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are strange people. They never stay long 
in the same place. They cook on charcoal. 
They drink with their hands or on large 
leaves.’ 

‘Then,’ I answered, ‘do you mean to 
say that we are in the country of the 
dwarfs ?? 

‘Yes,’ said Kombila; ‘we are in the 
country of the dwarfs. ‘They are scattered 
in the forest. Their little villages, like the 
one you see before you, are far apart. They 
are as wild as the antelope, and roam in the 
forest from place to place. They are like 
the beasts of the field. ‘They feed on ser- 
pents, rats, and mice, and on the leaves and 
nuts of the forests.’ 

‘That cannot be,’ I said. 
‘Yes, Oguizi, this is so,’ replied the por- 

ter. ‘Look for yourself;’ and they pro- 
ceeded to the huts. 

Is it possible, I asked myself, that there 
are people so small that they can live in 
such small buildings as those before me? 

How strange the houses of the dwarfs 
seemed! The length of each house was 
about that of a man, and the height was 
just enough to keep the head of a man from 
touching the roof when he was seated. 
The materials used in building were the 
branches of trees bent in the form of a bow, 
the ends put into the ground and the 
middle branches being the highest. The 
shape of each house was very much like 
that of an orange cut in two. The frame- 
work was covered with large leaves, and 
there were little doors, which did not seem 
to be more than eighteen inches high, and 
about twelve or fifteen inches broad. Even 
the dwarfs must have lain almost flat on the 
floor in order to pass through. When I say 
door I mean simply an opening, a hole to 
get through. It was only a tiny doorway. 
But I managed to get inside one of these 
strange little houses, and I found there two 
beds, which were as curious as everything 
else about the premises. Three or four 
sticks on each side of the hut were the beds, 
Each bed was about eight inches, or at the 
nost ten inches in breadth. One was for 
‘he wife, and the other for the husband. A   

little piece of wood on each bed makes the 
pillows. It was almost pitch dark inside, 
the only light coming from the opening or 
door. Between the two beds were the 
remains of a fire, judging by the ashes and 
the pieces of burnt wood.” 

These huts did really look like the habi- 
tations of men, the homes of a race of 
dwarfs. After this Du Chaillu describes his 
visit to a dwarf village. 

“After leaving Niembouani we walked 
through the forest in the most cautious man- 
ner, and as we approached the settlement, an 
Ashango man, who was in the lead, turned 
his head to usward, put his finger on his 
lips for us to be silent, and made a sign for 
us to walk very carefully, and we advanced 
with more circumspection than ever. After 
awhile we came to the settlement of dwarfs. 
Over a small area the undergrowth had 
been partially cut away, and there stood 
twelve queer little houses which were the 
habitation of these strange people, but not 
a dwarfwastobeseen. They had all gone. 
“Nobody here?’ shouted the Ashangos, 
and the echo of their voices alone disturbed 
the stillness of the forest. I looked around 
at the strange settlement of living dwarfs. 
There was no mistake about it. The fires 
were lighted, the smoke ascended from the 
interior of their little shelters, on a bed of 
charcoal embers there was a piece of snake 

roasting, before another were two rats cook- 
ing, on the ground there were several 
baskets of nuts, and one of leaves, with 

some large wild fruits that had been 
gathered by the dwarfs in the woods, while 
near by stood several calabashes filled with 
water and some bundles of dried fish. 

‘There was indeed no mistake. The huts 
I had seen on the way to Niembouani were 
the same as these, and had been made 
surely by the same race of dwarfs. The 
Ishogos had told me no idle stories. I 
wish you could have seen the faces of 
Rebouka, Igalo, and Macoudia, ‘Oh, oh, 

oh,’ they exclaimed. ‘Chally, what are we 

not going to see in the wild country you 

bring us to!’ I lingered a long while, in the 

hope that the dwarfs would return, but they


