











PIRATES OF THE GUINEA COAST

Governor and Directors of the African Company
a long and particular account of his misdeeds.
“Rashness and Inadvertency, occasioned by his
being ill used, contrary to the Promises that had
been made him,” was the one excuse he urged. For
the rest, he owned that his ecrimes deserved death.
“Yet,” concluded this pitiful, pathetic letter, if
you have Generosity enough to forgive me, as I am
still capable to do you Service as a Soldier, so I
will be very ready to do it; but if you resolve to
prosecute me, I beg only this Favour, that I may not
be hang’d like a Dog, but suffer'd to die like a Soldier,
as I have been bred from my Childhood : that is, that
I may be shot.”

Poor Massey ! Did he think that a Board of
Directors could be delivered of an offspring so angelic
as Mercy ; that on a question which touched their
pockets they would return an answer savouring of
leniency ! Their reply was that he *“should be fairly
hang’d.”

Why did the man not go away, even now ! They
had nothing except his own word on which to proceed
against him, no evidence worth a jot from a legal
point of view. There were no witnesses in England
who could testify to anything, and if Massey chose to
hold his tongue, how could they even prove that he
had written to the Board that accusatory letter ?

But the unhappy man on receipt of the Board's
reply must needs go off to the Lord Chief Justice's
Chambers, enquiring there, “if my Lord had yet
granted a Warrant against Captain John Massey for
piracy 2”7 No such warrant had been applied for;
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even the Board of the African Company was in no
hurry. There was yet time for this self-accused pirate
to take himself off. If he would but have owned to
himself that he had been a dupe and not a villain!
But no man likes to write himself down an ass; even
the victim of the Confidence Trick seldom confesses
to himself hew simple he has been.

Massey left his address at the Lord Chief Justice’s
Chambers, against the time when he should be wanted.
It was a new experience for my Lord’s clerks to have
a pirate storming the very citadel of the Law, but
they took down his address in writing, and a few
days later the Runners found Massey at his lodgings,
patiently waiting for them. Nothing could be proved
at his trial; he went about for months on bail, till
witnesses—the Captain of the Gambia Custle for one—
had been brought from the Guinea Coast; and then,
at last, they condemned him to death. Poor, simple
Massey ! He was not even shot, as he desired to be.
He died the one death he dreaded, the death of a
Dog. He was hanged at Execution Dock on 26th
July 1723.

What, one may wonder, would have been the
opinion held of Massey by such a man as Captain
Cocklyn, his very antithesis, 2 man whom no qualms
troubled, for whom nothing was too gross and brutal ?
In a former chapter it has been mentioned that
brutality alone gained for Cocklyn ‘“that bad emi-
nence ” of leader in a murderous band. The life and
doings of the ordinary pirate of those days do not
make savoury reading ; they were drunken scoundrels
for the most part, except when led by a man like Davis
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unrestrained by even a lingering sense of decency.
The fiends in hell might have shrunk from presuming
to vie with them in their brutal lusts ; at sight of their
lighter amusements, the angels in heaven must have
shuddered. Even the Red Indians of North America
were not more fiendishly cruel in the tortures inflicted
on their prisoners, than were those white men in the
fashion in which they made merry at the expense of
members of captured crews who refused to join the
brotherhood.

If by chance the pirates were in sportive mood,
their wretched captives were not made to walk the
plank and so become food for sharks ; some of them,
mayhap, would be run up in the bight of a rope
to the main or mizzen top, and the rope belayed for
a brief period, leaving the man dangling. Then
suddenly—perhaps simultaneously in the case of two
victims, in order that the pirates might bet on which
would first touch the deck—the rope would be cast
loose, and down in a heap would fall the unhappy
wretches, if not breaking bones, at least otherwise
painfully injuring themselves.

Or they would “sweat” a man, a favourite amuse-
ment. Sweating was performed in this way: A
circle of lighted candles was placed round the mizzen
mast between decks. Around this circle stood those
pirates who, in jocular frame of mind, were about to
take part in the game, each brute armed with a pen-
knife, a pair of compasses, a steel fork, or other small
and sharp-pointed instrument. Then the “patient™
was introduced within the circle. As the pirates
closed in nearer the unsuspecting victim, one, with,
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it might be the fork, would run the instrument deep
in a fleshy part of the body ; the recoil would natur-
ally place him within reach of a second stab, say, this
time with the penknife. And so from reach of one
pirate the poor wretch would shrink and jump, only
to place himself within striking distance of another,
until—while the brutes yelled with ever increasing
riotous glee—the tortured victim fell, utterly spent.
Then maybe they would give him what was called
“his discharge,” which meant that every one present
administered ten lashes with the “cat.” If he were
unable to jump up and run for such shelter as
might be found, so much the worse for him.

In all these pastimes, and more, Cocklyn and his
crew indulged. Many of their misdeeds will not
bear re-telling ; the mind wearies of the sameness of
their brutality, shrinks from its grossness.

Yet Snelgrave’s account of his capture and de-
tention by Cocklyn contains a good deal that is
of interest, and gives some idea of the senselessly
improvident ways and objectless lives of the Pirates.

When Snelgrave, fresh from England in the Lion
galley, made the land off' Sierra Leone river on April
the 1st, 1719, it chanced that the wind fell light
and presently altogether left them, so that when the
ship, now embayed, had ceased to drift inward on
the flowing tide, as the sun went down they were
forced to drop anchor in deep water near the shore.
Tar distant up the estuary, beneath the golden glory
of sunset, the naked spars of a vessel lying at anchor
traced themselves sharply against a background of
vivid green, but save for this and a thin column of
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smoke rising sluggishly among the trees on the
nearest point of land, and hanging motionless over
their tops, there was no sign of life. Little wisps
and wreaths of mist stole over the water shoreward,
and darkness, as is its way in tropical latitudes, came
with a rush, closing round the ship, blotting out
everything but the stars overhead. An evening still
as the hush of death itself.

On such a night sound travels far. Thus it came
to pass that as Snelgrave sat at supper the officer of
the watch sent to him a message asking him to come
on deck; he fancied he could hear a boat at some
distance approaching the ship from direction of the
vessel seen at anchor as they came in. The tide was
on the turn when Snelgrave went on deck, but the
Lion still lay with her head to seaward. Listening,
he could distinctly make out the cheep and muffled
thud of oars astern.

“Send twenty men aft here with muskets and
cutlasses,” ordered Snelgrave. Then, “Boat ahoy!”
he hailed. “What boat’s that ?”

“The Two Friends, Captain Elliot, of Barbadoes,”
came an answering hail, after momentary hesitation.

“I mislike it,” muttered Snelgrave to the officer
who had sent for him. ¢ Smartly, below there, with
those muskets.” Then again, to the approaching
boat, < Where are you from ?”

“From America.”

And with the words came a volley of musketry
singing past the ears of those standing on the quarter-
deck.

“Fire on them through the steerage ports,” cried
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Snelgrave to Jones his first Mate, who was below with
the men. But never a musket cracked in response
to his order. Jumping down below, himself, he
found his people huddled together, staring stupidly
at the Mate and at each other, and neither musket
nor cutlass yet served out. “The Arms chest could
not be found,” some one said, lamely enough, by way
of explanation. In any case, it was now too late, the
attacking party was already on board firing pistols,
(whereby one of Snelgrave’s men was killed,) and
throwing hand grenades down between decks.

Then some one sang out for quarter, whereon
down came a man cursing and swearing and calling
out, “ Where's your Captain ?”

“I am the person that was captain up to now,”
said Snelgrave.

“Then what the do you mean by telling
your people to fire on us through the steerage ports ¢”

With that he clapped his pistol to Snelgrave’s
breast, and fired. But Snelgrave struck the weapon
partly aside, and the bullet passed between his arm
and his ribs without wounding him, whereupon the
man brought him to his knees with a blow over the
head from the pistol butt. Quickly recovering his
feet, Snelgrave jumped for the quarter-deck, where
another man, swearing no quarter should be given to
a captain who tried to defend his ship, struck viciously
at his head with a cutlass. Snelgrave ducked, and
the weapon bit deep into the quarter-deck rail,
breaking short off at the hilt. By great good fortune
this man’s firearms were all discharged, otherwise
Snelgrave most certainly would have been shot. As
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it was, the brute tried to beat out his brains with the
butt end of a pistol. Tt had gone ill with Snelgrave
now had not some of his own men cried out : “Don’t
kill the Captain! We never sailed with a better man.”
(For it was customary with the Pirates to spare the
captain of a captured vessel against whom his crew
had no ill-will ; at least they would seldom go to
extremities unless his crew made complaint against
him,—a tenure of life a little precarious, one would
think.)

In celebration of their success, the pirates now
began firing volleys of musketry; and this led to
things more serious. Cocklyn, who commanded the
ship from which the pirates had come, hearing the
continual rattle of musketry and imagining that fight-
ing still went on, cut his cable, drifted down with the
now ebbing tide and fired a broadside into the Lion.

“'Vast firing there,” called out one of the ruffians.
“We've taken a fine prize with plenty of rum and
fresh provisions aboard.”

That brought Cocklyn himself in a trice, with a
crowd of others, all intent on an orgie. Liquor
flowed ; geese, turkeys, ducks, fowls were taken, and
without being even plucked, except as regards the
tail and wing feathers, were pitched into the ship’s
copper in the galley, accompanied by several West-
phalia hams and a big sow, newly killed, from which
they. had not troubled to scrape the bristles, and the
cook was ordered to boil them all together and serve
up as quickly as possible,—a Gargantuan meal.

It was for Snelgrave the beginning of a life more
strenuous than desirable.
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“What o'clock is it by your gold watch?”
demanded one ruffian. And, however much against
the grain, Snelgrave knew that he must hand over his
excellent watch—there was nothing else to be done.
The pirates kicked it about the deck like a football,
till they tired of the game, when it was pitched into
the common chest, to be sold at auction before the
mast. Davis bought it later for £100, in spite of the
ill-usage it had undergone.

After the rape of his watch, Snelgrave was taken
from his own ship to that of the pirate, and there
questioned closely as to the sailing qualities of the
Lion, the result being that Cocklyn joyfully fitted
her out for his own use. It was a bad time for
Snelgrave, this first night on Cocklyn’s vessel, and it
had like to have been his last on earth had it not
been for the intervention of one of the pirate crew, a
man named Griffin, who, as it turned out, had been
at school with Snelgrave. This man swore to
protect his old schoolfellow, and indeed passed the
hours till morning marching up and down with
pistols and cutlass alongside the hammock where
lay Snelgrave, sleepless owing to “their horrid oaths
and blasphemies.”

Towards 2 a.M. there returned to the ship,
very drunk and quarrelsome, that man who had
attempted to cut Snelgrave down on the quarter-
deck of the Lion.

“Where’s Snelgrave 2” he bawled. “I'm going to
slice his liver for offering to fire on us ! Where's that
Snelgrave ¢ I'll slice him !” And assuredly he
had engaged in that delicate operation if Griflin with
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his cutlass had not driven the drunken brute off.
Nor was this by any means the only attempt on
Snelgrave’s life made by the same man. On at least
one other occasion the brute tried to shoot him. But
here the would-be assassin came badly off; in the
dark he fired at the wrong man, a mistake which
cost him dear, for he was hunted round the ship with
a naked cutlass till his condition was little better
than if he had been “sweated.”

The following day came the overhauling of
Snelgrave’s cargo. Overboard, into the sea, went
everything, bales and cases, no matter how valuable, if
they did not suit the needs of the pirates. Overboard
went all Snelgrave’s “private adventure,” (captains
were allowed to trade on their own account in those
days); overboard, too, went his library,—“enough
Jjaw work here to poison a ship’s company,” swore one
of the pirates. Soon nothing was left to him of all
his own belongings.

Later, a good deal of his private property was
restored at the intervention of the pirate Davis, and
also, strangely enough, through the intercession of
one Captain Henry Glynn, a private trader who
lived on shore here, and who was afterwards Governor
of Fort James in the Gambia. On curiously friendly
terms with the pirates was this embryo Governor
when Snelgrave met him at Sierra Leone. To hunt
with the hounds and run with the hare was apparently
in those days a feat not hard of accomplishment on
the Guinea Coast.

After all, the good-will of Davis and Glynn
availed Snelgrave little. His things, mostly tied up
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in bundles, were brought to him in “the great
cabin,” it is true, but presently in came a party of
drunken pirates, who, stumbling over the bundles, in
a fit of rage threw them overboard, leaving one only
remaining.  This also soon disappeared. A man—
as chance ruled, it was Kennedy, he who afterwards
played Roberts false—coming in, just drunk enough
to be persistent, and answering all Snelgrave’s mild
expostulations by blows from the flat of his cutlass,
took the bundle to examine its contents. A good
new black suit and a hat and wig were what he
found, and the pirate must needs put on the suit and
go swaggering on deck in it. The result was that
the other pirates, resenting his fine feathers, soused
him with buckets of claret, and the suit being thus
ruined after half an hour’s wear was also thrown
overboard.

All the liquor on Snelgrave’s ship had been
brought up on deck to be divided amongst the three
pirate vessels then in the bay, and the casks not
immediately removed to Davis’s and La Bouse’s
ships were straightway up-ended and had their heads
knocked out that cans and bowls might the more
readily be dipped in when men wanted to drink.
They did things in a large way, those topers, and
wild were the scenes and great the havoc that
followed. Cocklyn bawled healths to the Pretender
—King James the Third, they styled him; they
drank confusion to the House of Hanover; they
drank to everything and to everybody; and what
liquor they could not pour down their own capacious
throats, in sport they threw over each other.  With
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what remained in the casks of claret they washed
down the decks in the evening ; nothing was left by
nightfall save a little French brandy. Everything
was wasted, wine, cheeses, butter, fresh food of all
kinds, thrown into the sea by those improvident
scoundrels. It was a heart-break to Snelgrave, who
moreover had the additional anxiety of not knowing
the day or hour he himself might not be knocked
on the head and sent after his goods, to feed the
sharks.

The net result of Snelgrave’s first day among the
pirates was that he lost everything he possessed, save
only the clothes he stood up in and a hat and wig.
And the wig, it may be thought, in such a climate
might be a luxury of doubtful value or utility.
With a thermometer standing in the neighbourhood
of 100° in the shade and an atmosphere humid as the
steam off a heating cauldron, one can imagine that
article to have been little less blighting in effect than
all the Plagues that smote Pharaoh and his people.
Of his “private adventure” sorry was the fate. His
bales of fine holland were dragged up on deck,
opened, and spread in heavy folds to serve as soft
couches for those whose potations had been over
deep, and the whole, beds and men, were presently
soused with claret by the more facetious and less
drunken of the pirates.

A box containing three second-hand richly-
embroidered coats was seized by Cocklyn, and lots
were drawn for choice of garment by Cocklyn,
Dayvis, and La Bouse. Now it chanced that the first
named was short of stature, almost dwarfish, and the
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Fates willed that to him fell the longest coat, so long
that it covered his ankles and brushed the deck as
the little man, in some doubt at first as to the effect,
strutted about with a lurch in his gait.

“Change with me, Davis! Change with me, La
Bouse!” he implored. “It don’t (hiccup) seem to
favour me.”

But they refused, pointing out how striking was
the effect, how gay the contrast of its scarlet cloth
with the silver braid, and in the end the stunted little
rascal swaggered off ashore in it, beyond measure
vain of his appearance. Even a pirate of the most
brutal type, one sunk below the level of the beasts
that perish, steeped in crime as was Cocklyn, is still
swayed by the pettiest vanity. Indeed those coats
made trouble throughout the pirate squadron, for so
envious were the men of the effect produced that they
insisted on the garments being put into the common
chest. It was no part of a pirate captain’s privi-
leges that he should wear fine clothes, from the use
of which the men were debarred,—good, sound,
socialistic doctrine, no doubt.

Snelgrave’s time amongst those villains must have
been even more hazardous than it actually was, had
it not been for the presence and influence of Davis,
that “generous and humane” pirate, his constant
protector so long as the squadron kept together.
To a less degree he was indebted to Griffin. It
was through Davis indeed that he regained liberty ;
it was through him that a captured vessel (of no
great value) was handed over to Snelgrave, with the
battered remnants not only of his own cargo, but of
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those also of several other prizes, to the value of some
thousands of pounds. The fore-mast pirates, indeed,
desired,—at a time when Davis had fanned their
weathercock sentiments momentarily to white heat
in Snelgrave’s favour,—to take him with them down
the coast, handing to him all the proceeds of their
villainies not immediately wanted by themselves. He
might then sail, said they, for the West Indian island
of St. Thomas,—a free port in the possession of Den-
mark,—there realise a fortune by their sale, and
return home to snap his fingers at the merchants of
London and Bristol. It needed all Davis's tact to
smooth away the resentment felt by the pirates at
the rejection by Snelgrave of their generous offer.
They could not understand why their gift of cargoes
plundered from captured vessels should not legally
be Snelgrave’s property.

It was, later, owing to Griffin’s friendship that
Snelgrave got clear away on shore at a time when
the commoner and more brutal pirates, incensed
against him for some trumpery cause, were vowing to
cut him in pieces or to flog him.

Of his old crew, the majority remained faithful
and accompanied Snelgrave on his homeward voyage
after the departure of the pirates. Some (near a
dozen) threw in their lot with the latter, among
them Jones, the Mate, who came to Snelgrave with a
cock-and-bull story of how he had a wife at home
whom he could not love, to whom he felt he could
not return; rather than continue to live with one
So uncongenial, he had tardily decided that it was
preferable to join Cocklyn and his rovers. The man
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was probably a sentimental humbug. As Snelgrave
learned later from his men, Jones had divulged to
them on the voyage out his scheme for turning pirate,
and it was he who had hid the arms chest before
the Lion was boarded at Sierra Leone.

Snelgrave’s detention by the pirates lasted a full
month, four weeks of turmoil and anxiety, weeks
that cost him dear. On more than one occasion the
vessel on which he was detained was set on fire
through carelessness, or by one of the pirates when
drunk, and it was each time with difficulty saved.
Once a cask of rum was accidentally set alight, and
exploded violently not far from the magazine; and
once a fierce fire broke out almost in the magazine
itself. It is a marvel that any pirate ship survived
a single cruise.

Snelgrave was not altogether ruined in pocket,
and he got command of another ship with but small
delay after his return to Bristol. History is silent
as to his subsequent career. Doubtless he visited
the Guinea Coast again, traded in ‘“black ivory,” and
risked the pirates. But Davis was gone, and Roberts ;
Cocklyn and La Bouse were no longer there to
terrorise. Along the Coast dead pirates swung in
the wind and the sun, creaking in their chains as the
breeze wantoned with its grizzly playthings.

They were a curious mixture of evil and of good ;
much evil, relieved by perhaps an infinitely small
leaven of good. But all were not brutes such as
Cocklyn or Kennedy, La Bouse or Captain Teach,
and many another. Roberts was not ‘all bad, and
Davis had many virtues. So had Griffin, who escaped
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later and made his way (honestly) to the West Indies,
where he died of Yellow Fever.

A many of them erred through weakness; not
all through vice. There were others besides Massey
remorseful, others besides Griffin who longed to escape
from the life and to begin anew. Yet as a whole
one would neither feel pity for, nor exercise mercy
towards, the Pirates. For with the same measure
that they did mete withal it shall be measured to
them again.
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CHAPTER XVII
CONCLUSION

Ir one were to embark on a work very far beyond
the scope of this present volume, West Africa’s
history at the end thereof would still present a huge
mass of romance and interest practically untouched,
a mine the workings of which would yet be but
surface scratchings. One would fain dwell on many
an incident, many a fact or event, to which con-
siderations of space now forbid more than brief
allusion. There is much of moment still untouched
in the history of each separate section of the Guinea
Coast and its Hinterland.

It would, for example, have been not without
interest to watch the development of Sierra Leone,
from its early days of tolerably honest trade through
the times when it was little better than a depot for
slaves, or the headquarters of Pirates, down to its
present status (at Freetown) of first-class fortified
Imperial Coaling Station and trade centre.

It was here that in 1787 an abortive attempt was
made to carry out Dr. Smeathman’s philanthropic
scheme of colonising parts of West Africa with
liberated negro slaves, a scheme admirable in theory,
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but—at least in those days—hopeless of execution.
“During the American War,” says Mr. Hugh Murray
in his Discoveries and Travels in Africa, “many
negroes . . . had entered on board the British ships of
war, or repaired to the British standard, where they
had been formed into regiments of Rangers. At the
termination of the war, in 1783, they were dispersed,
with the white loyalists, among the Bahamas Islands
and Nova Scotia, while many were conveyed to
Great Britain, especially to London. There, indigent
and idle, despised and forlorn, they were soon vitiated
by intercourse with their profligate brethren, who,
having contrived to convey themselves from the West
Indies, infested the streets of London.” Probably
no inconsiderable portion of those who ¢ infested
the streets of London” were black servants brought
by their masters some time before from the West
Indies, numbers of whom, in consequence of ILord
Mansfield’s famous decision of 1772, were turned
adrift on the streets.

To cope with this growing evil, a Committee
was formed, which zealously tried to carry out Dr.
Smeathman’s “Plan of a Settlement to be made near
Sierra Leone on the Guinea Coast.” As a result,
“above four hundred blacks, with about sixty whites,
but who were chiefly women of abandoned character,
debilitated by disease,” were shipped off in a Govern-
ment transport to Sierra Leone, provided with all
things deemed by the philanthropists necessary to the
support of colonists. Of provisions, arms, implements
of agriculture, there was a ship load, but the Com-
mittee, careful in the matter of spades and ploughs,
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had taken no precautions whatever to ensure that the
colonists should be of tolerably good character. The
sole qualification might almost seem to have been
that the skins of the black men should be as shady
as the characters of the white women. However
reasonable it may have been to suppose that for
persons of African descent the land most suitable
must be that of their forefathers, it is difficult to
assign any philanthropic reason for the despatch to
that same land of a considerable female white
population. To ship undesirables off to distant over-
sea parts was the fad of the hour, no doubt. It will
be remembered that in this same year 1787 took
place the first shipment ot convicts to Botany Bay
in Australia, wanton pollution of a great virgin land.
The idea was not new, of course. It is the same
that Hanno the Carthaginian in his day was set to
carry out.

The end of the Committee’s philanthropie scheme
was what from the beginning it was bound to be, a
disastrous failure. The “unemployed” black of the
latter end of the Eighteenth Century no more wanted
to work than does his professional unemployed white
brother of this present Twentieth Century. The
voyage was little short of a prolonged debauch ;
on arrival at Sierra Leone, “indolence and depravity
so generally prevailed that hardly a man could be
induced to labour steadily in erecting the hut in
which he was to be sheltered, or in unloading the
provisions by which he was to be supported.”

The expedition arrived on 9th May 1787. By
11th September of that year, out of a total of close
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on five hundred persons landed, only two hundred
and seventy-six remained in the colony. Death and
desertion, but chiefly the former, had in four months
accounted for over two hundred human beings out
of that small community. In such a climate, among
such a people, it could not well have been otherwise.

In 1792 another attempt was made on better
lines, when twelve hundred free blacks from Nova
Scotia were brought over. After many vicissitudes,
and after being raided in 1794 by a French squadron,
— consisting chiefly of privateers who construed
their principles of « Liberté, Egalité, Fraternité,” into
liberty to help themselves to everything that their
black brethren possessed, with an equal right to burn
after they had looted,—that, too, proved a failure, and
in 1807 the colony was handed over to the Crown. Tt
is interesting to note that the Maroons, (descendants
of those negro slaves who fled to the mountains of
Jamaica when that island was captured by England
from Spain in 1655, and who for a hundred and forty
years waged incessant warfare against us,) were in the
year 1800 transported to Sierra Leone. They were,
says Lucas, “a strong and healthy element,” and it
was chiefly due to their great fighting powers that
the authorities of the colony were able to quell that
dangerous rising which, owing to the imposition of a
quit-rent, broke out among the Nova Scotian negroes
who had been brought over in 1792. “Years after,
when slave emancipation was an accomplished fact,
the survivors of those Maroons returned once more
to their old homes in Jamaica.”

“The White Man’s Grave,” Sierra Leone has been
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called, and to the European it has ever been deadly;
but in the two instances mentioned above it was also
the black man’s grave. Not even those of negro
blood could with impunity live recklessly or carelessly
in such a climate. Yet it is fair to say that not
every white man has so sweepingly condemned it.
By Zachary Macaulay (to whom in those early days
the colony owed much), its able Governor in 1793-94,
Sierra Leone was esteemed healthful, if not pleas-
ant. Indeed, nothing is said to have more annoyed
Macaulay than to hear it talked of as a climate
necessarily hurtful to Europeans.

Meredith * too, writing of the Gold Coast in 1812,
says of that part of West Africa that it “has the
advantage of the West Indies, not only in soil and
climate, but also in seasons. . . . The climate will
be found as temperate and salubrious as the West
Indies, and if it were cultivated it would probably
surpass the West Indies in point of salubrity.”

The truth one may suppose to be that, (whatever
modern conditions and medical science may now have
made it,) to a certain few, very few, constitutions in
former days it was not directly harmful, but that to
the vast majority of Europeans, in whatever fashion
they might live, however careful they might be, the
climate of West Africa was trying and even deadly.
Miss Mary Kingsley compares it in the wet season to
the “inside of a warm poultice,” and she mentions
how when she asked to be shown ‘“the Settlement,”
they grimly took her to the Cemetery !

On the tale of the Gold Mines and the Gold Dust

X Meremﬂw Gold Coast.
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of West Africa,—in times long past, its “Golden
Trade,”—one would also willingly have dwelt. The
source is not dry from which Carthage in the days of
her magnificence drew part of her supply of that
metal for which man in all ages has perilled soul as
well as body. At the present day the flow is greater
than it has ever been before. New methods have
borne rich fruit. Though in 1901 the value of gold
coming from the Gold Coast had dropped to the
low level of £22,000, so rapid has been the re-
covery since that date that in 1907 the output was
£1,168,516 ; whilst in 1908 the output was 281,257
oz. and the value £1,194,748. How widely different
both in method and result from those days midway
through the Seventeenth Century when Scottish
Cavaliers, expatriated and enslaved, forsaken of God
and man, toiled wearily under brazen sky to scrape
the shining dust into the pockets of their masters,
the merchants of Guinea.

Were space available, much might be said on the
subject of present-day Missions and their work.
Though probably success has not relatively been so
great here as of late years it has been with the
Missions of East Central Africa, yet one may hope
that the time has gone by, or is rapidly going, when
it might be truly said, as by Miss Kingsley, that “the
mission attempt to elevate the African mass seems
like unto cutting a path through a bit of African
forest; you can cut a very nice tidy path there, and
as long as you are there to keep it clear, it’s all a
path need be, but leave it and it goes to bush.”

The shortcomings, too, must necessarily be great
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of any attempt to tell the story of West Africa
which contains no more than passing reference to its
explorers.  Yet again space forbids that more than
passing reference should be made. Of all Africa’s
explorers, there is none to whose name eclings so
great a share of romantic interest as to that of
Mungo Park. Not only in his native land, the
Scottish Border, is his memory yet proudly cherished,
but wherever the English language is spoken, there
still lives his fame, even after the lapse of more than
a century. The first of Europeans to penetrate
inland to the headwaters of the Niger, he perished on
his second journey in an attempt to follow that river
to its mouth, leaving scarcely a trace behind him.
That he was drowned in his attempt to descend the
Niger, is probable, but Mr. Bowdich mentions that
in Ashanti he himself was informed by Moors that a
white man, answering to the deseription of Park, was
for two years held prisoner by a native king, at the
end of which time he died of fever.! “For actual
hardships undergone, for dangers faced, and diffi-
culties overcome, together with an exhibition of the
virtues which make a man great in the rude battle
of life, Mungo Park stands without a rival.”*

Until Park’s day, the Niger formed one of the
most perplexing of geographical problems, a problem
on which scarce any two authorities could be found
entirely to agree. It flowed into the Nile, said
some ; without doubt it joined the Congo, affirmed
others, (and it was to prove .or disprove this last

1 Quarterly Review, June 1818.
# Joseph Thomson’s Lifa of Mungo Park.
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theory that Park undertook the journey from which
he never returned); it was an independent river
emptying itself into some vast inland lake, argued
a third group; the Senegal and the Gambia were
themselves but two of the many mouths of the
Niger, protested a fourth. All was uncertainty, and
Park was the first to throw light on the darkness.
Since his day, much has been done, but even yet
there remains a portion of the Niger of which little
is known.

If one desired to deal with the story of our troubles
with the kingdom of Ashanti, of the many Ashanti
invasions of Gold Coast territory, of our various
punitive and other expeditions and missions to*
Kumasi, a volume would be required for that alone.
Since the beginning of the Nineteenth Century the
invasions have been many, our expeditions, great and
small, not few. Great Britain—in the fashion that
until recently was peculiar to her in matters of
Colonial policy—did not know her own mind ; one
year she would be intent on giving up her West
African colonies, retiring from positions which were
merely an expense and a trouble ; the following year
something had happened which necessitated a farther
forward move on her part. Then again she would
revert to her policy of “scuttle,” or blow hot and
cold almost in the same breath. Party Government
no doubt was responsible for much of this, ignorance
for the rest. Statesmen in those days possessed in
small measure the gift of prescience ; geographically
their ignorance was unfathomable. Is it not on
record that an ex-Cabinet Minister once told the
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wife of a distinguished Colonial Governor that all he
knew of West African geography was that Africa
had a hump which stuck out somewhere into the
sea, and that he believed our West African Colonies
were there ? Perhaps the amount of this Statesman’s
geographical knowledge was a little greater than he
admitted, but in truth what he said of “the hump”
< about sums up the geographical knowledge possessed
in former days by the average inhabitant of Great
Britain. And this lack of knowledge, combined
with an invincible determination not to trust the
man on the spot, has, joined to the vacillating policy
of advance and retire, been fruitful of trouble in
“many lands.

We have seen the great Sierra Leone rising of
1898, and there has been an expedition to Benin, but
our chief and most constant native troubles have
been with the Ashantis. Many times have they
raided us. In 1814 they took our fort of Winnebah,
killing its commander, Mr. Meredith, a writer whose
favourable opinion of the Gold Coast climate is
quoted a few pages back. In 1816 they all but took
Cape Coast Castle. In 1820 they invaded us; and
again in 1826.

In 1817 we sent under Mr. Bowdich a mission to
Kumasi; in 1824 Sir Charles M<Carthy led an
expedition against the Ashantis, and was defeated by
them and killed. In 1873-4 came the greatest of our
native wars in that part of the world, the expedition
led by Sir Garnet Wolseley, when Kumasi was taken
and burnt, and much strange loot brought back.

It may be hoped that with the development of
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Railways in West Africa the day of these native
wars is ended. Kumasi, the capital of Ashanti, is
now in railway communication with the coast, and
is indeed in point of time no more than sixteen days
from London.

Sierra Leone possesses close on two hundred and
thirty miles of Railway, and other parts of Guinea
are not far behind,—a striking contrast to days not
remote when travelling in West Africa was for the
most part by narrow paths laboriously cut through
dense ,forest. Tt is hard to realise that where in
comparatively recent times pirate ships sheltered, and
the bush echoed to the shouts of their ribald crews,
now falls on the ear the shriek of railway whistle o
the clank of windlass on some great steamship.

Rough times were the days of the Pirate and the
Slaver, rough and cruel. Yet it is open to question
if those days did not, on the average, produce a finer
and more robust type of manhood than is commonly
to be found in this Twentieth Century. Without
question those days were coarse and full of brutality,
but it is, unhappily, equally without question that we,
in our day, are in sore danger of being handed over
to the degenerating influence of emotional senti-
mentality. Pox populi, vox: dei, shouts with increasing
clamour our army of demagogues ; and unfortunately
for Britain the voice of the People is fast becoming
totally opposed to wholesome discipline. Except to
the upper classes, the rod as an instrument of educa-
tion and upbringing is almost a thing of the past.
The People are swayed by sentiment, not by reason ;
they have lost control of their children, and of them-
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selves; and where is to be the end? To what is
the Nation heading ? We are rapidly losing steerage
way, and are in danger of drifting on to the breakers
of false sentiment. If the old breezy days were bad,
at least they produced a breed of Men such as we do
not now see; if they were hard, there are worse
things than hardness in life. Better surely a little of
the roughness, even a spice of the brutality, of old
West African days than that the Nation should slip
farther down the fevered path of sentimentality.

.
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