
 

ADVENTURER and AVENGER 
A FACT STORY 

By ARTHUR SULLIVANT HOFFMAN 

WHAT and who is the typical 

adventurer? During my seventeen 

years on Adventure I naturally met 

thousands of these restless footed ones 

of the world, for the office was 

unofficial headquarters for them 

almost from the first. Tall and short, 

fat and thin, white, brown, red and 

black, from all quarters of the globe 

they came. 

Some were impressive to the eye, 

splendid of physique, striking of face; 

some had the dignified poise and 

stillness of a lion; some looked as if a 

sweep of the arm would send them 

flying like human tumble-weed; and 



others looked as if adventure of any 

kind were the last thing in the world 

that could ever have entered their 

lives or thoughts. 

Yes, I've met them by the thousand, 

knowing some of them slightly, some 

of them very well, but I can not 

answer that question—I do not know 

what the typical adventurer is. 

Nor can I even construct in my mind 

the ideal adventurer and name some 

particular man who comes closest to 

that ideal. 

Years ago Camp-Fire went into a 

friendly war over the question “What 

is the spirit of adventure? ” The 

campaign wound up in what was 

pretty much a drawn battle, and it 

wasn’t a war between two factions but 

among dozens of factions. 

But if I were cornered and compelled 

to name, from those I have personally 

known, one man as at least 

approximating the typical adventurer 

and, in many ways, the ideal 

adventurer, I think I should pick out 

Fritz Duquesne. 

I admit that my choice is influenced to 

some degree by the fact that his deeds 

are spectacular and, some of them, 

intimately connected with world 

events of magnitude. 

And without a pause I can name a list 

of other eligibles who have met 

equally well the main test of an 

adventurer or of any man—the actual 

performance in whatever 

circumstances happened to engulf 

him. 

In the matter of personal appearance 

there is less competition, for Fritz 

Duquesne qualifies by picture book 

standards as well as by the real ones. I 

admit, too, that, for all his 

wanderings, he does not typify the 

care-free looseness of foot and 

readiness to try anything any time 

anywhere that characterize for most of 

us the adventurer par excellence, for 

almost from boyhood his life was 

dedicated to a grim purpose. But that 

just happened to be the case; he was a 

rover and a danger-seeker by nature. 

In short, I’m not by any means seeking 

an argument on these points and am 

entirely ready to recognize other 

candidates and other answers than my 

own; but, whether typical and ideal or 

not, Duquesne is worth talking about. 

Some of you old-timers knew him 

personally, and probably all who 

gathered at our Camp-Fire during its 

first years knew him through his talks 

as a comrade around that friendly 

blaze and through his articles in our 

magazine. But few indeed of you knew 

all that was going on behind the 

scenes, and the story as a whole is, to 

put it mildly, surprising. Those of you 

who did not know him and perhaps 

never even heard of him will, I think, 

not find that story dull. 

A MAN’S man if ever there 

was one, yet the ladies liked 

him. Whenever he came to the 

office there was a flurry from women 

editors to clerks on the four magazines 

published along with ours. Dark, with 

flashing eyes and splendid physique, 

charming in manner, with an unusual 

blending of easy informality and an 

almost old-fashioned courtliness, the 

suggestion of fierceness along with 

gentleness. Most of all, vitality and 

intensity so strong that they were like 

an aureole about him. 

He was always pleasant to them, as if 

they commanded from him an 

unfailing respect, a tolerance for 

whatever they might be or do. But 



that was all. His inner attention 

seemed fixed on something else. 

He smiled a great deal, far oftener 

than he laughed. But, however real 

the spread of the broad mouth and the 

merry twinkling of his eyes, one had 

the feeling that there was a part of 

him that never smiled. 

Like a majority of the Boers, Captain 

Fritz L’Huguenot Joubert Duquesne 

was—I hope is—half French and half 

Dutch. All the Duquesnes have served 

in army or navy, all the way down 

from Admiral Abraham Duquesne, one 

of France’s great sea fighters, and 

most of them have been killed in 

action. General Piet Joubert, an 

outstanding figure of the Boer War, 

was an uncle of the captain’s. 

Many things have happened since I 

last saw Fritz Duquesne. It’s eighteen 

years, I think. I always liked Fritz. 

Even if all the deaths laid to his door 

were wrought by him, I shall go on 

liking him. I do not know whether he 

is dead or alive, but I think he lives 

somewhere under another name. A 

few years ago the papers told of a man 

who was being held in New York, 

suspected of being Fritz. I wanted to 

go to see him, or at least to write him, 

but after some careful thinking, 

decided to do neither. Either it was 

someone in whom I had no interest, or 

it was Fritz and by some ill chance I 

might become involved in identifying 

him. Once, years before, the law 

compelled me to show some of his 

handwriting—the only time in the 

nearly quarter century I’ve known 

adventurers that, either willingly or 

by force, my fingers ever helped in 

drawing a net about any one of them. 

My last word from him came on a 

newspaper addressed to me from 

Holland, a year or two after the War, 

printing the story of his life. On one 

corner was penciled, without 

signature, “My dead mother approves, 

and she was God to me. ” 

That, I think, tells the story of Fritz 

Duquesne. 

There were those who said that he 

was not a Boer at all, even that he had 

never seen Africa, but was born in 

New York City, of South Europe 

parents who kept a bookshop there. I 

have sat for hours while men who 

knew Africa drew him out, watching to 

catch him in some mistake. They 

didn’t. 

He talked in print to all the 

adventurers who met at Camp-Fire 

and he wrote articles for the 

magazine, yet no one ever caught him 

in a slip. That may mean nothing to 

others; to me, who knew how difficult 

it was to fool that audience, it meant a 

great deal. I know how hard it is to 

fake knowledge of a place or of events 

if someone who knows them 

intimately is present to check up. 

Anyhow, I’d rather be proved a fool 

and a dupe than to doubt him in these 

things. Maybe he embroidered now 

and then. Many do. But I do not know 

that he did and in essentials I believe 

him. 

One thing is sure. There is no doubt 

about the ferocity of his implacable 

hate for the English. 

Adventurers may hate a people, but it 

is seldom a ruling passion. It is 

natural for those of a conquered nation 

to hate the conquerors, but that hate 

is not likely to burn steadily through 

the years unless there has been some 

particular and terrible cause. 

There are atrocities on both sides in 

all wars, war being itself an atrocity, 



unleashing the beast in man. Always 

certain ones are responsible for a war; 

among those chiefly responsible for 

the Boer War Duquesne included Lord 

Kitchener. Perhaps he would have 

done better to fix on some of the 

makers of munitions, but the world 

had not then begun to realize that the 

“economic determinism” of wars is 

merely the greed of a few Antichrists, 

wars being no more necessary than 

that you and your neighbor should 

settle a difference over a boundary line 

by killing each other. 

His hate was by no means limited to 

Kitchener. It was racial. But I think 

that in some strange way it excepted 

women—not only, perhaps, because at 

certain crises in his life British women 

were his saviors, but because of that 

feeling of his for all women. The 

atrocity that cankered him—he spoke 

of it to me only once—was the rape of 

both his mother and his sister by 

British soldiers and the killing of his 

sister in her attempt to escape further 

rapings. 

IT WAS during a fight for life 

that he was born of that 

mother, and he grew up in a 

day when Boer children had to fight 

alongside their frontier elders if all 

were not to be swept away by the 

black tide. Except for the years of 

studying war as an art and business, 

there have been few quiet periods in 

his life. Back in 1913, on the eve of 

departure for somewhere or other, he 

gave me the following rough notes by 

way of his formal introduction to 

Camp-Fire, expecting me to “whip 

them into shape. ” They seemed much 

better as they were, as did all other 

data from adventurers, and were 

printed as they stood. 

A laager, be it said for those who do 

not chance to know, is a defensive ring 

of ox-wagons drawn close together, 

with baggage piled beneath—exactly 

the same device used by our own 

Western pioneers. A sjambok is a 

heavy whip of hide. Oom Paul, “Uncle 

Paul” Kruger, if you do not happen to 

remember, was President of the 

Transvaal Republic during the Boer 

War. 

“I was born in Pondoland, South 

Africa, during a fight with the Kaffirs, 

who had driven us into laager. A 

number of my relatives were killed 

protecting my young life and her who 

bore me. 

“My education commenced, so far as I 

remember, when I was taught to 

measure powder to load the numerous 

muzzle-loading rifles that we used to 

keep off the lions, leopards and hostile 

Kaffirs. 

“I was taught my A-B-C by my 

mother, and then my education was 

carried on by a tutor who was a 

fugitive from justice—I believe an 

absconding bank cashier. The said 

education was interrupted by my 

being called on command three times 

to fight the Kaffirs before I was 

seventeen years old, once at eight 

years, once at ten. At thirteen I, went 

hunting big game of the Zambesi for 

six months. Left there and crossed the 

Kalahari desert to Walfish Bay. Had a 

four days’ running fight on the desert 

with the Herreos. Fifty of the Boer 

men killed by poisoned arrows from 

natives who dug holes in the ground 

and let us tread on them before they 

fired. After the tutor, an ordinary 

school and a touch of the South Africa 

College. 

“Took up the study of explosives, blew 



up everybody’s stray dog, was 

prosecuted for fishing with dynamite, 

showed such knowledge of explosives 

in cross-examination that Paul Kruger 

sent me to learn military engineering. 

“On the ship I met the tutor who was 

responsible for my English and he 

persuaded me to take the money a 

kind and loving parent had given me 

for my needs and take a trip around 

the world. I did, and I paid the tutor’s 

way. He got boozed on my money at 

any port where the “stagga juice” was 

available. Six sad months passed 

before dad found me at Singapore. He 

had a heavy sjambok and both I and 

the English tutor got it where it hurt 

most. Eight months later I arrived at 

the French military school, where I 

studied the art of destroying my fellow 

human beings by the aid of mines, 

pits, dynamite, nitroglycerin, 

electricity and big guns. In the 

meantime I watched every maneuver I 

could get to, in Germany, France, 

Belgium, Holland and Austria. 

“When the British started after our 

country I went home as scout, 

engineer and “intelligence officer”, or 

spy, with a vast knowledge of the 

destructiveness of high explosives and 

a longing to try my theories on some 

real Englishmen; and I did. I blew 

them up at Colenso. Destroyed 

armored trains in Natal. Destroyed 

British retreats. I had a squad of dare-

devil boys who used to ride around 

with from twenty to fifty pounds of 

dynamite caps and fuse in their 

saddlebags. 

“At Dundee I fought a duel with an 

English Zulu while I was carrying 

despatches from Buffalo River to 

Eland’s Laagte. He shot my horse 

under me. I killed him. A shell hit my 

second horse at Eland’s Laagte and it 

rolled over me, breaking my arm. 

Afterward, when the British lancers 

charged on surrendered and wounded 

men, I got a thrust through the foot, 

the only part of me showing from 

under the horse. When night fell I was 

dragged from under my horse by some 

English girls who were doing the 

nurse business and before morning I 

managed, with a broken arm, a 

numbed body, and a split foot, to reach 

the Boer commander. 

“Took part in the siege of Ladysmith 

off and on when I was not too weak, 

and being unable to get about on my 

bad foot, I was given mounted duty, 

scouting. 

“Had my arm broken a second time in 

a hand-to-hand fight at O’Neal’s farm. 

I fought the other fellow, a Natal 

carbineer, with my teeth. He is dead. I 

developed, while my arm was getting 

better—for I convalesced on horseback 

and my arm did not interfere with my 

riding—into a good scout and, 

gathering a number of kindred spirits, 

we scouted and sniped the Britishers. 

I had charge of an expedition against 

Stenacker’s Horse in Lebombo. I kept 

them awake for three weeks, killing a 

few when the windage and light were 

good. 

“The British now started to take notice 

of me and I was sentenced to be shot 

on sight. A few weeks later in an 

English paper I read the notice of my 

death; I found out later that they had 

shot a German professor who had 

curly hair like mine. 

“Later I was caught by some of Lord 

Dundonald’s cavalry and put in the 

jail at Barberton. I was examined (not 

tried) and sentenced to be shot at 

eight o’clock the next morning. The 



jailer came in the cell and handed me 

a towel with one end wet to wipe my 

face. When he turned his back to go 

out I threw the towel over his head, 

pulled him back on the floor, stunning 

him, and then tied the towel around 

his neck so that it would choke him. I 

took his helmet and outfit and a 

Webley revolver, put them on, walked 

out of the one-cell jail, snapped the 

door behind me and found myself 

among thousands of British troops. I 

worked my way to the edge of the 

British camp, got a horse and, amid a 

hail of bullets, escaped to the 

Portuguese frontier. Later, carrying 

despatches to Europe, I was captured 

in Lorenzo Marques, Delagoa Bay, and 

I put in seventeen days in the fort jail. 

“When I was in the jail I worked out a 

scheme to take the jail and the fort, or 

caserne, as it is called, with the help of 

some other Boer prisoners. When the 

Portuguese heard of this they put me 

on a troop-ship and sent me to 

Portugal with sick troops, one hundred 

forty of whom died on the voyage. I 

was so sick with fever that they gave 

me up as a hopeless case to the 

medical authorities at Naples. I was 

expected to die by the good nuns of 

Santa Maria. But I escaped death, and 

the hospital a few nights later, and, 

with the help of the Belgian consul, 

got to our legation in Brussels. I told 

them great news and I was made chief 

of the Intelligence Department. 

“My next trouble was the Cape Town 

plot. I put up a scheme to Oom Paul to 

destroy Cape Town by dynamite and 

fire. It looked good to him, so I went to 

the Cape with my plans. I kept our 

commander supplied with intelligence 

from the British lines. I was about to 

make the old town a mass of ruins 

when, three days before the final deed, 

I was captured by the British while I 

slept in Somerset House. Someone had 

been a traitor. 

“I, with others, was tried and 

sentenced to death. The whole country 

was then put under martial law. We 

were to be shot in batches and I heard 

the others pass my cell to take the 

train to the interior of the colony, 

where they were to be shot. I was with 

the last batch. 

 
Knowing that I possessed 

some valuable secrets, the 

British tried to get them from 

me by bribes, threats and torture. My 

hands were ironed behind me and I 

was made to sleep on my belly on that 

account. They also put my legs in 

figure-eight irons. I was in an 

ammunition pit in the Gape Castle in 

complete darkness for a month, 

sometimes without water for days. 

The press of the world made such a 

fuss over the shooting of the Boer 

prisoners that my sentence and the 

sentence of General Kritzinger were 

commuted to life imprisonment in 

irons. I was sent in solitary 

confinement in irons to Bermuda in 

the S. S. Harlech Castle. On the ship I 

was chained to the wall in the hold in 

darkness for forty-seven days—but I 

am not sure of the time; I might be a 

few days out. I was nearly mad. 

“In Bermuda I was put in what was 

called the ‘cage’, especially constructed 

for convicts. After being there for 

seven months I, with Fritz Bosch and 

Willie Dutoit, broke from the jail and 

our irons after three months’ work and 

Morse alphabet signaling on the walls. 

Bosch was shot and later died; Dutoit, 

after swimming from the prison island 



to the mainland, sank from loss of 

blood and exhaustion on the beach, for 

we swam for two hours and a half. He 

was surrendered to the British by a 

lady whom he had asked for help. I 

finally escaped 

to America on the yacht of ---- , of the 

New York Yacht Club. 

“Went to Congo into cannibal country; 

served there as an officer. Stayed 

there till Russo-Japanese war broke 

out. Went to Manchuria with Russians 

as correspondent for the Petit Bleu 

and allied papers for nine months. 

Served on some papers in Morocco for 

six weeks. 

“Came to United States. Employed as 

newspaper man. Free-lanced in 

Madero revolution. Hunted in South 

America. Bill before Congress for 

introduction of foreign animals.... 

“Have hunted all over the world—

Africa, India, Australia. Have explored 

in the Lado, in South America, and am 

on my way to explore Matto Gross, the 

unknown central South America. ” 

HE TOLD me that once, while a spy in 

Cape Town, he was walking along a 

lonely beach with a British non-com, 

alert for any useful information that 

might be picked up. The soldier, doing 

most of the talking, presently fell into 

telling the proud story of his own 

participation in an atrocity upon Boer 

women, including a live baby thrown 

down a well. Duquesne, walking step 

by step with him, made the proper 

responses to keep the tale moving, his 

lips applauding, each hideous detail 

burning itself in. When it had all been 

told, the Boer captain “noticed” that 

the bayonet swinging at the other’s 

belt did not seem to be of regulation 

make, asked to examine it and, as 

soon as it was in his hands, plunged it 

into the man’s entrails. While he 

watched him die, he said the things 

that had been boiling in his heart. 

Then he buried the body deep in the 

sand, where the incoming tide would 

leave no trace. 

Murder? Ah, yes. Or fair trial, 

selfconviction, sentence and execution. 

There were no legal technicalities 

involved. Merely some raped women 

and a murdered baby. 

In 1912 and 1913, being as vital 

mentally as physically, he had a bill 

before Congress for the introduction 

into this country of the llama, 

hippopotamus, bustard, giraffe, and 

many species of antelope, like the 

dikdik and koodoo of Rooseveltian 

fame. Silly, isn’t it? Or is it? The 

Department of Agriculture was 

interested and the bill got some real 

consideration from Congress. If we 

were as intelligent in adoptions as the 

Japanese, it might have got more. Or 

if the Bureau of Animal Industry 

would and could be as practical as the 

Bureau of Plant Industry, which has 

for years made it its business to 

introduce grains, fruits, trees, and 

plants from all over the world, much 

to our practical gain. 

But no, such a proposal would be 

chiefly food for the wits and 

sophisticates, who would never think 

of the simple fact that horses, cattle, 

sheep, pigs, goats, chickens—all our 

domestic animals, I think, except 

turkeys and pigeons—with their 

incalculable economic value, were all 

equally foreign and ridiculous for this 

country until deliberately introduced. 

All the amusing animals named are 

great economic assets in their own 

lands and for every one of them some 

part of the United States provides 



practically the same physical 

conditions. 

The llama is the burro of South 

America, but with valuable hair and 

hide. Our government once did 

introduce the camel into the 

Southwest. The camel did well in his 

new environment; that was the 

trouble, as is set forth in another 

place. A reindeer introduction into 

Alaska has, I believe, been more 

successful. The bustard is similar to 

our turkey. Wooded or partially 

wooded land unfit for cattle is good 

grazing for giraffes, and their flesh is 

a delicacy. Under our changed 

conditions, farmers now seldom 

slaughter their own beef but still often 

find profit in hanging up their own 

sheep and hogs. The easily 

domesticated smaller antelopes would 

add another resource here, as well as 

for the general market. Also, urged 

Duquesne, they make such nice pets! 

But the hippopotamus? In 1904, I’m 

told, some bright lad took home from 

the St. Louis Exposition a few plants 

of water hyacinth, African variety, to 

beautify one of the Arkansas rivers. It 

took hold so prettily that it soon 

became a serious obstruction to 

navigation. For all I know, some 

chemical has long since been found to 

eradicate it without killing fish and 

poisoning stocks, but that kind of 

eradication costs money and certainly 

adds no assets. 

The hippopotamus can thrive in 

climatic conditions like those of 

Arkansas, and he lives largely on 

water hyacinths. His hide is, or was, 

in high demand for automobile tops de 

luxe and other purposes; his teeth are 

commercial ivory; some of his flesh is 

good food, and he is harmless. 

It must be admitted, however, that he 

has an unfortunate habit of wandering 

into cultivated fields, where he would 

seem to be inappropriate, and a 

hippopotamus-tight fence would be 

some undertaking. 

IN 1911 some of the big 

landholders in Brazil or the 

Argentine wanted their 

government to investigate the 

importation of elephants from Asia or 

Africa to use in lumber camps and 

elsewhere, just as they have been 

profitably used in India for centuries. 

Whether Duquesne created their 

interest I do not remember, but one 

day in 1912 he burst into the office 

with a veritable sheaf of steamship 

tickets in his hand. 

“Come on! My brother in law’s 

in the hospital and can’t go. 

Here are his tickets —all down 

the coast to Buenos Aires. It 

won’t cost you a cent except for 

smokes. ” 

The boat was to sail, if I remember, 

within twenty-four hours; also I had a 

family and a job. But it was sad to 

have to say no to a trip selling 

elephants to the West Indies, Central 

America, and all the way down South 

America to the Argentine. There’s 

nothing I’d rather sell than elephants. 

Years later I covered much the same 

route and I missed the elephants 

acutely. 

He wrote me on his trip, but the Prinz 

Joachim, carrying the letter, was 

wrecked. My first news of him, months 

after his departure, was the 

newspaper account of an attack on 

him and some of his family, who seem 

to have joined him on the return trip, 

during the Kingston, Jamaica, riot. 

One morning he called me on the 



phone and said he would be in to see 

me that afternoon. He wasn't, nor was 

there any word from him until a week 

later, a note from a private hospital: 

I did not know I was badly hurt in 

Kingston. I caved in the day I 

called you up. A rib was planted 

edgewise in my lung. My jaw was 

splintered so badly that my face 

had to-be opened to put it 

together. While they were at it, I 

got them to cut a Boer War bullet 

out of my abdomen. All O. K., I 

think—nothing to do till 

tomorrow. Will be in to see you 

this week. Best wishes. —F. 

Duquesne 

In a remarkably few days he did 

appear—partially, his head being 

pretty well covered with bandages. 

The Kingston affair had been serious 

enough. He, Mrs. Duquesne, her 

brother and wife and a friend had 

been attacked in their car en route to 

dinner on an American warship by 

some five hundred lawless Jamaican 

blacks who were using a tramway 

strike as an opportunity for loot and 

violence. The gas tank was opened and 

the car set on fire while Mrs. 

Duquesne lay on its floor, crippled by 

a cobblestone. 

Volley firing by native troops was 

about as dangerous to them as to the 

rioters. The men of the party did what 

they could with hammers from the 

toolbox against bricks and stones and 

razors lashed to long bamboo poles, 

but Duquesne, his body one big bruise, 

felt at the time least damaged of them 

all, and Mrs. Duquesne was taken to 

the hospital in serious condition. 

Our visit was a hurried one, for he was 

about to return to Kingston, where 

Mrs. Duquesne was still in hospital, 

and I was leaving the next day for 

Costa Rica. He had married Mrs. 

Duquesne because of a tennis ball. 

With a gang of other prisoners in 

Bermuda he was being marched past 

some tennis courts where English 

officers and their ladies were playing, 

when a ball that had escaped one girl 

came directly to him and Captain and 

Mrs. Duquesne met briefly for the first 

time when he restored it to her.  

She was, I believe, the daughter of the 



officer or official in command of the 

prison on Boaz Island and thereafter 

managed to make his incarceration 

more bearable. He told me that she 

did more. 

As communication of sorts was 

established between them and the 

slow weeks dragged by, the plan and 

means of escape were worked out 

between them. When he reached this 

country she joined him here. 

Returning from his second trip to 

Kingston, he sailed from the Isthmus 

of Panama, with I do not know what 

Latin- American countries in between. 

Thereafter I saw him at intervals, 

sometimes frequently. Through his 

knowledge of big game he became 

acquainted with Theodore Roosevelt 

and even took part in the Bull Moose 

campaign. 

Once, at a meeting of the Adventurers’ 

Club, feeling he had been insulted, he 

threw a glass of wine in a man’s face, 

seeking, not a fight, but a duel. As one 

of the board of governors, I joined in 

the vote to expel him and, I think, the 

other man: the club’s rules were strict 

against any disorder at a meeting. 

Then I went to him and told him: 

“Fritz, I’ve voted to expel you. I’m 

sorry, but there were no two ways to 

it. ” Instantly his white teeth flashed 

in a smile and he held out his hand in 

unquestioning understanding. Which 

is one of the reasons I like Fritz 

Duquesne. 

It is to be noted that during this 

period his interests were Latin-

American. Sometimes there would 

appear with him in New York from 

one or another of the countries south 

of us men said to be powers in the 

politics of their native lands, potential 

Warwicks. There was always some 

vagueness about his trips; certainly no 

mention of German or Austrian 

connections that undoubtedly existed. 

His hatred for England made him a 

natural cog in the German machine; to 

him they were foes of his foe. 

Early in 1914 he, Mrs. Duquesne and 

his cousin, the Vicomte de Rancougne, 

sailed for an expedition up the 

Amazon to Iquitos and thence into the 

Matto Grosso for scientific data and 

motion pictures of native life and 

hunting. To the rather small Vicomte 

might be applied the adjective “pretty” 

if you were careful to rob it of any 

least taint of effeminacy; he was noted 

abroad for his skill with the foils, was 

a member of the Adventurers’ Club, 

liked and respected by all, and devoted 

to Fritz. In the shadow of the 

impending war, picture the three of 

them: Duquesne, dedicated to 

vengeance against England; his wife, 

an Englishwoman; Rancougne, a 

Frenchman—my last word from him 

he wrote as a prisoner of war at 

Darmstadt, Germany. 

This expedition had some publicity, 

perhaps for camouflage purposes, 

because in one respect it imitated the 

old Spanish conquistadores. The three 

were to wear specially prepared 

partial armor of leather, through that 

steam of heat, for protection against 

the insects, poisoned arrows and blow-

gun darts that are to be expected. 

Eight Negro machete men were to be 

picked up at Kingston; there were to 

be eighteen half-breeds, some of whom 

had been with Duquesne in 

expeditions into Colombia, Brazil and 

Central America; also a Great Dane, 

trained in the Putumayo rubber 

country to give warning of the 

nearness of poisoned arrows and pits. 



I do not know what became of this 

expedition; war had not been declared 

when the trip was announced, but 

England doubtless had been keeping 

more or less of an eye on Duquesne. 

AFTER about two years 

others and myself had brief 

word from him that, after a 

bad time with fever, he was sailing for 

this country. Then the papers carried 

a cable from Buenos Aires that he had 

been killed by Indians near the 

Bolivian border. A later cable, from 

Montevideo, Uruguay, stated that he 

had been only severely wounded and 

found by troops near the Pilcomayo 

River between Paraguay and the 

Agentine. This must have been about 

May, 1916. And meantime Duquesne, 

it seems, entirely unwounded, was on 

his way to Europe, the cables being 

only details in a German undertaking 

of much importance. He went to 

Breda, Holland, where the Boer 

Revolutionary Committee was 

working with the Germans. 

Of what follows I know nothing. 

Clement Wood, in Martinique, 1931, 

met a Major Reginald Anson, who 

stated that he was Duquesne and gave 

Mr. Wood the material for his book, 

“The Man Who Killed Kitchener. ” I 

have not read this book, but an article 

by William C. Richards in the Detroit 

Free Press of April 17, 1932, 

summarizes it to this general effect: 

The world knows only that in June, 

1916, Lord Kitchener and his staff 

sailed in supposed secrecy on H. M. S. 

Hampshire on a most important and 

secret mission to Russia, and that he 

and the ship disappeared forever. 

The English-Russian secret plan was 

to have Count Boris Zakrevski go to 

England and accompany Kitchener. 

The Germans knew this; their own 

secret plan was to intercept Zakrevski 

and put Duquesne in his place. It was 

done. June 5th the Hampshire put to 

sea; a storm drove back its 

accompanying destroyers. Thirteen 

German submarines lay in wait. If the 

final signal of a white cloth hung from 

a porthole did not prove sufficient, 

Duquesne had a special water torch 

and a book of message sheets, the top 

half of each sheet luminous, the lower 

half weighted, on which he was to 

write the route and destination and 

the name of the ship finally chosen. 

These last were not needed. 

Under the shock of the torpedo the 

ship shuddered, half righted, began to 

list forward and to port. With a life 

preserver under his overcoat, 

Duquesne stepped from his cabin into 

the passageway, collided with a man, 

tramped him down. On deck 

confusion. A door opened and Lord 

Kitchener and other officers started 

toward the quarterdeck. A wave 

washed them back.



 
 

Boats were launched and smashed; 

life-rafts next; clinging to the top of a 

ladder ten feet from Kitchener, 

Duquesne stood with hand on revolver 

under his coat, so that there might be 

no chance, content to die himself if he 

must. Three rafts got off—and sank. 

Suddenly the conning-tower of a U-

boat appeared. That slim chance 

would do as well; Duquesne threw a 

life-belt toward the general. But the 

next wave swept General Lord 

Kitchener, Secretary of State for War, 

down the sloping deck and over the 

side. 

Of his staff and the crew of six 

hundred fifty, less than a dozen 

survived. Duquesne, bruised, one rib 

broken, was pulled aboard a 

submarine. He received the Iron Cross 

with gold leaves, worn by no other 

except the Kaiser himself, 

RETURNING to matters of 

record in the public print, the 

British Government held him 

responsible for an explosion killing 

three men on the Tennyson, Bahia to 

New York, in 1916. (The article 

summarized above states that a 

doddering old scientist would appear 

in one South American port and then 

another, persuading ship captains to 

transport some small boxes of orchid 

with special directions for their care. 

Finally it was noticed that the boats 

carrying these apparently innocent 

boxes failed to reach port. The old 

scientist, of course, being Duquesne. ) 

In 1918 he was arrested by the New 

York police when trying to collect 

insurance on boxes he said had 

contained specimens and films, boxes 

which had been destroyed in a 

Brooklyn warehouse fire. Papers were 

taken out for his extradition to 

England. He was committed to the 

prison ward at Bellevue for 

observation as to his sanity, feigned 

paralysis and for three months was 

treated by physicians as a hopeless 



paralytic. 

One day a voice I thought I recognized, 

though no name was given, spoke to 

me over the phone to the effect that it 

was time Fritz’s friends did something 

for him. Though at that time I knew 

little of his war record, there was 

evidence of pro-German activity and I 

had to decline the veiled invitation. 

Shortly after, in May, 1919, the New 

York papers told how the supposed 

paralytic suddenly got up from an 

invalid bed, climbed out a window 

from which two iron bars had been 

cut, slid down a rainwater pipe or 

dropped to the roof of an ice house and 

thence fled to a waiting automobile. 

The car hurried him to an airplane 

and the airplane carried him to 

Mexico, though this last step was not 

positively known until later. From 

Mexico, via the Argentine, he went to 

Holland. 

This, remember, is recorded fact, in 

New York City. Yet how many of his 

other adventures are more 

preposterous or difficult to believe 

than is this one on the face of it? If 

there had been no proof to adduce, 

would you have found it one whit more 

credible than any others of his 

adventures with the exception of the 

killing of Kitchener? As Negley Farson 

said, these things do happen. 

The New York papers of May 24, 1932, 

told of the arrest of a Frank de 

Trofford Craven, accused of being 

Captain Fritz Duquesne, under 

extradition to England for murder on 

the high seas. Craven was working as 

a motion picture critic for a publishing 

firm on Broadway. 

Scotland Yard officials were quoted as 

saying they were “unable to recall” the 

case of Captain Duquesne. In 

reviewing his past, there was a 

newspaper reference to Duquesne’s 

arrest in New York, December, 1917, 

charge and disposition not stated; the 

finding among his effects of a 

recommendation from the Imperial 

Austrian Vice Consul, Managua, 

Nicaragua... “Captain of Engineers in 

the Boer Army. He has in many 

circumstances rendered notable 

services to our good German cause. ” 

A New York paper of June 6, 1932, in 

an article I've rarely seen matched for 

all around confusion, states that the 

prisoner really was Craven, that the 

prisoner had been freed by habeas 

corpus on the ground that the 

extradition papers signed thirteen 

years before by Secretary of State 

Lansing were illegal, and that the 

prisoner had immediately been 

rearrested, charged with the felony of 

escaping from Bellevue in 1919, and 

that the British Government’s 

representatives would not oppose his 

release. 

WHO shall judge? To me all 

war is crime, and its silly rules 

as to just how its murders 

shall and shall not be committed mean 

only some more of the stupidity that 

permits wars to be. As to the facts on 

Fritz Duquesne, who knows? But if 

the things he says were done to him 

and his had been done to you and 

yours— 

The article cited above summarizes as 

follows from Mr. Wood’s book: 

“To the wire of an English 

concentration camp tottered an 

enfeebled woman one day when 

Duquesne came hunting his mother 

among the Boer prisoners. 

“There was, ” (says Clement Wood) 

“only the barbed wire between her and 



him. Her eyes were as sad and weary 

and sick as if she had been a kicked 

dog, dying alone out in a deserted 

corner of a kraal. 

“ ‘She was garbed in filthy rags, and 

she looked starved, and she was sickly 

and she had a seven months’ baby at 

breast. Her tone was flat as the veldt, 

and infinitely weary and infinitely 

noncomplaining. 

“They had done things to her—she 

shuddered even in her weariness at 

this. 

“The baby had come, too. It was a 

pretty baby, too, she said, as if she had 

hated it too much in a forgotten once 

to have room in her now for anything 

but a wistful tolerance for it. A cheap, 

common soldier rapist of a father, and 

English at that. 

“It would die. She was glad for this. 

She would die. It would have been 

nicer to die as quickly as poor little 

Elsbet (Duquesne’s sister) with a shot 

drilled through her fleeing back. 

“Duquesne studied each detail of the 

picture. He spoke gently, quietly, to 

her. Then this mood fell off and he 

became as black and hating as any 

soul she had ever seen. He did not 

raise his voice. 

“As long as he lived, he said, he would 

plot to pay back the English for what 

they had done. Most of all Kitchener. 

... He pledged his soul to it that for 

every drop of poisoned blood in her 

body he would kill one hundred 

Englishmen. As England had done to 

her, so and infinitely more he would 

do to England. 

“And then he said ‘Mother’ very 

quietly and turned away. He turned 

back just once—just once to say that 

he loved her, and always had, and 

always would, and not to worry any 

more. It would be all right somehow. ” 

I add again his last words to me, 

scrawled on the corner of a newspaper: 

“My dead mother approves, and she 

was God to me. ”

 

 
 


