Nomen: Latin IV

Die:

SUMMER READING
DICTIONARIES:

WILLIAM WHITAKER’S WORDS

PERSEUS LATIN DICTIONARY

CAESAR. DE BELLO GALLICO

1.1

Gallia est omnis divisa in partes tres, quarum unam incolunt Belgae, aliam Aquitani, tertiam qui
ipsorum lingua Celtae, nostra Galli appellantur. Hi omnes lingua, institutis, legibus inter se
differunt. Gallos ab Aquitanis Garumna flumen, a Belgis Matrona et Sequana dividit. Horum
omnium fortissimi sunt Belgae, propterea quod a cultu atque humanitate provinciae longissime
absunt, minimeque ad eos mercatores saepe commeant atque ea quae ad effeminandos animos
pertinent important, proximique sunt Germanis, qui trans Rhenum incolunt, quibuscum
continenter bellum gerunt. Qua de causa Helvetii quoque reliquos Gallos virtute praecedunt,
quod fere cotidianis proeliis cum Germanis contendunt, cum aut suis finibus eos prohibent aut
ipsi in eorum finibus bellum gerunt. Eorum una, pars, quam Gallos obtinere dictum est, initium
capit a flumine Rhodano, continetur Garumna flumine, Oceano, finibus Belgarum, attingit etiam
ab Sequanis et Helvetiis flumen Rhenum, vergit ad septentriones. Belgae ab extremis Galliae
finibus oriuntur, pertinent ad inferiorem partem fluminis Rheni, spectant in septentrionem et
orientem solem. Aquitania a Garumna flumine ad Pyrenaeos montes et eam partem Oceani quae

est ad Hispaniam pertinet; spectat inter occasum solis et septentriones.
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[11] Quoniam ad hunc locum perventum est, non alienum esse videtur de Galliae Germaniaeque
moribus et quo differant hae nationes inter sese proponere. In Gallia non solum in omnibus
civitatibus atque in omnibus pagis partibusque, sed paene etiam in singulis domibus factiones
sunt, earumque factionum principes sunt qui summam auctoritatem eorum iudicio habere
existimantur, quorum ad arbitrium iudiciumque summa omnium rerum consiliorumque

redeat. Itaque eius rei causa antiquitus institutum videtur, ne quis ex plebe contra potentiorem
auxili egeret: suos enim quisque opprimi et circumveniri non patitur, neque, aliter si faciat, ullam
inter suos habet auctoritatem. Haec eadem ratio est in summa totius Galliae: namque omnes

civitates in partes divisae sunt duas.

LIVY. AB URBE CONDITA

PRAEFATIO

Facturusne operae pretium sim si a primordio urbis res populi Romani perscripserim nec satis
scio nec, si sciam, dicere ausim, quippe qui cum veterem tum volgatam esse rem videam, dum
novi semper scriptores aut in rebus certius aliquid allaturos se aut scribendi arte rudem
vetustatem superaturos credunt. Utcumque erit, iuvabit tamen rerum gestarum memoriae
principis terrarum populi pro virili parte et ipsum consuluisse; et si in tanta scriptorum turba mea
fama in obscuro sit, nobilitate ac magnitudine eorum me qui nomini officient meo consoler. Res
est praeterea et immensi operis, ut quae supra septingentesimum annum repetatur et quae ab

exiguis profecta initiis eo creverit ut iam magnitudine laboret sua; et legentium plerisque haud
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dubito quin primae origines proximaque originibus minus praebitura voluptatis sint, festinantibus
ad haec nova quibus iam pridem praevalentis populi vires se ipsae conficiunt: ego contra hoc
quoque laboris praemium petam, ut me a conspectu malorum quae nostra tot per annos vidit
aetas, tantisper certe dum prisca [tota] illa mente repeto, avertam, omnis expers curae quae

scribentis animum, etsi non flectere a uero, sollicitum tamen efficere posset.

Quae ante conditam condendamve urbem poeticis magis decora fabulis quam incorruptis rerum
gestarum monumentis traduntur, ea nec adfirmare nec refellere in animo est. Datur haec venia
antiquitati ut miscendo humana divinis primordia urbium augustiora faciat; et si cui populo licere
oportet consecrare origines suas et ad deos referre auctores, ea belli gloria est populo Romano ut
cum suum conditorisque sui parentem Martem potissimum ferat, tam et hoc gentes humanae
patiantur aequo animo quam imperium patiuntur. Sed haec et his similia utcumqgue animaduersa
aut existimata erunt haud in magno equidem ponam discrimine: ad illa mihi pro se quisque
acriter intendat animum, quae vita, qui mores fuerint, per quos viros quibusque artibus domi
militiaeque et partum et auctum imperium sit; labente deinde paulatim disciplina velut desidentes
primo mores sequatur animo, deinde ut magis magisque lapsi sint, tum ire coeperint praecipites,

donec ad haec tempora quibus nec vitia nostra nec remedia pati possumus perventum est.

Hoc illud est praecipue in cognitione rerum salubre ac frugiferum, omnis te exempli documenta
in inlustri posita monumento intueri; inde tibi tuaeque rei publicae quod imitere capias, inde
foedum inceptu foedum exitu quod vites. Ceterum aut me amor negotii suscepti fallit, aut nulla
unquam res publica nec maior nec sanctior nec bonis exemplis ditior fuit, nec in quam
[civitatem] tam serae avaritia luxuriaque immigraverint, nec ubi tantus ac tam diu paupertati ac

parsimoniae honos fuerit. Adeo quanto rerum minus, tanto minus cupiditatis erat: nuper divitiae



avaritiam et abundantes voluptates desiderium per luxum atque libidinem pereundi perdendique

omnia invexere.

Sed querellae, ne tum quidem gratae futurae cum forsitan necessariae erunt, ab initio certe tantae
ordiendae rei absint: cum bonis potius ominibus votisque et precationibus deorum dearumque, si,
ut poetis, nobis quoque mos esset, libentius inciperemus, ut orsis tantum operis successus

prosperos darent.

VERGIL. AENEID

1.1-11

Arma virumque cand, Troiae qui primus ab 0ris

Italiam, fato profugus, Laviniaque vénit

Ittora, multum ille et terrTs iactatus et altd

V1 superum saevae memorem [tinonis ob ram;

multa quoque et belld passiis, dum conderet urbem, 5
inferretque deds Latio, genus unde Latinum,

Albanique patres, atque altae moenia ROmae.

Misa, mih1 causas memora, qud nimine laeso,
quidve doléns, régina deum tot volvere casiis
Insignem pietate virum, tot adire laborés 10

impulerit. Tantaene animis caelestibus Trae?
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Arma gravi numero violentaque bella parabam
edere, materia conveniente modis.

par erat inferior versus—risisse Cupido
dicitur atque unum surripuisse pedem.

'Quis tibi, saeve puer, dedit hoc in carmina iuris?
Pieridum vates, non tua turba sumus.

quid, si praeripiat flavae Venus arma Minervae,
ventilet accensas flava Minerva faces?

quis probet in silvis Cererem regnare iugosis,
lege pharetratae Virginis arva coli? 10

crinibus insignem quis acuta cuspide Phoebum
instruat, Aoniam Marte movente lyram?

sunt tibi magna, puer, nimiumque potentia regna;
cur opus adfectas, ambitiose, novum?

an, quod ubique, tuum est? tua sunt Heliconia tempe?
vix etiam Phoebo iam lyra tuta sua est?

cum bene surrexit versu nova pagina primo,
attenuat nervos proximus ille meos;

nec mihi materia est numeris levioribus apta,
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aut puer aut longas compta puella comas.'
Questus eram, pharetra cum protinus ille soluta

legit in exitium spicula facta meum,
lunavitque genu sinuosum fortiter arcum,

‘quod’ que ‘canas, vates, accipe’ dixit ‘opus!’
Me miserum! certas habuit puer ille sagittas.

uror, et in vacuo pectore regnat Amor.

Sex mihi surgat opus numeris, in quinque residat:

ferrea cum vestris bella valete modis!
cingere litorea flaventia tempora myrto,

Musa, per undenos emodulanda pedes!
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1
The World of the Forest

IN THE NORTHEAST CORNER of the Belgian Congo, almost exactly in the
middle of the map of Africa, . . . lies the Tturi Forest, a vast expanse of dense,
damp and inhospitable-looking darkness. Here is the heart of Stanley’s Dark
Continent, the country he loved and hated, the scene of his ill-fated
expedition to relieve Emin Pasha, an expedition costing hundreds of lives
and imposing almost unbearable hardships on the survivors, who trekked
across the great forest not once, but three times, losing more lives each time
through ﬁghting, sickness and desertion.

Anyone who has stood in the silent emptiness ofa tropical rain forest
must know how Stanley and his followers felt, coming as they all did from
an open country of rolling plains, of sunlight and warmth. Many people
who have visited the Ituri since, and many who have lived there, feel just the
same, overpowered by the heaviness of everything—the damp air, the
gigantic water-laden trees that are constantly dripping, never quite drying
out between the violent storms that come with monotonous regularity, the
very earth itself heavy and cloying after the slightest shower. And, above all,
such people feel overpowered by the seeming silence and the age—old
remoteness and loneliness of it all.

But these are the feelings of outsiders, of those who do not belong to the
forest. If you are of the forest it is a very different place. What seems to other
people to be eternal and depressing gloom becomes a cool, restful, shady
world with light filtering lazily through the tree tops that meet high
overhead and shut out the direct sunlight—the sunlight that dries up the
non-forest world of the outsiders and makes it hot and dusty and dirty.

Even the silence is a myth. If you have ears for them, the forest is full of
sounds—exciting, mysterious, mournful, joyful. The shrill trumpeting of an
elephant, the sickening cough of a leopard (or the hundred and one sounds
that can be mistaken for it), always makes your heart beat a little unevenly,
telling you that you are just the slightest bit scared, or even more. At night,
in the honey season, you hear a weird, long—drawn—out, soulful cry high up

in the trees. It seems to go on and on, and you wonder what kind of creature
can cry for so long without takjng breath. The people of the forest say it is
the chameleon, telling them that there is honey nearby. Scientists will tell
you that chameleons are unable to make any such sound. But the forest
people of faraway Ceylon also know the song of the chameleon. Then in the
early morning comes the pathetic cry of the pigeon, a plaintive cooing that
slides from one note down to the next until it dies away in a soft, sad, little
moan.

There are a multitude of sounds, but most of them are as joyful as the
brightly colored birds that chase one another through the trees, singing as
they go, or the chatter of the handsome black-and-white Colobus monkeys
as they leap from branch to branch, watching with curiosity everything that
goes on down below. And the most joyful sound of all, to me, is the sound
of the voices of the forest people as they sing a lusty chorus of praise to this
wonderful world of theirs—a world that gives them everything they want.
This cascade of sound echoes among the giant trees until it seems to come at
you from all sides in sheer beauty and truth and goodness, full of the joy of
living. But if you are an outsider from the non-forest world, [ suppose this
glorious song would just be another noise to grate on your nerves.

The world of the forest is a closed, possessive world, hostile to all those
who do not understand it. At first sight you rnight think it hostile to all
human beings, because in every village you find the same suspicion and fear
of the forest, that blank, irnpenetrable wall. The villagers are friendly and
hospitable to strangers, offering them the best of whatever food and drink
they have, and always clearing out a house where the traveler can rest in
comfort and safety. But these villages are set among plantations in great
clearings cut from the heart of the forest around them. It is from the
plantations that the food comes, not from the forest, and for the villagers life
is a constant battle to prevent their plantations from being OVergrown.

They speak of the world beyond the plantations as being a fearful place,
full of malevolent spirits and not fit to be lived in except by animals and
BaMbuti, which is what the village people call the Pygmies. The villagers,
some Bantu and some Sudanic, keep to their plantations and seldom go into
the forest unless it is absolutely necessary. For them it is a place of evil. They
are outsiders.

But the BaMbuti are the real people of the forest. Whereas the other
tribes are relatively recent arrivals, the Pygmies have been in the forest for
many thousands of years. [t is their world, and in return for their affection
and trust it supplies them with all their needs. They do not have to cut the
forest down to build plantations, for they know how to hunt the game of



the region and gather the wild fruits that grow in abundance there, though
hidden to outsiders. They know how to distinguish the innocent—iooking
itaba vine from the many others it resembles so closely, and they know how
to follow it until it leads them to a cache of nutritious, sweet-tasting roots.
They know the tiny sounds that tell where the bees have hidden their honey;
they recognize the kind of weather that brings a multitude of different kinds
of mushrooms springing to the surface; and they know what kinds of wood
and leaves often disguise this food. The exact moment when termites swarm,
at which they must be caught to provide an important deiicacy, is a mystery
to any but the people of the forest. They know the secret language that is
denied all outsiders and without which life in the forest is an impossibility.

The BaMbuti roam the forest at will, in small isolated bands or hunting
groups. They have no fear, because for them there is no danger. For them
there is little hardship, so they have no need for belief in evil spirits. For
them it is a good world. The fact that they average less than four and a half
feet in height is of no concern to them; their taller neighbors, who jeer at
them for being so puny, are as clumsy as elephants—another reason why
they must always remain outsiders in a world where your life may depend on
your abiiity to run swiftly and siiently. And if the Pygmies are small, they are
powerful and tough.

How long they have lived in the forest we do not know, though it is a
considered opinion that they are among the oldest inhabitants of Africa.
They may well be the original inhabitants of the great tropical rain forest
which stretches nearly from coast to coast. They were certainly well
established there at the very beginning of historic times.

The earliest recorded reference to them is not Homer’s famous lines
about the battle between the Pygmies and the cranes, as one might think,
but a record of an expedition sent from Egypt in the Fourth Dynasty, some
twenty-five hundred years before the Christian era, to discover the source of
the Nile. In the tomb of the Pharaoh Nefrikare is preserved the report of his
commander, Herkouf, who entered a great forest to the west of the
Mountains of the Moon and discovered there a people of the trees, a tiny
people who sing and dance to their god, a dance such as had never been seen
before. Nefrikare sent a reply ordering Herkouf to bring one of these
Dancers of God back with him, giving expiicit instructions as to how he
should be treated and cared for so that no harm would come to him.
Unfortunately that is where the story ends, though later records show that
the Egyptians had become reiativeiy familiar with the Pygmies, who were
evicientiy liVing, all those thousands of years back, just where they are iiVing
today, and leading much the same kind of life, characterized, as it still is, by

dancing and singing to their god.

When Homer refers to the Pygmies, in describing a battle between Greek
and Trojan forces in the //iad, he may well be relying on information from
Egyptian sources, but the element of myth is already creeping in.

When by their sev’ral chz'eﬁ the troops were mngh’,
With noise and clamour, as a flight of birds,

The men of Troy advanc'd: as when the cranes,
Fl}/iﬂg the wintry storms, send ﬁ)rt/a on big/a

Their dissonant clamours, while o'er th ocean stream
They steer their course, and on their pinions bear

Battle and death to the Pygmaean race.!

By Aristotle’s time the Western world was evidently still more inclined to
treat the Pygmies as legend, because Aristotle himself has to state
categorically that their existence is no fable, as some men believe, but the

truth, and that they live in the land “from which flows the Nile.”

Mosaics in Pompeii show that, whether the Pygmies were believed to be
fable or not, the makers of the mosaics in fact knew just how they lived,
even the kinds of huts they built in the forest. But from then until the turn
of the present century, our knowledge of the Pygmies decreased to the point
where they were thought of as mythical creatures, semi-human, flying about
in tree tops, dangiing by their tails, and with the power of making
themselves invisible. The cartographer who drew the thirteenth-century
Mappa Mundi, preserved in Hereford Cathedral, England, located the
Pygmies accurately enough, but his representations show them as subhuman
monsters.

Evidently there was still some question as to their reality up to the
seventeenth century, because the English anatomist Edward Tyson felt
obliged to publish a treatise on “The Anatomy of a Pygmic compared with
that of a Monkey, an Ape, and a Man.” He had obtained from Africa the
necessary skeletons, on which he based his conclusion that the so-called
“pygmic” was, quite definitely, not human. The “pygmie” skeleton was
preserved until recently in a London museum, and it was easy to see how
Tyson arrived at so firm a conclusion. The skeleton was that of a
chirnpanzee.

Portuguese explorers of the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries were
responsible for many of the more extravagant accounts. [t may well be that
they actually did see Pygmies near the west coast of Africa, or they may have



seen chirnpanzees and mistaken them for Pygmies. But it is curious that they
should have thought of the Pygmies as being able to make themselves
invisible, and also as having the power, small as they were, to kill elephants.
The Pygmies today still kill elephants single-handed, armed only with a
short-handled spear. And they blend so well with the forest foliage that you
can pass right by without seeing them. As for their having tails, it is easy
enough to see how this story came into being, if the Pygmies seen by the
Portuguese dressed as they do today, as is more than likeiy. The loincloth
they wear is made of the bark of a tree, softened and hammered out until it
is a long slender cloth, tucked between the legs and over a belt, front and
back. The women particuiarly like to have a iong piece of cloth so that it
hangs down behind, almost to the ground. They say it looks well when
dancing.

Some of the accounts of nineteenth-century travelers in the Congo are no
less fanciful, and it was George Schweinfurth who first made known to the
world, in his book The Heart afAﬁz'm, that Pygmies not oniy existed but
were human. He was following in the path of the Italian explorer Miani,
who a few years catlier had reached the Ituri but had died before he could
return. One of the most curious of little-known stories about the Pygmies is
that Miani actually sent two of them back to Italy, to the Geographic
Association, which had sponsored his trip. The president of the association,
Count Miniscalchi of Verona, took the two boys and educated them.
Contemporary newspaper reports describe them as strolling the boulevards,
arm in arm with their [talian friends, chatting in Italian. One of them even
learned to play the piano. From the present Count Miniscalchi I learned
that both Pygmies eventually returned to Africa, where one died and the
other became a saddler in the Ethiopian army. He last heard from the latter,
who must then have been an old man, just before the outbreak of World
War 1II.

Stanley describes his meetings with the Pygmies in the Ituri, but without
telling us much about them, and indeed little was known beyond the actual
fact of their existence until a White Father, the Reverend Paul Schebesta, set
out from Vienna in the nineteen-twenties to study them.

Schebesta’s first trip was an over-all survey of the forest area, in which he
established the fact that this was a stronghold of the pure Pygmy, as opposed
to the “Pygmoid” in other parts of the equatorial belt, where there has been
intermarriage with Negro tribes. In subsequent trips Schebesta gathered
material which showed that these Ituri Pygmies—whose term for
themselves, BaMbuti, he adopts—are in fact racially distinct from the Negro
peoples, Bantu and Sudanic, who live around them. This fact has been

confirmed by later genetic studies, up to the present. Though we cannot be
sure, it seems reasonable to assume that the BaMbuti were the originai
inhabitants of the great tropicai rain forest stretching from the west coast
right across to the open savanna country of the east, on the far side of the
chain of lakes that divides the Congo from East Africa.

But when I read Schebesta’s account of the Pygmies it just did not ring
true when conlpared with my own experiences on my first trip to the Tturi.
For instance, in one of his first books he says that the Pygmies are not great
musicians, but that they sing only the simplest melodies and beat on drums
and dance wild erotic dances. Even much later, after he had come to know
the Pygmies better and had spent several years in the region, when he wrote
his major work, running to several volumes, he devoted only a few pages to
music, attributing little importance to it and dismissing it as simple and
undeveloped. This could not have been further from the truth.

In several other ways I felt that all was not well with Schebesta’s account,
particuiariy with his description of the reiationship between Pygmies and
Negroes. He gave the impression that the Pygmies were dependent on the
Negroes both for food and for metal products and that there was an
unbreakable hereditary reiationship by which a Pygmy and all his progeny
were handed down in a Negro farnily, from father to son, and bound to it in
a form of serfdom, not only hunting but also working on plantations,
cutting wood and drawing water. None of this was true of the Pygmies that
I knew. But I did agree with Schebesta about the mofimo (a religious
festival). Although he had not seen it himself, from what he heard about it
and about similar practices among other groups of Pygmies, he felt sure that
it was essentially different from the practices of neighboring Negroes,
however similar they might appear to be on the surface. This certainly tallied
with my own experience.

The generai picture that emerged from his studies was that there were,
living in the Ituri Forest, some 35,000 BaMbuti Pygmies, divided into three
linguistic groups, speaking dialects of three major Negro languages. The
Pygmies seemed to have lost their own language, due to the process of
acculturation though traces remained, especialiy in tonal pattern. Oniy in
the easternmost group did Schebesta feel that the language had survived to
any recognizable extent. These were the Efe Pygmies who lived among the
BalLese, an eastern Sudanic tribe with a not very savory reputation for
cannibalism, witchcraft and sorcery.

But in spite of this iinguistic difference, and the fact that the Efe also
differed in that they did not hunt with nets but with bow and arrow and
speat, Schebesta believed that all the BaMbuti were a single cultural unit.



They tended to live in small groups of from three families upward, moving
around the forest from camp to camp, though always attached to some
Negro village with which they traded meat for plantation products. There
was no form of chieftainship, and no mechanism for maintaining law and
order, and it was difficult—from Schebesta’s account—to see what
prevented these isolated groups from falling into complete chaos. The most
powerful unifying factor, it appeared, was the domination of the Pygmies by
the Negroes. Schebesta cited the #kumbi initiation as an example of the way
Negroes forced the BaMbuti to accept their authority and that of their tribal
lore. Remembering what I had seen, living in an initiation camp, I could not
accept this point of view at all. Yet it was one shared by others, some of
whom had lived in the area for years.

The explanation was simple enough, and it was not that either one of us
was right and the other wrong. Whereas Father Schebesta had always had to
work through Negroes, and largely in Negro villages, | had been fortunate in
being able to make direct contact with the Pygmies, and in fact had spent
most of my time with them away from Negro influence. Other Europeans
had also only seen the Pygmies either in Negro villages or on Negro
plantations. But I had seen enough of them both in the forest and in the
village to know that they were completely different people in the two sets of
circumstances. All that we knew of them to date had been based on
observations made cither in the Viﬂages or in the presence of Negroes.

Whereas my first visit to the Ituri Forest, in 1951, had been made mainly
out of curiosity, | had seen enough to make me want to return to this area
for more intensive study. An ideal location was provided by a strange
establishment set up on the banks of the Epulu River back in the nineteen-

twenties by an American anthropologist, Patrick Putnam.3 He had gone
there to do his field work but had liked the place and the people so much
that he decided to stay. He built himself a huge mud mansion, and gradually
a village grew up around him and became known as “Camp Putnam.” The
Pygmies treated it just as they treated any other Bantu village (the main
Negro tribes nearby were the BaBira and BaNdaka, with a few Moslem
BaNgwana), and used to visit it to trade their meat for plantation products.
This was where I first met them.

But on my second visit, in 1954, [ was provided with a real opportunity
for studying the relationship between the Pygmies and their village
neighbors. The event was the decision of the local Negro chief to hold a
tribal nkumbi initiation festival. This is a festival in which all boys between
the ages of about nine and twelve are circumcised, then set apart and kept in
an initiation camp where they are taught the secrets of tribal lore, to emerge

after two or three months with the privileges and responsibilities of adult
status.

The nkumbi is a village custom, but in areas where the practice prevails
the Pygmies always send their children to be initiated aiong with the Negro
boys. This has been cited as an example of their dependence on the Negroes
and of their lack of an indigenous culture. The Negroes take all the leading
roles in the festival, and as no Pygmy belongs to the tribe, none can become
a ritual specialist, so the Pygmy boys always have to depend on the Negroes
for admission to an initiation, and for the subsequent instruction. An
uninitiated male, Pygmy or Negro, young or old, is considered as a child—
half a man at best.

Oniy relatives of the boys undergoing initiation are allowed to live in the
camp, though any adult initiated male can visit the camp during the
daytime.

But it so happened that on this occasion there were no Negro boys of the
right age for initiation, so the only men who could live in the camp and stay
there all night were Pygmies. To go against the custom of allowing just
relatives to live in the camp would have brought death and disaster.
Nevertheless the Negroes went ahead with the festival because it has to be
held to avoid offending the tribal ancestors. The Negro men would have
liked to stay in the camp all night, as norrnally instruction goes on even
then, the boys being allowed to sleep only for short periods. But custom was
too strong, and they had to rely on the Pygmy fathers to maintain order in
the camp after dark and not allow the children to have too much sleep.

The Pygmies, however, did not feel bound by the custom, as it was not
theirs anyway, and they invited me to stay with them, knowing perfectly
well that [ would bring with me plenty of tobacco, palm wine, and other
luxuries. [ was, after all, they said, father of all the children, so I was entitled
to stay. The Negroes protested, but there was nothing they could do. On the
one hand they felt that [ would be punished for my offense by their
supernatural sanctions; on the other they themselves hoped to profit by my
presence. At least I could be expected to share in the expenses, which
otherwise they would have to bear, of initiating the eight Pygmy boys.

And so I entered the camp and saw the initiation through from
beginning to end. It was not a particuiariy comfortable time, as we got very
little sleep. The Pygmy fathers were not in the least interested in staying
awake simply to keep their children awake and teach them nonsensical
songs, so the Negroes used to make periodic raids during the night, shouting
and yeiling and lashing out with Whips made of thorny branches, to wake
everyone up. Besides that, the camp was not very well built and the heavy



rains used to soak the ground we slept on; only the boys, sleeping on their
rough bed made of split logs, were dry. In the end we all used to climb up
there and sit—there was not room for everyone to lie down—cold and
miserable, waiting for the dawn to bring another daiiy round of exhausting
singing and dancing.

But at the end of it all I knew something about the Pygmies, and they
knew something about me, and a bond had been made between us by all the
discomforts we had shared together as well as by all the fun. And when the
initiation was over and we were off in the forest I learned still more. It was
then that I knew for sure that much of what had been written about the
Pygmies to date gave just about as false a picture as did the thirteenth-
century cartographer who painted them as one-legged troglodytes. In the
Village, or in the presence of even a singie Negro or European, the Pygmies
behave in one way. They are submissive, almost servile, and appear to have
no culture of their own. But at night in the initiation camp when the last
Negro had left, or off in the forest, those same Pygmies were different
people. They cast off one way of life and took on another, and from the
little I saw of their forest life it was as full and satisfactory as village life
seemed empty and meaningless.

The Pygmies are no more perfect than any other people, and life, though
kind to them, is not without hardshipsi But there was something about the
relationship between these simple, unaffected people and their forest home
that was captivating. And when the time came that I had to leave, even
though we were camped back near the village, the Pygmies gathered around
their fire on the eve of my departure and sang their forest songs for me; and
for the first time I heard the voice of the molimo. Then I was sure that |
could never rest until [ had come out again, free of any obligations to stay in
the village, free of any limitations of time, free simply to live and roam the
forest with the BaMbuti, its people; and free to let them teach me in their
own time what it was that made their life so different from that of other
people.

The evening before I left, before the singing started, three of the great
hunters took me off into the forest. They said they wanted to be sure that I
would come back again, so they thought they would make me “of the
forest.” There was Njobo, the killer of elephants; his close friend and distant
relative, Kolongo; and Moke, an elderly Pygmy who never raised his voice,
and to whom everyone listened with respect. Kolongo held my head and
Njobo casuaiiy took a rusty arrow blade and cut tiny but deep vertical slits
in the center of my forehead and above each eye. He then gauged out a little
flesh from each slit and asked Kolongo for the medicine to put in. But

Kolongo had forgotten to bring it, so while I sat on a log, not feeling very
bright, Kolongo ambled off to get the medicine, and Moke wandered
around cheerfuiiy humming to himself, iooking for something to eat. It
hegan to rain, and Njobo decided that he was not going to stay and get wet,
so he left. Moke was on the point of doing the same when Kolongo
returned. Obviously anxious to get the whole thing over with as little
ceremony as possible and return to his warm dry hut, he rubbed the black
ash-paste hard into the cuts until it filled them and congealed the blood that
still flowed. And there it is today, ash made from the plants of the forest, a
part of the forest that is a part of the flesh, carried by every self-respecting
Pygmy male. And as long as it is with me it will always call me back.

The women thought it a great joke when I finally got back to camp, wet
and still rather shaky. They crowded around to have a look and burst into
shrieks of laughter. They said that now I was a real man with the marks of a
hunter, so I would have to get married and then I would never be able to
leave. Moke looked slyly at me. He had not explained that the marks had
quite that significance.

It was later that evening when the men were singing that I heard the
molimo. By then I had learned to speak the language quite well, and T had
heard them discussing whether or not to bring the molimo out; there was
some opposition on the grounds that it was “a thing of the forest,” and not
of the Village, but old Moke said it was gooc{ for me to hear it before I left, as
it would surely not let me stay long away but would bring me safely back.

First I heard it call out of the night from the other side of the Nepussi
River, where three years earlier I had helped Pat Putnam build a dam. The
dam was still there, though breached by continuous flooding. The hospital
where Pat had given his life lay just beyond, now an overgrown jungle, only
a few crumbling vine-covered walls left standing, the rest lost in a wilderness
of undergrowth. Somewhere over there, in the darkness, the molimo now
called; it sounded like someone singing but it was not a human voice. [t was
a deep, gentle, lowing sound, sometimes breaking off into a quiet falsetto,
sometimes growling like a leopard. As the men sang their songs of praise to
the forest, the molimo answered them, first on this side, then on that,
moving around so swiftly and silently that it seemed to be everywhere at
once.

Then, still unseen, it was right beside me, not more than two feet away,
on the other side of a small but thick wall of leaves. As it replied to the song
of the men, who continued to sing as though nothing were happening, the
sound was sad and wistful, and immenseiy beautiful. Several of the older
men were sitting near me, and one of them, without even looking up, asked



me if I wanted to see the molimo. He then continued singing as though he
didn’t particularly care what my reply was, but I knew that he did. I was so
overcome by curiosity that I almost said “yes”; I had been fighting hard to
stop myself from trying to peer through the leaves to where it was now
growling away almost angrily. But I knew that Pygmy youths were not
allowed to see it until they had proved themselves as hunters, as adults in
Pygmy eyes, and although I now carried the marks on my forehead I still felt
unqualified. So [ simply said, no, I did not think I was ready to see it.

The molimo gave a great burst of song and with a wild rush SWept across
the camp, surrounded by a dozen youths packed so tightly together that |
could see nothing, and disappeared into the forest. Those left in the camp
made no comment; they just kept on with their song, and after a while the
voice of the molimo, repiying to them, became fainter and fainter and was
finally lost in the night and in the depths of the forest from where it had

come.

This experience convinced me that here was something that I could do
that was really worth while, and that I was not doing it justice by coming
armed with cameras and recording equipment, as | had on this trip. The
Pygmies were more than curiosities to be filmed, and their music was more
than a quaint sound to be put on records. They were a people who had
found in the forest something that made their life more than just worth
living, something that made it, with all its hardships and problems and
tragedies, a wonderful thing full of joy and happiness and free of care.

' Homer, {liad (tr. Derby), iii, 1-7.
2 Aristotle, Historia Animalium (tr. D’ Arcy Wentwworth Thompson), vii, 2.

3 Patrick Putnam first went to the Belgian Congo in 1927 to do field work for
Harvard University. Apart from one or two brief return visits to the United States he
remained there until his death at the end of 1953. At Camp Putnam he established a
dispensary and a leper colony, turning his home into a guest house to help pay the
expenses of his hospital work.



2
The Good Death of Balekimito

AFTER TWO YEARS' further preparation at Oxford I felt ready to return to
the [turi, to try and understand just what it was that made the People of the
Forest what they were, what made them so very different from the villagers
all around them, what made them seem to adopt village ways with such
enthusiasm, only to abandon them with utter unconcern the moment they
left the treeless confines of the village and returned to the forest.

If you land at Lomé, you drive first of all along the coast of Togo and
Dahomey, where the Atlantic surf pounds day and night on the sands,
beating right up to the first line of tall, waving palrn trees. Then you climb
gentiy inland to the roiiing hills of Nigeria, iightiy wooded in piaces, but for
the most part open and fertile. When you cross into the Cameroons there is
an abrupt change. You pass steeply up into a massive range of mountains,
through a narrow but dense belt of forest, and climb still higher until you
are above tree line.

The road is appalling, covered with loose stones and boulders, with a
gradient as much as one in four in places, deeply scoured with gulleys made
by the heavy rains pouring off the mountainside. The road twists and turns
until you lose all sense of direction, but at the top there is an open, flat
stretch of grassland, and at the far side of that, in the French Cameroons,
you find yourself faced with a descent as uncomfortable as the climb on the
British side. But here, instead of lookjng down on rich farmland, open and
sunny, you look out over a vast sea of dense, shimmering tree tops, so dark
they are almost black. On all sides this ocean of forest stretches for as far as
you can see, quiet and peaceful, asking oniy to be left undisturbed, or at least
approached in peace. But the darkness also carries a threat, a warning to
outsiders that they would do well to stay away. The same darkness welcomes
those who understand, and there is no feeling quite the same as the

refreshing coolness of the first shadows cast by the leafy giants at the forest
edge, after years away from its shade and shelter.

From there on, the forest stretches east and south, silent and aloof, for
thousands of miles. To the west the Atlantic is only a short distance away; to
the east the forest reaches all the way to the Mountains of the Moon. It is
still with you when you cross the Ubangi Chari River, possessiveiy covering
the land right down to the water’s edge. On the far side of that great river
there is still another thousand miles before you reach the river Aruwimi, the
wide and proud tributary of the even mightier Congo. After a few hundred
miles the Aruwimi becomes less wide but more tempestuous and turbulent,
and its name cha_nges to the Ituri. This is where the forest becomes the home
of the BaMbuti, all the way through to its easternmost fringe, north as far as
it is dense enough to cast its protective shade, and for unknown hundreds of
miles to the south, where it is still unexplored. This was the home of the
Pygmies thousands of years before Europeans thought of Africa itself as
anything much more than a myth.

To be back was wonderful, but the changes at Camp Putnam were so
drastic that [ wondered if T had done the right thing in returning. Now that
Pat was dead the name of the district had been changed to Epulu, the name
of the river that ran past his old home. And more than the name was
changed. A few hundred yards on, past the turning to the old village of
Camp Putnam, the road crossed the river by a rickety wooden bridge. The
bridge was as rickety as ever, but the forest on either side had been cut
down, and backing onto what had once been Pat’s estate was an ugly
modern motel, built by an enterprising Beigian who hoped to attract
tourists. The main attraction was that on the other side of the road the
government had established a Swtion de Chasse for the capture of forest
animals, particuiariy okapi, and for the training of forest eiephants. Between
these two innovations down by the bridge and the old entrance to Camp
Putnam stretched the mud houses of the workers, with a few tiny African
stores and an establishment proudiy caiiing itself Hotel de Biére. The Viiiage
of Camp Putnam remained unaltered. Even the old mud mansion still
stood.

Not only the changed appearance of Epulu was disconcerting; so was the
fact that this new community was attracting Pygmy labor, particularly since
Pygmies could be paid even less than other tribes. I found that several of my
old friends were working either at the Animal Station or the motel, buying
their food with money at the local stores, instead of freeiy roaming the forest
hunting and gathering for their needs. One of them, a youth called Kenge,
had even become bugler at the Animal Station, where almost every hour the



air was shattered with attempts at military bugle calls.

Kenge’s father had died a number of years ago, when he was just a boy.
His mother had returned to her village, but Kenge had stayed around Camp
Putnam. Pat Putnam encouraged him to become a jack-of-all-trades, and
Kenge had come to spend more time at the camp than in the forest. He even
learned the work of hotel boy, such as pressing clothes for Putnam’s guests.
He wore shorts and shirt, meticulously scrubbed and pressed with the Camp
Putnam flatiron, but usuaﬂy without buttons. He was very sophisticated and
a little conceited, but a good friend to me at all times, and eventually he
made himself indispensable.

During my last trip Kenge had been with me practically the whole time;
since no women were allowed in the initiation camp, he helped with the
cooking, and he had told me how to behave. He tried to interpret my
questions to the others, for he had a better idea than most Pygmies of the
peculiar sorts of things that Europeans want to know. Such things to an
African are often forbidden topics of conversation and even to mention
them would be grossly indiscreet or even insulting. Kenge became so
familiar with the kind of questions I liked to ask that he would even conduct
inquiries in my absence, then tell me what he had discovered about so-and-
so’s mother’s brother’s daughter. But for all his sophistication, what he liked
best was to take me through the forest, as though he owned it personally,
showing it to me with infinite pride.

He had insisted on working for me, and I had fired him regularly every
two or three weeks, because, sophisticated or not, he was as unpredictable as
any Pygmy, and just as disinclined to do anything he did not want to do.
Several times he announced that he was going to get food for my supper,
and I would give him the money to buy something special in the village. Of
course he would go straight to the beer house and leave me to scrounge what
I could. I soon learned to raid the Negro plantations myself, and to cut the
huge banana leaves on which we used to sleep every night. On such
occasions Kenge would return late, when he thought I was asleep, lie down
beside me, and very soon begin to work the blanket off my back until he was
comfortably covered. If T objected, he merely muttered something that I
couldn’t understand but that brought titters of laughter from all the other
Pygmies lying around the fire.

When I told him he was fired, he took it as permission to take two or
three days” holiday. Then one morning I would wake up to find a neatly
dressed and unrepentant Kenge squatting over a smoky fire concocting an
especially elaborate breakfast for the two of us. In the middle of eating
breakfast, without asking me if I had had enough, he would often take the

dish and pass it with a grand air to the other unmarried youths sitting
hungrily around. If I protested he would simply tell me that I had eaten
enough. If T said that I couldn’t afford to feed all the bachelors in the camp,
he would ask me how much my Leica camera had cost. Since it cost me four
hundred dollars, and for four hundred dollars T could live in the Congo for
four hundred weeks, there was no effective answer. Kenge knew it, and
besides, he was on his own territory. I was a mere intruder.

So when I heard that Kenge had become chief bugler for the Animal
Station I was both relieved and sad. I knew I had been saved a lot of
headaches, but Kenge was worth them all, and more. I began to look around
for someone else who could take his place. Then one morning, just a few
days after I had arrived, I woke up, and there he was, a well-groomed Pygmy
in buttonless shorts and shirt, a cup of coffee balanced expertly in one hand.
I asked him about his bugling, and he said he was tired of having to get up
so early every morning, and anyway it hurt his lips. He announced that he
was going to work for me again. I told him I could not afford to pay him
much, as [ wanted to stay a long time and had to make my money last.
Kenge looked at me in the frank, open-eyed way of the real Pygmy and said
he didn’t mind. He suggested 40 francs per week, a wage considerably below
what he had been earning as a bugler. He said that if | could afford a present
when I left, that would be fine. Pygmies have a way of letting you know
when they really mean what they say, and this was one of those times. In all
the many months that followed, Kenge never once asked me for money,
beyond his meager salary. And once when I was short of cash and we were
down in the village he spent his own savings to buy food for the two of us.

In the course of my two previous trips | had come to know most of the
Pygmies in this area quite well, and the initiation had cemented our
friendship, though at the best I suspect they regarded me merely as a rather
harmless outsider. I was soon brought up to date on all that happened
during the past three years. Kenge said that the hunting group was still
hunting and gathering, but that they sometimes came down to the village
and spent time there, earning money at the Station de Chasse or at the
motel, money which they promptly spent on food, tobacco, and palm wine
at the new stores. They still brought in meat for their BaKpara, or “masters,”
and took plantation foods in return. But, encouraged by the administration,
they had begun to make their own plantation in the forest. This was the
worst possible news; once the Pygmies have plantations their hunting-and-
gathering existence is made impossible. They become tied to one place and
do not have time to follow the game.

The two busiest workers on the plantation and those who had the finest



clearings were Njobo and Masisi. They were two of the most influential
hunters of the group. Njobo had killed two elephants single-handed, and
two more in company with other Pygmies. He had three wives, but had only
one child, a son by his second wife. The son, Nyange, had been a healthy lad
when [ had last seen him, but now he was crippled with tuberculosis of the
leg bone.

Masisi was a relative of Njobo’s, and though not such a renowned hunter
he was blessed with a large family. He had a powerful and penetrating voice,
took an active part in any dispute, and usually rnanaged to shout his
opponents down, which is one of the chief ways the Pygmies have of settling
a dispute. His farnily were all strikingly fine-looking, with almost Greek-like
appearance although of normal Pygmy stature—under four and a half feet.

Most Pygmies have unmistakable features, other than height, that set
them apart from the Negroes. Their legs are short in proportion to their
bodies; they are powerful, muscular, and usually splay-backed; their heads
are round and the eyes are set wide apart; they have flat noses almost as
broad as their mouths are long. The head hair grows in peppercorn tufts,
and the body hair varies from one extreme to the other—some Pygmies are
covered thickly from head to foot. Another characteristic is the alert
expression of the face, direct and unafraid, as keen as the body, which is
always ready to move with speed and agility at a moment’s notice. All these
traits are uncharacteristic of the Negro tribes that live in the forest around
the Pygmies. These tribes are a rather shifty, lazy lot who survived the
ravages of Tippu Tip’s slave-traders by treachery and deceit. In the villages

ou will sometimes find Pygmies who are like this too, but they are scorned
by the BaMbuti who have remained in the forest and have refused to be
settled.

Masisi’s children had finer features, with longer faces and straight noses,
and they were slimmer and less stocky. His eldest son, Ageronga, was a fine
hunter and often used to take his father’s place.

Another member of the same clan, a cousin of Masisi’s, was Manyalibo.
A traditionalist, he was older than Masisi, and the son of an elder brother of
Masisi’s father, yet he had less say in everyday matters because he was not
such an active hunter. Nor did he have such a fine family. He had two
daughters of his own, but no sons, and although he had adopted a distant
nephew, Madyadya, the boy was proving a great trial, having been spoiled
by everyone, as orphans usually are. Both Manyalibo and his wife were great
humorists, and they made use of the powers of ridicule to break up some of
the more serious disputes, because there is nothing that upsets a Pygmy
more than being laughed at.

The oldest member of the group, a member of the same family though
even more distantly related, was old Tungana, who had so many children
and grandchildren that neither he nor his wife could remember all their
names. Strangely enough, he was a progressive Pygmy, and whereas
Manyalibo was constantly decrying the Pygmy plantation in his deep bass
voice, Tungana thought it was fine. He also thought liVing near the Village
was a good thing as there was so much good food to be had for the stealing.
And wasn’t stealing easier than hunting? I think the truth was that poor old
Tungana was getting too old to follow the hunting band with ease, and he
was afraid of being abandoned. In fact, he often remained behind in the
village when the rest were far off in the forest, and one of his many sons
would come in every few days bringing the old couple gifts of meat and
forest fruits.

Moke was another of the elders. He claimed a fictional relationship with
Tungana because it made him feel at home, since he had no real relatives in
the group other than his own children. Moke was the greatest traditionalist
of all, and when the Pygnly plantations were mentioned in front of him he
just laughed dryly to himself and smiled his toothless smile, saying he had
not tasted any Pygmy bananas yet, but if any grew then he would be glad to
eat them.

It was Moke who had come with Kolongo and Njobo to cut the marks
on my forehead three years earlier. Kolongo had been as much of a
traditionalist as Moke, as indeed were all his farnily, particularly the wizened
old mother, Balekimito, and his oldest sister, Asofalinda, who was now a
widow and thoroughly enjoying her freedom. Moke had thought of herasa
companion for his old age, but Asofalinda liked life as it was, so Moke was
still a widower and she a widow. About a year after I had left the last time,
Kolongo had been killed by a crocodile, and his mother had been so upset
she had left the group and her entire family, and gone back to her old
village. Her other son, Ekianga, remained as head of the family. It was a
different clan but related by marriage to Njobo and Masisi and Manyalibo.

Ekianga was anything but a traditionalist in some ways, though in others
he was as conservative as the rest of his relatives. His most untraditional act
was to have three wives. He was a very great hunter, and as vain as could be,
and he liked imitating the ways of the outside world, where it is a sign of
wealth to have many wives. The Pygmies say that one is enough to manage,
and judging by Ekianga’s constant domestic difficulties they are right. He
was hairy, broadchested, and powerful almost to the point of ugliness, and
from somewhere he had learned how to put on a perfect toothpaste smile.
He always built his huts a different shape from everyone else’s, and in the



Pygmy camp near the village his house was the biggest and the smartest of
them all, sheltering his entire ménage.

His youngest wife was a beautiful girl called Kamaikan. She was even
lighter than most Pygmies, yellowish-brown, instead of the more usual
coffee-brown. Her brother and mother also lived with the same hunting
group, and there was constant friction, for on marrying her Ekianga had
given a “sister”—actually a fairly distant relative—to her brother, Amabosu,
in exchange. This exchange is made with the full consent of all parties, but
none the less it leads to a division of loyalties, and Amabosu was a very
temperamental Pygmy. He was a fine hunter, but he was particularly
renowned as the best singer and best drummer and best dancer in the area;
for these qualities alone his prestige was enormous. His skinny old mother,
Sau, was not without fame of her own. Old and infirm people, amongst the
Pygmies, are regarded, not exactly with suspicion or mistrust, but with
apprehension. In a vigorous community of this kind where mobility is
essential, cripples and infirm people can be a great handicap and may even
endanger the safety of the group. Hence there are numerous legends of old
people’s being left to die if they cannot keep up with the group as it moves
from camp to camp. Like old Tungana, Sau knew this, and although she
was still healthy she made sure everyone knew it by taking the most vigorous
and unexpected part in any dispute, her sharp acid voice betraying a certain
bitterness at the way she was treated. For not only was Sau old, she was also
almost alone, with only her son and daughter near her, while everyone else
had brothers, sisters, cousins, parents, children and grandchildren.

The Negroes said that Sau was a witch and should be killed or driven
away. | used to look at her, squatting over the fire outside her hut, knees
hunched up to her chin, staring silently into the middle of the camp. She
certainly seemed sinister, as she gazed without blinking, taking in everything
that was going on, not moving hour after hour. Her son Amabosu, the great
singer, had those same staring eyes, and at times looked even more like a
witch than his mother did. This family nearly always built their hut next to
mine, and [ came to be very fond of them.

If these names are confusing to the reader, they at least help to give a
picture of the apparent confusion created in any Pygmy camp by the
complicated network of intermarriage and sister-exchange. Essentially a
camp is a happy-go-lucky, friendly place, but it is also full of all sorts of little
tensions that can suddenly become magnified out of all proportion and lead
to full-scale disputes.

This particular group was a rather large one, consisting of the two main

families—that of Njobo and Masisi, Tungana and Manyalibo; and that of

Ekianga and his relatives, including Sau and Amabosu. But to add to the
tensions there was a third group which was constantly trying to attach itself.
It was intermarried heavily with the other two, as often happens in an
attempt to strengthen bonds and establish an unbreakable relationship.

The leader of this group—although with Pygmies it is always unwise to
talk of single “leaders”—was a wily but rather naive Pygmy by the name of
Cephu. Most Pygmies use their real names among themselves, but they all
have additional names, in KiNgwana, by which they are known to the
Negroes. Cephu always used his KiNgwana name, pronounced just slightly
differently from the Negro equivalent, Sefu. No matter what language they
are speaking, the Pygmies always retain their own peculiar intonation, whic
renders the language almost incomprehensible to non-Pygmies.

Cephu’s family was large, but not [arge enough, even with all his in-laws,
to form a hunting group of his own. To do this you have to have at the very
least six or seven individual families, each with its own hunting net; only in
this way can you have an efficient net-hunt, with the women and children
driving the animals into the long circle of nets, joined end to end. Cephu’s
group was usually not more than four families, and so he tacked himself
onto Njobo and Ekianga. Sometimes this worked out well enough, as
Pygmies are great people for visiting their relatives, and one or the other
group might be depleted by absences. But at other times they would have a
number of families visiting them, and then the addition of Cephu and all his
relatives made the whole group far too large and unwieldy. But as he had
taken the precaution of exchanging sisters, he could not be refused, and so
he would make his own little camp close by connected by a narrow trail. He
would follow the others whenever they went hunting and was invariably
blamed when the hunt was not a success. At night he and his fa_nlily kept to
themselves, seldom venturing into the main camp. They sat around their
own fire, offended, aloof, and rather unhappy, but with hides as tough as
that of a forest buffalo and impervious to the most obvious hints and thinly
veiled insults. But Cephu was the best storyteller in the forest.

Kenge’s position in the group was an undefined and rather happy one.
His father had married a sister of Njobo and joined his wife’s group, as often
happens. But Kenge was his son by another wife, from a totally unrelated
group. By Njobo’s sister his father had one daughter, and she was Kenge’s
only real blood relative in the whole group. This was important, as it
enabled him to flirt with almost any of the other girls, with the added spice
of its being thought incestuous, because they belonged to his group even
though they were totally unrelated.

Since I had been with them before, the group had changed slightly, with



a few additions and subtractions. At their suggestion I decided to build my
own house in their village camp. It looked as if we were in for a long spell in
the village. The camp was in a strategic position between the village of the
workers of the motel and Station de Chasse and that of Camp Putnam, near
the stores and the beer house, and—even more important—near all the
surrounding plantations. Progressive old Tungana said that it was a good site
because tourists could drive close by and take their photographs and give
them money. Manyalibo, in his dry way, said the only good thing about it
was that it was close to the plantations so he didn’t have to go far to steal his
food. The youngsters liked it because it was near the houses of Negro
villagers, where they could go begging for cigarettes, old clothes, and palm
wine.

It looked, in fact, as if these Pygmies had become as professional as those
that line the roadside at Beni, on the edge of the forest, selling their services
to tourists, letting themselves be photographed doing things they would
never do in the forest, wearing clothes they wouldn’t wear except in a village,
even selling the tourist weapons used only by Negroes. But Moke reassured
me. His face wrinkled up in smiles, and in his soft, toothless voice he told
me not to worry, that we would all be back in the forest long before my
house was finished. “That is where we belong,” he said, “and we shall return
soon. We cannot refuse the forest.” He was right, but it was in
circumstances he could not have foreseen or he would not have been so
cheerful.

For the first few days I went out with Kenge and others to the new
“Pygmy plantation,” to collect the poles and saplings for my house. The
plantation was a chaotic tangle of fallen, broken, splintered wood. The
Pygmies, armed only with their small honey axes, and a few bigger blades
borrowed or stolen from the Negroes, had chopped the smaller trees down
at about shoulder height, or rather less. The bigger trees they had attacked
higher up, working from a flimsy frame from which they gnawed with their
tiny hatchets like rats until a hundred and fifty feet of timber came crashing
down. They had evidently caught on to the idea that if they attacked the big
trees first, those, as they fell, would bring down a number of smaller ones,
saving that much work. The result was that even they found it difficult to
pick their way among the debris, and they had no means of clearing it. None
the less, they had hopefully thrown down banana stems here and there,
hoping for them to take root. Njobo proudly showed me one he had
“planted,” which was struggling mantully to raise its withered leaves above
the debris into the sunshine. The only clearing had been done by Negroes,
like myself in search of building materials. Evidently the Pygmies’

enthusiasm for their plantation had not carried them very far.

The building of my house followed much the same pattern that
characterizes every Pygmy endeavor outside the forest world. It began with a
lot of noise and big ideas. Their own camp was built in the manner of a
Negro village, mud huts in two lines facing each other. The huts were only
about seven feet long and five feet deep, some without roofs, some without
walls, none of them really complete. Larger families joined two houses
together. Only Ekianga’s was different, as might be expected. His house
stood at the far end and ran across between the two lines, facing down the
middle. It was about twenty feet long and had a fine wooden door that
opened and closed on hinges. The only other hut to have a door was that of
Njobo, which was at the opposite end and also faced down the middle, but
not quite so blatantly as Ekianga’s. The rest had leaf-covered frames which
were simply pulled across the opening to close it.

My house was built opposite Njobo’s, with the old witch Sau and her son
Amabosu to my right. At first the Pygmies were going to build me the
biggest house ever built in the forest—bigger than Camp Putnam. We
finally compromised and when the framework of interlaced saplings was
finished I had two rooms, each about ten feet square. Even so, I knew it
would never be finished, for by then the number of workers was dropping
off rapidly; so I suggested mudding the walls of only one room, but leafing
the whole roof so that our “village” would have a veranda. This was thought
to be a fine idea.

One day [ was on my way out to the plantation with Kenge, Manyalibo
and Moke, when on the way we met Cephu’s handsome nephew, Kelemoke,
a very light-skinned youth who had two children even lighter than he. He
was wailing and crying, and told us that Cephu’s daughter, only a few years
old, had just died. He then continued on his way, wailing loudly. I expected
the others to turn back, but they continued as though nothing had
happened. Kenge made some remark about Cephu’s virility and the others
snorted with laughter. Kenge had the charming habit of laughing at his own
jokes, which seemed funnier to him the more he thought about them, so he
was still clapping his side and doubling up and shouting to the forest what a
funny joke it was when we reached the plantation. Then he stopped.
Although we could see nobody, Moke called out quietly that Cephu’s
daughter had died, and Njobo and Masisi and a few others appeared from
where they had been “working,” looking rather cross at being disturbed.
Njobo said it was a nuisance. The girl was his wife’s niece, and this meant
that his wife would keep him awake with her wailing and would probably
forget to cook for him. He set off at once for the village, grumbling, and



Moke went with him. Masisi started one of his loud tirades, saying in his
sharp voice that Cephu never looked after his children properly, so it was no
wonder they died. This must have reminded Kenge of his joke, because he
started laughing again, or perhaps he was laughing at Masisi, but Masisi got
angrier than ever and said he was going straight to the village to tell Cephu
what he thought of him. He stamped angrily after Njobo and Moke, still
shouting deprecating remarks about the bereaved father.

Kenge laughed happily and said that there was going to be a dreadful
noise when Masisi got back to the Village, so we would do better to stay
where we were until it was all over. Manyalibo, who had not said a word,
suggested looking for izaba, a sweet edible root, and with food our foremost
thought we set off.

When we got back to the village in the late afternoon we found everyone
sitting around outside their little houses, staring gloomily at nothing in
particular. Masisi was still talking loudly, pointing at the sky and over in the
direction of Cephu’s camp, from which I could hear women Wailing, and
saying that it was a shame that Cephu should let his children die and cause
everyone so much trouble. Tungana mournfully said that he didn’t like
funerals; the Negroes made so much noise at them. Masisi’s younger
brother, Mambunia, still a bachelor because one of his legs was crippled with
paralysis and he was not able to hunt well enough to support a family, added
in shrill falsetto that Cephu was so inconsiderate and such a trouble-maker
that he would probably let his daughter die completely—completely and
absolutely.

I did not understand what he meant at first, but it provoked an
immediate response from Asofalinda, Ekianga’s widowed sister. She strode
across the camp, marching with long swinging strides to where Mambunia
was sitting, his paralyzed leg stuck out in front of him. She pointed her
skinny hand at him, ﬂinging her arm backward and forward with every step,
rhythmically enumerating all the reasons why he should keep his mouth
shut. He was a great one at complaining about other people being trouble-
makers, but he made more noise than anyone. Besides, one should never say
that anyone had died completely unless they had died for ever.

Madyadya, Manyalibo’s adopted son, lazily wandered in between them
and spitting on the ground said that Asofalinda made a pretty good noise
herself. Old Moke laughed noiselessly. Asofalinda strode back to her house
and slammed the fine wooden door; Mambunia continued to grumble to
himself for a few minutes, and Masisi asked who was going to give him some
tobacco.

It seemed that the girl was very ill with dysentery but was not yet dead.

The Pygrnies express various degrees of illness by saying that someone is hot,
with fever, ill, dead, completely or absolutely dead, and, finally, dead for
ever.

Unhappily, early the next morning loud Wailing from Cephu’s camp, a
quarter of a mile away, told us that the little girl was now dead for ever.
When someone is ill the women relatives will wail, but it is a formal act,
perhaps copied from the Negroes for whom it is an obligation. But when
someone really dies, for ever, there is among the Pygmies a burst of
uncontrollable grief, not only from relatives, but from friends. Even men
will weep if they have been close to the dead person. It is a very different
sound, and a terrible one, and that is what we heard shortly after dawn.

The funeral took place the same day, directed by the Negroes. I helped
with the digging of the grave, but Kenge, Kelemoke, Amabosu, and Masisi’s
eldest son Ageronga were the chief diggers. The Negroes lent the tools and
stood there, giving instructions, and they became impatient and angry when
we stopped and climbed out of the grave for a smoke. The young Pygmies
laughed and joked, and Kelemoke, although he was a close relative of the
girl’s, was in particularly good humor.

Meanwhile the body had been bathed, scented, Wrapped in a white cloth,
tied up in a mat and placed on a rough wooden bier. This was strictly
according to Negro custom. In the forest the Pygmies would have been
unable to get the soap and scent and cloth, for one thing, and would not
have had the tools to dig an elaborate grave, for another. The bier was
brought to the graveyard, which lay behind the village, in a noisy, wailing
procession of Pygmies and Negroes. The body was carefully lowered into the
grave. Rather grotesquely they made sure which end was which by grasping
the head and twisting it under its covering. The body was oriented, laid on
its side in a niche that had been cut under one wall of the grave, and held in
place with three stones. Sticks were placed at an angle over it, and these were
covered with leaves, then with moist earth, so that no soil should fall on the
body. Then the grave was filled, some people throwing in a handful of earth,
others just standing and Watching. The mother and older sister tried to
throw themselves into the half-filled grave and had to be dragged away.
Cephu was weeping so bitterly that he had to be supported. Among the
Negroes there is a strict ruling about funeral protocol—who is allowed to
wail and who is not, who is allowed to support the chief mourner, a purely
formal gesture, and so on. But this funeral followed no such rules. Whenever
it made no difference to them the Pygmies followed the Negro custom, but
the moment they wanted to go their own way they did.

Before the grave was completely covered the women left. The Negroes



directed the operation of guiding the spirit safely away by pouring a bucket
of water, first into a hole left in the earth above the head of the corpse, then
down the grave and off in the direction of the forest, away from the Village.
To the Negroes the forest is the piace for spirits of the dead; they must be
kept away from the village at all costs. Rather to my surprise this struck the
Pygmies as being funny, and they began sniggering. Kenge, carefully dusting
the last specks of earth from his spotless shorts, pretended to be severe an
said this was no time for laughter. He then promptly cracked a joke at the
expense of the Negroes and joined his friends in howls of mirth. When
Pygmies iaugh it is hard not to be affected; they hold onto one another as if
for support, slap their sides, snap their fingers, and go through all manner of
physical contortions. If something strikes them as particularly funny they
will even roll on the ground, but this time the disapproving looks they got
from the Negroes discouraged them.

The Negroes, having restored order, went on to the business of settling
who was responsible for the death of the child. To them no death is natural;
some evil spirit, some witch or sorcerer, had cursed the girl with dysentery
and made her die. They tried to find out who had been fighting in Cephu’s
camp, who were the enemies of the girl’s famiiy. Their concern was a rea
one, for if the witch was not found, it might strike at them next. But the
Pygmies were not co-operative. They were bored and listless. The giri had
died and that was that. The Negroes finally gave up and we all returned,
washing from head to foot as we crossed over the Nepussi.

Back in the main camp everything was normal. Only in Cephu’s little
camp was there quiet, subdued Wailing from the house of the child’s parents.
There was some discussion as to whether or not the molimo should be called
out. Cephu said in an aggressive manner that it should be, the only trouble
being that he didn’t have one. Certain families own them; others do not but
when in need can borrow them from relatives. Cephu promptly called on
Njobo, who reluctantly agreed.

That night, after the evening meal, a small number of men from the
main camp went over to Cephu’s camp and sat down around the central
fire. The women and children were in their huts; some ta.iking, some
sleeping, some sobbing softly. The men started singing, and after a while I
heard their song echoed from far off in the forest and recognized the wistful
sound, hollow and ghostly, answering the men with snatches of their own
song, sometimes singing its own variations, sometimes brea.king off into low,
growling, animal noises. The men continued singing as though nothing
were happening, and | heard the molimo coming closer, circling around the
camp. The women were all quiet in their huts now, and the fire had burned

low; the camp was pitch dark except for an occasional glow where the ashes
of some family hearth still glowed faintly outside a hut. Even near a village,
Cephu never built huts in imitation of the Negroes, and his camp was a
typical forest camp, a close little circle of small conical huts, made of a
framework of saplings covered entirely with leaves.

The molimo was silent for a few minutes and I looked at the faces of the
men around our fire, which was ﬂickering fa.intiy in the middle of the camp.
They were all staring at the flames, their eyes wide open but seeing things I
had never seen. Only Cephu was lying back in his chair, and he seemed to
be asleep. There was a siight movement beside me and I heard the molimo
almost in my ear. The sound was gentier and a little sad; it was now singing
closely with the men, as if answering their song. Amabosu had joined the
group and was on my left, and I saw that he had his hands up to his mouth.
Then in the shadows I saw that he was singing into what looked like a long
iength of bamboo, a sort of trumpet, which was producing that eerie, hollow
sound. After a few minutes he stood up. One of Tungana’s sons also stood
up, and I could see that he was holding the other end of the trumpet. The
two danced around the fire, waving the bamboo tube over the flames,
Amabosu singing into it all the time and the men’s chorus growing louder
and louder. Then the two performers dashed suddenly away into the forest
behind the camp, and after a few leopardlike growls the trumpet was heard
no more. The men continued singing for about another hour, but as by then
Cephu and the rest of his family had gone inside their huts, they stopped
abruptly and returned to the main camp.

The next evening the singing was around a fire in the middle of the main
camp. After all, the molimo was Njobo’s, and Cephu just went to sieep, e}
why should we go to his camp? A few men from Cephu’s family came over,
but not Cephu. The singing went on for about four hours, but the molimo
did not appear again. The third night it was the same, except that nobody
turned up from Cephu’s camp.

[ thought this a little strange and asked Moke about it. He said that
normally one would not call out the molimo for a child; that was why
nobody was reaiiy enthusiastic, but Cephu had insisted. Besides, the molimo
should only be in the forest, not so close to a Negro village. It was all right
to sing molimo songs as long as there were no Negroes about, but even then
it was not good to sing them near a Viliage. The molimo itself, however,
should come out only in the forest, where it belonged, and there was a lot of
work attached, as it had to be given food to eat, water to drink, and fire to
keep it warm. He stopped there and could not be persuaded to go any
further. He just waved his hands in the air and said emphaticaliy that this



molimo was empty, meaningless, a farce.

At the end of a week the mourning period prescribed by the Negroes was
over; the women, who were meant to wail at sunrise, noon and sunset,
stopped wailing. A relative of Cephu’s Negro “master” had come over to the
village the night before, and the men had had a final burst of singing for
him, but with their tongues in their cheeks. Moke told me not to think that
this was a real molimo; it was what they did for the villagers to make them
think their molimo was the same as the Pygmies’. The villagers also make
use of a musical instrument called the molimo, but it is meant to represent
the voice of the clan totem, and it makes only animal sounds—it does not
sing.

To end the period of mourning there had to be a feast, a great deal of the
food being supplied by the Bantu. [ felt that this was really why the Pygmies
went through with the Negro funeral ceremony. Everyone was in high
spirits. Even Cephu and his group joined the festivities, glad that there was
no longer any need for the women to wail, constantly reminding them of a
death they would rather forget. It is better to forget the dead quickly, the
Pygmies said, instead of making yourself remember them all the time, as the
villagers do. When referring to the Bantu in this way, disparaging them or
their customs, they used one of two terms, one meaning “animal,” the other
“savage”; the Negroes used the same terms about the Pygmies, and there was
no great feeling of mutual respect.

At the height of the festivity there was a sudden cry from the roadside,
swelling into a burst of wailing that was infinitely more terrible than
anything I had heard before. It was certainly worse than when Cephu’s poor
little girl had died for ever. Then old Balekimito, the much-loved mother of
Ekianga and his dead brother Kolongo and of starchy old Asofalinda, was
carried into the camp. She had been ill for some time, but as she was an old
woman nobody had thought much of it. She had been ill before and not
died completely, not even just died. But now she had died completely and
absolutely, and her great hulking son, the great hunter, the man of substance
with three wives, hairy, ugly Ekjanga, was running up and down, his face
streaked with tears, beating himself on the head with his fists and crying that
his mother was going to die for ever.

Balekimito was carried gently over to her son’s house, through the
wooden door, and laid on the floor just inside. I went in to see her. The
poor old woman was so thin [ could see every bone in her weak, tired body;
yet when I had last seen her she had been fine, upright, strong, and a
powerful old matriarch if ever there was one. She looked up at me with eyes

that already had a blulSh film over them and caught hold Of my hand. She

said she wanted to die near her son and was glad to be back again. She
agreed to take some white man’s medicine, and the dispenser from the
Station de Chasse was sent for. This was quite a departure, as this family had
always resisted more strongly than any the use of modern medicine.

Ekianga was almost beside himself. Gray-haired Asofalinda, no longer
stiff and rough, but full of kindness, tried to comfort her younger brother,
but she was too full of grief herself. She knelt on the ground beside her
mother and wept. The old lady was the only one who seemed fully in
control of herself, though the room was filled with Wailing men, women and
children. When the dispenser came she flickered to life with a burst of her
old flame and slapped feebly at him with a bony hand as he pulled gently at
her bark cloth to give her an injection, telling him to mind what he was
doing. I felt her wince as the needle went in, but she continued looking up
and smiling her old sweet smile. She was among her relatives and her
friends, and that was all she wanted; she knew the injection would do no
good. She held onto me so tightly that I couldn’t leave until she finally
dozed off; then when her grasp relaxed I quietly left and went out into the
sunlight. Everyone was sitting around morosely, almost angrily. Even the
little children, whom I had seen playing contentedly through other funerals,
were quiet, holding onto their mothers in a frightened way. Everyone was
watching Ekianga’s fine wooden door, waiting for the end, waiting for old
Balekimito to die for ever.

It was only a matter of hours. She never woke up.

The demonstration of grief that followed was no mere formal expression
ordained by custom; it was something very real and disturbing. I have seen
death in a Negro village where the atmosphere was one of fear—fear of
sorcery, of the power of evil that had been unleashed. Here it was quite
different. It was not a feeling of fear, but a recognition of the completeness
of a loss that could never be made good. There was a finality and terrible
emptiness in old Balekimito’s death which could not be answered, for which
there was no explanation, not even through sorcery or witchcraft. For the
moment it seemed that the Pygmies, faced with the death of an old and
well-loved and respected person such as this old lady, had nothing to cling
to, and I was genuinely afraid that some of them would come to harm.
Young and old alike crowded around the house, trying to force their way to
Balekimito’s deathbed. They were even fighting to get in, and once inside
they fought to get out. At one point several children came flying out in a
frenzy and threw themselves onto the ground, beating it with their arms and
legs, kicking and biting at anyone who tried to comfort them. Inside, the
commotion was even worse—Asofalinda, looking almost as old as her dead



mother, had put a noose around her neck and seemed to be trying to
strangle herself, full of remorse at having let her mother die. It took three
men to take the noose from her neck, and when they finally tore it from her
she ran outside and collapsed on the ground, sobbing her heart out.

Even Moke quietly forced his way into the death room and stayed there
for a few minutes, saying nothing, making no sound, while tears rolled
down his wrinkled face. Then he went out again and helped Asofalinda into
the shade. Only Tungana and his wife, Bonyo, remained where they were,
outside their hut a few yards away. They were too old for the exertion, and
they just sat and cried to themselves, unashamed.

[ went to my half-finished veranda to get out of the sun and found Kenge
and a number of youths sitting around a fire. No matter how hot it is, there
always has to be a fire. After a while the rest of the men joined us and sat
silently, as though waiting. Then Moke came into the middle of the veranda
and started talking, very softly and quietly, so that it was difficult to hear
him at all. The atmosphere was so tense | wondered if there was at last going
to be a real accusation of witchcraft, though from what I had seen the
Pygmies had no great belief in such things. But Moke’s first words put me at
case. Choking back a little sob, he managed to say in a matter-of-fact way,
“She died well.”

There was a general nodding of heads. Manyalibo, who was a nephew of
Balekimito’s, said in his gruff way that everyone should be happy that she
had lived so long, happy that she had died so well, and that all this wailing
should stop at once. He added that the death was a “big thing,” and that it
was a “matter for the forest.” There was a silence, and, looking around to
make sure that there were no women about, Manyalibo announced, “I shall
call out my molimo, and we will feast not for a week but for a month, or
two months, or even three; we shall feast the molimo and make the forest
happy.”

Plgl}fobo, the great elephant hunter, had the final say. He stirred the fire
idly with a stick, sending showers of sparks and ashes up into the warm air.
“We have been in the village too long,” he said. “We should have gone back
to the forest before; that is where we belong. Now we must go back, far
away from the village and from the people of the village. It is a bad place.”

He said that a few would stay behind to finish the work on my house,
but that the rest of us should gather together all the food we could and be
ready to move within a couple of days. The next day we would put
Balekimito in the ground, and maybe the day after that we would leave.

At this everyone cheered up Visibly and began criticizing the women and
children who were still pouring in and out of Ekianga’s house, beating

themselves and crying. Masisi said crossly that they would never behave this
way if they were in the forest, and as he talked he raised his voice until he
worked himself into a real temper. He stalked out of the veranda and down
to the far end of the little village, brandishing one hand above his head,
telling everyone to stop making such a dreadful noise, that it was not doing
any good to anybody. “Crying is a matter for the immediate family,” he
said. “She was a mother to us all, but for all of us to cry is just too much
noise.” He clutched his head to illustrate the point, then grabbed a couple of
children, one of them his own, and sent them ﬂying. By now his temper was
no longer artificial, and the women decided it was wiser to keep out of his
way, and left.

As soon as the wailing stopped and the door to Ekianga’s house was
closed, with only the fami[y inside, the cloud of depression lifted. Everyone
started talking about the imminent return to the forest—about where they
would go to hunt, where they would go for mushrooms and for fruit and
nuts and honey, and where they should make their first camp. All agreed
that it should be far away—but not so far that old Tungana could not come.

That night there was a little Wailing from Ekjanga’s house, and a few
women both in the main camp and in Cephu’s camp were crying to
themselves. Every now and then Masisi’s sharp voice was raised, telling them
all to go to sleep.

The funeral took place the following morning, again conducted by the
Negroes. Balekimito was buried next to Cephu’s daughter, and once again,
when the grave had been filled in and the women had left, the Negroes tried
to conduct a council to discover who had been responsible for the death.
But the Pygmies were in no mood to p[ay games. They sirnply walked off
after the women, washed themselves perfunctorily in the Nepussi and
returned to the camp to start preparations for going back to the forest.

After all, if Balekimito had died she had died well, and there was a lot to
do—plantations to raid and food to steal. This was no time to fool around
with Negro notions of witchcraft and sorcery; this was a time to get back to
the forest as quickly as possible and to hold the biggest molimo festival the
forest had ever seen, to make the forest happy again.



5
The Crime of Cephu, the Bad Hunter

EVERY NIGHT the men gathered to sing the songs of the nioiimo, and every
morning the youths awakened the camp with their shouts and yells. This
went on week after week, yet the daily life of the hunting group continued
as though nothing particularly unusual was happening. The men were more
sleepy in the mornings, and sometimes tempers were short, but never for
iong. The necessities of hunting and gathering fora living did not allow it.

As soon as the camp was light and there was no further danger of the
molimo’s making an appearance, the women emerged from their huts and
went down to the river to bathe and to collect water to cook the morning
meal. Back in the camp they sat outside their huts, legs straight out in front
of them in what seemed the most uncomfortable position possibie. From
there they prepared the famiiy repast, piacing green piantains in the hot
ashes to roast, or concocting a stew of mushrooms and chopped leaves with
whatever meat was left over from the day before, covering the pot with large
leaves to trap the steam and to keep out ashes and dirt. Any little chores that
had to be done were done by their daughters, who scurried around
coiiecting dry twigs to heat the fire up more quickiy, or sat over the fire with
their baby brothers, carefuiiy guarding the pot and rnaking sure it did not
upset when the burning wood subsided. The younger women, freed in this
way, relaxed and set to work making themselves beautiful. They sat in full
view of the camp, unasharnediy painting their bodies with black paste,
calling their friends over to help with the more inaccessible regions. The
buttocks in particular they found difficult to paint themselves, and rather
than waste such an expansive area they would either bend over in front of a
friend, or lie across her lap.

The men combined business with pieasure too, usuaiiy meeting at the
kumamolimo to drink from a steaming bowl of liko. The young bachelors
mostly cooked their own simple breakfast here, and together they all
discussed the day ahead of them—where they should go to hunt, what they
might expect to find. Cephu never came over from his little camp at such

times. He merely waited until all the others set off for the hunt, then he
joined them.

The men also had to prepare their nets. Helping one another, they
uncoiled long lengths of knotted twine, sometimes stretching for three
hundred feet, inspecting every section with care. Then, standing upright, the
assistant holding the net off the ground, each man coiled his net again so
that it hung from one shoulder to within a few inches of his ankle. With a
loose length of twine he deftly bound the coils together, gave the net a final
shake and hung it from some convenient branch or tree stump. Sometimes,
when hunting, nets have to be set up rapidly, and anyone whose net has
become tangled through poor preparation and coiling can spoil the chances
of all the others.

The women have little to do by way of preparation for the hunt, other
than making sure of the strength of the bark tump line by which they carry
their baskets. They put some food in these in case the day’s hunt is a long
one, and they wrap a glowing ember from the family fire in large, damp
leaves, and sit down and wait for the men to set off.

In normal times there is often a dance before everyone departs for the
hunt. Men and women circle the camp, singing a hunting song, iooking
from right to left, ciapping their hands and ieaping extravagantiy in
imitation of the animals they hope to catch. But this was rare during the
days of the molimo as all felt the lack of rest.

Another form of hunting magic, if you can call it that, was a paste made
from various parts of an antelope, particularly the heart and the eye. The
charred flesh is mixed with spittie and ground to a paste, then putinan
inverted antelope horn and stuck in the ground near the family fire. Just
before going on the hunt, members of the family smear one another with
some of the paste, using a twig to dig it out of the horn. It is difficult to say
whether this form of magic is of Pygmy or Negro origin. I rather think the
latter, because only a few families practiced it, and they were highiy
criticized by the others as being antisocial. They were trying to get success
for themselves at the expense of the others. On one such occasion a family
had a long run of good luck, the animals always falling into their net, while
others had no luck at all. It was decided that this must have been due to
anjo, as the medicine was called, so everyone, including the offenders, agreed
that the only thing to do was to destroy the horns that held the medicine.
Everyone who had such a magic horn gave it to old Moke and promised not
to make any more selfish magic. Moke threw the horns in a fire and no
more was said. It so happened that the family in question continued to have
good luck for some time.



waiting for the signal to beat in toward our nets. We followed a little stream
and paused by an enormous outcrop of huge stone boulders, almost
perfectly square in shape, some of them eight feet across each face. Maipe
looked around, then sat down to wait. After a few minutes Moke’s nephew
appeared to our left, stringing his net out through the undergrowth as he
came.

The end of the net stopped a few feet short of the boulders, and Maipe
deftly joined it to his net; then, slipping each coil off his shoulder in turn, he
hung his own net, fastening it to low branches and saplings. It stretched for
about three hundred feet, so that one end was completely out of sight from
the other. It stood about four feet high, and Maipe walked the length of i,
silently adjusting it so that it touched the ground all the way along and was
securely fastened above. If he found the net drooping where there was no
support, he cut a sapling, stuck it in the ground and hung the net on it,
bending the top sharply back, twisting it around and through the mesh so
that the net could not slip. When this was done he took up his spear and
casually sharpened it with a stone picked off the ground.

It was about another five minutes before he suddenly stood up and
beckoned me to do the same. He stood absolutely motionless, his head
slightly on one side, listening; his spear was raised just a few inches from the
ground. [ listened too, but could hear nothing. The forest had become
silent; even the crickets had stopped their almost incessant chirping. Maipe
raised his spear higher, and then at some signal that I did not even notice
there was a burst of shouting, yelling, hooting and clapping, as the women
and children started the beat. They must have been about half a mile away,
and as they came closer the noise was deafening. We saw one antelope, a
large red sondu, ears back, leaping toward the boulders as though it were
heading straight for our net, but at the last moment it saw us and veered
away to the left. Maipe could probably have killed it with his spear, but he
said, “That is not for us. It will probably fall into Ekianga’s net.” Just then
there was a lot of yelling from Moke’s nephew. Maipe vaulted over the net
and ran swiftly, leaping and bounding like the sondu to avoid obstacles. I
followed as best I could, but was passed by several youngsters from farther
down the line before I reached the others. The sondu had gone into
Ekianga’s net, just as Maipe had said, but while all the attention was in that
direction a water chevrotain, the sindula, had tried to fight its way through
Moke’s net.

The sindula is one of the most prized animals; it is not much larger than
a small dog but is dangerous and vicious. Moke’s nephew had been left all
by himself to deal with it, as the others in that area were helping Ekianga
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with the sondu. The youngster, probably not much more than thirteen years
old, had speared it with his first thrust, pinning the animal to the ground
through the fleshy part of the stomach. But the animal was still very much
alive, fighting for freedom. It had already bitten its way through the net, and
now it was doubled up, gashing the spear shaft with its sharp teeth. Maipe
put another spear into its neck, but it still writhed and fought. Not until a
third spear pierced its heart did it give up the struggle.

It was at times like this that I found myself furthest removed from the
Pygmies. They stood around in an excited group, pointing at the dying
animal and laughing. One boy, about nine years old, threw himself on the
ground and curled up in a grotesque heap and imitated the sindula’s last
convulsions. The men pulled their spears out and joked with one another
about being afraid of a little animal like that, and to emphasize his point one
of them kicked the torn and bleeding body. Then Maipe’s mother came and
swept the blood-streaked animal up by its hind legs and threw it over her
shoulder into the basket on her back.

At other times | have seen Pygmies singeing feathers off birds that were
still alive, explaining that the meat is more tender if death comes slowly.
And the hunting dogs, valuable as they are, get kicked around mercilessly
from the day they are born to the day they die. I have never seen any
attempt at the domestication of any animal or bird apart from the hunting
dog. When I talked to the Pygmies about their treatment of animals, they
laughed at me and said, “The forest has given us animals for food—should
we refuse this gift and starve?” I thought of turkey farms and Thanksgiving,
and of the millions of animals reared by our own society with the sole
intention of slaughtering them for food.

Ekianga was busy cutting up the sondu by the time I reached his net, for
it was too ia.rge an animal to fit in his wife’s basket. Usuaily game is brought
back to camp before it is divided, and in some groups the dead antelope
would have been sent back to camp immediately, around the neck and
shoulders of one of the youngsters. But here the womenfolk crowded around
as Ekianga hacked away, each claiming her share for her family. “My
husband lent you his spear. . . .” “We gave your third wife some liver when
she was hungry and you were away. . . .” “My father and yours always
hunted side by side. . . .” These were all typical arguments, but for the most
part they were not needed. Everyone knew who was entitled to a share, and
by and large they stuck to the rules.

Above all the clamor, and in the process of re-coiling the nets and
assembling for the next cast, a disgruntled Cephu appeared and complained
that he had had no luck. He looked enviously at the sondu and the sindula,
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but nobody offered him a share. Maipe’s mother hurriedly covered the
chevrotain with leaves to avoid argument. She worked eFFl}::iently, not
bothering to take the basket off but using her hands behind her back, and
bouncing the basket on her buttocks until the dead animal was completely
hidden by the leaves.

We went on for a mile or two and made another cast. Once more Cephu
was unlucky, and this time he complained even more loud]y, accusing the
women of deliberately driving the animals away from his nets. They retorted
that he had enough of his own womenfolk there, to which he replied rather
ungcsill[antly, “That makes no difference, they are a bunch of lazy empty-
heads.”

They were still arguing when they set off for the third cast. I had caught
sight of old Moke and stayed behind to talk to him. He had not left with the
hunt but had gone off on his own, as he usually did, with his bow and
arrows. | was surprised to see him. He said, “Don’t follow them any longer;
they will deafen you with their noise. Cephu will spoil the hunt completely
—you’ll see.” He added that he had happened to be nearby, waiting for the
animals either to break through the nets or to escape around the edges. He
picked up a large civet cat, the skin slightly stained where it had been
pierced by an arrow. “Not very good for eating,” Moke commented, “but it
will make a beautiful hat. Cephu won’t get even that—he is too busy
watching other people’s nets to watch his own. His is a good net to stand
behind with bow and arrow!” He chuckled to himself and swung the cat
high in the air.

We ambled back slowly, Moke talking away, sometimes to himself and
sometimes to me. On the way he stopped to examine some tracks that were
fresh, appearing over the tracks made by the hunters earlier on. He
announced that they were made by a large male leopard, and that it was
probably watching us from “over there”—waving casually to our right with
his bow. Then he moved on in his leisurely way, humming to himself.

Back in the camp I was surprised to find that some of the hunters were
back a]ready, inclu ing Maipe. Thcy had taken a short cut, and traveled
twice as fast as Moke and myself. Some of them said it was because rain had
threatened, but others, more bluntly, said it was because they did not like
the noise Cephu was making. There were a number of women in the camp,
and they seemed anxious to change the subject, so Moke told them about
the leopard tracks. They laughed and said what a shock the hunters might
get if they came back along that trail. One of them started miming the
leopard lying in wait, its eyes staring from that side to this. The others
formed a line and pretended to be tie hunters. Every few steps the “leopard”

turned around and jumped up in the air, growling ﬁercely, sending its
pursuers flying to the protection of the trees.

This dance was stilFin progress when the main body of the hunters
returned. They strode into camp with glowering faces and threw their nets
on the ground outside their huts. Then they sat down, with their chins in
their hands, staring into space and saying nothing. The women followed,
mostly with empty baskets, but they were by no means silent. They swore at
each other, they swore at their husbands, and most of all they swore at
Cephu. Moke K)okcd across at me and smiled. He was skinning the civet.

I tried to find out what had happened, but nobody would say. Kenge,
who had been sleeping, came out of our hut and joined the shouting. He
was the only male who was not sitting down, and although he was young he
had a powerful voice, and a colorful use of language. I heard him saying,
“Cephu is an impotent old fool. No, he isn’t, he is an impotent old animal
—we have treated him like a man for long enough, now we should treat him
like an animal. Animal!” He shouted the final epithet across at Cephu’s
camp, although Cephu had not yet returned.

The result of Kenge’s tirade was that everyone calmed down and began
criticizing Cephu a little less heatedly, but on every possible score: The way
he always built his camp separately, the way he had even referred to it as a
separate camp, the way he mistreated his relatives, his general deceitfulness,
the dirtiness of his camp, and even his own personal habits.

The rest of the hunters came in shortly afterward, with Cephu leading.
He strode across the camp and into his own little clearing without a word.
Ekianga and Manyalibo, who brought up the rear, sat down at the
kumamolimo and announced to the world at large that Cephu had
disgraced them all and that they were going to tear down the kumamolimo
and abandon the camp and end the molimo. Manyalibo shouted that he
wanted everyone to come to the kumamolimo at once, even Cephu. This
was a great matter and had to be settled immediately. Kenge, not slow to
seize the opportunity for reviving his earlier show of wit, relayed
Manyalibo’s message by standing in midcamp and shouting over in Cephu’s
direction, “Nyama e, nyama e! Pika’i to, nyama UE!” (Animal there! Animal
there! Come at once, you, you animal!”) The youngsters all laughed loudly,
but the older men paid no attention. This sent Kenge into a sulk and he
started calling us all animals, adding that we were a lot of savages, just like
the village people. But now not even the youngsters were listening, for
Cephu had appeared.

Trying not to walk too quickly, yet afraid to dawdle too deliberately, he

made an awl(ward entrance. For as gOOd an actor as Cephu it was Surprising.



By the time he got to the kumamolimo everyone was doing something to
occupy himself—staring into the fire or up at the tree tops, roasting
plantains, smoking, or Whittling away at arrow shafts. Only Ekianga and
Manyalibo looked impatient, but they said nothing. Cephu walked into the
group, and still nobody spoke. He went up to where a youth was sitting in a
chair. Usually he would have been offered a seat without his having to ask,
and now he did not dare ask, and the youth continued to sit there in as
nonchalant a manner as he could muster. Cephu went to another chair
where Amabosu was sitting. He shook it violently when Amabosu ignored
him, at which he was told, “Animals lie on the ground.”

This was too much for Cephu, and he went into a long diatribe about
how he was one of the oldest hunters in the group, and one of the best
hunters, and that he thought it was very wrong for everyone to treat him like
an animal. Only villagers were like animals. Masisi spoke up in his favor and
ordered Amabosu to give up his chair. Amabosu did so with a gesture of
contempt and moved over to the far side of the group. Moke was the only
one to stay completely apart. He sat outside his hut. He had finished
skinning the civet and was twisting strands of vine together to make a frame
for the hat. He looked peaceful and contented.

Manyalibo stood up and began a rather pompous statement of how
everyone wanted this camp to be a good camp, and how everyone wanted
the molimo to be a good molimo, with lots of singing, lots of eating, and
lots of smoking. But Cephu never took part in the molimo, he pointed out.
And Cephu’s little group never contributed to the molimo basket.
Manyalibo went on, listing the various ways in which Cephu had defaulted
and made the camp into a bad camp instead of a good camp, and the
molimo a bad molimo. And now, he added, Cephu had made the hunt a
bad hunt. He recalled how on the first day, even before the camp was buil,
we had been presented with an antelope by the forest, but how ever since
Cephu had joined us things had gone from bad to worse.

Cephu tried to interject that the molimo was really none of his business.
At this Masisi, who had befriended him over the chair incident, and who
had relatives in his camp, rounded on him sharply. He reminded Cephu
that he had been glad enough to accept help and food and song when his
daughter had died; now that his “mother” had died, why did he reject her?
Cephu replied that Balekimito was not his mother. This was what everyone
was waiting for. Not only did he name the dead woman, an unheard-of
offense, but he denied that she was his mother. Even though there was only
the most distant relationship, and that by marriage, it was equivalent to
asserting that he did not belong to the same group as Ekianga and

Manyalibo and the rest.

Ekianga leaped to his feet and brandished his hairy fist across the fire. He
said that he hoped Cephu would fall on his spear and kill himself like the
animal he was. Who but an animal would steal meat from others? There
were cries of rage from everyone, and Cephu burst into tears. Apparently,
during the last cast of the nets Cephu, who had not trapped a single animal
the whole day long, had siipped away from the others and set up his net in
front of them. In this way he caught the first of the animals flecing from the
beaters, but he had not been able to retreat before he was discovered.

I had never heard of this happening before, and it was obviously a serious
offense. In a small and tightly knit hunting band, survival can be achieved
only by the closest co-operation and by an elaborate system of reciprocal
obligations which insures that everyone has some share in the day’s catch.
Some days one gets more than others, but nobody ever goes without. There
is, as often as not, a great deal of squabbling over the division of the game,
but that is expected, and nobody tries to take what is not his due.

Cephu tried very weakly to say that he had lost touch with the others and
was still waiting when he heard the beating begin. It was only then that he
had set up his net, where he was. Knowing that nobody believed him, he
added that in any case he felt he deserved a better place in the line of nets.
After all, was he not an important man, a chief, in fact, of his own band?
Manyalibo tugged at Ekianga to sit down, and sitting down himself he said
there was obviously no use prolonging the discussion. Cephu was a big chief,
and a chief was a villager, for the BaMbuti never have chiefs. And Cephu
had his own band, of which he was chief, so let him go with it and hunt
elsewhere and be a chief elsewhere. Manyalibo ended a very eloquent speech
with “Pisa me taba” (“Pass me the tobacco”).

Cephu knew he was defeated and humiliated. Alone, his band of four or
five families was too small to make an efficient hunting unit. He apologized
profusely, reiterated that he really did not know he had set up his net in
front of the others, and said that in any case he would hand over all the
meat. This settled the matter, and accompanied by most of the group he
returned to his little camp and brusquely ordered his wife to hand over the
spoils. She had little chance to refuse, as hands were already reaching into
her basket and under the leaves of the roof where she had hidden some liver
in anticipation of just such a contingency. Even her cooking pot was
emptied. Then each of the other huts was searched and all the meat taken.
Cephu’s family protested loudly and Cephu tried hard to cry, but this time
it was forced and everyone laughed at him. He clutched his stomach and
said he would die; die because he was hungry and his brothers had taken



away all his food; die because he was not respected.

The kumamolimo was festive once again, and the camp seemed restored
to good spirits. An hour later, when it was dark and fires were ﬂickering
outside every hut, there was a great blaze at the central hearth and the men
talked about the morrow’s hunt. From Cephu’s camp came the sound of the
old man, still trying hard to cry, moaning about his unfortunate situation,
making noises that were meant to indicate hunger. From our own camp
came the jeers of women, ridiculing him and imitating his moans.

When Masisi had finished his meal he took a pot full of meat with
mushroom sauce, cooked by his wife, and quietly slipped away into the
shadows in the direction of his unhappy kinsman. The moaning stopped,
and when the evening molimo singing was at its height I saw Cephu in our
midst. Like most of us he was sitting on the ground, in the manner of an
animal. But he was singing, and that meant that he was just as much a

BaMbuti as anyone else.



6
The Giver of the Law

CEPHU HAD COMMITTED what is probably one of the most heinous crimes
in Pygmy eyes, and one that rarely occurs. Yet the case was settled simply
and effectively, without any evident legal system being brought into force. It
cannot be said that Cephu went unpunished, because for those few hours
when nobody would speak to him he must have suffered the equivalent of as
many days solitary confinement for anyone else. To have been refused a
chair by a mere youth, not even one of the great hunters; to have been
laughed at by women and children; to have been ignored by men—none of
these things would be quickly forgotten. Without any formal process of law
Cephu had been firnlly put in his place, and it was unlikely he would do the
same thing again in a hurry.

This was typical of all Pygmy life, on the surface at least. There was a
confusing, seductive informality about everything they did. Whether it was a
birth, a wedding, or a funeral, in a Pygmy hunting camp or in a Negro
village, there was always an unexpectedly casual, almost carefree attitude.
There was, for instance, little apparent specialization; everyone took part in
everything. Children had little or no voice in adult affairs, but the only adult
activities from which they seemed to be rigidly excluded were certain songs,
and of course the molimo. Between men and women there was also a certain
degree of specialization, but little that could be called exclusive.

There were no chiefs, no formal councils. In each aspect of Pygmy life
there might be one or two men or women who were more prominent than
others, but usually for good practical reasons. This showed up most clearly
of all in the settling of disputes. There was no judge, no jury, no court. The
Negro tribes all around had their tribunals, but not the Pygmies. Each
dispute was settled as it arose, according to its nature.

Roughly, there were four ways of punishing offenses, each operating as an
efficient deterrent but without necessitating any system of outright
punishment. In a small and co-operative group no individual would want
the job either of passing judgment or of administering punishment, so like

everything else in Pygmy life the maintenance of law was a co-operative
affair. Certain offenses, rarely committed, were considered so terrible that
they would of themselves bring some form of supernatural retribution.
Others became the affair of the molimo, which in its morning rampages
showed public disapproval by attacking the hut of the culprit, possibly the
culprit himself. Both these types of crime were extremely rare. The more
serious of the other crimes, such as theft, were dealt with by a sound
thrashing which was administered co-operatively by all who felt inclined to
participate, but only after the entire camp had been involved in discussing
the case. Less serious offenses were settled in the simplest way, by the
litigants themselves either arguing out the case, or engaging in a mild fight.

I came across only one instance of the first type of crime. We had all
eaten in the evening and were sitting around our fires. It was with Kenge
and a group of the bachelors, talking about something quite trivial, when all
of a sudden there was a tremendous wailing and crying from Cephu’s camp.
A few seconds later there was shouting from the path connecting the two
camps and young Kelemoke came rushing through our camp, hotly pursued
by other youths who were armed with spears and knives. Everyone ran into
the huts and closed the little doorways. The bachelors, however, instead of
going in with their families, ran to the nearest trees and climbed up into the
lower branches. I followed Kenge up one of the smaller trees and sat among
the ants, whose persistent biting I hardly noticed. What was going on below
took all my attention.

Kelemoke tried to take refuge in a hut, but he was turned away with
angry remarks, and a burning log was thrown after him. Masisi yelled at him
to run to the forest. His pursuers were nearly on top of him when they all
disappeared at the far end of the camp.

At this point three girls came running out of Cephu’s camp, right into
the middle of our clearing. They also carried knives—the little paring knives
they used for cutting vines and for peeling and shredding roots. They were
not only shouting curses against Kelemoke and his immediate family, but
they were weeping, with tears streaming down their faces. When they did
not find Kelemoke, one of them threw her knife into the ground and started
beating herself with her fists, shouting over and over again, “He has killed
me, he has killed me!” After a pause for breath she added, “I shall never be
able to live again!” Kenge made a caustic comment on the logic of the
statement, from the safety of his branch, and irnmediately the girls turned
their attention to our tree and began to threaten us. They called us all
manner of names, and then they fell on the ground and rolled over and over,
beating themselves, tearing their hair, and wailing loudly.



Just then there came more shouts from two directions. One set was from
the youths who had evidently found Kelemoke hiding just outside the camp.
At this the giris leaped up and, brandishing their knives, set off to join the
pursuit. The other shouts, for the first time from adult men and women,
came from the camp of Cephu. I could not make out what they were about,
but I could see the glow of flames.

I asked Kenge what had happened. He looked very grave now and said
that it was the greatest shame that could befall a Pygmy—Kelemoke had
committed incest. In some African tribes it is actualiy preferred that cousins
should marry each other, but among the BaMbuti this was considered
almost as incestuous as sleeping with a brother or sister. I asked Kenge if
they would kill Kelemoke if they found him, but Kenge said they would not
find him.

“He has been driven to the forest,” he said, “and he will have to live there
alone. Nobody will accept him into their group after what he has done. And
he will die, because one cannot live alone in the forest. The forest will kill
him. And if it does not kill him he will die of leprosy.” Then, in typical
Pygmy fashion, he burst into smothered laughter, clapped his hands and
said, “He has been doing it for months; he must have been very stupid to let
himself be caught. No wonder they chased him into the forest.” To Kenge,
evidently, the greater crime was Kelemoke’s stupidity in being found out.

All the doors to the huts still remained tight shut. Njobo and Moke had
both been called on by the youths to show themselves and settle the matter,
but they had both refused to leave their huts, leaving Kelemoke to his fate.
Now there was an even greater uproar over in Cephu’s camp, and Kenge and
I decided to climb down from the tree and see what was going on.

One of the huts was in flames, and people were standing all around,
either crying or shouting. There was a lot of struggling going on among a
small group of men, and women were brandishing fists in each other’s faces.
We decided to go back to the main camp, which by then was filled with
clusters of men and women standing about discussing the affair. Not long
afterward a contingent from Cephu’s group came over. They swore at the
children, who, delighted by the whole thing, were imitating the epic flight
and pursuit of Kelemoke. The adults, in no joking frame of mind, sat down
to have a discussion. But the talking did not center around Kelemoke’s act
so much as around the burning of the hut. Almost everyone seemed to
dismiss the act of incest. One of Kelemoke’s uncles, Masalito, with whom he
had been staying since his father died, had great tears roﬂing down his
cheeks. He said, “Kelemoke only did what any youth would do, and he has
been caught and driven to the forest. The forest will kill him. That is

finished. But my own brother has burned down my hut and I have nowhere
to sleep. I shall be cold. And what if it rains? I shall die of cold and rain at
the hands of my brother.”

The brother, Aberi, instead of taking up the point that Kelemoke had
dishonored his daughter, made a feeble protestation that he had been
insulted. Kelemoke should have taken more care. And Masalito should have
taught him better. This started the argument off on different lines, and both
families quarreled bitterly, accusing each other for more than an hour. Then
the elders began to yawn and say they were tired; they wanted to go to sleep;
we would settle it the next day.

For a long time that night the camp was alive with Whispered remarks,
and not a few rude jokes were thrown about from one hut to another. The
next day | went over to Cephu’s camp and found the girl’'s mother busy
heiping to rebuild Masalito’s hut; the two men were sitting down and
talking as though nothing much had happened. All the youths told me not
to worry about Kelemoke, that they were secretly bringing him food in the
forest, he was not far away.

Three days later, when the hunt returned in the late afternoon, Kelemoke
came Wandering idly into the camp behind them, as though he too had been
hunting. He looked around cautiously, but nobody said a word or even
looked at him. If they ignored him, at least they did not curse him. He came
over to the bachelor’s fire and sat down. For several minutes the
conversation continued as though he were not there. [ saw his face
twitching, but he was too proud to speak first. Then a small child was sent
over by her mother with a bowl of food, which she put in Kelemoke’s hands
and gave him a shy, friendiy smile.

Kelemoke never flirted with his cousin again, and now, five years later, he
is happily married and has two fine children. He does not have leprosy, and
he is one of the best liked and most respected of the hunters.

I have never heard of anyone being completely ostracized, but the threat
is always there, and is usuaﬂy sufficient to insure good behavior. The two
attitudes which disturb the Pygmy most are contempt and ridicule.
Contempt is most effectively shown by ignoring someone, even if he comes
and sits at the same fire. But it is difficult to maintain for long because
hunters cannot afford to ignore a fellow hunter. So ostracism of this kind is
infrequent and does not last. Almost as effective, and of much longer
duration, is ridicule. The BaMbuti are good—natured people with an



irresistible sense of humor; they are always making jokes about one another,
even about themselves, but their humor can be turned into an instrument of
punishment when they choose.

Such a case was a great fight between the same two brothers who had
fallen out over Kelemoke’s misdemeanors, Aberi and Masalito. This incident
shows as well as any how a tiny, and often imagined, insult can be magniﬁed
out of all proportion until it becomes a serious issue, threatening the peace
of the camp. In any small, closed community, there are hidden tensions
everlastingly at play. They are capricious, they are ﬂuctuating and Vapid, but
every one of them is potentially explosive.

Of the two brothers Aberi was the elder. He was aggressive and ugly, and
he considered himself the head of the family. The oldest brother,
Kelemoke’s father, had died. But Kelemoke had been brought up by
Masalito rather than Aberi because everyone agreed that Masalito, if
younger, had much more sense. He was also a better hunter, a better singer,
a better dancer, and considerably better-looking. He had a prettier wife too;
Aberi’s wife had lost half her face, which had been caten away by yaws. So
between these two brothers there were always strained feelings. Open
conflict was avoided because Masalito usually lived with the main group, of
which his wife was a member, while Aberi always hunted with Cephu, his
cousin.

But Masalito was kindly and liked peace and quiet, so when Cephu
joined the main group at Apa Lelo he often used to visit his brother in
Cephu’s camp. Aberi’s wife was a hard—working woman, and a[though it was
difficult to look at her without ﬂinching, she was loved by everyone. One
afternoon, on a rainy day, Masalito wandered over to visit his brother. Rainy
days are not happy days in a hunting camp; they are often oppressive, and of
course hunting is impossib[e. People are couped up in their tiny leaf huts,
thinking of all the game that is going uncaught. Aberi was sleeping, so
Masalito sat down beside his sister-in-law, Tamasa, and asked her for a
smoke. She passed him the clay pipe bowl and a little tobacco, and a [ong
stem cut freshly from the center of a plantain leaf. She had recently come
back from a visit to a Negro village and had brought several of these stems
with her, as they give by far the best smoke.

Masalito smoked a few puffs, then passed the pipe to Tamasa. But
instead of accepting it she abruptly turned it upside down and knocked the
remaining tobacco out into the dirt. This was not only wasteful, but a
deliberate insult. Masalito did not want to take offense, so he gave Tamasa
the chance to re-establish good relations. He asked her to give him one of
the new pipestems to take back to his hut for himself and his wife to enjoy.

To refuse her husband’s brother would be an open act of aggression quite
uncalled for, and if she made the gift she would automatically cancel the
previous insult. Masalito thought that he had not only maneuvered the
political situation to his advantage but also won for himself and his wife a
new pipestem. Unfortunately he had chosen a bad day.

Tamasa felt that Masalito was trying to get the better of her, and to get
her to give away her husband’s property while he was asleep, without asking
him. She said, “Certainly I will give you a pipestem.” Then she went behind
the hut, where all the rubbish was thrown, and came back with a withered
and smelly stump of a pipe. It had been pared away so often between
smokes, to keep the mouthpiece fresh, that it was now only two feet long
instead of six or seven. And instead of being fresh and green and juicy it was
stale and brown and dry, reeking of old tobacco and spittle. This she
presented to Masalito, who was so upset that he cried with rage, and asked
why she and Aberi always treated him so badly. Tamasa promptly retorted
that it was not bad treatment to feed him and give him tobacco every time
he came over from his camp. Didn’t his wife look after him, that he had to
come and scrounge from his brother?

This was too much for Masalito, who had wanted only to be on good
terms with everyone. He called Tamasa a name that one should never use to
one’s brother’s wife, and Tamasa started crying. This awakened Aberi, who
came out of his hut sleepily, lookjng uglier than ever. Without trying to
explain, Masalito, still sobbing tearlessly with rage, hit his brother over the
head with the withered pipestem Tamasa had given him. Brandishing the
offending article above his head he stalked back to the main camp shouting
at the top of his voice what miserable wretches his brother and his sister-in-
law were. The dirty old pipe was damning evidence, and all sympathy was
with Masalito. Njobo’s wife took her husband’s pipestem and gave it to
Masalito, who quickly regained his good humor. But by now Aberi was
aroused, and came storming into the camp, saying that his brother had
insulted Tamasa. He declared that it was a matter for serious action;
Masalito should be thrashed.

Everybody thought this was a great joke, and burst into laughter Only
children and youths get thrashed, and Masalito was a father. Aberi did not
like being laughed at and he went over to where Masalito was sitting down
on a log, smoking his new pipe. He demanded an apology. Masalito, now
complete[y cornposed, simply picked up the old pipestem and threw it at his
brother’s feet, saying, “There! That is for her!” By now a crowd had gathered
around, and the hotter Aberi became the more relaxed Masalito seemed to

be.



Aberi shook his fists and said that if nobody else was going to thrash
Masalito he was. This brought more laughs as Aberi was positively puny
beside Masalito, who himself was little more than four feet tall. Masalito
invited his brother to come and try. Aberi then pretended that he was
holding a spear, and in a high-pitched voice, squeaking with anger, he cried
out, “I am going to get my spear and [ am going to kill you completely!”
Whereupon he imitated a spear thrust in Masalito’s direction. There was a
gasp of horror, as this is something one does not say to one’s brother even in
jest. But Masalito replied calmly, “Go and get your spear, then, and come
back and kill me. I'll still be here. You don’t have the courage to kill your
brother.” He said a lot of other things, goading Aberi on to an even higher
pitch of fury. Aberi tried to make himself more impressive by a graphic
dance, which was meant to show exactly how he was going to leap in the air
and twist around and drive the spear home. But he was not a good dancer,
and when he tried to illustrate the leap he fell flat on his face.

That was the end of the matter for Aberi. For weeks he was ridiculed,
everyone asking him if he had lost his spear, or telling him to be careful not
to trip and fall. But it was not quite the end of the matter for Masalito. He
felt more angry than ever at his brother, because Aberi had made himself,
and so the whole family, an object of ridicule. Masalito felt this an added
insult to himself. Even Kelemoke was furious. So relations between the two
brothers got worse and worse, and every time there was a silence in the camp
Masalito would complain in a loud voice about his brother and his brother’s
wife.

At first this was tolerated, but finally it threatened to split the camp in
two. Masalito began naming all his friends and relatives to support him in
ignoring Aberi; he refused to say a word to his brother. Of course his
brother could claim support from the same relatives and friends, and tension
was spreading throughout both camps. That was when the molimo stepped
in and showed public disapproval of Masalito. The original source of the
dispute, and Aberi’s undoubted wrongdoing, were forgotten. Masalito was
guilty of the much more serious crime of splitting the hunting band into
opposing factions. He himself was then ridiculed and shamed into silence.
After that it was only one or two days before the two brothers became good
friends and hunting companions once again.

Disputes were genera]ly settled with little reference to the aﬂeged rights
and Wrongs of the case, but chieﬂy with the intention of restoring peace to

the community. One night Kenge slipped out of our hut on an amorous
expedition to the hut of Manyalibo, who had an attractive daughter, one of
Kenge’s many admirers. Shortly afterward there was a howl of rage and
Kenge came flying back across the clearing with a furious Manyalibo hurling
sticks and stones after him. Manyalibo then took up a position in the middle
of the clearing and woke the whole camp up, calling out in a loud voice and
denouncing Kenge as an incestuous good-for-nothing. Actually Kenge was
only very distantly related to the girl, and the flirtation was not at all out of
order, though marriage might have been. Several people tried to point this
out to Manyalibo, but he became increasingly vociferous. He said that it
wasn’t so much that Kenge had tried to sleep with his daughter, but that he
had been brazen enough to crawl right over her sleeping father to get at her,
waking him up in the process. This was a considered insult, for any decent
youth would have made a prior arrangement to meet his girl elsewhere. He
called on Kenge to justify himself. But Kenge was too busy laughing and
only managed to call out “You are making too much noise!” This seemed a
poor defense, but in fact it was not. Manyalibo set up another hue and cry
about Kenge’s general immorality and disrespect for his elders, and strode
up and down the camp rattling on the roofs of huts to call everyone to his
defense.

Moke took the place in the center of the camp where Manyalibo had
stood, and where everyone stands who wants to address the whole camp
formally. He gave a low whistle, like the whistle given on the hunt to call for
silence. When everyone was quiet he told Manyalibo that the noise was
giving him a headache, and he wanted to sleep. Manyalibo retorted that this
matter was more serious than Moke’s sleep. Moke replied in a very
deliberate, quiet voice, “You are making too much noise—you are killing
the forest, you are killing the hunt. It is for us older men to sleep at night
and not to worry about the youngsters. They know what to do and what not
to do.” Manyalibo growled with dissatisfaction, but he went back to his hut,
taunted by well-directed remarks from Kenge and his friends.

Whether Kenge had done something wrong or not was relatively
immaterial. Manyalibo had done the greater wrong by waking the whole
camp and by making so much noise that all the animals would be frightened
away, spoiling the next day’s hunting. The Pygmies have a saying that a
noisy camp is a hungry camp.

Some misdemeanors are very simply dealt with. A Pygmy thinks nothing



of stealing from Negroes; they are, after all, only animals, as seen by Pygmy
eyes. But among themselves theft is Virtuaiiy nonexistent. For one thing,
they have few possessions, and for another there is no necessity for theft
except through laziness.

Pepei was such a lazy Pygmy, and he was always stealing from the
Negroes. But out in the forest he was forced to work for his food, to build
his own hut if he wanted one (he was a bachelor but liked having his own
hut, sharing it with his younger brother), and he had to make his own bows
and arrows and hunting net, and to cook his own food. This was hard on
Pepei, and although he meant no harm he could not resist siipping around
the camp at night, taking a leaf from this hut and a leaf from that, until he
had enough to thatch his own hut—which he made by acquiring saplings in
a similar manner. Food used to disappear mysteriously, and Pepei ha
always seen a dog stealing it. But finally he was caught in the act by old Sau,
Amabosu’s mother, who was a very strange and frightening old lady. Pepei
crept into her hut one night and was iifting the lid of a pot when she
smacked him hard on the wrist with a wooden pestie. She then grabbed him
by the arm, twisting it behind his back, and forced him out into the open.

Nobody really minded Pepei’s stealing, because he was a born comic and
a great storyteller. But he had gone too far in stealing from old Sau, who had
lost her husband and was supported by her son Amabosu and his wife. So
the men ran out of their huts angriiy and held Pepei, while the youths broke
off thorny branches and Whipped him until he managed to break away. He
went running as fast as he could into the forest; he cried bitteriy and
Wrapped his arms around himself for comfort. He stayed in the forest for
nearly twenty-four hours, and when he came back the next night he went
straight to his hut, unseen, and lay down to sleep. His hut was between
mine and Sau’s, and [ heard him come in, and [ heard him crying softly
because even his brother wouldn’t speak to him.

The next day Pepei was his old self, and everyone was giad to see him
iaughing; they were happy to be able to listen to his jokes, and they all gave
him food so that he wouldn’t have to steal again.

But sometimes a dispute cannot be settled in any of these ways. [t blows
up too quickiy to be ended hy ridicule; the participants are too old to be
thrashed; yet it is not serious enough to merit ostracism. Such disputes are
usually trivial in origin, and often arise from the confined and close
conditions of living. Personal relations become very involved in a hunting

group, particularly when both members of a sister-exchange marriage are
iiving in the same group.

Under this system, when a boy chooses a wife he becomes obiiged to find
a “sister”—actually any girl relative—to offer in exchange to his bride’s
family for one of their bachelor sons. This can be quite a chore, as it may be
difficult to find a “sister” who is willing to marry the youth his in-laws have
in mind as a groom, and whom the groom himself will also like.

Amabosu had married Ekianga’s sister, and Ekianga had married, as his
third wife, Amabosu’s sister, the beautiful Kamaikan. He had just had a
child by her, while Amabosu was still childless. Since Kamaikan was nursing
a child, Ekianga was under an obligation not to sieep with her, and his two
other wives were happy that at last they could expect him to pay them some
attention. But to everyone’s disrnay he continued to sieep with Kamaikan.
And one day Amabosu started making loud remarks across the camp about
his sister’s health.

This was not at Apa Lelo, but at a later camp, Apa Kadiketu. Amabosu’s
hut was to my right, and it faced directiy across toward the first of Ekjanga’s
huts, the iargest and the best, built by himself and Kamaikan. Amabosu was
sitting down at his fire at the time, and his wife was sitting near him, peeling
mushrooms for the evening meal. Ekianga was inside the hut with
Kamaikan, who had given the baby to her old mother, Sau, to look after for
a few hours. At first Amabosu’s remarks brought no response from the
closed hut. But he became more and more expiicit, denouncing Ekianga’s
shame in considerable and intimate detail, hinting that what was going on
inside the hut at that moment was precisely what every new mother should
avoid if she was to be able to look after the baby properly and give it lots of
milk.

At last Ekianga retorted angrily from inside the hut. Amabosu continued
to sit quietiy, staring into the fire, with his wide, strange eyes. He answered
in as caustic tones as he could find. In the end, Ekianga’s door burst open
and Ekianga appeared, spear in hand. He looked wild with fury and shame,
and he flexed his muscles and hurled the spear at Amabosu with all his
might. Amabosu looked up from the fire for the first time, but sat perfectly
still with not a flicker of emotion on his face, his eyes still wide and cold and
staring. The spear struck the ground within twelve inches of his feet, which
was probably exactly where it had been intended to land. Amabosu calmly
rose, puiied the spear free, and tossed it behind his hut into the rubbish
durnp. This was just about as insuiting a gesture as he could have made at
that moment, and it started one of the most dramatic fights [ have seen in a
Pygmy camp, and one of the most complicated.



As long as it was between the two men all was well, but the wives were
torn between their ioyalties as wives and as sisters. Amabosu’s wife entered
the fray by swearing at her husband for throwing her brother’s spear into the
rubbish dump. Amabosu countered by smacking her firmly across the face.
Normally Ekianga would have approved of such manly assertion of
authority over a disloyal wife, but as the wife was his sister he retaliated by
going into his hut and dragging out Kamaikan, whom he in turn publicly
smacked across /er face. Kamaikan was made of tough stock. She picked up
a log from the fire and beat her husband over the back with it. It is difficult
to remember just exactly what the sequence of events was after that.

The two wives began ﬁghting tooth and nail, quite literaﬂy. The men
battled with burning iogs, three or four feet iong, swinging them from the
cool end, but aiways just missing each other. Every now and again one of the
girls would break free and go to the assistance of her brother, and the other
would run and pull her away.

As always, a large crowd gathered—men, women and children. But
nobody volunteered to stop the fight or to adjudicate in any way. They took
one side or the other, either according to the rights and wrongs of the issue,
or merely on the grounds that one or the other was the better fighter and
more likely to win. The general opinion was that Ekianga should certainly
not be sleeping with Kamaikan while she was nursing a baby, but since
Kamaikan was equally at fault, Amabosu was wrong in defending her. By
and large, however, the onlookers were more interested in the fight than the
issue at stake.

As the fight grew more serious, and some visible danlage was being done
to all four parties, first relatives and then friends bega_n to take sides more
vigorously, and it looked as though fighting were going to break out all over
the camp. At that moment Arobanai, Ekianga’s senior wife, came striding
out of her hut and announced in her deep contralto voice that she couldn’t
rest with all this noise going on, so it would have to stop. To make her
impa.rtiality quite piain she added that her animal of a husband could sieep
with anyone he wanted to as far as she was concerned. She then went to
where the two girls were locked together, both looking very much the worse
for wear. She puﬂed them apart, and having given Amabosu’s wife a hefty
kick she took Kamaikan tenderly and led her back to her own hut.

At this, old Sau, who had been sitting on the ground throughout, with
Kamaikan’s baby on her iap, handed the baby to her weeping daughter-in—
law and slowly got to her feet. Her son and Ekianga were now both armed
with stout sticks, about four inches thick and three feet long, and they were
lashing out with no reservations. Sau hobbled up to them and calmly pushed

her way between; then she turned and put her head against Ekianga’s
stomach and her backside against her son’s legs, and forced them apart.
They continued trying to fight each other around the old iady, reaching out
far so as not to hit her, but it was just too difficult. Ekianga was the first to
throw away his weapon, which he did over Sau’s head, with all his might.
But Amabosu ducked and it missed him. Amabosu then threw his club on
the ground and led his mother back to his hut. His wife meanwhile had
been joined by Kamaikan, and they both were playing happily with the
baby.

This incident illustrates one of the most remarkable features of Pygmy
life—the way everything settles itself with apparent lack of organization. Co-
operation is the key to Pygmy society; you can expect it and you can
demand it, and you have to give it. If your wife nags you at night so that you
cannot sleep, you merely have to raise your voice and call on your friends
and relatives to help you. Your wife will do the same, so whether you like it
or not the whole camp becomes involved. At this point someone—very
often an older person with too many relatives and friends to be accused of
being partisan—steps in with the familiar remark that everyone is making
too much noise, or else diverts the issue onto a totaﬂy different track so that
people forget the origin of the argument and give it up.

[ssues other than disputes are settled the same way, without leadership
appearing from any particular individual. If it is a matter involving the hunt,
every adult male discusses it until there is agreement. The women can throw
in their opinions, particularly if they know that the area the men have
selected is barren of vegetable foods. But the men usually know this anyway.

[f the question is one of marriage, and a father announces that he does
not like the giri his son has chosen, his son can call on all his friends to help
him. If he is strong and holds out, the whole group will be assembled to
discuss the case. If they agree with the father, then either the boy has to give
up his talk of matrimony or else make up his mind to marry the girl anyway.
In the latter case he would probably go and live with her hunting group. But
it is seldom that things come to such a pass.

In fact, Pygmies dislike and avoid personal authority, though they are by
no means devoid of a sense of responsibility. It is rather that they think of



responsibility as communal. If you ask a father, or a husband, why he allows
his son to flirt with a married girl, or his wife to flirt with other men, he will
answer, “It is not my affair,” and he is right. It is #her affair, and the affair of
the other men and women, and of their brothers and sisters. He will try to
settle it himself, either by argument or by a good beating, but if this fails he
brings everyone else into the dispute so that he is absolved of personal
responsibility.

If you ask a Pygmy why his people have no chiefs, no lawgivers, no
councils, or no leaders, he will answer with rnisieading simplicity, “Because
we are the people of the forest.” The forest, the great provider, is the one
standard by which all deeds and thoughts are judged; it is the chief, the

lawgiver, the leader, and the final arbitrator.



9
The World of the Village

[ FOUND THE FIRST WEEK back in the village difficult and depressing.
During the day the air was hot and dry, and filled with fine particles of dust.
At night, when it was cooler, gnats and mosquitoes made me appreciate all
the more their absence in the forest. My hut, ten times the size of my home
in the hunting camp, seemed close and stuffy, and as I lay in bed I could
hear the huge spiders, some several inches across, crawling about in the
leaves of the roof. Occasionally one dropped onto the bed with a dull thud
and lay there for a while before stalking away. At first [ carried out an active
campaign to get rid of them, but it was useless—and a mosquito net would
have been unbearably hot.

The familiar night sounds of the forest were replaced by the cries of
drunks coming home from a dance at the nearby Hotel de Biére, where an
antique Victrola ground out records of the African version of the Calypso,
imported from the coast. In the Negro village there were constant fights—
not the wordy fights of the Pygmies, but good old-fashioned fisticuffs. These
were likely to occur at any time of night, depending on how late it was when
an outraged husband, returning from a rendezvous with his current girl
friend, reached his own hut to find his wife in bed with someone else.

In our small Pygmy village the fires were all brought inside at night, and
the smoke helped to keep away the mosquitoes. The doors were pulled tight
shut, and nobody slept out in the open. Just an occasional murmure
comment on the noise made by “those black savages” was all that was heard,
none of the usual cheerful gossip that used to go on every night until, one by
one, the hunters fell asleep.

But in the very dead of night I could hear the sound of crickets from the
forest, reminding me that it was, after all, not so far away, and all around us.
Sometimes when the moon was full I wandered around the sleeping village,
to the edges of the plantations. There the forest stood up into the night like
a great black wall, surrounding this small circle, cut so ineffectively out of its
very heart. It rose up all around, confident in the knowledge that it would

soon claim its own and grow back more thickly than ever, where it had been
cut. There were several such abandoned villages nearby, not long
abandoned; yet already the forest towered above them in the unsmiling
triumph of inevitability. The forest destroyed everything but its own. Only
against the machine age, which had barely reached it, was it powerless.

In the very early hours the forest made itself felt, but close as it was it
faded far away with the coming of dawn. The morning sounds of cocks
crowing, goats bleating, and the elephants of the Station de Chasse as they
were put through their exercises, all obscured the faint chirpings of crickets
and birds and the chatter of monkeys. And as the sun rose and began to beat
down on the parched and scorched earth, the village asserted once more its
determination to dominate the hostile world around it. The men went off to
cut down more trees for more houses and bigger plantations, and the
women went to hoe and cultivate the small fields so laboriously prepared,
which after another one or two years of hard work would have to be
abandoned. For the soil which can support the primeval forest with
luxurious ease refuses to bear fruit to the crops of the villagers for more than
three consecutive years.

In the neighborhood of the Epulu there were, in fact, several villages.
Some twenty-five years earlier, when Patrick Putnam first came to the spot
and decided to settle there, there were none. He built his home with the
help of various men of different tribes whom he took around with him to
assist him in his work. Some were from villages several hundred miles away.
They called in other helpers, and gradually the village of Camp Putnam
came into being. A pretty, straggling village, neat huts dotted haphazardly
either side of a gracefully curving track, just wide enough for a car to pass
through to Pat’s home. Even though its members came from half a dozen
different tribes, it quickly assumed the characteristics of a traditional, tribal,
forest village. The family feeling that is so powerful where a village consists
of all the men of a single clan, their wives and children, was replaced by a
common loyalty to Pat, who worked day and night in his small dispensary,
saving the lives of the people he loved and, in the end, giving his own. Pat
acted as chief in nearly all respects. Disputes were brought to him and he
settled them, wisely and justly, according to the tribal laws he knew so well.
The village began to attract Pygmies, who gradually attached themselves,
again in a perfectly traditional manner.

To a lesser extent this was so even with the new and distinctly
commercial village that was set up on the roadside, by the government,
immediately after Pat’s death. The main focus of the village was not, as in so
many villages, in either special plantations or road work, but in the Station



de Chasse. This, with its collection of live forest animals, became an
attraction for Wealthy tourists with time and money enough to make the trip
from Stanleyville or Beni; hence the optimistic Belgian who built the motel
directly opposite. A little farther up the road, away from the river, were the
houses of several hundred workers. This village stretched right up to the
entrance of Camp Putnam, and beyond was the Hotel de Biére and a line of
a half-dozen or so stores. The majority of these villagers, as in Camp
Putnam, were from distant districts and from many different tribes. But here
they had nobody to hold them together, as Putnam had his workers; their
disputes were settled arbitrarily, according to Belgian notions of right and
wrong. [t was a village filled with jealousies, deep—seated grievances and
smoldering hatred.

A few kilometers to each side of the Epulu River were two traditional
villages. To the west was Dar es Salaam. The name was brought from the
coast by the slave-traders, and its inhabitants were all descendants of the
almost universally disliked BaNgwana, who had sold their souls to the
traders and helped them in the capture of slaves and the theft of ivory. The
headman of Dar es Salaam was a friendly rogue, Musafili. About two
kilometers away from Dar es Salaam was the camp of Musafili’s Pygmies.
Like every other Negro he referred to “his” Pygmies as though they were
chattels. Although Dar es Salaam always offered the warmest hospitality, |
never felt at ease there. The heritage of a bloody and treacherous past was
only barely dormant, and the BaNgwana are suspected today, as they always
have been, of practicing the most dreaded forms of witchcraft and sorcery.

A little farther to the other side of the Epulu was a very different Village,
and one much more typical of the traditional settlement in this area. It was
named Eboyo, and the villagers belonged to the BaBira tribe, predominant
in the southern and central Ituri. Here there were two chiefs—the
traditional chief, Sabani, and the government-appointed chief, Kapamba.
Kapamba’s job was to see that the right crops were planted, harvested, and
marketed to the Belgian government, and that the taxes were collected and
paid over. The Belgian policy was largely to let the people in this rather
difficult and unproﬁtable part of the Congo live as they had always lived.
The only stipulations were that they should live peacefully, and that in
addition to their own small plantations they should cultivate more ground
for crops which would both help to feed immigrant labor forces, such as the
road gangs and the workers at Station de Chasse, and be of commercial
value to the Belgians in the world market for such products as cotton, palm
oil and groundnuts.

Kaparnba was not a popular figure. He was SII]ELll El.HCl pathetically Ugly

His hut was at the very far end of the Village, behind a large hillock on the
top of which stood his baraza. Only his close relatives and a few Pygmies
lived near him.

In the village proper, Sabani’s house was in the center. Sabani was a sly
old man whose father had married a Lese gitl, from the eastern edge of the
forest. Sabani changed his tribal affiliation to suit the convenience of the
moment, and the Belgians found it impossible to deal with him, so they
appointed Kapamba in his place. But Sabani was still the real power in the
Village, and the real authority. He was also the chief ritual authority for miles
around, and he was a frightening sight when painted and dressed for his role
of witch doctor at the time of the nkumbi initiation ceremony. Even on
other occasions when he wished to be formal—such as the visit of a Belgian
administrator—he was no less inspiring. Ragged trousers came down to
within a few inches of feet that were barely covered by ill—fitting shoes, slit
where they pinched so as to be more comfortable. An old khaki tunic
covered his bare chest, and on his head he wore either a pith helmet
decorated with gennet skin, or else a longhaired wig of monkey fur. In his
hand he carried a metal walking stick that had once been the handle and
stem of an umbrella. Sometimes he wore the gennet skin around his waist,
or tucked into his belt, or hung from his neck. It was the syrnbol of his ritual
authority, and it contained the charms from which he derived his power.
Generally Sabani was a kindly and gentle man, wise and good. But his
loyalties were narrow, confined to his own kin and a few friends. Beyond
that circle he was a man to be feared rather than trusted.

Eboyo also had its Pygmy Village, not far from the main Village, but
Sabani preferred to keep his Pygmies in the forest where the administration
could not see what they were doing. Generally they were tending illicit
plantations, of hemp among other things. Sabani also had his own still,
where he used to have a powerful spirit made from manioc. He was
frequently drunk but never incapable. At all times he was an imposing and
commanding figure. In his village there were some thirty families, including
Kapamba’s. Camp Putnam and Dar es Salaam were about half that size.

The attitude of all these villagers to the forest was the same. They made
their villages as open as possible, and they built their houses without any
windows. They tried to ignore the world around them, because for them the
forest was hostile, something to be feared and fought. Even after cutting it
down there was the constant labor requirecl to keep it from growing back. It
was filled with evil spirits that cursed the soil so that although it would bear
gigantic mahogany trees it would produce only the most meager fruits for
the Villagers.



and it was much closer than Ngoma’s village. Manyalibo seldom went there
himself, and he refused all calls by Kapamba to come and help in the
plantation. Sometimes he sent one of his daughters, or his adopted son
Madyadya, to help the chief and to maintain some semblance of a bargain,
but they never stayed for long. Once, when we were at Apa Lelo, Kapamba
was in such dire need of help that he came out to the hunting camp himself.
Manyalibo received him courteously enough, and housed him for a few
days, but ﬁrmly refused to return to the village with him or to allow any of
his family to return. Kapamba alternately flew into tantrums and attempted
to bribe Manyalibo with stories of the abundance of rice and plantains
waiting for him at the Village. Finally Manyalibo agreed to let his wife go,
and he sent her off carrying a basket with two legs of antelope asa gift for
Kapamba’s wife. The camp watched the chief leave with few regrets. They
had only allowed him to stay because he had brought a quantity of food
with him.

Manyalibo’s wife returned two days later with her basket full to
overﬂowing with delicacies from the Village. She had told Kapamba that she
did not want to stay longer without her husband, so he had no option but to
allow her to return.

Manyalibo’s son-in-law, Ausu, was even more of a renegade. His
“hereditary master” was André, the chief of a powerful Islamic village just
beyond Eboyo. André’s father, old Effundi Somali, had been a child when
Stanley brought his relief expedition through the forest to rescue Emin
Pasha. He used to tell stories of the dreadful wars that were fought in those
days, and of the trail of destruction that Stanley had left behind him. While
the old man was alive André had worked as head cook at Camp Putnam, but
now he was chief in his father’s place.

Part Bira and part Ngwana, André inherited all the traits of the latter. In
his dealings with Europeans he could be charming and helpful; he could also
be cunning and crooked. With other villagers he was proucl and avaricious,
and he had a supreme contempt—which he could disguise whenever it
suited him—for the Pygmies.

A few years earlier, when Ausu had been hunting forest pig, a boar had
charged him and wounded him badly, ripping his stomach and one leg.
André had taken Ausu into his own house and cared for him, nursing him
for months until he was well again. This was done under the guise of
friendship, and | have heard André tell the story many times to illustrate
how enlightened he is. But [ have also heard Ausu’s comment that André
had done no more for him than he would have done for a valuable hunting
dog. A Pygmy is not unresponsive to genuine kindness, and Ausu would not

have left André soon after recovering if there had been any such kindness in
the act. But he left and refused to return under any circumstances.

A few years later I was with Ausu in the forest when we were returning
from a hunt. We were up above the Lelo River, where the forest was clear of
all undergrowth. Ausu saw something move among a heap of leaves, and we
found a baby okapi lying there. The mother okapis leave their young,
covering them with leaves, when they go in search of food. Knowing that
the Station de Chasse was anxious to have a small live okapi, Ausu picked
this one up and brought it back to camp. We took turns in carrying it over
our shoulders, as although it was only afew days old it was both heavy and
frisky.

l\;y(/e eventually got it safely to the Station de Chasse, and anticipating
some kind of trouble I asked the director to arrange to pay the reward
directly to Ausu. Five hundred francs was the standard sum offered for a live
ol(api, but only if it survived for a week. We returned to the forest, and Ausu
regaled the camp with stories of what he was going to do with the money,
the equivalent of about ten dollars. Manyalibo asked him if he was going to
give any to André. The suggestion raised a storm of protest; André was
universally disliked by the Pygmies. But Ausu said that he would give him
some, and eventually it was decided to give the chief two hundred francs out
of the five hundred.

The very next clay al delegation arrived from André’s village with a letter
from André to me. It said that he had heard Ausu was to be paid five
hundred francs, and would I see that it was all paid over to him as Ausu was
his Pygmy and had refused to work for him for several years. | sent back a
reply saying that the Station de Chasse made their payments direct to the
person who caught the animal, and that Ausu had oftered to pay André two
hundred francs. For the next few days we had a series of notes and
delegations, pleading, caj oling and threatening. Finally André said that if
Ausu did not give him all the money, he was going to bring a charge of theft
against him and have him put in jail. As the tribunals are all Negro, with no
Pygmy members, even the most obviously distorted charge against a Pygmy
is bound to succeed.

Ausu decided that if this was André’s attitude he was not going to give
him a single franc. On the day of the payment [ went with him to the
Station de Chasse, saw him get the five hundred francs, and joined the
director in advising him to climb over the fence and return through the
forest rather than to leave by the main gate. And sure enough, as [ left, there
was André with half a dozen of his men, waiting. When he saw he had been
tricked he went to the paramount chief of the area and had a court order



made out for Ausu’s immediate arrest and confinement to prison. But Ausu
was aiready back in the forest, and in time even court orders are forgotten.
And so with all his show of authority and superiority André was unable to
do anything; trying to pursue a Pygmy in the forest was a task no Viiiager
would undertake for any amount of pay.

There are those, like André, who reaiiy believe that the Pygmies are
inferior and are meant to be treated like slaves, but for the most part the
viiiagers are much more sensible and realistic. If they want to have control
over their Pygmies, they know it must be based on something other than
threats of physicai force. But even the most benevolent of them regard the
Pygmies much as the Pygmies regard them in turn—as a kind of
convenience. | know of oniy one villager who was almost accepted by the
pygmies as one of themselves. That was Kaweki, the fisherman.

Kaweki was a not-so-young bachelor of the BaBira tribe. He claimed to
dislike women, saying they made far too much noise and cost far too much
money. Most of the time he was in the forest, catching fish in dams and
traps, drying them, and sending them down to market with his Pygmy
friends. This struck the other Viiiagers as an undigniﬁed, not to say an
unsafe, procedure. But Kaweki was not one to care about what others
thought.

After some persuasion he agreed to allow me to come out to his ﬁshing
camp. He was known to dislike and activeiy discourage visitors, so [ was not
surprised when he was vague as to the camp’s whereabouts, mereiy saying
that his friends would bring me there the following week. His “friends”
turned out to be Kelemoke and Hari, a young Pygmy who was a cousin of
Kenge, from a Viiiage the far side of Ngoma’s. The four of us set off before
dawn one morning.

Even when a whole camp is on the move, men, women and children, the
pace of the Pygmy is swift. But when there are just two or three active young
hunters they maintain a steady trot for however far they have to go. | foun
myseif running to keep up, and we oniy stopped twice during the entire
journey. The first time was when we were not far from the Lelo River. We
rested among the ruins of an old deserted camp, and we each ate a banana
and smoked a cigarette. The second time was shortiy after midday, when we
met Moke and another on their way back from Kaweki’s camp. They were
surprised that we had come so far; they themselves intended to stop over in
one of the old camps for the night. Each of them carried a smoidering ember
Wrapped in a leaf, in one hand, and a bow and bunch of arrows in the other.

They warned us that Kaweki was not well, and said that it was the dawa
nde BaNgwana—ithe magic of the BaNgwana. This made Kenge, Hari and

Kelemoke all cluck their tongues, because the dawa of the BaNgwana is the
most powerful of all. Hari said that he had heard that Musafili was jeaious
because Kaweki was making so much money with his fish. Kenge, however,
said that he thought it was Kaweki’s own people, the BaBira of Babama
Viiiage. They were offended, he said, that Kaweki should live in the forest
with the BaMbuti instead of in his own Viiiage. They suspected him of being
in league with the evil spirits of the forest. Kelemoke nodded and said yes, it
was true that Kaweki fell ill every time he returned to the viiiage, and that it
must be the strongest kind of witchcraft to reach so far out into the forest.
Everybody was unhappy, and we resumed our journey at a slower pace.

We were in an area where there were a number of streams, tributaries to
three iarge rivers which had their source not far to the northeast, spreading
out in different directions. There was a lot of heavy undergrowth and we
had to follow trails made by anteiope. Even the Pygmies had to bend almost
double. Hari was ieading, and Kenge shouted at him from behind that there
was a much better and quicker way. Hari iaughed at his cousin and said,
jokingiy, that Kenge was a white man’s Pygmy, how could he know
anything about the forest? Kenge made some uncompiimentary retort, and
motioned for me to follow him. We ducked off to one side, and for a while
the going was worse than ever. Very quickiy the sounds of the other two
were lost, and | had momentary doubts, for every now and again Kenge
stopped to listen, peering this direction and that. After another coupie of
hours Kenge pointed ahead and I heard a new sound, a distant waterfall.
“Apa nde Kaweki,” he said; “Kaweki’s camp.” Usually he would have said a
good deal more, but [ was giad to see that the iong day’s trek had left even
Kenge breathless.

We came to the narrow but swift River Kare, and waded through it with
caution. Kenge said it was a dangerous river, unexpectediy deep in piaces,
and full of the small but vicious forest crocodile. It was here that Koiongo,
Ekianga’s older brother, had died two years ago. The waters swirled angriiy;
they were muddy and full of debris, the banks were siippery, and it was piain
there must have been a heavy rainfall recentiy. On the far side the ground
rose sharpiy before dipping down to the Vaiiey where the Itoro River flowed
with a grandeur only found with forest rivers. The undergrowth
disappeared, and once again we were in one of those sylvan giades where
every leaf seemed to tremble a welcome. It was warm and friendiy, and as we
began to descend the rumble of the waterfall swelled into a roar.

Kenge made his way to the edge of the Itoro, just below the falls; it was
wide and strangeiy smooth, but ﬂowing in spate with all the majesty and
power of a river twice the size. Kenge said we would wait for the others



there, so as not to shame them in front of Kaweki by arriving first. He went
to the water and washed himself. He disapproved of my refusal to do the
same, but I was too tired even to sit down. I just propped myself up against
a tree and waited. It was not much more than fifteen or twenty minutes later
when Kelemoke and Hari came into sight, the one trotting quietly behind
the other, apparently as fresh as when they had set out. They feigned
surprise at seeing us, and said they had stopped to hunt on the way and had
thought we would be in the camp by now. Kenge retorted that he was sorry
they had caught nothing—we had been waiting two hours, rnaybe three or
four, in case they were lost. We moved on, and in a few minutes, by-passing
the falls, we came once more to the banks of the Itoro, and into Kaweki’s
camp.

If was a mixture of Negro village and Pygmy camp. The clearing was
only some twenty yards across; on one side was Kaweki’s house, built in the
rectangular shape of a typical village house, but with walls hung with leaves
instead of packed with baked mud. At right angles to it was another hut,
long and low, the eaves coming right down to the ground so that the
entrance gaped in a great triangle. We dropped our bundles on the ground
and went into Kaweki’s hut, calling from outside that we had arrived. The
hut was divided into two by a leaf screen, the outer half being a kitchen with
a drying rack for the fish. The rack was full, and a fire underneath did
double duty, cooking food and smoking the fish. On the far side of the
screen Kaweki lay on a bed of fresh leaves. A young Pygmy girl knelt beside
him, gently massaging his chest. She was Hari’s sister. Hari greeted her, then
went to Kaweki and, addressing him as “Father,” asked him how he was.
Kaweki was almost too weak to speak, but he took our hands in turn and
apologized for not having been able to get up to greet us. He said, “My
daughter will get you something to eat.” He gave Hari’s sister a playful push
on the head, then lay back and seemed to go to sleep.

Hari led us out and into the long triangular hut. We went right through
to the back and there, on each side, was a narrow bed of sticks. Here, he
said, Kenge and I were to sleep. This was the visitors” hut, he exclaimed. He
and his sister slept in Kaweki’s house. I asked who the visitors were, as
Kaweki was reputed to have none. “Oh, I don’t mean villagers,” Hari said.
“I mean Pygmies, his friends.”

[ had barely washed and sat down in the middle of the clearing to eat the
food prepared by Hari’s sister, when there was the unmistakable sound of a
band of Pygmies approaching. In a few minutes a score of them burst into
the clearing—young men and women, laughing and shouting their
greetings.

They said that they had heard that Kaweki was ill, so they had come to
hunt for him and make him well. What had promised to be a peaceful rest
in a lazy fishing camp now threatened to be something very different. These
Pygmies had come as far as we had, but within minutes of arrival they were
oft again for a quick hunt before the sun set. Kenge himself joined them,
taking Kaweki’s two hunting dogs and arming himself with a stout short-
shafted spear. The women stayed behind to improvise some shelter for the
night. But they decided it was too much work, so they just added some
sticks and leaves to the visitors’ hut, forming an elongated windbreak that
reached almost over to Kaweki’s house. By the time the men came back,
ernpty—handed, they had installed themselves and were boiling pots of
plantains and manioc, together with fish to which they had helped
themselves from Kaweki’s rack. That night those who could not squeeze into
the shelters or into the overcrowded visitors” hut slept in Kaweki’s house. |
myself found that the longed-for blessing of sleep did not come easily.
Kenge had, of course, found an old girl friend among the newcomers, and
the two of them lay together, beside me, all night long, flirting and laughing.
Even though T lost a lot of sleep I learned several new facts of life.

Over the next few days [ saw the hunters go off to bring back the meat
that would make their friend well and strong; and each day they collected
roots and herbs which they prepared and gave to Hari’s sister to treat
Kaweki with. Just their very presence, boisterous and cheerful, was a tonic to
the invalid. On the second night he came out into the clearing and lay down
beside the fire, covered with a blanket. He joined in the conversation of the
Pygmies, joking and telling stories in their own manner. Then he half sang
and half chanted legends of the past, urged on by Hari, who sat nearby with
all the attentiveness and affection of a son, smiling happily when he saw the
Villager that he loved as a father slowly regain his strength and life.

In a few days Kaweki was up and about, though he still tired quickly. He
thanked his friends and told them that they had no need to stay longer if
they wanted to go. But it was a happy camp, and everyone was in favor o
staying. Kaweki had built a dam above the falls, channeling all the fish into a
long wicker trap—some twenty feet of elaborate basketry which caught the
fish and held them firrnly in its meshes until they were pulled out and killed.
But the recent storm, which had broken just the day before we arrived, had
breached the dam and damaged the trap. The Pygmies decided that they
would rebuild it for Kaweki, and while a few of them hunted the rest went
off and cut the wood needed, and returned to work under Kaweki’s
supervision.

In the evenings the Pygmies sang songs they would ordinarily never have



sung in the presence of a villager. But Kaweki was a lover of the forest, and
to the Pygmies that was all that mattered. On the evening when Kaweki
actually danced and declared himself completely cured, the Pygmies
responded by singing a song of the molimo, just as they would have done for
one of their own people—a song of praise and thanks to the forest for saving
one of its children, even if he was a villager.



