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It was on the night of the 1August 1914, when news of a great war in Europe
reached us at Mb@ga town in the South Cameroons, about nine weeksooe from
Duala? (or Kribbi) and that preparations were being maeveen the allied forces of
the British and French for a war with the Germanthe Cameroons. Being a native
of Cape Coast and a British subject employed iBmgiish factory’ it occurred to me
that | would fare badly at the hands of either@sman soldiers or the natives should
this news be authentic. The inevitable trend ohévgvas evident if war really broke
out, the natives being mostly cannibals, wouldcittl aliens, irrespective of race or
colour and eat their flesh before any assistarara the German Government could
be obtained. My agent was stationed at Njassiyr days from Mbua, and until |
heard from him, my sole duty was to remain at nacel There was hardly any signs
of agitation noticeable in Mbua between th& ad 11? August, but on the 15the
natives could be seen running hither and thithéh gpears in their hands, removing
their belongings to the bush, mysteriously disagpgand returning in a similar
manner, with a seeming stern resolve to finallgieae all foreigners. These wild
ignorant people had long waited for this with wasgs, and nothing could afford them
a better chance than such an event. In a shorthienehole country was thrown into
a state of commotion so that by thé"i8stant no woman or child could be seen in
the town of Mbua except the men who appear angydés concocting dangerous
schemes, with surprising secrecy. Besides mysdlfidna there were the following
clerks: two Kwitt& clerks with 26 yard boys, five Cameroon nativeldenith 30

yard boys and two Gabon clerks with 6 yard boysad ten yard boys. All these
people were concerned with the safety of theirest@nd preparing some means of
defence, should the natives attack us. On tHeA@ust | received a note from my
boss intimating that he had been arrested by tmm&eauthorities, and his stores
commandeered and, that sooner or later, a simdatrhent would be meted out to
me, so | closed up my accounts, and gave up miysetintemplation of the future.
The natives in the meantime, were blackmailing madauding traders in the outlying
villages, but hesitated to take any other imporsaeps. The reason assigned to this,
apparently was they were waiting till the Germartés had passed to meet the
French troops, who were proceeding from MolandoaNeic. News reached us of the
doings of the natives at Ndel&&isom, Deligon etc, and it made the heart quail to
see thousands of loads of goods, stores, etc aedaséraders passing down to
Dume” station to seek refuge. One by one my boys deseré& until by the 23
August only three remained with me, ultimately etlegse three boys would not
remain in the yard, and | was left alone with thduaus task of looking after the
factory which contained goods to the amount of &2600. Grim despair stared me
in the face, and | lost my equilibrium for wantsbéep. During the day, | took
snatches of sleep, and at nights | kept watch @okl precaution to safe guard myself




against an attack from the natives. Several péttes in Mbua were plundered by the
natives; on the 36August the German troops passed. An appeal foegion was
made by all the traders to the German officersiiey were told to take care of
themselves. The natives fled to the bush on theshwf the German troops, and the
German officers incensed at this action, ordered tiouses to be burnt down, and
their cattle seized. Next day the troops proceedfetheir way. Nothing of importance
happened to break the tension that ensued betle&®t and 28 but on the 30 on

a dark and chilly night, | was awakened from a revky a slight noise at the back of
the store. Being prepared for any emergency okitet | took a large cudgel and
cautiously walked to the back of the house wheheesbund proceeded. As |
anticipated, a man was strenuously working to famwentrance into the store. Near
him lay a battle axe and other dangerous implemantsat the sight of me, he rose
and taking a heavy stone flung it at me. It hitfioreibly on the knee, and inflicted a
most excruciating pain, suppressing a groan | gpatmim, and dealt him a heavy
blow with my cudgel. He staggered back but clogedvith me again. | threw away
the cudgel and in a moment we were engaged indlydeantest. Nothing could be
more horrible than the deadly means with whichdweght to overcome me. He was a
heavy man but by no means a good fighter. He hivigiously, desperately but
aimlessly, while | concentrated every effort tanlgrhim to the ground. We swayed
together, to and fro, locked in a tight embrace viath an ability, which | afterwards
failed to conceive, | wrenched myself from him alelt him a blow right above the
abdomen. With a loud yell he turned and fled. Ptrgas useless, so gathering up his
tools, | took them to the house and repaired tmeadg which he had done to my
store. Since then | was wont to be more vigilaahtbver. Friends far and near, urged
upon me to escape, giving as their reasons, thasla British subject and working
for an English firm. At first, | seriously consiaer their advice, but on maturer
consideration, | deemed it imprudent to go awaylaade the store unguarded. So |
determined to stay through thick and thin. | mageh@te one remarkable letter which
| received in connection with this matter. It rang:- ‘Don’t be a silly ass and say
your sense of duty forces you to stay and proteat gtore. You know how
unreasonable the Germans are, and what would befatey should you fall into their
hands. Your only chance lies in escaping, andiebelthe greatest crime one can
commit against nature is to be obstinate and redud®ance in the face of a disaster.
You are committing that offence now, and your guaréingel may be looking down
upon you with pity and contempt for your act offoFor goodness sake go, and may
luck attend you.’ To this and other subsequengisit briefly replied thanking the
writers for their advice and stating that | consadkit injudicious to act upon them.
One by one all the traders removed from Mbua, abliii the end of August only
three important stores remained, including mineowthhe 11 September, | received
another note from my boss intimating that he wasgsent down to Ajo&’ as a
prisoner of war, by the Germans, and that | shéalldw at once. | dare not go,
without the sanction of the German Government antbte to say so. On the 2
September, however, a German official with thrddiecs arrived to commandeer my
store. This official first asked for the key of thafe which | handed to him. When |
called his attention to the goods in the storesdid the best thing he could think of
was to set fire to the goods, and put me insidauta with them. ‘Dem be shit cargo,
and | no get no time for count dem!” he said, drehtwith a vehemence which
alarmed me, this great German cursed me, the Bnginl everything connected with
the English, and emphasised his words by kickiegatteakable articles in the store.
This caused me to giggle, but unfortunately he éoblyp and saw me in this act, and



after that he administered heavy blows and kicka¢o he ordered the soldiers to
bind me up, and keep me in custody. | soon foungetfiyn the hands of these
unscrupulous soldiers, whose cruelty was provethralughout South Cameroons.
All day they goaded me to pain and anger. They weteed painfully jocular; they
tickled me, pelted at me with stones, ordered miekahe dirty soles of their boots,
and to do all sorts of un-nameable things. Theceffstood by in calm indifference to
my sufferings; my mute anger grew till | felt | mudioke; an innocent person kept in
captivity for the populace to stare at, might faell felt. These torments continued all
day and the least reluctance on my part to comgly tveir requests was rewarded
with whips and kicks. In addition to this, the cevidh which | was bound gnawed
into my flesh and inflicted a pain beyond descaptil cried aloud in my agony for
forbearance and the louder | cried out the morestihdiers jeered at me. Gradually |
lost consciousness, and then all became still biegk When | recovered
consciousness, the German officer was bendingraeeand | was unbound. My
hands were very much swollen; this officer, aftshart reproof full of venomous
invectives handed me a passport to Ajoa, and cddaeeto provision myself for the
journey, | made up two loads and that very nigeftiMbua with my boys? Great

was my thankfulness to God for my wonderful delarere from a torturing death, and
from the hands of these wicked people, and asdatepl the ‘magnificat’ the only
song of thankfulness that | could think of at themnent | said my last farewell to
Mbua.
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That night | camped nine miles from Mbua, andhatfirst streak of dawn, headed
for Jnasst? four days distant. During the journey missiles lddwe hurled at us by
hidden foes lying in ambush, but the unfailing hah&@rovidence shielded us. |
travelled about 22 miles that day, and then canypelgrneath a great spreading tree
for the night. On that night, about 11pm, my bogsihg fallen asleep, | lay on my
bed of grass, deep in retrospection — Life atti@ment seemed so uncertain, so
transitory. Five short months back, all had beelh wigh me. Trade was good, and
brisk, and lots of profit to be had. In blissfuintentment, | had begun to think that
life was all too short for some of those sweet pagddimes that come to every
individual at certain periods in his life — It sesdnto me, then, that nature had meant
to repay me a thousandfold for thdisge mistakes | had made, and just as | was
beginning to realize the meaning of happiness, wih, its train of disaster, affliction
and pain, had suddenly intervened, wrecking mygland to knock me about like a
weather-cock.

Thus | was ruminating over the perturbing circtanses of my fate, when |
beheld three torches at a distance of about tets\fewm our camping area. | crawled
to my boys and gave them the alarm. | discernedstadevart men carrying spears;
their faces were expressive of murder, and thegt¢osvards us slowly and silently.
Suddenly, and before we could offer any resistaties; swerved to the right and
planted their spears almost simultaneously intoaimay boys with deadly result, and
then disappeared into a thicket close by. The pyred within a few minutes. The
suddenness with which these natives accomplishedi¢ed, dazed and stupified me.
It was a dark night, and would be blinded follyaettt otherwise than remain on the
vive The ground being soft, with some cutlasses, vmrised a grave in which we
buried the poor dead boy. My mind was set up itirggeto Njassi as quickly as
possible, so | left behind the load of the dead dyich belonged to me and
contained some provisions. On thé"26st., | arrived at Njassi, and there | met




several Coast clerks with whom | was acquainte@yTgave me a cordial reception
and sympathised with me for all the mishaps thdtliefallen me. | noticed that they
were all enjoying very lucrative positions, astah Germans, excepting three, had
enlisted at Dume. An air of tranquillity pervadée twhole township of Njassi; the
natives seemed good-natured enough and all wasasadrpeace. | gleaned that the
natives of Njassi had formed no plot to massacdel@mt the Traders, but it was said
that the natives of the outlying villages were phgf and scheming, though it could
not be determined what it was all about. No ongyewer, cared to be misled by the
attitude of the natives of Njassi towards the Qeakd Traders, for it was known that
as soon as the conglomeration broke out, they wjouidhe others, so notoriously
fickle they were. | walked through the streets gddi with a keen sense of
satisfaction, and truth to tell, never before ia @ameroons, had | felt so disposed to
all my surroundings. The cordial reception givenbyeny friends, the pervading air
of quietude and peace that hovered around the texiriljarated me beyond words,
and momentarily obliterated from my memory, thadeats of the last few days past.
| spent two nights in Njassi, and on the followuhay, | left with the good wishes of
my friends. On reaching the brink of Njassi streatarned and gazed at the town
with a yearning heart. | had known that town fgrear, and actually resided there on
duty for three months, and, at this parting, fulgollecting the pleasurable moments
| had had there, | could not help shouting ‘Njasish all thy faults, | like thee.
Farewell.’

Three days from Njassi brought me to Dume, a latggon situated on a hill,
with walls which stood grim and forbidding. | ares there on a Monday, and the
crowd of people waiting to show their passporta teerman Official, was thick and
dense. | made several efforts to get through, bbutees in vain. It can only be
compared to a packed mass of humanity, which suagddswayed with the
impatience of waiting. People were jostling andiogfeach other, gesticulating and
shrieking in sharp piercing tones, in their mad &indless attempts to make way with
their passports. No way in any given direction wassible and the more haste one
made, the less he progressed. | followed closelyeaheels of one tall man, a Kaka
native, who, with majestic tread, and the stremgta giant, made way for himself by
pushing the people right and left with an air oiejuinconcern. | kept close behind
him, and indeed made good progress with him, bddenly, my course was impeded
by a Jaund® man, who sharply slapped me in the face, and %, be English
shwine,du sow.*® | was momentarily blinded, and he took the adwgata deal me
several blows. When | recovered from the shock,éwaw, | caught hold of him,
heedless of the consequence, so mad with fury | arassmarting under the sting of
the blow, | hit him right above the abdomen. Witbra of pain, he fell down, with his
hands to his chest — what became of him afterwaritsnot know, for at that very
time, | heard a familiar voice shout, ‘Hello, Jolgnoome with me this way, we will
find egress to the fight of one of the chance apgsiMind yourself.’ | looked up and
saw a Gabodfiman, an old friend of mine, and following him, {@aded in front of
the Dume Fortress. As we were entering the Forttés=ard the clanging of the
chains of prisoners who were marching past anatberway. Some of them looked
more like skeletons than living beings. Close bgré were also about a dozen of
them standing near a cask, whilst one of them wagched on it, and theaskingo
(whip) laid on him hard and without mercy. The atheere all waiting their turn to
receive 25 lashes, with calm indifference. With experience of life in the South
Cameroons, | can say, that most of these peopsedhiudemned, were the victims of
injustice and falsehood. Some fraudulent Germami#sgevishing to fill their



pockets, had falsified some of these most unfoteum@tims’ stock accounts, and
ruthlessly sent them to prison for what they hadedd say this with certainty and
those who have been to the South Cameroons, wouloklgéssly bear me out. And
the soldiers’ constant application of brutal treainto these unfortunate prisoners,
had rescued them from beings with morals, ideassag®ns, and feelings to mere
pieces of flotsam on the stream of life which mibatdriven this way or that, with the
current. Peace and mercy had been so often ddread aand they had by degrees
become unhinged, and reckless, caring for nothirigreg as life lasted. In the
Cameroons, prisoners are more or less solely uhdayontrol of the soldiers, who
are invariably of very wicked temperaments. Thewted the prisoners with a
sternness that bordered on mania, and once ati Baation!’ two days from Mbua,
whilst on stock-taking, | saw a soldier order &gpnier to eat excrement, and the
prisoner quietly complied. Had he refused, he wdade been shot down, without
hesitation, on the spot, and the soldier would d¢ralye to cut the prisoner’s head, go
with it to the Ober-Lieutenant in Charge of theti®ta and in exoneration say this:-
‘Massa! Good soldier done come! One shwine wantray, | shoot him. Him head
be this,” and the great German would say, ‘Ach! hMeilieber You be good — Jah
vek® and thus the matter would end. Life was of ligteno value in the Cameroons,
and a soldier is indeed a bad soldier who doescwasionally kill a native, prisoner
or otherwise.
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| pushed my way as best as | could through the @er@fficial inspecting passports,
not without some trepidation though, for, as ai8nisubject, | expected no more
from the Germans, than contempt and reproachepa@suibly 25 lashes. When | at
length approached this Official with my passpoet,cast a very severe and scatching
glance at me, and asked — ‘Nigger, was ist duwemlmachst sie hier jetst?’
(‘Nigger, what are you, and what doest thou herghp

‘Massa, | be Cape Coast man,’ | blurted out.

‘Cape Coast, Cape Coast,” he said, ‘“You zink fdm? You member | no sabe
you long time palaver? | say vat for country yo@ b you talk quick ich habe keine
seit.’® Uncertain how to reply, | stood pinned to the grdwacking my brain for a
fitting answer. The word Cape Coast somehow sed¢mealise his ire and
indignation, and | felt at a loss what to say next.

‘Donner, wetter Himmel Gott, how much for town, slw, mench shwiné?”
the German roared, evidently annoyed at my delagpiying, and thereat he
whacked me on the head with a cane which he jes&atewhere from his Office. |
writhed in agony. It then occurred to me that trer@ans in Cameroons were more
conversant with the names of Accra and Sekondobtite whole Gold Coast (towns
at which the German-South Coast Express steamiézd)cand ports like Cape Coast
or Saltpond etc., were utterly beyond their ken.

‘Massa, | be Accra true born,’ | hazarded, avaidimthe meantime, the
incisive cane, with which this great German aimiechya head.

‘Jah you be dem English schwine what make pleigyrioff,’** he said, and
initialling the passport, he hurled it at me. Astdoped to pick it up, again came the
cane on my back with such stunning aggressiveliiess, groaned like a bull. He
then called a soldier to chase me out of the jpo,for more than half a mile, this
soldier chased me, hurling at me stones, piece®otl, and even some raw cassada
which he snatched from farmers. When all attempteach me proved futile, the
soldier with menacing gestures, turned and wenyalaad reason to be thankful




that | had a pair of good legs to carry me far ftbese wicked people. | hurried away
from Dume until | overtook my boys who had precedeslon the Abongmbaffy
Station Road. It took two days from Dume to Abongmdp. Feeling thankful for
having surmounted the persecutions of the GermaDsrae, | nevertheless began to
entertain the dread of incurring some perils onoeney from Dume to
Abongmbang up to Ajosholimy destination, for my course, nine miles from
Dume, lay through the country of the incorrigibliéakias,?* a people who never
scruple to eat the flesh of a man stricken witlidsp. These people cherish such
insatiate fondness for human flesh that the Gerhst@s measures and punitive
expeditions have availed very little to wean theamf their uncanny ways. With
them, Cannibalism is hereditary, and nothing sbbdeath, could prevent them from
killing and devouring human beings. Now and agpegple were reported as missing
between Dume and Abongmbang or Acouliftiand none knew whence they went
or what became of them afterwards. At times, howea&tual reports of these
inhuman deeds reach the German Government, andigiding ensues. When it is
over, there comes a lull and nothing happens forestime, six months at the longest.
The Makias exhume and devour their own dead a teys dfter the corpse is buried,
so deep-rooted is the habit of eating human flEeby make no exception also to the
Cameroon natives, but they infinitely prefer thesfi of foreigners, which they assert,
contain ‘much salt and plenty fat.” This reminds ofi@n incident which took place
whilst | was travelling to the South CameroeisJaunté® and Bertu& in February
1903, with a Clerk from Togoland. We happened tsghrough a Makia Country
and the natives, on seeing my companion, who wathar corpulent man, pointed at
him and said, ‘Look dis be fine meat, plenty sak ffor him skin. Ah mien Gott! de
white man he no gree we chop dem peofiland so longingly did they eye him, that
their mouths actually watered with the saliva gbestancy.

As it will be observed, | was in no very placidtst of mind when | thought of
the journey that lay before me, for | knew not wlad¢ awaited me. My boys seemed
to be absorbed in melancholy reflection and theyessed their premonition, now
and again, in broken sentences to each other. filgeaocess to our destination was
through the Makia Country, and there was noughiotbut take the risk.

Evidently, the Makias between Dume and Abongmbaaige not so voracious
as those between Abongmbang and Ajoshohe, foruththey accorded my
greetings with scowls and imprecations, they maattempt to assault or molest
me. In two days, | reached Abongmbang station @awvihly had my passport initialled
(though not without a kick on the backside and attGtraffe Englande?® | hasted
on my journey four days of which now remained tm¢prme to my destination —
Ajoshohe.

It would not be amiss, | trust, if | deflected ail@lfrom my narrative, to give
a brief sketch of the Makia Native. The average islak of the middle stature, broad-
shouldered, long-armed, and powerfully built. Taed, the arms and the body, right
down to the hips, are covered with tattoo markgrotesque figures and, like the
majority of the Cameroon Natives, are naked, extmptieces of dry leaves or cloth,
barely a yard long which they tie round their wai# roll of brass wire is twisted
artificially round the arm up to the waidtsind also on the legs, which produce a
gingling sound at each step. On the neck, heavyaadiars, without any opening, are
soldered round, but so loose as to form no impeulintethe breathing. It is incapable
of being removed, except by the use of a file. €iemo covering for the head, but
the hair is matted and twisted together, and diagth sides of the head in a manner
that gives it the appearance of the brim of a bifetichat. Feathers of various hues



and lengths are stuck in it, a mode which imparthém, a stern, savage and wild
aspect. Ochre of a dark red colour is rubbed dmdair, and palm-oil poured on it,
so that when heated by the sun, runs down uponeble and chest, producing a very
repulsive appearance, and emitting a rank naugeatiour. According to custom, the
hair is not washed for a period of over six months,the palm oil and ochre are
rubbed into it continually and consequently the Bliounds with lice and is infested
by buzzing flies at all times. Both men and womea this means of adorning the
hair. Dogs and goats are their pet animals, andowitthem, especially the former, a
woman’s marriage is incomplete. At home or abrdadth) men and women are armed
with bows and arrows, and spears about five felgrigth. Strings of beads tied to the
hair and worn on the neck and wrists, marked thmonance of the wearer, who
might be a Chief or a Sub-chief. The Makia menjeatous of their wives, and in
case of adultery, the injured party seeks redrgsebretly murdering the aggressor.
Not so with the Jaunde and Kaka Natives. Exchahgeves between friends and
brothers is customary and an elder son is entiledhabit with any of his father’'s
wives.

But to return to my narrative — The first day fréthongmbang was
uneventful, except that | heartily enjoyed the loss shea butter fruits and wild
mangoes and pineapples with which the roads wergefd but on the second day |
arrived at dusk in a big Makia town, and havingimiewed the Chief and ordered a
lodging for the night | gave him some salt and taoa— which he took without
returning thanks. | was shown into a thatched hdoseely four feet high, with a
small door which would hardly admit a child of 1€ays old. | managed to enter the
house with the greatest difficulty, and after hgviaken bath and some food, | laid
me down to rest. Before getting into my bed of gnakich was spread on the floor,
however, | first cautioned my boys not to forget siluation, and urged upon them to
keep watch, if possible. They seemed to feel theefof this appeal, and endeavoured
hard to keep awake, by playing upon a singular lmenhstrument, and singing
weired, blood-thrilling songs. But they were soahausted and fell asleep one by
one in a short time. Notwithstanding every efforkeep awake, | fell asleep also, |
knew not when or how long and | was suddenly awa#tdyy the presence of four
armed Makia men, who held torches over me. | gldecel discovered that my boys
were not in the room. One of the Makia men, who &adar on his brow and a
sinister expression to one of his eyes, clutchedhmyat, and in a short time, the rest
fell upon me and bound me. | was then carried@aChief's room where | noticed
several men were assembled. The Chief ordered v tmbound, and looking me
full in the face, he said in the Jaunde languagey ‘are a good meat, and the gods
have sent you to us; the day after to-morrow isgvaat festival; we shall eat you on
that day. In the meantime, | will keep you and fged, so that you may fatten and be
sweet.’

He motioned to my captors who dragged me to anuadijog room, and put
my feet in chains.
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There was a light of sheabutter-oil burning in ase, and with this, | glanced round
my surroundings, with a vague dull feeling. My thbts naturally reverted to my
boys. What had become of them | wondered. Had diesgrted me or fallen victims
to these obdurate wolfish-looking people? Try hasd would, | could not arrive at
any possible conjecture. My thoughts ran wild. Theef's words, ‘we shall eat you’
rang in my ears, and | racked my brain in vairhiok of some means of escape.




Outside, the natives were beating drums, singingdamcing, and | could hear the
voices of men, maidens and children, singing witktg, the glad tidings of the gods
having sent them a good meat, being myself. Ndynalth music, comes the curious
sensation of joy or sadness, and no sooner haththe instruments joined in the
carol than | fell to soliloquising. | saw before m@remature death and an unhappy
end. Surely this was bitterer than | ever suppo$edlie alone, unsoothed, unnoticed,
with no kind hands about me, was indeed hard to. be&retched myself on the cold
bare ground and slept the sleep of the miseralldalorn. When | woke up next
day, | found some food and palm-wine placed besidel took the food and
examined it, and as | expected it was fried worns r@asted rats, and some cooked
cassada, and feeling very hungry, | partook ofith\great relish.

In the afternoon, 2 girls entered my prison-rodmeytwere young and it was
easy to tell that they were the Chief's wives. @hthem, the younger, crossed the
room and came to me, and as she squatted besideentgor swung to and the other
retired. My heart leaped to my throat; | tried p@ak but my voice failed. She
motioned silence, and instinctively she went todber to see that no one was about.
When she returned she said to me in the Jaundadgeg‘My people want to Kkill
you, but I will not allow this. You must run awaytivme, far from the Makia people.
To-night you must be prepared,” and taking fromnar a small instrument, she
handed it to me. It was a file! In a moment | waswy feet, despite my chains, held
her hands and thanked her. | was wildly agitate@lllmy life | had never really
known what it was to be carried away by transpaoiriey until that moment. As |
released her hands, the door opened and the Citeekd. His eyes were wild; he
looked askance at us; then he made an effort, leéehbis hands and rushed at me.
How long he beat me, | cannot say, but | was dicolyscious of the girl speaking
gently to him, and then he ceased to beat me. §wstulated with him and spoke to
him in the Makia tongue, and suddenly his facetédhup and he smiled. | wiped the
blood from my face and tried to look as innocent esuld be. The Chief withdrew
with the girl, and | laughed as | thought of theoleghincident. How clever women
are! I mused. | took the file and hid it carefudiyay and then sat down to think of
escape. It would be a moonlight night, and withalteof this girl, | could escape at
7pm. | heard the voices of the Chief and some sthethe farthest extremity of the
hall talking in subdued tones, and | knew that tweye deciding when to kill me, and
how my carcase was to be disposed of. | weighedateycarefully and knew that
even if | managed to free myself and escape, | dvpubbably be exposed to great
dangers on the road, and undergo again all th@bglearbarities of the Makia
people. | examined the file, and it was good.ddrit on one of my leg chains, and it
proved satisfactory. The moon would be up at 8poajdulated, and by that time the
people would be drunk with palm-wine, and busy wihitkir drums and instruments.
Later in the afternoon, when the whole place wastas if a spell had been cast over
it, the girl came to visit me. She brought me saimeabutter fruits. There was trouble
on her brow, and she told me that there would ¢saad dance that night, and that
there was an opportunity for escape. It was vemy kif this brave girl to hazard her
life to save me so unlike the Cameroon nativesimegal, and | was thankful to God
for His mercies. At length, everything having beeranged, she departed and left me.
At dusk, | commenced filing away the chains, and short time, the drums were
played. The hopes of liberty nerved me and awdgd funtil at last, both chains
were broken. | got up and stretched my legs tostegasmyself that they were no
longer in fetters, and being satisfied, | sat dagain to await events. The girl came;
she brought some bows and arrows and two spe@ask the spears and together we



left the dingy room by a back-door. We were nowteshin a common cause, this girl
and I, but a sense of foreboding suddenly dawned ape and depressed my spirits.
She led the way and | followed. Through devioufipathrough groves of trees and
marshy grounds we went, until the sound of the dnimg and singing became
indistinct. On and on we went, and we walked @ybkreak without a work or a
pause, and at sun-rise, we halted.

Looking back upon a scene, very often certain dspand out more clearly
in retrospect than they did when affairs were dbtila progress, and as | recalled the
incidents of the night of my capture, | could netghadmitting that | had been the
victim of a series of circumstances. As a rule,@laeneroon natives were not the
people to offer any help to any alien, rather tarthat, they would cut off their
hands and pluck out their eyes, and yet, this gif$pring of the most callous and
blood-thirsty race, had deigned to offer me hefal # offer at my shrine, all the
tenderness, the devotion and the sacrifice of autiful nature. ‘O, that men would
praise the Lord for His goodness and for His wofudevorks to the children of
men!;3131

| gazed hard and long at this girl and told helragad again that God would
bless her. Poor girl! she hardly realized what &ntefor her ideas of God were
remote and hazy.

| was feeling very hungry, and as circumstancesdidpermit of some food
being brought with us, | expressed the wish torgbfand some sheabutter-fruits. But
this girl would not permit me to wander form hegtdi and volunteered to go herself.
She soon disappeared in a thick bush, leaving matioand watch, but barely five
minutes elapsed when | heard a cry of pain. | samrimning towards me, with a
Makia-man close at her heels; then her hands werdnd with a long, piercing cry,
she dropped down dead, and the fact bit deep igtheart:-

Deep as God’s eternal years,

Sad as Christ’s atoning tears,

Dread as heart-strings rent apatrt,

Were the pangs that now did smart

Deep within my hearf?

V. The Gold Coast Leade8-13"January 1917, p.6

This good girl had been killed and | was left alevith my misery. So overwhelming
was the shock that | stood pinned to the groundihaonscious of the fact that the
Makia man was approaching me. | was standing bedinele which | had taken for a
cover and as he neared me, | hurried the speamatHe evaded it and dropping his
bows and arrows, sprang at me. By an almost supwnheffort | wrenched myself
free and bolted towards the wood. He followed claisey heels. Gradually | lost
strength and felt my courage deserting me. At lehgtas so exhausted that | fell
down to the ground panting. My inveterate enemg,Makia man, also fell down,
and with nostrils dilated, he glared at me withstfeat spoke volumes of deep and
deadly hatred. He had been rendered absolutelybgdatigue, and there he lay,
panting, gasping and groaning. Mustering the stretigat remained in me | got up
and started running. The Makia man made an efbgputsue me, but he collapsed at
a short distance.

On and on | ran until he was no longer visible, aladkening speed | went on
until | got into a thick forest where | hid mysdlfwas still very hungry, and, in
pursuance of my desires, | searched through the\aod was soon able to find some
shea butter fruits. Having eaten two, | drank sheaool refreshing stream, that




flowed beside some shea butter trees, and restimgpbut half an hour, | started once
more on my journey. For two days | travelled throdige thick forest living on
nothing but shea butter fruits and water. Durirggriights | climbed trees to avoid
wild animals, enjoying very little sleep. Never Hduad more evils to endure and
dangers to apprehend at that time. | would sperst ofdhe time at nights seeking
solace in silent converse with nature the greaherofThe trees towered above me,
and no voice spoke to me save the screeching o, thnd twittering of birds hidden

in the deep foliage, and the constant roaringasfdifar away. Wild animals, which
seemed to take no heed of me, passed and repAsseck time, a leopard seeing me,
climbed up half-way the tree upon which | was perchnd then descended. It
seemed to regard me as [a] pitiful wreck of humarmh object even for the
commiseration of wild animals. Thus | passed twgsdand 2 nights in the forest
amid a world of foliage and wild beasts, and ontthed day, with infinite toil, | fell

on the main road to Ajoshohe. Past the Makia casand released now from my
anxieties, | felt myself at liberty to travel slowlknd | walked five hours and then
halted at a deserted village not quite seven hiooins Ajoshohe. In the huts of this
village, there were lighted faggots, earthenwarts pad other cooking utensils,
evidently left there by travellers who had campest¢, according to custom in
Cameroons, and there being no one to whom | cqapty/dor food, | picked the
tender leaves of some cassava trees that grevbiiaeshd having beaten them to a
pulp, boiled them in an earthenware pot for ab&utdnutes and pouring some fresh
lime juice upon it, | ate and slept. But my peatedpose was soon disturbed by
voices outside the hut. Peering through an apertaescried my two lost boys.
‘Hallo boys,’ | shouted, but no sooner did theygaéve me than their features wore
an expression of great fear and timidity. | knew thason why. These boys
undoubtedly supposed that the Makias had alreadiermaneal of me, and
consequently took me for a ghost at first; soonyeneer, they recovered from their
temporary doubts and fright, and hailed me withifesous joy. They then proceeded
to account for their mysterious disappearanceapplened that they were also
captured by the Makias who first seized and cartheth to a room adjoining the one
in which | was strangled. But the boys managedde themselves and escape, taking
with them one of the loads, and finding it diffittd travel quickly with this load,
they left it behind taking from its contents theees (which very luckily proved to e
my store ledger, contract, receipts etc) and samegons. | thanked them and
together we proceeded to Ajoshohe. This is a stoath snugly tucked between two
mountains. The villagers, numbering about 250 dilialf-a-mile away, from the
prisoners of war camping area, nor were they, uadgrcircumstances whatever to
come within that area, except under escort. At firg vicinity seemed rather an
empty sort of place, wrapped in vapour, but | e that no one was ever allowed
to enter the place except authorized German offioePolitical prisoners. | passed
sentries after sentries, all of which examined ragsport, until | arrived at the
prisoner-of-war camp, when my boss saw me anddaile. | gave him my ledger,
receipts etc, and passport and together we wdfrigberr Hautman von Stein, the
German officer who was in charge of the camp. Hedizout five dozen soldiers with
him. This august person spoke English fluently aftelr many suggestions and much
desultory conversation with my boss, he finallyided that | should be consigned to
the guidance of one Johannes a Dispenser, fromldindioHis quarters were situated
about 200 yards from the prisoners’ quarters. Attitme of my arrival at this place,
there were about 25 Europeans all of the mercaseiartment, but soon some
officers — English and French, were also broughias$ restricted within limits of the
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first sentry, and | was told point-blank that attgmpt on my part to go beyond that
limit, would be fatal to me. It was fortunate tlBahannes should have the sole charge
of me, for he trusted me unhesitatingly, allowedtmmeam about the limited area as
much as possible, and on all occasions protectefianethe soldiers. My boss made
me a small allowance each month for my food, artd wohannes’s aid, | could
obtain all that | desired. But | was far from hapthe time seemed to pass away
slowly after all; the complete seclusion of our gatle monotony, and the tepid
stillness began to weigh upon me, and notwithstapdicomfortable living, my heart
yearned for the outside world and news. The only teill time, apparently, was to
walk about the camp up an down the restricted amdafter two months, the first
glow which | felt on my immediate arrival in Ajoshe had died out by degrees, until
at length | felt an aversion for my surroundingd arsort of distaste for the German
soldiers and officials. | caught myself wonderingether | could not take a trip to
Jaunde to gather news of the progress of the wdraecordingly | went over to my
boss to consult him about the matter.

‘I am going to Jaunde, Sir, to gather news,’ | sdifind it impossible to sit
down in this cursed hole and keep a rational heachy shoulder.’

He smiled and said, ‘This is something rather taord). At the best you will
be captured, at the worst you will be killed by afiche many guards on the road,
and then, again, there are the natives to avoichdReer that if you do go it must be
on your own.

| did not feel downcast by this advice; | resolvedjo by all means. | put the
matter before Johannes and he agreed at once. itedvae to bring him some salt
form Jaunde. Salt at the time was very scarcegspt®n costing 2/-. The only
guestion at the moment was how was the secret afepgrture from Ajoshohe to be
most easily concealed. The soldiers might be csriokknow where | had gone to and
enquire. Johannes waved aside my presages regarg@iogsible discovery of our
plans, and promise to see me through. It was aedatigat | should disguise myself as
a Hausa trader and having some knowledge of thedlamguage, | became perfectly
convinced of the safety of this guise. Johanneplggthe gown, the sandals etc, for
a small charge, and the next question which flasipeth me was how was | to cross
the river without being observed by the guardsadales told me that he knew of a
certain secret path to the river unknown to thedsiaand that if | could manage to
pass there unseen, the rest would not be a vdryutiimatter.

V1. The Gold Coast Leadet7" January 1917, p.5

Everything having been arranged, one dark calmtrfafout the ¥ week in
December 1914) | started in my disguise with Jokariawards the river. Arriving
there we took out a submerged canoe from the vaatdkmith two oars which we
brought with us, we rowed toward the landing staig¢he left bank of the river. We
had hardly rowed towards the middle of the riveneve the sharp report of a carbine
came shockingly upon our ears and a voice shoéth are you and whither
bound?’ in the Jaunde language. A soldier was sigrat the beach with his gun
pointed towards us. Johannes promptly repliednmater-of-fact tone that he was
merely casting net for fish. The soldier seemeatmgnise Johannes’s voice, for he
lowered his carbine, and with a sigh proceededlésAfs:-

‘Alright, compin, but | beg you for bring me onelfi when you come for
house. Dem shwine German people no want gib weyptdtop; das all shlack we 25
for ash, and lef we 1 mammy no more. | bin get 3wmg, dey dreb 2 way, lef one no
more and dey say we must fight English and Frangdight, compin, Francais lib
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for come for Dume, Lomie and Boliwa and Englishfblb come Garua, and Eden and
Jaunde, and me | go sabe dem place | fit go. Berght dis and | no see my
mammy.*?

To which Johannes replied, ‘Compin | sabe all dig. be black people, dis
war be for white mans and white mans, so any htagk must sabe how be go don.
Alright compin | go bring you some fish when | colmack.®*

‘Alright,” said the soldier, and shouldering higlgi@e retraced his way into
the gloom, whence he came.

Johannes, still undismayed, told me to row awagl,iara short time, | landed.
Johannes gave me the best advice he could offépa@inted out there were guards
everywhere who would search and question me; thladlild be wary, and in the
event of my being caught that | should not breatkerd, under any circumstances,
of his acquiescence in the matter, to either mamamman, however hard | might be
pressed.

‘If Gott help you come back bring dem salt,” hedsand with that we shook
hands, and he rowed back.

| was now left to fight my way to Jaunde as bedt@muld. The night being
dark, | had the advantage of being able to carryptags through, | walked slowly
and cautiously all the night towards the ‘Aconoérfgtation;’ the only military fort
between Ajoshobe and Jaunde. Now and again | savdgwn the way, but | have
them a wide berth, and for good many hours | putsag course unchallenged.

Had the German soldiers been more vigilant, my sswould have been
impeded in less than two hours, but these rudeessldith undue penchant towards
the Cameroon girls (their only weak points), le& free to proceed without
interruptions. For as | passed the guards, | oleskitvat each of the soldiers had a girl
beside him chatting, smoking, playing on native emedmboo banjos, and singing
native love songs. They seemed oblivious of evargthesides their girls, content
each with his lot, happy with his fond girl by Isisle. | would stand for a long time
watching these people, listening to their songd,evying them for their happiness
during that period of warfare and strife.

All through the night | walked on, ascending andading precipitous
mountains and crags, the silence being unbrokenlsathe German soldiers’ love
song, and the occasional flight of some antelopémrdebeeste that | encountered on
the way. | went on till past midnight; when fronetshadow to the right of my front,
where the bushes fringed the road, a soldier erdetgeelled his gun at me and
challenged. According to the manners of the Hausstepped low and did obeisance
and spoke as follows:-

‘Sanu dan zaki, Allah shi dede rai nka, Allah shikmaka girima,” which
may be interpreted thus: ‘Greetings thou son af.IMay Allah prolong your life,

May Allah add to thee greatness.’

This had the desired effect, for no sooner hadistied, than he shouldered
his gun and with a vigorous kick he said, ‘Moveatdamotioned me to follow him. |
obeyed at once and together we came to a Germapé&am non-commissioned
officer who with about 25 soldiers had camped mhlish some 300 yards away from
the road. The non-commissioned officer looked atgawyments and without asking
me a word he ordered the soldier to keep me irodysintil day break.

Once again | found myself in the hands of the camel ruthless German
soldiers, and this time, instead of being pelteith wiones or goaded to pain and
suffering, | was plied with any amount of questiansicerning the French invasion of
the ‘Jokkuduma’ territory. Although | averred thavas totally ignorant of such an
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event, (for Jokko Duma was a far way off), theyteared plying me with questions.
No detail was too insignificant for their enquiri@sad one of them went so far as to
spread his palms before me, and ask me to reddrhise. | was very anxious to
keep my guise and the only way to avoid a veryeckgutiny form these German
hirelings was to comply with their requests one wayhe other. As this soldier held
his hands spread before me, | gazed long and h#ndra and with an air of great
condescension, | asked for his name which he teldvas Ammoggu. | then began to
count imaginary figures on the ground with my féiregers (after the manner of the
Hausa fortune tellers) and repeated the following:

‘Ya nwa mun gode Allah,

Har Jihadi denka jalla;

Mun yi imanchi da salla,

Mun kesshe dengi na dalla.

Shi Amoggu! shi wanene?

Shi du sashin Cameroonawa?

Sun gudu su duk da Kaiser

Babu duchia, babu girim&>

| stopped short at that and gazing straight at Agnuogaid in the Jaunde
language —

‘Amoggu, most beloved of all men, there is a wonmatine country of the
Kakas who loves you dearly and is very anxiousoioe to you. | see that she has
started and will soon be with you ere long. Youéhauong life, and you are destined
to become great. The battle wages fiercely oniéddlss and though you will soon be in
it, you will come out unharmed.’

Evidently this fictitious story about a woman cogito Amoggu, was
coincident with the existing conditions of Amogglose affairs, for this worthy gave
me fifty pfennings and shook hands with me. He gaidhs a fact that his lover would
be soon coming to him, and that he had receivedssage from her only the day
before. Such a remarkable coincidence is worthgoaiment. In plain truth, | knew
nothing about Amoggu or his lover, nor had | anyate information concerning
them. Amoggu was a Babutu tribe, | knew that fone tattoo marks on his face, and
as every Babutu soldier is passionately fond okihka maidens, instinct prompted
me to foretell something about a Kaka girl. Thetaynthe secret of my success.

The news that | was well versed in palmistry spréadugh the camp like a
conflagration, and one by one the soldiers canmedo unravel the mystery of their
lives. | prophesied through without a shadow of amdissment and the very
preciseness with which | carried out this fake iegsed my audience with which |
carried out this fake impressed my audience withgeryuineness so that at the end |
had 5 marks of German coins presents form themn&kemorning | was called up
by the German non-commissioned officer and immedidtarrived in his presence, |
prostrated myself with a ‘Sanu dan zaki,” etc. bieked on amused. My attitude
appeared to interest him a good deal more praltittedn the questions he was going
to put to me, for he told me to go. On praising hind at the end of each ebullition he
shouted, ‘Ach, be fine, be gut.’

| went on until | was well-nigh exhausted, and tk&pped. At this the
German kicked me vigorously and said, ‘Na you fitve du shwine.’ | got up and
hastened away as fast as my legs could carry maandhort time, | was on the
main road to Aconolinga Station.

VII. The Gold Coast Leadet0" February 1917, p.5
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| walked past dismal villages, zigzagged througimta and after many circuitous
roads arrived in ‘Aconolinga.’ This was a smalltsta usually guarded by a company
of Military Police, but at the time, there were ab80 Europeans and a company of
Regular Soldiers and another company of Militaryid@o On my arrival there, the
whole town was astir, and the Officials etc wersybdiscussing some great events
which had taken place between Edea and Jaundecinddn Jokko-Duma and the
Abongongbang station. It was gossiped by all thatGerman troops in the
counterattack had succeeded in throwing back thesBtroops several miles away
from Edea, that one English General and 100 saldiad surrendered to them, whilst
they had captured hundreds of soldiers of the Frand Belgian troops and taken
several booty. All that day the town was perturbgdumours of the alleged great
battle fought close to Edea. German soldiers atiden®fficials raced ceaselessly
through the streets shouting tidings of victorytly Germans and tidings of great
disaster to the Allied Forces. It was also alletied there had been a charge by Major
von Mavis’s Regiment at Lomie which had rolled bp £rench and captured their
funs. On every street, alley etc., posts were gebearing the inscription ‘Gott straffe
Englander’ and in every part of the European qusrteng the strain of ‘Deutsch’ and
‘Deutsch land ueber alles, ueber alles in decvéldtknew this to be false, a mere
makeup to stimulate their soldiers and to imprhssiatives that they were invincible.
For the Germans foresaw that if the secret of tthefieat was not concealed in that
way, the natives would refuse to recruit, rebel fgiskt them. Ever since the war
began in the Cameroons, there had been feelingresilamong the natives who had
shown the most marked predilection for the Allidearned at Acononlinga that the
natives in the far interior at Ndelele, Mbua etad lkilled several Coast Clerks,
Hausas, and even 4 German white Traders and solce,Rmd had plundered all the
Factories. This caused the Germans some loss aatdjfficulty in qualling down
those turbulent people and they knew that this dizatjpn was likely to occur again
unless they adhered to the policy of weakeningdiitibus stories of conquests, the
designs of the natives, who were considered adsiong the most inveterate
antipathy to the Germans. | need not stay to ligiehis jargon and | took the
opportunity of slipping away whilst the soldiertkid and laughed, and in a short
time | was on the road to Jaunde. The people threugpm | journeyed impressed
me as the most callous people. This was not the saad | travelled through when
proceeding to the South Cameroons in the earlygdd®13. My course now lay
through mountains and stony rugged roads, whictiered my journey very
burdensome. Food there was little to obtain, -néteves would not supply me any
except upon the most extortionate terms. Evenitite labackish water was only
obtainable on ready payment. The journey from Atioga to Jaunde was one which
| shudder to bring to remembrance, and | can dnhktof it and thank God that it is
over. In three days, | arrived in the Jaunde, tiiganry headquarters. The great ‘Eber
Malir ®” the Governor of the Cameroons was there.

VIIl. The Gold Coast Leadet7" February 1917, p.5

From the parade-ground of the barracks, the drundsagles sounded incessantly,
beckoning and commanding, and the voices of then@erOfficers could be heard
shouting orders. Then the troops marched in fondsveere proceeding to the
southern extremity of the town. Meanwhile specttifrevery description assembled
to watch and admire the scene. ‘What means the geenmmotion?’ | asked a man
beside me, and he told me that a manouvre was ¢oing held. It was to be a
singularly impressive affair, and to augment theaston, Ebermaier himself was
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heading the army that day. In truth, the appearaheserything denoted that the
approaching ceremony was one of the utmost graredteimportance; armed
policemen were posted to keep the ground for thaps, and sergeants ran to and fro,
pushing the people and lashing them to maintaieroithe throng increased every
moment and the efforts | was compelled to maketaim the ground | had gained
sufficiently occupied my attention during the fevinotes that ensued. Tired though |
was (having just arrived in town) | felt revived the information of this most
exciting event and | joined in the throng, whicld gy that time gathered thickly. The
soldiers marched with an air of mysterious soleyrind as they drew near,
Ebermaier was greeted by a general exclamatiomeoétowd, uttered in loud
tremendous applause which drowned the sound dfgdhd and bugles. Ebermaier
rode foremost with drawn sword, followed by overGfiicers all mounted, who
seemed to be persons of considerable importanoetfreir uniforms. Ebermaier was
a somewhat corpulent person, short, with closebpped beard, and the expression of
his countenance was calculated to impress a defwee, if not of fear, upon all
who came into contact with him. His eyes were gstgrn, strong and powerfully
expressive, and he rode on his black horse wittaeegwhich depicts the well-trained
horseman. He gazed straight ahead of him, seemifudjlyious of all around him. To
me, at the time, it seemed as if he saw throud@ettin. Company after company
passed, and | noticed there were in all about éempanies. | noticed also there was
one carbine to every two soldiers, and even sontleeske were flint-lock guns. Then
came a host of army in native dress (short turachig to the knee), having as their
armour, bows and arrows and shields, spears, safiand battle axes and other
dreadful weapons. These were headed by the Kidgldo, who | understood was in
command of the mounted men about 500 strong. Trhaingler, on foot, numbered
over 1000, and these marched with the attitudeesf whose brains burned with the
remembrance of injuries and hopes of vengeancey. §dreg wild blood thrilling
songs, swearing vengeance on the French troop$iwhit completely annihilated
their comrades in an encounter during the earlygfddecember between Bertua and
Manga-Bugu. Their war song was interrupted by tteasional blast of native
trumpets which had harsh, discordant defiant nated,as if in answer to these
dreadful blasts, the army shouted with a flouristheir arms, defiant, challenging,
and looked as if they could not suppress the hatréite enemies (the allied forces)
which was burning fiercely within them. Their aities reminded me of the following
guotation: ‘The quiver rattleth; the glittering spe and the shield; the poise of the
Captain and the shoutin®’

It was in this manner that the German troops inGameroons endeavoured to
lay the foundation of their popularity and undadnteurage to the civilian natives
who simply worshipped any German soldier and reggitdm as the highest emblem
of valour and power. If so much was the Germaniedtdue, soldiers, who,
perpetually by inconsiderate acts of wanton aggraagoon their feelings of the
civilians, assert their might and power what therydu imagine the due of the
German white man to be? He was an awe-inspiringgpemnothing short of the Deity.

Even amidst this din and clamour, a German whaedr interrupted this
singularly romantic scene by ordering a nativeadlbgged 25 lashes on the bareback
for the simple reason that ‘dam nigger lib for loui face.’

‘Son of a sow, whelp of a she-wolf,’” he re-iterabedhe Jaunde language and
with nostrils dilated, he administered kick aftérkkto the prostrate unfortunate
victim which his man applied the cane as well. Thappened among the crowd close
to the market, and this harsh and unjust treatmvaestpassed on a native by a mere
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white trader without any administrative authoreyd this tyrant could have done it
over and over again with impunity. The native tdik 25 lashes, with some
vociferation, so heavily was the cane brought tarhgon him, and at the end he
sneaked away far from the great white man.

At that moment | was pinched on the elbow and okiltg up descried
Hughes. | left the crowd immediately and went wWitin, where we were sufficiently
out of hearing, | turned and looked at Hughes.deobed that his face was all pinched
and haggard and he walked with a slight stoop wigheyes fixed on the ground. His
clothing which consisted of a singlet and a paioldfkhaki trousers were almost in
tatters even as mine were, and in some placeddties were blotted with the stains
of blood. I looked at him and shuddered at the gihwof what he might have gone
through. We walked on without exchanging even adwontil we arrived at a low
house where he let me in. | sat on one of the bareas in the rooms, which in the
south Cameroons served as seats, and on looking aitthe room which was only 6
feet by 4 feet, | noticed that it answered the psgs of a kitchen, bathing room,
sitting room and bedroom, when we were seated,azedjlong and hard at each
other and then | said, ‘It is, a long time sincemt, isn't it, Kweku?’

‘Very long time, Kwesi,” he replied, ‘1 saw you the crowd and was afraid of
speaking to you lest by conversation you shouldalyetour identity, for we have
detectives everywhere looking out for spies. | Hehat you went down to Ajoshohe
and were detained there as a prisoner of war wélEuropeans. What in the name of
the saints are you doing here, Kwesi?’

| laughed heartily at this last remark. Both ofels that on that day a page in
the chapter of our lives had been opened and #irecehapter had been a pleasant one
to read, | felt inclined to take a pessimistic viefaour situation.

On my part | really felt very much exhilarated gance | entered the South
Cameroons, in February 1913, | had never seen a Cagst man with whom to
discuss news of home and fond friends at hometlasdinexpected meeting with
Hughes thrilled me beyond measure.

‘Well Kweku,’ | replied, ‘as usual, | am here seagifor adventure. Could you
give me news of some sort? But wait a minute le¢'ar how you came by this
misfortune which has left you so miserable a cresituthe face of God’s earth.’

With a deep sigh he said, ‘| have seen much trouessi, most of my
friends have been killed. My boy was killed befarg own eyes. | myself was
severely wounded, by the natives of the town wheras stationed. When the French
and Belgian troops neared Deligoni, the nativestaypon us with the awful fire of
rapine, plunder and revenge. They killed most ofansl my boss has been missing
since. You know, Kwesi how furious the natives arg] | believe you can fully grasp
the dire situation into which we were thrown: Gadyoknows what | would forfeit to
be away form this cursed place far away to a saieep

| sighed and urged him to forget his miseries argfartunes. He then told me
all the news | had come for, of the Germans’ rétaeal losses etc., all of which bore
testimony to the active and defensive preparatioatswere being carried on in
Jaunde. Far away, meanwhile the guns burst foritth tve most awful and
tremendous discharge which shook the whole plawkttee notes of the bugles
sounded at intervals, the command of the offidarghe afternoon the troops
returned, their faces beaming with warlike feroeityolly diverted of any expression
of softness whatsoever.

| knew that it would not be safe for me to remaidaunde, so having
procured the salt for Johannes, | prepared nextalpyoceed to Ajoshohe. Hughes
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cast a wistful glance at me when | said good-bgd,lehad not taken two steps
outside his house when he called me back.

‘Kwesi,’” he said, ‘may be, we will meet no morethe worst happens, and we
are killed, let us hope to meet in Heaven. Joinmeeparting hymn.” And together we
sang:

‘Shall we meet beyond the river

Where the surges cease to roil.’

IX. The Gold Coast Leadet?' December 1917, p.5
Chapter 2.

Once again | appear on the stage to recount myriexgges in the Cameroons
during the war. | am gratified to note that my petiorts in relating these
experiences, have awakened interest in the pwict] hope | shall succeed in my
own small way to interest the readers of theselastiagain. Let it not be thought,
however, that these stories which | write are eragfgd. No man who has gone to
the Cameroons and come back alive can be anythargwiser for his experiences.
As | write, reminiscences of the days that | linedhe Cameroons rise up vividly
before me and impose upon me a sense of wondeaveedAh! life in the
Cameroons! If the summary of all the evils thatevdone there, were being written,
the recording angel would rind it hard to know wé&r drop the scathing tear. But
enough of this. | must now commence my narrative.

One month on my return from Jaunde, Mr Ogoe of Gapast and 2 French
subjects were sent to Ajoshohe as prisoners ofaval were consigned to the care of
Johannes, (the good Samaritan whom | hope youildlemember). Mr Ogoe was
indeed very weak and exhausted; he tottered iwaills, and spake in gasps. He was
almost blinded from hunger; on the whole his faceerthe expression of one who
had gone through the acme of pain and distresti@peld nothing, expected nothing
more from life. Hunger and ill-treatment from ther@an soldiers had had a
powerful strain on his physical strength from whighnever recovered. He lingered
on till August 1915, but his course on earth ag avel he died in Aconolinga where
he had been sent for treatment that month, andwaead in a sack-cloth, unwept and
unsung. He was once a popular man in the Camerbls$aults belong to a dead
past, and his merits are written large in the Iseafraill those who knew him in the
Cameroons. May he rest in peace.

In a short time, about 100 others were sent dowXjashohe and the place
became a veritable hive of mixed people. We livegity together and gradually
developed a state of ennui. Cassavas were plerdiidifaggots easy to find; we
could get nothing better and so were content wieatould have. Our peace and
tranquillity were however disturbed by the arrieélbne Herr Jellowwick an Officer
of the German Army° He was indeed a typical German. Tall and big, &lttiays a
long cigar between his teeth he looked a mastpdtdon in his uniform. Proud, deep
in contemplation always, he carried with him thenmexs of a great man. He had just
come from Molondo where there had been very adiges with the French Congo
troops. It was said that his man had used the mgxm and had let it play upon the
French soldiers with the ease and power of an éxXpatrthe day of reckoning came
and the French drove the Germans from their forbleposts, broke their column
and shattered their flanks, and this man with thers fled — fled with a panic and
terror, goodness knows where. In the rush and samithe lost sight of his comrades,
(poor fellow) and wandered alone in the bush fosslend helmetless. He arrived in
Lomie (Cameroons) quite a spectre; on his headawmsana-leaf hat which he had
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ingeniously contrived for covering. His clothes Hmen caught in the brambles, and
torn sadly, revealing the nasty gash on his leg.déots were heel-less, and his sword
gone. On reporting himself to the Hauptman (Captatirn.omie, and recounting the
whole of the incident, the Hauptman told him thatiad something to live for. He
was to avenge himself upon the French Officersmrsbners of war wherever he
came upon them, and despatching Herr Jellowwiclkatmde, he was sent by the
authorities there to Ajoshohe to exercise his pavwpem the poor prisoners of war
who had no alternative than to obey his dictum.sTihel came and in the zenith of his
mature strength, and superbly endowed with physixe¢llences he rode through
Ajoshohe with the manly grace and vigour of a méo\Wwad come to have his own.
The first impulse which seized me was to bolt aadight away from this man who
never once favoured us with as much as a glanteogieed us and quietly made us
feel that he was the master, aye the master dcithation, and that none but he could
accord us our lives. Judge what was my constematfeen one day, the order came
that the prisoners of war (White and Black) wergaainder the direct supervision of
this man, and that we were to camp 100 yards frisngunarters. | was indeed
grievously disappointed, for one French OfficeC@ptain), apparently feeling
worried and exasperated with the monotonous lit&jashohe, and scorning the idea
of submitting to the dictates of this Herr Jelloekyihad proposed to me to escape
with him to Lomie an important station 11 days agf which the French troops were
rapidly advancing upon at that period, and | haglgasced. It wanted but time and
opportunity to enable us to put our projects inteaaition, for this was a most
hazardous undertaking and as far as we knew, th@&s had been much too busy
keeping an eye on recalcitrant subjects and spig¢$ax many miles around the
country, guards were posted to keep order anddotstown suspected itinerants
wherever they came upon them. But this French @fiiceant to risk everything, and
although | had agreed to run away with him, | haek#tpected that we should be able
to get there. In accordance with Herr Jelloweidkder, the black prisoners of war,
numbering about 100, were removed to a camp aluyards from his quarters, but
| did not go with them. It happened that my boss$ éatered into the scheme of our
proposed escape, and they had arranged with Jahémkeep me in hiding until the
time for our escape matured and we were ablen& alivay. Thus | remained behind
in hiding, and went about the village in disgugathering information as to the roads
etc, buying eggs and other necessaries of lif¢himEuropean prisoners whenever it
was practicable to do so. Several times in the déadght the French Officer and |
left Ajoshohe to go and make a survey of the robdspur nocturnal roamings
merely served to reveal to us the utter fruitlessrd any attempt at escape for the
time being, for Herr Jelloewick with the quick ight of the German Officer had
forseen that some of us might escape if the roaate wot blocked and rendered
impassable by any one save German soldiers anecssilgind had done so effectively.
It indeed proved a difficult task to us to find tmeans whereby we could render
escape possible. One night, we ventured fartherweahad ever done, and were
attacked by some natives who were evidently thaihgs of Herr Jelloewick. By
sheer luck, we managed to evade them and retute spfie to the camp, but the news
of the attempted escape of some prisoners of wan spread like a conflagration in
the town. But Herr Jelloewick was not the sort efgon to submit to this tamely; he
swore that he would bring the miscreants who haddie defy his authority, under
his feet, and trample them down, until the firditef was extinguished out of them.

X. The Gold Coast Leades" December 1917, p.5
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Chapter 2.

| believe | have already described some of théstadiHerr Jellow-wick, but | must
add that he was an even-tempered man and it wansidered wise to approach
him when he was angry. His temper was now up; kesixarn to punish the
miscreants who had dared to defy his authorityttgnapting to escape, and he was in
a mood now to take advantage of any opportunitynSaonting a snow-white horse
belonging to Hauptman von Stein (whom | hope yowal remember) and buckling
his sword with a pistol attached, he took frompuosket a spy-glass and scrutinized
the vicinity of the prisoners of war camp, and dhbis head ominously. Needless to
say that Herr Jellowwick should have buckled hismsihbefore mounting the snow
white horse, but he was angry, and profoundlyated and so acted as one in a
trance. Thereupon he jerked form his breast pazkdtistle, which he applied to his
mouth and blew it vigorously. Twenty stalwart seldi, bristling with life and energy,
issued out of the barracks completely equippedr Blowwick placing himself in
front of them delivered a short but emphatic adglraasheathed his sword, waved it
thrice above his head, and shouted ‘Hurrah,” andr&h’ responded the soldiers. Of
these soldiers it may be enough to say that thetyali love Herr Jellowwick, but they
were ready to combine with him in their mutual llislof the prisoners of war (both
black and white). They often stated that the wak lixen forced upon them by the
allies, and therefore their position demanded tinay should assert their rights
whenever there was an opportunity. All of them hadn to the fights and very
luckily escaped with their lives, and they werdl btirning with the desire to avenge
themselves for the chastisement they had recereed their enemy. Herr Jellowwick
therefore felt some pride in placing himself at llead of these ‘desperadoes,’ and led
them towards the quarters of the European prisomginantense seriousness. When
he got there, he halted them and surrounded tlve pismounting, he entered the
houses and seized everything he could lay handsam rifles and pistols hidden in
remote corners, to cash deposited in double-lotkatks belonging to the French
traders. From my post of observation, | could seklear everything within my ken,
and | watched the proceedings with wonder and @me. brave French man,
incensed at the actions of Herr Jellowwick, refusedllow that worthy to pry into his
belongings and the issues which his conduct inebWwere, of course, serious. At last
came the opportunity for Herr Jellowwick to spit dis venom of hatred against
some individual. He fumed with rage and indignatiainthis daring defiance of the
Frenchman, and rushed upon him with great impetyoBhe Frenchman shook
himself free, and Herr Jellowwick, white with rageed with nostrils pilated, stamped
the ground, shouted ‘Mien Gott,” and ordered thatErenchman be immediately
arrested and taken to the ‘*house of punishment@gtanite hill,’ whereupon four
stalwart soldiers, who were evidently beaming wilke at the affray, abandoned their
posts, and fell upon the Frenchman with an adiéifling description, and dragged
him at top speed to that ‘house of punishment;clwhias a terror and a by-word in
Ajoshohe in those days. | saw the French Officercanyfrere sitting on a chair with a
sad rather cynical smile on his face; | saw theioBuropeans sitting heavily and
despondently in the conclave. The French Officer lamad brought about the whole
show, but we did not intend that there should bthal tussle. Of course it was a pity
that the Frenchman who had been dragged to theslafyminishment should have
lost his self control as completely as he appetrdive done, but nevertheless one
could quite understand how aggravating Herr Jellmkis manners were. This daring
Frenchman had played with fire and burnt his fisgeadly.
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‘My Sojourn in the Cameroons During the Peaceful Dgs: Half Hour’s Talk with
Billy’ by J. G. Mullen **

. The Gold Coast Leade?5" January 1919, p.4

On the New Year's Eve, instead of going to the thadt was given that night at
Saltpond, or to the watch-night service held atGhapel, Billy and | sat down
together in my humble abode and talked about hi¢\w@hat not. He asked me many
guestions about the changing scenes of life amdwared him as well as | could.
Presently, he got on to talking about wild stohieshad heard of the Cameroons and
ended by saying, ‘All who go there abandon hope.’

| had been sitting quietly listening to him, bus last remark about *hope’
made me start and | said, ‘Excuse me Billy, buttvdtayou mean by the expression
“abandon hope”?’

He said, ‘Jim, three years ago this New Year's Exeere were you? Making
a fortune? No. Spinning yarns as we are doing MdaCaptive of the Germans,
isn't it?” and he laughed and slapped me on th&.BAe were in such a good humour
that his manner did not annoy me but | answeredhaitas all that got to do with the
beautiful future that now lies before us? Let'séna@one with the Germans and their
treacherous ways. Let’s have done with war, griatlieand tragedies. Cameroons
you must remember is not without its roses, anay as well tell you that despite my
misfortunes there, | still yearn for the good aedgeful days in that country which |
even now consider little less than an earthly paead

At that moment, the clock struck twelve, the pagsihthe old year and the
entering of the New Year, and | heard Billy siglntye and said, ‘Tell me, Jim, why
and how you went to the Cameroons that far-off hédre one goes not but to
prepare for death?’

| felt for a bit of distraction, and as the prodpefcrelating to Bill all the good
that one might reap in the Cameroons did not seemetat that time to be without
attraction, | began thus:-

Eight years ago, in the Chief Time-keeper’'s Offitéhe Obuassi Min€$,
two clerks, apparently tired of poring over figureghe pay sheets, began a long
conversation which was chiefly about life in then@@oons. Neither of them it
appeared had gone to that country, but evidenttyainthem had heard sufficient
good reports about the place to justify the anichatenner in which he spoke about
the good things that await those who dare go tteeseek their living amidst its
dangers.

‘I wish you would give me your advice,” said theuyger of the two clerks,
who that very morning had been fined 5/- for bdimg minutes late. ‘We are all
curious about this country which you speak so malmbut, and circumstances
permitting, | should like to eke out of this stutfingy office, and go to this land
where there seem such vast possibilities for awidmbrains.’

Their conversation eventually dwelt on life on @goast, and there was
something like contempt in their tones. Althouglyassed by work, it had been
impossible for me not to overhear this talk abbetCameroons. My curiosity was
there and then aroused, but | asked no questidrag.night, however, my sleep was
very much disturbed by dreams of that land whemasoh good might be had for the

20



taking, and the next day it became impossible de fiom myself the fact that there
lurked within me a strong longing to sojourn thereéeap some of the good that came
as a reward to every toiler in life. The next daythe office, | addressed myself to the
clerks and suggested that we should go togethteet€ameroons and try our luck,
but the eldest of them thrust an advertisementeana said, ‘Not we. A penny at
home is worth more than a thousand abroad. Yougoagnd if you do | guarantee
you will become richer than ever you were, andlifieds one that would suit you, I'd
bet.’

| picked up the paper which is the ‘Gold Coast lexadnd read the
advertisement for clerks in the Cameroons andvitigt afternoon | resigned my billet
at the Time Office at Obuassi Mines and the nexts#éav me at Seccondee where |
met an Elminian who booked my passage and hih@®Cameroons per the s.s.
‘Henny Woerman®*?

Il. The Gold Coast Leade8" February 1919, p.4

At 6pm the following day, the s.s. ‘Henny Woermamagnificently, with brilliant
lights and gay flags, steamed majestically intd.p&lt who boarded her were very
profuse in their expressions of admiration at tigeesn which the steamer had been
decorated. It was a festive occasion — the Kaiderteday — and everything on board
denoted a most happy event. At 7pm a splendid divae served to nearly 89 people
in the second class saloon, all were whites anll thiee exception of the Elminian and
myself, and the table was literally crowded withioas delicacies suited to the
purpose. Wines and beer were also abundant. | tbakthem all, officials, soldiers,
merchants, nurses, missionaries and so one, andd oot help noticing that they
seemed to me to be new types of people excepintisaime indefinite way, many of
them suggested pugilists. And they looked wellifsal As the dinner proceeded the
conversation rang loud and fast. There were feanyf, who did not seem to be very
happy and to indulge in an extravagant spirit thglt. It was a grand occasion and
they seemed to have made it so, effectually. Attbse of the dinner, toasts, chin-
chins and speeches were given. One speech, delibgra tall, fair man among the
company, attracted my attention more than the stt{&his was interpreted to me by
a German scholar, a native who served at tablentght.) This tall man, having gone
some length with his speech, looked up and smitelvth a flourish of his hand
continued:-

‘Yes my boys think of the honour of going to then@aoons. It isn’t every
body that has this privilege. It will make men &f it will do credit to us and to the
Fatherland. We must strive for the first honoursr @thers “took them before us.”
At the conclusion of this thrilling speech, the quany applauded tremendously,
drank more liquors, sank a patriotic song and edrie speaker to the promenade
deck, where yet another saloon, gaily decoratedtwasvn open to them. There was
a piano in this room, and before it sat a lady,a@adl graceful, with eyes full of
eloquent expression. At the entrance of the compstng started rattling off, on the
piano, several fashionable frivolities in a kindhaip-hazard style. Then she changed
tune, and running her fingers lightly over the kéysa few minutes, warbled out a
song in a low sweet voice. Every body seemed chammiin her song, and this was
testified by the tremendous roar of applause tlezast accorded her at the end of it.
Song after song, given in quite a spirited styls wang, and bravoes followed each of
them, till the small hours of the morning. Befoaeydreak, the deck, the saloon, and
the cabins were strewn with drunken men. Some yaabblned ‘mien Gott, mien
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Gott,” while others very sheepishly attempted tdb@rious and look wise. Thus
passed my first night amongst the Germans on kbartHenny Woerman.’

lll. The Gold Coast Leade?2™ March 1919, p.4

The next morning at 8 o’clock the steamer droppethar at Accra. Here | saw
nothing that particularly claimed my attention awdthe ship would be at this port for
only an hour according to the time table | did gotashore. That afternoon at 5pm we
came to port at Lome. The surf being good, manggragers went ashore to find
diversion but | felt sufficiently reconciled to tlsgghts of beautiful houses and gaily
decorated boats which | viewed from the gangwayoAgithe passengers who came
on board from Lome was one young man whose petigpeatited my interest. He
was of medium height, jovial looking, with clean éeatures, and devil-may-care
manners. | never saw one | liked so much bettertr&leelled third class, as they were
never permitted to visit us in the second classasabr on the promenade deck, it
behoved me to condescend to visit him in tfle@ss, a well furnished apartment,
though not so elegantly and considerably furnisiethe 2 class. This man came
out of his cabin, stood on the deck, looked atdmenship of Lome, and drew a deep
breath. Tears welled to his eyes. His attitude seasemarkable that | believed he
might have stood as a model for a picture titledrtfthiscence.’ | ascertained that he
was a native of Aneho, so | approached him anddnuy card. He seemed very
pleased and thereat we became friends. He spoKkesiErgry fluently having been
trained up in Hamburg and given an English edunatite told me he was bound for
the South Cameroons and speaking effusively olifdtnée had seen and known in the
Cameroons generally he continued with gusto.

‘| expect this time, to go and make a big piledat there in the land of
Beyond, although | don’t know that | shall come sate at the end of it pile and all.
Many men are killed in the South Cameroons by #itezes and many a man Kills in
self-defence. But | have never slain wantonly. Yatso, Jim will enter into the
bargain,” and entering into his cabin he emerget wipistol and a box of cartridges
and said, ‘Take these my boy they may stand y@ood stead some day. Shed blood
only in self-defence only, mind — Remember thatAlmighty gave us our lives and
He meant us to defend them, and | am sure howsgewuedo it, it will not be brought
against you when the Angel Gabriel blows his lagnpet.’

| took the pistol and put it in my pocket. Sinceritthis man and | entered into
the closest friendship and | soon found out thetlcuteness, his gaiety in
conversation, his civility in manners, sufficedctmunteract the inconveniences of the
journey. On the fifth day we reached Fernando Rd,the seventh day saw us at
Duala. This is a town built by the water’s sideeMharfage is so constructed that no
surf boats are used. Passengers and cargoes @ed Etraight from the steamer to the
warehouse. It is obviously a town where commerekiadustry have produced
opulence, and the streets, which seem never tonepairs, the ground being very
much consolidated and rarely broken, were widegoutl, and afforded, to a stranger
from the Gold Coast, a new kind of pleasure togtae commodiously without let or
hindrance. Our reception at the various placesigsited in this town exceeded our
most sanguine expectations. We found nothing litgi perambulated the town
and directed our attention to all that was worthgluservation. There stood the
Kaiser Hoff Hotel, the Bank, King Manga Bell's pedaand several other buildings of
great magnificence, all seemingly at leisure forsator to derive gratification for a
view within** There also stood the big public lavatory whictcésr itself upon the
eyes of a stranger, for nearing it one hears thadgof a great clockwork, invisible
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yet within the edifice, and on entering into itedimds stools about 50 built similar to
those used on board ships and connected with piggesh every two minutes, by
means of this invisible clockwork, draws water frdme river into the stools, and
discharge the excrement of the town. This plaée so scrupulously clean that not
a single fly can be seen hovering about it. | reatithat there were no quadrupeds in
Duala but fish abounds in great quantity and wittasy reach of all. We lunched at a
public house and when evening came were very loatéturn on board. In fact to
attempt to fully describe Duala, a town | had @ditvith my new companion for a
few hours only, would have the appearance of alfoiys ostentation, but suffice it to
say that it had all the bustle of a town with pergus trade and the show of
increasing opulence. The general air of the towkest the imagination, with a very
delightful surprise, and her, one feels, after hgVeft the Bights of B an

unexpected emersion from darkness into light. Ah&ype returned on board with new
life put into us.

IV. The Gold Coast Leade29" March—8" April 1919, p.4
The hours seemed to pass very quickly after wddfa®uala, and at dawn the next
day we obtained a glimpse of Kribi a town notedhiea Cameroons for its commercial
importance. It is the gateway to trade in the S@ameroons just as Duala is to the
North Cameroons. The story of this town awakeneassithe highest spirits and after
breakfast we joined one of the motor launches agt wshore to explore it. The
shops were gay with merchandise of all descripdind in front of the factories,
hundreds of men and women half naked, waitingtfervtord of command to start for
the bush, were lined up with loads which they earon their backs in cane baskets
specially constructed for securing loads of 60llesght each. The South Cameroon
natives never carry loads on their heads. Everysvivere bustle an animation. Here
bands of men were hard at work cutting, washingaeaning rubber, there palm
kernels in baskets, palm nut oil in casks, ivorg ather produce were placed in rows
ready to be weighed and consigned to their respestorage rooms. Every body
seemed to be busy; form the seven-year old bdyetgtay-haired man, and
everything seemed to say aloud to every persomohething, do it, do it. For an hour
or more we tramped through the streets until it tiae for lunch when we returned
on board. From Kribi we came to Lonji and at laste beautiful evening we landed at
Plantation commonly known as Batanga. It is a lpweelast with red sands and wide
sweeps of deep green bordered with cocoa-nut tameesgotted here and there with
trees of luxuriant fruits. Just before one land®as, one cannot escape noticing the
peculiar density of the place. Fish of diversesiaay about the shore and are seldom
caught with the net, a basket being enough toahkeit six at a sweep. Crabs of
enormous sizes live in burrows in the houses rieas¢a and are very numerous. This
is because the natives regard them with great adxinoe and never eat them. Soon
after we landed, the Elminian betook himself toAgent, and we (the Togoman and
myself) were handed over to the Manager of the Biftdrause & Fehrman. It was
too late to think of discussing business, so weesvpert up at the little shanty, (called
Clerks’ quarters) that is built on the beach. Thaeonly three rooms and a kitchen
and it is constructed of red bricks with a galvadizron roof. As regards food we had
it sent us from the Manager’s kitchen, and we hadpply of linen etc. That night our
sleep was very much disturbed by huge crabs whight @bout us and disturbed us a
great deal.

‘Curse it,’ said my companion (for he had a habuiging strong language
when excited contracted no doubt in the coursasofrequent journeys to the North
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Cameroons), as he dashed at the wall a monstroksépcrab which had bitten him.

| proposed an easy way of getting rid of them, ihéty catching them and having
them cooked for breakfast. My friend’s face feltlas suggestion as he was afraid
that the natives would hoot at us and call us sl@viey caught us eating crabs. | did
not care a jot about what the natives would salyssb to catching the crabs and
having caught about 2 dozen huge ones called thieaad told him to boil them for
us. He seemed to stand still, nailed to the fladact. The idea of boiling crabs
appeared so monstrous to him, but we bribed himratess than an hour we had the
crabs cooked with other delicacies for our morrngakfast. The cook came to see
us eat the crabs and he laughed heatrtily at ug agerthem with relish (for they were
very delicious to the palate) and took it for ail emen. He was a cheerful savage in
a dignified sort of way and when he had drank agytgd kummel, had a wonderful
knack of keeping up our spirits. We soon grew fohtlim and petted him as much as
we could, He used to tell us about life in the Caoogas, about some brave men, who,
tired of life and the tameness of things startédndd the great bush to find new
things and how, lo and behold! when they had ttaddhr into the interior, they

found it was no bush at all, but a beautiful copmaitl of young wives, fat cattle,

game to hunt and enemies to kill. That day an agee¢ having been made between
us and the Manager of the firm, whereby we covesthtu serve for two years in the
far hinterland we made preparations to start g¢hdynext day to venture into the
wilds of the South Cameroons.

V. The Gold Coast Leadet2" April 1919, p.4

Just before we left Batanga, a man from Kwitta wellkip to us and said: ‘I saw you
when you came ashore and | have kept my ears agpenyaur destination. | hear that
you are bound for the hinterland, but if you wilitrthink me impertinent, | may say
that | like you both, and would give you a piecead¥ice. Don’t go to the bush. In the
first place the journey is too tedious, and wheu lave a long distance as this before
you and are sure to come to grief, it behoves nagltise you and prevent you from
making fools of yourselves. If you undertake tlisrpey and come out of it safe and
sound may | go to blue blazing hell and roast tierever. What was the fate of
Quacoe VI three years ago? What was the fate setiMno went into the hinterland
before him? And my own beloved brother (of blessetnory) what has been his fate
a few months ago? They are all lost — irrevocatiy, leaten up by wild beasts or
cannibals or tortured to death, and | tell you lihgnthat as their fates were, so yours
will be.’

He paused to watch the effects of his words, whashye listened to him
made us look a little uncomfortable, but my compargcoughed softly and said:
‘Look here, if | am to go to the bush and get kiltbere, | shall go and be killed. God
Almighty, no doubt, knows his mind, about me, seéd not trouble on that point,’
and he turned towards me and asked what | thougiplied that we must by all
means take our chance, and so the matter endedcélovwhe question of carriers,
provisioning, and things which required the mosefid consideration, for we were
undertaking a journey of over one month and whahaeto do was to take only the
articles that were absolutely necessary. Our bigssaavised us to leave behind us
such dresses as flannels, navy blue serges, ¢c@tarsas they were strictly prohibited
in the bush, and so he supplied us each with 8 efiithaki and 3 suits of white drill.

‘Dem be goot dress for der bush,’ he said smilinglgu no want make no
yanga for dem bush country sabe?’ and he grinkedlifiend.
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‘Ja woh!*® we replied, making obeisance at the same timeayéohad been
warned to say ‘Ja woh! in reply to every word -edamr bad — that a German in the
Cameroons said to us, otherwise 25 lashes woul@ mskearn to say it quick
enough.

Early dawn the next day, by the light of the sifveroon, we started with 5
carriers each, and having to travel a distancemies420 miles before getting to
Jaunde, our packages consisted mainly of provisapplied us at Batanga. |
remember that my companion and | were not in tgbést of spirits on the occasion
of our departure from the coast, we were rathensiland | believed each of us was
wondering whether we should see our homes agaiotor

Our adventures on the way, during the first 3 dagse many and various, but
as they were of the sort that befall every travellshall not set them down here lest |
should render this narrative too wearisome. Oretlening of the fourth day,
however, after an unusually long day’s march (fertvavelled at an average of 10
hours a day), we came to a spot of great lovelin&tsthe foot of a bush-clad hill, a
dry river bed lay, in which however were to be fdywools of stagnant water all
trodden round, with hoof-prints of game. Facing thill was a plain, where grew
clumps of shea-nut trees varied with occasionakipgpalm trees and all round
stretched a beautiful silent bush. As we emergexdtms river-bed path, our carriers
suddenly halted without our orders and began taiddn themselves of their loads.
Soon they strung their bows and made ready thewar We were considerably
startled and not at all pleased with this seemiagwardness of our carriers. Catching
hold of the headman’s throat, my companion toss@dalout until he shook like an
aspen leaf, and demanded why the dickens didnytrin@ve along. The headman
explained that they wanted to hunt game, and ihtexfered with him he’d ‘game’
him right enough. | pacified my companion by tedlinim that we were in for a
curious trip and a wayward headman won’'t make nulitference one way or the
other. So with a smothered oath my companion retehs hold of the headman and
told him to go to the deuce. The other carriersl pai attention to our dramatic
dialogue, but pushed on cautiously and silentiywlhieir bows and arrows strung for
destruction, their nostrils dilated, and their egsion the very significance of
mischief. Presently at our right there came thendaf a loud ‘huff huff.’

‘Na wum,’” shouted one carrier, and ‘na wum’ echtegrest of them, as they
let go their arrows at the succession of bush dbatswere moving slowly from the
direction of the bush towards the water. The Cameratives’ reputation as a
marvellous shot was established at any rate, arttengouthern race, and as the bows
twanged and the arrows whizzed off, we saw ovdrtBeobush cows rolling over the
ground like monkeys turning a somersault. | neagr & more curious thing, although
| have seen odd ones in my life. It was indeedascihating and entertaining, so
much so that my companion, apparently thinkingveey nice fun, rushed also to the
front with a heavy stick which he carried, with théention of smashing the skulls of
the wounded, groaning beasts, but | ran up to bauaght him by the arm, and
implored him to desist from making such a rash amdbubtedly futile attempt, when
suddenly, and curiously enough, from the directbthe water, came sounds of
scuffling and at the next instant, there broke upoanears, and awful roar. There was
no mistaking the origins of this weird sound, oalgtruggling, dying human being
could make such a sound as that. We pushed fotaatidcover who the unfortunate
victim was, and soon we came upon two objectsnglnd struggling on the ground.
The one object was one of our carriers, being gtwetkath by a wounded, frenzied
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bush cow. Soon both struggled no longer but layeagtill. Both had died in a well
fought fight?*’
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ENDNOTES

! The original grammar, spelling and layout havenbeeserved throughout this
document; sic has not been used. Many of the sgediirors would have been
introduced after the submission of the manusctiiygty are consistent with the efforts
of a typesetter to decipher handwriting.

> Mbua (or Bua) is south of Baturi and east of pnesey Doumé.

% Douala.

* Merchants and produce traders in West Africa ftbeneighteenth century onwards
called their stations ‘factories.” A report from Kta (Keta), on the Gold Coast-Togo
border, published in the British Journal of Nursing.903, described factories thus:
‘We have several factories, as they are calledfaat) they are trading stations; the
natives bring in rubber, palm oil, ivory, skins, .&and receive in exchange either
money or cheap cotton goods, beads, or other “tigoieds. You would be surprised
at the weights they can carry; everything is cdrae the head (except the babies),
from a single box of matches to a load weighingfi@0 to 80 Ib. The women are the
chief carriers, and it is amazing to see them, @witjreat load on their heads and a
baby slung on their backs, stepping along as thaugeare nothing’ (The British
Journal of Nursing 19 December 1903: 514).

*Present-day Ndjassi. This station was situatedutsiide the boundary of the ‘South
Cameroons company’s Concession’ area.

® Kwitta (Keta) is a coastal Ghanaian town neartitveler with Togo, famous as a
centre of commerce: its government offices, pofst@fcourt house and prison were
housed in the Danish-built fort. Interestingly, eall of the clerks Mullen mentions
in the memoir are West African migrants. The stooéthese migrant clerks add an
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important layer of information to the social higtaf migrant networks, which tends
to focus on elites.

" Possibly Nola in present day Central African Rejoub

8 Ndélélé is near the border with present-day CeAfrican Repubilic.

°Probably Daligéné.

19Doumé.

1 Ajos (or Ayos), east of Yaoundé, also referredgdijoshohe by Mullen in later
instalments. See British War Office map of the Ganmr@ameroons, 1915 (British
Library maps GSGS 2793), a section of which isedpced in KsURE 1. On this

map, a telegraph route runs directly through Ajoghfvom the main administrative
port of Duala (Douala), terminating at Njassi Parsl Telegraph Office in the east.
2 There is a discontinuity here with the earlietaiment in which Mullen states that
‘lo]lne by one my boys deserted me, until by th& 2Bgust only three remained with
me, ultimately even these three boys would not nenmgthe yard, and | was left
alone’ (14 October 1916: 5).

13Jnassi should be Njassi (i.e., Ndjassi).

“ yaoundé.

15 Shwine is a misspelling of ‘schwein,” meaning pignore contemptuously
‘swine;’ du sow means ‘you hog,’ or ‘you filthy b&d it could also be translated as
‘you scum’ in this instance. Bertrand Harry kingisovided the German translations
for this edition. Throughout the memoir, Mullen tes a simplistic parody of
German; his language is very similar in style t® émti-German cartoons and stories
produced by Britain as part of the propaganda \gamst Germany (see Buitenhuis
1987; Messinger 1992). For a detailed account pemal language policy in German
Togo, see Lawrance (2000). Mullen’s comic-book Garroan be interpreted as a jibe
at the colonial administration’s failed effort tnpose German as the lingua franca of
the country: the language of trade and commercglidtn) was impossible to displace
(Rudin 1938).

%j.e. Gabon.

17 present-day Batouri, near the border with the @eAfrican Repubilic.

18 A pidgin English rendering of Ach! Meiner lieber‘you be good.’ Jah is a
misspelling of ja, or yes, and vek could be a mefispgy of weg, or away. The
translation of Jah vek may be ‘yes, take it awaya onore colloquial ‘yes, now go
away.’

19 Literally, ‘“You think I'm a fool? Remember | dortiave a long time for chatting. |
have no time /| amin a hurry.’

20 Spelt correctly, Donnerwetter has two meaningsat@us me!” or ‘My word?’,
when it is a response to an unexpected developonentealisation about something;
or ‘Damn it!" when it is an angry response to aigiton. The latter is the most likely
in the situation Mullen describes. Himmel meansdi#ns above.” Du sow or Du Sau
is, again, ‘you sow’ or ‘you scum, and mench shavor Mensch Schwein means
‘human swine.” The sentence thus translates asntbid Heavens above! Good
God! How long do | have to wait to hear what tovauye from, you scum, you
human swine.” Wartime caricatures of Germans fratjudave them exclaiming in a
patronising way, Himmel! (see e.g., Gilson 1916. 15

“IA rough translation of this sentence is: ‘Yes, ywe the English swine who makes a
big stink,” or ‘Yes, you are the English swine winakes plenty of big mistakes.’

22 present-day Abong Mbang.

23 pjoshobe (present-day Ayos) is also spelt Ajoshiaitee memoir.
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%4 Throughout the memoir, Mullen refers to the Makaple of south-eastern
Cameroon as the ‘Makia’ and ‘Makias.” The Maka o#gis marked on the British
War Office map of 1915, running north-east of Abdnigang (see IEURE 1).

% present-day Akolinga.

26 Yaoundé.

%’ Present-day Bertoua.

28« ook, this is fine meat with plenty of salt inshskin. Oh my God! The white man
doesn’t approve of us eating those people.’

29‘May God punish the English.’ Gott strafe Englaadd Wir haben nur einen Hass
— England! were common jingoistic chants in Germdarhe latter is a quotation from
Ernst Lissauer’s ‘Hymn of Hate’: ‘Hate by water amate by land;/ Hate by heart and
hate of the hand;/ We love as one and hate as\&fellave but one enemy alone —
England!” (Welch 2000: 59).

%0j.e., armpits.

1 psalm 107: 31.

32 50urce unknown.

3All right, mate, but | ask you to bring me fish e you come home.

Those German swine do not want to give us enouggh. fohey all give us

25 lashes on the buttocks and take away every foog avomen/wives. |

had three women, they took two away, and now tlase laken the

remaining one, and they say we must fight the Bhgdind French. All

right, mate, the French have set out for Dume, leoamd Boliwa and the

English have set out for Garua, and Eden and Yasmuartt as for me |

need to figure out where to go. This is a cold hagkd my woman is not

here’.

34 ‘Friend, | know all this. We are black people. Shiar is between white

man and white man, so any black man must know leayet by/manage’.

%Graham Furniss describes this Hausa as ‘eccersrid, has kindly provided the
following as a tentative translation of Mullen’s ras:

Ya nwa mun gode Allah (‘Friends we thank God’)

Har Jihadi denka jalla (‘Even jihad [we have dofee]your sake, oh God)

Mun yi imanchi da salla (‘We have faith in prayer’)

Mun kesshe dengi na dalla (‘We have killed peopéafives] in order/ in sequence/
one after the other.” The latter part of this seageis difficult to interpret.)

Shi Amoggu! (‘He Amoggu!’ [also spelt Ammoggu by Man, above])

Shi wanene? (‘Who is he?’)

Shi du sashin Cameroonawa? (‘He and the sectidred€ameroon people?’)

Sun gudu su duk da Kaiser (‘They have run awaygioith the Kaiser’)

Babu duchia, babu girima (‘Without wealth, withdwanour’).

A corruption of the opening words of the Germanidta! Anthem, ‘Germany
above all other, above everything in the world.’

37 Eber Malir is probably a typesetter’s error. fers to Karl Ebermaier (1862—1943),
later correctly named in the text, who was Govenfdhe German Cameroons from
1912 until the Allied victory in 1916.

3 For ‘The quiver rattleth against him, the glitteyispear and the shield ... the
thunder of the captains, and the shouting,” see830R23-5 and Pilgrim’s Progress
Part I: 30.

39 The words to this popular hymn, ‘Shall we Meet®re written by Horace L.
Hastings in 1858, with music by Elihi S. Rice ir668
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0 Also spelt Jelloewick and Jelloweick later in thistalment. Neither Ajoshohe
Camp nor its commandants are referred to in waotes of West Africa (e.g.,
Gorges 1916). However, Mullen’s description of lineation of Ajoshohe Camp
concurs precisely with the 1915 British War Offroap of the German Cameroons.
“ Mullen’s name is often printed as ‘J. B. Mullergther than ‘J. G. Mullen,’ in the
header to this second memoir.

“2 Obuasi Mines, Gold Coast. Owned by the London-bashanti Goldfields
Company, these goldmines were established in 1887emain a major source of
gold in Ghana.

“*The Woermann Line was a German shipping comparty ‘eittensive economic
interests in the German Cameroons as well as inAdasa, South-West Africa and
New Guinea;’ the company funded plantations inGlaeneroons and operated ships
between German and African ports after the 1890slifR1938: 160). Woermann
was one of only two European trading houses iratka (the other was Jantzen and
Thormahlen) when Germany occupied the Camerooh884 (ibid. 219).

4 Rudolf Duala Manga Bell (c.1873-1914) was a pouldDbuala chief, hanged by
the German regime for high treason in August 1914.

“Bights of Benin.

“6 A corruption of Jawohl, which means ‘certainly.’

*"Mullen’s contributions to the Gold Coast Leaded &ere, and no evidence can be
found of his further involvement in the Gold Copsgss. It is possible that, when the
Great War ended, he travelled away from Cape QGoasintinue his life on the
trading stations of West and Central Africa. Ottnavel memoirs appear to have been
inspired by his contributions, however: for example 7" February 1920, the Leader
ran the first instalment of a narrative entitlgdphgo Belge: My First Impressions of
the Congo Belge, One of the Still Darkest PartthefAfrican Continent’ by an author
called ‘A Negro.’

On 24" April 1920, the editor of the Leader offered aplexation for the exclusion
of literary contributions in recent issues: ‘lwgh pleasure that we turn to-day from
the humdrum discussion of political issues to as@aration of beauty in literary
expression, for, after all, the former is of a fifenature, the latter of permanent
value ... So little space has he at his command,rake, that he has to make the
editorial columns serve for all purposes with tesult that when pressing issues come
following one another with uncomfortable regularitye has perforce to postpone the
consideration of delightful literary productiond)( Memoirs such as Mullen’s were
clearly considered to be ‘literary’ rather than eegsions of ‘pressing issues.’
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