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most unpleasant smells I have ever smelt. We went
and rapidly changed into bush kit, collected some beer
and sandwiches (made of our multicoloured sausages
ca va sans dire) and were heaved into the waiting
surf boat in the now well known mammy chair.
The surf was excellent and it took us about half-
an hour to get to the shore. The boat was run up
on to the beach and we were just lifted out. I am
getting very used to placing myself in the arms of
many and various African gentlemen. Our first place
to visit was a small village just along the coast where
Mr. Edwards had heard there was a lot of the stolen
stuff. We walked along the beach for a bit, then
turned inland along a sandy path and came to the
village. A poverty-stricken looking place, with about
twenty to thirty huts and a place which we learnt
afterwards was a church, made of a few pieces of cor-
rugated iron thrown together. The huts they live in
are most unusual, I have never seen anything like them
before. They stand about eight feet from the ground,
the walls being made of plaited palm sticks, very closely
woven with a thick roof of palm and banana leaves
shaping up to a point. They are square with
a door at either end, with a passage running in
between. The houses are divided into two, and
inside, about three feet from the ground, is a platform
on piles made of palm stalks. On this they live,
right off the ground. It was most quaint to see the
fireplaces inside upon these platforms, the roof sticks,
which are of bamboo, absolutely jet black with the
smoke. The curious thing was that in spite of there
being no proper outlet for the smoke the hut was
more or less clear of smoke. The people got in and
out either by the door or the windows, which have a
sort of shutter on them. It was most quaint and
certainly interesting. The natives were an exceedingly
poor looking lot, the women with a better physique
than the men. The men were the poorest specimens.
The children were thin and poor-looking, with
innumerable sores. Some of them, both men and
women, were dressed in sacking. Some of the tiny
babies were better and very light colored. H;h
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whole place gave one the idea of great poverty. It
was filthy too. On arriving at the village we went
to the Chief’'s house, which was different from the
rest. The Chief was a truculent looking gentleman
in an overcoat and a round woolly hat. We were
met there by a lieutenant of the Liberian Army, a
entleman in whom I should have no confidence
time of war! With him were four Liberian
soldiers ; they had been chasing round and had done
quite a good bit of work and had found, hidden all
over the village, 354 sacks of kernels which had been
stolen. These were all piled up in one of the huts,
much to the rage, as you can imagine, of the
inhabitants. If they had only had the sense to have
taken them and hidden them up some of the creeks,
no one would have ever found them and they could
have got rid of them * softly, softly,” but they
thought all the hunting for stolen goods would be
in Nana Kroo and so they just left them. We sat
down under a tree where we at once became the
" centre of great interest, a white woman being a great
novelty to them. We sat there for some time and
drank cocoanut milk and then we went down to the
river about half a mile away, where one of the boats
bhad been brought over the bar. The missing
steamer boat had also been found, tucked away up
one of the creeks. The Chief, who was evidently the
culprit, was called up and ordered to take the boat
back ; he insisted that he had found it on the beach,
but as the tide sets in absolutely the opposite direction
and, if the boat had broken loose, as stated, it would
have drifted in entirely the opposite direction, his
shry of finding it so conveniently near his vﬂlage
mq m that unfortunately, for his sake, was not
believed. When we got down to the river we got
into the boat and we were rowed up for some distance.
It was most awfully attractive, at the bar the water
cl '_',m: ’Bnght green showing the yellow sands
and the grey rocksbelow. The river was quite wide at
e baran mweremany pretty little tiny bayswith
bright green trees coming right down to the water.
1st as we pushed off up the river the Chief who had
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taken the boat, and who lived on the otherside, came
and got into his canoe. They had no paddles but used
the end of a palm leaf where it joins the tree as their
paddle, it looked inadequate but seemed to work
quite well. The river was deep and swift running,
with creeks up all the way on either side, with man-
groves thick everywhere. It was very prettily wooded
on therightbank. Werowed upforabout half an hour
and then landed with the idea of having our lunch.
We walked inland for a short distance in open country,
covered with grass, and got into a palm grove with
bracken which is just the same as bracken at home
all around it. Here we waited for the boys to bring
our rain coats to sit on as the ground was frightfully
wet, but they didn't appear. They were supposed
to be following in another boat, so we decided to go
back to the boat and to pull her under a very con-
venient tree and have our meal there. Of course as
soon as we got back the other boat arrived. We
had lunch of the multicoloured sausage and bright
yellow cheese and beer, and after that Angus and
Mr. Edwards potted at empty beer bottles with their
revolvers. The men in our boat had in the mean-
time gone into the village and were bringing down
some of the stolen sacks which they had to take back
to Nana Kroo. The river had taken a big bend and we
had landed just behind the village. We pushed off
after lunch and came back to the ship, quite a long
pull for the boys who, as soon as we were over the bar,
divested themselves of most of their garments and
put their backs into it, singing all the way out a weird
monotonous chant, nothing like the songs of the
boat boys of the Gold Coast, it was more like a round
one after the other taking it up time after time the
same thing, until we had to ask them to change it as
we could bear it no longer; they therefore started
another, equally painful after a time, but they con-
ﬁngeduntilwegotonbodaard, I&h::lbeenato 1
and awfully interesting day, wi yonemag
that was that the camera broke. Angus and the
chief engineer tried to mend it but could do nothing,
we are most awfully disappointed for we shan’t be
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able to take any more photos till we get to Sierra
Leone where we shall try to buy another, but just
when we wanted 1t most the wretched thing failed us,

Next day was the most awful day, it never
ceased to rain from early morn till dewy eve. It
was frightful, the surf was awfully bad and we rolled
from side to side and on the wreck they must have
had a dreadful time. Words fail me utterly to
describe to you the frightful smell there was every-
where. The kernels were spilled all over the deck
and the water on them made them, if anything,
worse than before. It was like a hundred drains
and we all felt sick. I decided to wash my hair and
asked the steward if he had any petrol, which he

roduced, and I hung over a basin and washed it in it.
thought it was funny that it did not dry at once,
as it usually does, when to my horror I discovered
that it was kerosine, not petrol, he had given me.

I was the greasiest mess you can possibly imagine,
with an appearance infinitely worse than before.

I was plunged into inky gloom and smelt too horrible
for words. Petrol it seems is the name for kerosine
in German, benzoline being petrol! Luckily
Mr. Morris has some proper petrol on board and

terday, I was able to re-do it and clean myself, but

wasa nasty sight.

All yesterday, which luckily was fine, we rolled
about watching them bring the stuff on board and
eading and filling the day as best we could, all of us
feeling rather dicky and sick. We heard an awful
rumour that we might be here for another four days
and so Angus and I planned to leave the ship and go
tndhveanshoreaswemm ly couldn’t stand it any
longer. You can have no 1dea how simply frightful
the smell is.

(T'o be continued.)
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THE THREE OLD MEN OF NEKORANZA.

By THE OMANHENE OF WENCHI,
(tn  Standard 111),

The name Nkoranza was given to the town
because of a certain royal in Amokomu named
Baffoh. Baffoh’s uncle was the chief of Amakomu
and his father was the king of Ashanti. The name
of that king was Oser Tutu. The story runs that
the chief of Amakomu said that his nephew had
played with a woman and Baffoh told his father that
he would not stay there any longer because of this
matter. His father agreed to this and permitted
him to go. Then he started his journey, and rested
at a certain place which is now known as Swedru.
There he sent a message to his father that he had
reached a certain place in the bush and was resting
there. Then the father said, if so, I will go and
accompany my son on his journey. Then he started
out to go and accompany his son. When he reached
that place, he _gave the name Swedru to the village,
which meant “ where I have carried to.” The next
day Baffoh with his father and the servants started
to go forward on their journey till they came to a
place where they built their huts and stayed there
for one day, and it is now called Tetrem. There
they made an African porridge and it was so hot
that no one could eat any of it. And they were in
a hurry to go forward, but the food would delay them,
as it was so hot. The king, his father, said, spread
it so that the children can eat some when it is cold.
One of the servants who was sitting by gave a name
to that village, that it should be Tetrem which meant

“ spread it.”” They did as the king had said. And
after the children had finished eating their food,
they continued their journey to a place in the bush.
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There they rested that mght and in the morning the
king said to his son, “son! I am leaving here, so
comfort your heart and go, and when you have found
a place send me a message.” Then one of the servants
again said this place i1s called Chichiweri, which
meant “‘ Comfort your heart,”” Then the king
returned to Kumasi and the son Baffoh contmued
on his journey to a certain place where he said, *‘ now
that father has gone I wﬂl eat here.”” And the ser-
vants answered and said, ““ but there is no water here,
how can we cook ?"" Baffoh then lifted up his eyes
and saw a silk cotton tree near by and he commanded
the servants to go and see perhaps there may be
water. The servants did as they were told and went
to see if there was any water and truly found water
there. They took some of the water to the village
and made him some fufu. In the morning when
they were ready to go, he said ““ because of the
sweetness of this water it should be called Ayinasu,”
which meant ““ cotton tree water.” Then as they
started the journey they came in contact with a big
tree named Odum. They sat down to rest, but to
their surprise it was soon dark, so that they had to
sleep there, and so they slept there. When they
awoke the next morning, Baffoh found that one of
his servants called Sekyireh was still sleeping. He
waked him and asked what was the matter with
him that he had slept so long? He answered and
said the air under the tree was sweet and that made
him late that day. Then he gave a name to the
place connected with the man’s name, which is
known as Asechedumaseh, which meant Sekyireh
and Odum. Then they started again till they came
to two junctions and at one of them he saw a hunter
and asked him, where does this junction lead to ?”
he said one leads to Donkoroh, and the other to the
village of three old men then he said, now that I have
found men, I will sleep here.”” Then he slept there
and in the morning he sald “1will go and stay with

%pﬂ mem" so he continued to the village and met

g beside their morning fire. He bade

—
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from ? They told him, “we are three old hunters
of Ohin Amiyaw, owner of the town Tekiman.”
Then he said, “ well, I will stay with you."” They
agreed and he stayed with them. He also went to see
the Ohin Amiyaw and spoke to him about his stay.
He agreed also and Baffoh stayed with three the
men. Then he sent a message to his father the king
saying he had found a place where he was going to
stay and there was an Omanhin like him in that
land of Tekiman. ““So I will attempt him, so that
you can come and make war against him.”” When
the father heard this he started out, and Baffoh
started his temptation by saying to the king of Teki-
man that he was the son of the king of Ashanti and
he knew he would come and fight him so he would
show him a plan. Then he said “ gather all the
guns of your land, bring them to me all.” The king
did what the prince had said, and brought them to
him. He asked, “is this all 7”7 The king answered,
“yes, my lad.” Then Baffoh said, “ send me one
hundred men to carry them to a miver, so that when
my father comes, they will be new and your men
can fight with them properly.” This people, not
knowing anything about what he was saying, took
the guns to a river and put them under the water, so
as to be new. When the guns had been hidden, it
was forty days when the king, his father, armived.
He at once started the war without giving notice to
the other king. Then Baffoh said, ‘““ what are you
doing ? go for the guns.” They went to the river
and took their guns. But when they started to
shoot, the guns did not work at all, but only broke

like pieces of wood. Then the%; threw the guns
and brought

away and some went to their
yams, and put them in a fire and when they were

done they took, and threw them at the Ashanti.
Then the Ashanti ate yams and shot them after-
wards, but the Ohin Amiyaw was not caught, he
vanished in the ground. Now it came to pass the

king of Ashanti came to share the property he got

after the war was over. But when hez.ve his son
some of the jewels, he said, “ father, 1 not want



THE THREE OLD MEN OF NKORANZA, 123

anything but the remaining villages and the land,”
and what he asked was given to him. After the
war all that ran away came into their village and
by that they were Baffoh’'s people. But during the
war Baffoh hid the three old men. And after the
war was over, he brought them from their hiding
place and said to them that it was through them he
had got the whole land of Tekiman, so he was going to
give the town the name of “ three old men '’ which
meant in Twi, Nkokuraza. But now we call the
town Nkoranza. So this is what I know about
“ three old men ' and of Baffoh and Nkoranza.
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THREE TOURS ON THE WEST COAST OF AFRICA.
(I1gox TO 19g06),
By CApTAIN A. W. NORRIS,
GoLD CoAsT POLITICAL SERVICE.

Compiled in 190Q from letters, and memory, elc.
(This account was handed over by Captain Norris
to the Gold Coast Regiment to form part of the
Regimental Record. Permission for publication
was, with the consent of Captain Norris, kindly
given by Lieutenant-Colonel MacDonell, D.S.0.)

In writing this account of my service on the
West Coast, I simply intend to put before the reader
the life of a British officer at one of the outposts of
the Empire. I am rather handicapped by the fact that
I have lost my rough diary, and perhaps shall not be
able to put things in the proper order ; and again, I
have to be careful not to say anything that may be of
offence to anyone who was on the coast at the same
time. If I do—I ask for forgiveness.

CHAPTER L

I was stationed at Gibraltar when I sent in my
name for service in West Africa. I was accepted
and came home in the s.s. Persia to England in
order to get my kit. The Colonial Office gave me
three weeks to get ready. With the help of rough
pamphlets on the West Coast, I managed to get
everything I thought I wanted and sailed from
Liverpool in the s.s. Borneo. On the landing stage
I met Burgess, who belonged to my battalion out at
Gibraltar and was also going out to the West Coast.

We had both been seconded to the Gold Coast
Constabulary and our passages had been taken to
Accra. The Borneo was on what was called the
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“ express service,”” and ran right through to Sierra
Leone. She passed Grand Canary one night at about
10.30 and signalled with flashes. There were several
old Coasters on board who took a keen delight in
trying to frighten those who, like myself, were going
out to the Coast for the first time. According to
them it was a common thing for your grass roof to be
burnt over your head—to find snakes of all sorts in
your bed—for monkeys of huge size to raid your hut,
and various other little unpleasantnesses of that sort.
The betting was 20 to one that you would die in three
months. The conversation was something of this
sort:—"* Hullo, Brown, so you are going out again,
are you ? Had any news from Cape Coast while you
were at home ?” * No, not much, they had rather
a bad time at the Bank—three dead and two sent
home. Young Smith died of blackwater on the way
home, and Johns was killed by one of his boys putting
ground glass into his chop.”

That was something else for us new coasters—
“ Ground glass.” One or two of us began thinking
of taking the first steamer back as soon as we landed.

Then the advice we got about fever, etc. One
would say—‘‘ Take five grains of quinine every day
before first chop.” Another would say—'‘ Don’t
take any except when you have fever on you.” Some-
one else—'* Don’t take quinine at all—it gives you
blackwater. Take arsenic.”

One morning at about eight, we sighted Sierra
Leone. It did look beautiful with all the hills around
covered in trees of a green shade that one does not see
in England. We anchored at about 1 p.m. and
having made up parties, prepared to go on shore,

The steamer gangway was surrounded with boats,
each having two yelling black boys, who all declared
at the tops of their voices that their boat was the best.

A Port officer of some sort tried to keep order,
and informed them they were black men (himself being
the colour of coal).

The Customs officer came alongside in his gig—
crack, bang, right into the midst of the whole lot.
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More language. -

I remarked—" What funny cards these niggers
are.”” An old coaster standing near said—‘ You
must not say that on shore. “ Nigger” is a form of
abuse, and if you say it, you will be had up like a shot
and fined £5.” I afterwards learnt that they were
‘“ gentlemen of colour !!”

I went on shore with three or four others and
wandered round the town. It was all very quaint
to me, but Sierra Leone has been so often described
by better pens that there is no need for me to do so.
We called on the Sierra Leone Frontier Force mess,
and I had my first “ cocktail.”

We left Sierra Leone that evening, and the day
after called at Monrovia, where the Postmaster-
General came off to sell stamps (at least I was told
that he was the Postmaster-General). We then
called at Grand Bassam for Kroo boys.

All ships going down the Coast take on Kroo
boys, who work the cargo at the ports of call and
help stoke, it being too hot for white men.

Our next place of call was Axim. This is the
first place steamers touch at on the Gold Coast.

Murphy, a District Commissioner, had a wire
telling him to land there as one Commissioner had
died and another had been invalided home—delightful
place. Then on to Sekondi, where several engineers
landed, as Sekondi was to be the starting place of the
Kumasi railway. Then Cape Coast Castle, the big
trading town of the Gold Coast, with its old fort
showing up white against the green back ground.

Then on to Accra.

At all places on the Gold Coast one lands in
“ surf boats ” paddled by ten or twelve Kroo boys,
half of whom sit on each gunwale with the big toe
of the foot that is nearest their side of the boat in a
loop that is fastened to the rising of the boat.
paddle with a single-bladed paddle with a shaft about
three feet long, and a big blade at the end about a
foot in diameter.
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The back lash from the surf is generally so bad
that one cannot climb down the ladder to the surf
boat, but is slung over the side in a ** mammie chair "
s.¢., a big tub with a seatin it. Two people generally
go and each time there is a jerk and a jar, and one is
swinging out over the side and the surf boat is under
you, rising and falling now 16 feet, now 30 feet. The
mate watches, lowers his hand, and down you go—
bump—with luck into the surf boat or perhaps if the
boat has sheared, you get a ducking.

One's kit is slung over in slings and stands the
same chance of either getting into the boat or getting
wet.

Then good-bye to the *“ Bornu.” Shouts of
good-bye to the captain—Captain Hely—who stands
up on the deck with his cheery red face—and one is
off.

The Kroo boys sing all the way, putting their
paddles in with jerks that make the boat move.

When one reaches the fringe of the surf, the
steersman stops them, and you wait, tossing up and
down, till he sees a good chance. Then with a yell
you rush in on top of a wave, hanging on like grim
death to the side of the boat. You see a native canoe
in front of you capsize. You think of taking off your
boots. There is a thump—the boys jump over the
side into the water, and you are on the beach.

Well—there we were—three of wus. Neil, a
Secretariat cadet, Burgess and myself, surrounded
by a mob of natives all wanting “ a dash "’ for doing
something or other. None of us kne v where to go or
what to do.

At last we saw a white face coming down from the
Customs House. It was Poole, one of the Secretariat
cadets, who had come down to meet Neil. He was
very surprised to see Burgess and myself. It turned
out that wires had been sent to meet us at Axim,
s‘;ying that we were to get off at Cape Coast Castle.

e found that all the Gold Coast Constabulary had

been moved up to Kumasi and that we had to go up
there.
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Burgess and I went up to the Secretariat and saw
Mr. Hunter, the Acting Colonial Secretary. He was
very good to us and did all he could.

We got our boxes up and had them carried to an
empty bungalow, and then went round to Mr. Hunter’s
bungalow where we had chop. I shall never forget
that night! We had no boys, and no mosquito net,
and we slept in our clothes. The next day, after
early chop with Mr. Hunter, we got our things taken
down again to the beach, and got on board the
s.s. Oran, where we both enjoyed a wash and a shave.
The Oran did not leave till late at night.

We were turned out of our bunks at 5.30 in the
morning, having arrived at Cape Coast Castle. We
again had to go through all the discomforts of land-
ing ; if anything, worse than at Accra. But what a
difference on landing. Mr. Hunter had wired to the
“Base Commandant,” Captain Skinner of the
W.I.R., and to the Transport Officer and we found
carriers waiting for us. Rooms had been engaged
at Acquah’s Hotel and we now felt we had arrived
on the West Coast.

CHAPTER II

We followed the carriers and, at the end of about
15 minutes’ walk, found ourselves at a large mud
house, three stories high. Acquah, the landlord,
was a big, well-educated native, who had started
this hotel mainly for the miners going up country.
He knew his place, and did not dress in European
clothes like most natives do as soon as they can
speak a word of English. He was content with the
big native cloth thrown over his left shoulder. He
gave us a very good dinner, and we went to bed
tired out. The next day, we went down to the fort
and, after a good bit of trouble, found the Transport
Officer, who told us that he hoped to be able to get
us off on the morrow. We paid official calls on the
Commandant, whom we found in bed with bad
fever, and also on the District Commissioner. I
tried to engage a boy, but was not able to do_so.
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Burgess had got hold of a good Kroo boy at Accra
called Sam ; he (Sam) said he would try and get
one of his brothers to come with me. It seems that
the reason boys are so scarce is that miners coming
out have their boys paid for by the Company to
which they belong—the result is that the wages
have gone up from about 25/- a month to £3 a month
for a good boy who can cook. That is simply one
example of how money is wasted on these West
African mines.

In the evening, I was very glad when Sam
brought up another Kroo boy called Bestman, who
agreed to come with me.

We dined that evening with the various Govern-
ment officials who ran a little mess together. We
had a very merry evening. We left at about
10.30 p.m. as we wanted to get ready for the march
next day.

We did not get off, as carriers were not available,
Captain Skinner told us we should have to take 42
Yoruba recruits up to Kumasi with us, and that
there were two old soldiers going back to Kumasi
who would help us. Also, a trading company
asked us if we would escort a box of specie up to
Kumasi for them. Burgess said he would.

We got an advance of £10 each out of the local
treasurer, and fitted up some chop boxes for the
road. Everything tinned, of course, but we felt
ourselves very proud. I had no idea what a lot of
nice tinned things one could get.

That evening Captain Skinner and two other
people dined with us and we had a very merry even-
ing, finishing by running go-cart races down the
main street. One of the native policemen tried to
stop us, but found himself head first in a water barrel
before one could say knife.

The next day at 6.30 our carriers arrived,
twenty for each of us—that is, eight hammock men
and twelve to carry loads,

T T f e — R S



130 THE GOLD COAST REVIEW

The hammocks are carried by four men at a
time—the other four carry one’s little things, like
helmet case, despatch box, sword, etc.

A load is supposed to be about 6o Ibs. but a
carrier will often carry more if it is a compact load.

We got off at about 8 a.m. and at the end of an
hour’s stiff climb, were on the top of the range of
hills that run right along the coast. We then had
to go down the other side and at about the end of
another hour’s march, left cultivation behind and -
got into vast swamps covered with bamboo. It did
look strange. The bush track wound in and out
among the swamps and the carriers and recruits all
going in single file looked like a long snake. We
went on till about mid-day, when, having got out of

the swamp on the rising ground, we stopped for mid-
day chop.

The menu as far as I remember was—

Brawn.

Tin of preserved plums.
Dutch cheese and bread.
Weak gin and water.

We stopped for about three quarters of an hour,
and then on again through undulating country, not very
thickly wooded, till about 4 p.m. when we reached
Dunkwa, where there is a Government Rest House.
The boys made us some tea, and our camp beds
having been put up, we had a sleep.

The recruits and carriers found sleeping places
themselves in the village.

The next three days’ march were just the same,
starting off at about 6.30 in the morning, and march-
ing till about 12 mid-day chop, then on to the night's
resting place, doing about 20 miles each day. We
then reached Prahsu, the river Prah being the
boundary between the Gold Coast and the Ashanti
administration. There is a very good rest house
there. Jast after we got in we saw a perfect caravan
come down to the other side of the river, and come
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over in the ferry barge. It was a native officer of
the Gold Coast Constabulary named Ali, who had
just retired after 42 years’ service. He was on his
way to the Coast with his wives, family and servants ;
there were almost a hundred of them.

We pgot across the Prah, and slept the next
night at Fumsu, a small rest house teeming with
flies, mosquitos, etc. Our boys killed three snakes.

The next day we got off at sunrise, as we knew
we had a bad day in front of us. The first two miles
were through a swamp with hugh cotton and odum
trees on both sides of the path.

We were now in the real forest belt of West
Africa, the vastness and beauty of which I cannot
describe. Hardly a sound to be heard, and the sun
every now and then showing through the thick over-
head leaves. At about 1 p.m. we arrived at Brofoye-
dru at the bottom of the Moinsi Hills. The path
runs straight up the side of the hill at a slope of about
I in 2, and in some places it is 2 in 1. One has to
catch hold of the tree roots and haul oneself up. It
took us about one hour to go up and then we enjoyed
a good rest. We could see the carriers climbing up.
How they managed it I don’t know. We then had
to go down the other side of the hill into Kwissa,
where there was an out-station of one company
under Captain Lonsdale. He was very glad to see
us, as he had had no mails for two weeks, and wanted
to know how the Boer War was going on.

The next day on to Esumeja, which is not far
from Bekwai, where they had a big fight in 1900.
One of the old soldiers pointed out the paths to me.

That evening, just after we got to the Esumeja
rest house, we had our first experience of a tornado.
We could hear the sound of it a long way off, and
then the rain came down like a sheet. We woke up
in the moming, knowing that we only had 15 miles
to do to get into Kumasi; so we got off early, so
that we could be in by 12 o'clock, thereby saving
the stop for mid-day chop. At about 11.30 we
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arrived at the top of a long straight hill, and could
see Assumeja (one of the suburbs) below us, and to

the left the fort, showing up gray against the
bush behind.

We halted, and got our swords on, and then,
having got the recruits into fours, marched on.

Just at the bottom of the main road the band

met us, and we were played up past the fort to the
hutments in fine style.

Lieut. Sweetzer, the acting Adjutant, met us,
and Burgess having handed over the recruits, we
went into lunch which was about half-way through.

We were made to feel at home at once, and soon
were hard at work on some stewed beef.

Everybody wanted to know about the war.
They had heard nothing for some time, as the wire
was in its usual state, broken down.

After chop, Lieut. Kortright, the Acting Pay and
Quartermaster, took me off to his room that I had to
share with him. He also told me that I was taking
over ‘“ B’ Company from him. It seems that they
were very short-handed, so many officers were at
home on long leave after the 1goo campaign. It just

ran round, now that we had come, that there was one
white officer per Company.

In the afternoon, Burgess and I called on the
Chief Commissioner, Sir Donald Stewart, and on
the doctors, Dr. Crow and Dr. Thain. Kumasi then
was very different to what it is now. There were
eleven officers in quarters that had been built for
four or five. The rest of the day I spent in unpack-
ing my kit, and getting straight.

Mess was at 7.30. Everybody laughed at Burgess
and myself. We looked so spick and span with our
English washed shirts, etc. All the others were

wearing shirts that had been native washed for
months.

What a difference from an English mess. Sheets
for table cloths. Salt in empty cigarette tins, tin
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plates, whisky and soda out of tin tea cups—in fact,
we were all using the plates, knives and forks out of

our field canteens.

After mess, when smoking time came, I lit my
cigarette and blew the match out. I wasjumped on ;
“*Matches are valuable” someone said, and I then
struck another which went all round the table, every-
one taking two puffs quickly and passing it on for the
next to light his cigarette.

After mess I had a long talk with Sweetzer, who
put me up to a good many tips about the native
troops. I asked him if there was any chance of a
rising. He said that he did not think so. There
had been a few weeks before, but three companies
had come from Nigeria—two from Southern and one
from Northern. He then told me that I need not
turn out early in the morning, as the Colonel, or
rather, the Inspector-General, would see me in the
morning orderly room, time 9.30. Then, feeling
very tired, I turned in.

CHAPTER III.

It would perhaps interest the reader if I retraced
my steps to Cape Coast Castle and wrote down my
impressions of the West Coast from there to Kumas.

Cape Coast Castle is the old capital of the Gold
Coast Colony. The fort is about 300 years old, and
is built out on some rocks on the shore. The sea
side of the fort runs in places right down into the
water. There are two gates, one on the land side
and a small one leading down to the beach from the
right-hand side looking from the sea.

The native town, as 1s only to be expected,
shows signs of the European hand—nearly all the
houses are two or three stories high, with well-made
doors and shutters to the windows. There are
several good stores, as the majority of the rubber
and native produce comes to Cape Coast and are
there bartered for trade goods such as knives, look-
ing-glasses, beads, tins of sardines, soap, scent, etc,
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There is a big Government school there, and a
bank. Just outside the town there is the hospital,
built originally as the Governor’s official residence,
but never used as such, the capital having been
changed to Accra. It is a splendid, big place, but
wasted, as there are generally only two doctors and
an English nurse there. Down in the town, not far
from the Castle, there is Gothic House, that was
used as quarters for the civil authorities. Just
near this was the old hospital, a big, old-fashioned
house four stories high, with a big garden, now used
as a residence for the Provincial and District Com-
missioners.

When I went out to West Africa, the mine boom
was in full swing, and as one marched up country,
one came across pieces of machinery lying by the
path. It seems that the carriers used to be given a
load and a big advance of pay. They used then to
start off with their load, go about a day’s march,
dump the load down, and then return for another
one. It almost made one cry to see such wicked
waste. Very often, when the mining engineer who
had been sent out to start some mine that his Com-
pany had a concession for arrived up country, he
either found that there was no such place, or else
that there were already other representatives of
various Companies already on the ground, and fight-
ing like cats over it.

All this trouble arose, I think, from two causes.
First, that the Boer War had caused such a lot of
mine speculators to come home to England, where
they were kicking their heels having nothing to do;
so they sent out prospectors to the West Coast to
prospect and buy concessions. In some cases the
prospectors were honest, but I am afraid that in a
great many cases they were scoundrels. Some of
them would stop down at Cape Coast and buy con-
cessions that the natives hawked round to them
and then go home, and the result would be the flota-
tion of a Company.
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Others would go up country and buy a conces-
sion and a lump of gold quartz, and then go home
and act in the same way.

A few, however, would possibly prospect and
try and act straight all the way along the line, but
even then there would often be a mix-up caused by
my second reason, viz: that the country had never
been surveyed.

What happened was roughly as follows:—A
prospector wished to obtain a concession of a certain
tract of country. He would go to the chief and
say that he wanted a concession for a bit of land,
starting from such and such a village, boundaries to
be N.W. 31 miles, then West for two miles, and so on,
enclosing the tract he required. The chief would
say that he did not understand that, but he would
grant a concession along such and such a path, and
then follow such and such a stream, etc. The result
was that in the end the chief granted the concession,
but the boundaries not being understood by the
natives, they nearly always overlapped someone else.

Again, there being no proper office to register
the concessions, the wily native often sold the same
one two or three times.

The amount of money that was wasted in the
sham mines was cruel. I saw myself men that at
home were ordinary working miners drinking
champagne and living like fighting cocks, all of
course, at the expense of the shareholders.

Of course, that state of things did not last long,
as the bubble soon exploded.

The country round Cape Coast is well cultiv-
ated, the villages on the whole clean and well built.
A ood many of the houses are two stories high and
roofed with shingles. The natives have taken into
use many European articles of furniture, such as beds,
tables, chairs, etc.

Nearly every village of any size had its carpen-
ter and blacksmith, most of whom were, for the
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natives, well educated and could read and write
English, and had been taught their trade by the Basel
Mission. -

As one got further up country, one saw very
quickly that one was leaving civilisation behind—
the houses become one storey, with thatched roofs,
and by the time one reached the Prah, z.e. about 8o
miles from Cape Coast, one only saw the mud hut
with grass roofs. On the Ashanti side of the Prah -
one enters the Adansi country and, as I said before,
the West African forest belt. There is a little more
comfort to be got here, the natives using big palm
leaves for roofing their huts. All the villages have
a big open space in the middle, with one or two shady
trees. The people look a fine set of men and have
a brave appearance.

Fomena, just beyond Kwissa, was, when we
passed through, a ruin, having been burnt during
19goo. It must have been a fine big place. It is the
chief town of Adansi.

A few miles beyond Fomena one gets into
Ashanti proper, where one is more struck than ever
by the fine appearance of the people.

They are of a good average height, lightly made
and hold themselves well. The houses here are the
real Ashanti—that is, a square block with four rooms,
one on each side, all opening on the central space,
which is used for cooking. The floor of each room
is built about 18 inches off the ground, and has a
splendid surface—as the natives continually wash
them with a mixture of mud and water, which when
dry, gives a splendid gloss. All the native wvillages
have a lot of fowls running about, also pigs; the
latter act as scavengers. These are greatly aided in
their duties by the carrion vulture, a hideous bird—
but a bird that does more than anything on the West
Coast. I believe in the Colony it is a £5 fine to shoot
one, and quite right, too.

Once on the way up we saw a troop of monkeys
in the trees, but much to our carriers’ disgust we
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were not able to shoot one. They hoped to get a
free meal. There were some lovely butterflies in the
woods, but I was very much struck by the absence of
orchids. The trees were mostly cotton trees, red
and white odum, and teak trees. The cotton trees
grow to a great height, often over 100 feet.

Odum is a sort of bastard cedar, I should think
by the smell. It is very hard, and is practically the
only wood that white ants cannot tackle. If trans-
port by water was only easier, what a fortune there
is to be made out of the hard woods of the West
Coast. But most of the rivers have such bad rapids
that logs would get broken to pieces.

CHAPTER 1V.

The next day I attended orderly room and
the Commanding Officer told me that I was to take

over B Company (Burgess took over G Company)
from Lieutenant Kortright.

Kortright sent for the Company Sergeant-Major,
who came and reported himself to me. His name
was Marmadu Dambornu. A splendid type of man
with the Bornu tribe mark down his nose, and the
little cuts on the temple. He took me up to the lines
and showed me where the company fell in. I then
asked him to pick me out an orderly who could
speak English. He said he would do so.

I walked down to some waste land with him,
and watched the Company at fatigue. They struck
me as being a very fine set of men. I should think
that the average height was over 5’ 9”. In the after-
noon I went down to the fort and got the Company
pay clerk to explain the pay sheets to me. They
were very much simpler than the English pay sheet.

It might be as well to put down the strength of
a Company and the pay.

1 Captain ol .« £400 per year.
: 3 Subalterns ) s £300 and
White £350 per year.

I White  Non-commis- £120 per year,
sioned officer,
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1 Company Sergt.-Major  3/- per diem.

8 Corporals v & . I/3 per diem.

Black 4 Lance-Corporals .. I/1 per diem.
2 Buglers o .. I/- per diem,

150 Rank and File .. I/-per diem.

Then there was the duty pay and subsistence
money when on the march.

The officer actually in command of the Com-
pany received £4 per mensem command pay.

1st Class European Sergeants received £z extra
and all Europeans Sergeants received 2/6 per day
in lieu of rations.

Officers on the march received 5/- per day field
allowance (it was 10/- but was reduced to 5/-).

Black troops on the march. The Company
Sergeant-Major 6d. a day and other ranks 3d. a day
subsistence money.

Men over ten years service received long ser-
vice pay as follows :—

Coy. Sergt.-Major " .. 4d. per diem.

Sergeants o oS .. 3d. per diem.
Corporals i o .. 2d. per diem.
Rank and File .. = .. Id. per diem.

They also had 1d. per diem good conduct pay
for each badge. Badges were given for every three

years’ good service.
There are no pensions given, but at the end of
their service, the men receive a gratuity.

They are enlisted for 6 years, re-engage for 12
years, and then for 21 years. They used to be able
to re-engage to complete 15 years.

Each Company also has a Company pay clerk

who does the pay sheets. They begin at f40 per
annum. As B Company was a Mahommedan com-

pany, I had a malam or priest attached also, who
drew corporal’s pay.
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Things were in a state of transition, as the
various constabularies of the West African Colonies
were being brought under one central authority at
the Colonial Office and the names were being changed
from Constabulary to Regiment and all the regi-
ments were being combined into the West African
Frontier Force. Native officers were being done away
with, as the authorities thought they might clash with
the English non-coms. Companies were being formed
- into Race Companies, all the same race being drafted
into one Company. All this took a long time to do,
and in fact was not finished till the beginning of my
second tour. But what was aimed at was as
follows :

The Constabulary to be divided into two bat-
talions, one in Ashanti, with headquarters at
Kumasi, and one in the Northern Territories, with
headquarters at Gambaga.

The Ashanti, or 1st Battalion Gold Coast Regi-
ment, to be composed as under—

1 Artillery Company
9 Infantry Companies.

The Artillery Company was armed with the
millimetre gun and 7-pounders. The men were
picked men from the Battalion. The Infantry Com-
panies to be divided up into the following races :—

Wongara (from behind Senegal).
Hausa (from N. Nigeria).

Yoruba (from Lagos).

. Fulani (from French Sudan)

Mendi (from Sierra Leone).

Timni (from Sierra Leone).

. Moshi (from N. Territory).

. Yoruba (from Lagos).

Grunshi (from N. Territory).

SHEOMEDO W >

E and F Companies, however, are very soon
combined in one Company, E, and there
was no F Company.
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When I arrived at Kumasi—

D Company was on outstation at Mampon.

A Company was on outstation at Kwissa.

G Company was on outstation on the West-
ern Frontier.

The other Companies were at Kumasi.

A good many of the Companies were over
strength, B was almost 180 strong. It did seem a
huge company to drill after an English Company,
which very often only paraded about 40 strong,
Afternoon parade was at 4.30, and as it was the
first parade of the Company I had taken, I naturally
spent a long time examining the men and the belts,
etc.

They were armed with the .303 M.M. carbine
and had the old black Martini equipment. Both
were in a terrible state, the bores of the carbines
being almost smooth and the equipment in nearly
every case being joined together with string. I
found that each man carried twenty rounds of ball
ammunition on him always, and had eighty in his
hut. The reason being, I found out afterwards.
that active service regulations were still in force,
and that B Company being the only “ old soldier ”
Company at headquarters, the Commanding Officer
thought it advisable to have some men always ready.

The Company, as I said before, was over
strength, but it was very short of non-coms. There
were only the Company Sergeant-Major, three Ser-
geants, two Corporals, and one Lance-Corporal, and
one of the Sergeants was no good for parade. He
was an old man, crippled with elephantiasis, and
acted as Provost Sergeant. I told the Sergeant-
Major to put the Company through some exercises,
which he did very well. I was glad to see that words

of command were given in English.

At 5.30 I dismissed the Company, and the
Sergeant-Major brought me up the man he thought
would do as orderly, a private named Abba Beriber.
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I found that there was a .303 Maxim belonging
to the Company, which was kept in the guard room.
It was thick with rust and I could hardly move the
lock.

That night was guest night, and several of the
officers of the Nigerian Companies came up.

I was surprised at the way the band played, but
was told that several of the men had been to England
and had gone through Kneller Hall. After mess we
all went outside on to the verandah and watched
the natives dancing, while the band played native
tunes. It was very funny to watch them jumping
about, clapping their hands in time with the tune. I
was hard at work for the next few weeks picking out
men to promote and trying to learn their customs, as
it was no uncommon thing for a man to come up
and ask his officer to settle some dispute for him.
But I shall have more to say about that afterwards.

As the country was under martial law, there
was a Court Martial always sitting. Three officers
on duty by the week. I learnt a good deal about
native customs and laws in that way. But I am
afraid that the procedure would not always have
passed the Judge Advocate General. Things grad-
ually got more comfortable in the mess, as we got
up stores, etc., from the coast, but living was still
rough.

About a month after I arrived there was a sham
fight. I was sent out in the moming with 40 men of
H Company with matchets, axes, etc., to cut down
trees to make an imaginary stockade. I was told to
go about 2} miles out on the Juaben road. We left
about 10.30 a.m., and I found a very nice place where
the path twisted and the bush was very thick. There
were several big trees by the path, and T cut down
three, one across the path and the other two on each
flank. The men enjoyed the fun of the thing, and
the native sergeant who was with me put all sorts of
things in front to act as ju-ju like the tis do.
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We were attacked at about 3.15 p.m. The
advance guard walked right up to us before they saw
us—if it had been a real show, they would all have
been killed. The Colonel then attacked, sent flank-
ing parties out on one flank, and brought up a
7-pounder, which fired blank charges. The stockade
was then supposed to have been breached, and the
" cease fire "’ was sounded, followed by the “ charge.”
There was a yell and a howl and before I knew where
I was a great big form was over the stockade followed
by a mob of yelling men all with fixed bayonets. It
was Watson of Cape Coast fame, with his Company.

I had got tea ready for the officers, but a tornado
came on, and we legged it back to Kumasi and arrived
ke drowned rats. The mnext day the Colonel
received a note from the Chief Commissioner saying
that one of the main roads into Kumasi was stopped,
and that produce could not come into the market. I
had to send half the Company out to cut a way
through the trees and open a path up.

One very funny thing happened. It might have
had serious consequences, but luckily did not. We
had nothing in the mess to keep our filtered water in,
except empty whisky and gin bottles. Now the
great drink at mid-day chop was “ orange squash ,”
the juice of two or three oranges squeezed into a glass
and filled up with water. One of the officers came
into chop very hot and tired, having been on the
range since about 6.30. He seized hold of the squash
that his boy put by him, drunk about half at a gulp
and then fell back on the floor gasping. His boy had
filled it up with neat gin !

The same thing happened to another officer
some time after. But this time it was paraffin;
worse than gin I should think.

Life up at Kumasi passed very quickly. Every
day was just like the one before, as there was nothing
to mark the time by. One did the same things day
after day. The English mail coming in was the only
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break in the week, and the only excitement was when
someone arrived, either from England or from out-
station on their way home.

My programme for the day was almost always—

6. 0 a.m. Called—cup of tea.

7. 0 a.m. Parade.

8.15 a.m. Breakfast.

8.45 a.m. Company orderly room.

9.30 a.m. Commanding Officer’s orderly
room.

10 a.m.—I2 noon Company on fatigue.

I2 noon Mid-day chop.

2. 0 p.m. (Either have a shut-eye or
check pay sheets, etc).

3.45 p.-m. Tea.

4.30 p.m. Parade.

5.30 p.m. Rush off parade, change and
have a game of tennis.

6.30 p.m. Sit outside mess. Have a
cocktail and yarn.

7. p-m. Bath.

7.30 p.m. Mess.

Q.30 p.m. Turn 1n.

The mails were very irregular; sometimes we
did not get any for weeks, and then perhaps two in
the same week. Naturally, I looked out for the mails

very eagerly. It used to take about 22 to 25 days to
come out from London to Kumasi.

When I had done about five months, I was able
to shift into a hut by myself.

Such a lot of officers had come out that the
colonel had had a set of three quarters built by the
Mendi carriers. I was lucky enough to get one.
A nice big room about 30 feet square with grass roof.
It was very comfortable.

My Kroo boy left me at about this time. He
did not get on well with the other boys. Alfred, the
mess cook, handed over his brother Joseph to me, a
little chap of about 11 years old. I got another
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little fellow, an Ashanti, to help him, and got on very
well. Joseph stayed with me all the rest of the time
I was on the Coast, coming back to me when I returned
from leave each tour. He was a smart little fellow,
a Popo boy and talked English very well.

The colonel was rather anxious to form a sort of
pioneer section and asked me if I would see what
I could do. Using only the men’s matchets that they
carried with their equipment, and the ti-ti (a thick
creeper used instead of rope) and the ordinary trees
on the spot, I taught them how to make a “ single-
lock bridge” in camp, sending them out in fatigue
time to bring in ti-ti and poles. The colonel then
suggested that I should take them out to a stream on
the Cape Coast road, about three miles out, and try
making one over it. I started off one morning at
about 6.30 a.m. taking some chop with me, and got
out to the stream at about 8 a.m. I divided the
company half on one side and half on the other.

I threw out sentries, etc., so as to make it seem
real, and set to work making a frame on each side.
I pointed out the trees I wanted cut down.

While I was on the Kumasi side of the stream
watching the men working, I heard the cracking of a
tree and then a clang, and a coil of telegraph wire
swished past my head. The sergeant in charge on
the other side had felled a tree the wrong way and it

had broken the telegraph wire. I thought “ Thisisa
good start,” and sent a man back to Kumasi with a

note saying what had happened, and asking for a
linesman to be sent from the telegraph office.

Things then went fairly well, and I got the frames
finished, launched and locked.

I then sent out two men to lash the frames
together. One man slipped, and fell into the stream,
spraining his leg. By I p.m.I had the bridge finished,
and after a good long rest, marched the whole com-
pany over it to test it. Of course, one man fell and
broke his big toe. I got back to Kumasi in a big
tornado and the colonel asked me how I had got on.

P

e ——
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I reported—" Built the bridge—broke the telegraph
wire—two men injured, and now in hospital.” It
was a long time before I heard the end of my bridge
building.

The majority of the men lived in little grass huts,
as there were not sufficient quarters for them all.
These were continually catching fire and the fire alarm
used to go nearly every week, sometimes two or three
times during the week. It was very disturbing to
one's rest, but one always had to bolt to one’s company
lines, as we were always afraid that the Ashantis
had started the fire and would take advantage of the
tumult.

We had alarm posts once or twice a month, and
then there was a fine game of * general post.”” The
men used to enter into the spirit of the thing, and
leg it like stags to their various posts. It wasa really
fine sight to see the gunner company with their guns.
All the men nearly 5 ft. 11 in high, rushing up the road
with the guns as if they weighed nothing.

But one night the alarm was sounded in earnest.
The rouse had just sounded at 5 a.m., when there
was the report of a gun and after a pause, the alarm
went. I caught hold of my revolver, slipped on
shoes and a jacket, and ran for the lines in my
pyjamas. Just by the lines I caught up Colonel
Wilkinson and Lieut. Sweetzer. We went on past
the guard room, and found Company Sergeant-Major
Sukah (a fine specimen of the Fulani), sitting on the
ground bleeding like a pig, and swearing like any-
thing. He told us that a man had run amok. The
colonel told me to go back to the hospital and get a
stretcher, and tell the doctors. I did so, a_nd found
them cutting a spear head out of a man’s side. I
then ran back to the lines, and found that nearly
all the company had fallen in ; just after the man was
caught and put in the Guard Room.

At the enquiry it turned out that he was a
corpnl'a.l ni &mgompa.ny who was on leave. Having
he slept in the guard room. He
wekewmmmthe(}uardmade turning out

&
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when the bugle sounded the rouse, caught up his spear

and stuck it into the lance corporal of the guard,
who was taking his equipment off, drew a great big
matchet that he had and hit a gun-carrier, who was
prisoner, over the head (cutting his skull open),
snatched up the carbine and equipment that the
lance corporal had let drop, and rushed out of the
Guard Room, took a shot down one of the lines at a
woman he saw (who turned out to be old Sukah’s
wife), C.S.M. Sukah rushed out and he was shot
through both legs. The man then ran down the
lines into an empty hut, where after some trouble
he was caught. I managed to get hold of the matchet
afterwards, and still have it. It is of a most peculiar
shape and people who have been on the coast for
some time say that they have never seen one like it.

Sundays I generally spent writing letters all the
morning, and in the afternoon we all used to go down
on the range and have a shooting match.

One Sunday we were disturbed by hearing a
row up in the lines. We ran up and found that it
came from near Bantama. The Regimental Sergeant-
Major (Augustus) said that H and E Companies
were having a fight. Everybody ran to their company
parade grounds. As my parade ground was the
nearest to the row one fell in about 40 men and
doubled up. But the C.O. and Sweetzer had got the
men almost under, and I was ordered back. The
real reason I think was that my men had fixed
bayonets and the colonel thought that it might
make things worse. I left the men with the Sergeant
Major and went back to see if I could help the colonel.
I managed to get hold of a beastly-looking ju-ju that
one of the Yorubas was waving over his head, and
urging his brothers on. The colonel would not let
me give it back afterwards, so I kept it. My boxes
were broken open three times before I went on leave.
The Yorubas were trying to get it back, but I did
not keep it in a box, my boy having given me the tip
that they were trying to get it back. I simply hung
it on the wall and hung a great coat over it. They
did not dream of looking there for it.
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I had been having a good bit of fever, and the
doctor said that if I could get away on a march for a

few days, 1t would do me good. 1 was very pleased
and an opportunity soon occurred. There was a
detachment of a corporal and nine men stationed at
a mine called Bipossu out by Lake Busumchwi,
found from my company. The detachment was
changed every month. The colonel thought it would
be a good thing for me to go out with the new detach-
‘ment and bring the old one back and see how things
were going.

I started off on the 31st of the month with the
new detachment and got to the first wvillage on the
lake at about 4.30 p.m. having done about 24 miles.
The Lake is, I should think, the remains of an old
volcano. It is almost round and has, as far as can be
seen, no exit. I should think it measured about
four miles by 43 miles. The-water is gradually rising ;
one can see the stumps of trees sticking up out of the
water about 400 yards out. The natives told me
that they have to move their villages back about every
five or six years. The lake 1s one of the big Ashanti
fetishes, the fetish in this case being that no boat
may be put on the water and no string net used. The
result is that the mesh of the fishing nets i1s made of
narrow strips of bamboo woven into each other and
the natives sit straddle-legged on logs when they go
out to fish, pa.dd]ing with their hands. They balance
themselves in a wonderful way as the logs are only
about 7" in diameter and about 10 feet long.

There are a lot of pelicans, cormorants, fish,

and other birds on the lake. The pelicans

looked so pretty on the water, shewing up white.

As is to be expected, the natives on the lake live

almost entirely on fish, the result being that there are
a lot of lepers.

| One has to come down quite a steep hill to the

lake. From the top one sees it all spread out like

The next day I got to Bipossu, getting in at

K
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The mine was not being worked. They were
“proving” it. There were two mining engineers
and four white miners. They had got quite a lot
of nice looking-stuff out. I was made to feel quite at
home. They were very glad to see a strange face
and to hear the latest news. I stayed there two
days and enjoyed myself very much.

I shot my first monkey out there. A big
“ Bishop monkey,”| such a pretty beast, with a long
tail. The skin was a very good one and afterwards
made up into a splendid muff. I went down the
shafts and saw the gold in the quartz. It was
marvellous to see. 1 was very sorry to leave. The
change had done me the world of good. 1 got back
to Kumasi, having been away a week. I took three
days to do the march back.

We had a sham fight one day out on the Patasl
road, the road by which Governor Hodgson had
escaped when the Ashantis were besieging Kumasi.
One of the old soldiers, I think it was Sergt. Alfred
of E Company, pointed out several human bones,
etc., lying by the side of the road. I was very glad,
at about this time, at having two European sergeants
passed to the company, Sergt. Butler of the Bufis,
and Sergt. Farrel of the Bedfords. Very good men
both of them were, and worked hard. They improved
the drill of the company very much.

Soon after this, there was a public hanging in the
market place, and I had to take the company down
to form a cordon round the scaffold. The prisoner
was the chief of a village on the western frontier,
where a white man had been murdered when the 1goo
show broke out. I did not mind the hanging much.
It was the waiting afterwards that was so trying,
watching the poor chap swinging. There was
another hanging just before this, when rather a
laughable thing occurred. By mistake the band
turned out and played the company that was forming
the escort down to the market place. I was told
that they went down playing “ You've got a long
way to go "’ and came back playing “ Poor old Joe."”
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I don’t know if it is a fact, but that is the yarn that

‘went round. Just at about this time the Inspector-

General of the West African Frontier Force came out
on his tour of inspection, General Kemball. I was
ordered to form a ‘‘ guard of honour” of 50 rank
and file for him. I just managed to get 50 men all
with two medals, and all with two or more good con-
duct badges. I was very proud of them. The
general gave us the most awful doing, but I think
that everything went off all ight. He then went to
the outstations with the colonel.

I was very glad to hear soon after this that there
was another chance of a march. There was a lot of
specie to come up country from Cape Coast Castle.
H Company was ordered to go down, and bring it
up to Kumasi, and B company was told to be ready
to take it on to Kintampo.

H. Company had two loads stolen on their way
up. #.e. £400 (£200 of silver roughly weigh about
60 Ibs.

There was a good bit of good humoured riv
between B. and H. Companies and my old Company
Sergeant Major came to me with the news. They
had heard of it before we did. It is marvellous how
news travels out there. He was just going on leave
at the time, but when he heard of H company’s
mishap, he asked to have his leave cancelled until
B Company got back from Kintampo. I told him
that his leave was granted and that I could not bother
the C.O, about altering it. He got very wild, and
without saying another word to me, went off to the
C.O. himself. I heard afterwards that he had told
the C.O. that H Company had spoilt its name and
that he was not going to let B Company’s name be
spoilt. That if B Company went, he went, and with-
out more fuss he went to the company store, drew his
kit and carbinc out again and returned to duty.

~ We managed to get up to Kintampo without

losing anything. The boxes of specie were piled
every night in a hut. A guard finding six sentries
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was put on every night, and when I used to get up in
the middle of the night to see if everything was all
right, I always found the old company sergeant-
Major asleep on top of the pile. He used to wake up
when the sentries challenged and when he saw who
it was, would say, ““ All right, Baba, B company no
be tief man, B Company no go spoil its name.”

On the march up I was in my hammock one
afternoon and I heard a shot fired. I jumped out,
thinking that one of the carriers was trying to bolt
with his load, but found that it was one of the men
who had suddenly gone mad, and blazed off. The
old Sergeant-Major (who was the whole day running
up and down the line of specie carriers counting the
loads) came rushing up in a fearful stew, but when
he found out what it was, said—" That no matter,
Baba, no matter if plenty men head go spoil ; dat
small palaver, but B Company go lose money dat
bad palaver plenty too much.”

I was very glad I was not going up by myseli.
Luckily there were three Northern Territory officers
going up, Captain Brock, Captain Luckman and
Captain Warden ; also two European non-commis-
sioned officers. We arrived at Kintampo all right
and I handed the specie over to the treasurer,
Mr. Christian. The seals on three of the boxes were
broken, and he opened them and checked them before
taking over. The old Sergeant-Major was watching
and would not go to his quarters until I told him that
everything was all right.

We stayed at Kintampo three days, as I wished
to give the carriers and men a good rest.

Kintampo seemed a very fine station. It is
right in the open country which is very much like an
undulating English moor. There was a very good
market there, and I bought several things. I also
bought about 30 loads of guinea corn to take back to
llfumasi for the colonel. He wanted some for his

OTSES,



THREE TOURS ON THE WEST COAST OF AFRICA. IS5X

I went out shooting with my orderly and got a
bush fowl of sorts.

I had sacked the man I mentioned some time
back as my orderly, and taken on a man called Babun
Kanu. He had been a sergeant in Northern Nigeria
and on taking his discharge there had traded across
to the Gold Coast and enlisted in the Constabulary.
He had been, I believe, orderly to Sir James Willcocks
in Nigeria, and knew what to do. I came back to
Kumasi in fine style, as I had over 200 carriers with-
out loads. The officers going on to Gambaga engaged
fresh men at Kintampo. 1 was therefore able to
put two or three men on to my little loads, and also
was able to relieve the men of their blankets by mak-
ing them into a bundle and giving them to some of
the spare carriers.

We got back in four days to Kumasi. When I
arrived, I found that Captain Bishop, p.s.0., had come
out, and he took over command of the company.

Also another subaltern was posted to the com-
m' Lieut. Mackay, R.G.A. It may seem rather

y to the reader, a gunner officer being attached
to an infantry company, but there were several of
them, all without exception very nice follows. But
it was rather galling to have a man of another branch
put over you. In some cases they knew nothing of
infantry drill and had to learn it. But I suppose that
the Colonial Office was so stuck for officers that they
would take anyone who was willing to be seconded,
irrespective of what branch he belonged to.

I had now done about 10 months of my tour and

'was beginning to look forward to going home.

Colonel Williamson had already gone on leave
and Major Reeves of the Leinsters had taken over
command. He ordered the company out to a village
called Ticheru, about ﬁvell;ours from Kumz;sxon the
[nbmmd There is a big open piece of coun

there, just suitable for open order work. He catrg
out with us, and Ca.ptam Bishop and I went with the

- company. We had agoodhardweekswmkout
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there and came back feeling very fit after it. It did
the company a lot of good. The King’'s Coronation
Day came along (7th July) and we had a Review,
Sports, etc. in the afternoon. Lieut. Henderson, R.N.,
the Acting Chief Commissioner, gave a dinner in the
evening, after which there was a torchlight tattoo.

Naturally, the telegraph wire was down (I had
not broken it this time) and we did not hear till two
days after that the King was ill and that the Corona-

tion had been put off.

Captain Haslewood had taken home a detach-
ment of 33 N.C.Os. and men to England to form part
of the Colonial troops at the Coronation. B Com-
pany had sent a corporal and four men.

I was due to sail for England by the first steamer
after the roth August, from Cape Coast.

There were five penal servitude prisoners to be
sent down to Elmina Prison, so I left Kumasi on
August 2nd, with the prisoners and an escort of 15
N.C.Os. and men. I marched down to Cape Coast by
the same road as I had come up. Captain Sedgwick
was in command at Kwissa.

I got a very bad go of fever at Fesu and had to
stop a day there.

I got down to Cape Coast on the roth August,
Coronation Day.

I lodged the prisoners in the prison and the men
found quarters in the Castle. I reported myself to the
Officer in Command at Cape Coast, a Major of the
West India Regiment. I think his name was Fister. I
then went back to Hockman’s Hotel. Acquah’s was

full.

Rather a funny thing happened when I was
marching in. Just at the outskirts of the town there
was a bugle band in the uniform of the West India
Regiment. Knowing that there was a detachment of
the W.LR, in Cape Coast, I called the escort to atten-
tion, when I passed them. Much to my disgust I
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found, when I had done so, that it was only a boy’s
brigade band that had copied the W.I.R. uniform.
I never heard the end of it. In the afternoon at
p.m. Mr. O'Brien, the Provincial Commissioner,
held a reception in the grounds of the old hospital. 1
went to it. That afternoon there was a procession
of the local schools round the town. They came into
collision with some of my men, and fearing a big row,
Mr. O’Brien stopped the procession. I think it was
as well, as my men were spoiling for a fight. The
Hausas hate the coast natives. I took the prisoners
to Elmina next day and handed them over. A very
sad thing happened while 1 was there. Vernon, the
District Commissioner, died of blackwater. He was
well-known in the cricket world, I think. He was
very brave, I am told, and just before he died turned
round to the W.I.R. lieutenant who was in command
of the detachment, and said—" Well, old chap, we
have made a good fight for it, but it is no use.”

Elmina is only about seven miles from Cape
Coast, and I got back the same evening. A steamer
had come in that afternoon, and had landed a new
officer for us, named Gwyther. I handed over the
escort to him and he marched off up country next day
with them. I kept my orderly though, as my steamer
had not come in. She came in on the 13th. It was
the Buruiu on her maiden trip home. I was glad to
find that the captain was Captain Hely, with whom
I bad come out in the Bornu.

(To be continued).
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