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which, after a time, we were successful, and 

we went on with the natives as the best 

of friends. In the afternoon women and 

children were about our camp selling food, 

and everybody seemed most friendly. Next 

morning, as we were packing up for the 

road, I missed my pet goat Dinah, and. 

asking where she was, I was told that she 

slept outside the camp. I went to look 

for her, and walked up into the village to 

ask about her, and so little did I suspect 
any harm that I had no gun or pistol with 

me, and the man who accompanied me was 

also entirely unarmed. When we made 

inquiries about the goat, the natives began 

shooting at us. Some of my men ran up 

and brought me my rifle and pistol, and the 

remainder packed up all our stores and 

came into the village. Fora long time I 

would not allow my people to fire. At 

last, as the natives were closing in, anda 

large body of from 400 to 500 men came 

up from the road which we had intended 

to go, I allowed two or three shots to be 

fired, and I believe one of the natives was 

then shot through the leg. After this we 

commenced a parley, and it was proposed 

that my goat should be returned, and that 

one of my men should make brothers with 

the chief, and that we should exchange 

presents and be good friends. While that 

was going on another large party came in, 

headed by a chief, who told the people of the 

village that they should not be such fools 

as to make peace with us, as we were a 

very small caravan, and they would be able 

to kill or make slaves of the whole of us, 

and share our beads and stores amongst 

them. When they arrived the people again 

began shooting at us. J would not allow 

my men to fire for fear of breaking off the 

negotiation, until the men closed in throw- 

ing their spears at us. I then fired two or 

three shots close to some of the natives, 

set fire to one of the huts in the place, and 

told the chief that if he did not take his 

men off I would burn the village down. 

They had already burned our camp. On 

this he said that if we went away from the 

village we could go unmolested. At every 
  

slip of jungle the natives closed in upon us, 

shooting, and we had two or three men 

wounded ; but it was next to useless re- 

turning the fire, as we could not see them, 

and being short of ammunition I was 

afraid of wasting it. 
At sunset we arrived close to a village 

called Kamatété (which I afterwards re- 

named Fort Dinah, in memory of the goat), 

and I told the guide to say that we wanted 

to be friends and to camp there. Their 

only answer was a volley of arrows. As 

we were unable to stop out in the night in 

the jungle with all these fellows round us, 

I called out to my men to follow me and 

storm the village. Four men followed me ; 

the rest, except one or two men with 

Bombay, who was told to look after the 

stores, ran away. Luckily, the natives ran 

the other way. When we got into the 

village I burned all the huts down but 

four, and my men coming up set to work 

to make a fortification. Here we remained 

five days. We were being constantly shot 

at, and some men wounded. We were, 

fortunately, close to water and plantations 

of cassava, so that we were well supplied 

with food and drink. The guide told me 

we must shoot some of the natives before 

we could get out of our prison, and at last 

I was forced to use my gun. The report 

of my heavy rifle they soon learned to 

respect. At the end of five days we made 

peace, they having been frightened by some 

of their people being killed and wounded. 

The natives, after the fight was over, offered 

an indemnity, which, however, I did not 

accept; but we exchanged presents as a 

token of friendship. The result of these 

various interruptions was, that I had to 

content myself with a distant view of the 

lake. The fourth section of the journey 

was from Kasongo capital to the west coast 

of Benguela. We passed nearly along the 

watershed between the Zambesi and the 

Congo until we arrived in the basin of the 

Kwanga. 

I arrived at Benguela on the 4th of 

November. At the first camp we were 

delayed by people going to look for their


