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THE PICTORIAL CABINET OF MARVELS. 
  

Torun away was impossible. He would 
have been caught in the jungle before he 
had gone a dozen steps. He stood his 
ground, and, as quickly as he could, re- 
loaded his gun. Just as he raised it to fire, 
the gorilla dashed it out of his hands, the 
gun going off in the fall; and then in an 
instant, and with a terrible roar, the animal 
gave him a tremendous blow with its im- 
mense open paw, frightfully lacerating the 
abdomen, and with this single blow laying 
bare part of the intestines. As he sank 
bleeding to the ground, the monster seized 
the gun, and the poor hunter thought he 
would have his brains dashed out with it. 
But the gorilla seemed to have looked upon 
this also as an enemy, and in his rage al- 
most flattened the barrel between his strong 
jaws. ; 

When we came upon. the ground the 
gorilla was gone. This is their mode when 
attacked—to strike one or two blows, and 
then leave the victims of their rage on the 
ground and go off into the woods. 

We hunted up our companions and car- 
ried our poor fellow to the camp, where all 
was instantly excitement and sorrow. They 
entreated me to give him medicine, but I 
had nothing to suit his case. I saw that 
his days were numbered. 

I find that I do not get accustomed to 
the roar of the gorilla. Notwithstanding 
the numbers I have hunted and shot, it 
is still an awful sound to me. The long 
reverberations coming from his portentous 
chest ; the vindictive bark with which each 
roar is begun ; the hollow monotone of the 
first explosion ; all are awe-inspiring, and 
proclaim this beast the monarch of these 
forests. 

When the animal became aware of our 
approach, he at once came towards us, 
uttering a succession of the short bark-like 
yells which denote his rage, and which have 
a peculiarly horrible effect. They remind one 
only of the inarticulate ravings of a maniac. 

Balancing his huge heavy body with his 
arms, the animal came towards us, every j three feet eight inches,” 

  

  

  

few moments stopping to beat his breast 
and throwing his head back to utter his 
tremendous roar. His fierce gloomy eyes 
glared upon us; the short hair was rapidly 
agitated, and the wrinkled face seemed con. 
torted with rage. He was like a very devil, 
and I do not wonder at the superstitious 
terror with which the natives regard him. 

His manner of approach gave me once 
more an opportunity to see with how much 
difficulty he supports himself in the erect 
posture. His short and slender legs are 
not able firmly to sustain the vast body, 
They totter beneath ‘the weight, and the 
walk is a sort of waddle, in which the 
long arms are used, in a clumsy way, ta 

_ balance the body and keep up the ill 
sustained equilibrium. Twice he sat down 
to roar, evidently not trusting himself to. 
this exertion while standing. 

My gun was fresh loaded, and could be 
depended upon, so I stood in advance. I 
waited, as the negro rule is, till the huge 
beast was within six yards of me; then, as 
he once more stopped to roar, delivered 
my fire, and brought him down on his face 
dead. 

It proved to be a male, full-grown, but 
young. His huge canine tusks, his claw- 
like hands, the immense development of 
muscle on his arms and breast, his whole 
appearance, in fact, proclaimed a giant 
strength. There is enough likeness to hv- 
manity in this beast to make a dead one 
an awful sight even to accustomed eyes, as 
mine were by this time. I never quite felt 
that matter-ofcourse indifference, or that 
sensation of triumph which the hunter has 
when a good shot has brought him a head 
of his choice game. It was as though I 
had killed some monstrous creation, which 

yet had something of humanity in it. Well 
as I knew that this was an error, I could 

not help the feeling. 
This animal was five feet eight inches 

high. In the evening Minsho brought ina 
young female he had shot, which measured   


