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WE GO

| WANTED TO GO to Africa

It began when | was quite small. Africa was the place we
Negroes came from originally. Lots of Americans, when they
could afford it, went back to se their "old country." |
remember wanting very much to s my "old country,”
and wondering what it would be like.

In America one heard little or nothing about Africa. |
hadn't realized that, consciously, until we went to live in
England. There was rarely even a news item about Africa
in American newspapers or magazines. Americans were not
interested in Africa economically (except for a very few
busness men like Firestone, who has rubber interests in
Liberia), politically, or culturally. Practically nothing was
or is taught in American schools about Africa. Liberia was
the only place | had ever heard of, and that was because the
United States maintains an American Negro consul there.
Of course when | speak of Africa | mean black Africa, not
North Africa

In England, on the other hand, there is news of Africa
everywhere: in the press, in the schools, in the films, in
conversation. English people are actively interested in
Africa economically and politically. Members of families
are out in Africa in the civil service, in the military, in
business; everywhere you go, someones uncle, brother, or
cousin is working, teaching, administering, or "serving"
in Africa. Women go out to Africawith their men, or go out
to visit them. There are courses on Africa in every good
university in England; African languages are taught,
missionaries are trained, and administrators are prepared
for work "in the field." Everywhere there is information
about Africa.

Al 9
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When we first went to England | remember how startled
| was by all this readily available information on Africa. |
had thought, somewhat complacently |'m afraid, that | was
well informed about the Negro question. My grandfather,
the late Francis Lewis Cardozo, was well known for his
early awareness of the Negro problem, and was a pioneer
in Negro education and in the fight for Negro rights. | was
brought up in a household wide awake to every phase of
the Negro problem in America.

There was the hitch: in America. There in England | was
disconcerted by the fact that the Negro problem was not
only the problem of the 13 million Negroes in America,
but was and is the far greater problem of the 150 million
Negroes in Africa, plus the problem of the 10 million
Negroes in the West Indies.

Later on—much later—when | finally began to find out
what it was all about, | came to redlize that the Negro
problem was not even limited to the problem of the 173
million black people in Africa, America, and the West
Indies, but actually included (and does now especialy
include) the problem of the 390 million Indiansin India, the
problem of the 450 million Chinese in China, as well as the
problem of all minorities everywhere.

It isjust as well | didn't realize all this immediately. |
probably would have been floored. As it was | was pretty
much overcome by the fact that | knew so little concerning
the problem about which | had always felt so well informed.
That would never do.

| began reading everything about Africa | could lay hands
on. This proved to be considerable, what with the libraries of
the British Museum, the House of Commons, London
University, and the London School of Economics. | began
asking questions everywhere of everybody. The reading
and the questions landed me right in the middle of anthrop-
ology (a subject |1 had only vaguely known existed) at the
London School of Economics under Malinowski and Firth,
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and at London University under Perry and Hocart. It
was all very interesting and exciting and challenging. At
last | began to find out something about my "old country,"
my background, my people, and thus about myself.

After more than ayear of very wide reading and intensive
study | began to get my intellectual feet wet. | am afraid |
began to be obstreperous in seminars. | soon became fed up
with white students and teachers "interpreting” the Negro
mind and character to me. Especialy when | felt, as | did
very often, that their interpretation was wrong.

It went something like this: Me, | am Negro, | know what
we think, how we fedl. | know this means that, and that
means so-and-so.

"Ah, no, my dear, youre wrong. You se you ae
European.' You can't possibly know how the primitive
mind works until you study it, as we have done."

"What do you mean I'm European? I'm Negro. I'm
African mysdf. I'm what you call primitive. | have studied
my mind, our minds. How dare you call me European!"

"No, you're not primitive, my dear,” they told me
patiently, tolerantly, "you're educated and cultured,likeus."

"I'm educated because | went to school, because | was
taught. You're educated because you went to school, were
taught. 1'm cultured because my people had the education
and the means to achieve a good standard of living; that's
the reason you're cultured. 'Poor whites' have neither
education nor culture. Africans would have both if they had
the schools and the money. Going to school and having
money doesn't make me European. Having no schools and
no money doesn't make the African primitive,” | protested
furiously.

"No, no," they explained; "the primitive mind cannot

sgrasp the kind of ideas we can; they have schoals, but their

! *European,” a term which is very widely and somewhat loosdy used
among anthropologists usually means " white," "not onty in colour, but aso
in culture, in civilization; " European” in their usage generally means a white

person with Western (as againg oriental and primitive) education, background,
and values.
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schools have only simple subjects, and crafts; it's all very
different. You see, we've been out there for years and years
(some ten, some twenty, some thirty years); we've studied
them, taught them, administered them, worked with them,
and we know. You've never been, out there, you've never
seen them and talked with them on their home ground; you
can't possibly know."

It all sounded nonsense to me. And yet the last bit made
sense—maybe. |'d better check it. Paul and | began to seek
out all the Africans we could find, everywhere we went: in
England, Scotland, Ireland, France; in the universities, on
the docks, in the slums. The more we talked with them, the
more we came to know them, the more convinced we were
that we are the same people: They know us, we know them;
we understand their spoken and unspoken word, we have
the same kind of ideas, the same ambitions, the same kind
of humour, many of the same values.

| asked Africans | met at universities, taking honours in
medicine, in law, in philosophy, in education, in other
subjects: "What is all this about primitive minds and
abstruse subjects, about only simple subjects and crafts in
your schools?"

"Oh, that," they said with a twinkle, "there's nothing
primitive about our minds in these universities, is there?
And how can we cope with any but simple subjects and
crafts in our schools, when that is all they will allow us to
have? Actually, they rarely give us any schools at all, but
they sometimes 'aid' the schools the Missions have set up
for us, and those we have set up for ourselves with our own
money and labour. But they definitely limit our curricula.”

| began to see light. It was the old army game every Negro
in Americawill recognize: The white American South says
the Negro is ignorant, and has a low standard of living;
the Negro says the South won't give him adequate schools or
decent wages.

With new confidence | began to ask more questions in
seminars. And always | came up against the blank wall:
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"But | was out there thirty years—| know. Y ou have,never
been out there—you simply don't know."

"l amone, so | know."

And they would say: "You're different; you've met a
few European-educated Africans who are different too."

This pattern was familiar to me also. In America Negroes
get the same reaction: White America generalizes in its
mind about the primitiveness, ignorance, laziness, and smell
of Negroes. When we protest that these descriptions are
just not true of us, nor of millions of our fellow Negroes,
they answer: "But you are different; you are the exceptions."
No matter how many facts we marshal to prove their
statements untrue, they close their minds against these facts.
It is more convenient for them to believe their own
generalizations than to face the facts. So the facts become
the "exceptions." But we "special" Negroes |ook closely
and thoughtfully at the facts. We know we aren't essentially
different from our fellow Negroes. We know also that other's
merely saying we are different does not make us so.

So far so good. But | had no answer to the constant "Y ou
have never been out there." Very well, | would go. I'djust
have to go out to Africa and see and meet and study and
talk with my people on their home ground. Then | would be
able to say truly: | have been there too, and | know.

Paul couldn't go to Africa with me. He had contracts
ahead for two years and couldn't risk not being able to fulfil
them. We knew nothing, firsthand, about climate and con-
ditions in Africa. Paul doesn't stand the heat well, changes
of climate are hard on him, changes of diet and water put
him off. Perhaps it was best for me to go first, find out as
much as | could about everything, and next time we could
go together.

Andsowebegantoplan: While | was away, Mother could
go to Russia to visit my two brothers- who live and work
there. Paul would go to Russia later on and spend some time
with Sergei Eisenstein, who was making afilmin the country
outside Moscow. The idea of Paul making a Russian film
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had been discussed; this would give him a chance to perfect
his Russian and observe Soviet methods of film making.

That disposed of everybody but Pauli, our beloved only
child. He was eight—a fairly tender age; he was sturdy, but
Mamma had aways most carefully supervised his diet
and general regime, which was rather strict. But he was
adventurous, like me.

What was more important, Paul and | remembered vividly
the time when, on the s of the Sanders of the River film,
Pauli had been astonished and delighted to se all the
Africans. "Why, there are lots of brown people,” this then
six-year-old had said happily, "lots of black people too;
we're not the only ones” We had been profoundly dis-
turbed by the realization that he had been living in an
entirely white world since we had brought him and my
mother to live with us in England, when he was ten months
old. The only Negroes he had seen besdes ourselves and
Larry (Lawrence Brown, our colleague and accompanist)
were the occasional ones who visited at our home. His
young mind had thought we were the only brown people in
a totally white world.

We must do something about that, we had said then.
Well, thisisit; thisis what we'll do. If some Africans on a
film set open up anew world to the child, atrip to the heart
of Africa itself will be a revelation. He will s millions of
other brown and black people, he will se a black world, he
will s a black continent. So it was decided that Pauli
would go with me.

We made our plans: We would go by sea from England
to Capetown and Port Elizabeth, right at the bottom of
South Africa. We would try to connect up with Bokwe, our
African friend who had finished medicine at Edinburgh
University and gone home to Alice, Cape Province, to
practise; and his sster Frieda and her husband Zach
Matthews, whom we had known in London when* he was
attending the Malinowski seminars; they and their children
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also lived at Alice, where Matthews was teaching at Fort
Hare, the African college. Then we would go on to Johannes-
burg and maybe see the mines; and perhaps work in a trip
to Swazilancj; and maybe | could manage to run up to see
Tshekedi Khama, the African regent we had all been so
thrilled about. Then we would go down to Mozambique
in Portuguese East Africa, pick up aship and sail up the east
coast to Mombasa, and go overland by train tojoin Nya-
bongo, an African student of anthropology at Oxford, who
would be at home in Uganda for the summer. It was
arranged that Nyabongo would meet us at Kampala and
take us out to his home in Toro, where | planned to do my
field work on the herdspeople. Then we wouldfly homefrom
Entebbe. AU very ambitious.

We got down to brass tacks. There were vaccinations and
injections to be taken at the Hospital for Tropical Diseases.
There was shopping to do: tropical clothes, mosquito boots,
cholera belts for Pauli and me; tropical luggage; my Cine-
kodak to check, and a lot of filmsespecially packed for the
tropicsto buy. Paul gave me a gem of a camera, aRolleiflex.
"Y ou can't take too many pictures," he said wisely. There
were ship and rail reservations, passports to be put in order,
visits to the Colonial Office, and visas.

The visas were the real problem. It seems if you are
Negro, you can't make up your mind to go to Africa, and
just go. Oh, no. Not unless you are a missionary. The white
people in Africa do not want educated Negroes travelling
around seeing how their brotherslive; nor do they want those
brothers seeing Negroes from other parts of the world, hear-
ing how they live. It would upset them, make them restless
and dissatisfied; it would make them examine and re-
examine the conditions under which they, as "natives,"
live; and that would never do at all, at all. Infactitwould be
extremely dangerous. Something must be done to prevent
this "contact.” But what to do? It's simple: just keep all
other Negroes out of Africa, except maybe a few who will
come to preach the Gospel. The Gospel always helps to keep
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people quiet and resigned. And how to keep them out?
That's simple, too: just don't grant them visas. So they don't
grant them visas. Voild.

| had had a fair amount of experience travelling about
with Paul and Larry all over Europe and to Russia On
concert tours | aways took care of tickets, passports,
itinerary, foreign monies for us all. For thistrip | planned a
rather elastic itinerary, bought steamer reservations at
Cooks, hied meto the Colonial Officefor visasto Swaziland,
Basutoland, Kenya, Uganda, Egypt (for the air trip
home).

The Colonial Office wanted to know why | was going.
| was going out to do my fieldwork for a degree in anthro-
pology. When | presented my credentials from the professors
at school the Colonial Office was helpful and gave me all
the visas.

Then to South Africa House, but no South African visa

"Why not?" | aked innocently. Well, it ssems all visas
are granted from the home office in Capetown, and mails
take time. " Al right, it takes time. | have time; FU come
back."

Our arms swelled up and became stiff and sore from the
vaccinations and injections. Our luggage accumulated, and
the timefor sailing drew near. Back to South Africa House—
still no visss.

"Still no word," they said.

" 1"l gladly pay for cables, to hurry it up,” | said.

A few days more, and still no word.

" 1"l 1 gladly pay for telephone calls through to the Cape-
town office," | said.

Another few days, and still no visa.

Then Paul and | took counsel.

"They're not going to give usvisas," | said. "l recognize
the run-around in this 'still no word' business."

We were angry, frustrated.

| said, "They will have to tell me no, and why, before |
give up."
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"So they will tell you no," said Paul, "and then you
can't go."

"But I've got to go,” | said. "Pauli and | will just get
on that ship, with or without visas. When we get there, all
they can do is to refuse to let us land. If they do that, 1'l1
st up a howl there, and you can st up a real howl here,
and then maybe they'll do something."

"It sounds crazy," said Paul, "just crazy enough to work.
The worst that can happen is that you'll miss South Africa
and have to go right on up the east coast without stopping
off."

Cooks said | couldn't sail without visas. It just wasn't
done.

"But we've got visas" | said, waving our passports.
"Swaziland, Basutoland, Bechuanaland, Kenya, Uganda,

Egypt.” _
"Well—" said Cooks.
"Well," | sad firmly, "we'll go, and if necessary we'll

just have to miss South Africa."

So we st out. On May 29, 1936, Pauli and | took the
boat train from London to Southampton, for the steamship
Winchester Castle, of the Union Castle Line. We bade good-
bye to Mother at the flat. Paul took us to Waterloo Station
and settled us in the train. Larry came to see us off.

Paul said, as he kissed us good-bye: " || stay right here
in London near the telephone till you are well on your way
a the other end, and this visa business has been cleared
up."

He is such a dear person. It was a wrench to leave him.
He and Pauli had spent all the day before at Lord's, sitting
on the bleachers in the sun holding hands, watching a
cricket match. Pauli found it hard to leave him too. But
we had each other, and we were off on high adventure.
We sa close together and held hands all the way to
Southampton.






AFRICAN JOURNEY

May 30. On board the ss. Winchester Castle. A |l day today
in the Bay of Biscay. The sea looks calm but there is a lot
of underneath motion. Pauli is ill, and |I am certainly
uncomfortable.. We spend most of our time on deck out in
the air. We keep ourselves very much to ourselves, and are
entirely self-sufficient. 1 brought lots of good books, games,
and jigsaw puzzles, so we manage to have a very good time
together. The passengers seem friendly enough, but | am
taking no chances. They are mostly South Africans, whose
attitude toward the Negro | find very familiar, very like
that of our "Deep South" Southern white folks in
America, only more so. So | will be extremely cautious
socially.

Our double first-class stateroom with private bath is
pleasant and comfortable. The food and service are excellent,
so it looks like a good trip. Our only stop before we reach
the bottom of Africa will be Madeira.

May 31. The sea is calm and smooth, thank goodness. We
keep losing time as we go south: set our clocks back eighty-
three minutes the first night, and fifteen minutes last night.

Played shuffleboard on deck with Pauli, and some deck
tennis. He is certainly good at games. He had a grand swim
in the ship's pool this morning; he finds he can go in twice
a day—before breakfast and at four-thirty, the hours for
men.

The passengers are beginning to take an interest in him.
He is very shy and retiring, and they have to make all
the overtures.

Had a cable from Bokwe. He says he will meet us at Port
Elizabeth, and is arranging our itinerary down there.

19
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Probably that means he will take us up to his home in
Alice, Cape Province.

June |I. Calm day with very little sun. The few English
passengers complain bitterly because of it.

The passengers are becoming very friendly with us, and
stop at our deck chairs to talk. Children are seeking Pauli
out and keep taking him away for games and explorations. He
is gay and sings all day, so | know all iswell. A lot of people
asked me to be sure to come to the dance on deck in the
evening, so | did. Pauli sat up with me, very smart in his
grey flannels, white shirt, navy bow tie, and black shoes
and socks. He watcHed me with critical approval as | danced
every dance. We both went to bed at ten o'clock, exhausted.

The ship calls at Madeira in the morning, and we will
have a few hours ashore.

June 2. Madeira. Up early. We anchored in the harbour
at seven, in pouring rain. Mist obscured everything at first,
but after breakfast it cleared and we could see the lovely
island. An extraordinary island, far out off the coast of
Morocco, rising 3,000 feet straight up out of the sea, sheer
and green and beautiful, but so isolated as to be a little
frightening, | thought.

The harbour was filled with fishing boats riding anchor
alittle way out to sea. Hundreds of smaller boats, filled with
local articles for sale, came out to meet the ship. Boys dived
from them for pennies which the passengers threw into the
sea. Pauli was lost in admiration for their underwater
swimming.

I bought two lovely wicker deck chairs with leg rests for
two dollars each, a cigarette holder for Paul, a Portuguese
banjo for Pauli, and lots of postcards.

We left the ship with other passengers in a motor launch
for the shore trip. Pauli loved going down the steep but sturdy
steps made fast to the side of the ship, and speeding across
the blue water of the lovely harbour to Funchal, the town
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nestled at the foot of the island. He was interested to see
that the people were quite brown. Not "our kind of brown,"
but swarthy, deeply and permanently browned by the sun.
(Madeira is Portuguese.)

A guide took us by bullock cart up to the mountain
railway. This cart is a kind of pony cart on sled runners,
drawn by a pair of oxen; the runners slide along the smooth
worn cobblestones of the narrow streets with ajerky motion.
The mountain railway took us straight up to the top of the
island. Here we got a gorgeous view of the place as a whole:
the harbour, our ship tiny in the distance; the beach, looking
like a little strip of coal: Close up we had seen that it was
made of dark slate-coloured stones which look black when
wet. Lovely pine-covered cliffs, waterfalls, terraces, banana,
eucalyptus, and palm trees, sugar cane, and flowers, flowers
everywhere.

We came down the mountain by sledge—the same kind
of pony cart on runners, this time without the oxen but with
two men to guideit and its own momentum to send it down.
The drivers often stopped to grease the runners with fat-
drenched rags. It was a fascinating jerky toboggan effect—
flying over the smooth cobblestones; we found it very
exciting.

We returned to the ship at ten-thirty, and sailed at eleven.
A very full morning. We lay in our new wicker deck chairs
the rest of the day, resting, reading, and writing.

June 4. We are off Dakar, Senegal, West Africa. The air is
very heavy, the sea grey and hot and calm, the sky lead
coloured. And it is a grey and heavy thought that between
1666 and 1800 more than five and a half million kidnapped
Africans, my ancestors, began the dreadful journey across
the Atlantic from this very stretch of coast, to be sold as
slaves in the "new world." | say began thejourney, because
records show that more than half a million of them died en
route. No wonder the sea and sky and the very air of this
whole area seem sinister to me.
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June 6. We have been gradually getting acquainted with our
shipmates. Last night Mrs. G., the South African lady of
about seventy, very big, rough, and kindly, who sts at the
next table in the dining salon, got talking to us about
Cecil Rhodes. She continued the conversation later on deck,
long after Pauli went to bed. Her late hushand knew
Rhodes well, they were great friends and often went on long
trips together. A few months ago she climbed up to Rhodes'
grave where he lies beside Jameson, and looked over the
Matoppos. She said it is a beautiful and lonely sight—vast—
and one has to sit and contemplate the frailty of man and
the magnificence of the universe. She said she went on from
there to see Victoria Falls, which have quite another kind
of magnificence.

Mrs. G. has been through the Boer War, the Jameson
Raid, and the First World War. She had been in Europe
during the latter because her sons were fighting, and she
wanted to be near them. She was born in the Orange Free
State. Paul Kruger lived in the same village. She does not
admire Kruger, says he was crude and uneducated. Smuts
used to play in her garden with her brother, and she has
known him all her life. | must cultivate this woman. She
is part of South African history.

We have come to know a very charming South African
family aboard, aMr.and Mrs. R. and their daughter Molly,
from Johannesburg. Molly is a very attractive child a little
older than Pauli; they play beautifully together. She tells
us that in her part of South Africa it is a law in many
residential sections that no one can build a house unless
he has at least an acre of ground. Thisisto prevent crowding.
The Boer ideal is "not to see his neighbour's smoke"

Had another talk with Mrs. G. on deck this morning.
She is fascinating. She told me of her farm in the Orange
Free State where she raises cattle for export. She talked
about the old days, and about visiting her daughter who,
with her young husband, had a cattle farm in the Belgian
Congo. This farm was four hundred square miles and had
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fourteen rivers on it, and was in the heart of the tsetse-fly
and mosquito district. She held Pauli and me spellbound
describing this visit:

She went from Southern Rhodesia up to Elizabethville
and right on up to Bukama in the Congo; thence by drazoon
(little railroad workers' carriage on wheels, worked by hand)
the rest of the way through the leopard forest to the farm.
She said the forest was very frightening, with the great
brutes lying up in the branches of the trees, quiet and deadly.
The drazoon was open, but went by so swiftly and unex-
pectedly and with such strange noise that the beasts seemed
unprepared to spring. Of course she and the men were well
armed.

The cattle farm became very successful, and the Belgians
later built a railway right through. Now they ship the cattle
down to Walvis Bay on the coast of Southwest Africa,
where it is slaughtered, frozen, and exported.

While she was on the farm her son-in-law sent for the
Natives to come in and dance for her, and 4,00p turned up.
“'I't was an extraordinary sight, the countryside was black
with Natives/'

Mrs. G. told us about the famous game reserve, Kruger
National Park in the Transvaal. There are 8,000 square
miles kept in their natural state, where lions, leopards,
baboons, giraffes, hippopotamuses, and 2ebras roam un-
molested by man. It takes three days to go through. You
go in a closed car with lots of windows, with a keeper who
has a sealed gun which he may use only in self-defence.
Visitors are not allowed to carry guns at all. You spend the
nights in the park's rest camps. She says the best time is at
sunset when all the animals go down to drink. It is strange
to see the lions pounce on the zebras and bucks and kill
them. The zebras and bucks aways keep their heads
cocked on the alert, in fright, and it is sad to watch them.
(1 see that | will have to try to take Pauli through this park.
For him it will be all the zoos, plus.)

Mrs. G. said she once crossed the Zambesi River on a
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Native-built raft, on which were a hundred Natives on the
way to labour camps. The raft was surrounded by crocodiles
which seemed covered with some white stuff. She asked what
it was and they told her it was a covering of tiny tick-birds
which eat all the vermin off the backs of the huge animals.
The Zambesi is swarming with crocodiles, which get their
prey by swishing them into the water with their powerful
tails; while thevictim isstruggling in the water, the crocodile
seizes him with its great jaws and drags him underwater
until he drowns.

June 7. Sunday. Off Liberia, west coast. Liberia! That high
hope which turned out to be such a disappointment. Liberia
was to be the country where freed Negroes were to be really
free, and were to help develop and educate their African
brothers. And what happened? In time the freed Negroes
(Americo-Liberians as they are called) followed the pattern
of other colonial peoples—exploiting and enslaving the
Africans, the Liberians. Considering the high purpose for
which this black colony was founded, and the brave demo-
cratic principles upon which this now so-called republic
is supposed to rest, the backwardness, poverty, and lack of
franchise among the subject Liberian people as against the
wealth and official corruption among the ruling Americo-
Liberian citizens makes a shameful picture—a disgrace to the
"Republic' and to the United States which sponsors it.

The air has been growing steadily heavier, and everybody
is frankly perspiring. The ship's staff turned out in white
duck this morning—officers, waiters, and all—and very
fresh they look. The fans are turned on in the dining salon.

The sea looks positively steamy. Last midnight we had
our first heavy tropical storm. It poured down in torrents
and there was a most peculiar wind. The sea was smooth
and heavy, as though it was oil instead of water, and the
humidity was terrific.

The passengers were very much annoyed because the
captain asked the men in shirt seeves to leave the dining
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room and put on their coats. It was sweltering. Lunch is
surely the informal meal. Some of the men had lunch in
their rooms and on deck rather than return. This strict
formality when everyone is pouring with perspiration
seems odd.

There was church service this morning in the lounge.
All during the voyage, second- and third-class passengers
may not come to our first-class decks, pool, lounge—except
on Sunday for the Divine Service. Then they may come up
and pay their respects to God, first class. We can all go to
their decks freely at any time.

We crossed the equator late this afternoon. We all expected
the weather to continue hot, but it was marvellous: cool,
fresh, clear, very pleasant and restful. The storm must have
cleared the air. And we saw flying fish for the first time:
little silver-white fish about the size of a large sardine.
They leap out of the water, skim along for a few minutes
above the surface, then go under again. It is fun to watch
them.

The nights are pretty hot in the tropics so far, but we
always get a cool breeze before sunrise and all during the
early morning.

| went swimming in the pool with Pauli during the last
few days. The humidity had done my hair up anyway, so |
thought I might aswell enjoy some good swims. Itisgreat fun
playing with the peculiar waves made by the roll of the
ship.

Had a pleasant and interesting talk with Mr. F., the
young English colonial passenger on his way back to his
cattle and tobacco farm in Marandellas, Southern Rhodesia.
He and Pauli have been playing alot of deck tennis together.
Young F. is an expert player but has a slight foot disability,
and Pauli's speed and agility arejust what he needs. Together
they form a team and challenge all comers.

Mr. F. was telling me about the present premier of
Southern Rhodesia, a Mr. Huggins—a young man who is
really informed about Native affairs and who takes hisjob
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seriously and intelligently. Mr. F. is going to send him a
letter introducing me, so that if | go through Salisbury
where he lives, | may meet and talk with him. Very.kind
and helpful.

Although nearly everyone on board has had long and
leisurely talks with me, thisis the very first time anyone has
even so much as mentioned the all-important subject of
Native affairs.

Young F. got talking about his own life: When he first
went out to Marandellas with one Native only, it was
nothing but bush. He and his Native, working against time,
planted his first crop of tobacco. They worked all day long
till they were exhausted, then fell into sleep. He dared not
even stop to build a hut, because they just had to get the
cropin. Thefirst night his Native slept by the fire, and he on
a'camp bed covered with a blanket, under the stars. He
was awakened by the Native leaping into bed with him.
"Of course | kicked him out." The Native had been
frightened by a lion roaring. They built up the fire and lay
down again. Some nights later they began to be disturbed
regularly, and to be awakened by the horrible screaming of
baboons which were being attacked by leopards. He said
it was the most frightful sound. Nights later he was awakened
by a hyena snatching at his blanket, and woke up howling
at the top of his voice—which frightened the hyena away.
But that was really the limit, so next morning he and his
Native built a hut.

He took no precautions at all—didn't know any in those
days—and had a bad go of dysentery, then malarial fever,
then blackwater fever, and kept being carted off to hospital
but having to come right back, because he dared not leave
that first crop.

June 8. We have begun to put.our clocks forward again. We*
are one day out of the tropics and the weather is clear and
cool and lovely. Our waiter tells us it gets colder as we near
Capetown. He says our Christmas is South Africa's mid-
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summer, and they celebrate Christmas and New Year's
with picnics out-of-doors. Our summer is their winter.
A bit confusing at first.

June 10. We have run into the "Cape Rollers" and believe
me they are most uncomfortable. They are said to be caused
by the meeting of the Indian Ocean with the South Atlantic,
and the great difference in their temperatures causes currents
and swells. Often it is very, very rough around the cape and
far up on both sides as well. Thank heaven the ship is steady,
and | can manage, although | took to my bed when we first
ran into the rollers yesterday.

Mrs. G. was telling me about Julius, her Native servant
("boy" as they are called) who has been with her for years.
He drives her car and is general houseman, | gather. It
seems he fell in love with one of her maids, Native of course,
and Mrs. G. became interested in the romance. "l gave her
a lovely wedding dress, and they were married right in my
own parlour. And Julius said a white bride could not have
looked as lovely as his black one did." | could almost feel |
was at home again, listening to a white Southerner from our
own Deep South. | think it will be easy for me to under-
stand the South Africans: Their attitudes, especially their
patriarchal attitudes, are entirely familiar.

| have been asking the passengers, discreetly | hope, about
the Cape Coloured people. Everyone seems a bit interested
in the Cape Coloured, but very worried and shy about the
Natives. | gather they feel rather safer with the Coloured,
because they are " more like the Europeans,” and their
ideal is to become European. They are given just enough
encouragement to make them feel themselves "above"
the Native and "different” from him. Then too, their
numbers are comparatively few: They are less than half the
"number of the European population. The Natives are so
much stronger numerically than the Europeans, and so
entirely different, that they are frightening. And they have
no desire whatever to become European, which makes them
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more frightening. (Natives are more than three times greater
in number, in South Africa, than Europeans. Hailey gives
the numbers for all of Africa: Europeans 4,014,424, as against
the total population of roughly 150,000,000).

I find myself recognizing the tone of voice, the inflection
of these South Africans. "Native" is their word for our
"nigger"; "non-European" for our Negro; "European"
means white; and "South African" surprisingly enough
does not mean the millions of original black people there,
but the white residents born there, as distinguished from the
white residents born in Europe who are called "colonials"
or "settlers."

June 13. It is getting colder every day, clear bright cold, and
the days are closing in. The twenty-first of June is the
longest day in the Northern Hemisphere, and the shortest
here in the Southern. Now it gets dark at six in the evening.

There was a brilliant sunset a few nights ago: a huge
flaming red ball in a sky of blue; then suddenly the ball of
fire almost ran down to the horizon, hung there for amoment
then disappeared into the water—all in less than ten minutes.
In another few minutes it was quite dark. They tell me the
sunsets and sunrises here are very brilliant and very sudden.

Molly tells us storms are usually sudden and terrific.
Thelightning is so brilliant and so destructive that it lights
up the whole countryside, splits huge trees, encircles the
metal of cars, kills people and cattle. One must be very
careful of cloudbursts, especially out on the veldt, because
it becomes flooded in a few minutes and you are marooned.
It all sounds very violent.

June 14. We are due at Capetown early tomorrow morning.
Wi ill surely be glad'to see land again, and to feel it under our
feet.

! Thefiguresin this book are taken from the most accurate censuses and
edimates available, in England and in America. They have been rechecked
by- me as of December, 1943.
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It is heavenly cool today with brilliant sun, and the sea
is like glass. We saw a whale this morning; it came up not
very far off our port side and blew, then sank and rushed
away sending up spouts of water every few minutes in the
distance. Albatrosses are all about the stern of the ship—
huge white birds about seven feet across, with snowy
breasts.

The South Africans aboard are becoming more and more
excited as we near Capetown. Everyone tells us proudly
about the beauty of Table Bay and Table Mountain.
When clouds obscure the perfectly flat top of the mountain
they say, "There is a tablecloth on the mountain."

We have been getting cheerful and loving cables from
Paul regularly all during the voyage. Today he cabled that
Dr. Schapera, head of anthropology at Capetown University,
whom we met in London at Malinowski's, will call for us
when we reach Capetown. That is good news. Paul must
have been very busy on the home front about that visa.

June 15. We anchored in Table Bay at three o'clock this
morning. | could see the lights of Capetown just ahead.
We docked at seven. It was pouring with rain, a heavy
misty driving rain, and there were so many tablecloths on
Table Mountain we couldn't seeiit at all.

Newspapermen searched me out and interviewed me from
eight to nine o'clock in the ship's lounge. Newspapermen
are the same the world over. They can ask some very ticklish
questions and corner you into making rash statements, if
you are not very careful. Fortunately fifteen years with
Paul have given me some experience and caution. The
interviews went something like this.

Reporters: Why have you come to South Africa?

Me For avisit. I'm really on my way to Uganda to do field
work in anthropology.

Reporters: Why isn't Mr. Robeson with you? Was he nervous
about coming? Nervous about the race question?
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Me: He is detained in London on business.

Reporters: Are you interested in Native conditions here?

Me: Yes, of course. | don't know anything about them,
however.

Reporters: Will you try to find out about them while you are
here?

Me: (In my mind: Thisis atrick question, Essie, be care-
ful.) I'm afraid | won't have time. |1'm sailing almost
immediately with the ship. (In my mind: I'll certainly
see as much as | can, and find out all | can. That's really
what | came for.)

Reporters: Will Mr. Robeson come to South Africa for
concerts?

Me: | think he would like to, but he is booked solidly for the
next two years.

Reporters:. Has Mr. Robeson expressed his views about
segregation and discrimination in South Africa?

Me: He has expressed his views on segregation and dis-
crimination in general, everywhere. | don't think we
know enough about the specific problems in South Africa
to express an intelligent view about them. (In my mind:
I hope to find out as much as possible about them while
| am here, so we will be able to express aview about them
in the future.)

Reporters: From your study of anthropology, do you believe
the primitive mind is capable of assimiliating European
thought and culture?

Me: The Africans | have met abroad, especially those in
universities, seem to have had no difficulty doing so.

Reporters: How much European blood have you?

Me: (Mischievously, but truthfully) Some Spanish, English,
Scottish, Jewish, American Indian, with alarge majority
of Negro blood. | consider myself Negro, and have always
been considered Negro by white Americans.

Reporters: Will you be studying any political aspect of the
Native question in your field work?

Me: | hope to do a study of the herdspeople in Uganda. |
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don't know yet whether they have a political aspect.
(In my mind: | hope that sounds innocent enough!)
Reporter: What do you think will be the outcome of the
Joe Louis—Max Schmeling fight?
Pauli: (promptly taking over) Joe Louis will win, of course.

| escaped from the reporters and went over to speak to a
delegation of Coloured people and Africans who seemed to
be waiting for me. We had an interesting few minutes
together and made definite plans to meet later in the day
and tomorrow, and they promised to show me as much as
they could.

Then Dr. Schapera, together with his colleague Mr.
Goodwin, head of archeology at Capetown University,
came on board to fetch us. Our first stop was at Cooks',
where | put through a telephone call to Paul, in London.
Dr. Schapera arranged for me to receive the call in his
office at the university, so we didn't have to wait around.

Capetown is a beautul city, spacious and modern. The
harbour and mountains make a perfect setting.

At the university we first went through the museum.
Saw the very interesting Bushman Collection: life-sized
figures of Bushmen, some originals of their rock-paintings
and chippings (an especially marvellous one of an elephant).
The curator gave Pauli some Bushman beads made of
ostrich eggshells, and me some fine photographs of the rock-
carvings and paintings. Dr. Schapera gave me some African
divining bones—a set of four, made of wood. We are already
accumulating things.

Up in Schapera's office the telephone operator rang up
to say the London number did not answer, and could she
try another number? | gave her Jean Forbes Robertson's.
Jean has the flat across the hall from us and will run over
and bang on the door to rouse Paul, or will give him a
message. Sure enough, in a few minutes we were talking
with Paul. His big beautiful voice sounded so clear and
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near, as though he were just around the corner. Pauli
talked too, his eyes big and delighted and incredulous as
he listened to his father's voice.

When | called back the South African operator to find
out the cost of the call, she said excitedly: "That was Mr.
Robeson's voice, wasn't it? We were all so thrilled to hear
it. It sounds exactly like it does on the screen and on records.
Are you his wife? And was that his little boy who talked?
We hope you both have a pleasant visit in South Africa,
and we hope Mr. Robeson comes out soon." (This is the
voice of the little people, and warm and friendly, as usual!)
What with Paul's own voice, and the spontaneous cordiality
from this most unexpected quarter, | felt we had made a
very good beginning.

We went along to Professor Goodwin's home for lunch.
His wife was charming, and his three children were sweet
and unaffected and very dear to Pauli. Lady Beatty, wife
of the principal of the university, was also a guest at lunch.
She was a fine elderly Scottish lady—sound, solid, with a
sense of humour, common sense, and great fun.

During lunch Dr. Schapera told us he was concerned in a
new case against Tshekedi; that he, Tshekedi, is now ques-
tioning certain proclamations which the government has
made as being contrary to Native law and custom. Schapera
says it is a highly technical matter, and one of the things
which seems to irritate him is the fact that Tshekedi keeps
talking about the "divine right of kings"! This tickled me
because it sounds like all the other things | have heard and
read about Tshekedi, this remarkable man who is so rightly
a romantic hero to all Negroes who know about him. |
hope to meet and talk with this fascinating African regent
in his native Bechuanaland. Naturally | said nothing of
this ambition at lunch, Tshekedi is a pretty sore point with
Europeans, | take it.

After adelightful and most interesting visit, my university
friends turned us over to the Coloured people, who took us
to the home of Mrs. Gow in the Coloured section of Cane-

Bj
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town. Mrs. Gow was formerly Louise Ballow of Richmond,
Virginia—a childhood friend of Hattie Boiling, my dearest
friendin America. Soitisasmall world. Louise had married
a minister, and they have been out here for years. They
have a little girl of seven. "Mother" Gow, the Reverend's
mother, lives with them and is a grand old Negro lady from
Carlyle, Pennsylvania.

Young Mrs. Gow and Mr. Alf Williams, afriendly intelli-
gent young Coloured man took us first to Bethel Institute
in Hanover Street, where 500 children of this Coloured
district awaited us. They were most interesting types:
Indian, Malay, Chinese, and every possible mixture of
these with Africans. They were all shades of tan and brown.
Most of them were very neat, but very poor. Pauli and |
spoke to the children, who then sang for us. They were all
eager for news of the outside world, and seemed to be as
interested in Pauli as he was in them.

Then back to Mother Gow's for a magnificent dinner—
a dinner which would have done credit to Hattie Boiling.
And that is no mean compliment 1

The Gow home is in Woodstock, a suburb of Capetown,
in the Coloured section. Here, as throughout the Union
of South Africa, Coloured people must live in definitely
segregated aress. These areas are usually the slum districts,
near freight yards, in the outskirts or some other undesirable
section of the cities.

After dinner Mr. Williams took us to se his sister's nursing
home—St. Monica's, which is in the worst slum in Cape-
town. This Coloured section is known to official government
as District Six, and Coloured people spesk of it as "the
Quarter." St. Monica's does very fine maternity work:
Native girls come from the bush all over the north to be
trained here. They receive a splendid practical course of
instruction, as well as general nurse training and experience.
| saw many of the patients, mothers—all African—some
awaiting delivery, some aready delivered and learning
how to care for their babies.
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The Sister (nurse), MissWilliams, told me about thework:
How thoroughly and practically the girls are trained;
how they deliver babies in the little operating room here,
sometimes with the best obstetricians in the city. When the
nurses return to their homes in the bush, they must deliver
all aone, in the open, in kraals, in huts, usually with only
the equipment and conveniences they can carry in their little
bags. In its way the nursing home is really first class. It
is intelligently managed by the Scotswoman whose brain
childitis. Sheis the only European in the institution.

In the evening we went to a reception in our honour at
Cathedral Hall, still in the Coloured section. It might have
been a reception in any small town or country district in
America—so at home did we fedl, and so familiar was the
procedure, the entertainment, the discussion, and the
problems.

| finally found out what the term "coloured” means out
here: Any mixture of white blood with African, Indian,
Chinese, or Malay blood, and any mixture of African with
the Asiatic blood is called " coloured.”

Here in the Union of South Africa there are nearly seven
million Africans, the indigenous native peoples; about two
million white people, including Europeans (white people
born in Europe) and South Africans (white people born in
South Africa); more than half a million Coloured people;
and about a quarter of amillion Asiatics, the great majority
of whom are Indians.

It is customary out here to spesk of all white people as
"European,” and all the rest of the people as "non-
European”; the oriental people are "Asiatic"; the African
people are "Native," and the mixtures are "Coloured."

And so back to the ship and to bed, avery tired Pauli and
an equally tired Mamma.

June 16. Still in Capetown. The ship has to unload its
European cargo and take on intercoastal freight, all of which
takes time.
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This morning we shopped: bought a lumber jacket,
khaki shirts and shorts, long flannel trousers for Pauli,
so he may be comfy "upcountry." Everything | brought out
for him is for the tropics, and it is cold here.

Went along to Mashew Millen's Bookshop in Adderley
Street and bought some beautiful photographs of African
types, found several books on Africa | had been looking for
for years and which are out of print.

My errands done, Louise Gow and Al fWilliams drove us
out to Livingston School, the only non-Mission school in
South Africa where Coloured children can receive education
as high as the last two years in high school and a year and
a half of teacher training. Students come from all over
South Africa, from as far away as Beira, and one student
comes in daily fom his home thirty miles away.

It is forbidden by law for Coloured and Native children
to attend the same school with Europeans. Coloured schools
are also separate from Native schools.

Here at Livingston the students are every mixture under
the sun: They have bright eager faces, and look well dis-
ciplined and well cared for. The staffis made up of European
and Coloured teachers who are young, attractive, and very
capable-looking. Everyone was much interested in Pauli,
and he in everyone.

From the school we drove out to Langa—our first real
Location. As a Negro citizen of "democratic" America,
segrated coloured sections of cities are not unknown to me.
But these still further segregated locations are something
different altogether. The Coloured people in South Africa,
asin America, are allowed to live in certain sections within
the city proper, or in the immediate outskirts of the city.
The Natives, however, are forbidden by law to live in these
segregated Coloured sections, or in any part of the cities
whatsoever. They must live in the locations and in the reserves,
which are special areas for them, entirely removed from the
cities (as in the case of Langa, seven miles outside Cape-
town). The only exceptions to this rule, in the whole of
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the Union of South Africa, are the Natives in domestic
service or other employment to Europeans in cities; these
Natives may live on or near their employer's premises, for
the convenience of the employer.

Langa is one of the better locations. It is a big com-
munity—about 2,500 Natives live here—and is set pleasantly
and healthily in a pine forest. It is alittle village in itself:
bungalows set out in rows, forming rough streets; three small
schools, and a tiny hospital. There is no paving of any kind,
in fact the last two miles of road from Capetown are of
unpaved dirt and deeply rutted.

The bungalows are of one, two, three, and four rooms.
There are no baths, no toilets, no water of any kind in the
houses. There are community taps and toilets at the back,
serving large groups of houses.

If tenants fall behind in their rent they are evicted and
put in prison.

The superintendent of Langa is a white South African—
a Mr. Cook. He is well paid by the government and has a
nice car. He showed us around and took us to the little
hospital—a nice clean building in the centre of the L ocation.
The matronis awhite Englishwoman, and thereis one white
South African and one Native Sister. Matron explained
that most of the cases are severe chest ailments: pneumonia,
bronchitis, tuberculosis. They have one case of relapsing
fever which is worrying them, but she "does not think it is
plague." No surgical cases are treated here, but are sent
into city hospitals. One good doctor from the city is supposed
to make the rounds at Langa every day.

Mr. Cook then turned us over to Mr. Mama, the delight-
ful schoolmaster of Langa, who might have been a teacher
from Tuskegee or Hampton in America. He had the children
come out and sing for us so we might see them all. They sang
African songs, complete with clicks (sounds in their Native
language), which were fascinating. They had mobile faces,
eager, intelligent, and friendly—all faces we might have
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known at home in America. Mr. Mama and many of the
children spoke English, so that conversation was easy.
Everyone everywhere was cordial and interested and eager
for "outside" news.

As we walked about Langa we saw babies tied to their
mothers* backs, women balancing considerable loads on
their heads, old women smoking. We talked with one girl,
a teacher here, whose brother is now finishing medicine
at Edinburgh. That Scottish university seems a far cry from
this Location.

Everyone in Langa is African, except of course the super-
intendent, the hospital matron, and the Sister—Africans
from every corner of the Union who have found work, or
hope to find work, in Capetown and environs.

In the Union of South Africa, Africans are required by
law to live in the Native reserves. These reserves are land
especially set aside and "reserved" by the government for
the African population. They are as remote and isolated as
possible from the cities and towns, with their European
populations.

But in Africa, as in America, the white folks want the
Negroes to work for them. While they proclaim a fear and
horror of Negroes in general living near by, they seem quite
comfortable when the Negroes who workfor them live within
call—or indeed live right in their homes.

In order to have a supply of black labour available near
at hand, the Union Government has arranged for "pro-
claimed areas"—proclaimed as delimited for the occupation
of Natives—at convenient distances from centres where
labour is needed. These areas are known as locations.

While the Coloured people may live in segregated districts
in the towns and cities, the vast majority of the seven
million Africans are required by law to live in the isolated
and usually remote Native reserves. They may not go out
from the reserves without written permission (a pass)
to do so, and then only for definitely stated reasons—usually
to look for work.
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When the Native is outside the reserve he must live on his
employer's premises, or in alocation. He must have a permit
to live in the location, and he must have permission (a
pass) to travel back and forth to work. No African may be
in any public place in the Union after curfew, except by
special permit.

I n some cases when European employers find itimpractical
to house their African domestic or other workers, these
workers are allowed to live with the Coloured people in
their segregated areas.

Urban locations may number from 2,500 Africans (as at
Langa) to 18,000 (as at Bloemfontein) to 40,000 (as at East
London). The reserves may contain as many as 850,000
(as in the Traskeiian territories).

The land available in the Union for Native occupation
is 13 per cent of the total; that is, more than 66 per cent
of the population is restricted to 13 per cent of the
land.

And so from Langa back to town. On the road we passed
many Africans trudging back from Capetown, the daily
search for work having been unsuccessful. They had walked
the seven miles into town and seven miles back.

Back in town to St. Monica's to collect Sister Williams,
who took us to see "the Quarter," where the Coloured people
live. One must see the conditions here to believe them:
Jerry Street with its dreadful one-story three-room houses;
steps up to an unrailed dangerous porch; dark hall through
the house front-to-back; no kitchen, no water, no bath, no
toilet. The cooking sometimes is done in the hall, but
more often done in the yard, in a coal house with stove but
no chimney. Some houses have a rough lean-to kitchen, but
space is at such a premium that this lean-to is nearly always
let out as a room. All the washing is done in the yard,
where there is a community tap and a community toilet.
Every inch of house space is used for sleeping. In every room
are camp beds, cots, pallets, blanket-beds on the floor.
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There are three to four people living in every room. Every-
one collects on the porch and steps for light and air.

In one of the few two-story houses | climbed the stairs
with Miss Williams to the second floor, clinging to a hand-
rail which was certainly necessary because the steep narrow
stairs had holes big enough for your foot to slip through.
Someone was making a fire in the hall, preparing to cook
a meal, and smoke rose through the house.

In another house we climbed a sort of ladder (this time
with no handrail to steady us) to atrap door and into akind
of loft above. Here a mother lived with her two children.
The place was spotlessly clean, with their rags of clothing
washed and hung neatly over a line strung across the room:
a worn-out towel, clean and folded, shabby clothes; and
more shabby clothes hung on hooks on the walls. This
dignified pleasant woman was making the best of her
surroundings.

Miss Williams tells me that St. Monica's delivers most of
the women in the Quarter and teaches them how to care
for themselves and their children. Nurses often have to put
up a sheet or blanket as a screen in order to deliver a
woman in these rooms. She tells me she has often had to
make a,fire out in the yard in the rain, in order to heat
water, because it was impossible to make a fire indoors
without smoking out the patient. The women welcomed
her everywhere we went.

The people in the quarter are very mixed: every possible
combination of African, white, Indian, Chinese, and M al ay.
Some of the women and children are really beautiful.*

Y In cese my optimistic readers hope, as | had hoped, that something had
been done to clean up these locations, quarters, and slums, | quote from the
most recent account of them, in South of the Congo, by Selwyn James; "I

athered the material for this chapter in 1939. . . . The war has not raised
the wages for the Bantu [African] and has not cleaned up his Sums. Whenever
| write or spesk about how the Bantu lives, | get the feeling that what | am
writing or saying is too incredible for others to believe. . . . The dwellings
in the urban aress, with few exceptions, are a disgrace and the majority unfit
for human habitation. . . . These Locations are set well away from the white
residential areas. They breed disease. The whites don't go near them. Some
years ago a white investigating committee reported that they were a menace
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To Cooks' for our passports, and was glad to see that we
now have all the visas for the air trip home—Greece, Italy,
France.

Paid our respects to Mr. Millard, High Commissioner
of the Interior, at Parliament Buildings.

Then back to the ship, and we are now sailing right around
the bottom of Africa, headed for Port Elizabeth. We waved
farewell to Table Mountain, clear and resplendent in the
sunset. This time it did look just like a table.

It seems incredible that we have had just two days in
Capetown. We have seen and learned so much. | am deeply
grateful to my university friends for taking us off the ship,
and for their charming and generous hospitality. And |
shall always appreciate the constructive and tireless help-
fulness of my new Coloured and African friends who
took us, perfect strangers, immediately into their homes,
hearts, and lives.

June 17. The ship's doctor tells me we are now in the
Antarctic Ocean, and when we turn up the east coast we
shall be in the Indian Ocean. Pauli is picking up geography
the easy way.

Mrs. G., who is going on to East London in the ship,
says she is glad | bought warm clothes for Pauli. It is cold
upcountry now, and so many people not used to the climate
contract pneumonia. The days are warm but the air is
cold and thin and very dangerous. Many actors and others
coming out from England come down with pneumonia in
Johannesburg, and Boucher and Fred Terry died of it. So
I will be warned.

Pauli finally heard the story behind Mrs. G.'slimp today.
She is quite lame, and Pauli has been imagining all kinds
of fantastic reasons for the deformity, to fit her romantic

to health,—that is, the white man's health. . . . The Rev. W. E. Robinson,
a Missionary of Durban, said: 'There are 30,000 people of all races in Durban
who are housed in |mpr0Eer and unsanitary conditions. As many as 11 children
often live in one room." From South of thé Congo, by Selwyn James, published
by John Long, Ltd.

Bi
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background. She disillusioned him, however: It seems she
was walking along the street in East London and accidentally
put her foot in an open sewer hole, fell, and broke her hip.
"At my age" she said in disgust, "after all I've been
through, to break my leg in a sewer!"

Made friends with an African nursemaid who came aboard
at Capetown, in charge of some white children. She is from
St. Helena, is black, pleasant, and intelligent. She was
telling me how the South Africans keep trying to pit the
Cape Coloured against the Natives, impressing the former
with the idea that they are better than the blacks—more
"European"—keeping them in separate schools, in separate
living areas. "But," says my nurse friend shrewdly, "they
take care not to give the Coloured any real rights and
privileges to mark their so-called superiority over the Native,
and finally the Coloured are beginning to understand this."

She told me that when her sister finished her long and
difficult training as a nurse, and hung up her sign in Jappe,
the Coloured people tore it down at night and stoned her
house. "They weren't going to have any black nurse."
Her sister persisted, and now she is very successful, and all
the Coloured people and Natives come to her, thankfully.
The Coloured people tell her they often wonder why they
stoned her when she first came.

This nursemaid told me many terrible stories about the
brutality of the Boers (white South Africans with Dutch
ancestry) in their treatment of the Africans. There are many
accounts in the South African newspapers (white) deploring
just such cruelties as she describes. She says it is impossible
to believe that human beings could be so savage, so bar-
barous. She hates and fears them.

We leave the ship tomorrow at Port Elizabeth. Bokwe
cabled that he will meet us there.

It is strange that during all our long leisurely days and
conversations on this ship, no white person has discussed
the all-important Native question. It must surely be
dynamite.
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june 19. Dokwe and Max Yergan met us when the ship
docked yesterday. Bokwe was even nicer than | remembered
him, and Pauli and | liked Dr. Yergan on sight. Big Paul
knows Yergan, and | have heard about him for years, but
somehow had never met him. He has been out here with his
family for morethan thirteen years, doing studentY .M.C.A.
work all over Africa. His central office is at Fort Hare,
in Alice.

Bokwe is delighted that we are in good time for his
wedding, which is to be on the twenty-fourth, at Grahams-
town.

We four spent a busy morning in Port Elizabeth: did the
inevitable shopping; saw the famous Snake Farm, which |
didn'tlikevery much; visited M r. Simpson's African school;
and then went out to lunch at New Brighton, the Native
location outside Port Elizabeth.

New Brighton is built—if one may sy it is built at all—
on a former sea bed. It is still damp, and the ground has
not been filled in, but is made of sones and pebbles. It
overlooks the sea and is a village of small one-story two-
and three-room shacks, built entirely of corrugated iron;
terribly hot in summer, bitterly cold in winter, and fright-
fully depressing.

We lunched in one of the little shacks, and five minutes
after we had met our host and his friends, we had forgotten
all about the house, the Location, and its ugliness—and were
deep in an interesting discusson about the forthcoming
all-African, convention to be held at Bloemfontein, the
Orange Free State, within ten days. It will be attended by
representatives from African organizations all over South
Africa, and is the second such convention to be held.

The conversation was very stimulating. | am surprised
and delighted to find these Africans far more politically
aware than my fellow Negroes in America. They under-
stand their situation and the causes for the terrible conditions
under which they live, and are continually seeking—and
are firmly resolved to find—a way to improve their lot.
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| got some photographs of the location and of the pathetic
shacks. Had a talk with the inevitable white superintendent,
a South African leatherneck: "l daresay you are surprised
at the poor conditions you find here," said he. | said |
certainly was, and he explained that it was because of the
poor wages. Now explain the poor wages, | thought.

We said good-bye to our new friends at New Brighton
after arranging to meet again at the convention. Then we
set out in Dr. Yergan's car for Grahamstown and Alice.

This was our first glimpse of inland South Africa: lonely
hills and lovely valleys with cattle grazing in the spacious
pastureland; table mountains one to two thousand feet
above sea level; isolated farms surrounded by their miles
and miles of land. And on the roads, Africans walking,
Africans struggling with oxcarts (the usual means of transport
in the immense areas where there are no railroads); an
occasional car near the towns and villages; and dust.

We stopped to eat, to rest, stretch our legs. We had tea
on the grass—veldt they call it here. Saw the huge cacti
and the rare scrubby pines.

About four miles outside of Grahamstown we picked up
two African women from a car which was stalled on the
road. They left a young man to watch the car while we all
drove into town and sent a tow. Bokwe and Yergan tell me
that road courtesy is real and necessary out here, where
distances are so great and traffic so scarce. Yergan said he
was once delayed for a day and a half on aroad in Basuto-
land, for lack of petrol.

We arrived in Grahamstown at dark, put the women down
at a place convenient for them, picked up Bokwe's car, and
drove right on to Alice.

June 22. Alice is a very small town where two important
African Mission schools are located, Lovedale and Fort
Hare. Lovedale is kindergarten through high school, with
about a thousand students. Fort Hare is college, with about
two hundred students.
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Zach Matthews teaches Bantu Studies (anthropology) at
Fort Hare, and lives with his wife Frieda (Bokwe's sister)
and their children in a very attractive house in the college
grounds. Max Yergan lives with his wife Susie and their
children in another attractive house on college ground,
near his central office.

We stayed part of the time with the Matthews' and part
of the time with the Yergans; both families made us very
welcome and more than comfortable. It was wonderful
for Pauli to find children to play with. And such children:
clever, bright, smiling, beautifully brought up. They were
lovely to him, and he in turn adored them.

June 26. These last few days have been absolutely packed.
First there was Bokwe's wedding in the Grahams town
Cathedral. Irene, the bride, is a Grahamstown girl, and
they were married by the Dean himself. We all drove over
for the ceremony, which came off beautifully. Bokwe was
very smart in his formal English morning dress, and Irene
was beautiful in white satin.

From the cathedral we went to the reception, which was
attended by Africans and Europeans as well, at the com-
munity hall in the Grahamstown Location. There were
toasts, and the Dean made a charming speech. Then there
was a luncheon which lasted for hours, and finally a dance
and supper which continued till four in the morning.

Then we all drove back to Alice, the bride and groom
still in their wedding clothes, and began the celebrations
all over again in Ntselemantzi, the Native location outside
the town.

Here in Ntselemantzi we saw afew of the African customs:
The bride was praised by the poet, a Native from Transkei
who is a student at Lovedale. The people formed a ring
around the bride and groom, who sat on a bench; the poet
stood in the centre orating, praising the bride's beauty and
character. All during his reading the people commented
aloud, approvingly.
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Then the newly married couple had to walk the length
of the village so the groom could show his bride to his people.
Girls and young women went before and behind them,
"clapping the bride" first to the women, then to the men.
When they arrived at the "place of the women," all the
women formed a circle around the bride, clapping hands
and dancing. Old women danced too, lightly and well.
The steps were probably the foundation steps of our
Charleston and shuffle, with intricate and imaginative
additions. The bride then dropped money to the women and
was clapped down to the men, where the same thing took
place.

There was a mighty feast: A cow, sheep, goat, and even a
bullock (very special) had been killed for the wedding.
Frieda, Mrs. Moroka, and | peeped into the huge cooking
pots—filled with meat, samp, pudding—steaming merrily
over fires on the ground, and tended by the old women.

| was anxious to see as many details of thisvillagelocation
as possible. Friedatook me down to the cattle kraals, usually
the "men's place." They are quite near the huts and are
large long oval spaces surrounded by shoulder-high fences
made of dried branches and twigs, with no roof. The cattle
are driven into these kraals at night. There were smoking
firesin every kraal.

We went into some of the huts: no windows, nolight at all;
rough camp beds, cots, pallets on the floor. No sanitation,
no water. The lucky ones have a candle or an oil lamp.
Thereis no paving anywhere in Ntselemantzi.

Y et the Africans who live here must have permission from
the government to do so. Every male of eighteen years or
over living in this location must pay the government
$5.00 a year poll tax, $3.75 a year hut tax, $3.00 a year
ground rent, $1.25 a year dog tax, and $0.25 per head per
month cattle dipping tax.*

! Nativesin South Africa paid in one year atotal of £1,000,000 ($5,000,000)
in poll and hut taxes only. (These and all other money figures have been
trandated into dollars and cents at pre-war exchange rates The present war
has had little effect on rates of exchange as far as this matter is concerned.)
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To meet all these taxes and to feed and clothe his family
and educate his children (no education is free for Africans
in South Africa), the man must of course find work. The
average and usual work he can find is as herdboy at twenty-
five cents a week and domestic service at fifty cents a week.
Or he can go to work in the mines at fifteen dollars per
month. But this he hates to do because it means he must be
away from his family from nine to eleven months, doing
dangerous and backbreaking work. Out of these magnificent
wages he must pay the expenses of transportation to and from
the mines, and the inevitable pass fees. These expenses and
fees often eat up 15 to 20 per cent of his total wages.

Before we left Alice, Dr. Yergan took me to see another
location near by, called Burns Hill. This was alittle way out
of the town, on a barren bit of ground, and was less crowded
than Ntselemantzi.

All during our visit, at the Matthews' and at the Y ergans',
there were illuminating and stimulating conversations.
Frieda Matthews and Susie Yergan do social service work
among the women. Bokwe is beginning his practice of
medicine, following his graduation from Edinburgh. Mat-
thews had studied anthropology at Yale and at the London
School of Economics. Yergan was a graduate of Springfield
College, Springfield, Massachusetts. Students and friends
from all over South Africa came to visit and to talk.

The conversation ranged widely: African education (the
lack of it) and how to enlarge and improve it immediately
and practically. The somewhat better state of Negro educa-
tion in America, and how to improve and enlarge that in the
southern states. The political position of the Negro and the
African, and what could be done to improve it. Conditions
in India, and what could be done to win its independence.
(Yergan had recently been to India and had had long talks
with Nehru.) Italy's activities in Ethiopia, and how they
would eventually affect us all. Japan's activities in Man-
churia. The deeply disturbing conditions in Spain. The still
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more disturbing conditions in Germany, and the possibility
of the return to Germany of her former African colonies.
The complacence of the European powers and the ever-
growing ineffectuality of the League of Nations.

And the one hopeful light on the horizon—the exciting
and encouraging conditions in Soviet Russia, where for the
first time in history our race problem has been squarely
faced and solved; where for the first time the fine words
of the poets, philosophers, and well-meaning politicans have
been made a living reality: Robert Burns' "A man's a man
for a that"; France's "Liberie, Egalite, Fraternite"; America's
“All men are created equal" and "are entitled to life,
liberty, and the pursuit of happiness." A1l these grand ideas
and statements have been hauled down from the dusty
reference shelves at the back of men's minds and have been
put into active, vigorous, succes|ful practice by the Russians,
so that men and women and children of all races, colours,
and creeds walk the streets and work out their lives in
dignity, safety, and comradeship.

Big talk, challenging ideas, enthralling discussions. The
walls of our world moved outward, and we caught a glimpse
of things in the large. Maybe we didn't solve anything.
Maybe we couldn't. But at least we could know what was
going on. To be aware was to be alive.

And | thought as | talked and listened, These Africans,
these "primitives," make me feel humble and respectful. |
blush with shame for the mental picture my fellow Negroes
in America have of our African brothers: wild black savages
in leopard skins, waving spears and eating raw meat. And
we, with films like Sanders of the River, unwittingly helping to
perpetuate this misconception. Well, there will be no
sequel to Sanders\

Pauli was learning too. The children plied him with
questions, and he them. The children spoke beautiful
English, and Pauli learned a little of the local language,
Xosa, and was delighted when he mastered some of the
difficult clicks. There were all kinds of new games.
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Mornings before breakfast at the Yergans', Charles and his
father would play deck tennis against Pauli and me on their
well-kept lawn. We were fairly evenly matched, and soon it
became a matter of family challenge: Yergans versus
Robesons. It was wonderful exercise in the clear cold
morning air and made breakfast more than a routine
meal.

Much, much too soon the time to move on arrived.
Matthews and Yergan were going to the Bloemfontein
Convention, and it was agreed that Yergan would take
Pauli and me with him in his car.

One thing had been disturbing me. Before | came to
realize that Africans, with their exquisite politeness, will
give you things you admire, | had been vocal about my
admiration for the lovely beadwork | had seen. So Frieda
made a collection of it for me; a beautiful Swazi wedding
headdress and train; an interesting Bechuana navy-and-
whitc belt; a fascinating black-and-white Xosa collar; some
Zulu pieces from Natal; and several "aprons." She had made
the collection as representative as possible, each piece was
typical and beautiful, and so woven as to look and feel and
wear like material. To me it was priceless—a museum
collection, and | would show it everywhere.

So | wanted in return to give the Matthews' a present.

"They will be hurt if you do; they will refuseit,” said
Y ergan.

" | fthey get it after I've gone, they can't refuse it; and if
I make it impersonal and fun, they won't be hurt," |
said.

This amused Yergan, so he decided to help me select it.
It had to be something that would be useful and bring
pleasant memories. Finally we decided on a bicycle for
young Bokwe, the son of the house who was nearly Pauli's
age. A sturdy grown-up bicyclewith all the gadgets, and with
a bell—especially a bell. It was delivered long after we left
Alice, so there was no possibility of protest.
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June 26. After lunch yesterday we set out for Bloemfontein
with Dr. Yergan in his car. We drove by way of the
Hogsback, a great mountain ridge more than five
thousand feet above sea level, and stopped for tea at the
Hortons'.

Mr. Horton is the white inspector of schools hereabouts,
and lives in a marvellous house on top of Hogsback. The
view is incredible. Right at the end of his beautiful garden is
the charming chapel where Godfrey Wilson and Monica
Hunter (my classmate in anthropology in London) were
married. | can't imagine a more romantic setting. The house
itself is perfect, with every convenience, and the wonderful
big long room which overlooks the whole valley is very
peaceful. The Hortons are from Dublin. Their daughter is
with them; their son has just been married and lives in
Grahamstown.

After tea and a delightful visit, we continued on by way of
Cathcart to Queens town. Coming down Hogsback we saw
virgin woods for the first time—matted tangle of vines,
bush, trees—ancient and mossy, dusty, impenetrable,
fascinating, and frightening.

The sunset was glorious, the sky beautiful, and the stars
magnificent. The South African sky on a clear night is some-
thing to remember: deep dark blue, an occasional shooting
star, the Milky Way really milky, and a picture-postcard®
moon. We could certainly see the man in the moon. Pauli
said he was sure he could reach up and pat his face, and
touch the stars, they seemed so near.

We arrived very late at Queenstown and slept at the Van
Stabel home. The Van Stabels are Coloured, and Mr. Van
.Stabel is a minister.

The hospitality of these people is amazing. They turn
their houses upside down to sleep people who pass through
in cars. They prepare beds, prepare meals, prepare road
lunches. You are supposed to bring your own blankets,
because the nights are' so cold. Wool is so expensive no
household could afford enough blankets for the innumerable
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guests. Travelling in South Africa, one always carries one's
blankets and flashlight.

This morning a very interesting and attractive African
lady, a Miss Soga, came to see us. She has been working
with Susie Yergan among the women, and will report on
this work at the Bloemfontein Convention.

We left Queenstown soon after breakfast for Bloemfontein.
Leaving Cape Colony we crossed the important Orange
River (important because it is the boundary between the
provinces, and because the irrigation of the area depends
upon it) into the Orange Free State.

On the roads we saw many Africans trudging in search of
new work, trying to escape the intolerable conditions on the
European farms. Whole families walking along day after
day, carrying all their belongings on their heads.

"Will they find better conditions in the next place?"
| asked Yergan.

"Almost surely not," he said.

Pauli and | became more and more depressed.

"Can't we do something? Can't we give them something?
Would a half-crown help?"

"A half-crown (sixty-two cents) is more than a week's
wages, when they get wages. Often they don't sse any money
at all from one year's end to the other,” said Yergan.

So at the next town we changed a lot of notes into silver
and, thus armed, took to the road again. We gave one
charming Basuto family two half-crowns, and the man
thanked us with such dignity | could have cried. The giving
along the roads had to be done very tactfully, with delicacy
and respect. At first the Africans looked startled and in-
credulous, then thanked us seriously, happily, and with
great dignity.

Occasionally on the roads we passed families of poor
whites, usually Boers, trekking in their oxcarts. They had
made a failure of their last place and were moving on to
find new land to waste and exhaust. Their faces were often
wild, unkempt, and vacant, rather like roaming house
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animals. It is said they are lazy, shiftless, and ignorant, but
these accusations are familiar to us. The same things are
said about Negroes, to ease the consciences of those who
grind us down. The same economic exploitation accounts
for the desperate plight of Negroes and poor whites.

It is very difficult to find authentic information about
these poor whites. The historians and statisticians—their
more fortunate white brothers—are probably too ashamed
to set down the unpleasant and degrading facts about them
in black and white. There are more than 220,000 of them in
South Africa who are unable to equip themselves for
modern competition in labour.

All through this spacious country there are European
farms: neat, well-built white farmhouses nestling in the most
sheltered spots in the wide valleys, with the equally neat,
well-built outbuildings near by for cattle, fowl, and for
storage. Definitely and considerably removed from the
group of buildings are the dirty, ramshackle huts which
house the farmer's Native labour. Always the cattle,
chicken, and dogs are far better housed than the African
worker.!

Once we skirted a small branch line of arailroad for afew
miles. Beside the tracks at regular intervals we noticed little
shelters made of corrugated iron, shaped like tents. The
Natives working on the railway beds live in these, some-
times three or four to a shelter. | have never seen anything

A white South African investigating committee has this to say about
conditions on the farms. "But in far too many cases the farmer takes little
interest in the welfare of his Natives, and as a dass the farm labourers are
ghenerally underpaid and miserably housed and fed. . . . When one considers
that a farmer will place in sole charge of a 'boy' 1,000 or more sheep, worth
perhaps $5,000, and pay him $1.75 to $3.75 per month (the committee
was optimistic) and provide him with a house, in many cases not sufficiently
decent for afavourite dog, it is not to be expected that the servant will take
that interest in his master's property that he would if it were otherwise. . . .
Itisclear that to some extent the remedy for the alleged scarcity and inefficiency
of farm labour lies in the hands of the farmers themselves. Better treatment,
fair wages and proper accommodations would, no doubt, go far to solve the
labour problem on many South African farms." From The South African
Natives, edited by the South African Native Races Committee, published by
E. P. Dutton & Co., 1909.
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more primitive, not even in the shantytowns in America
during the depression.

And then we saw our first "mine train,” filled with
Africans going up to Johannesburg for a term in the
mines. These are the lucky ones who do not have to walk at
least part of the way. They have been recruited from all
over the countryside, and are now hanging out of windows,
filling their eyes With a last picture of their home area
which they are leaving for nearly a year.

In the Orange Free State ("What's free about it?"asks
Pauli) the locations are quite different from those we saw in
the Cape. They are a little nearer the white towns and
villages, and are small and crowded, with no gardens and
no cattle, because there is no land for planting or grazing.
The Africans have here no interest or recreation of any kind.
They have only their work in domestic service, on the farms,
or on the railway beds.

And so we came into the urban location outside Bloem-
fontein, where more than 18,000 Africans live. The first
thing we saw in approaching the location was a large
open city drain, right in the middle of the road.

Dr. Moroka came to fetch us in his new Hudson Terra-
plane, with the gears on the steering wheel (like the one |
drove in Hollywood when we made the film Show Boat).
Dr. Yergan had appointments and work in the location,
in preparation for the convention, so he turned us over to
Dr. Moroka, who took us out to his beautiful home at
Thaba N'Chu, the Native reserve forty-five miles out of
Bloemfontein.

Dr. Moroka is something special: He is forty-five, hand-
some, intelligent, interesting, and with an extremely
attractive personality. He is a graduate from Edinburgh in
medicine; specidized in surgery in Vienna, Paris, and
Berlin. Heisvery well trained and loves hiswork.

They tell me in the early days Dr. Moroka's grandfather
was the Paramount Chief in this section, and when the
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Vortrekkers (Boers) came he treated them kindly. They
later repaid his kindness by betrayal. When the question
of the succession arose, there were two sons, one of whom
the old Chief especially favoured. The Dutch deliberately
worked on behalf of the other son, creating and widening
a breach among the people.

Dr. Moroka's father, Chief Moroka, had held all the land
around Thaba N'Chu for his tribe, the Barolong, and had
himself settled his people on farms before the white man
came. Dr. Moroka is the traditional chief of the tribe. His
sister is married to a sub-chief of the Bechuana and lives
near Serowe. His wife, whom we met in Alice, is an ex-
tremely handsome and charming woman. They have one
child, a three-year-old son named Kenosi (which means:
| am alone.)

| asked if Dr. Moroka's father, Chief Moroka, had owned
all the land hereabouts. "Owned?" they asked in surprise,
"No. No one owns land. The land belongs to the tribe, and
the current chiefis merely the custodian for it."

The idea of individual and private ownership of land is
wholly foreign to African thought. Land is to be used, not
to be owned.

This fact has created grave misunderstanding all over
Africa. If white men came as friends to the territory of a
chief, and he decided to make them welcome and allow
them to remain, he gave the white man the use of houses and
land. This was merely customary traditional African
hospitality.

If the white men gave the chief some present, large or
small, money or gadgets, in return for his hospitality, this
too was merely customary. The chief was sure he had
given the guests only the use of the houses and land. In
fact, that was all he could give. The land belonged to the
tribe and could never be alienated, in whole or in part,
from the tribe. The white man was equally sure he had
bought the land, had paid for it (paid very, very little, to be
sure), and therefore owned it.
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This was one of the great differences in thought and
intention which has wrought such havoc to African society.

For the land, the system of land tenure is the very founda-
tion of traditional African society. The land is economic
and moral security.

"The land question is a fundamental one for government
in Africa. It is fundamental economically, because the Afri-
cans are normally an agricultural and pastoral people.
But in a deeper sense it is fundamental aso to the moral
and social order of the tribes. In tribal life the authority
of the chief derives mainly from three things—his position
as custodian (not owner) of the tribal land, as rain-maker,
and as vital link between the tribe's dead, living, and unborn
members. The tribe does not consist of its living repre-
sentatives alone, but includes as integral parts their ancestors
and their posterity. With the ancestral dead the tribesmen
believe themselves to be in constant touch; for those dead
are tenants of the places where they lie buried. On the
approval and disapproval of the ancestors are based the
sanctions which preserve both the moral structure of the
individual and the social structure of the community. And
in order to benefit fully from the guidance and control of
the great departed, the tribe must needs have access to
their burial places or at least to shrines in the lands they
occupied. ... To evict members of a tribe from the lands
of their fathers is thus not merely to deprive them of their
customary livelihood, but to excommunicate them from
their church, to isolate them from the only intimate spiritual
influences that they know ... to undermine the whole
social fabric that supports them."!

"The idea is very prevalent that because the majority of
the Negro and negroid peoples of Africa are in a condition
which we call rather loosely 'primitive/ there is no such
thing as a law of (land) tenure, because it is unwritten,
and that African governing institutions do not exist. Thisis
an altogether erroneous view. In point of fact, not only is

' From TheDuty of Emplre by L eonard Barnes, published by Victor Gollancz
Ltd., London, 1935, pp. 128-29.
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there a real system of African tenure, but it is an infinitely
better, sounder, healthier system than that which the
British people tolerate and suffer from in their own country.
To most Englishmen this statement will appear absurd.
It is, however, strictly accurate. . . . 'l conceive that land
belongs to a vast family, of which many are dead, few are
living, and countless numbers are yet unborn." That
picturesque phrase, which fell from the lips of a dignified
African ruler, examined by the West African Lands Com-
mittee, symbolises the entire philosophy of African social
life, political, economic and spiritual. The fundamental
conception underlying native tenure all over Africa .
where the white man has not destroyed it, is that land,
like air and water, is God-given, that every individual
within the community has a right to share in its bounties
provided he carries out his social and political obligations
to the community of which he forms a part; that in the
community as a whole is vested the ownership of the land,
and that consequently the individual member of the
community cannot permanently alienate the land he
occupies or uses. . . . Whether the smaller or the larger
social organization be regarded as the landowning unit,
the same common principle permeates the social structure
and lies at the root of all social philosophy. . . . Under this
system no member of an African community is ever in want.
If a member of an African family—using the word in its
African signification (community)—emigrates for a time,
his heritage in the land is waiting for him when he returns.
No man starves or can starve. There are no paupers in
Africa except where the white man has created them."!

June 28. Today was such a perfect day, | feel | must set it
down in my diary before | go to bed. | might forget some
of it, and that would be a great waste.

Dr. Moroka took us to Basutoland for the day. His
young brother Gideon, Dr. Yergan, and Mr. Moshaloga
(a young Basuto teacher staying here) went with us in the
car.

' From Black Man's Burden, by E. D. More], published by B. W. Buebsh, Inc.,
New York, 1920.
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First we went to pay our respects to Doctor's aunt, his
father's sister. She is a marvellous old lady of eighty-eight,
over six feet tall with a most beautiful carriage. She carries
a long staff and moves slowly with great dignity. Her name
is Matsepinare Moroka. Her brother, R. Setlogelo, is
Doctor's uncle, and was aso a graduate from Edinburgh
in medicine. Her son is Chief Tsepinare, whose picture
hangs on the wall of her house. He has a fine strong
Mongolian face, was a great fighter and looks it, and was a
real leader of his people.

Leaving Thaba N'Chu we drove out through the flat
countryside, which was originally part of Basutoland but
is now owned as farms by Boers. It is level fertile land,
famous for potatoes. The Boers said this land was too good
for the natives, and drove them back into the hills and
mountains of the present Basutoland.

In Basutoland nearly everyone we saw—men, women,
and children—were on horseback. They ride very well
indeed. The horse is their only means of transport. Nearly
everyone wears the typical Basuto blanket and big grass hat.

Soil erosion is everywhere. The rain comes down in
torrents, they tell me, and washes the soil from the slopes,
making them unfit for agriculture.

We passed the huge leper colony. Doctor tells me there are
about five thousand lepers there. They have their own
churches, schools, etc., and intermarry, but their children
are taken from them at birth. Leprosy is not considered a
heriditary disease. Doctor says leprosy is indigenous to
Africa, but syphilis and tuberculosis are not, and these
two diseases are the great tragedy of the people. They have
no immunity and no knowledge of hygiene, and no money
with which to carry out the knowledge if they get it.

On past a Native Roman Catholic settlement run by
Jesuits from Canada, with a big school and church. Church
was just letting out as we passed, so we stopped and |
photographed some of the children.

The car kept climbing into the heart of Basutoland, six
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thousand feet and higher into mountains aslovely as Switzer-
land but more lonely. We passed through Maseru on to
Matsieng, the Paramount Chief's village. The Chief him-
self was ill, but we paid our respects to his son, a pleasant
young man about twenty-five or thirty years old. He was shy
but cordial, and seemed delighted and interested to see us.
He presented me with a lovely Basuto grass hat which
fits me perfectly. (I had forgotten the custom, and had
admired it.)

Matsieng was most interesting, and | took many pictures.
More than six thousand feet above sea level, it nestles under
the shelter of a still higher mountain. The huts are built of
local brick, with mud between to make them fast. There are
both square and round huts, beautifully built, and quite
different from the others | have seen.

Moshaloga took us inside the Chief's First Wife's en-
closure, which consisted of a large hut and a small one
within a high fence. Malt was spread on the ground to dry
in the sun. (It looked like very small peas) There was a
beautiful sturdy grain-storing basket being woven. A rich
animal skin hung over the wall in the sun. The cooking
pots were over the fire on the ground, being tended by a
girl and two little children. They showed us the really fine
shoes they make here from cowhide; they look like skin
lined with fur. The old lady made us very welcome and
graciously allowed me to photograph everything, but she
would not be photographed herself.

We then went to a large open central kraal which serves
both as a court of justice and a cattle kraal.

Matsieng is Moshaloga's home, and he was welcomed
everywhere as "Teacher." He speaks English perfecdy and
explained everything as we went along. He took us to his
home, to his "ol d people,” for lunch. Their cottage was very
plain but well built and immaculate. His parents were warm
and friendly, the lunch excellent. Also at lunch was a young
man, the agricultural demonstrator of the district, who was
teaching the women how to improve their crops and their
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cattle. He was eager and interested, and took me off to a
meeting of the women at the hall, and | had to speak.
They were all keen, earnest, friendly; | enjoyed them very
much indeed.

As we took our leave, Pauli gave the Sesuto (Basuto
language) farewell and thank you, which he had taken
great pains to learn from Moshaloga. The people were
surprised and delighted to hear him speak even these few
words of their language. As we left Matsieng two jaunty
Basuto horsemen, in blankets and grass hats, rode along
beside us in farewell for quite some time.

We drove home through a magnificent sunset—golden
sky rapidly changing and darkening, with an unearthly
yellow glow behind the mountains after the sun had gone;
the lovely grey-blues of the clouds, then the sudden dark,
with the air fine and thin and very cold.

When we arrived we had an excellent supper in the
handsome Moroka dining room and afterwards moved to the
drawing room for gay, stimulating conversation before
an open fire. My friends made several things clear to me:

One can't talk about Africa as a whole, because Africa
isn't a whole. It is a kind of political meat |oaf made of a
great many different ingredients.

There are North Africa (Mediterranean Africa), East,
West, Central, and South Africa—all ruled in quite different
ways by quite different European nations.

South Africaisin turn divided into Northern Rhodesia,
a protectorate under Great Britain; Southern Rhodesia,
a semi-dominion under Great Britain; Angola, on the west
coast, and Mozambique, on the east coast, both Portuguese
colonies; tiny Swaziland, slightly larger Basutoland, and
much larger Bechuanaland—all High Commission territories
under Great Britain; Southwest Africa (formerly a German
colony), a mandate under the Union of South Africa; and
finally, the self-governing Union of South Africa, a
dominion of Great Britain, and in turn made up of four
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units: Cape Province, the Orange Free State, the Transvaal,
and Natal.

One thing that is true on the whole, though, isthat Africa
is ruled by conquest, by the European white minority. In
the Union of South Africa the largest and most important
(politically) white elements are British and Dutch (Boer).
The Dutch attitude toward the African has been clearly
stated in a clause from the original constitution of the
Transvaal: " There shall be no equality between black and
white either in church or state." The British attitude was
expressed by Cecil Rhodes when he said: "Equal rights for
all civilized men south of the Zambesi (River)." Of course
the trick is to decide what civilized means.

In general the Union of South Africa can be said to be
committed to the Dutch rather than to the British attitude
toward the African. In other parts of South Africa under
British rule, the somewhat less harsh British attitude obtains.

Al the provinces in the Union of South Africa are white
worlds, in spite of the fact that there are only 2,003,512
white people in a total population of 9,588,665. The High
Commission Territories of Basutoland, Bechuanaland, and
Swaziland are, on the other hand, black worlds.

The 560,000 Basutos live on 11,716 square miles of their
ancestral lands, which are "protected" by Britain. Their
traditional chiefs, although they have no actual legislative
powers, still havejurisdiction over them. All thelandisin
Native occupation with the exception of small plots for
trading stations, mission stations, etc. The only Europeans
in Basutoland are the British Government officials, mis-
sionaries, and traders.

Basutoland presents the prettiest picture of the territories
largely because of the strong sense of nationality which has
been an important feature of Basuto history under, and
since, the rule of Moshesh—their brilliant, powerful, and
beloved chief—and because of the people's firmly fixed
ideal of independence which they have persistently refused
to relinquish. Basutoland finally accepted political control
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by Britain as the price for protection, but retained the right
to regulate domestic affairs from within by their traditional
authorities, subject only to advice from without.

June 29. During the school vacation time Dr. Moroka keeps
open house. Now his home is filled with students who live
too far away to go home for the"holidays. There are three
young men at table, besides Moroka, his brother Gideon,
Yergan, and myself. Doctor's wife is still visiting in Alice.
The children and women of the household eat elsewhere,
as is the custom.

All the young men are interesting. The Mukami (King)
Gaseitsiwe, fifteen-year-old chief of the Bechuana, for whom
the famous Tshekedi is regent, is at Fort Cox Agricultural
Training School and will finish inJune; a fine young man,
intelligent, shy, charming. There is Seretse Khama, Para-
mount Chief (King) of the Bamangwato, grandson of the
great Khama. And Moshaloga, our young Basuto teacher.
All keen, adventurous-minded, delightful company. They
all want to hear about America, about England, about
universities abroad (kings do not leave their ancestral lands,
according to African custom), about Negroes everywhere,
and about Big Paul. They seem to like everything they have
heard about him, and they have heard a lot. They are
eagerly interested in Pauli. He is the future, they say.

They tell *me all about their own problems: They are
studying scientific agriculture, learning how to counteract
the discouraging soil erosion, how to irrigate desert areas
(a great part of Bechuanaland is in the Kalahari Desert),
how to protect cattle from the disease which ravage the
herds. They are learning how to improve the health of
their people, and how to protect themselves from at least
some of the exploitation.

Yergan tells me the African pays $5.50 to the trader
for a bag of mealies (corn) to eat, while the European farmers
pay $1.25 to the same trader for a bag of the same mealies
for their cattle.
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The general conversation is about education, as is natural
among students. Many Africans are of necessity educated
abroad, at universities in the British Isles, America, France,
Germany, and Japan. It is enormously interesting to hear
their accounts of the widely varying treatment they receive
at the hands of the people in these different countries,
from government officials, university faculties, student
bodies, and the people-in-the-street. These accounts are
revealing, and would surely make the people in those proud
countries sit up and take notice!

The African student cannot understand, however hard
he tries, why the European continues to insist that his
(theAfrican's) mindisinferior. "W egototheir universities,"
they say, "we master their most highly scientific and
philosophic subjects. We do this through the medium of a
strange language, under trying conditions of strange
customs, climate, clothing, and food, to say nothing of
loneliness and social ostracism. On the other hand the
European comes out here to our country, and has the
utmost difficulty in learning our language and understand-
ing our laws and customs—though we understand theirs
quite easily. Of course we realize that they probably regard
our language, laws, and customs as inferior and unimportant,
and therefore need not bother to learn or understand them.
Yet this attitude in itself is remarkably unintelligent,
because the lack of knowledge and understanding makes
their task of governing and exploiting us all the more
difficult and complicated."

| said: "The European merely says he is superior—says it
loudly, insistently, regularly. This does not make him so,
scientifically. He has never proved himself superior. He
has only proved himself stronger, with more force at his
command. If military strength is the sole criterion of
superiority, then definitely he is superior."

It seems that Edinburgh is a favourite university for
African students from South Africa, especially for those
who study medicine. This is because of the happy
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history and experience of the Scottish missionaries out
here.

As early as 1812 they established a mission in South
Africa, and this mission was the forerunner of Lovedale,
the Scottish Presbyterian Missionary Institute, established
in 1841 at Alice, whichisnow the centre for Native education.

I can understand the success of the Scots, having seen
and known some of them in Scotland. | find them solid,
sound, simple, friendly, democratic people, with good honest
minds, a delightful sense of humour, and warm hearts.

June 30. One of Moroka's white farm overseers came in this
morning—a big Boer ruffian. Doctor sent him to the
kitchen. This tickled Pauli and me. Doctor says the white
farmers used to make him sick, always talking about
"these Kaffirs" (in American "niggers"), and that finally
he told them angrily: "What is this Kaffir, Kaffir, Kaffir?
Baas (Boss) is Kaffir, Doctor is Baas," and they stopped it.

Today we went again to Basutoland, this time to see the
white folks in Maseru, the biggish town which houses the
parliament buildings, schools, and churches. As we entered
Maseru we passed a police court in session, where cases
were being tried in the open. The British district commis-
sioner was in charge, and was flanked by Basuto government
clerks and lawyers. The Basuto police and prisoners sat
facing the "bench."

Our first stop was at the government-aided school. We
called on Mr. Bull the white official for the schools here.
The Bulls live in alovely house, from the veranda of which
there is a magnificent view of the surrounding country.
Mr. Bull was cordial and charming, and showed me a very
fine collection of photographs of local interest. He tells me
that Basutoland has as its main resources wool, mohair,
and very fine wheat, but that wool is the most important.
Gideon Moroka tells me there is also coal and gold here.
He says that while the people are poor, they are virile and
prolific.
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We went on to the residency. It seems that Mr. Richards,
His Honour the Resident Commissioner, had heard of my
earlier visit to Matsieng, and wanted a chat with me.
We found him to be a tall shy quiet Englishman who had
served for years in Tanganyika and Kenya before coming
down here. His wife is young, very pretty, vivacious, chic,
and charming. Their only child, Joanna, is an extremely
friendly little girl of five; she wore riding breeches under her
frock and lives on her pony. She was adorable with Pauli,
rushing to get all her toys for him, taking him by the hand
to show him all around. Mrs. Richards told me Joanna
had been stricken with appendicitis when she was three
and a half, and that they were terrified. She was operated on
most successfully here at Maseru, and is now well and strong
and happy.

The Residency is a magnificent bungalow—huge, ramb-
ling, beautifully built, with a glorious view of Lancers
Pass, the famous break in the mountain range so dear to
the heart of every Basuto. When | admired the house,
Mrs. Richards showed me through: a long wide cool
spacious room which opens on to the veranda, whichin turn
gives on to courtyards and gardens, open at the far end,
looking right out over the panorama of snow-clad mountain
peaks and high level ground. The room itself is restful and
lovely, and furnished with quiet good taste. We saw the
guest suite, where the Prince of Wales stayed when he came
this way. It is a wing made into a sort of flat, so the guest,*
royal or otherwise, can be alone and luxuriously comfort-
able, yet right in the house.

Back in the drawing-room we had drinks, cigarettes,
and a friendly chat, just as we would have had in London.
Mr. Richards treated me exactly as he probably treats any
other visitor from abroad—with irreproachable courtesy
and hospitality. They asked Pauli and me to sign the
visitors' book, which we did.

There are innumerable African servants about the resi-
dency, all very pukka in their white suits with red sashes,

Cj
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Indian fashion. (All the Europeans | have visited in South
Africa have magnificent houses, large staffs of servants,
and every evidence of luxury. It is ironic that the African
pays for this luxury.)

We made our farewells, rejoined Yergan and Moshaloga,
and took a walk about the town. We came upon a crowd of
Basutos waiting their turn outside the dispensary. They
pay an inclusive fee of twenty-five cents, for which they
receive attention and treatment, and surgery if necessary.

Through Moshaloga | asked permission of the crowd to
make photographs, which permission was readily and
cheerfully granted. In return | asked if | might give every-
body his or her hospital fee, and this was accepted with
surprised, delighted, grateful dignity. And then we went
home to Moroka's.

The convention at Bloemfontein was impressive. Repre-
sentatives from all over South Africa attended. The delegates
were serious, able, aware. While they were reasonable,
they were determined to find some way to improve their
situation. The discussions were informative, and the sugges-
tions practical and constructive. | had long talks with Miss
Soga, whom | had met at Queenstown; she is a fine Xosa
type, and belongs to the Tembus, the royal clan of the
Xosa tribe. Sheis deeply interested and very active in social
work, and is doing a great deal to organize the women. |
met with the women's section of the convention for two
hours on the last night. We discussed diet, child welfare,
and women's organizations in other parts of the world. They
asked about the National Council of Women in America,
about women's organizations in England, about Negro
women everywhere. | told them all | knew (privately
regretting bitterly that 1 did not know more) and promised
to collect data for them on these matters.

My only disappointment at Bloemfontein (it certainly
sounds ungrateful to even mention any disappointment in
this wonderful visit) was my inability to arrange my hoped-
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for meeting with Tshekedi in Bechuanaland. My African
friends, who have unequalled natural active hospitality,
did all they could to arrange it, but it just wasn't in the
cards. So instead they told me again the story of Tshekedi,
and | found it tallied closely with the one | knew
already:

In 1933 there was an exciting account in the London
newspapers of what later came to be known as "The
Tshekedi Incident.” The British public was informed that
one Tshekedi, an African Regent in Bechuanaland, had
flogged a white man, a British subject, in public, and there
was imminent danger of a Native uprising against the
whites. The famous "Evans of the Broke,” a popular
military hero, was sent post-haste into Serowe, the capital
of the Protectorate, to "restore and maintain order." The
British public (and especialy all the Coloured people in
Europe) waited breathlessly for news of the threatened
uprising. Nothing happened. The "Incident" eventually
petered out into obscurity, and the British public forgot
about it. But the Coloured people did not forget about it.
They wondered and, with them, the legend of Tshekedi
grew. | knew it as follows:

It s|ams a white man had been causing alot of trouble in
Bechuanaland—»breaking laws (European and Native),
selling liquor, interfering with women, and impairing the
morals of the Africans. Tshekedi had remonstrated with
him many times, to no avail. He appealed unofficially
and officially to the missionaries, local white government
representatives in his territory, and finally to the Colonial
Officein London—to punish this man and remove him from
the Protectorate. To no avail. Then Tshekedi sat himself
down and thought: What can | do to get rid of this white
man? | don't want to kill him, | just want him to leave my
countr%/]. What can | do to make him go? | know, FU
whip him publicly, and that will be such a disgrace
that he will leave. So the Regent called together all
his tribe and had the white man flogged in the public
sguare.
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Then all the white men in the territory, profoundly
shocked and frightened at this terrible impertinance, set
up a howl. How dare a Native, even a chief, flog a white
man? It simply can't be done. (But it had been done.)
Why, he might flog us all. Then what would happen to our
white superiority? He might kill us all. He must be punished
(the presumptuous chief, not the culprit). So having
reasoned themselves into a fine state of fear and hysteria,
they called for military help and protection from the Union
of South Africa. The help came a-running, but found no
"disturbance" whatsoever. The soldiers sat around a bit,
armed to the teeth, while an official investigation took place.

"Why didn't you ask us to punish this man?" they asked
Tshekedi.

"The man elected to be tried by Native court, which is
his right, under your law and mine," answered Tshekedi
quietly; "nevertheless, | asked the missionaries, the local
commissioner, and the Colonial Office to remove him, but
to no avail."

Then the white folks asked the white "victim": "Why
didn't you ask us for help?"

"I preferred to take my chances with the Native court,”
he answered.

So what to do? Well, the white folks would have to
"make an example," because after all a white man, however
guilty, had been flogged in public by a Native, and you
just can't let that go.

So they tried Tshekedi in a special court, found him
guirty, and banished him from Bechuanaland temporarily.
Temporarily, that is to say until all the excitement had died
down. Then he was reinstated. And the Bechuanas are
still laughing.

Lest my readers think me, a Negro, too prejudiced in my
account of the "Incident," | quote verbatim another
account of it recorded by a white reporter for a South
African newspaper:

"Tshekedi Khama, one of Bechuanaland's ablest native
chiefs, had ordered the flogging of a white man. had
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attacked a young native who had apparently attempted
to interfere with a native woman with whom———was
living. . . . had been tried by native courts for seduc-
ing Bechuana women. He had had a child by one of them.
In all the cases against him, he had agreed to be tried by
the native court. In disputes between whites and blacks in
Bechuanaland, the white man may have his case heard
before a white magistrate if he so desires.

"Tshekedi had asked the Resident Commissioner several
times to have——removed from the kraal because he
believed him to be a bad influence on the natives. But the
Commissioner had ignored the request. Tshekedi decided
that he would convince——that he was persona non
grata. And——stated later that he was quite satisfied with
the judgment passed against him.

" A few hours after. had received his punishment, the
district was alive with rumours of a big native uprising.
The Bechuanas were mobilizing, the rumours said, for a
showdown with the whites. . . . The white residents
appealed to the authorities to call immediately for military
aid, lest they all be murdered in their beds. Meanwhile,
Tshekedi, and the Bechuanas were asleep in theirs,
Tshekedi hoping that would be humiliated enough
to leave the kraal in the morning, hoping Tshekedi
would allow him to stay, and the Bechuanas sleeping soundly
after an exciting but rather tiring day.

"Meanwhile, Union Cabinet Ministers in Capetown
talked by phone with Bechuanaland, urging the Com-
missioner to order armed protection. ... A few hours later,
a detachment of Royal Marines, clad in full field kit with
steel helmets and several days' food rations, and three
howitzer field guns manned by bluejackets, arrived in
Bechuanaland. They took up positions at strategic points,
waiting in expectation for a charge of black savages,
brandishing their spears and screaming bloodcurdling war
cries.

"Instead, they met a nation of harmless people with
whom they fraternized and permitted them to inspect their
rifles and howitzers. The troops remained in Bechuanaland
during Tshekedi's trial, at which he was charged with
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exceeding his powers.' He was suspended and banished. . . .
Tshekedi was thus punished not for flogging a white man
wrongfully—a man who had upset tribal life in the kraal—
but because he had flogged a white man. Such a precedent
could not go unpunished. Other Chiefs with other white
men living in their kraals might get ideas. It was, the
authorities believed, worth all the trouble of a military
display, even ifit did cost the taxpayers in England £4,000.

"As it happened, the British man-in-the-street didn't
agree with the authorities. They thought there had been
too much fuss over one white man who had obviously
deserved what he got. Tshekedi was subsequently reinstated
after a campaign on his behalf in Britain's liberal news
papers, and representations made to the Dominions Office
in London. Thus, the 'Incident’ flopped.”

| learned a great deal more about Tshekedi: He is an
intelligent, determined young man just under thirty, with
aforceful personality, jolly, and extremely popular with his
people. He was educated at Lovedale and Fort Hare,
lives well, and is a gentleman. His wife was aso educated
at Lovedale. Serowe, his capitol, is an African town of some
forty thousand people, in the Kalahari Desert area in
Bechuanaland. The people live by agriculture and cattle-
raising. It is said the Europeans wanted to mine in his
territory, but he refused to permit them to do so.

The legal case which Dr. Schapera had mentioned was
very interesting indeed: A proclamation from the High
Commissioner in 1934 defined more specificaly the legal
status of chiefs in the High Commission territories, setting
forth the procedure to be followed in their appointment
and dismissal, and providing that a chief may only be
deposed by the tribe itself with the government's consent,
but

" . . . The Bechuanaland system differs from the form
adopted in most areas under indirect rule in providing
that the members of a chief's council must be explicitly

! From South of the Congo,
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nominatedy and can be removed by the administration. . . .
The innovations were accepted by some of the chiefs, but
Tshekedi Khama, the regent chief of the Ngwato, and
Bathoen, the Ngwaketsi chief, not only stated their inability
to comply with the terms of the proclamations, but con-
tested their validity in asuit brought in the Special Court....
It was claimed that they violated rights reserved to the chiefs
by treaty, and were void on the ground of uncertainty and
unreasonableness. The decision of the Court was based
on the legal ground that thejurisdiction of the Crown was
unfettered and unlimited, and that the other issues raised
did not therefore come into consideration. It is, however,
clear that behind the suit lay an issue with which the court
itself was unable to deal. The two chiefs have consistently
urged that the system of indirect rule conflicts in practice
with its proclaimed aims; based on the 'recognition’ of a
chief which involves the definition of his powers, it con-
stitutes an invasion of his inherent and traditional position
as the embodiment of the tribe. The most suitable relation-
ship in African conditions in their view is that of 'parallel’
rule; they admit that the final authority must rest with the
controlling power, but claim that internal administration
should be carried on by the chief."*

Any fair-minded person who thinks over this brilliant
and courageous stand taken by Tshekedi and his fellow chief
in Bechuanaland will appreciate why he is a legend among
Negroes who know about him.

July 2. Dr. Moroka and Dr. Yergan handed Pauli and me
over to our new friend Dr. Xuma, for the trip to Johannes-
burg.

Just before we left Bloemfontein we had a satisfying
telephone conversation with Paul, in London, via Capetown.
The overseas operator got him within fifteen minutes. |
asked him to go to Cooks' in London and buy the plane seats
for our return trip from Central Africa. Everyone here says

1 From An African Survey, by Lord Hailey, published by the Oxford Univer -
sty Press London, Toronto, 1939.



72 AFRICAN JOURNEY

it will be impossible for me, being coloured, to buy them
on this end. Paul said he would secure definite specific
reservations, pay for them on his end, then forward the
tickets to me care of Cooks' in Johannesburg, where | could
pick them up. His voice sounded very near and dear. Pauli
gave him a fat kiss over the wires.

This travelling about Africa reminds me of travelling
through the Deep South in America: You are passed from
friend to friend, from car to car, from home to home, often
covering thousands of miles without enduring the in-
conveniences and humiliations of the incredibly bad Jim
Grow train accommodations and lack of hotel facilities
for Negroes.

Dr. Xuma has a gorgeous new 1935 Buick, complete
with balloon tyres, shock absorbers, specia springs, etc.
Dr. Yergan said ruefully: "This is much more suitable for
you and Pauli than my modest and aged Dodge." We were
indignant. That Dodge had been our friend and companion
and home and steed for more than two thousand miles.
Its sturdy comfort had been dependable. We had had no
hint of mechanical or tyre trouble in all that long trip.
We would hear no word against it.

Everyone cautioned us against Kroonstad, a very
"cracker" Boer town en route to Johannesburg. Africans
hate and fear this town. Dr. Yergan said he would send
me a wire care of the post office there, giving me whatever
news there was about a possible trip to Swaziland. | was
to collect the wire and we were to go right on through the
town to the location beyond.

And so, having said good-bye to our wonderful host,
Dr. Moroka, and to our guardian angel,, Dr. Yergan, we
settled oursdlves luxuriously in the new Buick with Dr.
Xuma and a young relief driver, and left Bloemfontein
this morning.

| shall dways remember the dust of South Africa—mists
of it, fogs of it, clouds of it—floods of thick red-brown and
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clay-coloured dust swirling everywhere the moment you
move your foot or your car. On the road you must either
pass a car at once or stay well behind it, because of the cur-
tain of dust. Unless you have a very fast car, it is safer to
stay far behind if you are African, because the South
African, especially the Boer, often resents being passed by an
African.

We are now fairly familiar with South African roads.
There are the typical ox-wagons, the usual means of trans-
port: heavy, clumsy, lumbering wagons drawn by five
yoke (pair) of oxen, often six or seven yoke. The oxen
always have to be led, and African men and boys do this—
one in front, guiding, often one at either side, and one at the
back. These Africans walk most of the many miles of the
trek, guiding the beasts. The roads are often obstructed
by these wagons and by herds of cattle, which are always
tended by African herdboys.

There are a great many gates in the roads all over South
Africa. At night you must get down to open and close these
gates yourself, but during the day they are opened and
closed by the herdboys who are tending the cattle near by.
It is customary to throw a penny, and they cup their hands
to receive it with a charming smile and a dignified "Danke,
Baas." We came into alarge town, whose last gate was near
the outskirts. Some little poor white boys had ganged the
herdboys and driven them away, and were opening and
closing the gate for the cars. They opened it for us, then
ran along beside the car, wild looking, with staring greedy
eyes. When Pauli threw the inevitable copper they shrieked:
"Penny, penny, penny!" and grovelled in the dust for it.
No thanks of any kind. An unpleasant sight. Where is the
white prestige?

As a driver myself, the road courtesy always interests me.
If a car is parked on the road, every passing car stops to be
of help. They carry people on to the next town, share petrol,
tow cars. This is universal—white and black. It almost
amounts to an unwritten law.

Cl



74 AFRICAN JOURNEY

Mealies (corn) grow on each side of the road—mile
after mile of scrubby sun-baked wispy mealies. Dry sun-
baked grass. Very few trees and those planted specially.
All the trees were cut down by the early settlers and not
replaced, hence the great soil erosion everywhere, and
the lack of rainfall.

Hills, kopjes, table mountains, pyramid peaks—desolate
and barren. The sun streaming down. Glare, glare, glare.
Then the night winds, very cold, howling and roaring,
making frightening noises. The bitter, biting cold of the thin
air, once the sun has gone.

The gorgeous incredible sunsets, so spectacular that |
always think of a cyclorama at the back of a theatre:
brilliant gay scarlet, flame, liquid,gold skies turning to dull
gold, then fading to pastel pinks and blues, blues and greys,
then luminousblue-grey, thentheswift darkness. No twilight.
Just that clarity of light, silhouette, and the sudden night.

The night skies are lovely too: clear vault of blue imme-
diately overhead—not distant as in Europe or at home.
Enormous glittering stars and the fleecy clouds, all very,
Very near.

We saw a mine train, this time coming up from Johannes-
burg with its tragic burden of Africans who have served
their term in the mines. Some broken in health, some
coughing, some with the beginnings of the dreaded phthisis.
All exhausted, "worked out." Many hanging out of the
train windows drinking in the sun and air. All with the
pathetic little cash which will be eaten up by taxes and fees.

We pass the now familiar corrugated tents of the railway
workers, beside the rare railroad tracks.

And the European farms, widely spaced in their miles
of valleys. And always the heartbreaking sight of African
families on the road, on foot, trying somehow to escape
from the slavery of these farms. The father often leads the
small child by the hand, infront, followed by other children
and the mother, who has all their worldly possessions on
her head: perhaps a crude stove, blanket, a few clothes, a
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little food. They are friendly, kindly, patient, stubbornly
moving on, hoping to find the next place more reasonable,
more human. But of course the next place isjust as bad.

The terrible labour conditions of Natives on European
farms have been made legal. The Native Service Contract
Act of 1932 has been called a "charter of slavery" and is
exactly that:

"This Act requires that a native resident on a private
farm—that is, in effect, all labour tenants—to obtain a
document of identification before proceeding to any other
place than his home; no one may employ a native unless
his document of identification bears an endorsement by the
owner of the farm on which he is resident authorizing him
to seek fresh employment. . . . (The Act) permits the
corporal punishment of male servants up to 18 years of age
for any contravention of the Masters and Servants Acts. . . .
The contract entered into by a native is binding on his
children up to the age of 18 years without their consent
and the penal sanctions accordingly become applicable to
the whole family. It may also be remarked that the native
employee is less likely to have recourse to the courts than
his master, and it is pointed out that the Act makes it
impossible for natives to organize to protect themselves
against exploitation."*

Every adult Native who lives as a squatter or labour-
tenant on a European-owned farm (and more than two
million of them must do so because Europeans have left
insufficient land to the Native for living space) is liable by
law to render six months' unpaid service to his landlord
every year, and the six months can be made up of every
other day if the landlord chooses. The Act legalizes verbal
contracts between landlord and tenant, yet the Native must
have written release from his landlord on his Pass before he
dares leave. The Act further legalizes contracts making
Native boys and girls from ten to eighteen years of age
liable to any kind of work in any part of the Union.

Pretty comprehensive, this Act!!
! From An African Survey, pp. 661, 663, 667
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These families on the roads, | wonder what they were
thinking, what they will do? Fifty years-ago these Africans
lived on this very land, tilling the soil, tending their cattle,
mining their metals, living a good life. Europeans took over
their lands by conquest and by legal trickery, and made
them slaves. For instance there was Lobengula, only sixty
years ago the powerful and respected King of the Matabele,
who made his first important and fatal mistake in 1888 when
he granted, under pressure, what was afterwards referred
to as the Rudd Concession. This concession gave to the
agents of Cecil Rhodes sole control of all the mineralsin his
kingdom. The result of that mistake was that Matabeleland
became Southern Rhodesia, and Lobengula's descendants,
thirty-five years later, were reduced to petitioning King
George of England for these reasons:

"The members of the late King's (Lobengula's) family,
your petitioners, and several members of the tribe are now
scattered about on farms so parcelled out to white settlers,
and are practically created a nomadic people, under a
veiled form of slavery, they being not allowed individually
to cross from one farm to another, or from place to place
except under a system of permit or pass, and are practically
forced to do labour on these private farms as a condition
of their occupying land in Matabeleland/'*

This petition is typical of the African attitude toward the
European. In talking with Africans, one gets the feeling
that they have confidence in the decency and dignity of
human beings in general—white, yellow, and black. In
spite of the shameful treatment they have received and
are now receiving at the hands of the white man, they
believe that what they must do is bring the facts of this
treatment to the attention of other white men who, because
they are human and decent and fair, will correct these
injustices.

Thus Lobengula's family appealed to King George. Thus

! From Black Man's Burden.
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Cetshwayo, King of the Zulus, when his kingdom was
destroyed, journeyed to England and appealed directly to
Queen Victoria. Thus kings and chiefs all over Africa have
tried to appeal directly to the people of the home country
of the invaders, the settlers, the colonists: to the people
of England, France, Germany, Belgium, and Portugal.

I imagine the African's thinking runs something like this:
Most of these white men who come out here to Africa are
not the best men of their country, are not even the good
men. If they were they would probably have stayed at
home. Marry of them are here because they were not
respected, were unsuccessful, misfits, greedy, bad.

The same kind of thing happens in African society: A
good man, respected and successful, usually remains at
home to enjoy respect and success. The misfits and the bad
men roam.

The African appeals to the local settlers for justice, and
gets none. He then appeals to the local governments (which
are, with few exceptions, white governments for the settlers)
and not only does not getjustice, but getsinstead terrifyingly
repressive laws made against him.

Still with faith in humanity, the African reasons. These
are bad men, greedy, ruthless men. | will appeal to the men
in the land whence they came—to the good men, respected
and successful, who remained at home. They will see the
injustice of my situation, and will remedy it. So he appeals
to King George, to Parliaments, to Colonial Offices—to
what he thinks and hopes are the "good people.”

The colonist knows there are many good people in his
home country in Europe who would most certainly not
approve of his behaviour if they were aware of it. He has
therefore steadily built up almost insuperable barriers
between the African and the people of Europe. So that only
very vague information is received abroad about the African
—unless there is some calamitous event which cannot be
entirely hidden, ignored, buried in voluminous and weighty
Colonial Reports, or suavely explained away.
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An example of such a calamitous event occurred in the
early igoo's:

"The Congo Free State—known since August, .1908, as
the Belgian Congo, is roughly 1 million square miles in
extent. . . . Estimates of the population varied from
40 to 30 to 20 million. No estimates of the population fell
below 20 million. In 1911 an official census was taken. It
revealed that only 8% million people were left. The Congo
system lasted for the best part of 20 years . . . and a careful
study suggests that a figure of 10 million victims would be a
very conservative estimate."’

One must assume that the people of Belgium did not know
how their own Kingand colonists were exploiting the African
in the Congo, and would have seriously protested had they
known. Therefore King Leopold and his colonial officials
dared not publish the census figures in Belgium, the home
country. When men in other countries read the figures
and understood their significance, they raised aworld scandal
which forced King Leopold to hand over the Belgian Free
State from his private personal ownership to the Belgian
Government.

Who can say the African is naive? Who can say, if the
African is able to put his case clearly and directly before
the people of Europe, in Europe, that normal, decent,
reasonable human beings will not be revolted by the shame-
ful injustice of his treatment? What simple honest man in
England, France, America, or elsewhere wants to he
thought a tyrant, a brute, a greedy ruthless destructive
beast by 150 million people—black or any other colour?

And what more propitious time than now, when peoples
all over the world are facing and fighting down slavery,
securing forever—they hope—freedom for all men. Africans
are men. Thatfight, that hope will bein vainifthat freedom
is not granted to al men!

From Black Man's Burden.
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Our handsome Buick rolled along beautifully until we
came into Kroonstad, and there, right in the middle of the
main street, one of the elegant balloon tyres blew out.
While Dr. Xuma and the young driver changed the tyre,
Pauli and | strolled through the town in search of the post
office and Yergan's wire. It was blazing hot. We were stared
at all the way by the porky, piefaced Boers with their
small eyes st close together in mean faces. The sight of the
undernourished little African nurse girls carrying those over-
stuffed Boer children on their backs sickened me.

Arriving at the post office, we found separate windows for
Europeans and Non-Europeans, but the Poste-Restante was
general. The ratty-faced clerk asked rudely what | wanted,
staring meanwhile at Pauli. Sensing his attitude, | asked
respectfully for a telegram for Robeson.

"No telegram for you,” he answered immediately,
without looking in the lettered boxes behind him.

| could s the yellow envelope in the box under R.

| thought, If Yergan says he'll send a wire, he'll send
it.

| said, still respectfully, "But 1'm expecting a telegram.
Ifit hasn't come yet, I'lljust sit and wait for it."

Taking Pauli by the hand, | went over to a bench and
sa down, prepared to wait forever. The clerk glared at us,
his mouth hanging open, his face slowly reddening. He flung
himself over to the boxes, pulled out the yellow envelope,
looked at it first on one sde then on the other (I really
don't think he could read), and thrust it through the
window.

"Here, isthisit?" he asked.

| went back to the ‘'window, read my name on the envelope,
and said: "Yes, it is, thank you very much,” and smiled
at him. Again he glared at us, and his neck seemed to swell
as the scarlet of his face slowly turned to purple. Still with
Pauli's hand in mine, we left the post office.

We know this same kind of thing in our own Deep South.
If Pauli and | had been ragged and black, and had said a
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lot of "Yes, Sirs" and "No, Sirs" and "Thank you, Sirs,"
the clerk would have been condescending and pleasant
and helpful, if he had felt in the mood. But we were well
dressed and confident, respectful only of his government
position—not of his white skin—and that made him furiously
uncertain socially, and very angry. And worse, | could read.
We didn't "know our place,” which to the "cracker" is
the unforgivable sin. Our place, of course, is at the very
bottom, and very, very definitely under him!

Back at the place where we had left the car, we found
no car. For a bad moment | was worried. This is no place
to get lost in, | thought. But the sensible thing to do is to
wait right here, and they will come back. Sure enough,
in a few minutes Dr. Xuma drove up. When | saw the
enormous reliefin his face | felt guilty and repentant for the
worry | had caused him. It seems the tyre was changed
quickly and easily, and they drove to the post office to
pick us up. Not finding us, they inquired of the clerk,
who had just glared at them. Really worried, they decided
to come back to the rendezvous before searching the town
for us.

We drove on through the hated Kroonstad to the location
outside the town, where we had dinner with ayoung African
teacher and her mother in their neat little home. They were
cordial, interesting, and eager for news of the convention
and of the outside world. After a pleasant restful visit we
continued on to Johannesburg.

It was nearly midnight when we arrived, and after three
hundred miles of desolate veldt, the panorama of lights
was beautiful. We drove through the brilliantly lighted
suburbs, through the central part of the city with its wide
clean streets, huge luxury cinemas, tall office buildings,
and modern luxury flatswith their individual balconies; on
out of the city on the other side to the duller outskirts, past
mountainous mine dumps to the Sofiatown Location which
was our destination. And finally we went to bed, all of us
very tired.
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July 3. Dr. Xuma's house in Sofiatown is pleasant and

comfortable. Heisayoung widower with two small children.
Today we saw Johannesburg again and found it more

attractive, modern, clean, and spacious by daylight.

Called at Cooks' for our mail and bought tickets for the
trip by train fromJohannesburg down to Lourengo Marques,
the Portuguese port on the southeast coast. Also bought
the ship reservations for the trip up the east coast to Mom-
basa. And, to my vast relief, picked up the plane tickets
and reservations which Paul had sent on from Cooks
in London. Bless him. Cooks' was very helpful in checking
visas and giving us useful travel information.

Saw the mine dumps by daylight. They are everywhere
on the outskirts of the city, beyond the beautiful European
residential suburbs: Great, depressing mountains of slag-7-
whitish looking ashy dirt and clinkers washed clean of
all gold dust, and just piled up and left.

In the early evening going home we saw the dreaded
pick-up vans everywhere in the streets, in the outskirts of
town, and on the roads leading to the locations. The van
is a cross between a dog-catcher's wagon and a police patrol
wagon. Africans call it, simply, "Pick-Up." If they cannot
show a pass or permit to be out on the streets, they are
seized, loaded into these vans, and taken tojail. No European
can be arrested without a warrant, but none is necessary
to arrest an African. The accusation is decided upon after
the arrest. They tell me it is easier to plead guilty when
picked up, pay the fine, and thus avoid the return trip to
court for a hearing and perhaps a much larger fine and a
prison sentence.

According to the report of the Native Economic Com
mission for the Union of South Africa, the figures (for the
Transvaal only) for the year 1930 show " . . . that of
32,000 convictions for Pass Law offences, 16,000 were
obtained in the Witwatersrand Police Division [this section
where we saw the vans] and 23,000 in the rest of the
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Transvaal. The figures for previous years tell the same
tale. . . . The Commission listened to many complaints
on the subject of the Pass Laws by Natives in the Transvaal,
Natal, and Orange. Free State. In the Cape Province no
Pass Law system is in force, except in the Transkei [where
850,000 Natives live] and in the districts generally known
as British Bechuanaland where permits for entrance and
exit are required."

I can certainly follow their thinking when Africans tell
me it is easier to plead guilty than to return to court for a
hearing. | would hate to find myself as a Native in a court
anywhere in South Africa. The African has no important
legal rights. In many parts of the Union, African births
and deaths are not recorded. Deaths of African workers
in the mines are not published. This is the way the Native
fares in court:

"A few years ago a case was brought before the South
African Supreme Court concerning a white man and a
native woman charged with ‘'illicit intercourse." The white
man's lawyer secured an acquittal for him on the grounds
of insufficient evidence. But [on the same evidence] the Banth
woman, who had no lawyer, was found guilty and sentenced to twelve
months' imprisonment,

"There is no death penalty for the murder of a native
by awhite man. In 1935, an Afrikaans farmer in the Orange
Free State killed one of his Bantu servants. He was fined
£20 (£100)—suspended for two years. It appeared that the
native, aged 55, had been disobedient."?

July 4. Sunday. In the early afternoon we drove through
Friedasdoorp, said to be the roughest section around
Johannesburg. It reminded me very much of Lenox Avenue
in Harlem on a summer Sunday afternoon. The streets
were thronged with Africans, all colours, all sizes, dressed
in all kinds of clothes, strolling in the sun. Indians, Malays,
Coloured, and Africans live in this section. There is a sports

* From Report of Motive Economic Commission, p. 105,
2 From South of the Congo.
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ground—for Indians and Coloured only—where a football
game was in progress.

Farther along we came to another sports ground—this
one for Africans—and decided to go in to watch this football
game. An African street vendor was selling hot roast sweet
potatoes just outside the gate and doing brisk business.
Inside the place was jammed. Both teams were African,
arid they played very well indeed. The audience was good-
natured, vocal, and enthusiastic. Pauli especially enjoyed
itall.

After watching the game for a while, we went along to
the mine compound, which was nearly adjoining the sports
ground. We watched the Zulu miners dancing, and took
pictures. The dancing was interesting and the costumes
colourful.

Then we went on to one of the nearby mines. It being
Sunday, the white superintendent was away, and the
Induna or Native superintendent showed us around.
There are 5,400 Natives working in the mine, and more
than 2,000 additional Natives working in the next mine
about a thousand yards away: Swazis, Pondos, Basutos,
and many Portuguese East Africans. Pauli and | were soon
able to distinguish the Swazis, who wear their hair long,
dressed with red-brown clay and brushed right back from
their dark faces, giving them a curious red-haired look.
And the Pondos, with their hair in regular '‘corn-rows/'
sometimes "wrapped"—a style which Negroes in our own
Deep South would recognize immediately. Of course we
could tell the Basutos by their typical colourful blankets.

The mine kitchens were a revelation: soup, porridge
(cooked thick and shovelled out in great solid slabs on to
the plates), samp; the meat was "cow shanks," which we
found in examination to be cow feet. On workdays the men
are usually given raw meat, which they cook themselves
over fires built on the ground outside their rooms.

The compound is the living quarters for the Native
miners only. The white workers live in their homes outside
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the compound, in the suburbs, orin the city. The compound
is a barren dusty square surrounded fry brick barracks,
"rooms," and the whole enclosed by a high strong fence;
very like a prison. The barracks, or rooms, are high one-
story buildings, with a door but no windows. The light
and air come through ventilators placed high in the walls,
just under the metal roofs.

Pauli and | went inside one of the rooms and saw the
double row of stone bunks ranged round the walls—eighteen
bunks in the first tier, eighteen bunks in the second tier.
The Induna explained that the bunks were made of porous
concrete; some of them have boards laid across them.
Each man has a bunk on which he deeps and on which
he keeps his few personal possessions. Formerly fifty miners
were housed in each of these rooms but there was so much
illness and ensuing loss of labour time that the mine officials
reduced the number to the present thirty-six per room.

The Native miner gets board (a minimum medically
approved ration scale) and lodging, medical attention, and
hospitalization free. If he meets with an accident and is
disabled or killed, heis paid compensation under the Native
Labour Regulation Act as follows: For permanent partial
disablement, from £1 ($5.00) to £20 ($100.00); for
permanent total disablement or death, from £30 ($150.00)
to £50 ($250.00); there is no provision for temporary
disablement, which frequently lasts for a long time and
necessitates repatriation.

But very often the bereaved family back in the reserve is
unable to collect even this modest compensation because
they may not hear of the death until long afterwards. The
mines do not publish the names of the approximately three
thousand Natives who die every year from accident or
disease.

M uch of the illness of the miners consists of chest ailments,
bronchitis, and pneumonia. It seems they go down into the
mines, before sun-up. TheshiftisfromfiveA.M.totwoP.M.
The Natives must be down at five A.M. so as to be ready
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when the European supervisors come down at six. When
they go down it is very cold (Johannesburg is 6,000 feet
above sea level), and as they go lower and lower it gets
hotter and hotter. They often do the hardest kind of physical
labour in temperatures of 60 to 70 degrees and higher.
When they come up at 2 P.M., exhausted and streaming
with perspiration—their pores wide open and relaxed—
they are too tired to take proper care of themselves. This
is when they take cold.

The mines do not provide clothes. But recently, because of
increasing loss of labour time from pneumonia, the mine
officials considered providing warm coats for the men to
wear to and from the shafts. So far there are no coats.
The miners tell me rather bitterly that the mines declared
a balance of £10,000,000 last year. Balance, after all expenses
and operation costs had been paid. But there are still no
coats.

The gold mines are the foundation for the prosperity of
South Africa. It is estimated that between 250,000 and
450,000 Natives are employed in the mines.

For centuries the African had mined gold and other metals
for himself. Since the white conquest and occupation of
South Africa, the African has not been able to mine for
himself. Thereis no law against it—he is simply not granted
a licence to mine. But he is recruited and otherwise forced
by taxes and other pressure to work the mines for the white
man.

Many of the Europeans who are employed underground
are so employed for reasons of prestige. Their work can be,
in many cases, and very often is, unofficially done by
Natives, at one-eighth of the Europeans' wage. The Native
miner is paid an everage wage of 785. 6d. ($19.70) per
month. Thisfigure.includesroom, board, medical attention,
etc.; the actual wage is about 575. 6d. ($14.50) per month.
The European is paid an average wage of £31 75. od.
($156.75) per month, for much easier work.

This figure of 575. 6d. ( $14.50) per month for the Native
miner was fixed in 1897, and from then until now there
has not been even a nominal increase. In fixing the figure
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in 1897, the Mines Association reduced the then wages by
one-third and simultaneously transferred the cost of travel to
and from the mines from the employers to the employees.

These wages make Native mine labour slave labour.
"1t is the distinction of the mines to have rendered slavery
unnecessary by retaining its substance while dispensing
with its form."!

The miners recruited in Portuguese East Africa receive
even lower wages than those fixed above, and the South
African Native Races Committee explains why:

"For every Native imported from the Portuguese terri-
tories of Mozambique a sum of 13J. ( $3.25) is payable to the
Portuguese Government, and a further sum of 10s ($2.50)
has to be paid to the Government by the Native on his return
for each year of his service. The Association (Mine Owners)
has found the Province of Mozambique by far the most pro-
ductive and satisfactory of itsrecruiting grounds. The Natives
from these territories are engaged on a 12 months' contract
(longer than the others) at a wage of is. 6d. ($00.37) Per
day (less than the others)."2

With the reward of 23s. ($5.75) for each Native sent
to the mines, no wonder the Portuguese officials are energetic
in "facilitating" the recruiting in their territory.

The Native miner has not accepted this slavery lying
down. On the contrary, he has fought every step of the way.
In order to keep him at this low level, the South African
Government has had to impose taxes, has had to pass law
after law to prevent him from organizing, to prevent him
from holding meetings, to silence his protests. Things have
come to such a pass in some parts of Africa that it is now a
criminal offence (not civil) for a Native to break his work
contract (a civil contract). Industrial organization for the
Native is illegal. The Colour Bar Bill prevents the Native,
however well trained and efficient, from working (officially)
in all skilled and many unskilled trades. If a Native says the
white man does not pay good wages, he may be, in some
areas, put in prison for sedition. But the ingenious and per-

1 .
From The Duty of Empire, p. 252.
2 From The South Afric%n I\faltiv%.
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sistent Native miner, finding his voice stilled elsewhere,
began to chant his grievances to the visitors who watched
his dances in the mining compounds, hoping that some
sympathetic cars would lend attention, and help him. The
mine officials, startled by such audacity, promptly suppressed
the dances.

We got back to Dr. Xuma's with just time to eat and
change for the party which the Bantu Men's Social Club
was giving in our honour in the evening. The Africans
making up the membership of this club are quite European.
There was entertainment, and the two items on the pro-
gramme which interested me most were a recitation of an
alliterative story made up almost entirely of clicks—very
humorous and fascinating—and a song about the Johannes-
burg mountains, a real African ballad which was beautiful
in itself and beautifully sung. | think it might be fine for
Paul, and they have promised to send him a copy. | made
the inevitable speech, and at the end of the evening the
members of the club presented me with a collection of
African records. They could not have given me anything
more welcome or of more practical value.

July 6. No dice for Swaziland. We have been unable to
arrange the visit. | am glad to have been able to see at least
one of the protectorates—Basutoland. So | won't be greedy.

July 7. We left Johannesburg last night at nine-fifteen,
and arrived in Lourengo Marques a little after one o'clock
today. Had a nice compartment on the train. We worked
our way down from the 6,000-foot level of the mining city
to the seacoast level of the port. The country was uninterest-
ing: mountains, hills, desolate green-brown scrub, some
trees, a few huts here and there, an occasional Native
village, afew cattle, afew Natives on the roads. The Portu-
guese we saw from the train windows were a mangy-
looking lot—small, sun-baked, enervated.
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At Lourenco Marques we "saw the town," bought post-
cards, went to Cooks' and exchanged our vouchers for the
regular steamship tickets, did some shopping, and at four-
thirty this afternoon boarded the ss Kenya of the British
India Line. We have a nice double outside cabin with
private bath, and are very comfortable indeed.

July 10. Friday. We are halfway through the Mozambique
Channel, proceeding north along the east coast. Madagascar
is on our right, but out of sight.

Our ship called at Beira yesterday. We went ashore with
other passengers to have a look around, and bought post-
cards and little souvenirs. Beirais a wretched little place. It
was early afternoon when we went ashore, and no one but
ourselves was stirring. People sat or lay in siesta by the side
of the road, under trees, on porches. The air was heavy,
sweltering, and very enervating. The humidity was terrific.

After our short stroll up to the little general store, we were
all so exhausted we found it hard to make our way back to
the ship. It was then | understood why everyone was having
siesta. | also understood fully for the first time that delightful
song of Noel Coward's, "Mad Dogs and Englishmen Go,
out in the Midday Sun."

The ship's doctor told us that in the old days Beira was al
swamps and mosquitoes and malaria, but lately the swamps
have been drained and the conditions are better. He says
the damp and terrible heat is so oppressive that Portuguese
officials have to return to Europe regularly after a maximum
term of eight months. Most Europeans are unable to
stand the humidity for a longer period. | can well believe
it.

July I'l . We are nearly through the channel. The ship is
Very slow but comfortable. We have just missed the tail
end of a northeast monsoon.

The coast is interesting but desolate: white sandy shores,
cliffs, green hills. It is getting hotter and hotter. And thisis
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winter here (July) with this exhausting heat. | hate to think
of what the summer must be like, especially in Beira.

July 12. We have finally passed Madagascar and come out
of the channel into the Indian Ocean. Our ship calls at
Dar-Es-Salaam, the port of Tanganyika Territory, to-
morrow. The passengers tell me one can buy beautiful
eastern silks very reasonably in the Indian shops there,
and they make things to order for you overnight, delivering
them to you next day in Zanzibar when the ship calls
there. We shall see.

The passengers have become very friendly with us. Pauli
plays all day long with the children. There have been one
or two little incidents. Two of the South African children
simply could not understand why Pauli must have "his
turn” in all the games. Though they come to fetch him,
and seem anxious for him to play, they often try to "skip"
his turn. | keep a weather eye on them, but so far haven't
interfered, because Pauli seems well able to handle himself.
Yesterday he put his foot down and said: " | fyou don't
want me to play, say so. But if | play | always get my turn,
understand?" They flushed with surprise; they had not
thought that his turn could be important. Then they pulled
him back into the game. They don't skip him any more.
They seem to like him very much, butjust don't understand
him at all. To them he is "Native," yet they can't push him
around. They might even understand if he were a prince
or something. But he isjust a plain American Coloured boy
who isn't going to be pushed around.

Since these Europeans have made such a cult of games
and sports, |'m glad he's very good at them. It helps.

Have had pleasant and interesting talks with one of the
passengers, a Miss P., a charming Viennese who has
travelled all over America and studied economics there.
She is now a professor of economics at Johannesburg Univer-
sity. Have aso enjoyed a delightful Mrs. D., a teacher
who was born in South Africa. She is a fine type of pioneer
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stock, honest, sympathetic, understanding, generous minded.
We have talked for days about the Native question. | am
so glad to have met her.

I had gone sour on the subject of South Africans. There
must be more like Mrs. D.—not many, because she is an
especially fine human being—but there must be some.
Pauli adores her. It is wonderful that she is a teacher,
because she has a way with children. It is impossible for
them to come into contact with her and not have their minds
opened up, at least to some extent. She is that kind of
person. She has written Pauli an African story, for himself
alone, making him the subject of the story, whichis laid in
purely Native surroundings. It is extremely well done,
and he has put it with his treasured possessions.

The passengers have been asking me how | liked Johannes-
burg. These South Africans are very proud of their beautiful
city and of their great mining industry on the Rand. They
are also embarrassed by and ashamed of the Native problem
that industry has helped create; they usually ignore it, but
sometimes they feel reluctantly called upon at least to men-
tion it.

| said | thought it was far too beautiful and prosperous
a city to have all those dreadful locations in and near it,
and | could not understand why a modern population
would risk its public health with such a menace. Surpris-
ingly, they all agreed that they are disgraceful and must be
cleaned up. They went on to tell me that something would
have to be done about their treatment of the Native also.
One lady mentioned the matter of transport for Natives in
South Africa. She says the buses around Johannesburg
charge Natives five times as much fare as Europeans; that
her maid has to pay 37 cents bus fare to go to her location,
while she herself pays only 8 cents for twice the distance.
She says thereis no bus service at all to many of the locations,
and the Natives must come into town on foot. And when
there is a service, it is always expensive, irregular, and with
broken-down discarded buses.
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An alarming thing happened on board last night: a
deranged passenger tried to kill himself by slashing his
throat. He is an Englishman, a settler who is being taken
back to England under guard. He is in the stateroom with
barred windows and protected door. The ship's doctor tells
me he will have to be confined to an institution when he
gets home. Poor man.

July 13. Today we put in at Dar-Es-Salaam, after threading
our way cautiously past dangerous-looking reefs, through a
beautiful little paradise of green islands. Pauli said the reefs
made him think of pirates and wrecks, and was delighted
when passengers told him this coast is famous for wrecks.
Miss P. says that during the First World War the Germans
(Tanganyika was then a German colony) filled a ship with
concrete and sank it in the mouth of the harbour inorder
to block it. That is why it is so difficult for ships to get in
and out now, and the pilot is sorely needed.

We went ashore to see the beautiful town, which is laid
out rather like Berlin. The wide clean streets are very
handsome and modern, but very, very hot. The narrow
streets of the Native quarter are much cooler and much
better suited to this blazing tropical sun. There is a modern
German-built hospital, a beautiful government house, and
a marvellous Strand Avenue along the sea front. And there
is a fascinating park in which the Germans planted every
type of tree they could find from all over the world.

We did alot of shopping in the town. The shops are nearly
all Indian and are filled with the most gorgeous eastern silk
materials. | chose a lovely Assam silk for a bathrobe for
Pauli, a summer coat for myself of the famous tussore silk,
summer suits for us both of an Indian silk rather like pongee,
and some cool pyjamas and night dresses—all at astoundingly
low prices. The silks are all specially woven for tropical wear,
and while they are sturdy and have body enough to hold
their shape, they are surprisingly cool and fresh and comfort-
able in the great heat, and are said to launder beautifully.
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Everything will be made by hand and to measure, and
delivered to us in the ship tomorrow at Zanzibar.

After a full day in Dar-Es-Salaam we rejoined our ship,
and overnight made our way up to Zanzibar, a lovely
Arabian Nights island a little farther north, off the coast of
Tanganyika.

July 14. Zanzibar. Hired a car and a guide so that Pauli
and | might see as much as possible of the island. We stopped
at the famous museum. As we arrived at the entrance we
saw a class of Indian and Arab schoolgirls leaving, chattering
and giggling as schoolgirls will, and very picturesque in
their motley dress—some in shorts, some in saris, and some
with veils.

There was some lovely silver work in the museum, so
delicately and intricately carved that it looked like exquisite
lacework. And there was a wonderful drum—huge, made
with a heavy skin, and with a deep rich rolling tone which
made us think of Paul.

From the museum we drove to the Swaheli village: It
was very pretty and oriental, with fascinating little nouses
of reed walls and thatched roofs. Winding our way through
the narrow streets with houses crowded against each other,
we came to the Native market, which isright in the ordinary
street. There were barbers busy with customers in barber
chairs on their own front porches; shoemakers hammering
and sewing at shoes on benches on their porches; all kinds
of merchandise—garlic, fresh fruit, vegetables, and dreadful-
looking fish—spread out on benches on the porches. Flies
and smell everywhere.

The Arab market a little farther on was much the same,
perhaps just a shade cleaner.

Driving out into the cooler countryside we saw large
stone houses, now deserted looking, which used to be the
homes of the rich Arab plantation owners. The old Arab
doors with heavy wooden carvings and brass studs are
handsome in the sun. The old Arab graveyards are lovely
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too, with their gravestones mouldy and falling to pieces,
green and neglected, but dignified still.

We passed miles and miles of clove and coconut groves.
A fairytale island, this Zanzibar, with its lush green and its
palms and spices, Arabs and Indians and Africans. But the
flies—the flies are not so fairy-like.

And so back to the ship, to find it swarming with the
Indian merchants from Dar-Es-Salaam, delivering the
orders from the day before. Our clothes are perfect, well
made and well fitted.

Later, as we stood at the ship's rail looking out into the
velvet night, a passenger joined us and pointed out the
Southern Cross in the sky. We could make out the irregular
partly double cross quite plainly. Our friend saysitisvisible
near the equator and southward, but not at all in the
Northern Hemisphere.

July 15. Arrived at Mombasa, the Kenya port, at six this
morning. The approach is beautiful: the harbour filledwith
colourful Native craft and a few modern liners, the coral
beach, the reed enclosures in the water, the beach houses
above on the cliffs, great coconut palms tall and leaning,
the extraordinary baobab tree with its peculiar thick trunk
and white branches—dead l|ooking—shooting out above,
lush tropical growth everywhere. The scenery is fascinating.

We leave the ship here at Mombasa and go overland by
train to Uganda. The ship goes on to Bombay, crossing the
Indian Ocean.

The immigration and customs officials who came on
board said they had been especially instructed to look after
Pauli and me, and anything they could do they would do
gladly. They were very kind and helpful. | sense Paul's
hand somewhere.

We drove through the town to the Manor Hotel, whichis
charming. The proprietor, a European, proved to be a
devoted fan of Paul's and was most cordial, going to consider-
able lengths to make us welcome and comfortable. (This was
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a great relief, because the hotel was European and very
smart, and with South Africa just behind me | expected
anything.) He gave us a cool spacious sitting room for the
day (we leave by train this afternoon for Kampala), and we
had a delicious lunch in the pleasant dining room of simple,
light, cool, sensible food which he chose for us himself.

The proprietor then showed us around the hotel, explain-
ingthatitistypically tropical: itisbuilt as open as possible.
The dining room is on a platform with all sides open,
though screened, so that it gets all the breezes and is delight-
fully cool; the waiters go over alittle balcony to the separate
kitchen. All over the hotel in all the rooms there are fans
in the ceilings, screens and blinds to the enormous windows.
There are innumerable African servants everywhere, in
long white gowns and white caps. They seemed interested
in us, as we were in them. | spoke with them when | got a
chance. They told me they are from upcountry in Kenya,
and are only in town to make money. They return to their
homes as soon as they have enough. They said no African
will live in town if he can avoid it, " because conditions are
bad, very bad." A few of them spoke halting, formal English.

After lunch we talked by telephone with Paul in London.
His voice certainly bridges the distance. With thousands of
miles between us, that big deep warm rich tone is magic
over the wires to Pauli and me. Pauli always begins his
telephone conversations with "Daddy!", and then his eyes
grow big and round, and his smile grows wide as he hears
the big voice roll over the wires.

Paul says he has three films lined up now: King Solomon's
Mines for Gaumont British, Damballa for Hammer Pro-
ductions, and the Sahara film for Capitol. He says he has
had my letters and is glad all is going well, and swears he
will write us by air mail to Uganda. We'll believe that
nonwriter when we get the letters. He says that as soon as
we are safely arrived in Uganda, he will nip off to Moscow
for the rest of the summer. He will spend the time with
Sergei Eisenstein, watching him film in the country.
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After our satisfying telephone conversation we went
shopping in a rickshaw. We have seen so many pictures of
rickshaws, and have always wanted a ride in one, but this
was our first opportunity. They are quite common here in
Mombasa. We chose one drawn by a black Moslem and
found it very comfortable and leisurely.

Bought some beautiful postcards and a sun helmet
for myself. They tell me ladies don't wear them, but after
feeling the Mombasa sun, | decided this lady will wear one,
as from now. Pauli already has his. They are very cool and
airy. The Moslem took us down to see the Native market,
and then suddenly, it seemed to us, it was traintime. We
left Mombasa at four, and are due in Kampala Friday,
July 17, at four-twenty—two full days. We have a comfort-
able compartment and expect to keep our eyes glued to the
windows.

July 16. In the train. | have been thinking back over our
trip up the east coast. Leaving South Africa we saw fewer
and fewer Europeans. In Beira everyone we saw was African
except the storekeeper. In Dar-Es-Salaam there were a
number of Europeans, but many more Indians and Arabs,
as well as Africans. Zanzibar was quite different, almost
oriental, with many Indians, Arabs, and Moslem Africans.
Mombasa was rather cosmopolitan, with European tourists
and settlers, Indians, and Arabs, and a great variety of
Africans—Moslem, Christian, and traditional.

We woke at dawn in the train, hoping to get a view of
Kilimanjaro, the famous mountain peak 19,320 feet above
sea level on the Kenya-Tanganyika border. We were lucky.
At first the peak seemed to merge with the clouds which
surrounded it. Gradually we made out the snow-covered
plateau-like top. Then the sun came out and the
mists cleared, and Kilimanjaro stood revealed, towering
majestically in the distance.

All thispart of Kenyaisvery high. We have been climbing
steadily since we left Mombasa and the heat of the coast,
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for the cool green of the highlands. The great baobab trees
are everywhere; there are mango trees, coconut palms, and
great seas of green hills. There are occasional small villages,
and people on the roads and in the fields. Climbing still
higher, we passed mountain range after mountain range,
all covered with a wealth of green.

After breakfast this morning we began to see lots of game.
We are now passing through game reserves. many gnu,
with their delicate colouring and dainty horns, speed along
and give great leaps in which they seem to coast through
the air. Pauli watches them spellbound and makes careful
mental notes. He says when he is old enough he wants to
broad-jump and high-jump, and these performances of the
gnu are very instructive! Herds of zebra graze leisurely,
fat and gentle, clean looking with their white stripes.
Gazelles, wildebeest, and ostriches are everywhere. Pauli
is enthralled.

These uplands are great rolling grasslands with sparse
umbrella bushes—admirable cover for game, and perfect
protection from the sun. When the animals are still, it is
hard to distinguish them from the scenery. Our eyes soon
become accustomed to their shapes and colourings, and we
learned how to watch for motion.

We have to wear sunglasses even in the train, because of
the glare.

When we stopped at a village called Athi-River, | noticed
three separate retiring rooms in the little station, all clearly
marked: Europeans, Asiatics, Africans. It always strikes me
as amusing, pathetic, and a bit silly when | see, Europeans
taking so much trouble to segregate themselves in public
places, when | know these same Europeans fill their homes
with all kinds of Native servants, who come into the most
intimate contact with their food, clothing, and especially
with their children.

The train stopped for more than an hour at Nairobi, so
of course Pauli and | went out to see the town. Cooks'
people were pleasant and helpful. We got our Egyptian,
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Sudanesg, and I talian visas for the flight home, and a Belgian
Congo visajust in case we can go there.

Nairobi is like a pretty bustling border town. Cars are
everywhere, reminding me vaguely of Detroit. There are
big hotds, dffice buildings, shops The dreets are filled with
white sttlers big-game hunters, tourists, Arabs, Indians,
and Africans.

Leaving Nairobi the train climbed up into Kikuyu
country, more than 7,000 feet above s level. It is a gorgeous
panorama of green rolling country, hills, and valleys of
amogt English gremness. There is lots of sugar cane, and
we pass mile after mile of srange tall dender willowy trees.
We s only Africans now. All the» people in this area
have big holes in their ear lobes many have part of the
lobe cut away; they wear peculiar attractive ear-rings.

For awhilethe train ran along the Escarpment, the ridge
of the Great Rift Valley, and we could look down into the
rift. Itisirregular and volcanic. They say the rift was caused
by a dupendous eruption. The scenery is extraordinary
and reminds one of the fantagtic gories of Rider Haggard.

In the plains beyond the Escarpment there are great
lumps of green mountains rising suddenly and curiousy
right in the middle of flat country, "which itself is 8,000.feet
above s levd.

Everywhere there are coffee plantations, and beautiful
wild flowers make a carpet for miles. The dining-car waiters
get off at datidns and gather mountain flowers for the
tables—we have enormous daises on ours.

We circle a lovely plateau and a great volcanic lake,
aurrounded by a dark mountain range, and sop first at
Naivasha, then at Gilgil. Madagascar cattle, diginguished
by the ugly hump, graze everywhere through this area.
The odriches interest Pauli.'There are lots of them; they
spread their plumage and run; then bury their heads in the
earth. There are still herds of gnu, and we both love to
watch them springing, leaping, and coagting through the
air.

1>J
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it illustrates so clearly one of the ways in which the British
Government exercises control over the African people
The supreme and final authority in Uganda—legidative,
executive, and judiciaf—is the Governor General and the
hierarchy of provincial and digtrict adminigrators and
commissoners under him—all British, appointed by the
Colonial Office in London, and resdent in Uganda.

This official white British personnd works through the
Native "authorities' "indirectly," so that while apparently
the king rules his kingdom or province through his Lukiko
or Native High Court (which is a central court made up
of theldng, chief judtice, treasurer, and the saza or county
chiefs), actually the African ruling machinery is subordinate
to a corresponding superimposed British ruling machinery
called the Central Government.

Each African gombolola chief functions only with the
approval of the local British district commissoner; each
African saza chief acts only under the approval of the British
county administrator; and the king himsdf is subject to
the confirmation of the Governor General.

July 17. Arrived in Kampala after two hot, tiring but
interesting days on the train. We were met by Archdeacon
and Mrs. Bowers, who brought a telegram from Nyabongo,
the African friend whom we had come to visit. It ssams
Nyabongo was delayed in the crosscountry trip, and had
asked the Bowers to meet us and keep us over-night. They
are typically pleasant, comfortable English people, kindly,
intelligent, and very hospitable.

The Bowers live in a very attractive comfortable house
next door to an African girls school, where there are usually
four to five hundred gsudents. The whole staff is African,
except the headmidress who is European. Mr. Bowe's
sys his church (Anglican] uses as many Africans on its
daffs as possble that in some areas there are as many
as two hundred staff members to only one European* He
tells me that all the education in Uganda is in the hands of
the church.
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"Education in Africaislargedy in the hands of the church,
which in some places is alone in the field; with sde regpons-
bility ...

"Chrigians were, the first modern educators in Africa.
Now African education rests upon the church. Probably
85 per cent of all education in Africa is carried on by the
missonary and Christian African personnd, in many
places with Government subgdies but in many places
Wlthout any. ..

"Oneof the outstandmg contributionswhich the Christian
missons have made to the sum of human knowledge is the
sydematic sudy of the languages of the world. Ncrwhere
is this more truethan in Africa, whereliterally hundreds of
missonaries, sngly and in small groups, have learned the
languages of the peoples among whom they have settled,
analysed them and recorded their grammatical structure,
compiled vocabularies and dictionaries, and in many cass
made valuable collections of proverbs and folk tales that
otherwise might soon have been forgotten.™*

By evening Mr. Bowers and | had reached what Pauli
cals a "discusson footing," and he was telling me all
about taxes and government. There are no resrves in
Uganda as there are in South Africa. The whole Protect-
orate is regarded by the Colonial Office as Nativeterritory,
and European setdement is definitely discouraged.

The African here in Buganda pays $3.75 tax per year to
the Central Government (British), $2.50 per year to the
Native government, and $1.75 per year to hislandlord. The
Central Government builds the chiefs houses pays their
sdlaries, and does some share of building and keeping "tip
the roads. The Native government takes over local affairs.

Mr . Bowersand | got on very well together until we came
to the question of salaries for teachers. Here in Uganda,
as evarywhere d in Africa, the salaries for Europeans—
officials, teachers, derks and all workers—are royal when
compared to the inflhitesimal wages paid to Africans for

L From Christian Action in Affiea- report of the Chur ch Conference on African
Affairs, Ottcrbein College, Westerville, Ohio, June, 1942.
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exactly the same work, even though, as often happens,
the African is better trained and more efficient at thejob.
Mr Bowers who until then had ssemed to me quite reason-
able, took this great difference in sdaries' as a matter of
course, quite normal and right, and seemed surprised when
| questioned and pressd the matter.

"Why, surdy you realize the European has a higher
sandard of living than the Native, and therefore nesds
more salary ?" he asked.

| said no, | didn't ssethat at all. | said | thought he was
putting the cart before the horse The European pays
himsdlf higher salaries, and therefore is able to maintain a
higher standard of living. The European pays the African
much lower salaries, and therefore the African mug inevit-
ably have a lower standard of living.

So far | have come aoross many Europeans herein Africa
who | km sure are living at a much higher standard than
they were accusomed to in the home country. Africans
tell me they themsdvesr-the vag majority of them—are
living at a much lower standard now than before the coming
of the Europeans.

It looks to me as though the African has been forced to
lower his own normal standard in order to make possble
the often unjudtifiably high standard which the European
arbitrarily indgs upon maintaining for himsdf.

Leonard Barnes has given a clear analyss of this matter:
" Many of the people who now find employment in the
Empire would no doubt, if such pods were not open to
them, be employed in some capacity at home, But it is
improbable that they would be anything like so well pro-
vided for. One might perhaps say that one of the main
advantages of the Empire from this standpoint is that it
enables middledass pesns to lead upper-dass lives,
on condition of their removing to the tropicsto do <. . . .

"The large majority of all thee appointments carry
initial emoluments whose value ranges from £400 to £700
[$2,000 to $3,500] a year. Their average value appears
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to be somewhat over £500 [$2,500], The invedtigations of
Calin Clark into the national income of this country
(Britain) and its distribution, lead to the concluson that
only some 4 per cent of the occupied population enjoy
incomes of £500 [$2,500] and over. A job in the colonial
srvice therefore admits a man at the outset of his career
straight to membership of this exclusve aristocracy, (though
his salary is part of the social income not of this country,
but of the dependency which paysit). ...

". . .Of the administrative srvices proper it may be
said that the cusomary salary scales rise to £1,000 [$5,000]
a year in tropical Africa, and to £1,800 [$9,000] a year in
the Asatic dependencies. There are a higher pods above
thee scales Anything above £1,000 [$5,p00] puts its
recipient into the same income-group as the top 1% per cent
of earnersin Britain.

... Attached . . . arevaluable pendon rights . . .
long full-pay leave after each prescribed tour of service . . .
free return passages to England, and free or assided passages
for wives and children. Tours of service may vary from
twelve months in some parts of Africa to four years in the
FarJEast and dsawhere

On retirement, the holder of a pensonable appointment
—and the majority of colonial service appointments are
pensonable—may expect to draw a penson of as much as
two-thirds of hisfinal salary after thirty odd years of tropical
service, or a proportionately smaller pendon for shorter
serwpe, subject to a minimum period of years. . . .

. . There are between 36,000 and 70,000 unofficial
jObS In the colonies, etc., which are filled by people from
England who work in them for a term of years and then
come home again to sdttle down. The holders of these jobs
. . are paid out of the general social income of those
colonies, and not out of Britain's social income." *

July 18. Nyabongo fetched us early from the Bowers: He
isa cousin of the Mukama (King) of Toro, and we met him
in England when he was studying anthropology at Oxford.

*From Empire or Demoa: y Leonard Barnes, published by Victor
Oollancz, Ltd., London, 1999 eftBookCIubEdmon} pp. 87,88-89,90 91
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Heistakingusto Kabarole, his hdrnein Toro, where | will
do my anthropological field work on cattle culturein Uganda.

| am particularly lucky to have Akiki Nyabongo for host
in Tdro, because he knows nearly everyone there, knows
the history and general background of the people, and is
of course entirely familiar with cusom and tradition. He
is actually part of cusom and tradition. He is young;
intelligent, friendly, and efficient.

Before we left Kampala he took us to pay our respedts to
the Mulamuzi (the African chief justice of Buganda).
The Mulamuzi was cordial, and explained that he had been
prepared for usto spend the night with him in his home, but
when he saw " the Europeans had us' he decided to remain
in the background. He is a big handsome intelligent manj
youngish, with a wonderful snse of humour, and esks
English fluently. We had a good talk, and | liked him very
much indeed.

His home was very attractive. While we were there, the
Kabaka's (King's) son was snt over to play with Pauli.
He proved to be a delightful boy of about nine—just about
Pauli's age—and spesks English well. The Mulamuzi'sflon
is fourteen, too old for Pauli really, though they all played
together.

The hogspitality of thee Africans is something special.
Imagine the thoughtfulness behind sending a child Pauli's
own age to play with him! The boys hit it off together at
once, and seemed to enjoy each other's drangeness In
between play and games, which after a few words of explana-
tion on either dde they understood immediately, they plied
each other with quegtions, the Kabaka's son always courtepus
and consderate.

After this happy vist, we sopped for a few minutes at
the hospital in Kampala to se Nyabongo's sger, who is a
nursethere. We found her gay and friendly, and are looking
fbrward to seeing more of her later on.

Then we began the long drive to Nyabongo's home.
Leaving Kampala for the open country, we were sruck
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by the luxuriance or the vegetation, some wild, some culti-
vated. There are the degp green of the banana groves, the
high walls of dephant grass and the gigantic papyrus—
often reaching a height of fifteen feet. Nyabongo says the
papyrus grows besde the water courses and in the swamps
He alo says that behind and among the cultivated banana
groves are hidden the courtyards and housss of the people.
We drove for hours without seeing a soul, although there
were thousands of people just out of sight, working in the
fields, groves, courtyards, and housss From the road there
was no one, nor a housg, in sght.

We drove for four hours, along the equator all the while.
The heat was terrific, and there was dugt as well. Jugt as
Pauli and | began to fed faint—it was nearly two o'clock
and the sun was broiling—we stopped for a rest and lunch
at Butoke-Butotano, a tiny village just over the Buganda
border in Toro. People in long white robes seemed to appear
from nowhere to stand at the roadside, bowing in welcome
as we came to a sop besde a neat banana grove. More
people, all men and boys, came down the path through the
grove to the car. Odd that there are no women about.

Our hog was an old school friend of Nyabongo's, named
Gerasoni. Ha was handsome, with a fine open gentle face
and marvellous eyes and real presence and intelligence.
He was the soul of hospitality, and seemed delighted with
the honour of entertaining us He was not at all impressed—
just accepting our vist with eager interet and smple
dignity.

As we got out of the car all the men bowed because
Nyabongo is a prince. They all formally welcomed us,
thanked us for the honour of the vist, then led us along the
path through the grove to the House

-After the broiling sun the cool quiet of the house was a
grateful surprise | actually needed my coat inside. Thehouse
iscool becauseit is built for the climate: Thereis a thatched
roof, and about two feet below the roof a latticework made
of reeds, dosdy bound, which makes a heatproof soace

Dr
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Thewalls are mud and clay, very thick and cool, and there
is only one window to a room These windows have board
blinds but no gass

Thehousisatypical averageone, they tell me; that'swhy
Nyabongo chose it rather than a chief's house It is small,
with a sitting-eating room, a bedroom, and one other room.
There is very little furniture. The bicycle leaning againgt
the outsde wall immediately caught Pauli's eye. They tell
me everyone in Africa who can afford it owns a bicycle.
It is like owning a small car in England. In the courtyard
at the back of the house are several endosures surrounded
by high fences. The larger endosure is the bathing place,
the smaller one near by is the lavatory. They took Pauli
out to the bath endosure, undressed him, gave him a full
bath African fashion, and redressed him. When he came
back he said he fet like a new boy, rested and refreshed.
Nyabongo as had a bath. They offered me one, but seeing
no women about, | settled for washing my face and hands.
Afterwards Nyabongo told me laughingly that the women
would have appeared and taken me to their own bathing
place and washed me. Well, now | know. As it was, | had
my hands full negotiating the lavatory. | was st into the
small enclosure which, although entirely surrounded by a
high closdy Woven reed wall, didn't seem quite private
enough—perhaps because there was no roof. Finding mysdf
ingde what looked like a small empty room open to the sy,
with a clean smooth mud-clay floor, my firs thought was:
| have made a mistake, thisisn't the lav. But no, Nyabongo
himsdf had directed me, so it mug be right On more
careful examination | noted a neat pile of large soft leaves
near something which looked like a wooden traffic sgnal
stand. Cautioudy moving this stand, | saw beneath it a
deep hole in the ground about a foot in diameter, lined
with zinc. This was the toilet.

' Whoa we collected again in the sitting room, clean and
cool, our hogs offered us coffee beans from a charming little
woven basket This is the cusomary gesture of welcome and
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hospitality, compar able perhaps to the offering of appetizers
in Europe and America. We each took a bean, tentatively,
and Nyabongo showed us how to break off the outsde shell
with our teeth, then chew the real bean indde. | ended by
aucking mine oft, then chewing it. It was good. As we
left, they gave me the little basket, complete with coffee
beans insde. (I must remember not to admire things.)

Wehad lunch. At table, weall first had our hands washed
—formally. No Batoro (Ba-Toro, meaning people of Toro)
will eat before washing his hands. A man comes around the
tablewith a basn and a pitcher of water. He holds the basin
near you, you hold your hands over the basin, and he
pours water over them; you shake them dry while he
passs on to the next person.

Plates were put before us, but no silver. No "weapons,”
as Pauli says From a big wooden dish st in the centre of
the table we were helped to plantains which had been
seamed to a solid mush, sweet potatoes cooked whole, and
meat (which was roagt goat). The goat had been especially
killed in our honour, and we saw its kin pegged out on the
ground in the courtyard, drying in the sun. Nyabongo
diced off small pieces of meat for us, and we ate entirely with
our fingers, African fashion. It was quite a feat, and Pauli
and | had to watch carefully and experiment for a while
beforewe could even begin to manageit. Thetrick istoknead
some of the solid plantain mush into a little ball, bringing
the ball to a sort of point between the forefinger and thumb,
then make a cuplike depression in the ball with the thumb,
dip the ball into gravy, which fills the little depresson,
then eat the ball. It takes a bit of doing, but both Pauli
and | were greatly interested in the procedure and did our
best. | enjoyed eating with my fingers, legitimately, as much
as Pauti did,

There was no desert, as Africans do not have dessert.
We finished by washing our hands and mouths—which by
then certainly needed washing—again over the basin which
was brought around.
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After lunch people came in to se us from all the sur-
rounding villages. They first bowed to Nyabongo, then sat
on the floor just looking and listening. Still no women.
Finally | aked about them, and our host took me to another
courtyard and introduced me to his wife. She was very
attractive and modest, spoke some English, and explained
that it is quite incorrect in their society for the women to
eat with the men, that they always remain well in the
background and usually out of sght, but that they have
definitely important, responsble, and regpected places in
their homes, families, and society in general.

She showed me around the courtyards and gracioudy
allowed me to take pictures. | wouldn't have dared to a,
but Nyabongo joined us and suggesed that | use my
camera, and that was all | needed.

Rested and refreshed, we were off again in the car. It
was a little cooler, and we found the countrysde very
interesting® Buganda is all hills arid valleys. Toro is a high
plateau, with great dretches of grazing ground and hills
running into mountains. In the valleys of both provinces
there is intense tropical gremness, and there are grips of
truejungle which they say are the remains of the original
rain-forest. And always, on high and low ground, thebanana
groves. Nyabongo says the banana is more than a general
food; from the plant in varying stages of ripeness they make
soap, beer, wine; they use the leaves for wrapping parcels,
for keeping water off the roofs in gorms, they use the salks
for building foot bridges. They certainly use the banana.

Thered colour of the earjh goes very well with the deep
green. The grass is more than twice as tall as a man, looks
rather like slim blades of corn, and is called dephant grass
Papyrus, from which the ancient Egyptians made paper,
is much taller than the grass and grows everywhere*besde
water.

All along the road as we approached Kabarole chiefs
and relatives of Nyabongo sood out by the roadsde to
welcome us, and we kept stopping the car to exchange
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gregtings. We arrived at 9x o'dock in the evening, and Pauli
and | were faint with exhaugion. We passd through
Kabarole to the outskirts and came to the gues house of
Maliko Bwente Kaboha, the county (saza) chief with whom
we are to day. The approach to the house was lovely:
aroad winding up a hill with banana groves on ether sde
At the top was a high extensve reed fence which entirely
hid the big well-built rambling bungalow and courtyard and
amaller reed endoaures at the sde and back of the house

We drove through the gate of the outer fence into a
garden courtyard, green with well-kept grass on through
the next gate into an inner courtyard, much larger; and
came face to face with the house, which was built around
three ddes of the court.

Chief Kaboha came out to receve us, and after a charm-
ingly formal but cordial little spesch of welcome, turned
over the house to us entirely, to use during our Say in
Toro. | thanked him as bes | could, and then sat down,
because | was too exhaused to sand up any longer. He
saw that | was very tired, and he and Nyabongo promptly
ordered baths. Pauli and | were each given a full bath
in warm medicated water, which was to rest our nerves
It did, too. Then we were put right to bed.

July 19. Kabarole. Up early, though feding pretty low.
Pauli ssams fit enough, bless him. That's youth for you.

We are both very much interested in the house It is
beautiful, a bit elegant, and very comfortable indeed. It is
unlike anything | have ever imagined. Our front and back
deps are whole logs, laid 9de by dde from the spacious
courtyard across a little moat to.the veranda. The veranda
is shaded by the geeply doping grey corrugated iron roof
and dosdy bounded reed latticework.

Through the front door to the right is the codl stting
room, and to the left the very large double bedroom, from
which a hall leads out, onto the back veranda, which faces
an entirely private "personal" courtyard, containing the
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bath and lavatory endosures, separate, and a short distance
from the house

The right wing of the house is built dosed off from the
res, and is the dining room. We reach this by walking
around the front veranda, or by crossng the front court-
yard. The back door of the dining room leads out onto the
kitchen court and endosures, where all the cooking, laundry,
and household work are done. All the courts are enclosed
by high, beautifully woven reed fences giving complete
privacy.

Insde the house about four feet below the doping
corrugated roof, is a whole second ceiling of reed lattice-
work bound together with leather thongs. This makes an
air pocket between the heat of the roof and the room, and
keeps it always cool. The walls are made of a plaster-like
mud-clay-cement which is whitewashed with a natural
chalk mixture. The floor is made of small volcanic gones
gound to a powder, mixed with sand and held together
with cow dung. Thefloorsareentirely covered with matting
and woven grass mats, all of which have pretty, smple
desgns.

There is no furniture except absolute necessities. In the
sitting room are a few chairs, atable, and afew grass plaques
on the wall. In the bedroom are two beds two chairs, and
a table with pitcher washbowl, and soap dish. The beds
are different from any | have ever seen: single, with four
round pogs (legs only). Bars across the head and foot of the
bed fit into the pogds as do bars on each sde. Pauli's has
a sriesof grong thongsinterwoven acrossthe gpace between
the bars, making a sort of woven spring with alittle " give"
rather like a hammock, only much more taut and much
gronger. Mine has a similar woven spring of strong wide
grass tape. A little pallet islaid over the "'spring,” then the
shegts The beds are sturdy and surprisingly comfortable,
thoughone mugt get used to them.

The bitth enclosureisroomy and well protected by a high
reed fence, though open to the sky. One aways bathes
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before sundown, and it isalways warm. It feds a bit odd to
have a bath outdoors. The lavatory endosure is immaculate
and quite private: the hole dug in the ground, lined with
zinc, and kept covered when not being used. Everythingis
atless convenient, and comfortable.

Thefront of the house faces Kabar ole, the capital of Toro,
though we cannot s it because of our spacious courtyards
and high reed fences The back of the house faces the famous
Ruwenzori Mountains, which are quite near, and are
approximately on the equator.

After breakfast | fet pretty rotten. Nyabongo looked
closdy at me, fdt my pulse and forehead, and sent me back
to bed. | went gratefully, which frightened Pauli. He knows
me as the "doctor" or "nurse" telling everybody dse what
to do. During the day | developed a roaring fever, was cold
and shivery, then pouring with perspiration, head bursting,
gyes bulging, back broken in two at the waistling, and terrific
nausea with nothing happening. | was thoroughly frightened
and poor little Pauli kept asking fearfully: "How is the
Mamma? Must | tdephone Daddy?" | was too ill to care
what anybody did about me or about anything, but |
remember trying not to frighten him further.

July 21. Nyabongo, amazingly, turned very efficient nurse,
went over my symptoms calmly and inteligently, gave me
doxe after dosee of medicine—each one nadier than the one
before, but each producing results. After two days he finally
broke the fever, cleared me up, and got mejup on my feet-
very dizzy and floating, but up anyway.

Pauli ssams all right. Chief Kaboha has sent his son John,
whoisédeven, to play with him. They are having a wonder ful
time.

July 22.1 felt'better today. The Mukama's sger, Komun-
tale, came to s me. Her title is Rubuga, which means
Queen Siger. She is big, handsome, a very pretty smooth
brown colour, very shy but delightfully friendly, and spesks
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English. We got on immediately. When she felt sure | was
srong enough she took mein the car to the local market,
which was mog interesting. She made me take my camera
along, and | blessad her for that. | never bring it out unless
| am sure no one will mind.

In one far corner of the market was a place where fish—
dried vile-smelling guff—was sold to the Nubians. Nyabongo
sys the Nubians, soldiers and their wives, were brought
down by Lord Lugard some years ago and remained here,
preferring Uganda to their own country. The women wore
rings in their noss

| was interested in the women's corner of the market
where toilet articles were sold: bundles of perfuming sticks,
0ap cakes which look like dones wire bracdets, bark
cloth. In othe™ parts of the market there was produce:
coffee, millet, casava, mushrooms, tobacco, beans the very
important salt, locusts, etc. Nyabongo says the locuds are
eaten by the Bamba and the Bakonjo, the tribes which live
on the dopes of the mountains.

The market is held on a sort of common—an open space
outsde the village. It was crowded and busines was brisk.
| bought alot of things and paid for them with East African
slver (which is amog identical with English silver). It
was interesting to watch my purchases being wrapped in
banana leaves. | then bought a grass shopping bag to hold
them.

When we got home Queen Siger explained my purchases
tome. Thesoap ball (asboni) isused a great deal for shampoo;
it leaves the hair very clean and very black. The soap sone
is a flat cake of medicinal clay found in river beds or in the
mountains. The women take up the wet clay, work it into a
very thick pancake, and dry it very hard in the sun; it is
called orusasa. To us it you dip the cake into water, rub it
in the palm of the hand into a sort of mud, and rub the mud
over a small surface of the arm well into the kin? it dries
and rubs off, bringing all the dirt and skin trash with it,
leaving the skill dry, clean, and sweet-smdling; in this way



AFRICAN JOURNEY 113

you go all over the body in sections, cleaning and scenting it.

The bundle of perfume dicks is made up of branches
from a tree called ebibaya, which grows in the valley; the
people put the gicksin a small fire vessd and let them burn
very dowly, put the fire under the chair in which the-lady
is gitting, and cover her well with blankets;, she thus gets
a kind of scented smoking, which leaves her clean and fresh
and smelling very swest.

Thebark cloth, orubugo, ismadefrom large gripsof bark
from atree called umutoma; the very thick bark is pounded
with a club till flat and thin, then laid in the sun for two or
three days to dry. Red clay is pounded in to colour it,
Orubugo is usd for blankets, dreses and other cloth
articles. Strangely enough it is made only by men.

| wastired and a bit weak after the market, so had ares
before dinner. Nyabongo says dinner was typical: chicken
or beef geamed with lots of onions plantains steamed
thoroughly to a digegtible diffih mush; swed potatoes
seamed whole or mashed; and we had bananas for dessrt.
The bananas are large, very yelow, and tree ripened,
hence their marvellous tage—exactly as though they already
had sugar and cream added. Y ou eat the banana from the
kin as you ped it.

Breakfag is pineapple or orangejuice, or both. And I
get coffee, Pauli gets milk.

Peaople come from far and near to s us. chiefs minigers,
teachers dudents herdspeople, ordinary people. All make
formal greetings, thank us for coming to their country, for
bringing news of the outsde world. According to their age
or rank .they st on the floor, on gods or on chairs. The
goals look awkward, rather like something we would st a
large jardiniere on But, as Pauli sys with a naughty
giggle, " It makes our jardinieresvery comfortable when we
st them on the sools"

The English the people use is charmingly formal—almost
church. The Chief was worried when | wasill, and every
morning came to my window and said, " Are you awake?
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Arcyou better? | am very pleased to hear 0. The children
say, "Come let us play," with exactly the same intonation
as *'Come let us pray."

At firgt, the people who came to sse us welcomed us very
warmly, then sat down and remained quiet. | began by
talking with those who understood English, and soon we
were all talking at once, sometimes waiting for trandation,
sometimes understanding the general drift so that inter-
pretation was unnecessary. Word soon got about that
wewerevery much'' all right''; then people camein a steady
stream from far and near.

The fabulous Mountains of the Moon are as fascinating
in fact as they are in story. They are called Rwenzoli by
the people here, Ruwenzori by the Europeans. It was
Ptolemy, the great Greek geographer, writing about
A.D. 150, who gave them the name M ountains of the M oon.
The dasical tradition that the sources of the Nile are
in two lakes, whose waters are fed by the snows melting on
Rwenzoli, was handed down unchallenged until it was con-
firmed by Stanley in 1888, when he came upon thismountain
range. It is romantic to think that the historic Nile begins
practically just beyond our back yard, with the melting of
sthe snow on these mountains.

Therangeformsanatural barrier between West and East
Africa, and between Uganda and the Congo. The pesks are
usually clothed in douds and mist, but occasonally they are
dear, and with the sun on them they are a magnificent
sight. From our enclosure we can s the cattle grazing on
the foothills and the low dopes where the obscure Bakonjo
tribe lives. The bamboo line begins at about 7,000 feet, and
part of the great Uganda-Congo heavy tropical fores pours
over the low dopes on the far dde and into the Congo.
Leopards roam thex forests right up to the permanent
sow line, which begins at about 13,000 feet and extends to
the 20,000 foot high peaks.

Fault and | havegot intothelocal habit of looking towar ds
Rwenzoli every morning when we get up. The bet time to
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e the range is firg thing in the morning and in the late
afternoon. .

Presmts are always arriving, some from people all over
the countrysde whom we haven't even seen. The Chief
sent a stool especially made for me. | had admired the sods
and commented on their unexpected comfort. | must sop
this. 1t is made of oak, out of a sngle tree trunk, with no
joints anywhere. It was smeared with cow dung to keep
the new wood from splitting, then roasted in the fire; when
the wood has aged the cow dung will be washed off and the
wood will be polished.

Some of the presnts are disconcerting: a live goat, a
covered wicker basket in which a fat live hen nedtled in
straw, huge bunches of bananas and plantains, bakes of
oranges and pineapples when word went round that we
liked them for breakfast; and beans. We've had a ddicious
dish of the beans cooked with onions and mashed to a giff
pur£e.

July 23. Went to pay our repects to the Mukama of Toro
this morning. He sent his car for us at nine-thirty, and we
drove through a locugt sorm to the palace. Pauli said it was
like the movies. (It is srange, when one comes to think of
it, that natural phenomena should ssem likefiction or films,
and not vice versa, to city bred or highly civilized people.)

When we left the house the ky was clear and the sun
brilliant. Five minutes later the air wasthick and dark with
locugs They were swarming everywhere, forming a dark
grey'moving blanket over everything green; over theground,
over thetrees over the car indde and out. They abandoned
Xs and the car immediately when they found we weren't
the green stuff which they had come to eat. Cloudy of them
filled the ky blotting out the sun. Panli said it wasjus fikc
a "rainstorm without the water." In less than twenty
minutes they had gone, leaving the countryside stripped bare
of green. Nyabongo saysthey don't stay longin Tor o because
it is too cold here near the mountains;
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The palace is built on the highest hill in Kabarole, com-
manding a splendid view of the surrounding country. It
is smple but impressive; white, and strongly built, standing
within a sries of gacious and beautiful courtyards, the
whole endosed by a high handsome reed fence. Nyabongo
teUs me these reed fences are typical of Uganda, and the
intriguing woven desgns have meaning; important chiefs
and royalty have certain definite desgns some patterns
indicate kitchen, bath, private, or ordinary enclosures.

Wedrove through the gateinto the outer céurtyard where
we were met by the King's secretary, who ushered us at
once to the royal sitting room. The Mukama is a big well-
built handsome brown man, about sx feet tall and very
broad, very well groomed in a well-cut tropical suit. He
is young, in his late twenties | should guess and spesks
English very well. He was cordial and friendly, entirely
informal, and we liked him immediately.

Pauli had taken great pains to learn the formal royal
greting. He and Nyabongo had gone into a huddle the
night before to be sure he was letter perfect. So Pauli,
confident, stood to attention after thefirst greeting and said,
in perfect Rutoro (Ru-Toro, thelanguage of Toro): " Zo-na
Okale'" (Hail to the King!) Mukama smiled in delighted
astonishment, and then we all sat down. Pauli then went right
oyer to the King, climbed into his lap, touched his forehead
and chin with the tips of his fingers and said, " Orairata
waitu?" (Did you desp well, Ours?). | was startled, and
hoped he knew what he was doing. But it sams this is the
traditional royal greeting. Mukama answered him gravely
in Rutoro, then laughed with pleasure and hugged him.
" This small one has a gift for languages," he said. " Not only
the words, but the accent, the inflection is perfect." Hethen
welcomed us very warmly to Toro, we had a pleasant chat,
and he said he was looking forward to a long talk with us
very soon. We then took our leave.

it ssms it is custom for the first royal audience to be short
and merely good manners. Later, if the king wishes, he sass
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more of the vistors. Nyabongo says we are to address him
as Mukama, which is respectful but informal. His title is
Omukama wa Toro (King of Toro), and his nameis Amoti
Kamrasi Rukidi.

From the palace we went along to s the Prime Minister
of Toro, who has recently returned from official safari to
Katwe, the salt digrict near the Congo 'which we hope to
visit. Heisintelligent and mog attractive, and surprisngly
young. He has to go himsdf to Katwe and the Sleeping
Sckness Idand in the big lake once every three years,
going into the forbidden areas. Then fye comes back home
and has to remain under observation tfwo or three months,
to make sure he has not caught anything himsdf. Everyone
sys ' * Katwe? Fever! *'

We had a mog interesting conversation, and he showed
me something in the new book on Uganda by Scott and
Thomas which was troubling him. It was about " crown
lands." When | aked him whosecrown, Mukama'sor King
George's, he looked at me dlently and speculatively:
"That'san idea, and thank you for it!" hesaid. | still don't
quite know what he meant.

The Prime Minister took usto sse the Rukurato, or local
parliament house and then we went along to pay our
regpects to the British official at Fort Portal, just a few miles
from Kabarole.

TheDistrict Commissoner isM r. Temple-Perkins, aNew
Zealander—youngish, a long tall pleasant straightforward
man, whom we liked on sight. After the usual exchange of
formalities, he took us over to the resdency where we could
really talk. The house is typically English, very attractive
with gardens and grounds and a swesping view. He gave us
tea, and we talked some more. He knows of Raymond
Firth, my anthropology prafessor in London, who also
comes from New Zealand. And he had heped with
the "location unit" which came out to photograph back-
ground for the Sanders film. So we began with friendsin
common.
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We sounded him out on the possbility of the trip to the
Belgian Congo, and asked permisson for Kobaha to accom-
pany us It looks complicated*

July 24. Mukama asked Nyabongo to let Pauli come over
to stay with him. It is a very high compliment. But Pauli,
while appreciating the honour, didn't want to leave me,
and | have to be here where | can work. It was swegt of
Mukama.

July 25. Today is Saturday. It seams strange, but it makes
no differencewhat day it is. The only important or especially
sgnificant day in the week is market day. That is the day
everyone looks forward to, the day when you s= and chat
with everybody, exchange what news there is, and do your
shopping.

Today was pretty important for me, however, because |
did my first actual field work. We spent the day in Kahun-
gere, a cattle village about five miles from here, right at the
fopt of Rwenzoli, where | sudied the details and cugoms of
the care of the cattle—the milking, watering, etc. Kahungere
isin what is known as the "wes grazing ground" of Toro.

We got up early, dressd in long trousers and mosquito
boots asprotection againg flies Wetook " thepath," which is
so narrow we had to walk single file through the country-
sde On either sde of the path the elephant grass was more
than three times our height, and in many places it was so
high as to make the path nearly dark, asthough in afores.
The moment you sep off the road you are practically
invisble.

At first Pauli and | werenervous, thinking of the possibility
of lions, snakes etc.; but Nyabongo and the three men who
were with us were so gay and unconcerned we decided all
mugt be well. Soon we realized that the path was hard and
well travelled. 1t wound over the hills, crossing many other
paths, often crosing the open road. It was easy to walk
on if you kept to the very centre. Occasionally we met
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people, and they would stand back againg the wall of
tall grass to let us pass with a pleasant greeting. It was all
%0 novel to us that we covered the five miles before we
realized it and came out over a low mountain to the cattle
village.

Inthevillageweresed in akraal, the home of Kymuhan-
gire, Nyabongo's former nurse. It was a typical herdgman's
house—samall, dark, but beautifully clean, with a fresh
dried-grass floor on the-porch, fresh grass mats in the yard
and on thefloor of the sitting room where chairs had been
placed for us and in which we rested.

People cameto greet usfrom all the surrounding villages—
all herds-people, Nyabongo held council for a short time,
sitting in state under theroof of an open hut in the enclosure,
with everyone sitting on the ground in front of him.

Then we all walked over to the cattle kraal which was
about a mile away behind a banana grove. A kraal may be
an endosurewith a house and all the subsidiary inner courts
and huts, thay be a group or even a small village of houses
within a huge outer enclosure, or may be a large open space
with a few roofed corrals where cattle are kept.

In the centre of the cattle kraal was a large open area
stamped clear of grass and burned black by fire. The cattle
were brought here from the grazing grounds and made to
circle around a smoking fireto drive away the flies. There
were about sixty to seventy cattle, nearly all with the
enormous long murderous -loking horns, cows as well as
the one bull. There is usually one bull only to each kraal.
Heiscalled ngundu, isalwaysrespected and not killed, except
in rare casss when he is presented to some digtinguished
person. In the old days people had been known to commit
auicide if the bull died.

Near the open areaisthe milking kraal, a fenced-in gace
with a gateway, in the centre of which is the herdsman's
firekomi—a sacred fire which is never allowed to go out,
except when the king dies. The cows are driven him the
milking kraal two or three at a time, are good over the
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smoking fire, brushed with long grass for flies, and their
hides cleaned. Then they are walked over to the milking
gade. The calves are brought in, are allowed to suck each
nipple clean and to gart the flow of the milk, then are led
away. The herdsman then washes his hands with water
from a horn, a clean fumigated milk bowl is placed between
his knees by the herdgirl, and he squats ailmost to the ground
(does not gt) holding the bowl between his knees He milks
directly into the bowl, making foam as he does 0. This is
expert work. Milking without foam is called buhule, and is
ordinary. Milking with foam is called ifuro, and is eegant.
No good herdsman will milk without foam. The milker,
called mata, is usually ederly, with great experience.
Women never milk.

Pauli was given a gass of the foaming milk, said it was
ddicious, and drank it down. But later he was terribly ill
with gpasams of the ssomach. He had eaten bananas in the
morning againg orders. The long trip, the excitement,
the indigestible bananas, and the raw milk combined to give
him the wildest nausea.

The cows circling the smoking fire in the open sace
lowed and called, and made what sounded like intimate
conversation with the cows insgde being milked. The cows
answered back in kind. The herdsmen seemed to under stand
these noisss and laughed and made jokes about them.

After the cows had been milked their teats were smeared
with soot from thefireto make them too bitter for the calves
todrain. Then they weredriven out and other cows brought
n.

After a while we went back to the house, and Nyabongo
again held council. Then we had lunch; millet cooked to
a thick mush and very garchy, goat meat, and our first
taste of sim-sim prepared with mushrooms—uwhich was very
good indeed. After lunch Nyabongo put Pauli to bed, then
went out and held further council.with the-men, while
| talked with the women through an interpreter. They first
welcomed me and thanked me for coming to their obscure
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village. They wanted to know what kind of work women did
" outsde'" how they brought up their children, how their
men treated them, how they dressed, whether they went
to school with the men. They wanted to know if | thought
our black children will have a place in the world, a real
place, a; will "they only be told what to do?" "We are
tired of being told what to do. Our children will be more
tired of it."

Nyabongo dismissed the men and called the women ta
council. Then the children. It went on for hours. Pauli was
deeping regtlesdy, and | was a little worried about him.

Later Nyabongo and | went down to the trough to watch
the cattle being watered. When we returned we found Pauli
feding pretty badly, so we started home. Almost the whole
village walked part of the way With us African fashion,
in friendly farewell. They turned back when we reached
the path. Long before we had covered the five miles home
Pauli was ill and had to be carried on the shoulders of the
men. He was too Sck to be embarrassed.

July 29. It rained and double rained lag night. " Bigrain,"
they call it here. Nothing | have heard or read of tropical
rains prepared mefor them. They arefrightening with their
great walls of water, flaming lightning, bellowing thunder,
and uprooting winds. Pauli sys the rain beats down so
hard it bounces, like hail.

Thismorning the air was chilly, all the dug laid, and the
mountains startlingly clear. We can se the cattle grazing
on the low dopes the burned fidds, and the lovely jagged
outlines of the snowy tops.

Both Pauli and | have been very ill. Thewild indigestion
developed * into something® quite sious The bananas
formed into hard lumpswhich very nearly gavehim intestinal
obstruction.

Nyabongo's sgter, who is the nurse in the Kampala
Hospital, and Queen .Siger came over to help Nyabongo
nurse us. Pauli had violent spaans of the stomach, couldn't
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keep anything down for three days, and got quite thin.
He was pretty scared, poor lamb, but not half so scared as
| was. | couldn't imagine what | would tell Big Paul and
Mother if anything happened to him. | dared not think
what | would tell mysdf. Finally we got him cleared out,
and then he broke out in a banana rash—great welts on
the skin of hands, arms, legs, face, and neck. We massaged
thewdtswith atropical ointment, which made him comfort-
able, and they eventually disappeared.

Then | went down with a terrific fever and was in bed
three days—very faint, couldn't even sit up. | was too low
to worry about our being such a nuisance to our hogs
I must say it gives one a feeling of confidence to s how the
people mobilize for illness, take it in their gride as part of
the ordinary busnes of living, and know just what to do
and how to make you comfortable.

Medicine plants and medical knowledge are amost
entirely women's work. The young ones get information
from their mothers and grandmothers (from " the old ones")
and learn the roots, plants, leaves, medicinal days, and their
uss A man doctor is never called except for "edreme or very
srious illness. All the minor general ailments are women's
work. You call in another woman if you don't know yoursgf.
Royal women especially know a great deal about these
things. It is conddered one of their accomplishments to
know medicine. Queen Sdgea knows far more than her
contemporaries.

We have now settled down comfortably to living. We
know what we can eat, what agresswith us, what to decline.
Goat meat and goat soup, which are very popular, are
definitely out because both always disagree with us and we
diglike them. We get a lot of chicken, which is also popular
and we like it very much; The sweet potatoes are very good,
and so are the green beans which they don't string, and the
dried beans which they mash. All are beautifully cooked,
well ssasoned and ddicious. And there are always the
plantains, which arethe potatoes of the African table.
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Qjxeen Siger came over yesterday and spent the day with
us Sheis certainly good company. She said Pauli mug not
eat the small bananas, which are indigestible, epecialy
for children; he must eat only the large ones which are not
%0 heavy nor 0 rich—although they look so-'-but are ofter,
swveeter, and already partly digested in the growing and
ripening. Nyabongo promptly collected all the small ones,
put them out of reach, and sent for big ones

A gift basket of eggs arrived thismorning and an enormous
amount of plaintains. Just asyou begin tofed you, aremaking
a nuisance of yoursdf with illness, you wake up one morning
and there on your doorstep are thoughtful, generous
practical gifts to make you fed wecome.

Went for awalk this afternoon and saw some of the gar den
at the back. It is mostly peas and coffee. Beyond the garden
we found an old hut in an enclosure, where a girl was
grinding millet. The grain was soread out on a large, flat,
dightly hollow gonie, and she rubbed it with another smaller
gone until it was crushed to a fine white powder. This
powder (flour) is usad for making a vegetable mush and a
mild beer called busera.

When we jgat back from our walk the Chief sent for usto
join him in our kitchen enclosure. There we found two boys
holding a small bull with lovely short horns. Kaboha made
a little formal gpeech, saying that in the old days when they
had a digtinguished visitor of great importance, it was their
cusgom to present him with a bulL vHe said they still cling
to their cusoms and now he, Kaboha, was presenting
me, his diginguished guegt, with this bull.

| thanked him as nicdly and as &fusvdy as | could, |
wish | could have made a flowery speech, which is what |
am afraid was expected of me. | did the best | could and
am sure they all ssnsd that though | was hot wordy, |
was really appreciative. (I needed Paul very badly then.
He would have made a perfect speech, and they would have
loved the mil of his voice® his warmth, his smile, and his
stature.)
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Thebull wasthen killed and partswere snt toimportant
peoplei and we ate the remainder some days later.

| nailed Kaboha and got him talking. Heis mog interest-
ing. | was curious about the burning of the fields. Every-
where all over-Toro, even on the lower dopes of Rwenzoli,
fidds are burning. Kaboha sys every year the eephant
grass is cut down, burned, then the ashes are dug into the
ground. Piles of rubbish grass are placed at various regular
points and s fire to, the ashes are gpread over the ground
and beaten in by the rain. Then the crop of millet is sown.
Thisburning of thefieldsisuniversal throughout thisarea—
in Kenya, Uganda, and the Belgian Congo.

Kaboha went on to tell me that the purely economic
crops (ebyamaguti, meaning anything for sale) of Toro are
cotton, coffee, and wheat. Cotton is sown in August and
harvested in January; coffee is sown in the rains, taking
two years for a crop; wheat is sown twice yearly, in April
and August, and harvested in July and November. These
cropsare men'swork, from beginning to end, and the women
only help in an emergency.

The generally domedtic crops are sweet potatoes, corn,
beans and peas The potatoes are planted when it rains
and take three months to mature. They are often planted
three times a year if one has enough plots of land. Corn,
beans, and pess are planted in the same plot, twice yearly,
in April and September, and are harvested in July and
December. These domegtic crops are women's work.

Plantains or bananas are planted whenever it rains,
it takes two years to get a crop. Both men and women
do this work.

Kaboha sys the soil and climate here in the centre of
Toroare excdlent. We are about 5,000 feet above sea level,
the soil is a fertile volcanic ash, and the rainfall is well
distributed.

T he schoolteachers came in trom the surrounding digtricts
to sse me this evening, to talk and listen and to ak questions.
How | longed for Paul to help me. There were about fifty
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of them, mogt of them young, eager, and intelligent. They
wanted toknow all about schodsin England and in America:
Do black and white people go to the same sthools or do
governments waste money by maintaining separate schods?
M ay black people study medicine, economics, law, and the
dassics as well as agriculture and crafts? Is education
expensive, or doonestaxescover it ? Arethereblack teachers?
How do black people earn money? Are they allowed to do
every kind of work, skilled aswell asunskilled—do they wor k
sde by dde with white wofkers? Do they get the same pay?
Will | please tell them about the so-called " backward
peoples’ of Russa, and what are they doing now? (Africans
have been digposad of so long as " backward" that they are
eager to hear what is happening to other "backward"
peoples) They were heartily encouraged by what | could
tell-them about the succesful integration of nomads like
the Yakuts into the highly industrialized modern Soviet
ciety.

"How long did it take, this integration?" they asked
anxioudy.

"Ten to twenty years" | said.

A long sgh went through the crowd: " Not the thousand
yearsthey sy it will takeus! Though wearenot' backward'
in any sne of the word. What do they mean by this
"backward'?"

Before | could answer, or try to answer, a fellow teacher
said: " They mean people they have kept back* and continue
to keep back."

| told them that some of the,more primitive tribes of
Russa had had no written language, and the government
had brought people from such tribes to Leningrad, to the
Institute of Minorities, where they had themsdves worked
out a written form for their own languages, with the
help of the great scholars and teachers of the country,
and that now the history and folklore of all these tribes
have been recorded iby their own peoplein their own
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This impressed my ligeners enormoudy. They wanted to
hear everything about this country which looked after its
"children" so well. | told them every scrap | could.

After a satifying evening, | walked with them to the
outer gate of the endosure. The moon was up, half full,
and was as clear as could be. It was quite light and a bit
chilly, but the night was very pleasant and peaceful.

July 30. Today we watched the making of banana wine
back of the kitchen encdlosure, in the open, and it was very
interesting. We have been drinking the wine for some time
and find it pleasant and cool, light and fruity. | was curious
to s how it was made.

The whole busness of wine and beer making takes place
in a gecial gpace & apart for that purpose beyond the
kitchen court. Thereisalarge depresson dugin the ground,
about ten feet square by two and half feat deep, with dop-
ing 9des This hole is well lined firg with banana leaves
then with banana fibres The hole is smaller or larger
according to the number of bananas usd.

The bananas are peded and thrown into the hole until
it is about one-third full. Then a man jumps into the hole
aod gamps them down with his feet until they are pulpy
and oft, while other men throw in bunches of a specia
kind of grass from time to time, until the mass is about
one-half grass and one-half fruit,* and is thoroughly mixed.
The grass is to give the pulp body, so it can be picked up
and wrung out with the hands later on. If only a small
amount of wine is being made, the mixing is done by the
handsinstead of feet. For royalty and important distinguished
people the wine must be made in a special basket, with
papyrusgrass and alwayswith thehands, never with thefest.

When the grass and pulp are completely mixed®, water is
added and the whole mixture is well ssamped until it is
thin and soft. Then the pulp and grass are combed over to
the gde of the hole with the fingers, letting the juice sttle
on tKe other sde, separately. Then thejuice is dipped up
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With small calabashes poured through a strainer made of
grass placed in a big banana leaf, into big sorage calabashes
and is ready to drink. It is called nsands, which means
banana juice, banana wine. It is ddicious and contains
no alcohol at all.

To make beer, which is called marwa, and is srong and
contains a good deal of alcohol, millet is roasted, ground to a
flour, and well mixed with the hands with banana juice
until thewholeis smooth and red. Thisis donein a big long
wooden trough. The trough is then covered with a .carpet
of leaves, and onto this carpet is thrown all of the waste
pulp. This kesps the mash warm, and it is |eft to ferment;
in hot countriesit takes twelve hours to ferment, and then is
ready for drinking. In cool countries like Toro, twenty-four
hours are needed. When it isready, it isdipped up from the
trough with small calabashes, strained off, and sored in
big calabashes.

August i. | have been working with the herdswomen in the
dairy, learning a lot about cugom and tradition. Every-
thing connected with the handling of the milk after it is
collected from thecattleiscalled bisahi (dairy) and iswomen's
busness Bisahi is consdered eegant work for ladies, and
they take great pride in their knowledge and expertness
Experiencein any branch of bisahi isdefinitely an accomplish-
ment.

The ladies are delightful, intelligent, companionable, and
have a great snse of fun. They think it a bit slly for me to
learn all about bisahi, when | have no cattle and no hopes of
getting any. But they like me, and | like them. They fed
theremust be somegood reason for my lear ning, sothey have
settled down to doing their utmost to teach me. They" are
also pleased with my interes in and respect for their
cusoms. Some of them spesk a little English, | have been
accumulating a few words of Rotoro, and we all understand
gedtures and inflection of voice, and so we are able to
manage.
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We often went off into gales of laughter over misunder-
gandings, and we all agreed after the second day that one
of the mogt important words in any language i? "why?"
We enjoyed a lot of gossp while we worked, became very
good friends, examined each other's hair, skin, dothes
We each found out how the other managed her husband,
home, and children.

It was a wonderful experience for me. | learned a great
deal about the very important busnes of living, and as a
result haverearranged my ss of values to some consider-
able extent. The lesurdy approach, the calm facing of
circumstances and making the mog of them, is very different
from the European hustle and hurry and drive, and worry
and frustration when things don't go well. The African gas
things done, gds a great deal done, but ges it done without
the furious wear and tear on the nervous sysem. Because
the European doesn't s his own hustle and bustle he says
the African is lazy, in spite of the fact that the African gets
the work done.

When things go wrong the African does what he can
about them, then philosophically goes on to something dse
Because he does not wadgte his nervous energy bewailing
what cannot be helped, the European sys he is stagnant,
indifferent, duggih* | have always thought mysdf very
energetic and ambitious, and am called "dynamic" by
my friends, yet | find mysef continually impressed with the
ambition, energy, and capacity for work of the African.
The European ssms unable to recognize these qualities
because their manifetations are in patterns unfamiliar to
him.

Bisahi is carried on in a gpecial hut beautifully built and
immaculately kept. The dried-grass floor is kept fresh and
swveet, and all the milk bowls and calabashes are gotledy
clean. The hut is fumigated at regular intervals. | learned
about the making of butter and buttermilk, and therewas a
lot of teasng laughter as the womgn explained bow every
young herdswoman, when engaged, always drinks lots of
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buttermilk to make her fat and beautiful. Only women and
children drink buttermilk;.men never drink it. Children up
to saven years of age drink swegt milk in the morning and
evening, and plenty of buttermilk at noon. When seven
yearsold the children begin to eat plantains, meat, and other
things. The children on a diet of milk, are always cleaned out
regularly and thoroughly once a week.

The women deplored the fact that the herds of cattle are
fag dwindling. They say that as recently as 1933 Nyabongo
had a herd of 2,000 cattle, and that even the ordinary person
had 20 to 50 head. " Then the government began to inject
all cattle with needles, and the cattle died. We understand
that needles are helpful for some dissasss One mugt sudy
and understand needles on the one hand, but one must as
study and understand cattle on the other. Our cattle waé'
healthy. We had no milk or cattle disease Yet all our cattle
were given the needle, and many of them died. This civili-
zation busnes" they dghed, "can be very destructive
Now we have little or no cattle, and mug return to the
soil.”

This return to the soil is acutely felt by the herdspeople
because their wealth and prestige, traditions and cusoms
are asodated with the posssson of cattle. The herdspeople
were the high cage the aristocrats, and the agriculturalists
the lower dass the common men.

August 2. Mukama sent his car for us after lunch today,
and we gent the whole afternoon with him and his family
at the palace. He is a charming and genial hog, and the
ladies are delightful. After the first few minutes they dis
carded all formality and we had a wonderful time.

Akiki Komuntale, the Queen (Mukama'swife), isnearly
as tall as he is, and though young, has a calm and sately
dignity and bearing. Her hair is cut very short like Pauli's.
She looks so much like Dr. Jimmy Powell, a Negro friend
of ourswho is an X-ray specialig in Harlem, tnatshe could
eadly passfor his 9der. Queen Mother (Mukama's mother)

S
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is also tall, with a charming shub nose and a delightful
smile. They all have clear smooth brown skin, beautifully
kept, and very well-groomed, very short, very tightly curly
hair.

We talked of many things, and | was interested to note
again that the royal family seertisto know all the useful
practical things, as well as being well informed generally.
In discussng our forthcoming trip to the Congo, it was
Mukama who said we mug take our food with us and not
risk eating anything on the road. Nyabongo and Kaboha
had thought we could risk it, but Mukama said definitely
no. In Europe a king would usually ak hisA.D.C, for such
information. M ukama knowsthe mileage to every important
place in the country and aways drives his car himsef
when not on busness of gate, though he is, of course, always
accompanied by at leag one chauffeur.

Mukama said further that we mugt take quinine before
we go, we must wear mosquito boots, and we must drink
no water whatsoever. He told meto be sure to look for some
Congo ivory or ebony pieces around Mbeni. He ao told
me with a twinklein his eye that no cameras are permitted
through the cusoms into the Belgian Congo. " | f the official
Fes it he will seal it." | am glad to know this in good
time.

Then, speaking of cameras, he told me he was an enthus-
iagic amateur photographer himsdf, snt for his camera
and took a lot of pictures. | was delighted and asked for
and received permission to use mine.

Mukama was brought up by his mother's family in the
palace, and was educated at Mission School, Mengo High
School, and Budb (a special allege for chiefs <ofts) ht
Uganda. On graduation from Budd in 1924 he went to
England for eighteen months, returning in 1926; On his
returnto Torohejoined thepolice thenthearmy, wherehe
was a lieutenant in the King's African Rifles. He said he
enjoyed hisarmy training tedlittouily. From the army he
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Mukama has a fine sshse of humour; in school he was
always the centre of mischief, was popular with the boys
and liked sports, he till likes hunting and shooting and is
an excellent shat. He loves throwing the spear and is very
good at it, though he says he is not so good at it as the
Abyssnians. He was good at his dudies and especially
enjoyed higtory, particularly any history which had to do
with his own people. He is very much interested in musc,
has a fine collection of African musical insruments, and
knows how to play them. He loves to play the drums and
to listen to them, and owns a magnificent collection of them.
He said he especialy likes to listen to "distant musc."
He enjoys travelling, has a wonderful safari car, and his
friends say heisa " very safari mfui."

Home for dinner, and we had some marvellous salt meat
from our gift bull. Small pieces of the meat had been salted
thoroughly, put oh a spit and roasted dowly over the fire.
The combination of salt and smoke and tender meat was
delicious. Nyabongo says we may have it often snce we like
it so much.

The climate is very unexpected. Today for instance it is
very windy and coal. It rains often, or is cloudy, but we have
many sunny days when the dug is terrible.

The Rwenzoii rangeisusually rumbling. Therearemild
earthquakes every week, quakes which split the earth and
make cracks in the housss Wefound this startling at first, to
put it mildly, but no one pays any attention to them, so
neither do we. There are volcanic lakes under the earth on
the hills, which can be heard hissng and steaming when you
sit or lie on the ground; some can be sen letting off steam
above the surface. Thisis certainly a volcanic area.

August 3. Spent the morning at the palace with Mukama.
He described and explained all about the tradition and
custom of coronation; when he brought out thfc coronation
robes for meto se | looked at them so longingly he laughed
and said | could photograph them if | wished. | took pictures
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of the throne, the drums, spears, and the especially significant
Crown-and-Beard. | was s0 interested and enthusagtic that
soon | had Kaboha, Nyabongo, and M ukama himsef help-
ing me arrange the articlesin the sun so | could photograph
them mog effectively; finally Mukama put on his robes and
sat on the throne for me. He was terrific.

This present Mukama was crowned on January 30, 1929.
His father died December 31, 1928. In the old days when a
king died all the princes collected all their followers and ran
away, organized themsdves and fought; whoever won the
fight buried hisfather and was proclaimed king. T he presant
Mukama is the first to sucoeed without fighting. When a
king dies theroyal drum is turned upside down and remains
so until the new king turns it right sSde up again.

At three o'dock the afternoon before the coronation all
theroyal drums were takeri before the palace; the Mukama
beat each drum nine times, then chose the one he wanted
for the ceremony. All the other drums were taken to a
hillock outsde the encosure, where the head drummer
announced that today all the drums are being beaten and let
everyone be,at peace. The drums were then beaten for
dancing, and everyone came to dance and feas. The royal
drums have individual names, and their individual tones
are known and recognized all over the country.

At three o'dock the morning of his coronation the presfdilt
Mukama left his grandfather's house where he had been
living, and with some followers went to the palace. There
he found people sanding guard, and a ceremonial fight
took place. After defeating the guards he took the .royal
drum and beat it, thus proclaiming himsdf Mukama. The
people then gathered and saluted him in the cusomary
way: "jfaiaOkole!" (Hail totheKing!)

At nine o'dock the same morning the coronation proces-
son went to Fort Portal where all the people of Toro had
gathered. The British District Commissioner proclaimed
to the whole assembly: " This is the Mukama who has
ucceeded. his father."

Mukania then returned to the palace where he put on his
Crown-and-Beard and made the ceremonial walk to the
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Coronation House, a beautiful hut on an eminence in the
palace grounds. He walked all the way .on a special hand-
somdy woven grass matting through special gates to the hut,
and was accompanied by young men of noble birth who
shouted praise words (okuswagura) as they walked.

Arrived at the Coronation House, Mukama sood for a
few minutes 0 that all might s him, and the people
shouted, " zona Okale! Zona Okale!" Hethen returned tothe
palace, changed into his usual clothes and went to st
on the veranda with his chiefs Who were waiting for him.
The small basket of coffee beans was brought out, and he
himsdf offered coffeg to the chiefs

If a chief has a father living, he does not receive this
ceremonial coffee When a chief's father dies, he goes before
Mukama and announces the death, Mukama then gives
him this ceremonial coffeg, and milk to drink. After this
coffeemilk ceremony, Mukama becomes officially the
chief's father.

Drums were beaten the whole day and night of the
coronation. Next morning at ten the Mukama and his
chiefs and noblemen to whom he had given the Crown-
and-Beard went into a special endosure near the Coronation
House and there prepared a shed under which the King
good and tried pretended imaginary court caes as a
formality. On this day M ukama land all the noblemen mugt
dress as women.

The Crown-and-Beard is symboalic, and is conferred by
Mukama for some special service, and as a very high
honour. It is rather like a baronetcy, is hereditary, and
remains in the family. There are not many: only four
among the eight senior chigfs, and one among the forty-two
sub-chiefs,

Still August 3. This afternoon the Bakonjo Chief came and
took us to the Bamba-Bakonjo Market. We arrived nearly
at the end of the day, and many of the people were leaving,
but | irianaged to get some pictures. It was right out in
the fields near the foot of Rwenzoli in a clearing in the
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elephant grass near the main road. The people are quite
small, and are related to the Pygmies.

Tonight we packed and made our final plans for the
safari tothe Congo tomorrow. Weleaveearly in themorning.
Kaboha is driving his safari car and taking along Kasujo,
our very nice soldier from Mwengi, as a reserve , driver,
as well as an extra man for mechanical emergencies
Kaboha and Nyabongo are aimost as excited as we are;
none of us has ever been to the Congo, and all of us are
equally eager and curious.

August 5. We left for the Congo at eight o'dock yesterday
morning. Our route took us south from Kabarole along
Rwenzoli, through Katwe, and around the south end of the
range, then north-west acoss the border at Kasinde,
continuing north-west on the other dde of Rwenzoli follow-
ing the Semliki River, to Fort Mbeni, where we crosed the
Scmliki by pontoon ferry.

We made good time around the Toro curves over the
lovely red-brown roads, and headed for Rwenzoli. Soon
we crosed a river, rounded the mountains, then seemed to
come right up into them. We could see the tress along the
high ridges and the great forest near the top.

Leaving the mountains we came into entirely different
country: dsraight roads, spacous grazing country with
short grass occasonal umbrella trees and gentle hills. Then
the country flattened out into far-reaching seppes plains
covered with the special wide-blade grass we usad for the
making of banana wine and for fumigation; farther along
there are plains covered with tall grass with downy tops
which is usad for the making of mattresses

Once again the agect of the country changed, and we
drove through srange flat dried-up-looking plains, aric
and blasted. Very little grass and poor vegetation, almost no
water in the sreams, and occasonal peculiar, very still,
glassy-ooking lakes. All this part of the country is very
heavily impregnated with salt.
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We pased one of the peculiar lakes quite cosdy; it
looked as though it were filled with opaque glass instead of
water. Nyabongo explained that the water has a great deal,
of salt and soda in it. We passd this lake again on the way
back, at sunest, when the far shore was red and white with
thousands of flamingoes, settled crowded on the shore
and in the shallow water. It was fascinating to s them
move about: It looked as though the shore itsdf was moving,
changing colour and pattern.

Nyabongo tedls us that about seventy years ago the
Baganda came over to fight the Batoro, but the Batoro
lured them down near this lake and then disappeared into
Rwenzoli and remained there- The Baganda were very
pleased with the country and decided to settle down and
take posesson. The thirsty army drank at this lake and
hetif of them promptly died from the effects of the con-
centrated slts in the water. The Batoro then came out
of the mountains and defeated the remainder, who fled
back to Buganda where they belonged, and stayed there.
The people call this Poison Lake and never drink its waters.

As the sun was getting really hot we reached Katwe and
the salt mines. To the left as we came into Katwe is a very
large beautiful lake, Lake Dweru, and to the far right
are the salt lake and the mines. Lake Dweru is beautiful:
There are two largish idands far out in the middle of the
water, one covered with trees, and the other a big hill
which is bare of grass All over the lake people were fishing
from African canoes not at all disturbed by the many
hippopotamuses. Pauli and | watched the hippos for a long
time Some would rise suddenly to the surface with a big
gplash and disappear again; some would rise quietly,
we would se a black gddk on the water, which as we
watched would sink out of sight They did not seem to
bother the canoes

Theidands in the lake are interesting; They tell me that
in 1912 more than two thousand Africans were removed
from the wooded bland to the mainland by the authorities,
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because of degping dckness on the isand; nearly.all of them
soon died on the mainland because they were unaccus
tomed to the life there. They sy that on the bare idand
there were sx dephants, who ate the ground clean of
grass, then five died of starvation and the last one was shot.

We went to the res camp up on a hill and found it clean,
cool, and inviting. We had lunch, then Kaboha and
Nyabongo went out to greet the people and disuss local
affairs. | took some pictures of the lake at the foot of the hill
behind the camp; it looked like solid salt and soda with no
water at all; the tracks of a bicycle ssemed to cut across
the edge of the lake as across dirty ice. | as took some
pictures of the papaya tree at the edge of the camp. The
fruit is very good.

We drove down from the cajnp to little Lake Katwe,
the salt lake, and watched the workings of it. It is at the
bottom of what looks like, and probably is, a large volcanic
crater. The lake is an extraordinary sght from the heights
above: The 4till, heavy, glassy, pinkish water looks exactly
like a mirror reflecting the deep ddes of the crater. Cloe
up the water is maroon red with iodine. The salt depodts
of this lake are unusually rich in, iodine.

The overseer, who is African and gpesks English fluently,
showed us round and explained about the work. There
was a raft out in the middle of the lake, on which rock
brought up from the lake floor was being loaded. The men,
standing hip deep in the water, pulled it up. When the raft
was full it was towed to shore and unloaded. This rock
has many crygals and is called Salt Number Three. We
taged it and found it very strongly salt.

This rock is left in endosures made by mudb&nks in the
water at the edge of thelake. It remainsthereuntil thewater
becomes «tiff to the touch and is very red. When enough
st is crysallized out it is collected, and is called Salt
Number One, This crystallization takes about four months
inthesun and air and water. Salt Number Twoisvery rough
and grey and coarse and looks like dirty washing soda
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The'workers look odd and rather forbidding with their
'black skins covered with. the crusty salt.

The overseer told us that for many years "long before
our grandfathers" the Batoro have been collecting salt
from this lake, which is volcanic and natural. It had been
much deeper but now is only thigh deep in the middle.
He said the profit to date for the year is $4,500. He says
that' salt porters come into Katwe from as far away as
Ethiopia, and have been doing so for centuries.

And so on from Katwe to the Congo. Crossing at Kasinde
we reported to the customs official. He was a nice little
Belgian, very lonesome, very much out-there-in-the-wil-
derness. He insisted that we stay to talk and drink. First
we gspoke English which he scarcely understood; then
French which he spoke so rapidly we couldn't understand;
and finally German which surprisingly he spoke very well
indeed. Both Pauli and | can manage Gefman better than
any other foreign language—Pauli because of his early
years in the Tyrol, and | because of research reading in
German for my chemistry.

Our Belgian wanted to know why we were going into the
Congo and was pleased as a child when | told him Fd been
to Brussds and seen the wonderful Congo Museum there,
and had wanted to visit the Congo ever since. His eagerness
to hear all about his homeland was pathetic. When had |
been to Brussds? Was the city still beautiful? Had | seen
the Cathedral? Did | drink at the sidewalk cafes? Had
| been to Ostend? | did my best for him in my pedantic
German, sand he glowed with delight.

His house was in an uproar, with his wash hanging on
the front porch, pyjamas thrown on top of the mosquito
netting over the bed, empty bottles and boxes everywhere.
My neat African friends seemed disconcerted at the disorder.
When he learned Nyabongo was from Toro, fie took him
out into the courtyard and showed him his African wife,
a big Toro girl. He said he couldn't find a good-looking
girl in the Congo, so had to go to Toro for one. He was

Ei
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being friendly, poor man, and thought he was compli-
menting Nyabongo on the attractiveness of his women*
Nycibongo, of course, could have killed him.

Oiir little Belgian kept us an hour and a half, talking and
drinking. Pauli ate Up all his sweet biscuits before | knew
what was happening. 1 had to fill out three forms each for
Pauli and me, and one for the Cinecamera* He clamped
a seal on the camera. He did not ask whether | had another
camera with me, and | didn't say. All during the proceed-
ings he kept shouting for his " boy," whose hame was Blotto.
Finally we got through*

The roads in this part of Congo are really dreadful-
very rough, With deep ditches on either sde, or with dense
jungle crowding in, Kaboha kept worrying about his tyres
and kept saying, " |f we should meet another car, what would
we do?" We told him not to worry because there certainly
were no dgns of*traffic—not motor traffic anyway.

Near the bridge of a small river we saw dephant foot-
prints, and Kaboha became transformed. He got out at
once and examined them minutely*'He is quite a hunter,
and has killed ten dephants. Once Qne nearly killed him.
He said' he shat an eephant and when it fell down he was
aure it was dead. He sood in front of it and toldhis boy
to go round behind and cut off its tail. (Nyabongo says you
always cut off the tail of an elephant you kill and «how it,
dse no one will believe you Kkilled it.) When the boy cut
off thetail the elephant got up and ran for sx miles, " leaving
the tail with us" They pursued and killed it Kaboha said
the very firs eephant hekilled came Upon him at ;9x yards
and hegot so excited heshot it at once, then shat it a second
timeand "it fell down dead."

Wedecided Wewarealready too latetotrail theelephant,
Nyabongo arid | had no intention Of finding oursdves
on the road in wilderness after dark if we could help it
Pauli, Kaboha and kasuga were all for taking the trail,
but we said'no.

We drove for miles throught desolvestretches of velds
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and plain into rolling uplands with palms and high grass
through dense jungle, through parklike scenery—following
the winding Semliki River. The Semliki comes down from
the mountains and is lovely: sometimes narrow, shallow,
and tumbling over rock bed; sometimes through fairly
degp heavily overhung banks, sometiimes wide and deep
and smooth through dense jungle. The river swarmf with
crocodiles, and the park-like countryside is famous for lions.
From the heghts above one can s® the river for miles
winding in and out through the lovely empty park and the
great foredt, like a shining ribbon. Sometimes near the rare
villages, which are entirely out of sight from the road, we
came upon women washing dothes in the shallows churning
over the rocks at the edge of the river.

Finally we crossad the Semliki by pontoon ferry opposte
Fort Mbeni, whereit isvery wide and deep, and the current
s0 grong that it pulled the heavily loaded pontoon in all
directions.

The pontoon was primitive but sturdy, and was expertly
handled by the African ferryman. It was a huge raft built
aocss a, series of dugout canoes, and was pulled across the
riyer by men manning the sted cables which dretched over-
head from one bank to*the other. Children and cthers bailed
out the canoes aswe crosed. - .

We continued along the bad roads to M beni. We passed
men at work on the roads and saw the fascinating but
frightening anthills (termite hills) by thé roadsde—hills
much taller than a man, built and lived in by the tiny
insects

Kaboha was very interesting on the subject of ants
There are many huge anthills in Toro, and the people eat
ants as a delicacy. It sams that in all anthills thereis a big
White ant without any hairs, called the mother-of-the-ants
6r the queen* which is always in the centre of the hill. Close
around themother ant arethesmall whiteants; ballad princes
of the anthill, and around these are the red ants Which do
the work of bringing in the earth and building up the hill.
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If you want to dedtroy the hill you must get out the queen.
To do this you dig under the hill, where you will find the
roads and tunnds used by the ants leading to the centre
a$d the queen.

There are four kinds of ants which are eaten: empahu,
the big red ants. egoro, the big brownish ants; entaiki, red
but npt so big; and enaka, very small black ants. Egoro
arethereal deicacy, and next are the enaka.

There is a edal time for each of the ants. empahu are
taken in April, entaiki in September, egoro and enaka in
October. The ants usually come out of the hill and fly very
early in the morning—from one to five o'dock. To collect
them you dig a holevery near the hill, and at flying time you
hold a fire over the hole. The ants fall in the fire and drop
into the hole, and you collect them in a bag. Men catch
them. To cook them, you drop them in boiling water just
to kiH them, then dry them in the sun; when dry the hairs
drop off, and then they are ready to eat. (I havein my time
made note of many a recipe. This is one | shall probably
never ue mysdf!)

Arriving at Mbeni, we went right to the resdency in
search of the District Commissoner. He was a nice little
Bedgian, very friendly and helpful. He said he had had
tdegrams from Temple-Perkins, our D.C. at Fort Portal;
and that he had already reserved our rooms for us (It
was very thoughtful and kind of Temple-Perkins to prepare
theway for us | mus remember to thank him when we get
back.) Our Belgian D.C. gave us directions, we drove along
to the Ruwenzori Hotel, and he came tearing along immedi*
ately behind, us on his bicycle.

At the hotel, which was a very sad affair, we st in the
lounge iwhile a great deal of conversation went on between
the Belgian hotel owner and our D.C. There was a lot of
"naoir, notr* in very rapid French, and we tried to look
blank as though we did not understand the language.
(I believe every Negro would understand and recognize
the word "black" in any language. He would certainly
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recognize the tone of voice which goes with the word!)
After condderable presure from our D.C., and a lot of
"digtingui" and "important*' on his part againg the
“nair, rurir,” the owner finally gave in and showed us to our
rooms. When*we saw them we wondered what all the dis
cusipn had been about. They were scarcdy fit for animals.

Nyabongo and Kaboha had a room at the end of the
corridor; there was an apparently occupied room next, then
came Pauli's and mine. Pauli said: "This is what we ge&t
when we are black and important. Wonder what we'd get
if we were unimportant." We were soon to find out. The
D.C. called for Nyabongo, who later reported that the
owner had refusad to let our "boys' desp in the hotd, but
had said they could demp in the huts at the back. Nyabongo
found them filthy and, fearing vermin and dissase, made
them degp in the car.

The owner reluctantly consnted to give us our meals,
"but not those boys" So Nyabongo quietly made arrange-
ments with the cook and the waiter, who gave them meals
in the car. We ate in the lounge, part of which was used
as dining room, part stting room, and part reception
dek. The meal was terrible. All through dinner the owner
kept muttering in French: " | f | have blacks in my hotel
no white people will come" Pauli finally aked: " Mama,
here in the Congo where nearly everybody is black, what
white people does he mean?" We were to find out before
the night was over.

In the gtting-room part of the lounge two young Belgians
were liglesy playing backgammon, and smoking and
drinking steadily. They were thin and heavy eyed, with the
familiar " Congo pallor." They ssamed very pathetic.

After dinner we took a short walk along the road. The
moon was up, enormous and blood red, and the sky was full
of lightning—>brilliant and frightening—and low rumbles
of thunder. After we went to bed it rained a "big rain,"
the downpour making a terrific clatter on the metal roof,
and sounds of water flooding everywhere.
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In the midst of all this uproar two Bdgians, possbly the
two young backgammon players, brought two women into
the room between Nyabongo's and mine, and they quite
noisly and unmistakably dept together. It was disgusting:
thechatter in French between the two men, the conver sation
in pidgin French between the men and the women, and the
giggly chatter in some Native dialect between the two
women.

After about an hour of this, through which Pauli dept
soundly, thank heaven, | heard the owner rush into the
room shouting: "People come, people come!" He swept
theyoung men and their ladies-of-the-night out of theroom,
the ladies protesting and making a great fuss

All this noise eventually woke Pauli. We could hear the
owner hurrying round the room probably tidying it up.
Then we heard two heavy men enter and go to bed. They
coughed and spit and murmured drunkenly the rest of the
night. | said to mysdf in answer to Pauli's earlier question;
"What white people?" " Oh, those white people!"

In the morningwe saw the owne's Native wives—two
fresh, pert, vulgar, chesky women, one with a half-case
child. They were very eager to havé ther pictures taken,
s0 | took them, to show " culture contact,” as Nyabongo
says The owner himsdf was a sorry Sght with his fried
face'and dovenly body.

In the clear morning light Mbeni is a picturesque place
with a glorious view across the Semliki to the glaciers of
Rwenzoli. It is 3,500 feet above s level, and is said to be a
fairly healthy station.

We left at eight o'dock to sethe Pygriiies. Our very kind
and helpful D.C. had told us exactly whereto go, and had
sent two of his own special African soldiers with us as
exorts and guides. We drove for about an hour through the
outer rim pf thefamous Ituri Forest (Great Rain Forest),
passing occasional small Bakonjo villages. We saw a lovely
family of baboons, br&wn with fur very like that of chow
dogs crossing the road and swinging away in the bushes—
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not at all hurriedly. We had disturbed them while they were
eating potatoes by the roadside. L eaving the road we pene-
trated farther into the forest, driving carefully, till we came
to a Bakonjo-Pygmy village. Here we left the car and
continued on foot, led by the village Headman. *

Grace Flandrau, in her book Then 1 Saw the Congo, says
of the fored,

"The lturiisvirgin forest. Here and there where native
sttlements have endured for nobody knows how many
centuries, the original growth had been pushed back, and
soond growth or grasdand made its appearance. But
for the mogt part it is primitive towering fovet in the depths
of which elephant, rare okapi, antdope, red buffalo and
great oaily pythons live.”

Following the Headman along the path, which was like
a tunnel cut through the dense and brilliant jungle under-
growth, we were continually fascinated with the trees
colossAl and massve, with their foliage mdre than two
hundred feet above the ground shutting out mogt of the sky
and sun. They are really overpowering. Flashily coloured
birds twittered and sang, monkeys raced about in the trees,
swinging and chattering and passng rude remarks about
us as we passed. Pauli said they made him think of Tar zan.
Fm glad we didn't meet up with the gorillas and eephants,
which abound in this fores, and which are said to be
friendly!

As we made pur way through the forest we could hear
the drum of the Bakonjo village telling the Pygmy village
we wer e on our way, and the answering drum of the Pygmy
village saying they would meet us | fdt as though | were
taking part in a film.

Finally wereached Ngite, our Pygmy village twenty-three
milesfrom M beni. Wedid not at fir st recognizeit asavillage,
30 cleverly have the fctnall huts been built among the sunny
shadows and immense tree trunks in the small clearings.
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The Pygmies seamed to come out from nowhere to gregt
us smiling and friendly. They wore no clothes, except for
a small ruffle of bark cloth around the middle of the grown
ups.

The Headman of Ngite was immediately interested in
Pauli, and the interest was certainly mutual. The Headman
knew at once that Pauli was very young, and was intrigued
by his height and breadth. Pauli in turn knew immediately
that the Headman was " old" (he was about forty) and was
fascinated by his very small but perfect physique, which was
sturdy and muscular, and in beautiful proportion. When we
described big Paul to the Headman later, dressng his sze
and voice, his e/Ss widened with eager interest, and he aked
that we make sure to tell him to come and see them when he
comes to the Congo.

The Pygmy men average four feat seven inches in height,
and the women four feet four and one-half inches. They are
yellowish brown in colour and have a dightly oriental cast
to their features.

"The Pygmies are, it is said, the aborigines of Africa.
When and if (asis now believed) the Bantus, untold centuries
ago, migrated to Africa from Oceania, bringing, the agricul-
tural arts, the native Africans, now known as Pygmies, were
driven desper and deeper into the fored, where they
endured much hardship and incidentally developed the
finest woodcraft in the world. They may have been a small
race to begin with, or the hard sunless life may have dwarfed
them. However that may be, they are a totally different
people from the Bantus. . . . Courteous, gay, good sports,
marvellous trackers, charmmg companions, they pass in
and out of the fores like shadows never a branch cracks
nor a leaf'rustles to toetray their presence They penetrate
the thickest underbrush with perfect ease"

"Thelturi Forest Pygmy isnot a Negro, nor has he much
in common with the black men of Bantu sodk who live
near him. Heis called 'Tiki, Tiki by tjie very few white

From Then | Saw the Congo.
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men who know him, but to many thousands of Natives
who live around the fbres edge he Is known as 'IfiV

"Their digrict Chief told me that in all the fores lived
about 10,000 Ifi tribesmen. They live in small dans of
25 to 50 souls over which a sub-Chief rules. These aub-
Chiefs are under fn over-Chief in the district.

"There is a legend among the Bantu people that long
before they entered the basn of the Congo, there exised
here a race of dwarfs who were light brown in colour,
had crispy hair, and were known as the Batwa. Native
tradition sys that these Pygmies once lived near the presnt
Lake Tanganyika, where we find today traces of an ancient
Batwa kingdom antedating the arrival of the Bantu. The
Batwa at that time had a tribal organization which re-
sembled that in exigence during the same time as the ancient
Bushmen of South Africa; some of the Pygmy Chiefs can
point to genealogies that run back two and three centuries.
Like the Bushmen they are omnivorous, and like many
primitive peoples are passonatdy fond of salt. Being
trackers and accomplished hunters, it is no great feat for
them to keep the meat pot boiling. The foret abounds
in wild fruits and roots, while the animal life is fairly
abundant.

" I'n the Killing of an elephant they show both courage
and cunning, for this huge beast cannot easly be done to
death by their puny weapons They stalk him through the
forest path until he gops to degp, and as he dozes in some
aunlit glade, creegp within arms* length of his hindquarters,
then sva his Jeg cords thus making him hdples to
run.

"A mesmnge is sent to the nearest village, the drums
snd out the glad tidings, and soon the hapless mammoth
is surrounded by Pygmies who spear him to death by heaving
their weapons and then deftly recovering them from the
eephant, usng them again and again.

"Their gears are small but well made, tipped with iron
and often decorated with ivory. Their bows measure 28
inches of bowstring; the bow is made from a flexible wood,
and the gring from a creeper. Arrow shafts are shaped
from the centre stera of the palm leaf, wad the iron points
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from ametal they minefrom the earth and smelt and pound
into sh&pe themsdves. To make poison, they ssk the asage
tree, cut chunks front it, pound these to a pulp and squeeze
thejuiceinto apot. The arrow pointy are placed in this sap,
and all are boiled together. It ir a mog deadly poison and
killseven the har dy buffalo within two house' time.

"The Ifi medicine men have some interesting practices
in connection with the use of herbs found in the fored.
There is very little dckness among the Pygmies excepting
ringworm and outer skin afflictions. . . . They are a happy
people, and continue to multiply."*

We bought some of the bows and arrows with poisoned
metal tips, and some musical insruments. The Pygmies
posed readily and gracioudy for photographs, and accepted
the cigarettes | gave them with delighted gratitude. As
we left them, smiling and waving, we promised to send them
some salt. Nyabongo says the salt will be a very great
treat.

We then said farewell to Ngite and the lovable Pygmies.

On the way out of the forest we stopped at another road-
ddevillage, M atembe, wher e the people are again a mixture
of Bakonjo and Pygmy. These people are very interesting,
and the women wear curious heavy iron ornaments—
bracdets and neck halters. | bought some of these, and one
old lady inssted on taking the halter from around her neck
and presenting it to me. The men thereupon tied her to a
treeand pried it off her neck. When | saw how it had Jo be
removed | hastily protested, but they all assured me that it
couldn't possbly hurt her, that it only seenied awkward.
Thelady hersdf looked at mewith atwinklein her eye and
smiled as though to say, " This is a good ichance for me to
get this thing off my neck, so don't spail it." She looked so
pleased after it had 'been removed | felt.,| had probably
understood her smile. She had worn it since girlhood and
it would probably have remained on all her fife.

from Afrika Speaks, by Paul Hodfler.
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Many of the ladies in Matembe were smoking pipes and
spitting far with expertness.

Continuing out of the fcrest, we came again upon our
friends the Ghowlike baboons. They-were chattering and
playing, and eyed us with friendliness. But as soon as |
brought out my camera they soolded and swung away
through the trees We saw lots of other monkeys sitting up
in trees They semed to dop their own conversation,
regard us critically, comment shrilly while frankly pointing
at us then go back to their own social affairs ignoring us
completely. They behaved so much like people that Pauli
said, severdy: "You really mustn't point It's very rudeP'
Weheard many dgnsof lifein thedensejungle under growth,
but by now we were no longer afraid.

On the way back to Mbeni we dopped at an obscure
village in search of ivory and ebony work. After friendly
gregtings and pleasant conversation with the people, the
Headman brought out all he had, and | bought it alL First
he showed me some ivory salad spoons and forks, napkin
rings, and a shoehorn (of all things) which had been made
for some European tourist. They were beautifully carved
to show the lovely grain of the ivory. | bought them, then
asked for traditional pieces He smiled, disappeared for some
time, and returned with two magnificent ebony heads, a
pair, man and woman, smply and beautifully carved,
nearly life sze. | was thrilled with them, and when he saw
how much | appreciated the beauty of the work and the
wood, he ssemed vadly pleassd* He aso brought out a
pair of small ivory datuettes and some lovely ivory bird
figures, all smooth and yelow with age and smply and
beautifully carved. He wanted to give me the ebony heads,
but | managed tactfully to pay for everything | bought.
| aso remembered the cigarettes and salt, and the villagers
were delighted.

Back to Mbeni, where we had lunch. By this time the
hotel owner had for some reason decided we were very.
pukka, and so he rushed around semng us lunch himsdf.
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At one time in his excitement he put three sugar bowls on
our table. He told Nyabongo somewhat apologetically that
he had never sen any black people like us. Nyabongo assured
him calmly that there are plenty like us We collected our
things, paid our bill, and left. On our way out we called in
at the resdency to tell our D.C. how much we had enjoyed
our vist to Ngite, and to thank him for his courtesy and help.
He was very pleased.

We went back to the border by ancther route so we could
s2 as much of the country as possble Along the road in
many places we saw canoes being hollowed out from the
great trunks of tress which had been felled. The men work
on the trunk where it falls, hollow it out, shape it up, then
transport it to the water. The canoes are rnade of mahogany,
oak, and other sturdy woods.

Along the road Nyabongo pointed out a special palm
tree with a very long tall trunk, called mukoga. Thefruitis
edible, theleaves ar e used to thatch housss and to tiebundles,
the trunk is split and usad as pdes for housebuilding, the
ojl in the fruit is usad for cooking, the fruit can also be
planted and gives a demlike potato which is edible. They
certainly use the mukoga!

There was another odd tree along the road, not so special
and not sorare, called miihora. It hasan unusual whitetrunk.
We saw a lot of giant mahogany and the ebony or " hard"
tress. Another tree which was quite common was a very
peculiar, heavy, cactuslike affair with extraordinary inch-
thick leaves which are so dark green as to look almost black.
| photographed them both at a disance and dose up. It
iscalled nkukuru. If you break aleaf or merdly, prick it, milk
is rdeased from the insde. Nyabongo says you make a
pill out of a little cooked plantain, put one drop of this
milk inside the pill and swallow it; it makes a much stronger
purgative than cagtor ail.

Arrived once mor e at Kasinde, the border, we found our
tittle cusoms official having his nap. The "boys' refusd
to call him, so we hallooed and got him up. He was friendly
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and cordial as ever. We gave him back our papers, he
unsealed the Cine-camera, we drank some beer and chatted
ft while, and left.

Crossngthelittleborder river, theRubiraha (the Scratch),
we were again in Toro with good roads and no tyre *worries

Right after crossng into Uganda, while till following the
Semliki, we came across the tracks of a herd of elephants.
Kasuga spotted them firgt, and at once Kaboha, keen and
excited, leaped out of the car and began searching the river
bank. We all followed, equally interested, and traced the
great footprints right down to thewater's edge. Theriver was
quite shallow and narrow at this point, and as we scanned
the opposte bank we saw the herd grazing peacefully in the
high grass among the tress. There were two enormous ones
with tremendous tusks which looked very handsome and
rich in the waning sunlightj many not so large, and some
funny awkward cute babies. We whistled and hallooed and
blew our motor horn to attract their attention. They put
up their huge ears, waved their mighty trunks, shifted to
get the wind and place our smell, then continued to graze
calmly. We watched them for a while, and Kaboha said
longinily: "Look at those tusks"

As we climbed back into the car Nyabongo said, " Now
we have sen dephants, we will se every thing." Sure
enough we oon came across bucks—beautiful beige-grey
animals about the dze of deer. Four of them crassd the road
just ahead of us, undisturbed by our quiet car, and casually
srolled away through the bushes We had a good doseup
view of them and saw the extraordinary mark on their
back hindquarters—a definite clear-cut circle of the beige-
grey colour with a black outer rim very like atarget. Their
skin looked rich* and furry.

Just at dusk we came across a family of lions. Pauli and
| were breathless with excitement, but the others in the car
were not at all frightened. They brought the car to a oft
gop with engine running quietly; Kasuga reached for his
gun, then wefroze* Weall remained rjerfeetlv silL nrenared
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for anytning. There was a sn® of concentrated interest
and tenson, but no sn= of fear.

Only a few yards ahead of us Papa lion went from the
middle of the road to the high grass at the left edge, where
he good till for a second or two. Then Mamma lion came
out of the grass besde the gpot where Papa good, followed
immediately by an adorable baby cub. They cosed the
road sedately, sngle file, with Papa falling in behind,
disappeared into the high grass on the right, and dowly
walked away. We could s their tailsjust above the grass—
hed up giff like flagpoles/ with the tuft of yellow hair at
the end. Kaboha says they hold their tails erect when they
sne danger.

They were big tan-coloured animals with large heads
and very thick shoulders, dimming down toward the tail;
powerful looking but with a top-heavy, very unpleasant
shape. Wyabongo says they always travel sngle file, the
female firg because she is quick and fierce and dangerous,
the cub between for protection, and finally the male, which
is dower, but sure and terrible.

I will never be able to walk in the high grass again!
FU bet Pauli won't ether.

On through Katwe, round the Toro curves, home, and
gratefully to bed.

August 7. Kabar ole. Although wehad scarcdly got our breath
from the Congo trip, we léft this morning for Kampala, to
attend the Kabaka's (King of Buganda) Birthday Tea.
Every year on the decason of his birthday all European
and African officialdom and sociely in Buganda come to
pay their respeds to the king. It is the big social fevent of
the year,

We gopped in for a few minutes to say hello to Mukama
before We left, and gave him a hurried report 6n the Congo
Safari. He was delighted to hbar we had had such a satwfy-
ing trip, and was pitoperty impressad -with Pauli's excited
account of the Pygmies, dephants, and lions. With his usual
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practicality he warned us not to stay in Kampala longer
than necessary, to be very careful of malaria, and to take
all possble precautions againg the mogquitoes there. We
must all take quinine, we must drink no water whatsoever,
and we mug dop to red en route at the dispensary at
Ka9€pyi Mbende.

He then loaned us his own safari car, the luxurious Ford,
and his own personal driver, "because it will be more
comfortable for the long journey/' We thanked him for his
kindness, gratefully settled oursdves in the car, and st out.

Aswe left, Mukama had aword with Pauli, man-to-man
fashion. He said he had called the Bamba down from the
mountains to dance for us on the twelfth of Augudt. It is a
very special honour. Pauli is delighted and impressed.

It was along hard drive to Kampala. At firstit was quite
cloudy, and as we rounded the Toro curves from hill to hill,
the clouds and migt in the valleys looked like lakes actual
Sheds of water. Asthe sun came out the "lakes " dowly lifted
and we could se the fidds beneath. Nyabongo says that in
the early morning the cdouds often hide whole villages.
We had fog too, so thick we had to use the windscreen
wiper. The fog somehow amused mei One expects it in
England, but not on the equator.

On theroad | developed a terrific sore throat, at the top
near the back of my no*e My temperature went up and up,
and my throat got worse and worse. Probably a germ |
picked up in Congo Or Katwe. | tried not to let the others
know, because we were all tited and deepy.

| was thankful when we arrived at Kasenyi Mbende and
stopped at the, dispensary, M ukama certainly knew what he
Was talking about when heinsisted that we sop therer The
young African in charge gave me one look, led me inside,
took my temperature and pulse, examined my throat and
no™ thoroughly, then gave me some potassum chloride
solution and made me gargle till 1 was dizzy. After we had
reted and had had lunch, he made us all gargie very
thoroughly, sothat atf our throatswould beclean. Hievoung
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man was very efficient and had been in charge of the
dispensary for ten years.

At Kampala we stayed with the Kalibalas, Mr. Kalibala
is a Baganda and was educated in America, at Tuskegee
Institute and Columbia University, where he took a
master's degree in education. His wife is the daughter, of a
Negro Baptist preacher in Boson, Massachusatts Kalibala
is handsome and well built, with smooth gossy black skin
and wonderful teeth. His sger Gwera, who lives with them,
is very like him and handsome too, with lots of spirit. The
Kalibala baby is adorable.

The mosguitoes were terrible. We rubbed oil on our skins
but it had no effect. Pauli said: " These mosquitoes are some-
thin', they haven't even got respect for the oil." | developed
a roaring fever, my throat fet like a grater, and my head
was bursting. Nyabongo gave me medicine and watched
me carefully, and had me on my feg again by morning.

Kampala is an interesting and colourful town with good
roads, shops smart African police, markets, and handsome
African women. The women wear a long robe wrapped
around the body just under the armpits, leaving their
beautiful brown shoulders and arms bare. They have a
lesurdy and sately carriage.

August 8. Kampala. Went shopping thismor ningin thetown.
Bought the inevitable postcards, some books of African
dories, and some comic pape's for Pauli at the Uganda
Bookshop and at Wardlest. Also bought some tins of sweet
biscuit for Pauli.

Went to the Kabaka's Teain the Palace grounds at three*
forty-five, and was surprised- to find it a typical English
garden party. A charming marquee was built on the great
lawn, an African band in uniform played all afternoon,
European and African guests in every imaginable variety
of dress lined up to shake hands with the Kabaka and his
gueen-*who were themsdves in European dress Their young
ons theprinces, sood doseby and looked rather interesting.
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We had lots of tea, all kinds of delicious sandwiches,
and a dice of the huge birthday cake with white icing,
which was ddicious. | am afraid Pauli had many dices
of the cake. Every time | turned back to our little table
after greeting someone, | would find him with ancther
dice. When | protested, he looked up with big innocent
gyes and then winked at me and said: " That tall bronze
waiter over there is a pal; he undersands boys. | didn't
ak for it, Mamma, really | didn't; hejust gives me a dice
every time he passs" " | think," | said severdy, "everyone
is supposed to have one dice only, as a sort of souvenir
like at a wedding; you're not supposed to make a meal
of it!" Then the waiter gave me another dice It was
awfully good.

Archdeacon Bowers came over and we had a nice chat.
Some Europeans, the Grants (he is the head of the South
African Bank), came over and asked to be introduced.
They aked me an interesting and unexpected question:
Was Paul considering settling in Africa? From theinflection
| gathered that was an idea which was worrying them.
No one d= had put it into words. If big Paul comes out to
Africa to live, will it affect Native reaction to Europeans,
and if so, how? Quite a question!

The band played "God Save the King," announcing
the arrival of the Governor of Uganda (British) and his
lady—His Excelency and Mrs. Mitchell. The Kabaka
and his queen and the Governor and his wife then srolled
through the crowd in the garden to the dentre table, and
had tea. Later Governor and Mrs. Mitchell very gracioudy
invited Pauli and meto come and stay with them at Govern-
ment House, before we leave Uganda.

From the tea we all went on to the annual football game
in Kampala—old Budonians againg Mwenge. Both teams
are African, but of course Pauli and | immediately plumped
for Budo, which is Mukama's alma mater. The sorts
ground was very pretty and very crowded with Europeans
and Africans who, on this occason, sat sde by sde. The



154 AFRICAN JOURNEY

Kabaka and the Governor srolled the field, and the
game began.

It was a good game, the players making remarkable
kicks with their bare feet. All sorts of calls—in Luganda,
Rutoro, English, German, Swahdi—mingled with the
noiein thegands. Thesooreat theend was3to 2 in favour
of old Budonians. Pauli enjoyed every minute of it all
and played the game srenuoudy from his st*

We went home to the Kalibala's for supper, conversation,
and bed.

August 9. Sunday. Nyabongo arranged for usto vist Busoga
and Bunyoro, two more of the five provinces which make
up Uganda, on our way back to Kabarole. So this
morning we drove to Jinja, the capital of Busoga, which
is only a few miles from Kampala, on the shores of Lake
Victoria.

On afrival at Jinja we went directly to the Presidents
house (Busoga has a presdent, not a king like the other
provinces), and waited for him and his gues, the Mukama
of Bunyoro, to returnfrom, church.

The Presdent's houseis on a hill, commanding a magnifi-
cent view of Victoria Nyanza (Lake Victoria) and the
famous hill in the digance where the mutiny of the Nubians
took place. Nyabongo tels me that Lord Lugard brought
Nubian soldiers down to fight the Uganda people, and
on this hill the Nubians mutinied, killed their white officers
who refused to give up ihtir arms, and buried them. The
hill is called BakalebV All Africans revere it because it
was herethat Africans decided not to fight brother Afrigans
without good reason of their own, merely because Europeans
told them to*

The Mukama of Bunyoto dipped out of church and came
back early so we could have tea and a good talk* We made
a date to visit hint at Hoima, hit own capital in Bunyoro.
later the President of Busogajoined us, and weall had lunch*
M the afternoon the President took-us to see the Parliament
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House, which is open, sacious dignified, and well built
in a gyle suited to the country. The little library near by
was charming and reasonably well stocked.

We saw the prison, clean and pleasant and sanitary, built
to house sixty-five prisoners. They tell me they rarely have
more than thirty-five. There are two cdls for women,
whom they don't keep long. More than half the Cass are
for nonpayment of tax. The Presdent tdls me they try
all their own cass here in Busoga, except murder.

Later we went to the lake to ssethe famous Ripon Falls.
The waters of Victoria Nyanza are fed by the melting
siows from Rwenzoli. The water leaves the lake by way
of the falls, and, as the White Nile, begins its long journey
north to the Mediterranean Sea. We walked along the pa*h
quite near the water's edge, watching the crocodiles and
hippopotamuses lazing in the shallows above the falls.
The falls are not very high—not,more than twenty fest—
but it is fascinating to watch the great lovely shest of water
break over the rocks and tumble down. It is the tremendous
volume of water rather than the height of the falls which is
impressive.

Jugt bdow the rocks huge fish—Nile perch averaging
thirty pounds in weight—keep trying unsuccessully to
leap the falls and reach the shallows above. Fishermen
line the banks of the river and cruise about in canoes
catching them.

On theroad from Jinja back to Kampala we pased large
sugar-cane fields and the small African factories where the
syrup is extracted from the cane. We watched it being cut
and piled up. Nyabongo says that the stalk near the ground
js the only sweet part; the upper stalk with leaves is cut
off and put into the ground to grow again. Pauli and |
chewed some, of course, and found it very sweet You chew
the stalk, the sugar comes right out, then you spit out the
fibres. Nyabongo stopped us immediately when he saw us
Chewing, It ssams you can get fever from it, and an itch.
He says it is not liked much in Torp, and is ordf used by
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children and lonely people. Herdsmen do not use it, because
it disagrees with the milk.

Back in Kampala at the Kalibalas we found some fifty
people waiting for us. They were all Bagandas, all in
European dothes, and all argumentative. One young man
had been educated at Howard University in Washington,
D. C, and severa had been to school in England.

August 10. We left Kampala this morning for Hoima, to
keep our date with the Mukama of Bunyoro. Half way
through the journey a springin our car broke and we foungj
we had log the bolt in the road somewhere. We had to
park by the roadsde for hours, waiting for a car to pass by.
We found a deserted Indian shop near by and shdtered
there, out of the broiling sun. The villages a little digance
away heard of our plight and came along bringing gifts ,of
tangerines—which were*very welcome—and gods to make
us comfortable, and sent a man on a bicycle to the nearest
town, Busonjo, to fetch a mechanic. An African bus came
along and Nyabongo sent Kusuga with our luggage on to
Hoima in it, while we waited for the mechanic.

After hours of waiting, two cars came tearing along,
and seding our parked car, sopped to s what they could
do. (Now | can fully appreciate road courtesy in Africal)
To our ddight the Mukama of Bunyoro was in the first
car, and his saza chief in the second. They took Pauli,
Nyabongo, and me along to Hoirna with them, leaving
a man in charge of our car. We drove through a heavy
sorm, so we were doubly thankful for the lift. A little
before sxin the evening we wound our way over the sur-.
rounding hills of Hpima, through the lovely green valley,
and up to the central hill. The bus didn't arrive until after
ten o'clock, and Kasuga and our luggage were soaked with
the rain.

We had dinner with the Prime Minister of Bunyoro at
ten-thirty P.M ., and such adinner! Thley had killed a sheep
and a goat, there were millet, plantains, and potatoes,
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with sem-sem and other reishes The Prime Minister was
great fun. | put a very tired Pauli to bed at eleven-thirty,
and mysdf equally tired at midnight.

August 11. Hoima. Awoke at sx-forty-five this morning.
The Mukama snt over a dream breskfag for us: fruit,
egos toad, coffeg *and a bottle of wine! It was very sweg
and thoughtful of him. .

The hills of Hoima are picturesque and lovely, guarding
and shutting in the fertile valley rich with banana gardens
and palm trees Hoima is about seventeen miles fiom Lake
Albert, and the temperature is usually 80 degress or more
in the shade.

| photographed the "old things' around the house in
the morning, saw peanuts spread out in the sun to bake,
and the baskework granaries in which the millet is
sored.

We spent the whole afternoon with the Mukama. His
gueen camein to greet me at teatime, and we had a pleasant
chat. | found her attractive and interesting.

The Mukama told me something of the history of his
country: He said Bunyoro had been the bigget and
dronges of all the kingdoms from Sudan to Abyssnia
and down well into the Congo. Toro, Buganda, Nkole,
and the res were all part of Bunyoro. Grant and Spesk
were the firg Englishmen to pass through; they saw all the
wealth of ivory and sins gave hi? father (thethen Mukama)
the Bible, "which he ignored," and passd on, "doing no
harm." Then Baker came through, gave his father a gun,
a watch, a knife, etc., became friends with him, and " did
no harm." Later on Baker .came back and upsst a lot of
the Chiefs in Bunyoro. Mukama sent him a message asking
why, snce they were friends, did he abuse his chiefs? Baker
thereupon began a war (about 1898) which lagted for Sx
years In the end England conquered Bunyoro, deliberately
put the Kabaka on the throne of Buganda and .made it a
grong kingdom, strengthened Toro and Nkole (all thee
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had been mere accesries to Bunyoro), and exiled his father
to the Seychelie Idands " because he had killed Europeans.”
This presnt Mukama went as a servant into exile with
hisfather so that he might learn all the history of his country
and prepare himsdf for his kingship. He now rules his
people with the help of the Lukiko (Native parliament)
and the assgance (???) of the British district commissoner.

Weleft Hoimaf at 9x in the evening for Kabarole, driving
over the hills, ground curves, and through fores in heavy
rain. We saw jackals, deer, and wild pig. This belt of heavy
tropical forest teemswith elephants, lions, leopar ds, buffaloes,
anteopes, and dog-faced apes

August 12. Kabarole. We dept late this morning, tired out
from our long drive from Hoima last night. In the early
afternoon | was working on my notes when | heard a
rhythmic snging and sent Pauli to investigate. He came
tearing back, shouting excitedly that the Bamba had come
down from the mountains to dance for us We hurried
out to stand on the veranda and watch their arrival.
Everyone from all over the house and grounds came to
join us

The Bamba, who are quite small in stature, came into
the courtyard snging- dancing, leaping. They danced
up to us shaking their sears in greeting, then backed and
separated intotwo groups, one group with shidds and spears
facing the opposte group'with branches and leaves. They
danced a mock fight which was very'exciting, some from
each dde falling dead s0 redligtically that Pauli was
alarmed.

We thanked them warmly as they left and gave them salt
which we had brought from Katwe. They had walked
seventy miles to dance for ud

This afternoon we went to sse Nyabongo's grandmother, a
remarkable old lkdy who is thought to be about 120 years
old. Nyabongo says she has always seemed to him as old
as she is now—always on the couch—snce he was a baby.
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He says she usd to befat, now sheisthift and her gyesare
glazed with a film of age, but her mind is clear and She is
aware and intelligent. She was very mudh interested in
Pauli, and said: " That boy bdongs to us- see his mouth,
gyes, nox the shape of head—pure African. Oh, yes that
boy bdongs to Africa, to us" She said my hair, eyes nos
and "especially my spirit" are African.

Later we went along to pay a formal visit to Nyabongo's
mother, who received us in sate in her house. She 1&0Oks
exactly like her daughter, the nurse, She gave me some
beautiful pressnts—a gourd for drinking water "whidh
you never let touch the ground,” but hang on a peg on the
wall; it has the cutes little papyrus sopper which kegps
out the dugt. She also gave me a special ponge wash-
cloth like those usad by the bisaki ladies: One sde is matde
for brushing the rows of hair into that peculiar syle tf£
headdress the other dde is usad for bathing. (Most of the
ladies in Uganda like to keep their hair cut very short and
ome shave their heads; it is a matter of tase and fashion,
as well as convenience) She aso gave me a beautiful
piece of bark cloth. | was especially grateful to her, because
thexe are all things | have wanted very much indeed and
have tried hard not to ak for.

August 13. There is an important and interesting senior
saza chief in Butite whom M ukama and Nyabongo wartted
me to visit. He is one of the " Crown”and-Beard" chiefs
We drove over today to s him.

On the roads between Kabarole and Btrtite we had
magnificent views of the snow peaksand glaciersof Rwenzoli.

It was a pleasant and interesting visit. Oft arrival we had
tea with* lovely daifcty jam sandwiehes, which were cer-
tainly appreciated by Pauli. The ladies came out-the
Chief Vwife and daughters. It is a great pleasure to s
the Women, at test. Word Mas gone around that | always
ask fer the warned so contrary to cusom they come out
now to see me.
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The people asked stimulating quegions, and were
extremely interesting and friendly. The Chief brought
out his " Crown" and proudly showed it to me,

We had a ddicious lunch, English style, with a fluffy
jam omeette at the end.

And gf home to Kabarole, photographing the Toro hills
on the way.

When we reached home we found the most enchanting
family waiting for us They were Nkole people, in Toro
on a vist, and had come to urge us to go to their country.
(There has been some doubt that we could fit in the Nkole
trip.) The family was large, consging of two ministers,
their wives and children and reatives. The ladies had
their heads shaved and looked odd at firs, but only for a
few minutes. They were all vivacious, friendly, and enthu-
sadic about their country. There were two adorable
infants in arms, and an equally adorable toddler—all
dimples and mischief.

August 14. We leave tomorrow for Nkole, and go on from
there to Government House at Entebbe, to vist the
Mitchells and then to board our plane for London.

So today we went to the palace to say good-bye to
Mukama, and to thank him for all his charming hospitality
and interest, thoughtfulness and practical help. | tried
to make him understand how very much we appreciated
his great kindness He was very gracious, said he had
enjoyed our visit very much indeed and hoped we would
come again to Toro, next time bringing big Paul.

We bade good-bye to Temple-Perkins and thanked
him for his kindnessin helping usin the Congo. We thanked
Kaboha arid all our Toro friends warmly for all they had
done to make our vist s0 interesting, comfortable, happy,
and fruitful. When | said good-bye to the house.staff,
the hoys aked me to take a picture,of them all together,
and send it to them. | did o, and will certainly send them
drints. | suppose thev have seen me haul out mv camera
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for everything under the aun* and thought | might as well
take a picture of them, too. And so | might; | should have
thought of it mysdf.

August 15. We left Kabarole this morning for Nkole, the
cattle kingdom of Uganda, and the lagt of the five provinces
which make up the protectorate. We drove along the Katwe
Road, then |eft.it and crossad the channd at Katunga.
All along the road we saw the salt porters, who come on
foot from all parts of the country to Katwe for salt. Nya-
bongo says they have fieen doing this for centuries.

The channd at Katunga connects L ake Dweru and Lake
Kirasamba. We aosed by ferry, this time worked by
paddlers, to Nkole country.

Leaving the channel, we drove along flat country for a
while, then climbed hills and circled siniger-looking crater st
We wpuld climb what appeared to be a small mountain,
and arriving at the top we would look down into the
"mountain” and se that it was a crater of an extinct
volcand; at the bottom we would se a still, clear lake
ranging in area from one to twenty miles, the shores green
with lush vegetation and the crater walls rising sheer to the
rim of the "mountain." We would circle the rim, descend
into a valley, and climb the next "mountain." From the
tops of these hills there is a magnificent view of the foress
the great plains, and-the "gold country." On the roads
were many people travelling with all their personal posss
gons on their way to dig gold. It is said there are accessble
gold deposts in some parts of Nkole, and there are always
some people on the movein search of it*

It is grange and sinister-looking country, unnatural arid
volcanic, with a forbidding beauty; The eevation is from
sx to sven thousand feet in some parts, and the climate is
temperate.

Crossing the plains to Mbfcrara, we passsd numerous
herds of cattle grazing peacefuly in the rich grass The
herdsmen called out to us in friendly greeting. Nyabongo



http://left.it

162 AFRICAN JOURNEY

had taught us some Runyankole (language of Nkole)
on theway so we were able to greet the people in their
own language.

Mbarara is the capital of Nkole, and quite a town.
Mbarara is the name of the grass the cattle eat, the name
of the district, and the name of the town.

Arrivingin the town we found the market in full swing.
(I must say Nyabongo plans things well. Market day brings
out all the people, and all the produce and wares) | found
the women handsome and was interested in the great bulky
ugly anklets they wore, made of silver wire and hair.

At the palace we learned the Mugabi was ill, so we
didn't stay or s him. They tell me he is an enormous
old man sx feet seven inches tall.

The Prime Minister was out of town, so we were passd
on to the Saza Chief, who was acting for him. He is a
fine type—dark, dignified, quiet, and very intelligent.
We had a mog interesting conversation, and when in
passing | mentioned the O-—s, my white colleagues in
anthropology in London who had done research in Nkole,
he immediately sent for another Chief—Ernest Mugoba—
in whose sazathe O——-=s had lived and worked.

Together thex Chigfs asked many leading questions
about the Indiansin America (that surprised and impressed
me), are they till on reservations, do they have the vote,
has their property ever been returned to them by the
government? About Negroes in America, about European
and American attitudes toward Abyssinia. About Negro
thought and Negro education and Negro political satusin
America and in Europe.

| did what | could to cope With these terrific quettions,
thett | in turn asked some quegtions about my colleagues.
The Ghiefr told me they liked Mr. and Mn. O- the
Prime Minister had made them Wecome and had loaned
them a house;" Theyhad a car," they continued "so
We built a'hotlse [garage] forttefc too." The O-S
had worked in their area for more than a month, and
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had visited the kraals. A veterinary isudent from the school
had acted astheir interpreter, and the M bar ar a high-schoal
boys had helped them in their invettigations. Later on
we took a walk about the town, and | saw the house and
garage where they had lived and worked, and the sudent
who had been therr interpreter.

In the evening several Chiefs and many people came
in to s. us After answering as many of their questions as |
could, and giving them news from "outsde" | decided
to bring up a question of anthropological investigation
that had been on my mind for sometime. | asked the people
what they thought of visiting anthropologists, and how
they liked being "investigated." They smiled and said" they
were vastly amusad, and would often take the searching
and impertinent quegtions as a game, giving the mog
teasng, joking, and fantagtic answers they could think of,
s0 that the interpreter would have a mog difficult time
trying to trandate the answers into something that would
sound "sxious® and respectful."  (Shades of sdientific
anthropological data!) The chiefs said they did not see how
any reasonable person could hope to study the intimate
details of a life and people wholly strange to him, if he knew
nothing whatever of the language. " It is elemental. Besdes
knowing the language of fc people is a gesture of respedt,
and a proof of real interest,” they said. " White people are
a6t interested in us. They only want to take away our land
and our cattle, and make us pay taxes. Why should we tell
them our sacred history, and the details of our, social
organization?"

August 16. Mbaranu Up -at five, breakfag, and off to
Entebbe, thelast lap of our journey on theground in Africa.
Ontheway wecametothevillagewherethePrimeMinister
of Nkole was visiting on busnes of gate, and had a mog
[meresirig chat with him. | found him a fine old man,
full of knowledge. They tell me the prime minigers in
African society are the ones who know all the history and
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body of knowledge of the people. And so it ssams This is
important, because there is no written history. Some of the
chiefs and of course all of the kings, also know the higory*
Just as the geography of Nkole is srange and different,
%0 aw arethe people. There aretwo clearly diginguishable
types—the tall thin straight people with thin lips, high-
bridged nosej and taji skin dretched over high cheek-
bones, and the sturdy black people with thick features.

"The common people [of Nkole] are a rather different
type from that of the aristocracy; these retain more or les
the pure Hamitic grain of the invaders who not many
centuries ago came in from the northeast and imposed
themsdves on the country as a ruling cast."*

"The inhabitants of Nkole are two digtinct types—the
mass are rather well-developed black Negroes, but the
arigocracy, the now cdebrated Bahima are, when pure
blood, quite different to their forme sfs and subjects
They have the features of the Hamites or of the Ancient
Egyptians, and sometimes quite reddish yellow skin. They
are passonatdy fond of their catde, degise agriculture
which they leave to the subject race, and live mainly on the
produce of their flocks and herds. The Bahima, from Egypt,
according to Native legends, appear to have founded
dynadties of Kings in Uganda; they were possbly the means
by which Egyptian ncotions, and musical insruments of
Egyptian shape, were introduced into the countries around
Uganda.

"So far as tradition goes the Bahima of Nkole can trace
the genedlogy of their kkigs for about 300 years back.
TheBaganda can recall their kingsfor a period asfar distant
as the fifteenth century. Though the Uganda dynasty no
doubt bdongs in its origin to this Hima stock, which is
Hamitic and of the same race from which mogt of the earlier
inhabitants of Egypt |nroceedcd, neverthdess as for several
hundred yearsit hasmarried Negrowomen of theindigenous
race, its modern representatives are wmely Negroes, with
largerclearer, eyes and dightly pakr <ins |l find this
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"“merdy Negroes' hard to stomach, but if one quotes one
must quote accurately!]

"Their cattle are noble adjuncts to the landscape of
granite tablelands, rolling downs and ornamental trees
Larger than almost any other breed of catde in exigence,
with straight backs and enormous spreading horns."*

| find it very hard to accept this divison of Africans here
in Uganda into upper and lower dasses yet everywhere it
exigs. Thereis a definite aristocracy usually connected with
cattle, and a definite common man usually connected with
agriculture.

After leaving the Prime Minister, we saw his magnificent
herds some miles away, just off the road. We found one herd
on the right, and then an enormous one on the left of the
road; the latter were on the move and all we could s at
firg was a moving dark mass of bodies and a great s of
horns.

We talked with the herdsmen and the herdboys, and
photographed them with the cattle. The herdsmen were
everywhere among the cattle, some in front, some on either
dde, some in the back. The calves followed" farther back
and quite separate. Still farther back some women followed
in a group, rather like camp folowers—some carrying
umbrellas, and these umbrellas were entirely covered with
flies. Flies were everywhere—on the faces of the women
and boys often entirely covering the rim of the lower
eyelid so that it looked as though it was painted with
mascara, and the mascara was moving. Sometimes the flies
covered the whole face The people ssemed to pay no
attention to them. All along the way, wherever .cattle were
near, there was a pestilenceof flies, fauli was very much
troubled by this, especiallyby the flies rimming the eyes
of the children.

And so on to Entebtie, tie British administrative head-
quarters of the Uganda Protectorate, and to Government

House.
1 Frbm TheUganda Protectorate, by Sir Har ry Johmton.
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Coming into Entebbe was like coming into another world,
a European world in thevery heart of Africa. All thejungle
and underbrush has been cleared away from the town
and its surroundings. The approaching roads are palite,
with only the dimmer of the towering trees. The countryside
is very beautiful, and in sats the town itsef even suggests
a lush, very rich, dreamlike English landscape. | found
it lovely but dightly artificial, as the pictures in Town
and Country, House Beautiful, and other smilar magazines
are artificial. | daresay my tagte is African, but | like my
beauty more on the natural sde.

Nyabongo dropped Pauli and me at Government House,
and we said good-bye until tomorrow, when he will se
us off at the airfield. The mansion is very beautiful and
luxurious. It was early Sunday evening, and the Governor
and his guess were at church. We were received by the
very English A.D.C, and shown to our rooms.

We had restful baths, and as dinner was to be late, at
eight, Paulas dinner was snt up'on a tray at seven-thirty.
After he had eaten | tucked him into bed with some comic
papers, and went downstairs.

At dinner | found mysef seated at the Governor's right.
There were many other guests mog of them English.
Everyone was charming to me, and the dinner was perfect.
After dinner | had an interesting talk with His Excelency,
arid, among other things, we disused the problem of the
education of the African. There is to be a conference here
soon on higher education for the African—ranking college
education-r-and my good friend Matthews, from, Lovedale,
is to be on the committee. ThaVs very good.

The Governor seemed a friendly intelligent man,
interested’ in and' anxious to get on with his job of
admimstration. I am of course firmly againg patriarchal
administration, but it exigs so until one can change it,
onemug try to makeit as reasonaSe as possble Trying all
the while to change it, of course. It will haveto be changed
There is no doubt pf that
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So when His Excellency aked me for suggegtions, | was
in a quandary. | couldn tell him | believe his office should
be hed by an African. (There are many Africans fully
qualified to hold it well.) That would have got us nowhere.
In fact, all my ideds would have been mog indigegtible
for him, would have alienated him when he wanted to be
friendly. Yet | had to say something. So | ventured three
ideas:

1. That he support the idea of higher education for the
African people at the approaching conference, againg all
opposition.

2. That he not accept too confidently the reports of all
the digtrict commissoners because some of them do not
understand the people, are intensdy didiked' by them; and
under these conditions it is practically impossble for such
officals to know what is going on—except what they are
told, dnce they do not undersand the language. | spedfi-*
cally gave Temple-Perkins as an example of the other kind
of official—sympathetic, interested, and well liked by the
people in his district.

3. That if he really wanted the people to fed he was
interested in them, and wished to be courteous to them,
he mug learn at leadf the gregtings and polite salutations
in their own language. This is a gesture which would be
appreciated, and would break the ice and etablish a
reasonably friendly atmosphere for conferences

In fact | am convinced that it is impossble to work
with a people in any serious and congructive way, unless
oae knows at leas some of the language, Not knowing a
language, one must rely on interpreters, and they are
notorioudy varied in their dependability. Many interpreters
in Africa, and esawhere, are people who have learned the
language as a means of getting ajob and advancing them-
sdves—they therefore frequently colour their interpretations
IU Order tO ingratiate themsfilvfts. Somft of then are not

1
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interested in or sympathetic with their own people, nor with
theidea of improving conditions and relations. Many merely
use the knowledge to earn a living, and give it a bare
minimum of attention and interest. Occasionally, as with
teachers, one finds a gifted interpreter-i-sympathetic, under-
standing, constructive—but theee are rare. How then can
relations with a people, and administration of them, res
upon 0 unreliable a foundation?

His. Excdlency took my suggestions and comments in
good pajrt, and thanked me warmly. | know my friend the
Mukama of Toro will be gtartled if some day at an official
function the Governor gregshimin Rutorol The Governor,
inturn, will besurprised what such a gesurewill do for him.

| regret tha | was not ready nor able to give some really
congructive suggedions to His Excdlency. But/my time
in Africa has been all too short, and so very, very full,
sthat | have only been able to sse fed, and absorb as much
as possble | have purposdy pogponed weighing my
material and impressions and analysing them until | have
had good time to sort them out and appreciate them
more fully.

We joined Mrs. Mitchell and the other guets in the
drawing room and had some pleasant conversation about
many things and many places—about England in general
and London in particular; about Paris, New York," and
Hollywood (of all placesd) | was able to give a firg-
hand report on some of the gars and some of the agpedts
of film making, because we had made the film Show Boat
in Hollywood lagt winter.

And so up to our luxurious suite. Had a look at PauH
deeping so soundly and sweedy in his bed, and had to kiss
hrm again, very quietly.

lit my own bed | lay, and as Pauli says "wrestled with
my resporaibilities” Should | have said more to the
Governor? Should* | have possd some of the problems?
Wasthis' thetime and place? Had | muffed an opportunity ?
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These thoughts disturbed me, troubled me deeply. As

always when | find mysdf in an unprecedented situation,
| fell back on my instincts, hoping they would be sound.
* | decided | had goneasfar as| could with His Excellency
| did not know the extent of his power to initiate changes,
granted* he waited tdtedo 0. | was a guest in his house,
talking with him for thefirst time.'Maybe this was not the
time nor the place.

| thought back over my conversation with him. So at
long lagt they are serioudy consdering African education,
and havereluctandy advanced to theidea of at least talking
about college standards!

If1 could influence or guide this education in any way, |
thought humbly, What would | sugges? | thought back over
Julian Huxley's very clear presentation of this problem,
in 1931. It s;emed tome then, and seams tQ me now, the
best discourse on education for the African people, for any
people; anywhere.

"The first principle is no longer in dispute—it is that
Africans should recelve some, education, . .. | mean
that it is not in dispute in reasonable-quarters. There are,
however, a great many people who ill believe that it
would be better to have the African as uneducated as
possble* These dishdievers in Native education belong
to two types* One is the type which thinks of black men
soldy as labour-fodder, and believes that education inter-
feres with their inclination and capacity to work. It should
not surprise us that this attitude is often met with among
employers of labour in East Africa, snceit is by no means
uncommon at home in Britain. It is, however, rtiore”~hah
usually rampant in Africa, r . .

" Theother anti-educational typeis the sentimental pro-
Native, the believer in the noble savage, who sincerdy
thinks that Africa*! Natives should be allowed or even com-
pelled to continue as far as possble in their original way
of life. Theft might be something to be said for this point
of view—if it were but practicable! Hereaiid there it may
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worK reasonably well tor a moderate time, as with the
Tanganyika Government's handling of the Masai. . . .
But it cannot last. The mere presence of the white man in
Africa makes it impossble for the primitive condition of
things to continue. . ..

"Before the white man came JMrey had edupational
sydems of their own, usually connected with the rites of
initiation into™dult life. These were doubtless crude, *based
on tradition and magic rather than on stience and inde-
pendent thought; but in their way they were definitey
adapted to the peoplés exiging mode of life, and were
inculcatorsof important virtueslikebravery, tribal solidarity
and regpect for sodial authority. . . .

"| agree entirely with Mr. J. H. Oldham when he sys
that *the fundamental busnes of Government in Africa
is education." . . . What should it be, what .goals should
it have? Some s in it a means of training the leaders of
the country; If education is to be given to the masss too,
its aim should be to'teach them to know their place, or,
as it is often more unctioudy put to be pontent with the
gation iiv life to which it has pleased God to call them.
This point of view, it will be seen, envisages two quite
digtinct kinds of education—One for the dases the leaders,
the other for the mases the workers, the contented-with-
their-appointed-lot. Y ou may wish to provide both kinds of
education for Natives (as in Tanganyika, where Tabora
caters specifically for the sons of chieft), or you may wish to
restrict native education to the second type.

"Closdy allied with the station-in-life school of thought
is that which would teach the Natives (or working dasses
when there are no Natives about) nothing but trades and
usful arts. . . . The one maintains that the station in life
to whiclj the lower dasss or races have been called is cheap
production for the benefit of the res of the world; the other
Is concerned with the inner-life which, while cheaply
producing, they should cultivate.

"Linked on to the leadership viewy on the other hand,
is the idea that an education—a real education—is some-
thing which ¢amps one as a member of the upper dasss
a superior person.
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"1t may be expedient that a few men should know for
the people; the danger comes when a consderable number
of men think that they can provide their sins with the
pregige arising from knowledge by giving them the oppor-
tunity—denied to the children of poorer parents—of gpend-
ing several years imbibing a special brand of rather usdes
information.

"The first thing to consder is not what the teacher
would like to teach; not what the ideal human being ought
to know; not a curriculum framed to cover the range of
human knowledge and activities, in relation to which
children are so many examination candidates. The first
thing is what the child can profitably learn; what is suited
*0 the neads and dedres of limited human organisms in a
>articular environment; a curriculum framed to promote
he devedopment of individual growing boys and girls*
This is the modern biological idea of education, which
you will find wherever people have really thought out their
ideas on the subject, and are not carrying on by inertia or
merely putting their prgudices forward in the guise of ideas.

"Then there is the double principle that education
should be adapted to the local environment of time and
place, and yet give the opportunity of transcending that
environment. This is the 'dual mandate' of education.
It recognizes that men and women have to be prepared
for earning their livelihood and doing the work of theworld,
but recognizes equally that they should be introduced to
those ideas and activities—in literature, history, sied',
religion, art and other forms of sdf expresson or <df
realization—which will enable thern to reach a level of
exigence aboVe immediate drudgery or, anything of purely
practical soope*

"Working out the application of these principles, We
arrive at some such condusons as the following:

"Education for the African boy and, girl should have its
practical agpect, but should aso concern itself with ideas
and activities of no immediate practical value. In both these
agedts it should include handwork as well as headwork,
nor .should activities concerned*with self expresson, such as
snging and dancing, games and acting, be neglected.
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It should not be too ambitious at the start, but should at
first aim at making the children understand their own
African » surroundings in a new way, later linking this
knowledge on to broader themes It should aim both at
giving sound dementary education to the many and at
providing opportunities for the few of outstanding ability
or kemnness to continue iip to a higher standard. . . .
"There are many people who quite sincerdy believe
that the mogt valuable lesons which Natives can learn
come from their asodation with white men and their
methods, and that accordingly the real interests of the
Natives are mog paramountly served by setting more and
more of them to work as labourers on European edates
There are others who, again quite sSncerdy* believe that
Natives will be on the whole less happy if they learn to read
and write, grow civilized and tjiink politically, and would
therefore make Native education severdy and soley
practical. In the same way the 'development’ of Native
peoples can be interpreted in a hundred different ways to
it current ideas and prejudices. And further, in many cases
these vagudly benevolent principles are interpreted oh the
fatal assumption that the white man always knows what is
begt for the black man, that the Native must not be allowed
to make experiments in caee he makes migakes, and that
benevolent European guidance should prescribe the exact
course (tf the Natives development even iIf what it pr@crlbes
is by no means always what they want.
"'e" . . the criticism that the African acquires only a
patchy knowledge and a patchy character as the result of
European methods of education isvery insecurey grounded.
Such results “re undoubtedly produced; but thev are
produced by an educational sysem which isitself patchy...,
' "Then thereis the general impresson, re-inforced by the
postive testimony of nien who have lived for decades in
dose contact with the Native African, that heison thewhole
irresponsble, improvident, and lacking in the higher ranges
of intelligence. Thisislargely offst by the equally impressve
testimony of the same men in favour of the negro's loyalty,
his chearfulness ana gaiety even under trying conditions,
his fine physique and physical courage.
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" On the other sde may rightly be adduced the fact of the
negro's extraordinary vitality, in Africa, in spite of dissase
in gite of enervating tropical climate, in spite of dave-
raiding and alien domination. This inherent vigour, ex-
presed visbly for all to s in the magnificent physque
of So many tribes is a firg-rate asst of the race; and it is
not merely vigour in general, but vigour in the trying
drcumgances in Africa. Beddes this, there is the fact that
in very various tribes there do arise men of high digtinction
and intdligence, whose foresght and will enable then to
achieve remarkable results In addition to the well-known
examples from Zulu history, one may mention Lenana, the
celebrated medicine-man of the Masai, or Rindi, the prince
who united the Ghagga. And beides these outstanding
personalities, there are plenty of others posssssad of very real
character and ability, above the average for any race
whether white or black, to be found scattered among the
tribes. Powys, in his Black Laughter® mentions a Kikuyu
grongly endowed with artistic impulse and talent; the
presnt Sekibobo of Buganda is a distinguished orator
with a fine and balanced character; | have ssen a native
teacher with a passon and genius for teaching which would
have satified the heart of Sanderson of Oundle; | have
spoken of the litde Kavirondo hxmchback with an innate
gift for machinery; the mere exigence of the Colour Bar
Bill in South Africa proves that the Bantu are sufficiendy
able to learn skilled occupations to compete on terms of
reasonable equality with the skilled white artisan. . . .

" | f the present date of affairs continues, in which only
about 10 per cent of native children get any education
whatever, (and perhaps 2 or 3 per cent any education worthy
of the name), we shall naturally not arrive at that general
background of changed ideas from which alone a new social
tradition can spring”

It isdawn. Finally deepy, | salute Mr. Huxley, nip over
to Pauli's bed and kiss him quietly once more, then stle
down to degp in my own luxurious bed.

L From AfricaVisw
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August 17. Government House, Entebbe. Up fairly early to
finish packing. Pauli had a very good night. We both fed a
little grangein all this British official luxury, Mrs. Mitchell
uggested a swim before breakfast to Pauli. Thereisabeautiful
pool in the grounds. Pauli needed no urging, and in two
minutes was in his swimming trunks and down at the poal.
Hisfine physqueis avery neat sight in trunks, and he snvims
very well indeed. The innumerable African servants around
the house watched him discreetly, and they ssamed nearly as
proud as | was when they saw how well, though modestly,
he handled himsef in the pool. Mrs. Mitchell was charming
and cordial at 'breakfagt, and | was later a little surprised
tolearn that sheis South African. | 'm glad | didri't know it
at firgt, dse | would have been socially reserved and uneasy.
Not knowing, everything was pleasant.

We left Entebbe by plane at oneforty this afternoon.
The Governor snt us down to the airport in his official
car with the Union Jack flying from its hub. The plane
offidals and passngas were duly impressed, and any
objections they might have been tempted to make about
our colour were cancdled out. Arriving in the Governor's
car in Africa is like arriving in the King's official car in
England. (This is the ssoond time | have had a ride in an
official car; the first time was with Paul and Larry in
Prague, when the American ambassador snt the official
embassy car, with the Sars and Sripes flying from its
hub, to fetch us to the embassy.)

Theplane, the Horsa, was a beauty and most comfortable.
It Jaed come from Johannesburg, collecting passengers on
the way; it will go on to Alexandria, and via Persa to
Karachi, India. We will go with the plane as far as
Alexandria, where we change to a seaplane for the crosing
of the Mediterranean to Brindis, Italy. From Brindis we
go by train through Italy up to Paris, whence we tak$
another plane to London. No jone is allowed to fly over
Italy now. There mugt be something brewing which they
don't want anybody to s
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Nyabongo and some African friends saw us off in the
plane. We are to s Nyabongo in London in the autumn.
He has really made this Uganda trip a dasic experience
for'us.

Pauli and | were terribly excited and climbed into the
plane with our throats full. It is hisfirg flight. | have flown
often from London to Paris, but that is only a short unim-
portant flight. The indde of the plane was like a Pullman
coach, roomy, with very comfortable double adjustable
sets and lots of windows.

It was fascinating to see the ground roll away from under
us and fed almogt no motion. Neither Pauli nor | are good
sailors, and that is an understatement. But the flight was
snooth, and before we knew it it was five o'dock, and we
came down in Juba, in.the Sudan.

The plane does not travel at night, so all the passnge's
went to a marvelous hotel. Wehad a bath, tea, dinner later,
and a very good night's deep. It was sweltering when we
arrived, but cooled off late in the evening. We dept under
nets, and there were dowly revolving fans in the celings of
all the rooms,

August 18. Juba, Sudan. With the plane, the Horsa. Up at
Sx, ate an degant'breakfast, and went to the plane with the
other pasengers in the pouring rain. We took off at seven-
thirty, and flew over the Sudan all day. The countrysde
looks desolate and deserted. We saw many giraffe, running
about with their peculiar dow-motion gait, looking like
something prehigoric with their great thick arched necks
We saw a herd of a hundred or more dephants, and when
the shadow of the plane passed over them they trumpeted,
startled, and scattered. The pilot always comes down when
there is anything interesting to se and drdes so the.
passengea's can get a good view, Pauli is thrilled.

We came down at Malakal at eleven-thiity for lun
igain at Kosti at two-thirty for tea. Both are tiny
isolated in the vas wages of the Sudan. The Sudaj
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is boring—swamp, marsh, and seppe, with very little Sgn
of human life.

Just before reaching Khartoum at five o'dock, we saw the
Blue Nileon our right, coming down from Lake Tanain the
mountains of Abyssinia, well north of AddisAbaba. Thisriver
overflowsits banksregularly. On the left was the White Nile,
which we have been following all the way from Entebbe.

Khartoum is a beautiful city, built on the banks of the
river, where the White and Blue Nile come together. On
one dde of the river is the European city of Khartoum,
and on the opposite gde is Omdurmari, the Native city,
the former capital of the Mahdi and Kalifa. The contragt
between the two dities is S0 great as to be indescribable.
Khartoum is modern, with wide sreds big cool white
buildings surrounded by spadious well-kept gardens, border-
ing on the lovely parks on the right bank of the river.
Omdurmanisold-world, Arab, and African, with itsnarrow
winding sregts and thousands of small low mud buildings,
stretching for eight miles along the left bank as far as the
gye can reach. Omdurman was the important gum market
of the world—the gum was brought in by came from the
great Kordofan Desert beow.

And between Khartoum and Omdurman flows the
fabulous Nile. Here the White Nile, the waters from our
Rwenzoli, and the Blue Nile, the waters from the mountains
of Abyssnia, come together but have not yet mingled, and
are clearly diginguishable. The clear dark blue waters from
Lake Tana ssem to hug the right bank and reach less than
halfway out into the stream, spurning the dirty heavy waters
which have come two thousand miles from Lake Victoria
and collected a lot of mud on the way. Pauli says "our"
White Nile goes placidly on itsway, mud and all, paying no
.attention to the degance and clarity of the Blue Nile. They
tell me the waters do not mingle for many miles.

* L]
August 19. Khartoum. With the plane, the Horsa. Spent a
very bad night in the hotel, Think I musg have picked up
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ome germ somewhere. |'ve got alarming dysentery, and
certainly don't fed | can ever make it home as planned.
| looked at Pauli deeping so peacefully and confidently,
and decided that | would go as far as | can, and when
| can go no farther 1"l telephone big Paul to come out and
collect us. I know | mug be pretty 9ck to be planning this
way, because | am definitely not the kind of person who has
to be collected, and | aways like to finish everything |
< out to do. But this dysentery is already cutting me down,
and | am fervently hoping that Paul is back from Russa
according to schedule, and at home in London.

TheHorsatook off early. Fortunately theflying was smooth
and | could manage. We came down at Wadi Haifa, in the
burning Nubian Desert, for lunch. The heat was terrific.
The steward warned us not to touch the brass handrail
besde the plane geps lest we burn our fingers. Scorching
winds blew and we all melted on the way to the tentswhere
we ate. | have never imagined such heat. Of course it is
Augugt, and we are in the desert.

The Africans hereabouts are extraordinarily handsome.
They bdong to the Shilluk Tribe and are about seven fegt
tall, not broad but lithe and beautifully built. Tneir skin is
bronze-black, well ciled and beautifully kept, and they wear
no dothes whatever. Pauli just can't get Ove their height.
"They are taller than 'Daddy, but they are not as broad,"
he said. Nobody can be as everything as Daddy.

Up again in the plane, the pilot climbing to 10,000 feet
in an effort to excape the heat. We continued to follow the
Nile. The countrysde has been uninteresting all the way
from Khartoum—desert, suggesting an ancient sea bottom,
in places very like a real sea with sand washing the rocks
ingtead of water, Very desolate, with a sniser calm.

More desert and forbidding sand dunes on the way to
L uxor. Passd over the First Cataract of the Nile; from the
heights it didn't look like much. Saw occasional patches of
welcome green as we approached Luxor. The air became
very bumpy and the Horsa log her smooth motion. Poor
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little Pauli was violently ill and spoiled his smart tropical
wit, to his chagrin. The oth$r passengers wereill too, so he
wan't too sdf-constious | was already pretty sck, so the
bumpsjust made me scker.

We came down at L uxor for the night, and | was thankful
to crawl into bed in the magnificent hotel. The innumerable
Sudanese srvants became interested in Pauli and me, and
when they saw | wasiill, just took charge. After long resful-
hours in bed with no motion to become adjugted to, | felt a
little better, and they moved me out onto the balcony of
our suite for supper. | wasn't able to eat anything, but we
made a party of it so Pauli wouldn't notice, and he enjoyed
the meal very much indeed.

From the shdter of our balcony we could se the date
palms in the hotel garden, and in the disance the camds
and donkeys leisurely winding their way along the dreds
and canal banks.

The Sudanese offered to get a reliable dragoman to take
Pauli to hear-by Thebes to se the ruins, but he didn't
want to go without me, and | fdt that with the great heat and
his somach upset in the plane, perhaps it was bes to Kip it.

The heat was terrific. It lay like a pail over everything.
And dug was everywhere. Fans only girred the hot air, did
not make it cooler. It was too hot to degp under the nets
but when | saw the Sze of the mosquitoes | put the nets
down and dosd them oyer our beds

August 20. Luxor. Still with the plane, the Horsa. | felt
better this morning after the rest, and find that by keeping
very gill and asflat as possble, | can hold on. The Sudanee
were marvelous to us coming in very quietly during the
night to do what they could to make me comfortable.
They collected all our laundry lagt night and returned it
fresh and crig this morning, and Pauli looks very smart in
the beautifully washed tropical suit.

We took off early this morning as usual. The plane is
till following the Nile, very low, and the scenery is mod
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interesting. Luxor is perfectly beautiful from the air. Pauli
and | saw the ruins at Thebes after all, when the pilot flew
low and circled them slowly. They are a group of colossd,
roughly hewn, highly coloured statues, strange and fascina
ting, standing brilliant and stark in the desert, vivid
reminders of the ancient civilization in this part of Egypt.,

The pilot took us low over Cairo, and slowly circled the
Pyramids and the Sphinx so that we *cquld get a close-up
view. They are simple and impressive, and one is quite sure
they will calmly endure through thousands of years to come.
Cairo is fascinating from the air—oriental with its mosques
and minarets and narrow dreets, but very modern in the
central part, with fine buildings and wide streets. The
"Paris of Africa."

We flew- on over the green, palm-fringed banks of the
Nile to Alexandria, where all the passengers who were going
to Paris and London left the plane. The passengers bound for
India continued on with the Horsa.

It was well before noon when we came down at Alex-
andria. Our segplane was not due until the following
morning, and all the passengers sEent the rest of the day and
night at the Hotel Cecil, which was right on the Mediter-
ranean. Pauli and | were very comfortable in a cool spacious
suite with balcony overlooking the sea | had a very light
lunch in bed, and Pauli had a very solid one on a table
on the balcony. He was delighted with the ice cream for
dessert, and kept running back and forth to my bed between
courses to report the interesting things he saw on the strand
and beach below and in the harbour. It was a bit of ajob
to hide from him the fact that | couldn't manage my lunch.

| was anxious for him to se something of Alexandria,
so after four heavenly hours in bed, we went downstairs and
hired a car and a dragoman from the hotel. The dragoman
proved amusing. He was Egyptian, and his name wasJimmy
Hassan. He proudly* showed me a letter of recommendation
from Ripley, of "Believe It or Not" fame, and said he had
been guide for Ripley, Gary Cooper, and many other
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ceebrities. He said he had gone donkey riding with Gary
Cooper. Pauli isagreat admirer of Gary's, and was hilarious
over the idea of those long Cooper legs adride a little
Egyptian donkey. Hassan went oti to say that he was a fan
of Paul's, and when he saw the names Robeson on the hotel
register, he decided to wait for us to come down so he could
have the honour of showing us something of his country..
He as wanted m6 to take a mesage to Paul: " Paul
Robeson mugt make a film in Egypt, with us, and about us"
he said. | will gertainly tell Paul. It's an idea.

We drove along to the bazaars where | bought a few
things. | was unable to leave the car, s0 the merchants
brought their wares to me. The dreds were narrow and
crowded and the bazaars were bristling with activity.
All the Egyptian ladies wore black and were heavily
made up about the eyes only; no rouge or lipstick, but
mascara plasered thick all around the eyes The people
were all colours, very like our own negroes in America—
from deep black through all the shades of brown to rich
cream and white. Nearly all had straight black hair. When
| aked Hassan if they wefe all Egyptians he said: " All, all
Egyptians, all children of the Pharaohs; the dark ongs have
much blood from Sudan." He himsef is tan coloured.

| found | couldn't St up longer than an hour, so we had
to get back to the hotel, and | w&nt back to bed. | had made
an appointment with the hotd hairdresser as | went out,
fedling fairly ambitious, but had to send Pauli down to say
| was too ill to keegp it. The hardressr, an Egyptian,
came back to the suite with Pauli. It developed that he too
was a fan of Paul's, and had seen his films and heard his
records.

"What a voice," Tie said, "1 like the bass it is big and
rich and wonderful. But Madame is ill?" he asked sym-
pathetically. " Then | do your hair in bed if necessary, and
it will make you fed better"

And he did, too, and gave me a scalp treatment as well,
which certainly made me fed better! It ssams he has worked
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all over the world, from Shanghai to Hollywood; he had all
the latest portable equipment, and even knew all about
Negro hair, which was a welcome surprise

In the evening the Sudanese moved my bed over to the
balcony where | could s the lovely panorama of the harbour.
| was very disappointed over not being able to Hake Pauli
dght-seeing, but he ssemed very happy and contented on
the balcony. Fortunately the view was magnificent: the
wide colourful greet below, the wonderful stretch of sandy
beach, the great variety of interesting ships in the distance,
and the lights in the evening.

August 21. Alexandria. We aoss the Mediterranean today
by seaplane, the Scipio, via Crete and Athens to Brindis
on the southern tip of Italy. | had a bad night, but | think
the long rest has done me good. Anyway | fed able to hold
on for another day. If | don't fed better when we get to
Brindis, | 'l gointoahospital thereand have Pauli telephone
big Paul. I'll keep my ringers cvossed and s=

TheScipiois& handsomecraft. Wetaxied out of Alexandria
harbour and rose smoothly over the calm blue Mediter-
ranean.

Some of our fellow passnge's in the Horsa have gone on
to Persa and India, and some of them are continuing with
us to Paris.

The charming American family from Wilmington,
Delaware, is ill with us And so is the English Colonial
from South Africa.

Pauli and | had been extremey cautious with these
passngers The Wilmington people were "southerners”
and this typical Colonial was a pecial brand of poison to
us, as Negroes

By thetimethe Horsa had reached- K hartoum wewereal;.
on very pleasant speaking terms. When we reached Alex*
andria we were on much more than speaking terms.

The Wilmington family, in spite of their Southern
origin, were charming, friendly, and interesting. The
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attractive middle-aged man and wife had come with their
two stalwart handsome sons (about nineteen and twenty)
for big-game hunting in Kenya. They had had wonderful
luck, and had enjoyed their trip enormoudy.

The Colonial was on the elderly sde red faced, choleric,
and given to asserting himsdf. He had spent many years
in South Africa, made his fortune, and is now returning to
England to enjoy it. He has the utmost contempt for "the
blacks" as he calls the Africans, and in fact does not think
too well of anything or anybody not British.

It took him quite some time and effort to adjust himself
to thefact that Pauli and |1—" blacks" —were actually fellow
passngers with himsdf. Finally, as he saw the other
pasenga's one by one become friendly with us, he too
broke down and talked with us (Fm sure it never once
occurred to him that we did not want to talk with him!)
In the end we had some very interesting conversation.

He was obvioudy a lonely man, and in spite of himsdf he
was very much attracted to Pauli. When he came to know
us better he made a curious remark:

" Son of yours a fine boy, fine boy. Incredible he is only
nine years old. So intelligent."

| said Pauli had been around grownups a great deal,
and perhaps was informed beyond his years because of
that.

"No, intdligent" inssted the Colonial gruffly. " Pity hes
got that handicap."

"What handicap?" | asked, my feathers ruffling.

." Pity he's black. Pity. Could go far."

"He'll gofar because hesblack," | said. " His colour, h
background, his rich hisory are part of his wealth. We
congder it an as#, not a handicap."

He was aurprised and interested. "Don't understand,"
he said.

" Of course you don't,” | said pleasantly, and let the
conversation drop.

But | continued the conversation in my mind,
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Soaring in the glouds with the drange digant toy
world spread out below, | fdt removed from earth-bound
things*

Why am | really glad and proud to be Negro? Why am
| sorry for this pitiful "superior" European? Why do |
actually fed superior to him?

This poor man doesn't know what it's all about. He has
no important or useful knowledge about more than a
billion of his felow men—Negroes, Africans, Indians,
Chinese, probably Jews, and probably Russans. Mogt likely
he has smply dismissed them contemptuoudy as " primi-
tive/ ' "oriental/' or "Red." He has built himsdf into a
very small, very limited world of hisown, behind a towering,
formidable wall of ignorance, prejudice, and " superiority."

This typical Colonial ssams to me weak, uncomfortably
sdf-consdous lonely, pathetic, and frightened.

Certainly heisweak, dsewhy mug he carry and maintain
armed force—and plenty of it—everywhere he goes always?

Certainly heisuncomfortably sdf-constious, dsewhy need
he indgsg—loudly, constantly—that he is superior? Really
superior people take their superiority for granted.

Certainly heislonely and pathetic. Has henot arbitrarily
walled himsdf off from more than two-thirds of his fellow
men, the non-white peoples of the world?

And certainly he is frightened. One has only to watch
him when he rants about the "rising tide of colour," about
the "yellow peril," etc., to realize he is frightened. Only
fear can explain much of hisirrational behaviour toward his
non-white brother.

On the other hand we, as Negroes, at least know what it's
all about. We know our white brothers—*now a great deal
about them. They have shown us all their grengths and all
their weskneses

We have not built any walls to limit our world.

Walls have been built againg us but we are always
fighting to tear them down, and in the fighting, we grow,
We find new strength, new scope.
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We look at davery—personal, economic, and socia
davery—and we know that it has done ns grave injury*
But we have always fought that davery, resded it every-
where, continuoudy; and in the fighting, in the ressance,
we have survived and grown strong.

In fighting a just causs in ressing oppresson, there
is dignity.

We look at those who have endaved us, and find them
decadent. Injustice and greed and constious inhumanity
are terribly destructive.

Yes, | am glad and proud | am Negro.

Crete, Athens, Brindis, Paris, London.
All adream and a nightmare, because | was ill.

August 25. London. | made it home. With Pauli's sturdy
help, | made it.

It ssams that Mother arrived in London more than a
week ago from her summer in Russa, had prepared the flat
and sat down to wait for us Paul had joined her a few
days later.

Paul picked up the paper four days ago, and read that our
plane, the Horsa, was overdue at Karachi and was thought
to be lo¢ somewhere in the Persian desert. (It was found in
the desrt several days later, with the passengers pilot, and
the nice seward, hungry and parched with thirst, shetering
under the great wings of the plane.) Frightened, Paul called
the airways office, and they asured him we had changed
at Alexandria from the Horsa to the Scipio, for tHe flight
across the Mediterranean.

Two daysjater he picked up an evening paper and read
that the Scipio, in landing at Crete, had gone straight to the
bottom of the sea. The passnga's and crew and some of
the mail had been rescued. (This was on the return trip
from Brindis to Alexandria, but Paul didn't know that
then.)

Frantic, he rushed round to the airways office for news of
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Pauli and me. They explained that we had been sfe
aboard the Paris train when the accident happened.

Paul and Mother drove down to the Croydon Airport
outsde London to meet us Pauli, with vas rdief, turned
his Mamma Dear over to Daddy and Grandma.

"She was awful sck, but | brought her home safe” he
said proudly.

December, 1944. Enfield, Conn., U.S.A.

A lot of water has flowed under the bridge snce Augug,
1936.

| have continued ray study of anthropology over the years
—in England, in Russa, and now here in America at the
Hartford Seminary Foundation.,

In Russa | was excited and profoundly moved to s for
mysdf how the so-called "backward," " primitive" peoples
from the formerly remote wades of Siberia and Asa have
been sepped up to active and congtructive participation in a
highly industrialized moder n sate. Thelnstituteof Minorities
in Leningrad is a place to vist, sudy, and revisit.

Today the quegtion of Africa is even more interesting,
exciting, and pressing than heretofore. Africa has at long
lag come into focus in world thinking. The interest and
attention of the world are now, reluctantly, directed
towards that great continent. The North African Campaign
was crucial in this war. That's where we got our toe hold
in this pressnt march to victory. Vitally important supply
bass repair bases airfidds are in Africa. Critical raw
materials—rubber, essntial aloys ussd in making sed,
palm oil, cotton, cocoa, radium come from Africa. The
Free French were given new life, hope, and impetus because
o( the loyalty, courage, and political aduteness of F*lix
£bou6, the black Governor of the Chad Region, in French
Equatorial Africa. International aerodromes have been
edablished at drategic points in North, West, Central, and
East Africa. Dakar, Cairo, Brazzaville are known to millions
of the newspaper, ra/lio, and film public.
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Formerly remote Africa is right around the corner, by
plane.

But far more important than all this is the fact that for
the first 'time snce the penetration of Africa by the white
man, the people of the world will have to consder the
peopleof Africa.

Until this war, the only people who were even vaguely
aware of Africans as human bengs were missonaries
Tourists, busnes men, government officials, and politicians
—with few exceptions—conddered the Africans (if they
consdeed them at all) as savages labour fodder, and
pawns.

This war has changed all that. The people of the world,
in fighting for their own freedom, have come at long last
to sne that no man can be free until all men are
free

M any people try to avoid facing this reality; many people
are facing it reluctantly.

But Hitler, in his inggence upon the superiority of the
few, his few, over the many, in his ruthless endavement of
some peoples and the extermination of others, has shown
clearly that race inferiority, tolerated so complacently
yesterday because it meant the non-white, today comes out
to mean the non-Aryan, the non-Nazi; that davery so
complacently tolerated yesterday because it meant the
African, the Negro, comes out today to mean all the con-
quered peoples

When an aroused world, at last deter mined not to continue
to wade its wealth and manpower in periodic destructive
wars, carefully condders the securing of a permanent
peecfc, realistic, datesmen will have to condder serioudy
thefreedom of peoples.

Millions of soldiers (including Africans and Negroes)
have been fighting in remote places of the earth for
Democracy and the Four Freedoms—for themsdves and
for their people.

Since thexe millions are men of all nations, all colours.
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all creeds, they are fighting for Democracy and the Four
Freedoms for all the peoples of the world.
M any of these soldiers have, alas, died for this high goal.
| believe there will never be peace in the world until
people achieve what they have fought and died for.

Africansare people.
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