I foreed
a smile ot him, Ho only glowered Lhe harder and guve his
attention elsewhere. He had me nettled.

1 asked myself what I had done to provoke his displens-
ure. It scemed that I could do or say nothing that pleased
him, But why?

Was he suspicious of me? . , . Von Krocke knew I was a
loyal German. Was it because I had asked questions? . ..
T couldn’t lead a safari if I didn’t know where we were
going. Or was it, perhaps, because my years in Africa had
taken out of me the servility he wanted to find in the leader



AFRICAN INTRIGUE 81

of his expedition? Had he heard defiance in my voice?
Had he read rebellion in my muaner?

If so, then we were going Lo have a rough irail, for I
hated all that Prussian militarism and Kultur stood for. I
had seen enough of them during my term in the army
at home, and because of them I had left Germany for the
freedom Africa offered. Had he sensed this when he had
first seen me? I suspected so. Well, if that were true, he
would soon learn that the iron heel could not grind me
down again. Africa had put new life in my veins, I had
learned to stand on my own feet and to take insults from
no man, In Africa we were free.

If all this were behind his {rigid personality, I was ready
for him, and every turn of the wheels brought us nearer the
inevitable reckoning, His Kultur would stand him in little
stead three days lost and seavcbing for o water hole,

Bul perhaps again I was imagining things, I determined
to wait and sce.
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eronm we had come to o stop sl Atskpame, Von
Harden had jumped out, and when I emerged 1 found him
tolking exciledly with a smell group of forelgners.

Among them I recognized Nechtel, the district commis-
gioner, whom I had known as an under officer in the
Kamerun, The others were various of his aides, military
and civil, and one or two school teachers - proponents of
the German scheme of colonization,

Above the greelings arose the olamor of discordant
volees bravely alterpling to {ollow o deep bass to the
tune of #“Die Waeht am Rhein” At e fnish there was
much gutlural shouting, desk thumping, snd loud flung
invectives, until finally the tinny plo tesumed sl the
song wog repeated, T Jooked hehind me, hetween the
conches, and saw the usual whitewashed schoolhouse on
the opposile side of the tracks. Above it, hanging limply,
and I oflen thought prophelically, was the German flag,
It was a scene familiar to all who had been in German
Africa a few days.

Instead of having the time for rest from their labors on
the roads, the unfortunate blacks, still chained, had heen
herded into o stifling building to have more Kultur dinned
into them.,

Their first taste had come when they had forcibly been
9
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taken from their villages to work off cxorbitent Laxes in
building roads. And now their Berlin schoolmasters con-
sidered the opportunily too good Lo be thrown away.

Bul the shorl-sighted colonizers at home could not be
made lo understand that a black in six weeks” training
could learn one verse of a song by heart—and forgel it in
one hour. This was Kultur, this cramming down a black’s
throat of a language and customs distasteful to him, And
it was this thal caused me and many another loyal Ger-
man in the colonies to deplore the aggressive way the
Germanization of our dependencies was being undertaken
by the junkers in Berlin.

As for Atakpame, I saw in that instant it was another
typical Germen colonial {own. I lost inlerest in it, good
German, though I am, I like the blacks too well Lo enjuy
being o party lo their bondage.

Nechtel disengaged himsell and warmly shook my hond,
Then he mationed 1o a thin, gangling man under & grecun-
lined umbrella who seemed to be standing a little apavt
from 1he others though elose enough fo be one of them. I
noticed that he Look no part in their conversalion. Rathor
he was content to lislen and peer at the speakers through
{hick glasses, meanwhile puffing casually on a native cigar,
His skin was as richly tanned leather, and I saw ihat
whereas most of the olhers, and I also, had handkerchiefs
tucked in around our collars, he had none. His clothes
hod an “African™ cut, and as he came toward us I saw
that he was as cool as though he were strolling in Unter
den Linden. It was obvious he was an old African hend,
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the perspiration had long since heen wwented owt of his
gkin-and-bone budy.

“Dr. Rodenbach, permit me! This is Frits Nagel, who
is handling your poriers,”

Rodenbach turned thick glasses on me, and 1 anw
tobacco-stained teeth grinning at me from bencath o
scraggly muslache that once had been blond, He svemed
1o take my hand somewhat indifferently, but before either
of us could gel beyond a briel smile we were interrupted
by a loud wail from the train.

Looking loward it, we saw Milller seated on the top
step of & coach and wiping his neck. Tis sun helmet lay
helow him fn the dust where it had toppled. Tle was the
picture of dejection. Yet the moment he was wware he
had attracted us he arose unsteadily, foreed o weak smile,
and clambered wearily down to the platformn,

T looked at Nechlel, tapping the side of my bead, e
understood and nodded. Then L tuened to Rodenbach,

“That's Uerr Doletor Miller who is going with uy,” I
sald, “TUs only a Louch of sun.”

Rodenbach did not even glance at me. I saw him look
disinterestedly toward Miller, then give his sttention
to the group he had just lefl, in whose conter was Von
Harden, The spectators seemed entranced by his while
gloves, monocle, and riding boots, Ile wag oblivious of
their admiration. His inlerest now waas all in Miiller, who
was being carried off the platform loward Nechtel’s house
by several servants, his bald pale gleaming in the sun
like a flamingo’s wing,

Suddenly Von Harden broke throngh the circle, stamped
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out to the center of the platforma, and took up a position,
arms akimbo, while he glared after the botanist, his riding
crop slap-slapping against a boot.

Simultaneously 1 felt someone pushing against me, and
a3 I was forced aside T glanced up and saw the Lall Roden-
bach edging forward, ITe did not say anything, he ouly
peered closer at the militarist, who suddenly cleared his
throal and spat loudly.

Von Harden, staring after Miiller, expressed more elo-
quently by his gestures than by any power of words what
was his opinion of the new turn of events. Slooping over
me, seemingly indifferent, I sensed that Rodenbach missed
nothing as he stared through his thick glasses at Von
ITarden. There scemed 10 be an eleclric current in the air,
T1ell that if Von 1larden should suddenly sneeze he would
seare us all inlo a cold sweal.

A moment later I heard him rowing wilth Nechlel over
the telegraph serviee, or rather lack of it, and 1 surmised
he had been teying Lo gel through 1o Lome and thenee o
Germany, but without success.

Suddenly he came over 10 me.

“Nagel,” he said, looking back over the group, “gel
the outfit loaded onto Nechlel’s carts immediately. Have
the natives take them along as soon as the sun goes down.
We will follow lomorrow afternoon and overtake them,”
and he strode away.

Rodenbach had meanwhile stood by listening intently
wnd puffing on his cigar, but had said nothing, As Von
Harden left me I saw the geologist shuffle around to watch
sfter him as though he were a curiosity. Thén he tugged
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ab his mustaches, suched hiv teeth u couple of timey, and
sauntered away, but with many wside glanee nt our leader,
1t weeurred to e, while walking toward the goods tain,
that 1 had been standing with Radenbuel for sever]
minutes, yel not onee had ke spoken. He hadn®t even pe.
knowledged the introductions bat T eoulid not feel toward
him the way I wus beginning to feel toward Von Harden,
Rodenbach was an odd churacler bul o grest oue, e
might be curl, but il was an Mrican curtness, a silence
that comes to & man sceustomed to long, lone treks, The
other was insolent. I was interested to see how the two
would get along.

For lhe next half hour 1 was husy attending to the
unloading of our equipment. It consisted of boxes, bales,
crates, gun cuses, and loggage,

Nechtel had provided us with several heavy {wo-
wheeled carts, ideal for the rough rowl to Sokode,
together with o seore of natives who were to pull them,

Al Sokode we were to luy over two or three days, o
pack, and sorl the slufl for the porters, then start over
land in full safori style, So fur we were not yet oul of the
Turopesnized zone. Above Hokode we entered the dis-
tricl, where the natives had not yel advanced to the semi-
civilized state. There there would he no roads, only trails.
Tt was the beginning of the big-game country.

Hardly had we finished the unloading when & servant
arrived from Government Mouse. Von Harden wanted
me. I lost no time in responding. Here might be Lhe dé-
nouement.

T found him talking excitedly with Nechtel, and as I
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waited I could not help but hear a bit of their eonversation.

“Tt took me two hours {0 reach Berlin from here,” Von
Harden was saying, “That is preposterous. 1t should take
two minutes. What is needed here is o wircless that will
reach all our colonies in Africa, and Berlin as well, As
the situation is now we are cut off one from another. Here
is the strategic place for it, It is a military neeessity. I
will today recommend the erection of such a station to the
war office.’

1t was not about a wireless that he wanted to talk to me.

“Now, Nagel,” he said, “we must have an understand-
ing.” Tt was coming.

He led me to a corner of Nechtel's office, where I saw
several large maps haoging on the wall. Ife was turning
them over scarching for the one be wanted when T saw
something that caught wmy oye. LI Tooked familine, T
stopped him. It was o map of eastern Nigeria, ond when
1 Jookex] ut it o second time 1 way foreed 1o (nsh, Iy pres-
ence here under the slamp of the War Office surprised me,

“Why do you hesitate?” he asked.

“] made it,” T anid. “I did it for Ferr von Krocke when,
he was a distriet commissioner in the Kamerun.”

He looked oddly at me hefore speaking,

JAurnor's Norm: Within o yenr after Von Tlarden had made his complaint,
to the Withelmstragse, ane of tha world’s most powerful wireless plants was
being erecled ol Kaminn, a little village outside Atakpame, It was begun and
rushed to eomplation by the army. The entire plant when finished comprised
2 power house, receiving and dispatching rooms, stone housea for the foreign
operators, and nine steel towars varying in height from 250 to 400 feot. It was
one of the principal links in the chain of wireless stations Geymany wes building
to reach from German New Guines to Kweichow in China, Almost the first
messoge received by it was a notification of the declaration of war in 1014, It
wad of suck atrategic importance that & few weeks later & mixed British and
TFrench foree appesred and captured it.
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“Ah, so then you should be just the mun for the trip
we are underlaking,” he suid. “If you like a little spice
this should interest you,” But there was no friendliness in
his voice.

Ile was tuning over olher maps when suddenly he
stopped at oue of the Freneh Upper Volta, On it 1 saw o
large crisserossed seelion along the Niger River marked
“Unknown—1909.” It wus the last map of the district,

He took a pencil from Lis pocket, paused & moment to
polish his glass, and started speaking. If he had been ex-
pecting to thrill me by acquainting me with the purpose
of the trip, he was disappointed. Herr Doktor Miiller
had preceded him. But I would not tell hiwm, and I feigned
an interest. What he told me was substantinlly what
Miuller had seid.

*We are going into the Upper Volia Lo investigato this
picce ol unknown tervitory aloug the west bank of the
Niger, The trip s o seeret, undertaken ab the behest of
the war office, We are to penelrate the country ns huntery,
We want to do nothing that will draw attention to us,
Har Doktor Rodenbach you know of; ITerr Dokior
Miiller, who has distinguished himself by getling sun-
struck,” (the words were spit out venomonsly) “is no loss
famed. Xe is & botanist, perhaps the lending botanist in
Germany, We will make camp, whenever these genllemen
come upon & section they want o investigate and stay
until they have completed their work, Then we move on
to another section, Carriers are to be provided at Mangu,
specially picked men who will be loyal to us. The trip will
be simple in the extreme. There is nothing {o fear, We
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are hunters. We might have come down from Timbuetoo,
west [rom Zinder in the Civil Territory, or up the river
from any of the southern provinces,”

There was one question I wanted {o ask, It would have
a tremendous bearing on lhe entire Lrip. I§ could not bo
ignored.

“Very good, Herr Major,” I broke in, “but if we are
hunting big game in French lerritory have you—-?

“I have everylhing that is necessary,” he shot at me.
“And I would thank you in the future not to ask se many
questions. You seem to forget your position, You are not
running the trip—I am. That is all.”

Abruptly he turned toward the door, and I followed.
He held it open for me. 1 went out into the hall, my temper
again on cdge. Il seemed the more I became acquainted
with the man the more he did to antagonize me. There
seemed no basis on which we could meet.

1 was walking along the hall toward the veranda when
I remembered T had nol yel had time to remove the grime
of travel. Nor had I caten. T went back into the house and
found that a place had been saved for me at the table.

I was finishing my luncheon when suddenly I heard Von
Harden's voice resounding through the quiet hall, “Nech-
tel! Nechiel!”

A servant replied that Herr Nechtel and the others
were taking their siestas. Von Harden was adamant.
“Get him out! Get him down here! Quick now!”

His voice grew closer, and I knew he was coming along
the hall toward the dining room. As he reached the door
he saw me. He carried a cable in his hand.



40 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

“Nagel,” be said, “have you the goods packed?®

“Yeg, Herr Mujor,”

“Then be ready {o slart the nnlives nlong with them
when T give the order. We have no time to waste, We—"

Nechtel appeexed.

“What is it, Herr Major?”

Von Harden opened the telegram., “It's come,” he said
coolly, “it's come, Bethmanu-Ilollweg is ol last showing
red blood. Look at this.”

He read aloud:

The cruiser Panther 18 being sent to Agadir har-
bor, Morocco, to protect German residents.”

“Ach~——" Nechtel got no farther,

“That is what we want,” Von Horden wes intevruptiug,
“Now We French will be foreed 1o fight, They cannol
swallow such an insall, Tt means war!®

Ilis volce was ns calin as though he were commenting
on the wenther, e wasn't onlwoardly exeited, His faee was
stern and lorbidding.

Tle strode from the room followed by Neehtel in 8 dresss
ing gown. T henrd them for o hall hour afterward tinkling
glosses and drinking loasts. The broiling compound re-
sounded {o lnboriously declared “Hock der Kaisers.”

Alter luncheon T went out on the veranda, where I
found Rodenbach in a chair, his head thrown back, his
mouth open and his eyes closed. His seraggly mustache
was rising and {alling as he breathed, and occasionally
there came a faintly audible snore. He looked anything
but the great man I knew him to be,
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The sound of my approach awakened him. He sat up
and blinked at me.

“ITave you heard the news?” I asked, “The Panther
is being sent {o Agadir harbor, to protect German resi-
dents. Von Harden says it will force the French to fight.”

He blinked at me again, He was about to speak when
the door opened with & crash and the Major strode out
and came to us. Instantly Rodenbach sat up.

Von Harden fixed his glass in his eye and looked at me.
“Nagel,” he said, “we are starting immediately. We have
no time to waste. Get your porters out. Quick now.” He
snapped his fingers,

1 roused mysclf from the chair and was about to ask
him it I had heard correctly. We could not start overland
in the middlc of the day. Further, Miller was in no con-
dition to travel, It would be two days at least hefore he
could be on his feet.

1 felt that the time had come to give Von Tarden an
arpument, Ile was glaring insolently at me through his
monoele. I have never heen one to avoid trouble, and I
had fully prepared to dare him, let come what might.
‘When I heard Lhig order, the craziest he had yet given,
I was on ihe verge of open rebellion,

Then I got o sudden inspiration. It came to me that I
could beat him, not by opposing but by giving in. Sud-
denly I {ound myself smiling. I would let Africa beat him.

“Good,” I said, “I'll get them on the road imme-
diately.” I arose and started down the steps, and as I
did I heard Rodenbach speak for the first time since I
had met him.
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*Bay,” ke said to Von Harden, " Lwant to tatk to you,
You can’t make & Potadum parude grontd out of Arica,
Better men Hhan you have tried it. Biller can’t he . . 2
Their voices trailed off, and T fonnd mysell langhing,

Rodenbach had spoken at Inst, and though he hadn't
spoken to me I knew in that moment that he woull be my
friend for life. Ile had defied Vo Harden,

Again my feeling of resistance set in and T strained
against the Major's overbearing manner. Yo he wanted
speed, did he, this great Polsdam iron disciplinarian de-
void of manners? Well, I'd give him speed. And he wanted
to start in the middle of the day. Thut was playing into
my hands.

Here was wy first chanee, I'd give him sueh spead that
T'd run him eagged, and when e started o erack up 1'd
stund by ond glowd. ovee hint, 1 was heginniog to hale him,
That was the motivating power i1 my neguieseence 1o his
newest plan =1 hated him, and iU enme B one with somes
thing of a sickening fecling that this was uo way to sturd
on anfart, Vot he bad brought it on hiwsell, 1t wis uot
of my doing.

I found the blacks in their quariers and briefly ne-
quainted them with the news of onr departure, Their
leader was absent, and X left, giving orders that he was to
come to me on the veranda. I was impationt to gel back
and hear more of this wonder man Rodenbuch,

But when I returned I was disappointed. My chief char.
acters were still there, but Rodenbach looked like any-
thing but & man who was starting up country.

His head was thrown back, his fect were sprawled out,
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and 1 heard again the half snore that was to hecome more
familiar us time went on, Iis mustache was rising and
fulling, the cntive seene was as though nothiug had hap-
pened - so far as he was coneerned.

Yrom his appearance I surmised that if there had been
more to the incipienl quarrel than I had heard, Le had
not come oul second best,

A glunce at Von Harden proved I was right. His face
was o brick red, as though his temper were seething and
any moment might burst, and X saw that his riding crop
was again flicking nervously at his boots. ITis chin seemed
more firmly sel than I had seen it before, his eyes were
darling here and there with quick, short stabs, and as T
oame up they turned on me oy be beat his leg the harder.
Meanwhile Rodenbach snored in blissful detachment,

Suddenly the head rauner appeared with seversd of his
men,

They were of the Kposso Lribe, good Wekkers, and like
most Alriean natives insunely jealouy of their honor as
porters for while bwanss. It was this thal I was to play
upon,

The leader addressed me in Eewee, Did he understand
rightly that the white master wanted Lo start in the holtest
part of the day? His runners had never heard of such &
thing before, and while of course they were not thinking
of themselves, they were afraid the white bwana might fall
a victim of the sun.

“The white bwana has given much thought lo starting
now,” T assured them, “and while he doesn’t want to
bring disaster to his black children, nevertheless, it is
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important that Te get Lo Sohode i sion as possible, [T
knows how the suu ean strihe down white bwanas awd
black children ay well, but he nust get to Sokode, Pl
fore e wants to start innedialedy,”

This was received with mived feclings, Some wanted to
start, others weee sure the bwoaon was erasy, There way
much shouting, and o Uypleut wative arprment woull bave
get in with the usuel din wud clamor had oot interrupted,
This time 1 spoke distinetly and slowly. T did not want
them to miss anything,

“As much as the white master likes the Kposso people,”
1 said, “he doesn’t Hke to see them hesitate about starting
for fear of the sun. Xe wishes he had Psehaudju earriors,
for they are brave and fenr nothing, They wonld go on
day or night. Now he i wleaid the Kposso penple will
stop at the fiwst rest house awd will be sy, nisny menly
getting Lo Sokode”

The jabbering Iulled, and no souner hnd 1 finished then
I heard o snovt from (he vorandi, 18 was Rodenbaeh,
who was now wide nwake amd louking at pee with o satanie
grin, So he knew Tewee, uned though he had been siving
he had hewrd everything, More and more 1 hed him,

Von Harden was mum. I walked up the vesunds, and
he stopped me,

“Tell Herr Nechtel to get our horses,” he suid. *We
gel out in one hour.”

As I started into the house I looked hack and suw that

the blacks were disappearing toward the platform where
the carts were waiting.
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Nechtel received my message with a shake of the head.
“Pretty hot to be starting,” he said,

I went out to my Inggage and recovered o pistol and a
belt of cartridges. Then I found a mosguito netting to
fit over my helmet, o blanket, and o water bottle. After
which X sent the natives off, grumbling and racing out of
the yard, still muttering among themselves and gesticulat-
ing toward the veranda where sat the white bwana.

Back again at the house I found Von Harden watching
them, a puzzled look on his face. I mounted the steps and
was about to open the door when I chanced to glance at
Rodenbach. e winked at me, smiled, thrust out his legs,
tilted his head back, and closed his eyes, The next instant
he was snoring comforlubly.



s‘!nﬂtﬂ's that rest house, Nagel?™

We were two hours out, and thiy was the st time Yon
Harder had spoken to me. Not yel had we cowe to the
first. stopping place, nor had we seen the earts thut set out
an hour before us. What was more interesting to me, we
hadn’l even caught a sign of their dust,

“Somewhere neer by L said, “I'll ask the guide” I
spurred up shead and came sbreast of the native Neeldel
hod sent will us.

As T pussed Von Uardeo | snw that he was sweatiog
profusely, his white gloves had heen removed, awd from
the way he constuntly kept tugping al his brevehes g
I knew his military hools were givig him teouble By the
hot sun. ITe did not seem hothered by the multitudinou
insects, and he made no camment on the fact that T way
wearing & net whereas he had none, Suve for his incewant
slapping at mosquitoes and flics, he sat as erect and com-
posed as though he were on review in Berlin,

I Jmew this was the worst possible way to start & safari
—the time would come soon enough when we would be
sick of the sight of each other—but I ressoned that I
could do no other, The olive branch was not for me to
extend. I had tried to help him several litmes in the past

and had been repulsed—none too gently, X thought-—and
%
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in the future I would let him go his own way. I was the
head of porters. Neverthelegs, T didn’t want him sick at
the starl,

“Too bad you haven’t a net,” T said as T passed him.
“This is the tyelse fly area.”” He guve no sign he had heard
me.

The guide said our first stopping place was half a meal
farther on, and Von Harden seemed pleased at the news.
He even permitted himself an observation:

“Good, now I'll be able to get some water. Did you send
any on with the carts?™

“1 did.”

We rode ahend in silence. The guide was first, Von
Harden in the middle, and 1 brought up the rear. We
were on Neclitel's ponies, and as they were used 1o the
rough country (e going was better than it might have
been had we tukon bieyoles, Nevertheless, I envied Roden-
bach and Muller, who were coming up behind us in chairs,
Wise old Rodenbach, X saw again his wink, and I recalled
hig laugh on overhearing my conversation with the
porters, Languid and disinterested though he appeared,
he missed nothing, He was the only one who had dared
to lulk back to Von Harden.

The country was not uninteresting. Low rolling hills in
the distance, and wide veldts intervening, frequently
rocky but more often given to a heavy loam that now was
parched and scaring to the touch. The air was beginning
to cool, though the sun was high, We were still sweating
from the heat shimmering up from the scorched earth,
That is a curious thing about tropical Africa—after the
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sun goes down and the night cold sets in, the ground re.
maing warm for hours,

Some time lnter, when we rounded a lnru in the road, [
saw the guide suddenly spur shead with Yon Hunden ful
fowing, mud [ took the opportunity to go to my water
bottle, It was warm and stale, bul it was waler, mud 1
recolled that the guide had provided for hinself, but Ven
Harden had nothing, The carts were not in sight; night wag
coming on.

When I got up to them I found Von Hurden standing
disconsolately at the door of a rest house, established by
the government, for forcigners nlong the important ronds,
We were about ten kilometers out of Atekpame,

Around him were o dozen vesidents of o deerepit village
thet stood off the maiu road, There were a flock of mangy.
looking dogs and naked ehildren, together with severn]
women, Tt seemed bo me their prime interest was in Heee
Major’s ablive, hig vakish cap and his fine boots, though
his monacle was not left out, judging from thelr convers
setion, They had seen glagses bofure on forvigners, hut &
single oyeplece disconcerted them, and in trae native
tashion, when we rode awny n fow minutes luter, they were
still jabbering as heatedly as when he first stepped to the
ground,

“The carts left over an hour ago,” he suid to me, He
paused a moment to slap at sn insect on hiy neek and
curse.

“Didn’t you tell them to wait here for us?”

“I had no such order.”

He frowned, cleared his throat, and spat several times,
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As he rode shead he shouled over his shoulder, “Tell the
nigger we've got to reach the corts, L've gol lo have water
and something to steep on. L.

The answer was what 1 might have expected.

“They're nol following Lhis roud. They're on a short cut,
They want to make & record. The white bwana was in a
hurery.”

The way the curriers had reacted to my questioning of
their stamina amused me. If I knew African natives these
men wouldn’t stop until midnight, and ounly then for
the briefest rest. If they were twenty kilometers ahead of
us now, hy morning they would be thirty,

We rode ahead in the failing sun and frequently heard
the eries of animals and saw the sudden movement of bush
as we approached. Bpoor marks were everywhere, Anle-
lope, reithole, and wany hyenss. Birds and monkeys
chatlered al us from high over our heads, Soon we enme
10 2 bubbling spring.

Ouee [ eame on Von Tlavden waiting silently in the road
and pointing to & glant baobab tree. In il T snw o lone
monkey walching us, a look on his face of deep curdosily.

“Take a shol at him,” Von Harden said.

“Why P

He gave me a flecting glance before answering. “Let
me see what you can do with a pistol.”

I laughed and rode on. We Afrikanders didn’t shoot
monkeys to display our marksmanship. “I'll show you
gome other time,” I gaid. I knew what I could do with a
pistol, I was reasonably proud of my ability.

Suddenly I heard him shout. There was a crashing in
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the tree top, and when | loohed back e monkey was not
to be seen. Von Tlarden had stoned it out.

We continued on for some tine with the sun geadaally
lowering snd I anxiously awaiting its disappearance, the
coming of night aune the eontrasting colilness from which
my hlankel would suceor e,

A few kilometers past the seenie of the munkey episode
1 came upon o depression in the ground shout u foot in
dismeter and several inches deep. Around it were severs]
others, snd near by the ground was littered with twigs
and thin branches pulled from the tops of young trees and
bushes. I called shead to Von Harden and waved him back,
He had ridden past without noliving anything, When he
rode up 1 pointed Lo the hole,

“What is it 7" he asleed.

“Plophamt,” Lsnid, “Want to go after 19"

“We lnven't rifles”

“Don’t Tet that stop you 1% w smadl one, Use your
pistol.”

Tle looked off info the low hush al the side of the road,
1t was barely stiveing in the faint brewse, "The Tand was
rocky and uneven, I wanted Lo see him go off that trail
after an elephant, even a smull une, while still mounted,
but he refused.

“No, let it go. We'd hetter eateh up with our equip-
ment.”

That night we did not find the carls. We rode until the
cold was too mugch for us, and when we struck a rest house
on the side of a small stream we decided to call it & day.
The guide bult a laxge five outside the door, rolled up in
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some extra clothing he carried, and we heard no more of
him.

I found the hard bunks a weleome respite from a harder
saddle, and with my blanket protecting me from the night
adr 1 was as comfortable as the proverbial bug in a tug.
For & long time after 1 turned in 1 heard Von Harden
{hwowing wood on the fire and thrashing his arms about
his chest; he must have been biterly cold, but he said not
a word, nor did Le give any evidence of wanting to effect
2 compromise, He was inflexible.

The sight of his white mililary coai, his jaunty cap,
and the reflection of Lis monocle was the scene that lulled
me to sleep, supperless.

ITe surprised me in the moming by tumning out seem-
ingly more rested then L By the lime T had come oul inlo
the dying light of the fire he had already been down to
e stream for o swim, and 1 {found Lim dryiug his fuce on
his shirt.

“See niry erocodilea?® 1 asked.

“Never botliered to look, Be ready to starl in ten
minutes.”

There was no humor in him, and the fact that he might
narrowly bave missed a horrible dealh feazed him not in
the leasl.

We awakened the guide, put out the fire, and took lo
the trail long before the first sign of dawn appeared. As
lightly armed and as few as we were, it was a gamble to
start sl the hour when the carnivores were feeding, but T
would not warn Von Harden. He had more to leamn. 1
was confident that with a pistol I could defend myself
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against whalever might deop from a teee or leap from
behind a hush, Now that Jre was in sueh o hoeey e hind to
inke the sume chanee,

But, wiser than I, the guide tok the bad and an-
nounced pur presence with o rofticking sung, Ue explained
it was a folish to keep animals away.

1, in the rear, took a cue from him, T was uggain being
childish, and I relented to the point of singing at the top
of my volce,

Von Marden kept between us and seemed smused to
call back to me to tell the guide thal he had seen orange
eyes circling us, while I appreciated that we carried no
lights and therefore he had seen nothing,

Bul I was in no mood to retort. The diy had opened
wilh » conspicuoty victory for him, (Hy cusunlues ovep
his navrow escape from eroeodiles was gulling to me, Nor
didd T gob any suspieion that it was o pose,

Hoon nfler e sun entie up, we rode into upative village
whiere the bendman was glud 1o give us enete blunehe, Tt
was the breakfust hour, and we had no tronble in assuging
our Timnger with baked yams, a kind of menlie biseuit, and
quantitics of the usual thin, sicklpdooking milk from
native cows, On leaving we were presented with o hraee
of Ireshly killed chickens and & quantity of corn puucukes
wrapped in o nalive cotton eloth,

That day went off without any trouble. We were in o
more difficult country, and though we made lesy time than
the day before, the traveling seemed to be more pleasant,

Tt might heve been because Von Harden called s halt
well before noon, and we enjoyed a refreshing sleep in the
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shadow of & Laobab tree, Pethaps he was boginning to
Jewrn. When we awakened, we ate the chickens and pushed
om,

The third day was much the same, The country was
heginning to give way lo more low hills than we had scen
heretofore, and the night had been colder than the one
previous,. We stayed at another rest house where in the
morning Von Harden grected me with the staiement that
he felt so good he could ride straight east to the Indian
Ocean.

I was somewhat stiff, bul it soon wore off once we were
in the saddle. Early that morning we went through the
importanl village of Agbandi, where Von Ilarden was
delighted to find several natives who could speak fair Gex-
mun, He strprised us a5 we were leaving by producing
another quantity of food which he had boughl, with colns
the natives could sperdd al Alakpame, [ went through my
pockets and found 1 hadn't o copper with me; everything
was in the carts alwad.

Late in the duy 1 shol an sutelope, and that eveniog,
when we setilel down in he rest house halfway to Blita,
L hadl the native build o spit. The antelope was young and
tender and Von Herden complimented the guide on his
ahilily as a cook. T noticed he said nothing aboul the shot
that brought it down, u perfect placing under the ldft fore-
leg and straighl ihrough the heart with little wastage,
And I took special eare that he should note my skill, for
when the native cleaned it I determined on another offering
of the olive branch. We could nol go on this way, and I
reasoned that I would be the more generous character in



B AFRICAN INTRIGUE

lowering my flng, Perhnps he hud ubrensdy suffered enaugh,

*“The goide says thal oven o native with un areow
couldn’t have made u elvaner Kl 1 suid sy we worp
standing shout enting with our fingers and 1 was hemoun-
ing the absence of knives and forka,

He went on tearing ab the Tomd,

“The cooking is perfeet,” was the only answer 1 pot,

Again 1 felt my foce flush. 1 wondered what 1 hael done
that he should be so uneivil to me, Was it heeatise Lwas the
head of porters, o menial in his eyes nnd not  genius like
the others? Or wuos it his usual way of treating people not
of the army? I was in o quandory, He had reaclied me on
an espeeinlly touchy subjeet, for I was proud of my shoot-
ing; ond T wondered what thiv great soldier eould do with
a pistol that he should winimize my ability. { delermined
lo find out.

The following duy, sometinte lownsd uoon, we mel the
outrunner of & native ehief with his retinue coming down
from Bekode,

As the man came up grinning, 1 spoke to Yon Haeden,

“We've got to give Lhe ol ehiof something, I1%s the
ctiquette of the trail. They all expeet it.”

“Give him something . . . a nigger?™ e was glaring at
me again, fumbling with his gluss.

“Well, nothing that’s valuable, Just . . . anything,
Its..

“Damn giving him anything,” he shot back, *“The Ger-
man government pays tribute to nobody, least of all a
nigger chief.”

)
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“But, it fm't tribute, iL’s-—--" e had ridden ahead
aud left me.

Once the chief met us, 1 surmised what he would want,
and [ was ilching to shout it ufter Von Ilarden, but on
secontd Lhought L said nothing, I would rather see the black
Dring it up himself, I knew he would: they never failed.
This would be amusing. I spurred ahead,

He was a chief of the Xabure tribe, and long before we
saw him we heard the rolling of tom-toms announcing his
approach.

Ahead came the usual fanfare of advance warriors, pic-
turesquely garbed in bright loincloths and fantastic head-
dress,

The chicf was no more oulrageously dressed than are
most Afrvican chiefs, He was wearing s battered black Eng-
hish derby, and though the day was sweltering he had on,
and T know he hod bastily donned it for us, & heavy astra~
Klian coat under which his black body aweated and glis-
tened und gave out an odor that kept me o the windward
of him. In a long string of chairs behind him came various
of his wives, ministers of state, ju<ju officials, and the usual
rabble of dignitaries. There was something majestic about
them all, Jolling back in their fly-filled cubbyholes and
smiling at the world with all the aplomb of the Russian
court.

As he came by I dismounted and greeted him in Eewee,
complimented him on his own good health, and assured
him that though I had traveled for many meals through
the bush, never before had I come upon a chief who was so
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truly o divinity, He in turn assured me that theee wag g
greut deal in swhat [ saicd, e il heard it befure, und he
knew it to he true,

ITe was going down {0 Adakpatee for o cunlerenee with
the district commissioner, T was on s biggaine salurd uhave
Mangu. Meanwhile I heard & commution hebind me, and
on turning I found Von larden surrouunded by o hoede of
warriors, They were interested in his monoele, They
couldn't understand how he could lean forward and wave
the children away from his pony without its fulling out,

They jabbered, screamed, and thumped each other on
the backs and set up o terrifie din. So much su that the
chief became interested, Ile, tou, gave his aliention to Vo
Hardoen, and 1 saw that while the monoele abtrocted hirm,
it was the jaunty peaked cap that held him,

Then, as he rexoved his Dattered dothy, looked it over
in ovident seovn, md again gave his atlention 16 Von
ITarden’s cap, L knew the worst wag about Lo huppen, §
had guessed correctly,

“Toll the white man,” he snid, “that the greal chied
of the Kabures admives his hat and wishes be bud one like
it'”

“He wants your hat,” I said.

Von Harden, having & hard time holding his puny in the
center of the tumult, disregarded me.

“The great white bwana,” I told the chiel, “admires
your taste. But as much as he would like to give you the
bhat he wears, he has no other with him,”

The chief ran true to form. He lost no time, He dashed
off his once black derby and passed it to one of his aides,
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who pushed his way through the erowd milling around Von
Llarden. Then he thrust it out al arm’s length,

“le wanis to exchange it for yours,” I shouted,

Instead of answering me, Von Ilarden did an unlooked-
for thing. T saw (hat the hollest srgument around him was
aver his boots, and at the moment I spoke one native
resched out and touched the leather. Instantly Von Har-
den’s crop flushed through the air, cutting the man sharply
over the back, across his face, and on his shoulders.

The jabbering quieted as if by magic. For a moment I
thought we would have a serious incident on our hands.
The chief spoke sharply and recalled his derby. The caval-
cade massed together, and I saw several men swing their
urrow sheafs around in front of them., The chief clambered
out of his chair, drew himsell up proudly, and there was a
deathly silenee,

Quickly 1 apoke oul.

“The while bwana is new to Africa,” I said, “Ils has
had a toueh of the sun, Xis hal is o letish that saved his
life. In Alakpune he is o very great bwana, Ile meant no
harm, . . " I was floundering around saying words, sen-
tences, anything to ward off the threalened onslaught.
If I could get their attention away from Von Harden we
were safe.

But the chief was not to be appeased so easily, He drew
himself up to his full height, wrapped his cost arouna
him with an ominous gesture, and spoke to his men in a
dialect new 1o me,

I seized the opportunity to look for Von Harden, He
was not where he had been & moment before. I found he
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had forced his way through the mob and was seversl lame
dred fect alongy the tradl with the guide,

Then an ldes came to me. 1 had with e the listg of
goods in our equipment, and teating o vorner from one of
the sheets 1 seribbled a note o Neehlel asking bim to lo-
cate & cnp Jike Herr Major’s amld give it to the ehidd,

“Give Lhis to the districl commissioner and e will get
you o much finer hat than the vne the white bwana hay,”
I seid. “His is only white, Now yon will get one of many
calors.”

That placated him temporarily. After more palaver on
|bath sides I watched the entoursge disappear alung the
trail with much mutlering, Then 1 rode ahead to eateh Von
Haxden,

“You can’t gel along with the nutives Hut way" 1
sufd, "“They're children, Within an hour that story will
be going oul lo every village within a hundeed miles,
You'll ho a marked man,”

*“Nogel,” he snapped ab me, “you huve (eivd ta give me
trouble since we sturled. 1 warn you 1 will deal sharply
with you unless you tend 1o your own affuirs, T will not
be dietated to by a hired guide, white or lilack, 1 yon pale-
livered residents would put these niggers in their places,
we wouldn’t have the speetacle of one Inying his hands on
an officer of the German Imperial Army,”

“Oh, well . . .” I'd let it pass and forget it,

““Ob, well nothing,” he retorted sharply, “You mind
your own business, I'm taking the responsibility for this
expedition. You remember that”

He Jooked at me sullenly, and I sow . large red sore on
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the side of his nose, (ke sting of an insect. 1L was infected,
It might be sleeping sickness, We slill were in the lsatse
fly helt,

1 didn’t speak to him for hours after that, nor he to me.
We camped, ate, and continued along the road without a
word passing between us, though I had plenty to say to
the guide, who was too cowed by the latest episode to
have any iniliative of his own,

Late the following day we forded a branch of the Monu
River where in a water hole near by I replenished my
water bottle. Some {ime after I came on an abandoned
yam farm where the guide and I ate our £ill, but Von Har.
den continued by himself without stopping.

I foresaw danger in this safarl if he continued his tacties
Ile had to be curbed, TE T had thought he would fight me
then and there, T think X would have challenged him to &
pistol duel. The more L saw of him the more 1 hated him,
and during that last day 1 particularly hated him beeause
he aie nothing, made no overlures for any of my water
though he was badly in need of some, and refused to ask
my counsel shout the several red welts that were springing
up on his face, neck, and hands,

¥t I wasn’t moking him suffer, certainly the insects were,
He was a sorry spectacle, but I felt he had brought much
of it on himself,

At the same time I was forced to admire his iron con-
stitution. He must have been in agony, but if so he made
no complaint, I never heard a sound from him. He was
an automaton.

The afternoon of the fifth day the guide came back
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and said he hed seen the traeks of the cart wheels, Prom
# near-hy hill he was sure he vould see the dust, It might
be possible that we could cutelt them befure nightfall,

T sent him off dushing through the bush and fell in well
behind Von Inrden, who was still riding ns ereet us when
we had first started,

We went on for some distance when suddenly 1 heard the
sound of & shot from around & bend in the rond ahead, It
was the crack of o Luger and could only be frum Von
Harden’s pistol.

When finally I rounded the turn s curious sight met me,
Almost at my feet lny a dead puff adder, one of the most
vicious snakes in Africa,

Tt was squarely in the center of the road, and [ way
acquninted with is habits well el to know that when
it had been aroused it hud refused tu budge but wanted to
fight, Xleaped to the ground and exumined it, It was sbout
three feet Jong and fully grown, enpuble of giving o lot of
trouble.

A jumbled mass of hoofprints near by told me the story.

Von Harden's pony had seen it and become frantic,
Then, fighting his pony to keep it in the conter of the vond
and himself in the saddle, he had drawn his pistol and
fived,

I went back and examined the snake. A large red muss
was where its head should have been. A. single shot had
killed it—a shot so well placed that the snuke had died
in its tracks, It was the kind of a shot one ready shout
but never gees~—yet here it was.
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I envisioned the strmggling pony, and the man calmly
drawing his pistol and firing,

I looked up the road. Fully hall a kilometer ahead rode
the white-clad Von Iarden, nonchsluntly twirling his
pistol around an upraised finger. He was still in the middle
of the road.

I climbed back on my pony and started slowly sfter him.
As much as I hated him, I had to admire the ability of
a man who could sit & plunging pony and hit a snake’s
head. That he was a crack shot there was no doubt. As I
went along I did & lot of thinking, serious thinking.

That night we reached Sokode, five days out on a seven
days’ trip. As I rode into the compound I heard Von
Ilarden’s voice telling a group on the veranda how much he
had enjoyed himself, Ile was still drinking with them and
recounting the story of the native chicf when I went to
bed an hour later exhausted, When I got down in the
morning I found & native polishing his military boots.

The white bwana was going for an cxercising ride be-
fore hreakfast. Ile liked Africa so much he wanted to see
more of it.
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Bumm'm, sugar, cots, permwngnnuate, shovlaces,
bread, caleium, bullets, needles, tuothpowder, hooks,
machetes, shirts, butter packed in salt, cgas in snwdust,
pencils, netting, kitchen utensils, gum sueskers, con-
centrated foods, tents, soap, castor oll, ropes, tinued foods,~
a little of everything in each porter's sixly pounds—a
puzzle without an answer,

For tiree days T was innersed in the erates, bales, und
bags that eame up from Atakpame, the job of preking
that is fmpossible yet must he done,

Allotting and sorting, turmoil aud confusion, sad with
each repacking new lists ta be deawn up, huxes to be nom.
bered and double checked, aud slwngs, always the first
rule of a gafari—a little of vverything in each porter’s hox.
For suppose our precious thirly pounds of quinine wepe
given oll Lo one porter and he should stumhle in going
over a vine bridge!

On the third day the bozes were standing in a long
Jine in the Sokode compound, and I was solving the equally
puzzling question of selecting the porters. There must
e head porters, secondary porters, cooks for the foreign.
ers, cooks for the natives, personal servants, gun beavers,

messengers, special men to go nhead with me and make
@
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camyp, speeial men to leave behind to breck camp that no
lime should be lost, every man must be capable and every
man must have a title of some sort. No one would be a mere
carricr.

Tor another day everything again was turmoil and con-
fusion, ihe compound was filled with cxcited, jabbering,
and capering blacks, their wives and offspring, To further
complicate matters Von Harden had demanded not one
servant to care for him, but three. The entire camp wanted
to be appointed, to clean those shiny hoots. His white coat,
his monocle, the jaunty cap: he was the ultimate of desire
in sartorial splendor, The blacks could hardly take their
eyes off him, Every black aped him.

Finally the job was finished. The boxes stood ready for
an carly morning get-awey, and the porters held an all-
pight revel 1o celobrate the leaving, feasting and dancing,
ghouting and Jrinking.

Menuwhile Ilere Doktor Miller had arrived with the
celebroled Rodenbach, the former coming in first, alone
and on foot, benming and whistling and still mopping at
his neck, though X was glad to see that his helmet remained
on his head. Rodenbach slouched along some distance be«
hind, as disinterested in most things ss when I had first
met him, taciturn and aloof.

Miiller secmed a changed man. Rather than having
harmed him, the touch of sun had taught him a lesson.

T think being sun stricken when you’re new to Africa
is like having the measles when you’re young,” he said.
“It's something you can't avoid, best to have it and get
it over with,” He was happy, bubbling with enthusiasm.
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1 hoped he would remain 8o, but I doubted it ‘Phe rog)
Africs wng yet Lo come,

Rodenbach suid scarcrly & word to me outside the com.
mon civilities. Nor, for that matter, when I cotwidered it,
was he saying much {0 anyoue else,

His days were spenl mostly in o chuir on the verands,
his feet sprend out before him, his gangling form slumped
down, his head tilted huck, and a brief hulf snore fluttering
his seraggly mustache,

When awake he would be moping indifferently sround
the camp, peering here and there through his thick glasses,
and puffing on the ususl vile cigar. A look to note the
box numbers in which his spare clothing and equipment
had been packed, and he took no fucther interest jn the
preparations. From his setiony he wos unconcvrned, ovi-
dently, whether or nol the trip ever got under way, It was
difficult to pieture him ax the great Rodenbueh of CGerman
Southwest Alrica,

As for the greal Von Hurden, he was proving more of
an enigma than ever, 1 had feared that when we wrrived
he would visik his temper on the head carter who hud
taken my suggeslion so lterally, but he had no aneh ine
tention. Beyond an amused question a8 to why the men
had raced shead with such speed, he was not interested,
The answer was that they wanted to prove their race the
best and fastest trekkers in Africa, There the matter rested,

He treated me civilly enough, We exchanged hardly a
word that was not necessary, and so long as he kept to his
own sphere, I was content,

At first X was content also with the swollen condition of
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his nose and the innumerable red welts on his neck that
his own domineering personality had brought him, But on
second thought I got n clenrer perspective of my treatment
of him, And becuuse of those red welts, which must have
heen giving him pain, though he refused to acknowledge
them, I determined to meet him halfway.

So long as he let me alone I would not irritate him,

His descrlion of me may have been caused by his tele-
graph mania, for hardly had the dust of our arrival settled
when he began sending messages to Berlin.

But rather I think I was neglected because on the night
of his arrival immediately after dinner Rodenbach pro-
duced 4 collapsible checker set which sent Miller into
a seventh heaven,

“ Fine, fine, now we will have some play. Checkers is the
groat game,”

ere wag what we needed. T played a fnir game, and
Muller quickly arranged a tournament for the lour of us
that would take weeks to play off, e was in high glee at
the prospect.

“Now we can be more Iriendly with Herr Major,” he
said sotio voes, “This will bring us closer together.”
Abruplly he stopped himself. “Perhaps,” he added.

He sat down on the veranda to play Rodenbach, the
winner to play me, and with a cool beer in my hand I began
to forget my vague worries.

Miiller was not a bad player, but if I thought I would
have an easy time, I saw my master in the geologist,

“Been playing this game for twenty years in Africa,”
he seid. “Do you know, Milller, there’s a village in the
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Kamerun called *Checkers’? I named it. I taught the na-
tives to play . . . watch out, I'll get in your king row. ., .»

“Ach, Herr Doktor, thank you.” A long study of the
board, and finally he moved.

“Yes,” Rodenbach said, “I named it ‘Checkers’ I
taught the natives the game, and they took it so seriously
they forgot crops and everything.”

“Ach,” Miiller was laughing, “watch this one, Fritg,
Fritz,” I was listening for Herr Major’s step along the
hall, Miiller sacrificed two men and took three in re-
turn.

“What’s this, what’s this?” Rodenbach was studying
the board, He tugged at his mustaches, scratched his
head, sucked on his teeth, and, after a moment, moved.

“Yes, sir, ITerr Miiller,” he went on, “The natives down
there got so they wonldun’t earn their taxes. We had o dis-
trict commissioner named Von Donnewitz who complained
to Berlin.” Miiller was attempting to watch the hoard and
listen to Rodenbach. Suddenly he made & move, Roden-
bach winked at me and went on,

“This fellow actually wrote an official report to Berlin
that I had corrupted the natives by teaching them check-
erd. He was a military man, Funny things these military
men do."

“Now, Herr Doktor,” Miiller broke in, “we are going
to have peace. Don't let us have any more personali-
ties. .. "

““Herr Mtller,” Rodenbach gave a man, placed another
in a vulnerable position, and Miiller took the bait,
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“T'vo got to keep talking to you to win, Mitller,” Roden-
pach went on. “I'm a peaceful man, the most peaceful
in Afrien, but there are times when the best way to have
peace is to be always ready lo fight.”

Rodenbach was playing in the center of the board.
“Now, Miiller, take this one, and this . . . now this one, . ..
Now move.”

Miiller had but one move remaining, and with it went
the game. “Ho, ho,” he shouted, “that was excellent,
Rodenbach, you play a fine game. Now you must play,
Fritz.” He arose and exchanged seats with me,

As T was about to sit down Von Harden came on to the
veranda.

“Herr Major, Herr Major,” Miiller spoke up. “Do you
play checkers?” Von Iorden replied curtly that he did.
He was coming toward us when suddenly he stopped.

“But I can’t play now,” he said. I glanced up and found
him looking directly at me. 1 felt instantly that because
of my prescnce he bad turned down the proposal. Tle
turped and went back into the house, “I have some work
to do,” he said over his shoulder.

Rodenbach started the play, and I responded indiffer-
ently. I was more interested in Von Harden.

“Tell me, Herr Dolctor Miiller,” I said, “You know
Herr Major. Why did he refuse to play once he saw I was
in the game?”

For a moment Miiller was nonplussed. “I will explain,”
he said after a pauge. “Something you gentlemen don’t
know about Herr Major, That is his manner, you mustn’t
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take exception Lo it. Do you know that for the last thyee
years he has won the efficieney medal in the army?™

“My, my,” Rodenbach retorted, forcing two of my men
into an impasse,

“Herr Major’s father was General ——" giving & name
that was known 1o every German schoolboy. I looked up
in amazement., Rodenbach had paused and was interested,
T was about to speak when Miiller resumed.

“His grandfather was General —; he faced Napoleon
and defeated him, The army has been born in Herr Major's
blood for generations. He is all discipline. Since he was s
little boy, when he speaks to his father he brings his heels
together. You do not know the rigid formality in his fam-
ily. He ia typical of the old Germans, the Junkers, His
older brother ranks above him in the army, and do you
think he ever forgets it? Not at all, Always his brother
comes first, He has o younger brother who is not yet out
of cadet school, and do you think they let him sit at the
family table with them at home? No, ¢ is not yeb an
officer, and he sits at a side table. Ach, thut family!T know
them.”

“How do you know them so well?”” Rodenbach asked.

“They have a fine estate in the Black Forest, and once
a year the old General has the people of the village to a
Saengerbund, They live like feudal barons.”

“And you . ..” I interrupted.

“Certainly,” he nodded, “I was brought up in the vil-
Iage. I went to the singing as a young boy. I know his
father. That is, I know him when I meet him. I can see
the old man riding through the main street in uniform, his
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head up, his chest out, and always the people would re-
move their hats when he pagsed, He liked that, But would
he respond beyond & nod? Not the father. The sons are
just like him. Their poor mother tived of it all and went
to her grave years ago. They have been brought up by
tutors, and always tutors from the army. I knew this
follow when he was a youngster. My boys hud a black
pony, and he used to steal away from his guards and come
down to play with my boys and ride it. But now he is older,
and since I have come on this trip he has never mentioned
our former acquaintance, He is afraid I would become
friendly with him and forget my work,” He smiled gnd
shook his head. “Ach, such people, these army officers,
Sometimes I think . . . ach, they are so strict.”

We had forgotten the checkers. We were interested in
Miiller,

“But you're & professor now, a distinguished scientist,”
I broke in. ““Certainly you oxc on & por with him,”

“No, no,” Milller said, “to everyone clse I am, but to
him and his family, no, To anyone in the army, no. Jt is
only the army that counts. They have a duty to the
Fatherland. . . .,”

“Most of them aren’t human,” Rodenbach interrupted,
“Those army fellows with all their formelities will be the
ruination of Germany yet. Why do they have all this dis-
cipline? So they will always be ready to fight somebody.
Isn’t that it?” I found myself nodding. “Well, with their
fingers always on the trigger the rest of the world will get
tired and one day defy them. Then we'll have a catastrophe



70 AYRICAN INTRIGUE

on our hands. They'll bring il on us-—not the Germans
like ourselves who are building the Fatherland by using
our braing instead of our fists, I've scen that type hefore,
I had them in the Southwest. 1f they had their way we'd
now be fighling England over the Rhodesing, I know
them.” He waved his hand depreeatingly. “I know them,
and the sooner we rid owrselves of them the better, Army
...0rmy , ..army ... that’s all they think of.”

“Nagel,” he suddenly turned to me, “‘you’ve been in
the army, haven't you?” I nodded. “Sure,” he went on,
“Von Harden cen see it in you, That’s why he won’t play
checkers with you. He’s afraid you'll forgel yoursell and
call him Hans, or whatever his name is. They’re all alike,
that army crowd, I got out of Germany on account of
them.”

“So did L" I said.

“Well,” Miiller sighed, “T was in the army as a youth,
but it dida’t seem 1o do me much good.” 1le looked down
and slapped his fut paunch,

*“You should have been in the cavalry,” Rodenbach
laughed.

He arose, folded up his checkers, and started for the
door. “I'm having o smoke and going to bed,” he said.
“Do you smoke, Nagel?” offering me a cigar.

I thanked him and declined. 1 entered the house and
went up to my room. To reach it I had to go along a hall,
and as I approached Von Harden’s room 1 saw that it was
lighted and the door open. I looked in as 1 passed and
saw him pacing up and down before a large map fastened
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to the wall. Oceasionally he would pause and jol something
down on paper. I hesitated a moment and looked closer.
ITe was working over a map of France. Suddenly 1 heard
him matter: “Von Scldieffen’s plan is the only one, Bel-
giun’s neutrality must not be sllowed 1o stop us. . . .”



Hmmn again, as at Atakpame, Von Harden got a
message from Berlin that sent us out on the trail ahead
of our schedule. This time he was in such high spirits on
receipt of it that he passed it around to be read as we all sat
on the veranda the night efter the checker game.

“The Imperial German Crudser Panther has
arrived in Agadir harbor, Moroceo, to profect (lor-
man residents, Complale your mission as quickly
as possible,”

“Thig will force the issue,” he bearaed. “The,French
will have to fight now or accept the insult. When we fight
1 must he there. We will be in Paris within three mouths,
Our army i invineible,”

“There isn’t a German in Agadir, nor a German intor-
est,” we auddenly heard Rodenhach’s wry voice come out
of a wheezing sleep, “not one. I stopped off there last yeor,
and I know the place well. Not & German, What Agadir
has, though, is the best harbor on the entire west coast.”

Von Harden’s laugh could be beard out past the com-
pound.

“True or not,” he said, “the impasse had to be brought

to a head some way, and this is as good as any, We must
]
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show the world that 1870 was no accident, If Agndir hay
the best harbor, Bethmann-Tlollweg is no fool.” Agnin he
roared with laughter,

“You army people,” Rodenbach remarked after a mo-
ment, “will ruin the Fatherlund yet.”

I heard Miiller shift uncasily and cough, but he said
nothing.

“Not at all, Herr Doktor,” Von Ilarden came back.
“We will build a Fatherland greater than any yet imag-
ined. In a half century the world will be at our feet. It is
the army that will bring it there. First France, then Eng-
land, and all Europe will be ours. Russia is too weak to be
feared.”

“Well,” dryly, as he shifted his feet and found a new
place for his head, *don’t you soldiers lose for the Father-
land what the civilians have won.”

“Civilians—what have the civilians won?”

Von Harden’s high spirits depnrted in a flash, e turned
angrily and I thought challengingly toward Rodenbach,
and in the pale moonlight I could sce the grim set of his
jaws and the contempt in his stolid countenance. It was
a moment fraught with drama, and I think we all gensed
it,

“What have the civilians won?” he repeated, “It is the
army that has done everything for Germany.”

1 shifted my chair and coughed somewhat uneasily, and
Mller nervously put his hand to his face, fumbled a mo-
ment, then forced a half laugh that instead of throwing
ol on the waters only caused Von Harden to turn and
glower at him, Then Herr Major, thrusting out his chest,
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walked to the edge of the veranda, opened the sereen door,
cleared his throat, and spat.

Rodenbach’s answer was a drowsy snore that made me
splutter and caleh ut my throal as I suppressed a laugh,
Von Harden’s contempl for the rest of the world, his gy.
preme egoism, was too much for me. e and he alone
was all that mattered in the world.

I looked at him again and suw that he was in a rage
at the discourtesy of the geologisi, For a moment he stood
there glaring wide-eyed back at Rodenbach’s lanky, inert
form slumped in the chair. Then he drew himself up to
his full height, flexed his fists, and strode into the houge.

Some time later the party broke up. T was glad to get
to my cot, and when I came down in the morning Roden~
bach waa stiil in the verands chair,

1 have a recallection of a group assembling in the com-
pound: glitlering-bodied blncks, drowsy lorcigners in
whiles, the shining boots of Ilerr Major, a final tonst to
the Xaiser, a verse of “Die Wachl am Rhein,” and we
were off, a long, wavering line of porlers lrekking out of
Sokode while a brilliant moon threw down an cerie silvery
vadiance,

Now came my real work. Afier a conference with Von
Harden I laid out a route following ihe telegraph line to
Bessari, then straighl north, making our own tfrail to
Benjeli, Namab, Kumongu, and into Mangu.

Leaving Sokode, we were well in the lesser known areas
of northern Togoland, and less than half an hour out
our porters discarded their loincloths and went absolutely
naked—we were down to life in the bush,
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For protection against the mosquitocs they doused their
heads with a foul-smelling concoclion that under the heat
of the sun turned rancid and ran down their bodies, leaving
an odor belind that made me thank{ul I was leading.

Von Harden was on the end where he had taken up a
position to wateh for Lrouble in the ranks. There he re-
ceived the full benefit of the vile odors. One day was
enough for him.

The second he came forward and with a glare in my
direction asked Rodenbach to take Lhe rear.

“Your cigar con’t smell any worse than the niggers,”
he said.

“Sure,” Rodenbach replied, yawning, “now I won’L have
to keep up with you.”

Von Harden halted suddenly and turned back, bui Rod-
enbach was meandering along wilhout a backward glance,
Then Von Harden looked again at me, Ile could not tell
whether we were baiting him or not.

We saw many Tschaudjo warriors, perhaps the fiercest
fighters in Africa, curbing their diminulive ponies at the
side of the trail to let us pass while they looked on in stony
indifference, Their villages were like no others in this park
of the country, for, being fighters and not agriculturists,
they herded together for protection in large clusters of
grass-and-mud huts.

Roving tribes of Bafilo folk passed us and were eager to
exchange chickens and fresh eggs for salt; a tribe of Ka-
bures watched us from the safety of a distant hill, and as
we got up into the Konkombwa country we found evi-
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dences for the beliel that here was the most advanced
tribe in the west.

Its villages were built like Romuan forls, with com-
munal corn bins in the center and the dozens of huts pro-
tected by a large double wall inside of which the eattle
were driven at night. Outside, guinea corn stulks were left
standing for protection against the poisoned arrows of
enemies, Yam and mealie fields stretched in every direc-
iion. At Banjeli we saw their primitive furnaces where iron
ore dug out of the mountain by women slaves was smelted
and made into arrowheads, farming implements, spears,
and knives; and we found their basket-muking and native
industries developed to a point that surprised us.

But we were not sighiseers, nor were we anthropolo-
gists, and we spent litlle time along the trail, We were
interested in renching Mang in the shortest time possible,

To & layman our safaxi might. not have been uninterest.
ing. The porters were XKonombwa men, searcely any un-
dex six feet and one towering to six feet five inches, for I
measured him. Ile was the 1allest native I had ever seen,
and I was not surprised when Von larden selected him for
his gun bearer. Crossing streams he was equally useful in
toting Von Harden and keeping those precious beots dry,
boots that now were beginning to bake out, crack, and give
evidence of the sun’s penetraling power. Cracked or not,
the boots seemed to Herr Major the alpha and omega of
his existence, He seorned our gum sneakers.

The porters’ arms up past the elbows were hidden by
long rows of glittering brass bracelets, their ankles were
gimilaxly encased, their hair was entwined with cowxis
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ghells and hammered brass ornaments, and with a long,
wavering Tow of nincty black, shining hodies slithering
through the bush, we made a fascinating picture, Now that
we actually were under way, the only accoutrement each
native wore was his precious bag of fetishes around his
neck,

Behind me was the head man keeping up a chant to
which the followers kept time, and usually off to one side
gtrutted our personal servants, who did not want even the
hyenas to suspect them of being carriers,

The country was rough and uneven, we were in a long
range of small hills, the days became hotter and the nights
colder, fast travel was exhausting, yet we kept on.

Noontimes we rested—wisely enough Von Harden was
being considerate—but early mornings and late af ternoons
found us plunging shead, River fordings were a godsend,
for after the fetish man had waded in and churmed what-
ever crocodiles might be near, we used the few minutes of
crogsing to enjoy a bath. All save Von Ilarden, who would
look back disdainfully at us from the majestic height of his
porter’s head,

Mangu I remember chiefly because we changed carriers
again, which meant more confusion, more turmeil in choos-
ing our personal servants. They were another crowd of
Konkombwas, specially picked men, and I was glad to see
that as we went out of the station each man was now wear-
ing over his shoulder his sheaf of arrows and a bow. We
were getting up into the territory where German law was
unknown; the gun and the poisomed arrow ruled. I was
happy, and I think Miiller and Rodenbach were also, for
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the sooner we gol into the territory we sought, the sooner
we would make permanent camps and they could get to
work,

As for Von Ilarden, we paid little atlenlion to him,
Unless it was to wonder at his persistence in wenring hig
military uniform and sweltering under o high collar, Yet
he would not give himseif relief, I laid it to stubbornness,
Miiller said it was the resnit of his lifelong mililary train-
ing, He was inflexible; he never bent.

‘We had only eighty carriers now, the boxes were shaken
down, and when we left Mangu the resident commissioner
came along with us to the edge of the French frontier,

This land above Mangu was the hunter’s paradise, We
stirred up large flocks of guinea fowl, ducks, leal, and
ihough Hear Major did augment our diet by aid of his
sholgun, the clephants, rhinos, and an occasional lion we
wmight bave bogged went unmolested, The fine Mauser
went unused, We were big-game hunlers, yet we shot no
big game,

Most nights we camped out in the open with a circle
of fives guarding us from the prowling eyes that scemed
everywhere about, Noondays we would find shelter, usu-
ally under o bachab tree, and while we slept the porters
would stone down bats to make themsclves » vile-gmelling
slew that I long since had tried and found wanting.

The country was wilder with every kilometer. Villages
were fewer, and though we avoided many, those through
which we passed were noteworthy for the way in which
they had been built, Each was a fort in itself, each held the
communal corn bins, the large storages of yams and other
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foodstuils, huge vats of waler, and each night the cows,
fowls, and pigs would be driven in to dleep with their own-
as. They, In turn, slept on their poisoned axvows, for in
this country raiding parlies from Dahomey, the Upper
Volta, and even Ashanti, were a commonplace. Nor did
the natives forego a frequent raiding party on their own.

Each day seemed hotter than the one before. We were
crossing a chain of rolling hills, but the sun still bore down
with unrelenting fury. To add to our troubles, the natives
were burning over their fields. The result was that for long
hours we could not escape 2 wind-blown, sultry smoke that
crowded our Jungs and sent us into violent coughings. At
times the sun was almost blotted out, but we kept on.

I was nol unhappy when the day came that the com-
missioner balted on the broad bank of the Oti and pointed
across:

“Here is the Rubicon,” he said. “The opposite bank is
under the French flag,”

I gave close attention to the others as they came up.

Miiller was uging his hammock more frequently, but he
appeared to be in good condition, ITe was just as fat, but it
seemed 2 hard, muscle fat now, and like all of us he was
tonned as deep & brown as the earth over which we
trudged. He was still sweating and mopping, but he took
his discomfort with a laugh.

Rodenbach was as indifferent as ever. He had walked
most of the way, and as one might have expected, no
sooner would we strike a camping place than his wheezing
snore would be well started by the time the last of the
carriers came up. He still smoked, peered through his thick
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glasses, and bis lounging, untidy form was as stooped ag
ever, 1 don't think he spoke one hundred words to anybody
from Mangu Lo the frontier,

When Herr Major came up I thougll he greeted the
news with more enthusiosm than he had shown hevetofore,

“Ah,” he said, “now we can start the real expedition,
Now I can put my plans into action.”

He was all hard muscle, There wasn’t a lazy bone in him,
and I was happy to look back and realize that since Mangu
he had been much more human, though he had pushed us,
He let me run my end of the trip, and beyond laying out 5
course with him at the first erack of dawn, we had little
contact. Hlenceforth I hoped I would have no cause for
compluint.

Perhaps, also, much of my trouble with him was imagi-
nary. I wondered—but not {or long.



l QuIcKLY discovered that my hopes for amity were pre-
mature, With our entry into French territory Von Harden
took on a new lease of life. He was no longer the agreeable
member of the party he had been since Mangu. It was the
old Von Harden coming back again, stronger than ever,
and as I saw the emergence I tock a hitch in my belt and
decided that the game was not yet done,

During the first noonday stop he approached me.

“] stood off at one side this morning,” he said, “snd
watched this crowd pass—it might have been an army
battalion. But no, a battalion wouldn't make so much dust
and noise.”

He was looking at the porters, and X had occasion again
to notice his high, tight military collar over which the
flesh at the back of his neck bulged and accentuated his
closely cropped bullet head.

“So, beginning this afternoon, we will stop all singing
in the ranks. These damned niggers are crazy. They will
march four abreast from now on.”

“They won’t stand for it,” I spoke up.

He removed his eyepiece, polished it carefully, then
screwed it back inko his eye, tapped his hoot with his riding
crop, and after a sufficient interval, spoke again.

81
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“They will stand lor anything if « man is hehind them
with a rifle.”

So lhis was his idea. The Belgin Congo melhods ol
over again, Bul now L was getting wiser, IEhe wanted war,
T had determined 1o let him beat himself, 1 would offer
only feeble opposition,

“Do you think so? I don’t. They never heard of o safprd
marching four abreast, they couldn’t go on without sing-
ing, and if you think the presence of a rifle will cow these
Konkombwas, youre wrong, They’ve been the last iribe
to bend to German rule, they—->

“Ye—s! Nagel, I'm not asking your advice, I'm order-
ing you. Four abreast and no singing.”

“Yery good. Bul you try the rifle idea and you'll get a
poisoned arrow hefore you can gel your rille to your
shoulder.”

“Y(""sl”

“Ye__s!”

“Well, Nagd, so long us the amrows are from the front,
TN lake my chances will all Lhai come,” Ile looked at
me with a half sncer, “All of them,” he repeated.

As we were preparing to start, he heckoned to me, He
wag standing ai the head of Lhe procession.

“Tell them,” he said, “that T want them to march four
abregst. I'll form them, and they are to keep the forma-
tion. And tell them nothing else,” he added. I was forced
to smile. 8o he suspected the flight up from Atakpame
was my doing,

“Yery good, Herr Major.”

I clicked my heels and walked away. Now we'd see some



ATRICAN INTRIGUE 83

excitement, I vowed I would not interere, though I
couldn't keep the insolence out of my voice. The man was
infuriating me again, I was gelting to the place where T
couldn’t be in his presence without bristhng, Why couldn’t
he let me run the job I had been Lired for?

I told Soko, my headman, what the bwana had in mind,
and he replied that the porters would rebel. They had pever
marched four abreast, they could understand nothing but
the usual single file. And as for the singing, they wouldn't
geare big game away.

Of course Soke could understand; he was the only black
man with the brains of a white. That was why he was a
headman. The others were little better than pack horses.
As for himself, he saw the wisdom—

“All right,” T cut him short. I had heard the same pro-
cedure before on a dozen sefars, the African black never
changes, “*I know what a great man you are. You just tell
the others, Tell them to do cxuctly as the bwana says.”

He walked away shaking lis head and called the sub~
headmen to him. A moment later the camp was in a tur-
moil, A palaver was on. They shouted at the tops of their
voices, They screamed, waved their arms, stamped their
feet, groaned, heat their breasts, and one went 5o far ag to
throw himself on the ground and roll over and over,

. Meanwhile Von Harden had been standing to one side,
watching. A smile was playing about the corners of his
mouth, his riding crop was beating the familiar barrage
against a brightly polished boot. I was beginning to wish
be and his precious boots were in hell. After the episode
of the chief, and now this latest affsir, I had my doubts
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that the trip would tumn out the peacelul aflsir 1 had de.
termined to mahe it

Miiller and Rodenbach were nowhere to be seen, They
had gone off Lo a near-by stream to wash,

Pinally Von Ilarden tived of the blacks' exhibition,
Without & word he went to & chop box and extracted 5
pistol and belt which he strapped around his waist, I
looked at him incredulously. I had » sickening fear of what
was coming.

“Now, Nogel, you tell the niggers the sooner they obey
orders the better for them. Understand? Tell them just
that.”

“Very good, Herr Major.”

For a moment the porters looked at him through un-
comprehending eyes. They had never seen o white man
make such threateniog gestures, IL was sbrange but it was
real, They looked again, ITe was drawing on g cigarette
while one hand rosted on his pistol bult. There was not a
glimraer of play-acting in iy meke~up. They sensed that he
would nol shy from going through with what he had
starled,

He took the four men nearest him and with much shov-
ing and prodding berded them into place, Then four more
behind, and so on, with much confusion, until he had the
entire party lined up, There was no sign of aniagonism,
only mutters and frightened looks at his pistol, He turned
toward me with a smile to show the ease with which he had
done it. “See, it is eagy, once you show who is boss,” his
gestures said.
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But if I knew the African psychology the episode wonld
have o repercussion. The blacks have Jong memorics when
they want to exert them. And I would have wagered any-
thing that the play was not done. Ilerr Major was fondling
dynamite, The last thing a foreigner in Africa. should do
is to menace a native with a pistol. It showed that Von
Harden was weak. But here again 1 had tried to point out
his tactical error and had been rebuffed. Now he wounld
learn for himself.

. “Nagel,” he shouted to me, “you tell them to pick
up their boxes and retain these positions, They are to
march in exactly this order.” I hesitated a moment. I
was wondering how I could in some small measure smooth
it over. “ Go on,” he suddenly snapped, “go on, tell them.”

That decided me. I'd tell them and let him take the
consequences,

“YVery good, Herr Major.”

I turned to Soko, when we were interrupted by a voice
behind us coming [rom the direction of the stream.

“What kind of foolishness is this?” It was in English,
and I looked around, surprised. It was Rodenbach. He was
standing in the trail, his arms akimbo, his lanky form
stooping over, and his small eyes pecring at the display
through his thick glasses. Miiller stood behind him, a look
of blank astonishment on his rubicund face.

“What the hell is it?*”* Rodenbach repeated.

“Herr Major is going to march them like this,” I said,
interested in the new turn of events.

“Well, for God’s sake, this is absolutely the silliest thing
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1 have seen in twenty-four years in Afrien.” 1is head wag
shaking slowly back and forth. Then he turned his squint.
ing eyes on Von Harden,

“Yes,” Terr Major broke in challongingly, “they’re
going to march just like this, Any comments?™

“No, no," Rodenbael went on slowly with overemphasis,
“no, I haven't any comnients.”

“No, no,” T heard Miiller break in apologetically. He
was forcing a smile and hastily stepped forward, “I think
iUs & good iden. Yes, of course, ba, ha, ha,” he laughed,
but nobody joined him,

Instead of thanking him for his support, Von Harden
glared al the botanist, whose sinile disaopeared as he edged
nervously behind Rodenbach. Tt was sucl a typical gesture
of Miler the peacemaker that I think it angered us rather
han helped. L didn’t want him Lo inferfere, Somothing wag
coming between Von Tarden and Rodenbach, and I didn’t
wanl to see il haltod,

“They're going to march like this because in single file
thoy ereate too much dust,” Von Tlarden said. * Further
more, il took ug filleen minules today to pass a given
point. We can't get anywhere that wuy, Everybody in the
district will know we're here,”

“Everybody will know it anyhow,” Rodenbach said.
““An expedition like this can’l be kept secrel. A native
tracker crossing our Lrail len miles back can tell how many
have passed.” .

“These niggers make more dust than a battalion,” Von
Harden interrupted him. “I’ve marched in maneuvers
with—"
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“Nol in Africa,” Rodenbuch Inoke in half angrily,
“You're always lalking army, You can’t bring aymy meth-
ods oul here.”

“If we had more simy methods oul here and fewer
insipid, mollycoddling civilians, Togoland would be the
better for it.”

“You fool with them, then. But when you get a spear
through you, don’t come to me, And gel rid of that pistol
—you'll turn ther all against you. No one out here would
think of threatening natives like that.”

“Qh, gentlemen, gentlemen.” It was Miiller, “Think
first of our duty to the Fatherland., Let personalities stay
out of this trip. We have a great duty. Please, please.”
He was waddling froxm one to the other, wringing his hands,
and I thought any moment he might burst inlo tears,
“Please, geullemen, plesse,”—~penitent and apologetic,
that was Miiller. Bul they kept on.

Rodenbach wus declaring himsell, and though T said
nothing bui, was conlent Lo wait out Von ITarden bringing
trouble upon himself, I could not help but feel that now
my attilude toward him was vindicaled. ITe was a fool, he
was arrogant, and it was nol, all my imaginings,

Mesnwhile the porlers had deserted their ranks with
a palaver equal in intensity to Von Harden and Roden-
bach, and before either of the principals noticed them they
were again lying in the shade of the tree under which we
had halted.

Neither side would give in, and yet, eventually, they
reached a stalemate. How it came about I do not know, for
1 was sitting on a rock thinking what a hell of a way this
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was for a salari Lo proceed. Again they resumed, and
ngain I went buck 10 my doubls over the suceess of the
Lrip, whea suddenly Tsat up like a shol. The means of my
rousing came like a thunderelap, I heard Von Tarden;

., send you hack.”

That touched off the fireworks. I saw the bent-over
form of Rodenbach stiffen to his full height; in one glant
stride he crossed the space separating them, and he bent
over Herr Major's jauntily iilted cap, his finger shaking in
the arrogant face.

“You'll send me back! You'll send Rodenbach back,
eh! Ach, mein Gott!” Suddenly he went off into French, and
I saw his face was livid. I thought he would seize Von
Tlarden by the throat. Ilis fingers were flexing, is Jong
arms hanging limply, govillaike, Iis breath came in short
jerks,

“You little whippersnapper, you bantam roosler, you
upstaxt, if I could get on a wire 1o Berlin 'd have you
packing back to your precious army before the sun went
down, your boots, your monocle, your whole bumptious
make-up.”

He stepped back; he was so angered he couldn’t speak,
Then suddenly he leaped forward ageain and thrust his
finger out until he almost struck Von Iarden on the nose,

“You'll send me back! You should be glad I'm letting
you stay here, you and your army discipline. You talk to
Nagel the way you want, buk don’t try your jingoism on
me or T'll break you in two here and in Berlin, Now you
think it over and do your damnedest.”

He turned and walked away, and as he did Von Harden,
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with a familiar gesture, loudly eleared his throat and
gpat. I thought at thal moment that Von Ilarden had been
quelled, but T was wrong. e came over {0 me smiling and
pert as ever,

“Nagel, can you blow a bugle?™

“A bugle . .. whal . , . a bugle? I don't know.” The
question took me off my feet, I couldn’t understand what
he was talking about.

“A bugle, dummkopf.” In a flash his smile vanished, he
was sneering. “Don’t you know what a bugle isp”

So he was taking it out on me, was he? Rodenbach
had beaten him, and he was venting his spite on me, Well,
I'd show him. My resolutions vanighed in a flash, I went
to work with an cagerness that surprised me.

Ijumped to my fecl, unbuckled my pistol belt and threw
it on the ground, my helmet and net following, Then T
starled taking off my shirl. Since the Lrip started I had
saved it up, Now he was going o get it.

“No, I can’t blow a bugle, but I'm going to smash
your—"

Miiller thrust hig fat little body between us.

“No, Fritz, no, Fritz, don’t lct us have any trouble.
This is awful, Think first of our duty to the Fatherland.
Oh, this is awful!” He was wringing his hands and pleading
while the tears ran down his cheeks. Now he was erying.

Von Harden wasn’t feazed. He paid not the slightest at-
tention to my threats, Instead he was smiling and puffed
up as ever.

“Then I ought o have a whistle,” he said. “It’s the
only way to keep these people in order.”
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“Why don’t you get & hovse and u sword?™ I shot baek,
“Maybe you're Napoleon,” as 1 attempted 1o butt Ml
ler’s fat stomach out of the way,

Von Harden broke into a lnugh, ** Maybe Lam,” he said,
“I'm Napoleon for this expedition, anyway, and you're o
head porter, remember that,” Iy face wis smiling, but T
could see the redness in the voll of flesh that huug over
the top of his tight military collar; sweal wis running down
from his closely cropped head.

“Don’t let Rodenbach make you the goat,” he said,
“He is the geologist on this trip, but remember your
place.”

Somehow that sneering smile of his took the belligereney
oul of me, Slowly I lel Miiller push me back. I was hutton-
ing up my shirt when Von arden spoke again,

“Don’t act like o child,” he suid, “and when J speak
to you civilly I expeel o eivil unswer, Remember, we oan
get o head porler any time,”

“Con you!” L answered, *Try iL” 1 had eontrol of
myself now. 1 had been a fool 1o let go, I'd wait him out.
The jungle would beat him, and 1'd stend by watching,

“If you want lo slay on this safari you'll be eivil 1o
me and remember your place, Do you want o stay?™

I reached down for my belt and smiled—my place. So
he wouldn’t fight a menial, Perhaps onc day he’d have to.

“Do you,” he shot back, “do you?”

“Yes,” I answered. “Certainly I want to stay. 1 want
to see the jungle get you."” He turned away, ignoring me.

“Then form these niggers again. We're going on in
praper marching order.”
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T was so angry that 1 did exactly what he said. T wanted
to ask what would happen when we got oul of the open
country where walking even Lwo abreast would be impossi-
ble, but I suid nothing, 1 wanted him to cook his own
goose.

I enlled Soko. e told me the men were all on my side,
yet they would do what the bwana said, With much mut-
tering they picked up their chop boxes and soon were
stonding as quictly as natives can ever stand.

“Forward,” Von Harden suddenly shouted. I looked
at him and distinetly saw him raise his right leg in the
goose step. Xe was 2 man past my comprehension. Nothing
daunted him. There was something superb about him, as
much as T hated him.

“March!” he shouted,

1 glanced Lo the rear and saw Miller coming along, Ile
was hall stumbling, ball running, mopping al his neck,
is face seemed to have aged years with the incidents of
{he afternoon, and as he drew nearer I saw that he had lost
all the enthugiosm he had regained al Sokode, T did nol like
his looks. Tnslead of going forward he should have heen
hending for Mangu., We would have Lrouble with him,

Ashe passed me he said, “Please, Herr Nagel, don’t have
any more arguments with him. You don’t know how all
this will end. Oh, please do what he ssys, It is only for a
short time.”

Poor Miiller, had he but known.

Again T looked to the rear and saw Rodenbach coming
up in his hammock. As he passed I stepped forward to
speak to him when I heard a familiar noise. He was snoring.
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Then I ran forward to the head of the procession, pick-
ing up Soko and my gun heurer on the way und drawing
out my field glass,

The men behind me weee coming along four abregst,

“Bwana,” Soko said, “the men won’t keep this up.
They think the white master is bewilehed.”

“So do L” I answered. “We'll soon know. Come on,
Go to the right of that hill away up ahead. I think I see
# narrow pass there.”

But the narrow pass was more my wish than my dis-
covery. When we got to the base of the hill the country
stretched before us, wide and open.

Von Harden had won, The tramp—tramp—trarmp con-
tinued behind me.



THE following day we struck a wide trail and were con-
tinuing along it when suddenly a native appeared ahead
of us, took a frightened look at our massed formation, and
melted into the bush. Soko said it was to be expected,

A kilometer farther on the man appeared again accom-
panied by three others, who looked on incredulously for
some moments before coming forward. They told us there
was & villuge ahead and we would be welcome, They were
Burbas, o lazy, dicty people.

We exchanged preliminary salutations. We would be
glad to visit the chief, of whom we had heard much, of his
munificence, the beauty and great number of his wives, and
his great wisdom, With that story going ahead of ug I feit
we could not go wrong. I knew African chiefs. Meanwhile
we had news of good hunting prospects for him. Only that
morning we had passed a large herd of wildebeests grazing
in an open plain. They weren’t half a meal away.

We gave each of our guests a cup of salt, and they were
gone, Soon they returned. The chief was preparing to
welcome us. More salt and more dashing away ahead of
us again, This was part of the usual ceremony and would
continue until we arrived at the village.

Eventually we rounded & turn, and it stood before us.
98
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The huts were the usual muud-and-thateh hovels, e
people grimy and shiltless, eatile and fowl everywhere
underfoot.

A crowd of childven and women came out {o mect us
and whooped and yelled as we cume in. A danee was im-
mediately organized to bid us weleome, and while the
drums thundered and rolled we stood and waited, glad
when it was finished, Under a tree in the center of the
seltlement the chief had set out his gilis for us- several
calabashes of milk, fowls, eggs, and the side of a freshly
killed pig.

On behalf of the white men T accepted and voiced my
appreciation in a neat speech which had to do with the
king’s munificence, the beauty and greut number of his
wives, and Lis greal wisdomi. In reply he 1oid me thal not
in. all Africa was there another chicl so good to his people,
Ie was modest about the number and beauly of his
wives, bul he was sure thal whalever L had heard had
been underestimated, and be agreed with me that he was
exceeding wise,

1 pregented him wilh ten pounds of sall, several small
hunting knives in leather holslers, and u pair of old gaiters
ihat in some way had been packed with my equipment,
Rodenbach gave him o wirror, and Muller loewted an
unnecessary magnifying glass whicl pleased him highly.
Von Harden gave him nothing, nor did ke give any en-
couragement to me save that we were to be ready to re-
sume the trek in a half hour. Ele would have no part in
the foolishness, and lest we should bave another incident
of & native laying his hands on an officer of the German
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Army, he went ahead with Soko and waited for us on
the outskirts of the village,

Meanwhile our porters huiled the opporlunity to get
down to some serious gambling, Each had an accumuls-
tion of wealth—we followed the usual custom and paid
them ofl ench night, o cup of salt aplece—and soon a
form of dice was under way.

These men would strain and perspire for hours for a
cup of salt and lose it on one toss of the cowrie shells,
Tt was second nature to them to gamble, not so much that
they might win and retire, for the game seldom ended
until one man had won everything, but because they liked
the thrill of chance taking. I have seen hundreds of them
come home from long safaris with nothing more to show
for their ebsence than a new song to sing or a new wound
to cxhibit.

Our men were no exceptions, By the time the last had
come in & dozen ganes were under way, each participant
shoutling andl doncing, Those who weren’t playing might
be bartering about for tidbits, & ew would snatch a mo-
menl’s sleep, and slill others would find divertissements
in certain huts at the edge of the village. The stop might
be for a brief half hour, but they were content. They
knew how to concentrale their pleasures into small doses,
They were children, happy and care-free, content so long
as they were amused. Today was today, and tomorrow
might never come,

Rodenbach and Miiller spent their time with me and
the chief, who insisted upon extending to us the lesser
amenities of his harem—African style. He was presenting
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cach of his nincleen wives to us and recounting in detuil
thelr individual idiosynerusies in matiees maritul, At the
momenl only five were pregnant, and he hoped we woyld
not consider this a reflection on his virility.

He was fat, middle-aged, and inclined to violent and
strange noises,

As we were leaving, he explained that his munificence
was more than a matter of conversation. Should we wigh,
there were activities open to us that would put us in
better condition for ihe trail ahead. Not in the royal
abode, of course, nor among the commonplace of {he vil-
lage. There was a certain class, hard to define, neophytes,
perhaps, for the royal harem, where we would be wel.
comed. His philosophy was all work and no play, ete,,,,

I was trying to plan an advoit refusal when I heard
Rodenbach:

*Come on, Milller, here’s our chanee.” Then he turned
to the chief and spoke in Bewee: “My friend thanks you,
He wants a young, {at one,”

The chief besmed. *“The fattest one he shall bave,” ho
angwered.

Tlooked at Miiller and found him the pictare of distress,
He had sensed Rodenhacl’s conversation. Nor did the
chief’s wide grin and look of approval cscape him,

“But, no, Herr Doktor,” he said, “ach, no.” He tried
to laugh it off, but Rodenbach was adamant, Ile took
the rotund littls hotanist by the arm and returned to the
hut, where the chief was already shouting at the inmates,

“This is what you need, Miller. Better than all the
medicine , , ?

n 'I
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“No, Herr Doktor,” Ie wags serfously frightened now.
“Y have a family . . . ach, Herr Dokior . .. as Rodenbach
continued pulling him forward, *‘Ach, please, no, no, no.
... IIis eyes were slaring, he looked pleadingly at me,
but I had too much irouble hiding my amusement to be
of assistunce,

Meanwhile the chicf had relurned to the door of the
hut, his arm around the waist of 2 badly scared young girl
whose girth was so prodigious as to dwarf Miiller’s,

“Tell him here is my treasure,” the chief said to Roden-
bach.,

“This girl only likes fat men,” Rodenbach translated.
*“She saw you when we first came and asked the chief to
bring you back, Come vn, Miller, you can’t refuse a
chief.” Again he scized him by the srm and started pull-
ing him [orward when Miiller's protests became violent.
Ile struck at Rodenbach, his fuce livid, “No, no, no,” he
kept shouting. “T have a family in ILamburg, no, noe,
think of my fumily. ...”

Finally he wriggled out of the geologist’s grasp, and
the last wo sawv of him he was disappearing around the
corner of a hut faster than I ever thought he could move.

Rodenbach wes convulsed with laughter, the chief
looked on wonderingly, and I was nonplussed as to how
we could withdraw without hurling the royal pride.

Rodenbach wasn’t worried at all. He was holding his
sides and laughing. It seemed he was no respecter of dig-
nity.

Meanwhile I had been thanking the chief, who was look-
ing at us askance. The girl, thankful for her deliverance,
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had disappeared into the hut. Suddenly I realized that
the hest way to handle the situation was by a prompt, with-
drawal, and loking Rodenbach by the arm I agnin stam.
mered my thanks for the chiel’s offer of haspitality and
retired in some confusion,

When we lefi the royal presence T saw the chief standing
in the doorway with the nineteen gathered avound him,
gadly sheking his head after us. We were beyond his under-
standing.

We found Von Harden and Miiller at the far end of the
village, and ag we came up there was a twinkle in Von Iap-
den’s eye. Evidently Miiller had been telling his troubles,
but Herr Major wisely enough did nol bring the matter
up. Immediately on secing us he was all efficiency,

His hall smile vanished fn a flash, “There i o village
about iwenty kilometers aberd necording to my maps
he said Lo me. “Avoid it, Wo will be talked shont, Form
the men, quick now.”

There were more confugion, more menacing geslurey
and black cyes flashing al Voo Iarden, bul he was oh«
Yvious of them.

“Northeast, northeast, Nagel. Look for a. river.”

T ran shead of the party with Soko and my gun bearer
ot my heels,

Behind I heard the familiar guttural voice: “Foor-
warddd. . . march!”

Somelime thst afternoon we got off the trail and con-
tinued overland toward a chain of xolling hills, dim and
shimmering under the sweltering sun. The ground around
us was uneven, filled with bushes and low, stunted trees,
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and, occasionally, broad open spaces, Before I knew it the
men had reverled to single file, and as Von Harden had
replaced me up ahead on the Jookout for a eamping place,
I'lel them remain so,

On and on and on we went, winding and twisting along
a dry river bed that was parched and searing to the touch,
1 wondered about Herr Major in his tight-fitting white
coat and high military boots. We were broiling in the
loosest of coverings, but he might have been on parade.
There wes no let-down in his rigid military discipline,
either for us or for himself. Never did he change char-
acter, never did he relax. He was incxorable. He was the
typical iron-willed Germon Army officer.

Suddenly my gun bearer called my attention to several
brown patches on the ground under a withered cotton-
wood tree. They were sleeping lions. As we came cloger
one got our wind aud sloud up, gnzing drowsily at us,

“No,” I shook my head. “By and by we'll shoot.”

The native looked cutiously at me, and I heard him
pessing the word along that there were lions on the left
but I had refused to shoot them. The day before Von
Harden had watched a buffalo Aghting a leopard and had
similarly refused to nse his gun. This episode of mine
started an argument in the ranks that continued for several
kilometers. What kind of big-game hunters were we that
we refused to shoot?

I knew what was agitating the blacks. It was customary
on safaris to reward the men over and shove their contract
agreement in the event of bringing back a full bag, and
here were opportunities we were letting go by. They were
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losing out on their expected bonnses. Most hunters would
have been pleased at the prospects we refused, The blacky
could not understand ws. Tunters and not hunting,

And as for their suspicions, I was visioning again that
scene in Sokode when Von Iarden had vevealed the pur-
pose of the trip to me and I had asked an all-important
question, to be curtly squelched. I wondered now if the
porters were asking themselves the same guestion. Per-
haps our lives would depend upon the answer Here Major
had refused to make,

We were virtual spies in enemy territory. We were
hunters, yet we weren't hunting—the blacks jabbered
ominously among themsclves. What kind of & trip wera
they on?

‘We eamped that night sround the base of u small hill
which Von Harden had selected. ITo was to ho on the sum-
mit, we whites on a plane lower down, and the blacks in
a full civele below us, It made me think of a feudal baron’s
estate along the Rhine,

As we camo up and found Von Iarden awaiting us, I
noticed he looked carcfully at the men, a scowl coming
over his features, He lost no time,

“Nagel, come here.” He sauntered away from the others
up to his tent on top of the knoll, and I {elt like a small
boy in school about to be eaned. Obediently I followed.

A sufficient distance and snddenly he turned wpon me.
“These men were not marching the way I had formed
them."

“True, the ground—1"

“I am not interested in excuses, When I give an order
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T expect you to carry il out. Every day you are disobeying
me. As o consequence of your latest dereliction 1 am forced
Lo make a note lo Herr von Krocke Lo fine you when you
are paid ot the conclusion of the irip. If we were not so
far along, L would have no hesitaney in sending you back.
Another misstep on your purl and 1 will. That is all,”

I wanted to laugh in his face. I could not imagine Von
Krocke fining me once I explained our Potsdam general’s
latest innovation, Instead, I thought he might reward me
for not walking out on Von Harden when he had inlerfered
with my department and demanded that the men march
four abreast. The poriers were my charges, he had re-
pealedly reminded me. But I said nothing, I took his
dressing-down in what I considered the proper penitent
gpivit. I was learning. Passive submission, I think my des
meanor has since been called.

Coming dowu from hiy hill, [ noticed the ground crum-
bled under my foot. T looked at it. It secmed frm enough,
but I stamped with my heel and it yielded. That wos
intercaling. X walked around to the far side and stamped
again, The same result. I scraped the carth away and
found it honeycombed. There was bul one meaning,

I looked up suddenly and found Von Harden standing
over me, His precious riding boots were in his hand, and
beside him was Soko, to whom he was giving instructions
for their cleaning,

Soko had been watching me closely, He had seen what
caused me to smile,

Suddenly he spoke, not to me but to Von Harden, He
forgot that Von Harden couldn’t understand Eewee.
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“Nagel,” Von [larden said to me, “you tell this nigger
not Lo speak 10 me. 1f he has something Lo say, he should
fell it to you and you bring it to me in the proper way.”
He turned away from us and walhed into hiy tent.

Soko looked after him in surprise,

“Why does he walk awny?™ he asked.

“Because you shouldn’t speak to hin, He Is the great
white bwana, and if you have something to say, he says
you should say il to me firsl,”

“Buh!” Soko waved his arms and shouted, bringing
several of his headmen on the run. “1 am not a porter.
I am a headman.”

“Yes, but he is the great white bwana.”

“Is he the greatest white bwans?”

“He thinks so.”

“Bah!...”

e went away mutlering and grambling with his nides,

T went immedialely 1o find Rodenbach, “U'ni not, sleeps
ing in my lent tonighl,” L said, “My men are rigging my
hommock on the Lent poles.”

(‘Why?”

1 told him of the ground crumbling as T eare down from
Von Harden’s tent and of Soko’s aitempl to warn him.
If I had any doubts of his fuiling e he quickly dissipated
them,

“It will serve him right,” he said. “Don’t spoil it by
saying anything, I'll handle Miiller. We'll all sleep in
hammocks.” He went away chuclling, in search of the
botanist.

Two hours later, as I made my last round of the camp,
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T saw them swaying gently in their hammocks, Above me
Von Harden’s lent slood oul, a dull mass against a gtar-
filled sky. Below me a chain of fires circled the hill, The
natives were grumbling. I listened o moment and caught
snatches of “hunters” and *no shoot, no shoot.” The day
before we had gone out of our way to avoid & large village,
and they got no opportunity for gambling, Never before
had they gone on such a safari, They were worried.

An hour or so before dawn a terrific din on the hill
awakened me. It was Von Harden. I looked up quickly
and saw'him rush out of his tent waving his arms and
yelling. I reached over to Rodenbach. He was already
awake, and as I stepped 1o the ground I saw the fat little
body of Miiller shoot up suddenly to a sitting position.

“What is it?” he said, “What is it? Oh, Fritz! Are we
attacked? Oh! oh! oh!”

“Shut up,” Rodeubach sunpped at him. e turned to
me. “Yere it comes,” ho said, soto voce, “This is the best
purt of the trip.”

Von Harden was charging down the hill. Already the
blacks were stirring around the dying fires,

“Nagel, Nagel, Rodenbach, get those god-damned nig-
gers up.” Then he went off into French and ended with a
touch of low Spanish.

He was rubbing his erms and body, dancing up and
down, and I saw that he had been wearing pajamas which
now were strung out in shreds behind him,

“Nagel, Rodenbach, Mitller, God damn it! God damn
il

“Well, what is it?” I asked finally.
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“Oht*” e saw me and came toward my hammock,
 Dummkogf, cochon, why did you let me sleep in that
tent? Why? Answer me, why?” He was like o madman,
slapping al his body and writhing, half naked.

“Fritg, Fritz.” 1t was Muller. Ile was near loars,
“What has happened? Oh, Fritzt”

“What's the matter with you?” 1 asked Von Harden,

“Matter!” he exploded. “Matter enough! That tent ig
full of ants, I'm full of ants, my nose, my ears, between
my toes, everywhere—anis. . , .’

Rodenbach made a noise that might have heen a
sneeze, though I thought il wasn’t. I was having a hard
enough time irying to keep my composure.

“The anls were in the hill under you. Soko iried to
tell you about it, and you wouldn’t listen.”

“What’s that you say?” Ile lovked al me, hul the
slapping did not stop.

*Soko tried to tell you, but you wouldn’t listen,”

*“No matter!” He was off again, shouling uproariousty,
“Get some men up there to luke my ecquipment out,
Everything is filled with ants,” Ile went off inlo o {renzy
of cuxsing,

“Say,” suddenly shouted Rodenbach, “must you walke
us up? Why don’ you go away and let us sleep? We
haven’t any ants, Have we? Miuller, Muller,” ai the top
of his voice, “oh, Miiller, have you any ants?™

Miiller was not in the same mood. Again he was pan-
icky. “Please, gentlemen, don’L be that way with cach
other. We must have harmony. How can we sueceed , .,
Please! Please!”
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“No, Miiller hasn't any ants,” Rodenbach shouted out.
“Now go away and let me sleep.” He turned his back on
Herr Major, volled over, pulled the blankets up about
him, and sighed.

I went up to Von Harden’s tent, Now I was reaping
the reward. I was happy to have been awakened.

I pulled up the tent stakes and hauled the eanvas
down the far sides of the hill. Then I went back and found
Von Harden rooting about in the confusion while a servant
held a blazing torch. Others were carrying away equip-
ment. Everyone was chattering and yelling, down helow
the main encampment of blacks was a pandemonium.
Everyone was excited save Rodenbach and myself, I
looked back, and there, swaying in the slight breese,
was the elongated hammock of the geologist. He hadn’t
bothered to get up. I suspected he was already snoring,
Miiller was somewhere in the mass of people around me.

Suddenly above the din T heard Von Harden’s voice,
louder than before. This time it was German that was not
leatmed in a military school,

“Look,” he was bellowing, “look what they did, Get
me some oil. Get me some oil, Burn the hill down, Burn it
down.” He was screaming, “Look, dummkopf,” he shouted
when I reached him, “Look at this! Look what you did!”

He was holding his riding boots. They didn’t seem
natural. I looked closer. Then I saw what had happened.

Each boot was in two pieces. The ants had eaten the
linen thread holding the sole as easily as though it had
been silk, The leather they had not touched. Von Harden
was standing there, swearing with the full power of his
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Tungs, the Lops of the hoots in one hand and the soleg in
the other, They were useless, There was nothing we could
do on the Leail. The precious hools were heyoud repair,

1 pushed my way through the crowd and sought my
hammock. As I was aboul Lo elimb up into it T looked
back and in loward lhe top of the hill, At the same mo-
ment the light of a torch refllected Von Harden's monoele,

“Too damned bad they couldn’t eut thal, tvo I
said, between laughs, I rolled in my blankets, happy that
his education was beginning. o was still swearing when I
dropped off to slecp,



Momn days of sweltering heat. Overhead the sun
glared, out of an endless blue; underfoot was a shriveled
and dead esrth that grew increasingly hot as the sun rose
and made changes of clothes necessary. Around us were
fewer of the seared, stunted bushes than we had seen
heretofore. It wag o gaunt and withered country, bereft
of living things. The sun had subdued all life.

Those were days of constant tramping. The noon rest
was cut to o minimum, We kept to the trail, anxious to
find the succor that must be ahead, When we made camp
at the end of the day we were too exhausted to resurrect
the checkers, The tournament was forgotten. Once our
evening meal had heen bolted, we wearily sought our ham-
moeks, thenkful for a moment’s respite from the ines-
capable shimmer that lived in our braing long after the
sun had gone down. The darkness of night and the eold
that made us glad of our blankets were & godsend, brief
though the rest might seem.

We tried to crowd every waking moment into an ad-
vance along the trail, We started in the half light of morn-
ing, our teeth chattering. Our bodies were swathed in
blankets, but within an hour we were glad to discard them,
Yor though the sun hadn’t yet appeared its presence was

felt.
107
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Rodenbach, Miiller, und I lunged on elud only in loose-
fitling coals and Lrousvrs with gum sneakers and a helmet
compleling onr attire. But Herr Major was not in our
clags. He was ever Ure militarist in uniform.

Despite the discomfort, he was resplendent in white
slucks with blue piping down the legs. I discovered that
he had several identical white coats and an abundant
supply of white tops for his cap, Not to be restrained by
the loss of his boots, he had refused my proffer of gum
sneakers and produced & pair of alpine walking shoes,
What tortures his feet must have gone through I could
never ascertain, for there was no letling down in his
frigid veserve. He would never be a parly to the closer
companionship that Miller had hoped for. And as in
everything else into which he had blimdered, we heurd no
further reference to his rout by the ants, TL wag a closed
chapter,

Tle was stepping outb more confident and lesy tived than
any of us. 1t cume (o me that the more adverse the eomn-
try through which we marched, or {he more unforlunale
the calamities that befell him, the more wes he growing
in stature, His slep wag sure and cnergelie, he was sun-
burned & deep tan, he caried not an ounce of superfluous
flesh, and I knew he was in the pink of physical condition,
Adversity secmed the milk upon which he fed, He was
made of jron.

The monocle was ever present, the neck bulging abhove
his collar, the form-fitting coat (I once suspected he wore
corsets), and the cap at the usual jaunty angle, too. X
he perspired unduly or suffered therefrom he kept it to
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himself. I never heard him complain. 1 never recall that
he suggested we rest. It was always, “Another kilometer
before we quit—an early start now—the sooner we get in
the sooner we'll get out.” He was untiring and invincible.

But even the strongest crock goes once too often to the
well, and I stayed by him, Not so easily was I forgetting
the past. I wanted to be in at the inevitable collapse.

Farther back, shambling and sweating, would be the
fat little botanist, often walking but more often being
carried. He was finding the trail not easy going, and de-
spite his overexuberant high spirits, which came out at
odd moments, doubly reassuring us that they were a
masquerade, we saw through the ruse. My own wish was
that he could be sent back, but we were too far away from
the German frontier. I said nothing but watched him with
increasing conecern. Somewhere ahead we would strike the
jungle. There his real troubles would begin.

Rodenbach would bring up somewhere in the rear,
lounging along with his swaying, lengthy gait, and, like
Von Harden, showing no signs of tiving. He was burned to
s mohogany hue, his thick glasses were forever being
cleaned, and he had not lost his ability to sleep at a mo-
ment’s notice.

Of late he had found a new source of torment for Herr
Major. He had developed a considerable pleasure in talk-
ing to the porters during the day’s march, and since Von
Harden was anxious to be everywhere about, missing
nothing, Rodenbach saw to it that his time was well taken
up. One moment Von Harden would be at the head giv-
ing me directions, the next he would be rishing o the rear
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to find Rodenbach’s eloquence holding the natives spell.
bound.

“T wish you would stop il,” Von Harden said to him
one day. “It does nol make for discipline.”

“What? 1 can’t talk to the porters? What's the matter?
Why—why . . .” he’d splutter on perplexedly, pulling at
his scraggling mustaches.

“You are forgetting your place, You are making the
niggers forget theirs.”

“Say,” in deadly earnest, *you're & Christian, aren’t
you?”

“Yes, I am a Christian, but this. ..”

“Well, then. The Lord snys, ‘Love one another,” Now
bow can you...”

Von Harden would mutter to himself and {ind an ex-
cuse to come to Lhe head of the line, e could not handle
Rodenbach.

It was so in most things, Rodenbach either poid no
attention to Von Iarden, or would so involve him in light
banter that the original query would be lost in 4 maze of
persiflage.

But Von Harden was learning.

Qne day I found my rifle stock drying and threnlening
to crack under the sun’s blistering rays, and 1 lost no time
in bhaving it rubbed with palm oil. My actions did not
escape his keen eyes, and he sent a gervan! to borrow the
bottle while he remained in msjestic isolation within his
tent. It was a simple gesture, but I liked 1o see through it,
‘We might yet bring him around,
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The change in our surroundings came with the sudden-
ness that is true of everything with which the jungle has
to do. The day came that we topped a small hill, and there,
ghimmering in the far distance, the bush turned from
faded brown to a verdant green.

I carried the news back to Von Harden, who received
it without any trace of emotion. Miiller uttered a fervent
“thank God.” Rodenbach yawned when I told him,

Slowly we left the dry country behind, The emergence
was gradual yet sure. Green underbrush was springing up
around us, Jow bushes, and on the second day what might
have been a mirage became a towering full-leafed tree.
The following morning we were awakened by the chatter-
ing of o group of monkeys overhead; farther on we let &
snake dispute the trail with us and win, and the last ten
kilometers we covered with renewed energy.

‘We sent Soko in advance and soon had reports of a
village abead, a detour of half a day, still another on a
discovery of o sceond village, and that moment was happi-
est when we surprised a young rhino who blinked at us
then scuttled away. The river was close at hand,

The following noon we reached it. Broader than any
we had yet seen, we consulted our maps, It was the Niger,
the great river. It could be no other.

But Von Harden was not satisfied, First he must make
sure. He sent me off in one direction with & party of armed
porters while he took another, I covered a radius of ten
kilometers, and not a native or & sign of & village did I
see. Happy, I went back to the others. Soon after, Von
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Harden came in, and before e sun wend down we re-
ceived the instructions we had so long waited to hear,
clipped and unemotional though they were,

“Here we will make o permanent camp, You gentlemen
will embark upon your duties, Remember, if you get away
from this base, never break your line of comuunications,’

It was o joyful moment. We posted guards at strategic
points around us so that we could nol be approached
without warning, and a half kilometer back from the
Niger’s bank we scttled down deep in the growth of
Tuxuriant foliage.

In o twinkling cenvas floors were laid and tents put
up. A permanent cook tent was erceted, It was a plessure
again to sort out one’s equipment, to have a folding 1able
on which 1hings could be laid,

The blacks threw up grass shellers. We posted com-
panies to work each duy while the others slept, and for the
first Lime in weeks the only grumhling was over the hunt-
ing. Why were we nol hunting?

They brought us fish from the river, Von Ilprden
was afler guinen fow] with his shotgun, and I kepl myself
employed sceing to Lhe orderly running of the camp.

Our scientists lost no Lime in geiting Lo work, Soon the
tap-tapping of Rodenbach’s hammer, the filling of boitles
with esrth samples, and the pounding down of test Lubes
were commonplaces,

Miiller appeared to bloom again. His worried look dis-
appeared, and one day with 2 butterfly net, another with
endless bottles for plant samples, he was in his element,
Each night, long after the camp had retired, each of them
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would be writing in his tent; notebook after notebook
was filled under calcium lights, and outside the briefest
of fires kept the animals away and gave us the secrecy
we so much desired.

Von Harden was never still. The sccond day he dis-
covered & villege several kilometers away, the third he
found one on the opposite side of the river, well back.
He would sit for hours secluded on the river bank watching
for cances. He saw many natives but no whites, We were
safe.

Save for Von Harden’s imperishable militarism and his
cwrtness which were no more to me than to any of the
others, we got along well. And in my work about the
camp wos the solution of my wrongs at his honds, Again
I determined to wipe the slate clean, I would give him no
cauge to find fault with me,

But; we were never allowed to forget we were under a
strict disciplinarian, & militarist of the old school, Each
morning he would inspect the native quarters, be found
an cxcuse to come into my tent, and I think he would
have inspected the two scientists’ had not Rodenbach
proved too much for him,

“You can look at the niggers’ camps, but don’t come
near mine,” he said. “I’m a very disorderly person, Let
me and Miiller alone. What about it, Miiller?”

“Oh, now, Herr Doktor. Please don’t have any more
trouble, Let him do whatever he wants. Remember our
duty is to the Fatherland. We shouldn’t let personalities
+ « » oh, please, Herr Rodenbach . . .

“But, Miiller, are you going to let that fellow tell you
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how you should sleep and how many tlimwes & day you
shonld wash?”

“Please, Herr Doktor, plense, Don’t start any Lrouble,
Please, Herr Doktor,” Iis brow would wrinkle in & deep
frown, and Rodenbach would walk away smiling,

We stayed in that first camp o week, Then Rodenbach
announced that he was through; Mitller would finish that
afternoon. Von Harden gave orders to evacuste after
breakfast the following morning.

“Three more stops like this and we will be done,” I
heard him say to Milller. *I would give anything to know
the situstion in Moroceo.”

It was the first time in days I had heard him mention
the war clouds, though I knew he wag thinking of them,
because T had made an interesting discovery,

1 bad noticed now thal evenings when Muller, Rodens
bach, and I might find 2 moment to rest in n hammock
after their reports weve wrilten, e Major was never
present, Nov was he sleeping, e way always in his tont,
his slim figure outlined in shadow as he sat writing over
his desk or pacing the floor, back and forth, back and
forth, a cigarstte hetween his lips, his hands clasped be-
hind him. I thought again of Napoleon. One morning, as
he was inspecting the natives’ quarters, I found an ex-
cuse to enter his tent.

Pinped on one side of the canvas were several maps,
the same one of France I had seen before, and with it
athers in smaller dotail: Alsace, Belgium, the defences of
Liége, Namur, one heavily marked “secret,” “the de-
fenses of Paris,” and others, On the desk lay several
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books whose titles were in keeping: Cewalry Tactios,
Feeding an Avmy Afield, Morale of the German Soldisr,
and The Rond 1o Puris,

He wag incotrigible. Yet he was typical of a caste, and
with his type ruling the Fatherland in 1911 I wondered what

*would be the future of Germany. The militarists were too
anxious to fight. One day they would be accommodated,
But what of us Germans who were not of the army?

For two days we skirted the bank of the river, a guard
well ahead to warn us of oncoming canoes, another be-
hind to see that we were not followed. The country was
rough and uneven; we made our own trail, avoiding vil-
lages.

Fortunately, for I had wondered aboub it when we
started and feared the eflects on the nalives, Von Harden
snapped o command that the porters should march single
file,

“Until we strike open country,” he amended brusquely,

Miiller now was in a seventh heaven, Not a kilometer
could we cover that he wos able to keep up with the main
body. He was forever jumping off the trail: a new flower,
a kind of bush he hadn’t seen before, everything drew his
interest, Sweating and mopping seemed to be a pleesure to
him. His notebhook was never idle, nor were the porters
assigned to him, who were forever being called back to
him to pack away new specimens in their chop boxes,

And if they thought that as fast as our foodstuffs were
used up their boxes would remain empty, they were
gorely disappointed. A thirty-pound box of salf when
emptied was quickly filled with forty pounds of Miiller’s



116 AFRICAN INTRIGUR

shrubs, or, worse still, Rodenbach’s rocks, for he was ag
husy as the botanist. Tap-tapping, sounding every rock
and corrying away samples, analyzing cvery water hole
and bottling specimens, the porters were having no easy
time.

On we went, and never did we meet a living person
until the third day, when Von Harden brought us abruptly
into a village on the edge of a clearing.

“We need eggs and milk,” he said to me, “You barter
for them, Don’t get me into it. I don’t want to meet the
niggers.”

“Very good, Herr Major.” I was glad to hear him being
more reasonable. We badly needed a change from our
tinned-food diet.

“And don’t let our men stop to gambic,” he shouted
as we started away, “We haven’t time.”

“They've got to have a slight stop,” I said. *“They
can’t understand what’s going on.”

“QOh, can’t they?” He turned suddenly,

“No. They’re grousing a lot among themselves because
we aren’t hunters.”

“They are? He came back to me. “Who? Pick them
out! LIl teach them to obey orders!” His chin jutted out,
and his eyes bored through mine, Instantly he had re-
verted to the old Von Harden. “Point them out to
me!”

1 recalled the episode surronnding my first sight of him,
and I wanted no more of it. I knew how he handled por-
ters. I wouldn’t give him a chance.

“Nobody specific. Everybody.” Which wasn’t true, but
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it was my only salvation. He glared at me a moment, then
strode ahead.

He came into the village with us without splitting the
party and endured the inquisitive eyes of the inhabitants,
but only so long as it took him to walk to the outskirts of
the dozen native shacks.

The inhabitants were Gurmas, an offshoot of the Fulah
race, noted throughout Africa for their deceitfulness.
And despite their apparent friendliness I noted that they
cast shifty eyes on our Konkombwa porters,

The porters in turn displayed a restlessness I had never
seen hefore. We were in territory new to them, and the
Fulahs were their ancient enemies, The village may have
held only twenty-five men, as against our eighty, but the
cause for the porters’ concern lay deeper than appeared
on the surface,

On entering the village we had passed a heavy war drum,
and I knew that it was indelibly pictured in every porter’s
mind. Its presence meant that within hearing distance
were other Gurma villages, hidden in the deep jungle.
And should our hosts grow hostile toward us, within a
matter of minutes they could boom out & warning calling
on their adherents to take up arms against us. A half-
dozen strokes, properly timed and of varying intensity,
could tell the entire story of our party, the number of
porters, the number of whites, our eondition, and estimate
fairly closely the number of our arms. There was reason
to be concerned. Outwardly and to the unpractised eye the
‘Gurmas were friendly enough. But our porters, and I also,
caught an undercurrent of mistrust.
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The chicef met us, and the usual palaver followed. Gitts
were exchanged, also compliments, the nsual African trail
compliments that mean nothing and are so accepted, yet
are the custom, Herr Major did not improve things by
deserting us and refusing to meet the chief. There was a
muttering among the inhabitants, our porters kept-to- °
gether in o huddled, restless group, and I thought it well
to be away as quickly as possible,

When we got out we had thirty eggs and several cala-
bashes of milk, Miiller thought that meant they were
friendly. Rodenbach and I knew better. However deep
their distrust, they would extend the amenities of the
trail up to the last moment of an open break, And with
our eighty men contrasted to their twenty-five, they
would be friendly. But when we were out again on the
trail—that might be a diflerent story.

The chicf eome along the path to see us off, Lo his artful
questioning I replied that we were big-game huntera,
He wondered why we had no bag to show. I further ex-
plained that we had not yet started to hunt, but from the
look of skepticism that passed over his face I knew he was
not satisfied. With much head shaking and finger waving
he consulted his aides. The more they jabbered the more
they did not believe us.

“Come on, come on,” Von Harden shouted, coming
back and finding us talking, “don’t waste time with that
nigger.”

Reluctantly and yet gladly I pushed on, leaving an
inquisitive chief behind surrounded by a crowd of chat-
tering villagers, They watched us disappear with obvious
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misgivings. It was not a pleasant cpisode. I feared it
would have a sequel, and for an hour I listened intently
for the reverberations of the war drum, but they never
came. Nevertheless, I was not convineed.

* Several kilometers farther on we made a brief noonday
rest on the edge of & veldt. In the distance we could see

«again the beginning, of the jungle, a darker green, aloof,
and ominously silent. It was the real jungle. It seemed to
me to offer the seclusion we needed, and I went to Von
Harden, I could not forget the questioning look on the
chief’s face.

“They don’t believe we are hunters,” I said, “May I
suggest we go on? There’s a jungle up ahead. It will give
us good cover.”

“I saw they didn’t trust us, You leave the suggestions
to me., I'm respousible for this party.”

Just the same I noticed that our stop was briefer than
usual, and when we pushed on he dropped back with two
gun bearers to cover our rear. Again he seemed to act on
my advice, but his conceit prevented his acknowledging
it. I began to doubt that I could be as tolerant with him
as I had hoped. He seemed to be forcing me along to
another open break. Our troubles were multiplying with
each step.
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sz, Frits,” Miiller came rushing to me during a halg
that afterncon. “My book, my notebook. It’s gone, It’s
gone, Fritz. I must have left it at last night’s camp. All
my work, my records . . .” He was in a frenzy. “T used it
last night, but I couldn’t have packed it. It’s not in the
box. All my records. Oh, Fritz! What'll I do? What'll I
do...?”

“Do? What’s the matter with youl” Von Ilarden had
come up before I could answer him, ““Whal did you lose?”
He spoke with a withering sorcusm, Lle wos stunding with
his hands on his hips, and I saw Lim again on the platform
at Sokode, glowering after the same depressed Miiller,

“My records, Herr Major. My nolebook.” Ile was on
the verge of tears. He whimpered, and his hands shook,
He forgot that he was wringing with perspiration and a
rivulet was coursing down the side of his neck. “I ., .
I...Tleft it hehind. . . .” His voice trailed off, and like a
schoolboy he hung hig head.

“Your what? Your notebook! You—you—you blubber-
ing idiot!” Von Harden was furious. “You—you—=" He
took his het off and ran his fingers over his closely cropped
hair. “You've given me trouble since I started.” His chin

shot out, and his bullet head was thrust forward, “Why
190
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should I be saddled with such a helpless old woman—such
a fool? Ach! Bah!”

He walked away fuming, then suddenly came back,
thrust his finger into Miiller’s face, and was ebout to say
something when he shook himself, ran his hand along the
side of his face as though he had arrested an impulse to
strike the botanist, and turned away.

“Nagel,” he called back, “take five porters and go
back after his damned book. Quick now, we'll eamp o few
kilometers on.”

T turned back to speak to Miiller when I noticed he
wasn’t at my side, Instcad he was on the ground. He had
fainted. I called some blacks to pick him up. As they were
bearing him away Rodenbach came lounging into the
circle. But I had no time for him.

I found Soko, picked out four others, and told them to
take only their arrows. I had my rifle; the pistol I left
behind. We had to move fast. As T started, Rodenbach
was slapping Mitller’s face in an effort to bring him o,

“What happened?” I heard him asking. “Did Von
Harden hit you? Miller . . . Miiller , . .” I couldn’t wait.

We were two hours out on the trail for the day, deep
in the jungle, The camp site to which I was back-tracking
was the one to which we had made a forced march from
the village with the inquisitive chief. I understood Von
Harden's motive in urging me to hurry. Should the note-
book be picked up and turned over to a French official,
anything might happen. It would be a complete exposé,
We had to get it back at any cost.

The trail was easy to follow. Eighty-four men cannof
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single file through & jungle without leaving & wake of
crushed undergrowth, and our men had been no ex.
ceplions. The route was before us as plain to a praclised
eye as a street in a city.

Suddenly, after we were oul some distance, Soko held
up his band, paused o moment to listen, then crouched
lbehind a bush, I followed and motioned to the others to
do likewise. Soko crept forward inch by inch, until finally,
after a careful look forward, he waved me to come up,
When I got to his side he put his hand over his mouth,
then parted the bushes and pointed ahead. T looked out
carefully, and what I saw caused me to Lake a firmer grip
of my rifle. It was loaded and ready; I would use it if I
bad to.

A native was standing in the clearing where we had
camped. The stillness was so complete that the chirp of
a bird would have been a thunderclap, Ile was looking
idly through a brown-covered book which could be none
other than the one we soughl. Iiven the pages ag he turned
them made no sound; Lhe scene was so lifeless il might
have been painted.

Al first T concentraied on him; then I glanced at the
surroundings, Three other blacks were near by. They
were tooting in the charred débris of the cook’s fire, Oc-
cagionally & hand would dart out to pick something up
and convey it to a grinning mouth, Yet there was no
sound. It was uncanny,

The book held me, I could tell from the puzzled ex-
pression of the man holding it that he had no idea what it
was,
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I bent toward Soko and whispered: “From the last
village?”

He nodded.

“Any others with them?”

He leaned forward to take a closer look, Suddenly there
was the briefest of noises like the flutter of a bird’s wing.
I was watching the book all the time, and I am sure the
man did not look in our direction.

Instantly Soko leaped to his feet. By the time I was up
beside him the clearing was bare. Not a native was in
sight, nor was there any movement of the bush to show
which way they had fled. Not a leaf stirred. They had
melted into thin air,

“Get them,” I said to him, “I want that paper.”

He spoke sharply to the others who came up to us,
their eyes alert, their bows on the qusi vive,

I lifted my rifle to the ready. Forgetting caution, I
rushed forward mto the clearing. Then I paused, con-
fusedly. It was as deathly still as though I had imagined
the entire episode. There was not a sound to guide us.
Yet any moment a flock of poisoned arrows might come
flying out of the silent greenery.

“Which way?”

Soko spoke to the others, who began examining the
ground, After a moment, “Can’t tell,” he said,

They had eluded us.

I was silently cursing the turn of luck when a shout
from him brought me back to reality. Quickly he stooped
over and picked something up. I had forgotten to look on
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the ground. It wes the book. The maun had dropped il on
the firsl sound and fed.

T slupped Soko on the back. “You get iwo pounds of
salt,” I said, “This might save our lives.”

I expected bim to grin in reply, but he did nothing of
the sort. He commenced jabbering with the others in g
dialect I had never heard. Then he turned and spoke to
me in Eewee.

“Maybe they come back with more arrows.”

It was a wise observation. I would take advantage of it,

“We go back,” I said. “Quick. . ..”

He motioned to the others, and we prepared to siart
back over the trail, It wasn’t five minutes between the time
we had first seen the Gurmas before we were trotting ot
of the clearing. I lot the blacks go ahead, then I pul the
book inside my shirl and look after them. I was in high
apirits: our quest had been successful,

An hour or so out, somcthing began plaguing me. I
stopped and looked al the book. IL was the kind Mler
used—I opened il and recognized his diminulive hand-
writing; then X turned the leaves, and something seemed
to catch at my throal.

The back part was torn out—missing. Bul we had not
heard the man in the clearing do it, nor hed we seen any
papers in his hands. It was a mystery.

1 was debating whether or not to go back and have a
further look when suddenly a shot, low pitched and sharp,
reverberated out of the jungle ahead. For a moment I
couldn't place it. Then I knew. It was Von Harden's high-
powered Mauser,
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What had caused him to use it? Had the inquisitive
Gurmas cut aheed of us and altacked the camp? T waited
s moment, but uo other sound came.

“Go ahead,” I said to Soko. “Watch out. Maybe these
men wenl around vs.”

He nodded and started away.

1 was worried over the loss of half the book with its
incriminating evidence, and now this new menace up
shead. It seemed to me that we were getting more beset
with difficulties each mile we got farther into the jungle,
With Von Harden acting his old self again and now Miiller
fainting, anything might happen. The prospect was none
too engaging. Yet, I had come after adventure. It was
evident that I would not be disappointed. I had a feeling
that events of paramount importance were about to hap-
pen, Well, I went on. Let them come. And they came,
My troubles were beginxing,

We found the camp a pendemonium. Never had I seen
the porters so jubilant. The reason could not be avoided,
It lay in the center of a pile of tents and ropes, cooking
ulensils and cquipment, all scattered around it in a
mélée. It was a rhinoceros, and a big one. My fears had
been groundless.

I saw Von Harden climbing over it, a broad grin on
his face. Rodenbach was standing knee deep in canvas
and chop bozes, peering incredulously at the scene and
tugging at his mustaches. So great was the excitement
when we came in that for a moment nobody paid any
attention to us.
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Then Milller saw me. He came waddling over, coneern
in every feature,

“Have you got it, Fritz, have you got it? Mein Goti/®
when I gave it to him, “Frits, you ave a great man, O,
mein Gotf, Herr Major will be so happy.”

“What’s this?"” I asked, pointing to the confusion.

He could not answer me. He was hugging the hook to
his breast and thanking all the saints in the Bible,

T went over to Rodenbach, who received me with g grin,
“Did you see it?” he asked, his grin broadening,

“T just came back. What happened?”

“Von Harden,” incredulously.

“Von Harden what?”

“Why, we'd made camp, had all the tents up, and the
cooks were at work when suddenly this rhino came out
of the bush like an cxpress train, ran right through the
kitchen, and crashed into Miiller’s tent, Ile was out, for-
tunately. I was in here asteap, Bverybody began to scream,
and I woke up, It was the oddest thing, That dexoned
Von Harden.” He was musing, a grin still on his face.

“Then what?” I was impatient.

“Just as I lifted up the flap of the tent to look out,
this hig thing came crashing through and brought every-
thing down on my head. Then it wheeled around and was
starting back when suddenly Von Harden came out the
door of his tent and shot it. I just got my head out from
under all this in time to see him do it. My God, what a
man!” He looked around, blinking at the trail of wreck-
age. The rhino had uprooted everything thet had been
standing save Von Harden’s tent.
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“But I only heard one shot,” I queried,

“That’s the point, Ile only necded one shot.”

I recalled the episode of the dead snake and was about
to tell him of it when suddenly Von Harden saw me.
His smile vanished. He was more interested in me than
in the rhino.

“Nagel, Nagel,” he shouted, coming down off the
animal’s back. “Where is the book?” He held out his
hand, There was no question of any trouble I might have
had. I had been sent out to get it, and evidently it had
not occurred to him that I might fail. I was glad T wasn’t
under him in the army.

“Herr Milller has it.”

“Good.” It was the first time he had ever landed, how-
ever feebly, anything I had done. “You got it,” he
snapped at me with a half smile.

“Yes. I got it. I found four natives with it.’

“What—natives! Were they following us?” He was
impatient, and he stepped close to me, I thought that in
that instant his face grew ten shades redder. “Quick—
what nativesi”

——T told him the story of the trip in detail. He heard it
without & word or & movement of his features to betray
his keen interest. His eyes flashed, and he listened care-
fully, When I had finished he pointed his finger at me.

“Why didn’t you go back and get those pages? Do you
know what they might lead to?” His eyes were piercing
mine, and his face was set in rigid lines.

“Yes, I know. I heard a shot up here and thought you
were in trouble.”
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“Oh.” He backed away, and there was a sneering tone
in his voice. “So you came up here to protect me. Nagel,
the head porterl To protect me! You blockhead, Those
pages might be our death. . . "

I didn’t hear him out. I felt the blood rushing into my
face, My old hatred for him flared up. It was too deeply
rooted to be put aside by resolutions, however firm, There
was such a noise inside my head that my ears refused to
function. I knew that my face was livid, But now I had
something to worry Atm. I had him where I wanted him,
He had committed the overt act.

“No,” I snapped back, interrupting him, “I didn’t
come here to protoct you. You've God, you don’t need pro-
tection. Perhaps I came to get you.”

I waited 8 moment for emphasis, He gave me no chance,
He stepped forward again, his eyes narvowing and glaring
into mine,

“Get me, What do you menn, get mef You get me . . ¥

Rodenbach came up, and I had a bliwred vision of
Miller puffing and panting toward us, e was saying
something I couldn’t hear. I couldn’t hear anything at
that moment, I was on the verge of smashing Von Har-
den’s insolent, arvogant face. I wanted to see his absurd
monocle in a thousand pieces, I wanted to rip his white
uniform coat to shreds. My fists were clenched, and I
braced my shoulders,

“Just that. Get you,” I repeated. “Have you got a
French permit to shoot big game?” I asked, pointing to the

thine, “Have you? , , . I've tried to ask you twice be-
fore.”



AYRICAN INTRIGUE 129

His features relaxed into a grin, “A permit. Am I such
2 fool as to go to the French for a permit?™

“You might wish you had. You're not God any
more.”

“What do you mean, Nagel? Speak up.” He reverted
{o barrack-room German. I knew 1 had him worried.

I spoke slowly and decisively. I didn’t want him to miss
an implication.

“I mean that according to the French law which every
native knows, there’s a reward of five thousand francs
gold for foreigners poaching big game. Desad or alive . . ,
five thousend francs gold. That means you,” I added, tap-
ping him on the chest with my hand. “You wouldn’t let
me warn you twice before, You will be the cause of our
death, not I, I tried to warn you....”

For 8 moment he looked at me as he had looked at the
native who touched his precious boots. I was hoping he
would make a move to strike me. But he didn’t. Instead he
began to laugh, and I felt my fury rising until T trembled.

“You can get five thousand francs for me, dead or
alive?”

“Just that. I or anybody else.”

His laughter rose to a crescendo. “Well, this for the
French law,” he growled out, snapping his fingers, “and
this for you.” Again he snapped his fingers, Then with
a motion that was so quick I instinctively lowered my
head behind my shoulder, he drew out his pistol. I was
reaching around my belt, only to discover I hadn’t mine
on me, when suddenly he thrust his into my hand,

“Take this and get the reward.”
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He turned his back on me and walked slowly away,
Over his shoulder {loated back echoes of his Iaughter.

I stood there trembling with anger and holding his
pistol, I watched him strut to the far end of the camp and
give orders to a group of natives about removing the
thino. He was so absolutely calm, so fearless and daring,
that he completely unnerved me. I felt mysel{ quivering
all over as I realized that his strategy had defeated me,

Again he had won. I could not down him. He was too
much for me.

In a blind frenzy I threw his pistol on the ground. “I
wouldn’t take five thousand framcs gold for you,” I
screamed across the clearing. “I’'m staying to gloat over
you when your goddamned arrogance kills you. You . .,
you...”

The natives stopped in their tracks and looked at me,
T could sec Rodenbach Lolding Muller. After s moment,
when T had unburdened mysell, T looked sgain at Von
Harden. He was still talking to the group opposile me.

I had been shouting defiance at the air!
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'.I_‘I’IE jungle into which we plunged, glad to escape the
threat of the missing pages, was the real African deep
jungle, new to Miiller and Von Harden, but familiar to
Rodenbach and me, It stretched before us, 2 solid wall of
almost impeneirable green, rising straight up out of the
bush, silent and mysterious, Into its protecting arms we
fled, deeper into the unknown with each step.

Tn the new surroundings poor Miiller found hiragelf in
a quandary. Of late he had taken to his chair again, but
here in the jungle where the trail was often a foot or
two wide at Dest, and more frequently we had to send
men shead with machetes to slash out a narrow way for
us, Miiller was trapped. He had to proceed on foot. It
was the roughest kind of going for him. He had not met
anything like it before.

Back in the bush it had been a simple thing to follow
a lead over fairly even ground or around an occasional
obstruction. Here everything was an obstruction, every
step presented a new problem. For an agile man it was not
difficult, but for fat little Miiller it was excruciating.

We did not go twenty consecutive feet over level ground
or in a straight line. One moment we would be crawling
on all fours under a fallen tree trunk; the next, clambering

up an inclined trunk until we might be twenty feet off
181
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the ground; then leap to another tree several feet below,
along that, drop to the ground, plunge down again under
a tuunel, fight through a myriad of tangled creepers fallen
from above and force a passage through dense bramble
thickets. We plowed through streams innumerable, some-
iimes above our knees In water; and from the height of
each dizzying tree trunk we essayed we could Jook down
into a score of upright branches which might impale us
should we be guilty of a misstep.

The greenery above us was so thick we could not gee
the sun for hours at a time. We were immersed in a light
haze, a thin fog, and though it was kot it was not this that
bothered us most but the dense humidity that made the
atmosphere doubly oppressive, It scemed Lo be seventy-
five per cent warm waler, floating water thal I knew of old
would get into every nook and cranny of our belongings.
Nothing could eseape il. Not only had we to fight the
jungle, but also swarms of mosquitoes 1o which our light
clothing offered no obstacle. For a man unaccustomed and
unprepared it was a living hell,

'We had been forging ahead for some time when sud-
denly I missed Mitlller. T went back along the trail and
found him sitting on a rotting Jog holding his head. He
iried to xise and forced a smile when he saw me. Poor old
Miiller. T can see him sitling there as I came up, the pie-
ture of dejection.

‘We hadn’t been a half hour in the jungle, and already
he had violated one of my warnings. He wag sitting,
snd as I came up he brushed a horde of insects off his
legs, & moment later he was slapping at his back. In the
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jungle one does not sit down so casually. Miiller secmed
beyond the point of caring.

“My God, Fritz!” he said. “Will oll of it be like this?”

It was no time Lo quibble or throw out false hopes.
“Pretty much,” I said.

“Well, why doesn’t he make camp? Oh, Fritz, I con’t
keep this up. I mean,” be hastily amended, “I can’t kecp
up with them. But I'll always find them,” he added
brightly. “I may be slow, but I'll get there. I'll get there,
Fritz, don’t think I'm all in. No, sir,” he said, “I'm still
with you.” He wag pathetic.

He got 10 his fect, and as I turned to lead the way I saw
with his first step that he was limping. I hadn’t the heart
to let him know I had secn. I went ahead at as slow a pace
ay possible, his panling breath close behind, Occasionally
I would stop and listen. I could hear the crackling of
branches up forward, and by heading toward them we
eventually reached the others, who were making s camp
for the nighl.

“Well,” Von Harden said when we came up, “where
have you iwo been? Do you want us to be followed? Why
don’t you keep up with us?”

His willingness to bring on another row with me caused
me to bristle. I was ready for him. I wouldn’t satisfy him
by telling the real reason we were late. I wanted to protect
Miiller. He was a fine little man, forlorn and helpless
though he might be. Perhaps it was his helplessness that
found a responsive chord in me. I would give Von Harden
no satisfaction.

“The jungle’s getling you,” I said. “You need to take
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more quinine, It's a bed sign when you always want to
start trouble.”

“Never mind your insolence,” he answered, “You keep
up with us. I will have no delaying, We must get away
from the last camp.”

“Take some quinine,” L snid, turning and starling 1o
walk away.

As I did T almost collided with Miiller, who had heen
standing bebind me. “Please don’t have trouble on my
account, Fritz,” he said, “I have caused you enough al-
ready.”

I laughed and dismissed him with a wave of my hand
when he started to walk away, As he did, Von Harden
stepped forward and looked after him, He noticed Mitller's
Himp, Then he did a characteristie thing, e put his hands
o his hips, braced his legs, threw his head on one side,
cleared his throat, and spat.

“Parned old woman,” he soid in an undertone Joud
enough for me o hear, “I shall have trouble with him
yet.”

I was in a mood to carry the fight to him now, inslead
of wailing for him Lo bring il to me, and I was ebout 1o
gtep forward when the cook came to me,

*“Must kill tins now,” he said, “Fresh food all spoil.”

That was serious, more serious than fighting with Von
Harden. I went with him 1o look at our supplies, As I
feared, the jungle was beginning its work., Much of our
flour was mouldy. I broke open several packages of con-
centrated soups and found them full of worms, and the rice
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was sluck together in a sickly, greenish lump, We were in
for it.

«All right,” I said, “you kill the Lins. Tonight you bake
all the flour left into bread. We musi save everything we
can.”

Ilere was an opportunity to get back at Von ITarden.
Several times during the day he had warned us against
using our rifles, he was afraid the noise would give a clue
to our presence. Now we would either resort {o them for
our meals or go without. We had enough food left for per-
haps three days. But I would not tell him.

Then I thought of Miiller. Working a hardship on Von
Harden would also work one on the botanisl, Rodenbach
and I eould care for ourselves. But Miiller I could not see
in further distress. After all, I would lell Von Harden.
But I would wait—there was plenty of time,

Hardly had ¥ left the cook when Rodenhbach came up io
me,

“Come over here,” he said nervously. “I want you ta
see something.”

He took me 1o tho.center of the camp, where we found
Von Harden arguing with Soke.

“Here,” he said on seeing me, “Nagel, you iell them
in any damn dialect they can understand that they can't
heve any fires tonight. Tell them that,”

“TFires?” I couldn’t understand what he was getting at,

“Go on,” he prodded me, secing my hesitation, “telt
them no fires. I'm not sure we're not being followed,”

He turned back to Soko, and I took the opportunity to
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look at Rodenbach and smile. But the geologist was doing
anything but smiling. He was Jooking at the back of Von
Harden’s head with the same puezled expression Lhad seen
at Mangu. Then he looked at me and nodded.

“Tell them,” he said to me in Eewee, “tell them and
watch the result.”

Reluctantly I translated Von Ilarden’s message, I knew
that around us the jungle was thick with carnivores and
that such a revolutionary command would bring trouble
in the ranks, more than the cdict of marching four abreast,
It was bound to start something, and it did.

Instantly the men were together in & palaver that noth-
ing could stop. Von Harden lost his temper so far as to
rush among them, slashing out right and left with his now
familier riding erop, and L tried to talk to Soko, but soon
gave it up.

Meanwhile Rodenbach had plunged after Von Tarden
and caught him by the arm, whirling him around,

“You can’t do that,” I heard him shout above the din,
“Those men will kill you. Do you realive we wre four to
cighty?”

I could not hear Von Harden’s answer. They were in
the center of a mad group of infuriated natives whose
pent-up hatred of Von Harden now was coming to the
surface.

1 jumped forward and fought my way to them, “Let’s
have a regular palaver,” I said, “you can’t do anything by
fighting them this way.”

“Yes,” I heard Rodenbach shout, “have a palaver,
palaver, palaver . . .” I saw him again catch Von Harden
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by the arm and push him buck. We had to forget personali-
ties now, we might be fighting for our lives.

Suddenly I saw Soko. “Tell them we’ll have a palaver,”
I shouted above the mélée; “everybody sit down, and
we'll go into it.” I wanted to say more but I couldn’t,
T was confused and excited.

Luckily Soko canght my meaning, I heard his deep voice
booming above the others, and after a hectic few minutes
the din began to subside, Then I looked for Von Harden
and found him off to one side arguing with Rodenbach,
The geologist was furious; his face waa livid, and he was
shaking his finger in Von Harden’s face, Strangely enough
Von Harden seemed to be taking it, and I recalled the
way Rodenbach had grabbed him at the height of the
confusion and pinned down his arms. Rodenbach eould
handle him.

Finally we had the natives quiet and sitting around us
on the ground, Soko was spokesman for them, I was in-
terpreling for Von ITarden and Rodenbach, who had sud-
denly projected himsell inlo the scene in & way that was
hearlening.

Soko's first speech was to the point, He arose with great
dignity and addressed me.

“Little white master,” he said, “we love you and we love
the man like s hippopotamus and the giraffe man, But
the hyena man who is always making a noise we do not
love. We think that just now when he has beaten his loyal
porters he has gone too far. Many of the men are for leav-
ing the camp now. There are several among us like the
leopard who can slip through the jungle without leaving a



183 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

sign. We could get back to owr bush salely. But I have told
the men that if they desert they will be arrested and put
on the roads. Several men from our bush were put on the
roads for life, and we know what a terrible fute that s,
So perhaps they will not desert. But I have not control of
all of them.”

He paused several times while I trandated to Von
Harden, and as I looked at our Nupoleonic leader I saw
that he was sitting submissively with Rodenbach’s hand
on his arm, as though holding him down, I wondered how
long he would be able to restrain himseli.

‘When he had heard me out he jumped to his feet,

*“You tell these dirty niggers I'll kill the first one who
dares to walk out of this comp. Tell them that. T'ell them,
tell then, . .."

Ingtantly Rodenbach leaped up, and as ke did I noticed
& stirring omong the natives, I hegno to have my mis-
givings, 1 dropped Rodenbach for o moment and gave my
attention to the blacks, end what 1 heard chilled my blood.

One of them understood enough German 1o estch Von
Harden’s reply, e was telling the others. That started
a Turther pandemonium. Then Rodenbach began to ad-
dress them in a full, vibrant voice. IIe was talking in
LEewee.

“You men can build your fires,” he said, “Build all the
fires you want. But you must promise the little white
master and the giraffe man that you will not desert us, If
you do you will be arrested when you get back to your
bush‘”

Soko calmed the others with difficulty, and they chat-
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tered among themselves, Then he arose, bowed to Roden-
bach and to me:

“The black man is not afraid to camp without a fire,
But he knows the white masters fear the people in the last
village. The black man hasn’t the rifle the white master
has, and he fears the leopard that reaches out of the dark-
ness and carries away the people who walk in the jungle,
So the men will stay here. They will not desert. In return
they ask that the hyena man will not be 8o cruel to them.”

I spoke at some length on the trust placed in the men
by the whites and after complimenting Soko on his diplo-
macy in hendling the situation, we broke up. As I was
leaving the group I suddenly thought of the hippopotamus
man. He had not been present. He might be in trouble.
1 went in search of him,

He was sitting on a pile of boxes in the half gloom at the
edge of the clearing, He was holding his head as T had found
him on the trail, though this time he had taken the pre-
caution to place an oiled cloth under him,

“Something is the matter with me,” he said. “Fritz,
I'm afraid I'm a burden to the party, I'm always giving
you trouble. We started out with such high hopes, and al-
ways we have fights, What is the matter with us?”

“The jungle does this to every safari,” I answered. “We
get sick of the sight of each other. Don’t worry about
it.”

“But I can’t help worrying,” he said, “I seem to be
the cause of it all. I'm always giving you trouble.” He
dropped his head into his hands again, and I knew he was
sobbing, The day’s trek had been too mueh for him,
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“How do you feel?” I asked apprehensively, I had g
premonition that he was not well.

“My bead aches, and I am cold. Frits, I can’t keep
warm, but I am sweating, What does that mean?”

My fcars were confirmed. He was exhausted, his head
ached, he was cold and swegting at the same time,

“You get a big dose of castor oil,” I said, “Have you
been taking your quinine?”

“Yes.” He seemed too tired to say more,

“Just the same, you get the castor oil. Wait here for
me.”

1 left him and found Rodenbach, “Miiller has malaria,”
I said. “I’m dosing him with castor oil.”

“Will he take it?P”

“He’ll have to take it. If he gets sick, we're in a hell of
a hole. Il git on him and make him take it.”

“That's the ides. We have troubles enough,”

*“T didn’t tell you that the food is moulding.”

“0Oh, God, Nagel!” Helooked at me and shook his head.
“Between Miiller and Von Harden and the blacks, and the
food going bad, what is shead?”

I shook my head and walked toward my equipment.

“It’s too late to worry now,” I said, “We're in here.”



14

“Z)’N HAEDIN’S eyes were everywhere. He missed nothing.
When he saw me taking the castor oil to Miiller he fol-
lowed. Trailing him was Rodenbach, who had become
something of a watchdog himself, never letting Von
Harden get out of sight. We might have been three ghouls
haunting each other,

Miiller wes still holding his head when we got to him.
On noticing the procession coming up he affected an atti-
tude of casualness,

“P'm all right,” he said, anticipating us, “XT’m all right.
I just feel tired.” He spread his hands in a gesture of in-
difference. “I’m not used to this sort of walking. But I'll
be with you, I'll—"

“What's the matter with you?” Von Harden snapped
sullenly.

“I'm sweating and I'm cold at the same time,” the
botanist said. As always his smile vanished; he cowed be~
fore Von Harden, He was in awe of him,

“Everyhody else is sweating and nobody’s cold,” look-
mg around at us. “I wear this heavy coat and I'm sweat-
ing.”

“Yes, Herr Major,” came weakly from Miiller. “Tknow,

I'm sorry. I'm afraid I'm a burden, But I want o get my
141
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work completed. I must get it completed. After that I
don’t care what happens. If only . . .”

I thought that here was the solution. Once working,
Miiller would become s0 absorbed he would forget himsel,
And I knew his patriotism was so sincere that if given the
chance he would work, despite whatever was ailing him, I
was on the verge of making a suggestion when Rodenbach
interrupted.

“Say,” he said, turning to Von Harden, “this is likely
country. I’d like to do something here myself. We must be
twenty Lilometers from the last camp. Why not—" ke
was tapping Von Harden on the chest, he was telling him,
not asking—*why not stop over here?”

Mitller raised his head, a glenm of hope in his face.

“Please, Herr Major, make a camp here,” he said, “T’ll
feel better if I get to work.” His voice was eager, and 1
sensed & note of deliverance.

“It’s the only hope,” Rodenbach was saying soffo voce
to Von Harden. “Make a camp here, make & camp.” He
was knocking on the mililary coat with one hand while
the other was waving before the monocle.

Von Harden was silent 4 moment. His chin was out, and
he ‘was obviously displeased. It was not so much, I knew,
at the difficulties of Miiller, but becsuse Rodenbach was
suggesting the obvious thing to do. Herr Major was dis-
pleased because he had not brought up the idea himself.
He slapped at a mosquito on his neck, took his hand away,
and found jt blood-stained.

“Damn them,” he said, “You can’t get away from

them. All right,” he went on, turning to Miller, “we’ll see
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what is the situation in the morning. If we haven’t any
trouble tonight we’ll push on another day and make camp.
T think this is good country for you two to work over.”

Having delivered the edict, he turned on his heel and
walked away. Rodenbach winked at me and went after
him.

“That’s fine, Fritz,” Milller said. “¥f T get to work I
kmow I'll feel better, And I've got to get my work done.
Tt's for the Fatherland, I must get it done.”

“All right,” I answered, producing the bottle and 2
spoon. ““Get this in you, and you'll either get well or die.
It will take the malaria out of you in one night.”

I filled a tablespoon, and with a grimace he opened his
mouth.

“Ach, ach, phew, oh, Fritz.” It was down.

“Stay here until your hammock and netting goes up,”
I 5aid, “and T’Il help you get in”

“Fritz, you are good to me.” He brushed a spider off
his head; it had hung down from above. He was smiling
wryly.

“Forget it,” I said, walking away. Good old Miiller,
he was like a baby. .

‘When I got back to my equipment I found my servant
greatly excited. He was holding up the netting for my
hammock. It had been used so much that now, instead of
being white, it was a dirty gray. But it wasn't this that
worried him,

“1 pick him up,” he said, “he fall five, six piece.” It
was the jungle. The netting had rotted apart. Luckily the
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hammock was of stout canvas, and instead of ropes on the
ends we had thin chains.

“ All right,” I said, getting out my list of boxes, “Num.
ber Forty-one, get some new neiting. After that you go
over my guns again, grease them fresh. Put on a lot.”

A dozen fires were made. I saw that the cook wtilized
everything we had that might spoil. I went back to Miiller
and put kim to bed under two blankets, and I saw Von
Harden pacing, pacing inside his tent. Then I begged s
cigar from Rodenbach and walking to the edge of the clear-
ing sat down on a log and had & smoke, The camp was
quiet.

A ring of fires hemmed in the porters, but nothing eould
down their whispered chattering. They had not yet for-
given Von Haxden,

The only sign of movement was from Von Harden’s
tent—he still insisted upon one, though he slept in a ham-
mock swung inside, but he must have the sign of superior-
ity the tent afforded. He was writing, evidently a report,
Every few minutes he would rise, hold open the flap, and
listen. Then he would return to the makeshift desk under
his ealeium light.

Outside the only sound was the rustling of the dense
roof of greenery that shut out the stars. Occasionally I
would hear the barking of an animal near by, and once I
saw a pair of yellow eyes that came up close to the fire,
stared a moment entranced, then melted into the gloom.
Some time later something coughed from high above me.

After an hour, and when the mosquitoes were finding
the few boles in my helmet net, 1 made a final round of
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the camp. Rodenbach was snoring with his usual profund-
ity; Mtiller was hidden under his blankets. A black got
up and threw some wood on one of the fires. When I sought
my hammock Von Harden was still writing.

1 was the first one up in the morning, I guessed it wag
morning, though it was piteh black around me, As I
stepped to the ground I chanced to glance through the
wet, murky haze that hung over everything, and on the log
where I had sat the night before was Von Harden. He was
looking direetly at me. A pistol was around his waist, and
his light rifle was across his knees. He had been a self-
appointed guardian; not that we needed one, for the Afri-
can natives are trained by necessity to be the lightest of
sleepers. Little could come near the camp that would not
awaken them,

“Gel, them up,” Von Harden snapped, “get everybody
up and let’s get started.”

“Good-morning,” I replied mockingly, “I hope you
slept. . ..”

“’Morning,” he grunted, “Let’s get under way.” He
arose, stretched, and started toward his tent, rubbing
his chin. “And,” he said, turning suddenly, “get me some
new nelting. Mine fell to pieces in my hand last night,”

I found Miller silting on the edge of his hammock,
his feet dangling over the side. He was scratching his head,
an amused expression on his face.

“Qh, Fritz,” his {ace lit up as ke saw me, “T feel fine,
Look at this, look, Fritz.” He held up one of his blankets,
Tt was soaking. “See, I perspired all night. That castor oil
is fine, Fritz, you are & doctor. Herr Doktor Fritz,” he
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laughed, and jumped to the ground. Suddenly his laughter
stopped short. A look of pained surprise came over him,
For an instant he hesitated, grabbing his middle, Then he
ran out of the clearing into the forest as fast as his fat legs
would carry him,

Within an hour we were moving. The camp duffel had
been packed, and with Miiller waddling after Von Harden,
who was directing the machete wielders, we were off,

The bush around us was dripping, and before we were
out & half hour we were wet through. I bad brought leather
gloves for us to push aside bramble bushes, and we got
through these with little difficulty, but when we came to
small streams it was a different story. The African method,
the one Rodenbach and 1 followed, was to roll our pants
above our knees and plunge ahead. Onc was bound to
get wet in any event, and the only mental attitude was to
flounder in and make yoursclf like it,

With some coaxing Mitller came around to our point of
view. But the once elegant Herr Major, his slacks now a
soggy white, was mincingly stepping out, jumping from
one haven to another, and meanwhile cursing the jungle,
the weather, and the God who was responsible for them
both. The result was what might be imagined, He could
not keep dry.

T came upon him picking his way ahead through the
water-laden leaves with his trousers still down, He would
not compromise. A dozen tiny streams were dripping off
his military coat, and his heavy pistol was throwing off &
steady rivulet. I stood a moment and watched him.

The once white cap, soggy and lirp though it was, and
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continually being knocked off by the bushes, was sill
being worn at the familiar jaunty angle. He was pushing
the bushes aside with his dainly riding crop; he had
spurned the leather gloves. He chanced to turn around,
and I saw that his monocle was firmly fixed in his eye, He
was freshly shaven, his coat collar was tightly fastened
sbove his red and insect-bitten neck, and the row of service
ribbons was sending a half-dozen multi-colored streams
coursing down his chest.

A monocle and riding crop deep in the jungle—and no
mosquito netting. It is hard to helieve, but it was true.
1 followed him for half an hour, hoping to see the monocle
knocked from his eye by the bushes, but it never was,
He was the most absurd picture I had seen in my years in
Africa.

He was thick-headed and stubborn, but there was an
aura of fagcination about him. I have told dozens of old
African hands about him, and they refused to believe.
But he was there, the monocle, the riding crop, the tightly
buttoned uniform, and ihe jaunty cap.

When Rodenbach came along I pointed ahead and
nodded.

“*Serves the dummkopf right,” he said; ““I hope he gets
pneumonia,”

We tramped the entire day without coming upon any
evidences that the district was inhabited. It was a world
forgotten and forlom. Late in the afternoon we found a
clearing. It was like an oasis in the desert. It was wide and
fairly dry, though not wide enough for the sun to look
down. Nevertheless, we were grateful.
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The wet haze was still around us, the leaves soaking,
snd the surroundings as mysteriously quiet and impene-
irable as ever. But it was better than anything we had
seen,

When Von Harden came upon it he waited for yus,
Miiller was the last in, He was soaking from head to toe,
1 had preceded him only because I had run ahead when
I failed to hear the movements of the others in front of
me. I didn't want Von Harden to know that Miiller might
be rid of his slight attach of malaria but still was far from
well, The pains in his abdomen worried me. They weren’t
from the castor oil, as Rodenbach and I well knew, They
were from pushing aside wet bushes with his rotund
stomach,

“Here we make a permanent camp,” Von Harden said
simply. “This district iy deserted. You gentlemen wark
fast, and we can get out quickly.”

It was a joyous moment, for we were tired of the ever-
lasting fight.

The same procedure was followed as before. We again
had permanent tents with the hammocks swung inside, I
again had a place to put my razor after shaving, even
though everything on the ground stood in can of oil; the
cook had a fireplace, and the porters were glad of the rest.

Again the cook came to me when we were settled,

“Fresh food all gone,” he gaid. “Tins prelty near die.
Must kill something.”

T went to Von Harden with the warning. I told him that
our reserve supply was exhausted, and it might be days
before we quit the jungle,
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“Tine,” he said. “Now I can do some shooting.” He
waan’t at all worried.

We stayed five days in that second camp. Miiller and
Rodenbach were in their elements; so also was Herr Major,
who kept us supplied with birds and game, I went among
the porters and on general principles forced each one to
down copious quantities of castor oil. I painted scores of
seratches with jodine, I heard innumersble tales of home-
sickness. When were we going to get out? How long before
we would be back in the Konkombwa bush?

“Not long now,” I told them. ““One more camp and
we’re through.”

Meanwhile Miiller and Rodenbach had been prowling,
testing, noting, and packing samples, Nights they would
write; notebook after notebook was filled.

“Tt’s great country,” Rodenbach told me. “Thereisiron,
I think there might be copper, petroleum without a
doubt.”

“Anything can grow here,” Miiller said. “Two hundred
miles of fine rice land; cotton farther back in the dry
country, In three years this jungle could be done away
with,”

“A garrison of five thousand trained natives could stop
the colonial expansion of France and England in Central
Africa,” I read on a piece of paper Von Harden had thrown
away. “Dahomey to the south, the Sudan to the north,
Nigeria on the west, and the British Northern Territories
on the east, Separating them would be this new German
colony. We could menace the entire trade along the Niger
River; the road from Timbuctoo to Nigetia and Dahomey
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would be in our hands. From a military standpoint this
land is invaluable,”

“My trip has heen successful,” Muller said to me as
we were preparing to evacuate. “I have made a thorough
study of the district.”

I wondered at what price, for Le had lost pounds, his
color had gone, and he was carrying on only by dogged
persistence. I thought he announced the completion of
his work with a sigh of relief,

He was tired and worn. He could not fool me. I knew
he was & sick man. If Von Harden knew it also, he said
nothing. The completion of the work was the great thing,
T suspected that Von Harden would sacrifice a dozen men
to carry out his mission. T knew that he would sacrifice
himself if necessary. His duty was his gniding star.

Rodenbach summed it up. “Ile’d work the three of us
to death for the Fatherland,” he said. “Fatherland, Fath-
erland—that’s all he thinks about. These inhuman mili-
taristal”

“We push on thirty kilometers more, make one more
camp, and we are through,” Herr Major said. He smiled
and Jooked back at the groups of porters huddled together
waiting to string out in the long line that was familiar.

“FTorwarrd . . . maarch!” he suddenly shouted, taking
the lead.

Rodenbach Jooked at me and tapped the side of his
head,

As we started, I took note that Rodenbach was holding
his head to one side. “What is it?” I asked.

“Something bit me on the neck last night,” he said.
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“Don’t say anything.” He was away before I céuld wam
him to canterize it.

Miiller was wearing two pairs of pants and holding on
to his middle with both hands. His face was anything but
happy. “I don’t understand it,” he said.

“T do,” T answered, “T'm going to hang on to you all
the time now.”

“Ah, Fritz, you are good to me. Herr Doktor Fritz
Nagel,” he laughed, but not with his accustomed vigor.
His face was strained and etched with lines of worry.
Good old Miiller, he was game to the core.

An hour out, and one of Von Harden’s servants came
back to me. Herr Major was a half kilometer ahead.

“The whitc bwana wants this,” he said, thrusting out
a paper. I read “permanganate of potash.”

“What,” Rodenbach asked when he saw it, ““is he hold-
ing out on us? Milller, Miiller,” he shouted, “your friend
wants permanganate. What's he up to?™

“Please, Hexr Doktor, please, let us have no more
rows.”

“What's the matter with the white bwana?” I asked
the man,

“Boils,” he said.

“Where?” Rodenbach interrupted.

The black drew his hand across the small of his back.
“Too bad,” Rodenbach spoke up, “too high by a foot.”

Nor had I escaped. I was suffering from a variety of
the itch on the inside of my leg, It made walking difficult
but I had resolved to be the last one to mention my
afflictions.
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I found the permanganate and sent the man ahead with
it.

An hour later the path Herr Major was cutting came
suddenly out on a well used trail, though we were still
deep in the jungle. Some distance on I found him Waiting
for us with the porters in a cluster around him,

“ Another village,” he said, nodding his head forward,
“You barter with them for food. Get some yams if yoy
can, Anything that’s fresh.”

“All right,” I replied. I took the lead and spoke over my
shoulder. “Why don’t you come in with me?”

“What? Me? I won’t have anything to do with the nig.
gers, You're the head porter.”

I smiled and went on. I had seen him straighten up
suddenly when he had bent forward, The yams wepe the
change of diet he needed for his boils. But he had not in-
dicated his suffering, He wouldn’t.

‘We went on along the trail, sending runners ahead when
none came out to meet us, though I knew our presence
must be known. They returned empty handed. They had
reached the edge of the village without having come upon
anyone, That had scared them. It gave me something
to worry about. I suspected the symptoms. So did Roden-
bach who took my Winchester from my gun bearer.

“Come on,” he said, “I'll go up with you.”

Von Harden had sensed that we were not satisfied,
““What is itP” he agked.

We didn't answer but hurried ahead through the chat-
tering porters.

We found a dozen dirty huts in the center of a still
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dirtier clearing, What struck us at once was that the place
appesred deserted. No women or children were about.
That has but one meaning in Africa.

But in the door of each hut we found men crouched on
their haunches watching us through shifting eyes. Each
hed & bow and a sheaf of arrows at his side,

Hen droppings were all over the place, yam peelings
and corn husks were everywhere, The men were Gurmas
with a strain of Mossi, That meant they were Moslems,
doubtless thieves, and assuredly untrustworthy.

The stares that met us were proof of our fears,

“They’ve sent the women and children off,” Rodenbach
gaid. “It doesn’t look good.”

I approached one old man, who seemed to be the village
headman. He was crouching in his hut doorway with a
dozen natives behind him, Through Soko I addressed him
in Songhay, the language universal in the Niger district.

“We have heard of the great strength and wisdom of
the Fulah people. We would like to trade salt for yams and
eggs.”

There was no answer. The old man ignored me, he was
staring straight ahead.

“We are peaceful hunters and have gifts for the Fulah
people,” T tried again.

“Look out for this man,” Soko interrupted me in Eweee,
*“They have sent the women away.”

The old man gave no sign he had heard us. He sat in
stony indifference looking blankly at nothing, He never
deigned to look up, Behind us the porters were crowded
together watching, watching. I glanced beck, and beyond



164 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

them saw Von Iarden calmly polishing his glass. As much
a2 my mind was clsewhere, I was forced to smile at his
indifference.

Then I called a porter and from his chop box produced
& bag of salt. I passed this to the old man, who smilingly
received it. I thought it was the opening wedge, but I was
wrong.

“Which way is the river?” I asked him next.

He didn't knowanything about a river. He shook his head
and jabbered to those in the hut. Again he shook his head,

“The big river, the big river,” I repeated through Soko,
Surely he must know it, I knew it was to the east of us
but 1 wanled him to answer, Instead he spoke again to his
companions. Then he shook his head more emphatically
then before. They knew nothing about any river.

1 laid out a lot of salt on the ground. I suw his eyes
glisten as he looked at it.

“We want to exchange this for eggs,” I told him.

“Tggs? Bggs?” He hadn't any hens. Ile didn’t know
where there were any.

“Yes, you've got heng,” I replied, pointing to the drop-
pings. “We want to exchange this salt for eggs.”

It was useless, He kmew nothing about any hens, Then
I overturned some yam peelings.

“We want yams, too,” I said, “We'll give you this salt
for some yams.”

He spoke again to those inside the hut. He shook his
head and looked up at me perplexedly. He hadn’t any
yams. He didn’t know where there were any. He knew
nothing,



AFRICAN INTRIGUE 156

“Come on,” Rodenbach broke in, taking my arm. “You
won’t get anywhere with these people. They've got chick-
ens and yam fields hidden somewhere here in the jungle.
They mean trouble.”

He was right. I repacked the salt, told our now quaking
porters that there was nothing to fear, and started out of
the village. I was worried and repeated the entire episode
to Von Harden.

“I’Il cover the rear,” he said. He took two of his gun
bearers and let us get well ahead. T was leading the way.
“Keep north-northwest,” he had warned me.

Our porters were wide-eyed with fright, They had recog-
nized all the signs, The presence of the sullen men and
their ominous arrows close at hand, and the absence of
their women and children, were portents they understood
only too well, They were the universal signs of hostility.

We were out about a half hour, cutting a new trail
through the jungle, when suddenly I paused. I had heard
something that sent the shivers up and down my spine. I
cautioned the men behind me to be quiet. They became
paralyzed with fright.

I listened again.

“Boom-boom-boom, boom, boom, boom . . . boom.”

It was the dull thunder of a war drum, reverberating
around us in the abysmal quietude of the jungle,

Far off on our left we heard an answer. Faint yet full
of meaning, it made me snap out my pistol and take a hitch
in my belt. It was as though a net were closing about uns.

Ahead stretched only the solid greenery, quiet, mysteri-
ous, aloof, und ominous. What did it hold for us?
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N)T one of our porters had ever before been so far away
{rom his domain, or his ‘“bush,” as the natives call their
district, They were Konkombws men, and they were now
in the region of their traditional enemies, the Gurmas, who
{from time immemorial had been raiders into Konkombwa
territory. And now, with this new menace, such obvious
signs of hostility that even a native child would have
recognized them, our porters were in a frenzy. It only
needed the dull booming of the war drum to reduce them to
astate of paralyzed fright, six-footers and doughty warriors
though the Konkombwas are. Here again, not the seen
plagued them, but the threat of the unseen,

Nor did the latest turn of events increase our pleasure at
Von Harden’s company. He took the episode with a sur-
prising amount of good-humer,

“Now perhaps I can get a few shots at those damnable
niggers,” he remarked dryly, looking at me, a smile playing
about the corners of his mouth and puckering his eyes.
“Nagel,” he suddenly asked me, “what kind of a license
do I need to shoot a few niggers?”

“Why shoot them?* I replied, “They’re children. Treat
them a¢ such.”

“Bah!” He dismissed the subject. “From now on,” he
spoke up suddenly, “one white man is always behind us

15A
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28 o guard. If they mean to have trouble, I hope to be the
first to meet them. But we should not force the issue. We
must first achieve our aim. That is everything. You two
men,” turning to the languid Rodenbach and wide-eyed
Miiller, “must complete your missions as quickly as possi-
ble. But don’t slight it,” he interjected so suddenly that
Miiller broke in;

“No, no, Herr Major, we won’t dight it, no, no, I'll
make the complete survey.” I saw Rodenbach looking at
him, amused.

“Don’t you worry about us,” he said to Von Harden.
“We'll do the work. You push on and make a camp. Let’s
get out of this.”

“Good,” Von Harden replied. “One more camp and

we're through.”
. Then he turned to me. “There’s a big town called Say
somewhere out here on our right. In view of this most re-
cent affair we will avoid getting closer to the river. Keep
here in the jungle. You break the trail, Keep north-
northwest. I'll take the rear.” He started back. “I hope
some damned nigger comes up behind me,” he said half
aloud as he called his gun bearera. He walked back desul-
torily flicking at a horde of insects that buzzed around his
head, As he turned I saw that his red, bulging neck was
swollen. His flicking had not been entirely successful, But
he would not ask for a net.

We finished that day, struck a camp at night, and posted
guards, but not & sign or sound did we hear out of the
solitude around us. Once camp was made, Von Harden
went so far as to back-track on the trail with Soko and
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one gun bearer, They returned within an hour with a brace
of chickens and Von Harden’s coat filled with yams, Hig
story was no more gurprising than his nonchalance,

“T found their damned chicken ficld. Here’s what I
got. Cock them,” He threw them down, removed his glass
and started polishing it. Then he shouted for his sexvant,

“Clean coat—clean coat—clean coat,” he said. The
boy got one, and within a twinkling Von Harden was as
immsaculate and unconcerned as ever,

He was too much for me. I sought out Soko. “What hap-
pened when you got the yams?” 1 asked.

“The white bwana found this Gurma man’s field,” he
said. “I get behind bush look in, I see five Gurma man in
field. I say, ‘Wait, wait!’”

“Yes, yes,” I broke in impatiently, “what did he do?”

“He go Haww—phut. He take his rifle, leave us in bush,
and go into field. Gurma man look up, but hyens man
never ses him, He catch chicken, {then he pull up yams.
He take off coat, put yams in coat, and eall us, That’s all,”

I knew it was.

I could picture the entire scene. I saw Von Harden look
over the field with the five Gurma men, brush aside Soko’s
warning, clear his throat and spit, and walk forward into
the open alone. I saw him put down his rifle, taking no
notice of the astonished Gurmas. I saw him catching the
chickens and wringing their necks, and I knew that as
nonchalantly as he did everything that required courage
hehad brazenly stalked out of the field without ever glanc-
ing back at the men whose chickens and yams he had
stolen, That he wag trespessing never entered his head
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He wanted the food, and he got it. Thereupon the incident
was closed. My only regret was thet I had not been present
to watch him, He was superb.

I knew also that we would hear again from those Gur-
mas. And as much as I hated Yon Harden on general prin-
ciples, I knew that when the showdown came he would be
in the thick of the trouble. For I sensed now, I had an
inexplicable premonition, that difficulties would descend
upon us before we saw the last of the jungle. Things were
bound to happen, and I felt that they would happen fast
once they started.

What I did not take into consideration was that in keep-
ing with the whole picture, our greatest calamity was to
come from an entirely unlooked-for source. I guarded
agast everything I thought might givc us trouble, I
doused my rash with medicines; Miiller had abdominal
pueumonia, and I cared for him as well as I could. Von
Harden even permitted himself to lell me that he had bad
boils around his waist, though he had his servant treat
them, not me. Rodenbach was not ailing, He still was able
to sleep during the brief noonday rest, he slouched on
behind us, sometimes as much as a half kilometer, without
a pistol, and nothing happened to him. I saw mosquitoes
light on him, but there was nothing to suck. He was in-
dolent on. the trail, he took little interest in my worries,
and once dinner had been eaten he sought his hammock,
unconcerned and casual.

It was nothing immediate that brought about our Geth-
semane, In spite of all my vigilance I missed the forest
because of the trees.
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Thousands of miles away cvents were happening that
signed our death warrants,

The morning of the day we made our final camp the first
blow fell, Miiller had gone off with two men, his everlasting
notebook, and a score of bottles for samples. Rodenbach
was prodding the earth in another direction. Von Harden
was superintending the greasing of his armory, and T wag
going among the porters with iodine, Once this job was
finished, I was at loose ends. I determined to find Miiller
and see bow he was getting on,

I followed the frail his men had eut, and within a hup-
dred feet of the camp I came upon him, his servants stand-
ing wide-eyed watching him. He was sitting on a log hold-
ing his foot. His head was bent down on his chest. He wag
crying. This time, ag he saw me coming, there was no at-
tempt at gayety.

“I have sprained my ankle,” he said simply. “Fritz,
I bave done it.”

His shoe was already off, and I took his foot in my hand,
The snkle was badly awollen. I cursed his luck. Why
couldn't these things happen to Von Harden?

“Tritz, Fritz, what can I do?*’ He sobbed afresh,

“The first thing is to get you back to camp and some
hot water.” I sent one of the men back to get his canvas
cot. On that we could carry him in, But how he eould work
with a sprained ankle Y could not imagine. We could not
go ahead. We could not go back. Luckily the Gurmas were
not bothering us. Poor Miiller was helpless.

“T'm a burden on the expedition, Fritz,”” he suddenly
gpoke up, He was in the depths of despair. “I'm a burden.
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Why, oh, why did I come? They should have sent g
younger man.” He sobbed uncontrollably, His fat little
body shook, and when not holding his ankle he would be
crossing his arms in front of his abdomen. “I have paing
in my stomach, I'm always cold, and now my ankle. Qh,
Fritz, what will he say? . . .” He could not overcome the
conventional awe of the German civilian for the militarigt.
Streams of perspiration ran down out of his hair inside his
shirt. He was beyond the state of constant dabbing. “What
will he say? Oh, Fritz, I'm afraid to face him,”

But he did. We lifted him onto the cot, and with the two
men holding it above their heads we went back over the
narrow trail, As we might have expected, the first person
we met was Herr Major.

1 saw a scowl come over his face on seeing us. He tugged
nervously at bis belt, shifted his feet, and his face dark-
encd,

“What’s the matter with him now?” he snapped.

“He had an accident,” I seid, “He slipped off a wet
inclined tree trunk and sprained his ankle, He—?

“But it won’t interfere with my work, Herr Major,”
Miiller suddenly interrupted. I looked up and saw he had
propped himself on one elbow. “It won’t interfere with
my work. I'll get everything done. You'll see, Herr Major
von Harden, you'll see.”

Von Harden pointed to Miiller’s tent. He said nothing,
but his scowl deepened. His jaw jutted out, and his lips
compressed. He was muttering under his breath as he
walked away.

I got some hot water from the cook and bandaged Mil-
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ler’s ankle a5 tightly as ¥ could. He stayed on his cot for
that afternoon, but the next morning, while I was going
about my duties, I went to his tent to see how he felt, The
tent was empty. I feared he might have done something
rash.

I went out into the center of the camp and found a porter
who had seen him hobbling back over the trail he had heen
working along the day before. I went along it and came
upon him on his knees. He was digging some roots and
placing them in a box a porter was holding,

““See,” he said, “T'm all right. I can get around. T'll
pull through, Herr Doktor Fritz,” he laughed hollowly.
He bent kis head down, and I knelt quickly and looked at
him. He was holding his breath. He was in agony. But he
had guts,

During the five days we stayed in that camp Miiller
worked every moment. There was not a lazy bone in him,
and what excruciating pain he must have gone throngh was
known only to himself, By some superhuman power of
will he carried on. In camp there was not a whimper out of
him. Rodenbach was busy with his own work, and beyond
frequent inquiries, left him in my care. Von Harden had
Little to do with us. He was either out hunting—we had
no hesitaney about using our guns now—or working at his
preciows maps. We saw little of him, But for Miiller and me
he had only dark looks. He never spoke to either of us,

To help matters further I took it upon myself to write
Miller’s reports while he lay back on his cot dictating from
endless notes. He would be swathed in blankets, one hand
rubbing his ahdomen. In that way we got through. Grad-
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uelly the swelling went down, gradually he regained his
composure. But in private he still insisted that he was a
burden to the party.

“Once I get my work done,” he said, “I don’t care what
happens. I hope Herr Major isn’t oo angry with me, I
must finish . . .”

“Damn Herr Major!”

“Fritz, Fritz, you don’t understand him, We were sent
here to do something, and he will see that we do it, never
fear—he will do his duty.”

“Duty helll™

Miiller would only smile. “Herr Doktor Fritz.”

1t was while we were packing to leave that the bolt fell.

Two blacks suddenly appeared out of the nowhere, Their
presence sent our porters into shricks of delight. I had to
look twice at them to make sure. It was miraculous, yet
it happened. They were thin to the point of emaciation,
worn and dog tived. They were Konkombwa men.

One was carrying a forked stick, and then I knew. In a
crotch in the stick was g letter, It bore no name, but Von
Harden grabbed it and withdrew within his tent. I ordered
the cook to give the men the best the camp larder held,
and while they were the center of an admiring group of
friends, chattering and jabbering and felicitating each
other, I went toward Von Harden’s tent and found Roden-
bach standing nervously outside.

“What do you think it is?** he asked.

“Tt might be anything, It might be nothing.”

*Perhaps he won’t tell us.”

I shrugged my shoulders. He was capable of anything.
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Suddenly we heard his step. He opened the flap ang
motioned with his hand. I could hardly believe my eyes,
He was beckoning to me. It was the first time I had cver
been invited inside his tent,

As I erossed the threshold I saw that his face was whiter
than I had ever seen it. It was so white that the innumer.
able ingeet bites which made it appear puffed and poisoned
were now difficult to see. Then quickly his emotiong
changed. There was something about bim that held me,
T had to look again to make sure. He was grinning, It wag
not a smile but a broad grin. He was grinning from ear to
ear.

In one hand be was holding the message. With the other
he waved us to seats on his cot. He handed the message to
Rodenbach and started pacing the floor, While Rodenbach
was reading it Vonr IHarden spoke to me,

“Well, Nagel,” he said, *“Von Krocke told me you
wanted adventure.” He paused and loughed. “I guess
you'll get it now.”

Rodenbach’s eyes flashed over the white paper before
him, Then without a word he hended it back to Von
Harden, He seemed too taken aback to speak, But Von

Harden still wore his devilish smile. He passed the paper
to me. .

“Read it,” he said.

Y glanced at it and felt my heart skip several beats. The
blood rushed to my face, and T had to read it again to make
sure, My eyes were not deceiving me. I read:

The French and British authorities are aware o
your presence, They have broadcast a reword for
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each of you. Every village hag been warned to bring
you in. The Togoland Upper Volta border 42 closed
lo you. Complele your mission as expeditiously as
possible.

Wakefield,

“That is Von Krocke’s code name,” I heard Von Harden
explaining through a dull thunder that flooded my head.
“It is genuine.”

I looked up at him, and he was smiling more broadly
than before.

“Now I can shoot some niggers, yest*’ He laughed and
sat down in a folding camp chair. Rodenbach had not
spoken during the cntirve episode.

“You will keep this secret,” Von Harden snapped sud-
denly in a low whisper. I looked at hitn again and saw that
his smile had vanished. His face was stern and forbidding,
He was the militarist giving orders. “You will not tell any-
one, I will decide what to do. If we did not have that old
woman Miiller it would be easy.” .

Suddenly he rose and held the flap of his tent aside.
Without being aware of what I was doing I got up and
started out. Rodenbach was behind me. Outside, the por-
ters were still shouting and talking around the two runners,

“Tell them to wnpeck,” Von Harden said as I passed
him. “We will stay here tonight in sny event. And re-
member,” he added sternly to us, “not a word of this until
I have reached a decision,”
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Lmn that afternoon Rodenbach returned from a hunt-
ing trip with a young reithok and &isquieting news. He had
seen & native watching him. The man had appeared out of
the nowhere with the same subtle mysteriousness as the
Gurmas had vanished from the camp site when I had re-
trieved Miller’s book. Now Rodenbach’s porters were
more agitated than before. They sensed that we were being
followed. And if the Gurmas did not strike it was because
they wanteg_l first to jockey us into some sort ol a position
more favorable to them. Perhaps we were not yet far
enough in the jungle. Perhaps they were waiting for rein-
forcements from other villages and meanwhile were not
letting us escape from their sight. Perhaps many things—
but the fact remained that all the time we had been so
sure of our safety we were under mysterious surveillance
from the solitude around us.

This news coupled with what Rodenbach, Von Harden,
and T knew about the situation gave us more cause for
concern. It was disquieting, but it must be faced. It was as
though a net were slowly cloging around us, Sinister and
ominong, it was closing inch by inch, yet we could not
reach out and touch it. It was there, but it was not visible,
And it was not conducive to settled nerves. We wondered

whether the porters knew of the reward for us. We gires~
108
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tioned that they did not, for there was little going on in
officialdom in Togoland, or anywhere along the coast in
'those days, that was not known by the servant almost as
quickly as by the master. The blacks had a highly-devel-
oped intuition to know nothing and yet know everything,
But in our own case—we wondered. ‘

The discovery of the mysterious watcher threw them
into a panic. The man had dJ'ﬁiappeared immediately on be-
ing discovered, which added to their fright. Their jabber-
ings were low-toned, yet intense, Trouble was brewing,

The blacks were deathly afraid of the Gurmas, and
wherever I went about the camp, wherever Von Harden
went, crowds of them found some excuse to be near us.
This constant presence so infuriated Herr Major that on a
sudden he lashed out with his riding crop.

“Keep away from me, you helpless black swine,” he
shouted. That did not help matters, I thought that it gave
us away. They knew now, I was sure,

That night he limited our fires to four. Rodenbach and
I, cognizant of our new situation, backed him up. The pro-
tests of the porters were uscless. Worse still, I saw that
they had begun o turn against me when their appeals fell
on my deaf ears. It was as though their last hope were
deserting them.

“T will keep guard tonight,” Von Harden said. “Tell
them that nobody is to leave camp on any pretext.”

They took the order with sullen, downcast eyes, quak-
ing, many of them, in their tracks. They were eighty, and
we were four, yet they were true Africans; in their moment
of peril they looked to us for deliverance.
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Once their prattle had died down that night, T went 1y
ses Miller,

He was ready for me. “What is going on?™ was the fust
thing he said. “What hos happened? There is a strange air
about everything today. Why? Fritz, tell me. X know some.
thing is wrong. Tell we. ., .”

1 did. X told him the entire story, I was teking the situg-
tion into my own hands, for I did not agree with Von
Harden that he should be kept in darkness concerning oyr
plight. I had determined to tell him, let come what may,
for I believed that he should know. Who could tell?—per-
haps he would offer the plan of escape. Furthermore, I
owed him & debt., I thought of his confession to me on the
train, He had confided in me. ¥ would confide in him,

In the telling I saw him grow deathly white. He inter.
rupted me a dozen times with wrenching coughing spells
that added to my fears. His pneumonia, his sprained ankle
were not enough. Now he had something further, How
could we get him out of the jungle? We could not have him
carried along the difficult trail that lay ahead. The trail be-
hind us we had to avoid for our own sefety.

1 was in a quandary, and I found myself shaking from
head to foot. I had wanted adventure—well, here it was,
More than I ever had anticipated. I wanted to be & spy—
well, now I was one. And with a price on my head. I cursed
the day I had let my youth run away with me, Lome, with
all its sun, its languidity, was a godsend to the hell that
surrounded me. For days now we hadn’t seen the sun.
Nothing but the wet fog that hemmed us in—creepers
overhead, green walls on every side, quiet, menacing, and
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voiceless. Two days before, I had started on my reserve
pair of sneakers, A fresh pair before them had come apart
in my hands a week after they had first been worn. Roden-
bach was wearing my reserve coat. His clothes had moulded
beyond saving. We had eaten nothing but freshly killed
game for days, I dreamed of milk and vegetables,

- Qur nerves were not what they should have been. On
geveral occasions I had found myself rowing with the
servant over nothing, The way my blanket was tucked in;
my tent was not brushed out sufficiently. It was the jungle,
It was getting me. It was getting all of us, We were irrita-
ble beyond reason. I wished to God I knew what was
ahead. I wished the Gurmas would come out and fight us,
I wished we knew where we stood. Meanwhile we could
not escape the wet fog—a wall more heartless, more in-
escapable than any prison could boast. We were being
tortored in hell.

As 1 left Miiller T saw Von Harden’s white uniform coat,
He was sitting in his canvas chair at one edge of the clear-
ing, a faint gray spot in the darkness. Across his knees
lay his rifle. His pistol hung about his waist within easy
reach. He was smoking a cigarette, and I saw that in the
darkness he had thrown his hammock netting over his
head. Tt fell down over his cap and protected his face, It
was a gesture that made me wonder if he were cracking too.
Never before had he compromised. I crossed over and
spoke to him, I knew he had seen me come out of Miiller’s
tent, I wondered what he thought.

“Everything quiet?” I asked nervously.

He made no reply. He only looked up and smiled at me,
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Then he looked toward Miiller’s tent. Again his eyes found

mine, and again he smiled, enigmatically, halt smeeringly,
I didn’t want to get in a conversation with him. I left hip
hastily and sought my hammock, Once I was beneath my
blankets I prayed for the first time in years, I asked God to
show us & way out. I bared my soul to him. You may say I
was a coward, but I was afraid. I was thoroughly scared,
and scared men do anything,

How long I pitched and rolled about I don’t know, but

I was awakened by something that made me spring oyt of
my hammock and reach for my rifle,
. Outside I heard running footsteps. I heard a voice in
German. Suddenly there was a terrific jabbering among the
porters. I had been right. I had heard a shot. I opened
my tent flap and locked out.

There was a commotion off to my left. I looked towsrd
the spot where Von Harden had been sitting. Iis chair wag
there, but it was empty, Across the clearing T saw Roden-
bach’s tent flap move. I watched and saw it half open.
Then he stepped out in his bare feet, He was stark naked,
putting on his glasses with one hand, His rifle was in the
other, He ran off suddenly to my left.

1 thrust my head out farther, and by the light of & dying
fire saw & huddled group of black bodies. Above the con-
fusion T could hear a voice: “Get out, you swine, get out.”

I stepped into the clearing and found him leading the
shouting procession. He was pulling something toward the
fire. A native suddenly kicked it into a blaze. By its light
I saw that what Yon Harden had was not an animal, as I
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espected, but something black and glistening. I knew . . .
he had shot an eavesdropper. Our war on the Gurmas was
started. It was something of a rélief. Now my worries
could take concrete form. The mystery was no more. For
the first time in days I felt a pang of happiness. It was a
relief to be sure. The hesitancy, the worry were over, A
soldier will know what I mean. War had been declared,

1 stepped out into the clearing and ran toward them,
Von Harden was leading the way, pulling the inert body
forward. Behind him was Rodenbach, his long, bony form
grotesque and strange in its nakedness, I went up to them
and said something to Von Harden—what, I don’t know.
He didn’t hear me. His pistol was in his free hand,

Ag they reached the fire the gabble behind them
swelled to a crescendo. Once the hody was in the light it
became hell Jet loose. T looked down and saw why. The
man he had shot was not a Gurma!

He was one of our porters.

“What? Why? How?* I don’t know what I said. I recall
only that Rodenbach was pushed against me as the porters
crowded up to get a closer look, He was swearing at Von
Harden, who was paying no attention.

“He was trying to desert,” I heard the gruff voice.
“Three others were with him, The others got away. This
will teach them to obey.” There was much more, I conldn’t
hear it. I knew that again Von Harden had been guilty of
an overt act. He had sealed our doom. The last thing he
should have done was shoot a porter, regardless of the
erime,
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Ileft them squabbling there and returned to my tent,
iy mind in a jumble, The last thing I heard was Von
Harden’s voice. He was talking to Rodenbach,

“I'm in charge of this camp. I'll take the responsibility.
You tell them I'll shoot the next one that trics to get away,
T’ll shoot them all if I have to. Tell them that, go on, tell
them that.”

“You goddamned swine,” I heard Rodenbach, “You've
done for us now.”

Von Harden's answer was a mocking laugh,

Back in my tent I could not sleep. I was so nervous, I
got up and cleaned my rifle. I was too nervous even to
think of hating Von Harden, I opened my boxes and
counted my ammunition. It was a foolish gesture, but I
had to do something. I didn’t want to think. When morn-
ing came I found I had 280 bullets for my Jefferies and 460
for my Winchester 80-80, There was an endless number
for the pistols.

1 started to count all over again when Von Harden sud-
denly thrust his head in upon me.

*Come into my tent,” he said. “We've got to talk this
thing over.” The sight of him changed everything. I was
myself again. So now he would tallk over his mistakes. He
was changing. I hoped he wouldn’t change too much, I
wanted him,

Qutside, the porters were still jabbering, arguing over
the tragedy of the night, I spoke to Soko, but whether by
desian or aceident, he did not answer. Instead he glowered
at me. Nervously and with misgivings I entered Von
Harden’s tent. Rodenbach was already there. His face was
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flushed, and I saw his pistol at his waist. That told me
bow he felt.

“T did it because it was the only thing to do, and that
is the end of it.” Von Harden ignored my entrance, “We
will have no more talk about it. What we must consider
now,” he continued, “is how we are to get out of this
predicament.”

“The predicament you got us into,” Rodenhach inter-
rupted.

“Silence!” He screamed it at the top of his voice.
“Enough! Silence!”

On noticing me his anger dimmed, He smiled sardoni-
cally, psused a moment, and lit & cigarette. His hand was
steady and firm. He cleared his throat once or twice and
took out his eyeglass,

“Now,” he said, reaching for his handkerchief, “we'll
be sengible, We'va got to consider geiting out, The work
is finished. The only weak link in our chain is Miller. . ..”

I didn’t hear what followed, for my attention had been
distracted by a movement of the tent flap. I looked toward
it and saw e white, pudgy hand grasp it, slowly pull it
open. With a quick gesture Von Harden’s eyes shot in the
same direction. I saw him watching intently, his voice
hesitating, talking generalities. His lace was grim, his chin
out.

On the ingtant the hand appeared his voice rose. He
smiled again. “The weak link in our chain,” he repeated
clearly, “is Miiller. Without him our position. would not
be so difficult.”

The tent flap came back, and what I feared happened.
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Miller thrust his head in. Tears were coursing down his
cheeks. His mouth hung open, his look was of 2 dumb anj.
mal in pain, He had heard.

“Oh, Herr Doktor,” Von Harden said quickly, casually,
“come in. We are having a talk. Come in,” He smiled and
motioned to his camp chair, “Sit down, Herr Doktor.” I
had never seen such a change in him. He was all smiles,
concerned in Miiller’s welfare, He was a different person,

Miiller fell into the seat with & groan, Von Harden
polished his monocle, serewed it back into his eye, and
resumed the conversation. Rodenbach sat tugging at his
mustaches and watching him like a hawk. He had missed
nothing, His thick glasses were no barrier, I thought a
faint smile was at the corners of his mouth, He never took
his eyes off Herr Major. He had read him as though he
were an open book.

For the remainder of the “conference” Von Harden was
more reasonable, reasonable for Von Harden—he let us say
something,

Milller sat through it, swathed in a blanket, spitting into
what had once been a white handkerchief, Frequently he
sighed and wiped at the tears he took no effort to hide.
His helmet was agkew, one foot wag naked, and the other
had an unlaced shoe. He hadn’t shaved for days. His
cheek bones were too prominent, his mouth was open, and
I saw his chin twitching, I watched him several moments,
and the twitching did not stop. He shifted about nervously.
I took Von Harden'’s pillow and put it behind his back.
He tried to thank me, but the words wouldn’t come. He
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was completely done in. I thought he was on the verge of
o paralytic stroke.

Rodenhach never Look his eyes from Von Harden, who
was making no attempt to hide the smile on his face. I
had been looking everywhere, mostly at Miiller, I was
never so worried about him,

When the conference broke up we had accomplished
what might have been expected—nothing.

Rodenbach was for going back along the trail until we
reached the open country, then striking straight east to the
headwaters of the Oti. There we could float south into
Togoland. I wasn't of much use to them; I had no sugges-
tions. Von Harden could not reach a decision,

“We will wait here a day or two until I decide,” he
finally announced, “Here we are safe so lar. With eighty
—ah, no,” he suddenly checked himself, smiling, *“with
seventy-seven porters, we are a formidable force. Yes, we
will wait here.”

When we got out, I helped Miiller to his tent, It oc-
emrred to me on the way that we had never mentioned to
him the closing of the border against us, Somehow Von
Harden seemed to have taken it for granted that he knew.
I wondered if he had heard me explaining our position to
Mijller the night before in his tent.

Leaving him, I noticed that the porters were about the
camp, less noisy than before our conference, I saw that
their eyes were downeast, they had ceased even to mutter
among themselves, Something seemed to grip at my heart,
and T called for Soko. He was not present. No one knew
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where he was. The answers I got were brief and relye.
tantly given. My worst fears were being confirmed,

“Rodenbach, Rodenbach,” I called,

He came out, and X told him of my doubts. We lined the
men up and counted them. There were aixty-eight present,
The others had disappeared either during the night or
while we were in conference. With them went their boges,

I referred to my lists and found we had lost five halts
of badly needed netting, one hundred pounds of salt, five
cartons of matches, most of our medicine supply, and the
few remaining tins of concentrated food,

Then I went in search of Von Harden. He was not in
his own tent, I looked in Miiller’s, interrupting him in the
writing of something he hastily thrust under his blanket.

“Please, Fritz,” he said nervously, the words stumbling
and halting, “leave me alone & minute.”” His chin was
twitching worse than before; he looked wan and shriveled,
His fat little body was lost in the folds of his blanket,

Von Harden was on the outskirts of the clearing divect-
ing a group of men to bury the unfortunste he had killed,
When X told him what had happened his expression never
changed.

“Get my light rifle,” he directed one of the men.

Then suddenly he checked himself, “Now,” he said,
turning to me, “heve is where Milller can help us.” He was
smiling again, the same sardonie smile ¥ had seen at the
conference,

Y followed him hack to his tent. He brought out his carmp
chair and pillow. Then we helped Miiller out of his tent.
Von Harden took him by one shoulder and I by the other,
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and we supported him to the chair. Suddenly Von Harden
produced & pistol and passed it to him.

“Now, Herr Doktor,” he said, smiling again, “you sit
here until we come back. We won’; be long. Your job is to
ghoot the first nigger you see frying to get away.”

Miiller Jooked up incredulously and tried to blubber
a reply. But before he could say anything I was following
Von Harden back to the grave-diggers where we rejoined
Rodenbach. He hadn't been with us. He didn’t know of
Miller’s gnardianship.

“Now,” Von Harden said, leading the way, “T'll Iill a
few more niggers. L'l teach them yet who is giving orders.”

A strange sound seemed to float back from him a3 he
started ahead, and for a moment I thought he was whis-
tling. Then I recalled that he'd never whistled before.
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AN Hour later we gave up the chase, Wehad gone more
than three kilometers back on the trail without seeing a
vestige of the men. They had vanished into the mysterious
solitude,

“We’ll never find them,” Rodenbach and I finally con-
vinced Von Harden, “They can slip through this jungle
without leaving & trace.”

“Will they get back to their damned bush?” he sked
us smilingly.

“Certainly they'll get back,” Rodenbach told him.
“The Gurmas can’t follow them as easily as they can trail
us, We're in for it now.”

“So yow’ve said before,” Von Harden answered. “Well,
let’s get back. Our problom seems to be simplifying itself.”
He was as casual as though he had lost his way in a Berlin
suburb. “What’s done is done.”

Rodenbach began arguing with him, but he paid no at-
tention. He started back toward the camp at a steady lope.
We followed, rowing with each other.

Some distance on the way we heard a shot. It caused
us to pause and lsten.

“Miiller’s done for one of them,” he said. “The old
woman might be of some use after all.”

“He’s no old woman if he's treated right,” I replied,
R
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put he hadn’t heard me. e was off again, ruuning
along trees, dashing through bush patehes and plunging
ahead.

Back at the eamp we found another mélée, The natives
were crowded logether, jabbering and whimpering off to
one side. Von Harden pushed his way through them,

“My God!™ I heard him say.

Rodenbach and I were close behind. When we got to
the center we found the cause of the commotion. Milller
was sprawled on the ground, a grolesque mass that made
me leap down beside him. I saw that he was beyond help.
The side of his head was a jagged red mass, In one hand I
saw Von Harden’s heavy pistol.

One arm was buckled under him. I rolled him over and
found an envelope in his other hand. 1 was reaching for
it when Von Harden sprang down beside me and snatched
it away before I could read the name on it.

I heard him Llearing it open. I was thinking of poor
Miiller and all he had been through. I saw him again that
day in the train helow Atakpame, A dozen memories came
flooding hack. I heard his rippling laugh. I recalled his
fat stomach as I had rubbed it with liniment. I saw him
again coming into Von Harden’s tent that morning, and I
recalled the satanic voice repeating for his hearing, “The
weak link in our chain is Miiller, Without him our position
would not be so difficult.”

Something touched my shoulder, and through dimmed
eyes I looked up. Von Harden was passing me the note, I
took it and read it three times before I could comprehend.

I can repeat it from memory.
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Dear Hrer Major [it said]:

I am aware that I am an abstacle. I am deeply sorry for the
trouble I hase coused you. Now that my work s finished
1 am happy lo be an obstacle mo longer. You will find my
report is complele. My last request is that you see 1t arrives
safely in Berlin, I am removing myself as an obstacle o you
for the glory of the Fatherland. Good-bye to Herr Rodenbach
and my good friend Frits, I die for the Fatherland,

~ Slowly 1 got to my feet. Rodenbach was reading the
note, Von Harden was standing beside me. I looked at him
and found him half smiling. “Now our problem is not so’
difficult,” ke said,

He was going on when something seemed to grip me, A
new kind of energy seemed to flow through my veins. I felt
my muscles tighten, and I thrilled all over. It was a feeling
T had never before experienced, I cannot deseribe it cor-
rectly; I doubt that it can be described.

I heard him say, “The surv'val of the . . .” when some-
thing spapped within me. His half-cynical foce was close
to me. Through & blur I saw his jaunty cap, his insolent
monocle, He was casually slapping at an insect with his
damnable riding crop.

My right hand came up from my side. I smashed him
full in the face. I sensed that his knees were buckling. He
became a blurred vision on the ground. The natives
screamed, and I saw Rodenbach hastily look up from the

message. But my mind was centered on the man at my
feet,
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I recall that I screamed invectives at him. Suddenly I
felt Rodenbach’s long, sinewy arms around me.

“No, no, Fritz,” he was shouting. “Not that. We've
got to stick together now. We need each other....”

As he was dragging me away I saw something glistening
below me on the ground. It was Herr Major’s monocle, I
had knocked it out of his eye. The sight of it gave me fresh
strength. It represented all he stood for; it was symbolie
of everything that was Von Harden, I ground it under my
heel and exulted when it broke in a thousand pieces, It was
as though I had ground my heel in his red, blotehed face,

Then suddenly I saw him back there on the ground. He
was attempting to rise, I saw him reaching for his pistol-

I crossed the intervening space with one bound. His chin
was on a level with my knee, I smashed him again with
my right hand, and as I drew it back I saw it was covered
with blood. He was over on his back, and I struck him a
third time when again Rodenbach’s arm pinioned me. He
was shouting something I couldn’t hear. I saw the blacks
running away in a frenzy, I must have been out of my head,
but the sight of Von Harden’s blood on my hand was the
most satisfactory sight I had known since the trip started.
I was my own master now. I was conscious of my own
strength. Von Harden’s reign was ended.

“T'll get you yet, you murderer,” I shouted back, “I'll
never leave you now. You'll core to me yet and beg for
help.”

Rodenbach dragged me away. I was laughing hysteri-
cally.



lN 7En same way I hated Von Harden yet appreciated
that he was indispensable to the saving of my life, so I
hated the jungle yet was thankful for its presence, Vast
and awe-inspiving, hushed and beatific like a cathedral in
the dead of night, it was a fitting sepulchre in which to
leave the peaceful Miiller, who would no more be upset by
our constant rows.

We wrapped him in o Germgn flag, sewed him securely
in his heavy tent, and buried him in & grave the porters
had dug st the edge of the clearing. What service we had
was brief yet as complete as the exigency would allow,
No one had a Bible, Von Harden recalled a portion of the
military burial, and I could remember only a droning
prayer I had heard in a Presbyterian mission in the Kam-
<runs. It was in Eewee, which I thought especially ap-
yropriate,

With s verse of “Die Wacht am Rhein,” fat little Miiller
was lowered out of sight,

I doubted, as I watched him disappear, that the jungle
had ever witnessed a stranger drama than that in which
we three decrepit white men played leading rtles. We were
bareheaded. Our clothes had become rags. Our stomachs
were empty.

182
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And I took it as an omen of no good that we were inter-
rupted by the briefest of noises in the maze of tangled
creepers overhead. Looking up I saw 2 monkey flitting
from one limb to another, pausing momentarily to peer
down at us. I felt rather than knew that a thousand other
eyes were hovering near, ealculating our strength, estimat-
ing our power of resistance. If not from the animal world, I
feared our doom would come perhaps from the very world
of which we were a part—ior behind us the porters milled
about restlessly, whispering and nudging.

Gradually I brought myself to a happier frame of mind.
It was no time for pessimism,

I looked at Von Harden and found that, though his
head was bowed, he was looking intently at his trouser leg,
and I surmised the reason. He confirmed my suspicion
when his hand went down and pulled at the cloth. The
stout material gave awsy, and it split down theleg. T had &
further example of the destructive power of the jungle.
Would it get us yet? In what order? What lay ahead? Who
would go first, or would we all go at once?

I doubted that Von Harden would be the first, for even
while we were mourning Miiller’s passing, he was improv-
ing the time, if only to discover that his equipment was
rotting.

‘When the grave was being filled, I seized upon the op-
portunity to shake myself out of my morbidity. I took
Bodenbach aside and induced him to join me in gathering
flowers as a final tribute—flowers that within an hour of
their plucking would be withering like everything else in
the lost world that emhraced us.
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Tuberose, jasmine, and others, but mostly orchids, heavy
and deadening to the senses—we threw many on the grave,
‘We picked them where they grew around us in such riotous
profusion that their odor became offensive.

I cannot go into a florist’s now to buy them without be-
coming nauseated, possibly because of the price, more
probably because of the many I uprooted and cast on Mil-
ler's grave. The smell of them brings me back again to
that jungle hell on the Niger where we saw the last of the
good-natured botanist who had been an indispensable ad-
junet to the expedition.

Von Haorden did not help us. Immediately the first
spadeful of earth had fallen into the grave he left us for
his tent, and we did not see him for hours, I was just as
well pleased. I wanted to avoid him. For I had a clearer
conception of the part I had played in the episode of the
previous day, and I was doubtful if my conduct was a5
praiseworthy as it had seemed at the time,

Al T had done was make a fool of myself. I had not hurt
him in the least, and T questioned that my physical superi-
ority had quenched his indomitable spirit. What blood he
had shed came only from his nose, a common nosebleed
such as might be received on a football field.

Therefore, unless I had downed his everlasting air of
patronizing dictation, unless I had pricked his bubble and
ghown him that he was not the godhead he suspected, T had
accomplished nothing and lost much. As a diplomat I
was a flat failure. I had shown only that I could hit him
when he was down, and I had given myself away. The en-
tire episode was little to my credit, My only defense is that
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1 was young snd impulsive and that I wanted to avenge
Muller.

To Rodenbach, Miller was the one that emerged out of
it all, not Von Harden or myself.

“He knew we couldn’t get out with him,” he said, “He
knew that if we lingered because of him we were done. He
did the only thing to do. He did it for the Fatherland as
surely as any soldier ever laid down his life on the battle-
field. He was a courageous man.”

“He also brought about the end of Von Harden’s domi-
neering,” I put in hopefully.

Rodenbach was not of the same mind, He looked at me
sharply.

*“What do you mean? That foolishness of yours?” His
face wag wrinkled, and he was peering at me through his
thick glasses,

“Yes.” I felt my breath eatch on the word. I wanted his
oapprobation; instead I got his shrewd evaluation,

“You think he’s finished, do you?” he said. *Well, I
don’t, All you did wes hit him when he was down.”

“Perhaps, but he practically foreced Milller to kill him-
self,” I retorted. ““You heard what he said in the tent:
“The weak link in our chain is Mitller. Without him our
position would not be so difficult’—youn heard him say
that, He let Miiller hear it—then he gave him his pistol.”

“Maybe,” he came back deprecatingly, “but Miiller
would have killed himself in any event. If his mind was
running in that channel, he’d have found some way to do
it. For all his braggadocio, Von Harden has brains, We've
got to have him with us. Can’t you see that?”
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We were lingering by the grave after the imprompty
funeral. We werc alone, save for the few porters who hung
around us whispering and sullen, not letting us out of theiy
gight. Wherever we went someone was close at hand, At
first I thought it was because of their fear of the jungle;
later I learned the real reason.

“Well,” I said, “I've defied Von Harden after all, He
won’t be so dammed important after this. He won't be . , »
I knew what I wanted to say, but I couldn’t put it into
words, “He won’t be s0 . . . I fumbled, and Rodenbach
broke in:

“Bosh! Because you struck him when he was on the
ground? You think that by hitting him you’ve solved our
problem. You haven’t. That was the one thing you
shouldn’t have done. Miiller was dead. You couldn’t have
brought him back. It was a time to be cool and plan our
escape. Instead of that you got heroic. You haven’t helped
either of us. We've got to have Von Harden with us, I
don’t like him any more than you do, but he means an-
other gun—and such s gun! This is no time to pick fights,
We must have unity or we're lost. . . .”

“Qh, twaddle,” I said, “He killed my best friend, and I
let him have it. I’m not sorry. I mean I am—and I’m not.
I'm glad I struck him; and yet I wish I hadn’t. Oh!...1I
don’t know!...)”

*“You may be stronger than he is,” Rodenbach summed
up, “but if you think musele is all that’s needed, you're
wrong. He's got brains under that damned military cap,
And he’s not downed yet. You watch.”

When we got back to the center of the clearing I called
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for my tent servant. He did not respond. I shouted for the
cook—he also was absent. I was suspicious and turned
suddenly on a trio who had been following me. They
shuffled off with mutters and shifting eyes,

I sent for Rodenbach, and we counted the men again.
We had sixty-three. Before the funeral we had had sixty-
eight. They seemed to disappear while we were lining them
up. They went from under our eyes; they went when our
backs were turned. One step out of the clearing, and they
were lost in the mysterious solitude.

Rodenbach stayed up that night with a rifle across his
knees, vowing that he would kill the first black to stir
from within their ring of fires. When morning came he
swore with pride and finality that none had gotten away—
but they had. When we counted them—forty-nine re-
mained,

The second night Von Harden confined them ingide &
stockade he had forced them to build. Two disappeared
while they were building it. It wag nine feet tall and had
one outlet. Von Harden sat before it, and as they filed in
we counted forty-one men. In the morning thirty-two came
out, It was inexplicable.

Only the first ones to desert us took their boxes, These
latter escapers left theirs behind, but every one of them
took something he could carry in his hands, Now it
was too late. The harm had slready been done. Strangely
enough, they left our rifles and ammunition intact, We lost
all our personal belongings. Our three shaving kits went
the first day. Later pencils were gone, a half-dozen hand-
kerchiefs I had; someone carried off the three spades after
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the funeral. They were children. They tock what pleaged
their fancy.

The one who took our medicine cabinet I am sure had
no ulterior motive, It was simply that he was starting on
another march, and the box had been a part of him for g
long that he did not know how to move without it, Such
psychology is typical of the Adrican natives, particularly
the Konkombwas. He might go two days back on the trail
before it would dawn on him that he could move faster
without the box and that it contained nothing to which he
attached any value. Then he would unceremoniously throw
it in the bush and continue.

1t would have been useless for us to go back as searchers,
The jungle was too vast. Anything they might throw two
feet off the trail would be swallowed up in the rank folisge
and within twenty-four hours would he destroyed by ants,

By an anomaly that convinced me he was in league with
the devil, Von Harden appeared the seccond day with a
monocle.

“I didn’t know I had it,” T heard him telling Rodenbach,
overloud for my benefit, I liked to think. “The beggar
brought it to light going through my effects.”

Rodenbach doubled up with laughter. I walked away
pretending I had not heard.

By a similarly strange fate they left me the quart bottle
of castor ol out of which T had dosed Mitller. One quart
of castor oil—and what was ahead? I hated to think.

The upshot was that we stayed three days in that camp
after Miiller’s death. Three days of fretful worry, Three
days during each of which the few remaining faithful would
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come back with word they had seen Gurmas watching us.
Two hours later the informers would be gone.

The last afternoon we heard an unmistakable war drum.
That brought on the stampede.

Von Harden had taken five men out on s search for wood
for the night’s fire. In the dense underbrush it was im-
possible to watch them all. When he rounded them up
they were three. When word of the Gurma surveillance
reached us we had nineteen men. That night Rodenbach
and I sat around the stockade until midnight, when Herr
Major relieved us. In the morning six had flown.

It was uncanny, yet it was true. I would like to lay it to
African gris-gris, only I'd be laughed at. Yet they melted
intp thin air. We saw what was coming, yet we had no
power to stop it. All we could do was to look on,
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l'n was not that they meant to be unfaithful to us, it was
not so much that they hated or feared Von Harden. It was
primarily that they were creatures of the moods and whims
of the jungle and, like children, once they were frightened,
their first recourse was flight. They were homesick and
scared, and the combination was too much. All the threats
we might make were futile. With us they were in unfamiliar
territory, but in the jungle they were at home. They
could not understand three grimy white men having pala-
vers every half hour and arguing over maps. In the Gurma
bush thers was trouble, in the Konkombwaz bush there was
none. The answer was simple, even for their elementary
intellects.

Tt is trite to say we should have pleaded with them. We
did. We promised them lifelong freedom from taxes if they
gtayed, we threatened them with lifelong chains i they
fled. Nothing availed. The Konkombwa territory is wide,
and they were smart enough to know it. They could leave
Togoland and throw up their bush shacks in Upper Da-
homey under the French, or in the Northern Territories
under the British,

We had lost our power over them, or better still, we
had been superseded by a power they held in greater awe

~—the jungle. Our guns meant nothing, I am convinced
160
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they had a rendezvous somewhere back along the trail,
Seventy-odd men well armed with poisoned arrows, and
not encumbered by the tell-tale evidences of white men,
would be a formidable force for the Gurmas to attack.
They weve reasonably sure of getting back,

“Well, they’ve gone,” Von Harden said simply the third
day. “They walked out from under your eyes, you African
experta! We haven’t a nigger left!”

Rodenbach looked at me and nodded. I said nothing.

It was the first time Von Harden had spoken to me since
I had knocked him down. There was sarcasm in his tone
rather than malice or reprisal. Rodenbach had made me see
the view Herr Major most likely would take of the affair,
The summary was that I was the loser on two counts, first
because I had struck an officer (the fact that I was not in
the army made no difference) and, secondly, because I had
struck him when he was down—I was not a gentleman.
Any argument that I punched him because he was drawing
his pistol was thrown out by Rodenbach, who seid it was
his opinion that Von Harden’s hand was going to his side
to ense the pain of his boils. The enormity of my crime was
thus doubled, By the army code I knew that Von Harden
would have been justified in putting me in irons—if we had
irons. We hadn't, Instead he waited, watehed, and said
nothing to me. Nor did I take the initistive, The fixst day
wes not so bad, but the third day i began to get on my
nerves, also on Rodenbach’s.

We three white men lost in the jungle went to sleep with
our hands en our pistols; we suspected each other and, be-
neath it all, despite my friendship with the geologist,
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I think we hated each other. It was a hatred that the jungle
nurtured, brought to fulfilment and made keen. 1t was ag
though the jungle were going to make us beat our-
selves,

But now that Von Harden had spoken to me, I knew the
waiting was over. It was as though he had declared himself,
And the way in which he had done it took me somewhat
aback, For I had determined the first day to step into the
rdle from which I had deposed him. I would take the reing
of leadership and let him fall back into the rut where I had
wallowed. Now he would take my insolence, he would be
the butt of my sarcasm.

But something made me pause before asserting myself—
a vague premonition, a half desive to rub salt on his
wounds, and something else that X cannot put into words,
I had known the same feeling that day at Atukpame when
he had given the crazy order to start overland in the mid-
dle of the day. I wanted to fight him then, when something
held me back, Something in his tone, his manner, perhaps.
I felt it now coming over me, and my firm resolutions to
put him in his place the first lime he spoke to me vanished
in the air, I determined to wait. I would let him assert him-
gelf, then crush him. Rodenbach’s championing of Von
Harden's cause and his desertion of mine I reluctantly ad-
mitted was not heartening. ¥or I knew Rodenbach was
right. As much as I hated Von Harden, I had to admit he
had brains,

We sat in the middle of the camp that third morning
and looked at ourselves and our surroundings. Our boxes
stood around us, three tents, other of our equipment; and
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off in a corner of the clearing lay Miiller—at least his
worrles were over. As Von Harden came out of his tent and
spoke to us I noted that he had a dark stubble of beard
and that his trouser leg was patched where he had torn the
rotting cloth apart at the funeral, His cap was soggy and
limp and the white coat was now & dismal gray. But in his
eye was the damnahle monocle and tap-tapping against his
leg was the familiar riding erop. His face was bloated by
insect bites, but he smiled down at us.

Sauntering around the clearing, he flicked at the dun-
page with his riding crop. After he had completed the cir-
cuit he went to the center, cleared his throat and spat.
Then he came over to us.

“Now,” I said to myself, “it’s coming, Here's where
I put you down once and for all. This time you won't get
up.”

“The problem,” he said, looking down at us ofthandedly,
after he had painstakingly polished his monocle, “is get-
ting out. It is something of a relief not to have any damned
niggers to worry about.”

I felt myself smiling. Was he trying to bluff me with his
old-time nonchalance, or was it—and the thought came to
me with something of a shock—that he hadn’t changed a
particle? Had I, as Rodenbach said and I had sometimes
suspected, only made a fool of myself by knocking him
down? He seemed perfectly at ease.

“Come into my tent,” he said, “and let’s look at the
maps. It’s time we reached a decision.” That was where I
had him, “Tt’s time to reach a decision,” gave him away.
It was not the more customary “I'll decide,” but “we.” I
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looked at Rodenbach, but he was absorbed in peering after
the retresting figure.

“Come on,” I said, “he’s blufing.” He got up, and we
followed the tight-fitting military coat, now displaying a
large section of flesh underneath through a tear in a seam,

A map of the district was spread open on Von Harden’s
folding table. It was as complete as any available in 1971,
Rodenbach and I studied it for several minutes while Voy
Harden paced the floor behind us. Finally he spoke:

“What do you think, Herr Doktor?* He stopped and
stood with his feet braced wide apart, his hands clasped
behind him.

“My idea,” Rodenbach said, after a moment, “is that
we should head straight west to the upper reaches of the
White Volta. Then we can fioat down into Togoland.”

“Ah.” Von Harden's broad grin broadened, and he
turned to me. “And you?”

1 spent some time tracing the various rivers in the dis-
trict. I saw that if we followed Rodenbach’s plan we should
have to pass through the Mossi country, and the Mossis
have never been partial to the exponents of Kultur. I
doubted, furthermore, that we could cover such a distance
without disaster, I measured the distance to the river and
found it to be approximately four hundred kilometers in &
straight line, By the circuitous route we would be forced
to take it would be some five hundred or five hundred and
fifty. It seemed an impossible journey for three fugitives.

Closer to hand were the headwaters of the Oti, south-
west, back over much of the trail we had covered. It con-
tinued south but east of the White Volta to Togoland and
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the Dahomey border. The country there was inhabited by
the Borgus, and they also hated all that Kultur stood for,
Many of them had been diiven out of Togoland by the
army colonizers. They would make short shift of us, And
if they failed we still would have the natives of Dahomey
to contend with: at that time many of them were human-
flesh eaters. The prospect did not look good, but it Jooked
better than starting through unknown country to the
White Volta. At least we would be in familiar territory.

I think what attracted each of us most was the prospect
of stealing a canoe and floating to safety. Most of the na-
tives either way we might go would be armed with arrows
and spears, very few had rifles. The Oti was nearer, it
meant a trek of 300 kilometers. I offered it as my choice.

All the while Von Harden had retained his smile. I told
him of the Borgus and the Mossi. Rodenbach added his
bit. It was no time to avoid the truth. Von Harden listened
with a trace of amusement, and it came to me that he had
something up his sleeve, He had.

“T don't think much of you African experts,” he said
when we had finished. “I don’t think you know much of
military tactics. Now, let us put ourselves in the place
of the British and French authorities. I think it safe to
assume that they will reason the shortest distance between
two points is & straight line. That means, then, that they
will expect us to head straight for the Togoland border.
Hence their utmost vigilance will be exerted in that direc-
tion, the direction you experts think we should teke.”

His familiar sarcasm was coming out, and with it his
satanfc grin. I looked at Rodenbach with an idea that I
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‘would interrupt Von Harden and in so doing enlist his aid,
but he was holding his chin in his hands and peering gt
our strategist. Without shifting his eyes he knew I had
looked at him, and when Von Harden stopped to pick up a
pencil Rodenbach spoke to me sotfo voce out of the corner
of his mouth.

“He's got something,” he said. “You listen.”

I don’t believe Von Harden heard him, but if he did
there was no suggestion of triumph as he continued,

“Now, you think we should go back through the country
where the natives and foreign police are most anxiously
looking for us. I don’t. I think our only course lies in sur-
prising them, taking them unawares. We should do what
they least expect us to do. That, you sce, is one way of
reasoning that o military school will teach you. But you
gentlemen, I'm sorry to say, have never had military train-
ing, Therefore my plan is that we should strike straight
north, avoid Timbuctoo, and get into the desert.”

“But,” I interrupted, unable to restrain myself longer
for here was another of his crazy ideas, “if you go north
you're striking still farther into French territory. If we're
in trouble now, let’s get out, don’t let us get in deeper.”
Rodenbach put his hand on my arm.

Von Harden looked at me a moment, and I thought he
would lapse into one of his old withering tirades, but sud-
denly his smile came back, more condescending than be-
fore, He made a mocking bow toward me,

“Precisely,” he said, “the way to get out of trouble in
this instance is to get deeper into it. To the north they
wrr't be watching for us. To the south they will. Up there
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we will pass for hunters,” he waved his hand airily, “or
traders, perhaps—"

“Hunters or traders in the Sahara,” I broke in, laughing,
“without a caravan, without a servant of any kind, with-
out even food? It’s preposterous. They’d be suspicious
of us in & minute.”

He heard me out before answering, When he did, his
voice was cool and collected, with a faint trace of dis-
paragement. ““Nagel,” he said, “you have no imagination.
Perhaps that's why you're a head porter. These things you
speak of are details, and details worry small men.”

His words were slowly spoken, and I looked up flushing
from the maps to find him putting & wax-covered match to
a cigarette. At the first strain of his breath against the
paper, the cigarette crumbled over the front of his uniform.
Quite casually he shook out the match, looked at the loose
tobacco on the floor, then smiled benignly at me. His en-
tire gesture had been unconcerned, and I visioned him in
the Uhlans Club in Betlin, monarch of all he surveyed and
contemptuous of every other mortal on earth.

Suddenly I had a new interest. A miracle had been per-
formed. I looked at him with bulging eyes.

“The matches,” I shot at him, “the matches. Where did
you get them? Did they leave them?”

“Ah,” he answered, “Von Krocke’s expert wants to
know about the matches.” He smiled broadly, thrust his
hands in his pockets, and stalked about the narrow tent.
“No, they didn’t leave them,” he said after a moment.
“I've been sleeping on them for two weeks.”

“Sleeping on them? . . .”
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“J didn't trust the niggers you love so mueh,” ke fin.
ished.

“A pity you didn’t sleep on some food too,” I put in,
chagrined.

‘1 did, but it spoiled.”

1 wanted no more of the conversation, and I turned
again to the maps. Rodenbach was poring over them. Re
uncovered one of the whole of Africa. On it I traced his
route and the one I had suggested. They seemed the sim-
plest to me.

Then I followed the mythical course Von Harden had
broached. I saw Timbuctoo ahead of us; that meant a
Trench garrison and the center of an espionage corps sec-
ond to none. They knew the story of every foreigner in the
French Sudan. Crossing the Niger meant coming up
against that very efficient French naval patrol of gunboats
on the river, gunhoats that could never reach the ses.
Granting that we should ever see the Sahara, I visioned
the endless kilometers of blistering hot sand, the sand-
storms, our ignorance of waterholes. . . . My mind wasina
maze of questions. Was he going to cross the Sehara on
foot? I thought now that the jungle had him, that he was
demented, and with the cunning of the mentally unbal-
anced was tantalizing us. And after the Sghara, whet? I
laughed out and slapped my leg.

“We three poverty-stricken whites,” I said, “without
s thing in the way of equipment, all we have is what we
stand in and our rifles, we can’t take any of that stuff
outside. We don’t know where our next meal is coming
from, we don’t know how much longer we'll be lost in this
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hellish jungle, we don’t know but that at this very minute
the Gurmas may have a flock of bows and poisoned arrows
trained at this tent flap as we go out, and you airily pro-
pose that we start out across the Sahara. , , .*

Von Harden’s smile had increased as my voice rose.
“And you,” he said easily, “you were the one who wanted
adventure, you’re the youngest of us, and you're—you’re
afraid, perhaps?™

“Like hell T am!™ I shot at him. “I’m not afraid, I only
think you're crazy.” I looked at Rodenbach and found
him staring intently at the side of the tent.

“It’s the most audacious thing I ever heard,” I said.

“Precisely,” Von Harden broke in. “Because of its
sudacity it will win for us. The best defense is always an
attack.”

1 looked down again at the map. Above El Juf I saw the
border of Moroceo. “But then we'll be heading into
Morocco,” I said. “The French are already there, and you
propose we go there. What do you want to do—fight them,
carry on & war of our own on the 40,000 French troops
Lyautey hag in Fez?”

He smiled again. “Just that,” he said. “The natives on
the desert are French by force, not by inclination. They
only need a little weking up, & little expert handling, to
start o series of guerilla wars against the French, and once
they do, 40,000 seascned troops won't be half enough.”

“You're going to fight the French?” My words came
stumbling out in eonfusion,

“Yes,” he said calmly. “I'm going to fight the French,
With the help of the Tusaregs, perhaps the best fighters in
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the desert, certainly the bravest. Don’t forget, they have
never forgiven the French for taking Timbuctoo from
them. Then there are wandering tribes of Arabs, fores—
oh, many of them—all anxious to drive out the French,
however much they profess happiness under French rule.
'They*ve never forgiven the French for taking their desert
from them.”

“That’s all true,” Rodenbach put in suddenly, “it’s
all true what he says. I think he’s got the best plan.”

“Ah,” Von Harden smiled, “it doesn’t take you so long
to grasp a situation. It is the only plan that will save you
two. Once past Timbuctoo, we're safe.”

He had swept me off my feet, and as his plan unfolded
I suddenly began to smile. I held my sides and bent over,
laughing.

“And you,” Von Harden broke in, “you can go out with
Herr Doktor or stay with me.”

“Oh, no,” X interrupted, “T'll not go out with Herr Dok-
tor. I'll stay with you. You bet I will. I'll stay with you.”
Again I bent over, laughing louder than before, It was as
though we were in a separate world, and all thoughts of
the hell we had been through, all thoughts of the hell we
would have to face, were blotted from my mind, My laugh-
ter was so infectious that soon Rodenbach was laughing
with me. I looked up and found Von Harden also unable
to restrain himself. I think now it was the release we
needed. The past had never happened, and we were care-
free. The three of us stood around the inside of that tent
laughing until our sides shook, and at what—we couldn’t
have told. But it was an excellent let-down from the strain
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we had been through. To an outsider we might have been
suffering from jungle fever—slowly going out of our minds.
Perhaps we were.

“Now that’s settled,” Von Harden said after we bad
quieted, “the first thing is to destroy everything we do not
absolutely need. The reports, our rifles and ammunition
are the prime necessities, The other stuff we will burn.”

He passed out of the tent, and I followed. His cap, dirty
though it might be, was slanted over his right eye, his red
neck bulged over his coat collar, and the glint of his mono-
cle came back to me. As his foot; touched the ground I saw
both his hands involuntarily pull down his coat as though,
he were on parade.

“You're & hellion,” I said to myself, “but I'll follow
you. I'll follow you until you get it or I do, and I'll show
you who’s afraid.” I was smiling st him, and it was some
minutes later before I remembered that I had been mad at
him, anxious to smash him again in the face.

“You've got something!” I seid, half aloud, “you’ve
got something. I don’t know what it is, but you've got
ito.. .
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Two hours Iater Rodenbach and I were putting the fin-
ishing touches to three large knapsacks we had cut out
of our tents on a pattern furnished by Von Harden. He
had made the pattern by sacrificing one of his beloved
maps, and it pleased his critical eye.

“4A long piece about two feet wide that forms the front,
around and it is the bottom, and up and it is the back with
a generous flap to turn down. Then fit in two sides and add
two long straps to go over the shoulders and fasten to loops
gewn at the bottom—like the army model—the ultimate
in efficiency.”

He had directed, and we had done the work. The results
were to our credit. They suited our purposes admirably.

The reports were the first things packed. They were each
carrying his own, while I had Miillar’s. The three bulky
volumes were wrapped securely in oiled waterproof paper,
then bound with adhesive tape, of which, by some strange
anomaly, we had been left several rolls. When Herr Major
passed the paper to me for wrapping I looked at it and
suppressed & smile. I had seen it before—it was his precious
map of the Paris defenses.

We placed the reports at the bottom of the knapsacks
and over them stowed such of our ammunition es was not
carried in our bandoliers.

208
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“Above everything protect the reports,” Von Harden
added a final warning. *“They are to be the first consider-
ation.”

I thought it in keeping with my new réle to be meeker
than I had been before. I was pursuing a policy of watchful
waiting, and I said nothing. But I could not help but re-
member Rodenbach’s pertinent observation days before:
“He would work the three of us to death for the Father-
land.” Now he thought only of the reports; we didn’t
count,

My opinion was that already he had killed off one of
us. Who would come next? I determined that I would come
last, whatever his plans for me. I would gloat over him
when he was rotting to pieces or dying in agony from a
poisoned arrow, Then I'd say of him as he had said of
Miiller, “The survival of the fittest!” I'd look down on him
and gmile, I'd remind him of his attitude toward me in the
past, toward all of us, and I liked to think that this time
T'd grind my heel in his face.

It wasn't a pleasant thought, but it was one he had en-
gendered by his own actions, That laughter in his tent I
knew was involuntary, a mask, just as he knew it, and
seconds after it had died down we were again actnated by
the most primal of instinets. My hatred of him became a
mental obsession,

We laid out in a separate pile the things we were to
carry, then started to destroy the camp—a pleasant duty,
It had been such a morass of doubts and fears for us that
my pleasure in destroying it grew in proportion to the pyre
we built up in its center,
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Our boxes were first, then eame superfluous elothing (we
had little of the latter that hadn't rotted beyond repair),
reserve calcium, ropes, tent poles, folding chairs, tables,
cots. Rodenbach’s and Miiller’s specimens were dumped
unceremoniously aside. Von Harden’s books were tor up
and thrown in, maps (other than the Sehara), everything
that was not to be carried went onto the pile,

Von Harden would fit together a dozen cooking pots,
then shoot a hole through their bottoms with his pistol.
He destroyed that camp with a thoroughness that missed
nothing. He was & maniacal genius at destruction, or, per-
haps, efficiency.

Then we started logding, First came the heavy knap-
sacks; on top of them we each had a hammock, a blanket,
two bandoliers of bullets apiece, and & water bottle, A
machcte bobbed from each of our waists. I took my Win-
chester in my hand with my Jefferies across my back, in
some way not interfering with the load already theve, My
pistol and full belt were around my middle. Rodenbach
carried Von Harden’s heavy Mauser, and Von Harden had
his shotgun, with his pistol and full belt under his machete.
In addition he had his field glass strapped somewhere on
his bulging person.

They were unwieldy loads for the narrow trail we were
to traverse . , . but where were we to economize? I couldn’t
tell. I was the most heavily weighted, yet there was noth-
ing I could discard. Everything I had was an essential,
The same was true of the others,

Finally we were ready. When the match was applied to
the equipment left behind, I had to look away. We were
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burning our bridges behind s, It was too late to turn back.
We were sterting afresh; we three sick and emaciated
whites. Our best friends were the rifles we carried and our
compasses.

As we started out of the clearing, cutting a new trail
ahead, 2 sudden blaze arose above the smoldeting pile.
I rushed back to see its origin and found poor Miiller’s
celluloid checkers—the checkers that were to have brought
us closer together, to have promoted harmony, The sight
of them did not improve my &pirits, and I wondered how
long we could continue together before our raw tempers
would begin getting the better of us. Von Harden had been
fairly tractable after Miiller’s death. But how long would
he continue so?

Three heavy loads on three bent backs, guided by com-
passes and kept alive by stout hearts. My heart of a some-
what vacillatory malice to dog the footstepsof Von Harden;
his upheld by an almost superhuman fetish of duty in
getting his reports to Berlin—and Rodenbach? We knew
little of what was passing in his mind. He had gone back
into his shell as at Mangu; he was morose and had little
to say. No Ishmaels ever started their wanderings under
stranger circumstances.

Already each of us had a beard; Von Harden’s boils had
completely encircled his body, and before we had gone a
kilometer he removed his pistol and machete belts and
hung them around his neck. He cursed each time a bush
would strike him in the middle. To make matters worse,
something had left its mark on his right ear, which was
swollen like a battered prize fighter’s.
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Rodenbach had killed a blue spider on his neck, but
too late. Judging from appearances he might have had a
goitre. He was silent and passive. I suspected he might
be hiding worse calamities from us, The fight had gone out
of him, I wondered then for my own safety with Von
Harden.

I was physically exbausted when the trek started. I had
an irritable temper, I ached in every limb. I wanted to lie
down and sleep until the Judgment Day. I knew what I
had—malaria, Both my trouser legs had rotted off above
the thighs, and my knees had been so bitten by insects that
they resembled great dull red knobs; I had scratched them
until they were mottled, then rubbed them vainly with
castor oil.

With heads down and backs heavy lnden we started out
of that camp, Von Harden leading the way, smashing great
swathes with his machete, and half moaning with each
blow. He was a grotesque figure—we all were. Despite the
load he carried, I could see that his uniform was split down
the back. I was floundering along, sweating at a high pitch
in one of Miiiler’s coats,

And as though to plague us beyond reason, before we
were ten minutes out of the clearing with the heavy
smoldering fire permeating the grayness behind us, we
heard the unmistakable “boom-boom-boom, boom, booom,
booom . . .” The signal had been flashed ahead that we
were leaving, the jungle telegraph was writing “finish” to
us, The shivers ran up and down my spine, yet I was glad
it had come.

It was a strange gladness that Rodenbach’s haggard,
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“Qh God, we’re In for it now,” could not down. I looked
ahead and saw Von Harden turn wearily and peer behind,
and I noticed that his trousers had been torn as had mine,
and his legs were swollen and distorted. Rodenbach seized
the moment’s wait to pinch his neck, and I saw some yellow
pus run down inside his shirt, I think the sound of that
war drum gave me renewed energy. I no longer wented to
lie down in the jungle and sleep, unconcerned with the
consequences.

We waited, and after a time the booming died down.
Then we went shead, and luck was with us. We heard no
more of the drums.

That night we shivered and quaked and were afraid to
light a fire, We stood around wrapped in our blankets, and
while one slept, or {ried to sleep despite the swarms of in-
sects that fell upon us, the others kept guard, We were not
molested that night, nor were we the next.

Rodenbach came out of his shell onee to show us how to
knock monkeys over with clubs. That meant a nerve-
racldng search for dry wood, & furtive fire, and considerable
worry—but food. We found that the females were the bet-
ter, the males had an odor of musk that even we in our
gorry plight eould not overlook.

I hit upon the scheme of killing frogs with & club or of
digging them out of their hiding places in the soft coze.
These were big frogs, as big as a young chicken, and they
were readily acceptable. But again a search for wood, a
furtive fire, worry, and food. It was a hard existence and a
tetrifying one, but we had no choice.

Eventually we came into & more sparsely grown district
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and as though fate wanted to torture us still further, Vop
Harden succeeded in bringing down a wart hog. Of all
things to kill for food a wart hog was the least beneficial,
but we could do no other. It wasn’t dead ten minutes
before we had it skinned and a fire going. It was tough and
bitter.

And minutes later we had the fire out and were plugging
ahead again. Still northwest, northwest. Von Harden
would set his compass by a point ahead, reach it, and find
another, It was slow, but it was progress.

“It may be thinning now,” he offered after a time. Ro-
denbach looked up through bleared eyes. He said nothing
but found a log and sat on it, sighing heavily. His glasses
were grimy, but he took no pains to clean them.

“These natives have got to strike sometime,” I said,
the drums still ringing in my ears. Von Harden made no

reply. I looked at him and found him intently studying
" Rodenbach, who was bolding his face in his hands, his
blanket fallen grotesquely over his head. Von Harden’s
eyes were bloodshot, but behind his dirty face, his scraggly
beard, I could see the firm set of his jaws, and by the way
he was looking at Rodenbach I sensed trouble shead, Was
it to be another case of Miller?

“It seems to be thinning out ahead,” he said suddenly.
“Come on.” He started away, and I shook Rodenbach by
the shoulder. He looked up at me, his face haggard and
worn, then slowly got to his feet, I picked up his blanket
and threw it on top of my own. He made no protest but
shuffied on before me. “Thanks,” he said suddenly, wear-
ily, as though he wanted to say more but couldn’t.



AFRICAN INTRIGUE 209

“Forget it,” I replied, “this jungle can’t go on forever.
There’s open country somewhere ahead. Must be, accord-
ing to the maps.” He nodded his head in affirmation, then
his chin sank down on his chest, and he plodded on. Poor
old Rodenbach, the humorist who had given me the only
bright spots of the trip. I saw him again at that native
village trying to entice Miiller into accepting the chief's
light o’ love. Was this to be another case where Von
Harden would win? I determined that it shouldn’t be,

Suddenly I heard Yon Harden shout. It wasn’t a warn-
ing, but rather an exultation, and I plunged ahead, running
past Rodenbach. Some distance on a change scemed to
come over the entire world. At first I couldn’t place it. I
was like a prisoner coming up out of & dungeon after years
of confinement. A great shaft of light shot down out of
the brightness and illuminated a spot to which Von Harden
was pointing,

It was the sun,

I hadn’t seen it for so long that it took my breath away,
and for a moment I stood staring straight into it. Behind
me Rodenbach was stumbling forward, and I heard his
fervent “Thank God, oh, thank God!” Then quickly I
turned away, for my eyes were smarting, and I saw Roden-
bach on his knees, He was mumbling incoherently. Von
Harden was standing to one side grinning widely,

The sun poured into a space perbaps half a kilometer
wide, and on the other side we saw the same jungle we
were leaving, aloof, mysteriously quiet, and ominous, But,
more important, we saw that the clearing between was a
dry river bed. knee deep in long grass, and we knew that
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it would lead to the Niger, If we were not already out of
the jungle, we were nearing its end,

X can see the three of us pausing, hesitating on the edge
of that open space, basking in the sunlight yet apprehen-
sive lest its very promise of better fortune ahead should
be a trap. To go across it would mean exposing ourselyes
as we hadn’t been exposed in weeks., We bad to cross it,
and we were scared. The habits of the jungle were still
firmly implanted within us, We seered afraid to move out
into the open. Yet I was so pleased on seeing the sun that
I wanted to slap Von Harden on the back. I took a step
toward him when the thought came to me that Von Harden
was not & man one slapped on the hack.

A moment later I was more firmly of that impression,
for I looked at him and found him doing e characteristic
thing. With the appearance of the sun and with his firgt
entry into the open he had taken off his drooping and
grimy cap and was atlempting to mold it into some sem-
blance of its one-time grandeur. Ho was again the officer on
parade, regardless of his surroundings. Here was his fivst
chance to shine, and he was taking full advantage of it. I
watched him, and suddenly my sense of humor trinmphed
over my malaria, T laughed until the tears ran down my
cheeks, He must have known the reason, for he looked at
me & minute, his eyes glaring, then he put his cap on and
removed his monocle, He reached for the familiar handker-
chief and found it missing, But he was not downed. He
compromised by blowing on the glass, then he rubbed it
over what was left of his trouser leg, After that he screwed
it firmly into place Then he paused, seized the bottom of
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his uniform coat and pulled it down, threw back his shoul-
ders, and stepped jauntily out into the sun behind Roden-
bach.

Suddenly a slight breeze blew toward us, and with it a
terrible smell. It was so foul that they both sprinted back
into the shadow of the greenery, Von Harden grasped his
nostrils, and I turned my back, burying my face in my
arms.

“It’s a body,” T said between gasps; “it's rotting out
there.”

Von Harden looked at me above his cupped hand and
scowled. Rodenbach was the only one who spoke. “No,” he
seid, “it isn’t & body. I know. . . .” He smiled, and in a
trace his lethargy seemed to vanish, He started boldly
out into the clearing, and Von Harden started with him.

“Come on,” he said, turning to me; “we haven'’t heard
a native for three days. They aren’t around here. Come
on...”

I was not convineed that because we hadn’t seen or
heard them they were through with us. I knew too much of
African customs, and I felt that they would harry us into
a state of nervousness hefore taking active hostilities
against us, This they seemed to be doing by their constant
drumming every time we had changed camps, and by the
furtive sights of them we had canght slinking through the
bush, watching us and waiting . . . waiting. . . . Often I had
wished they would strike and get it over with. The nervous
tension was too much for me.

Once he was out in the sun I szw Rodenbach look
straight up into it and smile. I saw him pause and take
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a dozen deep breaths of the sweet, cool air that came to ug
intermittently with gusts of the foul. I saw his chest swell,
T knew it meant the cure of the poisonous mass on his neck,
Belter air and sunlight meant hetter food and, armed ag we
were and as desperate, we had no intention of starving,

We got into the middle of that field, and I felt rocks,
actual rocks under my feet. I felt so good I began to whis-
tle, oblivious of the terrible smell that came to us on the
breeze,

Finally we came up to it. Rodenbach was standing grin-
ning at us and when we covered our noses he threw his
head back and laughed. That gesture in itself made me feel
better, The sight of the sun was more invigorating to us,
I think, than if our carriers had come back to us in the
jungle,

We looked down where he was pointing, and instantly I
knew the cause of the smell. T should have known it long
before with my years of Afriea behind me, But I had been
occupied with other things. Now it was a fetid and revolt-
ing smell; Von Harden was gagging, and I waiched to see
his monocle fall out, but it didn*t.

A dend elephant was on the ground before us, It had
been rolled over on its back and its entive middle laid open
with a knife. The result can be better imagined than de-
seribed. It bad heen dead perhaps a week.

But what held us to the spot was something far differ-
ent. Something that made me look quickly into the sur-
rounding jungle and take a firmer grip on my Winchester.
Y expected any minute to see the bugh disgorge a hundred
Gurma heads,
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Sticking in the animal’s entrails were several score nar-
row shafts, notched and tufted at the upright end. That
told the whole story. Their points were being poisoned by
being left buried in the rotting, putrid flesh. It was the
usual African custom.

Rodenbach lifted one out and studied it.

“Only been in two or three days,” he said, “Won't be
ready for a week. The natives won't be coming back for
them yet.” My heart seemed to beat easier.

Von Harden listened and nodded his head. Then quickly
he bent forward, grabbed several in one quick movement
and broke them over his knee, cursing at the sudden real-
ization that his knee was badly swollen. Nevertheless, he
went on until he had broken them all. He threw the pieces
in a pile at his feet.

“No damned nigger puts them in me,” he growled. “You
say these men won’t be back for them soon?” Roden-
bach nodded.

“Then let’s get out of here. Keep right on north into
that jungle shead. It can't last forever. See! Seel”

He stooped down and picked up a handful of grass.
“Look at this,” he said, pointing to the roots, “‘a lot of it
is sand. The desert is up ahead. We're out of it now.”

And it seemed that we were, for as we got to the edge
of the jungle I, who was leading, suddenly came upon a
sight T thought I would never again see in this world. It
was the most welcome sight we ¢ould have come upon. God
was with us and had created a special miracle for our bene-
fit.

I stumbled into an abandoned yam field. It had been
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deserted months before by a roving tribe, and now thick
yam leaves were spread in every direetion. I drew out my
machele and with a glad cry fell among them, throwing up
the earth right and left around me. My Jefleries fell over
my head, and the blanket with it. I shook myself free and
within a matter of minutes we three Ishmaels were streak-
ing our faces with yam juices. We were too famished to
wait for a fire, We were too hungry to talk.

Anyone coming upon us might have thought we were
mad the way we were tearing at raw yams. Perbaps we
were mad. I know we were happy beyond words, Now our
troubles were aver.
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an porters returning from a long safari, we gorged our-
gelves on the first food we came upon, then were reluctant
to move, We knew we were safer for the night with the
open river bed before us than if we chanced the new jungle,
and we dug a fresh supply of yams, then, moving eastward,
stryng our hammocks on the edge of the clearing, yet hid-
den by the bush. I stood guard while the others slept, and
though I was on the verge of exhaustion I kept awake by
watching the rise of a huge moon, the first T had seen in
weeks, It all seemed too good to be true.

Wrapped in my blanket and shivering in the night air,
I wandered in the shadows and looked forward to what I
would do when I was once again in civilization—the
present experience a memory behind me. T saw myself in
Berlin, but not for long, for before leaving the Kamerun I
had planned eventually to wind up in the United States,
where I had been told there was no military party ruling
the country, no Kultur as we Afro-Germans knew it.

1 ruminated on the career of Miiller, honored by a dozen
universities and ending his life in the vile jungle hell we
had left; T thought of Rodenbach and all he was in the
scientific world; I reviewed Von Harden in detail. I began
to see a double significance to the reports we were so

anxious to save, that we had completed at such cost. They
215
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were valuable not alone for the scientific data they con.
tained, but also because by means of them more Kultur wag
to be spread throughout Africa. And in risking my life to
save them I was offering it on the altar of the jingoism I
despised. I understood then the place they occupied in
Von Harden’s eye. He was working for the militarists and
also to further the aspirations of the social class of which
he was a part—the exponents of Kultur, I hated him,
and I should have hated the reports. But I didn’t. They
had been completed at too great cost to two of my friends.

Around me the trees sighed on a light breeze. Occasion-
ally I would hear the cry of a prowling animal, and each
time I approached the hammocks the satisfied sighs con-
vinced me it was not & dream, The past was all & night-
mare. A star-filled sky was overhead, and I found myself
counting the blue shafts that blinked down and were
promises of better days to come. At the same time they
were shining on persons sitting in Berlin beer gardens;
they were shining on my tiny house in the Kamerun; they
would soon shine on the United States I wanted so badly
to get to.

We were saved and eventually we would escape. Where
to, or when, or how I had no ides. Let those problems
come when they might, The important part was that we
were nearing the edge of the prison that had held us for
weeks, That in ftself was justification for my high spirits,

But I did not relax my vigilance, And had we lighted a
fire as Von Harden had suggested, had the three of us
banked too hesvily on the failure of the Gurmas to locate
us, perhaps now I would not be writing this account.
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For in the moment we thought we were safest, we were'
on the brink of catastrophe.

I was on the verge of awakening Rodenbach and Von
Harden for their period as guards, I was feeling my way
toward them through the dim shadows, when something
secmed to hold me, the same something that had been my
-good genie twice before, At first 1 sensed it rather than saw
it, T knew it was there, yet I couldn’t put my finger on it. I
took out my pistol and squatted on my hannches, holding
my breath. I began to sweat, and my eyes prodded the
blackness that shut me in,

Suddenly I saw. It was a tiny pinprick of light far ahead
up the gully, on the opposite side. I watched it with hulg-
ing eyes, assuring myself that it was a firefly. But it wasn’t.
It flickered and wavered—but it never dissppeared. Then
I knew. It was a fire—a camp fire.

Two courses were open to me. I might awaken the others
and flounder deeper into the new jungle. Or I might let
them sleep and be the more prepared for whatever was
to be the aftermath. Harried as we had been, foodless and
worried, we were no match for an attack by Gurmas,

The latter course was the better one, and I determined
upon it. Were it necessary, we could move much faster af-
ter o night of rest than after one of worry.

And I felt o considerable satisfaction in the knowledge
that I was not running to Von Harden for advice. I was
meking the decision now. I was standing on my own
feet,

I felt my way back to Von Harden’s equipment, clam-
bered under his swaying hammock, and found his glass.
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Gingerly I extracted it from his other dunnage while his
breathing rose above me, even and untroubled.

My efforts availed me little, It was nol a night glass
and it proved only that what I had secn was a fire. It was
a small fire, and for all of my minute study I could not see
a person stirring around it. It hung there on the night air,
strange and menacing.

I had been watching it for & long time when suddenly a
voice seemed to leap at me out of the darkness. It was low
and cool, and not until it repeated was I able to compose
myself,

“What is it?” It was Von Harden. He had been peace-
fully sleeping ten minutes before, yet here he was. He
missed nothing. Asleep or awnke, he secmed 1o be all eyes,

“A fire,” I managed to say, “a camp fire.”

“Give me, ..”

He took the glass and stared in the direction I pointed.
For a long lime he said nothing, When he did speak, what
he said was characteristic of him.

“I could place your Winchester right in the middle of
them. X only somebody would move I could give him
something to think about.”

“No doubt you could, but dont,” I apoke quickly.
*“Let them alone, The moment you shoot, they know we're
here.”

I became doubly worried for fear his impatience would
get the better of him. “Don’t shoot,” I repeated in a
husky whisper. “Let’s awaken Rodenbach and move
deeper in.”
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“What? Move in—flee—flee from those niggers? What
are you talking about?”

“Hell!” T retorted, “this is no time to be heroie. We
can’t fight them. There may be a hundred up there.”
Then a thought came to me. “How do we know they’re
natives? Perhaps they’re whites. Perhaps they’re looking
for us.”

I heard his voice falter. He mumbled something that
escaped me, and I saw him again point his glass in the
direction of the light.

That he would quiet down and become sensible was my
main hope, when suddenly he shattered the dream.

“If they’re French,” he blurted, “I'd like to get the
first crack at them. If they’d only get up so I could make
them out, I'd knock a few over before they’d know what
was going on.”

“Don’t fool yourself,” I shot back at him. “The French
aren’t such idiots.”

“Bah!” he grunted disgustedly. I knew what was irk-
ing him. He couldn’t picture the grand Von Herden
slinking through the night, fleeing from a camp fire,
French or Gurma. Rather he pictured himself moving
majestically through the country with & division of in-
fantry behind him. That was the way to do things.

He was tapping his foot impatiently when I determined
to force the issue. “You watch and see if they move,” I
said, “If they come down this way let me know. I'm
going to get some sleep,” I started toward the bammocks,
and he accompanied me.
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“Give me the telescope on my Mavser,” he said.

But I beat him to it. I grabbed up the gun, removed the
telescope, and passed it to him, Then I put the gun in
my hammock and leaped up on lop of it.

TInstead of getting angry, I heard his low laugh. I could
feel his eyes boring into mine out of the darkness.

“Poor Nagel,” he said depreciatingly, “1 think you're
Bca,!'ed.”

“No,” I replied, “I'm sensible. We're on the verge of
getting out of this now, why spoil it at the last minutep”

I adjusted my blanket around me when I heard Roden-
back’s untroubled snore, I could picture his mouth open
and his head thrown back. I saw him again on the ve-
randa at Mangn, and I smiled.

“Nagel,” Von Harden spoke out of the darkness, “let’s
get up on two sides of that caxap and throw some lesd at
them.” This time he loughed outright. I didn’t. I knew ho
was without fear. The least sign of acquicseence on my
part would start him off on a two-man war, I knew him
by this time,

“Go away and let me sleep,” I said. “L’'m dog tired.”

I heard him moving off, laughing softly to himself.
“Poor Nagel, he’s afraid.”

But I didn't sleep. I tossed and rolled, snd every creak-
ing of the trees overhead was a Gurma, poising himself to
shoot a poisoned arrow into me, every movement in the
bushes was a French tirailleur taking careful aim at me.
When finally the blackness gave way to a gray morning
mist T was still in a cold sweat, stiff in every limb and
smarting in the eyes. Von Harden’s hand on my shoulder
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was a welcome relief, After much shaking, Rodenbach
stirred, yawned, and sat up, looking around,

“By God,” were his first words, “I dreamed we were
out of this!” He sighed heavily and fell back.

1 became increasingly worried about him. This was the
way poor Miiller had started to break up. I saw Von
Harden glaring at him, and X felt he was on the brink of
another explosion. If one came, I was ready, for I had a
feeling that Von Harden and I were reaching a erucial
point. And that morning, with ourselves lost i the
jungle and Rodenbach depressed and exhausted, was no
time to have a flare-up. As Rodenbach had wisely enough
told me, we needed each other.

1 told him of the fire of ihe night before. “Tt went out a
half hour ago,” Von Harden added. He looked again at
Rodenbach, a quizzical expression on his face. “Perhaps
they’re heading this way,” he said, quietly, as though
he were testing the geologist.

“I don't core what they do,” came weakly from tnder
Bodenbach’s blanket, “My neck is stiff.”

“T’d lile to go back and wake those niggers up,” Von
Harden ignored him. “What say, Nagel?”

“No,” 1 said. “We've got to keep moving.” Here was
my chance, I'd play his own game. “We've got to get
-these reports out.”

“Yes, that’s it. Nagel is right” It was Rodenbach,
“We've got to get the reports out.”

I saw Von Harden smile and start picking up his equip-
ment. I knew two forces were warring within him, He'
could not picture an officer of the German Army running
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away from a “flock of niggers,” as he called them, and st
the same lime his duty was fo complete the mission he
had been sent on. That meant saving the reports. As
always his “duty” won. “All right,” he said. “Get going
quickly.”

We rolled up our blankets and hammocks and within
ten minutes were moving away, munching greedily on the
reserve yams,

Von Harden came on with many a backward glance.
“Let’s get a shot,” he kept repeating, “Running away
like this.”

I prevailed upon him to continue. And I watched
Rodenbach shuffle along with growing concern. He didn’t
help me with Von Harden, and I knew that now I was on
my own. There would be no Rodenbach to hold him down
as there had been iv the past. It would be up to me. I
had responsibilities now I'd never had before. First Miller
had heen on my hands, and now I suspected a collapse by
Rodenbach. Well, I’d be ready for Her Major, There woa
nothing he could do ihat would surprise me. AL first I
had been merely a boy looking for adventure, now I felt
mysell becoming & man, with perhaps the success of the
whole expedition falling upon me. That thought itself
sent the blood rushing faster through my veins. I vowed
I’d live up to the challenge. I'd show this Potsdam mili-
taxist.

“They’ve given us up,” Von Harden said after a time.

I did not answer but increased my gait. For if I knew
African natives on a man hunt for whites, these Gurmas
would never give up. I had seen blacks track fugitives



AFRICAN INTRIGUE 223

before. There is something fiendish and diabolical in theiy
persistence, once they have been ordered to bring in a
Buropean. Now I was one of the fugitives wanted, I,
who was & friend of the natives. It was a strange juxta-
position, but no stranger than most things that had hap-
pened to us. I plunged after Rodenbach and heard Von
Harden clump-clumping on ahead. I knew the Gurmas
had not given us up. First they would harass and annoy
us into a nervous exhaustion.

That night we slept as before, but there was no inci-
dent to give us cause for worry, The following day we were
off again long before the sun was up. We stopped only for
a noon rest when we came upon a stream abounding in
frogs. Again a quick fire and s meagor meal. Later, by
the thin light of & moon, we found our way around thick
underbrush, grateful for every foot we could put behind,

Then with the same suddenness that had marked every
high spot on 1he trip, the next afternoon we came upon &
thinning out of the trees, OFf to the right were rolling,
2Zreen-covered mountaing, 1o the left an openness that
went on indefinitely, and overhead a blue sky and a roar-
ing sun, Search as we might, we could find no more dense
jungle ahead. It was the moment we had looked forward
to for weeks. Now it had come. We were out.

“Thank God we can move faster,” I said, I turned
to Von Harden and found him staring back over the trail
we had covered. I knew what was on his mind.

We were hungry and tired, but again we stood in the
shadow of hell, looking out on a different world. Behind
us stretched the same impagsive, silent, and thick jungle
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we had known for so long. Our clothes hanging in tatters,
our faces bearded and dirty, and our pucks still weighing
us down, we were the happiest of men,

Y looked behind and raised my fist. “Damn you,” I
shouted exultantly at the green solitude, “we’re through
with you! We've beater you! We've won! Do you hear
it? We've won! You won’t kill us now! We've wonl”

Rodenbach turned wearily and peered through his
thick glasses. But he said nothing. He seemed too tired
to speak.,

Von Harden whirled around with a wide grin on his
face. He tugged his cap down tighter over his eye, braced
his shoulders, and cleared his throat. He spat contemptu-
ously back into the jungle. Then, as though to emphasize
his feelings, he spat a second time. A moment later, and
for the first time in days I heard the old familiar tap-
tapping of his riding crop, Only this time not against is
swagger hoots but against a red and swollen knece, At
the same moment I beeame consclous of & stinging be-
tween the toes of my right foot, * Athlete’s foot,” I believe
it is called in this country. We've known it for years in
Africa as “jungle foot”” The big toe of my right gum
sneaker had worn through, and for days the hole had
been patched with mimosa leaves. But now we were out
in the dry country. The little we wore would at least cease
rotting from now on. The worst was behind us.

We stepped out of the shadows to embark on what
promised to be a new life when suddenly something shot
between Rodenbach’s head and mine. For a split second
the surprise paralyzed us. I remember standing there in a
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trance, listening, afraid to move. The only sound behind
us was the sighing of wind-blown leaves,

“It’s an arrow,” I suddenly heard Vor Harden shout.
With a wild yell he turned and simultaneously I heard
two sharp cracks of his shotgun. Then several more arrows
came at us, One struck my blanket with such force ag to
half whirl me around. In the excitement I saw Rodenbach
drop his gun and clutch at an arrow in his arm—then all
was confusion. The sight of Rodenbach wounded brought
me out of my lethargy. Friends or no friends, the natives
bad struck the most harmless man among vs, I would
avenge him,

Von Harden was on one knee. T heard him shouting,
*“Come on, come on, niggers. Give it to them, Nagel. . . .
He was laughing at the top of his voice.

T don’t know what else he said, for my attention was
held by the shadowy shape of a man crouching behind a
bush not & hundred feet from me. I brought up my Win-
chester and at the first crack I saw Lim go over on his
back. I snapped the breech and was looking for another
when Von Harden stole the play. He reloaded his gnn and
rising lithely dashed straight into my line of fire, yelling
hysterically. Back into the jungle he went, prodding into
each bush and swearing at the top of his voice,

“Come here, Nagel,” I heard him shout, “find the devils
and give it to them.”

T lost no time in joining him. But there were no devils
to find. They had disappeared as mysteriously as at the
camp where we buried Miiller,

T looked behind the bush where I had seen the man go
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over on bis back. ITe wasn’t there. Nor was there any trace
to show he had been there. Von Harden had no better
success. We appeared like two idiots shouling at nothing,
T'rom the quictness of the jungle there weren’t any Gurmag
within kilomelers of us. Alter o Hme we gave up lle
search. We went back to Rodenbach, who all the time
had been trying to exiricate the arrow implanted in his
right arm above the elbow.

“I got #,” was sll he said.

He did have it. We cut the arrow out and took tumns
sucking the wound. Then we washed it with castor oil for
want of something betler, and bound it tightly with ad-
hesive tape. Meanwhile there had been no further signs of
our attackers. The whole thing had happened in less than
fve minutes, Now it was over, and Rodenbach was
wounded.

“Tt’s all right,” he suddenly spoke up. “We'll burn 1he
wound out when we make the next fire,”

Von Harden stepped to the fore agnin. “Beller cover
in this bush,” he said, picking up Rodenbach’s equipment.
“Come on, let’s get in here. Kecp out of 1hat jungle, Start
out, Nagel, I'll cover the rear. Northwest, away from the
river; too many villages, Hurry. If they want to fight we'll
give them enough, but they’ve got to come out where we
can gee them. I can®i kill ghosts.”

“The ghosts won,” I thought to myself as I went ahead.
‘Was this the beginning?
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'.I:mmn was no moon that night. We played hide and seek
with invisible forces. It was a night of terror such as T had
never put in before on a dozen safaris. We tried to keep
together and found ourselves stumbling over each other.
We tried to stay ten paces apart and spent agonizing mo-
ments trying to find each other. We came around a chump
of bamboo to find two yellow eyes staring at us not twenty
fect away. Alter 2 moment of hesitation they turned sul-
lenly and disappeared with an angry snarl. We fell into
some sort of & trench and elimbed out bruised and cursing.

“The hammocks have got to go,” Von Harden whispered
early in the evening. “Throw out everything you can.
Keep only the reports and your bullets. Lighten up.”

I didn’t tell him that I had already thrown my ham-
mock away. I fumbled with Rodenbach’s and untied it.
“Thank God,” he snid when it was off. “The whole outfit
is too bulky.”

“T'm throwing out our two blankets,” I spoke up to
Von Harden, “You keep yours. We've got to do it.”

I thought that in the darlmess I could hear him pause
at my declaration as though he had some comment to
make but had restrained himself.

“Throw out his machete too,” came at me in the gruff
227
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voice. “No, no, no,” he hastily corrected himself, “Bury
it... buxyit...don't let them get it.”

“We've got too many guns,” [ hastened to add,

But he was firm on thut peint. “No, no, Nagel,” he
shouted aloud, agitatedly. “XKeep the guns, we'll need
them later on. Keep the guns above everything.”

However, I did take & chance in throwing away a box
of one hundred bullets for my heavy gun. That load in it-
self must have weighed ten pounds. Thus lightened and
with only the Jefferies across my back, the half-empty
knapsack, two bandoliers of bullets, and my water bottle
and pistol around my waist on still another bullet-studded
belt, I felt better, I could go ahead without the blanket
and hammock threatening to tip me over when I leaned
sideways. Tired as I was and as hungry, I felt that now I
could fight the entire Gurma nation, I wanted something
to happen, something tangible, Like ITore Major, I couldn’t
fight ghosts,

Off somewhere to our right we henrd a sudden hoarse
half laugh, half growl. To Von Iorden it was a hiyena, but
Rodenbach and I knew better,

“There they are,” I heard Rodenbach whisper, pausing
and holding me back. “They’re signaling.”

“Don’t tell Von Harden,” I whispered; “he’ll want to
charge them,”

“T’d like to give him this arm. It pains, . . ."

“Come on,” I replied, “we’ll get out in the open some
time. Then we'll build a fire.”

“Yes, some time, Nagel,” he said dispiritedly. “I don’t
think so, boy.”
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“Come on, come on, buck up.”

1 left him and started away to the left when suddenly
I stepped on something that at first I thought was s bam-
boo stalk. It wasn’t. It writhed, oozed out from under my
foot, and I heard a rustle as it coiled. I got away from that
spot quicker than I ever moved in my life. I wasn’t a split
second too soon. I heard it plop down again after it had
struck at the darkness. I thought of our uncovered knees.

A dog barked behind us. From the right we heard the
hyena again, Bushes crashed somewhere near by, Von
Harden crept up to us. I warned him of snakes, then
stepped out gingerly. I was so nervous, the sound of my
breathing gave me cold shivers. So it went for hours.

Once we were crouching behind a bush when four men
appeared like ghouls and crossed behind us, going off o
our left. Von Ilarden grabbed his shotgun, and for want of
a beller expediency I bumped into him and knocked him
off balance. When he recovered they had disappeared. He
gnorted in disgust but said nothing, T was mad not only
at the Gurmas bul also al Yon Harden. The moment he
was foolish enongh Lo fight them, that moment we were
lost, There might have been ten surrounding us, there
might have been a thousand. We couldn’t tell. Again the
threat of the unseen sapped our courage.

But we went on. Inch by inch, jump by jump, from one
shadowy form to another we crepl forward while, unre-
lenting, the Gurmas kept in touch with each other. Fate
was on our side, They didn’t find us.

The: biting cold of early morning came, and we were ob-
livious of it. The first gray streaks of dawn found us dodg-
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ing from one clump to another. Never had I been so glad
when a night was over. The bushes were becomiug fewer
each kilomeler, and before the sun had risen we struck the
plains, the low rolling plains we had dreamed of.

We squaited on the edge of the last bush and crowed
whisperingly over the discovery. They stretched before ug,
ankle deep in thick pasture grass, and we knew that far
ahead they gave way o a rolling sand, an endless desert
that extended up to the waters of the Mediterranean. I
was too tired and hungry to think of slapping Von Harden
on the back,

Rodenbach was fumbling with his arm, and I became in-
creagingly worried. I ripped off the adhesive tape. The
wound looked bad. We necded a fire, o red-hot machete
blade, and we might burn out the poisoned flesh—il Ro-
denbach could stand it. ITe could stand snything, he said,

Von Harden was looking off to the right through his
glass. Suddenly he bumned to us with » gleam of such happi-
ness in his eyes s I had never seon. Ile was & changed
man—a new Von Harden, or perhaps the old Von Harden
back again,

“I can sce something,” he whispered breathlessly, “I
can see something,” He looked closer and slapped his thigh.
*“Horses!” he shouted. “Horses! By God—horaes!”

We were not concerned with his discovery. Rodenbach
had squeered his arm, his face writhing, and I turped to
him. Von Harden was oblivious of us. “Do you realizef”
he kepl repeating. “Horses—that means we're out—we’re
out~—we're out.”

He was grinning from ear to ear. I grabbed him by the
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arm but could not eapture his attention, Xle was held by
the sight of the horses,

“Come on,” I broke in, “we've got to build a fire. Herr
Doktor’s in agony . . . Von Harden . , . Von Harden

He was se-completely absorbed that he failed to notice
my omission, What he was looking at meant safety, flight,
security for his precious reports. “The hell with your
horges!” I finally said. “We’ve got to fix Rodenbach.”

“Eh? What?” He came back reluctantly,

“Rodenbach,” I said. “Rodenbach.”

“Ah!” His voice lowered, and he looked at the geologist
in the same way he had looked at Miiller and his broken
ankle, I thought he would snap at Rodenbach, and if he
did I was going to have it out with him on the spot. Safety
for him meant also safety for me. I wondered if he thought
of that,

Suddenly he surprised me by scrutinizing the ground
closer to us.

“There’s another dry river out there, a hundred yards,”
he said. “It’s just the thing, They can’t approach us with-
out coming across the open, Come on.”

Before I could answer, he was up and away. Rodenbach
got wearily to his feet and followed, dashing as fast as he
could behind Herr Major, who all the time he was running
was looking off to the right, where he had seen the horses.
I waited a moment, glancing around to see that we hadn’t
left anything, then took off after them,

I was halfway out across the open space when suddenly
I heard voices behind me. They were unmistakable. I
heard Rodenbach cry out to Von Harden, who paused a
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morent a3 though lorn belween his new interest and his
desire to fight the Gurmas. Suddenly he waved his arma,
“Come on,” he shouted, “come on, Let them come out
here,”

I looked back and saw a group of men slanding on the
edge of the bush only a short distance from where we had
been. Like ug, evidently, they were waiting for someone to
appear. I got a flecting glance at them and saw that several
were in what appeared to be long black gowns. It came Lo
me that we were getting out of the Gurme district, We
were nearing the desert people. These warriors might be
Fulanis, Sourhais, Arabs, Hausas; they could come from
any one of 8 dozen nations. I saw one of the naked Gurmas
among them pause and fit an arvow into hig bow, Then I
sprinied ahead.

As T came up to Rodenbach I put my hand around his
waist ond helped him along, 1L was well 1 did. Before we
had reached our goal arrows were flying around us. But
none struck, Von Ilarden Lturned about nnd went down on
one knee, and I heard the sharp report of his shotgun. e
fired twice, then got up and ran pell-mell shead of us,
When we got to the edge of the gully I saw that it was fairly
wide and deep, Best of all, it had sharply sloping sides. As
T reached the brink T did not pause but pulled Rodenbach
down, and we slid over the edge. Von Ilarden was there be-
fore us. I got & fleeting glimpse of his broad grin.

“Now it's coming,” he shouted. *Get out your guns.
Give it to them. There are plenty out there,”

I looked up cautiously and saw that he was right. A
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score of blacks were coming toward us, firing arrows as
they come. But we wero well protected in the gully.

Rodenbach was on my left and beyond him Von Harden,
We laid our guns in front of us and took off our bandoliers,
Rodenbach said he thought he could keep the guns loaded
as we fired, I took careful aim with my Winchester and let
go. Von Harden’s heavy Mauser went off with a dull thud
like & one-pounder.

“What sbout a license for this, Nagel? This is real
shooting.” He was shouting and firing in high glee,

Our marksmanship was good. After the first burst the
natives paused, fell flat on their stomachs, and began call-
ing to each other, Then they broadened out and came at
us over a wider area.

Suddenly T heard Von Harden shout over Rodenbach’s
bent form: “I'm coming over on the other side of you,
Nagel. Take the ones on the ends. They’re heading to cut
in along the river below us.”

It was good advice. Things were happening so fast that
T got only fragmentary picturcs of what was going on.

T heard him sliding down the bank to the hottom of the
river when suddenly, from far past me on my left, came &
sharp erack. It was not one of our guns. My heart seemed
to stand still. So far they had been firing at us with arrows,
If they were armed with guns, our situation was doubly
difficult. I looked up and listened. I heard it & second
time and placed it. It was an old flintlock. It came from
behind & jutting crag of rocks on the opposite bank. I
looked down to locate Von Herden when Rodenbach said
something. I didn’t hear what it was, for my interest was
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in ITerr Major, who was running downstream toward the
new menace. ITe was yelling at the top of his voice, and his
Mauser was at the ready. Protected by rocks or not, I
hated the thought of being the other person when Herr
Major had murder in his soul.

My job was on the lableland above me. I looked up sud-
denly to find the blacks coming toward us on their hands
and knees. They were close enough to fecl the shotgun, and
I gave it to them, Screams and yells told me that the tiny
pellets were landing. When both barrels were empty I
turned to where Rodenbach bad been—he was not there,
I loaded the gun and looked for him, Ile hod slid down the
bank and was doubled up below me, his equipment in a
tangled mass around him.

I saw him looking up wnd waving me to slay where I
was. Von Tarden was running down the bed of the gully
shouling like mad. I tyrued back (o Rodenbach and saw
hira motioning me 1o hold the lop of the bank, Then 1 gave
the nalives more buckshol. After that T wenl to the
Winchester,

Suddenly the Mauser resounded from down river. Si-
multaneously with it I heard Von Ilarden’s laughter, louder
than before. I stole a moment to look and saw a black-
gowned native rise from behind the rock pile, then tumble
forward and crash down almost at Herr Major’s fecl, He'd
brought him out.

1 knew Bodenbach had been hit by the flintlock, and I
wanted to go to him. But every time I looked in his direc-
tion he waved me to stay where I was. The solution came
from the blacks in front of me. They tired of buckshot and
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crawled back oul of range, The Winchester widened the re-
maining breach.

I then slid down the hank to Rodenbach. “I got it,”
were his first words. “In my side.” I rolled him over and
found that the bullet had gone in just above his left hip.
He was bleeding profusely. I didn't know what to say. I
mumbled something when he cut me off. “Never mind
me,” he said, “you iwo run for it. I'm done.”

I started to argue with him when suddenly I heard Von
Harden’s shout. I looked up and saw him coming from
around the bend where he had disappeared. There was
something grotesque in his appearance, and I had to look
again, He waas leading two horses. He waved to me and
broke into a run.

“Come on,” he shouted when he was closer. “Here's
where we eseape.”

“Rodenbach’s wounded,” I told him quickly.

I saw hig face pale, but only for a moment. He passed
me the lead thongs of Lthe borses and bent over the geolo-
gist. Then he looked up at me, “He's hit badly,” he said
aloud, brutally, I thought, for Rodenbach couldn’t help
but hear.

“I know,” the wounded man spoke up. “I’m done for.
You two aren’t. Take my report and get out.” He had al-
ready taken it from his knapsack. Now he attempted to
pass it to Von Harden when I stepped in. I saw Von
Harden’s hand reach out when something made me act.

I grabbed it. “I'll take that.” I saw his eyes glare. His
chin shot out, and he straightened his shoulders. He at-
tempted to speak when Rodenbach broke in.
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“I'm done, boy,” he said to me, “ 1 won't lust, You two
cseape while you ean.”

That secmed to draw Von Ilarden’s altention away from
me. He looked at the horses, and before L was aware of Lis
actions he hud jerked the thongs oul of my hand.

“He's right,” he said suddenly. “We'd better get out
and save the reports.” e leaped upon one of the horges,
and I [elt Rodenbach’s hand on my leg,

“Go on, boy,” he said weakly, “save yourself,”

I Jooked down at him. His mouth was hanging open
and his eyes were glazed. We could do nothing for him,
Was this the end of the great Rodenbach? I doubted that
he would last a half hour. And by then it might be too late,
I had to make s decision.

“Come on,” Von Iarden shot at me, “bring those two
reports, These fellows might cowe over the bank any
minute.”

“Please,” Rodenbach begged huskily, “my report is
more valaable, Tuke it and go.”

It was o tense moment, I had to make a decision, Rod-
eobach was dying. There was no way of suving him, My
proper action would have been to save his report. But I
didn’t. T made the decision of my life.

In the brief minute it took for that scene to be enacted
I lived ten years. Before it I had been a boy, but now I
was a man, I felt something rise up within me, the same
something that had made me smash Von Harden in the
face on the discovery of Miiller’s body. I think that in that
moment I found myself, Now I knew my own strength, 1
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would no longer be awed by Von Harden. I was my own
master.

My hand went down to my pistol. I snapped it out and
surprised myself by pointing it at the exponent of Kultur.
He was looking at me through wide eyes, I could hear
Rodenbach mumbling incoherently.

“Get off that horse, Von Harden,” I said as coolly as
I could. “'We stay here with Rodenbach. To hell with your
reports.”

Von Harden’s lips moved, but he couldn’t speak, He
forced a smile, but his eyes gave him away. They were cold
snd hard. They told me what was going on in his mind.
Suddenly X saw his hand drop down to his belt.

“Get off that horse,” I said, springing at him, “get
down here or I'll kill you. We stay with Rodenbach.”

1 felt 5o good T lnughed outright. Evidently the look in
my eyes belied the laugh in my voice, for as surely as I
stoud there I would have shot him, e must have sensed
my intention, for he got down, Then I threw Rodenbach’s
report up the bank where we had been,

“Come on,” I said, “we’ll take a few more shots at the
niggers.” I spit it out at him, and he grinned,

We went up the bauk, and instead of finding the na-
tives advancing, as I had thought, they were gathered in o
group on the edge of the bush. Had they given up the
fight, or were they awaiting reinforcements? In any event,
they were quiet. It was one of the big breaks of the trip,
for had they come at the edge of the gully when we were
arguing over Rodenbach they might have rubbed the three
of us out at once, Instead, they lost their chance,
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I started gathering my equipment, then slid down and
went to Rodenbach. e looked up at me but could not
speak, Von Horden joined us, when suddenly Rodenbach’s
eyes closed, ealmly and peacefully. He was dead.

There was nothing we could do with him. I took his
report and placed it with Miiller's,

Five minutes laler we were riding down the gully in the
direction of the Niger.

As we rounded the bend from where Rodenbach had
been shot, I saw two dead horses off to one side. I rode over
and looked at them. They had been killed neatly through
the temples, It had been done with & pistol. I looked up
at Von Harden and found the same old quizzical smile
on his face.

“Now uo one can ride after us,” he said simply,

I mounted and rode on behind him. ITe sat as jauntily
a3 he had that day of the snake episode. His grimy cap
was tilted forward, and his bare kmees hugged the saddle
with the grace of a cossack on parade. His long hair hod
grown over the back of his collar, but as he turned to look
off to the side I caught the sun shining on his monocle, I
went forward and saw that he was urging his horse on with
the familiar riding crop. He smiled at me,

“Damn you to hell!” I said to myself. “Two of us are
left. Who is next?”
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memnme along that winding defile beside him I got
2 lesson in horsemanship from a master rider. It was well
I did, for I wanted something to occupy my mind. Unless
the scene we had left were erased, I feared the outcome.
For though on the surface I might have appeared calm
 jnough, inside I was consumed with anger. It was the fa-
miliar atmosphere of hatred and suspicion all over again.
But I wasn’t given much lime to ruminate on my second
victory over him—i it had heen a victory. Perhaps he had
seen Rodenbach dying all the time and had gotlen off his
hovse without a protest. Perhops 1 had again made a fool
of mysclf, Perhaps many things, X could not futhom him.

We hadn’t gone far when he became dissatisfied with
his saddle. Instead of the broad stirrup for half the fool
that we had known, these stirrups consisted only of a
small iron ring suspended on a picce of leather. The hig
toe of each foot was to fit into the small ring, The arrange-
ment wag ideal for me, because both toes had been out
of my gum sneakers for longer than I cared to remember,
He also found trouble with the seat, a contraption of un-
covered wood that was hard and unyielding; yet 1 was
grateful for it. Not so Herr Major,

He cursed the stivrups and bent forward in an effort to

adjust the saddle, but without result. Eventually he de.
299 )



240 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

cided 1o improve upon his scat. He did it in the Von Ilar-
den manner.

T saw him leon sideways and fumble with some leather
thongs at the side and I held my breath. Going as [ost as
we were anything might happen. The fumbling and cursing
continued until finally he lifted himsell forward, One hand
was behind him and the other was guiding the bridle. I
knew what he was trying to do, and he did it. He untied
the saddle, Yifted it around front—and he was riding bare-
back. It was a picture that increased my admiration for
him. A strange horse, uneven ground, both guns and his
blanket across his shoulders, his water bottle, machete,
and pistol bobbing about on his waist, the full bandoliers
weighing him down, and the knapsack jouncing on his
back—and he would go hareback, TTe did,

The first clump of bushes we possed received the saddle
with a vituperative comment. Then he settled back with
a sigh of satisfaction, But he never spoke, The monocle
remained in his eye, his legs clung Lo the horse's sidey, and
he continued like a conquering hero,

I wondered what were his thoughts, for since we had left
the scene behind he had never spoken save once, However,
be had grinned. And he was still grinning—diabolical,
cunning, and half a sneer, the grin was never off his face. I
wondered if he were plotting my death next, and if the
anticipation pleased his sense of humor, '

He was callous and brutal and possessed of a one-track
mind. But that one track never wavered. It was not to be
deflected from its course. And I thought that now its course
was to get the three reports to Berlin. That was all that
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mattered. He watched me out of the comer of his eye and
said nothing. 1 watched him equally diligently, wrapped
in the sume silence. We were a sirange pair. I admired
bim and I bated him. What he Lhought about me I'd have
given a lot to know,

Uppermost in my mind was the scene we had left behind,
L tried to dismiss it, but it was not easy. I regretted it more
than I did Miiller’s death, At least Miiller had been buried,
Poor Rodenbach was left for our pursuers. Yet I knew it
would have been foolhardy to attempt to bring him
away. And granting that we had been able to place him
over a horse, where could we have taken him?

In the final analysis we had done the only thing we could
do. Yet I was not satisfied, As Rodenbach himsell had said,
the xeports alone were of value. But I could not absolve
myself, I saw the great Rodenbach of German Southwest
Alrica lying in o backwash of the Niger, neglected and
disowned. It seemed grotesque and unbelievable,

Twice 1 rode forward to Von Harden and was on the
verge of speoking to him about our desertion when an
inner fecling held me back. The third time he must have
surmised what was on my mind.

“Don’t be a sentimentalist,” he said, grinning at me,
“I,m not.”

“No. I'll pattern myself after you.”

“You couldn't do better.”

Hiz smile broadened, and I could see a dozen conflicting
emotions in his face, His eyes were hard and unwavering,
and he looked straight at me as though my soul were open
to him. He smiled only with his mouth.
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“He'll probably try to shoot me, once we're out here
alone,” I thought, The thought came also to me that I
could shoot him first. Then I felt hetter,

For some time the horses had been slowing down. They
were winded and tired. They had good reason to be, Mine
dropped to a conter. A moment later both stopped with
long, deep sighs. Von Harden took the opportunity to dis-
mount, and passing me the bridle he climbed up the bank
and surveyed our syrroundings through his glass,

When he eame down I didn’t ask him what he had seen,
and he didn’t offer to tell me. My reticence was not due $o
a childish pride, for I bad grown past that, but because I
had reasoned my course.

I knew now the solution to my plight. Xt he were so
anxious to get out with the reports, my course luy in stick-
ing to him. In syving himself and the reports he would also
be siving me, All T had to do was to give him no oppor-
tunity to get me out of the way.

He mounted and rode ahend, and I watched him like a
hawk. All the time he offered me hiy back, but 1 was in
no mood to get ahead of him, And for no veason. When I
thought back over what had happened there hodn't been s
single incident in which he had shown himself a coward.
He was too much for me. I rode on trying to think of other
things. But I would not get ahead of him, Not the first day.

‘We continued along the river bed and passed much lion
spoor and depressions that had been elephant wallows.
Overhead a flock of ducks flew past. Gradually the culvert
widened, and eventually we came around a bend to find a
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seene confronting us that made us pull quickly under the
shelter of a small mound. We tied our horses to some roots
and climbed up to the top,

I parted the grass carclully and looked out. Von Iarden
was beside me with his glass.

A mixed flock of goats and sheep were grazing on the
edge of & pool of water. Had we continued, we could have
come head on into them. We knew they were not alone, but
we had to look long and carefully to find their attendent.
And no wonder,

He was a small boy, and at the moment he was sleeping
peacefully in the shadow of a mimoss bush, Already my
mind was working. It looked as simple as one could have
wished. I had done it 2 hundred times as a lad in Germany.

T was so enthused with the prospeet that I blurted it out
to Von Harden. Then 1 felt surprised that T had. He sur-
prised me still more by his answer,

“You let me handle this,” I said, “and we'll get some
goat’s milk,”

“Good boy, Nagel, Do what you want, Whai shall I
do?”

That was more like it. Hle had never talked that way to
me hefore. I had won. I was now the one on whom the
responsibility rested. He had acknowledged me. I thrilled
to my marrow. Then I outlined my plan to him, and he
grinned.

The outcome was that we emptied our water hottles,
crept around so that the flock was between us and the boy,
and caught the nearest goat, We had no trouble milking it,
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We eaught another. Still o third. Then we returned to the
safety of the mound and drank most of the milk. It was the
first time I had bad anything in my stomach in many
hhours.

“You're all right, Nage!,” Von Iarden said, wiping milk
off his scraggling mustaches and beard. e reached for
handkerchief when the futility of the gesture came to him,
and he glanced up at me, caught me watching him, and
frowned.

T turned away to look out through the grass aguin. The
boy was still sleeping. Just below him the river bed turned
in again behind another small hill. Several young lambs
were grazing near the opening. I got another idea.

“If you lend a hand I'H get ug some mutton,”

“Mutton, Nagel, mutton. What shall T do?”

“I'm going around behind 1hat for hill. You stone those
lambs around to me, and Tl kill one, We won't need to
waken the boy.”

“Fine, Nagel,” he laughed, “Go ahewnd,”

He started throwing stones at them, and I went down
to the homes and got my machete, Then 1 climbed the
benk and circled behind the boy. When I reached the side
opposite Von Harden I slipped over, and there, walching
my descent to the river bottom, were three young lambs,
Tt all happened as simply as it reads. I don’t know the
name of the tribe of that boy shepherd, but it must have
been preponderately negroid for no other African could
sleep so0 soundly. Fifteen minutes later I went back to Von
Harden with two fine legs of lamb,

“We'll get out of this yet,” he greeted me. “Now let’s
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get away from here before that child wakes. He might
set up an alarm,”

We untethered the horses and soon were cutting aeross
the country, diagonally away from the river, Some time
later we saw several large trees looming against the horizon
straight ahead. A thick clump of bushes was at their base,
and we made for them. We approached warily, but came
only upon & young elephant rubbing his back against a
tree, He was as surprised at the intrusion as we were, He
Jooked at us & moment, his eyes blinking and his tail wav-
ing, then trotted off. We let him go.

Von Harden sat outside as a guard with his glass in essy
resch and the map of the Niger before him. T went deepes
into the bushes and found some dry sticks. I cut down a
young sapling and made o spit. Lale that afterncon we
enjoyed the finest meal since the yam orgy, roast young
Jomb washed down with goat’s milk, We couldu’t have
agked for anything better. What pleased me more was that
Von Tlarden wag thawing out.

“There’s a town called Ansongo somewhere near by,” he
said. “Xt's on the river, and I think it has a French gorri-
son. We've got to avoid it. T can see some rolling hills,
thickly wooded, well ahead on the right, We ought to make
for them, Once we find out where we are we can set a
course,”

Tt was a longer speech than I expected, and the fenor of
it raised my spirits.

“Good,” I said. “If it keeps up like this we'll be all
right,”

After the meal I drew the horses into the bushes, Then
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I got Von Harden’s blanket, 1 remembered I hadn’t slept
in two days.

“T’m turning in,” I gaid. “I'm tired.”

“I was going to suggesi it, Nagel. I'll stay here on
watch. We'll move again later. All right?”

“ All right,” I replied as I walked away.

It worked out to perfection. We continued on that night,
having litile trouble in crossing the flal country. Occasion-
ally we saw fires in the distance, and we took care to avoid
them. Once we heard voices well off to the side and pulling
up the horses we waited until they had disappeared. An-
other time we found ourselves on a road. We lost little time
in getting off it.

The following morning we surprised a Bock of teal on
the edge of a marsh, Later we came upon another young
shepherd, who fled wild-cyed at first sight of us, deserting
his flock and, whal was equally weleomed, his lunch,

“What we've got to do next,” Von Ifarden said an hour
later as we sat caling roast lamb, hananas, and rice eakes,
washed down with cxcellent camel’s milk, “is geb some
nigger clothes and a haircul, No wonder we [rightened
the boy.”

But clothing was & problem that would be difficult to
golve. It would mean coming in contact with the nalives.

As for the hair, I singed off his beard with brands from
a fire, and he did the same for me. The results were prac-
tical if not artistic. We must have been weird-Jooking
abjects.

Several times in the days that followed we saw villages.
Once we watched a long caravan of bullocks and donkeys
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coming south with & dozen yelling Hausas in charge, un-
" aware of the two decrepit whites who stared after them
from behind a ehimyp of bamboo,

We were strange nomads, We dared not show our faces.
We roamed through the country mostly at night like
ghouls, ready to flec at the first sight of & human, Yet we
lived upon a diet such as few nomads have lived upon.

Guinea fowl and partridge, wild oranges, duck and teal.
Oysters in the streams, and an occasional fish we would
chase into the shallow places and grab with our hands.
Once we came upon a flock of cows herded behind a high
mud fence for protection from lions and leopards, and for
some resson lelt unguarded, We didn’t wait to inquire
why. We got our £ill of milk and moved quickly away,

Our horses were in hetter condition than when we got
them. Despite our continual riding, they had fattened on
the lush grass at the water holes. I fclt in better physical
shape than I had in weeks. The roaring sun overhend, of
which we seemed to be oblivious, quickly dried me out
after the wet jungle, and the malaria was gone. Von Har- -
den never mentioned his boils, From the way he sat bare-
back on his horse L knew they were giving him no pain. We
rode, ate, and swam and had an enviable life. If only we
could know where we were. Were we being followed? If
only we could get some different clothes, a shave, and talk
to a human. Being & fugitive has more disadvantages than
appear on the surface.

T felt that we must be near the big bend of the Niger,
for I had heard it deseribed as a Golconda for sportsmen.
Certainly from the signs around us I had never seen a coun-



248 AFRICAN INTRIGUE

try more rich in animal life. Stately marabous we saw in
huge flocks, crested crancs, hippos, gazelles, bush cows,
waterbucks, crocodiles, harteheests, lions, and leopards:
it was & paradise.

Von Harden agreed {hat we were near the southward
turn of the river.

“These caravans are coming {rom an important city,”
he said. “It must be Timbuctoo, We couldn’t have passed
jt—it is on the edge of the desert. They are also going some
place. I think we are between Ansongo and Gao. If we are,
we ave lucky, for just north of Gao is Burem, the last out-
post for caravans going north. What do you think?* He
knew what was on my mind.

“1 say we should find out where we are and if we are
being followed. Those questions are most important. Then
we know where we stand. We can only get our location by
speaking to someone or by cutlting cast to the river and
finding & lazge Lown, But we deren’t speak to anyone yet.”

“Nagel,” he interrupled, “ think you're wrong, Don’t
misunderstand me. You know more of Africa than I do,”
he harrumped loudly before continuing, “but, 1 don’t think
the niggers would look for us this far north. I don't think
they’re looking for us at all. They couldn’t remember us
overnight.”

“But the French would, and the natives would too. They
are not fools, The French know everything that goes on in
the Sudap. It is well patrolled. There are sheep farmers a
hundred kilometers out of Timbuetoo who even have tele-
phones. The wires run along the river.”
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*Oh, bosh, Nagel,” he laughed and put his hand on my
arm. “The niggers are too lazy and the French too dull.
You get some sleep, and we'll go out to the river. We'll do
what you suggest.” He smiled and seemed a different Von
Harden, Suddenly he cleared his throat and spat. I looked
after him curiously as he walked away. Was his acquies-
cence a pose? Or was I too doubtful that he was human?

That night we moved east by his compass. Two days
later we saw a long range of wooded hills ahead of us.

“The river must be on the other side,” he said after
consulting his map. “Pretty soon we’ll know.”

‘We pushed on and reached the foothills, We started to
ascend, and on the alternoon of the second day came to
& cleft between two minor ranges from which we saw &
huge expanse of open country spread out before us. And di-
rectly under us, we could almost throw a stone into it, wag
the broad, peaceful Niger, dotied with islands. There was
not a sign of life on its surface. Nor could we see the emoke
of any villages along its banks, The entire scone hung on
the air, quict and sercne. Too quiet, perhaps. The river
with its many islands seemed ideal for crossing. But into
what? I was apprehensive. I couldn’t have told why. Was
it another trap?

1 turned to Von Harden and found him peering intently
upstream through his glass. I spoke to him, but he was ab-
sorbed. He was looking at something that held him. Sorce-
thing that caused him to grin—the same old grin I had
seen before, and always with disastrous results.

“What is it?** I touched him on the shoulder.
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He moved nervously and shook my hand off. After 5
moment he spoke, never taking his eyes from the glass,

“There’s a foreigner’s house up there on the opposite
gide.”

He said it as casually as though he were viewing the
Rhine from an excursion steamer, But it was no casual af-
fair to me. I asked for his glass and after & time he gave
it to me, Even as he did, he could not take his eyes from
the new discovery. He was grioning, and his eyes were
sparkling. He pulled at his beard and langhed outright, It
was the same laugh I had heard when he had run down the
gully to avenge Rodenbach.

T saw a small, square foreigner’s house standing in a
clump of mimosa bushes on a promontory that jutted out
into the river and commanded a view up and down river
for several miles, Tt was the same type of house ng that used
by ranchers in the Kamerun, There was an unroofed ve-
renda in the front, with a window on each side of the door;
and two windows on the sido nearest ug, I took it to be s
large room inside, cut by partitions into four rooms, cach
with & window. The place was unpainted, and the shades
had been drawn. It appeared desolate and forlorn, I looked
to the back but could see no reason for its existence, It was
not a sheep or an ostrich farm; the land around it was un-
cultivated. In Africa that gave it but one meaning, and
now especially in the district in which we were—it was a
shooting lodge. But whose? That too was easy to answer—
somebody’s from Timbuctoo.

“It’s a shooting place,” I said to Von Harden, “it be-
longs to somebody from Timbuctoo.”
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He didn't hear me,

“Tt belongs to the French officers from Timbuctoo. . .."

“Eh?” He came oul of the trance. “French officers . . .
go much the better.”

We took turns in studying thai house until the sun went
down. Then we alternated in sleeping and standing guard.
We dared not rigk a fire.

As I dozed off I wondered what was ahead. I had spoken
to him several times, but he had not answered; the sight
across the river held him. He’d smile, laugh, polish his
glass with his cap, and look again. He paid little attention
to me. It seemed to me as I wrapped the blanket around
me that something had come over him.

“We need clothes,” he said suddenly, as I tried to sleep.
“I"l get them over there.”

Thete was no question in his voice, ITe did not ask my
advice, ITe had merely stated a fact which I could lake or
lesve. I wondered it this was a return of the old Von
Harden. I thought over our progress since Rodenbach’s
death. He had been [riendly enough to me throughout,
go solicitous that I had thought at times he was changing,
becoming soft.

He had heen friendly after his fashion, but I wondered
8s I lay there, high above the Niger, just how long that
friendship would stand the test. I doubted that he had
changed character because I had drawn a pistol on him. 1
doubted his sincerity. Up until now he had needed me with
him, But now, with this foreigner’s house in view, he had
forgotten the immediate past as though it had been & part
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in & play and he an actor. Now he would be himsclf. And
cvidently I could expect a return of the brusque, arrogant
Von Harden . . . ITerr Major von Harden. He who went
through an African jungle with a monocle in his eye,
What lay ahead? I went to sleep with troubled thoughts,
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W wrrn at the base of the hill the following morning
before the sun was an hour old. We paused several times in
the descent to use Von Harden’s glass, but the strangely
quiet character of the house across the river never changed.

“They've got a telephone,” he said after a eareful scru-
tiny, *the wires come from upstream. They don’; continue
past, down this way. The big town is north of us. Come on,
let’s get this over.”

We made the fording about a kilometer above the house
and at the expense of a dozen duckings that thoroughly
soaked our equipment, Once I came up blubbering and
shivering to find him completely out of sight. I watched
him s he emerged cursing and soaking, the cap was droop-
ing down over his ears, his beard ran water in rivulets, but
his insolent monocle remained fast in his eye. Nothing,
apparently, could dislodge it. Then I recalled that I had
when I knocked him down. I wondered when the next time
would be.

On gaining the shore he went immediately to his report
and found it undamaged. The map of the Paris defenses
had protected it, a bit of irony that caused me to chuckle.
Rodenbach’s and Miiller’s were equally safe. Everything

else was wet. So much so that we dared not move farther
253
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until we had cleaned our armory on leaves, grass, and what
little remained of our clothing,

Our vigil in watching the house never relaxed. Suddenly
we saw & thin wisp of smoke curling oul. of the rusty pipe
that served for a chimney. That gave us couse for worry.
Who was there? Was it a foreigner or a native? A man or a
woman? We had to find out. The mystery was deepening.

While our clothes were drying we watched the river,
Not a hoat or a person was visible. Using the thick bush as
cover, we scoured the arvea for a kilomeler north and esst
of us, and all we found was a slightly used road running
parallel with the Niger. It led north to the big city ahead,
The telephone wires were strung along it on bambdo poles.

Once dressed, we cautiously rode downstream under the
protection of the overhanging bank until we came within
a hundred yards of our objective. Then we erept forward
and crouched behind & thick growth of bush,

This side of the house was the same as the other. It
had two windows, and the shades were down, We sat look-
ing at it for a half hour and nothing happened, My im-
agination began doing queer things.

Had we been seen? Was g warm reception awailing us?
1 could think of a thousand situalions that might end the
entive trip in the tiny mimosa patch where we hid. Von
Harden advenced several theories—advanced them and
answered them himself. I had been completely out of his
mind since he had first seen the house,

We were wondering what to do. I had decided to walk
out boldly and rap on the door, with Von Harden covering
me from the bushes with his rifle,
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Then suddenly, so suddenly that we caught our brenths,
the door on the veranda opened, and a white-gowned native
came out with his hands behind his back, He paused and
looked up and down river. Steslthily one hand came
around in front of him, and I saw he was holding a lighted
cigar. He puffed on it savagely, then coughed and grimaced
when he attempted to expel the smoke. Despite his dis-
comfort his face was wreathed in a broad, white-toothed
grin, That gave him away. I had known the same sitnation
in my house in the Kamerun,

“He’s alone,” I said over my shoulder. “He's a servant.
It's a foreigner’s house. He’d never dare—"

“I can see all that,” Von Harden snapped. “Here, hold
this. . . .” He passed me the bridle of his horse, and before
I knew what was happening he was bounding over the
ground toward the veranda, Hallway there the native
heard hiin coming, e Lhrew Lhe cigar off the far side, took
one terrified look at Lhe oncoming figure, and reached for
the door, when I heard the familiar gruff voice:

“*So you’re a thief, you black devil. You steal your mas-
ter's cigars, He'll beat the life out of you when I tell him.
Where is he?”’ He was talking French. Wise Von Harden.
He was an actor.

The native was a Senegalese and over six feet tall. He
towered over Von Harden, but my companion was not to
be awed by size. He was again the bantam rooster.

“Where is he?” he shouted.

The black hesitated. Von Harden took matters in his
own hands. He sprang up and pulled him away from the
door with such force as to spin him across the veranda, I
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gaw that Von Harden had one hand close to his piatol butt,
The other was holding the door open. He wus watching the
black and at the same time trying to look into the house.

“Where is he?” he growled again,

Haltingly I heard, “My masters come tomorrow. . , .”

“Masters . ..”" I felt a strange weakness in the pit of my
stomach. It began to loom as the hunting lodge I thought
it,

“So!...Tomorrow!...” Von Harden was saying. “How
many are coming this time?”

“This time”—from Von Harden. I had to smile.

“Three . . ,” timorously.

“Only three this time?” I could ecatch the surprise in
his voice. ““Where from now?"”

The Senegalese hesitated, and Herr Major stepped to-
ward him, his fist drawn back.

“Timbuctoo,” the answer came,

I had to marvel at Von Iarden’s ubility in a erisis, He
knew exactly what to do, and his firsl step scemed always
to take complete charge. He might do it in the arrogant Von
Harden manner with natives, but it accomplished Lis aims.
Nevertheless, I was not through with him, however skill-
fully he carried off things in the situation confronting us.
1 would watch him with the native, He wasn’t going to
beat him in my presence. Here might be where the explo-
sion would come.

*“So they sent you down to open the house and you steal
their cigars.” He shook his fist in the black’s face. “T'l
tell them about you.”
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The man cringed. He was bewildered, Suddenly Von
Harden grabbed him and thrust him into the house.

“Get in there,” he barked, “I want to talk to you.”
Then with a final look around he drew out his pistol, turned
and stalked in, defiantly slamming the door behind him.
I shook my head.

“So you're also & housebreaker,” I said, half aloud.

I mopped my head with my arm, and my dirty helmet
fell to the ground. I picked it up and locked down at my
clothes. I was filthy. Everything I wore was in rags. My
trousers ended well above my knees, Below them were only
remnants of gum sneakers. I felt the long matted hair
curling down my neck. Ahead of me was a house that
promised much. It was & temptation, I was desperate,

1 tied the horses to the bushes and walked around back
‘of the house, On the way I did a lot of thinking. We were
magters of the place until “tomorrow.” Or were we? Per-
haps it was all a ruse? And the three “masters”? Perhaps
they were a dozen. The Senegalese might be smarter than
¢ither of us, I was so nervous, I began to wish I'd never
gecn the place. Still , . . I was desperate.

At the back I found a small garden growing lettuce,
carrots, and several other vegetables. As X passed I saw a
bright green snake sleeping in the shadow of a potato vine,
T let it lie. Several scrawny hens were dozing inside a hegy-
ily wired chicken run.

If we got out quickly, I reasoned, we could get a supply
of vegetables, chickens, and some eggs. I thought of going
to Von Harden with the idea when I reconsidered it. He'd
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stolen the play so far, I'd say nothing and see what ol
lowed. Ile didn't keep me wailing,

For something better to do L went into the chicken
house, where I [ound four small eggs.

1 put them in my pocket and went around lo the front,
The river was deserted. 11 was o swellering bot day, but I
was too occupied to notice that T was perspiring profusely.
Suddenly I heard Von Hoxden’s voice grating strangely on
the primeval silence.

“I've a good mind to beat you now, you damned nigger,
for stealing Capitaine Brabant’s cigars.”

I heard the boy whimper something in reply. I couldn’t
hear what, for I was laughing and shaking at the same
time, Alrcady Von Ilarden knew the name of the owner.
And as for stealing—I wondered i the greal Ilerr Major
were plauning lo pay for anything he might come upon,
1£ so—with what?

Suddenly the fronl door opencd with a crash, Von Ilar-
den strodc out, ont to the vergndn. ITe saw me and motioned,
Tlis appearance caused me lo gape in astonishment, He
was stark naked and puffing contentedly on & cigar, His
monocle glinted in his eye.

1 sprang up the steps and followed him in. The first sight
that struck me was more surprising than the discovery
of him in the nude.

The native sat sewing in a room to the right. I couldn’t
believe myself. 1 went over and looked at whet he was
working on. It was the dirty military coat, the coat Von
Harden was so proud of. I burst out laughing, The first
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thing he had thought of . . . the most important thing . ..
was the mending of that coat.

But he hadn’t been idle. He was shouting at the black
to hurry and meanwhile throwing open the drawers in &
small bureau. Every few moments he would pause, pick
out a shirt, ook at it critically and either throw it back
or onto a bed wheve I saw a half dozen. With them were
socks and a pair of khaki trousers. The last were badly
rumpled, and I knew he had tried them on before they had
been selected. A pair of heavy shoes was on the floor.

*What’s the matter, Nagel?” he asked me in German.
“Get outfitted. Look around, look around.”

I saw a native-built closet. It was filled with white
clothes, neatly arranged on hangers. I pushed them apart
to se¢ what they were when Von Harden bounded away
from the bureau and almost knocked me down in pushing
me aside. He dovo into the floor of the closet and came out
with—aof all things—a pair of well shined riding boots.

“Now find some pants, and I'll be completely outfitted.”
He was laughing uproariously when the black surprised us.

“You can't take those,” he said, “You can’t take those,
They belong to snother officer. He is coming, You
ca‘n!t e .”

“Take a cigar, Nagel.” Von Harden ignored the inter-
ruption, offering me the hox. He went over and sat on the
bed, put on a pair of socks and tried the boots. They fitted
him. His grin reached from ear to ear.

“Wake up,” he kept saying, “wake up, Nagel—get out-
fitted, There are more boots. Get a pair, get a pair.”

“T'll take the shoes,” I said, “if I must take something.
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Why must we rob this man's house? Tel's leave the roof
on, at least. Or are you plenning Lo burn the place downp”

“Ifa, Nagel, yow're still a boy, These are Frenchmen,
snd L hale Frenchmen,” e cleaved his throal and spat on
the floor,

The coat was finished, and the servant put it down.
Languidly, as though we were in no hurry, Von Iarden
examined it ab greal length, Finally, approving, he turned
to the black. “Putl on more fre and fry those chickens,”
he said,

“Imagine,” turning to me and speaking in French,
“that damned nigger stole two chickens and was going to
roast them for himself before his master got here!”

Meanwhile he was going through a trunk he had found
under the bed. ITe pulled out several picturcs of French
officers, He spat on cach one, then threw it hack, Suddenly
be gave a ery of joy.

“Here they are.” ITe had {found a pair of fawn-colored
riding breeches, Piece by piece he began coming back. I
was afraid that at any moment he might find a sword
and become the Potsdam parade-ground despot all over
again,

He went out after the black, whom we had heard clat-
tering the stove lids. I followed him. One of the rooms at
the back was the kitchen. It had a table and an old-
fashioned stove that bore a French name. A fresh pile of
wood stood behind it. The native was putting wood in and
edging away from both of vs. Von Harden pulled open the
oven door. I saw two chickens in & pan.

““Fine, fine, nigger, now we'll eat. You fry a batch of that
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rice bread.” e took a cloth off a bowl on the table, reveal-
ing & mound of dough. Without a word the native washed
his hands in a bucket near the door and began forming
the dough into cakes.

T went into the third room. It was another sleeping room
containing four beds. A pile of French magszines lay
on a chair. A lantern hung from the ceiling, Something
glittered on the floor, and I looked down. It was a cheap
glass-bead trinket of the kind so dear to every native
woman’s heart that she would give anything to obtain it.
I might have guessed it.

‘We were in a hunting lodge, but one kept for a dual pur-
pose. It was a replica of many throughout Africa, where
soldiers stay for years with their regiments and are de-
prived of the company of white women. The men who
maintained it were stationed in Timbuctoo. The risk of
detection there was too great; bence this establishment
down the Niger,

I shrugged my shoulders and gave my attention to a
large porcelain basin standing on a home-made table. Be-
gide it was a fresh bucket of water. And on a shelf built
againgt the wall under a mirror were three razors in cages
and complete shaving paraphernalia.

“Seen any scissors?” I shouted.

“In the office,” came Von Harden’s voice from the kit~
chen.

1 went into the fourth room and found a large desk, an-
other bed, and a table of toilet necessities, eau de cologne,
and powder. Pictures of French actresses were pinned
around the room, Comments were scrawled under them
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that were not always flattering, Oue or two bore dales and
the numes of French spas, A large map of the districl wag
on anolher wall, Beneath it was the telephone, The top
of the desk was bare, and 1 storted out of the voom with
the scissors when L saw that one of the desk drawers wag
partly open. I conld not resist the temptation.

I found it full of papers. Four scarlet sheets attracted
me. They were held together with a clip. Absently I locked
at the top one, when suddenly the blood ran cold in my
veins, It had good reason to. I had been looking at & pic-
ture, I brushed my eyes and looked again.

It was a picture of myself, It had been laken on the
French boat that had brought me to Lome. Below the
picture I read:

* Averiissemend, O Cherche .,

The printed matier was in French, English, and Arabic,
The English version told the enlire story of oup Lrip, the
daie 1had left Lowe, the dale of my arrival in Atakpame,
and when I had left Mangu. There was also the complete
story of the desertion of our porters, the approximate as-
Lronomical position in the jungle where it had taken place,
and the added information that o Gurma tribe had re-
porled me as heading north after the breakup., What at-
tracted me most was the lines:

“This man has been of great valus fo his government in
seoretly mapping cerlain portions of Eastern Nigeria, For
this o reward has been posted for him af Lagos, A further
reward will be paid for his capture dead or odive for his par
in the present overt acs against the Republic of France.”
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The second cirenlar held o picture of Rodenbach, Be-
neath it I read his entire story. The third was Millor’s
and the fourth Von Iarden’s. Herr Major was staring de-
fiantly at the camera in a uniform covered in gold trap-
pings. The reward for him was three times the amount
offered for the rest of us, “ Known io be o desperate charac-
fer,” was an added warning,

So the French were dull, Von Harden had said. They
didn't know what was going on in the Sudan, And the
“niggers” who had hounded us through the jungle had
been smart enough to know approximately in what longi-
tude and latitude they had last seen us,

I felt the blood pounding through my temples. He was
a smart man, Von Harden. But when it came to protecting
my life, I could do that without his help. I determined
1o let him know it. And since the French were so anxious to
bring me down dead or alive, I'd give them something to
remember me by, I'd take over the expedition from now
on. I wanted adventure—I wanted to be a spy—well, now
I was one, according to the circular,

T grabbed up the four pages and xan out to the kitchen,
Von Harden was eating, wrapped in s dressing gown. The
servant was waiting on him,

“Here,” I said, “read this. . . .” I thrust the papers un-
der his nose, He looked down at them.

““QOh, I saw those,” he replied calmly, “Don’t let them
worry you. You might have expected them. I did. Here,”
he paused suddenly, picking them up and frowning at me,
“gsave them for your grandchildren.”

I caught a feeling that he was dismissing me as he would
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have dismissed the servant, That 1 had interfered with
his breakfost. One hand held the papers out to me, the
other waved me away.

“Why didn’t you wail for me to eat with you?” I shot
at him. Te was not putting me off so ensily.

Tle paused quickly and looked up. I saw his eyes harden,
his jaw set.

“You can eat later,” he answered grufily.

I refused to lake the papers. He held them awkwardly
with one hand; with the other he went back to the plate
before bim. Quite casually he lifted a chicken leg to his
mouth. Then be turned to the Senegalese.

. “After I've finished, break up the other chicken and fry
it for him,” He indicated me withoul looking up by waving
the chicken leg, Then he resumed his slow nmehing,

“God damn your arrogance, Yon Iarden!” [ screamed,
“Tlkillyou . . . I'll make you come to me yet, ., Tli~—"

“Now, Nagel,” ho smiled wryly, “T'm in churge of the
expodition, Remember thal. 1t wouldn'L do if we ate 1o-
gether, There must be some differentiation . .

“We ate together in the jungle.”

“That was dillerent. We're not in the jungle now.”

He went on, half turning his back on me. I beeare so
infuriated at his gesture that I knocked the papers out of
his hand, I was so flabbergasted at his casualness, his snob-
bishness, so boiling with rage that I didn't know what to
do. I wanted to bury the scissors in his red neck, I wanted
to kick him to 2 pulp. I took a step toward him when sud-
denly something happened thet shot him out of his chair as
though a shell had exploded in the room.
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The telephone rang!

For a brief minute the three of us stood there looking at
each other, Suddenly the native started away. Von Harden
was alter him with a bound. He pushed him against the
wall and rushed into the front room. I heard him pick
up the receiver as I followed him,

“Qut, ous,” T heard him saying, His voiee was low and
cool. Again he was the actor. He was smiling and gracious.

“Just this moment arrived, mon capitaine,” he went on.
“What's that, what’s that? . . . Burem has been raided by
the Tuareg Sidi Dena . , . he is heading east into the desert
. + « depend upon it, mon capitaing, we will report back at
once. ...” I saw his face light up as though ten years had
been taken off his shoulders. He arched his eyebrows; he
was all concern. He looked around at me and grinned.

“How many men in his band, mon capitainef . . .
Ah . . .” His grin broadened. “Depend upon it, we will
keep sharp eyes . . . we will report at once. What's that. ..
assuredly this is Brabant, mon capitaine.” His smile van-
ished in o Blash. “Who? . . . who?* he went on. “Capitaine
Pichon, he was here a moment ago . . . wait, I'll call
him. . ..” Helooked at me, thexe was something diabolical
in his face. After a pause he turned again to the mouth-
piece: “Pichon is outside . . . what? . . . assuredly this is
Brabant. . . .” Then a thought came to him; I could see
it in his smile. “. . . Someone is tampering with the
wires, . . ,”

He dropped the receiver, grasped the box, and with a
violent exertion tore it from the wall and crashed it on the
floor.
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Then he looked up at me. Iis eyes were blazing,

“Now, Nagel,” he snapped, “if you've forgotten your
childishness we'll get out of this, Get shaved quickly, eat,
and pack all the food you can get. ITurry! This is the bigs
gest stroke of fortune we’ve had on the trip. Von Harden’s
luck never fails. I told you I'd get you out.” He rushed pagt
me into the kitchen and started wolfing what was left of
his food,

I was so taken by the new turn I could not bring myself
to resume the row. And I wouldn't ask him how he wag
going to get us out. I heard what he had said, and I could
piece in the parts missing, I went back into the bedroom
and started clipping off my beard. As I worked T thought
over the entire situation, The French and English were
after me, I was against Von Harden, But here was ray sue-
cor. If I was to be suved, this was not the time to fight
him,

As T shaved T heard him shouting st the native, In the
thrill of escaping, my ethics shout robbing the owners of
the house vanished. They were after me, They were my
enemies, T went into the front room and laid out what
clothes I wanted, a shirt, the khaki pants, & white semi«
military coat, the heavy shoes, and a felt hat with a large
brim,

By the time I had finished shaving, Von Harden was
having his hair cut by the Senegalese. That done, he shaved.
Then he started dressing. The fawn riding breeches, the
polished boots; he even found a pair of spurs. Then a shirt
and his mended coat. As I saw him I could not help but in-
terrupt.
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“Take one of the Frenchman’s uniform coals, It will
be  wonderful disguise,”

“What? Take their coat? Rubbish. Ill fight, them in the
uniform of a German officer.”

ITe donned his old coat, smoothed it down, found a brush
and worked on his service ribbons, and lighted a fresh
cigar. Then he located several handkerchiefs, polished his
monocle and screwed it into his eye. His cap came next,
He moulded it back to ils original shape and took a clean
shirt to polish the insignia of his regiment on its peak, That
completed, he looked at himself in a mirror and gave a
grunt of approval. He tilted his eap a little more, screwed
his monocle more firmly in his eye, and picked up his riding
erop.

“Now,” he said, “we arc ready.”

“We're ready,” T answered him, “when I’'m doue eating,
And I'm a slow ealer.”

I heard him clear his throat and spit.
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As I was finishing the chicken I heard the groff voice
of Von Harden rowing with the servant. He was superin.
tending the bringing of the horses to the kitchen door,

Suddenly he snapped, “Wait, wait . . .” He was running,
I heard his boots pounding on the veranda. I jumped up
from the table and went forward through the rooms, I
reached the front door. I was about to step out when I
saw him almost at my elbow looking up river through his
glass, The black was on the ground holding the bridles
and watching him through wide, seared eyey. Alter a mo-
ment Von Harden stepped down, Ilis voice was apprehen-
sive and mocking.

“Here, nigger,” he said, “take this and tell me what
that is.”

He pointed up river, and I saw his eyes narrow. I hesi-
tated, held my breath. I watched and listened through the
half-opened door. The black had the glass glued to his
eyes, but I saw him snatch furtive glances at Herr Major.

““The mail boat for Gao,” he said finally.

“Gao, ¢h?” I heard Von Harden sneer. “So we're be-
tween Gao and Burem. . . .»

I knew where we were. I knew, He did also. I had seen
him studying the map in the office. The black nodded.

268
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Von Harden was watching him closely, He was smiling
again,

“Doaes it stop here?” he barked,

The black’s eyes widened. “No, not stop here. Why
should it stop here?”

“Quite s0, K"'mmm, quite so. . . . He was tapping his
boot with his riding crop. He never took his eyes from the
black’s face. “How many does it carry?” he asked.

“Two,” came the quick answer.

“Two niggers?”

“Two Senegalese,” The black drew himself up until he
was towering over Herr Major. .

“Ah,” mocking, and the smile merging into a grin, “two
Senegalese.” He turned away, and I went back to finish
the meal. I didn’t want to take any chances. I hurried.
Yet X was hurrying no more than Von Harden, who, since
the telephone message, had been all action, even though
most of his energy had been expended in dressing him-
self,

I wondered why he dido’t wait for the French officers.
1f he wanted to stert a war against the French, certainly
here was his opportunity, But he didn’t, and he surprised
me. He wanted to get out.

I heard them passing the kitchen window with the
horses. A moment later they came in with the black carry-
ing our knapsacks, The first thing Von Harden did was to
open mine and extract the two remaining rolls of adhesive
tape—the tape we had been left by our porters. He put
them on the table and turned to the black.

“Quick now,” he snapped, “pack all the food—every-
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thing. Nagel,” he turned to me, “help him, Something’s
on the river. Make iL fast, we've got Lo move.”

I didn’t even look up at him, I finished my meal, lighted
a fresh cigar, and started to don the new attire I had picked
out for mysell. It felt good to huve my hair ent, to be with-
out a scraggling beard, 1o feel clean clothes against my
flesh, When I was through 1 went back to the kitchen, Two
bulging kuapsacks were waiting on 1he lable,

Vou Harden had mesnwhile returned to the veranda to
sludy the oncoming boat. What his deduction was I didn’t
ask, I wanted only to get out of that house. I was in stolen
clothing, and I wanled to get away. At the samc time it
might have been wiser to stay until the following day and
greet the French officers with bullets, Then I reasoned that
being s thief was bad enough, being a deliberale raurderer
in addilion 1o a thief was too much, 1 would flee.

Von Ilarden was in just as much of & burry. Not until
later did T discover his renson, IL wos not the same as
mine, Finally we were ready.

“Now, nigger,” Von Harden grinned, “you gel in lhis
chair.” The black quaked and sat down. Then Herr Majox
did something lhal surprised me—another surprise in a
long lisl. Ile began binding the wide-eyed native to the
chair with the adhesive tape, He didn’t ask me to help. He
did the job himself, and all the {ime he was humming,
he was so happy.

From my casual observation he did an excellent job. 1
waan't paying much altention to him, I wag too busy rang-
ing through the house picking up our clothing and stuffing
it into the fire.
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“Why bother with that stuft?* he paused to ask.

“My helmet has a Lome label.”

“Bosh, Nagel,” grinning wider than before, “can’t you
see through all this?”

Evidently he didn’t expect me to answer, for he bent
down to his work and suddenly broke out whistling, T could
gee that he relished the task. When the tape gave out he
found some ropes. In ten minutes the black was trussed up.

“Now that’s done,” Von Harden said, “let’s get out.”

‘We secured the knapsacks to our backs, strapped on the
bandoliers, picked up our rifles, and left.

It was an odd leaving. We were better prepared for
whatever was to come than we had been at any time since
crossing the Togoland-Upper Volta frontier. I felt that if
I could hold Von Harden down we would yet emerge out
of it all. Wo hadn’t been in the house two hours, yet the
entive aspect of our trip had changed. We had arrived
bedraggled, hungry, and weary. We were leaving with com-
plete outfts of clothing, our knapsacks and stomachs
bulging with food, and we were refreshed.

Ahead of me rode Von Harden, his chest out, his shoul-
ders back, monarch of all he surveyed. He was grinning
broadly. Sweat poured down his neck, but he would not
unbutton his tight collar over which his red neck bulged.
His monocle glinted in the sun, The only anechronism was
that he was riding bareback—which bothered him not in
the least,

Suddenly he reined in, snapped out his glass and turned
it toward the river. I watched his face, His grin disap-
peared, He frowned. “I knew it,” he muttered.
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1 Jooked out and saw the mail hoat neaver than 1 ex-
pected it to be. It was coming downstream much faster
than when it had first been seen.

He distracted my atlention from the boal by whirling
and looking ot the house, Even as he held the glass to his
cyes he cleared his throat and spad.

“Here,” he snid suddenly, thrusting the glass at me,
“see what your dear nigger is trying to do.” Tn the same
motion he divested himself of his knapsack, his bandoliers,
and his shotgun, retaining the Mauser. He dropped them
on the ground at bis feet. Then he dug his spurs into his
horse’s belly and dashed medly back.

“Wait here for me,” he snapped over his shoulder,
“Wail. here for me.”

‘When he had disappeared in a cloud of dust 1looked ont
al the boal. What I saw gave me an uncasy premonition, 1
counted eight men on her tiny deck, They were Frenchmen
in uniform, One was uncovering o vapid-ire gun in the bow.
The others were gosticulaling and pointing toward the
house, I saw one who had more brass buttons than any of
the others peering through a hinocular in the same divee-
tion, A spade beard fell down over the front of his uniform.
I made out a nalive feeding wood into the Liny craft's
fire, The stack belched smoke; waves were breaking under
the bow, They were in & great hurry.

Then T looked back at the house standing out clearly
in the sun, On the roof—sand I eould scarcely believe my
eyes—was the Negro Von Harden had tied so securely to
the chair in the kitchen, He had freed himself of his hind-
ings, climbed to the roof, and I saw him now frantically
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waving & large white cloth on the end of a bamboo pole.
His signals had been seen on the boat. The Frenchmen were
rushing to him. Things were moving much too fast for my
comfort.

Tor several moments I watched both scenes.

Then I heard a sharp, low-pitched thud. I knew it on
the instant. It was Von Harden’s Mauser. I looked at
the roof and saw the Negro on all fours crawling off toward
the far side. I could see a splotch of red blood on his side,
The pole had fallen out of his hands and was standing
grotesquely upright in & mimosa bush,

1knew that Von Harden would come clattering back any
moment. Also that the native had led to us through-
out, that not three officers were coming, but eight, and
that “tomorrow” was in reality today. He had tried
to make things so casy for us that we would stay. Vor
Harden had read him like a book. We had been saved by
the telephone.

That was it—the telephone. There was where I could
help. I looked up and saw the wires ahove me, Not twenty
feet away was & pole supporking them. I had to help Von
Harden. Pursuit might mean death. Here was my chance,

T jumped off and tethered my horse to a bush. I drew
my machete and started hacking at the telephone pole,
It fell with a crash. X ran up the road to the next one and
did the same thing. Then I cut the wire and came back to
the knapsack, the wire trailing behind me, I cut it again
at the first pole, rolled it up into a loop, and threw it as
far out in the river as I could,

Then I looked to my guns. They were loaded for what-
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ever might come, Those eight Frenehmen and their rapid-
fire gun were warnings of {rouble shead,

A moment laier Von Harden daslied up. Ile was grinning
again, 1o saw what 1 had done.

“You might yet be of some value, Nagel,” he greeted
me. “Now lel’s get out of this.” He donned his knapsack
and accoutrements. Ie looked at his compass. “Go
ahead,” he motioned me with his hand in & way I resented,
“Go ahead, go ahend.” He was annoyed. I didn’t like his
tone, He was too pleased with himself.

“The great Von Harden running away?” 1 questioned,
“Shootling an unarmed native . . . afraid, perhaps?™

Instead of gelbing angry, he laughed ouiright. I {hought
he had sensed ket my wish to flee helied my eviticism of
his actions. Ile was in high spirits, We tugged his cap
farther down over his eye, wud In one motion, guns and
kanpsnck on his back, leaped lightly on his horse,

“Does the hoad porter want Lo Gght the eight French.
menf” he benmed,

I made a noise with my mouth.

“Don’t let the delails worry your infantile mind,” he
went on, still smiling. “You eun’t see farther than your
nose. Why fight a few niggerJlovers? Bigger things are
ahead in the desert.”

1 shouted something at him, but he had ridden away in a
cloud of dust. I swung my pistol around closer to my mid-
dle,

I looked out on the river and saw the boat heading in
toward the house, The Frenchmen were crowding her bow,
anxious to leap ashore. Several had rifles. There was only
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one thing for me to do. I spurred on after Von Harden as
fast as I could. X saw that he was smoking a cigar, but he
hadn’t stopped to light it, as I would have had to do. The
knapsack and rifles jounced up and down on his baek, yet
he rode saddleless with the grace of a cossack.

He would ride forward a kilometer, then draw up, con-
sult his map and compass, and continue. Finally he found
what he was searching for, It was as well he did, for a cara-
van of a dozen donkeys and a group of natives appeared in
the road ahead. Von Harden pulled his horse off into the
bush and kept going. We never got back to the river road.

T could still see the group of eight Frenchmen and the
leader with the spade beard. They were too much of a
handicap for me to overcome. I knew they couldn’t pursue
us from the house, and I knew that the black was only
wounded. He would tell the whole story. They would find
the cut telephone wires and connoct their apparatus to
the live end. That would mean we might have a head start
of an hour. In any event, before nightfall T was sure that
Burem would know of the entire affair. But how would
they know it was us? That thought gave me consolation—
for & moment.

Von Harden was heading straight north, Within a kilo-
meter from the river the few scattered gum trees, the
mimosa, and the coarse grass that gave a footing to our
horses disappeared. We were confronted with an endless
shimmering panorams, As far as the eye could see ahead
of us the entire world was a sand dune. It stretched in
every direction, aloof and tense, like the jungle, yet
strangely different, for nothing on it was hidden, nothing
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could hide, Overhead the mun glured out of & vast bluenesg,

Von Ilarden kept on. I floundered afler Iim, sweating
and tired, worried and upprehensive. I imagined sounds be-
hind me. T'd whirl around suddenly, my pistol drawn, to
find nothing more than the same broud expanse of gray-
white sand, quiet, ominous, Within an hour the sun vaised
havoc with my skin as well ag my mind. I {elt mny face and
neck becoming sunburned despite the brond brim on my
felt hat. I tore off the tail of my shirl and bound it around
my neck. I looked forward to Von Hurden and got no
relief. He was the same as always, jaunty, assured, and
untroubled. His neck was lobster red, but he did nothing
shout it. Iis fawn pants weve soaked with perspiration,
but he never Jooked down. Iis eyes were unwaveringly
shead. Something was beekoning 1o i, Whal wag it?

Two hours after leaving the romd we were lost in thal
breathless void.

1t seemed 1o me Lhat we ha lefL the frying pan for the
fire,

‘We weal on, north, north, north, never wavering, never
pausing, All the time my mind had been back in the house
we had lefl. Lhad burned our clothes, there was nothing left
to show who we were; we might have been any thieves of
the desert.

Then I recalled our pictures. The native had seen me
showing them to Von Harden. They would he the clue.
They would give ug away. I could hear the wires humming
with instructions to bring us in. Now there was no escape,
there was no digmal jungle, no heavy fog to hide us. We
were out in the open for our pursuers to see. I began to
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wish I was back in that jungle. I touched my rifle, and the
hot barrel burned my hand. The jungle had been hell—
this was worse than hell,

1 rode forward and asked Von Harden where he was
bound. He did not answer me. I saw him empty his water
hottle within two hours of leaving the river, and I warned
him but Le paid no attention. His face was ahead, He was
smiling and sure. Something was calling him.

But why were we heading into a certain death? Not un-
til I recalled the episode of the telephone did I get a clue.
I recalled his smile when he had spoken of the Tuaregs
raiding Burem and fleeing east into the desert, Then I
knew. He was heading to find them. Once they were located
we were safe, his precious reports would get to Berlin.
Kultur would gain an additional foothold on the dark
continent, The Tuaregs would convey us from one caravan
to another until our ankles were washed by the Mediter-
ranesn. Find them, and we would be saved. I spurred my
tired horse ahead.

The sun went down, and we continued riding. Far off to
the right we saw o series of rolling dunes of the same end-
less white sand. Von Haxden drew up long enough to study
the borizon in every direction. Then we made for them.
An hour later we ate a meal in silence. Qur horsey were
restless, unfed and unwatered, but he gave them no
thought. He seemed to be living in a different world. He
was unaware of the desert that held us in its grip, He was
transfixed,

I knew he was playing on his luck, the Von Harden luck
he had boasted about. He was gambling on a single toss of
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the dice that he would find the Tuaregs. 1 he didu't . ., 7
Again his duty had him. And now he would sacrifice me,

By the fading light we rode to a dune. The result wag—
nothing. I was so cold I began leading my horse, I dared
not light = fire,

The datlmess around me held thousunds of Fremch
troops anxious for the first betrayal of our presence, Then
it came to me I couldn’t light o fire, Nothing was around
us but sond. T began to miss the jungle I had eursed, The
sighing of a tree, the chattering of a monkey in the branches
overhead would have been sweet music.

We were feeling our way around the base of & second
dune when suddenly, off on my right, I heard the cry of an
animal, It was a hyena Von Harden pulled up in a split
second, but too late. It did not repeat,

“IIyenas in the desert?” T hoegan asking mysclf. T sak
on the ground and tried to angwer the question while Von
Harden went ahead.

T did not like the iden at all. I took off my Winchester,
sew that it was ready, and got to my fect. I could hear
Von Harden’s horse shake itsclf, I started after him when
it came again, this time on my left, lower-toned and more
quavering than before. That convinced me.

They had located us and were signaling our presence, In-
stead of being surprised, I determined to surprise them. 1
ran straight toward the spot from whence the cry had re-
sounded and found myself floundering around in the dark-
ness. I fell fiat on my face and listened. I clapped my hangds,
then ran away from the spot and listened. I could hear
nothing.
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I went back to Lhe place where I had left my horse.
When T got there T met the surprise of my life,

Von Iarden was silting on his horse ialking to a white-
robed native in French. I tried to speak 40 them and failed.
I wanted to turn around and run. I wanted to raise my
rifle, bul was unable to make my muscles obey. I was shak-
ing like a reed.

They were unaware of my presence. Von Harden gave
me but a cursory glance and went on with his conversation,
He looked like a field marshal giving orders to an aide,

The native began to move away, cutting over the crest
of the dune. Von Harden jabbed with his spurs and fol-
lowed. I took {he bridle of my horse and irailed after them.
We went over the hill and around another.

Suddenly I saw something on the ground. Ii looked like
a hippopolamus asleep in a mud bole, its huge back half
exposed. T beard it munching and saw its head, like a huge
sneke’s. TL was o canael, I cireled it and came upon another.
Then the darkness began lo clear oul of my brain, I saw
wany. In their center was a large cluster of skin tents, low
and close to the ground. Men were squalting around them
in groups conversing in barely audible voices.

1 was {ollowing our guide when suddenly Von Harden
halted. As I came up o him he leaned toward me. I could
see his monocle gleaming in the darkness, The whole pic-
ture seemed yureal.

“Go ahead, Nagel, and announce that Herr Major von
Harden of the German General Staff is here to reorganize
this force for the capture of Timbuctoo. . . .
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«++ You will drive the French from the Sudan . . | the
endless sands will again be ruled by followers of the Truo
Faith . . . you complain that the Tuaregs are not united—
it is a simple problem . . . first you must strike a staggering
and decisive blow at French prestige in the desert . . .
that is easy—youn will capture Timbuctoo . . . then the re-
calcitrants will flock to your side, ready to help you in
delivering your people from the French yoke of oppres-
sion . . . in one month, Sidi Dena, you will be undisputed
ruler of a vast domain . . . you will find Germany always
ready 1o help you, . .

This and muel mors T listened to for the remnuinder of
the night as L erouched in Sidi Dena's small lenl munching
dates and sipping wanu camel's mille, 1looked ab the men
erowded around me. They were Tuaregs of the desert, and
J could see in their excited whisperings over Von Ilarden’s
plans the remmants of the fevee cameleers who had swept
out of the north i the seventeenth cenlury and wrested
a desert empire from the Moors.

They were tall men and lean, well proportioned and
dignified. They were not as dark as Negroes, but had black
eyes that snapped and seemed to crackle on the cold night
air while a fire of scrub wood, picked up God knew where,
gave us light. Sidi Dena was taller than the others; even

now, sitting on a pile of rugs, his head was above theirs,
280



AFRICAN INTRIGUE 281

he was listening intently, his eyes never leaving Von
Harden’s earnest {ace,

I felt a thrill at being present. Hlere was the culmination
of our trip. I was in ihe center of the web of international
intrigne on a larger scale than T had ever dared hope. T
was & spy, wanted by the French and British, A price was
on my head, I would be o marked man for life. And now I
was crouching in a smoke-filled tent, listening to an expo-
nent of Kultur plot the end of French rule in the Sudan. Tt
was a great moment. Because I was young, perhaps, I for-
got all the past. Life had never been so good.

I watched and heard and said nothing. Von Harden was
playing his trump card. Von Harden luck had been with us
g0 far, it would not deserl us now. I saw the hand of an
omnipotent power that had brought us through the tribu.
lations of the jungle, with death ever brooding over us but
never claiming us, to Lhis scene in & smoky Tuareg tent
cast of Burem. We had been preserved for bigger things.
‘We mighl be remaking the map of the world. T was so ex-
cited I spilled the milk over my chin. I was oblivious of
the fact that the dates were as hard as rocks,

For the benefit of his leaders who could not understand
French, Sidi Dena translated what Von Harden was say-
ing.

. . Your attack on Burem was ill advised. . . . Burem
i8 & caravan stop . . . it is not important, . . . In a week &
foree would have come down from Timbuctoo and driven
you out. . . . You must adopt a bold course . . . you must
strike & blow that will weaken the French by the very
daring of its magnitude. . . . Let me handle it for you.. ..
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I will get in touch with German ogents in Algiers, in Tunis,
and in Tripoli, where they are legion , . . money will be
fortheoming, gung, ammunition . . . we will bide in the
desert and organize our forces . ., runners will go out to-
morrow culling neighboring tribes to a conference, ., . I
will have men in Timbuctoo working to undermine the
native troops’ loyalty to the French. . ., To the true Be-
Liever everything is possible. . . .”

Sidi Dena said little to Von Harden. To the other Tug-
regs he said much,

My mind was racing. I was beginning to sec that for all
of Von Harden’s overbearing manner and conceit he had a
greater mind and more courage than any other man I had
ever met, He had the broad vision, the imagination of the
cmpive builder, T had missed secing the forest for the trees,
Despite his petty weaknesses, his vanity, his intense
egotism, it was he who, after all, was the great character of
the trip. I had stooped to trifles, bub his hoend had slways
been out of the common ruck. e way o dreamer and doer,
He had always beon the loader, and as much as 1had hated
him I recalled that I had always looked to him for guid-
ance, regardless of my frequent determinations to stand
on my own feet, I recalled our ride from Atakpame to
Sokode, and I flinched inwardly ot the memory of my
petty conduct. I regretted my cheap revenges. Through it
all he had been inflexible. He had never wavered in char-
acter or purpose. I visioned again my fight with him at
Miiller’s death. I lived over the moment I had drawn a
pistol on him, In each instant he had remained in charac-
ter. He had stood like a rock. He was Von Harden, and he
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never changed, T sought an cxense for my conduet in the
knowledge that I was young. But Lhe excuse left a bitter
taste. And it came to me that against his strong character
I could not stand up. I was not of the same mould. He had
never stepped down. Perhaps all men led on by a dream
were of the same domineering type as Von Harden, They
had to be ruthless, they could brook no interference, Who
could tell? I might have been floundering through the
jungle with a Clive in embryo, a military Cecil Rhodes, a
Kitchener, I think that at that moment I saw the real
Von Harden for the first time. He became a great figure
to me. The more I looked at myself ihe smaller I became. T
gnawed on dates until my gums were bleeding. I didn’t
care, I was in the company of the great.

My reverics were interrupted, and the conference came
to an abrupt end when the ery of a hyena floated out of the
quict night air, It caused an instant siir in the camp. The
fire was doused, and we erawled from the tent. The groups
of squatting men outside were apprehensive. Most of them
had risen and were looking out into the darkness, listening,
waiting.

Suddenly we heard a companion cry. Both had come
from the west—the direetion of Burem. I thought of the
men who had beaten off Sidi Dena’s assault—the man with
the spade beard—the telephone. , . . In a flash X was back
again to realities,

Near by a sleeping came! awoke, sniffed, and was rest-
less. Others took the cue. A dozen men grabbed their
snouts. When they let go, the intelligent beasts were quiet,
but they did not resume sleeping. A man in the gloom be-
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side me reached ont und touched n companion on the arm;
bolh nodded. We all listened in u sitence ps complete ag
death,

I could hear nothing, I enpped my hands 1o my ears and
strained, but the only sound was a faiut sighing of the
wind, Yet the Tuaregs had gotten messages, They were
trained in the language of the desert. A sound that was
beyond my abilily to hear meant volumes to them,

Suddenly a sentry glided in and whispered to the group
behind me,

“We have visitors,” I heard Sidi Dena say at Von
Harden’s side. “There are sixty-four comels , . . the
French . . .” Here was the end of my drearn,

I counted thirty-eight camels around me. Suddenly I
was conscious that dawn was breaking, It beeame lighter,
the gloom began to Lhin out, I could sce the dunes that cut
ug off from the oulside, On the top of each were the
smudges that were sharp-eyed, keen-cared Tuaregs,

A moment lotor the hyena ery came from the opposite
direction, Then another, which caused o conspieuous stir-
ring around me.

“They are oo many for us,” Sidi Dena said suddenly,
it 18 wiser 10 fice. We will move before it is light. . . .

He spoke to several men. Tents were rolled up, Cemels
lunged to their feet. These were not cumbersome pack
animals, but swift-running camels, bred for their speed in
Tuareg strongholds far in the desert. I had been told they
could do fifty miles a day, Looking at their lean, muscled
bodies I believed it.



1
AFRICAN INTRIGUE 285

Camels were provided for Von Harden and me, Our
horses were to De loft behind, They wouldd be Loo slow.

We heard the byena ery aguin. A moment later it re-
cchoed,

*They are on three sides,” Sidi Dena said calmly, " the
fourth is still open. Lose no time.” He turned and pointed
lo o defile in the dunes hebind us,

We stood ubout, nervously wutching the gray streuks
widen. The dunes became more discernible, Suddenly we
heard o bugle. It rang out sharp snd cutling on the silence,
chilling me to my bones.

I looked at Von Ilarden and saw his face break into a
grin, His shoulders stiffened, and his monocle glinted in
the growing dawn. Ile snapped the breeeh of his Mauser
and laughed wlowd, He patted the stock, Suddenly he bent
forward and brushed his boots with his sleeves, Then he
dusted his sevviee ribhons with his enfl,

“Wo will drive thee French nigger-lovers baek,” he
announced rather than snid 1o me, “Coe on”

He van agilely up 1o the top of a dune, U grabhed my
bandoliers, the machele, our knapsacks, and followed.

The desert siretched belore us in cvery direction, A
few score yavds away o squad of camels were stunding,
towering above lhe white umiforms that moved among
them, Another group was a hall kilometer away, Beyond
them still otheys.

Von Harden studied them Uhrough hiy glass while I laid
out our equipment. We were on our stomachs. The rifles
rested on the crest of the dune, I put our bandoliers on one
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side of us and our pistols on the ather, The knapsachs with
the reports were behind at our feel,

1 heard Voun Harden curse, then elear his throat and spit,
He put the glass down and, drawing out & handkerehivf,
rolled over on his side. He polished his monocle and
serewed it firmly inlo his eye. Then he got to his knees
and pulled down his coat, Adter that he brushed his reg-
imental badge on the front of his cap, Then he put the
cap on and pulled it jauntily down over his eye. With a
final survey of himself he stretched forward on his stomach
and took up his Mauser.

Meanwhile T had picked up the glasses and snutched
glances al the men before us. With the first look ab their
faces T knew what had made him spit, They were in French
uniforms--but hey were Senegalese tirnitlewes, 1 could not
see 4 white man amoug them,

They were the “niggers” he bated so mueh, the *nig.
gers™ he always had underestimated, they were of the
sume race as the servant he had wounded back in the house
on the Niger.

1lis Mauser went off with a crack, und I anw one of the
camels snap up its head, Instantly the men around it be-
came active, They grabbed their bridles and started run-
ning back, away from us. Von Harden sent two more shots
after them; I saw one man go forward on his foce.

Herr Major burst out in a loud laugh of derision.
“Schwsinhund!® he soreamed.

Then he got suddenly to his feet, shook his fist after
them, and ran down the hill to Sidi Dena’s side. The others
clustered around him, I lay on my back and listened.
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“They're niggers,” 1 heand him shouting, “Give me
five men to hold them baek, and you get ont the opposite
side with the main body,”

There was o low-voiced conferenee. . .« No, no," I
heard Von Tlarden shouting ugitatedly, * they're niggers,
they haven't braing enough.”

8idi Dena was arguing with him, but Von Harden an-
grily waved his protestations aside. “They don™t know
cnough, they haven’t the nerve. ., ”

The discussion went on heatedly for several moments
when Von Harden broke away and came up 1o me with
several Tuaregs. They Iell flat on their stomachs and thrust
their long guns over the natural breastwork before us, Qur
position was impregnable. We didn give the Senegalese
u three-inch target ab o hundred yands. They would have to
be phenomenal marksmen o dislodge us,

“The wells of K1 Doura,” someone shouted from below,
Vou Harden waved his hond in veply, Uooked aguin at the
seene beliingd e, } saw several comely stunding hobbled for
us while the others were heing mounted, Rifles came oul
from under voluminous garments, doggers flushed in the
light, spenrs, awords. The group thinned oul in a long line
and began moving nway towaed the defile.

The Tuareg on my right fired the first shol. I looked
up vnd saw that the T'rench had only wilhdrawn their
camels out of our range. Now they were coming forward
well spread out, kneeling, firing and advancing on a broad
front. I let go with my Winchester at the one directly in
front of me and saw him grab at himself and fall kicking
into the dust.
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The sun was coming up.

Someone on my right hit a tizailleur in the shoulder sp
hard as to whirl him completely around, even though his
knees were in the Ukick sand. 1t could only have been Von
Harden’s big-game Mauser,

A Tuareg clicked his leeth every time he hit, They were
laughing, commenting, aud keeping up a running five of
talk among themselves, I had missed only two shots out of
seven. Von Harden's grin never left him,

It was o one-sided fight. It lasted about fifteen minules,
when the bugle sounded and the tirailleurs erawled away,
drageing their wounded and dead oul of range.

“That’s the end of the damn niggers,” Von Harden
snorted, “Only one thing for them to do, bul they huven’
the courage.” He looked around, bt the Tuaregs couldn’t
understand him,

Tt was beginning Lo got hots the sun seemed {0 have hesi-
tated on Lhe horizon then leaped up with a vengeance, I
looked back and saw Sidi Dena aud his men disappearing
through the narrow defile, They were as good as out.

Vonr Harden stood up boldly and studied the field
ihrough his glass. As he did, his smile slowly melted. He
frowned. Then I saw lines of worry creep under his eyes,
His high spirits vanished.

“They're coming again,” he growled 1o me. “If they
get close, give them the heavy lead.”

I picked up my Jefleries. It would be deadly at short
range. Once they struck, the sofl-nose bullels would flatten
out into & slug two Inches wide, I gloated over the knowl-
edge now, and for a strange reason. It may sound odd for
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me to say after my previous feclings for him, but as 1
Tooked out ad those thenillenes T was not fighting for myself,
1 was fghting for Vou Harden, T wanted to see them
Lhrown back, wiped out. 1 wanied Lo see Von Harden and
his Jittle band erash through the walls of Timbuctvo. I
forgot Kultur, § forgot the Junkers, I saw only the thin
wasted man al my side, I wanted him to come out on top,
though I knew if he did there would be no reward for me,
1 suspected how he felt toward me, and I couldn’t very
well blame him, It may have been a weaknesg in my char-
acter, bul my hatred had turned to something else, Some-
times now I think it was a love, a strange, diffused love,
but nevertheless sincere,

I wenl back to my Winchestor and sow that it was ready.
Von Harden looked around and watehed Sidi Dena disap-
pear.

A bugle sounded out ahend,

The tiraillours had mounted, They had gote further
awny from us, and now were coming forward in single file ab
top speed. The turgel was extremely difficult, for if one
wtlgsed the lender his shol went inlo the sand. We had Lo
hit a wavering ribbon. A Tuareg shouted and moved his
hand with his wrist held still to show us the maneuver, We
saw il enacled quickly enough.

When ihey got Lo the bottom of the dune the leader
slopped short and wailed for the others to spread around
him like an opening fan. Then the bugle sounded, and they
came pounding up into our faces. I worked the Winchester
until it was empty. I didn’t waste much lead. The target
was too big onee they had charged. At close range I gave
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them the elephant gun. I heard Von Harden's Mauser
thudding out, then the lighter shotgun. Above it all 1
could hear the squesling of the camels. It seemed they
weren't twenty yards away from us when it came,

The line hesitated, wavered; camels were pulled sharply
away and went pounding down the hill in confusion, I
looked over the top and saw a giant Senegalese entangled
in hig saddle. His camel was wounded and thrashing about.
The tiraillear couldn’t extricate himself. I heard the Tua-
regs laughing at the humor of his closeness. One of them
raised his gun. I was waiting for him to shoot when I heard
a groan on my right,

My breath caught. I didn’ dare look toward it. I felt
my blood grow cold. Then I heard a gurgling cough.

1t was Von Harden. He had been hit. Before I could
bring myself together sufficiently to turn to him Iheard his
voice,

“Nagel, you get the reports to Berlin—the Wilhelm-
strasse, ..”

I looked around at him. He was clutching at his throat.
A red smear of blood was running down over the front of
his coat, His service ribbons were blotted out. He was upon
his knees fumbling at his throat when suddenly ke shid
forward and fell on his face. I grabbed his leg, rolled him
over on his back, and pushed him sliding down the hill.
His Mauser alid along behind him. I left everything and
seurried down in a swirl of sand. He was badly wounded.
My warld crashed around my head. My surroundings be-
©came blurred, I found myself mumbling a prayer.

1 propped him up and reached to undo his tight collar,
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He pushed my hand away angrily. He tried to speak but
failed. He began spitting blood. He glared at me through
his monocle.

“Get those reports out,” he said with difficulty, o whit-
ish foam gathering at the corners of his mouth. “If you
can't, bury them . . . bury them, .. don’t let the Fren...”

I kmew now how his mind was working, I saw that at
the moment I couldn’t do anything for him, I ran up the
hill, got the reports, put them back in a knapsack, and
buried them in the sand at his side.

He watched every move, But my mind hadn’t been on
what I was doing. I had been thinking of him. In those
few seconds I relived every moment of our trip. I was so
nervous I wanted to do something—I didn’t know what. I
looked back over everything, then turned to him. His
mouth was hanging open, the sun glared down, and his
jaunty cap and the inevitable monocle were standing out
grotesquely in my blurred vision. There was only one
thing I could do. I had to do it or hate myself ever after.
It was my chance fo redeem myself.

1 extended my hand. “I’ve been rotten to you, Von Hez-
den . . . Herr Major,” I corrected myself unconsciously,
“the past is forgot. . . .”

He sneered at me. He was still the rigid militarist. Above
life or death he was Von Harden, He could not change
character. Hi3 chin was out, and his shoulders were back.
The smear on his chest crept wider, bubbles of blood were
creeping up over his collar,

1 grasped his right hand. I had never known before how
small it was., “I’'m sorry for everything. ...”
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“Forget sentiment,” he snarled at me, his eyes never
leaving my face. “Get the reports back. . . . It had been
too much, He gagged and was in increased pain.

Then I got an inspiration. I'd redeem myself in spite
of him, I'd get him out, I ran over and untied one of the
camels. Suddenly a bugle blew. I could hear one of the
Tuaregs shouting to me, I looked up, and he motioned me
to the top of the dune, I heard the crack of a rifle, I had
little time to waste.

1 grabbed up the lead line and pulled the camel to Von
Harden’s side. By kicking its knees I brought it down.
Then I stooped to pick him up. I would tie him in the
saddle. With my Winchester T could hold off pursuit. T
must do it. T must get him through. I had pever wanted
anything so much in my life.

Something caused me to pause. I looked at him and felt
my mouth fall open. I was unable to speak, I wanted to
scream. For a moment I couldn’t see anything. I had been
looking at the unbelievable.

His head had slumped forward. His cap had fallen off
and was at his side, bottom up. As I looked, the monocle
fell down on his chest and slid off onto the sand. He made
no motion to retrieve it, Then I knew, The monocle told
me, the monocle I hated.

I stooped down and was about to shake him when the
firing above me grew desfening; sereams and yells erowded
out all else. The Tuaregs were shouting at me. I saw one of
them using my Winchester. I heard the bugle blaring
madly, The dune seemed to quiver and rumble under my
feet. T remembered Von Harden’s injunction. At least I
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could do this much for him. I turned away from the camel
that offered flight.

I started floundering up the hill, and as I came close
fo the top the long legs and bulking body of a camel shot
over the crest and seemed fo leap at me out of the air. I
saw a grimacing Senegalese swinging a rifle. I reached up
to ward it off when something struck me on the head. I
felt my knees buckle under me , . . dimly I heard bugles
blaring all around me . . . something wet and hot was
running out of my hair over my face and down my neck. . ..
I saw the slumped body of Von Harden below me, desolate
and alone . . . then I felt myself falling, falling, falling
into a bottomless black void. . . .



27

’.I.‘HE events that followed Von Ilarden’s death I can
record only with the unreliability of a confused mind. I was
living in two worlds. My continued existence I lay to the
whim of a kind providence busy elsewhere with more im-
portant things. I saved myself by going crazy.

T have a jumbled picture of the tirailleurs dashing
through the defile in pursuit of Sidi Dena and leaving me
behind with a badly smashed head. I see myself beside the
inert form of Von Harden, digging, digging, digging as
though my life depends upon it. My fingernails are broken
and my hands blistered but I dig with the mad frenzy of a
man possessed,

I have a recollection of myself wandering in the desert;
the dunes have merged bchind me into the dismal grayness
that stretches as far as the eye can reach, and hugged to
my breast is the heavy knapsack. My head is pounding
like a trip-bammer, and my hair is a crusted mass of con-
gealed blood. My hat is gone, and I am sweating from
every pore.

1 recall myself jouncing on the back of a camel. T am
securely tied to the saddle. I am swathed in fold after fold
of black cloth, T am in native dress, I feel the burnous
that shields my head from the glaring sun, I look at my

ankles and find that my pants have not been removed. I
294
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recall the dark eyes of men looking into mine. ¥ look behind
and see & long line of patient camels, The men are pointing
at me and whispering among themselves. My knapsack
is erushed to my hreast. Darkness sets in; my eyes are
open but I cannot see, I begin to seream, and the men
whisper, nod, and leave me. I scream, and the tears flow.

Again I come out of the mists at a water hole, Date trees
are growing around me, The camels have been watered and
are dozing on the ground, Their fat bellies are like bal-
loons tempting a pin, A small boy comes to me with a goat-
skin full of camel’s milk. Y drink it greedily. From time
to time the dark-eyed men gaze at me from a polite dis-
tance and twrn away when I shout at them. My head is
pounding. I am glad of the blackness that returns and
takes me to another world.

I am in a small tent. An aged man with a white beard
is feeding me and chanting. His voice drones on the still-
ness., From time to time veiled men come to the flap and
look in, T feel a score of fingers pointing at me. The voices
are low and gentle. They talk of me furtively, the way they
might talk of Mohammed. I begin to piece it all together.
I start at the beginning, when it melts away and I am
screaming,

My camel is 2arrying me through the whitewashed gates
of a city. A squad of desert patrol is drawn up for inspec-
tion. I see their sleek running camels, their white uniforms.
Somewhere in the back of my mind there is a vague recol-
lection. I have seen it all before. No one pays any attention

~to me. Wrapped in my native clothing and burned by the
sun I pass for a native. Suddenly a giant Senegalese saun-
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ters by me leading his camel, As he sees me he gring, T see
his white teeth, The sight of him stirs a somnolent cell in
my brain. Slowly the blackness vanishes. In a flash the
past ia back. I can see it all. I see Von Harden again with
his broad grin supreme over death. I have the knapsack
under my arm.

The cunning of the demented takes possession of me,
1 say nothing, but carefully observe my surroundings, I am
part of a cargvan, I know that I have been mad and have
been picked up in the desert. Then I understand. The
Koran says that the man possessed is in communication
with the True Prophet. Hence my good treatment,

The aged man comes to feed me once we have made
camp,

““True brother of the lost, where are we?”

“Ingala, oh, my poor son.”

“Where are we going?”

“In thirty days we will be in Algiers.”

I gag on the locusts and honey, shout gibberish and beat
my sides. He leaves me. For thirty days I scream and
shout, but the mists have not come back, The thirty-first
day we see the mosques of Algiers, and I am quiet. I watch
and say nothing. My saviors are Moors, Where they plan
to take me, or what they intend doing with me, I do not
care. I am still in French territory, and I have to be watch-
ful.

That night we camped in the old caravan quarters, Once
my hosts were asleep I had little trouble in strolling away,
my knapsack hidden under my flowing robes. I dodged
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through several lanes and came to a dank, evil-smelling
field. The bleating of goats warned me it was deserted.
Here was my chance. I threw off my desert clothes and
soon was lost in the maze of winding streets that make up
the city.

I walked all that night, and when morning broke I was
gitting on the steps of the German consulate. When it
opened 1 went in to see Herr Konsul. I was met by an
underling who wanted to put me through a third degree.
My business was confidential and highly important. He
looked at my sunburned face, my long and disorderly hair,
and my grimy clothes. Herr Konsul was busy, In any
event, I would have to approach him through the second
gecretary. The second would, I knew, hear all I had to
say and dismiss me. In case he passed me aver to the first
I would have to go through another grilling. But it was
worth it.

The underling, still wary of me, took in my name to
the second secretary. As he left me I could not overlook his
sleek grooming, his air of assurance, his thinly veiled ar-
rogance, He was another exponent of Kultur. They all
were, The Junkers were ruling Germany.

The second secretary kept me waiting & long hour. He
wanted my story, but I would not divulge it. I gave him
the name of Herr Major von Harden of the Imperial
General Staff, It meant nothing. I mentioned Von Krocke
and was looked upon with a thinly veiled suspicion. I
pleaded with the secretary that I could give my story to
1o one but Herr Konsul, He was adamant. He studied me
through narrowed lids. Herr Konsul was a busy man, he
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could not see every wild schemer who came along. And
it wag the secretary’s duty to protect Herr Xonsul from
becoming involved in unsavory schemes that might involve
German . . . Then I began to see a light. T knew. They
were afraid of me. I might be a French spy setting a trap
...l might be...

Abruptly the second secretary left me. The day availed
me nothing. Finally I was escorted out by a guard with
the various secretaries watching from behind drawn blinds.

1 was hungry and had no place to sleep. I went back to
the field and shivered through the night with my head on
my knapsack,

The following day I returned to the consulate around
noon, I had spent the morning in planning a campaign,
But by s lucky chance the underlings were out—the first
secretary deigned to see me, He was even more cool than
his assistants. After hearing me out his eyebrows were
raised still higher, his suspicions were more firmly fixed.
1 compromised by requesting passage to Germany—s
workaway on the first ship. Now his suspicions were con-
firmed. He even refused me funds for food.

“But I too am a German,” I pleaded. “I have served
Germany in the army . . .” He stopped me. It was all use-
legs. I knew he had long since sized me up from my accent,
T wasnot of his class —not of the Junkers. I could see from
there action in his eyes. “I have been months in the desert.
I have reports for which three loyal Germans gave their
lives, I have crossed the Sahara as 8 crazy man to give
these reports to the proper anthorities. At least give me
food. . . .” Nothing I could say would soften him, He was
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doing his duty as he saw it. Again I was escorted to the
door by the guard—this time not so gently.

I wandered about the city and fell in with a young Ger-
men sailor. He was on a Hamburg-bound ship, then to
New York. His accent was the same as mine. I didn’t have
to ask him for help. He bought me food and gave me pocket
money. That night I slept aboard his ship,

“T’ll stow you away, Fritz,” he offered. “I’ve beecn on
the beach myself. T know what it is to ask for help, from
the Junkers most of all. Every country has Junkers. But
there are none to compare with ours. Come home with us.
We lay over a week, then sail for New York. At Hamburg
some of the crew will desert, and you can be signed on. , , .”

I listened entranced. I had not told him what was in
the bulging knapsack I carried. He knew nothing of me
gave that I was a German like himself, a low-caste German,
it you like, and in trouble. He was the first countryman
who was kind to me. My resolutions began to waver. The
old hatred of Kultur flaved anew.

1 came to realize that after the freedom of Africa there
would be no place for me in the Germeany of the day. I was
ot one of the peaple who ran things. I would be an ynder-
ling all my life. I could fight for them in the war to which
they looked forward, but I could have no individuality.
But in America . . .

I would make one more try. I owed that to Rodenbach
and Miiller.

I waited all morning. Herr Konsul was busy as always.
If there was someone else . . . There wasn’t. Two guards
were always close by me. I knew they had had instructions.
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But again good luck was with me. Toward noon a beggar
found his way into the courtyard and wailed his poverty.
The guards sprang to oust him, As they did I leaped for
Herr Konsul’s door.

He was leaning against a mantel. A teacup was in his
hand, a soft, white hand, almost a copy of that I had seen
across Von Krocke’s dinner table on our last night in Lome,
A beautiful young woman was seated beside Herr Konsul’s
desk, drawing languidly on & cigarette. On first sight of
me Herr Konsul bristled. He was short and stocky; T could
almost see the hair rise on his closely cropped head. A
monocle was in his left eye. He glared at me, and the cor-
ners of his mouth dropped. His chin jutted out, and he
frowned. . ..

“Pve been waiting three days . . .” was all I managed to
say. He dapped his hands, tarned and bowed to the young
woman, and a5 I watched him my glance was attracted by
a full-length picture of the Emperor, resplendent in full
uniform, his mustaches upturned in the familiar fashion,
the glare in his eye, the firm set of his mouth, like all of his
followers, anointed of God, rulers of the world.

The guards bounded into the room. A moment later I
was in the street outside,

“, . . Schuweinkund, know your place!” someone shouted
after me.

I wandered along the docks until I formd my sailor
friend. He welcomed me with food and friendship, and I
didn’t know his name, That decided me,

Two nights later we saw the lights of Algiers glimmering
behind us on & blue sea.
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‘We were a cargo ship, and the after deck was deserted.
Here was my chance to put into execution the plan I had
conceived. It would be my supreme revenge against Kul-
tur. I thrilled in anticipation. My only regret was that the
staff of the Consulate was nol present to watch me.

I crept from my hiding place in a lifeboat, my knapsack
bugged to my breast. I dodged to the after rail and found
myself alone. Ouly a blue wake disturbed my composure,
1 had pever been so sure of myself. My mind was made up,
and the setting was perfect. I opened my knapsack—here
was one of the great moments of the trip. Here was where
1 did my part to keep the “benefits® of Kultur from the
African natives I understood and loved.

Gingerly, almost reverently, I lifted out one of the re-
ports. By & coincidence, it was Von Harden’s, I grasped
a score of ils pages in each hand and was about to rip it to
shreds when something stopped me,

I was unable to proceed. My strength seemed to leave
me. I felt a curious weakness come over my body, I can’t
explain it. I know only that I could not go ahead with my
revenge.

It wasn’t anything tangible that prevented me, I was
alone, and the Mediterranean was beneath me, beckoning,
The setting was perfect. But when it came to destroying
that report—I could not. For several moments I stood
there as though in a trance, and in those several moments
1 relived every episode of the great adventure,

1 saw myself hiding again behind the boathouse on the
Tome beach, anxious to get a first glimpse of the “big-
game hunters” I was to lead on safari. I saw Miiller mop-
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ping himself and wheezing, But shining out like a beacon
light in my consciousness were the monacle, the tilted cap,
the riding boots, and the arrogant air of the man I hated—
yet didn’t hate. I saw Rodenbach again at our first meet.
ing, but he also was blotted out by that overpowering per-
sonality striding across the station at Atakpame, his
uniform the center of attraction for every black in the
crowd. I lived over the marching by fours. I felt again the
same tremors of fear as when he had insulted the native
chief, and T sweated afresh in that camp lost in the jungle.
I struck him as I had upon the discovery of Miiller's
suicide. I drew my pistol on him as at Rodenbach’s death,
and I thrilled anew at every turn of fate in our flight out
to the Niger. I went back fo the house on the river, the
fatetul house that was the height before we were plunged
to the deepest depth. I saw him, the bantam cock, take
over as though by divine right the handling of Sidi Dena’s
irregular cameleers, and no one thought to deny him. I
saw him sprawling down the dune while he cursed his luck

" at thus being saved by death from a fate worse than death
—Tfor the French would have made short shift of him, and
the desert never would have told. I saw him . . .

I knew then as I had never known before. Dead though
he might be, I could not divorce myself from his influence.
He refused to be put aside, and now in my moment of
triumph he returned to rule me. I knew in the split second
in which I looked down at his report that I could not go
through with what I had planned and gloated over. Von
Harden was too strong for me, he reached out from the
beyond.
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1 bowed to him again, though we were a thousand miles
apart, as I had so often bowed in the past. Perhaps I was
weak, perhaps strong. Call me 5 sentimentalist—I have no
defence. I only know that I was incapable of doing other-
wise than I did. I put the report back in my knapsack and
crept forward to my hiding place, I felt a Judas even to
have considered betraying him,

Nineteen days later I reached Hamburg, and on money
turnished by my sailor friend I hastened to Berlin, There
I met the same situation I had at Algiers, only on a larger
background. The underlings to whom I found access were
not even third secretaries to a man in power, and the heads
of departments were much more distant than the nest
room. There would be no bounding through an inside door
to reach my goal. I was referred here and referred there,
and my efforts came to naught. Even the buildings were
cold and distant, the War Department most of all.

I talked to some petty politicians, but they knew noth-
ing. The war scare was long since forgotten, or delayed to
a more propitious opportunity. England, France, and Bel-
gium were rumored to be in a secret agreement, and Ger-
many bided her time, Morocco was far away and with
Von Harden’s reports overdue by months, I felt that all
records of us were buried deep In the forbidding gray vast-
ness of the War Department. We had become merely
agents of the government who had failed, and we were
forgotten,

I thought and thought. I could not degert him now.
Finally like a ray of light it came to me. I knew. where to
place the reports so they would be brought to the proper
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suthorities. Two days later I got off & {rain at a station in
the Black Forest. I {ooted it along a winding road and even-
tually came to the estale I had located in the Almanach
de Gotha. It looked cold and austere, like the man T ex-
pected to find within, like the man who had been born
and raised behind its imposing stone wall,

I was admitted and found him just as Miiller had pic-
tured him that day so long ago. Like the man I came to
tell him of, he was in uniform, Though he was bent by age,
yet, somehow, he was erect, and at the first mention of his
son’s name I caught the slightest gleam in his eye,

But only for a second. He was all business, coldly im-
personal, the personifieation of the iron-hearted Prossian
militarist. X could account then for every characteristic
Von Harden’s make-up.

His eyes never left my face, I found myself turning away
from his steady scruting, He never sat down, but stood
erect before me, as though he was impatient for me to
complete my business and leave him. I think now that that
was his intention, But I was not to be downed without &
fight.

I poured out the whole story of our trip. I spared him
nothing. Only once, when I spoke of Von Harden wanting
to leave Rodenbach and get the reports out while there
was yet a chance for us to escape, did he unbend:

“My son was right, he had his duty to perform. The re-
ports were what he was sent to get.” His words were
clipped short, precise. T knew then that he too would have
sacrificed anyone in his insane devotion to duty.

I told him of the mad scene in Sidi Dena’s tent when,
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knowing that we were outnumbered by len to one in the
Sahara, Von Harden hatched a wild scheme to unite the
tribes in a war against the French,

“Fxactly,” he half growled, “exactly. Just what he
should have done.”

I could not get beneath his skin. As I described Von
Harden’s death I looked up to see the old gentleman im-
mersed in & large map of France I suddenly saw was
framed on the wall, That was too much for me. He seemed
more conceined with carrying on the destinies of Germany
than hearing the manner of his son’s death.

1 took my departure, He did not even see me o the door
but had a servant show me out, and as I crossed the thresh-
old I glanced back and saw him fumbling with the precious
reports, I kmew then, though he had not relented until
he thought he was beyond detection, that they would not
be neglected. They would get to the proper parties, Then
1 felt better. I had carried out my part of the trust placed
in me by Von Harden. For the first time in weeks I
breathed easier; a weight seemed to be lifted from my
chest.

T tramped back to the station and on the way made the
discovery that after the long ride and my impassioned talk
1 was famished. X recalled then that the old General had
not offered me any refreshments; other recollections came
back to me. He had not asked me to sit down, he had re-
mained standing as though to hurry me, and he had not
even offered to send me back to the station In & trap. It
seemed odd treatment of a man who had come thousands
of miles to tell him of his son’s death, He must have kuown
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that T woas destitule. I looked it, and I had mentioned
borrowing money to reach him. But he made no move to
finance me.

1 soon saw why. It was the same old barrier all ‘over
again, the barrier that had caused me to leave Germany
years before—Kultur. That was it. He was a Junker of
- the Junkers, I was not. There wag the whole story. I
fumed to think of it, for I knew it was so. And I wondered
al the future of Germany once those of my class were
awakened to what position they had been brought by
the “ Me und Golt” Junkers, There would be a great awak-
ening some day, and though I was anything but a revolu-
tionist, I could see no other way. But I would be no part
of it. Y made my mind up in that coach on the way back
10 Berlin. I determined to fall back on my original plan.

From Berlin I went to Hamburg, where I signed the
ship’s papers as a workaway to New York. I cut all ties
behind me.

Three years later the war which Von Harden and his
fellow Junkers so fervently had wished for broke on the
world. The German Army went through Belgium, despite
France’s knowledge of the Vor Schlieffen plan, as the
German military had anticipated, Their machine was in-
vincible,

The day that Liége fell I read the account while working
for a German farmer outside Milwaukee. My thoughts
went back to that jungle hell on the Niger, For a moment
Von Harden lived again,

I saw his bulging neck, his shining boots, his tightly fit«
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ting coat with its rows of campaign ribbons. I heard the
tap-tapping of his riding crop, and I saw his monocle glint-
ing in the sun.

“You were a great man, Von Harden,” I said, “a very
great man.” And there was no malice in my voice.

THHE END



