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Theodore Roosevelt and Africa

THE MAN WHO FELT THE ATTRACTION OF LIFE IN THE SILENT PLACES
AND THE WIDE WASTE SPACES OF THE EARTH

By

ROM field naturalists who knew
Roosevelt he alwavs  received

profound and unstinted admira-
tion; they knew that his greatest pleas-
ure lay in seeing and learning ; that he
found infinite jov in studving wild ani-
mal life in its native haunts; that he
had the observing eye and keen mind of
the ideal naturalist.

His expedition to Afrieca had been
definitely planned in his mind several
vears before it actually came about. 1
had returned from an expedition to
Africa late in 1907, and recall the em-
phasis of his words at the White House
one day as he said to me, “When I am
through with this job, I am going to
Africa.”

I met him in Africa in 1912 on the
Uazin Gishu Plateau. 1t was morning
and our American Museum Expedition
was marching toward the NZoia River,
when one of the bovs called my atten-
tion to a safart two miles or so to the
south. With the thought that it might
possibly be the Roosevelt kxpedition, 1
sent a runner to make inquiry, while
we proceeded to the banks of the river
and made camp. The runner soon re-
turned, stating that he had met a run-
ner halfway, that it was the Roosevelt
partv, and that thev were going into
camp on the edge of the marsh not far
from where we had seen them.

When our camp was made, we started
out on our horses in the direction of the
marsh, but when about halfway met the
("olonel with Kermit, and two others of
his party. We all returned to our camp
and a good part of the afternoon was
spent making arrangements for an ele-
phant hunt for the next day.

Within an hour or two after leaving
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camp in the morning, we picked up the
trail of a small herd of clephants, and
as they were easily tracked through the
grass, we moved very rapidly. At about
cleven o’clock, while we were following
the trail quite casually, someone in ad-
vance heard a sound which resulted in
our coming to a standstill. We made a
short detour to the left, and a few min-
utes later were looking at a small band
of cows and calves enjoving their mid-
day siesta under a clump of bush. We
advanced under cover of a large ant hill
to within about fifty vards, from which
point we looked them over carefully
and decided which were valuable for
our seientific purpose.

I indicated the particular cow that 1
wanted the Colonel to shoot for the
American. Museum group. Of course
at this distance from the elephants we
could speak only in lowest whispers and
every move was guarded. I waited for
the Colonel to take a shot, expecting
him to do this from behind the ant hill
where we were afforded a splendid pro-
tection against a charge, but he started
forward toward the elephants and I,
with Kermit, was obliged to follow
closely. My impulse was to tell him
that 1 wanted him to shoot the cow
and not “take her alive!” e continued
to go steadily forward, however, intend-
ing to get so close that there could be
no doubt of the effectiveness of his
shot ; but the elephants suddenly began
moving in our direction, at which he
promptly fired. This did not stop their
advance, but rather accelerated 1t 1n-
stead, so that quick action was neces-
sary. When we got through we had
four dead elephants.

All of the party, except the Colonel
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and myself, returned to camp to send
out toolg, equipment, and men,prepara-
tory to taking care of the great skins
and skeletons of the four elephants. He
and I sat down under a tree with our
luncheon, and for two or three hours
we conversed of intimate things. For
a number of months the Colonel had
scen no one from home except the mem-
bers of his own party. We were fresh
from the United States and there was
much to talk of. He spoke much of his
familyv, of Mrs. Roosevelt, and his sons
and daughters. It was then that 1
learned to love Roosevelt,

It is not an easy thing to give expres-
sion to the thoughts that come to my
mind of this man who has so recently
passed bevond our range of vision,
What I feel most is that whereas Roose-
velt is gone, hig influence seems greater
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than ever. Many of us will feel, with
respect to the things that Roosevelt
wanted us to do and which we never
scemed to have time to do, that now
we have time for nothing else.

As to Africa, perhaps no man in
modern times has gotten =0 much out of
the “Dark Continent™ as did Roosevelt.
In the “Foreword™ of hiz African Game
T'rails he deseribes Africa in two pages
with a vividness others have failed to
give In volumes. And no single sen-
tence of it consists of word and phrase
merely: every bit of it stands for the
man & own personal experience and his
own intense thinking and fecling. 1
wish that the African hall of the Amer-
ican Muzeum might be done as a me-
morial to Theodore Roosevelt. 1 would
have this Foreword on a bronze tablet
at the entrance:

Africa—1In the Words of Roosevelt

“I speak of Africa and golden
jovs™; the joy of wandering throngh
lonelv lands ; the jov-of hunting the
mighty and terrible lords of the wil-
derness, the cunning, the wary, and
the grim.

In these greatest of the world's
great  hunting-grounds  there are
mountain peaks whose snows are
dazzling under the equatorial sun;
swamps where the slime oozes and
bubbles and festers in the steaming
heat ; lakes like seax: <kies that burn
above deserts where the iron desola-
tion i shronded from view by the
wavering mockery of the mirage ; vast
grassy plains where palms and thorn-
trees fringe the dwindling streams;
mightv rivers rushing out of the
heart of the continent through the
sadness of endless marshes: forests of
gorgeous beauty, where death broods
in the dark and silent depths,

There are regions as healthful as
the northland, and other regions, ra-
diant with bright-hued flowers, birds
and butterflies, odorous with sweet
and heavy scents, but treacherous in
their beauty, and sinister to human

life. On the land and in the water
there are dread brutes that feed on
the flesh of man; and among the
lower things that erawl. and flv, and
sting, and-bite, he finds swarming
focs far more evil and deadly than
anv beast or reptie;-foes that kill
his erops and his cattle, foes hefore
which he himself perishes in his hun-
dreds of thousands,

The dark-skinned races that live
in the land vary widely, Some are
warlike, cattle-ow ning nnnm-h: SO
till the =oil and live in thatehed huts
shaped like heehives ; some are fisher-
folk; some are ape-like naked sav-
ages, who dwell in the woods and
prev on creatures not much wilder
or lower than themselves.

The land teems with beasts of the
chase, infinmite in number and inered-
ible in varietv. It holds the fiercest
heasts of ravin, and the fleetest and
mo=t timid of those beings that live
in undving fear of talon and fang.
11 holds tlw largest and the r-t]'l.l“t"-t
of hoofed -mun.tl.-. It holds the
mightiest creatures that tread the
earth or swim in its rivers: it also

1 Quoted from the Foreword of African Game Trails, through the courtesy of Charles Seribner’s Sous.
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holds distant kinsfolk of these same
creatures, no bigger than wood-
chucks, which dwell in crannies of
the rocks, and in the tree tops. There
are antelope smaller than hares, and
antelope larger than oxen. There
are creatures which are the embodi-
ments of grace; and others whose
huge ungainliness is like that of a
shape in a nightmare. The plaing
are alive with droves of strange and
beautiful animals whose like is not
known elsewhere; and with others
even stranger that show both in form
and temper something of the fantas-
tic and the grotesque. It is a never-
ending pleasure to gaze at the great
herds of buck as thev move to and
fro in their myriads; as they stand
for their noontide rest in the quiver-
ing heat haze; as the long files come
down to drink at the watering-
places; as they feed and fight and
rest and make love.

The hunter who wanders through
these lands sces sights which ever
afterward remain fixed in his mind.
He sees the monstrous river-horse
snorting and  plunging. beside. . the
boat ; the giraffe loeking over the tree
tops at the nearing horseman; the
ostrich flecing at a speed that none
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may tival; the snarling leopard and
coiled pvthon, with their lethal
beauty; the zebras, barking in the
moonlight, as the laden caravan
passes on its night march through a
thirsty land. In after years there
ghall come to him memories of the
lion’s charge ; of the gray bulk of the
elephant, close at hand in the sombre
woodland ; of the buflalo, his sullen
eves lowering from under his helmet
of horn; of the rhinoceros, truculent
and stupid, standing in the bright
sunlight on the empty plam.

Theze things can be told. But
there are no words that can tell the
hidden spirit of the wilderness, that
can reveal its mystery, its melan-
choly, and its charm. There is de-
light in the hardy life of the open,
in long rides rifle in hand, in the
thrill of the fight with dangerous
game. Apart from thig, yet mingled
with 1t, is the strong attraction of
the silent places, of the large tropie
moons, and the splendor of the new
stars; where the wanderer sees the
awful glory of sunrise and sunset in
the wide waste spaces of the earth,
unworn of man, and changed only
by the slow change of the ages
through time everlasting.
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