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INTRODUCTION

THE BEGINNINGS of this story lie far back in time, and its reverbera-
tions still sound today. But for me a central incandescent moment,
one that illuminates long decades before and after, is 2 young man’s flash
of moral recognition.

The year is 1897 or 1898. Try to imagine him, briskly stepping off a
cross-Channel steamer, a forceful, burly man, in his mid-twenties, with a
handlebar mustache. He is confident and well spoken, but his British
speech is without the polish of Eton or Oxford. He is well dressed, but
the clothes are not from Bond Street. With an ailing mother and a wife
and growing family to support, he is not the sort of person likely to get
caught up in an idealistic cause. His ideas are thoroughly conventional.
He looks — and is — every inch the sober, respectable businessman.

Edmund Dene Morel is a trusted employee of a Liverpool shipping
line. A subsidiary of the company has the monopoly on all transport of
cargo to and from the Congo Free State, as it is then called, the huge
territory in central Africa that is the world’s only colony claimed by one
man. That man is King Leopold II of Belgium, a ruler much admired
throughout Europe as a “philanthropic” monarch. He has welcomed
Christian missionaries to his new colony; his troops, it is said, have fought
and defeated local slave-traders who preyed on the population; and for
more than a decade European newspapers have praised him for investing
his personal fortune in public works to benefit the Africans.

Because Morel speaks fluent French, his company sends him to Bel-
gium every few weeks to supervise the loading and unloading of ships on
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the Congo run. Although the officials he works with have been handling
this shipping traffic for years without a second thought, Morel begins to
notice things that unsettle him. At the docks of the big port of Antwerp
he sees his company’s ships arriving filled to the hatch covers with valu-
able cargoes of rubber and ivory. But when they cast off their hawsers to
steam back to the Congo, while military bands play on the pier and eager
young men in uniform line the ships’ rails, what they carry is mostly army
officers, firearms, and ammunition. There is no trade going on here. Little
or nothing is being exchanged for the rubber and ivory. As Morel watches
these riches streaming to Europe with almost no goods being sent to
Africa to pay for them, he realizes that there can be only one explanation
for their source: slave labor.

Brought face to face with evil, Morel does not turn away. Instead, what
he sees determines the course of his life and the course of an extraordi-
nary movement, the first great international human rights movement of
the twentieth century. Seldom has one human being — impassioned,
eloquent, blessed with brilliant organizing skills and nearly superhuman
energy — managed almost single-handedly to put one subject on the
world’s front pages for more than a decade. Only a few years after stand-
ing on the docks of Antwerp, Edmund Morel would be at the White
House, insisting to President Theodore Roosevelt that the United States
had a special responsibility to do something about the Congo. He would
organize delegations to the British Foreign Office. He would mobilize
everyone from Booker T. Washington to Anatole France to the Arch-
bishop of Canterbury to join his cause. More than two hundred mass
meetings to protest slave labor in the Congo would be held across the
United States. A larger number of gatherings in England — nearly three
hundred a year at the crusade’s peak — would draw as many as five
thousand people at a time. In London, one letter of protest to the Times
on the Congo would be signed by eleven peers, nineteen bishops, sev-
enty-six members of Parliament, the presidents of seven Chambers of
Commerce, thirteen editors of major newspapers, and every lord mayor
in the country. Speeches about the horrors of King Leopolds Congo
would be given as far away as Australia. In Italy, two men would fight a
duel over the issue. British Foreign Secretary Sir Edward Grey, a man not
given to overstatement, would declare that “no external question for at
least thirty years has moved the country so strongly and so vehemently.”

This is the story of that movement, of thc savage crime that was its
target, of the long period of exploration and conquest that preceded it,
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and of the way the world has forgotten one of the great mass killings of
recent history.

EBR

I knew almost nothing about the history of the Congo until a few years
ago, when I noticed a footnote in a book I happened to be reading.
Often, when you come across something particularly striking, you re-
member just where you were when you read it. On this occasion I was
sitting, stiff and tired, late at night, in one of the far rear seats of an airliner
crossing the United States from east to west.

The footnote was to a quotation by Mark Twain, written, the note said,
when he was part of the worldwide movement against slave labor in the
Congo, a practice that had taken five to eight million lives. Worldwide
movement? Five to eight million lives? I was startled.

Statistics about mass murder are often hard to prove. But if this number
turned out to be even half as high, I thought, the Congo would have been
one of the major killing grounds of modern times. Why were these deaths
not mentioned in the standard litany of our century’s horrors? And why
had I never before heard of them? I had been writing about human rights
for years, and once, in the course of half a dozen trips to Africa,I had been
to the Congo.

That visit was in 1961. In a Leopoldville apartment, I heard a CIA
man, who had had too much to drink, describe with satisfaction exactly
how and where the newly independent country’s first prime minister,
Patrice Lumumba, had been killed a few months earlier. He assumed that
any American, even a visiting student like me, would share his relief at the
assassination of a man the United States government considered a dan-
gerous leftist troublemaker.In the early morning a day or two later I left
the country by ferry across the Congo River, the conversation still ring-
ing in my head as the sun rose over the waves and the dark, smooth water
slapped against the boat’s hull.

It was several decades later that I encountered that footnote, and with
it my own ignorance of the Congo’s early history. Then it occurred to me
that, like millions of other people, I had read something about that time
and place after all: Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness. However, with my
college lecture notes on the novel filled with scribbles about Freudian
overtones, mythic echoes, and inward vision, I had mentally filed away
the book under fiction, not fact.

I began to read more. The further I explored, the more it was clear that
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the Congo of a century ago had ir:deed seen a death toll of Holocaust
dimensions. At the same time, I unexpectedly found myself absorbed by
the extraordinary characters who had peopled this patch of history. Al-
though it was Edmund Dene Morel who had ignited a movement, he
was not the first outsider to see King Leopold’s Congo for what it was
and to try hard to draw the world’ attention to it. That role was played by
George Washington Williams, a black American journalist and historian,
who, unlike anyone before him, interviewed Africans about their experi-
ence of their white conquerors. It was another black American, William
Sheppard, who recorded a scene he came across in the Congo rain forest
that would brand itself on the world’s consciousness as a symbol of
colonial brutality. There were other heroes as weli, one of the bravest of
whom ended his life on a London gallows. Then, of course, into the
middle of the story sailed the young sea captain Joseph Conrad, expecting
the exotic Africa of his childhood dreams but finding instead what he
would call “the vilest scramble for loot that ever disfigured the history of
human conscience.” And looming above them all was King Leopold II, a
man as filled with greed and cunning, duplicity and charm, as any of the
more complex villains of Shakespeare.

As I followed the intersecting lives of these men, I realized something
else about the terror in the Congo and the controversy that came to
surround it. It was the first major international atrocity scandal in the age
of the telegraph and the camera. In its mixture of bloodshed on an
industrial scale, royalty, sex, the power of celebrity, and rival lobbying and
media campaigns raging in half a dozen countries on both sides of the
Atlantic, it seemed strikingly close to our time. Furthermore, unlike many
other great predators of history, from Genghis Khan to the Spanish con-
quistadors, King Leopold II never saw a drop of blood spilled in anger. He
never set foot in the Congo. There is something very modern about that,
too, as there is about the bomber pilot in the stratosphere, above the
clouds, who never hears screams or sees shattered homes or torn flesh.

Although Europe has long forgotten the victims of Leopold’s Congo, I
found a vast supply of raw material to work with in reconstructing their
fate: Congo memoirs by explorers, steamboat captains, military men; the
records of mission stations; reports of government investigations; and
those peculiarly Victorian phenomena, accounts by gentleman (or some-
times lady) “travelers.” The Victorian era was a golden age of letters and
diaries; and often it seems as if every visitor or official in the Congo
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kept a voluminous journal and spent each evening on the riverbank
writing letters home.

One problem, of course, is that nearly all of this vast river of words is
by Europeans or Americans. There was no written language in the Congo
when Europeans first arrived, and this inevitably skewed the way that
history was recorded. We have dozens of memoirs by the territory’s white
officials; we know the changing opinions of key people in the British
Foreign Office, sometimes on a day-by-day basis. But we do not have a
full-length memoir or complete oral history of a single Congolese dur-
ing the period of the greatest terror. Instead of African voices from this
time there is largely silence.

And yet, as | immersed myself in this material, I saw how revealing it
was. The men who seized thé Congo often trumpeted their killings,
bragging about them in books and newspaper articles. Some kept surpris-
ingly frank diaries that show far more than the writers intended, as does a
voluminous and explicit instruction book for colonial officials. Further-
more, several officers of the private army that occupied the Congo came
to feel guilty about the blood on their hands. Their testimony, and the
documents they smuggled out, helped to fuel the protest movement.
Even on the part of the brutally suppressed Africans, the silence is not
complete. Some of their actions and voices, though filtered through the
records of their conquerors, we can still see and hear.

The worst of the bloodshed in the Congo took place between 1890
and 19710, but its origins lie much earlier, when Europeans and Africans
first encountered each other there. And so to reach the headwaters of our
story we must leap back more than five hundred years, to a time when a
ships captain saw the ocean change its color, and when a king received
news of a strange apparition that had risen from inside the earth.




THE WOOD THAT WEEPS

IT WAS RAINING in London on July 12, 1890, but the crowd gathered
outside Westminster Abbey anyway, ignoring the downpour. Thou-
sands of people surged back and forth on the slick pavement, trying to
glimpse the dignitaries who stepped out of carriages and filed into the
cathedral between lines of policemen: former Prime Minister Gladstone,
the speaker of the House of Commons, the lord chancellor, assorted
dukes and princes, bejeweled women and bemedaled generals. The rich
and famous filled the abbey, even standing in the aisles.

Finally, a carriage pulled up and the man everyone was waiting for
eased himself out, ill, pale, leaning on a walking stick. Henry Morton
Stanley was about to do something more daunting for him than any of
his African adventures. He was getting married.

The bride, Dorothy Tennant, was the eccentric, high-society portrait
painter who had previously rejected him. While the explorer had been
plodding through the jungle in search of Emin Pasha, Tennant had
changed her mind. On his return to England, she had begun sending
Stanley startlingly passionate letters. “Suppose a wild, uncultivated tract of
land and suppose that one day this land is ploughed up and sown with
corn. If the field could speak it might say: ‘T have never borne corn, I do
not bear corn, I shall never bear corn’ And yet all the while the wheat lies
hidden in its bosom. . . . My love is a flame which will never die, it began
so small a spark you could not see it light, now it burns like the altar
flame.”

To the altar it was. The news spread, the price of Tennant’s paintings
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soared, the congratulations poured in from around the world. Queen
Victoria gave Tennant a locket with thirty-eight diamonds, and Thomas
Edison sent one of his new phonograph machines. From Brussels,
Leopold dispatched his representative, the Count d’Aarche, to be best
man.

On the day itself, Stanley was painfully ill with gastritis, an inflamma-
tion of the stomach lining. He had suffered from it before, but its recur-
rence now was probably not by chance. He tottered up the aisle of
Westminster Abbey but had to sit in an armchair for part of the ceremony.
After the wedding, he was helped into the couple’s carriage. Protected by
a mounted police escort, it headed off through a shouting and jostling
crowd that almost blocked its passage. During the reception, Stanley lay
on a couch in a separate, darkened room, in agony. The illness continued
into the honeymoon.

At war in Stanley all his life were the craving for acceptance and the
fear of intimacy. The fear was so strong, believes the explorer’s most
thorough biographer, Frank McLynn, that Stanley’s marriage was never
consummated. The evidence is mainly circumstantial. Dorothy Stanley
did not produce children, and clearly, despite her letters, had powerful
neuroses of her own. In a most unromantic decision, Stanley insisted that
his young male assistant come along on the couple’s honeymoon in
Switzerland. Finally, Stanley’s diary of the honeymoon period has several
passages inked out, apparently by his wife after his death. The end of one
such entry, however, is legible: “I do not regard it wifely, to procure these
pleasures, at the cost of making me feel like a monkey in a cage.” Stanley’s
fear of women was so great, McLynn concludes, that “when he was
finally called upon to satisfy a wife, Stanley in effect broke down and
confessed that he considered sex for the beasts.”

Whether this inference is right or wrong, the inhibitions that caused
Stanley so much pain are a reminder that the explorers and soldiers who
carried out the European seizure of Africa were often not the bold, bluff,
hardy men of legend, but restless, unhappy, driven men, in flight from
something in their past or in themselves. The economic explanations of
imperial expansion — the search for raw materials, labor, and markets —
are all valid, but there was psychological fuel as well.

Stanley’s marriage marked the end of his exploring; he now devoted
his time to being famous. Having reached the upper class at last, he
became something of a caricature of its attitudes. He traveled about the
world giving lectures and after-dinner speeches, receiving honorary de-
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grees, inaugurating railroads, and granting interviews. He fulminated
against sloth, socialism, immorality, “general mediocrity,” labor unions,
Irish nationalism, the eight-hour working day, women journalists, and
American hotel servants (“untrained, undisciplined, loutish and ill-
bred”). He received a knighthood and was elected to Parliament. When
he made a speaking tour of the United States and Canada, he again took
along his young assistant; his wife took her mother. Doubly chaperoned,
the Stanleys traveled across the continent in royal style in a private rail-
road car complete with grand piano. The car was named the Henry M.

Stanley.

Only two years after Stanley hobbled down the cathedral aisle, another
man accomplished a remarkable feat of exploration in the Congo. Unlike
Stanley’s journeys, his was respectful and nonviolent. But William Shep-
pard seldom shows up in the annals of exploration, because he doesn't fit
the conventional image of the white explorer in Africa. To begin with, he
wasn'’t white.

Paradoxically, what allowed Sheppard, a black American, to go to the
Congo at all was partly the work of the white supremacist Alabama
Senator John Tyler Morgan, who had helped engineer United States
recognition of Leopold’s Congo in the hope that American blacks would
emigrate there. Morgan and his fellow send-them-back-to-Africa enthu-
siasts had long envisaged, as a first step, dispatching black American mis-
sionaries to the continent. They would be a beachhead, Morgan hoped,
for millions of American blacks to follow, the sooner the better. As early as
1865 — the year white Southerners lost all hope of keeping blacks in
their place as slaves — the General Assembly of the Southern Presbyte-
rian Church had voted to begin recruiting “missionaries from among the
African race on this continent, who may bear the Gospel of the grace of
God to the homes of their ancestors.”

It was some years after the Civil War before such plans could take
effect. For one thing, the Southern Presbyterians, whose enthusiasm for
slavery had made them split off from Presbyterians in the North, not
surprisingly had few black members. Nonetheless, the back-to-Africa
plans of white racist diehards like Morgan in part overlapped with the
interests of some African Americans. Although few were interested in
moving to Africa permanently, George Washington Williams was not the
only black American of his time who wanted to work there. The Rever-
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end William Sheppard had the same ambition, and probably for the same
unspoken reason: this might be a way to escape the humiliating barriers
of segregation.

Born in Virginia in 1865, Sheppard had gone to the state’s Hampton
Institute, one of the few higher educational institutions for blacks in the
South. After further study at the Colored Theological Seminary in Tus-
caloosa, Alabama, he worked as a Presbyterian minister in Montgomery
and Atlanta, where he acquired a reputation for energy, zest, and physical
courage. At one point, he saved someone from drowning; at another, he
ran up three flights of stairs in a burning house to rescue a woman and
got burned in the process. In the late 1880s, Sheppard began petitioning
the Southern Presbyterian Church to send him to Africa as a missionary.

For two years the Presbyterians put Sheppard on hold: church authori-
ties wouldn’t let him go to Africa unless a white man was available to be
his superior. At last, with encouragement from Senator Morgan himself,
an aspiring white missionary appeared — the Reverend Samuel Lapsley, a
year younger than Sheppard and the son of Morgan’s former law partner.
Although one was the descendant of slaves and the other of slave-owners,
the two young clerics hit it off well and set out together for the Congo.
On the way, with introductions from Morgan and Henry Shelton San-
ford, Lapsley met President Benjamin Harrison in Washington and King
Leopold II in Brussels. Sheppard, being black, was not included in these
audiences. Sanford insisted that Lapsley get a silk top hat for his trip to the
Royal Palace to meet Leopold, and the king charmed Lapsley as much as
he did other visitors.

In May 1890, Sheppard and Lapsley arrived in the Congo, and for
some weeks stayed at a mission station just outside Matadi. As the two of
them assembled porters and supplies for the trip around the lower Congo
River rapids, someone else doing the same thing on the streets of this
small hillside town was Joseph Conrad. He and his caravan began walking
up the trail to Stanley Pool eleven days after the Americans.

Having conferred with experienced missionaries at Stanley Pool and
upriver, Lapsley and Sheppard decided to establish the first Southern
Presbyterian mission far up the Kasai River. Sheppard went off into the
bush for several weeks to recruit African helpers; Lapsley stayed at an
American mission station in Leopoldville, where he again crossed paths
with Conrad. (The novelist may have braved not just malaria and dysen-
tery, but also some evangelizing. Conrad, Lapsley wrote home, “is sick in
a room at the other end of the court. As I'sit . . .I look across the fruit and
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palm trees right into his window. He is a gentlemanly fellow. An English
Testament on his table furnishes a handle I hope to use on him.”)

Once they completed their preparations, the two young missionaries
headed up the Kasai. The letters Lapsley sent home during these months
ring with an admiration for Sheppard that would have been nearly im-
possible for a white man to voice for a black back home. “The Bateke
think there is nobody like ‘Mundéle Ndom, the black white man, as they
call Sheppard. . . . His temper is bright and even — really a man of un-
usual graces and strong points of character. So I am thankful to God for
Sheppard.” He describes Sheppard as a “born trader. . . . I let him do
most of the buying,” and speaks admiringly of Sheppard’s physical hardi-
ness and his skill at hunting, of his coping with storms that threatened
to blow away their tents, and of Sheppard’s pulling himself fifteen feet
down an anchor chain underwater to loosen the snagged anchor. Shep-
pard once shot a hippo, jumped into the water to tie a rope around it,
and narrowly escaped a crocodile who also had an eye on the hippo.
The black man was supposed to be the junior partner in the mission,
but as one reads Lapsley’s letters, one is reminded of James Barrie’s
play The Admirable Crichton, in which a yacht full of upper-class Britons
is shipwrecked on an island, and the resourceful butler becomes the
leader.

William Sheppard was the first black American missionary in the
Congo. As we listen to him in the book, letters, and magazine articles he
writes over the next two decades, and in speeches given to rapt audiences
at Hampton and elsewhere while he is on leave, we hear someone strik-
ingly different from almost all the Americans and Europeans who have
been to Africa before him. He 1s, to be sure, a Christian evangelist, and
remains one for the twenty years he works in Africa. He occasionally
expresses the customary condescension toward “the dense darkness of
heathenism” and the “wild, naked savages, bowing down to idols, filled
with superstition and sin.” But his tone is usually far different. “I always
wanted to live in Africa,” Sheppard writes to a friend back in the United
States; “I felt that I would be happy, and so I am.” He eagerly absorbs his
new surroundings along the Kasai River: “We immediately began to
study their language by pointing at objects and writing down the names
they gave us”” He acquires pet parrots and a small black monkey jokingly
named Tippu Tip, after the Afro-Arab slave-trader. His voice, stronger and
more confident, becomes that of a man who feels, in a way that is perhaps,
politically and religiously, too risky for him to fully explore, that he has

154

THE WOOD THAT WEEPS

come home. He rejoices at being among “my people” in “the country of
my forefathers.”

In early 1892, Lapsley had to go to Boma, the capital, on mission
business, and left Sheppard alone for some months on the Kasai. When
Sheppard joyfully met the steamer he thought was bringing Lapsley back,
to his shock he found a letter from another missionary:

Dear Bro. Sheppard:
You will be surprised and grieved to know that your friend
and comrade, Rev. S. N. Lapsley, while here at the coast was taken

down with bilious hematuric fever, and on the 26th of March
died”

The Southern Presbyterians, embarrassed to find themselves with a
black man in de facto command of their new Congo mission, dispatched
more white Presbyterians to the Congo. By the time they arrived, Shep-
pard had had several years’ experience in the territory, and had become,
according to a Belgian trader, very popular “among the BaKuba whose
language he alone speaks of all the Europeans.”

Sheppard continued to thrive. He loved to hunt and was famous for
his charismatic oratory and strength. He rode what he cheerfully claimed
was the first bicycle in central Africa. His joi de vivre seems to have made
him liked by almost everyone, black and white. It may be a measure of his
popularity that when, later in his life, he strayed from his marriage and
fathered a son with a village woman, the transgression did not end his
career in the church. The boy, called Shapit, as the Africans called his
father, eventually ended up running the mission printing press.

Unlike other missionaries, generally a pretty somber-looking lot, in
photographs Sheppard seems to be enjoying himself, whether posing
with game he has shot or jubilantly displaying a giant dead snake or
strumming a banjo. Tall and husky, he stands among a group of black
warriors with spears and shields, holding a spear himself. Or, with a rifle,
he grins broadly, a row of men with bows and arrows arrayed beside him.
Again and again, Sheppard strikes a distinctive pose. He is wearing a
white sun helmet, white shirt, white tie, white linen suit, even white
canvas shoes. His chest is thrust out, his hands confidently on his hips, and.
amid a group of Africans, his smile is warm and proud and almost pro-
prietary. He has the distinct look of a football coach showing off a
winning team.
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The area where Sheppard was working bordered on the homeland of
the Kuba people. The Kuba are among Africa’s greatest artists, working in
masks, sculpture, textiles, and elaborately carved tools; Sheppard’s collec-
tion of Kuba art, much of which ended up at his alma mater in Virginia,
was the first significant one acquired by an outsider. He made ethno-
graphic notes on the Kuba and other peoples of the Kasai region and
recorded ancestral myths, rituals, and crop yields.Although he is frank
to say when some practice — such as human sacrifice, or the killing
of women as witches — appalls him, his writings show an empathetic,
respectful curiosity about African customs radically different from the
harsh, quick judgments of someone like Stanley. Sheppard was particu-
larly impressed with the Kuba, who “make one feel that he has again
entered a land of civilization. . . . Perhaps they got their civilization from
the Egyptians — or the Egyptians got theirs from the Bakuba!” Sheppard
was fascinated when he saw a Kuba ceremonial cup for drinking palm
wine; carved on it was a face with features strikingly similar to those on
ancient Egyptian artifacts. “The cup is made of mahogany,” Sheppard
wrote, “and the face on it seems to verify their tradition that many, many
years ago they came from a far-away land.”

Because of its location deep in the Congo’s interior, the Kuba king-
dom had been largely protected from the slave-raiders of both the east
and west coasts. The Kuba valued their 1solation and did all they could to
keep outsiders at bay. Their homeland was within the boundaries of the
territory Europe had recognized as Leopolds, but at this early stage of
colony-building his sovereignty over more remote areas existed only on
paper. For nearly a decade, Belgian traders had been trying to gain access
to the Kuba kingdom and had been repeatedly turned away; gifts they
sent to its king were returned.

Achieving something most anthropologists can only dream of, in 1892
Sheppard became the first foreigner to reach the town of Ifuca, seat of the
court of the Kuba king, Kot aMbweeky II. The king had repeatedly
threatened to behead anyone who helped strangers intrude, so no one
dared give Sheppard directions. It took him and a small group of Africans
three months to find their way to the capital, which they finally did by

clandestinely following the trail of an ivory caravan. Sheppard was still

dressed all in white, including white canvas shoes, and “what had been,”
he writes ruefully, his white linen suit.

The king angrily ordered Sheppard, his followers, and everyone who
had helped them brought to court for beheading. Then he discovered
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that the intruder had dark skin and could speak some Kuba. This meant,
the elders decided, that he was a reincarnated spirit. Furthermore, they
announced that they knew just who he was: Bope Mekabe, a former
king. According to Sheppard, nothing he could say about his greater king
in heaven would convince them otherwise.*

This visit was one of the high points of Sheppard’s life and provided a
mine of information for later scholars, for the Kuba had one of central
Africa’s most sophisticated political systems. Sheppard remained at the
Kuba court for four months, and, interested in all he saw, made notes
about everything from court rituals to the workings of a royal police
force that dealt with thefis and other crimes. Servants spread leopard skins
for him to walk on whenever he approached the king, who sat on an
ivory throne and wore a crown of beads and feathers.

“I grew very fond of the Bakuba. . . " he writes. “They were the
finest looking race I had seen in Africa, dignified, graceful, courageous,
honest, with an open smiling countenance and really hospitable. Their
knowledge of weaving, embroidery, wood carving and smelting was the
highest in equatorial Africa”” Sheppard attended an annual gathering of
chiefs and headmen from the towns of the kingdom, where each in turn
reported on births, deaths, harvests, and other events in his domain and
did a ceremonial dance. The book he later wrote about his experiences in
Africa is entitled Presbyterian Pioneers in Congo, but the distinctly un-
Presbyterian Kuba run away with the story. His is a valuable, firsthand
look at one of the last great African kingdoms unchanged by European
influence. The Kuba creation myth, Sheppard reports, “says that their first
people, man and woman, were let down from the skies by a rope, from
which they untied themselves and the rope was drawn up.”

Soon after this first visit to the Kuba, Sheppard headed back to the
United States on leave. On the way he was invited to lecture at Exeter
Hall in London. For his travels in the Kuba kingdom and his discovery of
a lake Europeans had not known about, he was made a fellow of the
Royal Geographical Society, the only Presbyterian missionary so honored.
The society also named his discovery Lake Sheppard. In Washington,
Sheppard presented President Grover Cleveland with a Kuba bamboo

* The noted anthropologist Jan Vansina has a different interpretation: Since the name Bope
Mekabe is not in the Kuba royal genealogy, he suggests that the Kuba may have under-
stood who Sheppard was, and were simply trying to flatter him into revealing the plans of
other Europeans who wanted to enter the kingdom.
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mat; on a later visit, he gave Theodore Roosevelt a pipe and a palm-fiber
coverlet. On these trips home, Sheppard delivered innumerable speeches,
at colleges, universities, and churches throughout the country, and his
fervent preaching about Africa recruited more black missionaries for the
Presbyterians. One of them, Lucy Gantt, a teacher and talented singer
whom he had known while still a theology student, he married. To help
staff what eventually became several mission stations, more white Presby-
terians came to Africa as well, and a white man was always in charge. On
the official rolls of the Southern Presbyterian mission society published
in the United States, Sheppard and his new recruits always had “(col-
ored)” or “(c.)” after their names. But in Africa itself he did not feel
relegated to second-class citizenship: he called one of his children Max-
amalinge, after a son of the Kuba king.

Not surprisingly, the Kuba were happy with their existing way of life,
and, despite their friendliness toward Sheppard, showed little interest in
Christianity. The mission station Sheppard ran among them made few
converts. But Sheppard had become so well known back home for his
discoveries that the Presbyterians were afraid of an adverse public reac-
tion if they closed his mission to the Kuba and stationed him elsewhere.

The entire Kasai region, like the rest of the Congo, in time suc-
cumbed to the tightening grip of the Congo state. Some eight years after
Sheppard’s historic visit, Leopold’s forces finally reached and looted the
Kuba capital.

The raid on the capital, like many other events in the Congo, was trig-
gered by a discovery far away. One day a few years before William Shep-
pard first embarked for Africa, a veterinary surgeon with a majestic white
beard was tinkering with his son’s tricycle at his home in Belfast, Ireland.
John Dunlop was trying to solve a problem that had bedeviled bicyclists
for many years: how do you get a gentle ride without springs? Dunlop
finally devised a practical way of making a long-sought solution, an
inflatable rubber tire. In 1890 the Dunlop Company began making tires
— setting off a bicycle craze and starting a new industry just in time, it
turned out, for the coming of the automobile.

Europeans had known about rubber ever since Christopher Colum-
bus noticed it in the West Indies. In the late 1700s, a British scientist gave
the substance its English name when he noticed it could rub out pencil
marks. The Scot Charles Macintosh contributed his name to the language
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in 1823 when he figured out a mass-production method for doing some-
thing long practiced by the Indians of the Americas: applying rubber to
cloth to make it waterproof. Sixteen years later, the American inventor
Charles Goodyear accidentally spilled sulfur into some hot rubber on his
stove. He discovered that the resulting mixture did not turn stiff when
cold or smelly and gooey when hot — major problems for those trying
to make rubber boots or raincoats before then. But it was not until the
early 1890s, half a decade after Dunlop fitted the pneumatic tire onto his
son’s tricycle wheel, that the worldwide rubber boom began. The indus-
trial world rapidly developed an appetite not just for rubber tires, but for
hoses, tubing, gaskets, and the like, and for rubber insulation for the
telegraph, telephone, and electrical wiring now rapidly encompassing the
globe. Suddenly factories could not get enough of the magical commod-
ity, and its price rose throughout the 1890s. Nowhere did the boom have
a more drastic impact on people’s lives than in the equatorial rain forest,
where wild rubber vines snaked high into the trees, that covered nearly
half of King Leopold’s Congo.

For Leopold, the rubber boom was a godsend. He had gone danger-
ously into debt with his Congo investments, but he now saw that the
return would be more lucrative than he had ever imagined. The world
did not lose its desire for ivory, but by the late 189os wild rubber had far
surpassed it as the main source of revenue from the Congo. His fortune
assured, the king eagerly grilled functionaries returning from the Congo
about rubber harvests; he devoured a constant stream of telegrams and
reports from the territory, marking them up in the margins and passing
them on to aides for action. His letters from this period are filled with
numbers: commodity prices from world markets, interest rates on loans,
quantities of rifles to be shipped to the Congo, tons of rubber to be
shipped to Europe, and the exact dimensions of the triumphal arch in
Brussels he was planning to build with his newfound profits. Reading the
king’s correspondence is like reading the letters of the CEO of a corpora-
tion that has just developed a profitable new product and is racing to take
advantage of it before competitors can get their assembly lines going.

The competition Leopold worried about was from cultivated rubber,
which comes not from a vine but a tree. Rubber trees, however, require
much care and some years before they grow large enough to be tapped.
The king voraciously demanded ever greater quantities of wild rubber
from the Congo, because he knew that the price would drop once
plantations of rubber trees in Latin America and Asia reached maturity.
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This did indeed happen, but by then the Congo had had a wild-rubber
boom nearly two decades long. During that time the search knew no
bounds.

As with the men bringing in ivory, those supplying rubber to the
Congo state and private companies were rewarded according to the
amount they turned in. In 1903, one particularly “productive” agent
received a commission eight times his annual salary. But the big money
flowed directly back to Antwerp and Brussels, in the capital mostly to
either side of the rue Bréderode, the small street that separated the back
of the Royal Palace from several buildings holding offices of the Congo
state and Congo business operations.

Even though Leopold’s privately controlled state got half of conces-
sion-company profits, the king made vastly more money from the land
the state exploited directly. But because the concession companies were
not managed so secretively, we have better statistics from them. In 1897,
for example, one of the companies, the Anglo-Belgian India Rubber and
Exploration Company, or A.B.I.R., spent 1.3 francs per kilo to harvest
rubber in the Congo and ship it to the company’s headquarters at Ant-
werp — where it was sold for prices that sometimes reached 10 francs
per kilo, a profit of more than 700 percent. By 1898, the price of A.B.I.Rs
stock was nearly thirty times what it had been six years earlier. Between
1890 and 1904, total Congo rubber earnings increased ninety-six times
over. By the turn of the century, the Etat Indépendant du Congo had
become, far and away, the most profitable colony in Africa. The profits
came swiftly because, transportation costs aside, harvesting wild rubber
required no cultivation, no fertilizers, no capital investment in expensive
equipment. [t required only labor.

How was this labor to be found? For the Congo’s rulers, this posed a
problem. They could not simply round up men, chain them together, and
put them to work under the eye of an overseer with a chicotte, as they did
with porters. To gather wild rubber, people must disperse widely through
the rain forest and often climb trees.

Rubber is coagulated sap; the French word for it, caoutchouc, comes
from a South American Indian word meaning “the wood that weeps.”
The wood that wept in the Congo was a long spongy vine of the
Landolphia genus. Up to a foot thick at the base, a vine would twine
upward around a tree to a hundred feet or more off the ground, where it
could reach sunlight. There, branching, it might wind its way hundreds of
feet through the upper limbs of another half-dozen trees. To gather the
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rubber, you had to slash the vine with a knife and hang a bucket or
earthenware pot to collect the slow drip of thick, milky sap. You could
make a small incision to tap the vine, or — officially forbidden but
widely practiced — cut through it entirely, which produced more rubber
but killed the vine. Once the vines near a village were drained dry,
workers had to go ever deeper into the forest until, before long, most
harvesters were traveling at least one or two days to find fresh vines. As
the lengths of vine within reach of the ground were tapped dry, workers
climbed high into the trees to reach sap. “We . . . passed a man on the
road who had broken his back by falling from a tree while . . . tapping
some vines,” wrote onc nissionary. Furthermore, heavy tropical down-
pours during much of the year turned large areas of the rain forest, where
the rubber vines grew, into swampland.

No payments of trinkets or brass wire were enough to make people
stay in the flooded forest for days at a time to do work that was so arduous
— and physically painful. A gatherer had to dry the syrup-like rubber so
that it would coagulate, and often the only way to do so was to spread the
substance on his arms, thighs, and chest. “The first few times it is not
without pain that the man pulls it off the hairy parts of his body;” Louis
Chaltin, a Force Publique officer, confided to his journal in 1892. “The
native doesn’t like making rubber. He must be compelled to do it’

How was he to be compelled? A trickle of news and rumor gradually
made its way to Europe. “An example of what is done was told me up
the Ubangi [River],” the British vice consul reported in 1899. “This
officer[’] . . . method . . . was to arrive in canoes at a village, the inhabi-
tants of which invariably bolted on their arrival; the soldiers were then
landed, and commenced looting, taking all the chickens, grain, etc., out of
the houses; after this they attacked the natives until able to seize their
women; these women were kept as hostages until the Chief of the district
brought in the required number of kilogrammes of rubber. The rubber
having been brought, the women were sold back to their owners for a
couple of goats apiece, and so he continued from village to village until
the requisite amount of rubber had been collected”’

Sometimes the hostages were women, sometimes children, sometimes
elders or chiefs. Every state or company post in the rubber areas had a
stockade for hostages. If you were a male villager, resisting the order to
gather rubber could mean death for your wife. She might die anyway, for
in the stockades food was scarce and conditions were harsh. “The women
taken during the last raid at Engwettra are causing me no end of trouble.”
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wrote Force Publique officer Georges Bricusse in his diary on November
22, 1895. “All the soldiers want one. The sentries who are supposed to
watch them unchain the prettiest ones and rape them.”

Leopold, of course, never proclaimed hostage-taking as official policy;
if anyone made such charges, authorities in Brussels indignantly denied
them. But out in the field, far from prying eyes, the pretense was dropped.
Instructions on taking hostages were even given in the semiofficial in-
struction book, the revealing Manuel du Voyageur et du Résident au Congo, a
copy of which the administration gave to each agent and each state post.
The manual’s five volumes cover everything from keeping servants obe-
dient to the proper firing of artillery salutes. Taking hostages was one
more routine piece of work:

In Africa taking prisoners is . . . an easy thing to do, for if the
natives hide, they will not go far from their village and must
come to look for food in the gardens which surround it. In
watching these carefully, you will be certain of capturing people
after a brief delay. . . . When you feel you have enough captives,
you should choose among them an old person, preferably an old
woman. Make her a present and send her to her chief to begin
negotiations. The chief, wanting to see his people set free, will
usually decide to send representatives.

Seldom does history offer us a chance to see such detailed instructions
for those carrying out a regime of terror. The tips on hostage-taking are
in the volume of the manual called Practical Questions, which was com-
piled by an editorial committee of about thirty people. One member —
he worked on the book during a two-year period following his stint as
the head-collecting station chief at Stanley Falls — was Léon Rom.

£BR

Hostage-taking set the Congo apart from most other forced-labor re-
gimes. But in other ways it resembled them. As would be true decades
later of the Soviet gulag, another slave labor system for harvesting raw
materials, the Congo operated by quotas. In Siberia the quotas concerned
cubic meters of timber cut or tons of gold ore mined by prisoners each
day; in the Congo the quota was for kilos of rubber. In the AB.LR.
concession company’s rich territory just below the Congo River’s great
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half-circle bend, for example, the normal quota assigned to each village
was three to four kilos of dried rubber per adult male per fortnight —
which essentially meant full-time fabor for those men. Elsewhere, quotas
were higher and might be raised as time went on. An official in the
Mongala River basin in the far north, controlled by another concession
company, the Société Anversoise du Commerce au Congo, estimated that
to fill their quota, rubber gatherers had to spend twenty-four days a
month in the forest, where they built crude cages to sleep in for protec-
tion — not always successful —- against leopards.

To get at parts of the vine high off the ground, men frantic to get every
possible drop of rubber would sometimes tear down the whole vine, slice
it into sections, and squeeze the rubber out. Although the Congo state
issued strict orders against killing the vines this way, it also applied the
chicotte to men who didn’t bring in enough rubber. The chicotte prevailed.
One witness saw Africans who had to dig up roots in order to find
enough rubber to meet their quotas.

The entire system was militarized. Force Publique garrisons were
scattered everywhere, often supplying their firepower to the companies
under contract. In addition, each company had its own militia force,
euphemistically called “sentries.” In military matters as in almost every-
thing else, the companies operated as an extension of the Congo state,
and when hostages had to be taken or a rebellious village subdued.
company sentries and Force Publique soldiers often took to the field
together.

Wherever rubber vines grew, the population was tightly controllea.
Usually you had to get a permit from the state or company agent in order
to visit a friend or relative in another village. In some areas, you were
required to wear a numbered metal disk, attached to a cord around your
neck, so that company agents could keep track of whether you had met
your quota. Huge numbers of Africans were conscripted into this labor
army: in 1906, the books of A.B.I.R. alone, responsible for only a small
fraction of the Congo state’s rubber production, listed forty-seven thou-
sand rubber gatherers.

All along the rivers, columns of exhausted men, carrying baskets of
lumpy gray rubber on their heads, sometimes walked twenty miles or
more to assemble near the houses of European agents, who sat on their
verandas and weighed the loads of rubber. At one collection point, a
missionary counted four hundred men with baskets. After the sap was
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turned in, it was formed into rough slabs, each the size of a small suitcase,
and left to dry in the sun. Then it was shipped downriver, on a barge or
scow towed by a steamboat, the first stage of the long journey to Europe.

The state and the companies generally paid villagers for their rubber
with a piece of cloth, beads, a few spoonfuls of salt, or a knife. These cost
next to nothing, and the knives were essential tools for gathering more
rubber. On at least one occasion, a chief who forced his people to gather
rubber was paid in human beings. A legal dispute between two white
officials near Stanley Falls put the following exchange on record in 1901.
The witness being questioned was Liamba, chief of a village named
Malinda:

Question: Did M. Hottiaux [a company official] ever give you
living women or children?

Answer: Yes, he gave me six women and two men.

Question: What for?

Answer: In payment for rubber which I brought into the sta-
tion, telling me I could eat them, or kill them, or use them as
slaves — as I liked.

EBE

The rain forest bordering the Kasai River was rich in rubber, and William
Sheppard and the other American Presbyterians there found themselves
in the midst of a cataclysm. The Kasai was also the scene of some of the
strongest resistance to Leopold’s rule. Armed men of a chief allied with
the regime rampaged through the region where Sheppard worked, plun-
dering and burning more than a dozen villages. Floods of desperate
refugees sought help at Sheppard’s mission station.

In 1899 the reluctant Sheppard was ordered by his superiors to travel
into the bush, at some risk to himself, to investigate the source of the
fighting. There he found bloodstained ground, destroyed villages, and
many bodies; the air was thick with the stench of rotting flesh. On the day
he reached the marauders’ camp, his eye was caught by a large number of
objects being smoked. The chief “conducted us to a framework of sticks,
under which was burning a slow fire, and there they were, the right
hands, I counted them, 81 in all.” The chief told Sheppard, “See! Here is
our evidence. I always have to cut off the right hands of those we kill in
order to show the State how many we have killed.” He proudly showed
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Sheppard some of the bodies the hands had come from. The smoking
preserved the hands in the hot, moist climate, for it might be days or
weeks before the chief could display them to the proper official and
receive credit for his kills.

Sheppard had stumbled on one of the most grisly aspects of Leopold’s
rubber system. Like the hostage-taking, the severing of hands was delib-
erate policy, as even high officials would later admit. “During my time in
the Congo I was the first commissioner of the Equator district,” recalled
Charles Lemaire after his retirement. “As soon as it was a question of
rubber, I wrote to the government, “To gather rubber in the district . . .
one must cut off hands, noses and ears.’”

If a village refused to submit to the rubber regime, state or company
troops or their allies sometimes shot everyone in sight, so that nearby
villages would get the message. But on such occasions some European
officers were mistrustful. For each cartridge issued to their soldiers they
demanded proof  that the bullet had been used to kill someone, not
“wasted” in hunting or, worse yet, saved for possible use in a mutiny. The
standard proof was the right hand from a corpse. Or occasionally not
from a corpse. “Sometimes,” said one officer to a missionary, soldiers
“shot a cartridge at an animal in hunting; they then cut off a hand from a
living man.” In some military units there was even a “keeper of the
hands”; his job was the smoking.

Sheppard was not the first foreign witness to see severed hands in the
Congo, nor would he be the last. But the articles he wrote for missionary
magazines about his grisly find were reprinted and quoted widely, both in
Europe and the United States, and it is partly due to him that people
overseas began to associate the Congo with severed hands. A half-dozen
vears after Sheppard’s stark discovery, while attacking the expensive public
works Leopold was building with his Congo profits, the socialist leader
Emile Vandervelde would speak in the Belgian Parliament of “monu-
mental arches which one will someday call the Arches of the Severed
Hands.” William Sheppard’s outspokenness would eventually bring down
the wrath of the authorities and one day Vandervelde, an attorney, would
find himself defending Sheppard in a Congo courtroom. But that is
getting ahead of our story.

As the rubber terror spread throughout the rain forest, it branded
people with memories that remained raw for the rest of their lives. A
Catholic priest who recorded oral histories half a century later quotes a
man, Tswambe, speaking of a particularly hated state official named Léon
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Fiévez, who terrorized a district along the river three hundred miles
north of Stanley Pool:

All the blacks saw this man as the Devil of the Equator. . . . From
all the bodies killed in the field, you had to cut off the hands. He
wanted to see the number of hands cut off by each soldier, who
had to bring them in baskets. . . . A village which refused to
provide rubber would be completely swept clean. As a young
man, [ saw [Fiévez’s] soldier Molili, then guarding the village of
Boyeka, take a big net, put ten arrested natives in it, attach big
stones to the net, and make it tumble into the river. . . . Rubber
caused these torments; that’s why we no longer want to hear its
name spoken. Soldiers made young men kill or rape their own
mothers and sisters.

A Force Publique officer who passed through Fiévez’s post in 1894
quotes Fiévez himself describing what he did when the surrounding
villages failed to supply his troops with the fish and manioc he had
demanded: “I made war against them. One example was enough: a hun-
dred heads cut off, and there have been plenty of supplies at the station
ever since. My goal is ultimately humanitarian. I killed a hundred people
.. . but that allowed five hundred others to live.”

With “humanitarian” ground rules that included cutting off hands and
heads, sadists like Fiévez had a field day. The station chief at M’Bima used
his revolver to shoot holes in Africans’ ear lobes. Raoul de Premorel, an
agent working along the Kasai River, enjoyed giving large doses of castor
oil to people he considered malingerers. When villagers, in a desperate
attempt to meet the weight quota, turned in rubber mixed with dirt or
pebbles to the agent Albéric Detiége, he made them eat it. When two
porters failed to use a designated latrine, a district commissioner, Jean
Verdussen, ordered them paraded in front of troops, their faces rubbed
with excrement.

As news of the white man’s soldiers and their baskets of severed hands
spread through the Congo, a myth gained credence with Africans that
was a curious reversal of the white obsession with black cannibalism.
The cans of corned beef seen in white men’s houses, it was said, did
not contain meat from the animals shown on the label; they contained

chopped-up hands.
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“some satanic litany”: Conrad, p. 66.
“lo! the darkeness found him out”: Chinua Achebe, “An Image of Africa: Racism in
Conrad’s Heart of Darkness,” reprinted in Conrad, p. 261.
“the Company was run_for profit”’: Conrad, p. 16.
footnote: Conrad and Hueffer, p. 165.
“the noble cause”: Conrad, p. 12.
“science and progress”: Conrad, p. 28.
“sketch in oils”: Conrad, p. 27.
“vibrating with eloquence . . . Exterminate all the brutes!”: Conrad, pp. s0—ST1.
in a Belgian museum: the Musée Royal de I'Afrique Centrale at Tervuren.
“he generally responds with something stupid”: Rom, Le Négre du Congo, pp. 5—6.
“they will have at the next stop”: Rom, Le Neégre du Congo, p. 84.
“getting himself adored”: Conrad, p. 56.
“He makes his agents . . . the role of a second Rom”: Leclercq, p. 264.
“in front of the station!”: Whahis to Van Eetvelde, 2 Nov. 1896, quoted in Marchal 1,

p. 298.
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“burns like the altar flame”: Tennant to Stanley, 6 May 1890 and 9 May 1890, quoted in
McLynn 2, pp. 328—329.

“like a monkey in a cage”: Stanley’s journal, 9 Sept. 1890, quoted in McLynn 2, p. 334.

“he considered sex for the beasts”: McLynn 2,p. 334

“general mediocrity”: McLynn 2, p. 376.

“untrained, undisciplined, loutish and ill-bred”: Stanley to Mackinnon, 25 Dec. 1890,
quoted in McLynn 2,p. 337.

William Sheppard: The most thorough study of Sheppard is Phipps. See also Schall,
Shaloff, Roth, Walter Williams, Sheppard, and numerous articles by and about
Sheppard in the Southern Workman.

“to the homes of their ancestors”: Shaloff, p. 15.

in the process: The Missionary, vol. xxvi, no. 6, pp. 219—220.

as much as he did other visitors: Lapsley, p. 44.

“furnishes a handle 1 hope to use on him”: Lapsley to his “Aunt Elsie,” in Lapsley, p. 83.
A misprint in Lapsley erroneously dates this letter 1891.

“black white man, as they call Sheppard”: Lapsley to “Aunt Elsie,” Lapsley, p. 83.

“thankful to God for Sheppard”: Lapsley to his mother, 22 Dec. 1890, Lapsley, p. 94.

“T let him do most of the buying”: Lapsley, p. 108.

“the dense darkness . . . filled with superstition and sin”: William Sheppard in the South-
ern Workman 44 (1915), pp- 166, 169, quoted in Schall, pp. 114-115.

“I would be happy, and so I am”: Sheppard to Dr.S. H. Henkel, 5 Jan. 1892, quoted in
Shaloff, p. 29.

“the names they gave us”: Sheppard, “Yesterday, To-day and To-morrow in Africa,” in
Southern Workman, Aug. 1910, p. 445.

“my people”: Walter Williams, p. 138.

“the couniry of my forefathers”: letter from Sheppard to The Missionary, Sept. 1890,
quoted in Walter Williams, p. 138.

“and on the 26th of March died”: S. C. Gordon to Sheppard, quoted in Shaloff, p. 30.

321



NOTES

155 “he alone speaks of all the Europeans”: Ernest Stache to the Board of World Missions of
the Presbyterian Church, 7 Aug. 1892, quoted in Shaloff, p. 32.

155 strayed from his marriage: Phipps, p. 118; Benedetto, pp. 30, 423—425.

156  “got theirs from the Bakuba!”: Sheppard in the Southern Workman, Dec. 1893, pp. 184—
187, quoted in Walter Williams, p. 143.

156 “came from a far-away land”: Sheppard, “African Handicrafts and Superstitions,”
Southern Workman, Sept. 1921, pp. 403—404.

156 the first foreigner: Vansina 2,p. 3.

157 a former king: This is the way Sheppard usually told the story, as, for example, when he
spoke at Hampton on 14 Nov. 1893 (reprinted in the Southern Workman, April
1895, “Into the Heart of Africa,” p. 65): “You are Bo-pe Mekabé, who reigned
before my father and who died.” Although on several occasions (Southern Work-
man, April 1905, p. 218, and Sept. 1921, p. 403), he said he was taken for a dead
son of the present king.

157 footnote: Shaloff, p. 45.

157 information for later scholars: Vansina 2 is the definitive scholarly treatment of the Kuba.
To avoid confusion, however, in quotations from Sheppard and elsewhere, I have
generally used Sheppards spelling of African names.

157 “the highest in equatorial Africa”: Sheppard, p. 137.

157 Presbyterian Pioneers in Congo: A later edition is called Pioneers in Congo.

157 “and the rope was drawn up”: Sheppard, p. 119.

159 to aides for action: Liebrechts, pp. 37—38.

160 eight times his annual salary: Harms 3,p. 132.

160 nearly thirty times what it had been six years earlier: Harms 3, pp. 130-131.

160 increased ninety-six times over: Nelson, p. 82.

161 “tapping some vines”: Official Organ, Sept. 1907, p. 10.

161 “must be compelled to do it”: Louis Chaltin, journal, 16 July 1892, quoted in Northrup,
p. SI.

161  “the requisite amount of rubber had been collected”: Pulteney to FO, 15 Sept. 1899, FO
10/731,no0. 5, quoted in Cookey, pp. s0—sI fn.

162 “unchain the prettiest ones and rape them”: Bricusse, p. 81.

162 “will usually decide to send representatives”: Donny, vol. 1, pp. 139—140.

163  three to four kilos of dried rubber per adult male per fortnight: Harms 3,p. 132.

163 against leopards: Daniel Vangroenweghe “Le Red Rubber de I’ Anversoise, 1899—1900,
Documents inédits” in Annales Aequatoria 6 (1985), p. §7.

163 and squeeze the rubber out: Harms 1, p. 81.

163 forty-seven thousand rubber gatherers: Harms 1, p. 79.

163 four hundred men with baskets: Hartns 3, p. 134.

164  “use them as slaves — as I liked”: Canisius, p. 267.

164 some of the strongest resistance to Leopold’s rule: Marchal 4, pp. 106-107.

164  “I counted them, 81 in all”: Sheppard diary, 14 Sept. 1899, Sheppard Papers.

164 “to show the State how many we have killed”: Sheppard in The Missionary, Feb. 1900,
p. 61.

165 “cut off hands, noses and ears”: Charles Lemaire, Belgique et Congo (Gand: A. Van-
deweghe, 1908), p. 64, quoted in Vangroenweghe, p. 46.

165 “cut off a hand from a living man”: Ellsworth E. Faris, journal, 23 Aug. 1869, quoted in
Morel s, p. 248.
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NOTES

“keeper of the hands”: Vangroenweghe, p. 234.

“Arches of the Severed Hands”: Parliamentary debate of 28 Feb. 1905, quoted in
Vangroenweghe, p. 288.

“rape their own mothers and sisters”: Boelaert, pp. 58-59.

“allowed five hundred others to live”: Bricusse, p. 56. (11 June 1894).

shoot holes in Afvicans’ ear lobes: Guy Burrows, The Curse of Central Africa (London:
R. A.Everett & Co., 1903), pp. Xvili—XiX.

large doses of castor oil: de Premorel, p. 64.

he made them eat it: Marchal 4, p. 85.

rubbed with excrement: Marchal 1, p. 391.

contained chopped-up hands: Bremen 1, pp. 119—120.

II. A SECRET SOCIETY OF MURDERERS

“except money!” Bauer, p. 169.

“one day or another come on to the market”: conversation of 30 Aug. 1892 in
Auguste Roeykens, Le baron Léon de Béthune au service de Léopold II (Brussels:
Académie Royale des Sciences d’Outre-Mer, 1964), p. 56, quoted in Stengers 2,
p- 286.

“moving Europe so deeply”: Emerson, pp. 193—194.

understated the state’s real profits: Marchal 1,p. 353.

more than a hundred million francs: Vangroenweghe, p. 87.

Leopold’s daily routine: For eyewitness accounts, see Stinglhamber and Dresse, espe-
cially pp. 38—s50,and Carton de Wiart, especially pp. 44 and 123-130.

“P'll also take some cutlets”: Stinglhamber and Dresse, p. 88.

“thinking that Africans are black?”: Emerson, p. 221.

“by the hands of giants”: C. Vauthier, “Le chemin de fer du Congo de Matadi
i Léopoldville. Les environs de Matadi et le massif de Palabala,” in Bulletin
de la Société Géographique d’Anvers 13 [1887?], pp. 377—378, quoted in Kivilu,
p. 324.

twelve miles in length: Cornet, p. 376.

“what would it cost?”: Leopold to Thys, 31 May 1888, quoted in Cornet, p. 236.

east coast and then home: Cornet, p. 236.

each telegraph pole one European life: Axelson, p. 204.

close to 1800 a year: Marchal 3, p. 143,p. 153.

forced them back: Cornet, p. 209.

eleven million pounds: Gann and Duignan 2, p. 123.

footnote: Emile Wangermée, journal, 31 Jan. 1899, quoted in Lagergren, p. 294 fn.

“to save us from the rubber trouble?”: Regions Beyond, April 1897, quoted in Slade 1,
p- 25I.

“We want to die”: Axelson, pp. 259—260.

“(toujours désagréable)”:]. De Witte, Monseigneur Augouard (Paris: Emile-Paul Fréres,

1924), p. 71, quoted in Slade 1,p. 255.

“time of service will soon be finished”: Morel 3, pp. 43—44.

reportedly paid a visit: Fox Bourne to Morel, 21 Nov. 1903, quoted in Louis 1, p. 99 fn.

“dared to kill an Englishman”: Lionel Decle in the Pall Mall Gazette, 11 June 1896,
quoted in Louis 3, p. 5§75.
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