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KANGAI AND JUMA IN THE BUSH (page 10)

.,



























































































>,

.:A' 4 rad
¥ [ M I e
- » .
| e e
4 4.".‘1
i}. S Wia N2
T A
- N
RN

‘ AND BEAT HER HE DID” (page 28)
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* INSTANTLY, ALTHOUGH HE WAS PRAYING, YUSUF TURNED
ROUND AND CURSED KANGAI' (page 49)











































.,,m‘:

7

[
THE OLD ARAB CAME UP BOWING AND VERY FRIGHTENED " (page 62)
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* THE BISHOP WALKED UP TO HIM AND SAID . .. ‘ARE YOU
AFRAID ? YOU NEED NOT BR, MY CHILD ' (page 73)
















































“MSAMYA LEANED FORWARD AND PEEPED TRROUGH THE
DOOR " (page 88)




































AN HOUR’S WALK BROUGHT THEM TO A VILLAGE ON THE
SIDE OF A HILL ” (page 105)
























VII
HOW PAUL MET OLD ENEMIES AND AN OLD
FRIEND

IN a little room at the top of a small white house
in Pangani, a harbour of the mainland almost
opposite Zanzibar, a little group of Arabs were sitting.
One of them was speaking, leaning forward, and almost
hissing his words as he did so.

“War!” hesaid. “ Let us have war, a holy war,
a war in which Allah himself will fight. Have not
these Europeans treated us as dogs for years, and
now they take our land and divide it! War, I say;
war which will sweep them into the sea, they and all
that is theirs.” He leant back in his chair and pulled
at his thin reddish beard.

“ Thy words are those of an angry man, and there-
fore foolish, Suliman bin Juma,” said a well-made,
brave-looking Arab who leaned his arms on a table
and seemed the only cool person there. * Know that
if we sweep these Europeans into the sea, they will
come back from the sea, yea, ten times more of them,
and with more guns. It is folly, thy talk, bin Juma.”

“ Bismillah ! thou art a coward, Bushiri,” cried
Suliman, starting up. “But no, not a coward,
perhaps,” he added, looking at the other’s unmoved
face, “ only thou hast not sat in prison these ten
years and grown old hoping for thy release, as I have
done. Thou hast not seen thy slaves taken from
thee, out of thy very boat, as I have done., If thou

13 1
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hadst, thou wouldst hate as I hate.” He stopped
for very anger.

Bushiri answered him quietly and earnestly :

“ By Allah, Suliman, aye, and thou Osmani bin
Saleh too, I hate as thou hatest, and it is not that I
will not have war at all. Let it be war, I say. But
the fat German that is below, him will we set to ransom.
for ten thousand rupees, no less, and with that must
we make ready to fly if need be. The Europeans can
burn Pangani, and all the other coast towns by guns
from the sea, but we must retreat to the hills, and
raise the tribes, and hold out there. The Europeans
will find it hard to catch us in the hills. Is it not
so, Liwali ?

The old Arab addressed, the Governor of Pangani,
nodded, and then said, slowly :

“ Let the Maviti Chief be called.”

Bushiri rose and walked across the little room.
The window opened on to a flat roof from which you
could see, on the one side, the court-yard, the house,
and on the other, the little town clustering on either
bank of the Pangani river, the blue sea which broke
in white foam on the coral rocks at its mouth, and,
far away, a dark outline on the horizon which was
" Zanzibar. Bushiri looked down into the court-yard.

““ Mpezeni!” he called.

“ Bwana,” said a voice below.

“ Come up here,” said Bushiri, ““ quickly.” ,

In a minute or two Mpezeni stepped into the room.
He looked much older than he had done in Kota
Kota, thirteen years before, but he was tall and straight
still, and he carried a big spear in his hand. He looked
once at the rest rather scornfully, and then away to
Bushiri as if he would take orders only from him.
Indeed, when Osmani began hastily: “ How many

spears, Mpezeni . . . ,” he interrupted him with,
““ None for thee, Arab.”
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Osmani scowled, and his hand went to the crooked
dagger in his belt, but Bushiri waved him back, and
asked the Chief :

“ Would you like fifty guns, and powder and bullets
for them, Mpezeni ? ”

The old savage’s eyes glistened, but he said nothing.

““ Well,” went on Bushiri, “ we shall kill all the
Europeans here to-morrow, and raise the flag of war,
Mpezeni. When the Europeans come with their
ships, then we shall retreat to the hills. If you promise
to raise your tribe for us in the day of retreat, fifty
guns are yours.”

“It is good, Master,” said the old rascal. “ But
I must have twenty loads of cloth for the women
too.”

There was a good deal more talk at that, but the
great conspiracy was settled at last. All the Arabs
down the coast were to rise, attack, and kill the
Europeans, get a ransom for a German doctor Bushiri
had already captured, and retreat to the hills and the
shelter of the spears of the Maviti when the guns of
the men-o’-war drove them out of the town. One
thing only Bushiri did not settle, but Osmani and

.Suliman did that for him. The others had all gone
out, and they two were left alone for a few minutes.

““What about the Europeans of the Mission,
Osmani ? " asked Suliman.

“So!” said Osmani. ‘‘ We will kill them too.”

A few weeks later, all Zanzibar seethed with excite-
ment over the news from the mainland. The Arabs
had risen against the Germans. They had captured
Pangani, Bagamayo, and many other places, but
they had been defeated when they tried to capture
the fort at Dar-es-Salaam. Everybody wondered
what the Sultan of Zanzibar would do, and as for
the Sultan, he sat in his palace and watched a big
German man-o’-war in the harbour, and knew that

12
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if he did anything at all, its guns would knock his
palace about his ears.

Paul Kangai had been into town to hear the news,
and was returning to Mbweni when he meét Susi, a
boy of the Bishop’s whom he knew, at the top of the
Kiungani hill. Susi was in a hurry, and was going
down the path that led to the college on the cliff.
“ Come along, Kangai,”” he shouted.

“ Why ? ” said Paul. ‘“ Where are you going ? "’

“ Come along,” answered Susi, “and I'll tell you
The Bishop is here and the padres, and they are watch-
ing the smoke on the mainland which comes from
the burning villages.”

“Lah!” exclaimed Paul. ‘ Who are burning the
villages ?

‘“ The Arabs or the Germans,” said Susi, “ we don’t
know which. But we think the villages are near the
Mission at Msalabani and Mkuzi, and we fear for the
Mission people.” ‘

*  Paul joined Susi, and they ran together to the cliff
by the college. A little party of men were standing
there together, and the two Africans got close enough
to hear what they were saying. They were all staring
out to sea, and Paul Kangai, looking too, could see
black smears of smoke all a.long the horizon. It was
getting towards sunset, and in the clear light the main-
land hills were very plain.

“ There’s another ! ” exclaimed a priest in a white
cassock as the Africans came up. .

He pointed with his finger, and sure enough smoke
was rising in a new place, and even a flicker of flame
could be seen.

““ Just between Mkuzi and the coast,” said one whom
Paul knew to be the Lord Bishop by his purple cassock
and long beard. “ How far is that from Mkuzi, do
you think, Travers ? ”’ he went on.

The priest who had spoken first considered a little.
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Thgn he said, ““ About fifteen miles, I should think, my
lord.”

“ So should I,” said the Bishop, ““ and that settles
it. I must go over and get the ladies away.”

*“ Get them all away, ladies and men too, you mean,
Bishop, I hope,” said a man who had not yet spoken.

Paul looked at him. He was an officer, he saw,
though he did not carry his sword ; a burly man, but
good-tempered, Paul thought.

“I said the ladies, Sir Charles,” said the Bishop.
“ The priests must not desert their posts. They are
there to serve the altar and look after the people, and
they must no more run away than you soldiers should,
in danger.”

“ That’s all very well,” replied the other, * but you
are probably all best out of it for a time. You can
return later. The German admiral will get them
all off now.”

The Bishop was silent a moment, then he turned
half round, and Kangai could see his face very stern
in the dying light of the sun. “Sir Charles,” he
said, “ there are three things which I think Catholic
missionaries ought never to forget : first, that they
should rely only on the help of God and never on that
of the guns of the Government ; secondly, that they
should never try to gain anything for themselves out
of the people; and, thirdly, that once settled in a
place, and once having gained the love of the
people, they should never leave it for any danger
at all.”

“ And if removed by force, then they ought to
return,” said the other padre.

“Yes,” said the Bishop, ““that too. So I am
resolved. I shall slip over to Pangani and make my
way up to Mkuzi.”

There was silence a minute. “ Look at that!”
exclaimed Sir Charles a moment later, as a big flare
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glowed on the sky-line. It was dark now and the
fire showed plainly.

“ Come,” said the Bishop; ‘it’s no use waiting,
I shall go and see the Sultan at once, and ask if he will
send me over in that little steamer of his, under his
own flag. The Arabs will at least allow that into
Pangani harbour, whatever they do afterwards.”
He turned towards the house, and saw Susi. “Ah!
Susi,” he went on; ‘‘see that my boxes are packed,
will you ? Just my clothes. I will leave all books and
papers.”

“ Certainly, Master,” said Susi, and-he and Paul
stepped back among the trees as the party went by
them.

Paul saw Sir Charles take the Bishop’s arm and
heard him say, ‘“ It’s perfect madness——"" and then
they were out of earshot. He turned to Susi.

‘“ Are you going to Mkunazini now ? ’ he asked.

‘“Yes,” said Susi; ‘I must make haste.”

“ I will come too and help,” said Paul Kangai.

Paul was helping Susi to fasten the last of his
master’s boxes when the Bishop returned that evening.
They heard him say at the door, “ To-morrow, then, at
seven o’clock, Travers, and do you serve me,” and
then go into his sitting-room. He moved about for
a minute or two and then walked across to a corner
and was still.

“He is praying,” said Susi; ‘“I know the corner
he is in—by his crucifix.”

It seemed to Paul that they waited a long time before
there was movement again, and Susi was called. He
went in, and Paul sat on still outside, looking out over
the roof-tops in the moonlight, and wondering what was
happening far away on the mainland. He seemed to
see again what he had seen so many times as a boy—
the burning huts, the warriors dead in the streets,
the women bunched together for slavery like so many
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cattle, and the children crying by them. And as he
sat he made up his mind.

Susi came out in a moment, and stood staring down -
at Paul. ‘““ He will go,” he said ; “ he is never still,
this lord. The great white man, Livingstone, was
brave and he was never still for long either ; but the
Lord Bishop Smythies travels even more and is as brave
as he. He has walked to the great Lake Nyasa, this
Bishop, not once, but many times; and he has walked
all over the Shambala hills. He is a great man, and
he is very good.” He was silent a moment, and then
went on : “ He will not sit still now. The Sultan has
lent his boat, and the Master goes to-morrow at eight
o'clock. He will celebrate the Holy Communion at
seven o’clock ; the padre is to serve him. I go too.
We shall all die, I think.”

“ Why ? ” asked Paul.

“Why? Why? Because the Arabs hate the
Christians for setting free the slaves, and because
they will let no one pass through Pangani if they can
stop him. Yes, we shall die, all who go.”

Paul’s heart beat hard. Then he said: * The
Lord Bishop. has walked even to Nyasa to preach,.
you say, Susi ? "

“Yes,” said Susi; “ many times. Why? ”

“ Nothing,” said Paul. ‘“ Good night.”

Next morning a little crowd watched the Bishop
at the altar, and most of them wondered if he would
ever stand there again; but when Susi, on the shore,
came to superintend the getting of the Bishop’s boxes
into the boat, he found Paul already seated in it.

“Lah!” said he, ‘ what are you doing ?

“ T am going too,” said Paul.

“ You must not,” said Susi, *‘ you cannot ; you have:
no leave. But you may help row us to the steamer.”

Paul tugged at his oar across the harbour, and got
on board with a box. Then, when the boat went back
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for the Bishop, he could not be found, and only appeared
when it was back once more, the Bishop on board.
Then Susi turned on Paul :

“ Get in and go back,” he said.

“ 1 shall not ! ” said Paul.

“You must!” cried Susi angrily; ‘I shall have
you put in if you refuse. We don’t want you with us.”

“ Be quiet, Susi ; I am going,” said Paul.

“ Get into that boat!” shouted Susi; “I won't
have . . .”

‘“ What is all the noise about ? ” said a voice behind
them. They both turned, and there stood the Bishop.

“ Your pardon, Lord Bishop,” said Susi, *“ but this
man will not go back in the boat. He says he will
come with us.”

The Bishop glanced at Paul. ‘“ Why do you want
to come with me? ” he asked. “ It is dangerous,
you know.”

Paul looked up at him. He was a tall, big, manly-
man, but his eyes looked very kind, and suddenly
Paul’s heart went out to him. He dropped on his
knees.

“ That is why I want to come,” he said hurriedly.
“ You have cared for the people of Nyasa, and I will -
die with you.”

The Bishop stood still a moment, then he put his
hand on his head. * The Lord bless you,” he said ;
and, to Susi: ‘ Let him come.”

Paul never forgot that journey. It was an Arab
boat they were in, badly built, with an Arab captain,
and the sea was quite rough. The cabin was horribly
dirty, and the Bishop could not sleep on the cushions
there, but came on deck. It poured with rain about
midnight, however, and the Bishop then went down
to sleep on the table below. Paul tried to sleep in-
the passage outside, and lay all night listening to the
creaking of the timbers and the splash of the waves,
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and wondering if they would ever get to the land.
About dawn he woke hurriedly, with a sudden sound
in his ears, in time to see the Bishop’s door open and
the Bishop himself look out. They stared at each
other a minute, and then, bang {—the rattle of guns
firing rang out, and Paul knew that that must have
awakened him. As they listened one bullet came
crashing into the side of the little boat, and a cry on
deck made them think some one was wounded. The
Bishop beckoned Paul into the cabin, and there the
three of them knelt to pray. It seemed to Paul that
the shooting died down as they prayed. He could
not help watching the Bishop's face as he prayed aloud
quite quietly and trustingly, and he felt, as he looked,
that he would rather like to die now. But instead
there was a knock at the door; they all stood up;
and the Arab captain outside called them all on deck.

Paul saw that they were in a narrow river. On one
side the cliff was high out of the water with huts on the
top of it ; on the other the ground was low and covered
with houses, many of them belonging to Arabs. The
sun was up and it was bright and warm, and Paul
looked back to where the blue sea tossed and broke
in white foam beyond the river’s mouth. Then he
noticed the shouting from the shore, and saw that
a great crowd of Africans, with some Arabs, were
collected there, all very excited, and many of them
carrying guns and spears. Their captain, however,
anchored the boat, and Paul was told that the firing
had ceased because the people had recognised this
man as the son of the Liwali of Pangani, and because
of ‘the Sultan’s flag. It was blood-red, that flag, and
it drooped lazily against the mast in that sheltered
place. Paul would much have preferred the Union

ack.
] As soon as they were anchored, a boat put off from
the shore and made for the ship. The Bishop stood
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and watched it, and Paul was beside him as it came.
As he looked, Paul’s gaze grew more and more intense,
and even the Bishop at last noticed the way in which
he stared.

‘' What is it, Paul ? ”” he asked.

“ Master,” said Paul, ““ have nothing to do with
these men. I know that Arab with the red beard and
hooked nose. He is very cruel ; he it was who was
so cruel on the march to the sea, and who wanted to
kill us when the English fired their guns. I know;
I was one of his slaves, Master. Whatever happens,
do not trust him.” :

“ Perhaps I must,” said the Bishop; ““ but we shall
see. He will not gain anything by hurting us.”

The boat came alongside, and Paul saw that he was
quite right and that the Arab he had noticed was
Suliman bin Juma. There was another fine, tall
Arab with him whom the captain of their boat called
Bushiri, and the Arabs and the Bishop all went down
together into the cabin.

Susi came up and stood by Paul. ‘‘ The Lord Bishop
is very brave,” he said ; * he will go on shore, I know.
I have seen him nearly starved with hunger when we
could only get one small animal in a whole week and
when we thought he would die, but he never feared for
his own life. We had fear, but he, never. And I was
with him when it was told that he was dead, and the
padres at Newala even wrote to England to say so.
But he was not dead, only many days late on the march,
and he arrived at last, travel-stained and weary, but
alive, at Newala. Lah! I never thought we should
have got there. He would have died then if he had
despaired, but he hopes always and he is very brave,
so he is here still.”

Susi told Paul a great deal more about the Bishop,
but at last he and the Arabs came on deck again, and
the Bishop ordered Susi to get his boxes as he was going
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on shore. As soon as they had landed, Bushiri called
some soldiers, and they walked to a white Arab house
in the town through a big crowd of people who kept
silence for themost part, but also looked angry enough,
Paul thought. '

The house stood in a narrow street, and the Bishop’s
room was a little one right at the top, with a window
out of which you could step on to a flat roof from which
there was a view away to the sea on the one side and
down into the court-yard on the other. Bushiri showed
them up, and Paul noticed that Suliman had dis-
appeared. Bushiri, Paul thought, seemed rather nice,
and he heard him say to the Bishop, with a smile,
‘ This is my room, Master, and here I have had much
talking with my friends.”

It was the very room in which the Arabs had planned
the war.

For three days the Bishop lived in that house
guarded by Arab soldiers, and all the while he was
trying to get leave to set off for Mkuzi and Msalabani.
Paul was able to watch him from day to day. Every
day he spent more than an hour in prayer in the early
morning, and then again an hour reading and studying
after breakfast. Once he asked Paul a great many
questions about Nyasa, and Paul told him all he could
remember about his early life. Then Paul asked him
about England, and once, when he had told him about
the wonders of London, Paul said :

‘“Lah ! Great Master, why did you ever leave it ?

The Bishop smiled at him. Then he said: “ Paul,
why did you come with me on this journey ? ”’

“ Because you had done so much for Africans,
Master,” said Paul.

‘““And I left England because our Lord Jesus had
done so much for me,” replied the Bishop.

The very next day, as Paul was washing up some
cooking pots on the roof, he heard a terrible noise
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below. The Bishop had been out to see Bushiri, and
the Arab had come back with him. Paul, fearing the
worst, ran to the roof-edge and looked over to see what
the noise was about. The court-yard was filled with
people, and he could see Suliman and another Arab,
whom he recognised as Osmani, among them. The
Arabs had guns, with swords in their belts, and all the
others were armed too. Paul rushed in to the Bishop
shouting, “ They have come to kill us all, Master !
They are here with guns and swords.”

Bushiri, who had been talking earnestly to the
Bishop, held up his hand. “ By Allah,” he said,
‘“be silent thou! And, Lord Bishop, no man shall
hurt thee, I swear.”

He went out to the stairs, and Paul went back to the -
roof, after seeing the Bishop kneel down quietly by
the table and bend over it in prayer, his cross in his
hand. He saw Bushiri open the door and confront
the Arabs, and instantly a tumult broke out. At
last he heard one voice cry louder than the others:
‘“ Bring out the Bishop! We will kill him. He is a
friend to the Germans who burn our villages.”

“Bismillah ! " Paul heard Bushiri say, “is it thou,
Osmani? Wilt thou thus treat a guest, and in my
house? What saith the Koran: ‘Let thy guest be to
thee as thy brother and as thy mother’s son.” ”’

“ Allah Akbar!” exclaimed Osmani. “But he is
no guest of mine! We will give thee leave to go,
Bushiri, and while thou art away we will deal with
thy guest. Make way, by the Prophet ! ”

“Dog!” shouted Bushiri in anger. ‘ Make way I
will not. If thou dost enter, thou must slay me first,
and that thou durst not do!”

“Durst not, by Allah!” exclaimed Osmani, and
Paul saw him raise his gun at Bushiri. Paul covered
his eyes and shrank back, when suddenly he heard
another voice below, and a man speaking loudly in the
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Nyasa language. He looked quickly down again.
Osmani had been pushed aside, and an old African
Chief was standing by Bushiri, his spear at Osmani’s
heart. Several tall warriors had pressed to his side as
well, and Paul’s heart gave a great jump as he saw
him.

“Well done, Mpezeni!” he dared to cry out.
The old Chief turned and looked up.

“Lah! you here, Kangai? ” he called. “ Well, go
back to your master, for no one shall touch Bushiri,
and Bushiri will let no one touch him.”

And so it was. Next day the Bishop passed safely
out of the town, guarded by Bushiri, some friendly
Arabs, Mpezeni and some natives, and came safe to
Mkuzi. An hour’s walk out of the town, Bushiri
and Mpezeni turned back, and Paul had a parting
word with his old master.

“T am well, Master,” he said, ‘“and married, and
I am a Christian now. That is the good Faith, and
true, Mpezeni. Open your ears to it too, my Master,
for you are old now.”

“1 am old, Kangai,” said Mpezeni, “ too old. The
news of which you speak has come to me too late.
I go back now, and something tells me I shall die
shortly on the spears, or maybe by the bullets of the
Europeans. But go you on, for he you call the Lord
Bishop is such a one as even I would serve, and I
think that the great Spirit is in him.”

They shook hands, and parted. At a turn of the
path behind, where stood a big bamboo, the old Viti
lifted his spear to Kangai in a kind of salute. And
Paul turned after the Bishop, and knew he should see
him no more.
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VIII

HOW PAUL HEARD ‘‘MAADUI’ CRIED AGAIN AND
MARCHED BEHIND THE DRUMS

PAUL KANGALI slipped the load of fruit off his
shoulders on to the ground, and sat down by
the edge of the road to watch. He was an old man
now, and he found walking harder than he had found it
forty years before when he had first come to Zanzibar.
To-day he had been out along the splendid govern-
ment road to fetch fruit from a friend’s plantation,
and now, on his return, at the third milestone out of
town, he had come across a novel sight. A little
back from the road stood a big mango tree, with great
spreading branches giving a splendid shade. On three
sides of this burned three camp-fires, and clustering
round each, on various jobs, were two or three boys
in green shirts, dark blue knickers, scarlet handker-
chiefs (which Paul thought very fine), and khaki
slouch hats. Between the tree and the road was a
tall flagpole with the Union Jack hanging from it, and
‘by it stood a man with a notebook gazing out down
the road. A sentry walked up and down before him.
Not far from the flagpole a boy was busy over a
smaller fire than the others, cooking something in a
tin can. Paul watched him for a little rather eagerly,
and then glanced again all round the camp. He had
never seen the Boy Scouts of Zanzibar actually on a
field-day before.

Suddenly the man with the notebook turned to the
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boy at his fire. Paul saw that he was dressed like
the boys except that he wore a sun-helmet, and he was
of medium height, rather ugly, but wearing a nice red
beard that Paul would have liked to grow, too, if only
he could have done so.

“ Hugh,” said the officer to the boy by the fire,
““tell Manlidi I want him at once.”

The boy jumped up smartly, saluted, and ran back
to the tree, and Paul watched him all the while, for
he was his own son, Hugh Kangai, and he wanted
to see what he would do. He disappeared into the
woods behind the tree, reappeared in a minute with a
boy wheeling a bicycle, and brought him up to the
scout-master. Then he saluted, and went back to
his cooking.

“ Manlidi,” said the scout-master, “I can’t think
what Juma is doing, and I must know if he has reached
his position and set his sentries. Ride hard down
the road and find out. Tell him to let me know if
he sees anyone.”

“ Yes, Master,” said the cyclist-scout, saluting; and
Paul watched him run out his bicycle, jump into the
saddle, and disappear down the road, the bright sun
glittering on his machine till he and it swept round a
corner out of sight.

He had hardly gone when, out of the bushes on
Paul's side of the road, there broke another scout,
running hard, who dashed up to the scout-master
and began breathlessly :

 Master, Ibuni says that he has come to a river
which stops his path, and also that the grass and
bushes are so thick that he can see nothing anywhere,
and he wants to know if he shall come back.”

“ Come back!” exclaimed the scout-master. “ Go
you, Fred, and tell Ibuni to swim over the river, and
then to climb trees tall enough to show him the path
I told him to guard. Tell him ‘ nothing stops a scout
Kwa heri”
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““Lah!” said Paul on the ground. ‘ But what if
he cannot swim, Master ? ”

Fred saluted and ran off, and the scout-master,
laughing, crossed the road to old Paul, who got up
stiffly to meet him. '

“ Jambo, Paul,” he said, ‘“what’s your news
to-day ? Going to watch our scouting ? Come over
to the camp and have some of my tea. Hugh'’s cooking
it. T’ll tell you what we're doing if you like.”

“Thank you very much, Padre,” answered Paul
(for the scout-master was a priest too), “I will.
But what does Ibuni do if he cannot swim ? ”

“Learn, of course,” said the scout-master smiling.
“ Or get pulled over by some one who can.”

“ Lah!"” exclaimed Paul again. ‘It is well, Master,
that there are few crocodiles in Zanzibar these
days!”

A few minutes later he and the scout-master were
both sitting on the ground in the shade, and old Paul
had half a billy-can of tea in his hand, and was eating
bread which he dipped into it, piece by piece, with
great relish. .

‘“Ho, Padre ! ” he said, “ I remember the first time
I ate bread with Europeans on H.M.S. Flying Fish
when I was a slave!”

The padre stared at him wonderingly. ‘It is
wonderful to think you have been a slave, Paul,” he
said. “ You shall tell me all about it some time and
I shall make a book about you, and call it ‘ The
Adventures of Paul Kangai’ How would you like
that ? ”

The old man smiled. “ But tell me first, my father,”
said he, *“ what the boys do this day.”

‘“ Well, you see, Paul,” said the scout-master, ‘ it’s
like this. I will draw on the ground and you shall
see.” (He stood up and drew with his stick, and
you can see in the map what he drew.)  This cross
(X) is Zanzibar, and K, that is Kiungani. These thick
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black lines are the roads, one, as you, know, from
Kiungani to Zanzibar, and the other the one we are on,
Here we are now, at the third milestone, and a mile
up the road is the village of Mwana Kerekwe. Now
a caravan left Kiungani for Mwana Kerekwe this
morning, and if you think, Paul, you will see that it
might come by any of these lines that I make with
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dots. It might have come through Zanzibar and
up through the deep woods behind us, which I have
marked 1. Or it might come up the road, which I
have marked 2. Or it might come straight by this
path, 3. Or it might come right round in front of us,
a big circle, which I mark 4. Those are all the paths.
It will certainly come by one of them.”

‘“Lah!” said Paul, “ You remind me of Yusuf bin
Harub with your caravans, Master. What is the
caravan? ”
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‘“ That’s just it, Paul. The caravan is three patrols
—thirty boys, or rather two patrols and the band,
and it can only be captured if more than three patrols
fall on it. Now I have four ‘patrols—forty boys,
with me, only all my boys must be scattered so as
to find out by which road the caravan is coming.
Also they must find out soon enough for me to call
all the others in from their stations so that we may
fall upon it all together. For this reason I wait here
with the camp, and with boys for messengers, while
Patrol-leader Juma, with the Peacock Patrol, watches
the city from the hills two miles away. Patrol-leader
Ibuni, with the Rattlesnakes, is on line 3, and he is
low down under the hills and you heard of his
difficulties. Patrol-leader Bartolomayo is back on
line 4 with the Bull Patrol, and Patroel-leader Sharifu is
on line 1 with the Lions, far away, and he has sent me
no messenger at all, and I am very anxious about
him.”

“Ajabu ! exclaimed Paul, in wonder. ‘ What
will the Europeans do next ? But why do you not
all wait in Mwana Kerekwe and capture the caravan
as it comes in ? "’

‘“ Because, Paul, thisis ‘ football '—a game, I mean.
If it were real, probably I should not know what
place exactly the caravan was trying to reach. There-
fore to make a game I have laid down a rule that we
must not pass this milestone until the caravan is seen,
and not go nearer than half a mile to the village at
any time. This makes it fair to the caravan.”

“Ah!” said Paul. ““‘Fair!’ That is like the
Europeans. They always play ‘fair.’ 1 remember
how I wondered once what ‘ fair,” meant, but I know
now. And you will teach Hugh to play ‘fair,” will
)éou not, Padre? It is very good this scouting,

ut————,' )

He -got no further however. The scout-master
had jumped to his feet and run out into the road,
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for a boy on a bicycle was tearing up it at full
speed. It was Manlidi. He jumped off, and, saluting,
handed a note to the scout-master, who tore it open!
and read aloud : , “

‘“ Salaam, Master. I report that I think I see green
shirts far down on the road under the trees—two or
three. Perhaps more are coming. What shall I do?
Juma.”

The scout-master hesitated a moment, and then
called “ Hugh ! (Paul’s son ranup.) “ Tell the bugle
to sound the ‘Fallin!’” he went on.

In a moment the call rang out, and the camp
buzzed with excitement. The eight or ten boys left in
it seized their staves and ran out into line, and Paul
noticed that three had signalling flags in their hands.
‘The orders came out, short and sharp.

‘ Signallers, go with Manlidi down the road. Man-
lidi, station one at each corner so that they can signal
back to one another and to me and so save time, and
then ride hard to Juma and tell him to take half his
patrol and creep down the road. The boys he sees
may be spies to deceive us; if so, he is to capture them
and signal me ‘No caravan.’ Meanwhile you, Prem-
shanker, go off to Sharifu and tell him to be ready to
fall back on the road and help Juma, if he hears the
bugle-call about which I told him. And you, Castellas,
off to Ibuni with the same message. You, Hamisi,
run to Bartolomayo and tell him to gather his boys
together near the road so that he' may come if he is
wanted. All the messengers to return as soon as
they have given their message. Dismiss!”

The line broke up like magic. Premshanker,
Castellas, and Hamisi plunged into the woods and
disappeared, while Manlidi jumped on his bicycle,
and the signallers (running by his side and taking
turns to hold on for a little) went off with him. The
scout-master, Hugh, a bugler, and the sentry alone
were left in camp.
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“Lah!” exclaimed Paul, “ but they obey well,
Master.”

“ Yes, they obey well, Paul,” said the Padre; * but
I am afraid they will not be in time. If only I knew
where Sharifu was, I should be content. He has big
boys, and if the caravan is seen, and we cannot get
the Lion Patrol up, we shall not capture it.”

He began to walk up and down the hard road rest-
lessly. It ran like a ribbon of white through the
beautiful green country, and it was quite deserted
except for a boy with a signal flag in his hand at the
corner ahead. The sun beat down, and the woods
were very silent and still. Far away a bird began
to call, and Hugh jumped up to listen intently, but
it was nothing and he sat down again. He was
cleaning the billycan and packing it away. A good
quarter of an hour passed. Suddenly there was a
sound of some one coming through the woods to the
left of the road, and a boy broke out. It was Castellas.
He was terribly out of breath, but laughing so much
‘that he could hardly run. He ran up to the scout-
master, saluted, and said :

“ Master, Ibuni is stuck in the mud, and he has lost
~most of his boys in the big reeds of the river! Also
he says he heard noises in front some time ago, and he
thinks it may have been the caravan. Also one boy
climbed a coco-nut tree, but there was a bees’ nest at
the top and he has been stung ! ” )

What the scout-master would have said to this
no one knows, for suddenly Paul called out from the
ground : ' -

‘“ The boy at the corner is signalling, Master!” ‘

All'of them turned to watch. To Paul, of course,
it meant nothing, but his son Hugh, by the sxdq of
the scout-master, spelt out the mescage: o

“ N-O C-A-R-A-V-A-N - T-W-O S$-C-O-U-T-§
C-A-P-T-U-R-E-D  J-U-M-A.”
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“Hurrah ! ” exclaimed the scout-master. ‘ That’s
all right, anyway ! ” (He took off his helmet and wiped
his forehead.) ‘‘ Now if only I knew where Sharifu
was, it might still all be well. Hugh, signal the
signallers to return here.”

Hugh turned and did so, and the boy with the ﬂag
had just got about half-way back to camp, the second
appearing behind him, when they saw down the road
a green shirt rushing up at full speed.

“ Hullo, there’s Hamisi!” exclaimed the scout-
master, and started off to meet him. He had only got.
a few yards when Hamisi began to shout, and they heard
faintly : “ Maadwi! Maadui! Maadui wengi!”

“ The caravan, Master ! ”’ exclaimed Hugh. ‘- What
shall we do? ”

Old Paul on the ground sat still quite thrilled by all .
that followed. First the bugles rang out the alarm,
then the signallers ran back to flag up Juma with the
Peacock Patrol, and at the same time messengers went
either way to Ibuni and Sharifu again. Then Corporal
Manlidi came tearing in on his bicycle with the
signallers, and at once the scout-master fell in the six
boys in camp under him and dispatched this the
first reinforcement to Bartolomayo. Then they had
to wait, and very impatient they were, but in about
a quarter of an hour up came Juma and the Peacocks,
doubling along splendidly, all big boys, eleven of them.
The scout-master halted them for a moment to speak
to Juma and to tell him to fall back before the caravan
and not attack until he was strong enough, according
to the rule, to capture it. Then away went Juma,
and again the road was empty. How they wondered
what was happening in the depth of the woods ! Once
they thought they heard distant shouting, but they
could not be sure, and it was a huge relief when
suddenly Ibuni’s Patrol staggered out on to the road.
But the condition they were in! There were seven
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instead of eleven, and Ibuni was nearly all mud from
head to foot. One boy had lost his hat, and another
was carrying his shirt which he had taken off and
had not had time to put on again. The scout-master
was awfully excited at the sight of them. He pulled
at his red beard, and finally left Ibuni to wait for the
rest of his boys and to take charge of the camp, while
he raced on with the remaining six. Also Sharifu
was to be sent on post-haste if he arrived at all.

Paul made himself quite comfortable and prepared
to watch. There was one exciting moment when
Sharifu did finally appear with his boys, and Ibuni
and he wasted time talking, so Paul thought. Finally
away he went, and then, half an hour later, the sound
of drums and bugles was heard down the rgad. Paul
got up to stare. In a little while round the corner
swung the procession, the flag of the caravan waving
over it. First came Sharifu’s Patrol, prisoners all,
for they had arrived when the guard of the caravan
was victorious and had been captured easily. Then
came the scout-master, under a guard too, and the
rest, the band playing hard because it had been part
of the caravan, and the caravan had won.

A little later the camp was swarming with boys,
and the scout-master explained to Paul what had
happened.

“You see,” he said, ‘ first Bartolomayo attacked
before he got any help, and of course that meant
thirty boys of the caravan to ten of his, and six were
captured. When Juma came up, he took over the
four left from Bartolomayo, but even with these he had
only fifteen, and when I came up with the Rattle-
snakes, still we were only twenty-two to thirty. If the
Lions had come we might have won, but I had to -
attack outside the village or the caravan would have
just walked in and won ; and although we nearly drove
them back, they would not run, and we were all taken
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prisoners in the end. Bartolomayo was a bit hurt, and
Mohammed Hamisi carried him home on his shoulder.”

‘“ That is very wonderful, Master,” said Paul,

“ Wonderful ? What do you mean? ” asked the
scout-master.

“ Wonderful as that is, over there now, Master,” said
Paul, nodding towards the boys.

The scout-master looked. He could see nothing
strange. The patrol-leaders were all talking together
and drinking tea in turn out of Sharifu’s billy-can ;
that was all. He asked Paul what he meant. :

‘“ Master,” said Paul earnestly, *“ Sharifu and Hamisi
are Arabs, are they not? And Bartolomayo and
Samwil are Swahilis, and two others are Indians—
is it not so? Well, Padre, in my time an Arab would
not have carried a Swahili, no, not if he were dying.
The Arabs were the masters and the Swabhilis were the
slaves. No, he would have taken a spear and stabbed
the Swahili through like this ”—and old Paul jabbed .
with his stick at a tuft of grass. ‘‘ Also,” he went
on, ‘“ Indians would not have sat down with Africans.
But now all are there together. It is wonderful, -
Master. Also there is Bartolomayo, the son of a
slave, and he orders about boys who are the sons of
the Arabs who brought his father here in chains, yes,
and whipped his father in the slave-market. Lah!
It is wonderful, Master.” ‘

“I suppose it is, Paul,” said the scout-master ;
“but I will show you something more wonderful
still.” He got up.

‘“ Sharifu,” he called. Tle boy came running
over. ‘“Take us to see that devil-tree, Sharifu,”
said the scout-master. * You said it was near here.”

Sharifu looked from one to another, and hesitated a
moment ; then he said : “ I am not afraid to go with-
you, Padre. Come with me.”

The three of them walked across the road and down-
a little path. It was very hot under the trees, and
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“ SHARIFU, WHO WAS LEADING, STEPPED ASIDE AND POINTED.
‘ THERE, MASTER,“HE SAID " {page 143)
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the flies buzzed about them. They pushed on for a
few minutes, and then Sharifu, who was leading, -
stepped aside and pointed.

““ There, Master,” he said. .

They all three looked at that to which Sharifu
pointed. It was an ordinary tree, apparently, but
there were rags tied on to its lower branches, and
some cooking-pots heaped up at its foot, one half
full of rice. It was very still all round, and the dirty
rags and broken pots looked 1ather pitiful in the
shadows.

“ Tell me about it, Sharifu,” said the scout-master.

“ Oh, it is nothing, Padre,” said the boy. ‘ But
there lived an old fierce man in the village near here
and people always said he had a devil. When he died,
they cut off some hair from his head, and his nails,
and they buried them there, and now they think his
devil-spirit is in the tree, so they pray here and make
sacrifice, and no one dares to pass near.”

‘“ But you come, Sharifu,” said the scout-master.

“Yes, Master, but with you, because you are a
priest of the Christian religion, which you say is stronger
than Satan. Also I have learnt now. I do not believe
his spirit is-in the tree; or if, maybe, it is here, at
least I think I know how to be safe.”

“ How ? 7’ asked the scout-master curiously.

“ Like this, Master "—and the Mohammedan boy
made shyly and slowly the sign of the Cross.

** Go back now,” said the scout-master. He turned
to Paul. '

“ Why, Paul,” he exclaimed, “ what is the matter ? ”

The old man had tears in his eyes, and he was
leaning hard on his stick. “ Ah, Master,” he said, “ it
is little to you, but very, very wonderful to me. It is
wonderful that Sharifu, though still a Mohammedan,
is really all changed in his heart, and very nearly a
Christian. And it is very, very wonderful to me,
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because I can remember so well how, before my father
died at the fighting in Miembe, he told me to ask-
Mweenge the Chief to make an mzimu for him like
this. Somewhere, far away, he is buried like this
man, and maybe people make sacrifice to his spirit at
his grave. That is sad, very sad, Master. But it is
wonderful that I am here, that I am a Christian, that
I know where my soul will go when I die, and that
angels will carry me at the last to the place our Lord
has gone to prepare. Lah! Master, the Mission has,
done wonderful things, and these eyes of mine have
seen it.”

An hour or so later the scouts all lmed up on the.
road for the march back to Zanzibar. Ibuni had
found the rest of his boys, and everybody had eaten
enough and all were very excited, because it had been
a good day. When they were all ready, the seven
patrols, headed by the two cyclist-scouts, the band,
and the Union Jack, looked very splendid. Old
Paul walked with the scout-master, and picked up
a few of the boys’ songs as they went. Their favourite
was ‘“ John Brown’s Body,” which they sang in
English, and Paul could see his son Hugh on ahead,
in his green shirt and red scarf, shouting lustily :

* As we go marching along!”

It was dark when they reached the town. The
band struck up again then, and away they swung in
quick time through the huts of the big African quarter.
People were cooking their food just outside the huts,
and it was quite weird to march along on the soft
sand of the native road and see strange, black shapes
crouching over the little fires, and turning faces, with
the light glinting on their eyes, to see the scouts go
back. Through the market the flag passed. People
were buying and selling fried fish and roasted pea-nuts,
and chattering away ; and suddenly, down the middle
of the street, came the old puffing and blowing train,
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a rickety old thing, going very slowly, with a man
clanging a bell hard in it, but quite wonderful to
Africans. Hugh, on ahead, flicked a pea-nut at the
driver, and got pulled up by Juma for it. The scout-
master glanced at Paul. He was smiling to himself,
and when he saw the padre looking at him, he said :

“The world is turned upside down, Master, like it
was in the Acts of the Apostles.”

They turned to the left of the creek and then to
the right through the Mission grounds. The spire of
the cathedral loomed up ahead against the stars,
and the scout-master could see, by the lights in the
windows, that Evensong had begun. They must go
by quietly.

“ March at attention!’ he ordered. “ Silence the
band and singing.”

The boys’ bare feet made little noise on the path.
The moon was out and shining brightly now, and there
was a warm, sweet scent in the air from the flowers
around. Ahead, waving dimly in the dusk, went the-
flag, and the silent line of boys swung on after it.
Suddenly, singing began in the cathedral. The people

were half-way through Evensong, and beginning the
Magnificat. Passing the door they could just see the
lights in the cool, lofty place, and some of the words
reached them.

‘“ For behold, from henceforth : a]] generations shall
call me blessed,” sang the voices.

Paul, walking by the side of the scout-master in the
dusk, caught up the tune and sang the next verse
quietly to himself as the marching line passed on:
“ For He that is mlghty hath magnified me: and
Holy is His Name. . . .

*“ Kwa hsri (good-bye), Padre,” said he, and shpped
into the cathedral.
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