
DU CHAITLU AND THE GORILLAS. 259 
  

thus stood before us this king of the African 

torest. 
He was not afraid’ of us. He stood there 

and beat his breast with his huge fists till 

it resounded like an immense bass-drum, 

which is his mode of offering defiance; 

meantime giving vent to roar after roar. 

The roar of the gorilla is the most singu- 

lar and awful noise heard in these African 

woods. He begins with a sharp dar, like 

an angry dog, then glides into a bass oll, 

which literally and closely resembles the 

roll of distant thunder along the sky, for 

which I have sometimes been tempted to 

take it where I did not see the animal. So 

deep is it that it seems to proceed less from 

the mouth and throat, than from the deep 

chest and vast paunch. 

His eyes began to flash fiercer fire as we 

stood motionless on the defensive, and the 

crest of short hair which stands on.his fore- 

head began to twitch rapidly up and down, 

while his powerful fangs were shown as he 

again sent forth a thunderous roar. And 

now truly he reminded me of nothing but 

some hellish dream creature—a being of 

that hideous order, halfman, halfbeast, 

which we find pictured by old artists in 
some representations of the infernal regions. 

He advanced a few steps, then stopped to 

utter that hideous roar again, advanced 

again, and finally stopped when at a dis- 
tance of about six yards from us. And 

here, just as he began another of his roars, 
beating his breast in rage, we fired, and 
killed him. 

With a groan which had something terri- 
bly human in it, and yet was full of brutish- 
ness, he fell forward on hisface. The body 
shook convulsively for a few minutes, the 
limbs moved about in a struggling way, and 
then all was quiet; death had done its 
work, and I had leisure to examine the 

huge body. It proved to be five feet eight 
inches high, and the muscular development 
of the arms and breast showed what im- 
mense strength it had possessed. 

The gorilla chooses the darkest, gloomiest 
forests for its home, and is found on the 
edges of the clearings only when in search 

  

  

of plantains, or sugar-cane, or pine-apple. 
Often they choose for their peculiar haunt 
a wood so dark that, even at midday, one 
can scarce see ten yards. This makes it 
the more necessary to wait till the mon- 
strous beast approaches near before shoot- 
ing, in order that the first shot may be 

fatal. It does not often let the hunter 
re-load. 

Our little party separated, as is the cus- 
tom, to stalk the wood in various directions. 
Gambo and I kept together. One brave 

fellow went off alone in a direction where 
he thought he could find a gorilla) The 

other three took another course. We had 

been about an hour separated when Gambo 

and J heard a gun fired but a little way 
from us, and presently another. We were 

already on our way to the spot, where we 
hoped to see a gorilla slain, when the forest 

began to resound with the most terrific 

roars. Gambo seized my arms in great 
agitation, and we hurried on, both filled 

with a dreadful and sickening alarm. We 

had not gone far when our worst fears were 

realized. The poor brave fellow who had 

gone off alone was lying on the ground in 

a pool of his own blood, and I thought at 

first, quite dead. His bowels were pro- 

truding through the lacerated abdomen. 

Beside him lay his gun. .The stock was 

broken, and the barrel was bent and 

flattened. It bore plainly the marks of the 

gorilla’s teeth. We picked him up, and I 

dressed his wounds as well as I could with 

rags torn from my clothes. 

When I had given him a little brandy to 

drink, he came to himself, and was able, 

but with great difficulty, to speak. He 

said that he had met the gorilla suddenly 

and face to face, and that it had not 

attempted to escape. It was, he said, a 

huge male, and seemed very savage. It 

was in a very gloomy part of the wood, and 

the darkness, I suppose, made him miss. 

He said he took good aim, and fired when 

the beast was only about eight yards off. 
- The ball merely wounded it in the side. 

It at once began beating its breast, and 

with the greatest rage advanced upon him. 
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