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  TO ELIZABETH MARIE, MY WIFE




  I dedicate this book with my loving memories of her unrelenting love and devotion as we journeyed together for thirty-six months by African safari on native trails, sharing the pleasures, hardships, and dangers in the peaceful stillness and tropical African luxuriance of the vast solitude of Angola.
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  PREFACE




  Chan Beebe was a true journeyer, a follower of dreams, a man of action, a hunter and woodsman of great ability. In many ways, he seems cast from the same mold as our earlier Western mountain men, for here was a man who loved adventure and who possessed the unique capability to do it all on his own, without outside help and with no more than the barest of modern necessities at hand.




  In his mid-nineties, he finally wrote his book. With a mind as fully alert as ever and a memory that was simply uncanny, he recalled with stunning clarity all the many trails, villages, towns, cities, and countries in which he ever lived or set foot, including in vivid detail names, dates, terrain, and even weather, as though it all occurred just yesterday.




  Nor did he forget the elusive dreams he had, many of which came true. One of these most cherished was to share with his many friends worldwide the details of his African odyssey. Now, this dream comes true.




  Chan and his wife, Elizabeth, were genuine pioneers of their time. Together they traveled through a part of Africa where other civilized people had never been, doing things others had never done, seeing things not seen since.




  This book has been made possible only with the helpful efforts of Chan’s good friend, Mrs. Catalina Bravo, who painstakingly wrote down every spoken word in longhand, for Chan in his autumn years was almost blind. To her, we express our utmost appreciation.




  Just before his final days, a first, complete draft was presented and Chan had the opportunity to hear the manuscript read to him word for word, exactly as he had so enthusiastically narrated it to Catalina over the many months before. All of his latest changes have been included and, though his presentation may not be in the worded trappings of a professional author, they are his stories, told in the rich manner with which he recounted them to his growing family over the years.




  We give our deeply felt thanks to our beloved Chan for his gift to us of the privilege of editing the tales of his exciting African adventure from so many years ago.




  Sara Beebe Kittredge




  Doug Kittredge




  PART ONE: IN THE BEGINNING
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  MIGHTY CLOSE CALL




  ____________________




  It was a soggy, hot afternoon early in the first year of my safari in Africa when I came unexpectedly upon a small, almost completely hidden lagoon. I was not yet familiar with these small inland lakes, nor with the wildlife that foraged along their shores and lurked beneath their waters. Fascinated by the captivating beauty of the place, I left my twelve porters relaxing under the shade of a tree while I took my rifle and walked around the water’s edge, almost treading on the thick mat of water lilies virtually touching shore.
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  Without warning the lily pads began to move as if caught in the flow of some mysterious current, and before my eyes an island of vegetation rose up and out poked a huge hippo’s head. Having had little opportunity to hunt these enormous animals, I was not about to lose this chance to provide such a quantity of fine meat for my eighty-six-man safari back at base camp.




  After a hippo has been killed, it always sinks, remaining under water about two hours or until enough gas has formed in its stomach to float the animal to the surface. This one, however, didn’t sink when I shot it. Instead, it started for shore, pushing a miniature tidal wave ahead of itself. As it crawled up the steep bank on the other side of the little cove, my second bullet crashed through its skull. Rising up on hind legs, the hippo opened its mouth wide to the skies, bellowed like a maddened bull, and turned a complete backward somersault, to crash down the muddy bank and splash mightily into the water, immediately sinking out of sight in a wave of froth. After the churning waves had subsided and the quivering of the water lilies had quieted, the lagoon lay perfectly calm and peaceful once again, as though no life-and-death struggle had occurred.




  By then it was nearly sunset, and being a considerable distance from camp I decided not to wait out the hippo’s rising but to return at first light with enough men to butcher it and carry out the ton or more of meat. Sure enough, on reaching the side of the small lagoon the next morning, there it was, floating upside down with its stubby legs stiffly pointing straight up in the air. Fittingly, a big white water lily blossom rested right in the middle of the hippo’s bloated pink stomach.




  The animal was floating some sixty feet from shore. No canoes were allowed in this remote spot, so we tied several logs together with creepers and made ourselves a raft. I fastened a long rope to this contraption, handed it off to a group of twenty of my porters to hold onto, and proceeded to pole myself out to the dead hippo. As I stretched out to slip a noose around one of the upthrust legs, the lily pads suddenly parted directly in front of my face and I looked straight down into the cavernous mouth of another monstrous hippo . . . this one very much alive and not three feet away. It evidently was the mate of the one I had shot and was there guarding the female’s body from the crocodiles gathered thickly around the carcass.




  The monster let out a gut-rumbling roar of rage, blasting my face with its fetid breath. The piggish eyes stared right at me, bloodshot with anger. With another deep bellow, it lunged for me. I yelped with a fright I’ve rarely experienced, and my startled porters yanked violently on the rope, which jerked the raft right out from under me and pitched me headfirst into the water, almost directly into the gaping mouth of the maddened animal.




  To this day I am unable to explain just how I managed to grab and cling to the edge of the raft as my frantically yelling porters dragged me to shore, barely out of reach of the screaming bull hippo. With such a close call, my African adventures had almost ended before they started, but here I am getting ahead of my story, so let’s back up the trail a bit to the beginning and proceed in a more orderly manner.
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  THE FORMATIVE YEARS




  ______________________




  I was born in Ashland, Oregon, on 12 May 1891, the son of a Southern Pacific Railroad freight agent and a piano teacher. In 1896, when I was five, my father left the railroad to take a position as company storekeeper and paymaster for the Beaver Hill Coal Mining Company of Coos County, Oregon. For the next nine years my family lived in a company-owned home in the tiny, remote mountain town of Beaver Hill, Oregon.
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  Life in this backwoods coal-mining town of barely three hundred people sowed the seeds of my enduring love for the outdoors and its wild creatures. I reveled in the ample hunting and fishing of this mountain back country where few people ever traveled. There were no limitations to the game to be taken and no bag limit. I was given my own gun, a .22 caliber short single-shot rifle, when I was seven and shot my first deer with a .45-70 Lee Enfield rifle at age ten. For hours on end I roamed the trackless canyons and high mountain ridges to hunt and trap, both for our table and for sport. In this area of few roads and fewer habitations, I followed the game trails through thick forests. I caught and tamed all sorts of birds and animals, including a black bear cub, about a dozen raccoons, and a coyote pup. The many hours I spent trekking alone in the woods, dependent solely upon my own skills and ingenuity, developed, no doubt, my confidence to weather adversity while in the deepest jungles of primitive Africa.




  Though it was not mandatory to attend school in those days, my parents wisely insisted that I get an education at the single-room, log cabin school. There were no grade levels, no examinations, no promotions, and only one teacher. The fathers of my schoolmates, who were of twelve nationalities, were miners who had come from all over the world.




  When my father decided to purchase an interest in a clothing store in Ashland, Oregon, I was a husky fourteen-year-old who had never seen an electric light or an automobile. The move offered me a more formal education, but lacking a transcript showing that I had ever attended school, I was placed in the eighth grade solely because of my age. It was difficult at first to adjust to the more regulated regimen, but I was determined to make good and at fifteen, I graduated into the ninth grade to begin high school. There I continued my scholastic studies, but also became actively involved playing football, baseball, and basketball. When I could find some free time, I spent it hunting and fishing in the woods and streams near town. I also learned to play the slide trombone, and I became a member of the town band and the local dance orchestra.




  During my senior year, I met Elizabeth Marie Abbott, a beautiful blond girl who had transferred from a high school in Tacoma, Washington. A junior, she was the prettiest girl I had ever seen. She was assigned to a seat in the assembly hall directly in front of me. Her long hair was braided and hung down her back, which impressed me greatly. I saw to it that we immediately became acquainted. Elizabeth’s father, a civil engineer, had recently been appointed manager of a small logging railroad in Pokagama, Oregon, and she had been enrolled at Ashland High School while the family remained in Pokagama. Elizabeth told me how her grandmother had given her piano lessons when she was just three years old. Through years of diligent practice, she had become an accomplished pianist. At sixteen, she had already performed with the Minneapolis Symphony Orchestra, and in Ashland she was performing for audiences at school and civic activities, which helped her become acquainted with the young people in town.




  A few months after meeting Elizabeth, I gave her a manicure set as a Christmas gift and we began dating, seeing quite a bit of each other until I finished high school. We continued our relationship while I attended college at Stanford University. When Liz graduated high school, the family moved back to Minneapolis, where she graduated from the University of Minnesota with degrees in language and music.




  At Stanford, I majored in geology, which I chose because of my upbringing in a coal-mining town. Living around the Beaver Hill mines, I became interested in the geological procedures connected with mining operations. Over the years, while scrambling through the woods seeking game, I marveled at the large variety of rocks and minerals I discovered there. I enjoyed scouring the hills for mineral deposits and learning their uses. With the advent of the petroleum age about seventy years earlier and the increasing number of oil finds made throughout the United States, geology was of foremost interest to Americans. At the time Stanford’s geological faculty was considered the most prestigious in the country, and I felt most fortunate to be accepted for enrollment, particularly in light of my humble scholastic background.




  During my five years at Stanford I studied all branches of geology. I attended summer sessions involving geological field work in the nearby California mountains, wrote several scientific theses on the geology of California, and helped create a large topographical relief map of California, which for many years was prominently displayed in the Ferry Building in San Francisco. I made time to play basketball on the Stanford team and performed as a trombone soloist in the Stanford band.




  When I graduated from Stanford, the Great War, later called World War I, was about to envelope the world and the Industrial Revolution was in full swing. Automobiles were rapidly rolling off the assembly lines, creating an enormous demand for the limited supplies of gasoline and oil. This, together with the armed services’ growing need for petroleum products, prompted the United States government to urge all oil refineries to increase their production. The shortage of gasoline was rapidly reaching a critical point, for it could spell defeat for the Allied forces if additional oil sources were not quickly discovered. To comply with this governmental proclamation, oil companies rushed to hire geologists to carry out a thorough field reconnaissance of potential oil fields throughout America and in Allied countries.
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  PETROLEUM




  ___________________




  A BRIEF HISTORY TO SET THE STAGE




  Those without knowledge of the history of crude oil might reasonably wonder how a commodity such as petroleum could possibly relate to a hunter’s journeys in early-twentieth-century Angola. Hunting and petroleum are joined forever in the life of this hunter, however, for it was my career as a geologist in search of rich oil sites during World War I that took my bride and me deep into the great mysteries of the Dark Continent.
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  Angola’s contribution of petroleum to the industrialized world dates back to the time of my adventures there, but man’s use of this organic material began much earlier. Scholars deciphering four-thousand-year-old Egyptian and Greek records discovered that those people had used the melted form of “pitch” for effective waterproofing. The Egyptians and Greeks had procured the pitch, a dark-colored substance that ranged in form from thick liquid to solid masses, from surface deposits in their countries. Centuries later, it became evident that pitch deposits were grouped together in certain areas. Pitch oozed from cracks and fissures in the surface, forming deposits of various sizes.




  It was thus established that pitch came from underground rocks, and, thereafter, it was called rock oil. As time went on, new uses for rock oil were discovered. The waterproofing material used by the Egyptians to build the pyramids and the Sphinx was now used in the processes of making cement, paving, and embalming. This versatile substance was analyzed and found to be a combination of hydrogen, carbon, and organic compounds, predominantly sulfur.




  Rock oil seeped to the surface through underwater fissures and spread out over the water, forming a cover of varying thickness, called capping. This “light” oil skimmed from the water was found to be the same hydrocarbon combination as rock oil. Money-seeking pharmacists promoted its use as a remedy for various ailments, and soon there was a shortage of the oil. Water wells that had been infiltrated by oil were dug to greater and greater depths, and the theory was that deeper wells might produce heavier surface capping and, therefore, more of the profitable light oil. Several types of steam-powered drilling machines were invented to produce such wells.




  To prove the theory that light oil actually comes from undersurface rocks, a retired railroad engineer and mechanic, Colonel Edwin Drake, was contracted to drill for oil at a leased site near Titusville, Pennsylvania. He was to use the latest model of a mechanized water drilling rig to drill a six-inch-diameter well. On 27 August 1859 the world was startled by the news that the Drake well had struck light oil at the record depth of 69½ feet. The name rock oil was immediately changed to petro for rocks and oleum for oil, forming the Latin word petroleum. This event was heralded by the media as “the birth of the petroleum age.”




  As the news spread, hundreds of expectant people began arriving in Titusville, and the sleepy little village became a vortex of excitement and activity. Acreage was subdivided and sold, and the new property owners erected drilling rigs on wildcat drilling sites. The crude oil, as the oilmen preferred to call petroleum, was of little value as it came from the wells, but refinement transformed it into products of immense value to the world—gasoline, kerosene, benzene, lubricants, fuel oil, and asphalt.




  No one actually knows how petroleum was formed. After years of debate by knowledgeable oilmen and scientists, the organic theory has gained general acceptance. According to this theory, petroleum was formed millions of years ago when the crust of the earth was being twisted, warped, and wrinkled, producing seas over the earth’s surface. Swarms of microscopic animals and plants, such as diatoms and other algae, lived in the shallow waters and along the coasts of those seas. As they died, their remains settled on the muddy bottom in an amazingly thick layer. Sediments washed in, covering those animal and plant remains. With the intense heat and tremendous pressure of the covering strata, bacteria and perhaps other natural agents changed the fatty materials of the diatoms into petroleum. During this lengthy process, the solidified remains were altered and compressed into diatomaceous limestone.




  The pressure of the covering strata forced the oil from its original nonporous rocks. It migrated upward through fissures, fault lines, and bedding planes. Oil that encountered a stratum of porous sandstone entered the tiny pores between the sandstone grains and continued upward to the apex of the earth’s corrugated crust, called the anticline. When the migration of oil was halted by an impervious rock stratum, the oil accumulated, forming a deposit of oil-saturated sandstone, which, when tapped by drilling, yielded petroleum.




  Until three decades after the Drake well struck oil, drilling sites were located by wildcat methods, a term loosely used to describe locating potential drilling sites by means other than scientific study. Wildcatters, lacking information on how subsurface strategic conditions controlled the accumulation of oil, chose drill sites by the “seat of their pants” and generally without surface indications of oil. Geologists and scientists studied available logs or drilling records of both dry and producing wells and discovered a comprehensive pattern of oil accumulation.




  During the early years of the twentieth century, frantic competition existed for ownership of oil-producing areas. Trained geologists were soon examining the surface conditions of promising areas throughout the world. Oil-producing wells on sites chosen by scientific methods proved that there are definite subterranean stratification patterns through the geologic column to the surface rocks. By understanding this geological principle, surface rocks can be interpreted and mapped. With this and other information, geologists can select drilling sites directly above anticlinal accumulations of oil sands.




  In my day, the second decade of the twentieth century, the method of locating subterranean anticlines was applicable only to areas containing exposures of unmolested rock. When such an area was being explored, the first step was to place a semipermanent benchmark in an elevated, visible location. The recording geologist oriented a plane table over the benchmark. Then the field geologist, locating a suitable rock outcropping, held a stadia rod upright, and the recording geologist read it with an alidade to determine the distance in feet and the direction of the rock from the plane table. The field geologist would next read with a Brunton compass the dips in degrees and the direction of the rock, which would be recorded in a notebook. The field geologist also noted the type and color of the rock and would retain samples of the fossils found. The field geologist and the recording geologist together placed on the plane-table map a location number for the notebook and the Brunton readings. Having completed the details on the first location, the field geologist selected a second exposure and repeated the process.




  After the geologists had detailed a sufficient sample of rock, they analyzed the plane-table map. Two locations with opposing dips indicated an anticlinal structure existing between them. The intersection of the projections of the opposing dips was the apex of that fold. Comparable elevation cross sections of the anticline determined the most favorable location for drilling sites.




  Improvement in refining methods kept pace with expanding oil production, and laboratories were discovering many new products to be derived from these advancements. The startling discovery of the flammable and explosive qualities of petroleum motivated the development of the internal combustion engine, which was to become the nucleus of the great Industrial Revolution. The gasoline engine appeared in many small models at first, increasing in size to those able to drive electricity-producing generators. Electricity as a field of study quickly developed, and the automotive era was launched.




  Shortly thereafter we were plunged into World War I, and soon hundreds of automotive vehicles were actively engaged. The aeronautical period quickly followed, and hundreds of early-model planes participated in the aerial fighting of the war. Gasoline was now required in such quantities that the refineries were unable to supply the demand. Governments urged refineries to increase their production of gasoline to improve the chances of the Allies winning the war. That in turn necessitated finding greater quantities of crude oil. Scores of graduating geologists were contracted by oil, mining, and affiliated companies to investigate prospective petroleum areas around the globe.




  Eventually, the United States and her Allied countries celebrated their victory in the Great War. They recognized that their success was due largely to the availability of great quantities and efficient use of gasoline. The ancient Egyptians had discovered how to use asphalt to waterproof their pyramids, and now, four thousand years later, petroleum was proclaimed as the world’s major source of energy.
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  THE CHALLENGE




  ____________________




  Because of the high demand for petroleum, I was hired by a major Oklahoma oil company immediately after I graduated from Stanford. My job was to reconnoiter eleven states for possible oil production sites, including Oklahoma, Texas, and Kansas. After two years, I was placed in charge of field exploration in the state of Wyoming.
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  A close friend and classmate of mine named Jim Foster was hired immediately after graduation by the New York branch of an international mineral company as the chief geologist of their worldwide petroleum activities. Jim wrote me that the company was sending him to Portuguese Angola in West Africa to investigate the region as a potential petroleum-producing territory. Six months later Jim wrote to say that his Angolan trip had proved successful and that he had advised his company to negotiate with the Portuguese government for an oil lease covering key areas of western Angola. He said his company had an opening for a field oil geologist, a position that would involve detailed in-the-field study and mapping of western Angola. He suggested I apply and closed his letter by saying he looked forward to seeing me in New York.




  I submitted my application, one of twenty such received by his company, and I went to New York to meet Jim and the rest of the management team. I learned that they fully expected to find large oil deposits in Angola and believed that, once found, rapid development would follow. They estimated it would take at least three years of intense work to complete a sufficiently detailed geological examination of the territory, which covered thousands of square miles.




  In August, two months after returning from my initial job interview, Elizabeth Marie and I were married in Minneapolis. As we honeymooned at Crater Lake in southern Oregon, I received word from Jim that I had been accepted as the chief field geologist in Angola and that I must prepare to take over the position immediately. He asked that I return to New York as soon as possible for preliminary planning




  I learned more about this venture when I met Jim ten days later. He told me that tropical Angola was completely lacking in modern facilities. There were no roads leading from the coastal city of Loanda to the interior jungles where I would be working. (On today’s maps the city is spelled “Luanda,” but I will retain the spelling as we knew it then.) Most of the area had rarely been seen by white man; there were few maps. My field expedition would be possible only by traveling on foot, walking the native trails when they were available and slashing my way through the jungle bush when they were not. I would require a large native safari because all the necessary equipment and supplies needed for our ambitious three-year enterprise would have to be carried on foot. I would need a least one hundred porters, the acquisition of which would take a considerable time in itself.




  Jim went on to say that as head of the safari, I would be solely responsible for the health and well-being of the entire group while we were in the bush. I would provide the safari with all foods other than the dry manioc meal, called fuba, which we would purchase and carry with us. In short, this meant that I would daily have to supply meat for more than one hundred men. What a responsibility for a young man who loved to hunt!




  I returned to my office in Wyoming following this meeting, hoping to quickly complete the job assignments I was working on before I left for my new employment.




  It was fall—the leaves on the aspen trees were turning an alluring red and yellow, rekindling my interest in hunting. I had recently purchased a new type of rifle, a hexbarreled, lever-action, high-powered .22 caliber. It had a very flat flight trajectory and was capable of delivering excellent accuracy beyond two hundred yards. Like a kid with a new toy, I prowled the foothills behind Medicine Bow, Wyoming, doing a bit of practice plunking and getting the piece well sighted in. My activity spooked a group of antelope, which soon ran out of sight. Seeing the antelope whetted my predatory appetite, and for the next several hours I stalked a nice buck. I made my shot from such a distance that it took the animal completely by surprise, proving the value of my latest firearm acquisition.




  The pronghorn antelope is indigenous to several of the Western states. It is a hollow-horned, slender-bodied, rather timid ruminant, unrelated to any other antelope on earth. This is a very handsome animal, particularly when viewed in the early-morning or late-evening light, which seems to highlight the contrast between its cream-white fur and coal-black horns.




  For decades, antelope meat has provided the Western homesteader with fine table fare. As late November approached, Liz had written that we were invited to share Thanksgiving dinner with her family at their home in Minneapolis so that I could get to know her family better. To my young mind it seemed I could make a great impression by furnishing an antelope haunch for holiday roasting. Though this would make a most unusual Thanksgiving feast for a city-bred family, I was sure Liz and her family would enjoy it.




  I prepared a forty-pound haunch of my buck so that it was beautifully clean and oven-ready. At a butcher shop I bought a ventilated wooden meat box used for shipping meat in railroad refrigerator cars. I carefully packed the haunch, filling the spaces with crushed paper until everything was tight. Dry ice was unavailable in Medicine Bow, and regular ice would never do. But I reasoned that the meat would not rot because the package would be traveling on a fast rail line with the cool fall weather blowing on it all the way to Minneapolis. I covered the crate with a half-inch plywood top, on which I wrote “BOOKS,” and I addressed it to Liz’s father, E. T. Abbott. Separately, I mailed a letter explaining that I was providing the main course for our upcoming holiday meal.




  A few days before Thanksgiving Mr. Abbott was resting quietly at home when a uniformed messenger awakened him with a letter from the station agent. The letter said: “A large box of BOOKS has arrived for you from a Mr. H. C. Beebe, and it smells to high heaven! Please come at once to the Minneapolis Wells Fargo Claim Office to get your box and pay the cost.” E. T. reluctantly hurried to the claim office, not knowing what in the world would be waiting for him. With the odorous box on his shoulders, a considerably lighter wallet, and a feeling of growing apprehension, he took a taxi to his Park Avenue apartment, removed the lid, and immediately understood the urgency of the office manager. As the days passed, he became increasingly angry with his new son-in-law, who he believed had played a mean trick on him.




  I arrived at the Abbott home in the early afternoon of the holiday and was surprised to find a dozen relatives already there, chatting in the living room. E. T. entered, announcing that the burgundy was poured, and asked us all to retire to the dining room. We sat at a large oval dining table. E. T. arose at the head of the table to say, “I wish to introduce my new son-in-law, a geological alumnus of Stanford University, Chan Beebe. Last week he shot a Wyoming antelope and had a haunch sent for today’s dinner, but unfortunately it failed to make the journey, and in the interest of our continued good health I have replaced it with a fine roast turkey.” As I rose for recognition of his introduction, I suddenly understood his coldness toward me. My efforts to impress my new family with my shipment of “BOOKS” had failed miserably. Fortunately, his attitude soon warmed toward me, for I think he realized I had meant no harm.




  Elizabeth, as my wife, was given an official permit to accompany me on the Angolan expedition with all expenses paid. I had not told her that she would be included, nor had I spoken of my new position to the family. I chose this family gathering to announce my new employment and our rapidly approaching departure for our three-year commitment to explore the jungles of West Africa. The entire family was speechless. My mother-in-law and her sister Mabel burst into tears. Here I was planning to take their beloved, carefully raised daughter to the Dark Continent, where women simply didn’t go—particularly fragile, cultured women. They were convinced that in that harsh environment and in a faraway, unknown land, Elizabeth could not possibly survive and probably would never return home.




  “She simply can’t go,” exclaimed Mabel.




  “We will never, never let her go,” sobbed Elizabeth’s mother.




  “She is married now. Her husband has a good position there, and she is going,” firmly contradicted E. T.




  “Of course she is going, and Chan will bring her back,” joined in Elizabeth’s brother Ned, clinching the argument, for in those days men enjoyed the last word.




  At the news that she would be accompanying me to Africa, Elizabeth was overcome with excitement. To celebrate, we went to Delmonico’s famous restaurant to dine on broiled lobster accompanied by a chilled bottle of dry white wine. Elizabeth raised her glass high. Her eyes sparkled as she spoke. “Chan, my darling, let’s make this adventure our real honeymoon.”




  “Outstanding, Liz,” I said. We clicked our glasses in a toast, “Here’s to love, luck, and adventure on our safari honeymoon!”
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  ON THE WAY TO ADVENTURE




  _____________________




  Elizabeth and I were about to depart for a country about which we knew nothing, except that it was a rectangular pink area on the west coast of our African map. We had much to learn.
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  Our research at the New York Public Library showed us that for more than three hundred years Angola had been a rich African dependency of Portugal, located about one thousand miles south of the equator, with its northern boundary formed by the mighty Congo River. This was a historic country of half a million square miles, almost twice the size of the state of Texas, with an estimated population of 3½ million. In 1917 this population was all native black African except for sixty thousand Europeans and twenty thousand half-castes.




  Our continued investigation confirmed what Jim Fisher had told me: No roads or bridges existed in the western Angola domain where we would be traveling. Beyond the coast was an unmapped and largely unknown wilderness. Our only means of transportation would be by foot over the native trails and poling the waterways in native dugout canoes. Villages communicated with each other by means of the famous “talking” tom-tom drums, which have been mysteriously effective in Africa for centuries.




  Without possessing guns or other suitable weapons, the natives were unable to readily procure large species of game for food but constructed clever snares and traps to provide a diet of small animals and birds. Since western Angolan tribes had no knowledge of the currency used in the outside world, the multitude of tribes carried out a small amount of commerce through a loud, bickering form of barter.




  We also learned the intensely fierce tropical sun, many venomous insects, and serious tropical diseases would be potentially hazardous to our health. We were advised to be thoroughly prepared to handle any sort of medical emergency during our three-year mission, both for ourselves and for our entire safari. This seemed to us a monumental responsibility. We each completed a rigorous course in emergency first aid, specifically designed for tropical needs, given to us by the Red Cross. We learned how to administer medications, set broken bones, handle necessary sutures, diagnose symptoms, and attend to all other physical problems that might arise as we traveled through the African bush, far from medical help. My company ordered from the Burroughs Pharmaceutical Company a large medical kit equipped for every conceivable emergency that might threaten us while in Angola. The kit, packed into a sizable red metal container, included a medical book containing complete descriptions, illustrations, remedies, and treatments for all tropical diseases then known, as well as information on the handling of broken bones and simple surgeries.




  We underwent complete physical examinations at the New York Belview Hospital and received an amazing battery of inoculations. Next, we visited the Eastman Kodak Co. in Rochester, New York, and purchased three cameras of different sizes, an adequate film supply with each roll of film sealed in a tin container for protection, an instruction book for in-the-field developing and printing, and all the needed equipment and chemicals.




  Upon my visit to the Winchester Arms Corporation, I was disappointed to learn that heavy-caliber, big-game, bolt-action rifles were produced only by foreign countries, notably England and Belgium, and were not obtainable in the States during the war. Under the circumstances, I had to make do with what was available and settled for two Winchester rifles: a bolt-action .30-06 and a .30-caliber 405 in a lever action. A suitable quantity of ammunition was ordered for each. In addition, I later bought a .22-caliber Remington rifle, a .38 Smith & Wesson revolver for me, and a .32-caliber for Liz. To this arsenal I added a 12-gauge shotgun with a fair supply of ammunition in both No. 00 buckshot and a standard bird-shot size.




  Most of the special African equipment we would need was to be ordered from London and sent directly to Portuguese West Africa, to be in Loanda on our arrival. However, we were able to purchase most of our tropical camping equipment from Abercrombie & Fitch in New York City. At that time, Abercrombie & Fitch was the world’s most famous store for expedition equipment, with an enormous assortment of camping equipment on display. I was a “kid in a candy store” as we roamed through this equipment paradise. Never before or since have I seen such a wide breadth of selection. We found everything we could possibly need. The total bill exceeded $900, a sizable sum in those days.




  In addition to its outstanding inventory of everything imaginable for the outdoor enthusiast, perhaps the store’s most valuable asset was its world-famous friendliness to customers. Abercrombie & Fitch also had a working relationship with other equipment stores, which guaranteed the customer’s full satisfaction. Over the days we shopped this store, we became acquainted with several well-known expedition leaders: William Beebe of the Galapagos Island Expedition, Carl Akeley of the African Gorilla Expedition, and Admiral Richard Byrd of the South Polar Expedition. Much to our delight, the manager at Abercrombie & Fitch treated us with the same courtesy as he did the other major expedition leaders, in spite of our youth and obvious inexperience.




  In the final days before our departure we visited the Bronx Zoo in New York to become familiar with the wide variety of African game we hoped to encounter. We learned more about African big game and the best methods for hunting it at the Akeley Hall of Mammals in the New York Museum of Natural History.




  In return for its investment in our Angolan geological expedition, my company expected accurate reports and maps of our field operation. The accuracy of these reports and the details of the maps would depend upon my integrity. From my final recommendations the company would carefully consider every phase of future company operations.




  The company was to furnish a room in our Loanda headquarters for report writing and mapping. As the last bit of preparation, we put together a large box of equipment containing drafting instruments, blueprint materials, a typewriter and informational textbooks, and dictionaries in Portuguese, French, and Spanish. My blueprint frames would be custom-made in Loanda. I planned to prepare the reports and maps in this room during the annual two-month rainy season, when the rivers would be so swollen and the country so wet that safari transportation would be impossible.




  By now we had amassed a huge amount of equipment; we had been stuck with needles up one arm and down the other; and we had immersed ourselves in countless facts about Africa and its flora and fauna. In our hotel’s storage room were thirty-five pieces of equipment—boxes, crates, trunks, waterproof footlockers, waterproof bags, sheet metal containers, and bundles—an incredible assortment of articles necessary to support us in our three-year adventure so far away from anywhere. We were ready and eager to be off.
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