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Preface

Afbiga is still the home of mystery^ in spite of

the many explorerswho hare revealed much of its

wonders. This romance is concerned mainly with

the adventures of three young men who went out

to South AMca, got into trouble with the Transvaal

Government, and afterwards discovered an ancient

nation in Central Africa.

On their return they were able to take a little

hand in this present war of Justice and Bight, where

so many of our best and bravest are shedding their

blood.

I wish I could have shown my readers the wind

up of this vile oligarchy of Pretoria tyrants. Yet

I dare say no real Briton can doubt but that the end

must be the triumph of our gloriousEmpire and the

ultimate civilization of those ignorant savages, the

Boers.

It has cost us dearly"
it may cost us more " yet

never let a true lover of libertybe biased by the

friends of the oppressors. Africa must be a free

country, as Australia, New Zealand, and Canada are.

Like those great countries, Africa must become a

leal and faithful daughter to her beneficent mother,

our Empire, and enjoy the fruits of emancipation as

these other sisters do.
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These fruits are Liberty,Ilquality,Justice,and

Fraternityto all races over which waves the glorious
Red, White, and Blue Flag,the Union Jack.

The boons which we are at presentfightingfor will

cause many a hearth to mourn for the brave sons who

lie under the cold stars and the fierce suns of Africa.

But as the human parts of these sons enrich the

veldt,so will their heroic actions cause countless

generationsof Boers to bless their coming. They
have fought" not out of revenge, but for duty and

love of their brothers. They have died for a noble

cause, and Africa will yet think of them with pride.
While, therefore,we drop a tear over their sacred

graves, let it be one of gratitudeand pride. Who

would not sooner share the grave of a soldierin Africa

than grasp the hand of a pro-Boerin England? Who

would not sooner lie beside a hero on the veldt than

be placednear the statesman who caused all this

waste of blood ?

That you may forgiveall the shortcomingsin
this book, and be interested in it and its pictures,
is the most earnest wish of the writer. If it can

keep an Imperialiststeadfast when persuadedby
craftytraitors,if it can induce a waveringpro-Boer
to be once more a faithful son or daughterto Justice

and our Empire,then it has more than fulfilledthe

desires of

ITS AUTHOR.

TomoK Club,

30, Bedfobd Stbebt,

LOKDOK, W.O,
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The Empire Makers

CHAPTEB I

AT SHEBOUBKE AOADEMT

Thbee brayer^ franker^ and more chiyalrous hearts

never beat in male breasts than those that beat under

the jacketsof Ked Bomer^ Clarence Eaybold^ and Fred

Weldon.

Ned Bomer^ the long-acknowledged hero and captain

of the school^ was about seyenteen years of age. He

had won his supremacy^ as all lads must do at schools,

by hard fightingand expertness in outdoor games and

sports,as much as by general proficiencyin his studies.

The boys expected him, of course, to be dux in the

schoolroom ; they could neyer have respected a duffer,

no matter how smart he may have been on the field.

An ignorant booby could never win schoolboy respect,

no matter how great a fighterhe proved himself to be.

To become the leader of a school requiresmany per-fections

in a boy. He must have the same qualities

which form a leader of men " personal force and self-

control, the power of controllingand influencingthose

about him. He must be always prepared and ready to

face unexpected difficulties,be tireless in his work,

willing ever to help his followers in their task, and

thus win their admiration, by proving that he huows

much more than they do,

B
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He must be preparedto act as championfor the

school,if called upon; to be the best batsman and

bowler,the most tirelessrunner and swimmer ; in fact,

to be constantlyon the qm vive.

Schoolboysare very keen critics,and don't give
their admiration blindly.True, once their allegiance
is given,it takes a good deal to destroythe prestige
of their hero. Unlike grown men, theydo not easily
forget

Ned Bomer had allthe natural qualitiesof a hero.

Physically,he was tall for his age, handsome,strongly
formed,and absolutelyfearless.

A well-posed,firm head rested between square

shoulders. His hair was crisp,curly,and lightbrown.
His eyes were those brightand blue eyes that look

franklyand bravelyout upon the world,and never

shiftwhen appealedto. When boys or men possess

those kind of eyes, a lie direct is an impossibilitywith

thenu They cannot prevaricate.It is not the des-picable

meanness of a lie that preventsthem ; theydo
not consider such ethics or reasons. Like George
Washington,theysimplycannot tell a lie. To do so

would be a physicalimpossibility.The liar and the

craven are natural products,and go together,as real

courage, magnanimity,and truth are ever found united*

His habits of constant exercise had made Ned

Bomer an athlete. A natural aptitudefor studyand
thirst for knowledgemade his tasks a pleasure,and

easy to acquire.He was ambitious to shine,and could

not endure defeat To him an obstacle meant an

enemy to be overcome and destroyed,and until he

achieved this,he had no peace of mind.

This was his last term at school;and duringthe

years ho had spent at Sheboume Academy,he had

learnt that the most preciousof all a brave man's
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possessionsis the habit of controllinghis temper. He

had a fierytemper. JSTow,a temper is as needful to boy
and man as a pairof strongarms^ but l̂ike strength^
this must be kept in reserve for occasions when force

isrequired^not dissipatedin senseless ontborsts. As

our storyprogresses^ the reader will find out more

about the characteristicsand temper of Ned Bomer.

Earlyin lifehe had been left an orphant̂mder the

guardianshipof his late father'ssolicitor.

Tbis guardianwas a bachelor ŵho evidentlycon-sidered

it to be the beginningand end of his duty to

pay the school fees and other expenses of his ward.

Thus Ned had never been invited to visit his

guardianduringhis holidayst̂he master of the

college,or academy,Dr. Heardman, LL.D.,M.A., etc.,

beingpaidto look after the boy duringthe holidays.
In consequence of these arrangements, Shebourne

Academy was the only home that Ned Eomer had

ever known, and his schoolfellows were his onlyfriends.
Some lads would have felt lonelyand have pined

under the monotony of such a life; but Ned was not

one of the broodingkind. The countryall round the

academy was beautiful,beingin the heart of Devon-shire,

and within sightof Dartmoor hills. What

money he required,in reason, his guardianfreely
sent,and as Ned had lived here ever since he could

remember, his needs were not extravagant,with such

Spartantastes as he had.

Books he had in profusion,for the doctor's library
was at his disposal.He found amusement enough
duringthe vacations in studyingbotanyand reading
books of travel and exploration.

When asked by his guardianwhat vocation he would

like to take up in life,duringone of that gentleman's
yare visits,Ned had answered promptly"
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'* I mean to be a traveller."

His guardianwas pleasedwith this reply; at least,
he seemed to be so from the way his foxyface beamed

and the manner in which, he rubbed his hands

together.
*' Yes, Ned, I think such a lifewould suit a bold,

strong lad like you exactly.You might go to

Australia or Africa,and make a fortune in no

time."
" Oh, I don't care much about the fortune,"replied

Ned, carelessly." As long as I have enough to live

and keepclear of debt,I'll be satisfied,so that I can

do some good and helpon civilizationand the glory
and power of England."

"Like the great Cecil Rhodes, eh " ^the Empire
maker ? " said his guardian,slyly.

"That is my ambition,Mr. Raymond," answered

Ned, calmly.
He was not very familiar with his guardian,and

althoughhe could not say that he disliked him, yet
he alwaysfelt better pleasedto bid him good-byethan
to welcome him at the beginningof his infrequentand
short visits.

" Hum " yes ; I think we shall be able to advance

your views in this respect.Your father was not a rich

man when he died,Edward. However, I need not go
into that matter now, as I shall tell you all about it

when you have leftschool. But I dare say " as I have

been careful of what he did leave " that I shall be able

to provideyou with a comfortable start in life."

This conversation had taken placeon the last visit

of Mr. Jabez Raymond to Sheboume Academy at the

beginningof the finishingterm. Since then Ned had

diligentlypursuedhis studies,and was prettywell

preparedto face the world,as far as theorycouI4
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prepare a young man. Experiencemust hereafter be

the finisherof hia education.

Clarence Bayboldand Fred Weldon ranked next to

Ned Eomer in proficiencyand expertness.They were

both bold fellows,who had moulded themselyes"as far as

theycould,on the patternoftheirleader and hero,Ned.
Both had battled and worked their way upwardsto

their presentproudposition.The other boys owned

their superiority,but " as will chance so often" while

beinggood and faithfulchums, there was not a little

rivaLrybetween them as to which should stand next to

Ned Bomer. Some of the boysboasted that Baybold,
the Africander,was the strongestand best; some

vowed by Weldon, the Australian.

A school is somewhat like a ship; there cannot be

two first ofiScersany more than there can be two

captains,ifperfectharmonyis to be maintained.

Afiairs had been long brewingtowards an open
contest between these two firiendlyrivals for the

supremacy. They were very nearlythe same age;
Weldon was only a month older tlutn Baybold,both

beingin their sixteenth year.

They were both tall and strong,Baybold an inch

wider in the chest,while Weldon was two inches taller.

Bayboldwas the best batter,Weldon the be^t bowler.

They could both swim and dive like fish. In this

exercise theysurpassedNed and every other boyround
about the country-side.

The favourite study of Ned was botany; Fred

Weldon was an authorityon chemistry,and Clarence

Baybold on astronomy. In these accomplishments
theystood apartand equal.

In their other studiestheywere also reckoned pretty
equal.If one excelled in one branch,the other excelled

in some other department.
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There was onlyone way left to decide the question
at issue,and this was, as Nature decides the same

questionof supremacy, by fighting.
It may seem a barbarous thingthat boys and men

cannot settle such disputedpointsin any other way

exceptby battle. Savagessettle it thus. Civilized

races do the same, and amongst healthyboysit appears
to be as stricta necessityas amongst men.

Thus it happenedthat a Saturdayhad been fixed

upon for the grandtournament between those rival

knights,with the entire school as spectatorsand

CaptainEdward Bomer as umpire.
There was no personalbitterness between the two

colonialboys,for althoughthere had been of late con-siderable

friction,this had occurred more between the

supportersthan the principals.
A mass meetinghad been called,and the contest

between Australia and Africa decided upon. The two

champions were moved alone by ambition and the

desire to settle their future position,once and for all.

They had likewise agreedto abide by the decision of

the umpireand the school,without any further appeal*
It was to be a friendlyenough contest,yet allknew

that it would not be a drawing-roomor stageplay.
It was to be a real,not a sham battle.

The groundfixed upon was about three miles from

Sheboume, down by the river,at a spot where the

banks were level and the water deep. This was their

usued bathing-place.
It is not my intention to describe this fight,further

than to say that it was foughtaccordingto recognized
rules,without prejudice,and decided in thirteen

rounds.

The umpirewatched keenly,and stoppedeach round

when itwas likelyto become too fierce. Thus,although



At Shebourne Academy 7

some claiet was spiltyit wasn't in serious quantities,
and could easilybe washed away without leavingany
palpabletraces. Clarence Baybold came out of the
** mill " with a swollen upper lipand some bruises on

his biceps,and Fred Weldon with a flowingnose.
Bayboldwas declared yictor,while Weldon accepted

his defeat with a good grace. Africa had beaten

Australia by onlytwo seconds of time,yet both had

foughtso splendidlythat the audience,without excep-tion,
declared that tJiedefeat was nearlyas good as the

yictory.Both had conducted themselyes so temperately
yetsturdily,takingand givingsuch real strokes,and

wardingoff with such rare skill,that the supporters
of Weldon were as proudof his actions as were the

Bayboldsection of his deeds of daring.
With loud acclaim theywere unanimouslydeclared

worthy champions of "Shebourne," of whom the

academyoughtto be proud.
It was a gloriousdayin earlysummer. The leaves

were lushlygreen and fresh,the sunbeams warm, and

the water in front of them most inviting.
Therefore,after Ned had delivered his unalterable

decision,yotmg Africa shook hands with his brother

yoimg Australia,and theyall finished up the fun by
castingtheir clothes on to the grassy banks and

plunging into the transparentriver,like lively
tadpoles.

After this eventful daythere was completeconcord
at Shebourne Academy. Fred Weldon took his orders

from Clarence Baybold,who submitted to the wise and

experiencedauthorityof Ned Bomer, and the longand

happydaysof schoolboylifeflew on unheeded towards

their close.



CHAPTER II

THE COMPACT

The hours which the three school leaders were spending

in study and merry sport were bringing great events

into their liyes.

On the same day that Fred Weldon fought with

Clarence Raybold by the side of that Devon river, his

father,the reputed wealthy Australian, died a bank-rupt,

leaving his family almost paupers.

He had been involved in the disastrous land boom,

and forced to mortgage all his stock and estates.

Indeed, for the past five or six years he had only been

able to carry on his station through the leniency of

his creditors. When death overtook him, he had

been threatened with foreclosure, which took place

directlyafter his funeral.

It was a couple of weeks before the expiration of

the last term for the three school friends, when a

black-edged letter came to inform Fred about the

death of his father and his own penniless condition.

A double blow that was, which prostrated the poor

Australian boy, and took the sunshine out of his life.

He dearly loved his father, although he had not

seen that father for the six years he had spent at

Shebourne Academy. To know that he should never

again on earth see the kindly face of that loved parent

nearly broke his tender heart.
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pointsît was wonderful how many excellences and

beauties were disclosed. Nicelyshapedears^ although
often skinned and roughenedby the weather;well-

shapedhands^althoughtanned by the sun; hair

with a goldenlustreand a sinuous waviness;delicately
shapedlips; and a nose bold,fine,and straight,with
nostrilssensitiveas those of a well-bred horse. Fred

Weldon decidedlyimprovedon acquaintance,for he was

polite,considerate,and of a singularlyhappydisposition.
When the evil tidingscame he showed his gritand

breedingby at once facingthe diflScultyinstead of

bemoaning it idly. He had no longerany expecta-tions
beyondwhat pocket-moneyhe had saved,and

fiftypoxmdswhich an uncle had sent him, to pay his

fare,second class,out to Australia,ifhe cared to go.
This uncle told him kindly,but frankly,however,

in his letter,that if he cared to go anywhereelse for

the present,it would be as well,for Australia could

not hold out much-prospectfor a pennilessyoung man

for some years yet to come.

His mother and sisters were providedfor,as this

uncle had taken them home to his station. He need,

therefore,suffer no anxietyon their account. He had

onlyhimself now to consider.

It is a sad moment in the lifeof a boy when he

loses his natural protector,even althoughhe may step
into his father'sproperty. This desolation becomes

intensified when, besides his father,the boy loses

home, and, with what makes home attractive,all

certaintyof the future.

Fred Weldon felt now, for the firsttime,that he

was no longera passenger in life'sbark,but had been

forcedinto the positionof the formerlyutterlytrusted
and lost pilot.He had now to steer where formerly
he had leftthat responsibilityto other"
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It would have been a most wretched time,those last

two weeks at Sheboume Academy,for poor Fred Wel-

don,but for the kindlysympathyof both teachers and

fellow-pupils.These made him feel that misfortune

has itscompensations,when it bringsout these traits

of kindness and friendship.
The entire school united in showingto Fred how

much he was cared for daringthis periodof griefand

uncertainty.
But his two chums, Ned Eomer and Clarence

Baybold,did more, for theygrippedthe future with

firm and energetichands, and rendered it a definite

plan. As long as man or boy can map out his

course with definite lines,he has somethingworth

livingfor. It is the gropingthrough a damp and

dark mistland after a formless ideal which rusts the

mind and saps the vital forces. As longas we can

trace a path,so we can follow it; as long as we know

our direction,difficultiesare almost pleasures.With-out

his two chums, Fred might have fallen into an

inert condition and given way to despair.Without
this sudden calamitybefallinghim,those three friends

mighthave partedon that vacation and gone different

ways, to idle and dream abortive things. Now it

knitted their lives together,and while theydiscussed
his affairs,theysettled their own.

Fred had received his letter on a Friday. On

Saturdayafternoon the three friends were lyingon the

banks of the river near the bathing-pool.
Fred was in the centre,lyingon his back and look-ing

at the sky. His friends reclined on each side of

him,restingon their elbows,and pluckingdaisiesand

buttercupsaimlessly.
That was their way of exhibitingtheir sympathy.

They would not look at him, for they instinctively
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feltthat he would resent beingwatched justnow. He

could not helphis eyes fillingnow and then,as he

saw picturesof his lost Australian home with his

father in that upper patchof dark blue sky,but he

would have hated his chums to see him cryinglike a

girL So also would theyhave despisedand detested

themselyes for watchingthese signsof weakness. To

cry ishuman, and sometimes cannot be keptunder " a

man will own this with shame ; but it is abominable

to be seen at the pitifulgame, and no reed friendwould

ever own he had seen his chum at it. This is one of

the sacred obligationsof man-friendship.
"I say, Eaybold,"cried Ned, speakingover the

silentFred," I've been thinkinglatelyof makingmy

explorationgroundAfrica. Do you intend sticking
to Johannesburgwhen you leave here ? "

"Not likely,Ned; the paterwishes me to move

about and see the countrybefore I settle down."
" Well,what do you say to making a company aflfair

of it? " continued Ned, cheerfully.** England,Aus-tralia,

and Africa againstthe world."
" I am agreeable,"repliedClarence.
" What do you say, Fred,to this partnership?

"

" What partnership? " asked Fred,waking from his

melancholyreverie.
"That we should go to Africa and become band fide

explorers.The company to be calledthe ^ Clarfredned

Company
* of explorersand gentlemenadventurers."

" With the lastfirst,of course, Ned,"added Clarence,

modestly.
" Well,yes ; I suppose I do know a triflemore than

you pairof scientists,having a year s advantageof

you. And I haven't the slightestobjectionto be your

chief,on one condition."

"And that?"
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** My condition is,that I providethe firstexpenses."
** Again agreeable,"repliedClarence Kaybold,with

alacrity."My pater,since the Jameson Raid, hasn't

had too much cash to spare. What with confiscation,

fines,and taxes,the lifeof an ITitlander is not an envi-able

one in the Transvaal. Therefore I willingly
accept your terms, and declare you to be my

captain."
" What do you say, Weldon ? " asked Ned, calmly

lookingat the waterpool.
He did this because there were indications of a

girlishbreakdown on the part of Fred. His eyelids
were twitching,and he was gulpingsomethingdown
that appearedto be chokinghinu

**Some fellows go and pay a lot of money to be

allowed to joinan expeditionof this sort. I regard
these feUows as fools to pay for what should be paid
for. The leader alwaysgets the kudos,therefore he

oughtto pay the costs. Now, boys,I'm fond of kudos,
and I mean to have as much of it as I can out of this

affair,therefore I reckon it is onlyfair that I should

pay the piper."
Ned spokemusingly,and flicked with his stick at

some grass-stalks.
Then Clarence Baybold took up the cue with the

instinctivefeelingsof a gentleman.
"Those are my sentiments also,of course, when

partnersgo for equalshares in profitsas weU as adven-tures.

I think,as a kind of guaranteeof goodfaith,
the subordinates oughtto givea little. Now, I would

pledge myself to the extent of twenty pounds,and
leave my leader to do all the rest. What do you say,

Weldon, old fellow,to contributingtwenty pounds
each,and lettingNed do the rest ? "

Fred crushed back into his eyelidsa coupleof tears.
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and then,gulpingdown a bigsob,like a huge pill,
with the indifferenceof a Stoic,he said"

'* rd givefiftypoundswillinglyto go with you and

Ned ; but ifyou decide on twentyas the sum, allright,
onlyI have an amendment to propose."

"What is that?" asked both Ned and Clar,sus-piciously.

" If we should discoverany diamond or goldmines,
or other treasures,that the expenses be then fairly
divided,and deducted from our shares of profits."

" Done I" cried Ned and Clar,in one breath.

Then the lads shook hands solenmly,and the com-pact

was made,which gave them a grandobjectin life,
and sent them forthin search of the adventures which

are now to be related.



CHAPTER III

m THE DEN OF THE LAWTEB

The next two weeks were spent in maturing plans by the

yonng men for their intended expedition. Maps were

consulted, and books of travel
" ^Livingstone, Stanley,

and other authorities
"

devoured in such leisure times

as they had from their finishing studies.

At last the day arrived
"

their last day of school life ;

their last day under the fatherly control of Dr. Heard-

man. The good doctor was proud of his three crack

pupils, and prophesied great futures for them. The

younger schoolmates went ofif to their different homes

in deep dejection,wondering how they were ever to get

on, the next term, without their heroes and champions.

Of course their places would quickly be filled up,

for heroic souls and talented minds are common enough

products of British soil. In"tuated adherents of

Disraeli, Gladstone, and Salisbury are apt to fancy

that chaos must come when they have gone from their

posts. Yet the old state coach rumbles along pretty

much as it did in the days of former drivers. The

ocean nibbles away at sea-coasts, and encroaches

every year in some parts, while it retires from others in

the same proportions. Continents have been sub-merged,

and ancient cities buried under the brine;

but other continents, cities,and nations have risen and

15
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taken the work of ciyilizationupon them. The earth

has not become a fraction smaller,the ocean has not

increased by so much as a dropof water.
Heroes have risen and carved their names on the

monument of history,but mankind has not sufferedby
theirpassingaway. It benefited,perchance,through
theirliving,as the grain-fieldsbenefitbythe passing
rains; yetas the moisture returns to the clouds,and
comes down againand again,so do greatdeeds repeat
themselves amongst men as in nature. The dropof
rain is nothingafterit has done itswork ; the man

is of no more considerationafter the emergency has

passedfor which hisstrengthwas produced.
For a time the renown of those three champions

would hover over Sheboume Academy. The acts of

the new claimants would be criticizedand compared
with what had been done before by those doughty
heroes. Then the hour would arrive when their suc-cessors

appearedto overtopthem in the eyes of the

young censors ; then theywould fade into oblivion

with the majority,and be remembered by a few as

demi-gods.In every schoolthere are minds formed

to lead and natures made to admire. Wisely,the
majorityof mankind are those who exist for the

present,and troublethemselves neitherwith the past
nor the fature. Their hero is the one who serves their

interestsforthe time. Thus mankind goes on, tram-pling

the road smoother which old footstepshave
partlymade,leavingthe dreamers and the regretters
to lingeron the sidepathways.

Filled with hopeand laden with their prizes,the

three boysbade farewellto their old life,and set forth

to interview the presentarbitratorof theirlives,Mr.
Jabez Baymond" the man who held the sinews of

war.
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It was late in the afternoon when onr heroes arrived,
and,afterspendinga few hours in the societyof their

host and hostess,theywere not sorry when bedtime came.

" There ia no good lingeringhere any longerthan
we can help,lads,"said Ked on retiring.** To-morrow
I intend to tackle old Eaym'ond,and see what he

purposes doingfor us."

That night the lawyerhad a final look over the

papers relatingto the affairsof his late client,Mr.

Bomer. He did this after the boysand his household

had retiredand behind locked doors.

A fox-like man of about fiftyMr. Jabez was, with

thin hair and side whiskers,originallydark red,but

now grizzledand grey. Much poringover documents

had reddened his eyelidsand sharp long nose, and

taken the red out of his long parchment-likejaws.
His mouth was thin-lippedand wide,which gave him

an unpleasantgrinwhen he smiled,as he was doing

now, his eyes aLso were yellowspeckled,like Fred

Weldon's,but, unlike Fred's open eyes, they were

shiftyand half hidden by the reddened,scantily
lashed lids.

** Hum, these willdo,I think. It isnot at alllikely
that this boy will disputemy accounts or ask outside

aid to understand these professionalmysteries.I'll
have it over to-morrow with him, while he is eager
to getaway, and make him a liberaloffer,to be rid of

him at once and for ever."

It will be seen from this muttered soliloquyinside
the door of Mr. Jabez Baymond'sstudythat he was of

the same mind as hisunsophisticatedward " to get into

and over business as'rapidlyas possible.
Next morning,therefore,after the customarybreak-fast

of bacon and eggs, he forestalledNed byaskingthe
three boysinto his sanctunu
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^I intended to postpone going into particulars
respectingyour late father's affairs until you had

gainedyour majorityM̂r. Edward ; but as you have

alreadymapped out your career, I think it will meet

your views ifI do so at once."

He grinned,what he considered to be an indulgent
smile upon the young gentlemen,while instinctiyely
theywished he had not done so ; that wideningof his

thin mouth somehow spoiltthe effectof his words.

** I do not suppose you have any desire to go very

deeplyinto your familyhistory.Yet you had best

glanceover these documents after I have told you

brieflytheir contents,and see how at presentyour
fortune stands."

" Your word will be quitesufficient,Mr. Eaymond,"
repliedNed, hastily.**My father trusted you. Mid

that is quiteenoughfor me."

The lawyer once more grinned,and spreadout his

hands in a deprecatingfashion,as he answered "

" You must not do this,my young Mend, with every

one you meet, or you may live to regretit. Your poor,

noble,and generous-heartedfather trusted too many

peoplefor his own welfare and those coming after him,
otherwise I should have had more satisfactoryaccounts

to giveyou."
** Yet if others deceived him, I am sure you could

not,Mr. Baymond."
" Thank you, Edward. I may say that I have tried

my utmost to prove a justand faithful steward,but

alasI I found matters in a sad muddle, which have

taken me all your years to disentangle; even now the

unpleasanttask is far from beingdone. Listen,and

ril tryto giveyou a summary of how you stand."

Cli^nce and Fred were moving off towards the

window, thinkingthat they had no rightto listen
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to these privatedisclosures,when Mr. Jabez stopped
them.

** Please sit down and listenalso,young gentlemen.
Pour heads are better than two, even althoughone
happensto be that of a lawyer,in a business of this

kind. Besides,we may requireyou as witnesses."

The two bowed and returned to their chairs. "

**When your father inherited the Eomer estates,

Edward, he was, as you are, an onlychild,and,like

you, had been leftearlyan orphan.
" My predecessors,Messrs. Skinner and Bland,had

been the familysolicitorsof your grandfather,and

althoughthe propertywas a wide-spreadingone, with

many prosperous fetrms upon it,yet it had been con-siderably

mortgagedfor the two pastgenerations.
" Ostensiblyyour father'sincome was eightthousand,

but really,at the date of his succession,six thousand

five hundbred of this went yearlyto pay the interestof

the old mortgages.
^^This was bad enough,yet it might have been

improvedwith care, economy, and a wealthymarriage.
Your dear,chivalrous father,however,did not come

from a cheese-paringrace, and he was too noble to sell

himself for money."
" Dear father,"murmured Ned. He was too young

at that father'sdeath to remember what he was like,
but this testimonyto his generous and disinterested

nature touched a kindred chord in the boy'sheart
"Ah, yes!" continued the lawyer,softly."You

were too young to remember what your father was

like,yetin outward appearance you resemble him,and
doubtless you have the same fine and gentlemanly
disregardfor money. It runs in the blood."

As Ned did not reply,Mr. Jabez went on "

" Some,as I have said,mighthave triedby marriage
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or stricteconomy to better their condition. But Mr.

Bomer did neither. He married the ladyof his choice,
who had nothing; then,aftermarriage,he keptup the

old styleat Bomer Court.
** After a few years his income had dwindled down

to nine hundred,and then he tried,by speculating,to

regainwhat he had lost. His speculationswere not

luckyones. The friends he trusted fedled him at the

finish,so that when he died,twelve months after your

mother, he was responsiblefor more than the small

income left him, and had onlymortgagedpropertyto
leave behind,a largenumber of personaldebts,and

nothingelse to leave."

^^Then where did the money come from to keepme

all these years at school,Mr. Baymond ? " asked Ned,

quickly.
The lawyerflushed a bricklyflush as he answered "

" Well,I am coming to that subject,my dear young
friend. When I undertook your father's affairs,I

went to work energeticallyand justly,yet without

sentiment " lawyersdo not work often in that vein.

I mastered the debts of honour and the extent of the

mortgages,and managedto scrape suiDScientto pay for

your education."

"Then there is nothingleft for me? " asked Ned,

blankly.
"Softly,softly,my dear boy. In ten or twelve

years from now I hope,D.V.,to have a good balance

for you at the bank, and an income of five or six

hundred poundsfor you. I have almost settled all

the personaldebts,and am now workingto reduce the

mortgages."
"Yes. But how about the present? Can I not

realizeany money ? "

"I have made some arrangementswith my own
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bank,and can let you have a lump sum of say fiye

hundred poundson your note of hand, onlyif I do

this it will mean drawingyour income until you are

of age."
^^ I am quitewillingto signany document you like

if you can do this without inconyeniencingyourself,
Mr. Eomer," said Ned, eagerly.

Mr. Jabez Baymond gazed upon his ward for a few

moments silently,while he appearedto think. Then

he spoke.
*' It is not exactlyprofessional; but as you wish to

try your fortune in Africa,while from all reports,
AMca is the coming land for fortune-making,I think

it can be done. I wish you firstto read over carefully
these documents, in which all I have told you is

written,and also examine carefullythis parchment,
which I have drawn up for you to sign" examine them

and consult togetherabout them. When you have

done this,if you decide to have the money down

now, instead of drawingit quarterlyfor the next four

years,you can letme know on my retom at lunch-time."

Mr. Jabez rose as he said these words,and leaving
the boys to studythe pileof parchment,he went out

to attend to his other business.

They had been accustomed to difScult problemsat
Dr. Heardman's Academy, but those were simpleto
solve comparedto the understandingof these legally
obscured documents. After a longhour of bewilder-ment,

Ned laid them down respectftdlyin a heap,and
turned dolefollyupon his trustybut equallybefogged
comrades.

"Well, boys,what do you make out of these

mysteries?
"

** Nothing,excepta drythroat and an achinghead,"
repliedjClarenceBaybold.
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''Let's go for a walk^ and get some gooseberries.
I'm not goingto attempt the impossible,"cried Ned,

decidedly.
This proposalwas gratefulto the others,so together

theywent out to the sun, and enjoyedthemselyes till

lunch-time. After lunch the lawyerread over the

document which requiredthe signatureof Ned. It

Bounded all right,althoughterriblygarnishedwith
obscure phrases.There were blank spaces to be aftet'
wards filledup, such as the amounts received,with

the terms of repayment,dates,and conditions,which

Mr. Jabez explainedas he read in his most fatherly
tones.

It sounded all right,therefore Ned put his name

boldlyat the bottom in the presence of Miss Priscilla

Baymond and his two friends,who afterwards signed
theirs as witnesses.

This document dried,and locked with other papers
into Mr. Baymond'ssafe,the lawyerdrew a cheque
in his own name and went to the bank to get it

cashed.



CHAPTEE IV

STEPHANUS GBOBLAAB

Five hundred pounds wemed a big fortune to the

three young adventurers, who had hitherto been more

than passing wealthy on an odd half-sovereign. It

was a vast sum to think about, and its possibilities
seemed limitless.

They felt likewise, as they tedked over matters, that

appearances were unjustlyagainst Mr. Jabez Baymond,

and how his face and manners belied his real nature.

If he had the face of a fox, and that peculiarly slink*

ing manner generally ascribed to ffJse natures and

treacherous dogs, his present actions all went to prove

that he was entirely the opposite to what these out-ward

signs betokened. Ned remembered how the

ancient physiognomist had misread the great Socrates ;

and how the good philosopher confirmed his opinion,

by telling his disciplesthat he might have b^n the

degraded being the physiognomist said he was, but

for his power of self-restraint. Perhaps Mr. Jabez

Baymond had the gift of Bocrates, and had mastered

his original tendencies. If, therefore, he looked and

grinned like a wily fox, while he listened to their

plans,and heard them joy over their store of cash, he

certainly showed that he had full faith in their

discretion by placing this large sum so freely at

their disposal.

24
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He introduced them to the Dutch agent of a

bigSouth African firm at the Cape^who was called

Johannes Groblaar,and who not only gave them

much sage adyice,but told them that his nephew
was going out in the next steamshipând would

accompany them if they liked. This friendlyoffer

they gladlyaccepted,as StephanusGroblaar was a

native of Pretoria,and knew the countrythoroughly.
Thus they found everythingmade easy for thefn at

the start by this benevolent and generous guardian,
and after a pleasantsojournof eightdays in London,

theybade "rewell to Mr. Baymond at the East India

Docks,and preparedto enjoythree weeks' sea-voyage

as saloon passengers.

Everything they could think about, even their

passage-money, had been paid from the purse of

Mr. Eaymond, in spiteof their protests,and they
were carryingtheir store of funds untouched. By
this time their hearts were completelywon, and they
vowed that old Baymond was a jollyfinefellow.

This jollyfine fellow stood on the deck until the

bell rang for the tender to return. He rubbed his

lean hands togetherwhen not engaged spreading,one

hand over his wide mouth to cover a yawn. Then,
with a heartyhandshake,he returned to the train,
while the steamshipproceededon her voyage.

To amuse himself on the journeyback,he took out

his pocket-bookand added up the expenses he had

been put to for the young gentlemen.
The grinhad left his jaws at the last wave of his

handkerchief. He now looked grim,yet on the whole

not dissatisfied.

^^Friscillawill grumbleat the largeoutlay,"he
muttered ;

'' but it was necessary to keep the young
cub in a proper mood, and leave a good impression.
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Now he can have no suspicions^and I haye four years
to turn myselfabout,even if he ever comes back to

claim his own, which is extremelydoubtful"
Ned Eomer was goingaway fallof ftdthand loving-

kindness towards this knave who had been robbing
him systematicallyfor years. What he had given
had not been a quarter'sintereston the money due to

Nedy therefore no wonder that he felt it needful to

expendthis sum " particularlywith that document in

his possession.
l^e trustingfather had left him entire control of

the estate,with the possessionof all papers and deeds ;

thus he had not many fears about his peculationsbeing
discovered. The parchmentwhich Ned had signedwas
reallya deed of ^e of all that he had inherited from

his "ther. Being a minor,it was as yet uselessin a

legalsense, but as the dates were not yet added,Mr.

Baymond was preparedto advance these dates by four

years,if what he expectedhappened.If Ned added

his bones to the number of those who had leftthem in

the wilds of that fatal country,this could easilybe
done without any dispute.Indeed,Mr. Jabez would

hardlyrequireany deed to step into the property
which he had alreadymarked out as his own. Yet

possibleheirs might turn up unexpectedly,and it

would quash their claims. If Ned returned,more

wide-awake than he had left,the wilylawyerhad all

these years to prepare for him.

'^I don't think this cub will come back,and it is

not likelythat he will make name enoughfor his death
to be much noticed."

Mr. Jabez Baymond belongedto the singularsect
of Bedlitonians,and amongst them he was a shining
lightas a local preacher.The thoughtof what he

had done,and what he planned,did not disturb his
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conscience in the least. He possessedthe not un-common

qualityof being able to separatebusiness

entirelyfrom religion; therefore the followingSunday
eveninghe preacheda very edifyingsermon to his

brethren ând went home to sister Priscilla as fall

of rectitude and self-righteousnessas any local

preachercould be. Humanity is crammed with such

anomalies.

StephanusGroblaar,the new companionand ship-mate
of our heroes,was a pleasantand affableyoung

Boer of about twenty-two. As a specimenof his

countrymen,he impressedthem most favourably.
He was straw-haired and grey-eyed,with skin sun-tanned

to a warm amber tint. Tall,burly,yet well

formed,he was a pictureof rude strengthand solid

resolution. In repose, his heavy features gave him

rather a morose appearance, however.

But he could be very frank and engagingwhen he

liked,and as he set himself to win the Mendship of

the young men, it was not longbefore he did so.

They passeda very pleasanttime goingto the Cape,
and the river and coast scenery made them decide to

keepdiaries.
These diariesbeganall rightwith a descriptionof

the river Thames and coast as far as Southampton,but
long before they reached Madeira the diaries were

laid aside,and never againtaken up. Jottingdown

ordinaryevents did not appealto our three heroes.

They resolved to givetheir pens a rest until theyhad
killed their firstreal wild beieist.

StephanusGroblaar spoke to them sensiblyand
sagely.While they listened to his prudentadvice,
theyfelttheycould not do better than act upon it.

** You will find that fiveor six hundred poundswill
not go far in Africa. It will be best to heuik it,and



StephanusGroblaaf 29

try to make your way without breakingupon your

capital,or rather work for money to add to it."

"What do you think we should do?" inquired
Ned.

"Anythingthat turns up, I may get you a bullock

team to helpto drive up to the TransTaal. That would

show you a lot of the country,and giveyou plentyof

experienceas well. It is rough a bit,and will take

you some time,but you don't mind that,I suppose ? "

"Not at all; it will train us to roughit in the wilds,
and we can affordto spenda littletime gettingcolonial

experience."
This conversation took placebetween Madeira and

the island of Teneriffe.

A curious,and what might have been a tragicad-venture

had happened to Ned Eomer justoutside of

Funchal, while they were seeingthe sightsof that

lovelyand precipitousisland of Madeira.

The three young men had gone inland with Ste-phanus

Groblaar. While standingon the edge of one

of the cliffswith a sheer dropof seven hundred feet,

Stephanushad suddenlymade a stumble and lurched

againstNed with his full force.

The guide,who was near at hand,saved our principal
hero from a horrible death,by what seemed like a

miracle.

Ned was justgoing over, when the guidecaught
hold of his coat-tedls,and by a sudden and powerful
tug, landed him on his back over the body of Ste-phanus,

who had fallen on his {ace.

It was a considerable shock to Ned's nerves, and he

rose a littlechalkyabout the gills.But his pallor
was nothingto that which overspreadthe face of the

young Boer,making his bronzed skin look like old

ivory. He shook as if he had the palsy,and for some
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moments could not utter a word. When he did find

his ToicOyhis expressionsof regretand self-reproach
were painfulto listen to,consideringthat it was only
an accident.

He said he had been seized with a sudden giddiness
which he could not account for. The guidelistened
to his explanationand apologieswith a stolid expres-sion,

but took goodcare duringthe rest of the journey
to keep a firm hold of his arm when theywere near

any dangerousledge.
It was while theywere lyingat Tenerififethat the

second attack of giddinessseized Stephanus,and once

more Ned was the objectagainstwhich he felL

A portionof the ship'srail had been removed,and
Ned was standingby the open gap, lookingoyer the

moonlit sea.

It was a loyelynight and hot. Ned had come on

deck in his pyjamasto haye a cool down before turning
in for the night. The deck at this part was quite
deserted,as it was pastmidnight.Clarence and Fred

had walked over to the engine-room,and Ned fancied

that he was quitealone at that moment.

Suddenlyhe felt a violent push from behind,and
next instant he was in the sea with a splash.

When he rose to the surface and cleared the water

from his eyes, he found a rope within reach,and very

quicklyclambered on board,nothingthe worse for his

unexpectedbath.
In a few more moments, StephanusGroblaar with

Clarence and Fred were also pulledup safelyfrom the

shark-infested waves. The two friends had seen the

accident which caused Ned and Stephanusto tumble

overboard,and without a pause they had sprung in

also.

It was luckyfor the Boer that theydid this,also
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that theywere such expertswimmers^as it appeared
he could not swim a stroke. Indeed ĥe was almost

drowned before they could get hold of him. It had

happenedas before,throughhis unfortunate giddiness;
th^ time Ned had instinctiyelymade a clutch at him

and pulledhim over, otherwise he might only have
Mien to the deck.

When Stephanusrecovered his senses, he inquired
anxiouslywho had saved his life,and, when told that

it was Clarence and Fred,he expressedhis gratitude
in a few heartfelt words, and vowed that he would

never forgetthis greatservice.
He also said how sorry he was to have imperilled

the lifeof Ned, and hopedhe would forgivehim.
Ned treated the matter as a first-lassjoke,but told

Stephanusthat he should avoid open spaces near the

sea, since he could not swim, and mountain ledges,
since he could not fly.

^^ For myself,I am as much at home in the water as

on dryland ; so also are my chums. It was much more

dangerous,however,at Madeira."
^' I trust this may be my last attack of giddiness,"

answered Stephanus,huskily.'^It is the extra fine

livingon board ship which must have made me

bilious,I think."
" Fimny,isn'tit,that you should have been seized

twice when near me ? " remarked Ned, unsuspiciously.
^

The young Boer shot a rapidand furtive glance
at Ned, but seeinghow open he looked,he smiled

and held out his hand.

" It was lucky for me both times that you were in

front of me, if not so for you. In a sense you have

also saved my life,Edward Romer."

** Not at all ; onlyyou oughtto learn to swim."
** And fly,"added Fred,who was standingbesidethem.
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For the rest of the voyage Stephanushad no more

giddyattacks ând his young Mends quicklyforgot
the accidents. The Boer^howeyer,did not forgethis

obligations.He was more profasein his expressions
towards Ned; yet if quietertowards the others ĥe

attached himself more to them, and showed by many

signsthat he liked them better than he appearedto
like Ned.

Thus the dayspassedpleasantlyuntil theydropped
anchor at Cape Town, and went ashore to begintheir
new life.
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The Sonth Africans are a hospitablepeopleând the

town-educated Dutch very different from theircountry
cousins t̂he Transvaal Boers.

The lads were delightedwith their receptionand

generous treatment. They exploredTable Mountain^

and passedseveral happy days before they had ex-hausted

the sightsof this ancient African capital.
The uncle 0/Stephanuswas the owner of a largeand

prosperous vineyardin Stellenboschând he had half a

dozen fair,plump ând livelyfemale cousins,ranging
from seven years of age to twenty-three.Stephanus
was engagedto the second oldest,a girlof nineteen.

They had also eightbrothers,all livingat home and

assistingin the different departmentsof the wine

business.

It was, therefore,a largehousehold,and when the

day'swork was over, a merry, home-like partyin the

evenings.
It seemed to the lads as if they were transported

back a coupleof centuries while tiieyrested in this

vine farm. The buildingswere nearlythe same age

as the great oak trees that surrounded them and

shaded the roadways.The tilesand bricks with which

they were built had been made in and broughtfrom
Holland. Everythingwas quaint,old-fashioned,and

picturesque.The master of the house was patriarchal
with his familyand servants,and the mother was a

real mistress after the good old style.
Morning and eveningthe old Bible was brought

out,and every one was forced to joinin the religious
exercise. The master did not greatlybelieve in his

coloured servants havingsouls,yet as this had come to

be a disputedquestionamongst some of the advanced

Boers,Van Groblaar gave them the benefit of the

doubt,and made them also attend familyworship.He
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was a strictand severe master with these dark-skinned

bondmen and bondwomen, yet his patriarchalsystem
appearedto be the rightone as far as theywere con-cerned.

On this farm they did their work much

better than theywoul^dhave done under the English
system.

The girlshad been educated at the best Capeschools.

They could play on the piano,and had all the other

accomplishmentsof young ladies.

Yet this did not make them disdain household and

farm work. They were all able to milk the cows, make

butter and cheese,and do all the other duties expected
from a Dutch housewife. They reserved their fancy
accomplishmentsfor the evenings,and were up to their

dailywork longbefore the sun rose.

Although it was a remarkablyenjoyablelife which
the boysled at Stellenbosch,theyquicklywearied of

it,and began to long for sometiiingmore exciting.
The ridinglessons which theytook with the sons, and

the gun practicewere all very useful,yet humiliating
also,since theycould never hopeto competeiwiththose
bom marksmen and centaurs. It is almost impossible
for a true Africander to miss his mark or be unseated

from his horse.

As soon, therefore,as they had learnt something
about the managing of cattle and Kaffirs,and had

found their way about the country,theybegttnto find

the societyof their puritemicalburgherfriends slightly
irksome. The charming scenery became monotonous,
and the tinkle of a pianoalmost as hard to endure as

a barrel-organis to some ears.

The desire to trek had come upon them,and when-ever

men or boysget that desire,no fertileoasis,no

earthlyparadise,can hold them back from the desert.

Stephanusiwho was in their confidence,had a
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privateconversation with his uncle Groblaar^and

communicated the resultone morning to them as they
were moping amongst the ripeninggrapes.

It was not easy for the young ladies or the stolid

sons of Van Groblaar to understand how any human

beingcould be melancholyas longas there was plenty
to eat and drink. In their own placidminds three

of the daughtershad decided that Ned, Fred, and

Clarence had the makings of very good farmers and

husbands in them, and for this felt gratifiedto Cousin

Stephanusfor bringingthem.

They were considerablystartled,therefore,and not

a little distressed,when they saw how our heroes

brightenedup after they heard the result of that

familyconfab.
The old Dutchman, who took a longtime to decide

upon anything,had been persuadedto send up his

yearlyconsignmentof wines and brandyto Johaimes-

burgwithout any further delay. It would go by road

as usual,and the new comrades were to go with the

waggons.

By doingthis theywould see the country,while the

journeywould not cost them anything.
This offerwas gladlyacceptedby the young men "

for they were now, in their own and the estimation

of the young ladies,such. They no longerwondered
how time was to be killed,but eagerlybegan to pre-pare

for the longand slow overland journey.
The Groblaar wines and brandywere greatlyprized,

and fetched big priceseverywherein the market In

the Transvaal particularlytheywere vastlyappreciated.
The age was to be dependedupon, and the quality;
while the grower considered that the contents of these

matured hogsheadswould be ruined if transportedby
any other mode than oxen.
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Another reason theyhad for going by road instead

of rail. There were numerous customers to be served

en route,at placesoutside the line of the railway.
Three of the eldest sons were deputedto go on this

trek alongwith our heroes and Cousin Stephanus,and
as they looked upon this journey as their annual

holiday,they providedthemselves with everything
needful to enjoythemselves.

Twenty teams were requiredto carry the stores,

provisions,and merchandise. The oxen were all

speciallyselected,and the waggons and draysreliable

as well as strong;so that when they mounted their

horses and inspanned,they were a very smart and

prosperous-lookingcaravan.

Our heroes made their farewellsjoyously,for they
were heart-whole. They did not notice the sad looks

that followed after them. Yet three of Van Groblaar's

young daughtersdid not displaytheir customary

appetiteat dinner that day,nor did they seem much

inclined for supper either that night. Next day,
however,theyaU made up for their imusual fast

Ned was a littlesurprisedwhen he came to say

good-byeto the young ladywho had givenhim most

of her company duringhis stay,by her sayingto him,
in a slightlytremulous voice "

** You are goingout to a strangeland,where there

are many dangers.Take care !"

"Oh, m look out for number one, you bet,Miss

Santa."

" Take care of the wild-beast traps."
"Oh yes, I know; open gaps, and that sort of

thing."
** Yes; and ""she flushed scarletwhile she whispered

softly"

" and look out also for Cousin Stephanus; be
does not likeyou."
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She turned from him swiftlyas she gave this warn-

ingyand ran indoors,while he mounted his horse,
wonderingwhat she could mean.

Then, as he rode slowlyon, he recalled the accidents

on the outward voyage, with other signswhich might
have escapedhis notice but for this lastwhisperfrom
the young Dutch maiden. He was not quiteso guile-less

as he had been a few months before. Whatever

the reasons were, he felthimself forced to the conclu-sion

that StephanusGroblaar did not care greatlyfor
him,althoughhe seemed attached to his two chums.

Stephanusavoided him as much as possiblewhile they
bad been on the farm, and he had caughtsundry-
sullen and furtive glanceswhich looked fdmost like

hatred at times.

Well,forewarned is forearmed to some extent Ned

shook the momentary uneasiness and depressionfrom
his heart,and soon was ridingalongmerrilywith the

others.

Not being a fool,however,he resolved to keep a

wary eye on this supposedevil-wisher,and look out

for any more awkward j^.
It is nastyfor any one to feel that he is disliked,

much more so if he has done nothingto incur that

disagreeablesentiment. Ned Bomer was guiltlessof

anythingas far as he knew. He was the most

generous and happy of the party. As yet he had

never entertained a singleanimositytowards a human

being. Everythingthat he saw entertained him And

providedhim with amusement He had no fear,and
tried to make friends with every one.

Besides,he feltspeciallyobliged,in many ways, to

StephanusGroblaar,and thereforewould have sacrificed

a gooddeal to be his friend.

But a new instincthad been roused in his nature by
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those partingwords of Santa. The firstseeds of sus-picion

were sown in that generous soil. This seed

would grow until it destroyedthe unwise trust of

boyhood,and make of him a vigilantand discriminating
man in the future. Trulyhe had left adolescence

behind him when his horse walked under the shady
oak avenues of Stellenbosch.

Nothingoccurred,however,to mar their harmony
as theymoved slowlyupwardthroughthe populated
portionsof Cape Colony.
Day after day went along with varyingincidents

and amusements. When they were able theyspent
the nightat some friendlysettler'shomestead,and
were most hospitablywelcomed and entertained. These

were, without exception,Dutch farmers,and old

friends of the Groblaars,so that theysaw littleenough
of the British members of the community.
They had mastered enough of the CapeDutch and

^^ Kitchen EafiKr" idioms to understand what was

said,as well as express themselves to be understood

by those theywere so constantlythrown amongst by
this time. As every one was alike free and kind,if a

bit rough and homely,theytook the most favourable

impressionpossibleof this industrious if slow-going
and bigottedrace.

It was not nice to hear Englishmen so constantly
spoken about with such contempt as a nation of

cowards and oppressors ; yet as the Boers gave their

opinionsgood-naturedly,and exhibited such an utter

want of knowledgein their statements,the lads could

not helplaughingalso as theylistened.
The farther up they travelled the more crassly

ignorantand prejudicedtheyfound their hosts to be ;

yet,althoughthey universallyinsulted and tried to

bespatterthe Union Jack,theyuniversallymade their
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English guests as heartilywelcome as were their

Dutch friends. The rites of hospitalitywere most

generouslyobserved. It was not that these Dutch

Africanders were all uncouth and ignorantmen and

women. The majorityof them were as well and even

more highlyeducated than are these classesin England.
A largeproportionof them had likewise travelled and

seen England and the Continent. It seemed the

fashion to be prejudicedagainstEngland. They had

taken their preconceivednotions along with them

wherever they went, acceptingonly such evidences

and historicalfact-sas suited their own side of the

disputedquestion. '^The Englishare a nation of

liars,and don't know much about anythinguseful.
They are no use anywhere,and they are almost done

for."

This was the universal opinionof the Dutch natives

of Africa,and no argument could move them one iota.

They all spokebanteringlyand with good-tempered
irony,as one might speak of somethingsettled and

pastcuringor dispute.They despisedthe Englishas
a nation, abhorred Cecil Bhodes, and laughedat
Gladstone as a friendlyold imbecile. But they did

not objectto individuals.

The boyslistened and laughedwith their bigotted
but generous friends,and took all this talk in the

same goodpart.
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StephannsGroblaar altered his manner in a most

marked degree as they progressedup the country.
On the voyage out and at Cape Town he had seemed

one of the most advanced and liberal-minded of young
Boers. He even appearedto take the part of the

XJitlandersthen,and thus had won their respectand

confidence.

But now he became the loudest and most insulting
of the despisersand denouncers of everythingBritish.
He lost the small amount of humour that he seemed

to have possessed,and which his franker cousins still

retained;and grew savage instead of banteringin his

expressions.
He was returninghome to Pretoria,after two years

of socialintercourse with Englishmen,as full of race

hatred as any of his untravelled countrymen.
Clarence Baybold saw this new phase with silent

surprise,and listened to his exasperatingobservations
with tightlyclosed mouth and loweringeyes.

At last one nightmatters were broughtto a crisis.

They had crossed the Vaal river,and were outspanning
on the open veldt.

Eightof their heavy-ladenteams were all that re-mained

with them. The contents of the other twelve

drayshad been disposedof on the way up, and the

teams sent down the countryagainwith chcoice loads.

The eldest of Santa's brothers alone remained with the

young men and Stephanusto look after the Transvaal

business. He was a stolid,good-naturedfellow,who
did his utmost to keeppeace in the camp, and turn his

cousin's ill-timedremarks into jokes.
But Stephanusseemed bent on a quarrelthat night,

althoughwith whom it was not easy to say.
Clarence seemed to feel the insultsthe most keenly.

Ned Bomer, however,sat quietly,and watched the
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young Boer while he listenedand waited. For the first

time a strongdesire to measure his strengthwith this

Dutchman came upon him " the kind of desire that

young Zulus have when theywant to wash theirvirgin
spears.

A full moon shone over their heads and lightedup
the levellandscapewith palebut vividdistinctness.

"Well," at last observed Clarence,with a lisping
drawl ; he alwaysspokeslow and lazy-likewhen primed

up for fighting" "well,not being in Johannesburg
duringthe time you speakabout,StephanusGroblaar,
I cannot contradict you as to the colour of theirflag;
yet if I had been,I think I'd have done my best,

young as I am, to show that there was an equal
mixture of red and blue as well as white about it."

" Hold on tillyou getto Pretoria. There we make

Uitlanders walk with Kaffirs in the middle of the

street."
" Is thisthe rule in Pretoria? " asked Ned, gently.
" Yes,for the like of you ; and we'll make them do

the same in Johannesburgbefore we have done with

them,"cried Stephanus,turningon Ned with an ugly
scowL

" Nonsense. I alwayslike the side path,and I shall

use that wherever I am," answered Ned, laughing.
" Will you? Why, curs like you could not use this

veldt as you like unless with our permission,far less

the sides of our streets."

"Ah, indeed, Mr. Groblaar,"said Ned, risingto
his feet slowly."Is there any particularportionof
this placethat you as a free burghermight prohibit
to-night?"

" Yes ; I defyyou to pass me now."

They were all standingnow with the exceptionof
the cousin Groblaar,who layon his back snoring.
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" Wait a moment, Ned," said Clarence,softly." I

think Stephanasonlymeant to stopme "rom walking
pasthim."

" No," growledthe Boer ;
" I did not mean you. I

don't want to interferewith you, nor with Fred either,
for you are both colonial bom and bred. It is this

cur of a John Bull that Td teach to keep his

place."
" Good,"answered Ned. " Then this cur of a John

Bull acceptsyour gentlemanlychallenge,and will

show you that he knows his place,and that placeis,
whatever spot of the earth he finds it expedientfor
the advance of civilizationto tread upon."

He walked steadilyup to the Boer with his arms

held limplydown ; then,before the other could put up
his fists,Ned suddenlygrippedhim and sent him

sprawlingsome feet away, while he stood where

Stephanushad been.

"This is Imperialground,you Dutch Boer, upon
which the Lion of Britain permitsyour peopleto play
for the present."

It was a grandspeech,which Ned feltproudto give
voice to,and which his chums cheered. Another clear

voice behind them cried,"Bravo, young cub!" but

none looked round to hear who spoke. Stephanus
did not givethem time for that.

With a hoarse roar he pickedhimself up, and made

the rush like a wounded buffalo. He was a powerful

young man come to his full strength,whereas Ned

Bomer was onlyripening.
But he was heavilybuilt,and slow in his movements

in spiteof his rage. He had not had the trainingnor

disciplinewhich Ned could boast of; and lastly,he
had been drinking"Cape smoke" that day,which
rendered him stupidand careless. Possiblyalso the
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oyerweeningconceit and insolence of his race made

him contemptuousof this slender IsA.

Nedy on the other hand,was in splendidcondition,
as lithe and agileas a young panther,and as quickin
the glknceas he was active and cool. The past three

months of horse exercise and open-airlife had made

his muscles like steeL

As Stephanusrushed upon him with swollen features

and blood-chargedeyes, Ned waited quietly;then,with
a sudden springaside,he shot out one fist,and landed

the Dutchman a thumper on the bridgeof his nose,

which caused him to see a perfectflare of fireworks,
while it made him staggerin his tracks.

For an instant he paused,and put up both hands to

his bruised organ ; then as he turned once more and

remoyed his hands, a dark stream burst from his

nostrils,and delugedhis chin and shirt-front.
** Firstblood,and well drawn,'*cried the clear voice

again. " Go it,my hearty; you have shown him the

red,let him have the blue next stroke."

Fred and Clarence glancedround, to see a tall,
broad-chested strangerin a lightsuit and soft felt

hat standingbehind them,with bis horse beside him

and its bridle over his arm.

As he spokeNed got in his second blow,and as the

strangerhad advised,smote his adversaryhigherup
and rightbetween the eyes. It was a loud-sounding
smash,which completelyblinded Stephanus,and made

itapparentto all the onlookers that he had received

his blue badge.
" These will be prettypeepers to-morrow morning,"

said the stranger;then,making a hastystepforward,
he raised hisheavyriding-whip,as he exclaimed,^^ Ha !

you would show the white next, you treacherous dog,
would you ? Drop that knife instantly."
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As he spoke he brought the stock of his whip
smartlyupon the wrist of Stephanus,causinghim to

utter a loud yell,while his glitteringsheaf-knife

dropped gleaming to the ground. Holding his

damaged wrist with one hand, the Transvaaler stag-gered
blindlyback,and abandoned the field to the

calm and victoriousNed.

"He has had enough of your fists,young man, for

the present,I expect,onlybe on your guardwith him

for the future. Boers don't forgetblows,neither do

theycare much about fightingin the open. He will

trya bead on you next from behind a kopje."
He was an immense figureof a man who had come

out of the veldt so unexpectedly,considerablyover six

feet in heightand broad in proportion.His skin was

ruddy,with bold features,light,keen eyes, and he wore a

small,fairmoustache. As the boyslooked at him,they
each thoughttheyhad seen him somewhere before,but

where theycould not at the time remember. There

was about him an air of kinglyauthoritywhich fas-cinated

them.
" Have you any coffeeleft? " he asked gently.
Clarence went instantlyto the half-emptybillyat

the fire,and broughta pannikinfilled. The stranger
took it with a nod, and slowlysippedthe contents,

lookingat them scrutinizinglyas he drank.

Cousin Groblaar still lay sleepingheavilywithin
the shadow of one of the waggons. Stephanushad
moved away to some considerable distance to brood

over his defeat and bathe his eyes and nose at a water-

hole. The Kaffirswere also sound asleepon their side

of the fire,therefore theyhad thiscontested partof the

veldt to themselves.

" You managed that onslaughtin very good style,
my lad,and have made for yourselfa prettydangerous
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enemy, or I am much mistaken in my readingof
faces."

** An avowed enemy isbetter than a secret one, sir,
and I have good reasons to suspectStephanusGroblaar
of beingone before thisnight,"repliedNed.

" Ah, Groblaar ishis name I Any friendofGroblaar,
the Tine-grower,of Stellenbosch ? "

" His nephew,sir. Yonder lieshis son asleep."
"Let him sleep,"sfiddthe stranger,hastily." Then

the young man you punishedmust be the son of

BurgherGroblaar,of Pretoria ? "

"I belieye so, sir. At least,his home is in that

city,"answered Ned.
" Hum ! thanks for this information. Then take my

advice,partcompany with this StephanusGroblaar as

soon as possible,and also" don't air those Imperial
ideas too freelywhen you are goingto Johannesburg.
They are not fashionable there at present."

"I will never hear my nation insulted without

resentingit,sir,"repliedNed, boldly.
"Better swallow insult than run the risk of

imprisonment."
" No, sir; I cannot endorse that sentiment."
" It is the sentiment generallyheld by the Transvaal

XJitlanders."
" I do not care. It shall never be mine."
" Nor mine ! " " Nor mine I " cried Fred and

Clarence in chorus.

"Good lads,"said the stranger,in feelingtones,
holdingout his largehand to our heroes,who grasped
itby turns. " I like you for your pluckand freshness.

Tell me your names, so that I may remember them if

I can serve you at any time."

The lads at once producedtheir cards and presented
them. The strangersmiled humorouslyas he took the

paste-boards.
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*^ Ah, joxi are fresh from England,I see. All the

better. Ton will see some sad and humblingsights
in Johannesburg.But keepup your pluck,and don't

forgetthat you are sons of a mighty nation of free

men."
'^ Dependupon it we shall never do that,so longas

the greatCecil Bhodes staysin Africa,at any rate."

The strangerstarted,and a dusky tint seemed to

overspreadhis face. Then he smiled and looked at

the cards.
" Edward Bomer I I knew a Paul Bomer, of

Devonshire."

"That was my father,sir."

"Indeed! Then I must do somethingfor you.
Clarence Baybold. Ah, I know your father,if he

livesat Johannesburg."
"He does,sir,"answered Ckrence.

The stranger looked at Fred with the others

intentlyand silentlyfor a few moments, then he

drew nearer to Ned.
" You can save me a journeyto-night,young Bomer,

for I think I can dependupon you as well as upon

your companions."
" I trust you can, sir,"repliedNed, modestly.
"On your discretion as well as your loyaltyand

courage ?
"

" I hopeso, sir."
"Then I shall trust you."
He glancedround,and seeingthe veldt clear and

StephanusstiUby the water-hole,he pulleda leaf from

his pocket-book,and wrote somethinghastilyupon it.

This small note he folded up and addressed,then he

gave it to Ned.
" Put that inside your boot,and keepitthere until

you reach Johannesburg.When you arrive there.
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CHAPTER Vn

IN JOHAKNESBUBG

Stephanus Groblaab did not patronizethe camp.

Either he was too much ashamed or too sulky to show

himself so soon after his ignominious defeat. While

our heroes remained awake^ his distant figurecould

still be seen bending over the waterhole.

After that frustrated and cowardly attempt to draw

his knife upon Ned Eomer, even Fred Weldon, who

had been the most friendlydisposedtowards him^ gave

him up. Neither English nor colonial-bred Britons

could take the hand of a would-be assassin. All the

instincts of their race are against this^as they are

against using the feet in a fight Only a Spaniard

can endorse the one weapon, and a Frenchman tolerate

the other mode of getting an adyantage. Spaniards
stab, Frenchmen kick, and cats scratch when they

quarrel; Englishmen clench their fists and strike,or

grip and throw.

Inspired by the charge which had been given to

them by their illustrious visitor,and influenced by his

timely warning, our heroes resolved to part company
with Stephanus and his cousin as soon as possible.
Meantime, to ward againstpossibletreachery,they also

resolved to be watchful and wary. Therefore it was

agreed that, while two slept,one would keep guard

over the waggon. This they did by turns faithfully
until they reached Johannesburg.

50
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Stephanuscame to the waggon about midnight,
while Fred was on duty. He did not speakto Fred,
nor did he go inside,but ordered one of the Kaffirs,
whom he roused up for the purpose, to bringout a

rug for him. With this he sullenlyretired to the

shelter of one of the wine-drays,and there he spent
the night He was takinghis beatingin a nastyand
Boer-like spirit.

In the morning he appearedat breakfietstwearinga
largepairof smoke-coloured sun-spectacles,and his

nose considerablyenlarged.He did not make any
remarks about the precedingevening,and his good-
natured and unobservant cousin never noticed that

there was anythingamiss. The boys took their cue

from thissulkyDutchman, and made no allusion to it

either.

As they were about to inspan,a partyof armed

burgherscame on the scene, and gave tiiem a foretaste

of what theyhad to expectduringtheir stay in the

Transvaal

They representedthe mounted police,or border tax-

collectors. Well mounted and armed to the teeth,
they rode in and delayed the start for a couple
of hours, while they examined every packet most

thoroughly.
They were particularlyrude and insolent to the

three young Uitlanders,tumblingtheirpackagesabout

roughly,and scatteringthe contents over the ground
in a reckless and wanton manner, as if desirous of

destroyingwhat theycould not seize. All the ammu-nition

and arms theytook possessionof,tellingthe

young men that theywould be sent on to Johannes-burg,

where,if they could gain permissionfrom the

authorities there,they might get them, or partof

them,returned.
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The policegave no promise,however,neither did they
favour them with any listof what theyhad taken. In

fact,as the boysfelt,with raginghearts,they were

being treated exactlylike prisonersin an enemy's
country. They were fleecedand leftutterlydefenceless,
with the exceptionof their belt-knives.

This was all the harder to bear when theysaw that

St^hanusand his cousin were permittedto retain their

rifles,revolvers,and cartridges.It was privilegesfor
the Boer,and none for the Uitlander.

They protestedagainstthis gross injustice,but were

told roughlythat theyoughtto be thankful that they
were not taken in chargefor bringingarms of any
kind into the country. Also,to their indignation,they
were subjectedto a close personalsearch,and every

paper they had in their pocketsopened and read.

Ned now understood why he had been told to place
that missive inside his boot,for even their shirts were

felt over to see that theyhad nothingconcealed inside.

They were certainlyat last inside a land of suspicion
and gross tyranny.

"So this is the result of democracy,"said Ned,
with a bitter laugh. " I suppose every man here is

either a tyrant,a traitor,or a spy.''
"Take heed what you say, young fellow,"grunted

one of the Boer policemen. " Bemember you are not

in England now, but in a country where wagging
tonguesare silenced prettyquickly."

"Ah! you need not remind me that I am not in

England. Your actions have provedconclusivelythat
we are subjectto the gloriouslaws of the Bepublic.
By Jove,though,I wonder what my countrymen would

say if a foreignerwas treated to thisusage in England?
Oh my ! wouldn't there be a publicconflagration!"

" We are free men here."



In Johannesburg 53
'* You are, whatever yonr visitorsmay be."

The policemanlooked at Ned with a suspiciousand
most unfriendlyscowL

"Are you going to stay long in the Transvaal^

younker?
" he asked.

" I don't think so. Why ? "

" Because I fancy,if you were, that you would be

likelyto spend most of your time in the tronk and

the stocks. That is where your sort mostlyfind a home

here."

Ned prudentlydid not reply. His shirt had been

examined and his pocketsturned out. He did not

want to have to unlace his boots next.

" I'llreportthat younkeras a dangerouscharacter.

Keep an eye on him as you go along,"cried the chief

to the Groblaars,as he rode offwith his men.

Stephanustook no part in this conversation,while

his cousin onlychuckled good-naturedly,as if it were

a good joke. He was an easy-goingfellow,and did

not letanythingtrouble him much beyondthe keeping
of the wine cool and the oxen in goodcondition.

It was about four o'clock the third afternoon after

this that they lumbered into Johannesburgamidst
a cloud of dust,and unharnessed for the last time

together.
Our heroes said good-byewith all friendliness to

the vine-grower'sson ; and with a cold word or two to

the still sullen Stephanus,they went off together
to the house of Clarence Eaybold,senior.

Takingit allthrough,their journeyup-countryhad
been an educatingand a pleasantone. They had

passedthrougha prosperous land,full of varietyand

strangeness.They had met all sorts of people,both
white and coloured,and every descriptionof pastures.
They were brown with the fierce sun and covered
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with the white dust,and totallychanged,outwardly
and inwardly,from the schoolboyswho left England
such a littletime ago.

They had killed puflfadders and other deadly
snakes on theirway, and had got over their shuddering
horror for those obnoxious reptiles.They had also

seen the best side of the Boer character,and had com-menced

to experiencethe other side " the Boer in

power, with their countrymen under his feet.

It was a new and a disagreeableexperienceto those

proudyoung Britons to findtheircountrymen in the con-dition

of serfsand door-mats,with clumsyand ignorant
clowns trampingover them ruthlessly.As theywalked

throughthe streets of Johannesburg,and saw at every

stepevidences of the misrule of that hypocriticaland

false tyrant,Kruger,they felt a natural and deep
disgusttowards the Englishmenwho had permitted
such a condition of thingsto exist.

They met gangs of Boers swaggeringabout fully
armed, and jeeringat the unarmed citizens. They
saw Britons,or what looked like their countrymen,
sneakingabout and meekly eatingthe leek. Their

generous young blood boiled within them as they
looked up at the guns which the hoarytyrantof the

Transvaal had plantedon the fort to overawe the city.
They felt as if they were inside the walls of a big
prison,and every instinctwithin them moved towards

rebellion.

From the moment theycaughtsightof that fort,
with the guns dominatingthe streets,theywere fiUed

with a hatred towards the Boers and a quenchless
desire forslaughter.

"I wonder what our peopleout here are made of to

stand this sort of thing? " murmured Ned, as he looked

at his chums' blazingeyes. "Surelysome of them
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have enough of the old blood left to risk it for the

sake of liberty."
^ m not be able to stand itlong/'answered Clarence^

with a deep-drawnbreath.
"Nor can I,"said Fred-

''It will be a lark if we are destined to lightthe

spark/'continued Ned, musingly. *' I think we could

get over these walls some dark night without much

trouble. Oh, let'sget on, boys,or I'llbe after having
a trynow," he added impatiently,as he strode hastily
forward.

"There, now, who do you think you are shoving
against?

" he cried angrily,as he ran againsta pairof

burgherswho were coming round a corner.

It was Ned who had been at fault in his haste. In

any other placehe would have apologized,but seeing
that they were Boers,he pushed them off the foot-path

and then turned to abuse them. It was the

natural protestof a free man againstunaccustomed

tyranny. With those Krupp guns behind them,

politenesslooked like submission and fear. Fortu-nately

for the safetyof that billetin Ned's boot"which

he had for the moment forgotten,these burgherswere
good-temperedand stolid Dutchmen, who didn't mind

either a push or a cross word. They merelylaughed

boisterously,and passedon their way.

Now, Ned felt both aggrievedand rebuked by the

good nature of these Boers,who doubtless considered

him to be a foolhardyfellow rendered extra brave

through"Cape smoke." Then he remembered his

charge,and became utterlyashamed of his uncalled-for

rudeness. He would have run afterthe burghersand

apologized,onlythat mighthave made matters worse ;

besides,theyhad both gone into some building.
" That is not how Cecil Rhodes acted when he was
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beingbadgeredby some of the commissioners n̂or

what he advised/'Ned muttered to himself âs he bent

his head with shame. '^ I must tryto remember always
that I am a gentleman,and not act like a clown."

At this moment Clarence proposedtakinga cab,as
the easiestand quickestmode of findingout his father's

house.

Mr. Bayboldwas one of the prominentcitizens,and
the moment the Jehu heard his name he knew where

to drive to,

** Ton have most chance of findinghim at his private
residence,if you want to see Mr. Bayboldpersonally."
"Yes," answered Clarence. "Drive us straight

there."

What a wonderful citythis was, which had grown

from nothingwithin the last six years! Grown up

also in the teeth of as much discouragementand in-justice

as ever civilizationhad to encounter, from

narrow prejudice,extortion,and bigotry.
Our heroes drove alongstreets fiftyand ninetyfeet

in width,with trams running throughthem, and mas-sive,

handsome shops liningthem, with plate-glass
windows,lookingfor all the world like some of the

best West End London shops.
It was a citywhere money was spent with lavish

prodigality.There were crowds of flash hotels and

clubs,and more than the ordinarynumber of low

public-housesand canteens, every one crowded with

thirstycustomers.

They passed banks, stores,and palatial-looking
offices,with electricglobesand gas lampsrangedover
them. They passedcrowds of fashionablydressed
men and women, all seeminglybusyand livelyenough.
In spiteof those earthworks and guns which covered

them wherever theywent ; in spiteof the constantly
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CHAPTER VIII

MB. PHILIP MABTIN

England was powerlessto helpthe Uitlanders as long
as they chose to remain inart and submissive under

the yoke. Dr. Jameson and his dauntless band had

demonstrated that no outside heroism could lift the

yoke from their shoulders while they bent beneath it

so passively.Only from their own ranks must the

Wallace and the Bruce rise to free them.

Ned and his chums had alreadyread some of the

literature of these Uitlanders,explainingand excusing
themselves for their inaction duringthe Baid,or even

supportingthe tyrants in their oppression.These
books and pamphletshad" before they reached the

country, made them grind their teeth with fury.
Fancy a Wallace and a Bruce waitingfor the sanction

of the Government before they took up their swords !

Fancy their supporterswaitingfor permissionbefore

theyrose to help their heroes !

Our heroes,althoughconsuming with those high-
souled ideas which all brave and romantic boys must

feel,and which the men of Johannesburghad appa-rently

outgrown,stillwatched with wonder the mighty
edificestheypassed.

Their wonder increased as theycame to the suburbs,

and saw the avenues and taU, shady trees which had

all sprung up like magic out of the bare veldt " stately
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groves, over a hundred feet in height,all created in six

years ; beautiful gardens,luxuriant shrubberies,costly
and artisticvillas,grassy lawns,orchards,and tropic
climbers coveringup unsightlyplaceswith cool and

exquisiteloveliness* It was as ifAladdin had rubbed

his magiclamp,and lo I his enslaved geniushad done

the trick.

The XJitlanders were the enslaved geniithat had

wroughtthis miracle upon that treeless veldt. Their

civilizedskilland educated intellectshad accomplished
what would have taken centuries to achieve under the

Boer system. Yet the ignorantBoers were the masters,

and ruled over intellectand civilization. This,to our

heroes,seemed even more incongruousand wonderful

than the marvels which were spreadout before them.

However had it come to pass ? However could it have

gone on so long? How much longercould it possibly
continue ?

They were stilltryingto solve the problemwhen

they drove up througha delightfulavenue of trees,

and stoppedin front of a largeand statelymansion.
It was the Transvaal home of Clarence Baybold.

Everywheretheylooked,the evidence of wealth and

lavish outlaystared them in the face " in the grounds
with its trees and lawns,which had been forced and

kept green by expensiveirrigation;in the vast

columns and carved work of the masonry. Mr. Bay-
bold had expended a fortune on the rearingof
this (suburban palaceas a testimonyto his w^th.

Even Clarence was impressedas he led the way up
the stepsand knocked at the heavy,polishedfront
door.

Mr. Baybold,although surrounded by so much

luxury,was a bluff and heartyman, who put on no

airsof dignity.He welcomed his son with affectionate
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warmth and his two friends with genuinehospitality.
Clarence had written about their intentions from Cape
Town, so that they were expected,and found their

rooms allprepared.
While theywere havingsomethingto eat to keep

them goingtilldinner,a man was sent with a trap to

bringtheir luggage.
Mr. Eayboldheard the account of their arms being

taken by the Boers with a grim smile ; but he made

no other comment than to say he would do his best to

have them returned,or keptsafelyfor them until they
leftthe TrcmsvaaL

It was onlywhen theywere leavingthe dining-room
to have a bath and changetheir clothes,that he closed

the door carefully,and said in an impressiveunder-tone

"

^'Be very careful how you express any opinion
about the Government, outside or inside. Also trust

no one, however friendlytheymay appear. Bemember

alwaysthat we are as much under surveillance here as

peopleare in Eussia. Paul Kruger has his spiesand
secret detectives everywhere."

" But this is most horrible,"cried the boystogether.
Mr. Bayboldmerely shruggedhis shoulders and

smiled the same grim smile.
** Careless words are sometimes very costlyin

Johannesburg,and a silenttongue isworth a greatdeal

more than its weight in gold here. We don't talk

much in societyhere,and never about politics."
" But your wrongs ? " asked Ned.
" We leave that to the newspapers to air,and to

those who have no money to be confiscated in fines."

The heart of Ked sank as he listened to these wise

and prudentwords of this successful citizen. Gold

was the chain which the Uitlanders had forgedfor
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themselves;and while the supplycontinued,itseemed

hopelessto expect them to make any effort towards

deUyerance.

The three lads went off to dress then[iselYessadly
and silently.Clarence hung his head with shame for

all the splendourwhich appearedso many tokens of

his Other's fallfrom independence; while his chums,
out of sympathy and pity for him, refrained from

lookingat him.

It is terriblefor a brave and generous boy to feel

ashamed of his father. Poor Clarence went into the

sumptuous room appointedto him, and,after locking
the door,he flunghimself on a couch and groanedin
the bitterness of his heart.

He remembered his father before he had come to

the Transvaal and before he was quiteso rich. Thus

he had good cause to look up to him with pride,for he
was a strong,fearless,and self-reliantman, who could

never have uttered such words as he had done that

afternoon. What a changethose six years of tyranny
had wrought in him! He looked older now by a

dozen years. His eyes had lost theirstraight,outward

look,and his face had become softerand flabbier,while
his voice had no longerits decided ring. All this was

not the father he expectedto meet.

He did not remember much about his mother,for
she had died while he was very young. Somehow he

feltgladnow for the firsttime to think that she had

died before the Transvaal migration.It would have

utterlybroken his heart had he seen the same servile

look on her face as he had seen on his father's.

All at once he pushedthose wretched feelingsfrom
his heart,to replacethem by an increased hatred

for the Boers who had wroughtthis evil" the old

obstinate baboon of Pretoria,who stood and with his
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darkened mind stemmed the tide of civilization. Ah,
how Clarence abhorred Oom Paul Eruger that

afternoon !

Fred Weldon bathed and dressed himself qnietly,
thinkingall the time upon poor Clarence,and wishii^
that he could comfort him, as Clarence had done when

he lost his father. He felt now that death was not

the worst calamitywhich could happento a boy with

his father. Time cured that ; but what could cure the

death of respect?
^' Perhapshe isonlylyinglow,like Brer Babbit,and

playingIndian for a specialpurpose. That would be

quitefair in a game of this kind. I must give old

Clar this idea and hope."
He grew cheerful after this,and very soon persuaded

himself that such must be the case. Indeed,before he

had finished dressinghe was mentallyregardingMr.

Baybold as a dark conspirator,onlywaitingevents
to ripen,to blossom out into a daringhero of the

William Tell order.

Ned, when he got into his room, also locked his door

behind him ; then he unlaced his boots,and putting
his hand inside,pulledout the folded sheet of paper.

It was not so clear as he should have liked,but the

address was readable and the paper intact.

He was too honourable to open the missive,although,
had he done so, he would have been no wiser,as the

contents were written in cypher. The address was as

follows :"

** Mr. PhilipMartin^
Johannethwg.'*

Having read it,and noted the name, he wrappedit

up within a clean pieceof note-paper,and placedit for
the time within his purse.

He meant to ask his host that nightif he knew this
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gentlemanând if so, he would call upon him after

dinner.

But by goodluck,when he got down to the library,
where Mr. Bayboldwas waitingfor his young guests,
he found the very man he wanted. He had come to

dine with Mr. Eaybold.
Ned looked at the man whom the greatempire*

maker had written to with interest,nor was he dis-appointed

in his ideal.

PhilipMartin was a strongman, and looked a bold

one also. He was about fivefeeteightinches in height,
with a deep,wide chest and a massive neck. He had

a good deal the air of a sailor about him, which his

navy-blueserge suit and turned-down collar helped.
His eyes were dark and piercinglybright,while over

them were thick black eyebrows.His beard was cut

short and pointed,and his features were pronounced,
while his complexionwas swarthy.He was quickand
decided in his motions,and had a sonorous voice that

loomed throughthe room. Altogetherhe looked a

man of strength,character,and indomitable will. Just

the sort of man that Ked could admire.

Ned openedhis purse, and took out his note,remov-ing

the outer coveringwithout beingobserved. Then,

watchinghis chance when he was left alone with Mr.

Martin,he approachedhim, and said"

"I think this isfor you, Mr. Martin. I got it from

a gentlemanon the veldt three nightsago."
^'Thanks."

Mr. Martin openedthe note carelessly; then,as soon

as he saw the contents,he started,and crushed it

quicklyinto his pocket.
" You have not shown any one this note,have you ? "

" No ; I was told to be careful about it,and giveit
pnlyto you, sir."
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" What kind of man was itwho gave it to you ? "

" It was the Honourable Cec "

^^ Hush I I am satisfied. It is all right Do not

say any more."

He went over to the fire,and after readingit care-

fully,he put itamongst the logs,and watched it bum ;

then he stirred the ashes witii his foot,and turned

once more to Ned.

" You have done a great service in givingme this

so promptly,and I shall be happy if I can serve you

in return."
" I was too proudto be entrusted with it,sir."

"Then you are one of the writer's many admirers,
I presume ? "

" Yes,sir. There is no man I admire so much or

would like to serve more."

Mr. Martin looked at Ned keenlyfor some time

without speaking,then he said"

** The writer of that note tells me I may trust you
and your companions.He is seldom wrong in his

readingof character,and in this instance my own

opinionagrees with his,respectingyou at least. I

haven't seen your chums yet."
^^ You may safelytrust us all to the death,sir,in any-thing

honourable. We have sworn to stick together."
"To the death,you sayl Well, I may even want

as desperatea pledgeas that. But can I trust your

temper and discretion? "

Ned blushed as he remembered his afternoon fit

of passion,but he repliedfirmly"

" I hopeso, sir."

" Had you that note on you this afternoon when you
assaulted those two Boers ? "

Ned hung his head guiltily.Yet he answered

truthfully"
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CHAPTER IX

JOHANNESBUBQ BY NIGHT

Mb. Philip Mabtik was an intelligentand entertain-

ing speaker, with enough of the boy still about him

to make him understand and interest our heroes.

His age was thirty-two, and he had both travelled

and read a great deal. A South African by birth and

descent of three generations, all his sympathies and

hopes lay in his native land. England, or rather

Scotland, had been the original home of his ancestors,

and their trttditions of liberty and independence were

not forgotten. But it was Africa, not Scotland, which

held all that was most sacred to him.

He had come to Johannesburg to superintend one

of the mines, the same one from which Mr. Baybold
drew most of his immense income. Philip Martin was

therefore a man with no personal vested interests in

the Transvaal beyond his salary. He could therefore

leave whenever he liked, this inhospitablesoil to XJit-

(anders.

He could also plot and conspire,without the same

risks that Mr. Raybold ran. This perhaps rendered

him more daring and independent than his host.

During dinner, when not talking about the market,

they conversed on indiflTerent subjects. Mr. Martin

seemed chieflyinterested in hearing all about the life

the lads had led at school.

6^
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Ned had a notion tliatthis brightŝtrongsswarthy

man, with his air of interest,was drawingthem ont for

some purpose of his own, and was readingthem allthe

time he asked questionsand listened to their replies.
But he did not mind beingstudied,as his record

and those of his companionswere clean ones. Besides,
he found it a pleasureto giye his confidence to this

man, for alreadyhe liked him yery greatly,and felt

that he would not be misjudged.
So the three lads rattled on, recallingincidents of

victorieswon in the class and in the field,while Mr.

Martin listened with his keen, brighteyes glowing
upon them alternately,as if in his heart he was moving
againwith them throughthose merry pasttimes.

Mr. Baybold also sat lookingat them and listening
with the indulgentsmile of a genialhost,who is

pleasedto find his guestsenjoyingthemselves.
It was a gooddinner,and the lads did fulljusticeto

it,in spiteof their chatter,for theyhad broughtwith
them goodtravellers'appetites.The solidsdisappeared
rapidlyas they were placedbefore them, without in

the least spoilingtheirzest for the dessert.

The wines,however,theydid not touch,which Mr.

Martin also abstained from. Mr. Baybold was the only
one who indulgedin anythingstrongerthan water.

" What do you drink ? *' asked Mr. Martin,duringa
pause.

" Water,"answered our heroes.
" Eightyou are. That is my tipplealso when I can

get it; but in Africa one has to grow accustomed to

moderate their desires even in this indulgence" par-ticularly
when on an exploringexpedition."

"And that was our intention in coming out to

Africa."

f Ŷou'll have your chance,never fear, There is
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plentyof groundyet left to explore,and lots of big
game to bagup country."

Clarence looked wistfullyand affectionatdyat his

fatherduringthe dinner,who returned hisglanceswith
tenderness. The abjectexpressionwhich Mr. Raybold
had seemed to have worn in the afternoon had now

been replacedby an air of placidcontent and kindli-ness.

Clarence felt greatlyrelieved,and began to

regainhopeand confidence.

"Are you goingto the club to-night,Philip?"he
asked.

" Yes ; I'lllook in there about ten o'clock. Shall

you be there ? "

"Yes; I think so,"repliedthe capitalist,quietly.
" I have a few callsto make first."

"I suppose you don't objectto me takingthe

youngsters,to show them about ? "

" Well " no. If you consider them old enough,I
don't greatlyobject."

There was not much heartinessin Mr. Bayhold'stones,
and he looked in the directionof his son with a slightly
troubled eye, while he rubbed his chin reflectively.

" Oh, I'llvouch for them,and take care thattheydo
not get into any scrapesalso,"answered Mr. Martin,
confidently.
"Very well; I'll trust them under your wing.

Come into my sanctum and have a cigarfirst."
Mr. Bayboldrose and led the way with a pleasant

smile ; then,dismissingthe servant who had followed

them with coffee,he locked the door,and turned round

to PhilipMartin with a stem face"

" Look here,Philip,I don't like this! I am risking
the biggestpartof my fortune,and possiblymy own

life,to helpon the cause, but I draw th^ lineat giving
up my son also."
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Clarence sprang forward with a joyouscry, and

flunghis arms impulsivelyround his father'sneck.
" Oh, father,how happy you have made me by those

words ! So you are not, after eJl,a tame serf? "

*^ Wait, Clarence. I am speakingto Mr. Martin at

present,"said his father,gravely,at the same time

pushinghim away gently.
" I have learnt enoughfrom these lads,Mr. Kaybold,

to know that no power on earth will keepthem out of

the fun iftheylive in Johannesburg,"answered Philip
Martin,calmly." If we don't show them what is going
on under the surface,theyare too recentlyfrom the

home of freedom to be able to endure the lifehere."

" I can send them away."
" Where ? To Ehodesia,where theywill be picked

up and utilizedby our friends outside ? "

Mr. Baybold remained silent,as if he had not a

replyhandy,
"Best get them initiated first,"continued Philip,

"and then theywill be able to hold their own, Cecil

Bhodes has alreadyseen them, and trusts them, young

as they are ; and you know he is not the man to make

many mistakes. Besides,think of your son'sfeelings.
He must respecthis father. Just give him a chance

to speakfor himself."
" Yes,father ; let us go with Mr. Martin. I want to

be proudas well as fond of my father. We all want

to helpto shake down this horrible tyranny,and we

can be trusted."

"Those are our sentiments,sir,"echoed Ned and

Fred "

" to be of some service to the British,and help
to wipe out those ugly stains that now lie on our

flag."
"My lads,"answered Mr. Eaybold,gravely,"it is

not that I do not trust you, but that I fear to risk you.
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What has to be done is onr business,not yours " omen's

work, not boys.'"
" Where a father goes, surelyit is a son's dutyto

follow,"said Clarence.
" We'll take the risk. And if we are boys,we are

able to fightas well as most men, and rim a good deal

faster,if runningis the game," added Ked, with a

flashin his eyes.
" Besides,"said Fred,quietly," we know too much

alreadynot to know more."

PhilipMartin laughed,and cried^-

"That clinches it,I fancy. Come, Mr. Raybold,
I'd rather have these three youngstersin our ranks

than a dozen of some fellows I know."
" I must yield,I suppose,"answered Mr. Baybold,

with a regretfulsigh. " OnlyI wish I could have kept

you out of this hornets' nest, Clarence. Be careful,
* though,now that you are about to become conspirators,
for we have* a very wilyenemy to hoodwink."

He went over to where the cigarswere and took

one, which he cut and lit,while he offered the box to

PhUip.
" m call the committee meeting for half-pastten.

That will give you time to look round the town,

Philip."
** Yes ; that will do nicely.Come, boys,if you are

readywe'U start"

They found horses alreadysaddled waitingfor them

at the front door,and togethertheycantered down the

avenue and out to the main road.

The moon was justrisingas theystarted,and very

soon it was shiningupon their faces and castinglong
black shadows behind them. The three boys were

filledwith eagemesS) not so much to see the town as

to be introduced to that mysteriousclub.



Johannesburgby Night 71

They had about four miles to ride before they
reached the centre of the cityând throughmost of

this distance they were passingprivateyillas and

gardens. The mines were situated on the other side

of the city.
Under the silver lustre of the moon, with the dark

mystery of shadow which the shrubs and trees cast,

these suburbs appearedto be centuries old. From the

window-blinds of the mansions shone the mellow lamp-lights,
while the sounds of singingand music alladded

to the chcum of that warm and radiant night.
Many peoplewere out on

.

the road,enjoyingthe

beauty of the night" partieson horseback,lovers,
natives,and not a few children. They all appeared
happyand carelessenough.

Soon they came to the more crowded parts,all

brightlylightedup with electricglobesand gas-jets.
Many of the shops were still open and doing a

thrivingtrade. The hotels and canteens were, as

usual,crowded,while the side pathswere filledwith

pedestrians.All the citizensof Johannesburgseemed
to be on the streets at this time, and a strange
gatheringof nationalitiesthey were.

"We have some of the worst blackguardson the

face of the globehere,"observed Philip,as theyrode

slowlyalongPritchard Street.

"^d some of the greatestcowards also,I should

say,"repliedNed.
" You are right; blackguardsare very seldom brave

men, although,of course, there are exceptionsto every
rule."

*' I see Israelisto the fore here."

" Yes ; that is one of the causes of our pastfailure.
A Jew will never risk his propertynor person for any

cause outside of business. We don't admit Jews nor
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Germans into the club where we are goingto-night,
nor, of course, Dutchmen either."

"I suppose we must not ask any questionsabout

your club now ? " asked Ned, timidly,
" No ; we shalldismount here,and leave our horses

for the present.One thingI must ask of you, and

that is,whatever you may see on the streets,do not

interfere. This is a roughcity,afterdark particularly,
and swarmingwith the vilest of both sexes. Yet

restrain your generous instincts and do not pause
either to remonstrate or protest.Tou will see and

hear much to raise your justindignation,but keep

your feelingsunder,or you will be of no use to the

cause."

It was a timelywarning,and the boysacted upon

it,althoughtheir chivalrous feelingswere sorelytried

duringthat nightwalk. Almost from the moment

theyturned from the hotel,where theylefttheirhorses,
to the time theyentered the club-house,their eyes and

ears were affronted by evidences of unbridled licence

and brutal tyranny.
All the inhabitants appearedto be more or less

under the influence of drink,women as well as men.

They were generallyallwell dressed,most of them over-dressed,

while on shirt-firontsand bare necks blazed

out flashingdiamonds.
" Are there no respectablepeopleinJohannesburg? "

asked the boysin astonishment.

"The respectablepeoplemostlystay at home on

nightslike this,"repliedPhilip." What you see are

the scum of nations drawn here by the scent of gold,
as vidtures are to a battlefield.These are the camp
followers of the greatgod Mammon, greaterfoes to

freedom and progress than are the Boers. They are

nearlyalleitherthieves,spies,or reasonlessbeasts."
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"AU right.Excuse me for a few moments, boys.
You will find all the latest magazineshere,and I'll

not be long/*
He went out of the room, and left them to amuse

themselves as theybest could amongst the papers and

magazines.
They had not yery longto wait,however,before he

returned and said"

" Now, boys,come with me, and 111 show you the

other partsof these premises."

Google*



CHAPTER X

THE THBEE AGES

There was nothing about the premises of the Three

Ace Club so far to show its character. It was entered

as a non-political club for British Africanders. As

drink and gambling were strictlyprohibited,and its

object was more for reading than social intercourse or

discussion, it was regarded as a very slow aflfairby the

majority of the community, and only patronized by the'

most staid and respectable. A considerable number of

members, however, were entered upon its books, and

as flEtr as subscriptions went, it was in a flourishing

enough condition.

It had been organized since the fiasco of 1896, and

although Uncle Paul had regarded it with suspicion

at first, its respectable and sleepy character had

allayed even his suspicions.

Philip Martin led the boys up to the second landing,

and then, taking them into a bedroom, he shut the

door.

"I am about to confide in you, my lads, a secret

which you must promise never to reveal to any one."

" Ton may depend upon us."

" I feel I cau, otherwise I should not have brought

you here. You may have read about the insurrection

of 1896, when the Boers disarmed the citizens. They

were disappointed in only finding four thousand rifles

75
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instead of the thirtythousand they were led to

expect"
" Yes ; it was generallythoughtthat the reformers

had been boasting."
"That was the generalimpression,and so I also

thoughtbefore I came to Johannesburgand was

initiated."
" Had theythis number of weapons ? " asked Ned.

^'Yes; more than that number, as you will see

presently."
"Then why did the cowards hold back and allow

Dr. Jim to be defeated ? "

"Because, firstly,theyhad a majorityof cowards

amongst thetn ; and,secondly,because theywere not

properlyorganized,and the leaders were afraid to trust

their men. Now, however,we have altered all that.

Come with me, and you will see our arsenal."

He openedthe door of a wardrobe which stood at

the sideof the wall,and,pullingout the drawer first,he

touched a secret spring,and immediatelythe bottom

moved up and showed them a flightof stairsunderneath.
"This is the way down. You go first,while I close

the entrance."

He had onlyto pullback the drawer from the

inside,and the aperturewas securelyfastened,wardrobe
door and all.

He struck a wax vesta,and showed them their course

down the steps,which were like the stepsdown to the

stoke-holes of an ocean liner.

"These stepscan all be raised and laid flatagainst
the ceilingsof each landing,as well as covered from

sight,at a moment's notice,"explainedPhilip,aa they
went down. " In the flatbelow,which we entered,is

a press, throughwhich we pass,with shelves that drop!
down when the ladders are raised."
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'
" It is very ingenious."
"Very, and unless a traitor showed the working,

quiteimpossibleto discover. We are now passing
throughthe pantryon the groundfloor. Now we are

below the street."

The stepstheyhad used hitherto were composedof
iron,felt covered,but now theywere descendingsolid
stone stairs,also carpetedwith thick feltto deaden the

sound of their feet.

The walls and roof were likewise composed of stone

and covered with cement, while at regularintervals

alongthe ceilingwere electricglobes,which gave them

plentyof light.
They went down about fortyof these stone steps

before they came to level ground,and then,before

them,theysaw a long,straight,and well-lightedlobby
with an arched roof.

"This is the secret of the Three Ace Club. We

have to take precautionswhen we have the like of

Oom Paul to deal with,"remarked Philip,with a smile.
" Here you may make as much noise as you like,for

no one outside could hear even a gun report. We

have stoppedthe echo."

"It must have cost somethingto excavate this

vault,"said the boys.
" Yes ; a good deal of Band money has been sunk

here. But come and see our shooting-gallery,arsenal,
and generalmeeting-place."

He led the way eJongthe lobbyuntil theycame to

a door,againstwhich he gave three loud knocks,at the

same time pressinga knob.

Immediatelythe door opened,and theyentered.
An undergroundhall of four hundred feet spread

before them,in which were assembled a number of men.

It was lightedlike the lobbyby electricity,and



7 8 The Empire Makers

lined,floor,ceiling,walls,and doors,with felt. At the

far end were placedthree targets,and all round on

racks,from floor to ceiling,were rifles. Not thirty
thousand,but over a hundred thousand weapons, were

here placedreadyfor use.

Along two sides were placeda row of maxim guns.
Ted counted thirtyto each side. He also noticed that

there were several doors at differentpartsof this vast

gallery.
PhilipMartin saw theiramazement, and smiled again.
"You see we are not altogetherso much at the

mercy of the Boers as theyfondlyimagine.That door

to yom' rightleads off to our magazine,where we have

sufficientammunition for our purpose. That other door

on your leftleetdsto a tunnel which we are at present

engagedin boring. When finishedit will take us into

the fort where "uger has fixed his Krupps. We are

more than two-thirds on the way now. Those other

doors are exits,and lead to differentpartsof the city.
Oh yes, when next we rise,if we are forced,it shall not
be againstour wives 'and children that the fort guns .

will be discharged.We'll use them for another pur-pose,
and be much obligedto Oom Paul forhisvaluable

gift."
PhilipMartin was treatingthese young novices as

iftheywere sage men, which provedhis faiowledgeof
human nature. If you wish a boy to act like a man,

treat him like a man, and respecthis amour propre.
He was showingthem round as if theywere dis-tinguished

visitors,and openinghismind to them with

a frankness that won their hearts completely.It
flatteredtheirself-respectand quickenedtheir reflective
faculties. They felt that they were expectedto feel,

speak,and act like the i^en theywere amongst,and

\yboseliveswere entrustedto theirdiscretion.
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Then they become grave, attentive,and observant,
and got into the proper mood for the work that lay
before them. In Englandmen are apt to underrate

boys,therefore they grow slowly. Napoleonnever
made this mistake,but then he was young himself

when he became a man, and moulded his ideas from

the youthfulheroes of the greatpast.

PhilipMartin l̂ike Napoleon,had the timelyquality
of being able to appreciateyoung men. He knew

from experiencethat heroism comes more natural to a

youththan to a sage. Johannesburghad been chock-

a-block with prvdentsages duringthe lastconspiracy,
which had so miserablyfailed. He meant to work

with enthusiasts this time " have men who needed

curbinginstead of urging.
The effect of this treatment was that our heroes,

however much amazed they were at what they saw,

managed to control their feelings,and look coolly
about them. The onlythingwhich caused them regret

was, every arrangement had alreadybeen made, and

they seemed to have arrived too late to be of the

slightestuse.
*' Johannesburgseems to be alreadyin the hands of

your party,Mr. Martin. I fear we can be of but small

serviceto you,"said Ned, sadly.
" Don't think such a thing,my lad,"repliedPhilip,

warmly. "The message you broughtin from Cecil

Ehodes entitlesyou to our deepestgratitude,as you
will know perhapspresently.It was too importanta
bit of paper to be trusted to an ordinarymessenger,
and as you are a new-comer and young, you and your

friends are justthe kind we most urgentlyrequire.
As for Johannesburgbeingin our hands because we

have weapons, and will soon be able to hold the fort,
that is of very littleadvantageto us while the HoniQ
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Grovemment work with the Boers and forbid us to

daim onr rights.We are helpless,even with this

arsenalin our midst,to do more than protectour lives

if our masters wantonlyattack us. We must wait for

them to beginhostilities.Say,are you fairmarks-men?"

** Not firstrate,but we have had some practisein
Stellenbosch."

** Then go over to the rack there and selectrifles,
and amuse yourselvesby tryingto get some bull's-

eyes,while I talk to the committee about the news you
have broughtus. I'llintroduceyou presently,and get

you enrolled as members of our Three Ace Club."
** What a strangename ! Why do you callitthis? "

" Because we believe we hold * three aces
*

at present
in the game we are playingagainstthisrotten Bepublic.
Oom Paul believeshe holds allthe aces. We givehim
creditof one, but that,we fear,isthe trump. However,
we don't despair.With goodluck and hangingon, I

hopewe may yet be able to call our partythe fourace

dvh yet. Then we can exhibit our hands."

He took the boysover to where a partyof young

men were standing,and introduced them,tellingthem
to fixthem up with cartridgesand have some practice.
Then he went and joinedsome of the elders,amongst
whom Clarence saw his father.

They were received in a very friendlyway by the

young fellows* That they were there at all was

guaranteeenoughfor theirprinciples.
For the next half-hour their attention was fully

occupiedby the targetin front of them. Out of a

dozen shots each, Ned put nine into the centre,
Clarence eight,and Fred ten, at the four hundred

yards.
They were congratulatedby their companions,and

^'i'-i :.;vi^--':-
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secretaryof the societywas seated with the roll-book

in front of him.

"Young gentlemen,".he said,"I am pleasedto
welcome yon to Johannesburg,and proud to accept

you as volunteers to the cause of libertyand the rights
of Englishmen. Our cause is a justand a holy one,

which must commend itselfto every loyalmember of

the British race, whichever home he hails from. Our

objectsare threefold : first,to upholdthe power and

honour of our Empire,which means the spreadof
civilizationand humanity; secondly,the harmonyand

unityof Africa,and the federation of all our colonies

under the protectionof this Empireof Great Britain ;

thirdly,the downfall of all tyrantsand traitorsto the

Empire. Experiencehas taught us that the Boer

Government is an impossibility,and that while they,
the Boers,have authority,there can be no peace or

progress in Africa. They have denied us allthe rights
of human beings,and disgracedour name. They have

shown us that theyare our enemies and evil wishers.

They have cajoledus too often for us to trust them

any more, for theyhave provedthemselves to be crafty,
cruel,and pitilesssavages, utterlyunworthyof a place
among nations. Therefore we are banded together
to destroythis Dutch Kepublicin Africa,and restore

the land, that traitors to England gave to these

enemies,once againto the Empire as it was before.

We are banded to unite the whole of South Africa

under one flag,and that flagmust be the British flag.
Are you preparedto swear that you will helpus

to achieve this end,and wipeaway the stains which

these savages have placedupon that flag? "

" We are,"answered our heroes,earnestly.
" With allyour energies" ^withthe lastdropof your

blood,ifcalled upon ? "
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''We are."

''Swear also that you will be fiEuthfulto the trust

we repose in you from this nightyobedient to the

command of those officerswho may be placedover you,
and true to your comrades."

" We swear to be faithful,obedient,and true to the

cause."
" These are the three aces which form our watch-word

" loyalty,obedience,and good faith. Now sign

your names here,and receive your badge."
Our heroes went home with Mr. Eayboldthat night

proudthat theywere at least members of this noble

brotherhood,and preparedto live and die worthy of

the small joinedaces which they carried in their

pockets.



CHAPTER XI

THE BOEB PABAMOUNT

The lifewhich our heroes led for the next few weeks

in Johannesburg,althoughexcessivelyuseful,was not

momentous. They learned to be sure of hittingthe

centre of the bull's-eyewith every shot. Also,what

would be of more service in actual Boer warfare,they
mastered the science of taking a bead swiftlyand

hittinga rapidlymoving object. Sword and bayonet
exercises were not neglected,nor horse and foot drill.

They saw the miners at work on the tunnel that was

slowlycrawlingtowards the German-filled fort,and

helped to carry the debris throughone of the several

exits. This was the most delicate part of the work,

yet it was managed without much diflScultyby the

numerous members who composedthe league.
During the daytime they walked about the cityor

rode over the veldt,gettinggraduallyacquaintedwith

most of their brothers,and learningwhom to avoid

amongst the inhabitants.

They no longerwondered why the former risinghad

ended in disaster. Amongst all the crowds who were

called Uitlanders not a sixth portionwere, even at this

time,bond fde Britishers. At the time of Dr. Jim's

gallantraid they were not a twelfth part The rest

of the populationwas made up of Eussians,French,

and German Jews, with a largesprinklingof other

nationalities. Germans mostly,however,predominated,

84
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and they made no secret of their deep and violent

hatred of everythingBritish. Not a singleEnglish-man
was employed in any publicdepartmenteither

in Johannesburgor anywhereelse throughoutthe
Transvaal. The labourers even, who were employed
by Government were either Germans or Hollanders

when theywere not Ka"Srs. In the highestpostswere
placedBoers, Hollanders,and Germans exclusively.
It was a clear case of "no Englishneed apply" to

any burgheremployer.
The president,Paul Kruger,and his bigottedand

ignorantExecutive Council had got every concession

which craftygreed and tyranny could get from

cowardice and treason. They had introduced German

soldiers wholesale into their country,and purchased
nearlyallthe arms and ammunition which heul entered

Africa for the pasttwo years. This,with blind and

misplacedconfidence,theyhad been allowed-to do by
the other colonists. Indeed,throughoutCape Colony
and Natal, the Dutch Africanders had been openly
spendingalltheir spare money in arming themselves,
while the colonials,as a majority,had been watching
them doing this,and neglectingto take the same pre-cautions.

At the presentmoment, to all appearance,
the Boers and their friends were the onlyeffectively
armed peoplethroughoutSouth Africa. We must

except,of course, those who were under the influence

of Cecil Rhodes " ^themen of Rhodesia and the Three

Ace Club league. Affairs were in a fairlyquiescent
condition at present. The citizens of Johannesburg
had given over askingfor their rights,and accepted
each fresh insult and oppressionquietly,and without

outward remonstrance. They knew such were utterly
futilewith that obstinate bigot,who regardedhimself

as an avenginginstrument in the hands of the Lord.
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Neither was it any secret what all these warlike

preparationswere aiming at If the Home Govern-ment

shut its eyes, not a man, woman, or ohild in

Africa but knew that the old man of Pretoria intended

nothingless than the subjugatingof Africa to the

Boers, as soon as matters were ripeenough. They
would soon find excuses for their violence and treason

when theywere readyto begin. As for the anarchy
and massacres that would follow,they were satisfied

that theywould find plentyof defenders amongst the

reptilegangs of Little Englanders,who were at present
doing their utmost to help them in their work of

destruction. It was an open secret that the hated

English were to be driven out of Africa,and the

countrytorn from the empire.
This was to be the result of our clemencyand weak

indulgenceto a race who understood onlyrevenge and

oppression.The remorseless principlesapd inhuman

tenets of the Boer religionbelongedto those dark ages
which civilizationand the true knowledgeof Chris-tianity

has swept from the other portionsof the globe
where the Bible isknown and honoured. Their colonial

historyis a longrecord of steadfestatrocityand abuse

of power. Wherever theyhave trehed theyhave left

a broad trail of blood and disaster. Wherever they
have settled,progress has ceased to exist. They are,

as a race, the most ignorant,the most remorseless,and
the rudest of barbarians.

The historyof Africa,from the most remote ages,
has been one of conquest. There are, therefore,no
aborigiaalowners to restrainthe hand of the taker,or
layhona fde claims to compensationfor land seized.

It has been,in the past,ruthlesslytorn from the weak

by the strong,and held only by force of arms.

Humanitarians,therefore,cannot urge the claims of
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the Kaffirsoyer the white conquerors. From a humani-tarian

point of view, the race that has proved
most worthy of advancinghumanity and civiliza-tion

has the best of all possiblerightsto this open

country.
For the sake of future races, it is onlyone of the

greatexistingnations that dare take up this grave

responsibility.
Neither Germany,France,nor Bussia,so far as their

colonial policyand historyis concerned,have shown

that theyare adaptedfor this greatwork. England
onlyhas provedthat she is equalto the task,as long
ago. ImperialBome did in a lesser way. Our great
empireliberatesand advances every lajid which she

protects.She frees the slave,educates the savage,
and makes the black man equalwith the white. She

welcomes the strangerwithin her gates,asks no

tyrannicalpledgesfrom the Uitlander before she gives
him employmentand allthe rightsof her own children.

She embraces all humanityas her children,without

shacklingthem with conditions,either individuallyor

tribal Whatever king or chief they owe allegiance
to " whatever flagtheyhonour " makes,no difference

to their rightsas colonistsand citizenswhile theylive
under and claim the protectionof the British flag.
This is our best defence for our rightto extend and

hold our empirein the face of envious enemies and

internal traitors. What we giveup, or lose,or forego
is a distinct loss to civilization,progression,and

humanity.We are the onlyholders and dispensersof

liberty.The German makes a good colonist under

British control;so do the French, the Butch, and

many of the other clans on the earth'ssurface.

But when Germanyseizes a land she treats it as the

warlike Kaffirsdid. She butchers the originalowners.
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and insistson all outsiders relinquishingtheir privatd
rights,and becomingsubjects.As the Eaiser has truly
said,'* On whatever land the German Eagle fixes its

talons,that land is German/' This means, it is no

longerfree,onlya German is entitled to civilrights.
The Boer,wherever he has possessedany authority,

has pursueda similarpolicy,only,beingmore medioBval

and ignorantlyconservative in his ideas,he goes many

stepsfurther in his candid tyranny than does his

friend the German. His religionis a blendingof

gross superstition,narrowness, intolerance,and Juda-ism

in itsmost relentless and savage aspect.
He honestlybelieves in the justiceof the curse of

Ham ; but he believes more, for,like the Moslem with

his women, he says that the dark races of the earth

are like the beasts,soulless; whom to shoot down is no

murder; whom to enslave is his right,as one of the

masterful and heaven-favoured races.

He believes in revenge and hatred as sacred duties.
" An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth,"are words

which he gloatsupon.
Accordingto the patriarchallaws he is a good hus-band

and father,and will fightfor his own like any
red Indian. Like all savages, however,he does not

care for fightingin the open. He prefersto skulk

behind rocks,and take his enemy at a disadvantage.
He is a mass of gross superstition; in this he even

surpasses the Kaffir. He believes ferventlyin ghosts
and omens, and dreads the dark with tremblinghorror.
He is utterlydevoid of chivalry,truth,or common

honesty.A pledgein his estimation means onlyan

expedientto hoodwink his adversaryand gaintime.
He will make a promiseat any time, and break it

without the slightestscruple. He laughsat those

who trust him, as fools. Like the wild boar,he hates
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but onlyafter we have wipedout the blot. But what

true Englishmaucould forgivethe bloodyassassinwho
walks about boastingover his crime? What true

Englishmancould sit down tamely,and swallow insult

and slavery,as well as murder ?

These were the inhuman, hating,and ferocious

enemies which some Englishmendelightedto honour,

sympathizewith,and admire, for their treatment of

those Englishmenwho had saved their Bepublicfrom
ruin,and pouredwealth into their rapaciouspockets.
The tacticsof their obstinate and superstitiouspresi-dent

is world known. His shamelessness,greed,craft,
and unblushingfalsehood,his open enmity,hisavarice,
and dense stupidity,all these qualitiesare represen-tative

of his people,and what we are asked to admire

and sympathizewith. Standingas we do afar off,we

are apt to forgetthe atrocious side of the Boer,and

regardthe ridiculous side with good-naturedcontempt.
But to those in the midst of it all,it was by no

means a matter to laughat. The constant reminders

of those atrocitiesand disgraces,the wanton insults,
the brutal treatment,the persistentturninground of the

screw, without a moment of relaxation,were maddening
even to the meekest and most long-suffering.

As we have alreadyshown, our heroes did not come

of a mute and lowlyrace. They had British blood in

their veins " young Englishblood that was quickly
heated. Since their coming to the Transvaal this

blood had been at boilingpitch.
They tried to hearken to the words of prudenceas

preachedby PhilipMartin and Mr. Baybold. They
tried to obeytheir leaders,and shut their eyes to the

dailyoutragesof justicewhich theybeheld,and act in

away which their hearts told them was base cowardice.

They saw ladieshustled rudelyby roughand armed
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clowns from the footpathamongst the mud. They
listened to coarse epithetsshouted at their country-women

iftheylooked indignantat this usage, and did

their best to keep their hands in their pocketsand
theireyes on the ground.
They saw the German mercenaries knock down,

kick,and baton the citizens without the slightest
provocation,and the citizens take their unmerited

punishmentwithout remonstrance, knowing full well

there was no possibleredress from the Boer authorities.

They saw Boers spiton the beards of Englishmen,and

they cmly take out and use their handkerchiefs to

wipethe hateful stains away. They saw children ill-

treated because their parentswere English,and the

parentsliftup their children and soothe them, without

attemptingto punishthe wretches who had made

those innocents weep.

They saw all this and grosser outragesconstantly
beingenacted under their eyes, and while theylooked

theygroundtheir teeth,and wondered how longthey
would be able to endure this horrible restraint upon
their pent-upfeelings.

"It will be our turn before long to be batoned,'*
remarked Fred,quietly." We cannot expect to be

allowed to walk the streets much longerwithout being
molested."

^ The Boer or German who attemptsto lay a finger
on me had better look out. Til leave my mark on

him," repliedNed, grimly.
"We'll be there at the same time with our sig-natures,"

put in Clarence,cheerfully.
Fred was rightin his prognosticationsof eviL Their

independentbearinghad alreadybeen remarked upon

by the police,and their turn came sooner even than

theyexpectedi



CHAPTER XII

OVB, HEBOES ARE ABBESTED

One morning they had come into town, to have their

customary promenade^ listen to the latest news^ and

keep their blood flowing by watching the sights.
Like Paddy, they were trying how much they could

stand of this music, and vainly hoping to get used to

it by constant habit.

The city had been more than usually in a ferment

during the past week. It had been the election week,

and although none of the Johannesburghers had much

hope of a change, yet until the affair was decided,

there had been a good deal of wordy speculation.

However, as even the most credulous feared, Oom

Paul Eruger had once more managed to keep his

chair, thanks to his simple and direct management.

While he was travellingthe country canvassing for

votes, the old hypocrite played with his people,as the

man who wants to buy an annuity plays with the

insurance company. He did the sick and feeble old

man who had only a few months more to live,and

appealed to the sympathy of those who were tired of

him as a master. He played this role so perfectlyas

to deceive even his own intimates. As for the Uit-

landers, he humbugged them so completely that they

became jubilant about the nearness of their eman-cipation.

Even for a little while the news of his

return did not depress them overmuch. This they

92
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considered to be a dead certainty,with the ballot

boxes in the hands of his supporters.
A romour had somehow spread,on the dayafter the

announcement of the result,that he was dead. For

one whole hour Johannesburglostitshead,and became

intoxicated with joy. Shareholders bounced inside the

chain,while some were even mad enough to wire the

happy event to London, where for another hour on

the Stock Exchange Paul "ruger gained more

popidaritythan he had ever gainedin his life.

But,alas ! they were not long leftto this most un-seemly

joy. Hardly had they wiped their mouths

after drinkingto his safe translation to another

spherethan the Grand Old Man of Pretoria showed

them how dead he was.

He enjoyedgivingthem surprises,and the one he

sprang on them now was the summary dismissal of

Chief Justice Kotze,the only Dutchman who was

above briberyor coercion.

Now, indeed,he was beginninghis fresh tenure

without any pretenceof wearing gloves.Whoever
dared to oppose his autocratic tyranny,and stand up
for any other laws than those which his will dictated,
was to be sweptout of the way. At this act of tyranny,
worse than any that the Stuarts ever perpetrated,even

PhilipMartin looked anxious.

" It is the beginningof the end," he said. " Cecil

Bhodes's last message was for us to hold on and lie

low. How much longerwill we be allowed to do this? "

"otze protestedagainstthis unlawful outrage,and

refused to accept his dismissal. But he gained no

more by that than the Uitlanders had done.

The inhabitants of Johannesburgwere struck dumb

when they heard of this scandal,coupledwith the

tidingsthat the president'slate illness had been all
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shammed. Even the Boers themselves were staggered,
as this touched their rightsas much as it demolished

all safetyfor the Uitlanders, ThroughoutAfrica a

wave of expectanthorror passed. What would this

hoarytyrantnot do next, now that he had demolished

the law? He was supreme. Anarchy and massacre

would possiblybe the next order of the day.
Once again,as in the time of the Jameson Baid,

men beganto send away their wives and children,and

prepare themselves for the inevitable.

On the morning that our heroes took their walk,

theyfound the streets and between the chains blocked

with people.
But no business was beingdone,neither did men

venture to speakto each other. Everyone suspected
his fellow to be a spy. Business was at a complete
stand,and theywatched the Zarpshustlingthe pedes-trians

about,and inwardlyspeculatedwhen the Krupp

guns would begintheir devastatingwork.

Anything might be expectednow from Pretoria.

With that firstact Kruger had pitchedthe gauntlet
straightin the face of England. Surelyhe must have

alreadycompletedhis arrangements with Germany.
Halfwaydown the street the young men met Philip

Martin. He was no longerlookingso anxious as he

had been the pastfew days. He stoppedfor a moment

and whisperedto Ned.

** Hold yourselvesin readiness to leave for Bhodesia

to-morrow. I shall have a message for you to carry."
"Oh," repliedNed, a little disappointed."Must

we clear out before the fun begins?
"

" Don't be afraid. Nothingwill take placehere yet
awhile. This presentbuster will blow over. I have

justhad a bit of news which will make the old gentle-
liian draw in his horns for a bit."
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" That's allright,"answered Ned, laughing.
PhilipMartin had onlyturned his back on them

when four Zarps,who had been watchingthem, came

forward,scatteringthe peopleto rightand left.

Their batons were drawn,and their purpose unmis-takable.

Doom had come upon our heroes.

" Look out, boys!
" cried Ned, as he sprang to the

nearest wall,and plantedhisback againstit. As he did

so, he saw amongst the onlookers StephanusGroblaar.
Fred and Clarence rangedthemselves alongsideof

their chum with alacrity.
**Now, then, come along,you white-livered Uit-

landers!" cried the Zarps,closingin and raising
their batons.

"Go with them quietly,"shouted the onlookers,

wamingly,as theysaw the boys were preparingto resist.

PhilipMartin had by this time rounded the comer,

without seeingwhat had happened.
"Yes; take your lickinglike true Englishmen!"

cried Stephanus,mockingly.
" Don't be afraid" we shall ! "

answered Ned,casting
prudenceto the winds,as he darted to one side to

avoid the fallingbaton.
It grazedhis shoulder,while his aggressor stumbled

forward with an ugly oath.

Next moment he was sprawlingon his back,with a

mouth filled with loose teeth and gore, while Ned

caughtthe baton adroitlyas it flew from his grasp.
As he caughtit,he swung it round and landed it

with crushingforce on the jaws of the second oflScer.
* A sound of breakingbones was heard,while the Boer

went down like a felled ox.

" Hurrah,boys! Go at it! " shouted Ned, leaping
in to helphis chums.

Clarence had been struck,and was lyingalso on the
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ground.But Fred Weldon was givinga goodaccount

of himself,dodgingthe baton of the Boer " an im-mense

fellow" and gettingin some fietcers,which made

the baton strokes uncertain.

With a strongtap on the back of the Boer's cranium,
which was bare,Ned quicklysent him alongsideof his

two mates.

Then for a moment the fraywas over, for the

remainingpolicemanhad rushed to the outside of the

ring,and was blowinghis whistle for help.
"Bolt!" cried the crowd,opening a lane for them,

althoughotherwise theydid not offerto help.
" No, you don't,"cried Stephanus,coveringthe two

boyswith his revolver. "Move a footandl'll riddleyou."
Ned looked down at poor Clarence,who was lying

senseless on the ground,and decided that the game

was up. He therefore glanced towards Stephanus
and criedwith a scornful laugh"

"I won't run away, StephanusGroblaar,and you

may have thisuseless baton." As he uttered the words

he pitchedthe baton full at his enemy.

Stephanusfiredas the baton left Ned's hand,while

he ducked. Where the head of Ned had been the

bullet struck the wall and knocked a pieceof stone out.

But Stephanushad no time to fireagainor evade

the baton. Full in the face it struck him, and down

he also went.

A faint cheer broke from some of the onlookers,
while theyturned and scattered,leavingthe victims

to their fate. The Zarpswere comingin force.

Ned saw them coming, and, jumping over to

Stephanus,he pluckedthe smoking revolver from his

grasp, and quicklyreturned to the wall.

" We're in for it now, Fred. I guess we'llbe hanged
for this morning'swork."
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" These pups can bite as well as bark. Ugh, it'sa

pitytheyare not Boers."

About a coupleof hours after their incarceration

theyreceived a visitfrom Mr. Eaybold. He had come

as soon as he heard about the affair^and althoughhe
looked very grave, yet he did not reproachthem.

^^I expectedsomethinglike this from you young
blades ; but it is a serious scrape for allthat."

" Any of them killed? " asked Ned, coolly.
" No, not quiteso bad. You have broken one man's

jaw,and spoiltthe nose of young Groblaar. The other

two are not much the worse, onlythey'llmake the most

of their bruises."

"I suppose so; when they make such an outcry

over the coupleof men they lost at Krugersdorp.
What do you think will be done to us ? "

"You'll be sent on to Pretoria first place. But

what willhappennext, no one can foretelL They may

sentence you to death,or hard labour for life. I hope
I may be able to get you off with a heavyfine,as the

Boers love cash almost as much as theydo revenge^

What were you doingwhen theyset upon you ? "

" Absolutelynothing,"repliedNed. " We had just
partedwith Mr. Martin,and were about to move on,

when four bigscoundrels pouncedupon us."
" That will not matter,"repliedMr. Baybold,dole-fully.

" Oom Paul has denied any hearingor trialfor

Chief Justice Eotze. He chargedhim with mal-administration

of justice,and swore in the Yolksraad

that he was a liar. When theycan treat their own

judgesin this fashion,theyare capableof hatchingup
any chargeagainstyou. However,we shall not have

longto wait before we know."
" I hope you won't pay any fines for us, sir,"said

Ned. "I am sure we would all rather go to hard

labour,or whatever elsetheylike to sentence us to."
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** We shall see,"returned Mr. Baybold,shakinghis
head sadly. " I wish this day had passedin peace, for

to-morrow you would have been out of this tyrant's
clutches.'*

" We are sorry also in one way, but our resistance

has not made much difference. I fancyStephanus
Groblaar has got up some storyabout us. I had

a quarrelwith him out on the yeldt,and for some

reason he seems to bear me ill-will."

'*AhI tell me about ^ that?" said Mr. Eaybold,
quickly.

Ned told him about the fight,and the words he had

used on that occasion.

"This is bad " very bad. They sentenced a man

the other day to two years*hard labour for merely
shoutingon the Rand, * Nobody getsjusticein this

country.'What that fine speechof yours may cost

us, with the additions which this yoimg Groblaar may

put to it,it is hard to say. Never mind. Keep up

your courage, lads. Your friends will not leave you
undefended ; and we are all mightyproudof you for

your pluck."
Clarence took leave of his father very tenderly,

while the others received warm hand-grasps.Then
the Band capitalistleft them a good deal comforted

by the interview.

They did not know, but to be able to see them at

allhad cost Mr. Eaybold a tidysum in the way of palm-
oiltDg.Like the Eastern prisons,as in every other de-partment

of thisRepublicanGovernment,corruptionran

very high,from the President to the meanest official.

On the followingmorningtheywere examined,and

chargedwith a whole listof offences; then,after this

preliminaryferce was over, they were handcuffed and

taken,closelyguarded,to Pretoria to be tried.



CHAPTER Xm

TRONK LIFE

Although our heroes had been broughtup amidst the

comforts and refinements of better-class English life^

theywere not fastidious.

Their recent oyerland experienceamong the burgher
farmers had taken a good deal of the fine edge off

their susceptibilitiesas to eating,drinking,and lodg-ment.
It had also opened their eyes considerablyas

to the inconsistencyof himianity.Those bare,dirty,
and bam-like homesteads which satisfied the Boers

generationafter generation,and compared to which

many of the huts of the Kaffirs were fragrant" the

cow-dung and blood-blended plasteirand flooring"

were, to say the least,peculiarin their aroma to the

nostrilsof strangers. Added to this,the strong flavour

of the Boer tobacco,with which those dens reeked,
rendered the atmospheremore powerfulthan pleasant
to any except a Boer family. To them, however, it

smelt home-like and gratefuL
Outside,the approachesto a Boer farm were kept

in a state of absolute and traditional disregardto fdl

sanitarylaws. The refuse and decay teemed with

disease and abomination. No wanderer requireda
candle in the window to lightthem to these abodes

of the dopper. Their olfactoryorgans would have

been quick enough, even while sufferingunder the

ICO
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most virulent cold,for at least half a leaguedistant*
Wherever the Boer settled,that part of the veldt

became a pigsty.
Our heroes had experiencedall this,and become

ease-hardened agaiustunholyperfumesand disgusting
sights.Their digestiveorgans had also become used

to the toughbiltong,vile coffee,and unvaried nightly
stews. Thus theywere able to stand a good deal of

dirt and discomfort without noticingdetails.

They had also gaineda considerable insightof the

Boers' other peculiarities.Their utter lack of humour

and sullen stolidity; their merciless beirbarityto their

servants and cattle,joinedto their stern and one-sided

religiousfervour. The Bible, the cowhide, and the

riflewere alwayskept handyfor constant use by those

piousdopperfarmers. The word of God for themselves

and families. The cowhide for their cattleand servants,
and the riflewhere the cowhide failedto convince.

They had seen these farmers flogthe Eaffirs within

an inch of their lives for the slightestoffence,or

perhapsbecause the master was in a bad temper,and

the Eitffirchanced to be in his road. They had seen

them bring out their guns, if the braced-upand
lacerated natives looked nasty,and deliberatelyshoot

them dead, then go indoors immediatelyafter,read
their Bibles,singtheir psalms,and thank the Lord

of hosts for givingthem grace. Their infernalcruelties

never touched their consciences in the slightestdegree,
and they had no fear of the laws of the land con-demning

them. Each Boer made his own laws,and

these were merciless. There was no justicefor the

native ; he was a beast to be down-trodden and enslaved.

His land and his lifewere theirs,the chosen peopleof
the Lord,to abuse or murder as theypleased.

T^t theynever neglectedfamilyworship.Nor
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would theypermitthe strangerto go from them with%

out readinga chapterând deliyeringthemselves of an

unctuous prayer. Sylvan life amongst the pioua
dopperswas very unlovelyand revolting.
Having alreadyexperiencedso much^ the young meu

hardlynoticed the filthyand disgracefulconditions
of the Johannesburgtronk,or jail.That they were

crammed into a small cell of ten by twenty feet,

alongwith twenty-fiveother prisoners,was nasty ; yet
they endured this fate with as much philosophyas
theycould.

Twenty-eightprisoners,waitingtheir trial,were
immured in this suffocating,dark,and noisome den,
which could be comparedwith nothingelse than the

hold of a slaver,or the black hole of Calcutta. A

third of these were Kaffir women, and the majorityof
the rest,the vilest and most foul-mouthed scum in

Johannesburg.
There was no separationof the sexes ; theywere all

crushed together,regardlessof their ages or offences.

The atmospherewas horrible,for there was no other

ventilation than what the openingof the door gave.
It was opened occasionallyby the warders as they

thoughtfit,to givethe captivesa littleair and pre-vent

suffocation.

The floorswere cemented,and the roof of corrugated
iron ; but as water is a luxuryin Johannesburg,and

the Boers are averse to washingand also are regardless
of dirt,weeks if not months had passedsince last the

accumulations had been shovelled out The mind of

an Englishman at home could not conjureup any

idea approachingthis abomination of stench and over-powering

heat.

Here our heroes had spent their firstnightof Boer

prisonlife,listening,or rather tryingto shut their
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ears, to the groans, curses, and obscenities of their

fellow-captives.Packed closelytogether,they were

forced to stand stilland upright,with the perspiration
pouringfrom them, and swallow the poisonthat entered

their lungsinstead of air.

Many " indeed,most " of these prisonershad broken

heads and other wounds, and these,clotted and un-

tended,added to the disgustinghorrors.
When morning came, and they were hustled into

the Pretoria train,theyfeltalmost half dead. Faint

and breathless,theygaspedas theywere draggedinto
the court,and listened to the chargeswith dull apathy.
There was littleenough fightin them now.

By the time theyreached Pretoria,however,their

young constitutions,aided by the fresh veldt air,had
restored both their appetitesand their courage. In

spiteof their jailors'grunts of disapproval,theywere
laughingand jestingmore from bravado than through
goodspirits.

" We must show them we are game, no matter what

happensto us," said Ned; and his chums' loyalty
backed him up.

In the same train,but in a different compartment,
StephanusGroblaar and the wounded and battered

Zarpstravelled to give their evidence. The boys
caught a glimpseof Stephanusas he got out, and

could not helpenjoyingthe sight. The baton had

smashed the bridgeof his nose and spoiltwhat little

beautyhe possessed.He was marked for life,so that

theywould recognizehim under any disguisealmost.

They caught his one eye glaringluridlyon Ned, for

the other was bandagedup, and theygrinnedbroadly
as theywere pushedpast.
They were marched along to the tronk,getting

hastyglimpsesof the DopperKirk,where Oom Paul
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sometimes preaches;the frowningforts and warlike

batterieswhich he has erected at so much expense to

his insolvent goyemment, as a signof the friendly-

dispositionof the Yolksraad towards the Uitlander^
and the open gallowsand stocks,which also were

tokens of the social advancement of the constitution.

That church obstructingthe traflScwas typicalof the

people'swisdom and foresight,as their town lyingin
the swamp was. They doted on mud and pestilential

swamps, as theypiouslybelieved in obstruction,dirt,
bad drainage,and publicexecutions.

The Pretoria tronk" at least,the part into which

our heroes were locked " ^was a shade more endurable

than had been their lodgingof the night before.

Morality,if not sanitaryarrangements,was slightly
more observed.

Their cell,which was the same size as the last,was

not quiteso crowded,and theyhad white companions
only,and of their own sex. Between them and the

Kaffirs was a sheet of corrugatediron.
Small holes were bored in the sheet-ironwalls ; these

were, however,close to the roof,and did not givethem
much fresh air. Duringthe daythe heat was intense,

as the thin iron became almost red-hot under the sun-

glare.At nightit was in proportioncold.
There had been thirty-fiveprisonersin this cell two

daysbefore,but eighteenof these had been removed ;

thus they had only seventeen companionswaiting
their sentences. Fortimately,also,the majorityof
these prisonerswere respectablecitizens,whose crimes

were as yetto be invented. like our heroes,theyhad
been seized upon without any pretextŵithout being
aware yet of the charges.They would learn all that

at the time appointedby their tyrants.
Small straw mattresses were given to them to sleep
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until fiveo'clockând as it was about one hundred and

fiftyfeet,they were able to take good exercise and

haye fresh air. They were not longbefore theybegan
to playleap-frogand some other games, includinga
wrestlingmatch between Ned and Fred, which was

watched with keen interestby the other prisoners.
At about half-pasttwo theywere pleasantlysurprised

by a visit from PhilipMartin,who broughtwith him

a Pretoria solicitor.

Both ^listenedto the storyof their arrest,and the

lawyertook notes,after which Philipsaid"

"I think we shall manage to square the Zarps,
so that they will let you off mildly.The man with

the broken jaw we must givea goldenplasterto ; but

your most bitter witness will be StephanusGroblaar.
He will have his knife into you, and swear anything
againstyou. His father is a personalfriend and tool

of the president."
That nighttheydid not sleepso well ; on the whole,

it was the most uncomfortable time tiieyhad ever

experienced.They were glad when daylightcame
and the doors openedto let them out

They were firstin the yard,and took advantageto
be the firstin the stream before it was stirred up.
After their bath they once more feltreadyto laughat
their discomforts and woes.

They had hardlysupped their porridge,when a

coupleof German policemencame and mardied them

off solemnly.
Outside the tronk half a dozen more stiff and

wooden-lookingbodyguardswere drawn up, armed to

the teeth with rifles,swords,and revolvers. They
closed in upon our heroes without a word,merely
pointingto the front as their way to march. Ned,

Fred,and Clarence drew themselves up with dignity,
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seeingthat no attempt was made to liandcnff them^
and dustingtheir clothes with their handkerchiefs,

steppedout proudlyin the middle of theirformidable

escort.

Handcuffs sadlyspoilthe effect of dignity.They
make a prisonerlook too pathetic.

"I wonder where these Noah's Ark Johnnies are

takingus to ? " said Ned.
" To the court to be tried,I expect,"answered Fred.
** No," said Clarence. " There is some other game

goingon with us. Don't you see these are not the

ordinaryBoer bobbies ? They are the president'sown

bodyguards."
"By Joye! so they are. Perhapsold Kruger is

going to interview us. I hope so, for I'd like to see

the grandold humbug."
"Hushl These fellows are sure to understand

English. All Germans do who leave their own

country."
If theydid understand what Ned had so rashlysaid,

they showed no sign. All emotion seemed to have

been drilled out of their big faces,as all free action

had been drilledout of their tallfigures.
Solemnly they marched to the word of command

with heads jerkedup and immovable eyes. Eight,
left,right,left,theyplantedtheir feet as one man,

without making a singlewrinkle in their coats. They
were for all the world exactlylike exaggeratedGerman
metal soldiers set workingby mechanism,and newly
painted.

Down throughthe centre of Church Street they
marched,the automatic movements of the guards so

infectingour heroes that theyunconsciouslyfell into
the same step after a few paces. Then onlyone dis-tinct

tramp could be heard,as each leftor rightfoot
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crushed upon the ground. The peopleon the sid^

pathswatched them goingalongcuriously.
Past the grand Goyemment buildings,with that

disputedstatue to Libertyon its centre tower, they
strode. The enlightenedburghersgreatlyobjectto
this statue,as theydon't belieyein a woman represent*
ing freedom, and think it must either mean Her

Britannic Majestyor the VirginMary, both highly
objectionablepersonages in a dopper'seye.

On they marched, until theyreached the western

end of the street,where a verandahed house stood with

tall trees in front of it,and on each side of the gate
a helmeted police-soldier.Then they knew where

they were coming to, and felt a tremor pass over

them. They were approachingthe kraal of the savage
and craftytyrantchief of the Transvaal,Kruger.



CHAPTER XIV

AN INTERVIEW WITH UNCLE PAUL

It was a respectable and fair-sized house of the

ordinarycolonial fashion, with a broad covered verandah

in front, and fine shady trees inside the rails
" ^a com-fortable

and homely place, with nothing special about

it to denote the character or position of its owner,

except those two heavily armed sentinels at the gate.

Yet our heroes shivered slightly at the thought

of the coming interview, and wished they could have

put it off.

They were not frightened physically of this avowed

and relentless enemy of their countrymen. Whatever

he might sentence them to, they were prepared to

meet and endure bravely.
It was his craft that they dreaded, lest he should

by some devilish artifice lure them into a trap, and

so get something out of them which would hurt their

friends. They were frightened of themselves, not of

this wily and ferocious Boer of Boers.

They were going to be sounded by the man who

had been able to deceive and outwit the smartest

British diplomatists,and instinctivelythey felt how

powerless they would be in his hands.

That they were taken before him, prior to their

examination by the landdrost, was a sign that he

suspected them of being in the possession of some

X09
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secretiwhich he would do his best to worm out of

them. His scowls and threats they could defy,but
his preternaturalcunning they trembled to think

about

"Courage,boys,and caution,"whisperedNed, as

theypausedfor a moment outside the gate. "Let me

conduct the palaveras much as possiblewith this

ponderousMachiayelli."

"Right you are, Ned," answered his chum in awe-struck

tones. " I wish we were safe back in the tronk,

though.
"SodoL"

Eruger,the man who could spoofGreat Britain,and
drive his own peoplelike a flock of sheep,appeared,
before theysaw him in their imagination,to be almost

as colossal a character as their ideal hero, Cecil
Rhodes. ThroughoutAfrica these two giantsstood

facingeach other,while the rest of the world watched

and waited the result of their deadlyduel. Kruger,
the champion of everythingthat was despicable,
oppressive,and false; Rhodes, the champion of

chivalry,humanity,and progress.

Krugerhad won his pasttriumphsby treacheryand
unscrupuloussteadfastness. He stood like a rock,
defyingreform. Rhodes also was another rock,guard-ing

the lands outside this camp of treason. Kruger
had been able to humbug the ImperialGovernment,
and get what he wanted from them easily;but he

could not humbug thissleeplessand powerfulwatcher.

Krugerhad his agentsand spieseverywhere; so also

had Rhodes. He was fightingthisBoer with his own

weapons.

Kruger was rich,but he Uked to hoard his capital,
and get as much as he could for nothingor by
promises.Cecil Rhodes spenthis wealth lavi^Iy.
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iKrugerwas workingfor his own hand^and with the

malignantpurpose of weakeninghis enemy and causing
discord amongst the nations. Rhodes had devoted his

lifeand his wealth for his country'swelfareând for

the securityof Africa. The one was a tyrantof the

worst order ; the other was inspiredby the purestand

most disinterestedpatriotism.The one was distrusted

and disliked generallyall round, even by a large
section of his subjects;the other was universally
respectedand loved for his courage, brain-power,and

unimpeachablehonesty.
Our heroes had seen for a few moments the first

championof civilization; theywere now about to look

upon his antagonist,the impiousfather of lies.

There was an air of stillnessand depressionabout
the place,which these two immovable policemen
accentuated. The shadyverandah looked dark almost

in contrast with the blazingbrightnessoutside. As

the boyslooked under the branches,the idea occurred

to them that they were about to enter the web of a

gigantichuman spider.They could get in easy

enough,but how would theycome out ?

They were not, however,keptlong waitingat the

gate. Their guardsstoppedsuddenly,groundedtheir
rifles;then,while the two gatekeeperasaluted,they
were pushedforward and entered the shadows. In

another moment theywere ushered,without ceremony,
into the presence of the master.

It was a largereception-roomin which Krugersat,
with a wide stretch between the door and the table at

his side.

On the table were placeda huge silvertobacco-box,
a largeclaspBible,and what the young men noted more

particularly,the small "three ace
" watch-guardtokens

which had been taken from them with their other
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eflfects.There were also a few papers placedhandy
for,the presidentto reach.

He sat in a big,crimson-coTered armchair,with a

spittoonat his feet,and his pipein his mouth. Behind

him, on the wall,they saw throughthe tobacco mist

a largeand harshlypaintedoil portraitof himself.

The room was smellinglike a tap-room,while clouds

of rank tobacco reek floateddenselyoverhead.
Yet that portraitriveted their eyes, and forced them

to look at it before even the originalcould command

their attention" it was such an exaggerated and

hideous reproductionof aU his worst points.It was

also so crudelyand vilelypaintedthat it seemed like

a gross caricature. Indeed,it was hardlyhuman, but

rather as ifit had been an imaginativeattempton the

part of a house-painter,to depicta gorilla-like,semi-

humanized monster.

A largered face,with swollen heavyfeatures ; narrow,

bestialforehead ; small,crafty,and sullen eyes, with a

baboon-like fringeof whity-greyhair running from

the largeflappingears to below the heavy chin. The

lipswere shapeless,yet relentless in their downward

curve.

A strangegutturaland gurglingsound growledout,
and drew their wonderinglooks from the portraitto
the man himself. President Eruger was speaking; at

least,theysupposedthat loud and deep mouthful of

explosivegutturalsand gurglingswas his mode of

expressinghimself. It must have been an order,for

as theyglancedround,theynoticed the guardsquitting
the apartment,and found themselves alone with the

monster and his secretaryor interpreter.
He was lookingat them from under his sullen,pent

brows,with ice-cold,piggisheyes that made them

shiver againin spiteof their effortsto appear brave.
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loathingand contempt. Was this the man who

bad hoodwinked men of intellect" ^this low-bred,

stupid,and sutlybeast,whose only qualitieswere
vindictive hatred and ignorant,stupidconceit and

arrogance? Surelyhe could deceive no one who

stood face to face with him, for that countenance was

an open index of aU the mean vices which make men

abhorred and despised? He looked and acted as ifhis

proper placewas amongst hod-carriers,not politicians.
They had hit upon the keynote of his dangerous

power in their misplacedcontempt. It was this ap-

pearsmce of stupiditythat threw keen men off their

guardwhen dealingwith him " ^this and his hypo-critical
cant. He looked no more intellectualthan an

ignorantlocal preacher,and as he was constantly
preaching,theyforgotto look imder his words. Behind

all these stala platitudes,and copy-booktexts, he

plottedwith the cunningand ferocityof a relentless

savage.
After watchingthem for fullfiveminutes with half-

shut eyes, while he puffedlike a steam-engineat his

pipe,he made a motion with one blunt forefinger
towards the table. His attendant at once rose and

handed him the tobacco-box.

This was not what he wanted ; still,while it was there,
he filledhis pipeand litit afresh. Then he beckoned

again.This time the secretaryhanded him one of

the ace trinkets. He took it in the palm of his paw,

and regardedit with suspiciouseyes; then the lips
widened and the cheeks bulgedout, while another

mouthful of harsh sounds were belched forth. The

secretaryexplainedthis jumble of gutturalsto our

heroes.

^'Why do you wear this badge? What does it

signify?"
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Ned explainedthat it was the badge of a club in

Johannesburg,of which he and his companionswere

members.

The presidentbroke out as soon as he had spoken,
and the secretarywent on with his questions.

"We know that well enough; but how came you

strangersto be members of this club ? "

Ned answered because theywished it. There was no

law againstEnglishmenjoiningitat onceon theirarriyal.
" Take care, younker,and remember where you are.

Answer questions,but don't make remarka How

many members are there ? "

"I don't know."

" What isthe objectof thisclub ? Take care how you

answer. We know alreadythat itsobjectisagainstthe
State."

" Then it is more than I do," answered Ned, boldly*
"What isdone there?"
" Magazineand newspaper readingand letter-writing.

Some of the members smoke, some playdominoes,but
not often."

" And this design"what does it mean ? "

" The ace of hearts,the ace of spades,and the ace of

diamonds."

"Yes?"
" That's aU."
" Why not the ace of clubs as well ? "

"Ah! I don't think the citizens of Johannesburg
have got that ace,"answered Ned, innocently.

A chuckle came from the armchair. Then President

Erugerfor the firsttime spokein very fair English"
the tongue he understood perfectlybut hated so

viciously.As he spokehe smiled a fat wrinklysmile
that gave his face a simpleand grotesqueexpression
of good humour. His voice was thick and rumbling.

Googk
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** You are a slim carl for your age, younker. How

old are you ? "

"Eighteen,"repliedNed.
" And you, my young brakjes?

"

Not knowing that " brakje" was a term of contempt,
theyanswered freelyenough. AgainKrugerchuckled,
while he shook his ponderoushead and pointedhis

clumsyfingerat them.

" Far too young to be mixed up in conspiracyand
treason. Young gentlemenlike you oughtto stayin

your own country,and not come here breakingthe
laws and making riots."

"We have done nothing,your Excellency,"said
Ned.

" Do you call itnothingto knock down four honest

burghers,smash the nose of one and the jawbone of

another ? Do you call itnothingto threaten my police
with a revolyer,and use the insolent languageyou
have done ? "

He had risen to his feet by this time,pulledhimself
out of the chair ponderouslyand by degrees.As he

stood now toweringabove them like a hippopotamus,
he impressedthem with his physicalstrength.His

eyes were beginningto lightenup dangerously.
" I have you in the hollow of my hand,you miserable

brakjes,as I hold every dog in my country. What

you have so foolishlyspokenentitlesyou to hard labour

for some years. The assault you committed on the

authorities is punishableby death. Do you think I

can allow my men to be injuredin this way by boys
"eh?"

" We were onlydefendingourselves. They struck

at us firstand without the slightestcause."
" It is a verodomde lie. You belongto a nation

of liars and vipers,allermachtijI " shouted Kruger,
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saragely,an ominous gurglecoming from his throat,

while his rightarm began to swing as if about to

strike them, and his eyes became buried under the

fleshof his upper lids.

Ned bit his lipsand remained silentlyfacingthis

ogre, with flashinglooks.
"Ugh!" gurgled the president,controllinghis

risingtemper as suddenlyas it had been raised. " I

can do all this to you, and no one dare stop me,

not even your queen,"he added childishly."I am

master here,and what I will is fate. I can send you to

my worst prison,where you will rot all your miserable

days. But I can also be kind and merciful to those

who deserve my clemency.Now, if you will be good
younkersand tellme all that you know, I shallpardon
you, and never send you for trialat all" nay, more, I'll

giveyou each a nice billet,where you can serve the

Kepublicand make your fortune. Now, are you going
to be good younkersand giveme all your confidence

freely,as if I was your father,or your tender-hearted

uncle " Oom Paul,you know," he chuckled unctuously
"

"
or must I send you to rot in the tronk ? "

" We are English,your Excellency,and sons of the

Empire,not Dutch spiesand traitors,"answered Ned,
for his companions,proudlyand without a pause.

" Then go and " rot 1 " roared Kruger,bringinghis

big fistdown on the table with a bang that made

tobacco-box and Bible jump. ^' Send these ruffiansto

the landdrost,and let the law take its course."

The last our heroes saw, forthat time,of the humane

presidentof the Republic,was him puffingfuriouslyat
his pipe,with his ugly face distorted and his eyes out

of sight
" I guess he doesn't like to be contradicted,"said

Ned, as the policeonce more marched them off.
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AT NYLSTROOM

Tender-heabted and magnanimous Uncle Paul had

not come best out of this interview^ neither had he

exhibited much of his vaunted diplomacy and character-

reading. Indeed, he had shown himself to be what he

was exactly" a denselystupidand tyrannicalBoer, who

thought to cow three lads with his threats,and make

them his tools by a little clumsy and transparent

cajolery. This was the only method he had, however,

of dealingwith people,and what his parasitestermed

his greatness.

His agents and whitewashers have called him a man

of deep religiousfeeling,honesty of purpose, singleness
of life,thoroughness of character,free from all vices and

defects, of great magnanimity, mercy, clemency, and

justice,and possessed of the simplicityof a child.

Yes ; he had the simplicity of a very much spoilt,

greedy, and vicious child. Our heroes had penetrated

this side of his nature. They were now about to taste

of his clemency and justice. They had thwarted his

intentions concerning them, and, being a Boer, he

could not pardon that from either man or child. No

Boer was ever known to forgive or forget any rebuff.

They never reason; they can only brood upon their

side of the question and plan revenge.

Kruger showed his thoroughness in the way he pur-sued

them with his witnesses and private orders to the

landdrost. He did this with the thoroughness of a

iis
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red-skin. Their advocate was snubbed ând ordered to

sit down the moment he rose to defend them. No

witnesses were called on their side,while peoplethey
had never seen came and swore to actions and words

they had never thoughtabout or said. Then the

verdict was givenwithout tk pause, and their sentence

delivered with vicious denunciation from the judge.
As theylistened to him they were almost persuaded
that they were very dangerouscriminals,and de-served

the gallows,instead of hard labour and long

imprisonment.
Boer justices,now that Kotze was removed and they

had only one will to consult,did their work with

sweepingand drasticforce. They punishednot only
the criminal,but his friends as well,when theycould

be got at.

Their sentences were "

Seven years each,with hard labour.

"2000 fineeach,or another fiveyears.
A hundred lashes,to be spreadover the firsttwo

years in the followingorder : twenty-fivelashes after

the firstthree months' imprisonment,and twenty-five
each six months after.

Our heroes laughedat the fines,but theyclenched
their teeth and vowed that theywould be free or dead

before the lashes were inflicted upon them.

"If we get free and live,boys,"whisperedNed,
fiercely," I hopethat fiend Krugermay not die before

I can kill him."

Mr. Bayboldand PhilipMartin got a few words with

them before theywere led away.
" Don't you pay that fine,father,"said Clarence.
" Not until you are at liberty,then I don't mind

what it costs me," repliedhis father,brokenly.
" Don*t be afraid,father ; the Transvaal hasn'tgot a
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tronk that will keep us in for three months,now that

we know our fate."

Philipstoopedand whisperedin the ear of Ned.
** We shall move heaven and earth to get you sent

to one jail.After that,day and nightwe mH work

to helpyour escape. Keep up your pluck,and take

advantageof all chances. We'll have you shadowed

with Mends and able horses."

Ned smiled,and pressedthe hand of his friend as he

laiswered"
" I will not spendall my time sleeping,you bet"

It was a desperatelifeour heroes led after this day,
and might have broken even their spirits,onlyfor the

hope theyhad of accomplishingtheir escape.
After passinga week at Pretoria,theywere sent up

the country to Nylstroom,where some heavy road-

making was beingdone. This theydid not objectto,
as it was so far on the way to Bhodesia. They were

gladalso to find that they were not separated.
Here theywere treated with all the ignominyand

harshness that the stupidand merciless Boers could

invent to make their captivessick of existence. They
were put into a cellwhere onlynatives were confined,
and not allowed any beddingwhatever. If theycould
find space enough to lie down, that was all the comfort

theywere permittedto have.

This,of course, was intended to degradethem as far

as possible,and doubtless would have been a terrible

punishmentto a Boer.

But our heroes,being more liberallybroughtup,
did not find the company of those Eaffirs half the

inflictionthat some of their late white companions
had been. The captivesavages were cleaner and

more wholesome,both outwardlyand inwardly.

They were men most of them, whose oidycrime
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showed fightstheywere at onoe shot down and filing
to one side like carrion.

Our heroes could not haye endured the whip even

with their hopesof libertybuoyingthem up, therefore

they laboured with a will,and gave the brutes no

chance of chastisingthem. Sometimes the whip
cracked over their heads,but fortunatelyfor their

future,it did not descend on their backs.

The reason for thiswas that their friends outside had

managedto get at these venal wretches,and paidthem
a weeklysum to spare the young men that lastoutrage.
They were all the more closelywatched for this

very reason so that theymight not escape. During
the day this would have been impossible,as before

theycould have run a dozen steps,they would have

been shot down.

They had passeda fortnightof this wretched exist-ence,

when, one day,as Ned looked up, he saw a party
of horsemen ridingpast. Amongst them was Philip
Martin,who, catchinghis eye, pointedquicklynorth,
and then pattedhis horse.

Ned knew what that meant. They were to run

northward when their chance came, where friends

and horses would be in readiness.

His heart bounded as he read the signalsand saw

his friend galloppast him. Then he bent and plied
his pickaxemth renewed energy.

In spiteof their semi-starvation,the hard labour did

not hurt our heroes. Alreadytheyhad got over the

utter exhaustion that made them so helplesswhen

theyreached their cells. They had lost fleshwoefully,
but their muscles were becomingtoughand hard as

steel,and their skins tanned and sun-proof.They did

not fear but that theywould be able to run once they
got the chance.
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Their cell was a small one, with corrugatediron on

two sides and mud-cemented walls on the other two.

Each nighttheywere carefullysearched before being
locked in,so that it was impossiblefor them to smuggle
in any tool.

Still,now that Ned had seen helpso closeat hand,he

did not despair.What he could not get in himself

mightbe sent to him from the outside.

That nighthe told his chums what he had seen, and

their spiritsrose wonderfullyat the news.

" They will be on the outlook,I am sure, therefore

we must let them know whereabouts we are located."

After some consultation the idea struck them to

hang out a bit of rag from one of the narrow air-holes.

If ^ey did this that night,it ^as almost sure to be

noticed and understood by those on the watch outside.

There were fifteen Kaffirsin this cellbesides them-selves

who would have to be trusted. The lads had

seen enough of them to risktakingthe lot into their

confidence.
" Cocoeni,"he whisperedto a strongyoung fellow,

who had vowed friendshipwith him, "would you
like to escape ? *'

" You bet,baas,"repliedthe Kaffir,who understood

and could speaka littleEnglish.
"And the others,will theyhelpus ? "

" Yes,baas ; you may trust us all. We shall all

helpyou if you show us how."

" I have friends outside who, when theyknow where

we are,willigiveus some instrument to break out of this."
" Good. And what can we do to let them know ? "

Ned had torn a piecefrom his shirt while he was

speaking; he now said "

" Give me a back up, Cocoeni. I'll push out this

bit of rag. When the moon risesthey will see it."
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" So will the Boers,"said Cocoeni.
** Oh, we must risk that. If theydo wander round

that side,they may not think anythingabout it.

Besides,they are too lazyto do much knockingabout
at night"

Cocoeni willinglyplacedhis face againstthe wall,
and bent his back while Ned climbed up on to his

broad shoulders. It was pitchdark inside,but they
could see the stars throughthe slitsnear the roofl

After the rag had been pushedhalf throughso that

one end hung outside and the other inside,theyagreed
to watch and watch turn about. At the firstappearance
of daytheywould take in the signaL

Clarence took the firstwatch of three hours,while
the rest laydown to sleep.By this time every Kaffir

had been told by Cocoeni,and they were preparedto
obey orders.

Nothing disturbed Clarence. The Boers never

troubled themselves to visit their prisonersduringthe

night,and doubtless not many bothered themselves to

keepawake.
He saw, however,by the rays of silverthat the moon

had risen and was shiningon the outer walL It was a

full moon, so that the rag must be observed ifany one

was on the watch.

Fred took the next watch,nor had he anythingto

reportwhen Ned relieved him. The moon by this

time had moved round to the other side.

Ned waited patientlyfor about two hours in the

darkness,when,justas he was beginningto think there

would be no answer that night,Cocoeni touched him,
and whisperedsoftlyin his ear "

"Baas,some one outside creepinggently."
The keen ears of the savage had heard what Ned

could not.
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A few moments afterwardssomethingheavydropped

upon his head,and fellwith a muffled tibiudon the clay
floor. He stoopedto liftit,and to his delightfeltthe

head of a small pickaxewrappedin flannel. As he

was unrollingit,another articlecame throughthe slit,
and this he found to be the handle.

His friends had understood his signal,and thb was

their reply.He hugged handle and head in his arms

with an ecstasyof delight.Now, at last,freedom was

within sight.
It was too late,however,to do anythingthismorning.

In another hour dawn would be upon them. They
must defer operationsfor another night,and hide the

treasure.

He explainedwhat he had received to Cocoeni,who

Woke his friends to tellthem, while Ned did the same

with Fred and Clarence. A deep grunt of joyspoke
the Kaffirs'feelings,while our heroes fairlydanced
with pleasure.

To dig a small hole in the comer was the work of the

next half-hour,after which they placedthe articles

side by side and covered them with the clay,which

theypresseddown, and moisteningthe top from their

water-jug,theysmoothed it as carefullyover as they
could in the dark.

One of the Kaffirs laydown on the damp clayand
dried it with his body,while the others crawled about

and pickedup every portionof loose clay,which they
swallowed as theyfound them.

Before the firststreak of dawn creptin the floorwas

as clear of debris as it had been before,and the part
over the pickaxecompletelycaked and dry.

Then Ned looked up to see and remove the rag.
It was gone. The one who had broughtthe gifthad
removed the signal.
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BREAKING THE TBONK

He is not a gregarious animal the Boer. Except for

expeditions of murder or rapine, when expediency
forces him to congregate, he prefers to wallow in his

own sty.

He does not enjoy night-work, either. The night

to him is thronged with " spooks
" and other nameless

horrors which he does not care to face. He can murder

a KafiSr in the most atrocious fashion, and think nothing

about it as long as the sun shines, but he dreads that

KaflSr*s " spook " after the sun sets. Even the uncertain

light of the moon doesn't seem to comfort him greatly.
He has no humour in its sprightly and harmless

sense. He can appreciate rough horse-playand clumsy

practicaljokes,particularlyif there be a strong leaven

of crueltyabout them, and he is the joker. As a nation,

the Boers have not wit enough to be sarcastic,although

they can be bitter enough at times, and harsh always.

But they are possessed, in its most childish,morbid,

and undeveloped state, of imagination. During the

day they are hard-headed, callous-hearted, keen-eyed

men, ever on the outlook to best their neighbours and

grab what advantage they can. Grenerations of previous
warfare have made them quick and sure with their aim,

perfect horsemen, and the finest skulkers in the world.

By day they are impervious and vulture-eyed,and,

according to their own uncivilized mode of conducting
126
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warfare,doggedand resolute,ifnot brave. We cannot

calla man hrave who slinks behind kopjesand circum-vents

his enemy onlybytreachery; yet,when driven

into a hard corner, they will turn and fightwith the

viciousnessof desperaterats.
But at nightUieyare a most timorous and super-stitious

set of shrinkers. Everystrangesound makes

their flesh creep and their hair bristle. The kloofs,
and veldt,and karri are packedwith evil spirits,
whose weird revels they no more dare disturb,than
would a jackala lion while he is feeding. Their

Grod is the Lord of vengeance, their religiona hotch-potch

of rank superstition.
Our heroes did not fear greatlythat the cellwould

be disturbed while theywere out of it. The prisoners
were deputedto do the cleaningonce a week, and

Saturdaywas the day ordained for this duty. On

Sundaystheywere allowed to rest,as accordingto the

Transvaal laws,no trekking,or work of any kind,was

permittedon that day.
It was Thursday now, therefore they were almost

positivethat after they were driven out, the door

would be locked until their return at sunset.

How wearilythe hours draggedon duringthat day
which theyfondlytrusted was to be theirlastin this

slaveryI
It was dryweather,fortunatelybeingthe middle of

the winter season, as Nylstroomin the summer was

one of the most malarial districts. Yet the sun blazed

fiercelydown upon the exposedand shelterlessplace
where theyworked,and tried them allseverely.

The mounted warders even became slothful with

their whips as the morning advanced,and found

smokingmore to their min4sthan browbeatingtheir
charges.
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Ned and his two chums toiled on even harder than

theyhad ever done befcKre. They were thrillingwith

suppressedexcitement,and felt gladof the work that

made the hours pass. They scarcelyliftedtheir heads
or rested until the call came for the middaymeal.

Mealie-porridgefor breakfast,dinner,and supper
becomes monotonous ; yet theywere thankful enough
even for this fare when it was served out to them. A

mad longingfor beef had been on them for some days
p6tst.The thoughtof it blended with their desire for

liberty,so that theycould think of littleelse.

"Oh for a grilledsteak!" groanedClarence and

Fred,as theybolted their unsavoury mixture.

"We'll have it,if all goes well,for breakfast,"

whisperedNed, to keepup their courage.
It was a lovelydream, and theyhugged it,and kept

their tongues moist all the afternoon with the sweet

anticipation.
It was astonishingto watch their companionsthe

Kaffirsduringthat day of suspense. They wore their

customary sullen and apatheticexpressions,as if hope
had no abiding-placein their bosoms. Not even by so

much as a flashin their lurid eyes could any one have

guessedthat theywere thinkingof liberty.The only
sign our heroes could note was their extra patience
and endurance. When the cowhide rippedacross their

bare shoulders,theydid not even give a quiver. It

might have been a flylandingon the back of an

elephant,for all theyseemed to feeL

As afternoon drew on, Ned and his chums began to

husband their strength.They dug the pickaxeand

spadesmore lightlyinto the baked clay,and played
themselves at worUng as much as possible.

At last the sun droppedto the horizon,and they
were driven back to the tronk. As theyapproache"^.
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At lasttheyhad reached the surfiace,and as some of

the earth fellin upon them, theywere able to see the

stars. To their joythis side of the wall was buried in

darkness,for the moon was on the other side.

Ned looked out carefullyas soon as the passage was

wide enough.
Halfwayacross the yardthe shadow fell,leavinga

patchof whiteness for some fifteen feet between that

and the outer wall,which was about ten feet in height.
At each anglea sentry-boxstood clearlyrevealed.

As far as Ned could see, they were unoccupied.The
sentinelshad evidentlylefttheir post,and the passage

was clear.

One by one they creptout, Cocoeni bringingthe

pickaxewith him.

As theystood by the wall,Cocoeni whisperedsoftly
to Ned"

** Wait, Baas. I creep round and see if no one

about."

He crept off without a sound,while they watched

and listened. In a moment more he was back.

*'A11 safe that way. Baas. Now for the other

side."

They saw his dark figureglidealongthe whitewashed

wall tillhe reached the end,then he disappearedround
the comer.

He was longer gone this time, and when he re-turned,

he was carryinga heavyload. As he reached

them, he laid his burden gentlydown and stretched

himself up.

^^One Boer done for.Baas. Just caughthim in

time and broughthim along,"he whispered." You

put on him clothes and take him gun, and it will be

safe."
" Is he dead ? " asked Ned, horror-struck.
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'Yes, Baas. Me make no mistake with pickaxe.
Other fellow court him galon the other side. Quick

put on him coat and hat,and go over to the box. You

see other fellow from there. If he stillwait,hold up

hand."

Ned, repugnant as the task was, felt the wisdom of

actingupon the suggestionof Cocoeni. Swiftlyhe
drew off the coat and hat from the dead Boer and put
them on ; then,bracingon his bandolier and reyolver-

belt,he took up the rifleand boldlycrossed the line

of lightto the sentry-box.
There were no windows to this end of the building,

while from where he stood he could see the front gate,
outside of which stood the figureof a stout-builtwoman

pressingagainstthe rails,while inside was the other

sentry,with his face to her and his back to his duty.
They were havingiheiiupntting,or rather upstanding,
in the moonlight,and seeminglytotallyoblivious to

any one or anythingelse.
It was gruesome to think of that bleedingcorpse

within the shadow, and those ponderouslovers lookhig
at each other with speechlessand moonstruck admira-tion.

Ned shuddered to think of it,and now he was

wearingthe blood-soaked hat at the same time.

However, there was no time to moralize. That Boer

lover was likelyto stand there until daybreakwithout

budging,but some one elsemightcome.

He put up his hand,and at the signalthe seventeen

figureslefttheir shelter and glidedacross like spectres.
Ned could watch them and the pairat the gate. He

was also able to make out that ghastlyfigurewhich

theyhad left behind.

Cocoeni bent his back and put his head againstthe

wall,while one by one theyclambered over him and

droppedout of sight.
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"Now, Baas,your turn,"said the Eaffir,softly.
Ned laid down his rifleand walked over to Cocoeni.
" How are you goingto get up ? " he asked.
** Easy. You go first,I come after."

In a moment Ned was on the walL

"Come on, CoooenL"

" Wait a bit,Baas."

Cocoeni ran over to the sentry-boxand snatched up
the rifle,then he returned.

" Catch,Baas,and get down other side. I be with

you presently."
Ned saw him run back a few yardsand then take a

flyingleap. Next instant the Kaffir was beside him

on the ground,and they were free.

So "r allhad gone well. Their danger now layin
the open country,which spreadas clear under the

moonlightas if it had been day. As they got away
from the tronk wall they could easilybe seen and

pottedby any of the authorities who mightbe posted
about.

However, this had to be risked,and the onlycourse

they could pursue at present was beside the main

track.

They therefore set o"f as fast as they could run,

keepingto the grass, and making for the kopjes,
which were some distance away. Ned had a notion

that theywould not have far to go before they met

their Mends, if their escape had not been already
observed.

Cocoeni kept alongsideof our heroes,and carried

both the rifle and pickaxe,which he had taken a

fancyfor since the gory deed it had been the instru-ment

of. The rest scattered and kepton abreast over

the valley.
They ran pasta coupleof small hoiuseSirousingthe
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dogs,who started a chorus of loud yelps,but without

disturbingthe inmates,apparently.
They were clear of tiietownshipnow, and with the

open country before them, yet by no means out of

rifle-range,when a most unluckyaccident happened.
Cocoeni,by some carelessness or want of knowledge,
suddenlylet off the loaded riflewith a bang loud

enough to wake the dead.

Fortunatelyhe had the rifleon his shoulder and

pointingskyward,so that no one was hurt,but the

effect meant disaster. It would rouse every Boer who

heard it,and raisethe tronk-keepers.
" You have done it this time,Cocoeni !" cried Ned.

"Now it must be neck or nothing. Forward,boys,
with all the wind you can put on."

There was no time to look behind and see what

result that shot had produced.One and all spun over

the groundlike racers.

" Ping ! ping! ping!"

came the bullets after them.

The burghershad got out of their beds,and were

drivingaway at them from the windows of the two

houses. One poor Kaffir flungup his hands and fell

on his face. The death of the sentryhad alreadybeen

avenged.
Up the hillside theyrushed; they were amongst

the stones now, therefore better able to dodge the

bullets.

For one instant Ned glancedback, and what he

saw quickenedhis paces. From the tronk gates a

bodyof horsemen were ridingout,and spreadingout

upon the road.
'' We're done for !" he gasped. " They'llbe up to

us in five minutes."

At this instant his ears caughta clatteringof hoofs

in front of him, and, lookingforward,he saw half a
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dozen horsemen gallopingalongthe road,with three

empty saddled horses amongst them.

" Hurrah ! we are saved I" he criedjoyously.
" Not yet,my son ; but jump up without delay,and

we*lldo our best,"answered one of the riders,as they
reined up beside the escapedprisoners.

" Halloa 1 youVe got a tribe with you, I see,"said
the leader,as Ned and his chums sprang into the

empty saddles.

" Yes ; what about them f "

"They must run for it and take their chance; we

have no more horses here."

"Never mind us. Baas. We know where to hide.

You getalong. The Boers will follow you."
" Good-bye,brothers,"shouted Ned.

" Good-bye,Baas ! I'll see you againby-and-by,
never fear,"cried Cocoeni in his full,deeptones.

Next instant the troop were ridingat full speed,
while tiieEaffirshad disappearedas if the earth had

swallowed them.
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A BECOBD BIDE

" Halt 1 " cried the leader, after they had ridden about

a couple of miles at full speed.

The company at once pulled in their well-trained

horses and stood stock-still. They had quitted the

track, and were now just behind the crest of a kopje,

so that their pursuers could not be seen.

*' There, lads,change your prisontogs for these more

befitting rigs-out,and eat some of that tucker while

we settle off a few of these accursed Kruger whelps.
We have a ride before us which will beat Turpin'sride

to York
"

for distance, at least
"

before we can next

draw rein."

His men had dismounted while he was speaking to

our heroes, and ran bfiick to the kopje'screst. They

were now resting on their stomachs and taking aim at

the approaching Boers.

As he spoke he pointed to a bundle which was

fastened to each of their saddles.

^^Get into these as fast as you can slip,and put

inside you what you find in the centre of each

swag. We must be off again within the next five

minutes."

Saying these words rapidly,he left them and the

horses, and ran up to join his companions.
Our heroes were out of their saddles, and had the

bundles unrolled before he had run half a dozen

135
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feet. By the time he had taken his placeon the

kopje-top,theyhad got the ridingpantsand boots on,

and were buttoningup. In half a moment more they
were bracingon their waist-beltsand bandoliers,etc.,

readyfor the journey.
Then theyopenedthe saddle-bagsand commenced

devouringsome biltongand biscuit,washingthis down

with modest sipsof cold tea which theyfound in their

water-bottles. Their teeth were sharp and their

appetiteskeen with long fasting,therefore theymade
the welcome viands disappearas rapidlyas theyhad
dressed.

Meantime those on the mound-topwere busy.
The Boers had gallopedup with somewhat rash

confidence,thinkingthat theyhad unarmed men to

cope with. Those in hidingreserved their fire until

the Boers were within a hundred yards. Then they
firedunanimously,and emptiedsix saddles.

There were onlyseven burghersleft,and theydrew
rein in sudden consternation.

Bang ! went the second volley,and onlyone warder

was left upright.Without waitingfor his quietus,he
wheeled about with the utmost promptitude,and raced

back to the tronk as fast as his horse could carry
him.

They let him go, satisfiedwith the slaughterthey
had committed,and, rising,they ran back to their

horses and mounted in hot haste.
" It is saddle and spurs now, boys,until we get over

the border. This morning's work will raise the

Transvaal. Forward !"

No more was said,but at their utmost speedthey
set off,and dashed over the country as if doinga

race.

Mile after mile theyspedwithout slackeningrein
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engrossedin the effortto get out of it to pay mach

attention to what theymightotherwise have noted.

In another coupleof hours they were joinedby a

fresh company of four,and againmounted.

By middaytheyhad dashed across the border-line,

hayingcovered over a hundred and thirtymiles in less

than nine hours.

It was the longestand fastest ride at one stretch

which Ned and his chums had ever taken,and by this

time theywere almost bent double with fatigue.
But theywere safe from Krugerand his myrmidons.

Clear out of the country,to which theyvowed onlyto
return with those who would terminate this vile

oppressionmiscalled a republic.
It was their laststage. A few more miles,and they

would be at the Palla Boad railwaystations,where

theycould wait for the up-trainto Bulawayo.
They slackened pace now that theywere so near the

end of their desperaterace. As theycantered along,
they took out the remainder of their provenderand

emptiedtheirwater-bags; then,considerablyrefreshed,
theybeganto converse.

There had been no leisureto see much of each other

duringthis record ride.

Of the country our heroes could recall a flashing
panorama of mountains,kopjes,and veldt. They had

passedthroughthe half-clea^redportionsof dark kloof,
where tall trees were shootingabove dense imder-

growth. They had skirted mealie-fields and Kaffir

kraals. They had crossed half-dried streams, with

tanglesof reeds liningthe banks. They had startled

quaggas, gnus, giraffes,and other tempting-looking
game, and forced them to use their limbs over the

wolds as the horses rushed along.
They had seen snakes springaside from their horses'
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hoofs,and natives who cheered them on their course

with friendlycries; all throughthat line the Eaffirs

knew who theywere, and why theywere speedingso
swiftlyfrom the countryof the Boers. These natives,
who waved their arms like signal-posts,were scouts

who would have warned them had there been danger
in front. They had seen with instantaneous glances
all that theywanted to see, and were fortimatelysaved

from the sightof their deadlyenemies.
But, until now, our heroes had hardlylooked at the

men who were riskingv^theirlivesto helpthem over the

border. Now, however,that theywere outside Kruger's
jurisdiction,they ventured to examine their brave

rescuers.

Twenty-sixmen, fullyarmed, rode beside them.

They were airtall and stalwart fellows,with the excep-tion
of the leader,who appearedshort beside these six-

footers. They were also all bearded like middle-aged
Boers,and costumed like burgherswhen on field-duty.

Dust-covered as they were, and swarthywith sun-

bum, it was difficultto gauge their years. Judging
from their faces and beards,theymight have been any

age from fortyto fifty-five.
From their movements, however, and figures,they

oughtto have been much younger men.

" Well, boys,"said the leader," you have had a bad

time of it lately; but I think your Transvaal troubles

are about over " ^forthe presentat least."

He had kindlybrown eyes,and an open fearlesslook

about him that greatlytook with our heroes. Also,
in spiteof his late exertions,he did not appear to be

the least bit fatigued.
** Thanks to you, sir,and these gentlemen,we have

achieved what would have been impossibleotherwise,"
answered Ned.
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" Yes ; I own that Kruger'scountryis not easy to

get ont of,when the owners want to keep you. One

thingthis ride has done,I fear" closed a good road in

or out for any future trekker. By Jove ! there will be

a nice kick-upover this affair,and no mistake. You'll

have to make yourselvesscarce for a while."
" But surelywe are quitesafe in Bhodesia ? " asked

Ned.
^' Well,that remains to be seen. Erugerwill make

a mountain out of this ant-hill. Cables will be sent

to the Home Government, demandingtheir prisoners
to be arrested and returned to them, and largeindem-nities

for the pottedburghers."
" And what will the British Government do ? "

" Sacrifice you, without a pause, to pacifythe old

man of Pretoria,and us also,if we can be traced."
" Then we have got you into a bad fix,I fear,"said

Ned, regretfully.
" Oh, don't concern yourselvesabout us ; we are

readywith our alibis,"answered the leader,with a

merry laugh. " These gentlemen have been on the

sick listin Bulawayohospitalfor the pastthree weeks,
while I have been lookingafter the health of my
friend and chief,Cecil Ehodea"

"I say, Jim," said one of the others,"do you
consider it safe for us to take the up train to

Bulawayo? "

"Perfectlysafe. There will be a specialwaiting
for us at Palla,and we will hang on tillafter sundown

before we board her. A wire up to headquarterswill

prepare them for our arrival,then you boyscan sneak

back to your nurses, while we make our way to Salis-bury.

We shall have to disguiseyou for that journey,
but my friends will be done with their beards by that

time,so one of these each will do for you."
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At last our heroes understood what had been puzzling
them as peculiarabout their rescuers. They had dis-guised

themselves for this expedition.
Who could the leader be, who was at that time

supposedto be lookingafter the health of the great
empire-maker? They looked at him again more

closely,and then lightbroke upon them.

Dr. Jameson, of course 1 The hero next to Bhodes

most worth followingand worshippingin Africa.

He saw from their expressionsthat they had

recognizedhim.
" Yes,boys; I am Dr. Jim. But no one outside this

company must know it. Tour friend PhilipMartin
wrote to me the fix you were in,so we thoughtwe

might as well have a littleoutingand helpyou away.
Now we must .finishour task and make you disappear
altogetherfrom the ken of man. That,however,we
can discuss with our chief when we see him."

Words failed our heroes;they could only gaze at

this dauntless paladinwith speechlessadmiration.
After a time Clarence ventured to ask about his

father.
" Oh, he is all right! He was advised to clear out

as soon as you were sentenced,as he could be of more

use to you outside the Transvaal than in it. He has

sold his propertyand transferred his shares in the

mine, and moved his banking account to CapeTown.

He is there also,and stands the expenses of this so far

successful privateraid. By the way, he writes to tell

us you wish to do a littleexploring."
" Yes,"repliedNed ;

" that was our intention when

we left England,but I don't know how we can do it

now."
" It will be the very best thingyou can possiblydo,

while the hue-and-cryis out for you. I think we shall
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be able to fix that for yon at Salisbnry.Meantime^as

we are within three miles from Palla station ând it

will not be dark for a conplemore hours yet,we had

better take a stretch here and breathe our horses."

They dismounted,and while their horses were left

to feed as best they could on the veldt,theyflung
themselves down to have a much-needed rest. Pipes
were filledand lighted,then most of them lay on

their backs and smoked enjoyablywhile theylooked
at the deepblue space overhead.

No one spoke,theywere too tired for that ; possibly
each one had plentyto think about as theylaythere.

They had accomplishedtheir purpose and wipedout
a few of the generalenemy. They had also taken

time by the forelock,and had not much fear of being
stoppedon the railway,no matter what telegraphic
messages were sent on before them. Exugerhad his

spiesin Rhodesia as he had elsewhere,but these agents
were known, and could be keptback by those who

were workingthis affair.

Dr. Jim had the most to think about,for after

Bulawayowas reached he had a longdistance to ride

before he could drophis disguiseand feel safe. Our

heroes also would run most risks.

But they had a fearlessand keen-brained man to

guidethem and think for them ; theyfelttheyhad not

much to fear.

The sky was rapidlychangingfrom deeporange to

ruddyviolet when Dr. Jim roused himself,and said"

" I say, Lawson, you had better ride in advance,and

getthingsreadyfor us. We'll be after you in half an

hour."

One of the Boer-like men rose lazilyand walked

over to his horse ; then mounting,he ci^nteredeasilyoff
into the dusk.
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Half an hour later,the ebon sky was clustered with

stars; then the company got up and resumed their

journey.
When they reached Palla theyfound the station

clear of allexceptthe railwayofficials,and the engine
readyfor starting.

Their horses were put into a coupleof boxes behind

them. Togethertheyentered the comfortable saloon,
where a good supper was waitingfor them. While

theywere enjoyingthis,the train was runningalong
smoothlyat about fortymiles per hour,and all their

troubles over for the present. They made no stops,
but glidedon smoothlythroughthe night.

When theywoke the train was slackeningspeed,
and the brightmorning sun once more litup the level

veldt and glistenedon the zinc roofs of Bulawayo.
They had arrived at the presenttermination of the

Chartered Company'slatest and most giganticenter-prise.



CHAPTER XVIII

THE BIDE TO SALISBURY

TnEBE was no chance of lettersgettingin before them,

while as for telegraphicmessages, it was too earlyyet
for such to be delivered.

As they rolled into the station they saw no one

about,exceptthe station-master and one sleepyporter.
The town had not yet woke up, as they could see from

the lack of wood smoke issuingfrom any of thechimneys.
Three of the men denuded themselves of their

beards,which our heroes put on, transformingthem-selves

into middle-agedmen in a twinkling.They
left three young fellows,with their handkerchiefs

wrapped round the lower portionsof their faces,so

that no one could recognizethem. These precautions
were needful, even in loyal Bulawayo, for there

were Boer agentshere as well as elsewhere.

The horses were detrained,and led off by their

owners to the stables of the Palace Hotel, where

faithful grooms were waitingto receive them. After

deliveringover their steeds,each man went by different

directions back to the hospital.As far as they were

concerned the ruse had been entirelysuccessful. As

for the specialtrain,it took on a fresh supplyof fuel

and water, and dashed off down the line again.
When the townsmen of Bulawayowould get up and

resmne business for the day,there was no one to tell

them that a specialtrain had arrived and departed,
144
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were onlytwelve miles now from their destination.

They were not at allfatigued,althoughtheyhad been

for thirty-sixhours almost constantlyon their saddles.

Their horses were also quitefresh.
Yet their leader,for reasons of his own, did not wish

to reach Salisburyuntil after midnight They had,
therefore,supper here,and afterwards lay down and

had a few hours' sleep.At half-pasteleven theyonce

more took the road,greatlythe better for that short

repose and brush-upafterwards.
Their ride had been absolutelywithout human inci-dent

for the pasttwo days,exceptfor those peopleat
the hotels. They had encountered neither horseman

nor waggon. At the inns their coming had been pro-vided

for,so that theyescapedany outside curious eyes.
Dr. Jim was in a most contented mood now that he

had escapedobservation. It did not matter greatly
afterthis iftheychanced to pass or meet any one, since

theywere so near to the end. He had rescued three

young Englishmenfrom the remorseless clutches of his

enemy, and punishedsome of that enemy'ssatellites.
" You are in great favour with the diief,'^he said.

*^ I don't know ifhe would have permittedme to leave

his side at this time for any one else. But when he

heard your sentences he swore a mightyoath that you
should not taste the cat,even ifhe had to go himself

and pullyou out."

"We also made a vow that we should not be

flogged,"said Ned, quietly.
" You are pluckyyoung fellows,and have stood this

journeygamely. If you look afternumber one, and do

your duty,there is a future before you. Cecil Bhodes,
once he takes a "uicy,stickstoitthroughthick and thin."

"We shall try to deserve his good opinion,and

yours also,doctor."
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" Be true to your country,faithful to your friends,

and never shirk your duty,and you are safe to keep
the goodopinionsyou have alreadygained. Here we

are at our destination."

As he spokehe turned into a gate that was held

open by a young Kaffir boy,and walked his horse up

an avenue of blue gums, that looked inky,with their

pendulousleaves,in the lightof.the late moon. The

bush spiderswere yet busyspinningtheir silkytraps
for the unwary, earlymorning fly,and the dew lay
heavilyupon those gleaming meshes. They were

enteringby the betck road to the spaciousSalisbury
^bode of the ex-premierof South Africa.

On each side of them as they rode slowlyalong
were the numerous outhouses and stables,all sub-stantially

built of limestone,and slated. The gum

trees, which had been plantedwithin the past three

years, were alreadythirtyand fortyfeet in height,and

gave out a pleasantaroma.
In front of them they could see a wide spreading

building,surrounded by three tiers of verandahs,and

terminated with picturesquepinnacles.It was like a

largehydropathicrather than a privateresidence.
A solemn stillnesslay over this building,plunged

as it was in darkness,and risingout of the shrubbery
and fruit trees which had been plantedand forced up

regardlessof expense. Solemnlyand darklythis com-bined

mass of buildingand foliage,with the delicate

filigreetracingsof palm trees and other exotics,rose

againstthe decliningmoon. There was not a lightto
be seen in any of the windows.

But in a comer of the gardenwas a small single-
storied building,like a summer-house,and here in the

two windows facingthem gleamed a ruddyglow of

lamplight.
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" The master isstillup, Pete ? " obseryed Dr. Jim,as

theydismounted and gave theirhorsesto the Kaffirboy.
" Yes, Baas. He is waitingforyou."
" Then^we must not keephim waiting.Come, lads,

and reportyourselves."
He openeda littleside gate,and strode throughthe

shrubberytowards the lightedwindows,with our heroes

at his heels.

For the second time theywere about to behold this

colossus of AMca " the man who never turned upon
a friend,or took refugebehind an excuse ; the man

who considered his vast possessionsas only trust-

money for the good of his country; the most powerful
and strikingpersonalityof the nineteenth century.
Our heroes did not tremble as they had done when

enteringthe abode of the ignobleenemy at Pretoria.

There were no policemenhere to guard this potent
life. He was hedged round by admiration and affec-tion.

Nor had he any dread of the assassin'sbullet,
for he was a man absolutelyfearless. Yet they
approachedwith timid expectationfor allthat.

Dr. Jim tappedat the door,and a strongclearvoice
bade them enter. Next moment they were inside a

small room plainlyfurnished with a table,a few chairs,
and a small camp bed. They were in the favourite

sanctum and bedroom of the modem Napoleon.He
had been busy writingbefore they came, for the

table was litteredwith papers. But at their entrance,

ho sprang up quickly,and,takingtwo strides,held out

his shapelyhand and claspedthat of Dr. Jim with a

firm fervent grasp.

"Welcome back, old fellow,and you also,young
gentlemen; let me congratulateyou on your escape."

He pushedthe spirit-decanterand a box of cigars
over to Dr. Jim, who helpedhimself. Then he looked

at our heroes with a genialsmile.
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" You have been alreadyaddinga line to onr history,

and making yourselvesfamous in Africa,"he said. " I

have here my orders to look out for yon, and hand you
back to prison.Ah, there is a fine to do over this affair.

Thirteen valuable burghersgone under,I believe."

"Twelve I am answerable for,"answered Dr. Jim,

calmly.
"The thirteenth was killed by one of the Kaffirs

who escapedwith us,"said Ned.

He had been wonderinghow theyhad got on^and

now inquiredifany of them had been captured.
" Not yet. Nor do I expectthey will be. I suppose

you made arrangementsabout their safety,Jim ? "

"Yes," repliedthe doctor. "They will be passed
on to their own peopleby the friendlyKaffirs,while
if any care to come up here,the railwayauthorities
have orders to forward them without delay."

Our heroes rejoicedto hear this news, for their

Kaffir friends had lain heavy on their minds since

theyhad partedfrom them.

" Then, by this time theyare into British territory,
for these fellows know their way about much better

than either the Boers or we do. We shall have them

up here in a few days. Now, I suppose, you are ready
for your breakfast,and bed afterwards ? "

Our heroes were readyfor their beds at least,although

theydeclined the offer of any more refreshments.

" Bight you are."

Cecil Bhodes pressedan electric knob at his side,
and in another moment the Kaffir boy Fete appeared.

"Show these young gentlemen'to their bedrooms,

Pete,and afterwards go to your own lair. I shall not

requireyou any more this morning."
He nodded to our heroes as he resumed his seat at

the table.

"^ Wo sh^ have a chat after yon have rested. Don't
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hiiiiynp before noon. Breakfiastwill be sent np to

your bedrooms. Now, Jim, old fellow,you can do

without sleep,I know, and there are three hours' hard

work before us here to get over ere I can let you go."
Dr. Jim drew a chair up to the table,and prepared

to listento instructions.
" I guess it is no sinecure that postof Dr. Jim's,"

said Ned to his chums as theyleft the littlehouse

and walked after Fete towards the bigone.

" When does your master sleep,Pete ? "

" Never,I think,"answered the boy. " He isalways

workingand wide awake. When sun riseshe will be

offto the veldt for a longride with Baas Jim, then

all the day theywill be workingagain. Sometimes

he lie down on that little bed for half an hour after

lunch,or he have a nap in his chair after dinner,but

that isallhe takes of sleep."
When theygot inside,the boy set on the electric

lightin the hall and staircaseto show them up to

their rooms. There he left them, as they desired

him, to manage for themselves.

GHiree nightsbeforetheyhad.beenslaves,with onlya
caked earthfloorto lieupon. They were now the occu-pants

of a sumptuousbedroom each,with every comfort

and appliancethat unlimited wealth could procure.
Full of heartfeltgratitude,theyknelt and poured

out their thanks to the God who had protectedthem
and liberated them from the house of bondage.
Neither did theyforgetto blend the names of those

who had been the instruments in His hands of their

deliverance. Lastly,they prayed that He might
watch over and guard the dark-skinned brothers who^
had escapedwith them.

After this gratefulofferingthey crept into the

comfortable beds,and very soon forgotallthe troubles

of the past.
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THEY STABT ON THEIB ADVENTUEES

"Well, boys, at last we are having oar desires and

realizing our wildest dreams."

Ned was the speaker, and Fred and Clarence the

recipientsof his sentiments. Six weeks had gone by

since the night they first slept at Salisbury,and now

they were encamped in the heart of unknown Africa.

Cecil Bhodes, their benefactor, had taken up their

idea of exploring, and as he never did things by half

or in a dilatoryfashion, he had fitted them with every

requisiteon a princely scale. As it was dangerous,

even with all his great influence, to keep them within

the limits of civilization, he packed them oflfpromptly

and secretly to the kraal of a native ally,and there

they remained perdu until their carriers and luggage

were sent to them.

They were young and lacking in experience,but, as

Bhodes said, so was Joseph Thomson when he led his

first expedition across Africa, and what the son of a

Scottish borderman could accomplish, so ought these

plucky and well-educated young Englishmen. They
had all the rudiments of science needful for their

purpose, and experience would teach them the rest.

He therefore drew out a careful chart for them to

follow, gave them full instructions how to treat with

the natives, and, what was of most service, sent with

them a full complement of tried native hunters, guides,

151
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interpreters,and carriers. They had not a boy that

was not faithful and trustworthy.Each of them knew

the man who had sent them, and could dependupon
beingwell rewetrded on their return.

Amongst their servants,to their greatdelight,were
Coooeni and six of their fellow-prisoners.The rest

had decided to return to their own people,but these,

havingnowhere else to go, volunteered gladlyto join
the expedition.

Cocoeni had some adventures to tell them of their

perilsby the way. Fortunately,however, theyhad

allgot clear of the Transvaal without disaster.

Their outfitwas thoroughlycompleteto the smallest

detail. A dozen of properlysalted horses accompanied
them, while they had eightycarriers to bear their

luggage. A good waterprooftent was amongst the

items,with medicines,beads,and bales of showycotton
to pay their way along.

As for arms and ammunition,theyhad every weapon
that was wanted for the largestgame, as well as for

smaller kinds. They were also amply providedwith
the best and latestimprovementsin riflesand revolvers,
and sufficientammunition to lastthem for a coupleof

years. -

Ned, of course, took the leadership,and his orders

from headquarterswere most liberal. He was givena
wide track of yetunexploredcountryto traverse,with

fulllicence to use his own discretion.
" Keep a diary,"said Bhodes. " And jotdown any-thing

that interests you specially.Watch carefully
the lands you pass through,and their condition and

possibilities,and make the best maps you can of rivers,

mountains,and plains.Above all,look carefullyafter

your own health and that of your boys,and avoid as

much as possibleswampy and malarious ground/'
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departedl̂eadingtheir company of followers into the

tropicalforest

They were on the outlook for adventures ând from

the firstdaytheywere not disappointed.
Every hour brought some fresh excitement ând

openednew wonders to their eyes. They were passing
througha land perfectlycrammed with animal-life,so

that ^ere was no fear of goingsupperlessto sleep,so
far at least.

Our heroes had been wonderfullyparticularin

keepingtheir diaries for the firstweek or two. A

good deal oppressedwith the importanceof their

mission,and fireshto the work of note-taking,they
cudgelledtheir brains to find far-fetched and varied

expressions,so as to give their effortsliterarystyle.
Their models in stylewere those ponderousand
laboured essays which generallyfind favour with

dictation masters,where a word repeatedis considered

bad form. The result was that their descriptionswere

of the grand,verbose,and vague order,rather than

the terse and realistic. Strivingto produceeffectand
varietyof language,they at times forgotthe main

object,which was to make themselves intelligible,and

presentthe route vividlyin few words. Eedundancy
is the failingof juvenileliterature. Brevitythe soul

of experienceas well as wit,and simplicitythe gift
onlyof poetsand matured masters.

They went along,more often thinkingof what they
should write,than watchingfor material by the

way. They pulledout their pocket-bookswhen any

particularlyerudite words or expressionsoccurred to

them,and jottedthese down with supreme satisfaction,

to dragthem in somehow in the day'slog. At nights,
while sittingat their camp fires,they comparedthese

high-falutinnotes, and mutuallycongratulatedeach
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other over these jaw-crackers.It was a sweet joy
to read them over aloud ând roll them round their

tongues. They were most generous to each other

in impartingtheir criticaladvice ând sharingtheir

choice expressions,while,as theyhad allbeen educated

in the same school,the three logs,rolled into one, was

written down by Ned, and after greatdeliberation and

corrections,was laid aside as the finalcopy.
This was composed and written,as they fondly

imagined,forthe printers.They were mightyparticular,
therefore,over it,so that it wotdd read smoothlyand

roundly,and when done,theycompared it with other

travellers'works that theyhad read,with happyconceit.

Herodotus and Mungo Petrke,theyadmitted modestly,
had done as well,perhaps.JosephThomson also was

prettyfairwith his wise and moral reflections; but as

for those other slovenlywriters like Stanley,Selous,
and such-like,theythoughttheir amalgamatedjournal
would keep them at a respectfuldistance.

This juvenilemutual admiration and camp log-rolling
was a greatsolace to them for the first week

or so. The journalinterfered a good deal with sport
and real business,of course. Thinkingof itmade them

miss many a fine chance and good shot,and several

times ran them into real danger; but it consoled them

all the same, while the noveltylasted,for those other

imavoidable mischances.

Their carriers did not object,as it gave them many

opportunitiesfor resting,which they would not have

had otherwise.

But Cocoeni and the hunters protestedoften and

vehemently againstthis waste of time and oppor-

timities. The hunters,who had started full of faith

in their young masters,lost a good deal of their en-thusiasm

and respect,and might have turned heel



156 The EmpireMakers

altogetherin disgust,if Cocoeni had not flaggedup
their weakeninginterest

Cocoeni was, however, their right-handman and

staunch supporter.He was an enthusiast in deeds of

daringand destruction,and equallyreadyto wash his

spear in wild beast or hostile man. If he grunted
impatientlywhen he saw the note-book produced
instead of the gun, he alwaysdid his best to excuse

the weakness and explainthe mistake away to his

sable brethren.
" Bah ! this is nothing,"he would say, when he saw

the c^efullytracked animal bound away unscathed,
all on account of those note-books. " Don't be afraid.

This is only the beginning.By-and-byyou will see

our masters wake up and do great deeds. By-and-by
they will not write. We have been togetherbefore,
and I know them to be men."

A timelyaccident,for which Cocoeni was to blame,
either with intent or throughcarelessness,terminated
this fitof cocoethessoribendi for the rest of that expe-dition,

at least,and woke them up to sterner duties.

Cocoeni,whom theytrusted wiUi their most valuable

effects,was one day carryingthe small valise which

contained their entire stock of writing-materialThey
were crossinga mountain torrent,which rushed tumul-

tuouslythrougha chasm and over a series of cataracts,

when his foot slipped,and in an instant the 3)recious

packetwas swept out of his grasp and whirled out of

sight.
The caravan was instantlystoppedand a wild

search ordered,in which Cocoeni willinglytook the

lead.

But, alasI all that was found of the contents of

the valise were a coupleof closelywritten sheets.

These Cocoeni broughtback in a smudgedand soapy
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condition after many hours' absence. As for the

broken valise and its pulpycontents,he said he had

seen a greedycrocodile bolt these without compunc-tion
at one gulp,and straightwaydisappearinto a

dark poolas if he had taken enough.
Our heroes spent a doleful night,lookingat their

cranuned note-books and those two hardlylegible
sheets of paper, allthat remained of their painfuland
laboured efforts.

They had plentyof pencils,but not one blank scrap
of paper to use them on. The wail of Bamma rang
in their hearts,and for a time theywere disconsolate.

Then Ned pluckedup his courage and cheered his

chums.

"We'll justhave to do a bit of memory practice
after this,boys,and put down all we have seen when

we get back to civilization."

"Let us keep these two sheets carefullyas a

specimenof what we are capableof. I fancythey
will rather impressour great chief when he reads

them."

Comforted with this reflection,they packed their

note-books and the manuscriptcarefullyinside their

medicine - chest,and devoted their future days to

adventures,and their eveningsto criticism on the

faultywritingsof other travellers. This cheered and

elevated their minds greatly,until the time came when

note-books and stylewere completelyswallowed up by
action as their valisehad been by the saurian.

When Cecil Bhodes read those two rescued pages
he laid back in his chair and wept When asked by
Dr. Jim the cause of his emotion,he repliedthat it

was out of pity for that poor crocodile. Even the

most loathsome of reptilesdeserved commiseration for

such a dire fate.
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We qnote a few extracts from the preciousmaun*
scriptwhich affected this most reticent of men so

visibly.A little will be sniffidentto prove how

thoronghlyin earnest onr heroes were.

"cTWy 28." The pakBolithicregionover which we

are passingpossesses fertilestreaks of fluviatiledeposits
that are most encouragingto fdtnre agriculturists.
This superincumbentalluvium is most effusiveon the

depressedbasins or watersheds. Here also the tsetse

flyis indigenousand multitudinous. Three of our

horses have succumbed to the virulence of these

pestiferousand dipterousinsects.
"Memo. " ^The tsetse is similar in appearance and

magnitudeto the ordinaryhouse epidemic.
"cTttZy29. " After traversingfor the pastlunar month

over more or lesselevated plateauxŵith intermissions

of gorges and kloofs,we have commenced our descent

into a deepdepression,or valley.Before us extends an

umbrageousand interminable wilderness. Precipitous
clifisbar our progress to the rightand left,which have

been graduallyapproachingeach other until we are

enclosed in a circumscribed uplandchasm. We must

either retrace our stepsor enter this lower leveL We

have decided to proceeddownwards. Hitherto we have

been on friendlyterms with the inhabitants. They
have welcomed our presence and impartedto us all

the information at their command. They have also

acceptedour presentswith the most affableliberality.
" The country over which we have passedhas been

generallyadequatelypopulated,with distinct com-munities

and agglomerationsof huts of considerable

magnitude. It is well watered by rivers and tribu-taries,

and each villagehas its own fructiferous

plantation,also fields of maize, manioc, and other

granuliferousproduce. The Camivora fimpediais
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well representedin these uplandregions,likewise the

nngnlatedorder. We have encountered several lions

and leopards,and demolished a pairof the firstand

one of the latter species,
(One of these first-named Camivora fimpediahad

nearlydemolished Ked while he was making his notes

for this elaborate extract,onlythat Cocoeni came to his

rescue justin the nick of time. Ned, however,did not

think this narrow escape worth making a note about.

It was merely a personalitem, he said,which could

not possiblyinterest the great publicthat he was

strivingso hard and conscientiouslyto instruct.)
" We have been diningon buffalo-steakand elephant

heart to-night,havingbaggedone of each speciesthis
afternoon in a reedyswamp throughwhich we passed.
The pecora was a tough customer to deal with,as we

failedto kill him at the firstvolley,but eventuallyhe
was subdued. The tusks of the proboscideanweighed
over a hundred pounds. We have inhumed this ivory
until our return. To-morrow we vertigatethe forest."



CHAPTER XX

IN THE FOREST

OuB heroes were encamped within the ^'umbrageous

wilderness/' as Ned had named it.

A howling wilderness they discovered it to be,

where constant vigilance had to be exercised, and

thinkers-out of verbose phrases had no place.
Each moment of the day and night they had to be

on the qui vive, for it swarmed with hostile enemies,

both human, inhuman, and climatical. It was lovely

in its tropic luxuriance and lushness. They cut their

path through a labyrinthof juicy greens and vegetable

parasiteswhich untra veiled Europeans see only in the

hothouses of their botanic gardens. Great trunks

festooned with tendrils rose and spread over their heads

hundreds of feet. They were able only at rare intervals

to see the lower limbs, for all above was so interlaced

and covered, that an everlasting twilight of green

reigned even on the brightestday.
Sometimes a slender shaft of sunlightpenetrated to

the canopy over them and illumined a patch of leaves,

making them gleam like old stained glass,but that

was all they saw of the sun. As for moon or stars,

they were perpetually shut out from these secluded

glens and avenues.

Bound, as above them, the same mystical shadow

prevailed. They could see an intricacyof snaky rope-

work and leaves intermingling,the creepers crossing
i6o
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appallingthunder-peab.Then theyheard all round

them the splittingof limbs and crashingof gianttrees
which had been struckŵhile the tornado shriekedhigh

up and the rain poureddown solidly.
The atmospherewas as airless,moist"and sultryas

that within a Turkish bath. Whether theywalked or

stood duringthe day theywere alwayswet with per-spiration
and gaspingfor breath. At nightcold ex-halations

rose from the slimysoiland chilledthem to

the marrow.

It was the dryseason, or none of them could have

survived this march. Yet it is never dry in those

forests.

In the morningsthe densest of fogsshrouded every-thing,
and clungto them like a vast grey muffler.

This entered theirlungsand nearlychoked them with

itsthickness and heavyeffluvia. While it layround

nothingstirred. Nature seemed dead, animal and

insect lifeasleep; a weird and ominous hush brooded

over the scene like the sombre stillnessof a grave.

They were entombed and spell-boundwith the universal

and dim death-silence.

When this vapour dispersed,the labyrinthwould

suddenlystart into life and swarm with motion and

sounds. Birds would shriek at the welcome light,
baboons chatter and swingthemselves aloftwith merry
and noisyantics; butterflieswould flutter and gleam
with gorgeous colours as they sportedthroughthe

open spaces.
Swarms of fierce mosquitoesand other venomous

insectsbuzzed and flew about,stingingviciously.Ants

droppeddown their necks or rushed up their trousers

in countless hordes and with maddeningeflect. These

tormentors never leftthem alone day or night.Under
the deadlybite of the tsetse flytheir most seasoned
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horses fellone by one, and had to be leftbehind before

theyhad gone very far. This,however, did not dis-

conrage them, and when theycame to the roek climb-ing

tibeyfelt they were better withont these poor
b^ts.

All nightlongthe forestresounded with the roaring,
trumpeting,and other strange cries of wild beasts,
while round their firestheycould see at times an outer

circleof flamingphosphorescenteyes. During the day
theycould see sometimes what theytook to be a stout

tendril or limb detach itselffrom the tree and glide
noiselesslyout of their path. Sometimes also what

they thoughtwas a mud-covered log in their path
would suddenlygape horriblyat them,showingserrated
rows of gleamingt̂eeth inside the ugly long snout,
while the scalymonster wallowed ponderouslyinto the

turbid bog.
These were onlya few of the countless perilswhich

beset them every foot of their leafyjourney. The

reptile,animal,and insect world encompassedthem
with as deadlyintent as the noxious vapours. But

what they had to look out for and dread more than

these were the human savages who infested and dis-puted

the upper branches with the man-like apes.

But our heroes were resolute,and held on un-dauntedly

day after day. They kept to one course

with the doggedperseverance of Englishmen,and their

followers followed after them with blind confidence.

The wild beasts and savages theyscared with their

gunpowderand bullets. The malaria theyfoughtwith
their medicine chest. The insect peststheyendured
with philosophy.
They went along happy and fearlessly,for it was

their nature to enjoy danger and exertion. Their

youth,buoyantspirits,and cheerful confidence not
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onlysupportedthem^ but inspiredtheir followers with

the same fortitude,while their pure constitutions,un-impaired

by any excess, rendered them almost invul-nerable

to the insidious gripof the fever. In this

their patronshad made no mistake. Where older men

would have succumbed theypassedon unscathed.

" I tell you what, boys,I call this jollyfine ex-perience,

and I consider us lucky to have it,"cried

Ned one night,as he carefullytook a bead at one of a

pairof glowinggreen eyes which were shiningout of

the darfaiess.

He fired,and immediatelya wild stampedetook

placefrom all sides with thunderous roarings,while a

bulky body leaptinto the firelightand rolled over,

clawingthe groundin itsdeath-throes.

He had made no falseaim this time,but had brought
down a well-developedleopard.

^^ A pitywe cannot take those skins with us. The

peopleoutside won't believe in our stories when we

have nothingto show on our return. But we cannot

cart any more luggage. Never mind, we have some-thing

to boast about all the same, whether we are

credited or not,when we get back."

" K we get back,"murmured Clarence,gloomily.
Since his knock on the head by the Boers,Clarence

had suffered now and again from depressedspirits.
The organ of hopemust have been damaged somehow

on that occasion. At the presentmoment, however,
he had a touch of malarial fever,which alwaysmakes
one feel very morbid and despairing.

** Hallo,Clarence !" cried Ned. " I see you require
some more quinine.Never mind, old fellow,we shall

soon be out of this swamp; then you will be all

right."
No one paidany attention to the dead leopardas
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yet. They had grown used to incidents of this sort,
therefore feltlittleexcitement. However,seeingthat
it was a magnificentspecimen ând appearedjetblack
as it laystretched out,Cocoeni rose and went over to

skin it. While he was so engaged,the others kept a

close watch over him with their guns, readyto shoot

any covetous molester. As theywatched the thickets

round,theycould see dark forms glidingabout. These

were wolves and hyenaswaitingto devour the carcase

when Cocoeni was done with it.

From all sides resounded the bowlings,sharpcries,
and vibratingroaringsof hungryanimals on the prowl.
These never ceased allthroughthe night.

Neither did the everlastingand varied croakingof
the frogs,that keptup an increasingchorus,running
up and down the scale of notes,from the deep bass of

the bull to the reed-like treble of the tender froglet.
Through this orchestra sounded the irritatingand
brisk humming of the indefatigablemosquitoes.As
Ned remarked merrily,"No one could feel lonely
while this concert went on."

They had no stint of fresh meat, for as theycamped
mostlywhere theyfound a runningstream, the beasts

generallyhad their choice of the menagerieas they
came down to drink. Sometimes they would pot a

fine young elephantor a hippopotamus,while they
could alwaysrelyupon some varietyof the antelope
familyfor their larder.

Ectch morning and nightNed served out regularly
to each man two grainsof quinine. If any showed

symptoms of fever,he repeatedthis mild dose every
half-hour until theywere better. Olarence had been

under this treatment for the pasttwo days.
" How much longerdo you think we shall be in this

earthlyparadise?"asked Fred, as he broughthU
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Metford up to his shoulder,and took a careful aim to

the leftof where Cocoeni was kneeling.
Ned waited until the bullet had spedon its deadly

mission,then he answered "

" Not many days now, I reckon,Fred We have

been graduallyascendingfor the last day and a half"

as you may know from the more solid state of the

soilunder our feet. That stream also,which has kept
with us, shows that it comes from high lands by its

speed. I expect we shall have some climbingto do

very soon; then we shall beginto see the sun and

have a breath of clear air."

" Where are you goingto, baas ? " asked Cocoeni,
who had finished his stdnning,and now returned to

his placeby the blazingfire. He spreadthe hide on

the ground,and flunghimself upon it as he spoke.
^'Straightahead, wherever that may take us to,*'

answered Ned. " We will keep a bee-line as much as

possibleuntil we discover somethingworth reporting.
This course is out of the ordinarytrack,as any one

can tell from the absence of humans ; so that we are

sure to find out somethingnew."

"Plenty humans by-aad-by,you bet,baas; more

than you may care to meet"

"Still we shall go on, Cocoeni, as far as we can.

We shall be friendlywith them, and spare them all we

can ; but if we have to fight,then we must do so."
" That allright,baas. Gro ahead,and we will follow,

never fear."

Ned knew thiswithout one of his men assuringhim.
There wasn't one of them who would turn and leave

him in the lurch. They were all pickedfightersas
well as hunters,whose gloryand occupationhad been

battle from theirboyhood,while their pastimewas the

chase. The oldest man amongst them was not yet
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twenty-eight,while the others ranged from eighteen
upwards to that gloriousperiodof manhood and

strength.They were also alltallfellows,belongingto
the Matabele and Basuto races, who were absolutely
fearlessand disdainful of death in any aspect. They
were devoted friends of Khodes, who had won their

fealtyby courage, and their devotion by kindness

afterwards. None would have turned back if they
could,but now retreat was impossible,even if any
would have entertained such a thought. Each man

carried his own share of the load. In this duty our

heroes also took their equalpart,for these men were

men-at-arms, not henchmen.

They had cleared an open space, and made a huge
fire in the centre, round which all now lay,except
those appointedto keepwatch and attend to the fire.

High above,the smoke roared and filteredthrough
the canopy of leafage.For a dozen yardson either

side the ruddyflames litup the massy trunks,tendrils,
and droopingleaves which hemmed them^ in,with the

fringeof close undergrowthwhich gave solidityto the

thickets.

They were campednear the bank of a torrent that

roshed with impetuousforce over rocks,foamingand

swirlingover and round these impediments,and cover-ing

the deeppoolswith curds and bubbles. This was

the most cheerful sound of the many that fiUed their

ears, and it lulled them to sleep.They had come

upon it the day before,and as it was in their course,

theyhad keptas close to it as theycould.

By-and-byonly the watchers were awake, among

whom stood Fred,with his riflereadyfor emergencies.
He, with Ned, had enjoyedperfecthealth since the

start; onlyClarence gave them any uneasiness.

He was lyingnow on three folds of skins stretched
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face upwards,with his mouth open, and very wan and

sallow. Fred occasionallylooked at him with tender

anxiety.He also attended to givinghim his medicine

regularly.Doubtless he would be all rightwhen they

got out of this fever-infestedvalley.He was stillable

to keep up with them, althoughhe had not carried

anythingfor the pasttwo days.
While Fred was lookingat his sleepingfriend and

listeningto the forest outcry,all at once he was

startled by the most furious bellowingand hoarse

shrieking,accompaniedby the crashingand tearingof

some huge bodyburstingthroughthe thicket.

Instantlyhis riflewas at his shoulder^and the barrel

pointedin the direction of the advancingturmoil.
Nor had he many seconds to wait before he saw a

buffalo,with a leopardon his neck, rushingat full

speedalongthe open avenue which theyhad made in

comingstraighttowards their camp.
He fired instantly,as did also the other watchers,

and before ihey could get in second shots,the in-furiated

beasts had thundered past them into the

other side of the forest. The buffalo had swerved

aside at sightof the fire,and passedjustwithin a

coupleof feet of where Cocoeni laystretched on his

new skin. As the pairrushed past,Fred had a passing
glimpseof the red blood gliEteningruddilyon the

sides of the bull as itgushedout of his wounds.

Fred calmlyreloaded and stood once more at atten-tion,

for this was but one of many such incidentswhich

might be expectedbefore the morning fog rose and

envelopedthem,
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^We are approachingthe open!" cried Ned, ex-ultantly.

"To-morrow, perhaps,we may see the

smu"

V

A herd of koodoo dashed past them up the hill,
followed by a pairof largeleopards,and in their rear a

packof spottedhyenasalso coursed along.
They fired at random into the koodoo,and brought

down four. The second volleykilled one of the

leopardsand wounded the other,who,however,made

his escape, carryingwith him one of the antelopes,
while the evil-smellingjackalsdisappearedwith savage

yelps.
There was a succulent supper that night,which all

devoured eagerly,as they were hungrierthan they
had been for some dayspast.

Next morning they rose all in a healthyand ener-getic

condition. The usual thick fogwas absent,and

the green looked lighterwhich spreadaround them.

All about them the wingedinsect and feathered world

seemed more full of lifeand pleasure.
They were goingup the sides of a decided hillnow.

By-and-byit got so stiffthat theywere forced to drag
themselves up by grippingthe creepers that spread
over and barred the way.

The torrent was now a series of cascades as it

bounded from ledgeto ledgea swirlingmass of foam.

At times theylostsightof italtogether.
They were toilingover an upward spreadof forest-

clad terraces. When they reached one ridge,they
found several yardsof gentleslope,or even level

ground,with a juttingout of boulders to be surmounted

afterthese spaces were crossed. Stilltheywere hemmed

closelyin with vegetation,and could only see a few

feet ahead of them.

All at once theycame to a kind of clearing,where
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the undergrowthwas trampleddown and the tendrils

roughlybroken asnnder.
** Big man-monkey live about here/'said Cocoeni,as

he looked about him carefully.
In front of them were several gaping avenues

amongst the undergrowth.Ned decided on keepingto
one that went in the direction his compass pointedto.

They went upwards now cautiously,making as

littlenoise as theycould. There was no occasion to

use their axes, as tliebaboon-pathwas wide enoughfor
them to pass throughin singlefile.

Cocoeni and two of the hunters went first,and some

feet in advance of the others. All were on the alert,
with their guns readyand their hearts beatingwith

suppressedexcitement. Not a word was spoken.They
even held their breaths as much as possible,and took

care not to make any rustlingwith their feet.

This was new game to our heroes,and theywere

tremblingwith eagerness. They crossed several of

these open spaces as theyscrambled up the heights.
Before enteringthese,Cocoeni scrutinized them

cautiouslyand keenly,while those behind waited on

the result. Until he entered theystood stilland mute

as statues. The only sound theycould hear as they
stood and listened was the loud-soundmgand tumul-tuous

rushingof the torrent. This being close on

their left,althoughhidden,seemed to deaden allother

sounds.

At the fringeof the fifthopeningCocoeni suddenly
drew back,and held up his hand as a signalfor them

to advance carefully.
One by one theycrept up until theywere able to

see what he was lookingat.
A strange,weird,yet singularlyhuman-like and

domestic picturemet tiieirgaze.
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At the root of a hugetree squattedthe most diabolic-

lookingmother-apenursingher babyat her hairybreast.
She was a giganticcreature,with the most yillainous-

lookingface that our heroes thoughtthey had ever

looked upon.
Yet there was an expressionof grotesquetenderness

and sentiment upon that dreadful visageas she looked

down at her hideous youngster,that was half pathetic
and half ludicrous. One hairyarm was holdingthe

young ape up, while the other paw was gentlystroking
its face as any human mother might have done when

similarlyoccupied. * i

But ifshe was frightfulto look at,her mate, who sat

at her side and alsowatched his offspringwith paternal
complacency,was the most awful and devilish monster

that the imaginationcould conjureup as a nightmare.
There was nothing ridiculous about him, but a

combination of all that was revolting,bestial,and

terrifying.
His flatforehead and pent brows ; his dreadful jaws,

which were slightlyopen in a senile kind of leer that

exhibited his fangs;his shapeless,bulgingpaunch,
short legs,deep chest,and long arms covered with

dingy-lookinghair," he looked the embodiment of

brutality,loathsome ugliness,and ferociousstrength.
The firstglancemade them shiver with horror,the

second filled them with the desire to kill this half-

human, whollyfiend-likemonstrosity.
The tree under which this awful group sat grew

on the edgeof a precipice,while in front of them the

torrent could be seen and heard as it fell into the

chasm, with a sound like thunder,from a loftycliff.
With that thunderingin their ears, and the vibration

of the covered rocks under their feet,theydid not fear

beingheftrdby the brutesin front of them,
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Cocoeni made a silent sign ând the hunters crept
throughthe leafageto make a half-circleround the

stillunconscious familyparty. While theywere doing
this,he drew back and whisperedto Ned "

" Don't shoot tillI giveyou the sign. I know how

to manage this fellow."
" So do I/'repliedNed "

" from what I have read."
" All right.Now for him."

Cocoeni steppedinto the open, holdinghis gun

ready,while our heroes followed him. They knew

that theymust kill with the firstshot or it would be

all over with them.

Neither of the baboons had heard them, but they
had gotthe scent of the other hunters,and looked up

sniffingthe air suspiciously.
In a moment the male baboon saw his foes,and

scrambled upright,fixinghis wicked and ferocious

eyes upon them. With a roar that eclipsedthe
thtmder of the waterfalland echoed horriblyin their

ears, he openedhis jaws,and grinnedon them,showing
all his teeth.

A tremor passed over them, and for a moment

unnerved them " he was so horriblylike an exag-gerated

Erugeras he stood there glaringat them.

He gallantlywaddled in front of his wife and child,

coveringthem with his ponderousbody,while she sat

stilland waited. This action on his part the young
men could not but admire.

With another fierceroar he stopped,and beat upon
his stomach with both hands until it sounded like a

big drum. He was gettingreadyfor the fight,and
biddingdefiance to them.

Three more paces did he advance,then he once more

stood still,and made the forest resound with his cries

and drum-beating; then he threw his arms out, and
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"sroached readyfor the spring. He was about two

yards*distance from them by thistime.

"Fire I " shouted Cocoeni.

Two riflesbelched out at the same moment. Ned

and Fred had fired off,while Cocoeni and Clarence

stood ready.
The monster flungup its arms and fellon his fSeu^e

without a moan. He had been piercedthroughthe
heart and lungs.

The mother,when she saw what had befallen her

mate, did not attempt to escape. She looked at the

prostratebody stupidlyfor a moment; then,as if

suddenlyrealizingthe disaster,she placedher baby
on the ground,and rose, as the male had done,to her

feet with a barkingroar.
Ned and Fred meanwhile had fallen back a pace,

and put another cartridgeinto their weapons. They
were cool now that theyhad succeeded in theirfirstshot.

She repeatedthe tactics of the male,only moyed

more actively,not givingthem so much time to aiuL

But their shots told ell the same, even if she did not

die so rapidly.With a shriek she fell forward,after

she was shot,on to the body of her mate, and there she

laymoaningand gaspingpiteously.
Our heroes were transfixedwith horror at thisdeath-

struggle.It almost felt as if they had committed

murder. With her life-bloodstreamingout,the mother

made a franticendeavour to cowr and protecther little

one, who had run whimperingover to her. She half

turned,and got one hairyarm round it,hidingit on

her bosom,allthe while those human-like moans and

gasps broke from her.

But the strugglewas short. Even while Ned was

aimingto finishher ofi*,Cocoeni grippedhis arm.

** No use wastingbullets,baas. She is dead."
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Yes; the arm suddenlyrelaxed its maternal hold,
while the moans and groaningceased. Only the baby
remained. Ned would fain have sparedthe littleone,

but the hunters were round it by this time,and it was

fightingtooth and nail to resist them. Before our

heroes were able to reach it,one of the men had

plungedhis spear ruthlesslythroughits body, and

pinnedit to the ground. With a series of shrilland

plaintivecries,itwrithed for a moment, then closed its

littleeyes, and was suddenlystill.
" I don't care much for Imboon-hunting,"said Ned,

with a shudder,as he turned away, feelingsickish. ** I

hopewe don't meet any more."
" So do I,"echoed Fred and Clarence,hoarsely.
" If we had missed that fellow,you would have seen

nothingmore in this world,"answered Cocoeni,deeply
and sarcastically.

" Let us geton,"commanded Ned, shortly.
Then, taking up their loads,they resumed their

upwardcourse.
It was some hours before theycould feel comfortable

in their minds after that battue^that is,our heroes.

The Kaffirsfelt and showed no emotion whatever. Our

heroes,however, walked silentlyand thoughtfully
throughthe greaterportionof that day,and when

theycamped*that night,their prayers somehow did

not givethem the usual satisfaction. They felt as if

theyhad assistedat a needless and cowardlymassacre,
and as if theymerited punishmentfor committingan
unworthycrime. Theywould have liked to have asked

forgivenessfor this action.

Yet these were merelybeasts who must have disputed
their passage,soullessmonstrosities,for whom itseemed

ridiculous to feelpity. The firstand second theyhad
killed in self-defence.
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But the baby" ah,that was what layso heavyon

their consciences I
" I don't mind the old man one bit,"murmnred Ned,

as he tossed about. " He was too much like President

Eruger for me to let him live,when I saw my chance

to wipe him off. He may have had some virtues" as

Kruger may have. They both appear to be fond of

their own, and willingto fightfor them; but that

wretched pup" I wish I could forgetit."
Events shortlybanished this painfulepisodefrom

the minds of these brave adventurers,and the jackals
would soon remove the traces from the earth. Like

the leaves of the forest,the livesof men and animals

are triflesof no more consideration than the shadow

that crosses a sundial and marks the hour.
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the bine sky and goldenpatchesof snnlightacross
their patL This,with the fresher air,braced them

allnp wonderfully.
They were stillascending,and were now fullyfour

thousand feet above the sea, so that the tsetse flieswere

leftbehind them.

Abbut midday they arrived at the base of some

loftycliffs,which reared above the tree-topssome fifty
or sixtyfeet.

The torrent was stillon their left,and had come to

be looked upon as an old friend. It flowed through
a chasm or splitin these cliffs,and fell into another

abyssfar below their feet They could see itdropping
like a dark blue band between the branches,while
their faces were bathed with the cool vapour which

rose up from the poolinto which itleapt.A couple
of rainbows arched this blue ribbon as the sun-rays

glistenedprismaticallycunongstthe vapour.

These cliffsin front of them rose into the most

fantastic shapesand pinnacles.They were of all

shapesand sizes,some exactlylike ruins of castles,
some like pyramidsand obelisks. To our heroes,as.

theylooked up, theyappearedlike a range of deserted

keepsand fortificationsset there to guard the borders

of a strangedomain.

Trees juttedout of each crevice,while gigantic

creepers swung likerope-laddersover the front of these

strangelyheaped-upboulders. The longand twisted

lines reached from the top to where theystood,some
of them as thick as a man's thighand others no thicker

than a finger.
It was not at all di"Scult to climb the cliffswith

those tough tendrils to hang on by,and our adven-turers,

without a pause, beganthe ascent.

At lengththeystood on the c^restof one of these
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castle-likebroken walls,and found that they were

entirelythe work of freakish nature. They were

rewarded,however,for their exertions by the magnifi-cent
prospectthat spreadallround them.

Under them theycould see the forest which they
had traversed,slopingdownwards and reachingaway
until it became a blur of blue haze in the distance.

The fierceAjfrican sun was pouringdown its rays and

heat on this vast mass of vegetation,from which rose

a film of unwholesome gas, that softened the topsof
the trees until they seemed like a great ocean of

blended tones. A mighty silence seemed to brood

over this vast sea of quiveringcolours" the pulsing
silence of sleepinglife.

Above them stretched that wide vault of atmosphere,
the gladsightof which theyhad so longbeen denied.

One and allspreadout their arms as if to embrace the

welcome lightand pure air. Like the sun-worshippers,
theyexperienceda kind of adoration for the glowing
orb which was so softlysinkingtowards the west.

In front of them extended a flatprairieland dotted

here and there with mounds and kopjesand devoid of

trees,exceptingnear the banks of the stream, which

theycould trace as it flowed across the plateaufrom

a far-distantrange of mountains. These mountains

were so faintlyoutlined againstthe sky that they
might almost be mistaken for a low-lyingbank of

clouds. Only theirpeaksshowed them to be land and

not vapour.
Not a signof human lifecould theyperceive,either

on the plainor on the banks of the river. No kraals,

no huts showed up even, althoughNed looked most

carefullythroughhis field-glasses.
"Have we discovered a new tract of country,I

wonder,"he said,"as yet uiunhabite4? I see not
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the slightestsignsof cultivationâlthoughit looks as

good as Bhodesia or the TransvaaL"
" It appears like it,"answered Fred. ** Only I wish

we had our horses."

"Yes, that would be fine,for this seems to be a

happy hunting-ground.Look yonder at the peaceful
herds of giraffesand zebras. I bet no white man has

been here,this generationat least,with his gun,"
cried Clarence,who had now quite recovered his

spirits.
The Kaffirs leaned on their weapons, and looked

round them with glitteringeyes. Here, indeed,
seemed a country worth trekkingto.

" By GeorgeI I do verilybelieve we are the first

discoverers. Let us christen it at once. What shall

itbe ? " asked Ned, turningto his companions.
"Jameson Land, if anything,"cried Fred. "He

risked his life to rescue us from prison.He deserves

this at least from us."

"So be it. Welcome to Jameson Land, boys;
and let yonder range of hills be called the Cecil

Mountains and this stream the Bhodes Biver."

They pitchedtheir camp where they were for the

night,and soon afterwards were busy discussingtea,
roasted antelopes,and fresh-made cake, which the

Kaffirsbaked from the flour theycarried.
A young moon showed in the sky that nightlike

a silver sickle,and the stars came out gloriously.
As our heroes lay and looked at these sparkling
worlds,they thoughtthey had never seen anything
more beautiful than that overarchingspangledvault
of heaven. God had been very good to them to guide
them safelyso feurupon their way. Not a man had

been lost. They were as theyhad started,all except
the horses,which was, of course, a universal regret.
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Yet theywdre grateful,and did not forgetto express
it before theywent to sleep.

From the cries that resounded over the prairieas
well as in the forest beneath them, all throughthe
earlierportionof the night,theyknew that there was

plentyof sportbefore them.

During the nighta most tremendous thunderstorm

burst over their heads with a perfecttornado of wind.

Fortunately,they were protectedfrom the full force

by those granitecliffsthat surrounded them like

Titanic walls. They had chosen for their camp a

grassy mound, round which those strange-shapedrocks

upreared.
The tempest came on, with hardlyany warning,

justafter the young moon had set. They could hear

it sweepingoyer the forest before it reached up to

them with a most terrificshrieking.They had only
time to dragtheir loads under the waterprooftent and

secure that more firmly,when all the three elements "

fire,wind,and rain " were upon them in full force.

What a spectaclethis was to those who cared to

look ! Odr heroes creptto a splitin the rocks,and
looked out upon the fiercebombiurdment with feelings
of awe and admiration.

Over the forest hung the electricity-chargedcloud,
like a greatwar-balloon that had been droppedfrom
the bulgingheavens. From this ruddy and smoke-

tinted mass issued a perpetualdischcurgeof forked

lightning.These vivid streaks darted from all sides

into that ocean of rank leafage.It was a magnificent
displayof fireworks. It needed but a moderate imagina-tion

to transform this drivingcloud into a great
demoniac air-vesselarmed on all sides with Maxim

and Gatling-likebatteriesof the deadlyflame.
Without intermission the lurid flashes darted
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downwards and disappearedamongst the foliageêach

shaft doubtless workinghavoc with those gianttrunks.
From the pointour heroes looked,however,theycould

onlywatch the forked streaks of brightnessdisappear
amongst that yieldingblackness.
High above the rollingclouds reflected this vivid

dischargewith a ghostlypallor,while the avalanche

of drivingrain in the distanceseemed a swirling
curtain of blue and silvergauze.

Loud and quickthunderclapsresounded, one peal
after another,like the rollingof a hundred batteries

of artillery.For fullyhalf an hour the flames and

the loud rattle of thunder went on without a break.

They were above this aerial fire-ship,and could

overlook its dark upper side from which no flashes

came. Over it spreieida mighty shadow, moving as

it sailed like a black openingin the sky.
It was drivingrapidlytowards them, and looked as

if it soon must stiike againstthe cliffs. As yet no

wind or rain had reached them ; yet they could see

the tempestcoming,althoughthere was perfectstill-ness

around them. They held on to the rocks,and

watched the approachof this death-dealingcloud with

fascinated eyes.
All at once it took an upward sweep, as if drawn

suddenlyfrom above. As it did so, the firingseemed

to slacken and become irregular.Now it was passing-

over their heads and drivingalongwith the speedof

an express train. At it flew by,it droppeda fire-ball

into a largetree that grew a short distance from where

theystood. Like a reed,the gigantictrunk bent over

the edge,and disappecuredwith a sound like a shudder-ing

sob. When the next flash came, they saw a great
blank where the tree had stood,with a riftin the rocks

as ifa ton of dynamitehad explodedthere.
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Now the rain and the wind were on them with terrific

fury. The thunder-cloud was miles away, pouring

desultoryand wanton shots on to the plateau,as it

raced towards the far-offmountains.

In an instant of time theywere drenched,while the

tornado shrieked throughthe rock-riftslikea thousand

vengefulfuries.
The Kaffirs pitchedthemselves face downwards,and

clutched to the juttingstones, for nothing mortal

could have stood uprightbefore that blast in its first

force. Our heroes crouched under the shelter of' a

buttress-likeboulder and watched,stillfascinated,that

disappearingfire-cloud.
In a few minutes, from the littlemound ran a

hundred streams and tinycascades into the hollows.

These speMilybecame like filledmoats, which swelled

upwardsuntil the mound became an island.

Then the wind and the rain leftthem as suddenlyas
theyhad come. The sky once more cleared and the

stars burnt with increased lustre.

But their firehad been put out,and for that night,
at least,could not be relighted.
Luckily,day was not far off,therefore theyformed a

square outside their packages,and stood at attention

while theywaited for the dawn.



CHAPTER XXIII

ON THE PLATEAU

Existence,for the next fivedays,was the most enjoy-*
able that our heroes had ever experienced.
They were in a perfecthunter's paradise; in fact,so

plentifuland varied were the specimenstheysaw, that

the prairieappearedlike a well-stocked preserve. The

game was so trustingand fearless also,that they had

about as littletrouble to bringit down as sportsmen
at home have over pheasant-shooting.

It was glorious,but it seemed too good to last long.
When a man gets everythinghis own way for a time,
he is apt to beginforebodingevil to come. This is an

instinct which is plantedin man to warn him against
improvidence.Life is made up of changes,and neither

success nor misfortune can last for ever.

Our heroes had been trustingentirelyto chance so

far. What theykilled they had partakeno^ as much

as theywanted for the day,leavingthe remainder to

be devoured by the beasts who came after them, and

the morrow to providefor itself.

But now Ned began to think it wise to prepare a

stock of food to carry with them, in case the present
supplyffidled.

With this objectin view,he made easy marches,and

devoted a portionof each day to more deliberate hunt-ing,

turninginto ** biltong"what theydid not at present
184
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smoothlynow^ yet with considerable current ând with

few windings.
At partsthe banks widened ont and became nearly

level. In these partsit lost itsdepth,and was a series

of swampy and shallow marshes with a narrow winding
brook in the centre. These ponds,being thickly
covered with rushes and jungle,were denselyfilled
with feathered game : koorhaan,firancolins,quail,and

snipe,also flamingoes,storks,and ibis birds. Once

or twice theystarted some Koro bustards,and dined

sumptuouslyon the delicate dainty.
They could alwaystell when they were approaching

one of these marshy stretches from the dwindled state

of the stream ; however,after these were passedthe
beds became fulleragain,as it was constantlybeingfed

by tributaries,and appearedto be one of the principal
watersheds. Bound the base of kopjesit wound,

ripplingclear and unceasinglyover itsrockyand clay
beds; growing smaller as they advanced,yet with

poolsdeep enough to furnish their dailybath,and

fringedwith brushwood enough to feed their fires.

Every hour they got within range of large
herds of African game of some descriptionor other.

Zebra, quagga, and giraffescrossed their path fre-quently

; antelopesof every varietywere met and shot

constantly.Droves of eland, koodoo, hartebeest,

reed-buck,and other kinds,evidentlythrove here,
in spiteof their natural enemies, that were also

plentiful.
They had several encounters with lions duringthe

day,and never a nightpassedwithout their presence

beingannounced by their loud roaring.As the moon

increased,theywere able to see these majesticbeasts

prowlingoutside their camp, with their numerous

hangers-on,the wolves,hyenas,and jackals,allhelping
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to render nighthideous. Several times,also,they
roused a chetah,and seldom failed to bringthe tiger
of Africa to book when seen.

As yet,however,theyhad not met either buffaloes

or elephantson this plain'.
Ned kept strictlyto his programme, and led his

company straightacross the plateau,onlyturninga

little out of the straightcourse when stalkingdown

some specialprey. He alwaysreturned,however,to

his bee-line as soon as the sportwas run to earth.

The distant mountains were his landmark. Each

daytheywere gettingnearer and more sharplyout-lined

againstthe limpid^ky. The stream trended

directlytowards them.

They had taken matters easy duringthese fivedays,
seldom coveringmore than ten or twelve miles each

day of straighttravelling.Some days theyhad not

covered half that distance. On Sundaystheyalways
rested ; and as a Sunday had been spenton the plateau,
theyreckoned that theyhad put in about thirty-eight
to fortymiles since leavingthe forest.

The mountains stilllay,as nearlyas they were able

to calculate,about thirtymiles away. These had been

risinggraduallyon their view,until now theyloomed

a considerable heightover the horizon.

As far as our heroes could judgeof the ranges, they
appearedsterile,rocky,and uninviting;rugged in

outline,with upstartingand fantasticpeaks,that broke

againstthe sky like greattors.
When the sun shone upon them, the adventurers

could see patchesof tawny light,with serrated edges
and raggedshadows of violet. There were also long
zigzaglines of deeperpurple,that looked like chasms

and steepprecipices.Nothinglikevegetationappeared
to line those bleak and ruggedridges.
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" If we are in the land of plentynow, yonderappears
to be the land of desolation/'observed Clarence.

^'Yes; I fancy we shall see somethingdifferent
over there from what we have hitherto experienced,"
answered Ned, cheerfully.** Fortunately,our friend
* Ehodes River ' stillis with us."

" It is also growing,like the game, beautifullyless

as we advance,"remarked Fred.

It was true. The stream was only a rivulet now,

hardlysix feet wide,and not above the ankle in depth.
The game theywere leavingbehind,and a wave of hot

wind seemed to spreadfrom those rockymountains.

They made longermarches now, coveringon the first

day twenty miles,and bringingup at sundown to where

they could see the details of the mountains very

distinctly.
Duringthat daytheyhad seen, in the extreme dis-tance,

a herd of quaggas boundingaway to their rear,

and later on had been able to bringdown four white-

tailed gnus. These were enough for their supper, and

theyhad plentyof dried meat.

They camped by the side of the brook,now lessthan

a yardwide. They had crossed no feeders for the past
two days.

The soilround them was more stony and bare than

it had been,yet close to the stream the banks were

fertile. Before them the groundspreadlike a desert.

The mountain range in front was forbiddingin the

extreme. The nearer laprose abruptlyfrom the plain
like a rookycoast. Huge wall-like precipices,that
looked impassable,except where great rents yawned
darklyat places.

Ned examined these chasms longand silently.The
others looked at him expectantly.

** Well, Ned, old fellow,what do you think of those

gateways?
" asked Clarence.
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**Not much " exceptas gateways"answered Ned,

quietly.
" Then you mean to go on ? "

'^ I should like to see where theylead to" yes, we

must see where theylead to,"he added,in a more

determined voice. ** It would never do to go back and

say we were checked by a few rocks. As longas the

road lies open and our supplieslast,I'llgo on, if you
wiU back me up."

" Eightyou are. We won't leave you to go forward

]byyourself,"repliedboth Fred and Clarence,while
Gocoeni and the EafiSrsnodded grimlytheir willingness
to go also wherever theywere led.

For the firsttime since leavingEhodesia the sense

of his responsibilitypressedheavilyupon Ned. As he

laythat nightand looked over towards the shadowy
outlines of those barren rocks,he felt his resolution

waver somewhat. He had many livesunder his charge,
men who were preparedto followhim wherever he chose

to go. Where was he about to lead them now ?

Death by thirst and want seemed to lurk within

those desolate craigs,which revealed no speckof gnus

upon their tawny and red breasts,and only the arid

shelterof shadow within their stony flanks.

He curiouslybegan to think what must have been

the feelingsof Moses when he looked at the naked

peaksof Attika,after he had seen the pursuinghosts
of Pharaoh overwhelmed. These rocks in front of him

could not be more inhospitablethan were the red

mountains of Attika. Yet theyhad been the entrances

to the promisedland.
The rank forest had not appalledhim as those stern,

dry clifis now did. Yet the forest held as many

dajigers" indeed,it hid more varied forms of horrors

than these chasms could : death in the shapeof fever.
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and submergingin loathsome and treacherous morasses ;
from venomous snake-bites,and crocodiles,lions,tigers,
and the poisonedarrows of lurkingsavages. There

was nearlyevery kind of perilto be encountered in the

forest exceptone, and here it waited for them " at least,
so it seemed to Ned and his companions" the perilof
thirstythe most dreaded of dooms,next to fire,which

humanity shrinks back from encountering.Would
he go on with those dauntless fellows,and dare that

terriblerisk,or turn back before it was too late ?

The half-moon silverizedthe groundwith cool lustre.

A littleway off he saw several soft-feeted,slouching
forms prowlingabout,with swingingtails and lumi-nous,

emerald-greeneyes, that betrayedthem. While

he watched their restless motions,and the rolling
heave of their lean hips,he became conscious of the

musical rippleof that ever-flowing,if diminished^

brooklet.
" It comes from those sterilemountains,"he mur-mured.

" And while it stillflows,we are in no danger
of perishingfrom thirst."

Braced up with thiscomfortingsolace,hismomentary
timidityand irresolutionpassedaway, and he felt once

more cheerful Moses and Aaron had faith. So had

the other explorers,both in Africa and on the frightful
waterlessdesertsofAustralia,and many of these daring,
purposefulheroes had endured all and returned to tell

the tale. With manlypridehe crushed out all recol-lections

of those who had never returned,and dwelt

onlyon the livesof those who had come back.
" Nothingventure,nothingwin. If I bringdown

that nearest lion with the firstshot.111 take that as a

signthat we will be successful."

The beast in questionwas squattingat that moment

on its haunches,like a greatdog,with its face foU
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towards him,and itsphosphorescenteyes shininglike
lamps.

It was less than thirtyyardsaway, and seemed to

be glaringfull at him. Doubtless it was waitingand
hoping that the dreaded camp-firewould presently
bum out,so that it might get one of those tempting
figureswhich were stretched round it. About a dozen

of itscompanionswere sittingor movingabout,inspired
by the same idea that now engrossedits leonine fancy.

It was a splendidtarget,for it sat as motionless as

if it had been one of the boulders that were scattered

round. Ned smiled broadlyas he broughthis twelve-

bore double Metford rifle to his shoulder,and took a

careful aim at the dark space between those glowing
lamps. It seemed tryingfor a signwith a pretty
certain conclusion. Yet if he chanced to miss,then,
indeed,he mightwell take this as a bad omen.

With a reportthat startled the sleepers,the rifle

exploded,and made them allleapto their feet

But before the sound came, Ned had the satisfaction

of beholdingthe lion bound into the air and roll over

on itsside,with those green lampsextinguishedfor ever.

" What's up now, Ned ? " cried Clarence and Fred,

rubbingtheir eyes.
" Onlya bit of an experimentI was trying,"answered

Ned,laughing,as he watched the other prowlersscurry-ing
offwith their tailsbetween theirlegslikefrightened

ours. "That old fellow was sittinga littlebit too

near my riflefor his health."
" Was that your experiment?

" asked the boys,as
theylooked sulkilyat the dead lion. " You needn't

have woke the whole camp for that easy practice."
" I wanted to see if I could possiblymiss him, for I

had made it the condition whether we should go on or

turn back."
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^^As if any one could miss such a mark! Your

ordeal of signsis like what the testingof witches used

to be " prettysafe to turn out as you wished it"

'^I might have missed,you know; aiming in the

moonlighthas alwayssome degreeof uncertaintyabout

it,"said Ned, modestly.
" Some few of the reputedwitches must also have

escapeddrowning,but preciousfew did so, I have

read,"answered Clarence,sarcastically."Then, T

suppose, since you must have blown the brains out of

that carcase, the signis,* Gro on and " risk it' ? "

"Yes; that is tiie result,"repliedNed. "Go on

and " succeed."
" That is the consummation devoutlyto be wished.

Now, don't waste any more bullets on signsin the

shapeof lions" until our watch below is over, at any

rate. Be sure. Sir Oracle. We are off againto the

arms of Morpheus."
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a(Qdsuppleŵith epidennissmooth^sleek,and sheenyas
satin. Whether theywere lying,standing,wrestling,
or mnning, they were bronze models of grace and

symmetry to draw the eye artistic upon them with

admiration and delight.
Ned put them throughtheir facingsmorning and

evening for half an hour each time, before they
commenced and after they had ended their day's
march. They took to this militaryexercise most

congenially,and as they were quick to learn,very
soon became splendidlydrilled soldiers. He and his

chums had cause to be proudof these gloriousyoung
warriors,as with lightningspeedtheyobeyedorders,
formingsquares, scatteringout into skirmishingorder,
marchingsteadyas Bomans, and pitchingthemselves
flat on the groundto the word of command. With

what theyhad learnt of British war tactics,added to

their own native training,Ned had chargeof as fine a

bodyof men as captainor centurion could have desired.

Our heroes had not been so long from school to

forgetor foregothe delightsof outdoor games and

athleticexercises,and these theytaughttheirfollowers,
much to theirdelight.

Cecil Bhodes, with that profoundknowledgeof men

which has made him such a success, had not omitted

cricket-bats,wickets,and bcdls,with the more necessary
items of theirequipment.These furnished them with

constant amusement at such times as theymightother-wise

have felt wearied when game was not in their

vicinity.
Football was an unfailingsource of amusement with

these stalwartduskyathletes. Ned was referee on these

occasions,and Clarence and Fred the touch-judges.
Eugby was their favourite game, and as it was playedon
those levelveldts,itwas a prettyand exhilaratinggame.
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Cricket also theyenjoyedhugely.They usually
fixed Saturdaysfor theirbig matches,but some prac-tised

all the week. Cocoeni became a crack bowler,
and much of the eveningswere spentin discussingthe

qualitiesof the different players.
They had also racingcontests and jumpingmatches.

The steeplechaseswould have been eye-openers to

some British experts,for these fellows could leaplike

kangaroosand run like racehorses.

They had wild tugsof war, and puttingand throw-ing

the weights;also wrestling,lifting,and club

exercise. In all these feats the Matabeles contested

with the Basutos,yet never lost their temper once.

It was the generalgood temper and fine control

displayedby those hardyyoung warriors,as well as

their expertness,quickness,obedience,and strength,
that made them such valuable allies. Ned felt that

his hundred and twenty-fivetrained heroes were equal
to a thousand or more irresponsiblesavages, if they
were forced to fightfor their lives. With these at his

back,he was hardlyafraid of any odds now that they
knew and could dependupon each other.

Our heroes were well-trained and religiousyoung
man, and while paying such strict attention to their

physicalexercises,you may depend upon it,did not

neglecttheir spiritualdevotions. On Sundaysthey
conducted Church service twice regularly,each of them

takingturns to deliver a discourse suitable to their

audience and their own abilities. They explainedthe

Scriptureas theyread it,and did their best to demon-strate

how good and beautiful,as well as knightly,
were the qualitiesof mercy, purity,truth,and faith.

They showed their heroic and simplelistenersthat
fearlessness,endurance, courage, and strengthwere

onlythe common attributesshared alike by beast and
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man; that where the man provedhis heroism and

superiorityover the beast was in his generosity
and chivalrytowards his weaker or viler enemy, and

also in his humility,trust,and obedience to the higher
and Divine laws of God. When theytold of that great
and perfectExample and Sacrifice to humcmity,those
emotional Africans sobbed their sympathy for His

sufferingsfor them. He was the true and perfect
Enight who faced and endured ignominy and death

that theymightliveeternally.
They pointedout the livingexample of King

Ehama, who had provedthat a Christian could also

be a brave and great warrior. They told about that

other hero,Gordon of Khartoum, who did not lose his

faith or courage even althoughso baselybetrayedby
those from whom he expectedhelp. The Matabeles

and Basutos quicklycomprehendedand appreciated
these specimensof fidelityand heroism. They remem-bered,

also,duringthe week what theyhad listened to

on Sunday.
" You will be brave in the hour of danger,for that

is your nature, I know," said Ned on one of these

occasions. " Be brave enough,also,to stayyour hand

in the hot moment oftriumph,forthat isthe moment of

g^atestperilto the hero. You can endure privations,
I have seen ; you must also learn to resisttemptations*
The perfectwarrior is temperatein all things,true to

his brothers,and true also to hispledgeeven when given
to a foe. His shield is meant to protecthis own body,
and his bodyis givento him to aid and protectthe

weak, raise the fallen,comfort the afflicted,and keep
it holyand clean."

These were boyishorations,but theywent straight
to the hearts of those child-like hearers. The ideals

were those of uncontaminated youthappealingta
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unsophisticatedand malleable Nature. Our heroes had

no scoffersamongst theircongregation,but onlyyoung
men devoted to them,who were as easy to lead upwards
or downwards as children. Ned and his two chums led

them upwardsas far as theycould ; and made them to

see how much better virtue was than vice,how much

happierfaith made one than did doubt.

Each had their departmentsto debate upon. Ned

showed the greatnessof the Creator by botanical illus-trations.

Fred broughtin his chemistry,and filled

them with wonder at the marvels he revealed. Clarence

explainedthe stars, and entertained them with the

fairy-liketales of astronomy. Thus their days and

nightswere fullyoccupied.
They began and ended each day with prayer. As

theywalked alongtheyfelt that theywere environed

with unseen protection.This inspiredthem constantly
with renewed and loftycourage. So longas man can

relyon prayer^ he need fear no enemy, for his buckler

is impregnable.
On the next morningafter Ned had killed the lion,

theystarted at daybreaktowards the mountain.

They had not gone half the distance,however,when

the sun, which had risen brightly,suddenlybecame
overcast with what appearedto be a dense,dark cloud,
which completelyblotted out the light,and threw a

dismal shadow over the landscape.
Our heroes looked at the dark cloud which was so

swiftlyrisingout of the east and overspreadingthe
blue sky. It was like nothingtheyhad ever seen

before,of a violetblackness,with copper-colouredupper

edges that glistenedmetallicly.A strangerustlmg
sound came from it,growinglouder as it advanced.

Myriadsof birds circled above this cloud,divingin
and dartingout from it perpetually.As it came on
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with incredible lapidity,theycould see ittrailingalong
and coveringthe groundlike a black palL

The Kaffirs flungdown their loads,and stood watch-

ing it with glitteringeyes, while Cocoeni stretched

out his arm and explainedthe startlingphenomenon
with one word," Locusts ! "

One of the plaguesof Moses was coming. Even

while Cocoeni stillpointed,the swarming insects with

their yioletwingswere upon them in countless hosts.

They fillednules of space with such a palpablemass
that onlya dim twilightprevailed.They covered the

earth like a fallof snow six inches deepwith no inter-vening

space. All the air was reverberatingwith their

loud chirping,the rustlingof their crispwings,and the

shriekingcries of the birds who devoured them whole-sale,

yet without apparentlydiminishingtheir bulk.

Our heroes were appalledat this numberless host,and

dazed with the darkiiess and noise. They staggered
about tryingvainlyto shake the pestsoff,that dropped
so thicklyand incessantlyupon them. They slid and

squashedthousands under their feet; while theyfelt
sick as theywatched their followers greedilyimitating
the ravenous birds,and devouringhandfuls of them,

as fast as theycould chew and swallow.

For an hour this went on, as the rustling,whistling,
shrieking,and livingcloud of darkness sweptover them.

Then graduallythe air cleared,and the fierce sun

poureddown upon that glisteningand writhingplain.
Not a blade of grass or leaf of herbagewas left.

Around them spreada barren desert ; even the river-bed

was choked up with a movingcompactmass of blackness.

They resumed their march, watchingthe cloud as it

swept westward, and slippingabout as if treading
amongst slushyice,over the ankles. It was horrible.

It was sickeninglydisgusting.
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The Kaffirs,however, showed no disgust.After
gorgingthemselves,theyfilled their bags with these

insects,and trudgedalongsingingmerrily.
*' Are theygood to eat,Cocoeni?

" asked Ned.
" You bet they are, baas,bullyfine. You eat one,

and then you will find out."
" No, thanks ; I'lltake your word for it,old man.

They oughtto be good for something,since theyhave
used up the country."

'' Oh, next rains will make that allright."
"Meantime, I suppose there will be starvation

amongst the game ? "

" No ; theywill eat these as we do ; after that they
will move off to other parts."

.

In another coupleof hours the company arrived at

the cliflfs.The ground was stillcovered with locusts,
which had been unable to rise,and the stream-bed was

completelyfilled,so that no water could be seen.

In front of them yawned a chasm of about a hundred

yardswide. Wall-like precipicesrose on either side

and stretched upward for five thousand feet with

hardlya break. A few fissuresand cracks were dis-cernible

here and there,but no ledgewhich could afford

a foot or hand-gripfor even the most expertclimber.

The groundwas hard and stony,yet even here,as far

as theycould look into the cavity,it was overspread
with locusts.

The stream penetratedthis barren gully,and also

continued as far as theycould see. Eastward and west

these same smooth precipicesextended,like a coast-line

until mergedin distance. Serrated on the ridges,
at long intervals they presentedsimilar openingsto
the one theynow stood before. Possiblythese were

water-sheds in the rainyseasons, but at presentthere

were no signsof streams flowing.After a careful
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sorvey east and westward N̂ed decided that the Bhodes

river openingwas the most promisingroute to follow.

Without any more hesitation,he strode into the

shadow of the cliffsand out of the sun glare,crushing
his hundreds of locustseach stephe took. The rest fol-lowed

him obediently,stillsingingas theywent along.
A crowd of aasTogalshad come down from their

loftywatching-posts,and were busy gluttingthem-selves

with the locusts. These vultures merelylifted
their ugly bald heads and bare necks and looked at

the invaders as theypassed,and then continued their

feasting,hardlybudgingout of the way.

After penetratingfor about a mile of this shadow-

land theycrossed the belt of locusts,and found that

the groundwas ascending.
It was pavedwith water-worn smooth rocks between

patchesof yellowsand,and rose in a series of steppes.
In the centre of this channel, the brook still ran

purlingand clear over its stony bed, with here and

there small fringesof vegetationat its edges. All

else,however,round and above them was sterilein the

extreme. A deep silence brooded over this rocky
valley,which, althoughat present in shadow, was

intenselyhot and airless. The sun glaredon the

upper half of one side,but the rocks in the bed still

retained the heat where it had latelyshone. As they
walked, our heroes felt as if enclosed in a bakehouse.

They were windinground a comer, when suddenly
Cocoeni and the other Kaffirsuttered cries of affright
and rushed into the middle of the runningstream,
where theystood in a line,trembling.Ned and his

chums at once promptlyfollowed their example; then

theyasked "

" What is it,Oocoeni,that frightensyou ? "

" Look, baas,the bashikonayis coming ! "
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therefore,so that we don't stand in their path,they
may pass on. If the front rank passes on, the rest

wiU foUow."

It was an anzions moment, for our heroes had no

desire to test the eatingqualitiesof those small

monsters. It isnot nice to think of beingreduced to a

skeleton so rapidly;besides,the agony of those myriad
nippersat work in and outside every organ, disinte-grating

humanity,was frightfulto contemplate.
Ned thoughtabout the tortures of the iron boot

with the boilingoil pouredin,the rack,and red-hot

pincers,etc. ; but even the imaginationof these failed

to come up to the vague horror ofbeingdemolished in

this infinitesimalfashion.

Ages seemed to dragby before the front ranks were

on a line with where he stood. He watched the ruth-less

littlemonsters of fate,fascinated,and thought
with horror on the myriadsof ogreish,sharp eyes

that might be watchingthese helplessvictims in the

tinystream.
Onwards, however, they rushed past the human

food,without turningto the rightor left; down they
wound their course towards the open plain.

For three and a half hours theyfiledalong,until
the sun had almost set.

Our heroes and their followers stood meanwhile

with their feet in the water, and their eyes fixed

anxiouslyon that moving mass that had hitherto left

them alone.

Ned saw a largeblack snake drop from a crevice

in the rock amongst them. They at once closed upon

it,and passedover it. A ripple-likemovement took

placeamongst the compact multitude where the snake

had dropped. This motion only lasted for a few

seconds,then it ceased,and the army scurried on with

methodical and ruthless order.
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At last they saw the end of this frightfularmy.
Ned had attempteda futile joke about the Jubilee

Processionb̂ut no one had laughed. These little

beasts were not suitable subjectsto jestabout " at

least,not while theywere on the war-path.
They had come in one straightvalley-fillingline

in the yan, and they terminated at the rear in the

same rigidform,with no stragglersdraggingup behind.

As the last rank filed slowlypast,all uttered a^glad
cry of relief.

Cocoeni pointedsilentlyto the trail which this

army had left,and our heroes no longerdared to

doubt his assertion.

Where the black snake had been was a gleam-ing
necklace of white vertebrae,and a flat grinning

skull,and shiningfangs. Scattered over the ground
were specksof varied sizesand shades. These were the

excavated and polishedshells of insects and reptiles
that had not been so prudentand luckyas were Ned

and his followers. The devastatingbi^hikonayhad

passedalongthat way, and, like the Grand Army of

France, had cleaned out thoroughlytheir line of

march.

It was some time after the last of these resistless

conquerors had disappearedbefore any of Ned's band

dared to venture out of theirsanctuary. These might
only be the advance jguard;'the main body might
be coming on behind.

Therefore,iincomfortable as it was to have to stand

passivefor hours in the centre of a stream of nmning
water, this was infinitelyto be preferredto being
caughtbetween two such formidable hosts.

At length,even Cocoeni appearedsatisfiedthat
there were no more of the bashikonayhosts coming
down this particularglenon that occasion. He there-fore

suggestedthat they might once more venture
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on terra firmdyand placesome decent space between

themselves and the common enemy.
This prudentadyice theyhastilyacted upon. Each

man graspedhis load firmly,and set off as fast as he

could travel up the gorge, without standingupon the

order of his going.
Traces of these awful ants were seen at every turn

of the way. Beautifullypolishedand bran-new

skeletons,largeand small,were scatteredabout in every

contorted attitude of the most excruciatingagony.
Serpentswith the tail-endsof their vertebrcein their

jaws"rmly clenched ; centepides,scorpions,and other

creepingand venomous thingsexquisitelymanipulated
and polishedof every fragmentof corruptiblematter

layabout,perfectlycleaned,yet undisturbed,and not

a jointout of place.Splendidmuseum specimensthese

were, goingto waste.

Ned, even in his haste,could not helpstoopingand

pickingup a few of these as he ran along. He was

astonished at the deadlydexterityand skillof those

voracious workers. Not the most minute fragment
of flesh,marrow, or sinew remained on any of those

highlyburnished bones. It was amazing and blood-curdling.

They had done all this without disturbing
the order of their march. Each insect had snatched

his bit in the passing,masticatingit as he rushed

onwards,while those followingafter had finished the

gruesome task. It was numbers,with a fixed unityof

purpose, which made the work compatiblewith speed.
This was, as Ned said,the biggestco-operativeconcern

that he had ever seen or read about
'^ I hope these insect fiends are cannibalisticalso in

their habits,and that the whole tribe have gone on

this locust expedition.It is something decidedly
unpleasantto think that we may have to encounter

them on our return."
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Nothing that they had experiencedin the forest

had been at all equalto the horror of those half-inch

adversaries. As they passed those numerous and

ghastlytokens of this most terrible foe,Ned and

his chums mentallyvowed that it would be better to

push ahead, rather than retreat down that way too

quicklyagain.
No animal that lived seemed too formidable to be

able to resistthem.

Before nightcame upon them and forced them to

stop,theypasseda group of skeletons terriblysug-gestive.

They were those of a lion,a lioness,and two

cubs. They had evidentlybeen overtaken while sleep-ing
in a littlecavity,and devoured before theycould

move far away from each other. They layin a circle,

with the graveltorn up round them, in their impotent
and maddeningagony. The skeleton of the lion was

on his back,completelycurled up, with his thighbone
in his mouth. The lioness was sprawlingwith legsfar

apart,and the cubs in differentpositions,each indicative

of torture.

That nighttheyhad to do without any fire,as there

was no fuel to be found. Scarcelyone of them slept,
so unnerved had these sightsmade them. However,the
darkness passedwithout any disturbance. Indeed,the
silence of that longnightwas weird,for it seemed

the silence of a universal death. Nothingbroke it.

No sighof wind, no chirpof insect,not even the rustle

of a nightadder " onlya deepand awful stillnessthat

keptthem awake with horrified expectancy.
Morning at last arrived,and theywent on following

the stream and the whitened trailof those demon ants.

The gorge was graduallybecomingnarrower, yet
without any diminishingof those stupendoussides.
It was not more than half the width it had been,and as

theylooked up, the skyappearedlike a ribbon of blue
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very far above their heads. They were closed in now

with rocks on allsides,as the chasm was gettingmore

abruptin itswindings.
All at once theycam^ to the head of the stream,

while beyondthem appearedonlya dryand stonybed.

At this sightthe hearts of all sank and feltlike lumps
of lead.

The stream rose and bubbled out of a littlefountain,

while round it spreada patchof brightgreen grass.

It was a delicious littlepatchof moisture and verdure

in the midst of this surroundingvastness of shadow

and sterility.As theyflungdown their burdens and

rested beside them, theyfelt as if biddingfarewell to

their onlyfriend.
It had been a good and trustyfriend to them for

many days,becomingmore dearlyprizedthe frailerit

grew. It had saved their lives even at its laststretch,
and now it W6ts all theyhad to dependupon in the

most uncertain future.

Some brushwood was found on the banks,and with

thistheymade a fireand cooked breakfast. Then they
sat down to consider matters.

After a long silence,Ned spoke. " Boys,we must

see the top of this defile,and carry what water we

requirewith us for the rest of the way. I reckon that

we are more than halfwaythroughit,and we have

water-bagsenough to last us a fortnightwith care,

and provisionsfor double that time."
" Yes,"answered Fred and Clarence,steadily.
" I don't savy going back yet,with those precious

bashikonaybehind us,"added Fred.

"Then let us unpack our waterproofbags and fill

them here. We can keep on for a few days,and if

nothingpromisingturns up, we can easilycome back."

No one havingany objectionto oflfer,this order was

obeyed. The water-bagswere unpacked,filled,an^
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the stoppersfirmlyscrewed down. Then, after a

refreshingwash and a bigdrink,theysaid good-byeto
the crystalfount,and begantheir arid journey.

As the pass became narrower, it also became more

steepand winding. Sometimes the cliffsoverhungso
much that theylost sightaltogetherof the sky,and
seemed to be walkingthrougha vast fierytunnel.

It was hot and thirst-producing" this climbingover
those parchedrocks. The lightnever left;them alto-gether

by day,even within those closed-in portions.
Sometimes theyalmost wished it had, to shut from

iheir unwillingeyes some shudderingsightstheyat

times beheld.

They disturbed ugly-lookingand venomous snakes,
scorpions,and yellow-spottedgreatspiders,with other

strangespecimensof the reptileand insect world.

It was, as Ned had remarked,a wonderful land,this

Africa,with itsstrangecuriositiesof animal and insect

life. They had seen alreadymuch more than they
had anticipatedseeing,in the forestand on the veldt.

Yet this longand weary passage tiiroughthe moun-tains

seemed to givethem every hour some new experi-ence
of the weird and horrible. As theystruggledon,

their hearts beat with expectancyof what was next to

be revealed.

The gorge was longerthan theyhad expected; three

daysand nightshad draggedalongsince theyleftthe

spring,and stilltheydid not seem nearlyat a termina-tion.

They were goingin an imdnlating,yet on the

whole prettystraight,course north-east,and theywere

ascendinggradually.
Alreadythey had risen to an altitude of over six

thousand feet above the plain,yet the cliffs,instead of

diminishingin height,seemed to tower more loftily
nbove their heads.

It was an arduous climb,and felt prison-likeand
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spirit-crushingin its narrow limits,yet,since it led

them so straight,they could not but think it must

soon end. They reckoned that these most loftycliffs
must be the centre peaksof the high inner mountains

which theyhad seen from the distance.

When the sun was above their heads at noon for a

short time, it pouredits rays down pitilesslyupon

them, and heated the chasm almost to suffocation

point. Then loathsome insects and reptilescreptfrom

the crevicesand frolicked in the furnace-like glow.
But at night,when the dew fell,it was piercingly

cold and damp, even under their skin wraps and tent*

Only once had theybeen able to find wood enoughto

raise a firesince leavingthe fountain. Then the effect

on the bulgingand smooth cliffshad been like some

of the Inferno conceptionsof Gustave Dor6.
" Two more days,lads,"said Ned to his dutiful and

unquestioningfollowers. " If we see no way out of

this lane by that time,I shall turn back.*'

They were, however,lured on by the windingsand
the perceptibledrawing-inof the gorge. At the rate

it was nanowing it must terminate either in a cvl-de-sac

or an openingsoon.
At last their hopeswere realized,and theyhad pal-pable

evidence that theymust have reached the otber

slopeof the range.

The ridgeswere gettinglower,or rather theywere

risingto their level

Daylightbecame stronger,while the chasm became

once more a valley,and fresher air pouredin upon

them.

About middaytheywere hemmed in by onlyabout

fiftyfeet highof walls that dippeduntil they became

level with the ground.
In front of them spreadan almost flatledge,and on

it what looked to be the ruins of a citadel.
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well haye made the bravest shrink back from those

grim and cromblingwalls. A largeand solitary
ynlture sat on one of the upper keepsând seemed to

be the only watcher left in this deserted fort He

perchedmotionless and sharplysilhouettedagainstthe
rarefiedspace, like an embodiment of spentdisaster.

Ned was the firstto recover his presence of mind.

Stoopingdown, he pickedup a skull and looked at it

critically.It was dryand powdery,with the combined

effectsof sun-bleachingand time. Holdingit up in

his hands,he said"

" The fellow who owned this,once upon a time,has

forgottenhis painsand troubleigfor many years"

perhapscenturies. He must have been a big fellow

when he carriedit,with a solid brain-pan,althoughit
has now grown thin and brittleas the finestporcelain."

"A big fighthas taken placehere,"remarked
Cocoeni,holdingout the rustyhead of a broken spear
which he had pickedup, and lookingat its shape
curiously.

The splinteredshaft was like tinder,and crumbled

between his fingerand thumb like powder; the design
of the iron was ancient and strange.

" That vulture appears to be the onlyresident at

presentinside the fort,"said Fred. "Suppose we

have a shot at him, and try the effect,eh ? "

"No," repliedNed. "Keep your ammunition for

worthier foes ; we may need all our cartridgesby-and-
by. Meantime let us tryto achieve what these fellows

have evidentlyfailed to do " get over the walls as

quietlyas possible,and discover what is behind.

Keep your weapons readyfor instant use, and your

eyes and ears open, boys. Now, forward,in your best

scalingorder."

They ran swiftlythroughthe crunchingbones,and
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up the steepsidesof the cliffs.A ruggedkind of hewn

stairwayled them up to a massiye square-shapedportal,
which was gatelessand more than half demolished.

The huge stones of the postswere bulgingout,and the

top bendingoyer. As theydashed inside,the vulture

rose with a hoarse scream and sailed lazilyaway.
Inside they discovered a largecourtyard,heaped

with fallenmasonry. Great blocks of ten and twenty
feet longlayin every direction,with gaps in the Walls

above them, from which theyhad been dislodged.
"By George,but they built for time here,when

theywere at itI ** cried Clarence,lookinground him

with admiration.

"Yes," repliedNed. "The builders of this place
knew somethingabout the pyramids."

It was all of the massive,square, and Egyptian
styleof architecture : walls with heavy abutments at

the bases ; oblongnarrow slits for windows and em-brasures;

wide spaces which had originallybeen
covered with paintings,now onlyshowingin unde-cipherable

patches; massive uprightslabs for pillars,
with enormous flatlintels.

At intervals on the tops of the outer walls which

enclosed this court were placedwatch-towers,of forty
and sixtyfeet in height. The thickness of the portal
throughwhich theyhad passedwas twenty feet at the

base and about ten at the top,as nearlyas they were

able to calculate from below.

An open gateway within the most massive of the

buildingsattracted their attention,but before ven-turing

to exploreits dark cavity,Ned formed his

company into a close square ; then,biddingthem wait

and watch,he ran over to the wall on the other side,
and,climbingit by some steps,he stood on the espla-nade

with about five feet of wall in front of him.
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Then as he looked over he uttered a cry that quickly
broughtFred, Clarence,and Cocoeni to his side.

They were overlookinga vast desert that spreadfar
as the eye could take in,as bare and tawny as the

greatSahara.

This wall had been built upon a giddyprecipice,
without a break or a ledge. As they stretched over

they could have dropped a stone without striking
anythinguntil it reached the bottom,four thousand

feet at least from where theystood.
The air was bracing,and would have been cool,

onlyfor the intense waves of heat that were wafted up
from the bundingsands.

" Here terminates our journey,I expect,Ned ? " said

Fred, in mildlyinterrogativetones.

Ned had pulledout his field-glass,and was scanning
the far-distajithorizon throughit,therefore he did not

answer at once. It was a splendidinstrument,and of

exceptionallyfar-reachingpower of lens.
" Tell me, Fred and Clarence,what you see over

there ? '* he asked,handingthe glassto his compcmions.
^'Look carefullybefore you speak,and let Cocoeni

have a peep as well first,before you open your mouths."

When Fred had looked throughitfor some moments

he handed the glassto Clarence,who in his turn gave

it to Cocoeni in silence. Then the three friends

glancedat each other dubiously.
" Well, Cocoeni,you say firstwhat you saw."

"What white man calls mirage,and black man

callsdevil-land,"repliedCocoeni,grimly.
" Well, but describe this mirage."
*^ I saw trees and water and big houses same as this

here,all shimmeringin the air."

"Yes; but they were only in one part of the

horizon" to east and west there was nothingbut sand,"

"That is so, baas."
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"And what did you see, Clarence ? "

"Oh, something the same as Cocoeni. There

appearedto be a largelake in one part,with trees

and houses on itsmargin/'
"And you, Fred?"
" Oh, I saw the lake,or sea, with the other decep-tions,"

repliedFred. " But I have seen the same sort

of thingin Australia."
" I bet you didn't,Fred,see exactlythe same sort

of thing out there!" cried Ned, excitedly."Now,

you know, the nature of miragesis that theywill show

up on all sides when theyshow at all. Look again,
and see if that lake has altered its position,or if it is

repeatedanywhereelse than in the one direction."

After another careful survey, the boys owned, some-what

regretfully,that their leader was right.The

mirage" if it was a mirage" was stationary,and

localizedto one partonly.
"It is no deceptivephenomenon,"said Ned,

decidedly,as he replacedhis glassin its case.
" That

is a real lake,and those are substantial buildings,and
land fidetrees,or I am a Boer,which is about the last

kind of beast I'd like to be."
" Then, I suppose, that means you intend to risk the

desert ? " answered Clarence.

" Yes ; if we can get down to it. I reckon we can

cross that stripof sand in two or three daysat most,

and we have water enough to carry us over it."

" But,supposingit is a real lake,that doesn't say

it is a fresh-water one,"repliedFred.
"The buildingsand trees are vouchers for that.

Now let us examine this presenthill. Before we do

so, however,we'll climb one of those towers,and find

out what is to be seen from there."

Ned crossedtjiecourt,wjierehisfollowerswere still
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standingin sqnare, and entered the doorway of the

centre tower on the other walL

The stairs w^e stillstanding,and firm underfoot ;

theref""e theywere soon on the npper platformor root

Here theyconld see down the pass which theyhad

come, also two other approachesor chasms in the

mountain. They had likewise glimpsesof high bare

centre peaksthat reached abore the low^ ridges.It

was a sterileprospect. Not a tree broke the hard out-lines

of the ruddy rocks. They laybaking and bald

under the bright,hot rays of the tropicalson.
A largeflat-roofedbuildingfilledout the centre of

this fortification. It was smaller at the top than the

bottom,for the sidesslopedoutwards as theydescended ;

yet a broad parapetsurmounted the top for seyeral feet,

projectingfrom its sides. The roof was completely
covered over, while the walls were piercedwith windows

and loopholes.On the farther side of this building
they were able to see other walls and towers stretching
alongto a considerable distance.

** This has been a strongholdto keep invaders from

the inhabitants of yonder lake-watered land ; and as

far as I can see, the necessityfor keepingit garrisoned
has passedaway. That heap of bones we saw must be

the remains of some demolished race of invaders. I

think we may venture with all safetyinside this build-ing.

There does not seem to be even a jackalabout."

Saying these words, Ned led the way down, and,

marshallinghis force in double line,he advanced with

revolvers in his hands towards the portal.
The walls were of immense thickness,and made quite

a longpassage, throughwhich theypassedsilently.
Before them openedan apartment,so spaciousthat

the entire company, with their luggage,onlyoccupied
an isolatedportionof it. It had accommodi^tion space
for at least^VOthousand people.
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Aboye their heads the roof rose, mistyand indistinct

in the feeble lightthat pervadedthis vast hall. The

atmospherefelt cold after the heat outside,so that it

chilled them and made them shiver. Lighted only
by those narrow windows and slits,which were placed
high up the thick walls,a mysticshadow,like the

forest gloom, added to the vastness. They seemed

within a mammoth cavern.

The floorwas slabbed with stones,and destitute of

furniture,while a thick layerof dust and fine sand

deadened the sounds of their footsteps.For a time

no one dare utter a word, so profoundlyhad that

gloomy vastness and deathlysilence impressedthem.
At lastNed spoke,and at the hollow sound of hisvoice

theyall started; it seemed as if the words had been

instantlycarried away, to be repeatedfaintlyin the roof.

"I wonder what they used this placefor? Look

at those figureson the walls."

The walls,which they could now see more plainly
than at first,were covered with strange designsof

figuresand animals " men, with the heads of birds

and beasts;warriors in chariots,on horseback,and on

foot;captivesbeing driven along. All the pastimes
and pursuitsof the builders were here portrayedin
colours,in which black,red, yellow,and blue pre-dominated.

These were faded with age, yet,with but

few exceptions,in perfectcondition as far as the out-lines

were concerned.

There were no openingsalongthe entire sides,nor,
with the exceptionof the passage by which they had

entered,were there any other portals.But at the far

end theycould see daylightshiningthrougha number of

dislodgedslabs,which partlyblocked up what appeared
to be a much longerpassage than that behind them.

As they grew accustomed to the faint lightthey
were able to make out two smaller doorwayson each
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side of the centre passage. Ned strodeboldly,followed

by his comrades,to the aperturenearest him.

Inside they found a small chamber; at least,it

looked so after the hall. Tet it was twentyfeet wide

by nearlytliirtylong.
It was lightedfrom the outer side,and at the end

was a small doorway,on enteringwhich theyfound
themselyes at the foot of a staircase,which led upwards,
as theynaturallysupposed,to other chambers and to the

roof. For the presenttheydeferred the further investi-gation

of this stair,and triedthe other door of the hall.

A similarapartmentwaited them here,with a ceiling
of the same height,namely,about eighteenfeet.

But at the end they found themselyes confronted

by a flightof stepsleadingdownwards. It was wide

enough for four men to walk abreast,and in good
condition. Also,althoughdarker than the hall,yet
it was fairlywell lightedby slitsin the wall.

" Ah, this is the road I want to take ! " said Ned.
" Come alongwith your traps,boys."
They were very soon below the surface of the ground,

and traversingbroadlycut stepsthat led them at a

downward anglestraighttowards the face of the preci-pice
overlookingthe desert.

They knew when theyhad reached within six feet

from the rock front,from the turn they took,also by
the increased light.This,with sufficient fresh air to

keepthe tunnel sweet, had been made by perforating
loop-holesin the solidrocks.

Ninety-eightstepstheycounted,as theywent down-ward,

of a foot and a half each in depth.Then suddenly
the stairsterminated,while the passage widened out

until itformed another greathall underground,of about
two-thirds the sizeof the apartmentover their heads.

They stood and looked about them with increased

astonishmei^t
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extraordinarilyrich in the subdued lightthat filtered

in from the one side,making deepand rich shadows.

Never had our heroes looked upon anythingso pro-fusely

beautiful and mysterious.
Yet it was not the carvingonlythat made them gasp

with admiringwonder. All over the sculpturesgleamed
sparklesof gold,chased and burnished. These glittered
in all parts,sometimes in broad veins and clusters,in

other placesin star-likespecksor threadylines. Going
over to one of these clusters,Ned discovered that they
had not been inlaid,as he at firstsupposed,but were

natural veins of virginore, utilized as they occurred,

by the cunningartificers.

They were in the centre of what was probablythe
richestgoldquartzmine in the world. The excavators,

satisfiedwith the wealth which had been alreadyex-tracted,

had carved this monument on the still-teeming
mine,thinkingto consecrate it probablyin thisfashion

from covetous hands.

There were hundreds of shelves,and the greater
number of them were occupiedby sarcophagi,also
carved elaborately.
^Whatever the upper chamber had been used for,the

meaning of this placewas at once apparent to our

heroes. They had not only discovered a gold-mine,
but also a hall of the dead.

In front of them, in the upper end of the apartment,
were placed,or rather cut out, like the column, two

greatstatues in a sittingposture,and between them a

broad tableofpolishedquartz. One ofthese had the body
of a woman, with the head covered. In her righthand was

held a pairofscales. The other was shapedlike a man,

with the head of a bird,which was turned in her direction.
" This beats all I ever saw,"said Ned, in an awe-struck

whisper. " We must come here again. Mean-time,

we must tryto find our way down further/'
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None of them suggestedfood,althoughit had been

hours since last theydined. They were too greatly
excited oyer this strangediscovery.

Bound the chamber theypaced,seekingfor an out-let

without success. The only openingthey could

see was the one down which theyhad come.

At lengthClarence saw, at one side of the table,and

close to tiie feet of the woman statue,a largebronze

ringthat had been covered over with dust.

^' Hallo,boys,here seems somethingmade to lift!

Bear a hand, and see if we can hoist this particular
slab.'*

Several of the Kaffirs leaptforward and pulledat
the ringindividuallywithout success.

FincUngthat not even the strongestamong them

could make the slightestimpression,Ned ordered the

rope used for the "tug-of-war"to be producedand
inserted into the ring. This was done,and twenty-
four of the men took each end of it" twelve to a side"

and rangedthemselves down the halL

"Now, steady,lads,and alltogether" pulL"
This was effectiveat the second pull.Those watch-ing

had the satisfactionof iseeinga largeslab slowly
liftup from the floor until it rose on end,and fell

backward with a loud crash.

But their satisfaction was short-lived,for hardlyhad
the echo of the crash ceased,than,with loud yells,the
entire company were flyingpell-melltowards the stairs

in a panic. From the cavityemerged,with loud

hisses and gapingjaws,a number of the largestpythons
ever seen out of a drunkard's delirium.

Gorgeous-tintedand shining,theyreared out one

after ihe other,trailingtheir long bodies over the

carved floor,until there were at least fiftyof them,

twenty to fiftyfeet in length,and with girthenough
to have swallowed a buffaloeasily.
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That they were hungry,and thoughtfeeding-time
had arrived,was evident from their motions. They
were losingno time,after their preliminarystretch,in

making for the staircase where Ned and his followers

were crushingtogether.
Cocoeni and several of the Kaffirs recovered their

presence of mind first. Instantlyfacinground,they
dischargedtheir weapons at those nearest,while the

others followed suit,their courage returningat the

sound of the shots.

Blatter went riflesand revolvers into that advancing
mass, turningthem into a wrigglingconfusion,and

fillingthe hall with smoke and startlingechoes.
It was a horrible and blood-curdlingsightto see

those monstrous serpentsinterlacingon the floor,and

dyeingit with their loathsome gore, after some of the

smoke cleared. The effluvium,also,which exhaled

from them was most noxious and sickening.Many
were slain,althoughtheir bodies still writhed and

twisted about with horrible contortions. But more

were issuingfrom that rashlyopenedaperture.
"That slab must be closed somehow, or we shall

never be done with this beastlywork," shouted Ned.

" All the pythons in Africa seem to have been pre-served

in that vault. Who is game to helpme to shut

down that trap?
"

He made a desperatespringforward as he uttered

the words,and ran, followed by the rest,rightamongst
the horrible mass.

Eevolvers,spears, and axes did the rest of the battle.

They were not difficultto disable,althoughloath-some

to feeland smell. And now that the men had

got over their firstsurprisedpanic,theytackled the

enemy with quickeyes and deft strokes.

Ned, Cocoeni,and two other Matabeles reached the

stone,and managed to raise it and dropit once more
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into itsplacewith a bang,cuttingthroughthe middle

a coupleof outcoming snakes. While they did so,

the rest hewed, stabbed,and shot for all they were

worth. In five more minutes the lastof the sibilant

hisses were silenced,and only the sound of lashing
bodies could be heard.

Then, while they reloaded their weapons, they
paused,waitingfor the smoke to eyaporate,while they
cleared,with their rifle-buttsand spears, the wriggling
abominations from their vicinity.

Before this could be done,however,many a shiver

passedover them as theyfelt a slimytailconvulsively
grip round their legs.A slash with their knives

relieved them of these unpleasantembraces,but the

sensation was decidedlynauseous and creepy.

Slowlythe gunpowder smoke grew thinner,as it

escapedthroughthe air-holeslitsand up the staircase.

It still,however,hung too closelyaround them to see

the oppositewalls.
All at once, as theylistened for fresh hisses,a sound

like coughing,outside their circle,struck upon their

ears.

Snakes do not cough,althoughthey can make a

noise. Some human beings,with lungsless used to

saltpetrefumes than theirs were, must be in the hall

at the far end, as yet unseen. Strangershere meant

probableenemies. Instantlyand instinctivelythey
drew togetherand formed a square, with their rifles

up to their shoulders.

As they bent forward,peeringinto the sulphur-
chargedmist,those facinĝ istand west beheld a mass

of indistinctforms clusteredbefore them. Those facing
north and south saw hazyfiguresglidingfrom pillarto

pillar.
Three more minutes,and the vapour had cleaied sufiS-

cientlyfor them to grasp that they were surrounded
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completelyb̂y a foe clothed in some kind of scaly
armour. They waited in grim silence for the fames

to clear thoroughly,so that they might know what

force theyhad to encounter.

At lasttheycould see the four comers of the walls,
also the open passages by which the crowd had entered

so noiselessly.
Two of the pillarsat each end had been rolled

aside,leavinggapingcavities where theyhad stood.

Facingthem, and leaningon their spears, stood a

double row of uprightfigures,with metal helmets on

their heads and chain armour on their bodies,arms,
and legs. Bound the waist of each was a short kilt of

leopard-skin,which reached to the knees.

They were well-formed warriors,nearlyall of them

as tall as the Ea"s. Their skins were of a warm

copper tint,with dark eyes and longflowingtresses.
Not a beard was amongst them, while their features

were fine and pronounced,with straightnoses, fulllips,
and oval faces. They were determined-lookingand

fierce,yet unmistakablyyouthfuland handsome.

Ned glancedfrom their faces to their breast-plates,
and then he shouted "

"Boys,after the snakes we have a regimentof
atnazons to face. Oh, come, this is hard lines ! We

cannot fireon women, even thoughthey are amazons.

We must manage them in some softer way, or else

capitulatewith our best grace.*'
His words broke the spellof silence that had been

upon them. Clarence and Fred burst out laughing,
while the Matabeles and Basutos grinnedbroadlyand

displayedtheir ivories.
They did not drop their weapons, however, for the

amazons had advanced a stepcloser with their spears

readyforcharging,and theydid not look at allamiable.

Still Ned thoughthe discerned upon their faces
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more of wonderment^ blent with some admiration,than

anger, as theyscanned the splendidsemi-nnde figures
of his men. He gave the order to ground arms and

stand easy.
For himself,he handed his rifleto the one standing

next to him, and, pushinghis revolyer back into his

belt,he steppedfrom the ranks,and held out his open
hands to show that he was unarmed. For a moment

he pausedthere,the women watchinghis smilingface
suspiciously; then,at a word,theylowered their spears.

He took another stepaway from hitmen.As he

did this,a young and extremelyhanosome woman

advanced towards him, also with open hands.

She was more richlyarmoured than the others,from
which he concluded that she must be an officer.

She did not answer his smile,althoughshe had laid

aside her weapon, but came forwcurd,with flashingeyes
and curlinglip,until she stood oppositehim ; then she

scanned him over so criticallyuntil he flushed to the

temples.
The other amazons stood watching,evidentlywith

keen interest.

For what? Ned was thinking.Was she about to

embrace him ? It looked as if she were, for she began
to crouch like a cat gettingreadyfor a spring,her
elbows close to her side,and her palm held upwards.

Then, justin time,her intention flashed upon him
.

She had taken his attitude as a challengeto a single
duel of wrestling,and had acceptedthe invitation.

He had onlytime to utter an exclamation and step
backwards,when she made the leapand closed in.

She was an adeptat the game, as Ned could feel by
the way she tried to slipher arms under his,but so

was he. Quick as lightninghe got one arm under,
while she managedto do the same with him, and then

the trialof strengthand agilitybegan.
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They were equalas far as gripwas concerned,but
the chivalryof our hero placedhim at a disadvantage.
He could not forgether sex, and dreaded crush^g
her ifhe put out his fallstrength.

All the same, he wished she had been a man, for she

was a most worthyadversary; also,if he sparedher,
she had no such feelingsfor him. He felt she was in

deadlyearnest,and was strivingher utmost to break

his back or neck. As he said afterwards,Pyleawas a

vicious cat at wrestling.
He mighthave thrown her,or trippedher up, had he

liked,for he was as hard as iron,and had the advantage
of weight,althoughshe was no mean weightherself.

But he preferredthe waitingand eludinggame, so

togethertheystrode backwards and forwards for full

five minutes without either of them losingtheir feet

or grip.
Then gradually,as her hot and pantingbreath struck

down his neck,he worked his hand down the links,
until he had her round the small of the waist.

Next instant,by a quickjerk,she was offthe ground
and in his power. Had she been onlya man, he would

have thrown her without compunctionover his back,
but as it was, he placedher gentlyon the ground,and

pinneddown her arms.

It is sad to relate,yet as he did this with all the

gentlenesspossible,under the circumstances,she

showed her sex by making her white teeth meet in

the fleshypart of his arm. She had wrestled fairly

up to this moment of defeat,and Ned was too much

of a man to resent that last touch of vanquishedire.
He looked at her reproachfullyas he rose to his feet

As he did this,the tears rushed into her eyes, while

she covered her face with her hands,as if ashamed as

well as beaten.
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With a burst of gutturallaughter,Cocoeni and fifty

more of his companionsstrippedthemselves of all

but their waist-bands,and stood forth to gratifythe

wrestling-loyingviragoes.
^' Deal softlywith them, lads,yet beat them," cried

Ned, seeingwhat was about to take place.
He had an instinctiye feelingthat it was necessary

for their future safetythat these amazons should be

taughta lesson,yet he did not wish any of them hurt,
and these Kaffirs were mighty fellows.

"Never fear,baas," answered Cocoeni,laughing
softly.** We shall not lose our tempers,but we will

show these girlsthat theyhave the arms of men round

them."

The challengerslooked at the satin skins and mus-cular

forms of those sable heroes with renewed cries of

admiration,which mightilypleasedtheir masculine

vanity. Hiere was no timidityor fear,however, in

the regard of the amazons. They were evidently

onlydelightedat meetingwith such antagonists.
As the Matabeles and Basutos also examined the

opponents oppositeto them, their eyes began to

sparklewith feelingsmore ardent than rivalry.Here
stood women worth fightingwith or for.

They had no longerany dread of treachery,for the

others had laid down their weapons and shields,and

were busy discardingall supei^uousencumbrances,
such as helmets,shoulder-coverings,and ornaments.

They were also rollingand tyingup their loose tresses.

It was evident that theyintended havinga turn also

after the presentbout was over.

As far as numbers were concerned the amazons

counted about two to one of Ned's force,therefore he

saw that he would be likelyto have another engage*

ment presently.Thinking on the possibilityof this,
he strippedhimself of his jacket,hat,and bandolier,
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tightenedhis waist-beltând began to roll up his

shirt-sleeves. His examplewas followedby Fred and

Clarence.

As he was thus engaged near the girlhe had

conquered,who stillcrouched at his feet with bent

and covered face,one of the amazons came over to

him with a spear in her hand. This weapon she held

out to him, pointingat the same time to the prostrate

figure,with a significantgesture,which said plainly"

" She is yours by rightof conquest; killher."

Ned recoUed horrified at this savage suggestion.
Befosingthe spear, with a motion of disgust,he
stoopedand gentlylifted the fallen one to her feet,

pattingher at the same time kindlyon the shoulder.

She appeareddazed for a moment at this unexpected
clemency,then suddenlyshe seized his hand and kissed

it passionately.
Ned laughedawkwardlyand blushed scarlet;then,to

cover his confusion,he turned to watch the combatants.

For the next two hours that richlycarved hall of

the dead was the field of as toughyet bloodless a

contest as ever had been waged anywhere. All had

observed the incident,and understood the meaning of

that spear offer. These amazons were as brave and

generous as chivalrous soldiers could be, but mercy
to the vanquishedwas clearlynot one of tiieirvirtues.

They neither would spare nor expectto be spared.
This beingthe condition of defeat,every one exerted

themselves to the utmost, and finished the conflictas

quicklyas possible.
The amazons were strong,lithe,and fiillof tricks,

but the men acted warily,and gave them no advantage.
The resultwas that sex conditions told,and the women,

without exception,were put Jhorsde comhat.

By the time it was over, however,Ned and his

followersfeltthat theyhad done hard enoughwork for
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that day at least. They were hot,hungry,furiously
thirsty,and completelyfaggedout.

So were the women, but not so much as theywere,
since theyhad taken double turns. They flungthem-selves

down on the coollstones,steamingand panting,
while a number of the amazons who had rested leftthe

chamber.

The mangledsnakes stilljerkedabout their severed

links at the other end,for the conflicthad been carried

on at the lower end of the chamber.

While theysprawledabout in all sorts of "ree and

unstudied attitudes,the amazons, who had recovered

their breath,watched the brawnyproportionsof their

rivalswith undisguisedadmiration and respect.Many
of them had received heavybruises and falls,but this

theydid not seem to care much for. They were con-siderably

dishevelledalso,but woman-like,theyat once

startedtidyingand redecoratingthemselves,while they
watched with friendlyeyes theirroughconquerors.
Presentlythose who had left the chamber returned,

accompaniedby about a dozen of degraded-looking,
uglyblack dwarfs,who carried heavyjarsand dishes

laden with food. At the smell of the roasted meat

and boiled pulse,our heroes and their followersat once

sat up and preparedthemselves for the welcome feast.

The girlsnow clustered round them,a coupleto each

man, and waited upon them assiduously,with the most

hospitablesmiles and gestures.The conqueredwere

particularin selectingthose who had mastered them

to serve. They kneeled on each side,and while one

profieredwater in largecups of curiouslyshapedand
carved metal,the other pickedout the choicest pieces
from the platters,and fed them from their fingerslike

young birds.

They were all friendlynow, chatteringaway in that

unknown liquidlanguagewith wonderful volubility,
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and showingtheir white teeth in the most bewitching
smiles. They seemed to be delightedwith their new

masters, for they showed that they recognizedthem
now as such. Ned and his followers also were more

than satisfiedwith their presentposition.
Yet these amazons displayedby many signsthat

theyhad a purpose in view,and no desire to lingeror
leave their new friends in this sculpturedhall. With

a few words of stern and terse command, the leader,
who was Ned's firstantagonist,pointedshudderingly
to the mutilated snakes. At these orders the repulsive-
lookingdwarfs went over, and liftingup the quivering
masses, removed them by the upper end,and afterwards

broughtsand and covered up the blood.

As soon also as our heroes had satisfiedtheir hunger
and thirst,they all rose, and dividingthe packages
amongst them, led the way towards the two apertures
in the lower end. Ned and his men had no objection
to these new attendants carryingthe loads,since they
were forced to trust them now. But they stuck

tenaciouslyto their weapons and ammunition.

They entered a narrow passage outside the column,
and after pacingalongit towards the cliffface,they
beganonce more to descend.

Fiftysteps in one direction along the punctured
inner side of the cliffs,brought them to a flightof

steps at the oppositeangle. When that other fifty
was reached,another flightat the firstanglemet them,
and so on, until theyhad descended three thousand of

these steps.
It was a fatiguingjourneyaftertheirheavyexertions,

for the amazons hurried them alongwithout a pause.

They were either in greathaste,or else did not wish

any more investigationsto be made of thisunderground
region.

The lightwas growingfainteralso,as it was nearing
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sunset,yet onr heroes were able to see, at each turn of

the stairs,passages leadinginto other diambers. From

several of these,as they got near the bottom,they
heard a clankingsound,as if miners were at work.

" I say, boys,"said Ned, " do you hear ? They are

stillworkingthisgold-mine.What about the mirage
now?"

Since meetingthese female warriors our heroes had

no longerany thoughtof turningback. There seemed

no dangerof perishingfrom want or thirst. As for

other dangers,they were quiteready to encounter

these.
^^ This is an adventure and no mistake. I guess we

are bound to see some strangethingsbefore long,"
answered Fred,excitedly.

It was nearlydark before theycrossed the last step
and found themselves once more on level ground.

Before them spreada wide and longapartmentwith

a hugefireburningin the centre. A strongmenagerie-like
perfumegreetedtheir nostrilsalongwith ike more

pleasantodouts of cooking. As theyentered,a wild

chorus of savage yellsechoed throughthe vault.

A number of slender and undersized figuresmoved
about. Some were clad in white robes,others with

onlywaist-bands round their waists.

From a square, wide,and highportalhalfwaydown,
and on the same side by which theyhad descended,
the lastorange glowfrom the settingsun fellin a long
slantingline upon the sand floor. They had,at length,
come down to the desert

Ned and his followerslooked round them curiously,
while the friendlyamazons placedtheir packagesall

together.
There were bold and somewhat rude carvingson

some portionsof the wall,but otherwise it was left

roughhewn. It was, however,quiteas roomy, although
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not so lofty,as the upper hall which they had first

seen. There were rugs and skins flung down at

different partson the sands,with armour, weapons, and

other articlesof use. This was evidentlythe present
barracks of these amazons.

The lower parts of the inner walls were lined with

recesses stronglybarred. In these were caged a

number of leopards.These leopardswere separated
from each other by interveningpartitions.Apparently
it was their feeding-time,as these half-nude figures
were moving about from cage to cage with huge junks
of flesh,which theypushedinto the cages.

The amazons went round the cages, insertingtheir
hands between the bars and strokingthe animals. As

theydid so, the wild roaringwhich had greetedtheir

appearance sank into gratifiedand loud purrs.

Pointingto the spreadskins,the women signedfor the
adventurers to rest. Gladlyour tired heroes availed

themselves of the permission.Here, stretched out at

their ease, they could observe their surroundings.
They saw the amazon leader,with a few of the

others,go over to the white-robed figures,and then

beganan earnest conversation. A littleexplanation
was evidentlygivento account for the presence of the

strangers;bu^ as far as Ned could make out, the

warriors were mistresses,and confined themselves

mostlyto givingorders,which the others listened to

meekly,and bowed their heads obediently.
In a littlewhile the half-naked figuresapproached

the fire and lightedsome torches at it,which they
stuck into clampsround the wall. This threw more

lighton the scene.

The sun had now gone down, and darkness was

beginningto hide the (fesert,which Ned could see

through the open portalfrom where he lay. The

semi-nude figuresnow approached,and,kneelingdown,
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beganto take off the boots of him and his comrades ;

after this they washed their feet and covered them

again.
It was all most delightfuland pleasant,and Ned was

glad that the amazons did not attempt this task.

They apparentlywere engaged making their own

toiletsduringthis time.
While allowingthe slaves to manipulate,he looked

at the white-robed forms. They were engaged in

various departmentsof duty.Some were bakingbread-

cakes,others cookingvarious dishes,and several were

hard at work plaitingand dressingthe tresses of ihe

amazons. They were meek visaged,and had their

heads shaved, yet,somehow, althoughso small and

spiritless,theyseemed to belongto the male sex.

Another feed was under way of a more substantial

descriptionthan the last. As the savoury fumes stole

into their nostrils,theyonce more beganto findthem-selves

preparedfor it.

Presentlyit was ready,and this time the ladies

shared it with them. While they were eatingand

drinking,four of the white-robed figuressat near and

playedon harps.
It was a plainsupper of roasted and stewed game

garnishedwith garlic,boiled rice,with maize and

lentil cakes. For vegetablestheyhad leeks and yams,
while bananas,figs,and grapes served for dessert.

A delicious,light-tasted,but rather headywine was

givento them alongwith the water,which was pure
and sweet. This theytook sparinglyof,yetitquickly
sent them all offto deep.
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one mould. He had seen those calm, bird-like,re-lentless

profilesin printsof the Egyptiansculptures
and paintings,with long,straightnoses, protruding
and short upper lips,and recedingsmall chins," ^the

true signsof a used-updecadent race.

Sick with watchingthese methodical and pitiless
strokes,he walked throughike portaland out a few

yardsinto the yieldingsand,then he looked back and

up the precipice.
He could see the broken walls at the top,over which

he had peeredyesterday.The risingsun was shining
upon them, and they gleamed whitelyagainstthe
soft azure. TThe precipicealso glistenedwith itsvarie-gated

blush and yellowrose-leaftints,with the darker

veins of grey and ochre. It was smooth and ridgeless,
while the loopholeswere too narrow to be seen from

where he stood.

The flatlinteland obelisk-likesides of the doorway
had been cut a few feet into the rock,so that the

precipiceprotruded.The intaglioslabs were covered

with hieroglyphicsand figures.
His eyes wandered to the sides,and here he met a

surprise," a longline of gailypaintedand anciently
shapedchariots stood ranged,like bathing-machines,
againstthe base of the cliff. He had never seen a

chariot outside of picturesbefore,therefore these

interestedhim vastly,with their carving,gilding,and

brightcolours.
After lookingminutelyover one of them, he turned

round to scan the desert. Away in the distance rolled

a low cloud of dust,throughwhich the sun shone upon

glitteringmetaL It waa approachingrapidly,and as

he watched resolved itselfinto the two hundred mail-

clad amazons, who were coming in at a swift run and

in a straightline.

Very soon theywere within a hundred yardsof him,
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with flushed faces and heayingbreasts. There they
stoppedsuddenly,and,formingrapidlyinto eightdeep,
marched steadilytowards where he stood.

He learned afterwards that theyhad been out for the

past four hours,doingtheir customary morning exer-cise

of running,which was twenty miles before break-fast.

This was to keep them in good condition,and

one of their obligationsas warriors. With friendly
smiles they marched past him and entered through
the doorway without other recognition.Following
them slowly,he saw them pass through and into a

door which he had not observed the previousnight.
He found his followers awake when he got in,and

busywashingtheir facesin basins,which the slaves were

holdingfor them. As this was exactlywhat he would

have asked for,could he have made his desiresknown,
he straightwayproceededto follow their example.

" I expecttheyhave tanks,or some way of catching
and keepingthe rains from above,"said Ned, seeing
that theywere so lavish with the preciousfluid.

A distant sound of splashing,accompaniedby female

voices,from behind that curtained door answered his

surmises.

Very soon afterwards the amazons appearedonce

more, accoutred,and with fresh-colouredfaces and damp
flowingtresses. Breakfast was ready,and without

ceremony theyfellto,and hastilydid fulljusticeto it.

The next operationwhich our heroes watched,but

could not helpwith,was the liberatingand harnessing
of the fierce leopardsto the chariots. Each amazon

led out her own trained animals,like dogsin leash,and

strappedtwo to each chariot.

The fair leader now splither regiment,leavinghalf
behind to mount guardover this mine, while the other

hundred and twenty distributed the packagesof our

heroes amongstthe chaxiots.
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They were readyto start. Ned, the leader,chose
to share her chariot,and the others pickedout their

conquerors and beckoned them to enter.

Willi a swift,cat-like bound the leopardswent off,
while from the broad wheels the sand flew up, and left

behind a trail of yellowclouds that quicklyblotted
out those left behind.

The passengers, not beingused to chariot-riding,
kneeled on the packages,and hung on to the side-rails

frantically.
But the drivers stood,like rocks,on their feet,with

the reins round their waists,held there by a ring,and
their arms and hands freeto use their whipsor weapons.
Over each shoulder was slunga strap filledwith long
shafts and a black palm bow.

They never slackened speed,for the leopardsseemed
tireless. They ran softlyyet swiftly,hour after hour,
while the sun rolled overhead with scorchingforce.
The burningglarefrom the hot sand was blinding,
and the helmets and chains must have been almost

unbearable,yet the hardy drivers did not appear

to feel them. I'heyleaned forward with flashing
eyes and streamingtresses, and still urged their

willinganimals on.

Once during that day they roused a pack of fine

lions,who bounded after them. Ned saw one of these

fierce beasts nearingthe chariot,and shouted to his

driver to wbth her of the danger.His riflewas between

his knees, loaded,but it was of no more use to him

than a stick. He dare not relax his gripof the side at

the rate theywere going,or he would have fallenout.

The dauntless girllooked back,at his cry, with a

merry laugh.Then,grippingher whip with her teeth,
she slippedoff her bow,and tighteningthe string,took
out one of her shafts,and fittedit.

Swiftlyturninghalf roundsshe bent the bow until
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the arrow-head was touchiDgit,then the stringsmote
the bow with a twang like a loud harp-note.

Ned watched the shaft,as it sped with a whistle

throughthe air. Straightit flew towards the lion,
and buried itselfin his flamingeye. It was a splendid
and deadly,thoughit looked a careless aim. With

one leapupwardsthe lion rolled oyer and over, half

buryinghimself in the loose sand in his death-

throes.

When Ned looked from the lion to his slayerhe
saw her standing,with her bow once more in its place
and the whipin her hand,standingand lookingforward,
while she drove for allshe was worth.

The other lions were treated in the same fashion by
the rest of the drivers. Evidentlytheyhad nothing
to learn in the ancient craft of archery.

That afternoon,however,as theyrested for an hour,
Ned found an opportunityof showing what his rifle

could do. Yet,after her archeryfeat,he did not feel

too conceited over his most modem of death-dealing
implements.

The desert appeared infested with lions of the

fiercestorder. Hardlywere they seated when one

appearedat a littledistance. It was within shooting
distance,but too far off for her shaft,so, while she

was leisurelytightningher bow-string,he took a

steadyaim and fired. At the reportshe started up
with unfeignedalarm,but,quicklyrecoveringherself,
she sat down againwith stoicalcomposure.

It was a longshot,but he did not need to repeatit.
The lion was done for.

When she saw this,she displayedthe most lively
and childish interest about his rifle. Pointingto a

greatvulture in the sky,she signedhim to shoot it

While he was takingaim, she put her fingersinto
her ears ; then,when she saw the bird dropheadlong,
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she cried with wonder. He had raised her admiration

in a new direction.

All throughthat nightand the b^ partof the next

day theyraced. They only took three or four half-

hours* rest duringthis time,while theyate a few dates

and drank a mouthfid of water.

As for the leopards,theygot nothingexcept a few

small cakes duringthose short breathingspaces. Our

heroes were forced to own that for swiftness and

endurance the trained leopardbeats both horse and

dromedaryfor desert travel.

At middaythe distant cityand lake appearedon the

horizon,and by four o'clock theyhad passedbetween
the firstof the palm trees,and leftthe desert behind.

Ned, Fred, and Clarence had by this time become

somewhat used to their uncommon and ancient

surroundings.The biblicaland archaeologicalchariots,

armour, costumes, and features had startled them

when fijstseen. Now they were only drivingtoward,
what theyexpectedto find,a specimenpage of pre-historic

illustrations,preservedin the hei^ of that

Africa from which those decayednations had sprung.

Luxury and corruptioncaused the fall of Eome,

Carthage,Greece, Assyria,Egypt,and the countless

races that precededthese chronicled nations. When

Melchizedek walked the earth,and Lot pleadedwith
the angels,mankind was old and worn out with self-

indulgences.When Noah vainlypreached to the

sons of men, theyhad become dilettante,idle,cynical,
and luxurious ; refined in art,cruelty,and callous vice ;
enervated to the lastdegree,and bcurrenof allimpulse.
This has alwaysbeen and alwaysmust be the results

of ultra-civilization. The second step from utter

barbarism which deals with conquest and cruelty,is
but the beginningof the end of all nations,ancient

and modem. The implacableorder of nature is to
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grow and decline. Matter must change,althoughits
constituents are immortal.

The road from the desert to the citywas broad and

straight.Fiftychariots could drive abreast through
the centre,leavingthe side-pathsfor the pedestrians.

A double line of huge palm trees fringedthis wide

highway,and cast violet shadows on the side-walks.

Between the trunks theycould see rich and carefully
irrigatedfieldsof grainand vegetables" ^maize,rice,

manioc, wheat,pulse,yams, and pine-apples,melons,

leeks,onions,and garlic,with shadygroves of sugar-cane
and bananas at the comers, and hedgesallaround

of vines.

The glisteningof water in the regularlycut canals

and lotus-covered ponds,with the fringesof papyrus
reeds and varied-tinted blossoms and flowers,made a

delicious pictureof rural prosperityand radiance.

Begularsymmetry and mathematical order were the

predominantfeatures of these fertile plains,with
their straightcanals and square ponds. Not a foot

of soil was wasted nor left to run wild. It was all

under cultivation,like a carefullytended garden.
Dark-skinned and semi-nude slaves of both sexes

crowded these fieldsand plantations,while the same

classofwhite-clad,yellow-d:inned,and diminutive over-seers

walked about and pliedthe whip remorselessly,

yetwithout excitement.

Our heroes longedto ask questions,for they were

burstingwith curiosity,and theyinwardlyresolved to

learn the languageas soon as possible,if they were

permittedto live here longenough. Alreadytheyhad
mastered the native terms for water,wine,food,chariots,

leopards,lions,spears, helmets,and armour. This was a

fair beginning.As for Cocoeni and his fellow-KaflSrs,

theywere devotingthemselves most assiduouslyto the

pursuitof their conquests,and,as theyshowed bytheir
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ardent glances^conquerors also. They appearedto be

progressingfairlywell ĉonsideringthat looks were their

onlymecms of communication at present.
As theydrove along êightabreast t̂hey noticed

that they were causinga considerable stir amongst
the pedestriansand other natives whom theymet^
overtook,or passed.They were also watchingwith

greatinterest these inhabitants.

They could distinguishthe men by their small

stature and generalspiritlesscondition. Woman

seemed in this land to be the superioranimal,both
in stature,deportment,and position.

Armed amazons, on high-spiritedhorses,cantered or

dashed pastthem, bestridingtheir beasts man-fashion.

They were allsplendidlycostumed,and many of them

very beautiful. Some drove chariotswith trained lions

and leopardsas well as zebras and horses. It was a

dazzlingand picturesquesightthat impressedour
heroes deeply.
Elephantsalso pacedthe roads with their laden

howdeJis gailycaparisoned; others,again,drew heavy

waggons. Oxen trailed along strange-lookingcarts

and waggons, while the footpathsteemed with life.

The men alone wore white robes. Numbers of these

were about,carryingor leadingchildren as mothers do

in other countries. Some had slaves to do this for

them, and when they were so far blest,they carried

the invariable whip,which theyused unsparingly.
The chariots hsul now passedthe fields and farm

buildings,and were approachiagthe city.
Massive buildingsand walls began to appear, with

exquisitegardensand artificialterraces,from which

wide stepsled down to shadywalks and fairyponds.
Vine tendrilshung over the walls,and formed delicious

avenues. Ornamental trees and obelisks reared out of

the under herbage.Mighty baobabs showed centuries
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CHAPTER XXX

DT THE CTTT OF BA-BTDU8

The lain-seasoii had come and gone, wludi meant

that seren months had eli^wedsince our heroes were

driren into the citjof Ba-lydns.

They understood a good deal,bj this time, about

the peopleand language of Earnadama^ for so the

land was named, as the citywas called Ba-bydus.
During these months they had been treated as

honoured visitors;yet it was plainlyintimated to

them that they would not be permittedto departuntil
her majestyIsori had seen them. No one else could

treat with them, or decide what course to pursue re-specting

them, duringthe greatqueen'sabsence ; there-fore

they were held in a kind of honourable captivity.
They were lodged in princelyquarters and all

together.The regimentof young amazons who had

discovered them were placedin chargeof them " ^to

attend upon them, escort them when theywent abroad,
and were made responsiblefor their safetyand presence.

No one interfered with their actions so far. They
were free to walk,drive,or ride about the extensive city,
providedsome of their bodyguard went with them.

They could go out hunting,with the same escort,sail

on the lake,and view the land as far as it could be

viewed between sunrise and sunset But theywere ex-pected

to be within the citywalls when the gates were

closed. Onlyin this sense were theytreated as captives.
Ned and his followers did not find the lifethey

led at all irksome. It might become so in time,but^
242
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they had no intention of stayinghere much longer.
The queen was on her way home to her capital; when

she returned theywould either get permissionto go,

or else take French leave.

Meantime theywere havingprettymuch the same

kind of time as blue-jacketshave when theygetashore
in a foreignport.They were the heroes of the hour,and

were made welcome everywhere,exceptto the temple.
From that sacred portaltheywere most rigidlyexcluded.

Tutors were providedto teach them the languageof
the highercla^s,so that theymight be able to con-verse

with her majestywhen she arrived. She had heard

about their advent, and these were her orders,sent by
specialmessengers. Like President Eruger,no other

languagebut her own people'swas permittedat court

Our heroes made rapidprogress in their studies.

While the country was swamped, and the hot rains

made the cool interiors of these the most pleasant
placesto pass the time,theyhad spent their spare
time with the teachers,listeningto their explanations,
and masteringthe meaning and sounds of their voca-bulary.

The Matabeles and Basutos,also,were apt

pupilsin the oral partof the instructions. As soon as

theycould make themselves imderstood,however,they
discarded the male teachers,and took the rest of their

instructions from their amazon guards. Ned, Fred,
and Clarence went farther. They practisedthe letter-

writing,which was like shorthand, to the ordinary
hieroglyphiccarvingson the walls,and onlypractised
by the educated class. They also asked many ques-tions

respectingthe history,myths,and habits of the

peoplethey were amongst. In this way, and by
keeping their eyes and ears open, theyacquireda

vast amount of knowledgein a short space of time.

The Kamadamains were a remnant of the older race,

who had fled from Egypt at the time of the invasion
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of the ShepherdKings. Like the Israelites,theyhad
wandered far and encountered many yicissitudesbefore

settlingdown on this remote and central portionof
Africa. The historyof their wanderingsand early
rulers was comprisedlargely,like that of the Greeks,
of legendand myth.
They still retained the principalfeatures of their

ancient religions" that ofanimal-worship.The serpent,
the crocodile,the cat,ibis,and other animals of certain

kinds were considered sacred,and rigidlyprotected.
To kill one of these milked animals,either wantonly
or accidentally,was a sacrilege,the punishmentfor
which was death. When our heroes learnt this,and

remembered their indiscriminate slaughterof the

pythons,they felt themselves in a mighty perilous
positionshould any of their friends,the amazons,

betraythem. Ned took an earlyopportunityof sound-ing

CaptainPylea on the subject She, however,

laughinglyreassured him, and told him to be under

no apprehension.Her subordinates were soldiers,not
informers ; while,as for the slaves who had removed

the carcases, they had been slaughteredto a man, so

that theymightnot speakof what theyhad seen.

" It was a terriblecrime you committed,"she added,

with a shudder ;
^ for these were of the most sacred

order,who are fed with slaves. But enoughwere leftto

swallow up the remains of theirbrethren and those who

mighthave spokenabout it,and we did not see you do

the unholydeed."

Ned shuddered to hear the calmness with which she

told this atrocity,gratefulalthoughhe was for her

and her comrades' kindness to them. She was a frank,

generous, and courageous young woman, but she had

not much womanly mercy in her composition.
" What would you have done,Pylea,ifyou had been

attacked by those sacred" ^monsters ? " he inquired.
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She looked at him with a humorous twinkle in her

dark eyes, and touched her bow and spear.
"Afterwards we'd have, as I advise you to do,

forgottenall about it."

" Then you don't pin your faith too closelyto this

venerable creed of yours, Pylea? "

" We expectour fathers,husbands,and brothers to

venerate the gods,and attend to their religious,with

their other domestic duties,while we do the thinking
and the fighting,"she answered significantly.

"Do you know, Pylea,you belongto the emanci-pated

sex. In my land the order is reversed."

" Ah, so it might be in mine, if our men were like

you and your followers. But look at ours. Could any of

them bend my bow or handle my spear ? No ; theyare

too fond of their couches,their pipes,theirdinners,and
their wines. They like to spendtheirtime gossipingand

making prettythings. All the exercbe theycare for is

floggingthe slaves,so we leave them to what theylike
best" to look after the children,make poetry,pictures,
and prettycarvings,and discuss new dishes,while they
filltheir empty heads with smoke and strongdrink."

" A great number of our men also are fond of the

vices you chargeyours with, Pylea,"answered Ned,

laughingat her indulgentcontempt of the lords of

creation. " They also drink,smoke, and spenda good
deal of time discussingfine dishes and works of art

and literature. When they can paintor carve they
getmighty conceited about it; but,as a rule,theydon't

practisethe domestic virtues you speakabout."
" Who does this,when there are no slaves? "

" Our women."
" And who does the thinking?

"

" Also a good many of our women."
" And the fighting? " asked Pylea,wonderingly.
" Oh, the men are expectedto do that."
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^^ I cannot understand it. Once on a time,as onr

men are fond of singingand boastingabout in their

cups, they say our men could fight.But we who

know them do not believe that,or they would never

have fledfrom the land theyruled over ^en,according
to the legendswhich they have invented. No," she

continued thoughtfully;
^ theymust alwayshave been

as they are, poor, treacherous,mean-spiritedcowards,
who diurenot face a woman, but find a pleasurein

tormentingslaves. They must alwayshave been fond

of lyingupon littersand couches,of wine and tasty
dishes. They never could have been trusted out of

sight" ^not our men, who are goodfor notiiinghonour-able,

true, or brave."

" Yet you nuurry them," observed Ned.

" Oh yes ; that is the custom. When we feel our-selves

gettingtoo stiffto fightor run, we take a man

to keep our house and look after us and our children.

We are alwaysstrongenough to make them obedient"

and we never expect too much from them. They are

poor things,who do not know what honour and truth

are ; onlya littlemore to be tolerated than the slaves.

They like to babble about their paltrypastimes,which

theycall work."
Here were the new woman's ideas and aspirationsput

into a nutshell,with man the despisedplacedon his

proper footing.
^^Once on a time, as our men sing,when they

get togetherand we are out of hearing,their fore-fathers

owned quitea number of wives,as we now

own slaves. But they are never so far gone as to

whisperthat lie when they return home. They dip
their bald heads in the fountains on the way back

before they foce us. This is about the only wisdom

which I think they have," said Pylea,softly,as she

laughinglyleftNed with a militarysalute.
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From what Ned had seen of the amazons^ there

was not muoh to fear respectmg the pythonincident,
unless Cocoeni and his comrades raised their jealousy.
He resolved to warn them to be careful,and confine

themselves strictlyto brotherlyattentionsonly. It

would not be wise for them to playat love with those

tigresses.
What Pyleahad said about the male Eamadamains

was all true,as he found out for himselfl They were

a cringing,lying,vicious-minded set of self-indulgent
sota. When theycould,they slunk off in company,
and boasted about their mean vices as if they were

actions to be proudof. A very littleof their converse

went a long way to sicken and disgusthim. They
spokegently,and were choice in their expressions,for

theywere criticaland refined over details,and artistic

in their tastes. But the details were nauseating,de-praved,

and loathsome as slimy snakes. They were

vileobjects,without one redeemingvirtue and with as

much human emotion as lizards.

As artists,artificers,and musicians,however,he was

forced to give them their meed of praise.They
followed fixed and long-establishedrules with un-

deviatingand unoriginalfidelity,and never attempted
to break bom their bonds.

Duringthese months,the queen had been engaged
on a warlike expeditionwith her army, raidingsome
of the neighbouringtribes to the north. It was from

there that the slaves were procured.
While she was absent,the king,Sotu,who was also

her brother,was left at home to look after the royal
palace.
Althoughking,thisroyalobjecthad no voice in the

affairsof the state,or any rule,except over his male

subjects,who were, like himself,rigidlyexcluded from

allofficesof dignityor authority.



248 The Empire Makers

The high officialsof the temple were priestesses;
likewise aJl the other positionsof dignitywere filled

by women.

Sotu was king of the minstrels,poets,painters,
musicians,sculptors,and cooks. He was considered to

be a greatauthorityon works of art,literature,and the

science of the table. He was a profoundgourmand,
a most princelydrunkard, and a superbjudge of

tobacco. He was also considered one of the best chess-players

in the kingdom.
Our heroes and their followers had been entertained

at the best houses. They also had spent one eyening
with the kingand a selectnumber of aristocratswhose

wives were at the wars.

They had here the opportunityof witnessingthe

prodigalityof an ancient feast with its curious customs.

Theyalso saw evidences of the vast profusionof wealth

this nation was possessedof.
The feast was held in a magnificenthall,where

stood a throne made of solid gold,covered with fine

carving,and encrusted with diamonds. All round

were richlycarved and paintedpillars.The walls

and ceilinglikewise were a mass of paintingand plated
gilding.The polishedand tessellatedfloorwas covered,
ankle deep,with flowers. The stoolswere of ivoryand

gold; the cups, vases, and dishes were also of the

same material,and like the throne,sparklingwith
diamonds. King Sotu came to the feast garlanded,as
were his subjects.Candles burned in goldencandle-sticks,

and die whole air was filledwith perfume.
It was a bachelors'feast,for none of the women

would condescend to attend such revels ; onlyslaves,
singlemen, and married ones, who had stolen horn

their homes, were present,besides our heroes and

their followers.

About a dozen of the templemale servants were
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CHAPTER XXXI

THE QUEEN ISORI

Queen Isori had oome, and, with her army, was in

possessionof her royalcapitalof Earnadama.

She had taken away fifty-sixthousand foot and

mounted soldiers. She brought home forty-eight
thousand six hundred and twenty able-bodied amazons.

Seven thousand three hundred and eighty dauntless

females had found the death theycoveted,euad over a

thousand disconsolate widowers bewailed their fate

loudlyin the templecourtyards.It was the custom

for thofflebereaved widowers to mourn in publicfor
their departedspouses, while they prayed that their

sins might be overbalanced by their good deeds,in the

scales of the gods.
The men of Eamadama were unquestioningslaves

to custom, therefore theycovered their smooti ĥeads

with ashes,wailed,howled, and prayed during the

hours appointedfor mourning. Afterwards they met

togetherin those vaults and shades where the wine

was kept cool in great clay-bakedjars,and drowned

their sorrows as deeplyas possible.
Bands of them reeled past the garden walls,over

which Ned and his companionsleaned,watchingthe

bustlingmidnight streets in the moonlight. Some of

them were tryingto sing,others laughedhysterically,
while a few of the morbid class,rememberingthe fine

women theyhad lost,wept feeblywhile theyrecounted
250
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the departedone's charms. Ned almost pitiedthose
ownerless and most degenerategoats.

Now that theyhad seen the greatqueen, Ned had

onlyone desire left; that was, to lead his men safely
from this city,and back to Bhodesia as qidcklyas
possible.

He had passedthrough every street and alley
until he knew each mart and buildingby heart. He

and his companionshad sailed on the lake and along
the canals that intersected the city,hundreds of times.

They had watched the men in their open shops: the

workingjewellersand enamellers,the carvers, sculptors,
and painters; the armourers and blacksmiths ; the con-fectioners,

bakers,hairdressers,and loom-workers. These

were allquwnt and interestingfor a time,but theyhad
now grown stale. They abhorred the men, and did

not feel over comfortable with those bold-eyed,com-bative

women, beautiful althoughmost of them were.

The day when Isori returned at the head of her

victorious cohorts was the climax to all the brilliant

sightsthey had witnessed ; after that processionwith
the audience which followed were over, Ned began
to feelthat he could not get too quicklyaway.

The citizens had been preparingfor days to give
their queen a rightroyal welcome. For the past
week advance messengers had arrived every hour,

announcing the progress of the army as it ap-proached.
The roads and streets had been crowded

with peopleflockingin,and every house of entertain-ment

was filled.

In answer to his inquiriesabout the country,he

was told that the lake was a hundred miles longby
fiftybroad. A wide river flowed from the eastern end

of it,and, after a considerable distance,became a boil-ing

cataract that rushed throughdeepgorges into low

marsh and forest lands. To the north laya range of
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loftymountamsy precipitousand densely wooded,
where dwelt the dwarfs,who were hunted, captured,
and used as slaves. In their wild state those dwarfs

were rather troublesome neighbours,beingvery nume-rous

and fierce,alsousingpoisonedarrows, the slightest
prickof which was fettal. They were also cannibals

of the most repulsivetype, torturingtheir victims

mercilesslywhen theycould trap them. To the west,

as in the south,spreadvast deserts.

The climate of Eamadama was all that could be

desired : our heroes and their followers had never had

a day of sickness,even duringthe longand wet season.

At presentthe weather was simplydelightful
Diamonds were found in greatnumbers about half-way

between Ea-bydus and the mountains; and, as

Ned had seen for himself,their gold-mineyieldedthem

so plentifula supplythat the most ordinaryutensils

were fashioned from it. On the plains,which were

well watered,dense herds of game roamed about.

Ba-byduswas the onlycityof importance,although
there were several villagesscattered over the country.

Queen Isoricould callout an army of over a hundred

thousand trained amazons. This, however, comprised
the bulk of the female population; on ordinaryocca-sions

onlythe young warriors were keptconstantlyin

arms, lliese seldom exceeded ten thousand,who were

spreadthroughoutthe country in regiments.
The trainingof these young amazons was exceed-ingly

hard. From their birth they were constantly
exercised like Spartans,until theyreached the age of

sixteen. From tfiatage to twenty-fivethey were con-stantly

in harness,and kept single.After this age

they were allowed to marry and settledown.

Pylea and her regimentwere about the same age,

having been enrolled togetherfour years previously.
They were then nineteen years of age, and had six
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years stillbefore them of active service and enforced

celibacy.
Ned asked how the populationhad been keptwithin

limits allthese centuries,and was horrifiedat the reply.
All decrepitand sicklychildren of both sexes were

destroyedat birth. Every five years a census was

taken,and judgessent round to weed out the surplus
population.The victims were selected by the judges
appointed,and ruthlesslydestroyedby accompanying
executioners. These executioners were appointedfrom
the men, who found their opportunitythen of indulging
in their natural instinct of cruelty.Old age, on the

male side,was no more respectedthan childhood,

althoughthe women were exemptedfrom thiswholesale

massacre.

When the husbands became shattered with their

vices,they were strangled.When they grew too

obnoxious to live with any longer,theywere at once

made into mummies. The women were the judges
and sole arbitresses of their fate. There were no

divorces in this wise and loveless community. If a

woman wished to be released from one husbemd,she
made herself a widow, and pickedout a younger mate.

As Pylea had remarked, they did not expect too

much from the poor things,so completelyat their

discretion. They persuadedthem to drink,eat, and

smoke as they liked,until they were tired of them,
then they gave the final wrench to their rope, and

ended that domestic worry.

It was a paradisefor the fair sex, accordingto the

modem ideas of the new womanhood. Also the cere-mony

of the mummy-case being drawn round the

feastinghalls was no empty or obsolete signto the

men.
" Eat,drink,and enjoyyourselves,for to-morrow

you die,"was grimlysignificantto these degraded
wretches.
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When Ned explainedthese lop-sidedlaws and

customs to his sable followers,theyshowed the whites

of their eyes, and decided that prudencewas the better

partof valour when dealing with those fascinating
amazons. All vowed that they would respect the

obligationsof the service,and not tempt the girlsto
break their militaryengagements for theirsakes.

** Let us get out of this,baas,before it is too late,"
said Cocoeni,gloomily,as he recalled some pleasant
eveningshe had spentunder the trees,while tryingto
master the languagewith one of the fairguards.

" Yes, we must,"added Clarence,almost as seriously.
'^Even the forest will be healthier for us than this

atmosphere."
"As soon as her majestyturns up, FU make the

move,"answered Ned.

Our heroes were accommodated with horses on the

morningof the arrival,while Cocoeni and his comrades

walked. They were all in f ne condition,and looked

like giantsbehind the undersized bystanders.
Pyleaand her regimentused their leopard-chariots,

and drew up in line along the streets close to the

palaceto keep the sightseersback. Ned and his

company occupiedthe postnearest the gates. Close to

his side Pyleastood in her chariot,splendidlyattired
and lookingher best.

"Isori is a greatwarrior,and the tallest woman

of our race, as her mother was before her," she

remarked while theywaited.
" How old is she ? " asked Ned.

"Thirty-three,but she has not lost her swiftness,

agility,or strength."
The blare of instruments announced that the con-querors

were coming,and soon afterwards the firstof

tiieprocessionappeared.
A thousand richlycaparisonedelephantscame first.
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laden with mail-clad warriors. Behind these came the

miserable captives,chained to bars of wood, and drawn

alongby women on horseback,who cracked their whips
over them constantly.Pour thousand of these hideous

dwarfs of both sexes had been broughtalive from their

native haunts. Followingthe elephants,theypassed
the palacewalls,while tiie peoplelooked at them

silently,
A largetroopof horsewomen came next,and then,

at the head of her charioteers,appearedthe victorious

queen.
Our heroes looked at her as she stood uprightin her

goldenchariot,restingon her massive spear, and they
were dazzled at her majestyand the lightthat blazed

from her.

Over six feet in heightshe stood in her jewelled
sandals. Bound her brows wound the royalserpent
with upliftedcrest,while from behind fella fringeof

blue,red, white, and yellow,barred with gold and

crusted with preciousstones. Her breasts and limbs

were covered with goldenlinks,while from her shoulders

fluttereda rich lightcloak,that trailed over the back

of the chariot. Three young lions draggedthe car.

She was an imperialwoman, with a paleface regularly
featured,and greatdark eyes that looked out coldly

yet steadilyas the car slowlyglidedforward.

Beautiful she was, in the full prideof power and

matured strength,with a figurethat was matchless.

But it was a face to shudder before. It was so pitiless,
and so icilycomposed.

No cry of welcome greetedher approach,but a great
hush fellover the multitude,that was more impressive.
She was in their eyes a goddessas well as a queen,
and all bent their heads and covered their eyes. Ned

^andhis followersfeltdecidedlyuncomfortable.
As she passedthe splitlines of Matabeles and
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Basutos,she shot side glancesover their stalwart

fignreswithout tnming her head. Then she came to

a dead stop oppositeNed, and fixed upon him her

steadygreatblack eyes. He bent his head under that

passionlessbut strangelydisq^uietingstare.

While she stood,from the palacegates came her

brother consort, mounted on a white horse,and clad

in royalrobes that were also blazingwith precious
stones. He was tallerthan the male attendants who

accompaniedhim, but, in spiteof his tiara and rich

robes,looked the tremblingwreck that he was.

Isori looked at her bibulous-faced and purple-nosed
consort with a mocking yet indulgentcurl of her

proudlip,as he bent humbly before her. Then she

said,in a rich,clear voice "

"Hast thou composedmany coupletsduringour

absence,Sotu ? I can perceivethat thou hast partaken
of many cups."

" Immortal one, I have not been idle,'*answered the

poor king,fumblingnervouslyin the breast of his

robe,and wiselyignoringthe latter portionof this

wifelygreeting.He produceda roll of papyrus.
" I

have here a powerfulepicto read to you, which I

composedin honour of your victory,0 brave Isori."
" Ah ! that is sweet Keep it tillafter supper, when

thou wilt be in thy best form."

" But, graciousand great one, I hopedto read it

here,before our people."
" Eide thou at my side,Sotu,King of Kamadama,

and givethat roll to one of the servants,"she said,
with chillingcoldness.

Sotu sigheddeeply,but yielded,and togetherthe

badlyassorted pairwent between the sphinxes.
About two hours later Ned and his followers were

commanded to appear in the presence. It was a trying
ordeal,but our heroes braced up their courage, and
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costumed since our heroes had lastseen her. She now

appearedmore like the conventional woman, and less

l^e the paladin.
Her jetblack hair was plaited,and hung down over

her shoulders in two thick links,being placedalso
low on her broad forehead. Above this sat her serpent
tiara.

Her superbarms were naked to the shoulders,

exceptfor the jewelledbraceletsand wristletsthat she

wore. One breast was also bare,the other being
covered with goldenscales. Largeear-ringsrested

againsther cheeks,and a wide necklet of diamonds

and a scarabaeus made of emerald, as a pendant,
encircled her smooth neck. From the snake zone

round her waist,to her jewelledsandals,fell a robe of

diaphanousand changingsilkin numerous folds,which,

closelyplaitedas these were, stillexhibited her limbs

beneath. In her righthand she held a sceptreof

ivory,gold,and jewels,while at her sideskneeled eight
slaves fanningher with largepeacockfeathers. In

front of them crouched two livinglions and four

leopards.



CHAPTEE XXXII

KING SOTU TO THE BESOUE

This was the gorgeous spectaclethat greeted our

adventurers as they were led by Pylea and her young

warriors through the staringcrowd of Eamadamains.

They paused at the bottom of the steps to make

their best bow, yet they did not attempt to kneel as

the amazons were doing.

The queen looked them over leisurelyfor a full

minute, then she slowlyextended her arm and lowered

her sceptre towards them; as she raised it again,

Pylea and her followers stood up.

" You are welcome, strangers,to our court,"she said,

in that clear,penetratingvoice, so distinct yet so coldly

smooth. " Approach, young chief,"she added, pointing
to Ned, who slowlywent up the steps until he was a

few feet from the lions and leopards; then he prudently

paused.
" We have not beheld a man like you before. Tou

are young and strong and, we hear, can fight. We are

pleasedwith you."
Ned bowed and blushed deeply.
'^You have a request to make to us. Beveal it

without delay."
Ned cleared his throat,and, in the most flowingterms

at his command, said that,having seen her greatness
and been blinded by her glory and majesty, he was

more than satisfied,and would fain take his departure,

\\dth his followers.
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Her majestyfrowned as she listenedto this request,
and when it was finished^she said in the same even

tones "

" That may be,stranger.But many of my warriors

requirehusbands,as theywill be widows presentlyJ*

She looked round the hall with a slightsmile,
embracingSotu in that sweepingglanoebefore she

stared once more at Ned. Poor Sotu shrank on his

throne,while the male portionof the audience shook

visibly.
" We heat you do not spendyour leisurehours com-posing

poetryand drinkingwine,but that you run and

wrestle as our women do. This is a new experience
to us, of mankind,and we desire to see more of it'*

Like Napoleonthe First,and some other great
people.Queen Isori was accustomed to utter her

thoughtsand wishes without the slightestregardfor
her audience. She continued,as clearlyand smoothly
as before"

^' This is our pleasure.To-morrow we shall hold a

tournament of racingand wrestling.We choose you

as oiMr antagonist,and those of our warriors who have

had enoughof their presenthusbands shall select a

man from your followers. If you prevailover us, then

we shallbe your servants ; but if we prevailover you,
then you shallbe our servants to do with as we please.
I have spoken.Ton may kiss my hand."

Yes ; she had spoken,Ned thought,as he bent over

the shapelyring-coveredfingersextended to him,and
touched them with his lips.She had spoken,and placed
him in about as bad a fix as Paul Erugerhad done.

He glancedat Sotu as he hastilyretreatedfrom the

vicinityof Isoriand her wild beasts. The kingsat in a

limpstate of collapsemost pitifulto see. His under jaw
had fallen,his black eyes showed a bloodshot rim right
round them,his saffroncheeks were bleached,and his
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sharpnose was blue. Alreadyhe felt the fiettalnoose

dosinground his thirstythroat.

"King Sotu giyesa feast to-night,and we have

promisedthen to listen to his powerfulepic Those

warriors who intend competing to-morrow will be

excused from this evening'srevel."
Calm and smooth as ever was that dismissal uttered.

Ned and his chums quittedthat glorioushall in

desperation.
Pyleawent with them, with her company. They

were all very silentand grave as theypassedalongthe
streets ; nor did they utter a word until they were

inside the gardenwalls. Then Ned could contain his

feelingsno longer.
"See here, Pylea; I cannot stand this sort of

arrangement. Poor images as King Sotu and the

other objectsare; this is playingit too rough on

them, and on us also. The stakes are too heavy. As

a gobd chum, giveus your advice."
" Her majestyhas snared you, my friends,"replied

Pylea,sadly. "Whether you win or lose,she will

keepto her purpose ; for she never changes.If you

conquer her to-morrow, it will be all the same as if

she conquered you, for she has promised nothing.
The kingis doomed."

" Then we mtist escape at once. Will you helpus ? "

Pylea sat silent for a long time, lookingat her

comrades,then she said"

" The queen is immovable,but King Sotu iscrafty,
and may helpus for his own sake. I dare not aid

you by day,and no one can leave the cityat night
without an order from the queen, backed by her signet-
ring. Now, Sotu is his wife's secretary,and he alone

dare approachher when she sleeps.Perhapshe will

write this order and steal the ring. I shall go and

see him while the queen isrestingafterher journey/'
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^'Good. Meantime see that your cliajriotsare readyand

your leopardswell fed,and we will packup !
" criedNed.

"Do not stir from here till I come. If I can, I

shallbringthe kingwith me,"

They had to wait a weary time before Pyleareturned
with her terror-stricken and dejectedmale monarch.

As soon as Ned saw him he trailed him inside the hall

and pouredout a flagonof wine for him. This the

king swallowed at a gulp,then he sank on a couch

with a hollow groan.
"Pluck up, your majesty! If you helpus to clear

out to-nightyou'lllive to compose many epics,odes,
roundelays,and coupletsyet. It onlywants an effort"
and a littlewit."

" It requiresmore than all these to outwit IsorL I

can write out the order " ^nay,it is here. I may also

steal the ringwhile she sleepsif I can onlykeepsober

enougL But 'tisof this I fear ; how can I keep so,

havingto give a feast? Why did you come here to

trouble me? Oh, that fatalepicI It has been my ruin.'*

" You must resistthe amber and rubyfor this once

if you wish to have many more bowls. Let me tie

this rope round your neck,and it will remind you of

your doom if you swallow one cup too mucL"
" No, thanks ! " cried Sotu,shrinkingback.
"I shall go to the feast,"said Pylea,quietly,"and

guard you as much as I can. The queen wiU retire

early.You must leave the feast immediatelyshe goes ;

for a time,then I shall walk you about in the gardens
tillyou are quitesober. After you get me the ring
you may return to the table and enjoyyourself."

"And what about to-morrow?" asked the king,
fearfully.

" If you do not get the ringto-night,sire,to-morrow

you will be dead,"answered Pylea,impressively.
" But who will take the blame ? "
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" I shall,"answered Ned. " I shall write a letterto

the queen, and return the ringafter I haye used it; she

will then think that I have taken it. Onlyget it first,
and then make yourselfdead drunk afterwards. That

willremove her suspicion,ifshe has any respectingyow."
" 1*11keep sober and do it,"cried the king,almost

resolutely."Afterwards,perchance,I may empty a

few gobletsto avert stwpicion.Pour me out another

cup of wine."

"No more at present,"said Pylea, "Remember

what you have to do."

His majestywas used to beingcontrolled by his

female subjects,therefore did not repeat his request.
He did not staylong,however,after the arrangements
were completed.

The gods had giftedhim, as they generallydo
limited and feeble minds, with an amazing amount of

vanityand self-complacence.He possessedall the

composure, easy assurance, and superciliousnessof a

tenth-rate actor,weak author,singer,or juvenilecritic.
He was like the rest of his class,utterlydepravedin
his habits and instincts ; cruel,selfish,crafty,and cold

by nature,as well as timid and treacherous. But he

was a most highlyeducated dilletta/nte,and a proficient
in those small imitative arts and sciences which his

warlike spouse so openlydespised;he could paint
well,cook well,and playwell,accordingto the stiff,

faulty,and formal laws of a limited past. Every art,

science,and tradition in this country stood still.

Nothing had progressedduringthe centuries in this

land exceptthe women. In fact,he patronizedand
dabbled in most of the refined branches of that effete

civilization. He had no sense of humour. Shallow-

minded and conceited peoplenever are witty,nor can

theyappreciatea subtile jest.He affected cynicism,
but it was of the feeble and tastelessorder. In matters
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of traditionand custom he was a doggedbeliever and

slave. Strengthand authorityhe cringedabjectly
under. Insult passedover him like water from the

back of a duck. When not under the immediate

influence of fear,he was as imperviousto all other

emotions as consumingvanitycould make him. He

considered hinxself as the super-refinedsalt of the

earth,and his wife as a superbanimal,who pleased
his artisticsenses with her matchless charms,and pro-tected

him with her strength.He was supremely
satisfiedwith himselfand also with her,and delighted
to speakabout and extol her superiorpoints.

As for the other littledrawbacks of Ids self-indulgent
existence,his ignobleplaceand loss of dignity,he
did not feel any more shame in the servitude than a

flunkeycan ; while regardinghis eventual destiny,as

longas he did not feel the noose at his neck,he was

as happilyoblivious to it as the contented pig is

amongst the acorns. ''Death comes to all alike,in

some form or other,"he would say cynically,when he

saw the mummy-case sent round,'' and we must pay

some pricefor our pleasantlives."
He had entered the presence of Ned and hisfollowers

the most woebegoneand shiveringwretch that ever

stood on the gallows.But the sightof their stalwart

forms and resolute faces restored his confidence. It

was like a reprieveto the condemned felon,a week's

engagement to the needy and improvidentactor.
From abjectterror he bounded into the regionsof
insufferableassurance, like an inflatedair-ball.

He insisted on recitinghis epicbefore he took his

departure,and dwelt lingeringlyover its choice

languageand far-fetched imagery. Fortunatelyit
was brief,for he was one of these poetswhose muse is

gaspy in her leaps,as well as obscure in her metaphor
and phrases.Like a small phial,his mind could not
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as he caughtwhat he thoughtwas the joke. *'We

remove them then,stuff them with garlicp̂ine-apple,
and bananas,and slightlyroast them within tamarisk

leaves. I shall send you a dish of them to-night.
They are most delicatein flavour and rarelysucculent."

Ned bowed. He feltlike kickingthis callous and

cowardlyfiend,but policyforced him to dissemble.

** It will be also strictlynecessary for you to take

with you some royalgifts,so as to givecolour to your

leaving.I have control of the queen'streasure-house,
and I shallattend to this,and send you some of our art-

work in gold,with a few good stones. I shall also give

you, as a partinggifthorn myself,some daintiesof mtf

own preparingto partakeof on your journey."
Sotu smiled gentlyas he said these words,and took

his departure.
"Have nothingto do with the king'squailsand

dainties. He is an adept at poisoning,and he only
smiles like that when he meditates torture and death,"
said Pylea,earnestly,as soon as the royalwretch had

gone.
"He is a genialgentleman,"repliedNed, lightly.

" I wonder he hasn't longsince poisonedhis wife."
" He dare not,for his own sake. When she dies his

daughterwill reign,and her firstact will be to strangle
her father."

" Blessed King Sotu !" happyland !" said our heroes.

By sundown they were all preparedto leave. In

the dusk several mutes broughtthe promised gifts
from the treasury.Some time afterwards the dainties

arrived in goldenvessels.
Our heroes emptiedthe eatables out on a shrub-

covered partof the garden,but the dishes theypacked
up with the other articles of virtu. There were a

water-bagfull of large diamonds, and over three

hundredweightof cups, vases, and imagesof gods
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made from the purest gold. The hearts of our

adventurers beat lightlyas they distributed this

preciousweightamongst their packages.
Six hours afterthis theypacedthe groundand watched

the illuminated palacesfrom the walls of their garden^
in a fever of unrest and anxiety. Their hopeswere all

dependingupon the self-restraintof this hopeless
drunkard,and Pylea. Would she succeed ?

The full moon shone over the city,so beautiful and

stately,with its carved and paintedwalls,delicious

gardens,deep canals,arches,and wide steps; on its

monuments, obelisks,sphinxes,and mighty temples;
on its crowded,broad avenued streets and gleaming
lake beyond,where floated the sloping-prowedbarges,
with their awningsand gildedsaloons.

Would Pylea succeed and secure the ring? The

chariots were standingladen inside the gardenwalls,

readyfor the leopardsto be harnessed to them. The

young amazons were fondlingthe fed and tamed

beasts in their cages within the stables,or walking
beside their sable friends in the side avenues. They
were biddingthe handsome Kaffirs,whom theycould

not keep,farewell. Womanlike, they would rather

see them go than see them owned by more powerful
rivals. But they were grave and melancholyat the

coming sacrifice,and did not resent the dark manly
arms that were round their armoured waists. Doubt-less

they were listeningto words that theywould not

soon forget.
Graduallythe streets emptied,and chariots rolled

from the palacegates,drawn by the amazons who had

been guestsof the queen and king. Only the hus-bands

were left behind with Sotu. The queen had

retired. Another hour of fearful suspense passed,and
then Pyleaappearedwith the signet-ring.King Sotu

had kepthis word for once in his aimless life.



CHAPTER XXXIII

THE ESCAPE

Swiftly and silentlythe leopardswere harnessed to

the chariots. Then each amazon took the reins ând,
with her particularfriend beside her,drove through
the gatesand into the almost deserted streets.

It was two hours pastmidnightnow, and the citizens,
with the exceptionof the guardsand the male revellers,

were longsince asleep.
A lovelynight for a drive,for young peoplepar-ticularly.

Only the roaringof the confined beasts,
with the callingof the frogsin the papyrus reeds,
could be heard. Serene and mellow the moon looked

down from a cloudless sky upon the restful city,the

empty wharfs and stairs,and the "inge*linedlake,
where also slepttheir god-ships,the crocodiles. It

was a splendidcountry for women, cats, crocodiles,

serpents,and other sacred and venerated things,but
not so favourableto men. Our adventurers were leaving
itgladly.

' At the outer gatetheyhad a littletrouble,as Pylea
had expected.

The conmiandress chanced to be one of the ladies

who had decided to compete in the listson the morrow.

She had fixed her discriminatingeyes upon Cocoeni,
and when roused up by a subordinate,regardedthe
exodus with gloomy suspicion.

The order,however, was so definite,and the signet-
ringbeyonddispute; yet she wanted some particulars,

268
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"It is the written command of Queen Isori,that

these strangerspass throughwithout delay.They gb
to offer sacrificeto their godsin the desert before t^e

contest,"added Pylea,with a digof her heel at Ned,
who crouched behind.

" Yes, dauntless captain,"said Ned. " Your gods
are not our gods,nor your customs ours."

" Are these the sacrificesyou take with you ? " asked

the statelyamazon, pointingto the packages.
" Yes," answered Ned, brazenly," our offeringsare

allthere."

"It is strange,for I was with the queen before

supper, and she said nothingof this. Let me send a

messenger to her."

" By no means. See,it is written here that she is

not to be disturbed this nighton painof death. She

is weary with her journey,and wishes to prepare also

againstthe morning."
" Umph ! it is my duty; pass on."

Ned waited with Pyleato see the other chariots go

through.As theydid so, the native amazon looked

at each one keenly.
" Stop! " she cried,as Cocoeni was passing; " this

is the man I have chosen to fightwith. Step forth

and let me look at you."
" Get out and satisfythe captain,Cocoeni,"said Ned.

" Show your muscles,and be quickabout it."

Cocoeni rose, nothingloth,and stalked up to the

side of the amazon. She turned him round, feeling
Ids bicepscritically,as an intendingpurchasermight
examine a horse. Standingside by side,their heads

were on a level,a splendidpair as to heightand
breadth of shoulders. But the woman had seen more

than thirtysummers, whereas Cocoeni was her junior
by many years.

" You are a finefellow,yet I think I can throw you,"
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she said,while her black eyes sparkled?dth admiratioiL
** Will you tryonce with me now ? *'

"ShallI,baas?''
** Yes,"answered Ned. " Gtet her on the other side

of the gate,oyer by the green bank,while we all pass

throngh.Then,don't waste any time,gripher qnick
and pitchher into the lake,if yon can. It will create

a diversipn."
He gave these instructions,in English; then,turning

to the warlike dame, he said mildlyin her language"

"The lord Cocoeni will take up your ofifer,braye

lady; but as I have no desire to see eitherof you hurt

on the hard stones,and so spoilour sportwhen the day
comes, I fix upon yondersoft sward as the ground.One
throw only,"

" So let it be."

The dame retired for a moment to prepare herself

and do up her hair. She had been standingup to now

in her nightcostume.
While she was absent,Pyleawhisperedsomethingto

one of her band. The girlnodded,and,turningher
chariot,darted back the way theycame.

" Where is she going?
" asked Ned.

** To keepwatch in the shadows,"whisperedPylea.
^'This woman is my aunt, therefore I know, her well.

She will send a messenger to the palacewhile she

delaysus, and that messeng^ must be stopped."
" Oh I ^Cannotwe make a bolt for it while she is

inside?"
'

" Two hundred bows would be ,bentif we did so.

One bow will be quitesufficient,"answered Pylea,
calmly.

She was a pluckygirl,quickand prompt in her

actions,and had proveda first-ratechum allthrough
to Ned and his friends,but she had no weak senti-

mentalism about her. She could remove a human
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impedimentwith the same utter indifference that

country ladies kill pnllets.As a Mend^ however,she

was eana reproche.Ned feltthat the presentoccasion

was one in which he must not be too fastidious,yet
he shuddered to think of the luckless messenger.

As the last of the chariots,exceptthat one which

had turned back,passedbeneath the lintelof the arch-way,

Ned saw a white-robed,bald-headed little man

steedout of a side-window,and gliderapidlyacross the

moonlightto the shadow side of the road. As he did

so, Pyleaagaintouched Ned with her foot.

" My aunt will be a widow sooner than she intended,"

she whispered."There goes my uncle to meet his

death."

Almost immediatelyafterwards the amazonian aunt

came out of the guard-housedoor,clad in lightchain-

armour, and with onlya scarf tied tightlyround her

waist. She was barefooted,so that she might not slip
easy. She looked a formidable figureas she strode

over to where Cocoeni was waitingfor her. A crowd

of the guardwas gatheredround,leavingthe gate

open and unprotected.
"Wait one instant,"said Pylea. "Ah, here they

come."

The young amazon who had been sent back,drove
her chariot and her Kaffir passenger almost noise-lessly.

She nodded slightlyas she drew up, and

murmured softly"

" He liesin the shadow,thirtyyardsdistant. I re-moved

the arrow from his heart as we passedhim."
" Qt)od,"answered Pylea;then togethertheypassed

throughthe gateand drew up at the other side.

Pylea,havingordered her followersto drive on out

of arrow-shot,remained behind with Ned and Cocoeni's

driver to watch the contest.

The combatants stood face to face watchingeach



272 The EmpireMakers

other keenly,and lookingout for a chance to spring
in. The newlymade widow was a wilyold bird,and up
to eyery feint. She was in no haste to close,as she

wished to lingerthe game. Several times she pre-tended
to be about to take the leap,alwaysto draw

back.
** Quick,Cocoeni ; trust to your strengthand finish

it,"cried Ned, who was chaffingat the delay.
" All right,baas."
Cocoeni walked slowlytowards the amazon, who

now began to retreat, but towards the edge of the

water. Seeingthis,she suddenlysprang to one side

and attemptedto pass him.

It was a fatalmove ; for Cocoeni,quickas lightning,
leaptupon her,and grippedher sideways,slipping
both arms under hers as ^e twisted round.

There was no questionof chivalryor gentletreat-ment

now. The woman felt,as those muscidar long
arms closed round her,as if she was in the embrace of

a python.It was such a hug as she had never before

received. Her ribs felt'cracking,and her lungscom-pressed

so that she could not breathe or use her arms.

She was taken at a disadvantageand completelyat his

mercy.
Cocoeni had his back towards the lake,which was

three yardsdistant With a hoarse,savage laugh,he

imprinteda loud kiss on the open mouth so close to

him, and the next instant sent her flyingover his head

three feet clear of the bank. With a shrillcry and a

loud splash,she disappearedinto the water.

"There, baas, she will not forgetthe throw of

Cocoeni,"he shouted,as he clambered into his chariot.

Away theydashed at fullspeed" gettinga parting
glimpseof the drenched dame as she scrambled drip-
pinglyashore ; pastthe suburban villasand fieldsand

out to the arid desert.
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Onwards! The pursuers are gainingground,but

they are still as far off as the mountain, and it is

stationary.
The leopardsare fed recklessly,and rush along

madly as if they were free. With long bounds they
cover yardsof ground at a time. Their eyes blaze

fearfully,and bloodyfroth fliesfrom their gapingjaws.
They want no drivingnow ; they are possessedwith
the most savage fury.
**They will reach the mountain. We dare feed

them no longer; they are mad," cried Pylea,looking
onlyat the cliffs.

Ned was lookingbehind. How rapidlythe pursuers

were gaining! Already he could distinguishindi-viduals

where before he had only seen a confused

mass. Their arrows were gleamingin the brightsun-beams.

At last! The chariot joltedsuddenlyand over-turned,

sendingNed and his bundle sprawling.Pylea
had leapedlightlyout and was helpinghim up.

The leopardslay gaspingtheir last breath. All

alongthe line the others layin the same condition.

Some had fallen exhausted,others the amazons had

slainwith their arrows, to preventthe maddened beasts

from dashingagainstthe rocks.

The drivers and passengers were running full speed
for the archway,carryingtheir loads with them. From

the desert came a hoarse roar like the sound of waves

breakingon shingle.
It was the army of Eamadama urgingon their lions

and leopcurds.
" Quick I'*

pantedPylea,no longercalm.
Ned got up and ran, as he had never done before,

throughthe hall,and up the longstairwaythat led to

freedom.
" Run on for your lives,and look not back ; we will
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follow/*cried Pylea,as she rangedher warriors in front

of the stairs.

Up they went, one after the other,as fast as they
could scramble,those thousands of steps. Exhausted

at last,theyreached the chamber of the pythons.
Here they sank down breathless to wait on Pylea

and her regiment.
Not a sound could be heard from below. Had the

brave girlsremained there to face their infuriated

queen ? For the second time in their lives our heroes

felt themselves to be mean cowards. The firsttime

had been when theykilled the babygorilla.
" We can never leave these brave girlsin the lurch

like this,lads. We must return and save them, or die

with them," cried Ned, in sharptones of agony.

Grippinghis revolver,and followed by his men, he

rushed with frantic stepsdown the stairs.

At the fourth landinghe stoppedsuddenly.There
before him leaned againstthe wall the friend of

Cocoeni,with the blood drippingthroughher fingers
as she pressedher hand againsther side.

"Come no further,"she gaspedfaintly."I only
am leftalive."

"What!" cried Ned, startingback in dismay.
" Are theyall slain? Is Pyleaalso dead ? "

Cocoeni by this time had reached forward,and was

holding the dying girlin his arms, the hot tears

runningdown his cheeks.

"All," repliedthe girl."I was sent forward to

close the wall at the first stair. Before I reached

it they were cut down. I saw Pylea fall even as I

received this wound, but I had strengthenough to

close the stone door and creep up the stairs thus

far."

Her head sank as she uttered the last words against
the breast of Cocoeni.
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"Bring her up to the hall,Oocoeni,"said Ned,

brokenly.
Not a dry eye was amongst them.

Cocoeni carried her up as gentlyas he could,but

before theyreached the sculpturedhall,she was almost

gone.
As he laid her down,she openedher eyes and smiled

wanly. Then she whisperedso faintlythat they had

to bend close to hear the feeble accents.

"They cannot open the door I closed,for hours.

You have time to escape. Destroythe stairsat the

top and you are safe."

Her militarytrained mind was stillplanning,even
althoughthe life-blood was nearlydrained fiom her

heart. Another longpause, and then she openedher

lipsand her eyes for the lasttime.
" Cocoeni,you are onlya man, after all,for you are

weepingjustas ours do when theyare hurt. Eiss me,

as you did two nightsago in the garden,for which I

rebuked you then,but I am now as weak and foolish

as you are."

Cocoeni pressedhis warm lipsto her cold ones.

When he removed them her lipsremained apart She

was dead.



CHAPTER XXXIV

THE BETURN

"It is a wonderful story,boys. With those stones

and bric-a-braeto support it,I am the last man in the

world to cast doubts upon its veracity.I wish,how-ever,

that you had brought with you that quarter
cohort of young amazons; we could do with them

now in Rhodesia. However, go on and finish your

yam. What did you do with this poor girl? "

Dr. Jim had received our heroes at Buluwayo.
At presentthey were on their way from the capital

of Rhodesia to Mafeking with a train-load of native

allies. Other laden trains were followingin their track.

Much had happenedduringtheir absence from the

fieldof progress, as their captaininformed them. The

Transvaal Government only, like the kingdom of

Eamadama, stood still.

The suzeraintydisputehad swallowed up many
mouths, while Kruger,with his usual policyof aggres-sive

arrogance and false professions,had lain like a

great tortoise in the way, pushingits head out, and

drawingit back againbefore it could be choppedoff.
He was making a move at last. Emboldened by

the quietdeportment of Britain,he considered that

the hour had arrived when he could show his head

plainly,and walk on as he wanted.

Craftyand timid althoughhe was, Krugerhad not
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been idle inside his shell. He had watched the politi-cal
troubles that threatened his enemy, until now he

considered their hands too fullwith outside affairsto

be able to send much helpto South Africa.

It was a fixed beliefwith Krugerand his country-men
that England was in the same positionthat the

Boman Empire had been when her legionswere
recalled from Albion. He knew how her power was

envied by the other great nations,and how isolated

she stood facingthe world. He had intriguedwith
those ill-wishersuntil he considered himself sure of

support.
Onlyblind hatred moved- him now. To break the

power of this abhorred race, he was preparedto sacrifice

the Republicand make his countrymen serfs,so that

he might be allowed to have a life-postas governor,
and see the Uitlanders crushed.

'^You have justcome in time to take a hand in

clearingthe board,if you are not afraid to venture

once more into Krugerland,"Dr. Jim had told them

when he met them.

"We have sure intelligencethat he intends to

abrogatethe Convention of London, and declare the

absolute independenceof the South African Republic
on the tenth of this month. We have a copy of his

intended ultimatum. He will allow the Uitlanders

only twenty-fourhours to decide whether they will

declare themselves as enemies to their native land,or
else be driven from the country,or imprisoned,with
their property confiscated. A genend massacre is

clearlyintended of allwho dare resist

" It is now the third of October, so that we have

seven daysbefore us to prepare for the old murderer.

We have not been idle any more than Krugerhas,and
this time we have playedhis own game, the hiding
one. From Fourteen Streams to the Portuguese
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border on the north we have the Transvaal environed

and practicallyhemmed in; from Fourteen Streams

to Usuta theyare also isolated,althoughtheydo not

know it; the natives of Swazi and Gaza lands are

ready to rise at the signal,and pour across the

border;a fleet of warshipsprotectsCapetown,Port
Elizabeth,and Durban, so that the tactics of Mr.

Schreiner are so far defeated.

"We have hundreds of volunteers on their way
from Canada,Australia,and New Zealand. They are

bringingarms and ammunition enoughfor allpurposes.
They wUl land at Durban and Cape Town in a few

weeks at latest.Yes ; I think we are nearlyreadythis
time for the tortoise when he puts out his head,with-out

havingto trouble our mother for too much help,
exceptthose who man her fleet."

" And what can we do ? " asked our heroes. " Com-mand

us, for we are ready."
" Well,I want you, Eomer, to take a message into

Johannesburg,and wait there tillthe fun begins."
"Yes," repliedNed.
" You must have some kind of disguise.I see you

have grown a crop of down on your cheeks. I think

you might sacrificethat,and you'llmake as smashing
a young woman as one of your amazons."

Ned laughed,and said he was willingto changehis

sex for the time.

"All right,"repliedthe doctor. "Well put the

dressmaker of Mafekingon to you and your chums,
and send you in to cajolethe Boers. You, Eaybold,
must go to Pretoria. And you, Weldon, to Bloemfon-

tein. I shall want Cocoeni and his fellows alongwith
me.

" There must be no hesitationthis time amongst the

Uitlanders. On the midnight of the eleventh they
must riseto a man, and hold the difierent towns until
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the outside forces joinyou. If all goes well,as I can-not

see how it can miss,take possessionof the trains

and telegraphoffices,so as to let no message go out or

enter the land. Our partof the game must be finished

before the world can hear about its opening,and this

rotten Eepublicwill then be a thingof the past. We

intend to hold the kopjesthis campaign,and force

these skunks into the open ; also to ayoid bloodshed as

much as possible,onlythe victorymust be on our side

" and complete."
Dr. Jim gave our heroes a greatmany other details

and instructions on the journeydown. He had been

trainingand moving men to differentpartsfor the past
seven months in anticipationof this event,as settlers

and their servants, as unostentatiouslyas he could

manage it. While Kruger had been busycoquetting
with foreignpowers, and buyingthe latest improve-ment

in weapons, Cecil Ehodes had been quietlystock-ing

and populatingthe lands adjacentto tlieTransvaal.
" By the way, Eomer, I have some personalnews for

you, which might have interested you more deeply
than it is likelyto do now that you have made your

own fortune."

" Yes ? " asked Ned, curiously.
" Mr. Bhodes has been home, and lookinginto your

affairs.He alwaysfindstime to attend to the interestsof

those he takes in hand,with allhis other bigconcerns."
" And what has he discovered about me ? "

** That your father first,and afterwards you, trusted

as scoundrellya thief as was ever transported,to

manage your fortune."

"Ah!"
" Yes ; this Jabez Raymond,the solicitor,has robbed

your late father and you systematicallyfor many years,
forgingpapers and creatingmortgages wholesale.

Mr. Ehodes knew your father and the positionhe held
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wrapped her up in the outer linen of the mummy,

after readingthe service over her,and replacedthe
lid of the sarcophagus.Properly,I suppose, she

should have been embalmed, for,accordingto her

religion,her soul was in jeopardyby her being
entombed in this fashion. But I dare say shell find

her bodyagainat the resurrectiondayquiteas easilyas

any of her countrywomen will find their more carefully
preservedearthlyshells.

*^ This done we stwrted up the stairs,carryingthe

mummy with us. We did this so as not to horrifythe
Kamadamains too much with our sacrilege.We reached

the topall right; then,rememberingthe dyingadvice
of Rhae about breakingdown the steps,I took back

with me a good chargeof gunpowderand dynamite,
and,placingthis in a wide crevice about a coupleof
dozen stepsfrom the top,I ran up a train of gun-powder

to the hall above.
" I had hardlyfinished thisoperationwhen we heard

them coming. We could hear their shouts and the

clashingof their armour as theyfilled the chamber

below and crowded up the stairs. At once I fired the

train,and bolted as hard as I could spinto the outer

door of the hall.

I " I had only taken about a dozen leapswhen the

explosiontook place.Into the vast hall the smoke

and dust flew from the smaller room, accompaniedby
the crushingand tumblingof the blasted slabs.

" As soon as the sounds ceased and the smoke cleared,
we ventured back to look at the damage done. We

had demolished not only the stairs,but torn great
masses out of the walls of the room as well. Where

the entrance to the stairshad been now layseveral
tons of broken masonry ; the passage was completely
blocked up.

"'We listened,but heard no sounds from below;
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then,satisfiedthat we were at last safe,we left the

largepaintedhall.
" Outside we went on the walls and looked over.

There avast crowd of chariots were standing,with a

number of amazon guards.They saw us, and several

bent their bows,but we could aflTordto laugh at this

display,as the arrows onlyreached a short distance up

the cliflfs.
" We at once hurried away, however,for suddenlya

thought occurred to me that there might be some

other way up, and we had no desire to be captured.
" Another thingmade us not lingerin that deserted

citadeL We had plentyof ammunition and wealth,

etc.,but we had very littleprovisions,and onlyabout

one bag full of water.

"Fortunatelywe were going down the hill,and
knew exactlyhow long we should take before we

reached the Rhodes fountain. But for all that, we

were nearlydead from thirstbefore we reached it.

** Those awful bashikonayants were in our minds

also,all down that hot and parchingdefile. If we

should meet them here,there was no hope for us.

Luckilywe did not,nor did we see any of them again.
"The stream was still runningas clearlyas ever.

We felthappywhen we reached it,even althoughwe
had not half a meal each leftout of our scantystock.

"Nor did we taste anythingafter that until we

were a full day'sjourneyfrom the mountain. Then

we killed a coupleof lions,and had to satisfyour

appetiteson them imtil we got once more amongst the

game.
" Here we were all right.We stayedthree weeks

on the plains,huntingand dryingmeat, and otherwise

preparingourselves for the dismal forest.
" We ha(lnot lost a man since starting,and for this

we all rejoiced; but in the return throughthe forest
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Tve were not quiteso fortimate,and I am sorry to haye

to reportthe loss of ten,whom we had to bnrythere.
" One day we ran rightinto a camp of those active

littlenomads, who surrounded us and gave us battle.

How many theywere we could not tell,as theydodged
us amongst the trees and brushwood.

'^ There must have been thousands,for althoughwe
shot about fiftyof them and keptthe rest at bay,yet
we suffered from them nightand day afterwards. Not

until we were clear of the forest were we able to shake

them off.
" They were dreadful and reyengefulpests; nor were

we ever sure when we might be piercedwith one of

theirpoisonedarrows.
" Three of our boyswent down duringthe firstcon-flict,

and after that the rest of the ten died from the

effects of the poison,one after the other. They had

been touched in vital parts,or else neglectedto look

aftertheir wounds at the time.
" I got one arrow in the ankle,but my boot so far

protectedme, that my wound was better in a week.

Cocoeni was wounded in the arm, and suffered dread-fully

for three weeks. The others who were hit

managed to suck the poisonout quicklyand wash the

wounds with disinfectants,so that theymanaged to

escape.
" None of us had fever,however,coming back. The

constant excitement we were keptin bythese dwarfish,
light-colouredsavages, with the quickmarches we took,

must have saved us from that evil.
" After the forest was over, the rest of our journey

was onlya matter of time. You may judgeof our

astonishment,however, when one day we saw the

corrugatediron roof of a railwaystation where some

months before we had passedthrougha countrypeopled
only by natives. Tou cannot, however,realize our
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delightwhen amongst those who came to welcome us

we beheld you " the hero of South Africa."
" I was as delightedto see you, my lads,and so will

Mr. Ehodes,when he lands in Cape Town and getsmy

telegramannouncingyour safe return. Let me con-gratulate

you on your remarkable success. You have

more than answered our expectations,and I am proud
of your achievements."

"That repays us tenfold for all we have gone

through,"answered our heroes, with beaming faces

and exultant hearts.



CHAPTER XXXV

"TO YOUB TENTS, O ISRAEL I"

At Mafekingour heroes received their final instruc-tions,

and were metamorphosedinto three large-boned,
amazonian young women, more awe-inspiringthan
beautiful to look upon. They were costumed in a

homelyfashion,as llieywere actingthe character of

domestic servants. Under this disguisethey passed
scrutinyand were not suspectedby their fellow-

passengers. Tall women are by no. means a novelty

nowadays,nor are awkward and masculine women, since

bicyclesand feminine athleticsare the vogue. Indeed,

to find a gentle,soft-voiced,graceful,and retiringlady
travelleris now the exceptionrather than the rule.

Therefore,when our heroes forgottheir actingand
took bigleapsin and out of carriagedoors,or crossed

their legsand their arms, it did not strike any one as

peculiarbehaviour. Women of this generationdo all

that men were at one time onlyprivilegedto do.

They raise their dresses and planttheir feet on the

cusMoned seats oppositethem, and do all sorts of

thingsthat were at one time supposedto be most

indelicate. Our heroes,being well-bred,gentlemanly

young fellows,conducted themselves a great deal more

decorouslythan the majorityof nineteenth-century
ladies would have behaved. Indeed,their native polite-ness

made them appear singularlysuperiorservant-girls.
They left their treasures with Dr. Jim to bank
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for them at Mafeking,and went on togetheras far as

Bloemfontein,in the OrangeFree State.

They had changedtrains at De Aar,and again at

Tunr Berg for the Boer line.

At Bloemfontein the first of their partingstook

place ŵhere Fred went off.

Ned and Clarence felt a bit melancholywhen they
said good-bye to their faithful and long-triedchum.

They reckoned that some fightinghad to be done

before they were re-united,if ever they were. If it

could have been managed they would have liked to

do the fightingin company, yet as it could not be

so, theybore the partingbravely.
As the paircrossed the border at Viljoen'sDrift,

and saw the trayi boarded by the hateful Boers,they
felt the old rage again possess them, which had so

longbeen almost forgotten.These arrogant,uncouth

bullies,who treated male and female with the same

rough brutality,made them clench their teeth and

draw their brows togetheruntil they looked very

forbiddingfemales indeed.

But the oflScialswere wonderfullypleasanttowards

them, consideringtheir unfriendlydemeanour. They
admired muscle and bone like theirs,and said audibly
that they would be fine vrows some day,when they
got fatter. They were passedon much more easily
than they expected. Once Ned had to correct an

impertinentGerman, who tried to make himself agree-able

in the fashion some cads have with unprotected
females. Ned promptlyknocked the rufiSan down

and kicked him under the seat. Then he leaned back

calmlyand gazedout of the window, until he suddenly
recollected that he should have called the guard
instead. He did this at once as soon as he remem-bered

his sex, and had the man removed in a very

dejectedand dilapidatedcondition.
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This German did not recover his presence of mind

until he reached Johannesburg.Then, when he saw

Ned on the platform,he ran panic-strickenout of the

station,vowingthat these Englishwomenwere demons,
and that it would be a long time before he wasted

his attentions on another of this ungratefulnation.
" Good-bye,Clara,"said Ned, as he stood with his

bonnet-box and bag on the platform.*' Take care of

yourself,dear,and don't go fallingin love with a Boer."

" Don't be afraid,Edwina darling.'' I'llgo for the

cruel wretches iftheytry to persecuteme, as you did

with that nastyGerman."
** Port's all right,meme leetle pigeon,"shouted a

bearded burgher,showinghis big face near. "You

justwait tillyou are asked,then you vil be von fine

old woman."

"Don't mind the rude fellow,Clara,"cried Ned,

wamingly. But Clarence was too quick; with a back-handed

slaphe sent the Boer staggeringbackwards
a dozen paces.

" Couldn't hold my hand back,Eddy dear. English-women
aren't used to these compliments,you know."

" Be careful,"saidNed. " Bemember our positions.'*
The burghertook his blow,however,without resent-ment.

Several of his countrymen were laughingat
him, thereforehe slunk away quietly.

" Good-bye,and trustingwe may meet soon."

Ned watched the train start with wateringeyes"
then he stalked out of the station and straightto the

Three Ace Club.

As he passedthroughthe streets he noticed that

thingsappearedmuch quieterthan when he was there

before. The policedid not interfere so much with the

citizens,nor were the armed Boers so aggressive.It
seemed as if a more tolerant spiritwas rulingtheir
behaviour.
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glancedover his shoulder after he had got a little

distance,and gaye a sigh of relief,when he saw

Stephannsleeringon a coupleof ladies who were

passing.The supposedservant had only attracted

him momentarily.He had failed to recognizehis
nose-breaker.

Ned feltsavagelygladthat this vindictive foe was

in the city.He trusted he wouldstayin Johannesburg
tillthe nightof the tenth,for he wanted to have it

out with him.

When he reached the club it was almost empty, but

the manager recognizedhim and took him upstairsto

a bedroom. Here he had a wash, and some lunch

broughtto him. Then he lay down and rested for a

few hours.

He was wakened by some one shakinghim, and

when he openedhis eyes he saw his old friend,Philip
Martin, by the bedside. Ned started up and shook

hands.

"Well, my fine young woman, so you have got
back."

Ned laughed,and told his message, which the other

listened to with sparklingeyes.
" We have been readyand waitingfor this message

for months past. So Eruger is going to make the

grandmove at last? He will get a mighty surprise,
instead of givingus one, as he intends."

He rubbed his hands gleefully.
^' I for one am heart-sick of all this long suspense

and inaction. I shall welcome the hour with the

greatestdelight Only there will be some blood-letting

before the affairis settled."

"I don't mind that," answered Ned. "Before

I arrived in JohannesburgI did not know what

hatred or revenge meant. It was Ejrugerand his

Boers who plantedthese passionsin my heart on
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my firstvisit. Duringmy absence the plantsdid not

thrive much. Now that I have returned,however,the
Transvaal air seems to have revived them suddenly.*'
"Yes," said PhilipMartin. "Hatred, envy, deceit,

revenge, greed,and gracelessnessare plantsthat grow
well and quicklyin the South African BepubUcan
garden. They are fine Dutch bulbs,and take kindly
to the Transvaal air. Since you have given me the

news of this crowningscheme of perfidyon the partof
the craftyand senseless tyrantEruger,I also feel as

if I don't mind sheddingsome gore if I can onlyhelp
to put him in his proper place" the felon's cell.

Latelyhe has been playingone of his favourite games
with us, which to those in the * know '

means * spoof
'

eventually.He has been actingthe partof ' Codlin '

as the only real friend of the Uitlander " the kindly
old humorist of Pretoria,the simple-mindedfarmer
chief."

" Yes ; he tried to make traitors and spiesof us in

that way,"remarked Ned.

" Just so. He has been talkingabout conciliation

and the blessedness of unityamongst brethren. Every
Sunday of late he has occupiedthe Dopper pulpit,
and his orations have been noted for their breadth and

mildness. The policewink at small offenders where

before they pouncedupon them rigidly,A general
tide of indulgenceand generosityappears to be setting
in towards us in every direction. There are rumours

that the franchise and full burgher rightswill be

proclaimedon the tenth. This the Yolksraad have

alreadyformallypassed,with certain conditions which

are to be told us by the presidenthimself on that

momentous day."
" Yes,"repliedNed, grimly; " the conditions you

might have suspectedall along,knowing Kruger's
tacticsof old. He seems to be an animal of instinct
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and habit Like the dog^he alwaysturns round the

regulationnumber of times. He never varies in his

movements, and never changes."
'^ You are right,Bomer ; he does not. He will humour

us up to the last moment, and then giveus our option
" to become traitorburghersand rebels to our queen,

or else be shot down ruthlessly.There will be no

mistake about the shootingif we decline,therefore

we must take time by the forelock,and anticipatethe

kindlyintentions of Oom PauL What are you going
to do meanwhile ? "

*' I shall stick to my presentdisguise,and live most

of my time in the kitchen,"continued Ned. ** I can

also do any littlemessages you may want about the

city."
** Yes,that will be best. I'lltell you how you may

also serve us, if you can playyour partsafely."
"In what way?"
"^ Get a sweetheart in the barracks if you can, and

we may, with your help,be able to surprisethem on

the eventful night,without havingto dynamitethem.
It may be a greatsavingof life on both sides."

"It is a low game you ask me to play,Philip; but,

as the Jesuitssay, Hhe end justifiesthe means.' FU

tryit on."

For the next few daysall went quietlyin Johannes-burg.

Those outsiders who were not in the secret

were happy that their trouble had blown over, and

that better times were now approaching.The three-

ace club-men went about their business,and pretended
to be satisfied,as the ignorantwere. The armed Boers

behaved like brothers.

The pastsins of Oom Paul appearedto be condoned.

Every one praisedhim now as the kindlyold patriarch
of Pretoria,who was at presenthard at work growingSk
pairof angel'swings.
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Ned had succeeded in fascinatinga big German

Zarp,and spent a portionof each day in his company-

Ned took the Teuton in preferenceto a Dutchman, as

he had not any repugnance to this nation,yet it was a

sacrificeto be amiable even to him.

On the ninth of the month he had two letters,one
from Fred,who called himself Fanny, and the other

from Clarence. They had arrangedon terms by which

theywould be understood by each other,that mightbe
read without suspicionby any one.

Fred wrote "

**Dear Edwina,
** When I reached my situation I found that

my placewas alreadyfilledup, and that I was not

wanted. I intend,therefore,to come to Johannesburg,
and be near you and Clara. I'd like to see the shops
of Pretoria,as I hear they are grandaffairs. Crowds

are goingfrom here,so I expect there will be a city
full presently.

" Your lovingcousin,
** Fanny."

Between the lines Ned read "

*' The OrangeFree State will joinwith the Transvaal

in the coming struggle.The Uitlanders here are all

prepared,and have efficientleaders. Yolunteers are

coming in to helpyou in greatnumbers. I am also

coming to take a hand."

Clarence wrote "

*'Dear Edwina, "

^' This is such a prettyplace,and I am most

comfortable in my situation. I trust you are the same,

I have found a sweetheart,after all,amongstthe Boers,

such a nice,useful,frank fellow. He took me to the
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Dopper Eirk on Sandayto hear the presidentpreach.
What a noble old gentlemanA^ is,to be sure I So fall

of Christian charityand fatherlysentiment. I fairly
fellin love with him, as you will,I am sure, when you

see him. My sweetheart is his footman,so that I have

been introduced to the household,and can find my way
about. I have a planhow to manage something,and
have alreadyquitea host of friendshere and am doing
weU. Are you coming up to see me when Fanny
comes ? Do so ifyou can, and I'llgetJohann to show

us over the privategardenof the dear old president.
A ladyfriendof mine iswritingthisfor me, as I have

hurt my righthand.
*^ Tour lovingfriend,

"Olaba."

Ned interpretedthis note as follows:"

" Grame allright.Have gotthe old humbug Kruger
under my eye, and have a planhow to make him my

prisonerwhen the time comes. Friends here readyfor

emergencies.If you can come up and help,do so."

That same afternoon Fred arrived,and the two took

the nighttrain to Pretoria,havingforwarded a wire

for " Clara "
to meet them.

Once more our heroes entered the abode of Eruger,
ushered thistime by a back entrance under the guidance
of the friendlyfootman Johann.

They spent the nighttogetherand studied their

plans. When Clarence revealed his scheme they
admitted that itmight be done. If he could capture
Kruger,it would be a bigfeather in his cap.

^'Oom Paul is not the man to be taken by.force

alone,"said Clarence. ^* He is game enoughto put a

pistolto his own head rather than yield.Now that

Fred is here,my plan is that one of us shall offerto

changeclothes with him when he ishemmed in ând



"To your Tents, O Israel!" 295

take him unawares somehow. We'll trust to chance

for the how, when the time comes."

Then it was all duly arranged,and theyprepared
themselves for the morrow.

It was a hot day in Pretoria,and the town was

crammed with visitors. Church Square was blocked

with people,and every other street was filledalmost to

sufTocation.

At the hour appointedthe presidentand his wife

drove up, surrounded by a close line of guarda He

took his placeon the platformthat had been raised

above the crowd outside the Government buildings.He

was greetedby thunders of applauseand a salvo from

the forts; then,as he rose, breathless silencesucceeded

the noise.

He began by readingover the resolutions and

decrees of the Volk^raadwith respectto the Uitlanders.

The reforms were grantedeven more completelythan
the Uitlanders had hoped. There wiere clauses,how-ever,

to each of these generous concessions which,
to those who knew what the termination would be,

crippledand nullified the most important.But the

generalaudience was not in a criticalmood. It roared

itselfhoarse with wild applause.
While this shoutingwas going on, the burlypresi-dent

stood grinningupon the crowd like an amiable

gorilla.Then, when silence was once more restored,

his expressionsuddenlyaltered. His cheeks became

puffed,and his eyes simk back beneath his heavy
brows,while his big ears stood out. Then with a

thunderous growl,like an angry beast,he read the

declaration of independencefirst,and the defiance to

England,and finished his oration in his harshest

accent

" To your tents,and consider whether you willbe with

us or againstus in thisholystrugglefor independence.
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My nltimatmn is alreadyon its way to this yerdomde

goyemment^ that would depriveus of our rights.In

twenty hours from this,every subjectof Englandwill
be our enemy^ be imprisonedând shot if we think

fit,or expelledfrom our country and their property
confiscated. To your tents and consider,for your fate

is in your own hands."

These words the grim presidentthundered out to

the dismayedUitlanders ; then he turned abruptlyand
leftthe scene as he had come, protectedby his armed

guard.
For a moment stupefiactionheld the crowd silent,

then a deepgrowlwent up from the masses who were

beingdispersedby the Zarps.
At this instant Ned Bomer felta touch on his arm,

and,lookinground,he saw PhilipMartin at his side.

"This ultimatum has changed our plans,"he
whispered,as he drew the three friends out of the

crowd. "The EnglishGovernment will now decide

the question,and we must do nothinginside the

Transvaal to disturb their plans. Our orders are now

to clear out before this ultimatum expires,and give
Oom Paul no excuse for his next step."
PhilipMartin was gloomy, and the faces of our

heroes also fellconsiderably.
"And are we to do nothing,Philip,after all our

preparations? " asked Ned, in a disappointedtone.
" Nothinginside the Transvaal Our work will be

outside,and there will be lots to do there,you take

my word. We must follow the exampleof tiieJews,
and skedaddle if we can, before the lines are closed.

Johannesburgmust be left for the present,until we

can come back with the British army. To-morrow
Natal and Cape Colony will be invaded,and then

England can no longerhold back. I am off to join
Baden-Powell,at Mafeking. Dr. Jim has gone to
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CHAPTER XXXVI

THE RELIEF OF KIKBEBLET

This most inliuman and bloody-minded Eruger, who

misquoted Scripture,as he so often did, considered

himself safe to order his victims to their empty tents.

He had stripped them, as he fondly thought, of all

means of protectingtheir wives and children. As he

imagined,they had only their naked fists to support
their manhood against his armed hordes ; therefore he

could be as bold as a bushranger who has bailed up a

household. He had them, or, as he impiously re-marked,

'' The Lord of the Boer hosts has put them

into our hands, even as He gave the Amalekites up to

the vengeance of Israel."

To those who were not in the " know ;
" the Jew

dealers and other aliens,who had no patrioticinterest

in the land, this ultimatum fell like the first ashes of

Vesuvius upon PompeiL It was definite,clear,and

curtailed. They had either to join in and fightwith

the Boers, or else be treated with those who stood for

English authority.
There was no equivocation,or holding aloof.

Johannesburg,with its riches,must be abandoned, and

at once, i.e. within the next twenty hours at latest.

Those who remained in that citywould be forced to

take up arms by the Boers, when the time of grace

\^ as over. They were driven like sheep into the pen,

where they were to be slaughtered if they did not

declare themselves enemies of England, and

themselves to the masters of this Boer rebellion.

29S
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Poor"miserableând terror-strickenwretches " ^these

goldand diamond traffickers,who had come here only
to make money, and who were without a singlemole-
cule of courage in theircomposition," theywere placed
between two fires,and knew not where to turn for

safety.They were likelyto be shot or hanged what-ever

side theydecided to take.

They drove home in their flash traps,or in the

saloon cars, with bloodless,flabbylipsand staring

eyes. Inside their swell houses they collapsed,and
found the champagneand brandyof no more aid to

them than coloured water.

Their wives,however," the painted,illiterate,dyed-
haired,and outrageouslydressed and bediamonded

ex-shopgirls,ex-barmaids,and ex-varietyactresses,"
were not going to let the twenty hours pass before

makingup their minds what to do. The Boers were

at their doors,and at present bosses of the show.

Like Simon, Lord Lovat,theybelieved in servingthe
customer who was in possession.
By six o'clock that nightthousands of these mer-cenaries

had signedthe papers of allegianceto the

Bepublic,and left Johannesburg in detachments,
escorted by their masters, while their women were

driven out of the countryto become paupers at Durban

and Capetown.
After a frightfuland never-to-be-forgottentrain

journey,our disguisedheroes at lastfound themselves

on British soil,with hearts burning with rage and

hatred at the vile treatment theyhad received in the

trains.

The rush for trains by that panic-thralledcrowd of

refageesresembled a stampedeof wild cattle. Delicate

women and children struggledfranticallyfor places
with rough,strongmen, and were gladto find them-selves

packedin open trucks. Order was at an end,
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and gallantryrarelydisplayedbythat pushing,shout-ing,

and swelteringcrowd,while the Boer oflScials

onlymocked at theirdespair.
By reason of their personalstrength,howerer,and

takingadvantageof theirdisguises,our heroesmanaged
to secure goodplacesfor themselves ; and also to pro-tect

a number of ladies,who would otherwise have

fared badly.Duringthe journey,also,the burghers
had reason to regretinsultingand tryingto frighten
these three strappingyoung females.

When theyreached CapeColonytheylearned much
more than theyhad been aware of before.

Paul Kruger and his burgherswere in a better

conditionforwarfare than had been suspected.The

loyalcolonistshad also been trifledwith and hood-winked

bythe Honourable Mr. Schreiner and his traitor

gang. In fact,the British forces were so scantyand

ill-provided,while on the enemy'sside were so many

spiesand rebels,that the young men no longerwon-dered

at the courage of the Transvaal chief.

Alreadywar had been declared,and Cape Colony
and Natal invaded in force, If the rebels had only
proper leaders,the Englishpossessionswere in extreme

danger.
Englandalso seemed bristlingwith renegadesand

pro-Boers,whose yelpingsdisturbedthe loyalcolonists
greatly.

But the lion was rousingup for action,and the

nation shouted out for punishmentto be meted out to

those insolentrebels. From every partof our mighty
Empirecame the offerof helpto the mother country.
The Boers,bytheirinvasions,had united Englishmenas
one people.When our heroes heard thisnews, theysaw
the wisdom of lettingthe Federals have the firstblow.

They were now goingto jointhe man theyadored,
and take a hand in the greatcomingstruggle.

1
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It was November 8rd before our heroes managed to

pass the rebel lines and get into Eimberley. Here

they found the town in a state of siege,but well

prepared.Cecil Khodes was calm and cheerful,with

no doubts as to the resultsof the war.

He welcomed the adventurers warmly, and heard

the account of their travels with pleasure.The news

they brought him also from the outside gave him

greatsatisfaction.
" There is nothingelse to be done now but to make

ourselves as comfortable as possiblehere,and defend

ourselves until we are relieved. We shall all have

enough work to keep us from beingdull."
He was right,as our heroes found as the weeks

rolled past. General Cronjeand his army kept them

in a constant state of attention and excitement.

Thanks to the personalmagnetismof Cecil Rhodes,
with his unfailingserenityand constant exertions to

amuse the besiegedtownspeople,the firsttwo months,

althoughnerve-trying,were not unpleasantfrom a

socialpointof view.

Balls,concerts,and partiesfilled up the intervals

of bombardingand repellingthe enemy. The town

had been well provisioned,and the great empire
maker had taken previousprecautionsto outwit his

rival,W. P. Schreiner,as far as could be done. Had

the loyalcolonists trusted implicitlyin the Cape
Premier, Eimberley,as well as Mafeking,must have

succumbed in a month. This Bond leader had played
his cards well to serve his friends the Boers at the

expense of his fellow-subjects; but Cecil Rhodes, like

Baden-Powell,found himself equalto the occasion.

Inadequatelygarrisonedas it was and imperfectly
armed, the mines which theywere protectingproved
of invaluable service to them. From the dSbris they
fprmed perfectfortsa^d trenches,and soon made the
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placeimpregnable.They had a splendidmayor, a

commander of infiniteresources, and a garrisonof un-*

dannted heroes. The result was that theykeptCronje
with his hosts and Long Toms at bay,and went on

eating,drinking,fighting,and enjoyingthemselves
in spiteof the deadlydangersthat environed them.

Yet it was nerve-trying,and added grey hairs to every
head in that beleagueredtown, young and old. Out

of bravado theymightspeakof those burstingshells
and those numerous attacks as subjectsfor joking,
but all the same, the sport was grim and heart-

corroding.
Every hour had its casualties,with wounded and

killed. No one knew the moment their own hour

might come.

As time went on and they became more isolated

from the world,it took a lot of pluckto keepa bold

front to the relentless,treacherous,and dastardlyfoe.
If theyhad not occasionallyreceived news of the out-side

world by specialrunners, they must have lost

heart longbefore their provisionsbecame short.

But theydid get reliable news now and again,and
that keptthem up to concert pitch.The brave fellows

knew that the world was watchingtheir heroic efforts,
and that the Empirehad risen and was pouringout its

best sons to helpand rescue them. They heard what

Canada, Austndia, and New Zealand were doing.
They knew that the home Gtovemment was now

working with might and main to repairits former

errors of undue trust and confidenca They would not

be deserted,nor would Englandneglecther duty now.

The iniquitousand falseBoer would be crushed,even

althoughitcost England her best and bravest This

braced them up and enabled them to endure all that

theywere called to endure.

They knew that the enemies of England" those
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wretched traitors,traduoers,and fratricides" were

repudiatedby their countrymen as obnoxious vermin.

They knew that the gold which Kruger and his

hirelingLeyds had scattered broadcast,had failed to

influence the people. The peopleof Englandwere

not to be biased by paid demagogues. They de-manded

that rightshould be done,and the Grovem-

ment obeyedthe universal voice. The defenders of

Kimberleywere holdingthis postfor the Empire,and

theydid so bravely,now that the Empire appreciated
their efforts. While a man was left,and an ounce of

food remained,Cronjemight bark his loudest,they
would never cave in.

This was the kind of spiritwhich moved the whole

camp. When food began to fall short and theyhad
to buckle their belts tighterround their waists,they
did so with a jest,for theyknew that the end must be

victory.
They heard the news about Ijadysmith,and all

about the British disasters. But theyalso heard that,
instead of sixtythousand men beingsent out to help
them, Englandwas packingoff two hundred thousand

of her best soldiers,and readyto send at the back of

that six or eighthundred thousand,if wanted,to clear

the board. That assurance braced them up. The

Lion and his cubs were in earnest now, and the inflated

rebels were doomed. The Boer had thrown off the

mask too completelyever to be trusted with a rifle

again. He must be disarmed and kept so until he

was civilized. The master villains,Paul Eruger and

his weak-minded catspaw,Steyn,would be arraigned
for their crimes againstcivilization and quashed.
This Cronje,the vile and brutal murderer, would

yet bo tried for his atrocities,and punishedas he

deserved. Schreiner and his brother traitors would

have to give account of their stewardshipand be
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properlyrewarded,and the land would be free for

honest colonists to cultivate.

Not a man in this beleagueredgarrisonbut rested

assured that those Irish Nationalists,those paidBoer

agents and home-bred renegades,as well as the

treacherous Cape Afrikanders,would yet get the just
reward of their atrocioustreascm ; and this braced them

up to endure half and quarterrations,and to stand to

their guns while famine,feyer,and shellsthinned their

ranks day afterday. They trusted in their countryto
do her dutywhen the hour of retributionarriyed,and to

punishthose dastards who used explosivebullets,fired

on hospitalsand the women's quarters; who used the

sacred white flagfor murder,wantonlyslaughteredthe
wounded and tiieirbenefactors in spiteof the red

cross flag; who ravenouslydestroyedand looted fEurms,
and did in a hundred ways what savages would have

been ashamed of. They trusted that all these dastardly
actions would be siftedand punished,in individuals as

well as in masses, therefore theykeptup their spirits
and held to their postswithout a thoughtof surrender.

Let England remember the lacerationsand wounds of

her brave and dauntless sons when the hour comes for

dealingwith this most unworthyand despicablefoe.

They have foughtwell,but so do many of the most

atrocious murderers,pirates,and bushnmgers,when
driven into a corner, yet all the same the piratesare

hanged when caught. A rat, a snake,or a scorpion
will also face up under such circumstances,yet these

vermin are crushed all the same. Desperationand
brute viciousness is not heroism,any more than tole-rated

treason is a token of nobility.
Ned Bomer and his comrades did their part like

brave men during this prolongedsiege. It was a

magnificenteducation to them as sons of the Empire.
Fortunatelytheyescapedso far woundless,and also
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CHAPTEE XXXVn

OLEABIKa THE BOABD

After their longconfinement in Kimberley,our heroes

were rejoicedto get the chance of a gallopover the

yeldt with the hunters of Cronjeand his flyingarmy.
They therefore joinedGreneral French, who with his

cavalryhastened from Eimberleyto cut off one line of

retreat On Sunday,February18th,the Boers were

broughtto bay at Klip Drift,and a most desperate
rearguardaction was foughtand won. Outflanked and

surrounded on all sides.General Cronjetook his last

stand in the bed of the river,and preparedhimself for

his fate.

How many men he had on that Sunday will

probablynever be known, yet ten thousand was the

estimated number. When he at last surrendered,

only four thousand men were left to laydown their

arms.

It was a terrificmassacre, which lasted for ten days,
as Cronje,with the desperationof a doomed pirate,
sullenlyrefused to give in even after hope was ex-tinguished,

preferringto see his men and women

slaughteredlike rats in a trap,rather than own that

he was conquered.
Doubtless his pastatrocities and treacheries made

him consider himself a doomed man if taken alive by
the peoplewhom he had hated so malignantlyand
treated so mercilessly.After the firstfew days,when
he saw division after division come up and occupy the

306
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snrroiuidingkopjesin grimand oyerwhehningnumbers^
this must have made Mm abandon hopeof any outside

aid. He was trapped,and in a positionthat was im-possible

to hold for long. As the guns pouredtheir

deadlyfireover his laager,blowingup his ammimition

carts and provisionwaggons, and destroyingboth men

and cattle wholesale,he must have felt that just
retribution had at last overtaken his bloodnstained

soul. Thinking possiblythat,if taken,the onlyfate

he could expectwas the rope, he settled down sullenly
to die at his post. With his customary callous in-difference

to the fate of others,he allowed no thought
of his countrymen and their wives to influence him

now. As he had ever been,he remained in this last

tragedythe incarnation of ferocious obstinacy.He

was Fiet Cronje,the master criminal of the Trans-vaal.

It was not a pleasanttask for the British or their

leaders to continue thispitiless,yetnecessary slaughter.
During these ten days Cronje was givenrepeated
chances to surrender,but he sullenlyrefused,even
when he knew that the Boers had been driven off on

allsides,who had come to break the environment of

death. Trappedon the banks of that river in which

they had burrowed like rabbits,he stillcontinued

fightingdesperately,with the alternatives of death

from lyddite,death from starvation,or death from

drowningwhen the river became flooded.

This insensate and wasteful courage, while it filled

the world with horror,yet won a certain admiration

also. Had he and his men been onlythere,he might
have been admired as a hero. But when he sacrificed

women and children as well,it was utterlyrevolting.
The heroes of Ladysmith,Mafeking,and Kimberley
took every precautionto protecttheir women, but

Cronjecould not where he was placed.Therefore,as a
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brare man, he oughtto hare yielded.To hold out as

he did was the act of a savage monster, not a man.

While his character must for ever make him an object
of loathing,as we loathe the memory of those black-i

hearted ruffians of the SpanishMain, his stubborn

courage duringthose ten hellishdayscan onlymerit

qualifiedrespect.
It was like the laststand of Dan Morgan,the bloody

Australian bushranger,and Morgan was as game as

Cronje,with fewer crimes on his conscience.

While the artilleryfilled the sky with hurtling
death,the captiveballoon floatedabove and indicated

the targets.It is not surprisingif six thousand Boers

perishedduringthose ten days.The wonder isthat four

thousand escapeddeath. It also speakssignificantly
for Cronje'sdiscretion,that,when he surrendered,he

was unwounded.

Our heroes saw a good deal of action duringthis
time, as they were with those who had the duty to

keepback the relievingforces. But theywere trained

soldiersnow, and the constant movement and fighting
made them happy. Meantime Lords Roberts and

Kitchener watched keenlythe progress of the siege,
and let no chance escape for bringingit to a close

with the least possibleloss to their soldiers. Day
after day the cordon drew closer round that death-trap,

until the Imperialistswere almost within speaking
distance of the rebels.

At last the Canadians broughttheir trenches to

within four hundred yards of the enemy; then the

Boers would fightno longer. The thought of the

next stage,cold steel,cowed them completely.Thus

the sullen Cronje submitted,and placedhimself
and his followers at the discretion of his chivalrous

conquerors. The shame of England,and the ever-lasting

disgraceof those who placedthis stain on
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our flag,was ayenged.On the anniversaryof Majuba
Hill,February27th,itsblot was wipedout.

In his graciousreceptionof Cronje,Lord Roberts

provedto posterityhow impossibleit is for a Briton

to cherish revenge for privatewrongs. He had lost

his son at Colenso. His heart must have been bleeding
for that loss,yet this gave no tingeof bitternessto his

kindlyand flatteringwelcome to his captive. He

grantedfreelyall that Cronjeasked, and treated

him with the same consideration that an honourable

enemy might have expected.This is one of the

greatestacts in a lifecovered with glory.
Now began the triumphantmarch to Bloemfontein,

with the joyfultidingsof the reliefof Ladysmith. In

every direction victoryfavoured our British armies.

The Boers fled panic-strickenbefore them. Their

day was over, and it was all in vain that the ogre of

Pretoria,Oom Paul Kruger,hurried to the front,
with his accompliceSteyn. They could not stop
the run.

Oom Paul shed tears,for he was an adeptat this

kind of thing. He threatened to throw up his post
as president,iftheydid not show fight.But as even,

to the most ignorantof his burghers,that post was

alreadyover, this threat was pouredinto deaf ears.

The Lord of battleshad been appealedto,and He had

decided with justiceand humanityagainstmurder and

oppression.
" " " " "

Two of our heroes,however,were fated to stoptheir

battle career outside of Bloemfontein. Ned Bomer and

his Mend Clarence Bayboldeach received wounds in

the same chargeas theyapproachedthe town, and

were carried to the rear. Fortunatelythe bullets

were neither explosivenor coated with verdigris,so
that no amputationwas necessary.



3IO The Empire Makers

But the wounds were serious enoughto incapacitate
them from further fightingthat campaign*The young

men were therefore taken down to Capetown,leaving
Fred Weldon to representthem on the triumphant
march to Pretoria. It was a sorrowful partingbetween
the three heroes,but neither anticipatedit would be

longbefore they were togetheragain.
" We can onlypray that you may be in at the wind-

up of our old enemy, Oom Paul, Fred," they said on

parting."Also that you may escape any of these

Mauser button-holes in your carcase, that we have to

carry with us."

"Cheer up, boys,"cried Fred. "I guess youll
both be up againat the front before we reach Pretoria.

I want you to helpme to captureFaulus " that is our

ambition,you know."

Bloemfontein had been taken two daysbefore they
were permittedto leave with the other wounded, and

the doctor assured the two invalids that,if they took

care, they would be readyfor the saddle againin a

week or two. Ned had a puncturethroughhis sword-

arm, and Clarence was wounded in the thigh,but
the wounds were clean,and alreadyshowed signsof

mending.

Among the wounded who were broughtin before

theyleftwere several Boers,who had been abandoned

by their countrymen. In one of these Fred recognized
StephanusGroblaar. He had died a coupleof hours

after his admittance to the hospital.When this news

was communicated to Ned, he murmured "

" I am gladhe did not owe his death to me. It is

better to miss than to accomplisha privaterevenge.
'Bobs' has set us alla splendidexamplein forbearance."

Yes ; that noble action of Lord Roberts represents
the feelingsof the British army from commander to

private.To think onlyof one's dutyto the Empire,
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to fightonlyfor right,to subdue all privatefeelings
and sink animosity," this is the code of honour of

all true empiremakers/'

" " " " "

Necessarilyour storycannot end at present,since

our three heroes have been so busy seekingafter
adventure that they have not yet had time to fall

in love,and no storycan be quitecompletewithout
a wedding.
Therefore,while two of our heroes are recovering

from their wounds, and the other is ridingunder the

orders of the gallantGeneral French, we may safely

prognosticatethe future of the rotten Transvaal

Eepublicwith that of its foolish victim,the Orange
Free States.

Universal law and order for South Africa,with

equal rightsfor Boer and Briton under the Flag
that means equalityand freedom for every human

being,white-skinned or bla"ck. Blue for truth,red

for love,and white for purity," these are the signs
of the Union Jack, and the combination means

freedom,equality,and fraternity,while Justice holds

it in her grasp. Where it waves, oppressionand

slaverycease to exist.

As for the rebels and traitors. Forgivenesstowards
the misguided,aftertheyhave paidtheir finesfortheir
sins. To the traitors,punishmentand contempt. To

the hoarysinner,who has led these two nations astray
and destroyedthem, the same punishmentwhich he

meted out to the reformers " imprisonment;until he

has disgorgedhisill-gottenand secretedwealth. After

that,watchful surveillance,such as ticket-of-leave

convicts are placedunder,so that duringthe scanty
remnant of his blood-grimedlifehe may do no further

harm to humanity. He has been the plague-spotof
Africa. Let him be placedwhere he may propitiate
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his Maker, if he can. Years after this the Boers,as

they become educated and ciyilized,will marvel at

their stupendousfolly,and curse the hated name of

Eruger; therefore,like Attila and other historic

monsters, his memory is not an enviable one. No

human punishmentcan meet his case. He must be

leftto God.

Our heroes have won riches,therefore it is not im-possible

that theymay also obtain happiness.

THE END
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