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PREFACE TO THE MEMORIAL EDITION




 




THIRTY years ago, no Europeans

were at Dahomey. None ventured into the interior to the Court of the Savage

known as King Gelele. His time was spent in wars, his best troops being his

many thousand Amazons, women crueller and fiercer than men. The prisoners were

tortured, and their throats were cut. Whenever he required to send a telegram

to his father, a man was slaughtered, and his soul was despatched with it.

Women were cut open alive, in a state of pregnancy, that the King might see

what it was like. Animals were tied in every agonizing position to die;

impaling and cannibalism were common, and it was impossible to go out of one’s

hut without seeing something appalling. 




Thirty years ago, Richard Burton

was chosen to go to Dahomey, and to live with this savage, to endeavour to

induce him to abandon these cruelties. He went as Her Majesty’s Commissioner,

bearing presents from the Queen. The King gave ample reasons for not being able

to alter the customs of the country. He sent return presents to Her Majesty,

and gave three to Richard Burton for his „favourite squaw.“ The King treated

Richard very well, but any freak or sudden superstition might have caused him

to be put to a cruel death. Gelele said that his prisoners of war represented

his income, that his own people would kill him if he stopped ‘‘the customs,“

that if he received 50,000 a year he would attempt it, and that the only

presents he wanted were a carriage and horses, and a white woman. 




When Richard returned, he told me

that he had seen enough dreadful sights to turn his brain. Earl Russell wrote

me: „Tell Captain Burton that he has performed his mission to my utmost and

entire satisfaction.“ 




The following is his modest

account of that mission, and information concerning the country, which I think

and trust may prove infinitely useful to the French Army now occupying Dahomey.






And I beg of the French Army,

when they have righted the wrongs of the human race, to turn a kind thought to

those of the poor tortured animals. 




As in the Memorial Edition of the

„Pilgrimage to Al-Madinah and Meccah,“ Mr. Leonard C. Smithers has corrected

the proofs from Sir Richard’s own copy of the first edition, and has passed the

sheets through the press. 




ISABEL BURTON. July 12th, 1893. 


















 




 




PREFACE TO THE FIRST (1864) EDITION




 




IN the Preface affixed by an

anonymous hand to „The History of Dahomy,“ [i] published nearly three

fourths of a century ago, we are told that the „short interval from Whydah

beach to Abomey is perhaps utmost beaten track, by Europeans, of any in Africa.“

The Author thereupon proceeds to show a difference of 104 miles between the

maximum and minimum estimates of the distance, which is nearly doubled by the

most correct. 




In this Year of Grace, 1864,

there is at least an equal amount of uncertainty concerning the „Land of the

Amazons“; but it shows rather in things metaphysical than physical. So well

informed a journal as the „Saturday Review“ (July 4th, 1863), gravely informs

its readers that „The King of Dahomey has lately been indulging in a sacrifice

of 2000 human beings, simply in deference to a national prejudice (!), and to

keep up the good old customs of the country“ (!!). 




This complete miscomprehension of

the subject, coming from such a quarter, induces me to attempt without fear so

well worn a theme, and to bring up to the present time a subject worthily

handled by Snelgrave, [ii]

Smith, [iii]

Norris, [iv]

Dalzel, M’Leod, [v]

and Forbes. [vi]

And if, in depicting the manners and ceremonies of this once celebrated

military Empire, and in recounting this black Epopaeia, there has been a

something of excessive detail, and there shall appear much that is trifling and

superfluous, the kindly reader will perhaps find for it a reason. 




My principal object, it may be

frankly owned, has been to show, in its true lights, the African kingdom best

known by name to Europe. But in detailing its mixture of horrors and meanness,

in this pitiless picture of its mingled puerility and brutality, of ferocity

and politeness, I trust that none can rightfully charge me with exaggeration,

and I can acquit myself of all malice. „A nadie si elogia

con mentira, ni se critica sin verdad.“ 




So far back as 1861 I had

volunteered, as the Blue Book shows, to visit Agbome. The measure not being

then deemed advisable, I awaited till May June, 1863, when an opportunity

presented itself. In the meantime (December, 1862 January, 1863), Commodore Wilmot,

R.N., Senior Officer of the Bights Division, accompanied by Captain Luce, R.N.,

and by Dr. Haran, of H.M.S. Brisk, devanced me, and that officer proved the

feasibility of a visit to Dahomey. Returning to Fernando Po, I soon received

the gratifying intelligence that her Majesty’s Government had been pleased to

choose me as the bearer of a friendly message to King Gelele. The official

letters are, by permission, given in extenso below. 




 




FOREIGN OFFICE, August 20th,

1863. SIR, 




You were informed by my Despatch

of the 23rd of June last, that you had been selected by Her Majesty’s

Government to proceed on a Mission to the King of Dahomey, to confirm the

friendly sentiments expressed by Commodore Wilmot to the King on the occasion

of the visit which he made to that chief in the months of December and January

last. 




I have accordingly to desire that

as soon after the receipt of this Despatch as it may be feasible to do so, you

will proceed to Dahomey, taking care first, by previous communication with the

King, to ascertain that a proper reception will be accorded to you. 




You will, on your arrival, inform

the King that the many important duties which devolve on Commodore Wilmot as

the Officer in command of Her Majesty’s Naval Forces on the African Coast, have

prevented him returning in person to confirm the good understanding which it is

hoped has been established between the King and Her Majesty’s Government by the

Commodore’s late visit. You will state that the Commodore faithfully reported

all that passed between him and the King, and that he correctly made known the

wishes and feelings of Her Majesty’s Government on the several topics on which

he addressed the King. 




With regard to the question of

the export of slaves from his territories, you will not fail to impress upon

the King the importance which her Majesty’s Government attach to the cessation

of this traffic. 




Her Majesty’s Government admit

the difficulties which the King may find in putting a stop to a trade that has

so long existed in his country, and from which his ancestors have derived so

much profit, but his income from this source must be very small compared with

that of former kings, and it will be to his interest to find out some other

source of revenue, before that which he now derives from the sale of his

fellow-men to the slave dealers is entirely put a stop to. You will remind the

King that he himself suggested to Commodore Wilmot that if we wished to put a

stop to the slave trade, we should prevent white men from coming to buy them,

and you will state that Her Majesty’s Government, having determined that the

traffic shall cease, will take steps to prevent effectually the export of

slaves from his territories. You will add, in illustration of what you state,

that Her Majesty’s Government have concluded a treaty with the United States

Government, which will prevent, for the future, any American vessels from

coming to ship slaves. 




With regard to human sacrifices,

I rejoice to find from Commodore Wilmot’s Report, that the number of victims at

the King’s customs has been exaggerated. 




It is to be feared, however, that

much difficulty will be experienced in prevailing upon the King to put a stop

entirely to this barbarous practice, which prevails more or less openly, along

the greater part of the Western Coast of Africa. But we must seek by whatever

influence we may possess, or be able to attain, to mitigate, if we cannot at

once prevent, the horrors of these customs, and I rely upon your using your

best efforts for this purpose. 




The King in his interview with

Commodore Wilmot expressed a wish that English merchants should come and settle

and make trade at Whydah, and he offered to help to repair the old English fort

there, and to permit it to be garrisoned by English troops. 




You will thank the King for this

mark of his confidence, and you will at the same time state, that as he has

promised to protect any British merchants who may settle at Whydah, Her Majesty’s

Government put entire faith in his promises, and sec no necessity for sending

English soldiers to garrison the fort there. You will, however, add, that there

is one thing needful in order that the King’s wishes in regard to the

settlement of English merchants at Whydah should be carried out, and that is,

that there should be a sufficiency of lawful trade to induce them to do so. 




English merchants cannot take

slaves in return for their goods, they must have palm oil, ivory, cotton, and

such other articles as the country is capable of producing. The King will see,

therefore, that it must depend very much on his own exertions, and those of his

subjects, whether it will be worthwhile for British merchants to settle at

Whydah. Should however the King think fit to enter into an engagement with Her

Majesty’s Government to encourage lawful trade, and to promote, as far as lies

in his power, the development of the resources of his country, Her Majesty’s

Government would be willing to appoint an agent at Whydah to be an organ of

communication with the King and to assist in carrying out his views. 




As an earnest of their friendly

feelings, Her Majesty’s Government have caused the presents, of which a list is

inclosed, to be prepared and forwarded to you for presentation to the King. You

will see that, as far as possible, the King’s wishes as expressed to Commodore

Wilmot, have been carried out in regard to, the articles selected for presents,

with the exception of the carriage and horses, and with respect to these you

will explain to the King, that in the first place it would be a difficult

matter to get English horses out to the Coast, and even supposing they arrived

safely at their destination, it would be very doubtful, from the nature of the

country and climate, whether they would long survive their arrival. 




If, however, our future relations

with the King should be of a nature to warrant such a proceeding, Her Majesty’s

Government would not hesitate to endeavour to comply with his wishes, by

sending him an English carriage and horses. 




I have only in conclusion to add,

that it has been suggested to Her Majesty’s Government that among the King’s

captives there may still be some of the coloured Christian prisoners taken at

Ishagga, and if on inquiry you should be able to ascertain that this is the

case, you will state to the King that it would be taken by Her Majesty’s

Government as an earnest of his friendly feeling, and as shewing a desire to

perform his promises to them, if he would restore these prisoners to liberty. 




I am, Sir, Your most obedient

humble Servant, 




(Signed) RUSSELL. 




 




EXTRACT. FOREIGN OFFICE,

August 20th, 1863. 




SIR, 




With reference to my other

Despatch of this day’s date containing instructions for your guidance on

proceeding to Dahomey, I have to state that you should, if possible, stipulate

with the King before proceeding to Abomey, that there should be no human

sacrifices during the time of your stay in his capital, and you will, under any

circumstances, decline to sanction these sacrifices by your presence, if they

should unfortunately take place whilst you are in the country. 




The last packet from the West

Coast brought reports of the King of Dahomey having died from the effects of a

wound received in one of his slave-hunting expeditions. Should these reports be

well founded, it will be advisable that you should ascertain something of the

character of his successor before proceeding to the Dahomian capital, and I

leave it to your discretion to proceed subsequently to Abomey, and to deliver

the presents to the new King or not, as you may after due consideration deem advisable.






I have requested the Lords

Commissioners of the Admiralty to give directions that you may be conveyed to

and from Whydah in a ship of war, and I have also informed their lordships that

it would be advisable that a medical officer should accompany you, if one can

be spared from her Majesty’s ships for this purpose. 




I am, Sir, Your most obedient

humble Servant, 




(Signed) RUSSELL. 




 




FOREIGN OFFICE, July 23, 1863. 




SIR, 




With reference to my Despatch of

the 23rd ultimo, instructing you to hold yourself in readiness to proceed on a

mission to the King of Dahomey, I have now to acquaint you that the presents

with which you will be entrusted for the King, and the instructions for your

guidance, will be forwarded to you by the packet which leaves Liverpool with

the African mails on the 2nd of August, and you will therefore make your

arrangements accordingly. 




I am, Sir, Your most obedient

humble Servant, 




(Signed) RUSSELL. 




 




LIST OF PRESENTS forwarded to

CAPTAIN BURTON by packet of the 24th August, 1863, for presentation to the KING

OF DAHOMEY. 




 




One forty feet circular crimson

silk Damask Tent with Pole complete (contained in two boxes). 




One richly embossed silver Pipe

with amber mouth-piece, in morocco case. Two richly embossed silver Belts with

Lion and Crane in raised relief, in morocco cases. Two silver and partly gilt

Waiters, in oak case. One Coat of Mail and Gauntlets. (Contained in one deal

case, addressed to Captain Burton, H. B. M.’s Consul for the Bight of Biafra,

West Coast of Africa.) 




September, however, was hardly

the month to be preferred for crossing the Great Agrime Swamp, and my health

required a change of air before submitting to the peine forte et dure of

a visit to a West African King. A few weeks upon the South Coast, in the

delicious „Cacimbo, [vii]„

soon brought me up to working mark, and the following pages will tell the rest.






In Chapter XIX., I have taken the

liberty of personally addressing my friend Dr. Hunt, author of „The Negro’s

Place in Nature.“ He has called for the results of my humble experience I had

written the remarks before seeing his able and graphic paper and I have done my

best to aid him in dispersing the mists with which „mere rhetoric of a

political and religious nature“ has invested the subject. 




Some excuse may be expected for the

length of the Appendix: the object has been to supply the Public with as

complete a picture of present Dahomey as my materials, and my capability of

using them, have permitted. The items are as follows: 




I. Reprints of previous modern

notices. 




A. Extract of a letter from the

Reverend Peter W. Bernasko, Native Assistant Missionary, dated Whydah, November

29th, 1860, and describing the Grand Customs. („Wesleyan Missionary Notices,“

February 25th, 1861). 




B. Despatches from Commodore

Wilmot respecting his visit to the King of Dahomey in December, 1862, and

January, 1863, and describing the Platform Sacrifice. 




C. Dahomey, its People and

Customs, by M. Jules Gerard, describing the Oyo Custom of Kana. 




IV. A Catalogue of the Dahoman

Kings, with the dates of their various exploits, their „strong names,“ and the

events of their reigns. It is merely produced as documens pour servir: I

have not only analysed the several histories, but have gathered from the

natives traditions and explanations of the royal titles. Moreover, I wish these

volumes to be a picture rather of the present than of the past. 




The Pages now offered to the

Public are the result of a three months’ personal study of Dahomey, my work

extending over the day, and often half through the night. I may venture to

assert that, by comparing its results with the authors before cited, the labour

expended upon this monogram will become apparent 




It only remains for me to

apologize for the involuntary errors which will doubtless be found in the

following volumes, and to hope that I may, at some future time, find an

opportunity of correcting them. 




BUENA VISTA, FERNANDO Po, 




April 20, 1864. 


















 




 




CHAPTER I. I FALL IN LOVE WITH FERNANDO PO.




 




This fertile soil, which

enjoys a perpetual spring, is considered a strong prison, as the land of

spectres, the seat of disease, and the mansion of death. 




Said of Bengal by its Moslem

conquerors. 




 




A Ilha Formosa, the lovely island of Fernando Po, has, like most beauties, two

different, indeed two opposite, aspects. 




About Christmas time she is in a

state deeper than rest, 




 




A kind of sleepy Venus seemed

Dudu. 




 




Everything, in fact, appears

enwrapped in the rapture of repose. As the ship glides from the rolling,

blustering Bights into that wonderfully still water, men come on deck feeling

they know not what; Çela porte à l’amour, as the typical Frenchman

remarks. The oil-like swell is too lazy to break upon the silent shore, the

wind has hardly enough energy to sigh, the tallest trees nod and bend drowsily

downwards, even the grass is, from idleness, averse to wave: the sluggish

clouds bask in the soft light of the sky, while the veiled sun seems in no

hurry to run his course. Here no one would dream, as does our modern poet, of

calling nature „ sternly fair.“ If such be the day, conceive the cloister-like

stillness of a night spent in the bosom of Clarence Cove. Briefly, Fernando Po,

in the dry weather, is a Castle of Indolence, a Land of the Lotophagi, a City

of the Living-Dead. 




But as I saw her in November,

1863, and as she had been for the six months preceding, the charmer was not to

be recognised by that portrait. A change had come over her Madonna-like face ––

as is sometimes witnessed in the „ human organism.“ The rainy season had set in

earlier than usual; it had opened in May, and in November it was not ended. A

heavy arch of nimbus, either from the north-east or the north-west, gathered

like a frown on the forehead of the dull grey firmament. Presently the storm

came down, raving like a jealous wife. In a few moments it burst with a flood

of tears, a sheet of „ solid water,“ rent and blown about by raging, roaring

gusts, that seemed to hurry from every quarter in the very ecstasy of passion. Baleful

gleams of red thready lightning flashed like the glances of fury in weeping

eyes, and deafening peals of thunder crashed overhead, not with the steady

rumble of a European tempest, but sharp, sudden, and incisive as claps of

feminine objurgation between fits of sobbing. These lively scenes were enacted

during half the day, and often throughout the night: they passed off in

lady-like sulks, a windless fog or a brown -blue veil of cloud settling

hopelessly over the face of heaven and earth, till the unappeased elements

gathered strength for a fresh outburst. 




Amidst this caprice, these

coquetries of the „ Beautiful Island,“ man found it hard to live, but

uncommonly easy to die. Presently all that was altered, and the history of the

metamorphosis deserves, I think, to be recorded. 




The shrew was tamed by an inch

and a half of barometric altitude. The dictum of the learned Dr. Waitz, the

Anthropologist, no longer holds good. [viii]




When I first landed on this

island (September, 1861), Sta. Isabel, nee Clarence, the lowland town and

harbour, was the only locality inhabited by the new Spanish colony. Pallid men

were to be seen sitting or lolling languid in their verandahs, and occasionally

crawling about the grass-grown streets, each with a cigarette hanging to his

lower lip. They persistently disappeared in the dry season, whilst their

example was followed by the coloured „ liberateds „ and the colonists during

the „ balance“ of the year. H.B.M.’s Consulate is situated unpleasantly near a

military hospital: breakfast and dinner were frequently enlivened by the

spectacle of a something covered with a blanket being carried in, and after due

time a something within a deal box being borne out on four ghastly men’s

shoulders. And strangers fled the place like a pestilence: sailors even from

the monotonous „ south coast,“ felt the ennui of Fernando Po to be deadly grave-like.






At length Yellow Fever, the gift

of the „Grand Bonny,“ which was well-nigh depopulated, stalked over the main in

March, 1862, and in two months he swept off 78 out of a grand total of 250

white men. [ix]






The „ Beautiful Island „ was now

going too far. Seeing that the fever did not abate, H.E. the Governor de la

Gandara determined to try the effects of altitude. A kind of „ quartelillo „ ––

infirmerie or baraque –– was hastily run up in twelve days,

beginning from June 22nd, 1862, by M. Tejero, Commandent of Military Engineers.

The site, a kind of shelf over the village of Basile, about 400 metres above

sea-level, received the name of Sta. Cecilia. On the day after its completion,

July 6th, nineteen pénitentiaires, or political prisoners, the survivors

of some thirty men that had died of yellow fever in the hulks, were transferred

to the new quarters; two were lost by attacks of the same disease contracted on

the seaboard, the rest of those condemned to travaux forces kept their health,

and were returned to their homes in November, 1862. 




This old baraque is now

nearly always empty, being converted into a kind of lodging-house. Its

dimensions are 11-50 metres long, by 6 broad, and raised on piles 1-50 high;

the rooms are three in number, one large, of 6 metres by 4-25, and the other

two of 4-25 metres by 3. 




Seeing the excellent result of

that experiment, H.E. Sr. D. Lopez de Ayllon, the present Governor, to whom

these pages are respectfully inscribed, determined to increase operations.

Major Osorio, of the Engineers, was directed to build a maison caserne,

intended to accommodate white soldiers not wanted for duty at Sta. Isabel. It

was begun March 22nd, finished September 5th, and opened November 30th, 1863.

The rez de chaussée lodges forty men, the second story as many more,

whilst the first stage has rooms for the Governor, his aide-de-camp, and four

officers. Besides these two lumber houses, there are tolerable stables for

horses and mules, good roads well bridged, and a channel of mountain water,

which the white soldiers, who can work in the sun with the thinnest of caps,

have derived from the upper levels. About thirty men were sent here. Their

number has varied but little. During the five months from December, 1863, to

April, 1864, though there have been sporadic local cases of simple intermittent

fever –– March, 1864, shows only one –– and though dangerous diseases have been

brought up from the lowlands, not a death has occurred. 




Thus, then, the first sanitarium

in Western Africa owes its existence to the Spanish Colony, that dates only

from the middle of 1859. As far back as 1848, the late Captain Wm. Allen and

Dr. Thompson, of the Niger Expedition, proposed a sanitary settlement at

Victoria, on the seaboard below the Camaroons Mountain, a site far superior to

Fernando Po. Since their time, the measure has been constantly advocated by the

late Mr. M. Laird. Eppur non si muove Britannia. She allows her „

sentimental squadron „ to droop and to die without opposing the least obstacle

between it and climate. A few thousands spent at Camaroons or at Fernando Po

would, calculating merely the market value of seamen’s lives, repay themselves

in as many years. Yet not a word from the Great Mother! 




When I compare St. Louis of

Senegal with Sierra Leone, or Lagos with Fernando Po, it is my conviction that

a temporary something is going wrong with the popular constitution at home. If

not, whence this want of energy, this new-born apathy? Dr. Watson assures us

that disease in England has now assumed an asthenic and adynamic type. The

French said of us in the Crimea that Jean Boide had shattered his nerves with

too much tea. The Registrar-General suggests the filthy malaria of the overcrowded

hodiernal English town as the fomes malorum. The vulgar opinion is, that

since the days of the cholera the Englishman (physical) has become a different

being from his prototype of those fighting times when dinner-pills were

necessary. And we all know that 




 




C’est la constipation que rend

l’homme rigoureux. 




 




Whatever the cause may be, an

Englishman’s lot is at present not enviable, and his children have a Herculean

task „cut and dry“ before them. 




Nothing can be more genial and

healthful than the place where I am writing these lines, the frame or

plankhouse built by D. Pellon, of the Woods and Forests, now absent on private

affairs in Spain. The aneroid shows 29 instead of 30-1 30-4 inches, and the altitude

does not exceed 800 feet. Yet after sunrise the thermometer (F.) often stands

at 68, reddening the hands and cheeks of the white man. We can take exercise

mentally and bodily without that burst of perspiration which follows every

movement in the lowlands, and we can repose without the sensation which the „

Beebee „ in India defined as „feeling like a boiled cabbage.“ The view from the

balcony facing north is charming. On the right are the remnants of a palm

orchard; to the left, an avenue of bananas leads to a clump of tropical forest;

and on both sides tumbles adown the basaltic rocks and stones a rivulet of pure

cold mountain water most delightful of baths over which the birds sing loudly

through the livelong day. In front is a narrow ledge of cleared ground bearing

rose-trees two years old and fifteen feet high, a pair of coffee shrubs, bowed

with scarlet berries, sundry cotton plants, by no means despicable, and a

cacao, showing what the island would have been but for the curse of free

labour. [x]Beyond

the immediate foreground there is a slope, hollowed in the centre, and densely

covered with leek-green and yellow-green grasses of the Holcus kind now finding

favour in England, and even here fragrant, when cut, as northern hay. The drop

is sufficiently abrupt below to fall without imperceptible gradation into the

rolling plain, thick and dark with domed and white-boled trees, which separate

the mountain from the Ethiopic main. The white houses of Sta. Isabel glisten

brightly on the marge; beyond it the milky-blue expanse of streaked waters

stretches to the bent bow of the horizon; and on the right towers, in solitary

majesty, a pyramid of Nature’s handiwork, „ Mongo ma Lobah,“ the Mount of

Heaven, [xi]

now capped with indistinct cloud, then gemmed with snow,’ [xii] and

reflecting from its golden head the gorgeous tropical sunshine; whilst over all

of earth and sea and sky there is that halo of atmosphere which is to landscape

what the light of youth is to human loveliness. 




And as night first glooms in the

East, the view borrows fresh beauties from indistinctness. The varied tints

make way for the different shades of the same colour that mark the several

distances, and hardly can the eye distinguish in the offing land from sea.

Broken lines of mist-rack rise amongst the trees of the basal plain, following

the course of some streamlet, like a string of giant birds flushed from their

roosts. The moon sleeps sweetly upon the rolling banks of foliage, and from

under the shadowing trees issue weird fantastic figures, set off by the emerald

light above. In the growing silence the tinkle of the two rivulets becomes an

audible bass, the treble being the merry cricket and the frog praying lustily

for rain, whilst the palms whisper mysterious things in their hoarse baritone.

The stars shine bright, twinkling as if frost were in the air; we have

eliminated the thick stratum of atmosphere that overhangs the lowlands, and

behind us, in shadowy grandeur, neither blue nor brown nor pink, but with a

blending of the three, and sometimes enwrapped in snowy woolpack so dense as to

appear solid against the deep azure, the Pico Santa Isabel, the highest crater

in the island, rises softly detached from the cirrus-flecked nocturnal sky. 




Life, as an American missionary remarked, is somewhat primitive at

Buena Vista, but it is not the less pleasant. An hour of work in my garden at

sunrise and sunset, when the scenery is equally beautiful, hard reading during

the day, and after dark a pipe and a new book of travels, this is the „

fallentis semita vitæ „ which makes one shudder before plunging once more into

the cold and swirling waters of society—of civilization. My „niggers“ are, as

Krumen should be, employed all the day long in clearing, cutting, and

planting—it is quite the counterpart of a landowner’s existence in the Southern

States. Nothing will prevent them calling themselves my „children,” that is to

say, my slaves; and indeed no white man who has lived long in the outer tropics

can prevent feeling that he is pro tempore the lord, the master, and the

proprietor of the black humanity placed under him. It is true that the fellows

have no overseer, consequently there is no whip; punishment resolves itself

into retrenching rum and tobacco; moreover, they come and go as they please.

But if a little „moral influence“ were not applied to their lives, they would

be dozing or quarrelling all day in their

quarters, and twanging a native guitar half the night, much to their own

discomfort and more to their owner’s. Consequently I keep them to their work.




At certain hours the bugle-call from

Santa Cecilia intimates that all about me is not savagery. And below where the

smoke rises „a-twisten blue“ from the dense plantation of palms, lies a rich

study for an ethnologist ––Basile, the Bubé village. No white man has lived

long enough amongst this exceptional race of Fernandians to describe them

minutely, and, as a rule, they have been grossly and unjustly abused. [xiii]A few lines will show the peculiarities which distinguish them from

other African tribes.




The Bubé—who, as may be proved by

language, is an aborigine of the mainland-has forgotten his origin, and he

wisely gives himself no trouble about it. If you ask him whence he comes, he

replies „from his mother”; whither he goes, and he answers „ to Drikhatta ra

Busala ‘be [xiv] if a bad man,” and „to Lubakko ‘pwa (the sky) if he has been a

good Bubé.” He has a conception of and a name for the Creator, Rupe or Erupe,

but he does not perplex himself with questions of essence and attribute,

personality and visibility. Perhaps in this point too he shows good sense. He is

also, you may be sure, not without an evil principle, Busala ‘be, who acts as

it were chief of police.




Coming down from the things of heaven

to those of earth, the Fernandian is „aristocratic,“ an out-and-out

conservative; no oldest Tory of the old school can pretend to rival him. But in

many points his attachment to ancient ways results not from prejudice, but from

a tradition founded upon sound instinct. He will not live near the sea for fear

of being kidnapped, also because the over-soft air effeminates his frame. He

refuses to build higher up the mountains than 2000 to 3000 feet, as his staff

of life, the palm and the plantain, will not flourish in the raw air and in the

rugged ground. He confines himself therefore to the exact zone in which the

medical geographer of the present age would place him-above the fatal fever

level, and below the line of dysentery and pneumonia. His farm is at a distance

from his cottage, to prevent domestic animals finding their way into it; his

yam fields, which supply the finest crops, are as pretty and as neatly kept as

vineyards in Burgundy, and he makes the best „topi“ or palm toddy in Western

Africa. His habitation is a mere shed without walls: he is a Spartan in these

matters. Nothing will persuade him to wear, beyond the absolute requirements of

decency, any. thing warmer than a thin coat of palm oil: near the summit of the

mountain, 10,000 feet above sea-level, I have offered him a blanket, and he has

preferred the fire. His only remarkable, somewhat „fashionable“. looking

article of dress is an extensive wicker hat covered with a monkey skin, but

this is useful to prevent tree snakes falling upon his head. He insists upon

his wife preserving the same toilette, minus the hat-oh,

how wise! If she does not come up to his beau ideal of fidelity, he cuts off,

first her left hand, then her right, lastly, her throat; a very just sequence. [xv]He is not a slave nor will he keep slaves; he holds them to be a

vanity, and justly, because he can work for himself. He is no idler; after

labouring at his farm, he will toil for days to shoot a monkey, a „philantomba“ (alias „fritamba „), or a flying squirrel.

Besides being a sportsman, he has his manly games, and I should not advise

everyone to tackle him with quarter-staff; his alpenstock is a powerful

and a well-wielded weapon. Though so highly conservative, he is not, as some

might imagine, greatly destitute of intelligence: he pronounces our harsh and

difficult English less incorrectly that any West African tribe, including the

Sierra Leonite. Brightest of all is his moral character: you may safely deposit

rum and tobacco—that is to say, gold and silver—in his street, and he will pay

his debt as surely as the Bank of England. [xvi]And what caps his worldly wisdom, is his perfect and perpetual

suspiciousness. He never will tell you his name, he never receives you as a

friend, he never trusts you, even when you bring gifts; he will turn out armed

if you enter his village at an unseasonable hour, and if you are fond of

collecting vocabularies, may the god of speech direct you! The fact is, that

the plunderings and the kidnappings of bygone days are burned into

his memory: he knows that such things have been, and he knows not when they may

again be. So he confines himself to the society of his native hamlet, and he

makes no other intimacies, even with the fellowmen whose village smoke he sees

curling up from the neighbouring dell. [xvii]




After two years of constant quarrelling the beautiful island and I are now „fast friends.“ It is perhaps as well to“ begin with a little

aversion. „ 


















 




 





CHAPTER II. I DO NOT BECOME „FAST FRIENDS” WITH LAGOS.





 




On Nov. 29, 1863, I embarked on board H.M.S.S. Antelope,

Lieut.-Commander Allingham. A red ensign at the fore, manned yards, and a

salute of 17 guns, banished from my brain all traces of Buena Vista and

the Bubé. Our cruise was eventless. We of course fell in with a tornado off

Cape Formoso, the gentle projection in the hypothenuse of the Nigerian Delta.

The good old iron paddle-wheeler, however, though no „ skimmer of the seas,“

advanced at ease through the impotent blast. On Dec. 2, we found ourselves

rolling in the roads of pestilential Lagos, our lullaby the sullen distant

roar, whilst a dusky white gleam smoking over the deadly bar in the darkening

horizon threatened us with a disagreeable landing at the last, the youngest,

and the most rachitic of Great Britain’s large but now exceedingly neglected

family of colonies.




H.M.S.S. Investigator was signalled

for on the next day; the Handy being as usual „unhandy” ––broken down. The

acting commander of the former, Mr. Adlam, kindly gave me an in-passage to ship

the presents sent by the Foreign Office for the King of Dahomey.




The town, however, and the

townspeople as well, wore a new and greatly improved appearance, the work of

the great benefactor of West African cities, „General Conflagration.“ Three

fires had followed one another in regular succession through November, December, and

January, 1863; and the fire god will continue to „ rule the roast” till men

adopt some more sensible style of roofing than thatch and „Calabar mats.“There was also a distinct improvement in local morals since the days

when the charming English spinster landed here, and was obliged by the excited

and non-culottées natives to be escorted back to her papa’s ship by two

gentlemen with drawn swords.




Nudity has been made penal. Where

impaled corpses of men and dogs scandalized eye and nose, and where a foul mass

of hovel crowded down to the beach, now runs a broad road, a Marine Parade, the

work of the first governor, Mr. Coskry, during his short but useful reign.

Finally, Sydney Smith’s highest idea of civil government, a street constable,

everywhere gladdens the Britisher’s sight. In France we should have seen the piou-piou;

in England they prefer the „peeler;” and the peeler-governed scoff and wag

the head at the piou-piou-ruled, and vice versa. I confess to holding

that British Prætorian, the policeman, to be like the beefsteak, and like

Professor Holloway’s pill--a bore, a world-wide nuisance: the „ meteor flag of

England ” never seems to set upon him. Camoëns might have addressed him as

another Sebastian:




 




Thou being dread! upon whose glorious sway




The orient sun first pours his quick’ning

beam, 




And views thee from the heaven’s

middle way, 




And lights thee smiling with his latest gleam. 




 




et cetera.




On the other hand, nothing could be

worse than the animus between white and black and white-black; it was

systematically aggravated by the bad prints of the coast, and by the

extra-philanthropic portion of the fourth estate at home. The place is also, I

have said, pestilential; out of a grand total of seventy Europeans, not fewer than nine have

lately died in thirteen days; others are expected to follow, and no man is safe

at Lagos for a week. Breathing such an air, with such an earth below them, with

such a sun above them, and with such waters within them, it is hardly to be

wondered at that the Lagoonist’s temper is the reverse of mild.




Thus we arrived at an evil hour; all

stood in armed peace, alert for war; and the hapless Investigator put the last

strain on the back of Patience. Startled by the display of fight, I hastily

collected the presents, whilst Mr. John Cruikshank, the Assistant-Surgeon,

R.N., detailed on duty to Dahomey, obliged me by laying in a few stores. On

December 4th we hurried from the City of Wrath. The bar showed blinders only;

we would have crossed it had the breakers risen mountains high.




On Saturday, December 5th, we

anchored off notorious Whydah, a few hours too late to catch the last glimpse

of the Rattlesnake’s top-gear. This was unlucky. Commodore Wilmot, commanding

the West Coast of Africa, who, taking the warmest interest in the mission, had

adopted every possible measure to forward its success, after vainly awaiting my

coming for nearly a fortnight, was compelled by circumstances to steam

Northward. Thus it was my fate to miss the only officer on the coast who knew

anything about Dahomey, and thus collation of opinion became impossible. 


















 




 





CHAPTER III. WE

ENTER WHYDAH IN STATE.





 




The necessity of sending on a messenger to the King, who was preparing

for his own Customs, and for my reception at Kana, detained H.M.S. Antelope

till December 8th, when a special invitation returned to Whydah.




For some days the weather had been

too dark to permit a fair view of a country so much extolled by old travellers,

and which Captain Thomas Phillips [xviii]has

described as the „ pleasantest land in Guinea.” But even under the clearest

sky, with the present deadening influences, when the hand of the destroyer has

passed over its towns and villages and fields, the traveller must not expect to

find, like his brotherhood of the last and even the present century, the „champaigns

and small ascending hills beautified with always green shady groves of lime,

wild orange, and other trees, and irrigated with divers broad fresh rivers.“

And of the multitude of little villages that belonged to Whydah in the days of

her independence, it may be said that their ruins have perished. [xix]




We landed as

ceremoniously as I had embarked. The Commodore had dwelt long enough in Africa

and amongst the Africans, properly to appreciate the efficacy of „apparatus” in

the case of the first Government mission. Commander Ruxton, R.N., whose

gun-vessel, the Pandora, still remained in the roads when H.M.S. Antelope,

after firing her salute, departed, kindly accompanied us. After a rough and

stormy night we landed, at 10 A.M., in a fine surf-boat belonging to Mr.

Dawson, of Cape Coast Castle, ex-missionary and actual merchant at Whydah; its

strong knees and the rising cusps of the stem and stern acting as

weather-boards, are required in these heavy seas that dash upon the ill-famed

Slavecoast. We remarked a little external bar, separated by a deep longitudinal

line, the home of sharks, from the steep sandy beach; it must act as a

breakwater when the surf is not over-heavy. We landed amid song and shout, , in

the usual way; shunning great waves, we watched a „smooth,“ paddled in

violently upon the back of some curling breaker, till the boat’s nose was

thrown high and dry upon the beach; were snatched out by men, so as not to be

washed back by the receding water, and gained terra firma without

suspicion of a wetting. Such, however, was not the case with our boxes; indeed

baggage rarely has such luck. On the beach we were met by the Rev. Peter W.

Bernasko, native teacher, and Principal of the Wesleyan Mission, Whydah, and taking

refuge from the sun in a hut-shed belonging to Mr. Dawson, the party waited

half an hour, till all had formed in marching order.




The Hu-ta, [xx] praya, or sea-beach of the „Liverpool of Dahomey,” is a sand-bank rising some 20

feet above sea level, and bright with the usual salsolaceous plants. There are

no dwelling-houses, nor do the white merchants of the upper town often sleep

here. Seven several establishments of mat roofs and mud walls (the French being

incomparably the best), serve for storing cargo, and for transacting business

during the day. There are usually three to four ships rolling in the roads, and

the more sanguine declare that the great slave port might, if she pleased,

export 10,000 tons of palm oil (£340,000) per annum.




The Whydah escort of twenty men having duly saluted us with muskets,

began the march towards their town, shouting and firing, singing and dancing,

Our party was headed by a Kruman from Commander Ruxton’s ship, carrying the

white and red-crossed flag of St. George, attached to a boarding pike; followed

five hammocks with an interpreter, and my crew of six Krumen, armed, and

brilliantly clad in „bargees”” red nightcaps, and variegated

pocket-handkerchiefs, scanty as the old caleçon at once happy Biarritz.

We were exhorted to take and to keep patience, the task before us being a

foretaste of what would sorely try us at the capital.




A few yards of loose sand led out of

the factory site to the Lagoon, a river-like but semi-stagnant stream, dotted

with little green aits, running parallel with and close to the shore. Its

breadth was 300 yards, and it wetted the hips, being deeper in December of the „dries,“

than I had seen it in June. For this reason some have suspected that it comes

from the far North, where the rains which have now ended on the coast are still

heavy. It is a boon to the people, who, finding all their wants in [image: [ocr errors]]







its quiet waters, are not driven to tempt the ravenous sharks and the

boisterous seas outside. The Lagoon fish is excellent; there is a trout-like

species with a very delicate flavour, and here, as on the Gold Coast, many prefer the lighter lenten diet to meat. Its oysters are good enough

when cooked; before being eaten raw, their insipidity should be corrected by

keeping for some time in salt water [xxi], and

by feeding with oatmeal. We saw piles of shells large enough for a thousand „grottos,“

and were told that this is the only lime and whitewash in the land.




From the Lagoon we issued upon the

De-nun [xxii], or custom-house, also called Je-sin-nun,—“Salt water side.” The dirty

clump of ragged mat-huts stands on a little sandy oasis, garnished with full

and empty barrels, with whole and broken canoes and fishing nets, with porters

at work, and with a few women sitting for sale before their little heaps of

eatables, in fact, with all the paraphernalia of an African fishing village,

including noise and „Billingsgate.“




The two direct

miles of swamp and sand between the De-nun and the town is a facsimile in

miniature of the fifty miles between Whydah and Agbome. It is a „duver, a false

coast: not a pebble the size of a pea is to be found, which fact suffices to prove the land to be the gift of

the sea, not a sweep from the northern rocky mountains by rivers, rain, or

gradual degradation. As in lower Yoruba generally, the sandy soil would be very

unproductive but for the violent rains. The surface is a succession of „small

downes,“ dorses and gentle ridges running parallel with the shore from East to

West, not unlike the wrinkles or land waves behind S. Paul de Loanda. Each rise

is bounded north and south by low ground, almost on the Lagoon’s level, with

deep water during the rains, rarely quite dry, and at all times a fetid and

malarious formation. These features in the upper country are often of

considerable size, and three of them, as will be seen, were the natural

frontiers of independent principalities. After the last water, a steady but almost

imperceptible rise, like that from Kana to Agbome, leads to the town of Whydah.

The road is detestable, and absolutely requires hammock men; the slave-dealers

have persuaded the authorities that whilst it is in this state, their town will

be less liable to unfriendly visits.




Passing up a marigot, or

branch channel, worn down by porters’ feet to a deep wet ditch, we soon reached

the half-way place, a second sandy oasis, the site of the village of Zumgboji. [xxiii]It is a poor placeman enlarged edition of the De-nun--containing a few

thatched mathuts, with „compounds,“ or bartons, of the same material, and

outlying fields of grain and vegetables, where Fetish cords acted hedges.

We all descended from hammocks, despite the heat, to greet the head Fetishman,

a dignitary fat and cosy as ever was the frate or the parson of the good

old times. He stood with dignity under a white „Kwe-ho,” the tent-umbrella,

which here marks the caboceer; it was somewhat tattered, because these

spiritual men care not to make a show of splendour. He snapped fingers with us,

after „Country custom,’ palm never being applied to palm except by the Europeanised;

as throughout Yoruba the thumb and mid-index are sharply withdrawn on both

sides after the mutual clasp, and this is repeated twice to four times, the

former being the general number. After the greeting, he sat down upon what is

called a Gold Coast stool, cut out of a single block of wood [xxiv], whilst two young if not pretty wives handed to us drinking water in

small wine-glasses. This appears to be a thorough Dahoman peculiarity, which

extends even to the Court. When pure [xxv] the

element is considered a luxury, it serves to prepare the mouth for something

more genial, and it is a sign that treachery is not intended. We were then

regaled with rum- -Brazilian Caxaça—too sour even for Ruxton’s Kruman, who

regarded the proceedings of the day with the goguenard air of a Parisian

diminutif at a rustic Maire’s ball. Three toasts are demanded by

ceremony, and they must be drunk standing. You bow, you choquez the

glasses in continental style, and you exclaim, „Sin diyye!“_“ This is

water!”—when it is not—and your compotator responds „Sin ho [xxvi]”—“(May the) Water (cool your) throat!” In former days the spirits used

to be poured from one glass into all the others, showing that they did not

contain poison. The custom is now obsolete. Happily it is unnecessary to swallow

all the trade stuff to which hospitality is here reduced; you touch it with the

lips, and hand it to a neighbour, who is certain to leave no heel-taps. If he

be a common fellow, and you wish to be peculiarly countrified, you sign to him

to kneel: he opens his gape like a fledgling to its parent, without touching

the cup or glass, and you toss the contents into his mouth, taking care that

half of it should deluge his beard, if he has any. [xxvii]




After again snapping fingers, which,

barbarous as it is, I infinitely prefer, near the Line, to hand-shaking, we

remounted hammocks, and crossed the 400 yards of Zumgboji’s sandy islet. At the

further end we again alighted to receive the compliments of the village

captains [xxviii] -here all are captains—a thin, and almost black old man, the type of a

Dahoman Caboceer. He presented us with kola nut (Sterculia acuminata) and

Malaguetta pepper (Amomum granum paradisi), which eaten together greatly

resemble the Pan supari or areca nut and betel leaf of the East Indians.

[xxix] After a few minutes we were once more allowed to advance. Another

brownish-yellow water, with a black miry

sole which called loudly for quinine, formed the path: then we issued upon a

hot open sandy and grass-cleared road, fifteen feet broad, and leading with

gradual up-slope to the town. In the middle of it is a dwarf ficus, called the „Captain’s

Tree,“ because here the first reception ceremony of merchant skippers has been

from days of old, and is still performed. The place around is named Agonji—the „Gonnegee“

of the History-where enemies have so often encamped when attacking Whydah.

Under the friendly shade we saw a table spread with a bit of white calico

cloth, and around it the Mission boys had ranged chairs. Whilst expecting the

town caboceers we had an opportunity of glancing at Whydah land.




The country now wears an unwholesome

aspect, and the smell reminds me of the Campagna di Roma, threatening fever and

dysentery. The tall grass is not yet ripe for burning; in two months it will

disappear, rendering an ambuscade impossible, and allowing a pretty view of

Whydah. Not a tenth of the land is cultivated; the fallow system is universal,

and when a man wants fresh ground he merely brings a little dash to the

caboceer. The cultivators will begin in February to fire the stubbles, and the

women will turn up the earth with hoes, and let the charred stalks and roots

decay into manure.




The seed is sown by two sowers; one

precedes, and drills the ground with a bushman’s stick or a hoe handle; the

second puts in the grain and covers it with the heel, an operation left to a

third person if there be more than two. The seeds are not mixed. From three to

four grains of maize, six to ten of Guinea corn, and two of beans, are deposited,

against risk of loss, in the same hole.




The first harvest takes place in

September. The people will then at once burn, hoe, and sow again, getting in

the second crop about December. In the interior the winter yield often does not

ripen till January or February, and if the light showers of the season are

deficient, it is burned by the sun. The produce, though not counted, is said to

be a hundredfold. This should satisfy the agriculturist, however covetous.

Truly it is said that whilst the poor man in the North is the son of a pauper,

the poor man in the Tropics is the son of a prince.




We were not kept waiting long; at

that time no great men lingered in Whydah. As usual the junior ranks preceded.

Each party, distinct like our regiment, advanced under its own flag, closely

followed by its band, composed of four kinds of instruments, which can hardly

be called musical. The rattle is a bottle-shaped gourd covered with a netting

of fine twine, to which are attached snake’s vertebra; it is held in the right,

with the neck downwards, and tapped against a thin strip of wood in the other

hand. There are also decanter-shaped rattles of woven fibre, containing

cowries, but these are not




The drums are of many varieties, and

all of unequal sizes, to vary the sounds: that which takes the lead is the

hollowed log, described by all travellers from Jamaica to Zanzibar, and to

African ears it is full of meaning as a telegram. The horn is a small scrivello

with a large oblong hole near the point, so as to act as a speaking-trumpet,

and pierced at the top, where the left thumb, by opening or closing it,

converts it into a two-noted bugle. Mungo Park commends it for its resemblance

to the human voice; an older traveller describes it as „making a grating

bellowing noise, like a company of bulls or ass-negros.” The panigan, [xxx] or African cymbal, as it is unaptly called, is generally a single

unbrazed tongueless bell, about a foot long, including the handle, which is

either of solid iron or brass, and sometimes silver knobbed, or of pierced

metal-work; a thin bit of bamboo, some ten to eleven inches long, causes the

tube

to give out a small dead sound. It is the Chingufu of the South Coast, and my

ears still tingle with its infliction on the lake Tanganyika. Sometimes this „gong-gong“

is double, a shorter appendage being lashed or soldered to the larger

instrument at the apices by an angle of 45°, or a pair of similar-sized bells

are connected by an arched iron bar. The player strikes first the long, then

the short, tube, thus—ting! tang! or in double sets, one, two! one, two! This

renders the sound different (similar to our public clocks in England when

striking the quarters), and two notes become evident. Nor is the band complete

without the voice accompaniment of fierce shouting and singing which would

almost drown the organ of Haarlem.




After each band came a shabby white umbrella, [xxxi] of which there were five, denoting the number of colonels or soldier

chiefs. They were distinguished by a superior dress; one man wore a dwarf pair

of polished silver horns fastened to a lanyard fillet, and projecting above the

organ of „Causality. [xxxii] ” They were followed each by a highlander’s „tail,“ and the total may

have amounted to 250 men. The greater number wore the uniform of the English or

Blue Company, here called „Brú,” indigo-dyed tunics or kilts extending to the

knee and loosely closed over the breast, and cotton caps or white fillets, with

sprawling crocodiles of azure hue sewn on to them, one on each side of the

head. No two costumes were quite alike; some had bark strips in their hair,

round their waists, and fastened to their billy-cock hats; otherswore felts and

straws; whilst all had their Fetishes or charms—birds’ claws and small wooden

dolls smeared red as though with blood. The „Ffon Chokoto,” the Egban Shokoto,

and the East Indian Janghirs, femoralia, or short drawers, hardly

reaching to the knee, must, by imperial order, be worn under the war tunic by

all the soldiery, male and female; sometimes long calico tights, in Moslem

fashion, are seen.




Their arms are tolerable muskets,

kept in very good order, but of course invariably flint; useless horse pistols,

short swords, and African battle-axes with blades three fingers broad and the

tangs set in the hafts. Their ammunition was supposed to be contained in

home-made cartridge boxes of European pattern or in bandoleers, which acted for

waist-belts, and comprised about a dozen wooden cylinders, like needle cases,

containing at least four times the amount of powder that would be used by us.




The style of parade is one throughout

the kingdom. Each several party advanced at a pas de charge, bending

low, and simulating an attack. This is here, as in Uganda, and amongst sundry

tribes of Kafirs proper, an acknowledgment of greatness. Then the chief of each

peloton came forward, snapped fingers with us as we sat on our chairs

under the tree, our guards ranged on the right, a mob of gazers—women

scratching and boys pulling—on the left, and an open space in front. This

personal greeting over, he at once returned to his men. Afterwards forming a

rude close column, the only known maneuver, the several parties perambulated us

three times from right to left, and ended by halting in front. [xxxiii]There, with a hideous outcry, hopeless to describe, captain and men,

with outstretched right arms, raised their

sticks, bill-hooks, or muskets to an angle of forty-five degrees, the muzzle in

the air, like a band of conspirators on the English stage. This is the normal

salute, the ‘ present arms“ of Dahomey.




Right soon, fatigued with these serious maneuvers, our warriors fell to

singing and dancing, a passion amongst these people; all are fanatici per la

musica here. Ruxton, fresh from Canada, could not help remarking what a

contrast a pow-wow of redskins would have presented. The chorus had a queer

ballet appearance, and a civilised composer might have borrowed a motive or two

from the recitative. It became even more theatrical when the largest corps

advanced, singing, and upholding in their left hands leafy branches, palm

boughs, and long grasses, which were afterwards thrown upon and trampled to the

ground. An énergumène, with a horse-tail, the symbol of a professional

singer or drummer, first shrieked extempore praises of the king and of his

guests, pointing the compliment by shaking the forefinger, as is done to

naughty boys in England, and then the whole rout joined in the response.




At times a chief or a warrior would

plunge into the ring and perform a pas seul. The principal dances were

two. The bravery dance consisted in grounding the musket, sword, or tomahawk,

to show that the foe had fallen. The performer, whose face must be blackened

with gunpowder, like a musical and itinerant Ethiopian, then took a billhook

with a broad blade ending in almost a circle, and with the tang let into the

wood, a weapon more for show than for use; or he preferred a crooked stick,

like short-cut houlette, or the third of an East Indian „ latti,“

garnished with rows of square-headed nails, or strengthened with a ring-like

twist of iron. Thus armed, he went through the process of decapitation. It was

conventional rather than an imitation of reality: the left hand was held with

the edge upwards, and parallel to the body, moving in concert with the weaponed

right, which made a number of short drawing cuts, about two feet from the

ground, whilst the legs and feet performed écarts, which are here

indescribable.




The other was the regular Dahoman

dance. It is a tremendous display of agility, Terpsichore becoming more

terrible than Mars. One month of such performance would make the European look

forward to a campaign as to a time of rest. The jig and the hornpipe are repose

compared with it. It is grotesque as the Danse Chinoise, in which the French

dancing-master of one’s youth, of course an ancien militaire, used

gravely to superintend the upturning of thumbs and toes. The arms are held in

the position preferred by the professional runner, the hands paddle like a

swimming dog’s paws, the feet shuffle or stamp as if treading water, the elbows

are jerked so as nearly to meet behind the back with a wonderful „jeu des

omoplates,“ and the trunk joins in the play, the posteriors moving forwards

and backwards to the pedal beat-time. The body is not, as in Asia, divided, as

it were into two, the upper half steady, and the lower taking violent exercise.

Here, there is a general agitation of the frame, jerked in extreme movement to

front and rear. As all these several actions, varied by wonderful shakings,

joltings, grimaces, and contortions, must be performed rapidly, simultaneously,

and in perfect measure to the music, it is not only a violent, it is also a

very difficult performance, exceeding even the Hindu Nautch, or the Egyptian

Alimeh’s feats. As a calisthenic exercise, it is invaluable. The children begin

as soon as they can toddle. It is, perhaps, the most amusing

thing in Dahomey to see them apeing their elders. [xxxiv]




The dancing was relieved at times by a little firing. Ammunition did

not seem to superabound, and I detected several warmen privily borrowing from

their neighbours, which showed that the defaulters had been making away with

government stores. The parade ended with the normal drinking, after which we

were allowed to remount and proceed.




A few yards from the „ Captain’s

tree” led us to the southern extremity of the town. It is entered by a trivia;

the path to the right leads to the Portuguese fort, to the left is the French

factory; whilst we pursued our way straight in front, through the Ajudo

Akhi-men, or Whydah market. Crowds were collected to see the king’s „new

strangers,“ who were bringing tribute to Dahomey. The men bared their

shoulders, doffing their caps and large umbrella hats, whilst the women waved a

welcome, and cried „Oku,“ to

which we replied „Oku de ‘u [xxxv]

” and „Atyan,“ the normal salutations of the

country. Followed by an ever-increasing train, we passed a long gaunt

structure, called the Brazilian Fort. In the open space before it, on civilised

chairs, clad in white turbans, in loose blue dresses, and in snowy chemisettes,

allowed to expose at least half the walnut-coloured back, and emitting, with

the jauntiest air, volumes of cigar smoke, sat a number of „yaller” ladies.

Conspicuous amongst them by her chevelure, which looked like a closely-fitting cap of Astrachan

wool, ceasing abruptly without diminishing towards the neck or temples [xxxvi],

was the Bride of Whydah, the fair Sabina, of whom many have had cause to sing,

––




 




Nec fidum fæmina nomen 




Ah, pereat! didicit fallere siqua

virum. 




 




Arrived at the English Fort, we

dismounted at the place where the drawbridge has been, and, accompanied by the

military chiefs, we repaired to a shady arbour in the middle of the enceinte, a

normal feature in the European habitations of Whydah. There we found a table

thickly covered with bottles of water, sherry, gin, rum, and other chief-like

delicacies. We drank with the visitors, as the custom is, to the health of Her

Majesty of England, to the King of Dahomey, and to our own „bonally.” Half

stifled with heat and with human atmosphere, we were allowed, by ceremony, to

retire at three P.M., five mortal hours spent in accomplishing the work of

forty-five minutes! The reception concluded with a salute. The chief fired in

our honour forty muskets, powder-crammed to half way up the barrel, and we gave

them seventeen cannonades in return. The style of loading great guns quite

satisfied me why so many eyes and hands are missing at Whydah. The Sikhs, under

Runjit Singh, used to astonish the weak mind of the British artillerist by the

rapidity of their fire, sponging being dispensed with, and the powder baled

into the muzzle from an open tumbril near the carriage. But Asiatic

recklessness is not to be compared with that of the negro.




The landing rites concluded on the

next day. About noon the troops marched up in loose column to the cleared space

before the English Fort, and were formed, with

abundant pushing, objurgation and retort, into the half of a square. They repeated the scene of yesterday: single braves advancing crouched

to the combat, making violent improvisé speeches, pointing forefingers,

tossing heads, and spitting out their words, so that a stranger would suppose

he was being by them grossly insulted. There was the usual decapitation,

singing and dancing, chorus and ballet; even the small boys sprang into the

arena, displaying admirable activity, and stamping with the grace and vigour of

young bears.




The preliminary concluded, all

flocked into the compound, and the civilian chiefs crowded the large room. The

old Ka-wo [xxxvii], whose jurisdiction extends to the Ahwan-gan or war captains of all

the maritime regions, preferred, after salutation, to sit on his stool of

state, in a white night-cap, under an umbrella in the court-yard. The Viceroy

and the Chacha, or commercial chief, being absent at the capital, their places

were occupied by three dignitaries. The first mandarin was the Ainadu, [xxxviii] acting viceroy for Gelele, the present king, a short, dark, pockmarked

man, with very little clothing. The second magistrate, who, if white-washed,

might pass muster for a very ugly European, [xxxix]

was Nyan-kpe (the Lesser), who represented the acting-viceroy for Gezo, the

last king. I must observe here, without entering into details, that Dahoman

officials, male and female, high and low, are always in pairs,—a system,

methinks, which might be adopted by more civilized nations settled in Western

Africa. Duplicates are required by climate, and whilst the invalid is at home

on sick leave the convalescent might act for him. Here, however, the objects of

the double tenure are twofold; the new king does not wish hastily to degrade

his father’s old and unfaithful servants; knowing their misdeeds, he

neutralises their influence by appointing as their aids younger men, of higher

rank in the empire, and he ousts them when he reasonably can. Meanwhile, he

supposes the aspirant to represent his own as distinguished from his sire’s

rule. The other motive is to keep the elder in check, and perhaps to give the

younger, as candidate for the better appointment, an opportunity of mastering

the really complicated details of office.




The third chief then and there

present was the Atakpa-loto, alias Podoji [xl] ; he is spy, or to use a more delicate term, second in command and

assistant to Prince Chyudaton, the sub-viceroy, of whom more presently. He acts as

assessor to the other dignitaries in supervising the custom-takers and the

royal store-keepers, and in settling small causes, such as petty debts and the

disobedience of wives and slaves.




The chiefs at once took high ground,

gruffly declaring that they brought the King’s word, that is to say, a royal

message, and directed us to stand up. I refused so to do till the royal cane,

the symbol of the owner’s presence, was brought into the assembly, and was

prostrated to by all in the room. They then welcomed me, saying that the monarch

had sent as reception gift, a goat, a pig, a pair of fowls, and forty yams. Of

course the offering came from themselves, and required a suitable return, that

is to say, anything between twice and twenty times its value. Having despatched

them, we descended into the court, and presented a case of gin (=five dollars)

to the Ka-wo. After a long speech he perorated by offering to fight for me. My

reply was, that as a commandant of Amazons, a dignity conferred upon me during

my last visit, I could fight for myself. Under the cover of loud applause

excited by this mildest of retorts, we made our escape and withdrew into the

fort.




The same chiefs did not fail, after

my return from Dahomey, to call and beg another present. I refused them

peremptorily, thinking it unadvisable to establish such a precedent. The

African, like the Jew to whom you have paid only twice too much,

is miserable if he fancies that you escape from him with a farthing.




The first night surprised me by the

contrast of the din of voices inside the house, and the dead silence beyond its

walls. The streets are empty at dusk, as in the days of the Norman curfew; few

venture out after dark without a lantern, though the use is not, as in Cairo

and most parts of Asia, imperative. The constabulary is admirable; two men

squat in forms like hares, and startle the stranger by suddenly rising and by

flashing their torches to scan his features: if he has lost his way they will

escort him with all the politeness of a policeman. At times the Ka-wo, who is the

local Sir R. Mayne, goes his rounds, and the stick falls heavily upon those

caught napping. Hence, even in this headquarters of the demoralising

slave-trade, and where every man is a finished rascal, [xli] crimes of violence are, among the natives, exceedingly rare. Murder at

Whydah is unknown, except en cachette; housebreaking, save after a fire,

is almost impossible; and a man will leave with impunity clothes hanging up in

his courtyard, he would not do it twice at Lagos. Mr. Bernasko, who has lived

here eight years, never hesitates to walk out at night armed with nothing but a

walking-stick. Theft is reduced to petty larceny, which, however, is universal;

there is nothing that these people will not pilfer, and they will keep up the

character given by all travellers to their forefathers. In outstations, like

Godome, there is of course much more of open crime, and the discipline of the

subject is exceedingly lax. Whydah is a „white man’s town,” and under the

direct supervision of the King, who rarely interferes with the administration;

hence the frequent small abuses. If any evil report reaches the capital, a

royal messenger comes down, and the authorities tremble.


















 




 





CHAPTER IV. A WALK ROUND

WHYDAH.





 




The three following days enabled us to study the topography of Whydah.

The present town stands about 1.50—2 direct miles north of the sea; separated

from the shore by a broad leek-green swamp, by a narrow lagoon, and by a high

sandbank, whose tufted palms and palmyras, of a deep invisible green approaching

black, form a hogsback, over which the masts of shipping only can be seen from

the houses. The site wears the tricolour of S’a Leone,- light and milky-blue

sky, verdigris grass, and bright red argillaceous soil, with a blending shade

of




The „ferruginous-looking clay,” which

in India and China has been suspected of emitting a „pestiferous mineral gas,”

and of causing the „cachexia loci,” seems here to lose part of its

injurious power. The town is not exceedingly unhealthy, despite its extreme

filth, and although the deep holes from which the building material has been

extracted are as great a nuisance as in Abeokuta and Sokoto. Indeed, as a rule,

it is less deadly than other places on the Slave Coast, especially Lagos and

Badagry. The nights are cool, and the day-breeze is, if anything, somewhat too

strong for safety. At this season the people do not suffer from mosquitoes, „

much provoking the exercise of a man’s nails,“ as the old traveller has it.




Beneath the surface soil there is a

substratum of pure white sand overlying argil deeply tinctured with iron oxide from

the northern hills; and another bed of pure sand is supported by white clay to

a depth of thirty-five feet: it is supposed that below this figure marine

deposits would occur. The highest part of the town, that is to say the west

end, is not more than forty feet above the sea, and this we may assume to be

the height of the first floor of the English Fort, which lies about the centre.

After a shower the land is as viscid and muddy as that about Upper Norwood, and

such indeed is the condition of the whole country, especially at Kana and in

the capital. The earth when powdered, puddled, and exposed to the sun, becomes

hard like bricks, which could be made, but which are not wanted. The old

English fort has lasted upwards of a century.




The greatest length of the town,

which extends from south-east to north-west, is about two miles by half a mile

in depth. There is no attempt at fortification, as there is in the capital; but

every house could be held against musketry. From the beach a few of the tallest

habitations, backed by giant trees, meet the view, and prepare the visitor for

something grandiose. The squalor within, however, contrasts sharply with the

picturesque aspect from without. Whydah is a ruined place, everything showing

decay, and during the last three years, it has changed much for the worse. As

in all Yoruba towns, the houses are scattered, and, except round the principal

market-place, there is far more bush than building. The environs are either

marshes or fields, palm-orchards, or bosquets of great but savage beauty; the

fine and highly-cultivated farms found near Whydah by Mr. Duncan [xlii] no longer exist.




The population of the town, which

could accommodate 50,000 souls, is variously estimated. Some have raised it to 30,000.

Dr. M.Leod (1803) calculates 20,000. M. Wallon (1858) proposes 20,000—25,000,

but he is by no means a correct observer. The French Mission, which has perhaps

the best chance of ascertaining the truth, lays down the number at 12,000; and

during war this may be reduced to half. The Christians (Catholics) exceed 600;

about 200 boys are known to the missionaries, and on an average during the year

the latter baptise 110. The fathers are also of opinion that the population

diminishes.




The word „Whydah” is a compound of

blunders. It should be written Hwe-dah, [xliii] and be applied to the once prosperous and populous little kingdom

whose capital was Savi. A „bush town” to the westward, supposed to have been

founded and to be still held by the aboriginal Whydahs, who fled from the

massacres of Dahomey, still retains the name Hwe-dah. The celebrated

slave-station which we have dubbed „Whydah,” is known to the people as Gre-hwe

or Gle-hwe, [xliv] „ Plantation-house.“




A very brief résumé of its

stirring past is here necessary. According to tradition, Whydah, as I shall

still call it, was originally a den of water-thieves and pirates, who paid

unwilling allegiance to the kings of Savi. About the middle of the seventeenth

century it rose to the rank of a prosperous ivory mart and slave port. In 1725,

it was first attacked by Agaja the Conqueror, fourth King of Dahomey, the Guadja Trudo of the History, nominally for

selling to him muskets without locks, really because, like all African monarchs,

the height of his ambition was a point on the seaboard where he could trade

direct with Europeans. The place after capture was called by him „plantation-house,”

meaning that it must supply food to Agbome the capital. So the History informs

us the King of Eyeo (Oyo) used to say that Ardrah (Allada) was „Eyeo’s

Calabash,“ out of which nobody should be permitted to eat but the king himself.




The Europeans, ever greedy of change

in these dull lands, seem at first to have favoured Dahomey against Whydah. For

which reason, and because they are officially called „King’s Houses,” the Forts

receive certain honours. Before the Viceroy can

leave the town, and when he returns to it, [xlv] he must visit them officially in person, and he must pray at the

Portuguese Fort, which is held to be the head-quarters of the white man’s

faith. He enters with his suite, and as the King’s representative, he wears his

sword; this, however, as well as the fetishes with which he is hung round,

must, previous to the function, be removed. Before the present establishment

was sent, the black priests at Whydah used to offer him holy water; now it is

refused, and he walks to the font to barbouiller his face; the

missioners perform prayers, but without their sacramental robes, and he follows

suit to the best of his ability. The King often sends a message requesting the

orisons of the white men, which are not refused to him; and Christianity being

a recognised religion in Dahomey, on the day of S. Johnmidsummer-he transmits

by his Viceroy a pot of oil and a bottle of rum as his acknowledgment of faith.

These viceregal visits have at times been dangerous: in 1745, the Eunuch Yevo-gan „ Tanga,” raising the standard of revolt, proposed

to seize the English Fort, and was prevented only by the vigilance of the

governor, Mr. Gregory. Offences committed in the „King’s houses ” are visited

with a double penalty; a native stealing from them will surely be put to death:

on the other hand, he may take sanctuary in and cannot be ejected from the

Portuguese Fort without the consent of the missioners. The English Fort has the

shameful distinction of being protected by two fetishes, Dohen and Ajaruma, the

Defenders of White men. [xlvi]




Whydah, like the capital, is a

congeries of villages divided into five „ salams” or quarters, each under its

own caboceer, and governed by the Viceroy, who has dwarfed the minor officials

to mere captains. These are




1. Ahwanjigo, or Salam Français, on the

north-west and west, French Town, directly under the Viceroy.




2. Ajudo, Ajido Chacha, or Brazilian

Town, under the captain, Nodofré.




3. Sogbáji, or English town: it has

no governor; the King urged me to take it, but I declined, without receiving

orders from home.




4. Dukomen, Portuguese Town, on the

east and west, under the Caboceer Bonyon. These four quarters have their forts [xlvii] : the last is




5. Zóbeme, or Market town, lately

under the Caboceer Nyonun, whose successor will be presently appointed.




I now propose to conduct the reader through the town, and to describe

its principal sites.




Beginning from the south-east, we

remark the Denun or toll-house which guards the entrance of every Dahoman town,

and the multitude of little fetish huts, where the trader, after doing his

devoir to the King, is expected to be not less dutiful to the gods. The streets

are mere continuations of the bush-paths, but except in the wettest weather,

they are not bad walking after Sandy Lagos. They are formed by the walls of the

compounds and by the backs of the houses, which are all built in a uniform

manner. The material is the red pisé of Britanny and Sind heaped up in

three or four courses, but by law never more: each course is from a foot and a

half to two feet high; the material has neither straw nor stone, but sometimes,

as in Popo, oyster-shell is used to strengthen it. Each layer is covered during

erection with a weather thatch, and is left to dry, for three days. in a

harmattan, and for ten in the wet seasons: it presently hardens to the

consistency of freestone, and is, in fact, the national adobe. The rain

torrents wash away the softer parts and cut cracks down the sides if not

protected from above: a certain mixture of salt in the soil causes the base to

crumble the more readily, because here they do not, as on the Gold Coast,

support it by growing cactus. A careful man repairs his wall in the early „

dries.” The establishments are extensive, sometimes covering acres. I saw only

one being built, whilst many allowed me to walk over the broken-down walls, and

almost all were externally in ruins. As in Asiatic Turkey, however, the

interior often belies the wretched exterior, and behind the blown-off thatch,

leaving bare ribs and poles perilously protruding, there are snug inner rooms. The

poorer classes have compounds of matting. The roof, not unlike that of an East

Indian bungalow, is made of palm, palmyra, and thick grass, mounted on a frame

of lopped and

cleaned branches, with girders of bamboo; and often it is raised in the „flying

” form, to secure coolness. There are no windows, except in the Forts. Their

places are taken by doors opening under the projecting eaves, that rest upon

stout posts and trunks, especially those of the valuable and abundant palmyra.




Striking into the main street, the

tolerably straight road, which, running from east to west, bisects the town, we

sight the Portuguese fort, the smallest but the best situated for quiet and

coolness. Of these buildings there are now four at Whydah, in order of

seniority, French, Brazilian, English, and Portuguese. The first-named people

began the trade, and the second is probably erected upon the old Dutch factory,

although the name is clean forgotten. The Brandenburgher (Prussian) African

Company also built a strong factory at Whydah in 1684, but it long ago

disappeared. With the exception of the Brazilian Fort, all these buildings lie

in a line from E.S.E. to W.N.W.: after the stone defences of the Gold Coast,

these swish establishments are by no means imposing, and, except in the case of

the Frenchman, for „Fort” we must read „Factory“ or „School.“




The Portuguese Fort is surrounded by

a moat, whose depth is concealed by a mass of vegetation: the people of the

country prefer for defence a ditch in this state. The defences, a square

compound bastioned at the angles, and the battery of rusty guns, are here

purposely neglected. The main building, a large double-storied house, with

walls thick as an old Norman castle, fronts westward. Lately repaired, it has a

central saloon flanked by dormitories, and a long refectory on the

ground-floor. It is pierced with a deep hollow gateway, protected outside by

two honeycombed guns. Over it is the Lusitanian scutcheon, minus the wooden

crown, which perished during a late fire. Portuguese ordinances are still

affixed to the door, and at the Southern bastion the blue and white flag yet flies on high days and holidays. In the compound are a

detached chapel and belfry with two bells, dateless, but belonging to the

former occupants: both are of swish work, and their mat roofs are distinguished

from afar by two little wooden crosses. On the north and fronting the chapel is

a range of small ground-floor rooms and refectory. These the missionaries find

less unhealthy, curious to say, than the double-storied building, where, they

assert, the sea-breeze gives them fever. They have been careful, however, to

dig under their pian’ terreno, and to lay down a board flooring, whilst

they look forward to raising houses on piles six feet high with a draught of

air beneath. All is industry in this „Fort,” a garden and a southern range of

buildings are being made, quarters for the workmen and school-children are

already available, and the church and belfry are considered to be merely

temporary.




The „Vicariat Apostolique de Dahomé,“

was erected by the Holy Father in 1860, and its spiritual direction was

entrusted to the new congregation of the African Missions, whose mothe-house is

at Lyons, 243, Rue de la Guillotière. In 1860 the congregation of the

Propaganda named as superior of this mission the priest François Borghero, of

Genoa, member of the congregation of African Missions, whose superior-general,

residing at Lyons, is M. l’Abbé Augustin Planque, of Lille. The first despatch

of missionaries left Toulon, January 3rd, 1861, on board H.I.M.S. Amazone. It

was composed of Messrs. les Abbés F. Borghero (Italian), François Fernandez, a

Spaniard of the diocese of Lugo, in Galicia (died in 1863, at Whydah), and

Louis Eddé, a Frenchman of the diocese of Chatres (he died en route at S’a

Leone). The two first named arrived at Whydah April 18th, 1861; on May 6th of

the same year they took possession of their present „Fort,” by permission of the Dahoman

authorities, and with the consent of the Portuguese resident at Whydah. Since

the departure of M. Iréné Lafitte, who is intended for one of the European

establishments, the personnel is composed of six members [xlviii].

There are ten boarders; the number of the other scholars greatly varies,

because the boys attend or stay away as they please. Of adults, I do not

believe that a single convert has been made; and the reverend fathers would do

well to turn their attention towards Lagos and Abeokuta.




This Vicariat is not obnoxious to the

charge commonly brought against Catholic establishments, namely, that though

ardent, enduring, and self-sacrificing, they are too accommodating to

heathenism, and thus they are unabiding; whilst Protestant missions, like the

constitution which hatches them, are respectable, comfortable, and feeble,

offering salaries to married men, who in squabbles about outfit, passage,

furlough, and conveyance of children, manage to spend about £ 500,000 per

annum. Their uncompromising opposition of idolatry has more than once brought

the members into trouble. In November, 1861, M. Borghero visited the King at

Agbome, and the list of his demands may be found in the published account of

his journey to the capital [xlix]. In March, 1863, the fort was struck by the lightning-god, Khevioso,

the Shango of the Egbas; and they are not wanting who suppose that the

fetishes, having been worsted in dispute by the Padres, took the opportunity of

a storm to commit the arson. As

the inmates impiously extinguished the fire, they were heavily fined; and, on

refusing to pay, the Father-superior was imprisoned. In June of the same year

occurred another dispute, about a sacred snake that was unceremoniously ejected

from the mission premises, and doubtless this anti-heathenism will bring them

to further grief. They look upon

things en noir, and naturally desire, but with little hope, to see

Whydah in civilized hands. I found them intelligent, amiable, and devoted men,

in whose society time sped pleasantly and profitably. To the excellent Superior

especially I had reason to be grateful for the loan of vocabularies and other

papers. If I say too little, it is for fear of expressing too much.




Near the French Mission, and at the

south-eastern end of the town, is the establishment of M. J. Domingo Martinez,

the best house in „ Whydah.” The compound walls are, to obviate fire, tiled,

not thatched, and a small orange trees enlivens the interior.

There is an old ground-floor tenement, by no means uncomfortable, with large,

lofty, and cool rooms, furnished with musical boxes [l] and other knick-knacks, whilst portraits and oil-painting, rarities in

unartistic Africa, depend from the walls; and near it a large double-storied

tenement, also tiled, is being built as a dwelling-place and as a store for oil

trading.




When I last called upon M. Martinez

he had been unwell for some weeks: Mr. Cruikshank, who was consulted, did not

think his case dangerous. He died January 25th, 1864, when we were at the

capital, and the death was brought on by a fit of passion—not an uncommon

occurrence in these hot-tempered lands. [li] He had long been virtually king of Kutunun, a little post inland of

Jackin, on the Denham waters, and of late much coveted by the new „ Protectors”

of Porto Novo. The latter managed their dollars so well, that the King sent

his cane to M. Martinez, and a polite message, to say that his friend would

presently be joined by a brother white man. At first the recipient stared

aghast; soon understanding the trick, he was seized with a trembling of

passion; he presently fainted, and he died the same night, I presume of

apoplexy.




M. Martinez was a caboceer of Dahomey,

entitled to the umbrella, the chair, and the other insignia of his order.

During his later years he has often said—and many a man has had, and will have,

to say the same—that he had learned these people too late. The King claiming droit

d’aubaine over the property of all his defunct subjects, the key of M.

Martinez’s house was at once, after his death, appropriated by the Viceroy of

Whydah. He has left a large family, all by native women.




His eldest son, Domingo Rafael

Martinez, is a youth about twenty; he is not uneducated, speaking English and

French, although his father thought it best to keep him in irons for some

years, and thus unteach him the use of the knife. It will be well for the heir

if the deceased has left a „bag” at Bahia.




M. Martinez is a sore loss to the

slaving interest. A dozen years ago there were at Whydah 200 Spaniards and

Portuguese, including Brazilians and half-castes. By glancing his eye below,

the reader will see how much the number of these „slave consumers“ is reduced [lii]. And the next decade will find all

the survivors engaged in cotton or in palm-oil—the „doulometer of the slave

trade“-or in nothing.




M. Martinez had his good points: he

was always courteous and hospitable, even to his bitterest enemies, the English;

moreover, to his praise be it spoken, he invariably, like the first Chacha, de

Souza, discountenanced native cruelties and human sacrifice. He befriended the

Church Mission in 1846, when hopelessly stranded at Badagry, and, being a

slaver, he gained, as might be expected, little gratitude. Peace to his manes,

and may he

escape the Dahoman Deadland, where I much

doubt that he would be warmly welcomed!




Passing along the main street we now

enter the Zóbeme, [liii] or Great Market, one of the Whydah „lions.“ It is, or rather was, a

long thoroughfare, covering at least an acre, with offsets, cross streets, and

here and there a cleared space. The

booths are low, square, open thatch-sheds, raised upon chabutaras or

benches of well-worked red clay, about one foot above the passages. They are

either joined or in broken lines, and all are kept clean with bois de vache.

A detached hut proclaims the gin palace; the material,—bottles and

decanters of Brazilian rum and cheap French liqueurs, with glasses of all

sizes, stands on white cloths, and business seems to be brisk. Nor are the

victualling arrangements less complete; half the shops contain either raw or

cooked provisions, and many a „working man“ breakfasts and dines in the alley.

This rude bazar is fullest at 4 P.M., when swarms of people, especially women, meet to buy and

sell, „swap“ and barter all the requirements of semi-civilized life. For the

articles most in vogue, I may refer the reader to a previous publication, and

almost any book of travels treating of the countries of the Upper Niger will

show him how far the system is capable of being carried out. At Whydah, as at

Bombay and Aden, the prices have increased, or rather have doubled, during the

last ten years; and despite the complaints of commercial depression, the value

of coin still diminishes. It is a curious contrast, the placidity and

impassiveness with which the seller, hardly taking the trouble to remove her

pipe, drawls out the price of her two-cowrie lots, and the noisy excitement of

the buyers, who know that they must purchase and pay the demand. There is no

lack of civility to us amongst the people, and the children cheer and jeer

White Face without any awe. The two normal African complexions, red-yellow and

brown-black, are very distinct at Whydah, and here and there we meet features

which might belong to an ugly Sinaitic Badawi. There are also palpable traces

of Caucasian blood in what the Anglo-Indian lady called „European infantry,“ a

parody upon the „European infamy“ of the garrison chaplain.




The only picturesque part of the

market-place is to the Eastward, where there is a hutless space, lined with

shady trees, especially the Hun-ti, or Bombax, under which the vendors

congregate in the glare of the day. Conspicuous for its beauty is the Lisé

tree, which the Fantis of the Gold Coast call Akyen. The Portuguese have named

it the „ African cashew.” Tall, thick, and with the darkest green foliage, it

is set off by studs of scarlet apples depending from long stalks. The fruit,

which is eaten at Agbome, is insipid, as are almost all wild growths, and not a

little like a raw turnip. The flower gives a delicious perfume, and the

wood supplies good potash for soap. The other trees are mostly thick-leaved

oranges and limes, whilst the hedges are of the malarious croton (Croton

tiglium), which here, as in Yoruba generally, attains the rankest

dimensions.




It is impossible at Whydah to mistake

the religiousness of the Pagan, though we vainly look for any trace of human

relics. Even in the bazar, many a hut will be girt round with the Zo Vodun, [liv] a country rope with dead leaves dangling to it at spaces of 20 feet. After

a conflagration this Fetish fire prophylactic becomes almost universal.

Opposite the house-gates again we find the Vo-sisa defending the inmates from

harm. It is of many shapes, especially a stick or a pole, with an empty old

calabash for a head, and a body composed of grass thatch, palm leaves, fowl’s

feathers, and achatinæ shells. These people must deem lightly of an evil

influence that can mistake, even in the dark, such a scarecrow for a human

being. Near almost every door stands the Legba-’gban, or Legba-pot, by

Europeans called the „ Devil’s Dish. [lv]„ It is

a common clay shard article, either whole or broken, and every morning and

evening it is filled, generally by women, with cooked maize and palm-oil, for

the benefit of the turkey-buzzard (Percnopter niger), like the Pinda

offered to Hindu crows. Akrasu, , [lvi]„ the

vulture, is next to the snake, the happiest animal in Dahomey. He has always an

abundance of food, like storks, robins, swallows, crows, adjutant cranes, and

other holy birds in different parts of the world. He may not be killed with

impunity, and he rarely loses his life except on the most solemn occasions. The

knowledge of his safety renders him so tame that he will refresh himself among

the poultry; and gorged with daily banquets, the „beast of a bird” will hardly

deign to take wing before being trodden upon; I have seen him eating amongst

the crowd before the King’s tent, and half ready to show fight if interrupted.

When hungry, he seems always to consider you as if you were butcher’s meat.




Travellers abuse this „obscene fowl,”

forgetting that without it the towns of Yoruba would be uninhabitable.

Moreover, except after a meal of carrion, it has by no means the „foul aspect”

which Commander Forbes ascribes to it, nor is its „familiarity“ at all „

sickening.“ The fact is, that officer saw human sacrifice everywhere, although

the rite never takes place at Whydah, the condemned being sent up to the

capital for execution. The turkey-buzzard perched on the topmost stick of a

blasted calabash tree, is to unromantic material Africa what the pea-fowl,

weather-cocking the tall Mawri is to more engaging Asia. It always struck me as

the most appropriate emblem and heraldic bearing for decayed Dahomey.




The new comer must not confound the „

Vulture’s dish“ with another display of earthenware.




Places are consecrated by planting

dwarf flags round a forked stick, or round a tree cut down to a reversed

tripod, which supports a red clay pot or pot cover. Upon this the passers-by

deposit a little food or palm-oil, and sometimes cabalistic messes, to bring

luck or to ward off danger.




Legba himself is a horrid spectacle.

A mass of red clay is roughly moulded by the clumsy, barbarous artist into an

imitation man, who is evidently like Jupiter,




A devil of a god for following the

girls. The figure is at squat, crouched, as it were, before its own

attributes, with arms longer than a gorilla’s, huge feet, and no legs to speak

of. The head is of mud or wood, rising conically to an almost pointed poll; a

dab of clay represents the nose; the mouth is a gash from ear to ear, and the

eyes and teeth are of cowries, or painted ghastly white. This deity almost

fills a temple of dwarf thatch, open at the sides. In nine cases out of ten he

has returned, human-like, to an undistinguishable heap of dust, but it would be

sacrilege to remove the sacred rubbish. Legba is of either sex, but rarely

feminine. Of the latter I have seen a few, which are even more horrid than the

male; the breasts project like the halves of a German sausage, and the rest is

to match. In this point Legba differs from the classical Pan and the Lampsacan

god, [lvii] but the idea involved is the same. The Dahoman, like almost all

semi-barbarians, considers a numerous family the highest blessing, and

fatherlessness the greatest curse in mundane life, and what men think in these

lands must be minded by women. The peculiar worship of Legba consists of

propitiating his or her characteristics by unctions of palin-oil. The „

Anatinkpo,“ or knotted clubs planted around the figure with their knobs in the

air, are possibly derived from Oshé, the weapon of the Egba „Shango. [lviii]„




Issuing from the bazar to westward,

we pass on the right a large ruinous tenement, built by a quadroon merchant,

Mr. Hutton, of Cape Coast Castle, whose „Gothic House” there has just been

converted into Government quarters. After he was drowned on the Dago bar

(1857), this place was sold to a Spaniard, known only as D. Juan, who presently

perished, of course by poison, at Badagry. As the last proprietor owed 200

dollars to the king, it then became royal demesne.




We are now at the English factory,

which will require description; it has played a conspicuous part in local

politics, and it may perchance do so again. Williams Fort, as it is called in

old writings, was built for the Royal African Company of England, by Captain

Wiburne, brother to Sir John Wiburne; its foundation is, therefore, nearly two

centuries old. In Barbot’s’ [lix] day (1700) it was 100 yards square, with four large earthen

flankers, mounting twenty-one good guns; the trench, crossed by a drawbridge of

boards spread on beams, was 20 ft. deep by 18 ft. wide, and its establishment

consisted of twenty whites and one hundred gromettos, or slaves, attached to

English Town, under the orders of a governor. The old traveller places it three

miles from the waterside, between the Danish fort (now quite forgotten) on the

west, and within half-a-mile of the French and Dutch Forts. In its day it has

sheltered, under Governor Tinker, the King of Whydah, when Savi, his capital,

was taken by Dahomey; Governor Wilson gave protection to Ossue, the leader of

the Whydahs and Popos; rash Governor Tetesole was, by orders of the Great King,

murdered, and some say eaten; Governor Gregory defended it against Tanga, the

rebel; brave Governor Goodson, by the fire of his fort won back Whydah for Dahomey;

Governor Abson here lived thirty-seven years, and left behind him Sally, of

tragical end; stout Mr. Hamilton procured the release of Dr. M.Leod, and

Governor James, the younger of that name, who succeeded the two former, is

still known as the King’s friend.




The shape of the enceinte is a square

or parallelogram, enclosing several acres, surrounded by a well-grown moat, and

formerly defended at the angles by once round bastions, with their rusty guns,

a total of twenty-four carronades still lying there and about the court. Even

in 1803, we are told that only three or four of the cannon were sound enough to

be used in saluting, the others being so honeycombed and corroded that those

firing them would have been in more danger than those fired at. The compound is

divided into unequal parts by a wall running from east to west; to the north

where a garden should be, there is a foul Fetish figure throned amidst a mass

of filth, yet the people wonder that they suffer from smallpox and measles! The

main building, fronting south, to catch the sea-breeze, is a huge

half-whitewashed barn, red and crumbling below, with a ragged, tattered pent-roof

thatch above; the walls pierced with irregular shuttered holes, are 4 ft.

thick, and the „great hall [lx]” and five dwarf rooms inside suggest comparison with the ab externo

size of the edifice. The interior is as shabby as the exterior, the floors

yawn wide, and the ceiling threatens to fall. As usual in these buildings,

there is but one entrance, a gloomy and cavernous gateway, like the Arab’s „barzah,“

under the main building. The barton between the house and Fetish-ground

contains out-houses and offices for servants and followers; a well, which at

times fails; instead of „steeple house“ a shingled chapel, which is also

school-room; a „cook-house“ (not a kitchen); a bathing-place, bachelor’s quarters, four rows of umbrella trees, under

whose shade is the usual trellised arbour, and the old „ Hog-yard,” which name,

however, is now forgotten.




The Hog-yard is a square detached

house in the centre of the enceinte, near the old circular powder-magazine; it

derives its peculiar appellation from the fact that white men were buried

here. The founder of the fort, Captain Wiburne, was the first tenant, and it

has been since used as a family vault for the servants of the „Company.”

Captain Thomas Phillips tells us a characteristic tale of this institution. A

Mr. Smith, the chief factor, being sick, one of the kings of Whydah insisted

upon sending a Fetish priest to his relief. The reverend man, carrying brandy,

rum, rice, oil, and other creature comforts, entered the Hog-yard, and thus

addressed the deaf and dumb inmates:




„O ye dead whites that live here! you have

a mind to have with you this factor that is sick, but he is a friend to the

King, who loves him, and who will not part with him as yet!”




Then, repairing to Captain Wiburne’s

grave, he cried out:




„O thou captain of all the dead

whites that lie here! this is thy doing: thou wouldst have this man from us to

bear thee company, because he is a good man, but our King will not part with

him, and thou shalt not have him yet!”




Thus saying, the holy

man made a hole over the grave, and poured in the various articles which he had

brought with him, telling the ghostly tenant that if he wanted those things,

they were all there for him, but the factor he must not expect and should not

have.




The historian goes on to say that the

Englishmen present, disgusted by this mummery, kicked the Fetisheer out of the

fort, and that Mr. Smith incontinently died,-a proof stronger than any Holy

Writ to the negro mind that black man’s „medicine he be good.”




In the Hog-yard also reposes Mr.

James, called by the natives „Huze-huze.” In December and January, when the

Whydah Fetish fêtes take place, the native priests flock with drums to perform

idolatrous rites at his grave.




I summoned the Caboceers, and protested against these proceedings in

the capital of English Town. [lxi] They

of course promised to report my objections to the King, and certainly thought

no more about the matter. The English Fort at Whydah is a scandal, morally and

physically. Compared with the French Mission, it gives exactly the measure of

difference between the white man and the mulatto,—even in these lands, where

climate is so much against the former. The Wesleyan Mission should be ashamed

of it. A few hundred pounds would make the place respectable, by the expulsion

of the Fetish, and by the restoration of a building which has now passed out of

government’s hands. The sound of psalmody is certainly not wanting, indeed, the

„holloaing of anthems,” as Falstaff calls it, is satis superque; and

besides the school-children, there are nearly a score of

he-fellows-schoolmaster, cook, barber, tailor, interpreter, and others—loafing

and lounging about the court and arbour. They should be made at least to work

their cost in salt. I only hope that an English Company will, at some not

distant day, take the restoration in hand.




In 1842-43, the Wesleyan Mission was

nominally established at Whydah by Mr. T. B. Freeman, the „ Bishop of the Gold

Coast,” and Mr. Dawson, the companion of his travels. Eleven years afterwards

they were followed by the Reverend Mr. Bernasko, the present principal and the

sole occupant of the English Fort, accompanied by a Mr. Laing, now doing duty

at Annamaboe. They began by a mélange of commerce and conversion, which

was far from being favourably received by King Gezo. Perhaps for that reason

they have been taken en amitié by his royal son. Gelele has given over to them six

youths, sons of the

old fort slaves of the English Town; he will not, however, allow the number to

be increased. The total of the congregation is a dozen men, mostly Fantis, and

all coloured. The school-muster greatly varies: for when I was last there, it

numbered forty-six pupils, of whom twenty-three were boarders, including the

human presents given according to custom by the King to his various visitors at

Agbome. Amongst others under the charge of Mrs. Bernasko, is „ Jane,“ popularly

called the Commodore’s Wife, a huge porpoise, a female Daniel Lambert, and a

fair match for three men. There also are the two girls, one about twelve, the

other sixteen, very pretty and intelligent, [lxii] ” dashed at Agbome

to Captain Wilmot for education in England. Tastes in the matter of beauty

differ. I found „ Amelia,” the younger, aged at least sixteen, and an

uncommonly plain and dingy specimen; whilst „Emma,” the elder, had passed

eighteen, and wore an expression of intense stupidity, combined with the

external development of a female „Legba.” They are thus too old to learn, and

in these days it is not so easy as it was to become African „princesses.”

Finally, neither of them can be termed Dahoman,—the former is an Ishaggan, and

the latter is a Makhi captive.




For the English name in these parts,

I am sorry to see Mr. Bernasko so situated. He has small pay, a large family,

and many calls upon his purse. But it draws down contempt upon a faith when its

teachers are compelled to trade for their livelihood, and to keep within a few

yards of their chapel a shop in which cloth and pottery, rum and ammunition,

are sold.




Passing out of the English Fort, we

see in front and on the off side of „ Main Street,’’ two brick pillars inclined like the leaning

towers of Bologna, and showing where once was the factory garden. Here grew the

orange grove alluded to by Dr. M’Leod, and

the thin tamarind under which Governor Abson was buried. It has long been

abandoned to the weeds, and a dozen sheep and goats now pick a scanty meal. On

the right hand and to the south-west of William’s Fort, is a large ruined

establishment that belonged to Ignacio de Souza, a son of the original Chacha.

He fell into disgrace four to five years ago, under the suspicion of having

reported to a British cruiser the intended departure of a slaver, and he mysteriously

disappeared. His property was „broken“ by the „Don-pwe people [lxiii] ”

here, a sign of complete and irretrievable ruin. It is a custom borrowed from

the old kings of Whydah. The house has lately been granted by the King to a Mr.

Craft, a mulatto, not a negro, as his semi-scientific auditors at Newcastle

firmly believe him to be. The repairs will cost about £600, but this agent to

the new „Company of African Merchants” says that he will easily make it pay. Però veremos! 




Bending towards the north of the

English Fort, we pass through a large empty space now being cleared of grass

for the Christmas „play.” It shows a big tree-grown hole whose earth has been

excavated for building, and a central shed erected by the present King for his „Blue”

guards to marshal, dance, drink, and settle the palavers peculiar to their

corps. The „Blues” outside the palace, also called „English Company,”

correspond with the „Fanti company” of women inside: they are held to be

body-guards, but they are not regulars. For this reason it is called, after

one of the royal houses at the capital, Jegbe.




Beyond this square is a dark circular

clump of giant trees,--splendid figs, calabashes, and bombaxes rising from a

dense bush which doubtless has witnessed many a deed of darkness. One would

suppose that they were fetished to preserve them; but the Tree and the Ocean,

as well as the Snake, formed of old the peculiar cultus of Whydah. At its

eastern end is the second lion of the town, and a very minute one, the Danhhwe,

[lxiv] or Boa Temple. It is nothing but a small cylindrical mud hut –– some

Fetish houses are square—with thick clay walls supporting a flying thatch roof

in extinguisher shape. Two low narrow doorless entrances front each other,

leading to a raised floor of tamped earth, upon which there is nothing but a

broom and a basket. It is roughly whitewashed inside and out, and when I saw it last a very lubberly fresco of

a ship under full sail sprawled on the left of the doorway. A little distance

from the entrance were three small pennons, red, white, and blue cottons tied

to the top of tall poles.




The Danhgbwe is here worshipped, like

the monkey near Accra and Wuru, the leopard of Agbome, the iguana of Bonny, and

the crocodile at Savi, Porto Seguro, and Badagry. The reptile is a brown

yellow-and-white-streaked python of moderate dimensions; and none appears to

exceed five feet. The narrow neck and head tapering like the slow-worm’s, show

it to be harmless; the negro indeed says that its bite is good as a

defence against the venomous species, and it is tame with constant handling. M.

Wallon saw 100 in the temple, some 10 feet long, and he tells his readers that

they are never known to bite, whereas they use their sharp teeth like rats. Of

these „nice gods” I counted seven, including one which was casting its slough;

all were reposing upon the thickness of the clay wall where it met the inner

thatch. They often wander at night, and whilst I was sketching the place a

negro brought an estray in his arms: before raising it, he rubbed his right

hand on the ground and duly dusted his forehead, as if grovelling before the

king. The ugly brute coiled harmlessly round his neck, like a „doctored“ cobra

in India or Algeria. Other snakes may be killed and carried dead through the

town, but strangers who meddle with the Danhgbwe must look out for „palavers,“

which, however, will probably now resolve themselves into a fine. In olden

times death has been the consequence of killing one of these reptiles, and if

the snake be abused, „serious people” still stop their ears and run away.




When under former reigns a native killed Danhgbwe even accidentally, he

was put to death; now, the murderer is placed somewhat like the Salamanders of

old Vauxhall, in a hole under a hut of dry faggots thatched with grass which

has been well greased with palm-oil. This is fired, and he must rush to the

nearest running water, mercilessly belaboured with sticks and pelted with clods

the whole way by the Danhgbwe-no, [lxv] or

fetish-priests. Many of course die under the gauntlet. Thus there is a baptême

de feu as well as a baptême d’eau; fire and water, to say nothing of

the gauntlet, must combine to efface the god-killing crime. [lxvi] The elder de Souza saved many a victim by stationing a number of his

slaves round the deicide, with orders to hustle and beat him in semblance not

in reality. This was truly the act of a „ Good Samaritan.”




Ophiolatry in our part of Africa is

mostly confined to the coast regions; the Popos and Windward races worship a black snake of larger size; and in the

Bight of Biafra the Nimbi or Brass River people [lxvii] are as bigoted in boa-religion as are the Whydahs. The system is of

old date: Bosman, at the beginning of the last century, described it almost as

it is at present. It well suits the gross materialism of these races, and yet

here men ought to be tired of it. As will afterwards appear, the snakes lost

their kingdom; yet we are told that when the Dahomans permitted serpent-worship

to continue, the Whydahs, abundantly thankful, became almost reconciled to the

new stern rule.




Snake worship is both old and widely

spread [lxviii]; we recognise it among the Psylli of the ancients, and in the Roman

Ophiolatreia of which Livy wrote anguem in quo ipsum numen fuisse constabat.

In the Christian Church the animal was adored by the Ophites, perhaps on

the same principle that the Sheytan Parast propitiates H.S.M., or that certain

ignorant Roman Catholics have burned the candle at both ends in honour of the

Powers of Light and Darkness. The Ophites were thus opposed to the orthodox,

who held the unfortunate animal to be the „fatal destroyer of the human race,“

the „type of the devil and deluder of mankind.” Barbot quotes upon this subject

the Golden Serpent of the first Israelites, the Brazen Snake of Moses, the

Dragon of Babylon, and the Thermutis or Asp of Egypt, where it was accounted

one of the most valuable symbols of religion. Erasmus Stella informs us, in his

Antiquities of Borussia, that people began worship by ophiolatry. Sigismund,

baron of Huberstein, in his account of Moscovy, says, „that snakes were adored

in Samogitia and Lithuania.” The Naga of India was the Couch of Vishnu and the

type of eternity; it is still revered by the snake-charmer. [lxix] Herodotus (ii. 74) mentions the sacred serpent at Thebes. The Romans

during a plague brought Æsculapius, son of Apollo, from Epidaurus, in the form

of a huge serpent, and with great sacrifices and ceremonies lodged him in an

island of the Tiber. Finally, I may observe that from the Slave-Coast „ Vodun”

or Fetish we may derive the „ Vaudoux” or small green snake of the Haitian

negroes, so well-known by the abominable orgies enacted before the „Vaudoux

King and Queen,“ [lxx] and the „King Snake“ is still revered at S’a Leone.




On the other side of the road the

devotees of the snake are generally lolling upon the tree roots in pretended

apathy, but carefully watching over their gods. Here too are the Fetish

schools, where any child touched by the holy reptile

must be taken for a year from its parents—who „pay the piper“-and must be

taught the various arts of singing and dancing necessary to the worship. This

part of the system has, however, lost much of the excesses that prevailed in

the last century, when, at the pleasure of the strong-backed Fetish men, even

the King’s daughters were not excused from incarceration and from its

presumable object. The temple is still annually visited by the Viceroy, during

the interval after the Customs and before the campaigning season. He takes one

bullock, with goats, fowls, cloth, rum, meal, and water to the priest, who,

holding a bit of kola nut, prays aloud for the King, the country, and the

crops.




Close to the Boa Temple is the palace

of the Yevogan, [lxxi] or Viceroy of Whydah. This is an important post, and the holder is the

third dignitary of the kingdom. He is proposed by the Meu, or second minister,

his after patron, and he is installed by the King, under whose indirect

protection he is. The Viceroy is surrounded by the cleverest spies and

councillors; on his own ground he is strong, but once in the capital he falls

into the hands of his protector. He is ever liable to be summoned to Agbome,

and etiquette compels him to ride a wretched garron, upon which he is supported

by his slaves. His soldiers may amount, not to 2000, as some say, but to 200.

He is at once council, jury, and judge; he cannot, however, put a Dahoman to

death even for crime without sending him for examination to the King. He has

unlimited powers of imprisonment and bastinado; indeed, the local system seems

to be that which kept the old British man-of-war in such grand discipline; all

are in ranks, and the superior „sticks“ everyone below him. He is great at

embezzlement, and woe betide the litigious wight whose cause falls into his

hands. Both he and his lieutenant must be propitiated before he will forward a

visitor’s message to the King; and both, though they can do little to assist,

are powerful in impeding progress. [lxxii] However,

a piece of silk, and a few bottles of French „ ‘tafia,” suffice for each, and

both vouchsafed a return in provisions. I reserve a personal description of the

Yevo-gan till we meet him at Kana.




The Yevo-gan’s palace is a large

enceinte to the north of the town, with four principal entrances. That on the

north-east is the „Bwendemen. [lxxiii]„ It opens upon a square or space full of Fetish huts, one of which

covers the skull of the African wild buffalo, now extinct in these parts, and

under the straggling trees deputations are received. To the north is „Ganhori”;

the western entrance is known as „Ohongaji”; and the southern, leading to the Snake

House, is „ Agoli.” The interior is the normal labyrinth of courts and tents,

each with two doorways; you reach the audience chamber after some twenty

turnings, though perhaps it was a few yards from the entrance passage, and it

is concealed, like the owner’s „wifery,” by mud walls. The great man, after the

usual formality of canes and compliments, causes visitors, if they allow it, to

fare anticamera, till his toilet is satisfactory, in a palm-nut paved

outhouse near his pony’s stable. Dignity makes this demand; the negro grandee

must not appear curious or anxious to see his visitor, who will ensure a better

reception next time by making the loudest demonstrations of indignation. The

dignitary receives in a small clean verandah, where, as chairs may not be used

by the lieges of Dahomey, he is found reclining upon the uncarpeted floor. He

escorts the visitor beyond his walls, and he never fails to beg that a decent

horse may be sent out to him from Europe, Asia, or the other quarters of the „inhabited

quarter.“




Crossing Main Street from north to

south, we proceed to the south-west of the town, where stands the Brazilian

Fort, the residence of the de Souza family. The huge mud pile occupies the base

of a rude triangle, called a square, under whose shady trees, in the mornings

and evenings, black cattle muster strong. Smaller tenements, in the south of

Europe style, have been added to both sides. The old man, however, would not

inhabit the house on the proper right of the fort, from a superstitious fancy

that it would be fatal to him. The western turret or gable of the huge central

building, which faces southwards, may be seen from the sea, affording an

excellent mark to the aspiring gunner. The peculiar feature of the Uhon-nukon, [lxxiv]
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