THE WHISPERING CAVERN

I first heard of the whispering cavern when one evening Professor
Leonard, a geologist, invited his friends to dinner and to what he called
a secret meeting.
By 9 p.m. the guests had arrived at the Professor's bungalow in a Nairobi
suburb, where I assisted him in his research work.
One of the guest was Gerald, a retired Colonel; another was Toughrock, a
big game hunter; the third was called Peter, a young journalist.
When we had dinner and were relaxing in the sumptuous sitting-room, the
professor addressed us:
"Now, gentlemen, I come to the point."
He got up from his sofa and shuffled towards a large desk. He pulled a
drawer and pulled out a small booklet. he returned to his seat and held
up the booklet for us to see.
"This is a diary," he explained. "And it is very old, as you can see from
it's tattered condition.It dates back to 1907."
"Your diary?" asked the colonel.
"No," replied the professor.
"Excuse me, but I beg you not to ask me any questions until I finish what
I have to say," he added with a smile.
"I actually bought this diary from an old African who lives in a village
near Mount Kilimanjaro. He found it near the corpse of a white man, a few
miles from his village, when he was out for hunting. Probably, the white
man had been an explorer."
The professor glanced at his guests one by one. his attention also turned
for a moment towards Sharon, his only daughter. She was studying in
London and had recently come to Nairobi to spend her vacations with her
widowed father.
She sat in a corner, readind a book. I was delighted when she was around,
for she was extremely beautiful.
"I won't narrate the whole story," I heard the professor say, and I
turned my eyes from Sharon to him.
"What roused my curiosity," the Professor said, "is something very
interesting written in this diary."
He paused, turned some pages of the diary, then leaned towards the
colonel, who was sitting nearest to him, and pointed at some writing.
"See for yourself, and tell me what you think of it," he said.
The diary was passed around to everybody, except Sharon, who did not seem
interested, although she glance casually at us.

When my turn came, I read this scrawled on a tattered page:
"At a height of three 3,000 feet on the western slope of Mount
Kilimanjaro, I discovered a cave, which, according to an old-timer, led
into a fantastic cavern. It was said that there were some evil spirits
living there, and strange whispering sound was heard by some natives who
had ventured in there in the past.
"Although I discovered the cave which led to this cavern, I could not
enter it,because the mouth of the cave was so small that a hare could
hardly enter it.
"I tried to blow open the cave by using dynamite, but, to my regret, an
avalanche started by the blast sealed off the cave. I was badly hurt by a
flying rock and had to abandon my..."
The rest of the page was torn. Nothing was mentioned on the following
pages, which were torn or covered with mud.
"Whispering cavern! Whispering spirits!" said Peter with a taunting grin.
Tough started laughing.
The professor surpressed his anger and said resolutely: "I don't care
what you all think of it. I am planning to launch an expedition to Mount
Kilimanjaro. I intendto discover the secret of the cavern. Anyone
coming?"
"But, Daddy, it's just rediculous, we heard the soft musical voice of
sharon. she had put aside her book and probably heard what the Professor
was saying.
"Please, darling, it's not your business, " he gently waved her to keep
quite. She did. but others raised arguments, commenting on the futility
of the expedition. The professor did not budge.
So, at last, we all had to give in. And to my delight, sharon was also
joining us on the expedtion.
At the end of the following week, we were at Moshi from where we
travelled towards the Kilimanjaro in Toughrock's customised hunting
truck.
We reached the village the village near the mountain, where the Professor
was given a hearty welcome. He was well known in these parts.
It was getting dark by the time we arrived there, so we decided to spend
night in the village. Before retiring, however, arrangements were made
for the guides and porters to accompany us on the trip to the mountain.
We woke up at dawn and at once set out towards the kilimanjaro on foot,
as the terrain did not warrant travelling by vehicle.
The stupendous mountain stood majestically in the swirling mist. As the
sun came up, it's rays touched it's snow-capped flat peak, revealing it's
magnetic splendour.

It took us an almost full day to reach the foot of the mountain. We
pitched camp there for the night before setting out again the next
morning with renewed strength.
By the early afternoon of the following day, after a hazardous journey,
we reached our intended point on the western slope of the mountain. The
cave was somewhere near according to the Professor's estimation of the
information in the explorer's diary.
We pitched our camp in the lee of a massive rock and slumped on the
ground, panting and moaning from exhaustion.
The Professor, however, was son on his feet. He and two native guides
were looking around the place.
We were feeling terribly hungry, so we set about preparing lunch. We had
brought plenty of canned food, which could have lasted us for a month. We
had also killed wild fowl on our way to the mountain, which I soon
started roasting with the help of Sharon. Her face glowed in the
afternoon heat and she looked prettier than ever.
We managed to persuade the Professor to have his lunch before continuing
his investigations.
As soon as we had finished the meal, the professor stood up and resumed
his research for the cave.
After a while, I saw him near a pile of strange rocks. Then I heard him
giving brisk orders to native porters. They soon started wedging sticks
of dynamite under the pile of rocks.
We all moved to a safe distance before the fuse was ignited. There was a
big blast which sent rocks crashing down the mountain slope, starting an
avalanche. Some of the porters panicked and ran afar as the sound of
rumble shook the ground.
After the tumult had subsided, I heard an exultant shout from the
professor.
"Look!"
He was pointing at the ground where a pile of rocks had been a few
minutes ago.
We ran towards him. As we saw what he was pointing at, our eyes widened
in surprise: a hole, about three meters in diameter, was yawning at us
from the ground.
"The cave!" Peter gasped. A wave of excitement and exhilaration ran
through us.
"It's true! It's true!" muttered the Colonel, twitching his fingers in
sheer excitement. We stood silent for a while, staring at the cave.
"Let's not waste time now, the Professor said. "We are going inside."
With a couple of porters carrying some of our luggage, we squeezed into
the cave. It was quite wide a few feet from the mouth, so that we could

walk ahead easily. The professor led the way. I saw him stab the dark
interior with his powerful battery
Torch, followed by Toughrock. With my own torch, I showed the way to
others behind me.
Suddenly there was a rumbling sound above us, and the cave vibrated for
some moments. We stopped walking.
"Clouds!" I heard Toughrock say. "Might be raining outside."
We agreed with him, because we had seen clouds gathering in the sky
earlier. Satisfied, we resumed our walk ahead.
The cave now took a series of twists and turns and became narrower. After
a while it became so narrow, that we were compelled to walk in an Indian
file.
As we rounded another bend, I suddenly heard a cry ahead of me. It was
the Professor's. The cry became a scream, the sound drawing away, then
faded into silence. Then we heard a thudding sound below us.
"The Professor" I heard Toughrock shout. "He has disappeared.
Sharon uttered a muffled scream. I surged ahead flashing my torch.
"Stop!" I called. Toughrock froze in his tracks. If he had not, he would
have fallen over the drop which my torchlight had revealed.
I carefully stepped forward and shone my torch beyond the drop.
"The cavern!" the colonel gasped with amazement.
And truly enough, what looked like a black void was revealed by
my torch as a fantastic cavern. The strange appearance of the walls...
the weird, pointed, stalactites hung from the roof...our goal.
I took a step further and, standing on the edge of the drop, flashed my
torch below.
"There he is," I said excitedly. Everyone came closer and looked below.
Professor Leonard lay sprawled on the floor of the cavern, some twenty
feet below the drop. He was still. My torch also flashed
on two human skeletons lying near him. It was an awesome sight.
Sharon screamed in terror as she looked down, her voice echoing
ominously in the cavern. She almost fainted, and, if I had not pulled her
back to safety, she could have fallen over the sheer drop.
Then, suddenly, we heard them.
"The whispers!" someone babbled.
We were quiet. The sound of whispers seemed to come from within the
cavern in strange, ghostly, vibrating modulations. It appeared as if a
frightened man and a woman were talking to one another.
We listened, tense with horror, but we could not understand the language
they were speaking.

Gradually, the tone of the whispers grew more excited, as if some danger
was approaching. Then there was a sound of a woman's scream, followed by
a painful "Ah!...Ah!..."
The cavern was silent again.
We were paralysed with terror.
At last, Toughrock stirred.
"I don't know what they are," he said, "but my first task is to save
Leo."
Snatching the torch from my hand, since he had dropped his when the
professor fell, he started examining the edge of the drop.
"Come on, " he said. We saw him descending. We followed.
He led us down a narrow ledge which sloped to the floor of the cavern.
The professor was lay unconscious and lay on a stretch of curious
vegetation which had cushioned his fall and saved him from serious
injury. We managed eventually to bring him around.
We told him about the whispers. At first, he was incredulous. But, in the
end, he had to believe. However, he was sorry he had missed hearing them.
He got up unsteadily to his feet and started examining the cavern with a
keen eye, starting with the human bones and skulls which lay near him. A
couple of rusted blades of spears lay among the bones.
"These poor souls died, or rather, were slain by some enemy, about a
century ago, " announced professor after a careful examination of the
skeletons. "And the whispers you heard were uttered by them!"
We stared at him, as if he was joking.
Then he started examining the walls of the cavern. I followed suit. The
walls were composed of white, brittle and sponge-like material.
For half an hour the professor continued his examination.
"The place gives me the creeps," said Sharon.
Then suddenly the professor yelled so loudly that we were taken aback.
Was he mad?
But then we heard them again. The whispers! The same whispers of a
frightened man and a woman, but this time they were followed by some
other sounds which we had not heard earlier; the first one was the
Professors scream when he had fell over the drop, followed by Sharon's
and lastly, the Professor's yell.
We saw professor pressed against a wall. Then he took an axe from one of
the porters, cut a chunk of the rock, and placed it by the colonel's ear.
The latter's eyes widened with surprise.

"I can hear sound in the rock," he said.
The Professor turned to us:
"My friends," he said with a smile, "the mystery of the whispering cavern
is solved. These walls are made of a very strange material which absorbs,
preserves and discharges sound. If you don't believe me, let peter
shout."
Peter yelled. The drama of the whispers was repeated, ending with Peter's
call. We all stood motionless, wrapped in wonderment.
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