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in turn spy, milit

By Captain Fritz Duquesne

Capt. Frilz Duquesne was born of Boer parents in South 4 frica, educated in Europe (where he won considerable distinction
as a swordsman), and has been a professional hunler of big game most of his life. At the age of 17 he was @ voleran of the Kaf-
fir wars. He served in the Boer war and also in the Congo. In the recent events of South Africa’s kaleidoscopic history Capl.
Dugquesne took a conspicuous part. He acted in many capacities during the hostilities between the Boers and the British, being

detective, engineer, consor, dispatch-carrier and propagandist.

OF

~ Fire Hunting with the Congo Cannibals

He was wounded twice in the fighting

around Colenso. When the British succeeded tin culling cable communication between the Boer republic and the rest of the
e world, Duquesne carried the news of the Boer victories over the Mozamlique border, and from there he wrote his dispalches to
the Petit Bleu, the official European organ of the Boer government. He was once caplured by the Portuguese and thrown into

prison at Lorenzo Marquis. Later he was laken as a prisoner to Europe at the request of the British government.

When the

ship that conveyed liim and his guard touched at Naples he was suffering from a fever and in consequence was placed in an
Italian hospital. On his recovery he was allowed to go free. Ie went o Brussels and was sent back to the front by Dr. Leyds,
with plans for the seizure of Caps Town by the Boer commanders then mobilized in Cape Colony. Everything was ready for
the iaking of the cily when, a iraitor having revealed the plot, Duquesne and a number of others were captured in Cape Town
snside the British defenses. This was the climaz of what has come lo be known as the “Cape Town Plot.” Some of the pris-

oners wers sentenced to death, who laler had their sentence changed fo lifo tmprisonment.

latter.

Capt. Duquesne was among the

Ten months later he escaped from the Bermuda prisons, got aboard the American yacht Margaret of New York whils
she was coaling at the docl: and was conveyed to Baltimore. Bacl to Furope he went again, as war carrespondent and military

writer on the Pelit Bleu; thence to Africa,
for sport and profif, and finally he came to

NE of the greatest
elephant hunts I
ever witnessed I
participated in in
the northeast cen-
tral region of the
Congo Free State,
ll between Senga, a
Belgian  traveling
port, and Lake
Kivn. For ruthless destruction this
hunt beat anything I have ever hoped
to see. Although I commenced by
goining the hunt, I really became a
spectator after a short time. The
hunt, unlike most elephant hunts, was
not conducted for ivory. It was for a
more useful purpose accordingto Af-
rican opinion, for it was for food. of
course the ivory had its value, and as
I was on the spot I hoped to make a
‘nice sum by purchasing it.
Elephants have a habit of migrating
from one part of the country to an-
other in herds of from five to 100, Tt
s indeed strange, that, as though by
arrangement, all the elephants in the
'north start on a long march south, or
vice versa, very often with no appar-
ent reason. 1 have been passed by
‘0 herds in a week all moving south.
" Tie way they march Is peculiarly
‘ntelligent; the young and weak ele-
‘phants, even {f they are weakened
throngh age, are crowded in the cen-
ter, and the rest of the herd that are
at the height of their vigor and have
all their fighting powers, march on
the outside. Some will even scout out
fa considerable distance ahead of the
herd and on the slightest sign of dan-
-er give the unmistakable signal of
zlarm, which is & short sharp trump-
ing sport.
e bunt

in question took place in
{e middle of the dry season which
commeonces in May, In that distriet,
vifi = ot its height about the end of
T l.ookout towers were built in
the cjen couniry and native watchers
‘occupled them day and night. For at
Inight (he elephants can be heard.

Afier some days natives from the
“northern villages who were not then
‘at war with the men of the Senga
'country, who ere notorious cannibals
'and much feared, came In with the
news that a number of large herds
were on the way south.

There was much rejolcing on the
part of the natives, for there had been
many wars during the last year and
human flesh was cheap and was con-
gldered no longer a luxury by the fas-
tidious natives who really like a vari-
ety in their food. A change at least
once & year is considered necessary.

One morning my “boy” called me
from my hammock and informed me
with a great show of gles that the ele-
phants were coming. I jumped for
my arms and joined the throngs of
excited natives who were collected in
clusters and getting orders from
their chiefs.

Preparing for the Hunt.

Spears with razor cdgzes were glis-
tening in the sun and rifles and ar-
rows were prepared for the hunt,
Torches were made and earthenware
Jars were filled with burning charcoal
and carried by each native. These
were to burn the grass.

At the edge of the forest that skirt-
ed the open veld at least 3,000 natives
from different villages collected by ap-
pointment. Men who had recently
jbeen fighting each other and eating
teach other's relations greeted one an-
other with apparent friendship. In-
structions were given by the chiefs
and the natives formed in parties of
from five to nine; then without more
ado their glistening naked forms van-
ished into the grass, which was from
110 to 12 feet In height. I ascended a
tree on the top of which there was a
latform built for a lookout by the
native hunters.
i As far as I could see there were

igns of native watch towers but not
jan elephant in sight, although the dull
|appearance of the high grass was
broken here and there by multicolored
|herds of antelope and quaggos. All
|day I waited, even eating my food up
in the tree, but not a sign of the
AQuarry. I went to my hammock that
[night somewhat disappointed and to
add to my annoyance I could hear the

witeh doctors praying for a successful
hunt to a hideous fetish that was set
up not far from my hut.

At sunrise my “boy” woke me and
after a hearty mesal of biltong (dried
;meat) I made my way to the lookout
platform at the edge of the forest.

An extraordinary slght greeted my
vislon. As far as my eye could reach
the huge forms of elephants, which
looked really stately in their sur-
roundings, could be seen, strolling
carelessly through the high brown
withered grass. Through my glasses
I could see them flapping their huge
ears and swinging thelr trunks to
keep away the numberless Insects
that attack every living thing in that
region. Not a sign could I detect of
the native hunters.

The sun had passed the zenlth and
was sliding down the heavens to the
west when, at a rough estimate, T
could see with the aid of my glasses
at least from 800 to 1,000 elephants
before me on the veld, yet no sign of
the native hunters.

The day was three-quarters gone
when a slight breeze sprung up and
rocked the golden grass tops to and fro.
Far away in every direction, curling
towards the blue sky, a circle of sil-
ver smoke ascended. This was the
first sign of the attack. The fires de-
scribed a circle of perhaps five miles
in diameter. In a half-hour the smoke
on the horizon increased to clouds
and I could plainly see the fire eat-
ing its way through the dry inflam-
mable grass.

The elephants nearest the flery eir-
cumference commenced to show signs
of alarm and with increased pace
moved towards the center of the
slowly narrowing circle.

Jungle Animals Flee in Panic.

Through the smoky atmosphere I
could see the sun llke a gigantic ball
of burnished copper sink behind the
gray blue mountains beyond the for-
est. The short tropical twilight lin-
gered over the land and then all of a
sudden darkness, with a startling con-
trast, enveloped veld and forest.

Far off, north, south, east and west,
glared and danced the red, spear-
pointed flames above the advancing
fire ranks, first galloping this way and
then that at the caprice of the whip-
ping winds.

Slowly advanced the fire and emall-
er and more brilllant grew the ter-
rible, livid circle. Outside the inner
ring of fire, which grew smaller ev-
ery minute, there was another travel-
ing in the opposite direction and
growing larger, for the fire was burn-
ing through the high grass towards a
center and away from it

About midnight, when the smoke
had become suffocating, animals of ev-
ery description, hastened by fear, bolt-
ed past the tree in which I was
perched. Here and there a rhinoe-
eros, grunting in its exertions and
shoving its young ahead; then crowds
of woodhogs, elands, quaggos, wilde-
beest, kudn, gemsbok, everything,
went thundering by like a wild cav-
alry charge, which lasted well towards
morning.

Lions and leopards skulked past,
their eyes flaming with the reflected
light from the fire, which had made a
lake of red in the somber sky. The
sight fascinated me; it was terrible,
brutal. I felt like a flend watching
destruction in some long past epoch,
and then my heart swelled and a sad-
ness almost tearful filled my being
when I thought of the horrific brutal-
ity of it all.

I was deep in contemplation of the
scene, almost forgetting it In the
chaos of the thoughts it excited, when
a band touched me on the shoulder.
I started, and turning saw the red
eyes and gleaming teeth of my falth-
ful “boy.” *“The chief says you must
come away from here, as this tree
may be torn down by the charge of
the elephants, which are making this
way.” “No,” I answered, "I will risk
it and stay here; I want to see.” “I'll
stay too,” sald the boy, who would
have been willing to be burned alive
with me, should it have been my fate.
The circle was now very small. The
loud crackling of the burning grass
and the roar of the flames was deafen-

dull monotone of the native women

Ing. Above the fire's frightful mono-
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tone, like a discordant band, coming
from the distance, I heard the tramp
of the trumping elephants.

Slaughter of the Herd.

It was now early morning. The cold
chill of the night had passed and the
solar heat that crept through the
choking smoke called my blood to life.
The east grew gray, violet and red in
quick succession and the sun rose out
of the hills east of Lake Kivn and lit
the world. What a sight met my
eyes, a sight I never shall forget, for
it is pressed indelibly on the film of
my memory.

To the north of my watching place,
forming a rough circle of at least
three-quarters of a mile In diameter,
stood an irresolute mob of elephants,
each family forming its own cluster,
the fighters on the outer edge. The
hundreds of backs shining like pol-

beings. Ilere, standing in the cruel,
slowly moving circle of fire, each wait-
ing for a leader to take them out of
danger, they stood, majestic and
noble. They might have been the ele-
phant cavalry of Hannibal’s mighty
army.

The fire swept on, the smoke gath-
ered thicker about them. The methers
commenced to trump in fear and the
huge trunks moved restlessly to and
fro over each other, writhing like
wounded serpents over a lake of pitch.

Below me, with a cruel leer on his
tattooed face, and his sharpened teeth
showing below his heavy lips, crept
the black form of a native cannibal.
He was hodling a pair of heavy asse-
goes in his powerful hands. Others
soon joined him and I knew that the
slaughter was about to commence.

These little, cruel, cunning natives,
crawling like snakes in the grass, filled

ished leather looked like the roofs of
some welrd city. Tusks gleamed and
flared in the sun, and the mother ele-
phants, sollcltous of the welfare of
the young, kept them as near as pos-
gible to them and even admired them
for playing pranks on each other,
which they did on every opportunity,
for they did not reallze the strange
danger that threatened them. They

seemed no less human than human

me with revulsion. I hated them and
almost wished I was an elephant, so
Lthat T could fall on them and crush
them.

The fire crept in and the elephants
on the outer edge screeched in pain
as it burnt them, A shot rang out and
then a volley from the thundering
flintlocks. Assegaes and buzzing ar-
rows filled the air and fell like rain
from the sky. With frightful screeches

of pain, the elephants, in chaotic con-
sternation, rushed to the edge of the
advancing fire and then in their fear
retreatel. - One after another fell um-
der the terrible onslaught, their huge
bodies quivering as they bled to death
from the frightful wounds of the asse-
gaes.

The cries of the natives were, if
anything, worse than the screeches
of the elephants. Here and there
amongst the wounded and dead mam-
moths lay the prostrate form of a
cannibal who had received an arrow
that was meant for an elephant.

Hunters Also Meet Death.

Everywhere 1 could see the canni-
bals rushing in amongst the infuri-
ated elephants and stabbing right and
left like fiends reveling in a carnival
of death. One after another the na-
tives were tusked and crushed to

I COULD SEE BETWEEN THE CHARGING ELEPHANTS THE MANGLED FORM OF THE “BOY.”

death by the charging elephants. The
bloody spirit of war had seized them,
and they rushed into destruction to
kill or be killed with the lightness of
heart of children playing tag.

As the fire crept on the smell of
burning flesh added to the horrible
reality. An old bull elephant, driven
mad by fear and trumping in anguish,
charged over the fire and came rush-
ing down towards my tree. As of one
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accord the living elephants turned
and followed him, tramping the fire
out as they charged. One after an-
other bumped my tree and the plat-
form swayed back and forth danger-
ongly. I shot at some of the ele-
phants, hoping that some of them
would fall near my tree and protect
it with their bodies, but none of them
stopped. On they swept and the tree
shook violently. Suddenly the plat-
form, shaken from Iits position, fell
and I grabbed a limb overhead, as did
my “boy,” who had stood and watched
the whole scene of danger. The limb
cracked and bent down out of reach
of any others, almost on the backs of
the galloping elephants, another min-
ute and it was bound to snap. "My
God,” 1 cried and my “boy,” without
a moment's hesitation, said, “I'll let
go, boss,” and the next instant the
limb, relieved of its weight, sprang
up, almost jerking me off.

When I climbed into a safe position
I could see between the charging ele-
phants the mangled form of the “boy."”
I never would have died for him, yet
he did for me.

An hour afterwards the last ele-
phant had passed out and I climbed
down from my perch sick at heart.
That day, I estimated, 30 natives took
their lives and close on 100 elephants.

Then came the feast. Tom-toms
were beaten and thousands of natives
collected from the near-by villages.
The first meal was eaten where it lay,
being hacked from the huge carcasses
with every concelvable form of sharp

weapon. Children wallowed in the
sticky blood and fought with each
other over cholce tidbits. Every bit

of the dead elephants was cut off the
bones and taken o the villages to be
| smoked and kept for future use. The
il\'ur_',r was then collected and divided
with mathematical fairness amongst
the chiefs of the villages that partici-
ated in the hunt.

Revelry Follows the Hunt.

That night the village musicians
beat their tom-toms, instruments of
every conceivable sort were blown
and Dbeaten till they screeched in
frightful discord. The revelry was
wild and the howling savages danced
till they fell from exhaustion. From
| near by my hut rose the prayers of

§ | the witch doctors, who were on their

bellies before their wecoden [fetish,
thanking their god for his mercy and
his goodness. Tt is strange how both
the ecivilized apd the savage thank
jod fcr being allowed to kill some-
thing, even if it be their own kind.

Far off I heard the roars of the
lions, which wera on the hunting
grounds, devouring the corpses of the
natives killed in the hunt. At any
nther time the corpses would have
been eaten by their enemies, but as
there was plenty of elephant meat
they were left to the lions.

The din of the nolse and the pray-
ers and the songs made me tired and
I turned over and went to sleep.

The following morning when 1
awoke (he strange, unusual quietness
of the village was broken only by the
mumblings of the old witch-doctor,
who was groveling before the wooden
idol. In every direction, under the
shade of the huts, lay the natives,
who were so full of elephant meat
that their bellies looked as tight as
over-infiated balloons. So gorged
were they that It was evident that it
pained them to move. Iere and there
the village dogs were showing their
love for their masters by licking the
stale juice of the elephant meat from
their faces. On every place that
would support it was a bundle of ele-
phant meat out of reach of the dogs.
On the ground, covered with thou-
sands of carnivorous insects of every
imaginable hue, were heaps of rotting
offal, from which rose sickening
odors, that inereased in intensity as
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and the sun
warmer. Vultures, hook-beaked and
hungry looking, which were attracted
by the smell of the meat, were
perched on every point where they
could filnd room, and hyenas and
jackals skulked on the outskirts of
the village, waiting a chance to rush
in like thieves and grab a mouthful of
meat. It was a scene sickening and
repulsive, but one that can be wit-
nessed almost any time in central Af-
rica.

About two weeks after the elephant
hunt reporis reached my ears that
both leopards and lions were skulking
around the village and that a leopard
had rushed into the square early one
morning and seized the chief's favor-
ite dog, which it carried off. This was
to be expected, for the fire which the
natives had lit on the veld to round
up the elephants had kept on burning
and had driven the graminivorous anl-
mals, on which the liors, leopards and
other carnivora fed, out of the dis-
trict. Therefore the village, with its
goats, dogs, fowls and human beings
was the nearest possible feeding
ground for these beasts.

Leopard Carries Off Goat.

A few nights after the dog was
taken, just as I was finished writing
up my diary, a terrible commotion
arose in the village, shots were fired
and natives cried that a leopard had
selzed and carried off a goat. I
grabbed my .35 autoloading rifle and,
accompanied by a dozen natives, ran
in the direction the leopard was last
seen, All night we beat about the vil-
lage, but saw nothing but the vanish-
ing, shadowy forms of hyenas.

In the morming traces of blood were
found in the grass to the north of tha
village and from that we picked up
the spoor of the leopard, which wea
traced to some rocks in an old river
bed, where we found, mixed with gore
and blood-stained gravel, the crunched
horns and a part of the skull of the
goat, After that, 1 decided it was my
duty to sit up and get a shot at one of
the marauding beasts.

Accordingly, 1 had the natives bulld
me a leaf shelter, near which 1 teth-
ered a young goat to act as a lure to
the leopards. For two nights I walt-
ed, hidden In the leaves, from which
1 could see the shadowy forms of
prowling animals as they crossed the
sandy ground of the village that was
silvesr under the full moon. Unfortue
nately, they were too far away te
offer a sure shot. The third night also
passed without ineldent and I was
about tired of feeding mosquitoes and
various other denizens of the insect
world; nevertheless, 1 decided on
wailting another night, for hunters are
the same all over the world and they
try “once more" till they get their
QUAITY.

On the fourth night, which was
somewhat cloudy, I went to my shels
ter with that same fascinating hopé
which is part of the equipment of all
successful hunters. The poor little
goat that was acting as bait had be-
come tired of bleating and bad gone
to sleep. I, too, was dozy, almost
nodding, when I heard the gentle, un-
mistakable brush or halg agalost the
leaves near my shelter, I was afrald
to move lest I frighten the beast,
which soon passed by and crouched to
spring. The moon for a second lit the
scene and I saw the animal was &
leopard. The goat, evidently smelling
the leopard, rose and ran to the end
of its tether, The leopard sprang.
fired at the same instant and the huge
body struck the earth with a hea%
thud. Natives, awakened by the ex*
plosives, came running from the huts.
Torches were lit and when we exam®
ined tbe dead leopard we found that
the bullet had passed clear through
its brain. A lucky shot, for I almed
at its body

the day grew older
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