Our village is called Waniendo, after our chief Niendo. . . .Itisa
large village near a small stream, and surrounded by large ﬁclds of
mohago (cassava) and muhindu (maize) and other foods, for we all
worked hard at our plantations, and always had plenty to eat.

We never had war in our country, and the men had not many

arms except knives. . . .

We were all busy in the fields hoeing our plantations, for it
was the rainy season, and the weeds sprang quickly up, when a
runner came to the village saying that a large band of men was
coming, that they all wore red caps and blue cloth, and carried
guns and long knives, and that many white men were with them,
the chief of whom was Kibalanga [the African name for a Force
Publique officer named Oscar Michaux, who once received a
Sword of Honor from Leopold’s own hands]. Niendo at once
called all the chief men to his house, while the drums were
beaten to summon the people to the village. A long consultation
was held, and finally we were all told to go quietly to the fields
and bring in ground-nuts, plantains, and cassava for the warriors
who were coming, and goats and fowls for the white men. The
women all went with baskets and filled them, and then put them
in the road. . . . Niendo thought that, by giving presents of much
food, he would induce the strangers to pass on without harming
us. And so it proved. . . .

When the white men and their warriors had gone, we went
again to our work, and were hoping that they would not return;
but this they did in a very short time. As before, we brought in
great heaps of food; but this time Kibalanga did not move away
directly, but camped near our village, and his soldiers came and
stole all our fowls and goats and tore up our cassava; but we did
not mind that as long as they did not harm us. The next morning

.. soon after the sun rose over the hill, a large band of soldiers
came into the village, and we all went into the houses and sat
down. We were not long seated when the soldiers came rushing
in shouting, and threatening Niendo with their guns. They
~ rushed into the houses and dragged the people out. Three or four
came to our house and caught hold of me, also my husband
_ Oleka and my sister Kaunga. We were dragged into the road, and
were tied together with cords about our necks, so that we could
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to each cord, and the men in the same way. When we were all
collected — and there were many from other villages whom we
now saw, and many from Waniendo — the soldiers brought bas-
kets of food for us to carry, in some of which was smoked human
flesh. . ..

We then set off marching very quickly. My sister Katinga had
her baby in her arms, and was not compelled to carry a basket;
but my husband Oleka was made to carry a goat. We marched
until the afternoon, when we camped near a stream, where we
were glad to drink, for we were much athirst. We had nothing to
eat, for the soldiers would give us nothing. . . . The next day we
continued the march, and when we camped at noon were given
some maize and plantains, which were gathered near a village
from which the people had run away. So it continued each day
until the fifth day, when the soldiers took my sister’s baby and
threw it in the grass, leaving it to die, and made her carry some
cooking pots which they found in the deserted village. On the
sixth day we became very weak from lack of food and from
constant marching and sleeping in the damp grass, and my hus-
band, who marched behind us with the goat, could not stand up
longer, and so he sat down beside the path and refused to walk
more. The soldiers beat him, but still he refused to move. Then
one of them struck him on the head with the end of his gun, and
he fell upon the ground. One of the soldiers caught the goat,
while two or three others stuck the long knives they put on the
ends of their guns into my husband. I saw the blood spurt out,
and then saw him no more, for we passed over the brow of a hill
and he was out of sight. Many of the young men were killed the
same way, and many babies thrown into the grass to die. . . . After
marching ten days we came to the great water . . .and were taken
in canoes across to the white men’s town at Nyangwe.
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not escape. We were all crying, for now we knew that we were to
be taken away to be slaves. The soldiers beat us with the iron
sticks from their guns, and compelled us to march to the camp of
Kibalanga, who ordered the women to be ted up separately, ten
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