.
| had a friend
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In the Englishman Denys Finch Hatton (1887-1931), the younger son of the
Earl of Winchilsea and Nottingham, Karen Blixen found her living, breathing
masculine ideal. Both emotionally and intellectually, he came to mean more for
her development as a human being and an artist than any other person.

With his rare combination of practical ability as a safari leader and pilot and his deep knowledge
of classical European art and literature, he was an inspiring challenge to anyone who met him.
Her time with him spurred Karen Blixen to take decisive steps on her path as an author even as
the external reality around her and the farm’s financial basis crumbled at the end of the 1920s.

The portrait of Denys Finch Hatton is from ca. 1913.
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Karen Blixen loved to drive cars. Here she is photographed behind the wheel
of Denys Finch Hatton’s car. The site is Mombasa around 1928.
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One of Denys Finch Hatton’s aerial photographs of the African farm. That
was how Karen Blixen saw her home when she flew in his plane.
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Finch Hatton’s plane - a Gypsy Moth - was an object of wondrous curiosity
for the Africans when he brought it from England in 1929.

Chapter 7 / Part 4

ST HEO TN CHARI (T FOoNv©O—~

JERELS - 2NN TYION Asd1o ) g

HOUT ¢ >« BV aN

—

o U TR E S HEEN

iing:d

SEE ~



On 14 May 1931, Denys Finch Hatton crashed in his plane at \Voi in
Tanganyika and was killed on the spot. Here is the last picture of him, taken at
\oi the same year. It was sent to Karen Blixen after his death.
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Denys Finch Hatton’s grave in the Ngong Hills, a few kilometres from the farm,
represented for Karen Blixen a sort of mental landmark long after she had left
Africa and moved back to her mother’s home at Rungstedlund.
Every evening before she went to bed, she opened the door to the south and remained standing for a
moment. Down there in the African hills, her real life was buried beneath an obelisk with a verse from
Coleridge’s “The Ancient Mariner”: “He prayeth well who loveth well/both man and bird and beast”.
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Obituary for Denys Finch Hatton in The Times, May 1931.
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CAPTAIN FINCH-HATTON

AN APPRECIATION

A vorrespondent, writes :—

To many of every type and station in
life in many parts of tho world the death
of Denys IPinch-Haotton mesns tho loss
of sumething that can never be replaced.
All through his life he had an amazingly
attractive personality : no one who ever
met him, whether man or woman, old or
young, white or black, failed to come
under his spell, and ono and all were
proud to know him.

He was different from every one clse.
Always and everywhere absolutely him-
self, ho was neither selfish nor self-centred,
vet he scemed always to do everything
that he wanted to do and never to do any-
thing that he did not want., Anyone
clso, leading such a life, would have
deteriorated ; Lt remained considerate,
sympathetic, humorous, cultured, and
always had timn somehow to spend in
small acts of kindness for most unlikely
people of any nge or type. He was an
ideal companion at the Russian DBallet
or at a game of chess, whils, of course,
in times of difficulty or danger in the
open air ha was obviously supreme, the
direct, ready master of the situation.

What in others might seem add, even
swaggor, in him was absolutely nntum!-.
gimple, and genuine. From some unpro-
nounceable and possibly illegible address
in the wilds of Africa he wrote long
lotters, chiefly about the books he was
reading. Ho was a skilful mechanic and
a lover of poetry and music ; he had a
wide and first-hand knowledge of birds
and animals, and he was a shrewd
observer of his fellow men and women,
He could talk for hours of native life and
customs, in which he was deeply in-
terested, and his knowledge and experi-
ence of tlw people and country and his
intensely practical schemes have already
heen of great service to the Government.

He always left an impression of grest-
ness—there 18 no other word-—and aroused
interest as no-dne else could. It was not
only his magnificent physigue and striking
features ; there was the ready intuition
and sympathy with every type of
character, a wonderful sense of humour,
a complete lack of all sham or conven-
tionalily, a sense of power and determina-
tion i and yet behind it all, indefinite
but ever present, a feehng of waste.
Something more must come from one so
strong and pifted ; and in a way it did,
for no one mspu‘ed more love and admira.
bﬁqn truer or deeper confidence or friend-
ship.

He died, as he would have choson, in
the open air, amid the wide spaces that
he loved, fearless and free to the end ;
and the charm of his wonderful per-
sonality and companionship is something
which those who lknew him will treasure
throughout their lives.
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