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E SAT up on his cot, put the muzzle 
of his service rifle in his mouth, 
inserted his bare toe and pressed tie 

trigger. 
 We heard the report and that was the 
story we got on fatigue, scuffling the weeds 
on the parade-ground. A corporal’s file was 
marched off to clear up the mess. But why? 
Why had he done it? The question gathered 
us in a bunch that absorbed even the non-
com in charge. 
 It seemed incredible. Corporal 
“Nobby” Norton above all men— Nobby the 
cheerful. Nobby the hard case, Nobby the 
soak, for he could drink any of us under the 
table. Naturally we all wished to question 
Corporal Jock, his pal and kier mate, but it 
was Corporal Jock who had brought the 
news, his Scotch-blue eyes hard and staring, 
and who had fallen in the fatigue party. 
 “He must have been drunk,” said tall 
MacLeod, leaning on his shovel and 
stroking his long mustaches. 
 “Drunk, —-!” said Pete Wilson, his 
pal, still longer and slimmer. “We ain’t had 

breakfast yet an’ he warn’t no pillow soak.” 
 A pillow soak keeps a bottle under 
his pillow to drink alone. 
 “Blimey!” ejaculated ‘Piesty’ 
Williams with much fueling. “’E mus’ ’a’ 
been balmy! Shot hisself! Whaffor?” 
 “Strike me pink!” exclaimed another 
cockney. “I dunno! P’raps ’e wus spoony!” 
 “On a Mashona kid?” suggested 
young Carson. “Nobby was more in love 
with Bacchus than Venus!” 
 “Oo’s ’e, smarty?” demanded little 
Bill. 
 “Oh, both friends of mine,” 
snickered Carson. 
 “’Ere,” said’ little Bill pugnaciously, 
“if yer want a cosh on yer boko—” 
 “Aw, cut it out,” drawled “Yank” 
Mason. “What do you think, Mac? Nobby 
was a white man. Yeaus, he sure was!” 
 “Can’t comprehend yet,” said Mac, 
wagging his long head. “—— if I can. 
 “Devilish hard luck, I say!” 
commented the melancholy Baron Huyker, 
despondently tracing a pattern in the sandy 
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soil with his shovel. “Poor old Nobby! By 
——, I am the most awfully sorry!” 
 “Me an’ all!” added a trooper from 
the north of England. “Yon lad wuz the 
prince o’ the field, he wuz that!” 
 “Me think he wass what you call 
crazy, si?” suggested trooper Manzini. “But 
Nobbi wass my very goot frient alvays. Si! 
Si!” 
 “Come on, you fellows,” came 
Corporal Donoghue’s voice interrupting the 
requiem, “scratch around even if you can’t 
work!” 
 Perfunctorily the group scattered and 
began to tickle the soil according to their 
various energies or lack thereof. 
 “What was wrong, Donoghue?” 
persisted! Mac after three strokes, leaning 
upon his shovel to replug his pipe. 
 “How the devil should I know?” said 
the corporal gloomily, regarding young 
Carson patting sandy soil into tiny heaps. 
 “Jack ses he was spittin’ blood for 
the last month, but he was no lunger. Look 
at the body of him!” 
 “But he never had a cough,” said 
Mac. “Besides this isn’t a tubercular 
country. Did you see him?” 
 The corporal nodded. 
 “Mess. All over the ceilin’, begad! 
Devil a note nor nothin’.” Pulling a watch 
from his tunic, he peered at it morosely and 
added: “’Bout twenty minutes. Might as 
well go. Dismiss, you fellers!” 
 The orderly-room bugle broke up the 
impromptu coroner’s inquest and we fell in 
to receive orders. Afterward, except for 
Piesty and Marzini, who were detailed for a 
morning patrol across the spruit to the store 
and back, we were free until fatigue duty in 
the afternoon. 
 Yank Mason my kier mate, and, I 
returned to our hut, which was the only one 
left made of grass, wattle and daub behind 
the new camp; two lines forming a square 

with the oblong orderly room at the top and 
the quartermaster’s store at the bottom, each 
and every one a miniature fort built with our 
hands of blasted tack and darga—mud and 
clay—while the gentle Mashona stood by to 
admire the dignity of labor. 
 Inyanga Fort was one of the 
healthiest stations in the Salisbury Division, 
if not in the whole of the Rhodesias, even 
though the cold mist that rolled down from 
the peaks every morning made Yank and me 
glad of the sweaters under our tunics. 
 Yank and I discussed anew the 
details as we had heard them, and there 
followed a debate which excited him, to my 
delight, into a series of yarns of Virginia 
which, from his enthusiastic account, 
appeared a glorious land of hold-ups, 
lynchings and scraps with revenue officers. 
These, muddled with stories of Custer and 
the Indians, made us blush for our weedy 
Mashona’s prowess in murder and sudden 
death. Yank was a good story-teller and told 
stories, the veracity of which was 
considerably supported by a certain 
dexterity with a six-shooter; even skeptics 
were impressed by his favorite recreation of 
galloping into a kraal and shooting off the 
heads of chickens. And, in his cups, his 
absorbing idea was apparently to turn 
peaceful Mashonaland into a replica of his 
beloved Virginia. 
 Just as Yank, feeling possibly that he 
had to justify his seniority, had decided that 
just common booze, the special 
representative of the devil and Yank’s own 
particular friend, was the motive of Nobby’s 
act of self-destruction, a new light appeared 
on the subject in the person of our joint 
“boy,” bearing the lunch of sweet potatoes 
and corned beef, who announced in his 
kitchen Kafir that Nobby’s boy had 
disappeared. 
 To me the flight suggested 
something to do with the suicide, but Yank 
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scoffed at the idea, pointing out that boys 
were likely to bolt at any time the idea 
struck them and, moreover, that, to the 
native mind, the death of a white man was 
likely to be blamed upon the nearest native 
for having cast an evil eye upon him, so that 
the only safe action was instant flight. That I 
knew was true, a fact which was 
corroborated immediately by the further 
statement of the boy Jim that the dead 
corporal’s’ boy had been bewitched by a 
local witch-doctor.  
 “Rot!” said I promptly. 
 “Sure, kid?” asked Yank, stroking 
his long -yellow mustaches. “Mebbe Nobby 
was bewitched.” 
 I protested, pointing out that to 
expect native sorcery to work against a 
white man was absurd. Against their own 
people possibly it was effective, because 
they believed in those superstitions and 
magic powers. Besides, what on earth 
should the witch-doctor have done it for? 
Nobby hadn’t long been in D Troop and 
hadn’t arrested or interfered with any of the 
natives in our district. 
 “Yeaus,” drawled Yank, “mebbe 
you’re right an’ mebbe you ain’t. I dun no.” 
Then with a glance at Jim, the boy, he went 
on, “But again mebbe Jim Crow here knows 
more’n any of us is likely to know, Faxen.” 
 The boy’s remark was decidedly a 
hint, but neither of us nor any of the others 
knew enough to follow it up. We did 
question him, but hot irons wouldn’t have 
made him talk, even had he known any 
details. No explanation, either, was 
discovered among the effects of the suicide, 
not even, as the most romantic had 
supposed, a melodramatic letter from some 
girl from Heaven knows where, since Nobby 
had been more than ten years in the police 
and had spent his leaves in Buluwayo or 
Salisbury, neither of which towns in those 
days was a likely ground for romance except 

at the current price. 
 Booze and malaria was the 
consensus of opinion; a partnership 
responsible for the majority of demises in 
Africa. Yet there always lingered a queer 
doubt. Old Nobby had been such a hard case 
that one felt that neither the one nor the 
other of that undertaking firm would ever 
have numbered him, at least for a good 
many years, for even in his cups he was so 
darned quiet and sane that the theory that his 
rum-soaked brain had softened sufficiently 
to force him to self-destruction seemed 
untenable. I don’t mean that a suicide was 
surpassingly strange. The only wonder was 
that there were not far more. If Piesty had 
shot himself—well, no one would have been 
surprised; and to tell the honest truth most of 
us would have been relieved and rather 
amused. But that Nobby should do so was 
somehow unconvincing. 
 Well, Nobby was buried with the 
usual, military honors up on the stony 
hillside above the fort in a grave dug by the 
same fatigue party. 
 

II 
 
REVEILLE, stables, fatigue; fatigue, stables 
and lights out trudged along drearily, 
punctuated by main guard, stable guard, 
grazing guard and a few small uninteresting 
patrols. The rains came along and drove us 
for stables into the long wattle-and-daub 
shed, killed fatigue duty and set us to 
crouching over interminable vingt-el-un 
during the day, to be resumed in Wilkie’s 
store across the spruit o’ nights, where 
Yank, who invariably won, flushed the 
crowd and Donoghue grinned and pocketed 
chits. 
 Wild Saturday nights followed pay-
day. After settling for the month’s tick; the 
dice would rattle once more; later Mac, 
trying to stand upon the tips of his fingers on 
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the table, would insist upon singing “The 
Lost Chord” at which many wept bitterly. 
Hiccuping sentimentally, Mac would call 
upon Young Faxey—that’s me—to yell 
“Paintin’ ’Em All Alike;” Sergeant Murray, 
he of the sugary tenor, medical sergeant on 
the strength of some years as a druggist’s 
assistant, would wail “Annie Laurie” 
followed by Corporal Jock, late of the 
Scotch, who would chant “On the Bonny 
Bonny Banks o’ Locccch Lo-mond!” 
 Then Mac, swaying most 
aristocratically with half-shut eyes of 
ecstasy, would warble “Carry Me Back to 
Old Virginny,” which Yank, possibly 
enraged by Scotch spirits as well as 
sentiments, would immediately construe as a 
deadly insult, spring upon the counter, draw 
and hold up the bar in true Western style. 
The first time this occurred the effect was 
dramatic, but I unconsciously spoiled it by 
remarking innocently— 
 “Oh, I wish you wouldn’t do that, 
Yank; it makes me nervous.” 
 There was a shout of laughter even 
from the scared red-haired little Wilkie, the 
store man, who stood behind the bar with his 
hands in the air. 
 “Suttinly not, Algernon,” drawled 
Yank, gazing at me sleepily. 
 He handed me the guns and 
consented to have a drink with Mac. 
Whereupon Jock, attempting to sing again, 
collapsed and had to be carried back to the 
camp. 
 Eventually this scene degenerated 
into a ritual. Mac, Sergeant Murray and Jock 
would always insist upon singing, then Yank 
would tickle his vanity by holding up the 
bar. The second time it occurred, they were 
held for some minutes before it dawned 
upon me to repeat my bored request, where-
upon Yank replied as before, “Suttinly, 
Algernon!” and gave me the guns. After that 
Jock would sing and collapse; Nosey Parker, 

his pal, would thereupon offer to fight any 
one who might wish to interfere with his 
friend’s unconscious body; Mac with the 
dignity of a ducal host would take Pete’s 
arm, when he had succeeded in locating it, 
and sway gracefully down the hill to the 
small bridge across the spruit where, 
terrified by an attack of vertigo at the 
tremendous height of four feet above the 
water, they would kneel very carefully and 
proceed to crawl across, crying 
encouragingly to each other at intervals. 
 Not very long afterward the dull 
routine of station life was broken by an 
outbreak of smallpox among the natives. 
Temporary out-stations were to be formed 
along the Portuguese border to enforce the 
disinfection of people coming into 
Rhodesia—somewhat of a farce, as each 
camp was upon the recognized trails and 
anywhere from twenty to fifty miles apart.  
 Anyhow there was great competition 
to get appointed for these special patrols and 
by a streak of luck and my reputation for 
sobriety—Mac and Pete and two others had 
insured for me a bitter distaste for whisky 
for the remainder of my life by sitting on my 
chest and nearly drowning me by forcing a 
bottle of the beastly stuff between my 
teeth—I was detailed for one. My mates 
were Carson and the “Dutch Baron” in 
charge, together with twenty of the black 
watch, as the native police are termed, and 
one, Sergeant Mfumbwi. 
 We had to follow the Inyangombi 
stream until it broadened out and eventually 
met the Ruania River almost on the border 
where, at the junction, we made a temporary 
camp. The freedom from routine and the 
change of district, for the valley here is 
subtropical, pleased us much. Added to this 
was what we considered a devil of a joke--
the holding-up of the natives coming 
through and forcing them to submerge in a 
barrel of Condy’s fluid. 
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 Well, the smallpox scare lasted for 
some months longer than was expected, and 
when at length the compulsory disinfection 
was removed, the tin gods down at Salisbury 
decided to establish an out-station there. So, 
on the banks of the palm-girt Ruania, we 
built huts with open walls made of stout 
branches set wide apart to gather whatever 
breeze was stirring in the heat. Around that 
district, too, was plenty of game—birds and 
buck and, for sport, lions and leopards. 
 As the camp was officially 
permanent the black watch were permitted 
to bring up all their wives and house them in 
their own quarters, as at headquarters 
stations, a wise dispensation which tends to 
diminish friction between them and the local 
natives. Being now our own bosses, we 
whites had practically nothing to do save 
make patrols, which, of course, were 
hunting-trips, once a month, and fish, loaf or 
shoot during the rest of the time. 
 Thus it was that when the rains came 
and one could scarcely move from shelter 
the Baron and I took it into our heads to 
study the local lingo. Sergeant Mfumbwi 
was our chief instructor and through him we 
began to gather a hazy idea of the 
extraordinary world in which the native 
lives, a world of spirits and magic which 
began to have an eery influence on us and 
raised a weak suspicion that we white men 
perhaps did not know such a —— of a lot 
after all. One result was that, when either of 
us was playing at being a little Solomon, 
sitting in judgment upon some petty native 
affair, we were not quite so ready to laugh at 
some plaintiff’s statement that an enemy had 
bewitched his wife or his child. 
 However, although our cocksureness 
dwindled somewhat, we were not prepared 
to surrender the superiority of the white by 
even entertaining a possibility of truth in the 
remark made one day of my own boy Jim 
when talking about witchcraft. He declared 

that the corporal Mlungu at Inyanga fort, 
Nobby, had been bewitched into shooting 
himself. At that, we did indulge in a 
contemptuous laugh and in quite a 
supercilious manner pointed out that the 
charms of the white man were stronger than 
any native magic could be, though we 
recalled that previously he had said that 
Nobby’s boy was bewitched. I asked him 
how he knew, but he merely replied that it 
was so and sought to please the wounded 
vanity of his masters by relating some other 
tale more palatable to their mad tastes. 
 The short rainy spell passed, the 
brief heat sizzled and then came the long 
rainy season. Carson was relieved, on 
account of malaria, by another man who 
brought news that there was talk of 
abandoning the Urania station, an event 
which disturbed us much, for neither the 
Baron nor I had any urge to return to the 
haughty tasks of scuffling a parade-ground 
or grooming horses. 
 About a month later, when returning 
from a shooting-trip which was duly 
reported in the monthly returns as a patrol, I 
saw that a caravan had just come in from the 
Portuguese side and, as usual, was camping 
on the allotted ground below the camp and 
down-river. Such was a very ordinary event, 
yet it never failed to give some slight thrill 
of interest not comparable to the arrival of 
the mail-runner or a new lion’s spoor, but 
enough to be grateful for in the tropic 
wilderness. 
 As I marched across our own little 
clearing around the white camp, I caught 
sight of my boy Jim talking to another native 
whose black face seemed familiar. As I 
approached them, trying to recollect whose 
boy he was—his dress distinguished him as 
a native who had lived long in contact with 
white men—so that I might know what 
white men had come in, he turned, saw me 
and took to his heels. 



Adventure 
 

6

 Wondering, I advanced and asked 
Jim who he was and why he had bolted. 
Jim’s blubber lips pouted sullenly. I 
repeated the question sharply and he replied 
sulkily to the effect that the man had been 
Nobby’s boy, the one who had fled after the 
suicide. I tried to get out of the boy why the 
fellow had run away, but the ebon mask of 
the native who is asked something that he 
may not—because of tabu—or dares not tell, 
came over his face. 
 I decided to leave him alone for the 
present and entered my hut calling for him 
to pull off my field-boots preparatory to 
going down to the pool to invite malaria by 
having a dip. But, as I pulled on my slacks, a 
hubbub arose from the black watch quarters. 
I walked ever and found the women 
clamoring and wailing and a black corporal 
ordering them into their huts. 
 On demanding to know the trouble, I 
was told that Sergeant Mfumbwi lad 
deserted from the police. By grace of my 
improved knowledge of the native tongue I 
told the man what sort of a specialized fool 
he was; that Mfumbwi man had probably 
gone into the bush; and other fatuous 
surmises which were promptly quashed by 
the information concerning an act which a 
native soldier performs only when he really 
intends to desert! Sergeant Mfumbwi had 
left his uniform, rifle and equipment, as well 
as his three wives. 
 

III 
 
THE news excited me so much that I lost 
my head; that is, I attempted then and there 
to discover what had caused him to desert. 
Of course I got no information at all. I 
returned to our camp and went to the Baron, 
who was lying in his bunk reading, and 
reported, for, as senior trooper in charge, it 
was for him to say what was to be done. Not 
until we had been discussing the case for 

some time and had arrived at a decision that 
it was practically hopeless to send out a 
patrol of black watch after him, as his own 
people, even if they caught up with him, 
would never give him up, did I recollect the 
curious flight of Nobby’s old boy at the 
sight of me. 
 “Oh, rot, Faxen!” said Huyker. “Just 
a coincidence.” 
 “Funny coincidence,” I retorted. 
 “Mebbe. What’s it matter? Let the 
fool go and shove him in the monthly. 
Anyway he’s lost his month’s pay and his 
deferred pay, as well as losing his wives.” 
 “That’s just it,” I persisted. “A man 
never does that unless he’s done 
something.” 
 “Probably has. Find out later,” 
retorted the Baron lazily. “Come on, let’s 
have scoff.” 
 So we went in to scoff. We fed well 
on the Urania—fresh fish, fresh buck and 
birds and even palm-wine—and traded our 
canned rations. Later in the evening I tried 
to talk to my boy Jim alone in my kier, but, 
although he had been quite communicative 
for a native, since I had been able to speak a 
bit, he shut up like a clam, which made me 
more certain than ever that there was some 
connection between the flight of Nobby’s 
old servant and the desertion of Sergeant 
Mfumbwi. 
 The next day we had to arrange the 
disposal of that gentleman’s wives. 
However, as all three were fairly young and 
powerful, his comrades offered to take them 
over, mighty glad, as a matter of fact, to get 
such a valuable thing as a wife for nothing. 
 As the ladies consented in the native 
manner, we thought the matter settled. 
However, about a month later when the 
required time of tabu had elapsed, which 
custom decrees, before a discarded wife may 
become the property of the new owner, there 
arose once more a hubbub in the black 
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watch quarters. The outcome was that one 
Private Sirgulab was excessively indignant 
because the wife whom he had obtained for 
nothing, although that did not influence the 
native mind, was mutilated and therefore he 
would not have her. 
 Well, that did not interest us whites 
much. We merely laughed to ourselves and 
gave him permission to divorce her, which 
meant that she would have to be sent with 
the next party to headquarters to let the 
skipper as magistrate deal with the case. 
 That evening my usual curiosity 
urged me into worrying Jim as to how she 
had become mutilated. The reaction to the 
question startled me. Jim’s blubber lips 
quivered and the yellow of his eyes rolled 
with every symptom of terror. At length he 
said that he did not know, which was 
obviously a lie. Then I did a foolish and 
clumsy thing. I said that I knew all about it 
and that, unless he told me everything, I 
would have him kiboko’d on the morrow. 
 Well, in the morning I did not 
receive my usual cup of coffee and bawled 
myself hoarse yelling for Jim, who did not 
come. Swearing, I clambered from under my 
mosquito-net and went across to the cook-
house, breathing vengeance. There I learned 
that Jim also had bolted.  
 This information made me forget my 
irritation. I commandeered some one else’s 
coffee and went across to Huyker, who 
listened to my theories with scarcely 
concealed spleen. The latest flight was more 
than a coincidence, or so it seemed to me; 
and I wanted to get to the bottom of it. 
Probably because I was rather vain of my 
linguistic abilities and wished to exercise 
then, I discovered that the best method 
would be to ignore our own people and seek 
information form the local witch-doctor. 
 Now this was quite a reasonable, if 
not a brilliant, inspiration, although I did not 
realize that at the time. But it was too early 

in the morning for Huyker to appreciate my 
intelligence. He wasn’t interested, he said. 
Jim was not his boy and, as for the rest, they 
were a ——- nuisance anyway. I announced, 
however, that I was going to take the matter 
in hand and left him grumbling at the idiocy 
of kids just out from home. 
 The said witch-doctor was just the 
ordinary old scoundrel who plies his trade in 
nearly every village. Several; times Sergeant 
Mfumbwi had brought him to visit us and, 
on being supplied with tobacco and possibly 
“a wee doch-an-doroch,” he had recounted 
native legends, more or else true, for the 
amusement of the white chiefs. Now I 
argued, moved by a beginning of 
comprehension of the native mind that, if 
anybody knows anything about this matter, 
this old villain does, or, if he does not, he 
will know how to get information—for a 
price. 
 During the superficial studies of the 
language it had dawned upon me that there 
was a whole world of action going on right 
beneath our eyes, of which we1 whites had 
not the slightest conception. Needless to say 
I came back from the village that afternoon 
with my tail between my legs. Never a more 
innocent creature existed on this planet. Of 
course I had approached him altogether in 
the wrong way, but, anyhow, my childish 
offers of reward eventually bore fruit. 
 
TEN days later, when Huyker and the other 
men were away on a hunting-patrol trip and 
the camp happened to be more or less 
deserted, about two hours after sunset, I was 
reading by candlelight when there appeared 
a scraggy form at my hut door. In my 
mixture of Mashona, Sintabili and the local 
dialect we talked all night. 
 The first hour or two was spent in 
sheer fencing and subtle bargaining as to 
how much he was to get. When the lengthy 
business had been settled we began to 
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approach the kernel of the matter. In short, 
my good friend the doctor understood what I 
wanted to know and I understood that, 
although he did not know the exact details, 
he did know that it had had something to do 
with the black lady who had been mutilated 
and, moreover, that he could—for a special 
price—make magic which would cause her 
to divulge the whole story. 
 Now I don’t quite know whether in 
those days I had some superstitions faith in 
his magic or not, but I was confident that in 
some extraordinary way—trickery I thought 
sometimes and at others not—that the said 
magic was often efficacious. When terms 
had been agreed and an earnest received, the 
dawn was come and the old man silently 
departed. I didn’t say a word of this matter 
to Huyker and the other man when they 
returned, for fear of being laughed at for 
having been tricked, and, as the days went 
by without any sign of communication from 
my wizard, I, too, began to think that I had 
been fooled. 
 More than a month later, when the 
lady in question had long departed for 
headquarters, the old sorcerer reappeared as 
he had done before. He began his tale by 
explaining that the expenses of capturing her 
soul by securing clippings of her hair on 
which to make magic and thereby obtain the 
power over her to make her confess, had 
been greater than estimated. When that little 
matter was amicably settled he related a 
long story which proved to his satisfaction 
the efficacy of his own black magic, which 
revealed these apparent facts: 
 Nobby Norton, some six months 
before his suicide, had one day been down 
by a large fig-tree between the white camp 
and the black watch quarters, where there 
was a grindstone standing in the shade. 
While sharpening a knife or some 
instrument he had heard a scream from the 
black watch camp, from which had emerged 

a woman running and pursued by Sergeant 
Mfumbwi. To his amazement she had cast 
herself at his feet and had exhibited the 
mutilations which her husband, the sergeant, 
had already indicted upon her in a fury of 
jealousy. 
 Nobby had quite naturally flown into 
a rage of disgust at the inconceivable 
brutality of the jealous husband and had 
forthwith taken his kiboko and thrashed 
Sergeant Mfumbwi. Now Nobby had been a 
powerful man and had nearly killed the 
black sergeant, and knowing that he had no 
legal right to touch the man, but should have 
reported the case to his skipper as magistrate 
according to law, he had probably decided to 
conceal the crime, but had informed the 
woman that if ever her husband ill-treated 
her again she was to come straight to him 
and he would have him shot. 
 The thrashing and the threat 
appeared to have been effective, but Nobby, 
like most of the whites, had little knowledge 
of, and cared less for, native ways. The 
black sergeant might have taken the hiding 
from the white sergeant and have borne no 
malice, but his shame had taken place before 
his wife—a woman. Mfumbwi obviously 
dared not attack Nobby openly, but had 
appealed for justice—according to the native 
mind—to what he considered a higher 
power. He had consulted the local witch-
doctor, who had agreed to make magic so 
that Nobby should surely die. 
 First of all the medicine-man had 
woven his spells around Nobby’s servant 
and, when the boy was in his power, had 
caused him to bring the usual necessities—
hair, etc.—to him on which to make magic; 
then, as an extra precaution, he had given 
the boy a magical substance to place in the 
white man’s food—very finely chopped hair 
of the leopard, which produces on the lungs 
an effect similar to that of tuberculosis. 
 Then, apparently, he had attempted 
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to force the same psychological reaction 
upon the white as witch-doctors do upon 
their brother natives—suggestion. He had 
caused Nobby to know that magic had been 
made against him and that he was doomed to 
die, as was proved by the manifestations of 
the constant spitting of blood. 
 What must have been the state of 
Nobby’s mind one may never know exactly. 
That he drank was true. He had been years 
in the country which might easily tend to 
make him superstitious to some degree, as 
most of us are. Men drink from some hidden 
cause; in the tropics boredom is frequently 
the cause; long residence and malaria wear 
down vital resistance physically and 
therefore psychically. Perhaps poor old 
Nobby would not have dared to tell fellow 
whites of his fears for fear of ridicule; 
perhaps in a deeper fit of the blues he had 
noticed that the mysterious disease—for he 
did not know the cause—was increasing, 

and he had never before had symptoms of 
lung trouble, a fact which had confirmed or 
developed his faith in black magic, and he 
had chosen to take a quick way out. 
 That was why, of course, his servant, 
ground between terror of the witch-doctor 
and fear of the white man, had run away. 
That was why, more than a year afterward, 
he had fled at the sight of white men from 
the same camp who knew him; also why 
Sergeant Mfumbwi, terror-stricken possibly 
by the sudden advent of Nobby’s servant, 
had deserted; why my boy, alarmed by my 
persistent questions, had bolted as well. 
 The fact which most alarmed me at 
the time, however, was that every single 
native in the camp at Inyanga must have 
known the whole time that the magician had 
bewitched the mlungu Nobby, whose suicide 
had probably made the reputation of the 
witch-doctor for fifty miles around. 

 


