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' T H E Î A.ST TKEK, ' BY SIR JOHN E. MILLAIS 

FREDERICK COURTENEY SELOUS 
BY THEODORE ROOSEVELT 

LAST December, just before reaching- the age of sixty-five 
years,_ Selous, the great hunter-naturalist and explorer, 
was kiUed in action against the Germans in East Africa. 

In the brief press despatches it is stated that he was shot and 
mortaUy wounded, but continued to urge forward his men 
imtil he was hit a second time and kUled. I t was a fit aijd 
gallant end to a gallant and useful life. In John GruiUe 
Millais's delightful " Breath from the Veldt " the frontispiece, 
bySir John E. MiUais, shows the " Last Trek" of a hunter, 
dying beside his wagon in the wilderness. The hunter in this 
picture (reproduced above) is drawn from Selous. Many of us 
used to think that it was the death he ought to die. ]But the 
death he actually met was better stOl. 

Selous was born on the last, day of the year 1861. Before he 
was twenty years old he went to South Africa, and a year or 
two later he embarked on the career of a professional elephant 
hunter; a career incredibly wearing and exhausting, in which • 
mortal risk was a daily incident. Eor a quarter of a century 
he was a leading figure among the hard-bit men who pushed 
ever northward the frontier of civilization. His life was one of 
hazard,_ hardship, and daring adventiu-e, and was as fuU of 
romantic interest and excitement as that of a viking of the 
tenth century. _He hunted the lion and the elephant, the buf
falo and the rhinoceros. He knew the extremes of fatigue m 
following the heavy game, and of thirst when lost in the desert 
wilderness. He was racked by fever. Strange and evil acci
dents befell him. He faced death habitually from hostile sav
ages and from the grim quarry he hunted; again and again 
he escaped by a hair's breadth, thanks only to his cool head 
and steady hand. Far and wide he wandered through unknown 
lands, on foot or on horseback, his rifle never out of his grasp, 
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only his black followers bearing him company. Sometimes his 
outfit was carried in a huge white-topped wagon drawn by six
teen oxen, while he rode in advance on a tough, shabby horse; 
sometimes he walked at the head of a line of savage burden-
bearers. He camped under the stars, in the vast wastes, with 
the ominous cries of questing beasts rising from the darkness 
round about. I t was a wild and dangerous life, and could have 
been led only by a man with a heart of steel and a frame of 
iron. 

There were other men, Dutch and English, who led the same 
hard life of peril and adventure. Selous was their match in 
daring and endurance. But, in addition, he was a highly intelli
gent civilized man, with phenomenal powers of observation and 
of narration. There is no more foolish cant than to praise the man 
of action on the ground that he wiU not or cannot tell of his 
feats. Of course loquacious boastfulness renders any human 
being an intolerable nuisance. But, except among the very fore
most (and sometimes among these also, as witness innumerable 
men from Caesar to Marco Polo and Livingstone) the men of 
action who can teH truthfully, and with power and charm, what 
they have seen and done add infinitely more to the sum of 
worthy achievement than do the inarticulate ones, whose deeds 
are often of value only to themselves. Selous when only thirty 
published his " Hunter's Wanderings in Africa," than which no 
better book of the kind has evef been written. I t at once put 
him in the first rank of the men who can both do things worth 
doing and write of them books worth reading. He had the gift 
of seeing with extraordinary truthfulness, so that his first-hand 
observations—as in the case of the "species " of black rhinoce
ros—are of prime scientific value. He also had the gift of 
relating in vivid detail his adventures; in speaking he was even 
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l)etter than in writing, for lie entered with voice and gesture 
so tlioroughly into the part that he became alternately the 
hunter and the lion or bufialo with which he battled. 

Elephant hunting in South Africa as a profitable profession 
Ijeeanie a thing of the past. But Selous worked for various 
museums as a field collector of the great game ; and as the pio
neers began to strive northward, he broke the trail for them into 
Mashonaland, doing the work of the roadmaker, the bridge-
Imilder, the leader of men through the untrodden wilderness ; 
and he continued his hunting and exploration. His next book, 
'• Travel and Adventure in Southeast Africa," was as good as 
his first. He now stood at the zenith of his fame as the fore
most of all hrmter naturalists. 

Soon after this he left South Africa and returned to live in 
England. But he was not really in place as a permanent dweller 
in civilization. He longed overmuch for the lonely wilderness. 
At home he delivered lectures, rode to hounds, studied birds, 
and lived in a beautiful part of Sussex. Whenever he got 
the chance he again took up the life of a roaming hunter. He 
made trip after trip to Asia Minor, to East Africa, to New-
foimdland and the Rockies, to the White Nile. He wrote 
various books about these trips. One, " African Nature Notes," 
is of first-class importance, being his most considerable contri-
Imtion to field science—a branch of scientific work to the im
portance of which, in contradistinction to purely closet science, 
we are only just beginning to awake. 

The eighteen or twenty years he passed in this manner would 
of themselves have made a varied and satisfactory career for 
any ordinary man. But he was not wholly satisfied with them, 
because he compared them with the life of his greater fame and 
service in the vanguard of the South African movement. Speak
ing of the fact that his " Nature Notes " sold only fairly well, 
he remarked one day, " You see, all the yoimg men think I am 
dead—at any rate, they think I ought to be dead!" He read 
much, but only along certain lines. I was much interested, on 
one occasion, to find him fairly enthralled by the ballad of 
'• Twa Corbies." He himself possessed aU the best characteris
tics of simplicity, directness, and strength which marked the old 
ballads and ballad heroes. 

Then the great war came, and for months he ate his heart 
out while trying in vain to get to the front. The English did 
far better than we would have done. But they blundered in 
various ways—Ireland offers the most melancholy example. 
The cast-iron quality of the official mind was shown by the 

rigid application of certain rules which in time of stress become 
damaging unless made flexible. The War Office at first refused 
to use Selous—just as they kept another big-game hunter, 
Stigand, up the White Nile doing work that many an elderly 
sportsman coiild have done, instead of utilizing him in the East 
African fighting. Selous was as hardy as an old wolf; and, 
for all his gentleness, as formidable to his foes. He was much 
stronger and more enduring than the average man of half his 
age. But with a wooden dullness which reminded me of some 
of the antics of our own political bureaucracy, the War Office 
refused Mm permission to fight and sent him out to East Africa 
in the transport service—his letters on some of the things that 
occurred in East Africa were illuminating. However, he 
speedily pushed his way into the fighting line, and fought so 
well that the home authorities grudgingly accepted the accom
plished fact, and made him a lieutenant. He won his captaincy 
and the Distinguished Service Order before he died. 

I t was my good fortune to know Selous fairly well. He spent 
several days with me at the White House ; he got me most of 
my outfit for my African hunt. He went to Africa on the same 
boat, and I came across him out there on two or three occasions. 
I also saw him in his attractive Sussex home, where he had a 
special building for his extraordinary collection of game trophies. 
He was exactly what the man of the open, the outdoors man of 
adventurous life, who is also a cultivated man, should be. He was 
very quiet and considerate, and without the smallest touch of the 
braggart or brawler ; but he was utterly fearless and self-reliant 
and able to grapple with any emergency or danger. All men of 
the open took to him at once; with the Boers he was on terms 
of close friendship. Indeed, I think that any man of the right 
type would have f oimd him sympathetic. His keenness of obser
vation made him a delightful companion. He never drank 
spirits ; indeed, his favorite beverage at all times was tea. 

I t is well for any country to produce men of such a type; 
and if there are enough of them the nation need fear no decar 
dence. He led a singularly adventurous and fascinating life, 
with just the right alternations between the wilderness and 
civilization.- He helped spread the borders of his people's land. 
He added much to the sum of human knowledge and interest. 
He closed his life exactly as such a life ought to be closed, by 
dying in battle for his country while rendering her valiant and 
effective service. Who could wish a better life, or abetter death, 
or desire to leave a more honorable heritage to his family and 
his nation? 

THE THEATER AND EDUCATION 
B Y E L E A N O R R O B S O N ( M R S . A U G U S T B E L M O N T ) 

0 ^NCE upon a time," when I played Juliet with an 
all star cast, the smallest parts were played by men 

who had once been Romeos and Mercutios of a previous 
generation or two. I was appalled by their references to tradi
tional business and traditional readings; so, with the intoler
ance of youth, I wrote an article entitled " Hang up Tradition." 
To-day I know there can be no deep or lasting art without the 
background of tradition. And how can we uphold the traditions 
of our classical and hterary drama without a municipal theater ? 

The modem tendency to disregard tradition is nowhere more 
evident than in the theater. The younger generation of players 
know little or nothing of how to read blank verse. With 
Shakespearean parts, they either lose the meaning while strug
gling with the monotonous tone by which they feel verse should 
be interpreted, or by excessive modern naturalness absolutely 
overlook the cadence of the verse. To reach any art in the 
theater a standard is necessary, and there can be no standard 
without the classics as a background and comparison. 

The big cities of most of the European countries of impor
tance have their municipal theaters and continuously supply 
their citizens with artistic drama at the lowest possible cost. 

Our States spend millions on libraries, music, picture gal
leries, educating the public in various ways whether it likes it or 
not—for appreciation of education is apt to follow the feast 

itself. Meanwhile they utterly neglect one of the most vitally 
important means of education. However, as the people in this 
country usually get what they want when they want it, I pre
sume that when the demand is sufficiently urgent for a mraiiei-
pal theater we shall have one. Meanwhile we must uplift, not 
the stage, but the taste of the public, because, as Garrick said 
in his speech on the opening night of the Theater Royal In 1747 : 

" The drama's laws the drama's patrons give, 
For we that live to please must please to live." 

The blame for any deficiency on the part of our theater is 
placed on the actor, author, or manager, while the fact is for
gotten that to have great poets we must have great audiences. 

The drama as a profession is undergoing a critical test at the 
present moment; the moving pictures have captured a vast 
proportion of the theater-going public, and the result wiU be as 
if the philosophic law " survival of the fittest" had been applied 
to the stage world. But I feel very decidedly that what for the 
time being seems cruel to the drama as a profession may be 
the salvation of the drama as an art. I t will eliminate those 
followers who have joined it simply because they " couldn't 
think of anything else to do," or because admiring friends were 
sure they had " talent." 

Some years ago I went to a performance of " Julius Ciesar'' 

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED


