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INTRODUCTION

FHILE I was in the Union of South Afiica T was
canstantly reminded of the classical world, i which
illusion I was assisted by the clarity of the awr and the
architecture of Sir Herbert Baker. Ii secmed strange to me,
as indecd it still does, that a part of the carth which the Grecks
and the people of the Hellenmstic world would have adored,
and thc Romans have found so profitable, should have
remained concealed from them.

Such thoughts came carly in my tiavels. Flying to South
Africa, which sophisticated friends told me would be boring,
turned out to be a sheer delight from beginnmg to end.
Duting its thirty-six hours I looked down upon practically the
whole length of the tremendous Continent of Africa. 1 saw
North Africa and the site of Clarthage, I saw the Nile Valley
lying hike a green snake on two deserls; and by the time dark-
ness came we had left all trace of life behind and were {lying
above a desolation that stretched from sky to sky. In the
morning the sun hit a wilderness of arid bush, a landscape
dominated by drought, the tsetse fly and the mosquito, whose
hot monotony peisisled bencath us nearly all that day.
That impenetrable country, fiom whose jungles our advancing
shadow occasionally flushed a herd of wild elephant, was the
most interesting and instructive sight of all.

One glance proved why no people of the ancient world were
able to discover and colonise South Africa, why Nero’s attempt
to find the source of the Nile petered out in the Sudan, and
why Africa to the Greeks and the Romans meant sunply the
northern coast belt from Tangier to the Delta of the Nile
Had there been any possible way across the deserts and
through the bush the Ancient Egyptians, the Hellerustic
Greeks and the Romans would have followced it, and in South
Africa they would have created the civilisation which existed
Wil
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in the North, Those interested in the “ifs ** of history may
not think it unprofitable to speculate upon the cffect on the
trade routes of the world had South Afiica been discovered in
the time of Alexander the Greal, or the effect upon the
economic hfe of the Roman Empire if South Afiican diamonds
and gold had been mined in the time of the Caesars.

However, none of this happened. The Tiansvaal and the
Yree State were never 1o sec a temple to Amen Ré, the moun-
tains of the Cape were not to know cities likc Pergamos, no
Hellenistic temples were cver to be muriored in the waters of
the Indian Ocean South Africa, like its counterpart mn the
north, was virtually an wsland protected by descits and bush,
and by seas on the west, and this isolation was to continue
untd modern tunes. South Africa, the southern extremity of
a Continent that boasts the Pyramids, was to remain hidden
as if she were a portion of the New World and to be revealed
m the age of Vasco da Gama and Columbus

As 1 flew over North Aflrica I reflected that the only two
peaples who have attempted to bring Europe into Africa were
the present South Africans and the Grecks and Romans who
for so many centuries maintamed a bnlliant civilisation
the north. It is doubtful whether a South African ever gives
them a thought, though they were his brothers in endeavour,
and it might be imagined thal their triurnphs, and parucularly
their failures, would have an absorbing interest for him,

It is a sad reflection that of that great civilisation in North
Africa nothing now remains but ruins. Some are enormous
like Timgad, while cities such as Roman Carthage, greater
and more brilliant than a dozen Johannesburgs, have vanished,
leaving hardly a trace behind. Temples, colonnades, libraries,
theatres, baths, triumphal archways and aqueducts have been
shattered and overthrown by the barbarian and only the
names of the great Africans, like Tertulhan and St Augustine,
remind us that Europe once blossomed upon the North
African shore,

This may seem a melancholy reflection as one approaches
South Afiica, though it might be argued that many of the
circumstances which brought about the fall of Roman Africa
are not likely to face het successor. But it cannot be denied
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that the fundamental problem at the heart of these cultures
was, and 15, the same. how to safcguard civilisation—that
always besieged citadel—from the threat of the barbatian
who, whether he be white or black, is no more ready, or able,
to-day to assimilate civilisation than he was in the Fourth
Century.

With thoughts such as these I alighted in a country of
haunting bcauty and found myself among a people whose
kindness and warmth of heart are not anywhere exceeded.
As T travelled about the countiy, I learnt a page of history
new to me, and one, I might add, which is not too well known
in Europe or America This book is an attempt Lo put into
words something of the pleasure I experienced during my
travels: it is not, nor was it ever intended to be, an exposition
of South African problems. The newcomer to South Africa,
having shed his omniscience, quickly discovers the complexity
of those problems, and the longer he stays in the country the
less likely is he to be ready with solutions. Indeed, he may
leave the Union, as I did, with an admiration for the people
he met there mingled with indignation that the good name of
South Africa should sometimes be questioned in international
assemblies by those who possess no first-hand knowledge of
South African affairs,

It may scem to some, who know how swiflly the illusion of
security can vanish in a world of revolutionary change, that
the Union 15 a land basking in almost incredible good fortune.
Itis a land untavaged by war and uncomplicated by economic
doubts and depressions, and a land that has enjoyed immunity
fiom real, secarmg sorrow for something like half a century.
The stranger [rom less sunny regions may ask himsclf at times
whether all South Africans are fully conscious of their blessings.
Their faith in the future and their belief in the contmuing
prosperity of their homeland is a stimulating optimism in these
days of doubt and hesitancy, and the visitor can only go on his
way with crossed fingers and a prayer that good {ortune may
continue to be the lot of the happy Dominion The family
feud between Boer and Briton, though it may stnke the
stranger as not the most serious, may seem the most regrettable,
of all the problems of the Union. Seen against the dark
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background of the world—which is so easily forgotten in the
sunbght of South Africa—it appears hike a dispute between
two brothers conducted on a 1ailway line in the path of an
advancing express.

Were I to mention all those South Africans in the four
provinces who lavished kindness upon me and gave me
hospitality and advice, T should now embark upon a great
catalogue of names. I have thanked them personally on
stoeps all over South Aftica; and I do so agamn. Hospitality
is the oldest tradition in the Union, and the traveller every-
where encounters kindness and generosity which 1t 1s a pleasure
ta experience and a delight to remember.

My debt to those who have written about South Africa is
an ohvious one, and I have acknowledged 1t in my biblio-
graphy. I hope my narrative will encourage some who read
it to dip deeper into this subject and ohtain the books I have
indicated My thanks are due to Mr Winston Churchill for
permussion o prnt for the first time the text of the letter he
left on lus bed the mght he escaped from prison 1 Pretouia
i December, 1899  This intercsting document has been
cherished cver since as a famuly heirloom, and I am grateful
to Mrs O, E de Souza of Barberton for showing 1t to me,
In a letter authoising its publication, Mr Churchill says,
“ You are at liberty to contradict the story of my having swum
the Aapies Ruver.” Thus one of South Africa’s most pleasing,
but less solemn, legends 1s hereby laid to rest.
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CHAPTER ONE

I fly to South Africa in thitly-sux hours, take a lran to Gape Togm,
ascend Table Mountain, semember the great spice trade and the arrival
Jfrom Flolland of Jan Anthony van Riebeeck.

§1

HIRTY-SIX hours afier leaving London upon a cold

October morning, the acroplane landed on an air-field

near Johannesburg and I stepped out into a warm
Afiican night. I was aware of a pleasant feeling of dis-
embodiment, of not really being there at all, and it seemed to
me strange that the Customs officials found me visible and
audible.

A summer storm of great violence was rumbling over the
Transvaal. Thunder sounded far off and the sky was noise-
lessly opened by flashes of violet light. As I was driven to the
city through the hot night, wearing my warm winter overcoat,
the lightning, like a conjurer, produced from the darkness
startling white pyramids, which were gold-mine dumps, and
the sky-line of a city. I sat looking out at the sirange scene,
hugging to myself the astonishing knowledge that the clothes
I was wearing had been put on in London yesterday morning.

I was thankful to reach the sanctuary of an hotel bedroom,
where I sat anxiously waiting for my luggage so that I might
change my unsuitable garments and conceal the fantastic
liberty T had taken with time and space. The flight itself had
been nothing but sitling in a comfortable arm-chair high up
in the air, but the arrival was most disconcerting. 1 felt de-
climatised and unreal,

There was a knock on the door. A gleaming Zulu,
dressed like a small boy in a white tunic and white shorts,
entered with my luggage. He had a smooth, shining body,
which looked as though it had been oiled. The lobes of his

ears were deformed by two wooden objects like coloured reels
B I
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of coltonn, There was a thin brass ring tightly round his left
calf, and his feet were bhare

He could not speak English, but he made it clear that he
wanted to know whether I would like the luggage in the bed-
room or in the hall outside. When 1 gave lum sixpence, he
bent his hody slightly and, cupping both his hands together,
took the com as 1f I had given hum the Holy Grail.

There was another knock at the door. A grey-haired
woman came in, wearing a black gown

“Good cvening,” she said. “ And do you wish early
morning tea?”’

“ Glasgow! ”* I'said. This was hecoming incredible !

¢ Och no, I haven’t been to Scotland at all,” she said with
a laugh. T was born in Cape Town and I came up here in
an ox-wagon many a long year ago. Bul my mother came
from Sco’land .

* Glasgow,” 1 ms1sted.

“No, 1t wasn’t Glasgow,”” she said stubbornly. “ It was
Paisley.”

I went out and rang for the Lft. The doors were flung
wide by a little Indian boy. Down m the restaurant an
orchestra was playmg, and an ITtalian maitre d’fidtel waved
me to a table heaped with summer flowers.

§e

1 knew, of course, that South Africa had grown up in the
course of the last fifty years, but the full extent of this growth,
whose mmost spectacular proof 1s perhaps Johannesburg,
was striking and unexpected. Johanneshurg, like the word
Klondyke, builds up in the mind a picture of gold rush,
hars, and tin shacks, a picture that was perfectly true fifty
years ago. But I stepped out the next morning into a city
which seemed to me to bear some resemblance to a small
New York, while at the same time retaining something which
reminded me of Kingston, Jamaica.

1t was a vast collection of shining white concrete and marble -
buildings, varied by Edwardian Renaissance and the wrought-
iron verandas one used to see in Wild West films, where the
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heroine waves to the hero while the sheull sucks a cheroot.
A nowsy swmge of traffic filled the roads; the pavements
swarmed with white and black humanity. Hard sunlight
transformed the ordinary into the herowc and saved the
commonplace from squalidity

1 went to the General Post Office to send a cable. I was
fascinated by the queue of natives in which I found myself.
They were careless, jolly people with broad grins on their
faces and fine teeth Some were in suits of khaki drill and
some wore shabby European garments; othews, like the
luggage porter in the hotel, were six feet slatues in white
shorts and vests. When I reached the counter the clerk,
lifting a pained cyebrow, told me that I was in the wrong
gueue. I had entered by the ¢ nic blankes nie ’’, the non-
white door. I committed a similar solecism later on when
bus after bus, half empty, refused to stop for me. I could not
understand why until o native crossed the road and told me
that I wasstanding at a ¢ natives only ** busstop. I discovered
that a little way up the road other buses readily pulled up for
the “ baas >’

So I was gently introduced by a black man to my automatic
place in the arstocracy. In such little ways a stranger is
made aware of the leading fact in South African life: that
every white person is by virtue of his whiteness an aristocrat
and consequently burdened with the anxicties and 1esponsi-
bilities that should go with that status. Ready to do his
bidding are those queues of black men with whom it 1s so casy
to become mixed up. They are countless and everywhere.
They swarm. They are even eager to become cooks and
domestic servants! I reflected, as T was swept on among the
crowds, that the number of white South Africans who habitu-
ally clean their own shoes, wash up dishes, and lend a hand
in the kitchen, must be very few, or perhaps no such cxist.
The taxi-driver who drove me round for half~an-hour told me
thathis wife had a manservant. So the Englishman of middle-
age, who belongs to the class once ministered to by servants,
recognises, the moment he sniffs the temperature of South
Africa, the pleasing social climate of his childhood and youth.
If he rings a bell, someone will answer it. The word * sir **,
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“ native ”, now seen cverywheie, was, like the Furopean, an
invader. While the white men were advancing from the
west, the Baniu tribes were advancing {rom the cast, and the
two races were fated not to mect for a century

With the British occupation, musmonares flocked to the
Cape, sent there by the many societies which had sprung up in
Nineteenth Century England on the wave of middle-class
Evangelicanism From these men England gained her first
ideas of the country and its people. Some of the missionaries
were narrow-minded and some were half~educated, and, as in
the Pacific, they sirove for mastery of the native population.
The Boers considered themselves slandered by the pussion-
aries, and this was one of the most powerful reasons for
their withdrawal from the Colony.

What of modern South Aftica? The self-governing
Dominion known as the Union is composed of four regions
which were once separate provinces or stales: The Cape
Province, Natal, the Orange Free State, and the Transvaal
These came together mn legislative unity enly in 1g10. The
white South Africans in the Union number about two and a
half millions, the black and coloured population number
nearly eleven mullions. A large proportion of this native
population works in the towns and factories, on the farms
and in the houses, but a proportion is stll in a tribal stage
of development and lives in the laige native reserves.

Five mamutes in any South African city will inform the
stranger that the country is divided into black and white, and
that the white are further divided into two racial groups.
There are the Afrikaners, who are chiefly those of Dutch,
French, and German ancestry, and those of British ancestry.
Just over half of white South Africa is non-British in origin,
and this racial distinction has resulted in dualism. There
are two official languages, English and Afrikaans Every
official publication must be duplicated. There are two flags,
the Union Jack and the Union Flag, which are flown side by
side on police stations and official buildings. There are two
national anthems, “ God Save the King ** and ¢ Die Stem van
Suid Afrika , “ The Voice of South Africa . There are two
capitals, Cape Town, where Parliament meets, and Pretoria,
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where the Government offices are sitnated.  These two capitals
are a thousand miles apait,

Tn South Africa the Furopean seasons are reversed, The
hottest months of the year are December, January, and
February, autumn occurs mn March, April, and May, and
winter in June, July, and August

While I was deep in such matters an attendant came along
playing a xylophone, filling the train with a mellifluous sound
and summoning us to luncheon. I kept the menu, which was,
of course, bi-lingual.

Tomato Soup
Tamatiesop

Clonsommé Brunoise
Gioenlesop

Fiied fillet of Sole, sauce Tartare.
Gebakle tongvis met tariaiesous

Ribs of lamb, demiglace
Lamsribbetjies met bruinsous

Roast Turtkey and salad
Gebiaaide kalkoen met slaai

Yellow rice and Raisins
Geelrys met 10syntjics

Assorted vegetables
Groentesoorte
Apple flan mermgues
Appclskuimpies
Pcach Melba
Perske-melba

Cheese Biscuits Coffec
Kaas Beskutjies Kofhie

Fruit
Vrugte
Few people in the world to-day, I think, would have
questioned the bill, which was 45, 6d.

§3

It was a train of great splendour and finer than any train at
preseiit running in Europe, and as fine as the best the United
States can boast. It was a train of blue sleeping-coaches and
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restaurant cars, each coach, even each compartment, air-
conditioned, as I discovered when I found it possible to raise
or lower the temperature by moving a Iitile chromium switch
above the bed.

South African railways, airways, harbours, and most forms of
public transport are owned by the State. The guards,
restaurant-car attendants, and the coloured men who make up
the beds at night, are a good advertisement for the Union, for
they are the most polite public servants youwill find in a day’s
march, The railways are unusual, because their rolling-
stock of normal s1ze does not run upon the European gauge of
four feet, eight and a half inches, but on a narrower gauge of
three feet, six inches, This gauge has been dictated by the
enormous distances to be covered and by the mountainous
character of the Cape and Natal, and the example has been
followed by most of the railways in Aftica.

I went along to the observation car after lunch. We were
now running through a country of clear-cut distances, broken
by low ridges and detached koppies, or hills. Cattle grazed
and horses cropped the thin grass that grew on the parched
soil. The red roads ran for miles beside the track and then
struck off across country to the sky.

Certain little things, not necessarily the most important
things or the most characteristic, fix themselves in the mind of
a traveller in his first moments of exploration and remain
there for ever. I knew I should always remember the Free
State when I saw the queer, undulating Qight of the widow bird.
Out of the mealie-fields, or maize as we call it, these small
finches rose into the sunlight, carrying the absurd black
streamer of atail which themale birdsgrow in the mating season ;
hampered by this impediment, they would undulate and flutter
until they seemed hardly air-borne, and would sink, it would
seem gratefully, to earth a few yards away. An agile boy, I
thought, would surely be able to catch these gay, preposterous
little birds in his hands while they were on the wing.

Then I saw a sight which, of all the things to be encountered
upon a road, is essentially South African: Isaw red oxen yoked
two by two, drawing a wagon, and in front walked a small
half-naked black boy, while a native in a blanket who might
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have been his father walked beside the wagon and seemed to be
singing or shouting to the oxen as he walked. The train sped
on. There was a horseman on the road. Far away a farmer’s
car was speeding like a comet, drawing a tail of red dust
across the landscape.

We came to a line of blue gum trees and a station. In the
shade of the trees were American cars, Cape carts, and
wagons. Upon the platform was a crowd of white South
Africans and black South Africans. They were on the same
platform, but on different parts of it. The natives had
collected at the far end, near the locomotive, where they knew
the * natives only *’ coaches would be; the Europeans were
together elsswhere. There were station benches and lavatories
labelled for black or white, and thus I learnt again the first
lesson of South Africa: that there is a white South Africa and
a black South Africa.

Another interesting feature of this railway station, and of all
stations in the Union, was iis interest in altitude, for beside the
name of the station was printed its height above the distant
ocean. I saw that we weie four thousand feet above sea
level.

Away we went into the sunlight and the wide spaces of the
veld, and I looked at this country and knew that its attraction
is twofold - its colour, which is the red of the roads, the green
and gold of the grass, and the blue of the distance, and its
resemblance to the sea; for the eye is constantly roving to the
horizon as it does at sea, scarching and probing inio the dis-
tance and finding there refreshment, peace, and frecdom,
So we ran south on our long way to Cape Towux, into the heart
of a burning afternoon.

§ ¢
In the first light of morning I glanced out of the window and
saw that we were traversing a lone, wild region which I thought
must be the Karoo. It was a parched, hilly land like the
glimpses I have seen in films of Arizona. The rocky earth
was tufted with small shrubs which, as the light became
stronger, I could see were beautifully shaped, like dwarfed
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Japanese trees  And when the train stopped to take in water,
I noticed that each square yard of this land was like a small
garden of succulents. As the hght grew, the ragged halls
were etched against a pale greemsh glow, then the sky was
flushed with pink and the sun 10se upon barren hills which
reminded me of Samaria

The mormng advanced, and we dropped down from the
platcau towards the sea. There came a ime when, traversing
the Hex River Pass, the train became a snake which twisted
back upon itsell, so that the locomotive was seen pufling
valiantly now at the left-liand window and now at the right.
All round were mighty mountamns, cach cleft and corric filled
with pale blue shadow, the shadows we know on the west coast
of Ireland as “ Atlantic blue’’; and so we came down into a
happy land of peach-blossom and grape-vines, where a stieam
of ice-clear water ran beside the tramn for a long time.

And I, newly from an island where no one 1s far from the
sea, perceived something thrilling 1o me beyond words; for
I could feel a promise in the air, and see some clear intensity of
the light, which told me that we drew near at last to that
wonderful place at the tip of Africa where the warm curients’
of the Indian Ocean meet the cool waves of the Atlantic.

§5

I'came to Cape Town upon a blue morning: the sea was
blue, Table Mountain was blue, the sky was blue; and there
was a girl with blue eyes in Adderley Stieet, who pinned a little
flag to my coat. And over Cape Town was a golden hush of
summer that had come, they told me, in the wake of a south-
casterly wind.  The sun-blinds were down and people walked
in the shade of colonnades.

As [ looked at Cape Town, the thought came to me that, of
all the cities T had ever seen, this one alone brought Athens
to my mind. Why should this be so, 1 wondered, for the
physical resemblance is not great. Athens lies four miles
from the sea, and is built on a plain in a circle round a golden
hill which rises like a castle. Cape Town is almost on the
water’s edge and lifts itsell, gently at first and then more
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steeply, towards the slopes of Table Mountain, whose flanks
and gorges defy the archuect, and make Gape Town, nol a
cucle like Athens, but a halllmoon round the mountam’s
base.

1 walked in the sireets and entered a garden in the heart of
the city where doves were cooing in tall trees, and the memory
of a day in Gieece came back so vividly that T might have
been crossing the Atheman plamn again. It was 2 day of sun
as ihis was, the cicadas in the olive tices were bealing in the
hot air like the pulse of summer, and the mountains that
enclose the plain, Pentelicus, the long 1ange of Hymettus,
and the lower hills of Agaleos, which lead 1o Daphni, were
standing in a faint mist, as Table Mountain stood that morn-
ing. And as the eye is drawn inevitably to the golden hill of
Athens upon whose summit stands that lovely thing which 1s
all the longing of the world and all the aspirations of Man
made visible in stone, just as 1nevitably the eye is drawn always
to the great Acropolis of South Africa,

More notable than mountain or sea was the light, the fine
clarity of air, that bathed this city as 1t docs Greece, a light
both warm and intensely clear, wilh something about it that
Plutarch compared to spun-silk. Such was my first impression
of Cape Town: a city of dignity and beauty scated al the oot
of a blue mountain where two occans meet, and washed by
a magic hight that should make of men poets, artists, and
philosophers.

§ 6

Some days before T arrived in Cape Town a dead body hac
been found upon the slopes of T'able Mountain, and the news
of the discovery, which occupied considerable space in the
newspapers, was as eagerly discussed 1n the city as a Ben Nevis
climbing disaster 1n Fort Willlam or an Alpine tragedy in any
Swiss village. It was strange that this large city with its wide
interests could talk about practically nothing for days but the
body on the mountain. And as Y listened to the conversations
T must say that I began to think of Table Mountain not as a
benevolent giant, but as something primitive and wild that
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now and agmn demanded a sacrifice. There are several
tracks to the top of Table Mountain, but my desirc to got
there as quickly as possible led me to the cable-way.

Steel cables the size of your arm connect the earth with
the top of Table Mountain, three thousand, five hundred feet
above. Two litle cages, starting one from the top and the
other from the bottom and meeting half-way, go slowly into
the air and carry you almost vertically until you feel that you
are hovering 1n a gyroscope. The enormous precipices of the
mountain grow nearer and nearer and the view of Cape Town
becomes ever more a bird’s-eye view as you are smoothly
hifted through the air.

My companions were two middle-aged ladies and a small
girl who was not tall enough to look over the edge of the cage.
One of the ladics was robust and tough-locking and the other
was thin and frail. It was the tough-looking one who, as we
passed the descending cage, sat down and covered her eyes
with her hand and remained in that position until we had
reached the top, while the frail one 'gazed with unflinching
interest mnto the void

““ Are we nearly at the top, Margaret? >’ asked the robust
lady, peeping cautiously through her fingers.

*“ Nowhcre near the top,”” replied her friend heartlessly.
“You're missing a wonderful sight. It looks as though you
could throw 2 tennis ball into Adderley Street.”

¢ I’d rather not hear any more,” said her companion,

The cable-way ends in a little shop where there is a letter-
box so that you can post letters to friends from the top of
Table Mountain, and where you can buy films and post-
cards. Stepping out upon a rock-ledge, I looked down
upon one of the grandest views in the world. Cape Town
lay below, every sireet visible, van Riebeeck’s garden, the
harbour, the docks, Robben Island lying out i Table Bay;
and the land curved round to the north, where, seen faintly
in a mist thirty miles off, were the white farms and stubble-
fields round Malmesbury

The top of Table Mountain is unlike any other mountain I
have ever seen. It is not a small eminence upon which you
stand and regain strength for a descent: it is a wide world
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of its own where you can walk for miles, and at one point see
the Indian Ocean on one side and the Atlantic on the other.
You could build a city upon Table Mountain, and the
Hellenistic Greeks would have done this. No matier what it
might have cost them in treasure, energy, and inconvenience,
they would somehow have built a city like Peigamos, even
though its inhabitants would have spent half the year in mist
and storm and wind.

Not far from the cable station is a solid little café constructed
of stone that was surely shot up there from a village in Sussex.
It is administered by a wailtress driven almost dumb, I con-
jectured, by the silly questions she 15 asked durmg the day’s
work. With the greatest reluctance she told me that six people
live on Table Mountain all the year round, that it is sometimes
cold, often windy, and, of course, lonely.

All mountain tops have a spell, sometimes agreeable,
sometimes horrible, sometimes terrifying, but there is nothing
either gruesome or horrible about Table Mountain. Itis not
frigid and bare of vegetation, neither is it sterile and free of
animal life, Lizards flash everywhere among the rocks, and if
you watch carcfully, you can see large, prosperous-looking
striped mice at the back of the cable station. There arc, I
believe, less pleasant snakes. There are many kinds of wild
flowers. The slopes on the way up, as Dr. Huichinson tells
in his Botanst in Southern Africa, are a garden in themselves.

It is remarkable to be told, when you are on the top of Table
Mountain, that you are two thousand, three hundred feet
lower than Johannesburg. It is, I think, one of thc many
surprising things about South Africa that nearly half of the
country 1s higher than Table Mountain. The great mountain
ranges of the Cape, which look so high from sea level, are,
so to speak, a rampari on the top of which lie the Frec State
and the Transvaal.

Sitting upon a rock and glancing down at Table Bay, I
thought of the enormous influence of pepper in human affairs.
It was pepper and spices, silk and pearls, and all the riches of
the Spice Trade—but especially pepper—which led to the
discovery of the Cape route to India and the European settle
ment of the Cape. The Spice Trade would seem to be
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the oldest commerce in the world. The business of carrymg bits

of animal and vegetable matter from the East to the West

would appear to have begun before recorded history. When

Moses upon Smar was instructed m the making of holy oil,

God commanded lim to use three noted Indian spices—

cinnamon, cadamus, and cassia The Arabs who seld Joseph

mto bondage were on their way to Egypt with spices for the '
perfumers and embalmers

As far as we can see into the remoteness of history, men
were loading pepper upon the hacks of buffaloes at Malabar
and Travancore, they were gathering spikenard from the
trees overhanging the Ganges and the Jumna, they were
digging alluvial gold from Daidistan in India, mining emeralds
and rubies, fishing for pearls, drymng ginger, cloves, and nut-
megs, and loading all these things upon the backs of camels
and asses for the great empires of the Euphrates and the
Nile.

It was in Ancient Rome that pepper caught the taste of
western man and achieved a fame 1t has never really lost,
Nearly every dish in the books of Apicius contains pepper,
and Roman doctors prescribed it even for malaria. With
the fall of Rome the Spice Trade went to Constantinople,
where it piled up riches for the Byzantine Empire. After
the Turkish capture of Constantinople, it went to Venice and
the Laon of St Mark’s rose with his feet in spices. The
Crusaders went home to their bleak castles taking back with
them httle boxes of spice, and Europe began to long for pepper
to season the horrible salt meat and fish of the medizval
winter. The baron and his lady in their moated keeps
hankered for musk and cinnamon, for pearls and silk, for
ivory and ebony, and to satisfy them the Venetian galleys
sailed at regular times to bring the East to the West.

If the world were really a sphere, argued Henry of Portugal,
*“the Navigator *, 1t should be possible to find a way round
Africa to India and so cut out Venice and bring the treasures
of the East to Lisbon. Gradually the Portuguese seamen found
their way down the west coast of Africa, each voyage venturing
a little farther to the south. Then in 1486 Bartholomew Diaz
was blown round the Cape in a storm, reaching the point
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il

where Porl BEhzabeth is now, and he knew what no othe:
Furopean had known, that Africa had a southern end which
a ship could sail round  On his way home he saw the Cape
Peninsula and called 1t the Cape of Storms, a name which
either Diaz himself or John 11 of Portugal changed to the Cape
of Good Hope—the Cape which offered a Good Hope of
reaching India by sea.

Eleven years later thus hope was fulfilled when Vasco da
CGama sailed round the Cape and up the east coast, which he
called Natal because it was the time of the Nativity, dropping
anchor at last off Calicut. From that moment Venice was
rumed, The Mediterranean world was incredulous, for all
the old irade routes were now out-of-date. In her alarm,
Venice even proposed to cut a Suez Canal. And year after
year the treasures of the East came round the Cape in Portu-
guese ships to Lisbon. There the Dutch picked them up and
carried them north. So Holland began to learn her first
lessons in the Spice Trade. No apler pupil ever out-classed
hemwmaster. For a {ull century and a half Holland held ¢ the
gorgeous Eastin fee”’, and Table Mountain was the half-way
milestone on her route,

It ig strange for 2 man who has flown to South Africa in
thirty-six hours to sit on Table Mountain and reflect that st
once took the seamen of Portugal and Holland six months to
1each the Cape, by which time some were dead of the Land
Disease, or Scurvy, while others were emaciated and fevered,
their gums rotted. Lime juice, fresh vegetables, and the land
itself were the only cures for this distressing complaint, Some
measure of the utter remoteness of the Cape is the neglect of
all the fierce competitors in the India trade to make a foothold
there, 'To the men of that time the Cape, swept by tempests
where two angry oceans met, must have seemed infinitely
more dangerous and desolate than the calm West Indies or
the most distant portions of the American coast.

To the Portuguese it was a place where venomous little
savages flung poisoned barbs; to the Dutch and English it
was a place where herbs and fresh water were to be found, a
place where lellers might be left under a flat stone with the
knowledge that someone gathering sorrel would come across
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them and take them forward. Butno one wished to live there
Once, when the spirit of comedy was in the ascendant, it was
suggested that the Dutch and English Fasi India Companies
might pool their resources and open a joint station there for
the refreshment of their men and ships. But nothing was
done. Two English sea captans, probably in want of exercise,
climbed the Lion’s Rump m 1627 and planted 2 Umon Jack
there in the name of James I. But again nothing was done.
And it was not until 1652, when Jan van Riebeeck landed with
his company and set up house there, that white men came to
live, that chimney smoke came to curl, that white babies came
to cry, upon the southern end of Alrica.

§7

It is a warm summer morning at Sea Point—one of Cape
Town’s dehghtful suburbs—and I go out upon my balcony
soon after sunrise. I watch the rollers come crashing in from
the Atlantic, line after line of them, curling over, poised for a
second, then breaking upon the beach. The October sun 15
warm and seems to grow warmer every morning. There are
several energetic men m bathing-slips on thc same patch of
grass at the same tume each morning, with a medicine ball
and a keenly interested dog. There are other men who swim
in a rock pool whose waters are freshened by the sea. In the
garden beneath the balcony a coloured nursemaid wheels a
perambulator, and a coloured garden boy waters a bank of
red and yellow cannas. Sometimes a ship passes eastwards
on its way to Port Elizabeth, East London, or Durban.

' I move 1o the side of the balcony, I can see the Lion’s
Head lifted into the morning sunlight, and round about are
neat white villas and clear-cut blocks of flats, stark and
modern, gazing at the Atlantic over gardens gay with bougam-
villea, hibiscus, and the familiar, energetic Dorothy Perkins.
There is an extraordinary sense of well-being in this climate.
I think T should never get tired of it. Many a time Y have heard
men who live in Africa say how the sunhght has wearied them
and thinned their blood, and how often they have longed for a
grey, wet day in England, but 1 find it difficult to believe this.
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Electric trolley buses run with a rubbery smoothness into
Cape Town. They are called, quaintly, *“ trackless trams *’,
or *“ trembusse >’ in Afmkaans; and this, strange as it may
seem, is a meliculously accurate description. Another
word used in South Africa, but long discontinued in Fogland,
15 robot for traffic lights.

Tt is delightful 10 have nothing to do but to go out about
ten o’clock on a sunny mormng and look at Cape Town. The
trackless tram drops me m Si George’s Street, where at this
time in the morning women are just coming out to shop.
Here, it seems, no one has yet flung a spanner into the mach-
inery of cwvilisation. Women look happy, cheerful, and well,
which is a tribute to the balance of life in any country.,

There are two peoples in the streets, white people and people
of every colour from vyellow to black. It is disconcerting and
puzzling to see so many queer, alien faces against a purely
European background. Some of these Cape Coloured have
Furopean skulls and Bantu noses and hair, some have Asiatic
eyes and pale hair, some, especially young girls, who walk
with a lithe, slender grace, might be Spaniards or Jewesses;
then there are some who are nearly black and others
who might he mistaken for Englishmen suffering from that
heart disease which turns the complexion blue. Some of these
people look quick, intelligent, and appealing; others look
fit for treasons and stratagems and arc people 10 be avoided
on a dark night. Then there are Moslems, the descendants
of Malay slaves brought here in the days of the Dutch East
India Company. There are Indians. A more varied non-
European population, so diflerent from the more uniform
Bantu population of Johannesburg, could not be imagined.

There arc so many of these people, felching and carrying
and pushing carts, working lifts and opening doors, and doing
all the menial and manual work, that it is hardly surprising
to realise that there are two hundred thousand coloured folk
in the city. They must mean something different to almost
everyone: to the anthropologist, a fascinating study, to the
social reformer, a paradise of effort, to the sentimentalist, a
heartrénding invitation, to the agitator, a perfect field for

power, and to the ordinary person and the puzzled stranger, a
o]
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pathetic and frightening display of centw ies of dock-side inter-
breeding.

The white people are no different from those seen in
any European city before the last war. I use the past tense
because the people of Europe are not at the moment looking
as cheerful or as well-dressed as the people of Cape Town.
They spcak English with no accent or twang, unless it be a
tendency here and there to pronounce A as O. T hear a gitl
say to afriend. * I’m just going to pork the cor,” which means
“ I'm just going to park the car,” but, said by a pretty girl
in Adderley Street on a summer morning, this sounds charming,

The first thing I do when I arrive in Cape Town is to glance
at Table Mountain to see 1f the table-cloth is laid or not.
Sometimes a white cloud hes on the mountain, with the
blue sky above and all 1ound it. There are no other clouds
in the sky, only that queer white covering like something that
went up there to sleep in the dark and has been caught by the
daylight. Often it peels away in an hour; sometimes it lies
there with deliberation and appears to summon other clouds
to come and join it, which they do with unfailing regularity,
People who live here know what kind of weather to expect
by glancing at Table Mountain. It is the world’s largest
barometer.

When I step off the trembus and make sure that the “‘robot”’
is green, I walk across to Adderley Street, where I idle away
my time in two good bookshops, one of which carries high on
1ts fagade the only statue of Shakespeare in South Africa. Then
I look at the shops and wonder how Cape Town can consume
so many brand-new Swiss watches, and I wander on thinking
how fortunate are the women of South Africa who inhabit
this agreeable land of servants, shops, and leisure.

My impression of Cape Town is that it carries itself with an
air of quality. This springsfrom its history. It has not grown
up in a tearing hurry, but has been composed over a fairly
long period, long not as we in Europe reckon time, but for
South Africa it is the ultimate antiquity. Adderley Sireet
runs straight up from the docks to the public gardens, which
are on the site of the famous garden of the Dutch East India
Company. This street, and this garden, around whose trees
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and flower-beds are grouped with Greek fitness and righiness
the most important public buildings, are the making of Cape
Town.

1 cannot remember another city which has grouped all its
chief intellectual imstitutions together in such an unforgettably
beautiful setting. Atone end of the gardens is the South African
Museum, at the other the fine Public Library; on one side
is the exquisite little white Art Gallery, with a formal garden
and water in front of it, and almost opposite are South
Africa’s State Archives. You must imagine this with cannasin
bloom and roses in full flower, shrubs, and tall trees, many of
them a century old, rising in a warm hush of summer, children’s
voices as they play in the gardens, the cooing of doves, and,
behind it all, immensely hugh and pale blue and withdrawn in
the haze, the 1iven, ageless flanks of Table Mountain,

Here, I think, is something unusually fine and memorable,
something which I am right to compare with Athens, for
here is natural beauty, cultivated and wild, and here is
good architecture suitable to the sunlight in which it stands,
and here also are those things of the mind, art and literature,
interest in the past and love of tradition, without which a
city, no matter how fine, is just a body of buildings without a
spirit.

From the spine of Adderley Street spring the ribs of the city,
and in these side streets you will find several fine old houses
and buildings. I think one of the finest ancient buildings in
South Aftrica is the Old Town Hause, straight from the Holland
of the mid-Eighteenth Century, a building in the classical
tradition that is fit to be the pride of any city. Next I should
place the Slave Lodge at the top of Adderley Street, which,
although much later, has dignity and style and would be a
sad loss to Cape Town should it ever disappear.

The House of Representatives, peeping coyly from the foliage
of an oak avenue, wears a perpetual maidenly blush, due to
the attractive pink tone of its brick; and when the sun shines
full on the stone columns of its porticoes and the warm brick
flushes in the light, the building wears an air of greater
cheerfulness and gaicty than most buildings dedicated to
argument. I am sorry to say that the one architectural
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blemish onn Cape Town is, 1 my opinion, the new Cathedral
of St George. Why this Gothic battleship should have been
put in dry dock there, where it has hardly room to move an
inch, is difficult to imagine, and why the Gothic style should
have been imported to the sharp sunlight of South Africa
from less fortunate climes, which it suits admirably, is even
more difficult to understand.

But when all is said and done the glory of Cape Town is van
Riebeeck’s garden. It was planned in Amsterdam nearly
three hundred years ago. It was the reason why white men
went to South Afvica. It served its purpose well, and now in
retirement the trees are full of turtle doves and the gardener’s
hose tends banks of flaming cannas and roses in the place
where cabbages and onions were grown for the East Incha
ficets. The old summer house which grew into a guest house
has grown still further into Government House; not far from
it 15 a cage full of luile birds like jewels, and the most
beautiful perhaps are the Red Bishop birds, which are like
bullfinches at a fancy dress ball.

White South Africa would apparently stop if it did not drink
tea in the morning. Nowhere is it easier to contract the habit
of elevenses than in the tea garden beneath the trees, with
the doves cooing, the water prickling on the green leaves, and
the great wall of Table Mountam rising into the heat. Even
the greatest misanthrope would recognise this as the place
where Cape Town lovers meet, Children play there in the
shade of trees while coloured nursemaids knit and tell each
other endless stories. Tt is the Kensington Gardens of Africa.

§8

South Africa’s founder stands ai the foot of Adderley Street
and gazes towards Table Mountain, What van Riebeeck
was really like we know from his sombre, competent face in
the Rijks Museum, Amsterdam. He was just the right
man to send out to a savage part of the world. He was
quick, enterprising, and resolute, and his devotion to the
grasping concern which employed him was uncritical. He
was very much the child of a ruthless commercialism.
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His ten years of hard work at the Cape are well known and
heawvily documented, but his origins and the place he came
from in Holland may not be so familiar His birthplace was
the medizval town of Culemborg, which 15 fiftcen muinutes by
electric train from Utrecht, on the line to Arnhem. Itlicsina
gerene landscape typical of Guelderland. Black and white
cattle graze in the meadows, windbreaks of shivering poplars
shelter neat regiments of pear and apple trees, and here and
there precise clumps of woodland dot the distance. As so
frequently happens m Holland, the clouds play the part of
mountains and 1nse over the level land in golden ranges and
pinnacles, and the sky, reflected in water channels which inter-
sect the fields in 2ll directions, brings down to the green earth
a touch of blue and gold. Such 1s the tranquil country in
which van Richeeck spent his boyhood, a land strangely difler-
ent from the wild and sometimes stormy undulations of the
Cape.

Culemborg has grown old with grace and without losing
its shape or putting on too much suburban tissue, If van
Riebeeck could see it, he would instantly recognise it as the
town where he was born, and he could identify many a
building which has not altered from his day to ours. To-day
van Riebeeck’s nine thousand industrious fellow itownsmen
make cigars, cigar-boxes, and furniture.

You enter Culemborg beneath a massive gate-house which
m van Riebeeck’s time was one of several town gates, but
is now the only survivor. Tramed 1n the curve of its arch, you
see a wide main street ahead, a street made for medizval fairs
and junketings, and now lined on each side by little shops
and cafés whose steep pitched roofs are almost the colour
of geraniums. In the background, and so nearly in the
centre of the 1oad as to seem to turn the street inic a market
square, rises a superb building of red brick which was already
a century old when van Riebeeck was a boy. It is a slender,
tall building with step 'gables culminating in an almost
ecclesiastical tower and cupola, and is now the Stadhuis. I
have been told that it was built in 1534 for a knight who had
married a daughter of the House of Culemborg.

A branch of the Lower Rhine, called the Lek, flows a few
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hundred yards from Culemborg, and its waters once filled the
town moat, and also the moat of the fairy-tale castle with
its pointed pinnacles, of which not a trace remains to-day,
where the Counts of Culemborg lived like medieval barons
far into the Eighteenth Century. Under the Counts the
town remamed a medizval Statc where the Netherlands
law had no authority, with the natural result that 1t became a
sanctuary for those who wished to escape the Dutch courts.
‘Once within the walls of Culemborg, nothing could touch
a fugitive, and this extraordinary state of affairs lasted until
1795, when the French invaders demolished Culemborg’s
independence and obliged it 1o fall into Iine with the rest of
Revolutionary Holland.

The townsfolk still talk with reverence of the aristocratic
Counts of Culemborg who, among other peculiarities, had the
macabre fancy to have their portraits pamted after death
In the local orphanage, in a dark room crossed by massive
beams, you can see portraits of numbers of these pale gentle-
men with thewr pointed beards, lymg dead, clothed in black
velvet and with lace collars at their throats. They, too, have
vanished, but thewr name lingers in the title of Countess of
Culemborg, which is one of the titles held by the Queen of
Holland

Culemborg was also the birthplace of Anthony van Diemen,
who gave his name to Van Diemen’s Land, now Tasmania,
and it may be that van Riebeeck was named Anthony—
although he never used this name and preferred Jan—after
his distinguished townsman, his senior by many years and
‘Governor General of the Dutch East Indies. The people of
Culemborg are proud of their two famous sons. They show
with pride the brass chandelier with the van Riebeeck arms
upon it, which the founder of Cape Town gave to the church
of St Barbara before he left for South Africa. They also
point out three artisans’ dwellings in Katten Street, which
«occupy the site of the house in which van Riebeeck is said to
have been hornin 1618. It was apparently a large house, but
nothing of it now remains except a carved lion’s head which
is let into the fagade of the present building.

At the beginning of the Seventeenth Century Culemborg
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was still moated and walled and in every way a seli-contained
medizval city. From their romantic stronghold the Counts
dominated the Lek and 1ts traffic, and many a time young van
Riebeeck must have seen those knightly gentlemen ride out
across ihe drawbridge, falcons on wrist, and have heard their
hunting-horns ranging the autumn stubble. They brought
into the tidy, mercantile Holland of the Seventeenth Century
a touch of the wilder, more prodigal, and more passionate
medieval world.

Van Riebeeck came of good country stock. His mother was
Elizabeth van Gasbeek, who died at Shiedam 1n 1629 and 1§
buried there. Her father was a burgomaster of Gulemborg.
The van Diemens were also on the town council, and it 15 as
certain as any undocumented fact can be that the van Rie-
beecks, the van Gasbeeks, and the van Diemens were well
acquainted.

It 15 believed that van Riebeeck’s father was a sea captain
who was away from home when his son was born, and indeed
he never comes into the picture at all, and is said to have
died in Brazil in 1639, and to lie buried in the Church of St
Paul at Olinda, Pernambuco. So van Riebeeck lost his
mother when he was eleven and his father when he was
twenty-one. Dr E. G Godée-Molesbergen, the Dutch writer
and historian who has investigaled van Riebeeck’s early life,
thinks it possible that the young man, after going 1o school at
Culemborg and studying to be a barber-surgeon there, was
helped into the Dutch East India Company by Anthony van
Diemen, who became Governor General of the East Indies
in 1636. Three years later van Riebeeck, then twenty-one,
became a sub-surgeon on the Company’s books at a monthly
wage of twenty-two gulden.

I do not know whether he ever visited Culemborg after his
departurein 1651, His gift of a chandelier to the church before
he left for South Africa is proof enough that he had strong
local attachments. There are now no van Riebeecks in the
district, neither does the name appear in the Amsterdam
telephone directory, so that it may have died out in Holland.

It is fascinating to walk about Cape Town to-day and to
think of Culemborg, as no doubt van Riebeeck often did.
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When he looked up at Table Mountain, or saw the dragon’s
teeth of the Hottentot’s Holland Mountains above False Bay,
he must have remembered, for the contrast is so acute, the flat
meadows with the broad Lek flowing through them in which he
ran and played as a boy.

Culemborg has weathered many a storm. During the
Middle Ages English and Scottish soldiers of fortune were to
be found mn its garrison, and their names, altered almost
beyond recognition, are still to be found there. For instance,
there is a farmly called Kinnegin which can be traced back to
aScot named Cunynghame, who was Lieutenant of the garrison
in 1580. Duing the last war Culemborg saw a lot of the
German army, for the bridge over the Lek 15 one of the main
strategic pomnts in that part of Holland. The townsfolk still
speak of the ternfic noise from the direction of Arnhem the
night the parachutists dropped.

The first Allied soldier to be seen in Culemborg was a
Canadion who was met on the road outside the town. The
inhabitants, who covered him with kisses, were so overjoyed
to see lum that they refused to allow him to go in on foot.
They tell me that he entered Culemborg sitting on a cow!

§9

It is not a bad idea to begin a tour of South Africa in
Amsterdam. Beside the canals of that beautiful and ancient
city you will probably gain a fairly accurate idea of the first
South Africans, who were the same mixed seafaring breed that
you find on the quaysides to-day.

Holland planted two important seeds of life in the Seven-
teenth Century, one in America, which has grown into New
York, and the other in Sputh Africa, which has grown mto
Cape Town. Both cities had the same origin, and so similar
was their history for a long time that one might almost be
reading about the same place. It is interesting that the
buildings in which New York and Cape Town were born are
still standing in the heart of old Amsterdam.

West India House 15 to be found upon the Prins Hendrik
Kade, once the Y-Gracht, and is now split up into tenements
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and storchouses. I1tis a massive five-storeyed bumlding pierced
everywhere with windows. Its gables still bear the date 1641,
and projecting from the top storey you notice the pulleys which
three centuries ago drew up into the warehouses the beaver
and otter pelts and the other products which the Iroquois
had traded with the first Manhatlan sslanders.

Ten minutes walk into the maze of canals and narrow streets
will bring you to East India House, at the corner of Oudc Hoog
Stiaat and the Kloveniers-Burgwal. The great Spicery which
formerly rose from the banks of the canal was destroyed by
fire many years ago, but it was here that barges from the East
India Docks came through a network of canals to discharge
cargoes of musk, ambergris, cinnamon, cloves, nutmegs, and
mace. Round the corncr in Oude Hoog Straat you come to
an ancient archway which leads to a paved quadrangle around
which rises the old headquarters of the Netherlands East India
Company. To-day it is a tax office. The courtyard is filled
with innumerable bicycles, but in the evening, when all the
clerks have cycled home, you see Easi India House much as
van Riebeeck saw it when he rcceived his instructions to open
a station at the Cape of Good Hope

As a ship’s surgeon, van Riebecck may have been familiar
with the head office, for here all the drugs and medical
supphes were stored. The medicine chests used by the
doctors of the merchant fleet, and in all the siations, posts, and
factories throughout the East, were made up on the premuses,
in rooms near the gate-house, by a stafl’ of resident chemists.

Van Riebeeck was born in 1618, at the end of what we
should call the Elizabethan Age. Shakespeare had heen dead
only two years; Walter Raleigh was executed that same vyear,
The era of voyages and exploration was over and the age of
commercial exploitation had begun. All the time, while van
Riebeeck was growing up in Culemborg, the great Spice War
rumbled over the hot Java seas. First, the Dutch merchant
fleets bombarded the Portuguese forts; then at sea the Dutch
and British flags were seen through cannon smoke, and in the
courts of rajah and sultan British and Dutch intrigued against
each other with skill and cunning.

By the time van Richeeck had grown up and gone to sea,
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the Netherlands East India Company had emerged from the
first phase of the Spice War as the 1ichest commercial organisa-
tion in the world, The Briussh East India Company had to he
content with its leavings. All the other Rast India companies
were nowhere. The Governor General in Batavia was a
polent viceroy, and the centre of the world-wide network wag
the building in the Qude Hoog Straat in Amsterdam, where
the Council of Seventeen, as the Directors were dramatically
named, held their court.

In 1651, when the Cape station was finally decided upon,
Holland was at the peak of her Golden Age. There was no
other country so rich, so uncomplicated by political or religious
disputes, so happy, s0 confident, and so purse-proud. She
had flung a series of chain stores across the Orient and was
paying forty per cent. Bankruptcy was still far off in the
unbelievable future. England at this time had recently
executed a king. It was the year young Charles II was
crowned at Scone, beaten at Worcester by Cromwell, and
driven o exile. France was involved in civil war. Spain
and Portugal were in decline. Germany had been devastated
by the Thirty Years War, Turkey was planning a conquest of
distracted Europe. Holland alone was happy and cheerful,
a country of spices and pictures.

Her mood has been caught on a thousand glowing canvases.
Tt was the mellow Holland of Pieter de Hooch, where house-
wives scoured copper pans in red-brick backyards; the
Holland of Cuyp, where fat cattle drowsed beneath enormous
golden skies; the Holland of Breughel, where old and young
skated in winter with mufflers over their mouths, while church
spires, roofs, and windmills rose in an ice-blue hush ; 1t was the
Holland of Teniers, where drunken clowns and their wenches
kissed outside wayside inns; above all it was the Holland of
those grave, unsmiling merchant princes and their placid wives,
whose shrewd faces gaze at us from a snowfield of lace collars.

When van Riebeeck was busying himself ahout the docks and
enlisting his first South Africans, Rembrandt had just gone
to live in the house with the shutters in the Breedstraat;
Franz Hals, an old Falstaff of seventy, had been forced to sell
all he had to pay the baker; Vermeer was twenty; de Hooch
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was thirty-four; and Wouwerman was painting his white
horses. That was the well-known, immortal Holland out of
which South Africa was born,

Van Riebeeck was a man of great experience when he stood
before the Seventeen and agreed to open a ship’s station at the
Cape. He had seen the Company’s activities from Greenland
to Japan. On his way home from Batavia he had even visited
the Cape and landed there, and had for three weeks sur-
veyed the scenc of his future endeavours. There was at
that time a wreck lying in Table Bay, the Haarlem. A salvage
party from her crew had been camping on what is now Green
Point Common, growing little patches of vegetables and trying
to save the spices as they fermented in the sea-water and the
hot sun. The founder of the Cape station cast an experienced
eye round Table Bay and upon his arrival in Amsterdam was
able to lay before the Sevenieen some “‘ considerations and
criticisms ** of their scheme to establish a fortress and a garden
there.

It is not difficult to imagine the scene in the council chamber
of East India House as the Seventeen in their wide-brimmed
hats, ribbons at knee, starched collars and wrist bands, and
keen faces with Van Dyck heards—it is all in Rembrandt’s
De Stallmeesters—questioned their devoted servant; for van
Richeeck was one of those men whose loyalty to the company
was a personal piety.

Possibly Manhattan Island cropped up in the course of their
discussion about the Cape Although much the junior
concern, the West India Company had twenty-five years
before planted upon the shore of America a little Company
post which might have been a blue-print for the Cape. A
man like van Rieheeck, Peter Minuit, had built an earth
fort on Manhattan Island and had called it the Good Hope,
a reference to the hope of good trading to come. This
fort stood on land now occupied by the New Customs House
and Battery Park. And the name of Minuit’s settlement was
New Amsterdam. The land on which it stood had been
bought from the Redskins for six pounds worth of beads and
finery, the kind of bargain that both Companies adored. If
similar bargains were to be had from the Hottentots, you may
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be sure van Riebeeck was not going to be outdone by Peter
Minuit!

The difference between New Amsterdam and the Cape was
that while both were ship’s stations, New Amsterdam was a
trading post and the Cape was to be nothing but a vegetable
garden and meat market. Nevertheless the experience gained
in America may have been useful to the Seventeen. They
underlined certain difficulties inherent in both propositions.
First of all, the Manhattan Dutch had been wayward and
turbulent people. Their story had becn roughly that of
drifting away from slavish obedience to the Company into
regions of private profit and nothing could be more hateful to
the Gompanics. Upon onc occasion these Manhaltan Dutch
had even charged one of their governors with having lined
his own pockets and had carried the charge to Holland,
Then the company employees showed a regrettable tendency
to become boers, or farmers, and to stray ofl'into the country.
Their farms, or * boueries ’, had alieady spread into the
district which to this day perpetuates their memory in the
Anglicised form of the Bowery. And it is not improbable that
at the moment when van Riebeeck may have been warned
about all these matters (every one of which was to be repeated
at the Cape), there was already in Amsterdam a petition from
the Boers of New Amsterdam demanding burgher rights, a
privilege which was conferred the following year at much the
time when van Riebeeck was landing i Africa.

Such things may well have been discussed, because that was
exactly what the Seventeen did not wish to happen at the Cape.
It must not become a town and then a colony, with all the
expense and responsibility implied in such a state of affairs,
It must be nothing but a ship’s station where East Indiamen
could take on green food and meat. No development, no
nonsense about private farming, nothing but slavish obedience
to the Company, and everything {o be run as cheaply as
possible. Those were the hard, the impossible, conditions to
which van Riebeeck had to agree. As a man of the world
who knew the many ways of evading the cast-iron Company
regulations, he may have had his own ideas, but these he was
no doubt wise enough to keep to himself.
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It was in December of the year 1651 when van Riebeeck
and his company of rather more than a hundred men and
women sailed from Holland mn the usual convoy bound for
Batavia, He was accompanied by his wife, a lady of
Huguenot ancestry, Maria de la Quellerie, and their baby,
a girl but twelve months old. There were also two nieces of
van Riebeeck’s, Elizabeth and Sebastiana van Opdorp.
Two other women were among the passengers, Annetje Boom,
the gardener’s wife, and the wife of the sick comforter, or
catechist, who, poor lady, must have viewed her ordeal with
some dismay, for two months after her arrival she became the
mother of a son, the first European 1o be born in South Africa.

It is of the women rather than the men that one thinks in
contemplating ventures of this kind. women torn from the
ancient and settled domesticity of Europe to begm house-
keeping and child-rearing in an unknown land and among
fabulous beasts and primitive savages. In the Seventeenth
Century the world was still not fully explored and the minds
of travellers were a medley of strange and terrifying stories
of perils and mysteries, many of them as old as the Middle
Ages. It required courage and devotion of a high order to
face the appalling discomfort and danger of a long sea voyage,
then to set the standard of home life in a barbarous land.
Colonial existence, with its hunting and fishing and its
untidy extemporisation, comes naturally to the male; 1o the
wornan it is a more difficult problem, for her task is to normal-
ise the abnormal, io teach the children their prayers while a
lion 1s prowling round the house, and to bring gentleness and
comfort where none have previously existed

Standing upon the water-front. of Amsterdam you may see
the picture of van Riebeeck’s departure as if it were hanging
in the Rijks Museum: the fleet of East Indiamen advancing
like slow swans through the narrow winding channel to the
Zuider Zee, and among them three smaller ships loaded for
the Cape. Behind them the long blue line of Amsterdam lies
against the winter sky, the windmills turning on the bastions,
the dense thicket of bare masts in the harbour, the smoke of
chimneys, the abrupti, slim towers full of sweet bells; the
hammering shipyards and the barges entering the still canals.
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Upon the docksides stand the bales and boxes from the Spice
Islands, the beaver skins and hickory from western lands where
the moose stretch up to the frozen pine trees and the redskins
come silently on icy rivers in shells of silver birch bark. The
voyagers turn to look for the last time towards the Schreyer-
storen, the Weepmng Tower, where a crowd is always waving
goodbye, always watlching ships go out to sea, always waiting
for them to return.

No one knows, as the Dromedaris, the Reiger, and the Goede
Hoop—van Ruebeeck’s ships—move from sight beyond the low
meadows, that they carry the germ of a nation. As they pass
from Holland the eye of Time may already sec the wagons of
the Voortrekkers poised above Natal, the assegais whistling
towards Boer and Briton; the bullets thumping from the
wheels of laagered wagons; Piet Retief riding up to Umgun-
gundhlovu; Dick King riding to Grahamstown; Dr Jameson
riding to folly; Cecil Rhodes dreaming of a hinterland ; Oom
Paul dispensing justice on a stocp. . . . Botha. . . . Hertzog.
. . . Smuts.

It is all written in the future as those ships pass out to sea.

§ 10

To a stranger few portions of the earth can be more
confusing topographically than Cape Town. The slender,
mountainous pemmsula that stretches from Cape Town some
thirty miles to the south is washed on one side by the Atlantic
and on the other by the Indian Ocean, and the stranger usually
spends his first few days confusing the one with the other. I
think this confusion is caused because most people see only
maps of Africa upon which the Cape Peninsula is so small an
object as to be almost invisible, and also when we read of
ships *“ rounding the Cape ™ we imagine perhaps that the
portion rounded was Table Bay, forgetting that Table Bay
faces the north-east and that thirty miles of peninsula separate
it from the Cape of Good Hope. Diaz, for instance, probably
never saw Table Bay when he was first blown round the end of
the peninsula, and not until he was on his way home and,
circling the Cape of Good Hope, sailed thirty miles north-
ward would he have come to the site of the future Cape Town.



B R e e e N T KN (C 2\ (o) Cr) i WS 7Yy

N D A e D W DU D DI D DU D, YA D N (D DU U DN D o D S o DU DU S

THE ngWE gENINs UL, %‘&

Scale quLles

h

£1
ceenf

Robben
Island 6

PN EE P (B D B PN (P

(G " ,"

o e B T e (B 2 (B B P ) ) (T D (T X )
Stangford, London,



32 IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA

A splendid road called the Marine Drive, which greatly
resembles the Corniche Road in the South of France, has been
built on the Atlantic side of the Peninsula, and it 15 an easy
matter to run down to the Cape of Good Hope and to return
along the Indian Ocean side of the Peminsula. Both sides are
studded with a chain of seaside places, those on the Atlantic
side more bracing and those on the Indian Ocean side warmer,
for the difference between the sca lemperatures 15 from ten to
twelve degrees.  South Africans paddle and sun bathe on the
Atlantic side, but they swim on the Indian side, where the
famous sands of Muizenberg are ““ spun before the gale ».

Upon a warm Oclober morning 1 could think of nothing
more delightful than a run down to the Cape of Good Hope,
and I sct off along the Atlantic side, where the Marine Drive
hugs the base of the mountains, with the ocean a few yards 1o
the right. Every now and then I glanced over a precipice to
delicious little bays where an emerald sea creamed upon the
sands.

Rocks and mountams appear to encourage the South
African architect. No ascent 15 too steep, no rock too sharp
or perpendicular, to dely a bungalow or a chalet. There are
houses along this coast poised like mountain goats, and others
whose garages are at roof level, while the house itself descends
from the road on rock ledges towards the sea, All this gives
the sarme air of sparkle and gaiety that you notice on the French
and Italian Rivieras, which are the only parts of the earth to
which I can compare the Cape Peninsula, ncver having seen
California.

Sun-bathers were lying far below upon the sand, or walking
at the edge of the waves; dogs in an ecstasy of approval were
rushing about with children; and in the distance blue
mountains fell steeply to the sea.

1t was most difficult to believe that this was Africa. It
might have been Biarritz or San Tropez, with a bit of
Cornwall during a heat wave thrown in, but—surely not
Africh!

The road now left behind the little rocky bays and their gay
villas and pressed on into wilder country. There was a
mountain range whose clear, defined, seaward-leaning peaks
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track, but invisible from the old lighthouse, 1s the Cape Point
Light.

gI'hc view is grand. I looked down inio smugglers’ coves
where the sea dashed itself agamnst rocks while the birds
mewed and darted, and I looked away across the rocky spine
of the Peninsula strelching north to Table Mountain. Like
all such promontories, the Cape of Good Hope impresses by
its air of dramatic finality and also by the knowledge, which
every visitor takes with hum, that this, of all the capes in the
world, is the most famous and the most notorious.

And it is, surely, of the cruel and terrifying aspects of the
Cape that one thinks, even on a fine day: of the sudden
hurricanes from a blue sky, like a quarrel between the eastern
and the western oceans, causmng ships in Table Bay to drag
their anchors and drift before the gale; of the five hundred
British soldiers who stood on parade in a night of mad storm
while their wives and children took to the boats and the
Birkenhead went down,

* Do you know,”” said the lighthouse keeper, ‘ I’'ve some-
times surprised visitors by rolling a barrel over the cliff and
then waiting for the wind down there to pick it up and throw
it back! You ought to come here some night when a real
gale is blowing and the updraught comes over the cliff at a
hundred miles an hour! ”’

T asked if he had ever seen the Flying Duichman and to my
disappointment he said no. This 1s the greatest legend of the
sea. And in the story of a seaman condemned for his mis-
deeds to sail for ever round the Cape, never reaching harbour, T
thinkwe can discern the fearand horror which this place inspired
in the minds of the early navigators. Van der Decken is the
name of the unfortunate seaman in the Dutch story, although
van Straaten is another candidate, and in the German version
the name is von Falkenberg. All three Captains are said to
have cast dice with the devil for their souls,

Walter Scott examined this legend and traced it to a ship
laden with bullion, on which a murder had been committed
or in which plague had broken out. The ship sailed on
and on, only to find that each port, learning of its history,
was closed to it.
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The most surprising thing I know about the Flyug Dutchman
is that he was seen in the year 1881, well off his usual beat,
and vouched for by the late King George V. The spectre is
well described in The Cruise of Her Majesty’s Ship Bacchante,
written by George V and his brother, Prince Albert Victor
(afterwards the Duke of Clarence), who were midshipmen at
the time,

The young Princes, after visiting South Afvica and com-
menting on 1ts problems in a grown-up and solemn way,
steamed with the squadron to Austraha. Their ship,
Bacchante, reversed the usual procedure by meeting disaster
before, not afler, seeing the Flying Dutchman, for she lost her
1udder at Melbouine, and the Princes were transferred to
Inconstant, another ship of the squadron.

Two nights beforc they sailed the Princes note that they
wele given two platypus skins, commenting with schoolboy
avidity that ¢ each skin is worth a couple of guineas ! Then
the night before they sailed, while attending a ball at Govern-
ment House, they say that * just before dancing began part of
the cornice of the western side of the room came down with a
bang: it hurt nobody, but part of it, unfortunately, fell on the
head of an officer of the Public Works Department, under
whose care the room was. . . It was a beautiful ball.”

The princely concern, combined with the ill-concealed
pleasure of the word “‘ bang *’, together with the magnificent
accuracy of ¢‘ the western side of the room "’ make this extiact
typical of the whole diaiy. But no doubt the accuracy of the
Princes, which extended to measuring everything that could be
measured, to assessing the velocity of winds and to noting the
height of mountains, and so on, all, no doubt, under the eagle
eyes of Admiral and tutor, must surely increase our respect
for the account of the spectral ship which follows.

The squadron sailed soon after midnight on July g, 1881,
and on July rrth the following entry appears in the royal
diary:

“At 4 am. the Flying Dulchman crossed our bows. A
strange red light as of a phantom ship all aglow, in the midst
of which light the masts, spars and sails of a brig 200 yards
distant stood out in strong relief as she came up on the port
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bow. The look out man on the forecastle reported her as
close on the port bow, where also the officer of the watch
from thé bridge clearly saw her, as did also the quarterdeck
mudshipman, who was sent forward at once to the forecastle;
but, on arriving there, no vestige nor any sign whatever of
any material ship was to be seen either near or right away to
the horizon, the night being clear and the sea calm. Thirteen
peisons altogether saw her, but whether it was Van Diemen or
the Flying Duichman, or who else, must remain unknown. The
Tommaline and Cleopatra, who were sailing on our starboard
bow, flashed 1o ask whether we had seen the strange red light.”

Then follows the remarkable piece of news:

“ At 10.45 a.m. the ordinary seaman who had this morning
reported the Flymg Duichman fell from the foretopmast cross-
trees and was smashed to atoms. At 10.45 p.m. after quarters
we hove to with the headyards aback, and he was buried in
the sea, He was a smart royal yardman, and one of the most
promising young lads in the ship, and everyone feels quite sad
at hisloss. (At the next port we came to the Admiral was also
smitten down.) ”’

Then the third disaster is chronicled «

** 'The midshipmen’s half yearly examination began to-day
with the Algebra paper.”

And the ship sailed on to Sydney.

I continued my northward journey back to Cape Town
along the Indian Ocean side of the Peninsula, About five
miles from Clape Point I came to a little place called Smits-
winkel Bay. In Duich and Afrikaans “ winkel * is a shop.
Rip van Winkle was Rip-from-the-shop, or Rip, the shop-
keeper.

Beyond this point the road runs along the edge of the cliff
while mountains, rising through dense woodlands, tower on
the left. It was here that I surprised a company of baboons
as they crossed the road ahead of me. I think they were as
astonished as I was. They gazed at me for a fleeting moment
with the expression reserved by all pedestrians for dangerous
drivers, and then, levering themselves on their knuckles, they
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hurled their hairy bodies straight into the tices on the opposite
side. Although I got out and looked down into the wood,
they had vanished; only the faintest movement of branches
far off in the green depths spoke of their swill descent.

I passed through many small seaside places and bays, and
at last I arrived at Simonsiown, the naval base, with its
clegant Admuralty House, 1ts dockyard, and its rocky coves
where the children of naval officers and men bathe and get
sunburnt.

From Simonstown the scenery became even more Mediter-
ranean, and the beauty of False Bay was immensely enhanced
by the gorgeous outhne of the Hottentot’s Holland Mountains
on the far side, which lifted their fretted pinnacles into a sky
hardly less blue than themselves. Rocky bays succeeded one
another, each one with its villas climbing hills at the back,
and some with little harbours where yachts and fishing boats
were mirrored in the emerald water on which they rode at
anchor Small boys surrounded the fishermen, so that these
harbours presented a view of many thin little posteriors n
khaki shorts whose owners, leaning perilously over walls and
breakwaters, waited breathlessly to see what queer fish might
come from that enchanted sea.

A lovely spot, which brings back memories of Capri, is St
James. Here, with a view across the water to the heroic blue
mountains on the sky, that distinguished writer, Francis Brett
Young, has settled ; and South Africa must be proud to have
him there. His novels, They Seek a Country and The City of Gold
—the third novel to complete the trilogy 1s yet to be writien—
have done much to explain South Africa to the world.
Admirers of those novels will like to know how they came to be
written.

“In 1915 or 1916 it was my fate to serve under Smuts in the
German East Africa campaign,” Mr Brett Young told me.
I had already fallen in love with the Cape and was distressed
by a great deal of talk about racial differences in what I
believed to be a country with a vast future. On the transport
sailing northwards from Durban, I sat at the table between two
men. One was a dear friend of mine, a surgeon who has since
died, and the other was a Brigade Major named Andries Brink,
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who later became Chief of Staff to the Union Defence Force,
and died only the other day

“ As we sat and talked it emerged that these men had fought,
on opposite sides, in the South African War. It appeared
likely that the shot which wounded my surgeon friend at one
of the battles in Natal had been fired by my other neighbour.
It was an inspiring thing to hear these two men discussing,
without any rancour, the events of that campaign. We were
all three the best of friends and I could not help feeling that
this encounter was not only mntensely dramatic but also
significant of the community of feeling which, sooner or later,
must unite the two racial strains in a new and, as I believed,
a great South African nation The proper title for my hook
was, of course, The Buth of a Natwn, but i this I had been
forestalled. But this was the theme of the hook which 1
planned that day, though it had to wait more than twenty years
before 1 set pen to paper. And I still believe that my theme
was something more than a romantic dream which the liberal
wisdom of the Act of Union made possible.”

Both races mn South Africa agree that these two books have
made a great contrihution towards that issue. I remember
reading them long before 1 came to South Africa and they
were the first books that gave me an idea of the spiritual
background of the Boer.

Next to St James 1s the celebrated Muizenberg, where white
waves in successive arcs were advancing upon miles of sand,
Upon the main road is the humble little cottage in which
Cecil Rhodes died. T4 is now a national monument, but,
although I knocked upon the door on this and two subsequent

occasions, the place was empty and I was never able to see
inside.



CHAPTER TWO

In which I see the onginal diary of van Riebeeck, steam over fo
Robben Island, wisit Cape Town Castle with its memories of Lady Anne
Barnard, nsit Groot Constantia and go to Groote Schuw, the house
which belonged to Gecrl Rhodes.

§1

r I “{HE pen of the South Aliican historian must drop fiom a

nerveless hand when he lets hus thoughts stray towards

the State Archives in Cape Town. You may find theie
the whole history of South Afiica from the first week of its
existence until the day before yesterday, all neatly filed away
ready to refute the historian; and never, I should think, has
any country possessed a more completely documented account
of itself. Such phrases as ““ it is assumed that*’ or *‘ there is
little doubt that **, which bridge the merciful gaps in ordinary
historical sources, are not possible to the writer on South
Africa, who, every time he puts pen to paper, is inviting some-
one to catch him out with an original document.

It was in this bewildering vault of history that I had the
great pleasure of helding in my hands the diary of van Rie-
beeck; and I can assure you that in modern Cape Town, with
the throb of an urgent city all around, it was indeed touching
and impessive to turn the yellowed pages which recorded man’s
first endeavours on those shores. It 15 a portly little volume,
its leaves as pale as straw, but the mk still good and black,
written in the difficult handwriting of the Seventeenth
Century. Itis, of course, written in Dutch and in the hand of
a secretary, but the Commander himself vouches for the truth
of each day’s entry.

It was one of the many regulations of the Netherlands East
India Company that the Commander at every one of theiwr
posts had to keep in triplicale a day to day record of his
stewardship. One copy went to Amsterdam, another to
Batavia, and the third copy he retained. As the Batavian

39
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copy of van Ricbeeck’s Fournal has been lost, there ave only two
now in existence, in Cape Town and at the Hague TUn-
fortunately the Cape Town copy appears to have been bound
by the public executioner, who has shaved it so closely that a
line 18 mussing from nearly every page, but the Hague copy is
perfect. Working with a photostat of this copy, the Van
Ruebeeck Society is preparing a translation of this, the first
South African document, to celebrate the tri-centenary of the
landing

The Fournal 15 without doubt the most interesting piece of
¢ Africana > in existence, and to hold 1t is to pass in imagina-
tion into those days when 1t was penned in the white sunlight
of the Cape, or by the gleam of rushlights, while the first
Luropeans were making their cxperiments in the scattered
dwellings round thefort. Theyhad landed, many of them sick,
afier a voyage of seventeen weeks. The construction of the
fort was van Ricbeeck’s first care and his next was the laying
out of the twenty-six acres of vegetable garden, and the
planting, in order to catch the rains of May and June, of the
seeds he had brought in tubs of sand {rom Holland.

In the first days life at the Cape was natually one long round
of work. It was necessary, as van Ruiebeeck said, “ to bring
forth everything out of nothing **, and to cajole or drive some
of his followers, who were not all of heroic mould. Some he
considered ‘“ as raw as the whole world had ever seen **, but
that, of course, was not a fault and might be cured by ex-
perience; others were intractable and disobedient and took
the earliest chance to stow away and disappear on the first
ship. Van Riebeeck himself, although he strove so valiantly
and accomplished so much, did not love the Cape. After
only a year he begged to be sent to the Indies away from the
¢ dull, stupid, lazy, stinking ** Hottentots, who might not be
punished by order of the Company, even though they came and
stole crops by night and drove off the cattle.

This Swiss Family Robinson era in South Africa is fasci-
nating, and it is interesting to see how soon the pattern of
South African life asserted itself among a tiny population. In
addition to the residents, there was a fluctuating number of
invalids suffering from scurvy, probably every fleet landed
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some of these, and those visitors who were not ill made life no
easier by haunting the taverns, filling themselves with arak
or anything else they could get, iramplhing down the cabbages
and roaring that “ they would rather be hanged than live n
this damned country ’. Even if van Riebeeck had been sur-
rounded by saintly characters, all anxious to pul their shoulders
to the wheel, his achievements in ten years would have been
remarkable, but when he had to contend with more than his
due share of grousing, desertion, and insubordination, we can
only marvel that he buili so much and so well. For had he
failed, might not the Cape have become French, or would the
English have come over from St Helena? Certainly the Dutch
element in South Africa would have gone for ever with van
Ricbeeck.

His labour problem appeared to him to be such that he had
to import slaves. It is strange to think of slaves in that
Mediterranean climate so fitted for the manual labour of
white men. Nevertheless they came. By Dutch law
aboriginal populations were exempted from slavery, so that
the Hottentots were free, and slaves were imported from
Angola and Guinea, and afterwards from Madagascar and
Malaya. Thus the Seventeenth Century habits of hot
countries were transferred to the mild wine-growing Riviera
of the Cape.

Within a few seasons passing Dutch merchantmen were
taking on cargoes of fresh vegetables and fiesh meat. Wheat
was being cultivated with difficulty, and a wonderful new crop
imported from Guinea, maize or mealies, was being grown
with success. Beer, which was considered good for scurvy,
was first brewed in 1658; wine and Cape brandy were made
in the following year. Walnut, oak, chestnut, and ash trees
had been planted, the first Guelder rose was plucked in 1659
—what a2 moment !—the first nipe oranges in 1661 and the first
apples in 1662. As early as 1658 the blacksmith was making
ploughshares, spades, and knives from steel sent from Holland.

It was van Riebeeck who wrote home to his masters asking
for ** lusty farm wenches ™ as wives for his settlers ; accordingly
those gracious institutions in Amsterdam which still house
orphans, and until recently clothed them m attractive
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medizval dress, one side black, the other red, were canvassed
for the right type of girl. Whether the story of Manhattan
Island had influenced him, who can say, butitis plain that van
Richeeck saw from the start that men would break out of the
shackles of the hated Company into a free life of private profit,
and, with the reluctant knowledge of the Seventeen, he
actually settled the first freemen on their own farms within
five years of the landing.

When van Riebeeck left after ten years of hard, solid work,
the white population numbered a few hundred, and the settle-
ment was wecll upon the way to becomng Cape Town,
Already that division of the population into free burghers and
Company servants, which it took New York Jonger to achieve,
was in operation, and people round Table Bay already had
friends or relatives farming land outside ihe settlement, who
sometimes trekked into the Cape with their produce.

The old fort was stll the Governor’s residence. At its
entrance were the Company stores and offices, also a hospital
where, upon palliasses filled with straw, the scurvy-stricken
sailors of Holland nursed their sore gums and tiied to get rid
of the fleas. A wooden jetty 1an into the bay with a liitle
shipbullding yard neatby; a handful of low, one-storey,
thatched dwellings was scattered on either side of the fresh-
water stream, and, higher up, where the land begins to lift
slightly towards the mountain, the Company garden, well
hedged and traversed by irrigation canals, produced enor-
mous crops of cabbages, radishes, potatoes, melons, and maize.

In van Riebeeck’s private garden at Boschheuvel, the solace
of whatever spare time he had-—and it is always the busiest
man who has spare time—the grapes grew blue in the sun;
oranges, lemons, and the homely apple thrived; the quince,
the cherry, the pear, the walnut, and the chesinut, perhaps
drew back his mind to Europe, for, of course, van Rieheeck
was not really a true South African!

Now and again a leopard would come out in the dusk and
raid a hen-roost, more often a Hottentot would snatch washing
from the line, cut brass buttons from a child’s jacket, or snatch
a hat from a passing stranger and be off and away like a deer.
Drums were always beating, warning sailors fo return aboard ;
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guns were always booming from Signal Hill 10 announce a
sail coming up over the homzon; pungent smells of smoked
fried porcupine or salled dassie rose mn the morning air, and
in the gathering African dusk, as the beacon on Robben
Island blazed like a bush fire at sea, the Night Watch, fusees
on shoulder, would shamble reluctantly on duty with many a
backward glance towards ihe shouts and songs from the
taverns of the Cape.

It was not a polite society, neither was it a cultured one,
Like all ports of call, the Cape was subject to sudden violent
eruptions of raging, roaring sailors who for months, as with
torn fingers and split nails they grappled with sails in wind
and sleet, had been savagely dieaming of bottomless casks of
arak,

There was, however, one place at the Cape where from
the first days the Sabbath had been kept when possible;
in the hall of van Riebeeck’s fort the Word of God had been
heard for the first time in South Africa, and that Book read
which the Voortrekkers were to carry with them over the
mountains into the new lands of the north

When van Riebeeck sailed away with his family his ten
years of office had established more than a garden: he lefi the
Cape with a native problem, a budding aristocracy, and an
ahwding hatred of government.

/
§2

As T walk about Cape Town, I think how much I should
like to spend a day there with van Riebeeck. He would, of
course, recognise the place at once because of Table Mountain
and the Bay, but there 1s hardly anything else he would
remember, except the position of his garden,

With luck he might, by prowling round the post-office and
the City Hall, spot the place where the old fort had stood, but
he would be puzzled by the disappearance of the river, which in
a reminiscent moment he had called the Amstel, and astonished
by the way the sea has retreated. Strand Street, which was
once upon the foreshore of the bay, is now some good distance
inland.
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He could not [a1l to be interested in postal matters, because
the Cape was a post-office long before he turned it into a
market garden., He would be the first Lo agree that the
present system s an improvement upon the more casual early
method of leaving ships’ papers under a stone.

‘We would go up to the Museum at the top of the Gardens,
where van Riebeeck would be quite at home. He would
recognise with a giim smile all the Hottentot exhibits and he
would show intetest in the astorushingly life-like casts of hush-
men and therwr remarkable and steatopygous females. No doubt
he would recognise some of the old ships’ stones, all of which
were lying aboul Table Bay in his time.

I should like to ask him how it happencd that three hundred
years ago, when ships’ companies were chiefly composed of
tough and illilmate characters, there were men among them
capable of cutting inscriptions upon graniie as exquisite as a
title-page by Caxton. The Lnglish stones are particularly
good. Take the stone inscribed London, 1622, a ship captained
by Richard Blyth, and anothcr, dated 1631, with the name
Richard Arnott upon 1it, and the Dutch stone, dated 1632,
bearing the name of Dirk van der Lee, and, even supposing
them to have been the work of stone-masons, they are still
masterpieces 1n the art of Roman lettering. -

Van Riebeeck would be fascinated and thrilled to see the
zoological section: the life-like lions and lionesses and the
hippopotami, which he knew as ““sea cows , and he would
be glad but surprised to know that these animals no longer
haunt the shores of Table Bay. The rhino he would know
well, for these creatures roamed the Cape in his time; many
of the buck would be familiar to him; the leopard would be
only too famihar; so would the civet cat—an animal that on
one occasion invaded his bedroom! DBut the giraffe would
be entirely new to him,

Perhaps the greatest thrill one could give van Riebeeck
would be to take him to the top of the Old Mutual Building,
probably the finest modern building in South Africa. If we
must have skyscrapers, let them be like this. It s a Baby-
lonian Temple, a Chaldzan ziggurat, if you like, but it is a
triumphant solution to the problem of erecting a skyscraper
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in the vicinity of Table Mountain. It is nearly three hundred
feet high, and four lLfts shoot noisclessly to the summit
You step out upon a roof which affords what can only be
described as a breath-taking view of Cape Town, Table
Mountain, and Table Bay.

I made this ascent three times, and on each occasion I
thought the experience more memorable I expected to find
every vistior to Cape Town on top of the building, but instead
I had it all to mysell.

§3

Before 1 set foot in South Africa I had never heard the word
“ tickey . It is the South African name for a threepenny-
bit. It is almost impossible to live through a day anywhere
in the Union without hearing this strange word mentioned.
The coin, which is the old-fashioned silver threepenny-bit,
has a prestige in South Africa equalled only by the high place
it occupies in the affections of Scotland.

Why is it called a tickey? The general impression is that
it may be a native imitation of an English or an Afrikaans
word. Some people think that it represents the native attempt
to enunciate the Afiikaans ““stukkie “—a hittle piece or bit—
while others think 1t comes from the English word “ ticket 7,
because at one time natives employed on public works were
paid, not in coin, but with tickets, each valued at threepence,
which could be redeemed at the local store.

I discovered a long and inconclusive note about the word
in Charles Pettman’s Africanderisms. The author does not think
very highly of the explanations usually given, but offers the
suggestion that the word may be much older than people
think—that, in fact, it may go back to the days before the
white settlement at the Cape. He thinks it possible that it
may come from a Hottentot corruption of the Portuguese word
* pataca ’, a small coin.

Another word the stranger will quickly encounter is ““ mor-
gen ”’, the Dutch land measurement, which is just over two
English acres, The word * erf **, used in Dutch for * ground **
or *‘ inheritance ”’, means a building plot.
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No one in South Africa ever talks about the cinema: it is
the  bioscope ”, a delightfully old-fashioned word which
carries the mind of any mature individual back to the {ar-off
days of spotty tours of Venetian canals in the village hall,
This does not mean that the South African cinema has lagged
behind the rest of the world, for, on the contrary, all the latest
films are to be seen in palatial bioscopes, many of which are
air-conditioned.

‘When you are invited out to dinner in a South African home,
you will encounter hospitality upon the scale associated with
America. The dinner will be admirable and the conversation
will be full of vitality. But towaids the end of dmner you will
become aware of some slight uneasiness in the air.  You may
intercept meaning glances between your host and hostess, and
you will wonder what has gone wrong. Then, as people are
cating an ice cream or trying to drink scalding hot coffee,
your hostess will address the company

“ 1 don’t want to hurry you,”’ she will say, *“ but we shall be
late for the bioscope! ™

No one ever asks if you wish 1o go to the bioscope, or if
you have already seen the film, which sometimes happens!
And you crowd into American limousines and desert the
reality of an excellent meal for the land of shadows.

§4

The ‘* Gape Doctor  1s the name of Cape Town’s private
and personal monsoon, the South-Easter. It blows during the
dry season of summer, and 15 called the * Cape Doctor ™
because it always blows seaward and is said to carry away
all the germs with it It has been described and feared since
Diaz rounded the Cape.

No sooner had I put my head out of doors one morning
than I knew the South-Easter was in full blast. Looking up
at Table Mountain, I saw that the summit was concealed
by a cloud whose grey edgessteamed over the flanks like a slow-
motion waterfall. Having descended some way, the mist
peeled off and irayed away into thin air, but this ceaseless
evaporation did not diminish or thin the waterfall. And all
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the time the wind screamed seawaid, the sun shone, the
sky was blue, and white horses had been whipped up on the
Adlantic.

In Cape Town the wind was tremendous and unforget-
table, but quite freakish. It seemed that each tall strect
was a funnel directing 1t and aiming it with such force at the
cross-roads that men and women travelling against it had to
fight their way heads down to the opposite pavement. Yet
oddly enough there were unlikely little pockets of calm whete
the wind was hardly blowing at all.

The South-Easter has the air of being a private wind, some-
thing belonging io Cape Town that is let loose from its cave
upon Table Mountain, as the Greeks fancied the winds were
unleashed from a mountam in Thrace. It can vary in
character from day to day. Upon this particular day it was
not in a savage or a dangerous mood : it was a big, blustering
wind that came gambolling thiough Gape Town like a
Puppy, snapping at the hats of men and at the knees of women,
and making fantastic whirls and spirals of old newspapers,
dust, orange peel, dead flowers, and presumably blowing all
the germs out to sea.

This was the windy mornmg I had selected to go out n a
little boat to have a look at Robben Island. From the first
moment I arrived i Cape Town the sight of that island lying
in Table Bay, apparently as bare as a bilhard ball, had roused
my curiosity, Its queer history—it was in ancient limes a
leper and a penal settlement—made me anxious to visit it, but
I found this not easy becausc it now belongs to the Union
Defence Force and has been closed to visitors for many years.
However, T was kindly given a pass, and upon this gusty morn-
ing I was blown down to the docks, where all the ships and the
boats were lifting on the swell.

Tied to the dock was an experienced-looking little tug called
the Isie, whose mission in life is to link Robben Island with the
mainland, Military stores, including a plent:ful supply of
beer for the N.C O.’s mess, were being loaded and well roped
down on deck. The passengers were all in khaki, They were
either returning from leave or going out to take a course, for
the island is now an artillery school. Slowly the Isie moved
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across the harbour to a line of white which was Table Bay,
and as I looked back at Table Mountain and saw the sullen
cloud steaming over the edge, and [elt the powerful wind
blowing us towards the harbour mouth, I recognised a
hundred early pictures and engravings of Cape Town: the
mountain, the mist, the seaward wind, the tossing ships.

The skipper n his wheel-house said that it was going to be
all right going out, but not so good coming back. As we
crossed the harbour bar, the long swell met us and now and
again the tail of a wave whipped across our low decks, sending
us with upturned collars to shelter. There I met a young
South African officer who was returning from leave, He told
me that life on Robben Island is grand for those who like soli-
tude, but not so much fun for those who long for the bright
lights which can be scen across the sea, glittering and winking
round the foot of Table Mountain every night. He, a lover of
solitude, liked Rabben Island and was content to stay there,
do his job, read books, and save his pay.

Soon we came into calmer water and Robben Island was
now quite ncar upon our sltarboard bow, a low, Robinson
Crusoe island, bare and featureless, the waves breaking in
sunlight upon deserted beaches. There was a little harbour
and a new stone pier, named ambitiously Port Murray, and
to thus pier the Isie tied up. A smart young officer was waiting
for me with a car. .

While we drove to headquarters he told me the recent history
of Robben Island: how about 1936 the Government decided
to fortify it and put a military force upon it; how this force
had taken possession of what had for years been an abandoned
and overgrown island where the old buildings and houses of
former occupants—the convict and leper settlements—were
standing roofless and deserled in a jungle of manitaka trees,
Now, the war over, the Army has established a military school
on the island with a regular staff and a changing population
of soldiers on courses. In addition to the military, several
hundred coloured and native labourers have been imported,
who, dimly aware of the island’s tragic history, believe the
place is haunted, as indeed it cught to be.

We came to a Nineteenth Century house, once the residence
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of the governor of Robben Island and now the headquarters
and mess. There were a few shantics near by and a trace of
older binldings, for this was evidently the centre of the island’s
admunistration.

Not far away is a surprising sight—a perfect little English
church complete with a machicolated tower which might have
come from any Hampshire village. Two old ships’ cannon
stand, barrel downwards, on each sde of the door, and
above 18 a stone which reads: “ Erected in the year of our
Lord, 1841. Captamn Richard Wolle, Commandant of the
Island ” We went mside, and it was as I had thought, a
uiny LEnglish chuich, designed, no doubt, in homesick or
remimiscent mood by a Royal Engineer

After lunch we motored round the island, 2 drive of about
seven miles Most of the land is scrub and tough grass,
the rest is a jungle of manitoka, which was mtroduced about
1910 and has spread almost everywhere. In spring whole
acres of Robben Island are covered with white narciss:
which, T was told, had spread from bulbs planted 1 the old
graveyards

On the north of the island we saw an ancient slate quarry
fiom which the Dutch settlers took slatc for Cape Town Castle
and for the floors and stoeps of the first Cape houses Not far
away is a beach of pulverised shell which is driven up and
packed by the tdes on this side of the island. This shell
beach is mentioned by van Riebeeck, who took from it masscs
of material for the Clape’s first hme-kins. Upon the only
slight eminence on the island, known as Vuurberg—fire
mountain—van Riebeeck kept a beacon burning at night for
ships entering the Bay: the first light on the coasts of South
Africa. There is 2 modern lighthouse there to-day, whose
seven second flash is well known to the people of Sea Point
and other places on the Atlantic mainland.

In the Eighteenth Century Robben Island achieved a sad
and tragic fame as a leper colony. ‘

“It’s a curious thing,” said one of the officers, * that the
ghosts which the coloured workmen claim to see on the island
have no hands or feet, I put this down to the fact that when

we came here we found in a house a collection of leper
B
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photographs which the doctor had once possessed. These must
have got about among the workmen, with the result which you
can imagine !

We went off to have a look at what remains of the leper
settlement, but not much is left. The suns of many summers,
the rains, and, above all, the advancing jungle, have obliterated
nearly all trace. The queerest thing we saw was the ruin of
the Leper Maternity Home, lying in a tangle of what had once
been a garden,

The little Isze took me back to Cape Town. The Cape Doc-
tor was still blowing., The e was smacked about by the sea
this way and that, until we had to hold on to anything that
was handy. And once again the view of Cape Town and
Table Mountain, with a tossing blue sea 1n the foreground, was
a sight never to be forgotten

§5

Cape Town Castle 1s one of those happy fortresses which
never fired an angry shot. It now finds itself, owing to land
reclamation, no longer on the edge of Table Bay but some way
inland, where it could not do much damage, except possibly
to the Blue Train o1 the nine-fifteen to Wynberg, which run
inlo 1ts line of fire as they leave or enter Cape.Town.

It is the most massive, as it is also the oldest, European
monument in South Africa. Though we should not call it
ancient~—it was begun in 1666, the year of the Great Fire of
London—it is to South Africans the most venerable European
object in their country, and it 1s interesting as the type of
stronghold which the Netherlands East India Company built
in the days of its power to defend itself from the growing
rvalry of England. Van Riebeeck’s old fort was a shelter
from Hottentots and wild animals; its successor is a more
ambitious and powerful structure, in shape the usual pen-
tagonal fortification of the Seventeenth Century. Its five
batteries enclose a great barrack square around which rise
the old administrative headquarters of the colony and the
delightful Residency of the Governor; for by the time the
castlewasbuilt the Commander at the Cape had beenpromoted.
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A sentry In tropreal drill stands on guard at the main gate,
and every hour visitors assemble in the shade and wait for the
guide to come and show them round. The gatehouse is
perhaps the most atiractive portion of the Castle. It is built
of those beautiful small mulberry-coloured bricks that the
Dutch made so well, and it rises into a domed belfry which
still holds the old alarm bell. Anyone interested in the
Netherlands East India Company will notice, carved on the
lintel of the main gateway, the arms of the six towns in
Holland whose Chambers elected the all powerful Seventeen

Ijoined alittle crowd, which included a covey of schoclgirls,
an elderly English couple who told me they had come to live
at the Cape, an American, and a friendly Afiikaans speaking
lady with a small boy, who was kind enough to let me practise
upon her some of the less inappropriate portions of my
Afrikaans phrase book. But is there anything more pointless
and disconcerting than the sentences one finds in such books?
How can you discover anything to address to a woman you
have never seen before from such headings as ““ Apartments ”,
“The Customs House”’, * Money-changing®, ‘‘ Post and
Telegiaph 7, or “Worship ”? The lady enriched my
vocabulary by a glorious word, not in the phrase book, which,
by means of intonation, may express affirmation, negation,
approval, disapproval, credulity, and incredulity at will, It
is just * ja-nee *’, which means yes-no.

We entered the Council Chamber of the Dutch East India
Company, where governor afier governor held his court
from the Seventeenth Century down to the moment when
Cape Town reluctantly surrendered to the British in 17g5.
The rooms are high and cool. ‘There are a few old Dutch
dressers in them and some grandfather clocks, and a sinister
picture which visits disaster upon anyone who moves it from
its position over the fireplace.

In these rooms Lady Anne Barnard gave her parties.

We passed through an archway, where the guide showed
us a brackish well and the simple wooden cross from Delville
Wood erected by the 1st South African Infantry Brigade.
We then mounted steps to onc of the bastions. We gazed
over the network of railway lines and back towards Cape
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Town and Table Mountain. We entered cells and dungeons.
I noticed that they bear a record of continuous occupations
from the Eightecnth Clentury down to the present time. One
prisoner, in the style of a more graceful age, had carved upon
his cell door .

Unwelcome siranger to this woeful place
Adieu to_friendship and to mental peace.
Content is fled O, ledious time

When sad reflechion ponders o’er no crime.
No chearing comfort glads the wearied eye
As the incessant hours wm dull rotation flp.

In abrupt contrast to this, the productions of an age of com-
pulsory education are surprisingly poor. ‘ The Army can go
to Hell for my part” is almost the best that the year 1943
can produce. “ T got here thiough my wife and I got here
through my girl,” 1s a puzzling but provoking cry of disillusion,
What happened, one wonders? Did the wife and the girl
get together and, by some sinister collaboration, condemn the
prisoner to that dreary cell?

We wandered round the ramparts for a while, then, passing
across the hot courtyard to the gate, we said good-hye, with a
tot siens or two and one “ s’long folks ”’; and so, drawn together
for 2 moment by Cape Town Castle, we resumed our separate
lives.

What a pleasant existence the Dutch created for themselves
so far from the storm and stress of Europe, a life with an easy
charm, even grace, provincial maybe and perhaps not very
intellectual, but comfortable and lived in an unmatchable
setting 'Those voyagers who arrived from the violence of
revolutionary Europe must have felt hke staying there,
And history is apparently repeating itself, Thereissomething
idyllic about the régime of such Governors as old Simon van
der Stel, whase memaory still pervades the Castle, a man who
might be called South Africa’s first statesman, perhaps her
first gentleman. The Castle has not changed much since his
day and one may fancy his coach and six drawing up
before the Residency to take him off on some benevolent
ocecasion. '
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The only other name that leaps readily to the mind is that
of a woman, Lady Anne Barnard, the authoress of Auld Robin
Gray, who arrived at the Cape as the wife of the Secretary to
the first British administration.

By that time the Cape had long since outgrown its humble
status as a smallholding : 1t was now the chiefstrategic point on
the road to India. When the French Revolutionary armies
marched into Holland in 1793, the Dutch joined them under
the exotic name of the Batavian Republic, and the Prince of
Orange {led to England France had also declared war on
Britain and so began the long struggle that, with intervals,
ended only al Waterloo.

From the outset it was obvious that either Biilain or France
would have to hold the Cape.

“ What was a feather in the hands of Holland, will become
a sword in the hands of France,” wrotle a naval Captain at the
time. It was very true.

A British fleet was sent at once to the Gape with a letter
wluch the Prince of Orange had written from Kew, asking the
Governor to accept the British as fiends and to allow them to
stiffen the defence of the Peninsula.  Thas letter did not have
the expected result. The Dutch, who thus heard surprismmgly
and abruptly of the plight of their homeland, did not know
what to do. Their loyalties weie divided between their exiled
Prince and their country.  Afler long discussion they decided
to oppose the British landing ; but the opposition was of the
token variety, and the British troops had no difficulty n
reaching Cape Town and running up the Union Jack on the
Castle. Thus the Cape came under British rule for eight
years, 1795-1803, afier which 1t was returned to the Batavian
Republic at the Peace of Amiens.

The brief period of eight years, to which Lady Anne
Barnard belongs, 15 known as the first British occupation.
The Capc had been Dutch again for only three years when
the Napoleonic Wars began, and this ttme Britain—now no
longer the ally of Holland~—had to take the Cape by force.
One action was fought, and British forces again took possession
of Cape Town. After the fall of Napoleon, the Congress of
Vienna confirmed Britain’s possession of the Cape and certain
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other former Dutch possessions upon the payment of six
million pounds. That was how Britain came to South Africa.

§6

The fust English landing caused the tragic death of one who
played an interesting and I think not generally appreciated
part i Cape history. He was Golonel Robert Jacob Gordon,
the officer in command of the Dutch garrison. He is the first
Scot in South African history, but although he was of Scots
ancestry he considered himsell a good Dutchman and was
devoted to the Housc of Orange Poor Gordon was so dis-
tressed by the British landing and, some say, so upset by
charges of treachery that he committed sulaade.

He belonged to a Scottish family who had evidently followed
the Stuarts mto exile. He was brought up in Holland and
entered the Dutch army. He was well known to everybody
who visited the Gape at the end of the Eighteenth Century,
and s ammable personality flits pleasantly m and out of travel
books and memorrs, kindly and cheerful, full of local know=
ledge, cultured and hospitable. And he played a notable part
m South African exploration.

Though he was not the first white man to see the Orange
River, having been preceded by a Dutch elephant-hunter, he
was the second to do so, and it was Gordon who named the
river in honour of the reigning House of Orange. His own
name, by the way, is preserved in Gordon’s Bay, near Somerset
West. Gordon was an extraordinarily kind, sociable fellow,
a classical scholar and a reader, and no doubt at times he feit
rather lonely at the Cape and was only too happy to welcome
the odd assortment of writers and hotanists who were always
calling there,

A delightful description. of Gordon is to be found in the
Menmoirs of William Hickey. In 1774, when Hickey was a
young lawyer of twenty-eight on his way to India, he stopped
at the Cape with a party of young men from the ship. Gordon
arranged a trip to the top of Table Mountain for them. He
sent Hottentot servants ahead with baskets of food and wine,
flutes and French horns. When the weary travellers had
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climbed half-way, they had a breakfast of cold ham and
chicken to the sound of flutes, and on the summit they were
rewarded by large quantities of food and drink to the sound of
French horns. Gordon was of great assistance to Le Vaillant
when he was writing his two lively books, and in his company
William Paterson made the journeys which he subsequently
described.

Australia may not be aware that it owes the start of its wool
industry to the Cape, and to sheep owned at one time by
Gordon. Towards the end of the Eighteenth Century the
“ father ”’ of New South Wales, John Macarthur, who was
contemplating the possibility of breeding fine-woolled sheep,
asked two-sea captains to look out for likely animals for him.
These men arrwed at the Cape after Gordon’s suicide and at
a time when his widow was selling some of his possessions,
mcluding a flock of merino sheep with an unusual history.
They had belonged to the celebrated Escurial flock and had
been presented to the Duich Government by the King of
Spamn.

With the idea that the Cape might go in for wool, the Dutch
Government sent out these merinos, but as soon as they arrived
they encountered the prejudice of the farmers. Mutton, not
wool, was the tiadition at the Cape in those days, and as on
one was interested 1 them, they passed inlo the possession of
Gordon. Many years were to pass before South Afiica could
think of a sheep in terms not of mutton but of wool.

Gordon’s sheep were welcomed in Australia, where Mac-
arthur took the greatest care of them. As soon as possiblie he
went to London, taking with him a sample of their wool.
He interested manufacturers in the quality of Australian wool,
and from that moment the great industty never looked back.

Gordon was a magnificent cartographer and water.
colourist, and among his possessions weie [our hundred
beautiful water-colour drawings of South African scenery,
and particularly the coastline of the Cape. This collection is
now in the Ryks Museum in Amsterdam, and is bound in six
enormous volumes. All the plans and views are mounted on
linen and are signed and dated by Gordon. Perhaps the most
interesting are the first pictures ever made of the Orange River.
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There is also a dehghtful view of Swellendam, showing the
Drostdy with the Dutch flag planted in a field opposite and six
little white farms dotted about the landscape. Some of the
panoramas, notably those of the Orange River and the Cape

coast, are over thirty feet long and are best examined on the
floor.

§7

South Africa was stll an unknown country when Lady
Anne Barnard stepped ashore at the Cape 1 1797 with the
first British admmisiration, Considermg its place on the
world trade routes, remarkably little had been written about it.
Father Tachard, who went to Siam 1 1685 with a party of
Jesuits, gave an incidental description of Cape Town of very
great 1interest, proving how many secret Roman Catholics
lived under the Dutch East India Company, a German called
Peter Kolben wrote an unreliable book i 1719, and a Scot,
William Paterson, wrote a dull one 1n 1789 But the flood
of books on South Africa did not begin until the Nineteenth
Century. It was therefore into a novel and fascinating land
that Lady Anne Barnard stepped in 1797, equipped with a
keen eye, a witty pen, and a charitable heart.

This Scotswoman was the first person who attempted to
show the Cape Dutch that all British people were not haughty
or ill-mannered, and she had considerable success in bringing
British and Dutch together in Cape Town Castle in a happy
atmosphere of wine, cold chicken, candlelight and fiddles.
Her descriptions of Cape life were penned in the form of letters
to friends in England.

There is, perhaps, something etetnally youthful about the
name of Anne, so that it is rather a surprise to realise that the
originator of all this gaiety was a mature woman of forty-
seven when she first set eyes on Table Mountain There was
nothing girlish about her: shé was an accomplished woman
of the world, a Scottish noblewoman whose life had been spent
amongst the *‘ quality ”* in Edinburgh and London, a woman
whose fate it was to go through life in love with one man,
but contentedly, even happily, married to another twelve
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years her junior She was sane and practical, and, in my
opinion, few things show more clearly this side of her character
than the fact that she took with her to the Cape * a map of a
sheep and an ox ”, thmking 1t likely that Dutch butchers
might cut meat awkwaidly.

In her youth, as Lady Anne Lindsay, daughter of the old
Barl of Balcarres, shc moved with wit and, as a mimature by
Cosway proves, with beauty, through the elegant social world
of the late Eighteenth Century. When she was twenty-one
she composed the ballad Auld Robin Gray, whose fame was a
life-long embarrassment to her. It describes the problem of a
married woman faced by the return of her old true love from
foreign parts, and it was inspired by her sister’s life. In
order not to implicate her sister, she stubboinly denied her
authorship until she was an old lady of seventy-thrce, when
she confessed the aunthorship to Sir Walter Scott, but never
admitted the source of her inspiration.

Although her husband was only Secretary, Lady Anne
found herself the official hostess at the Castle, because Lady
Macartney, the Governor’s wife, had not accompamed her
husband to the Cape. Lord Macartney, sixty and suffering
from gout, decided to live in the Garden House, now Govern-
ment House, and to hand over to the Barnards the more
sumptuous apartments in the Casile which were rightfully his,
80 poor Lady Anne set about furmishing those large and
enormously high rooms with the aid of military carpenters and
tailors, and everything must have been upon a simple, even
frugal, scale.

The first lady of South Africa discovered a society that to
her eyes was provincial, and also politically opposed to the
occupation, believing that when the war was over the Cape
would either become French or would be handed hack to the
Dutch, as indeed it was by treaty. Therefore many of those
far-seeing people were not at all anxious to label themselves
pro-British and so earn the hostility of the next rulers. She
noted that some of the most important men who aitended
official functions, * appeared for a short time and then
vanished, as if they were almost afraid of being seen there by
each other *,



58 IN SEARCIH OF SOUTH AFRICA

It was that frigid, suspicious atmosphere which she decided
to break down by kindness and hospitality, and all those
qualities of sympathy and sincerity which were a part of her
nature. She observed the members of her own sex with a
pitiless feminine eye. Lady Anne’s first impression of them,
on a gala occasion when they were sitting around n thewr best
diesses, was that they reminded her very much of the women
one might find at an assize ball in a country town. * 'What
they want most is shoulders and manners.”

Angling first for these ladies and their daughters, and
giadually casting her nct wider, with the blue coats from
Simonstown and the red coats of the gairison as bait, Lady
Anne soon drew to the Castle a lively company which drank
her wine, ate her chicken, flirled and danced to the music of
black fiddleis beneath the glow of the old Dutch chandeliers.
Such warmth and good nature as there were in Gape Town
during those extremely difficult years proceeded from her.
She was no snob, neither was she burdened in any way with
the prcjudices of her class and time; the social peculiarities
she noticed at the Cape came, as she well knew, [rom no ill
nature, but were the natural result of a self-contained, semi-
rural society which had been cut off for centuries from Europe
and was poised remotely upon the toe of Africa.

The Cape Town she saw had grown into quite a large place.
There were over six thousand white inhabitants, served by a
larger number of slaves. The town, although so much smaller
and lower in its roof-lines than to-day, impressed the visitor
with the same air of brightness and liveliness. It was an
exciting place to discover after weary months at sea.

The sun shone upon rectangular streets limed with reed-
thatched houses, many of them the stately, classical houses of
the Seventeenth Century, their many-paned windows set with
regularity on either side of a tall, dignified door, pilasters lifting
themselves from street to roof level, and each house with a stone
stoep upon which the Kapenaars sat in the cool of summer
evenings, Those buildings must have related themselves in
Lady Anne’s eyes to the old Jacobean houses of England,
and the tall windows and the great doors, high encugh for a
horsernan to enter in the saddle, may have reminded her of



IN SEARCH OF SOUTH ATRICA 59

the Dutch aichitecture of the London of Wilham and Mary.
Many streets were unpaved, the town was ill-lit at mght, parts
of 1t smelt most vilely, and the dozens of single storey, thatched
taverns, called by such names as Dc Witte Swan, De Roode
Os, De Konig van Pruizen, De Goode Anker, never lacked
their own thirsty international clientele,

There were no visible shops, but you could buy anything
by arrangement, for a monstrous contraband tradition had
grown up, the result of the Dutch East India Company’s
ban on shopkeeping. Nearly every ship that anchored in the
Bay had mysterious dealings with Cape Town’s invisible
stores, The central feature of the town, the Herrengracht,
called after the most fashionable canal of Seventeenth Century
Amsterdam, was a wide street lined with trees which led
gracefully 1o the Company Garden, then, as now, the joy and
pride of Gape Town.

11t was a vivid and ever-fascinating scene Lo 2 woman of Lady
Anne’s quick perception, who was also a capable water-colour-
ist: thelead-complexioned Malay slaves trotting along with fish,
fruit, or firewood on shoulder-poles; the broad, blue-cdated
Boers 1n vast hats and velskoen; the out-spanned oxen in the
town square, clucked at by naked Hottentots; the gorgeous
flowers in the fruit market; the muscular slaves advancing
with some well-nourished beauty enshrined within a sedan-
chair; the female slaves crouched in the sun, sewing, their
raven hair transfixed by a silver pin.

At nine o’clock 1n the evening a Clastle gun was fired. The
sedan-chairmen awakened and flexed their muscles and,
grasping the poles of their little glass boxes, went to collect
their mustresses. Lanterns bobbed abovc the holes and
craters mn the streets as the mooi meisies and their mammas
went home, fanning themselves beneath the Southern Cross,
humming to the stars the tune of a catchy cotillon, or mayhe
remembering what lieveling Ensign Robinson had whispered
about to-morrow night. Then, just to remind the ladies that
they were not in Pars, or London or the Hague, all the watch-
dogs would bark and the hyznas would back out of the
starlight with their offal.

Lady Anne would go up to bed, believing she had done
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a good deed, and mn the Garden House old Lord Macartney,
with the crickets trilling and the moths charging the candles,
would open his despatches and read with satwsfaction that
England had not been beaten yet.

After Lady Anne Barnard and her husband returned to
England in 1802, the Cape was handed back to the Dutch.
The Barnards lived the usual London Lfe for four years.
Then the Napoleonic struggle began. England seized the
Cape. Andrew Barnard was asked two go oul agamn with
young Lord Caledon, the Governor. He agreed to go for
six months, leaving his wife at home

“Where will this find you, my best beloved? ™ she wrote
swiltly after him. ¢ Oh, Barnard, if this matter weic to
be acted over agam, I would not consent to a separation.
Do not let your absence be longer than it must. Fair winds
attend you and blow you soon back again., . . .”

He was il on the voyage out, but wrote in May, 1807,
giving her all the Cape Town news  In October he died on a
journey up couniry and was buried in the Duich Reformed
Cemetery on the way to Green Point, Lady Anne lived to be
seventy-four, carrying into her old age that vivid interest
in the world around her which she employed so well at the
Cape of Good Hope.

88
I shall never forget the magic of those days spent in the
country about Cape Town, among orchards and vineyards
where the white walls of the old Dutch farms stand glittering in
the sunlight as if carved in snow. The old farmers loved to
give their houses names which expressed a reposeful senti-
ment, like Welgemeend—well-meant—or Vergelegen—far-
away, or such poetic names as Morgenster—Morning-star,

just as the Dutch do to this day.
The Cape farmhouse is the oldest type of domestic anchi-
tecture in Sout}} Africa, and the style runs like 4 theme song
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in the work of many modern architects. In its purest form, as
seen in the Cape, it is a style exquusitely adapted to the
country and the climate. Itisto South Africa what Spanish
Ciolonialis to South America, and English Colonial to Carolina
and Virginia. !

The usual farm in Holland is a building of one storey, and
the standard house of the wealthy Amsterdam merchant in
the Seventeenth Century was a building of six or seven storcys,
ending in a decorative gable in which there was always a little
attic room. When the Dutch found themselves in South
Africa they married the one storey farm to the Amsterdam
gable wath the greatest success. It mught be thought that to
give such prominence to the gable, and to bring it down so
near the eye level, would have been unfortunate, but it is the
reverse.  The gable becomes the most interesung feature. It
redeems the building from the commonplace and gives it
style and quality.

The Cape farm is a long, roomy, thatched building, in
size and proportion not unlike a large Hampshire barn.
The ends of the building have gables which follow the line of
the thaich, and the third and most important gable is in the
centre over the front door and contains an attic, used in the
old days as a storeroom or a schoolroom. The farms are
always whitewashed and they dazzle the eyes, but this gives
them a delightfully cool appearance in the warm climate.
Trees—oak trees generally—are planted so near to them
that the leafishadows at some moment of the day are
silhouetted upon the walls. Some few yards from the
farmhouse stands a slender white arch with a bell—the slave
bell—hanging in it, and grouped about at convenient distances
are the barns, stables, storehouses, and wine-presses, all built
in the same style and all whitewashed.

Those old Dutch farms impressed me by their solidity and
their dignity. Life must have passed very pleasantly theie;
no one went hungry or thirsty, and agriculture and viticulture
were pursued not at a run, but at a gentle walk.

One of the most beautiful of the Cape homesteads is Groot
Constantia, about twelve miles from Cape Town. This is the
estate which produced the Constantia wine so famous in
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Burope during the Eighteenth Century. Though the house
itself 1s now a museum, its ancient vineyards still thrive, You
approach Groot Constantia by way of a long avenue lined by
irees, and when you come to it standing m white serenity
among the shadows, it seems almost a pity to disturb its
afternoon sleep.

A caretaker admitted me to a high, cool hall, the voorhuis,
on either side of which were tall rooms, Behind was a long
saloon—the dining-hall—and at the back were the kitchens and
the spare rooms. The house breathed the spacious dignity of
the Seventeenth Century. It was the right background for a
grandee of the time. The man who built 1t had lived in a
fine house in Holland, and he did the best he could to surround
himself with the air of space and quality to which he was
accustomed, as Englishmen did who went to Virginia and
Carolina and bult themselves the same kind of houses they
had lived in at home.

The presses and storerooms in which the celebrated Con-
stantia was made and matured may be seen near the house,
This wine was a dessert wine of such quality and distinction
that the experienced drinkers of the Eighteenth Century pro-
claimed it to be among the great wines of s type. Iis
excellence was due to the peculiarity, well known in wine-
growmg countries, that certain vineyards produce superb
wine-grapes, while the next, separated only by a hedge or a
ditch, may he commonplace. And 1t has also been suggested
that the custom of twisting the stems of the bunches to arrest
the flow of sap, and so turn the grapes almost into raisins before
they went to the wine-press, helped the characteristic heavy
sweet flavour. The grapes which grew so admirably at Con-
stantia were the Muscadel and the Muscadel de Frontignac.
The care with which this wine was made and shipped also
maintained its reputation in Europe.

It is natural that Sheridan should have liked the wine, but
more interesting, I think, that it should have been the last
thing Napoleon asked for as he lay dying at St Helena. He
was supplied with this wine by his devoted Las Cases. Among
the guests who dined at Constantia in the year 176g was the
French navigator, Antoine de Bougainville, It is pleasant
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to think of him in a country where his name is now written so
cxquisitely upon a thousand sunlit walls.

.
§9

There are many memorials to Cecil Rhodes, but none, I
fancy, more interesting or unusual than Groote Schuur, the
fine house which Rhodes built outside Cape Town. He was
so busy dreaming of an Anglo-Saxon world in which war
would be no more, and of the Uruted States of South Africa, that
objects like rooms and bedsteads and tables never mattered very
much to Inm. Rhodes was happy in a tin shed with a canip
bed and perhaps a gladstone bag as a bolster, Of course, he
was a bachelor.

But eventually, at the height of his power, he hought an
ancient building called the Big Barn—Groote Schuur—in
which the Dutch East India Company had once stored grain.
He decided to convert this barn into a fine house for himself.
It was the only time he gave any indication that he was aware
of the domestic elegancies.

Meeting a shy young architect at dinner one might, he
casually gave him the task of transforming Groote Schuur
into a mansion, and that was the beginning of one of the
happiest of South African associations: the collaboration
between Cecil Rhodes and Herbert Baker. When a new wing
had been built and a fine bedroom was ready for him, Rhodes
continued to live in a hut in the garden which had been
part of the old slave quarters, and it was not without great
difficulty that Baker mianaged to get him out of this dwelling
and into his own quarters in Groote Schuur. Even when the
house was completed and furnished, Rhodes, proud as he
was of it, showed a tendency to shp out by the back door at
times and run off to one of his shacks or cottages. One
wonders whether Rhodes really built Groote Schuur for
himself, or whether it may be that the  brooding spirit , or
the feminine intuition which served hum as a wife, told him,
as he surveyed a South Africa of corrugated iron, that the
time had come to set an asthetic standard for the future.

Until Rhodes built Groote Schuur and filled it with old



04 IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA

Duteh furniture, no one except a few enthusiasts like Madame
Koopmans de Wet thought highly of Cape architecture or
Seventeenth Century Dutch furniture and craftsmanship.
Then suddenly it became the fashion, This fortunate event
not only cstablished a South African style in domestic archi-
tecture, but it also created the modern manufacture of the
sometimes excellent reproductions of Seventeenth Century
furniture. When Rhodes died, he left Groote Schuur to the
nation and nominated the house as the future residence of the
Prime Minister of the Union of South Africa—several years
before the Union took place

I was invited by Field-Marshal Smuts o breakfast at
Groote Schuur, and I motored along the De Waal Drive at
the glorious hour of half-past seven in the morning. As
the road sweeps up out of Cape Town there 13 a grand view of
the Bay, then it runs inland, and soon I was passing the
superbly situated Umiversity, one of Rhodes’ dearest dreams,
This splendid group of white buildings is seen against the
massive slopes of the Devil’s Peak which towers up, dark
blue, into a pale blue sky. Next to 1t is an enclosure where
zebra and buck were grazing behind a deer fence, and almost
oppostte a drive ran down to Groote Schuur.

The house is large, white, and gabled, with a pillared stoep
looking out to the mountains. The gardeners were hosing
the flower-beds and the sun was getting warm., There is a
good bronze plague over the central gable showing the landing
of van Riebeeck,

After bieakfast the General—for that is the handier title
used in South Africa—took me all over the house, and 1 was
surprised 1o see how many rooms are just as Cecil Rhodes left
them. Tt is almost as though you mught open a door and
come face to face with Rhodes in a pair of white drill trousers
going out for a ride How odd it is that a man who cared so
little for rooms and interior decoration should have so firmly
impressed himself upon walls and chairs and tables.

His bedroom is the most interesting room in the house,
interesting in the sense that it reflects his personality. Itisa
large, barely furnished room, not the room of a millionaire,
but rather that of a soldier who has lived most of his life m a
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tent. The windows give a grand view of the mountains,
and that, one imagines, was the attraction to Rhodes The
bed is rather hard and uncomfortable, there is the minimum
of furniture, and upon the walls hang two photographs of
Egyptian pharaohs, a print showing Napoleon crowning him-
sclf, and a photograph of a woman.

And who 18 this woman in the bedroom of Cecil Rhodes?
She 18 2 wrinkled old Zulu woman whose mummy-like hands
lie on her knces and whose old eyes gaze out of an intricate
nest of lines  She was onc of the last surviving wives of the
Matabele chief, Mzilikazi, and with her aid Rhodes made his
daiing visit, unarmed, into the Matopos in 1896, and brought
the Matabele revolt to anend  The General told me the story
briefly, and there is a full and fascinating account of it in
Dr Hans Sauer’s admirable book of reminiscences, Ex Africa.
Sauer was one of the three men who went with Rhodes on this
daring expedition, belicving up to the last minute that they
might be massacred

The old woman was encountered by chance when Rhodes
and a few Cape boys were hunting for food during the revolt,
As they were catching some chickens, the old woman rushed
out of a hut and abused Rhodes as a hen-stealer. It was then
discovered that she was Nyambezana, Mzilikazi’s only living
wife, and the mother of one of the most important rebel chiefs,
Rhodes, who had been told that ten thousand troops would
be necessary to put down the revolt, decided to try to bring it
to an end by going humscIfinto the enemy country and meeting
the chiels. The old woman eventually acted as go-between.

The story of the journey into the hills and the Indaba that
followed, which brought peace to Rhodesia, is one of nerve and
courage that stands side by side with the journey of Piet Retief
to the Zulu king, Dingaan. Retief’s journey, however, ended
in massacre. So the old woman whose portrait hangs 1 the
bedroom at Groote Schuur was, I suppose, the most important
woman in the life of Cecil Rhodes.

Downstairs there is another room just as Rhodes knew it
This is the library. It is a small library, but notable for the
presence of several hundred books all bound in uniform

red morocco and all in typescript. Heie is another remark-
F
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able story. Gibbon’s Decline and Fall was one of the books
which Rhodes admired so much that he wished to read the
Greek and Latin authorities mentioned in the footnotes, One
day, while he was walking along Piccadilly, he turned into a
hookshop with the remarkable request that they should engage
scholars at Oxford and Cambridge to translate all Gibbon’s
authorities! This was done. A stream of mainly Greek
authorities, all neatly typed and mn English, began to appcar
at Groote Schuur, and the supply did not cease until someone
discovered that the bill had mounted to £8,000.

T was intercsted to see this library, which has often been
disparaged as the whim of a rich man who paid heavily for
translations of Ovid and Caesar. But how surprised I was to
find that by far the greatest number are raie Byzantine texts
which had never before been translated, a collection so
impressive thail they must be the finest library of Byzantine
authorities ever put into English. I am sure that Byzaniine
students will be interested to know that in a few moments,
durmg a brief glance at the shelves, I saw the following: the
History of Agathias of Myrina; the Chronographia of John
Cantacuzenc, the History of John Comnenus by Nicetas; the
History of Muchael Attaliates, the History of John Curopalates;
the Husiory of Theophanes; the dnnals of Zanaras; and the
Ceremomes of Constantine Porphyrogenitus, Perhaps someday
it might be possible to publish the Groote Schuur Byzantine
texts, or some of them, for nothing like them exists anywhere
else.

The Spartan masculinity of Groote Schuur impressed Mrs
Gertrude Millin, who says in her biography, Rhodes: “ Itisa
man’s house. And, in fact, Rhodes kept no women servants,
and the maids of visitors had orders to remain as incon-
spicuous as possible. There are fifteen bedrooms and two
bathrooms: one of which, in marble, with a terrific granite
bath, was Rhodes’ great pride. Few of the bedrooms have
adequate mirrors. Rhodes’ own room possesses no adequate
mirror, no bookshelf, no bright pictures, nothing soft.”

Rhodes encouraged the public to wander so freely.in every
part of his estate that strangers were sometimes discovered
mn the house itself.  ““ Numerous visitors used calmly to walk

gof
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up and stroll along the back, locking into the windows, cven
when Rhodes, whom they probably did not recognise, was
sitting in his chair at the far end of the stoep , writes Gordon
le Sueur, one of his secrctaries. ‘I have known the bell to
be rung by couples, and tea asked for, which was always
supplied, and I have come across people strolling about the
house quite unattended, having probably walked in through
some door left open. One afternoon I went into the library,
and saw a rough-looking man sitting in an easy-chair reading a
newspaper. I enquired if there was anything I could do for
him. ¢No,” he replied.  Then what are you doing here?’
1 asked.  Oh, just havin’ a lock round,’ he saxd. * This is
Cecil Rhodes” *ouse, ain’t it? * *’

Like many people who have never done any writing, Rhodes
had the delightful idea that you have only to place a poet or a
ywriter in beautiful scenery in order to inspire the production of
masterpicces, whereas the truth is that a lot of fine literature
has been produced in revolt against ugly surroundings. A
poet at the Cape is more likely to sit and do nothing, feeling
that the poem has already been written by a greater than he.

However, with this idea Rhodes engaged Sir Herbert Baker
to converl a smaller building, known as the Woolsack, and
connected to Groote Schuur by a blue river of hydrangeas,
into a retreal where arlists and writers might live in beautiful
surroundings and—in his hopeful words—*‘ be better inspired
to interpret through their art the beauty and grandeur of the
country . This charming little house bwlt 1ound an
atrium had as its first literary tenant Rudyard Kipling, who
used to go out to the Cape and live there every year with his
family.

Though Kipling has left a pleasant account of holiday hfe
al the Woolsack in Something of Myself, he must have been a
disappointment to Rhodes. Apart from the lines:

Under hot Constantia broad the vineyards lie,
Throned and thorned the aclang berg props the speckless sky,
and:

Whate as sand of Muysenberg
Spun before the gale—
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Kipling never appeared to have been inspired by the beauty of
the Cape. The beauty, of which he was naturally fully aware,
acled on him as an anodyne Rhodes must have looked at
Kipling many a time as he used to look at the Big Hole at
Kimberley, wondering when the diamonds, which he knew
to be there, would come to light But they never did  And
I can understand Kipling perfectly. There are days at the
Cape when you just do not work. You are content to look
and to enjoy, and anybody can have your pen.

§ 10
I climbed the mountain path behind Groote Schuur to the
Rhodes Memorial. In a temple of unfluted columns I saw
the bust of a sad-faced man gazing out over the hazy flats
to the north, T read these lincs by Kipling on the pedestal:

His immense and brooding spirit shll
Shall gucken and contiol.

Living he was the land, and dead
FHis soul shall be her soul.

The temple, says Sir Herbeit Baker, was built upon a
clearing where Rhodes had placed a seat hecause it was * his
favourite view . But surely not Surely the * immense
and brooding ” face in the temple I3 gazing towards his
favouriie view, where, far 10 the north, in a country which
bears his name, he lies like a pharach in a pyramid of living
granite.

Many books have been written about Cecil Rhodes and
many more will no doubt be written. Perhaps one day his
one catastrophic fall from grace, the Jameson Raid, will not
entirely overshadow his great virtues. He came from the
wicarage of Bishop’s Stortford, one of a large family, and went
to South Africa as a delicate vouth threatemed with con-
sumption. He became a millionaire and tied all his vast
wealth to a dream: the vision of a Pax Brittanica.

The books draw the picture of a powerful and interesting
personality : realist and dreamer ; tough bargainer and open-
handed giver; shrewd politician and youthful enthusiast;
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joctic visionary and hardened cymwe ( every man has lus
srice *); and all this delightfully mixed with those personal
seculiarities and whimsicalities whach, since the time of
Nlapoleon, have been expected of sel-made Cacsars. He also,
nc gathers, had Napoleon’s unfailing eye for a marshal and
sould recognise gentus at a glance. He had only to say to some
anknown young man “ do this > and 1t was done brilhantly,
ind the young man became famous. But I should hke to
mow mote about Rhodes' failures, of the people who let
im down and double-crosscd him and of the swans who
turncd out to be not even geese.

No man in a hfe of forty-nine years did more for the Imperial
idea which was lus religion, and cerlainly few men have led a
more dedicated, selfless life. And 1t s fitting that one who
created so many undergraduates should have remained so
much an undergraduate himself.

§11

Therc were Professor A and Professor B, the Doctor, and
jomeone whose name I never knew, and we were having lunch
m a club and talking about Gape Town.

“ What a number of words the Gape has prefixed,” T said.
¢ How many do you think there are?

“ Well, there’s the Cape Doctor,’” said Professor B.

“ And Cape Cart,” said the Doctor

“ And the Cape Gooseberry,” I said

‘“ And Cape Dulch,” said the Unknown

“Yes, and Cape Pigeon—the petrel,”” said Professor A.

“ And gardenia florida—Cape Jasmine,” said Professor B.

* Oh, and Cape Hen—the albatross,”” said the Doctor.

“ What about Cape Coloured? ** I suggested.

There was an milerval,

“ Gape Merchant,” cried the Unknown triumphantly,

“ Cape clouds,” said the Doctor firmly.

“Yes,” smd Professor B, ©* the Magellan Clouds.”’

About an hour afterwards, as we were saying good-bye,
Professor A, who had gone thoughtfully away, turned back
with a gleam of triumph in his eye.
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* Cape fly-away! * he said and strode briskly ofl,
“ He's right.”” said the Doctor. ““Ii’s a mirage at sea.”

A Cape Town night that lingers m my memory was spent
in the coloured slum, District Six, with an armed police
sergeant. Things were quiet because on the previous night a
gang of thugs, who had been smoking hemp, broke loose
armed with razor blades and bicycle chains, and the subsequent
arresls had spread an uneasy hush over the place. I saw all
the famihar sights of an exotic slum—the apparently in-
extricable confusion of good and bad, of infected and clean—
but I saw nothing new in the way of vice or squalor. It was
strange to emerge from the mess to find myselfin the centre of
fashionable Cape Town on a moonlit night.

I returned the next day to attend a Malay wedding which
was one of the prettiest things imaginable. I sat for hours in
a little house at a table loaded with crystallised fruits while the
vivid little bride and her husband, surrounded by a glowing
houquet of bridesmaids, sat enthroned and received the good
wishes of their Moslem kinsfolk



CHAPTER THREE

I go to the town of Stellenbosch and the fruit country of the Draken-
stein Valley and Pam!. I stay at Ceres and, passing through Tulbagh,
explore the Piquetberg Mountains, where 1 find a family that has been
Luwng there for ewghly years.

§1
S soon as the Cape wind ceased to blow, the hot Novem-
Aber days continued. Table Bay became a lake, and the
far-off mountains lay upon the sky’s edge 1n a flat wash
of blue and violet
The spring flowers had died back into the hillside, but mn
the gardens, where beds of hollyhocks and dahlias bloomed
side by side with bougainvillea and hibiscus, Europe and
Africa joined hands. Most lovely were the arum lilies of
white and yellow which sprang from any pool of still water
beside the road
It was strange to sec Christmas stealing into South African
shop wmdows in little dabs of cotton-wool snow; for the
tradition that the Nativity occurred i the climate of Northern
Europe is indestructible With the temperature stieadily
rising, Father Christmas was shown muffled in his heavy
scarlet gown, and he drove his reindeer sledge behind the
plate-glass of Adderley Street, heavily spangled with tinsel
frost upon which the summer sunlght of the Cape shone
strangely.

§eo
One morning, motoring across the Cape Flats, I came to
green rounded hills which might have been the South Downs.
There was a moment, indeed, when the landscape bore such
a remarkable resemblance to Sussex that I expected to find
the Long Man of Wilmington round the next corner. Then
71
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the resemhlance faded, and I saw a screen of jagged moun-
tains ahead which nught have been dipped in Prussian Blue
and hung against the sky. They were the mountains above
the Drakenstemn Valley.

I came to the delightful town of Stellenbosch, which was
full of early moining bicycles and bells as young men and
women with books beneath therr arms hurried on their way
to lectures and, I trust, to fame and fortune What a pretty
town it is, The University is spread in and around Stellen-
bosch in a number of fine buildings, but there was no need to
construct cloisters, for that was done centuries ago when
Governor Simon van der Stel planted his oak avenues.
Lverywhere in Stellenbosch you see broad streets lined with
oak trecs, white honses gleammeg m tree shadows, tall tunnels
of green shade; and in the gutters the water of the Eerste
Ruver runs musically tinkling on a hot morning and tempting
you to believe that this must be a memory of the Dutch canals.

Next to Cape Town, Stellenbosch is South Afiica’s most
ancient town. Tor twenty-six long years the first setilers
contented themselves with a few expeditions into the ¢ inw
terior °, but they continued to live almost within shouting
distance, certainly within gunshot, of the fort. The Cape in
those days cannot have encouraged dispersion. There were
lions and “ tygers’, as they called lcopards, there were
roving hordes of Hottentots, and farther back in the hills
there were bushmen. However, when the greatest of the
Cape Dutchmen, Simon van der Stel, took stock of his little
kingdom m 1679, he wisely came to the decision that the time
had arrived for white men to take their first daring step away
from Table Bay.

That first step led them to Stellenbosch. A few brave free-
men were given farms in a landscape that had not yet taken
on its characteristic appearance. There were no oaks, no
vineyards, no firs, and no gum trees. It was a primitive bit
of Africa awaiting the transforming hand of man. Holland
sent acorns out to the Cape in sacks. When the young trees
were as thick as a finger they were planted out in a nursery
of good black soil on Table Mountain. In ten years time
thase not uprooted by baboons were thirty-six feet high, with
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a diameter of seven o cight inches near the ground! This
may seem unbelievable, but we have Simon van der Stel’s
word for 1t. The Governor lavished a paternal love upon
Stellenbosch, and every year on tus hirthday he would take
his coach and six and go there to sit bencath the oak trees and
gwe cakes to the most promising scholais while a joily fair, o
genume old Dutch &eimzs, one mmagines, took place around
him; a scene that Teniers should have painted.

Stellenbosch to-day 15 an Afrikaans-speaking town.' T
hardly heard a word of English spoken there. The Univer-
sity, ike that of Pretoria, teaches in Afrikaans; Cape Town
and the Witwatersrand teach m English.  The bookshops were
an interesting proof of the enormous amount of Afrikaans
Irlerature being printed m.South Adrica to-day.

The two most famous scholars of Stellenbosch were General
Hertzog and Freld-Maishal Smuts. Hertzog went on from
Stellenbosch to Holland, and Smuts to Gambridge. Although
they differed on political maltters, they were always in com-
plete agreement on one: the excellence and desirability of
Stellenbosch girls  Both Her tzog and Smuts fell in love when
students, and both made early marriages; and, from a brief
survey of the town, I should say that this was not the most
difficult part of their tutelage.

I departed from pretty, leafy Stellenbosch with one question
unanswered in my mind. It 1s a mystery. When Lady Anne
Barnard went 1o that town in 1797, the Landdrost, or
magistrate, sent his carviage to meet her, and she was surprised
to see from the coat of arms on the door that it had once be-
longed to the fourth Duke of Queensberry. This was the
notorious “ Old @, who in his scventies used to sit on a
balcony m Piccadilly quizzing the ladies, while a mounted
groom sat below ready to carry his master’s messages here and
there. Though alinost anything may happen to a second-
hand article, the appearance at the Cape of “ Old Q’s’’
carriage—that relic of Georgian London—with six horses
attached to 1t and a Hottentot driver on the box, belongs surely
to the highest regions of the improbable.
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§3

The Drakenstein Valley, like many things in the Cape, is
completely un-African. It might be France, it might even be
Germany; I think if you could slide it quietly into any region
west of Bordeaux, towards the Cevennes, no one would be
surprised to wake up in the morning and find it there.
Mountains enclose it on the north, rising in long 1idges
or in sharp pinnacles; the slopes are thickly planted with firs;
and there is not a thing within sight, except the mountains
themselves, that is not there as the result of long European
occupation. ILvery yard of the valley is closely cultivated
with orchards and vineyards, White chiteaux gleam among
the trecs, neat vineyards climb the hills as they do in the
Rhineland, and altogether you see in the Drakenstein Valley
as fine an example as you could wish of an imported
landscape.

That lions, leopards or baboons—ihough these last aie still
present—should ever have haunted so European a scene seems
incredible. Even the labourers mn the vineyards look rather
out of place when they turn and reveal their dark faces,

At one cnd of the valley, at a place called Fransch Hoek,
there is a memorial to the Huguenots, but their true memorial
is the valley itself and the great wine industry of the Cape.
Among all the religious and political refugees who at one time
or another have left thewr own land, the Huguenots alone
appear to have heen welcomed everywhere and to have given
their skill and their loyalty unquestioningly to the countries of
therr adoption Their arrival at the Cape was one of the
fortunate moments in South Afiican history. There were
only about two hundred of them, but they have influenced
South Africa out of all proportion to their numbers. They
were settled round Fransch Hoek, and at the other end of the
valley round Paarl, that they might teach the inhabitants
what was wrang with Cape wine, Although the Dutch had
made wine in South Africa within seven years of their arrival—
a gallant effort—their wine had not roused any enthusiasm in
Holland or Batavia; indeed, some critics rudely compared it
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o the crab apple. With the Huguenols came men who knew
I the ancient secrets of the French vineyards.

They stepped ashore at the Cape, as they did in so many
yther lands, with nothing save the clothes they wore, their own
reat skill and their splendid industry, Laving at first in
ough bothies, in time they looked out upon their own flourish-
ng acres and upon some of the finest chateaux in the Cape.
n a few generations they had intermarried with their Dutch
ieighbours and had given up their French language and themw
wwn customs. When a Frenchman went in search of his
sompatriots at the end of the Faghteenth Century, expecting
o find some faint memory of France, he found the Hugucnots
sompletely South African, with nothing to distinguish them
sut their vivacity, their names, the names of their farms, and
hetr way of baking bread.

In the valley of the Berg River, from Fransch Hoek to
Nellington, the names of the ¥rench farms remain to this day:
La Cotte, La Dauphine, L.a Terre de Luc, La Provence,
Champagne, Cabriére, Le Paris, Dieudonné, Biendonné, Le
Rhoéne, L’ Arc d’Orléans, and very many more. And the names
>f those who live in these farms, and in the wine districts of
he Cape, are those of the old Huguenot settlers: du Tort, de
Villiers, Maras, Joubert, Malherhe, and so on.

The Huguenot names in South Africa have undergone that
1ansformation in spelling which has occuried also 1n England,
[ndeed, among the thousands of people of Huguenot stock in
England there must be many who have no idea of their
descent. Apart from such weird Anglcisms as Boocock for
Beaucoup, many of the Huguenots completely disguised them-
selves by translating their names into Enghsh, so that Leblanc
became White, Tonnellier became Clooper, Lejeune became
Young, Lenoir became Black, and L’Oseau became Bird.
The same thing happened in Holland. Du Bois became van
den Bosch, le Roi became de Koning, Leblanc became de
Witt. To what extent this also happened in South Africa, I
do not know.

A glance at any South African telephone directory wall
prove what an enormous number of Huguenot names there
are, some in thewr original form, others with a slight Duich
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accent. For instance, du Pré in South Africa is now du Preez,
Senecal 15 Senekal, Villion is Viljoen, Cellier is Cillie, de
Clercq is de Klerk, Mesnard has become Minnaar, and there
arc many more. On the other hand, du Plessis, le Roux,
Maras, Malan, Retief, Fourié, and Malherbe, to give only a
few, have come down 1n their pure French form

I explored this lovely valley from end to end. I saw the
coloured workmen in the long, neat vineyards, topping the
vines, and in the orchards thinning plums and spraying pear
trees o destroy that familiar pest, which has apparently made
itself perfectly at home in South Africa—ihe codling moth.
1 saw the old Trench chiteaux of the Drakensiein howered in
peace and rooted in dignity  La Provence, Boschendal, La
Motle, Le Rhone, and Bourgogne, which is sometimes called
Burgundy. They stood white in the sunshine with leafs
shadows printed on their gable ends, watching the serried
vines and neat groomed orchards.

All these chitcaux were bwlt 1n the last years of the Eigh-
teenth Gentury or the first years of the Nincteenth, and they
have that strong likeness to each other which you sometimes
find 1n a family of pretty sisiets. A pleasant woman who lives
in one of these old houses was kind cnough io show me
over 1t, and I saw the voorkamer, or genecral living-room
(which the early writers describe as always filled with wife,
daughters, and slaves), and the rooms leading from it. The
arrangement is ssmple and adequate in an open-air country.
1 believe the high winds of the Cape, and the difficulty
of importing long lengths of timher, are said to be the reason
why the farms of South Africa are always of one storey, but
on the other hand this is usual in Holland, The Dutch farm
to this day is often a bungalow.

A long drive towards the blue Valhalla of the Simonsberg
brought me to a beautiful white homestead standing 1n its
gardens. A swimming-pool near at hand was filled with cool
mountain water, From the stoep you look over the valley
towards the mountains, and away to the east, at the end of
the valley, you see a thin white thread winding up inio a
gorge. The old name of this pass is a reminder—incredible
as it seems to me—that the Drakenstein Valley was visited by
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elephants less than three centuries ago It 15 the old Elephant’s
Path, now called the Fransch Hock Pass, which leads over the
Hottentot’s Holland into the fan land of the Eastern Cape.

My host was an Englshman who has devoted a great part
of his Iife to building roads and bridges, making dams, and
extending the orchards and vineyards to supply choice fruits
to cheer an English winter. Long years in South Africa have
not taken from him the rich flavour of the West Riding

As we sat on the stoep he told me about the proneers of the
fruit industry—Struben, Malleson, Dicey—and of Pickstone,
the father of the mndustry, who first established nurseries and
made possible subsequent development He paid a great
tribuie to Pickstone, who did so much to organise the industry
and whosc contiibution to the development of fruit-growing
in South Africa stimulated the interest of Cecil Rhodes, whose
careless gencrosity is still talked about by the old colouted men
who work on the farms  His old driver Gert says Rhodes never
looked at the moncy he withdrew {rom his pocket when he
gave tips, and “ that was the time, Baas, when half a pound
was the same size as a sixpence, and he made many mstakes! >’

I admired what I think is one of the great charms of the old
Cape Farms, that is the disposition of the farm buildings and
the old slave quarters in relation to the main building A
farmhouse the world over is part of a patiern which mcludes
stables, barns, outhouses, and cottages, and a fine farmstead
can be ruined by shabby and badly placed farm bwldings.
But the old builders of the Cape never made that mistake.
They saw a farm as a composition, and placed the long, white,
thatched outbuildings in exactly the right place in rclation to
the main building, so that the whole unit is a model of dignity
and balance.

In the old days the Cape farmers used (o summon their
slaves to work by ringing the bell which was hung in the inner
curve of a tall, slender archway, always whitewashed like the
farmhouse and the farm buildings. These snowy bell-towers
are a great feature of the Clape farms, and it is probable that
they are to be seen nowhere else in the world. The bell-
tower on this farm is remarkable, not only for its beauty, but
also for a bronze tablet with this mscription *
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In Memory of William Wilberfoice,
Born Hull, Yorks, through
Whose efforts slavery was abolished i 1833

My host, himself a Yorkshiteman, told me that he had put
up the tablet in 1933, the occasion of the Centenary of the
Abolition of Slavery, to remind the workpeople, mcn and
women, of the individuality of that Yorkshireman who in 1833
crowned his life’s work by the great emancipation which
changed the whole current of the lives of a large section of the
people of the world.  So the bell-tower stands to-day, and the
clear, even notes of the bell ring out across the valley of the
Huguenots, recalling through the passage of years the miracle
which was brought ahout, and denoting the starting and
stopping times for workers in the surrounding orchards and
vineyards. The continuous ringing of farm bells by day or
by mght is the danger signal which calls out all 1esidents to
bush or mountain fires, which frequently occur in the summer,
destroying vegetation on the mountain slopes and leading to
serious soil erosion.

In the blaze of the afternoon sun we travelled through this
fruttful valley, where every peach tree seems to have its valet
and every vine its nurse. It was here in the Drakenstein
valley that Cecil Rhodes, in a historic combination of fruit-
farms, laid the foundation of large-scale export of fruit to
Europe. Although fruit was one of the chief products of
van Riebeeck's garden, it was not until the time of Rhodes
that the mighty problem of transporting these delicate
products to a market six thousand miles away was en-
visaged and tackled in a courageous way. With one of his
imperial gestures, Rhodes told his farm manager to buy the
whole of the Drakenstein valley! Mrs Millin says in her book
on Rhodes that this startled man retorted that it would cost a
million. ‘I don’t ask your advice,” cried Rhodes. “‘ T want
you to buy it. Buyit!?*

That was how the Rhodes Fruit Farms began fifty years ago.
They have proved of incalculable benefit to the {ruit industry
of South Africa. Rhodes’ enterprise put a stiffening into the
small beginnings of the scheme, and focussed the attention of
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the shipping companies upon the potentialities of an export
fruit industry. Rhodes’ dream has been realised. The faims
are still in existence, though they are no longer administered
by the Rhodes Trustees.

The varieties of South African fruit are greater than I had
imagined, and there is hardly a time of the year when fruit is
unobtainable. Here is a calendar:

QOctober*  Strawberries, oranges and lemons, figs, guavas, Cape
gooseberries,

November. Oranges, early apricots, early peaches, strawberries,
Cape gooseberries,

December: Peachcs, apricots, figs, pineapples, bananas, papaws,
plums, youngherries.

January* Peaches, plums, pears, pineapples, papaws, early grapes.

Tebruary: Grapes, peais, plums, nectarines, melons, pineapples,
mangoes, bananas, peaches.

March-April® Grapes, apples, pears, peaches, plums, bananas,
papaws, avocado peals.

May~June. Pmeapples, bananas, oranges, lemons, naartjcs, grape-
fruit

July-Sept  Oranges, lemons, naartjes, grapefruit, pincapples,
guavas, bananas

The tropical and semi-tropical fruits such as mangoes,
hananas, papaws, and pineapples are not grown m the Western
Cape, but in Natal and the Northern Transvaal. It takes only
from three to five years for peach, apricot, and orange trees to
yield a small crop, and only from four to seven years for the
apple, pear, and plum

§4

Paail, which means pear], is the great wine town of the
Cape. If you have ever tasted South African sherry, hock,
burgundy, or brandy, it is more than probable that the
grapes grew round Paarl and that the wine was made in
Paarl. Many people will tell you that it is the most
beautiful town in the Cape

The mountains rise round Paar], the sun shines upon it, and
it has a hot South of France look about it: warm dust, cicadas,
white houses, sudden sprays of colour, deep enveloping
shadows, and the sight everywhere of vines, millions of them,
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lymg out in the sun and climbing the craggy mountam slopes
as the grapes swell and sweeten on a summer’s day.

Nearly every man you mcet in this place appears to he
named du Plesss, du Toit, or de Vihers FEveryong is either
growing grapes or turning grapes into wine. In the old fayms
and the white houses along the seven mile long street live these
du Plessis, du Touts, and de Villicts—to say nothing of the
le Rouxs, the Viljoens, and the Marais—and the general
routine of their lives is much as 1t was nearly three hundred
years ago, when their ancestors were teaching the Dutchmen
how (o keep the vincgar out of the wine. But anyone who
expects to find these wine men of Paarl living up to their
names would have the same expericnce that fell to the lot of
le Vaillant; for they are, to a man, Alrikaners. -

Men with French names who speak Afrikaans and blinding
white walls That 1s your first impression of Paarl. It will
occur to you that whitewash m the Cape is like a uniform or a
diploma. Every old-cstablished building shines in spotless
purity and exhibits the cool symbol of 1ts anuquity, And
wherever you look in Paarl, you sec whitewash shining through
oak leaves, whitewash with a spray of bougainvillea dropping
over it, whitewash on hil-sides surrounded by vineyards,
whitewash in gardens surrounded by flowers, and whiiewash
even on the old thatched church, which stands like a ghost in a
graveyard wheie cypresses hold dark tapers towards the
mountains, ‘

Even were Paarl not bcautiful to look at, even were it not
gracious and peaceful, it would still be worth while Lo go there
to see the church and the superb modern town hall, a beautiful
little building with a Spanish-looking atrium under an arch-
way.

Nearly five thousand wine farmers belong to an organishtion
known as the Co-operative Wine Growers Association, which
has enormous vats and cellars at Paarl, also a room in which
every visitor is hospitably instructed in South African vintages.
Thesc wines are coming back to the English market, and a
great difference will be noticed, particularly in South African
sherry, which has heen imiproved out of all belief during the
last few years, This 1s because the South Africans are at last
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“ plastering > their sherry as they do in Spain, which is the
process of adding gypsum to the must before fermentation.
But the most interesting thing is that they can produce the
mysterious substance known as *“flor”’, which was once be-
lieved to exist nowhere outside Spain. This is a form of yeast
which 15 able to ferment the must to wine and then to cover
the wine with an alcoholic film,

I was told that 1t 15 possible to make the cheaper types of
sherry without “ flor ’, but impossible without il to make the
finer pale sheriies, such as Amontillado, Fino, and Manza-
nilla. This the South Africans can now do, the result of
experiments made with ““ flor ” by the Stellenbosch College of
Agriculture. Bul sherry, although perhaps the best known, 15
only one of the many wines produced at the Cape. There are
port, hock, burgundy, and sparkling wines; an extraordinary
selection to be grown in a comparatively small area. Many a
stranger must have thought it surprising that South Africa,
although she produces so many delicious wines, is not really a
wine-drinking country Why is this?

Is there something in the Calvinistic nature of the country
that shrinks from wine, something northern and Puritanical
that suspects wine, not as alcohol (for I have noticed that
South Africans are not scared by their own brandy), but as an
expression of the subtle, Papistical south? Ttis not impossible.
Of course, the history of drink in South Africa is of hot, violent
spirits like arak and brandy, which were tossed back by thirsty
sailors at De Opregte Anker 1n Strand Street 1n the old days, then.
it leaps ahead to the gin and whisky of the Kimberley bars.
But of the pressed sunlight of Cape vineyards we hear nothing
but an occasional compliment from the candlelighi of an
Eighteenth Century dinner-table in far-off Europe.

85

Creaking and groamng the old wagon slowly ascended the
hill, ‘The voorloper walked ahead with the leading oxen,
and the driver walked beside shouting to the animals by name
as, with heads bent to the yoke, they thrust forward and up-
ward, moving in a thin white dust.

e
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It was impossible to pass, for the road was narrow, so I
dawdled behind watching the wagon and the line of red oxen
as they curved outward on the hill, slow, methodical, and
rhythmic, their horns flashing in the sun. When they reached
the top of the hill they paused for a breather, and I pulled up
too, and went to talk to the driver, who was a grizzled old
Cape “boy”’. He politely lifted his baitered felt hat to me,
and seemed delighted when I examined the wagon, and vastly
amused when I proceeded to measure it in paces.

The ox-wagon is one of the most interesting sights in South
Aftica. Although there arc thousands of motor lorries, there
are still thousands of wagons. The art of making them and
the art of driving them over the mountains are two of the oldest
achievements of the country. Life has changed in South
Africa during the last century, but the pace of the ox has not
altered, the creak and groan of the wagon are the same, the
crack of the driver’s whip, as it curves over the horns, is the
same, and the words he shouts to his oxen on the long, slow
journeys are the words used by the first South Africans. The
ox-wagon is the symbol of Man’s progress in South Alrica.
There are now great stecl works in the country. Trains thread
their way through the wildest mountain gorges. Electricity i
fed here, there, and everywhere. But without the old ox-
wagon none of these things would be. Tt is right that this
symbol should have been taken from the old Transvaal flag
and placed upon the flag of the Union. The ox-wagon, in
the most real and wntimate sense, is the symbol of South
Africa.

Like all old farm wagons, it is a miracle of the wheelwright’s
craft. This particular wagon was twenty feet long, which is
nearly twice the length of the wagons in which the Voor-
trekkers travelled, It scems that the longer wagon came
into use in the eighteen seventies, and before that time the
trek wagon was surprisingly small. Its average length was
only twelve feet, the length of the English farm wagon
which it so much resembles. This is not surprising, because
the trek wagon and the English farm wagon arc both adapta-
tions of the Dutch wagon, which was intreduced into England
during the Sixteenth Century and has been used ever since
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side by side with the older and rougher English two-wheeled
wain.

For the onderstel, or under-frame, the Boer wheelwiights in
the old days employed a rare and heavy timber, now no longer
used, called iionwood. In more recent times it has been re-
placed by Australian hickory. The naves of the wheels were
made from the iron-hard yellowwood of Knysna, and the
wood from which the Bantu made the shafts of their assegais
was used for the drawing gear, to which was attached the
disselboom, the single pole or shaft to which the first paw
of oxen were yoked. But there were other African woods
used 1n the trek wagon, such as red and white pearwood. The
main difference between the original Dutch wagon and the
African trek wagon was that the Dutch wagon was designed for
short journeys and the transport of farm produce, while the
African trek wagon was really a caravan in which people
lived as they travelled.

This meant the addition of several features unknown to the
European wheelwright: the katel, or bed, and the voorkis
and agterkis, the front and rear chests or kists, in which clothes
and possessions could be carried. The katel is the most
interesting of these, a word, by the way, that is said to come
from Hindustani. This was a wooden frame on which raw-
hide throngs were interwoven. It was carried under the
wagon-~tilt by day and brought out at night, when, with
mattresses and pillows, it made a comfortable sleeping-place
for the women,

Although such splendid craftsmanship was lavished on the
trek wagon, no one invented a brake for it until the eighteen
sixties. The most dangerous descents were made in days
when there was nothing to check the wagon but the old skid,
or remskoen, which was slipped under a rear wheel. I have
heard that in the old days the Boer farmer paid great attention
to the decoration of his wagon and took pride in the flowers,
or blommetjies, which decorated it. Though extremely rare
nowadays, you can sometimes see bright flowers painted on
the front and back-boards of English faim wagons. Even to-
day the English wagon is often to be seen 1n all its old-time
beauty, the body painted a bright blue and the wheel spokes a
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bright red, colours which have been handed on with surpris-
ing success to the mechanical tractor and the plough.

With a great shouting and a cracking of the whip, the Cape
wagon went on its way. The oxen were as varied as mankind.
Some were anxious to do more than their share, and others
were delighted for them to doit. But the old driver knew them
all by name and by character. Hearing a crack of the whip
in the air overhead and a shouted name, a lazy ox would pull
himself together; and so the wagon, with a thin dust rising
from the hooves, went on into the lazy aflernoon.

§6

I stood on the summit of Bain’s Kloof and looked down on
about forty square miles of the Cape. At the foot of the
mountain lay the hot, busy town of Wellington, miles away was
Paarl—I could see the Paarl Rock shining like a beacon—and
there were mules of yellow cornland stretching away in a haze
to a line of blue darker than the sky, which was the Atlantic
Ocean

There was a lot of life on the top of the pass: summer
bungalows and an hotel. While I was looking at the superb
sweep of countiy, a man came up and asked if he might
borrow my field-glasses. He was a httle Londoner, about
thirty-five, stocky and pink.

“ Do you live here? ** T asked.

“ Jo'burg,” he replied. “ I've emigrated.”

“ How do you like it? ”’

 Let’s go and have a drink,” he said.

We catried glasses of icy shandy to a seat under a tree.

“T’'m a builder,”” he said. ‘I was here in the R.AF., ata
place called George. When I got demobbed, I could see that
there was nothing for me at home but putting up pre-fabs, so
I thought Y’d come out here My missus cried her eyes out,
but she came. With one thing and another, and my gratuity,
I’d saved quite a bit of money, so we came out—flew out.
Quite a change that was! I hadn’t been in Jo'burg a week
before I fell into a job. . . . How’s London lookin’? *?

“Is it a good job? ¥
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“ Not *arf! *’ he laughed, suddenly relapsing into Cockney.

“It’s a beautiful country,” I said.

“ Been up to Jo’burg?” he asked. “ A fair old mix-up
that 1s. Kaffirs! Thousands of them, You ought o see it.
And talk about money'! Bhmey. . . .”

* Do you like your job? **

He took a reflective drink.

“Well, I dunno,” he said. “It’s all so different. I sup-
pose 1 shall get used to 1t. You see, out here there are so
many things you can’t do—a white man can’t do—and I've
always been used to getting down to a job myself. What T
have to do now is to stand around and boss a lot of blacks.
Blimey, talk about slow motion! Still, I suppose I shall get
used to 1t.”’

As T went on, I came into mountam country as wild and
desolate as Glencoe. The pass had been dynamited from the
side of the mountains, in places shelves of rock overhung it,
and I gazed over the edge of the road to the distant valley
where the Wit River tumbled among its boulders. Some of
the mountains were covered with thin grass, others towered up
in shelves of naked rock, but as the road went down into this
solitude any further comparison I mught have made with
Glencoe ended as a baboon suddenly ran out in front of me

I came to a rich valley where a river ran through cornlands.
It was November, and most of the corn had been cut, and the
sheaves were stooked to dry in the long summer days. I asked
a man who was walking in a cornfield what kind of wild
antmals were found 1n the mountains. He told me that only
the week before an old man had shot a leopard which had a
hundred and twenty dead sheep chalked up againstit. There
were buck, monkeys, hares, pheasants, and partridges, but
with so much traffic over the Kloof you had to go in the side
kloofs if you wanted to see antmals.

Another pass almost as wild as Bain’s Kloof runs up to
Ceres between the Hex River Mountams and the Witzen-
bergen. It also was made by Andrew Geddes Bain, but bears
the name of Charles Michell, who was Surveyor-General at
the Cape in 1848, when the pass was opened. The motorist
who peacefully travels through these two passes does not
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perhaps always think of the sight they must have presented
when they were the main road to Kimberley. The diamond
rush which poured over them must have been the strangest-
looking trek in South African history. Sailors deserted their
ships, soldiers their regiments, merchants their shops, clerks
their offices, farmers their land, and the weirdest crowd ever
seen in South Africa, good and bad, came over the mountains
on horseback, on foot, in Cape carts, 0x wagons, stage-coaches
—anything that would take them to the biggest lucky dip in
history. A man who saw it says that towns were suddenly
quiet, dorps deserted, and only the old men and young boys
were left behind,

At the summit of the pass I was nearly two ithousand feet
above Table Bay and nearing the town with the lovely name
of Ceres. What a surprising name to find together with
Wellington, Worcester, and Walseley! It is as though one had
come across a maiden from Botticelli’s Primavecra poised upon
one toe on a plinth usually occupied by Mr Gladstone.

Itis a little town in the bokkeveld famous for pears. And
hokkeveld means goats-veld, so that all kinds of pleasant
classical images filled my mind as I ran down Maichell’s Pass.
The word veld, as used by South Africans, can be puzzling.
Many a stranger has the idea that it refers to some definite
locality, as we should say the Downs or Fenland. But you
soon learn that there are all kinds of veld. There is sweet-
veld and sour-veld, high-veld and low-veld, back-veld and
sand-veld, cold-veld and warm-veld and bush-veld, and prob-
ably many more. The word is used in two ways: to describe
grazing country anywhere, and also to describe what kind of
grazing it is. So a South African could sigh for the veld in
general, but if he were buying a farm he would want to know
what particular kind of veld it was.

§7

Ceres was perfect.

Peace dripped over it in the hot afternoon. The mountains
enclosed it. The only sound was the voice of cicadas in gar-
dens and orchards, There was a wide main street shaded by
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high trees, a few shops, bungalows with gardens, water gurgling
in gutters at the back, and a river sliding under willow trees to
a bridge.

I had the feeling that came over me sometimes in Andalusia
that I ought to walk on tiptoe, for I thought everyone was
asleep. There was a tattered old coloured man asleep on
his back 1 the shade of an oak tree, and lus donkey, un-
harnessed from a little cart, stood in the same shade, drooping
meditatively; dogs lay curled in the shadow of buildings;
venetian shutters were closed, and the only person awake n
the hotel was the active little pioprietor in shirt sleeves who
bustled out and gave me a room over the stoep.

The curtains were drawn and the room was comparatively
cool. The hot day showed only in a thin lime of white-hot
light where the curtains did not meet, and I glanced for a
weak moment with interest at the bed before I pulled back the
curtains and let in the hot blaze of a November afternoon.
The mountains were lying against a sky of aquamarine.
There was an old white house opposite and trees. A coloured
boy walked in the centre of the road, his bare feet kicking up
the dust, his fingers idly touching the strings of a mandolin as
he sang to himself. Of what do those dark troubadours sing
as they trudge the roads of Africa with therr instruments?
You meet them miles from anywhere still strumming, still
singing, still laughing, their dusty sombreroes cocked over an
eye, as they pad on bare feet across the mountains and over the
veld like so many dusky Blondels.

As the hotel awakened and people came in from walks and
excursions, I sat out on the stoep with a man who had come to
Ceres from remote Johannesburg. He told me that unlike
many parts of the Cape, where enormous fruut-farms are often
the rule, the fruit-growers of Ceres cultivate small-holdings of
about forty acres, where the best pears in the Union are grown,
together with some of the finest apples, peaches, plums, and
apricots. The mountains group themselves round Ceres as if
the Goddess had cast her robe round the orchards to shelter
them from the South-Easters.

People from all parts of the Union go to Ceres for their
holidays, he told me, both in winter and in summer. In

«
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winter, the slopes of the Matroosberg above Ceres often pro-
vide snow for skiers, and in summer the great attraction is an
open-air swimming-pool which he called the most beautiful
one of its kind in the Union.

T climbed a hill behind the town as the sun was setting and
came to a little wood on the slope of the mountain, Beside
the wood was an enormously long swimming-pool with grass
on one side of it, and the mountains all round. Ii was not a
natural pool: it was the most modern kind of pool, edged with
paved walks, an unexpected sophistication to find in the
bokkeveld. An arm of the river had been dammed, and the
water was filtered into the pool at onc end and, after passing
through it, flowed downward to the town, so that Lhe pool was
always fresh and moving. It was the most romantically sited
swirnming-pool I had ever seen; a place where you might well
expect to meet not only Ceres, but perhaps Venus,

A few family parties were still brightly dotting the grass, un-
willing to leave until the last dying blaze of November sun
should have gone

It was quiet and beautiful, and it is good to be able to say
that even had there been five hundred South Africans there
instead of twenty, it would still have been quiet, for vulgarity
is not among the sins of this nation. The small white popula-
tion of South Afiica does not contain that element which loves
Coney Island and Blackpool. No South Afnican ever shouts,
screams, sings, or behaves in public with that lack of restramt
and disregard for the feelings of other people which are some-
times considered the marks of a good democrat. Even if such
an element existed, 1t is possible that the size of the country
and its austere character would impose a calming influence
upon it. I would place in the forefront of my impressions of
South Africa the general good manners encountered every-
where,

Electric fans were revolving in the dining-room as we
sat down to dinner. The room was full of family parties;
there were three young men in khaki shorts who had arrived
from the mountain slopes with knapsacks on their shoulders,
and there were half 2 dozen young naval ratings from Simons-
town, who were touring the Cape in a car. After dinner I
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strolled about in the dark listening to gramophones, crickets,
and stray bursts of radio from illummated stoeps. Then I did
something I had not done for perhaps two years: I went to
the bioscope!

The film was one written by a friend of mine about an
American soldier who found himself during the war in an
English family crrcle, and it was watched with intcrest by a
large and crowded audience in a long bungalow of a bioscope.
I had no idea there were so many pcople in Ceres.

As I walked back to the hotel, the siars were like a white
sheet overhead and every cricket in South Africa secmed Lo be
spending the night at Ceres.

§8

I recrossed Muchell’s Passon a hot morning, and was soon
travelling through those wvalleys which are known as the
granary of the Union. Most of the corn had been cut and
carted, but now and again the stubble was varied by a few
acres of sheaves. The sun, the fine-spun air, the blue moun-
tains streaked with violet shadows, combined to create such a
sense of well-being and happiness that I went on as light of
heari as the dusky troubadours who walk the roads of Africa
with their mandolins.

An old farmer mn a stubble-field told me that the harvest
had been an unusually good one. I asked him how many
bushels he got to the acre, and we then descended together
into impenetrable confusion. At last—for he was a deter-
mined old man—he told me how many muids he got to the
morgen, and, if our conversion table was correct, we worked
out that the yield was the low one of only seven and a half
bushels an acre, which no Englsh farmer would tHink worth
growing. I told him, butT think he hardly believed me, that in
my part of England we get an average of sixty bushels an acre.
Then 1 was surprised to learn how thinly they sow wheat mn
South Africa—forty pounds an acre agamst our hundred and
fifty to a hundred and eighty pounds in Hampshire.

I asked him if, in his boyhood, he had seen corn threshed by
trotting horses. There is an interesting picture of this in
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Peter Kolben’s book The wheat was spread out in a circle
inside a breast-high circular wall. Horses, roped together in
file, trotted over the sheaves while 2 man, who stood in the
centre with a whip like a ring-master in a circus, kept them in
motion.

Oh yes, he said, not only had he seen horses threshing out
the corn fifty years ago, but as a boy he had helped to keep
them at a trot. Before the threshing-machines were used, all
the farmers in the grain districts used this method, which, he
said, went back right to old times.

T think it went 1ght back to the Old Testament. In
Biblical times oxen were used in threshing—a method which
the Israelites probably learned in Egypt., The use of horses
by the Boers was only a variation of the oldest method of
threshing known (o Man. It is interesting that the Dutch
farmers, who came from Europe, where the flail had always
been in general use, should have found the old Biblical method
more eflicient and have reverted to the historical method of
Afiica.

Bidding my old friend good-day, I was soon approaching
Tulbagh, which is highly praised in the Gape as the ** Queen
Anne town of South Africa >. Possibly because I had heard
so much about it, I expected greater architectural beauty than
I had any nght to imagine. I saw an old Cape town with
many white bwldings hiding amid greenery, pretty and
dignified like all the relics of the Seventeenth Century. T was
amused by the question of an obliging inhabitant who, after
showing me the treasures of Tulbagh, the old Drostdy, some
miles out of the town, and the old church, now a museum,
asked

“ Are there old buildings like this in England and France? »

When I tried to describe Winchester and Oxford to him, he
stood there against a pomegranate hedge interjecting ©* Won-
derlik ! ** at intervals. But it is not easy to explain to some
South Africans, especially when they have proudly shown you
a museumn full of mid-Nineteenth Century objects, that in
Europe three centuries is not particularly old.

Tulbagh is famous for its excellent wines and for the pro-
fusion of its spring flowers. I was told that anyone who
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happens to be at the Cape when Tulbagh holds a flower
show ought not on any account to miss it.

The road now led northward through level country. Onthe
way I paused to admire a perfect little Cape landscape. In
the background was a blue mountain; in the middle distance
a white thatched farm, and in the foreground several ostriches,
calves, sheep, pigs, turkeys, and hens, roaming in perfect amity
over a stony field of dried-up grass. What a handful for the
farmer’s wife! I have always understood that ostriches are
birds of uncertain temperament, but these specimens seemed
to be perfectly domesticated. I have read somewhere that an
ostrich egg is equal in bulk to twenty-four hen’s eggs and is
extremely good when scrambled. Another useful fact re-
mains in my memory: they take one hour to boil hard!

The road led into the little town of Piquetberg, which once
was the boundary of white life in the western Cape. Simon
van der Stel mentions 1n his Fournal that it got its name when
a picquet was stationed on the mountain during trouble with
a Hottentot chief. If it had been hot in the Drakenstein
Valley and in Ceres, that heat was nothing compared with the
shadeless heat of Piquetberg. It was qute the hottest place I
had struck in South Africa.

It is a small town with no trees, There was not a breath of
wind. The vertical sun blazed down on hot brick and stone.
The heat puisated on the white road. Everythig was hard,
clear-cut, and shadowless I had promised to call on Mr
Versfeld, who, I had been told, lived somewhere in this fur-
nace. 1 went io the little hotel, where several travellers
sheltering from the heat were drinking iced beer 1n a darkened
room, to ask where he lived. The hotel factotum took me
round to the back of the hotel and pointed to a mountain.

“ Up there,” he said.

“How far up? *’ I asked.

‘ On the top,” he replied.

I went in to luncheon Here in a dark room were ahout
twenty people purposefully moving through a menu which
read: Soup, roast chicken, roast mutton, roast pork, trifle.
The heroic contests with menus which go on in South Africa
with the temperature over a hundred must be seen to be

]
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credited. I walched with fascination a man at a 1able next to
me go right through the menu. When he mopped his head
after the roast mution and took a breath, I thought he had been
vanquished ; but I was wrong! The coloured hoy glided in
with a huge plate of roast pork, and that unforgettable eater
grasped knife and fork and demolished it. I waited just long
enough to make certain that he was not denying himself the
trifle, and then went out, debating with myself whether
or not I should go up the mountain in search of Mr
Versfeld.

This vague type of direction is one only too familiar to all
those who have travelled in the remoter parts of Scotland and
Ireland. ““ When you get there,”” you are always told, *“ enp-
one will tell you where he lives!** You expect, of course, to
be shown a house in the High Street, but instead they say he
lives “ over yon ben ’* or *“ away i the hills ”’; and it often
takes a stout heart, especially il 1t is raining, to follow such
journcys to the end. Anyhow, [ told myself, to reman
Piquetberg on such an afterncon was asking to be sun-dried
and transformed into biltong; so I decided to tackle the
Versfeld Pass.

T was soon high above the earth. I had the same view of the
cornlands spread out towards the Oliphant River Mountains
that I might have had in an aeroplane flying at about two
thousand feet. The pass then began to take itself seriously,
" and tarned its back upon the earth, and I weni on with the
air seeming to grow a little cooler into a world where domed
mountain ridges enclosed me on every side.

For about three miles the pass twisted up into the mountams,
with no sign of a house anywhere in view. I came to a
rounded hill, and stopped to watch the lovely sight of a herd
of perhaps a hundred black and tan goats, suddenly surprised,
go leaping and skipping over the rocks with their kids, some of
them standing against the sky to watch me, others pouring
through the defiles down to an opposite slope. The air
was heavy with a smell as pungent as thyme but even more
aromatic, and I knew this 1o be buchu, for I had seen this
plant, and smelt it, in a botanical garden. There were
acres of it, I got out and picked myself a bunch, and I shall
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always think of 1t as South Africa on a hot summer’s after-
noon pressed into one small nosegay.

Itis an interesting plant, too. The Hottentots used to make
medicine from 1t, and I believe it is tughly thought of to-day.
Latrobe says that when he was in the Cape in 1815 buchu
leaves, steeped in brandy and vinegar and allowed to thicken
in the sun, were used to heal all kinds of bruises, and brandy
with buchu leaves in 1t was taken for internal complamts, The
Hottentots, says le Vaillant, used to make a powder of the
leaves and sprinkle it over themselves and their cattle.

The road straightened up, and I was at last on top of the
mountain  But what a surprising place it was! It was not
in any way like a mountain top. It gave the queer impression
that an old and well wooded part of the Cape round about
Stellenbosch had been lifted by some volcanic eruption high
into the air. There were avenues of ancient oak trees. There
were cultivated ficlds, peach orchards, vineyards, and—orange
trees!

I came to a large homestead built on a high platform. Pre-
senting my letter of introduction, I was soon tallung to two
Versfelds, father and son. And from Mr Versfeld Senior I
heard a remarkable story.

“The Versfelds came here eighty years ago,” he said.
““ My father trekked rom Caledon and farmed this mountain
until his death. Ifollowed him, and now I have handed over
to the third generation,” and he nodded towards his son. “1
daresay you saw some of our farm people on your way up.
Theyarethe sons and many are the grandsons of the servants my
father brought up here withhim. They are happy, well looked
after, and well fed, and they have never wanted to leave us.

“ My father’s servants were a queer assottment. With two
exceptions they suggested a mixture of Hottentot, Koranna,
Malabar, and even a dash of Bushman blood. The two excep-
tions were 2 Makatees—a race very nearly extinct which came
from the Crocodile River in the Transvaal—and a Mozam-
bique, who had been kidnapped and was trying to get back to
his country, after having escaped from a ship that had put in
at Cape Town. He never found his way back. He stayed on
until he died—only a few months ago.”
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So here upon the Piquetherg Mountain, as if isolated for
observation, was an eighty year old microcosm of South
African life: a farmer served by old family servants, and the
continuity of effort not only in the homestead, but in the
native quarters, going on from one generation to the ncxt.
This was possibly, I thought, as good an example as 1 should
i:ome across of the patriarchal state in which the Boers once
ived.

““Why did your father decide to subdue this mountain? *’

“Well, I suppose the cheapness of land here had a lot to do
with it. Then he had farmed similar veld for a doctor round
Caledon, and thought he could make a good thing of 1t. I
have often heard my father describe his trek in 1866 He
started off in a wagon with my mother and their first two
children, and accompanied by the servants and all the stock
he possessed  He spent the last night of the trek in a farm at
the foot of the mountain, where his host, by way of encourage-~
ment, said to him ¢ You're going up the mountain in a wagon,
but before long you’ll come down on foot!’ Cheerful, wasn’t
it?

“In those days the mountain was wild and not very well
known. Only a rocky track led to the top. Leopards were so
numerous that losses of sheep were considerable. I have often
heard my mother tell how, on her first night on the mountain,
a Jeopard came down and took a sheep out of the cattle kraal
under their very noses,

* New farmmg methods soon began to tell. My father
introduced merino sheep and tobacco, and he even made
wine, But no grain was grown. It was bought below
the mountain and taken up on pack-horses. Then in 1879
things were doing so well that my father decided to build the
first road up the mountain with the help of his own farm hands
and himself as engineer. He made it on the south side of the
mountain. Then ten years later he made another one on the
east side, and this became famous all over South, Africa.

“It was famous as the only big mountain pass in the
country made by a private individual, and also because my
father, who was well used to handling long teams of draught
animals, invented a system of loop turns which enabled a
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wagon and a team of twelve mules to turn in a smaller space
than the usual hairpin bend. Perhaps you don’t know that a
wagon and a team can turn in a much shorter space on the
downgrade than on the up, or even on the level, because the
wagon comes round on 1ts own mmpetus and the team can be
‘ bunched.” Well, my father devised three loop turns on the
pass so that a wagon whether going up or down always turned
on the downhill grade—a device that had never before been
applied in the history of road-making, certainly not in South
Africa,

“You will hardly perhaps credit it, but the Versfeld Pass,
which was three miles long, was made in three months at a
cost of two hundred pounds! And it was used for fifty-five
years, until the new pass was madc on the divect route three
years ago. How was the old pass made so quickly? T’ll tell
you! My father employed only his own farm labourers, who
co-operated to the full and mndulged 1n friendly competition
all the time. Each man was given a strip of twelve feet, and
each one strove to finish his strip before his neighhbours. This
competition was entirely their own idea. They were all
strong, contented men, and knew they were working for the
“master *, and took pride in their work. That was how the
pass was made ! *

I asked him if life was not lonely on the mountain when he
was a boy.

“ Lonely!”” he laughed. ‘It was anytlung but lonely!
My parents had fifteen children, and thirteen of us grew up.
Then they took in, and educated, six children of a widowed
gster of my father’s, and two belonging to one of his brothers,
so that there were twenty-one boys and girls on the mountain!
School? Oh, we had governesses. I remember one of them
came straight out to the mountain from an English village.
She was the granddaughter of an English clergyman. A few
years before she came, an English cx-sailor had turned up
on the mountain and was employed as handyman. When the
governess and the ex-sailor came face to face they were
amazed, for they both came from the same village, and he had
been baptised by her grandfather! Oh no, life was anything
but lonely! Our amusements were mountain climbing,
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horseback riding—for which we kept a stable full of horses—
swimming, and dancing. Our dance music was provided by
three coloured fiddlers. Not only were we alarge and checrful
family, but we always had visitors and there was always a
man or two learning farming.

“When I was a boy not only were the mountains full of
leopards, but there were zebra as well.  That’s why the tallest
mountain is called Zebra Kop. I remember them siill there
in 1903, and a lovely sight they were coming down the face
of the mountain in the sunlight. I think they were gradually
exterminated after 1gog by coloured men from the mission
station, who used to bring guns when they came buchu
gathermg on the mouniain, By the way, my father always
shot with a muzzle-loader, but by the time I was able to take
over, the breech-loader was quite common.”

We walked over the mountain top and beneath the oak
avenues, When I got back to the car J found that someone
had placed there a box of ripe mountain peaches. I went back
over the pass thinking that no one, standing on the plain
below and looking up at the Piquetberg Mountains, could
imagme that httle epic of human endeavour which s its
history. And in a world sick and discontented and at odds
with itsell, that Little story of a South African family lifted high
ahove the earth upon its mountain top has the authentic ring
of the Golden Age.

As the sun was sinking and losing its fire I passed through
Riebeek West, where South Africa’s philosopher statesman
once herded sheep, and just before the road dives down into
Malmesbury I saw, framed in the boles of gum trees, the blue
shadow of Table Mountain thirty miles away.
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CHAPTER FOUR

In whick I leave Cape Town for the East, visit Caledon and Swellen-
dam, wheie I find a Scotsman ; I go on through the Garden Rowle to
George and see hop gardens ; ai Qudishorn I see ostriches ; at Knysna
I meet another Scot and hear about elephants.

§1
% NI day in November I motored out of Gape Town
without a care in the world , or at least they werc for-
Ao/ goilen, which ig almost the same thing.

South Africa lay before me in vast, hot distances and in
bewildering variety, and the road upon which I was travelling
was, as recently as a century and a half ago, a lone and
perilous track leading to what men called “ the interior .
Travelling eastward, I ran into that little country town whose
name would seem to defy the compass, Somerset West, but it
orientates itself in relation to another Somerset farther to the
east.

Palm trees grew beside the wide main.road. The white
shops with their covered stoeps drew two dark lines of
shadow down the street. Coloured boys on bicycles were
delivering the groceries, coloured nursemaids were wheeling
out the children, here and there I saw people who ought to
have been in Cheltenham—ex-colonels with spaniels, English
matrons, and a pretty English girl on horseback—and the
place had, I thought, a pleasant, friendly air. Behind it rose
those magnificently shaped mountains, the Hottentot’s Hol-
land, which, seen from Muizenberg, look like the entrance
to Valhalla. They rose hehind Somerset West as blue as
harebells in the morning sun.

In a valley with a gentle trout stream rippling from pool
to pool was the old homestead of Vergelegen, which got
Adriaan van der Stel into so much trouble, lying now amid
farmlands where a herd of Jerseys grazed in green [pastures.

A few miles away the Strand, and glorious little Gordor’s
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Bay, might be part of the Italian Riviera. If peace and quiet
are as good for a writer as everyone who has not writien a
book knows them to be, what could be more wonderful than
to rent one of the little hungalows at Gordon’s Bay, within
sight of blue water, white sand, and violet mountains?

The Strand, which is now a modern seaside place, was once
a quiet bay where, in the heat of summer, the fruit farmers
of the Drakenstein Valley would come with their families,
thelr nx-wagons, and their retainers,  They still come, but in
Ametican touring cars,

1 hael lunch in an hotel where a wedding party was in pro-
gress,  About thirty guests, with the blushing bride and the
bridegroom in their mdst, occupied the end of the dining-
room and provided entertainment for everyone in the hotel.
The bride was a big, competent Afrikaner girl, and the
bridegroom looked like the heavy-weight champion of the
Union. His mother gazed at him with tearful eyes, as if he
were still about ten years of age. Fou all his sixteen stone,
she was losing her dear little boy for ever! There were
toasts and speeches and much laughter; and we others sat
eating hobotie, thinking how wonderful love is at twenty-one.

An elderly faimer rose and made what must have been a
witty speech in Afrikaans, for applause and laughter rang
through the hotel. I thought that I had seen precisely the
same kind of wedding attended by yust the same sort of folk
in East Anglia. You might have shpped a few Norfolk
farmers into the wedding party, and no one would have been
able to spot them as alien. And I remembered that in Norfolk
the word *bor—the last syllable of neighbour, or near boor—
is the common mode of address. Indeed, as T well know,
until a Norfolk man calls you “’hor” you can consider
yoursclf an outlander in that county. My Afrikaans diction-
ary gives “ burr ”* as neighbour, so that perhaps there is some
faint justification in linking the sunburnt farmers at a Cape
wedding with the equally big and bony inhabitants of Norfolk
and Suftulk.

The heat of afternoon had settled over the land. The sun,
white, and not golden as in Europe, lit the rocky earth with
the hard brilliance of magnesium, shining from a sky in which
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there was not one cloud, I made for the Sir Lowry Pass,
which must be one of the oldest roads in South Africa. Long
before the white man came, the mugrating eland used it;
long before van Riebeeck’s time the Hottentot hordes de-
scended it towards the sea to trade their cattle for iron hoops,
and in the early Eighteenth Century the first pioneers climbed
it on their way to the unknown. From the summit of the
pass I turned and said good-bye to Cape Town; and as I did
so, I saw thirly miles away the outline of Table Mountain
and the outward curve of False Bay enclosing a half-circle of
Turquolse sea. )

As T continued my journey the peaks of the Zonder End
Mountains rose¢ before me, growing taller as the mountains
came out of the distance, vast and blue hike a frctted screen
set up against ihe paler sky. The sun was seiting and the
wmportant stillness of appioaching night stood over the land-
scape. White farms lay [ar off agamst the mountains, and I
remembered that m this part of the country the Dutch East
India Gompany once had many of its cattle stations It was
strange to think that this stupendous landscape, having
missed the age of chivalry, had no story to tell but of wild
amimals and men almost as wild, of cattle thieves and
powsoned arrows. As I watched the stars come out and
burn above the towering peaks, I thought that if ever moun-
tains looked as though they should have a King Arthur and a
Merlin, those Zonder End Mountains did; yet the naveller
could explore them for ever and never come across an old
castle or hear an old song of swords or love. Were they in
Europe, rising above the Rhine, or in a Scotch mist, or on the
west coast of Ireland, they would hold a hundred stories of
men and women, of life and death, of love and despair, of
trumph and defeat, of knights and ladies, of gnomes and
fairies, of family curses and of spectres. Bul in this young
and lovely country there is no weight of human feeling upon
them. They are wild and silent as the world was wild a
million years ago.

Darkness fell, and the first stars were green sparks in the
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sky. A Cape cart raitled past, but there was nothing elsc, no
sign of life but a yellow window far off n the valley and a bon-
fire burning away upon the hillside. The crickets were trilling
when T came to the mile-long strect of Swellendam, Tall gum
trees cast their shade.  'White houses gleamed in the starhght,
and there was a black mountan rising up at the back.

My hotel was good, small, comfortable, and friendly.
Like many a South African hotel in the country, it had
eertan architectural peculiarities. The hedrooms were in
4 separate huilding at the back, grouped round a covered
quadrangle with a little garden in the centre. After the
admirable dinner which most small country hotels in South
Afvica give one, I went out into the warm, windless main
stieet. The crickets were now in full chorus. The sky was
a sheet of stais.

I saw through open windows into little lamplit rooms
beyond where large photographs of stern, spade-bearded old
gentlemen and resourceful-looking old ladies gazed grimly
upon their grandchildren, the modern counterpart of the
unsmiling portraits by van Dyck and Franz Hals,

There is often a dog in a strange town who assumes the air
of a publicity agent. He waits outside the hotel and attaches
himself to strangers, snobbishly cutting all his old friends as
he trots ahead and shows off the beauties of the town. Then,
unlike a human publicity agent, he says good-night outside
the hotel and departs with a final tail wag.

The dog of Swellendam led me up the main street to a
Barogue building—the Dutch Reformed Church—which was
dramatically flood-lit aganst the blackness of 2 mountain,

We retraced our steps, my gude irotting ahead, coming
back to me now and again to make sure I was having a good
time, and at the hotel we said good night; and he went off
inty the darkness. h

§2
Swellendam is a good place to pause and consider the origin
of the Boer. The word is Dutch for a farmer. Early in
Cape history this restless urge to trek off into the blue, which
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has played so big a part in South African history, began to
show itself,

In addition to the leisurely life of the Western Cape, where
in the Drakenstemn Valley, Stellenbosch, Paarl, Tulbagh, and
the corn country, a settled agricultural life was in progress,
modelled upon that of Europe, a numerous population was
engaged in the more restless task of cattle-ranching. These
men were not tied to the land, but were, on the contrary,
anxious to move on to new pastures with their herds,

In little Holland, where so many of their forebears had
lived, fatms were smaller than in most countries, and a few
Iush acres were sufficient for a herd of cows ; but the Hollander
transpot ted to the Cape, where the grass was not always green,
considered that a few thousand acres were not too many
for his needs. So the Boer went on and on, all the time getting
farther away from his base, which was the Dutch fort on Table
Bay.

This was a life different from that of the western home-
steads. It was a life that attracted brave and independent
men and, of course, a few indolent ones as well. It was not
Life with a pruning-hook: it was life with a gun and a trek
wagon, It was an open-air life of freedom, of camping out
and of escape; particularly escape from the hated government
of the Dutch East India Company. Some of the ranchers
built themselves little white farms like those of their friends
and relatives 1n the west, others moved on from loan-farm to
loan-farm—large tracts of leased grazing—where they lived
in sheds and shacks, while othets, still more mobile, slept in
thewr wagons, with the stars for a roof. So early in South
African life the love of camping out and eating roasted meat
on wooden skewers was implanted in the heart of the
Boer.,

‘What happened to the Boer in the wilderness is one of the
mostimportant facts of South African history. He wasstill only
one generation removed from Europe. Even in 1736, when
the first herds began to approach Swellendam, an old man of
eighty-four might, when a boy, have been rebuked for stealing
apples by van Riebeeck himself! Ceriainly many an elderly
Boer riding his pony on the limits of the frontier would
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have heard at his mother’s knee first-hand accounts of the
canals and windmills of Holland or the vineyards and rivers
of France. But now in his old age those bedtime stories, and
memories of 1ough crowds of festive sailors in the taverns of
the Gape, were all that Europe meant to him as he rode his
pony over the veld.

Turning his back symbolically upon the sea that led to
Europe, the sea which brought the ships from his ever more
unreal fatherland, the Boer pressed on into the wilderness.
In 1cnouncing Furope he accepted Africa; in taking the
frontier as his home hc came under new mfluences which
moulded and remade him; in adopting a way of hife that
demanded a new techmuque of living, he became a South
African. Just as the American frontier was moulding Bratish,
Dutch, Germans, and Swedcs, and transforming them into
Amcricans, so the wild, fierce land of South Alrica was making
the first men who dared (o love her as truly her sons as an
Englishman is of England and a Scot of Scotland.

Think of the change m his cnvironment. With ancestral
roots in the quiet water-meadows of Holland, along the
Lower Rhine, and 1n France, the Boer now lived in a hot land
of great mountains and gorges, of plams aflame in summer
with flowering heaths and wild geranium, of dry water-
courses that in winter became violent torrents, a hard, cruel
land of extremes, whose every bush and cave might conceal a
fittle yellow man in the act of fitting a poisoned arrow to a
bow. Away to the east, although he did not know 1t, were
hordes of organised and vahant warriors who would one day
cantest every yard of his advance—the war-like Bantu.

Europe, trade, the life of ports and cities had all been
forgotten by this mau who had turned s back upon the sea.
They were not for him. Taking with him from the old world
only one thing, the Bible, he went out into Africa, and upon
the African veld, and beneath the shadow of African moun-
tains, his women bore their children. So the Afrikaner was
born,

At much the same time that the Boers broke away to the east
from Table Bay, the varied peoples of the same European
stock cooped up on the seaboard of America began to trek to
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the west The two treks were vastly different. The Ameri-
cans, more numerous than the Boers, crossed the mountains
which enclosed them and moved west, planning towns as they
went, and moving on rather like a great army consolidating
its positions during an invasion. The Boers, on the other hand,
were few, and might perhaps be compared to a cavalry patrol,
moving on and leaving very little behund 1t.  If it would be
true to say that the unit of the American trek was a little
township, the unit of the South African trek was a lonely
ranch separated by mules from the next one.

The motive which sent out hoth sets of pioncers was the
same: a desire for space and frecdom, a hunger {for new
land, o discontent with civilisation as 1t was represented by
the life of the seaboard, an inability to fit in with the schemec of
things; and bad luck. The qualities demanded by the new
Life were the same: courage, individualism, and self-rehiance.

The Americans, upon the great crest of the Appalachians,
went down mto a rich land where they encountered buffalo,
elk, deer, bears, wolves, panthers, turkeys, squirrels, and
partridges; the Boers, in a fiercer and a poorer land, en-
countered the hion and the leopard, the rhinoceros and the
hippopotamus, the baboon and the cobra; butit was also a land
teermng with buck, which, as the while men advanced, began
to retreat, and so helped to draw him on. The Americans
were opposed from the outset by aboriginals as fierce and as
war-like as the black mvaders whom the Boers did not at
first encounter. But the Boer was harassed by the primi-
tive bushman with his deadly poisoned arrow and his habit of
stealing and mamming cattle The Americans shot down the
Red Indian without mercy and offered bounties for his scalp;
the Boers shot down the hushmen like vermn

Frontier life in both countries was 1ntensely individualistic,
In South Africa it was founded on the family unit. The old
patriarch in his ranch, surrounded by his family, s oxen and
his asses, his men servants and his maid servants—most of them
technically frec Hottentots and half-breeds, for the slaves
were nearly all in the settled west—might well open his Old
Testament and see in the story of Abraham a faithful reflection
of himself.
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The frontier was also a military training-ground, for a
distance was soon reached from civilisation when the frontiers-
man had to make his own laws and become his own policeman.
The Americans learnt to fight like Red Indians, moving from
tree to teee; the Boers became mounted sharp-shooters, The
bushman’s coniribution to South African history was that he
imposed the Commando system of warfare upon the frontier,
It is a system that produced patriot warriors like Pretorius,
Yoteweter, and de Wet, and soldier statesmen like Botha and
Srauts, In America, the backwoods school of fighting pro-
duced George Washington and the *“ embattled farmers » of
the War of Independence.

So, early in the story of South Africa, two ways of lifc ate
visthle: the settled west, wheie property descended from
father to son, where the vines and the corn and the peaches
tipened in fettile valleys, and the tougher, coarser life of
the cver-moving cast, where long whips cracked over the
horns of oxen and loaded wagons flanked by herds of
grazing cattle moved slowly m search of new grassland.
And as the white ranchers moved eastward, black ranchers
in tribal hordes were moving west, and it was only a question
of time before they clashed. By the time Britain stepped into
the Cape in 1795, the outposts were already in touch. Boer
and Bantu had met at last.

That was the South Africa to which a handful of British
officials came during the opening phase of the struggle that
grew into the Napoleonic War. Soon afier came the
missionaries.

Some writers have seen in the Boer a man who took with
him into the wilderness the mentality of the Seventeenth
Century, and if this is so it would explain why those who
encountered him in the Nweteenth Century had lule in
common with him, The Seventecnth Century was one in which
the social conscience was not yet awake. The men of the
Seventeenth Century divided humanity sharply into Christian
men and pagans, Primitive races were lower even than
pagans, creatures hardly human and probably soulless.
‘Fhe first cry of horror from the Boer when he encountered
the mind of Europe again after all those years was:  Is this
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the way to treat Christian men!” To lum it was incon-
cewable that the sub-human species should be considered his
equals etther before God or in the eyes of the law. And that
is what he was told, He was expected to accept in ten
minutes a change of mind which it had taken Furope a century
to achieve.

If there 15 truth in this, the meeting upon the African veld
of the Seventeenth with the Nineteenth Century is surely a
remaikable encounter. Perhaps naturally, Rip van Winkle
springs to the mind, and, in a sensc, the Boer had bcen
asleep for a hundred years. He fell asleep shortly after the
Reformation, believing, as his Bible told hum, that the curse
of Ham was upon his bondsman, and he awakened in a world
that had experienced the French Revolution and was well
into the Industrial Revolution,

He came into modern times, transformed by the frontier,
still firmly holdung his Bible and speaking a new language.

§3

Sitting upon the stoep in the white sunlight of the morning,
I watched Swellendam get into its stride. Coloured boys of
various shades and ages swept out the shops. They did this
in slow time, talking and laughing together with the greatest
zest. How wonderful to have so much to say, so much to
laugh about, so much to repeat! Children went to school.
Cape carts with mules in the shafis passed towards the station
or the couniry. Light wagons drawn by three or four span
of donkeys passed, with a dark boy perched on the shafis,

An old woman came along, a strange old woman with a little
brown face scored like a medlar, and she stopped in front of
the stoep and looked up at me with sad, brown monkey eyes
and with the frank, unwinking interest of a child. She was
encaged in rags and powdered with dust, and the wire brace-
lets and ornaments she was wearmg hung on her thin arms hke
jewellery on a mummy. She was different from any of the
coloured people round about, and I thought that she must have
Hottentot blood in her veins. When she had had enough of



106 IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA

me, she brushed a fly away with a little brown hand and
deliberately walked on.

The proprictor, who came out at this time, told me that I
was right about her and that descendants of the Hessekwa tribe
of Hottentots are to be found in Swellendam, There are also
people with Bushman blood, I detected this in two vellow
women with high, Mongolian cheek-bones and delicately small
hands and feet.

The Irostdy, or Courthouse, of Swellendam was once the
residence of the magistrate and the place where officials and
distinguished visitors stayed. Itis one of the {inc old buildings
of the Cape, a long, white homestcad, with Eighteenth
Century windows and a vine-covered stoep.

It contains a large and fascinating collection of local
bygones. In the tall, gaunt rooms where the business of the
frontier was once transacted, coffee-pots, tea-cups, knives and
spoons, and churns arc revercntly preserved in glass cascs.
They are fascainating to us, although they are at the most only
two centuries old, while the majority are much later; and they
would also be interesting to the old farmers, could they come
back and see Ouma’s knitting-needles and Oom Jan's ancient
pipe preserved for posterity !

The life revealed in those cases is a hard and frugal one,
shared equally by men and women. Most of the relics come,
no doubt, from the better-class farms of the district, for the
less prosperous trek farmer had nothing to leave but his gun,
even to a museum n search of bygones What a grim, hard
life it was, a life which few descendants of those tough old
characters would willingly endure to-day.

At infrequent periods the Company buyers would come
along to purchase cattle, and pay cash down in rix-dollars
which were promptly put away in a wagon kist. Then,
upon those rare and surely exciting occasions when a farmer’s
wife sent salt, butter, and soap to the Cape Town market, out
would come the dollars to be returned to the town n exchange
for tea, coffee, sugar, tobacco, cloth, and ammunition.
Those, incidentally, were precisely the same things needed

by the American settlers in return for their cattle, grain, and
furs.
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An object which delighted me was an eight-foot rod with a
church collectng-bag at the end, accompanied by a hell to
wake up the somnolent worshipper. Variations of this
probably occur in other Calvinistic countries, where a con-
gregation accustomed to the open air fell asleep during a two
hour sermon  In America the Puritans used the same sort of
thing, but they did not combine it with the collecting bag.
It was a rod with a hare’s foot at one end and a brags ball at the
other. During the sermon, the tithing man, who was re-
sponsible for Sabbath ohservance, kept a keen eye on the
congregation, and if he saw an adult dropping off to sleep he
would advance and tickle him with the hare’s foot; but if an
unfortunate boy fell asleep, down came the brass ball.

Among the portraits in the Drostdy are several uncom-
promising Scottish faces. I came across a photograph of
“ (aptain Benjammn Moodie. roth Laird of Meketter,
Orkneys. Born 1789 and died 1856 at Swellendam. De-
scendant of Robert L. the Bruce, Xing of Scotland, 1274~1529,
and seven later Kings.”” What a people these Scots are!

The Moodic family is an interesting onme. Duting the
Jacobite rebellions they were on the Hanoverian side,
which caused bad fecling with the Jacobites of Orkney.
Moodie's great-grandfather was shot by a Jacobite in the
streets of Kirkwall, and this produced a famuly feud which
was avenged when his son rounded up the local Jacobites
and sent them to the Tower of London. Rematkably perhaps
—for they were on the winmng side—the Moodie fortunes
declined, and Benjamin Moodie decided to enugrate to the
Cape in 1814, taking with him two hundred Scottish labourers
and artisans. This was the first attempt to settle British
people in South Africa

Moodie bound his settlers 1o work for him for cighteen
months upon arrival, or else to pay him a sum for their pagsages
and seek work on their own. Unfortunately for him, he had
recruited not Orkneymen, who mught have felt some venera-
tion for his name, but Edinburgh men, most of whom deserted
when they discovered that good jobs were waiting them every-
where. The men quickly scattered, some to towns and others
to live the adventurous lives of traders and elephant-hunters.
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Moodie himself bought for {600 the old Cape homestead of
Groot Vader's Bosch, where seven children were born to him.
Donald, a brother who jomned him in South Africa, became a
well-known figure in Natal and at the Cape, and it is from
these two that the numerous clan of Moodies 1n the Union and
the Rhodewas are descended.

A third brother, J. W. D. Moodie, also appeared in South
Africa and after a stay of ten years wrote a readable and valu-
able hook about his adventures in the country When at the

‘ape, he mel Thomas Pringle, the Scottish poet, who had
come¢ out with the 1820 Setilers, and it was in Pringle’s
house in London years later that Moodie met the youngest of
the numerous flock of Strickland daughters, Susanna, whose
sister, Agnes, was already famous as the author of The Queens
of England, Susanna Strickland and Moodic married and
went to Canada, where they had a large family whose de-
scendants have spread the Moodie name through Canada and
the United States.

§4

The time has come when South Africans have fallen in
love with their great-great-grandparents. A halo of romance
has descended upon everything that happened a hundred
years ago, and the most common objecis of daily life are sure
of an honoured place in the local museum.

Like most local museums everywhere, they owe their
treasures mainly to the enthusiasm of some sleepless local
antiquary who will stop at nothing to secure a candlestick or a
churn, while even the larger objects of agricultural life, such as
ploughs and farm wagons, are, as the Drostdy proves, sure of
a dignified retirement.

Imet the local enthusiast in Swellendam. Listening to him,
you right think that if the rest of the Union sank beneath the
waves, and Swellendam alone were left as a tiny island,
everything worth preserving would still he intact, and the
voyager, approaching the shores of Swellendam, would be
able to cry, © Here is South Africa!”

He: has his cye on old coffee-pots, pipes, guns, kappies,



IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA 109

candle-moulds, and such bke, all over the district, and his
method of obtaming them from reluctant owners struck me as
something original in the art of persuasion,

I meet an old farmer who has something that ought to be
in the Drostdy,”” he said, * and I ask him, * How old are you? ’
When he tells me, I then ask, * And where are you going to be
puried?’ He tells me. I then say, ‘Have you got your
tombstone?’ Hesays, © Yes,” Ithenlook athim for a moment
and ask, ¢ And who do you think is going to read it? Come
man,’ I say, ‘ give thal old coflee-pot to the museum! Man,
that’s your tombstone, that coffce-pot! I want to put your
name and your wife’s name on it, and the date of your birth
and where you hive ; and then people will come to the Drostdy
and they will look at the coflee-pot and they will remember
you and your good woman. . . . Man, think! Is that your
tombstone—that coffee-pot—or is it not? * *’

“ And is it? ”* I asked.

¢ Ja—certainly! They stroke their chins thoughtfully and
after a while they say, ‘ It might be’. And then—I get the
coffee-pot ! ”’

85

I continued my journey to Mossel Bay through an exquisite
land of mountains and woody glades. White trickles of water
feathered down through dark trees, and there were glens full
of sunlight and shadow, then the road opened out to moor-
lands covered with the most splendid heaths I have ever
seen.

The wayfarer in Britain may stop and talk to almost anyone
on the road and hear something interesting, but this is not
so in South Africa. The only people on foot in South Africa
are brown or black. I have no doubt that the South African
born, brought up with these people, may, with the right
approach and a happy phrase, get them talking. But the
stranger is baffled by them.

While I had stopped to admire a view and look at a map
somewhere near Albertinia, an intelligent-looking Cape boy—
he was about forty, but the native never officially grows up—
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came by and pounced avidly on the cigarette I had thrown
away, He had no bundle or sack, neither was he carrying
one of those enormously heavy brass-bound boxes which the
native bears across an endless landscape, so I concluded that
he worked locally, But this is the kind of conversation T had
with him,

“ Good morning. Do you work round here? »’

“ Ja, baas, ja.”

“ And what do you do? "’

* Work, baas.”

“Yes, but what do you do? Do you work on a farm? ”’

“Whnrk, baas, ja’, and he pointed into the distance as if
I oucht to be able to see in the sky his niche in the agricultural
or industrial life of the Union.

 Are you married? Wife? ”

** Ja, baas. Nine piccanmn,”

At last T was getting sorme place, as the Americans say !

“ How much money do you get?

He looked shifty, and the iron curtain came down again.

* Not much money, baas ”

And so 1t went on for fifteen minutes It was like trying
to open an oyster with a toothpick. Yet I have no doubt
that a South Afiican who could speak the Cape dialect or
Afrikaans might have produced a flood of anecdote and
amusing conversation from him, for the Cape Coloured are, I
have been-told, great and amusing talkers. When I gave
him sixpence he took it, cupping both his hands together.

At a little dorp on the way to Mossel Bay I went to an
unpretentious hotel patronised by farmers. The dimng-room
looked like the Chelsea Flower Show. Except at a funeral, I
have never seen so many lovely flowers 1n a small room.
Every table was loaded—there 15 no other word for it—with
dahlias, heaths, carnations, snapdragons, wallflowers, pink
gladioli, Madonna lilies; and some of the dahlias, severed
close to the head, were so huge that they obscured the soup
plates in which they were floating.

A barefoot, coloured girl came to me and whispered,
“Baas want dinner?” While silently admitting that the
flowers were a feast in themselves, I replied that was my inten-
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tion, whercupon she brought me a menu. This is what I
read—prepared for a room that held only ten people*

Barley soup

Pickled heriings
Fried fish and lemon
Curized fish

Haricot 11ls of mutton
Braised lamb chops
Fried pork chops
Roast chicken

Cold Yotk ham
Cold corned brisket
Cold roast sucking mig

Boiled potatoes, beans, mariow, gieen peas
Jelly and canned peaches
Cheese

Five other people came in, and we plunged into that riot of
eatables. In South Africa the climate is never allowed to
interfere with the appetite. You eat roast pork in a dark
room with the shutters drawn and a temperature outside of
100 1n the shade. Jtis natural that a country which began as
a meat-producing station should be carnivorous, but to realise
how fond the ordinary South African is of meat, you have to
leave fashionable and expensive hotels and go out into the
country.

“ Give them great meals of beef, and iron and steel, and they
will eat like wolves and fight like devils,”” said Shakespeare of
the Enghsh, but, as far as my observations go, in comparison
with the South African, the English were, even in the days of
the Roast Beef of Old England, hardly more than vegetarian!
There is something Homeric about these great rcpasts in
small hotels. Under the watchful eyes of fellow-eaters, the
stranger begins to feel effeminate and feeble unless he, too,
plunges into pork after mutton. Like so much else in South
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Africa, I have an idea that these Gargantuan meals are a
legacy from Seventeenth Century Holland.

After lunch I praised the flowers to the wife of the proprietor,
and she took me round to a pretty little patch of garden at
the side of the hotel, where all those lovely flowers were
flourishing because they were irrigated by the bath-water!

With the feeling that bed would have been infinitely more
agreeable than the dusty road, I went out into the afternoon,
with 2 fiery streak lying ahead on which I encountered nothing
hut oceasional coloured men and boys, and little carts drawn
by three and four span of donkeys. At the bridge over the
Gourilz River I stopped to examine as good an object lesson
as you will see anywhere of the placidity and potential violence
of a South African torrent.

The bridge, which is a long one and made of girders, is
flung acrosy a ravine hundreds of feet deep, In the gorge a
thin, rusty-coloured snake of water was lying in a bed of baked
sand. The bridge was upheld by three Eaffel towers of {our-
sided steel girders fixed 1n immensely strong concrete drums,
the whole structure designed to offer as litile opposition as
possible to the water. The conirast between the present statc
of the Gouritz, hardly moving and Iying m hot pools, and the
provision made to guard against what it can do in the rainy
season, was dramatic. Many of the rivers of South Africa,
some of which are terrifying 1o the winter, are reduced in the
summier to these brown streaks, and for some reason or other
South Africans find this humorous. I had already been told
several times the story of the man who fell mto a river and
rase up and dusted himself!

I was soon in the hot streets of Mossel Bay, where there
were churches, shops, hotels, bicycles, motor cars, and an
air of growth and popularity. It was a hot town that after-
noon, and the cooling sea breeze which the publicity folders
promise was taking a day off. That this breeze does exist,
and has an ugly sister called the wind, is proved by the white
patches of blown sand on the inland rocks.

The feature of Mossel Bay is the Poort, and T went there
al once to sit in the shade. It must be the finest natnral
sea-bathing pool in the Union. In shape it is long and
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narrow, and is formed by a massive rock formation which
has built itself up like a wall against the sea One end is
open to the sea, but 1s protected by reefs from the crashing
surf of the Indian Ocean. The waves break on the reef
and send through the narrow rock entrance ripples of water
which freshen and (ill the pool. But the great feature of the
Poort 15 a floor of sloping silver sand, shallow enough at onc
end for a child of six to stand in, and deep enough at the
other to give a swimmer a good dive

I thought it would have becn pleasant to have spent an
afternoon at the Poort, The children who monopolised the
pool were having a glorious afierncon  There were little
shrimp-hike girls in bathing-suits, and little brown ecl-like boys,
splashing and swimming and diving from the rocks into the
sun-shot green water. AsIwatched them, I thought how good
looking they were and how proud their creators must be of
them, and I derived an incredulous pleasure from the know-
ledge that this August scene was happening in November.

The road went on and inland, and I was soon in the town
of George,

$6

High mountains called the Outeniquas lie round George.
They were known to the Portuguese by the lovely name of
Serra de Estrella—the Star Mountains—and the present name,
that of a Hottentot tribe, means * the honey-laden men >,
a reference, no doubt, to the honey made in that land of
heaths.

George takes 1ts name from one of South Africa’s mysteries,
a man named George Rex, who arrived there in 1802, and was
believed to be the son of the reigning monarch, George III,
and the elusive Quakcress, Hannah Lightfoot. He moved
from George to Knysna, where he bought a large estate
and lived like an Enghsh country gentleman. Many people
in South Africa are convinced that Mr Rex had been sent
out to the Cape to avoid political complications, but if this
were 50, surely he would have been persuaded to use a less
provoking name?

The Outeniqua Mountains are extraordinarily Scottish; I
I
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seem always to be comparing South Africa to Europe, but it
is mevitable. They are, indeed, Scotland at her best.
When I awakened one morning I could readily have
behieved that I was at Fort Williarn. The mist—or haar,
as the Scots so expressively call that white, smoke-like sea mist—
was steaming down the sides of the mountans and creeping
with cold fingers through the pme-woods, casiing over the
landscape an air of suspended awesomeness which you get
round Glencoe on a misty day, Then, as the sun rose, the
mist retreated, revealing mile after mile of tremendous scarred
flanks ancl green slopes, corries, glens, and dark gorges  The
mountain road could be seen winding round the outermost
edge of the great flanks, disappearing and cmerging higher
up to vanish at length over the summut into lands beyond.

The names of those who made the 10ads and the railways of
South Africa should be sung and honoured. 8o many are the
windings of the railway to George, that the train from Cape
Town can be seen far up the mountamn an hour and a half before
it sighs into the station.

1 was told that George would remind me of an Englsh
town, but the roads are too wide, the vegetation 1s too luxu-
riant, and above all the many fine houses, standing back
English fashion in beautiful gardens, are all much of the same
period, giving to the place that awr of umformity which is
absent from everything in England but a housing estate.

The charm of any English town the size of George is that
Mr Brown, the tobacconist, has a shop that was built in the
reign of Elizabeth; next door, Dr Armstrong’s surgery 1s
George I1T; old Colonel Black is Queen Anne; Miss James at
the Grange is Walter Scott Gothic; and so on, with all kinds
of variations in between, ancient and modern. The eye,
always enchanted or repelled, is at least never wearied.

In South Africa the architect has saved the couniry from
what might so easily have become an almost unbclievable
monotony, by varying his styles with great skill and taste,
And the vegetation, eagerly responding, provides in a few
years trees which in Europe would be half a century growing,
30 that the South African house, if built only twenty years ago,
is always decently embowered and surrounded.

&
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Many of the peoplc who live in George are very English,
for 1t has for years been a favourite place for retired people from
India and the Cape Province The barber who cut my hair
was undoubtedly English, and he had pinned up in his shop
a coloured photograph of Mr Winston Churchiil.

In one of the wide roads I came upon the English Cathedral,
a building smaller than many a village church at home, but
with a diocese the size of Wales. In one of the memorial
windows I noticed St George dressed as a modern soldier in
khaki, The Dutch Reformed Church, a fine and imposing
templc, was as large as the cathedral was small.

Two sights of George will always anchor that place in my
memory. the agapanthus and the hop. Just as the bluebell
grows m England, casung a sheet of dark blue upon the
earth, so the agapanthus grows round George. And that
stately flower is no delicale stranger which has to be hurried
into the greenhouse with the approach of winter: it slands
over three feet high from its native soil, bearing great flowers
of blue or white, which you can just about cup in hoth hands.
I have grown agapanthus in England, but, having seen it
round George, I shall never trouble to do so agam.

Then the hep. I was surprised to come upon acre after
acre at George which looked like Paddock Wood in Kent,
or Alton in Hampshire The hops were strung and tied in
the same way, and, apart from the fact that the hop-poles in
South Africa are made of eucalyptus wood, I doubt if even an
expert could have seen any difference.

The hop 1s one of the few European plants which has not
readily adapted itself to South Africa. Early Dutch attempts
to grow it were all failures. In 1go2 thousands of plants from
England, Germany, and America were distributed all over
the Union, but the right soil and the right hop never seemed to
come together. After sixteen years of bad luck the experts at
George found their attention focused upon a single plant which
had been flourishing for several years in the garden of a Miss
van Nickerk, That furtive survivor of so many unsuccessful
experiments was in the habit of climbing a tree every summer,
and efforts were made to trace its history. Tt appeared to be
the sole survivor of some old English variety that had gone out
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of cultivation, The experts lavished more care upon it than
has ever probably been expended upon a single hop plant
before or since.

Meanwhile, yet another attempt was made with imported
hops, this time from Tasmama. All died except three fernale
plants of a variety sent in error! But it is from those three
unexpected cuttings, and the lonec male of the garden, that all
the hops of George have since been grown. It is to such
fortunate accidents that sclence and industry often owe so
much,

T was told that well over a million descendants of the four
plants now cover three hundred and twenty acres in George
The name given to the vatiety is Golden Clusters, and the pro-
duction is getting near the two hundred tons required by
South African brewers.

English hop-growers would be interested to see that the
industry at George 18 carried out to a familiar pattern. The
hops are planted in a ““ garden ”, which consists of so many
“sets " toa “hill ", The drying-sheds are called kilns, as in
Hampshire, and not oast-houses, as in Kent. The buldings
are not such a notable feature of the landscape as the old-
fashioned oast-houses of Kent, for they do not possess the red-
tiled, conical ventilating towers. But what would interest
the European hop-grower more than anything is that in
South Africa a hop garden can start from zero at about
Christmas-time and be ready for picking a few weeks later!

§7

Nowhere in the world are you more conscious of moun-
tains than in the Cape Province. They are never out of sight.
They are your daily companions. To travel in the Cape is
to cross mountains. Looking northward from the south coast
of Afriea, you rust imagme how the mountains lie parallel
to the sea, nsing like a flight of steps to the interior plain.
The first steps are those mountains nearestto the sea, then comes
a terrace, and another step to a higher level, and so on until,
several thousands of feet above sea level, the gre'xt tablcland
of Bouthern Africa stretches north to the lepopo.
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In some countries mountains have invited and encouraged
the explorer. Their valleys have offered him an easy way
into the interior, or rivers have made it a simple matter for
him to paddle a canoe, or punt a raft, mnto the very heart of
a country. In South Africa the very reverse has happened.
Cut off on the north by hundreds of miles of malarial
bush and desert, and on the south by a serics of mountain
ranges, the * interior ”, which is now the Free State and
the Transvaal, was until only a little over a century ago an
unknown land given over to vast herds of game and to beasts
of prey.

It had been raining, but the sudden storm had passed. I
set off in the morning to cross the Montagu Pass. Yellow
peaty-looking water was tumbling down the rocks and lying
m black pools. There were oak glades and the greenest of
green ferns.  The pass, which was blasted out of the moun-
tain’s edge a century or so ago, twists and climbs, sometimes
over a thousand feet in a few miles. Here again I must say
that it was like motoring mn Scotland. From the top of the
Pass I looked back and saw the road spiralling down to George.

Once over the Pass, the country changed in a sudden and
dramatic way. 1 was out of Scotland and into Africa.
The grass had vanished, and in its place were scrubby,
succulent plants, each one growing in its own little desert.
Now and again an aloe lfted a spear from a bush of green
bayonets and a prickly pear was outlined grotesquely like a
gcarecrow against the sky. This unexpected desert was the
Little Karoo, a stark and threatening country, but with great
pictorial charm and atmosphere. Tt seemed almost a miracle
that animals could find anything to keep them alive in that
desert, but the best mutton in South Africa is raised on the
small moisture-holding vygies of the Little Karoo and the
Great Karoo.

The bald land peppercorned with ats dry, dusty-looking
plants ended abruptly, and I saw before me the extraordinary
contrast of a green, lush landscape stretching forward to
another mountain range, the Zwartzbergen, which led on to
higher land and then another range. In the valley through
which I was travelling poplar trees outlmed the course of
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streams and inigation canals. There were acres sown with
lucerne, and the country was well fenced. There were farm-
houses and an air of prosperity. Carts drawn by four donkeys,
a black boy aitting sideways on the shafis, went past in the
dust. There were dairy herds, and the land suggested cream
and butter and cheesc.

Everywhere I looked I saw ostriches. They were grazing
contentedly with sheep and cows. They were corralled in
large flocks—or possibly herds better describes a bird that
hehaves ke a quadruped, They were everywhere.

I entered the pleasant town of Oudishorn, still the centre
of ostrich fauming, but to-day mote nterested in dairying,
tobacco, gieen crops, and fruit. Someone had given me an
introduction to a merchant. I found hun in a hot little
office, living in a hurry like an American business man on
the films Could I see an ostrich farm?  Certainfy! Any-
thing else he could do? He dashed into the next room and
returned with an armful of ostrich feathers. With the sudden,
unaccountable generosity of Israel, he pressed these upon
me, and I emerged into the sunny streets grasping the ex-
traordinary bouquet like a prima donna; but no one seemed
to notice.

The ostrich farm was some way out among green fields,

The owner had just rounded up four hundred birds, which
were standing apprehensively in a meadow. We went first
into a field to look at what appeared to be fifty hedgchogs
running nirably on thin legs, They were ostrich chicks, and
remarkably pretty, covered with drab, parti-coloured down
and with little velvet necks, and great film-star eyes and
lashes.

* How long do they live? ”

* They wan live over a hundred years,” replied the farmer,
“but they don't! They generally kill themselves in a fence,
or swallow a pair of pliers.”

He told me that the ostrich is the most stupid of all birds;
in fact, hie almost doubted i it had a brain. So far as I could
gather, 1t is merely a fuselage covered with feathers, mounted
on o pair of tremendous limbs and with an expression of
perpetual apprehension beneath its enormous Hollywood
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lashes. The male at certain times of the year can become
dangerous, and his kick is as powerful as that of a horse. His
habit of charging when angry can always be deflected, I was
told, if you take a twig with a few leaves on the end and wave
1t in his face. This has never been known to fail. The bird
shuts his eyes, and when he opens them again he 15 a hundred
yards away. The sound he makesin the breeding season
has often becen mistaken for the 10ar of a hon and is called
“brooming’*. Apart ftom stupidity and vanity, the only
other human attributcs which the ostrich possesses is a love of
dancing Somctimes when the birds arc let out from the
kraal in the morning, they sail off, feeling good, revelving
together 1 a waltz; some, however, becoming giddy, fall
down and bieak their legs and have to be shot.

We approached the field where the four hundred birds
were corralled. There were several coloured herd-boys and
two men on horseback. The ostriches were grouped in the
remote distance, wing to wing, every neck upright at the same
angle, giving the impression of a regiment of lancers waiting
the order to charge.

As soon as the horsemen moved off, you could sense the
panic that spread through the herd. Still in mass formation
they set off at a trot that developed into a gallop, until they
were racing flat out at about forty miles an hour.

Watching them in movement I could understand how it was
that Pliny thought ostriches in flight flung missiles at their
pursuers, for on stony ground many an apparently well-
directed stone was hurled backward by their muscular feet.

With great skill the horsemen kept the herd together and
drove it forward, each neck upright, until the birds looked like
hundreds of cobras on horseback The herd-boys then
surrounded the birds,, who kept trying to make a hreak-
through but the boys were always too quick for them. The
foreman dismounted and, taking a long crook, advanced to
the ostriches and, selecting one, drew it out by the neck just
as I have seen a Southdown shepherd pick out a sheep by the
leg.

The bird then started to stamp and struggle. The dust
rose in clouds. The foreman held on to the neck while two
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of the boys grasped the wings and a third took an old sock
from his pocket, which he neatly slipped over the bird’s head.
This appeared to calm it shghtly, and it was led, still protesting,
to a tree, where its neck was placed in a cleft that held it fast.
Then the ostrich, mstead of lifting its neck, which would have
instantly freed it, began to draw back and pull, which held it
more firmly. Whie it was doing this, the boys quickly
relieved it—the process is painless—of several fine wing-
feathers.

While this was going on, the other ostriches stood bunched
together, watching in wide-eyed terror. As soon as the
plucked bird was released, it shot away into the distance to
stand shaking itsclf wath distended wings and dancing about
all the time like an Indignant balloon; and the next bird was
selected and plucked.

“¥You can pluck a good bird three tumes in two vears,”
said the farmer, © but once a year is the average. I’ve heard
old men round Oudtshorn tell of the days, about sty years
ago, when fellows went mad on ostrich farms. It was like 2
gold rush! You paid from two hundred pounds upwards
for a fine parr of birds. Everybody thought he was going to
make his fortune; and some did!  But those days have gone.
. . . What with ostrich biltong at a shilling a pound and an
ostrich skan worth five shillings in America, why a bird’s
often worth more dead than alive! *’

And so it happens that the hats women wear in Europe
affect life in Oudtshorn. Every time a queen or a princess 1s
pictured wearing an ostrich feather, hearts are lifted m
Oudtshorn and optimists dream of another feather boom.
If it did happen, I am told there are sufficient fine feathers
stored away to clothe nearly every woman in the world from
head to foot.

§8
Some twenty miles to the north of Oudtshorn are the
Cango Caves, which are said to be among the finest in the
world, The road is made memorable by the great barrier of
the Swartzbergen ahead,
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To enter the Caves on a hot day 1s to pass into a delightful
refrigerator. The gwde, a cheerful man who loves every
stalagmite, was dressed in a khaki shirt and shorts, and as I
went in he switched on a battery of electric hghts; for the
Cango Caves are sophisticated. I descended steps into what
looked like a desolate and gaunt London tube station.

The passages and caverns stretch on for two miles, ending in
the Devil’s Workshop, and it is beheved that further caves
may yet remain to be discovered. They were seen first in
1780, when a farmer named van Zyl sent his Hottentot boy,
Klaas, to look for lost cattle. The boy climbed into the
hills and came to a hole 1n the racks hidden by brushwood.
On the following day a schoolmaster, who was staying on the
farm, went with Klaas to see the hole, which impiessed him
so much that he persuaded van Zyl to go and look too.

Accordingly van Zyl went there with eight slaves and a coil
of rope, and was let down 1nto the cave which is now called van
Zyl’s Hall Yt must have required courage to have done that,
I think Since then the history of the Caves has been ane of
discovery and exploration.

We went down some steps and stood in a fantastic hall, where
stalactite dripped and met stalagmite, where spiky waterfalls
had apparently been arrested in mid air, where little stalactites
were just beginning on the roof like horns on the head of a kid;
and the drip of water on the floor was forming into tiny bumps
that might be several inches in height when everything now
existing on the earth has vanished. The guide switched on
lights concealed belund the stalactites, and then directed a
battery of floodlights upon the stalagmites, turning the weird
cavern into what the guide-book would call *‘ a subterranean
fairyland *’.

We went on into enormous cathedral-like chambers, vast and
silent, where the air was as dead as it is in a broadcasting
studio. Every now and again the guide would disappear, and
I would hear him busy with the switches. Suddenly the vast,
incoherent architecture would be {looded with concealed red
light, to be followed by an awful sepulchral green like a scene
m a pantomime. I cannot remember whether my favourite
cavern was called the Bridal Chamber, the Crystal Palace,
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the Fairy Chamber, or the Cathedral, but it was, I think, the
largest of them all, also the most uncanny; and upon its
distant roof were many black dots which dropped off and
flapped noisclessly about when the light disturbed them,

Years of sightseers have labelled the stalactites and stalag-
mites of this remarkable place with many obvious names, like
the Pulpit, the Organ Pipes, the Angel’s Wings, the Canopied
Throne, and the Madonna and Child, for it seems to be a
common human desire to recognise in the inhuman archi-
teeture of Nature some resemblance to the work of man,

The time taken by water to scoop out the caverns can, I
suppose, be cstimated by a scientist.  First, rain water bearing
carbonic acid soaked into the rock, cating away the carbonate
of lime and making a cavity that continued to enlarge as the
pracess of mfltration continued for hundreds of thousands of
years. The awesomeness of the caves 1s not, in my opinton,
lessened by the Drury Lane transformations which leap to view
every time the electric lights are switched on, I think these
wive the spectator a better idea of the riot of shape and
colour created with an utter disregard of time or ciiticism.
The very act of descending into a cave, as into a tomb, is in
itself frightening, which is probably why visitors are so ready
to assert themselves in banter and cheer themselves with
fancied resemblances to things of their own world.

§9

The falling of rain and the misty hills increased the inevit-
able resemblance to Scotland. Miserable natives—for what
can look more miserable than a black skin on a wet day ?—
moved sack-covered through the storm; dense woodlands
climbed the hillsides; brown water came tumbling through
ferns; and the storm clouds grew greyer with the pmmise of
more tain to come.

Gazing disconsolately from heights where I had promised
to pause and admire the view, I saw nothing but a ragged
mist moving over a hill a hundred yards away.

No wonder English people and particularly Scots have found
themselves at home at George and Knysna—to which I was
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now gomg—for i all Africa there can surely be nothing more
likc a wet day in the Highlands than this Cape diizzle Had
the rain descended savagely and flooded a few towns, or had 1t
been accompamied by a hurricane which lifted off a few 100fs,
1t would have been more in kecping with my idea of African
weather

Turning a corner, I nearly ran down the most sinister figure
in South Africa. He wears a tight, grey cut-away coat, black
knee-breeches, and flesh-coloured hose. He lilts his long thin
legs slowly and apparently rheumatically. A crest of feathers
on his head reminded people a century or two ago of quill
pens, so they called him the secretary bird,

He looks like the spirit of Eighteenth Century sin incarnate .
a senilc rake, the wicked earl of melodrama, a monk of
Medmenham, or maybe a corrupt old lord chamberlain
stealing with a diabolic grin down palace corridors. Yet I
am told that these shoclung looks behe the secretary bird, who,
when tamed, can become an engaging pet; though it must be
rather ke having Mephistopheles about the house!

When fighting the snakes he loves to eat, he dances round
them, warding them off with out-spread wings, and 1 have
heard that he will {ly into the air with his victim and, releasing
it, dash 1t to death on the rocks below.

‘When I reached the hotel at the Wilderness, which welcomes
honeymoon couples from all parts of the Union and beyond,
I saw groups of storm-bound people sitting at therr morning
tea, gazing into a garden blazing with wet geraniums. In
front of them were sandhills and the sea. Like so many
South African hotels, this was surrounded by pleasant ron-
davels I should have explained long ago that a rondavel is a
type of hut peculiar to South Africa, a crcular, thatched
European version of the Kaffir hut, and fitted with windows.
Groups of them, sometimes electrically It and with wash-
basins and running water, are often buwlt in hotel gardens,
and the guests sleep in them. They are roomy and com-
fortable, and in a hot country infinitely more agreeable than a
stuffy hotel bedroom.

When the sun came out, the Wilderness fulfilled all that I
had heard in Cape Town about its beauty. It is one of
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those places which seem created by Nature and the hand of
man for honeymoon couples, Why the Wilderness should
have been called by such an unsuitable name was explained to
me by a resident. In 1835 a young woman in Cape Town
agreed to marry 2 man if he would take her awayinto thewilder-
ness.  He promised to do so.  He then bought an estate m this
delectable distiict and called it the Wilderness. Legend does
not record what the lady said, and 1t is surely a reprehensible
story for a honeymoon resort o perpetuate! It is also, T
might add, an admwable examnple of what the Afnkaner
admiringly terms slimmigheid or slimness.

Beyond the Wilderness are several lochs or vieis, one after
the other, where hosts of water-fowl were swimming, I
thought this part of the Cape unusually rich n bird hfe, or
they may have just come out to enjoy the ‘‘ good rains ™,
1 noticed many kinds of birds I had not seen before, and
wished I knew thewr names  You can pik a flower or a leaf
and look it up in a book and learn its name, but it is difficult
to identify anything as elusive as a bird, especially as bird
lustrations are so optimistically coloured that they always
appear to represent some more briliant species than the one
you are looking for,

As I came gver the hill mto Knysna and ran beside the
loch, I saw the little town I had expected, where, in spite
of poimettia and bougainvillea, I was again reminded of
Scotland. It was therefore hardly a surprise to be met at the
hotel by a Fraser.

1 told him that in the course of the past few days 1 had
seen seven Glencoes and a couple of Kalliecrankies.

* Aye”, he smiled, ““ and there was a man called Duthie
who bought land here years ago because it reminded him of
Lach Lomond.”

%10
Knysna is famous for its sea loch and its fishing, for its
boating, for the ficedom of its open-air life, but, above all,
for the mighty forest where the last members of a tribe of wild
elephants, said to be the largest elephants in the world, still live,
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I had been out round and about tlus forest all day with a
local driver. He showed me dense jungles where immense
trees created a gloom shot with spears of sunlight. ‘The
undergrowth was impenetrable,’ and creeping plants covered
the tree trunks with tough tendrils, as if trying to pull them
down to destruction. Birds called in the cool greenness, but
were rarely seen.  Only now and again did we come across a
woodcutters’ path which enabled us to walk some way into the
forest; and then the silence and the feeling of being enclosed,
as if the trees had moved to trap us when our backs were
turned, were unpleasantly eerie. I was looking all the time
for snakes. ‘There was not a moss-covered branch or a swing-
ing tendril that escaped my suspicion. I had never before
been in a jungle like this, for the Knysna Forest is a hostile
piece of the primeval world. The things that grow there,
falling and rotting age after age, have made coal, I under-
stood why, when so much of the world was like this, primitive
people lived on downs and high places, where they could at
least see what was coming,

My companion was full of stories about the elephants.
The forest 1s Government property, and the last of the herd
are protected. They have perfect freedom to roam about
and frighten the lives out of woodcutters and tourists, who
sometimes encounter them on a road in the dusk. But
apparently they are not so dangerous as the ostrich! At
Oudtshorn I heard several stories of men who had been
killed by ostriches, but the Knysna elephants do not apparently
kill people, or, if they do, it is kept very dark; instead they
appear suddenly and terrify them out of their wits.

There was once a man in the depth of the forest, with an ox-
wagon which he was loading with wood. Suddenly there was
a terrible roar and a trampling, and small trees snapped like
twigs as a gigantic bull elephant pushed his way forward and
stood watching, with his ears fanning slowly back and forth.
The oxen pamcked, and the man had the presence of mind
to free them from the wagon before he took to his heels.
While ostrich stories generally end up in the hospital or the
cemetery, there is no real end to these elephant storicsi
What happened® Did the elephant charge the wagon and
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trample it underfoot, or did 1t merely go on looking? I do
not know. It is not recorded. So the elephants of the
Knysna ¥orest just haunt the place like enormous ghosts,
and I suppose people ate too frightened to wait and see what
happens next,

In 188y there were aboutl six hundied elephants in the
forest, but now there are believed to be only two bulls, three
cows, and a calf or two. The biggest bull is said to be a
colossal apparition, fourteen feet to the shoulder, with tusks
that protrude for ten feet on each side of his trunk. The
elephants move ahout chiefly in the dusk and after dark
They migrate {rom point to point of the forest, sometimes
scaring the wits out of a woodman by mvading a clearing
and stamping down a mealie patch in the middle of the mght.
They live on grass, leaves, and ferns, and the forest is full of
fallen trees which they have pushed over to get at the milky
creepeis. A cow elephant calves only once in five or seven years,
and when a calf 13 born the parents gather bushes and form a
nest, known as an elephant couch, in which the calf is kept for
ten days: but for some reason there has been high mortality
among the calves, and many a time in recent years their dead
bodies have been found lying in pools of water.

We went to high places in the forest where I could look
across eighty miles of trees and mountains to the Tzitzikama
Mountains, which are an eastward extension of the Outeni-
quas. Then we went down into the heart of the forest to the
great yellow-wood tree, which 18 a hundred and forty feet
high and twenty-six feet in circumference, and is said to be one
thousand and seven hundred years old. This is the giant of
Knysna, and everyone goes to see it. If 1ts supposed age is
correct, it began its life in the year A, 246, when Philip the
Arabian was Emperor of Rome, when St Fabian, who was
martyred under Decius, was Pope, when Britan was still a
remote Province of the Roman Empire, and when the toleration
of Christianity was still sixty years off—a truly astonishing
thenght! I wonder if there is any more ancient living thing
in the world,

Other massive and ancient inhabitants of the forest are the
stinkwood trees. That horrible name greets the visitor the
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moment he arrives in South Africa. He sees 1t in furniture
shops, in the advertisement columns of newspapers, and his
acquaintances show him with pride rare old stinkwood
cabinets, chests, and tables; for this wood is the mahogany of
South Africa.

I cannot 1magine why a pleasanter name than stinkwood
has not been found for a wood which people take so eagerly
into their homes, If 1t really stank, one could understand it,
but the only smell I have been able to detect is that of
formture polish. T am told, however, that when freshly
felled the tree does smell, but, even so, surely 1t is rather
unnccessary to carry a woodsman’s woe into every drawing-
room in the Union?

Throughout the forest you come across the most incredible
shacks and hovels, made of Duts of wood and tin and rag.
Like an awr-raid shelter beneath a manswon, they show to
what depths Europeans can descend m unpleasant circum-
stances. A native hut would be a palace compared with
some of these awful shacks, which are the homes of ¢ Poor
Whites ™’

This term, though not as contemptuous as the American
“ white trash ”, 15 the South African equivalent, and denotes
those people of Furopean origin who have descended in the
social and economic scale. In Europe and America a skilled
worker, falling upon evil times, may descend into the ranks of
unskilled labour without loss of prestige, and exist there for a
while before climbing out again. But even if a Poor White
blacked his face (which is the last thing on earth he would
do!) he could not work side by side with Kaffirs, hecause the
wages would not keep him. Therefore, rather like the
genteel poor of a more class-conscious age in England, his lot
18 to starve in spiritual pride

I was told that the Poor Whites of Knysna include numbers
of people with British names who no longer speak English but
Afrikaans. They are assumed 1o be the descendants of the
servants, grooms, housemaids, and so forth of the English
squires who settled in this district over a century ago. Names
like Steel, Monk, Roberts, McGarthy, and McAlpine are to be
found among them.
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[ wanted to speak to some of them and to see inside their
shacks, but I was told that, like the poor everywhere, they are
naturally suspicious of visitors and questions. Nevertheless,
in a clearing we came to the kind of house that Walt Disney
might have built in a dense forest.  You have the same effect
when a snow house encounters a sharp thaw, which slants
everything at peculiar angles hut at the same time gives 1t
extieme rigidity.

Squalid as the house was, the surroundings were lovely
Vegetables and flowers grew in the Jittle garden patch. The
forest trees surrounded it like a hedge. Instead of the gnome
one might have expected, the door opencd and out came a
hittle old Englishman with a face like a crab apple. His
name was English, his face was English, his handshake and
smule were English, but he could not speak a word of English.
My companion addressed him in Afrikaans and asked his
family history. Al he knew was that a hundred years ago
bis father had left London and had come to Knysna, where
he had been born. He had spent a lifetime in the Forest as a
wood-cutter. He was over seventy. He had a son who was a
woodsman and another who was ““in the railways », and a
granddaughter working in a chocolate factory in East London.
S0 1t would seem that now and then the Poor While is able to
climb out.

While we were talking, his old wife emerged, and I
noticed that she had tidied herself up to meet visitors, and
I admired her for it. Her father had been English, but her
mother was an Afrikaner. Like her husband, she spoke
only Afrikaans. She took me round to the hen-house and
showed me her chickens, and in a clearing were two cows.
She insisted upon giving me a little bunch of flowers from
her garden.

I suppose these people were the better class of Poor White.
1 did not like to ask 1f I might go into the house, but I managed
to steal a glance. Everything was worn out and broken,
but there were afew photographs on the walls, a few broken
chairs and -a table. There was something heroic in their
racial purity and in the fact that they still kept up some kind
of standard. In a city such a place would have been terrible;
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in the country, where cxtreme poverty 1s never completely
squalid, it was, at the best, a haphazard camping out,

It was almost dark as we turned to go back to Knysna.
My companion reverted to elephants and wild animals.
There are wild boars in the Forest, he told me, also baboons
and grey monkeys. Lynxes expelled from the Little Karoo
have cxterminated the blue buck, but there are still some
bush buck.

Above the sound of the engine we heard a terrific crash
ahead. The driver stopped immediately.

 Elephants! ** I said, jokingly,

* Yes, elephants all right! *> whispered the driver, turning a
serious face to me.

It was now pitch dark. We had stopped on a bend, and
the headlights shot into the Forest, revealing vast tree-trunks
and white, tangled masses of monkey rope. I felt {oolishly
brave with the courage of ignorance, and suggested that we
might leave the car and have a look round.

“No, no, no!” said the driver. “ We must go on, but—
listen! ™

Again we heard, about a hundred yards or so away, more
splintering crashes and the sound of a body, or bodies, pressing
through the undergrowth.

“ They're crossing the road,” whispered the driver, and,
putting the car into reverse, we went back some way and
again stopped to listen, I now began to feel less courageous,
I began to see elephants everywhcre Suppose they shounld
come lumbering along the road towards us, what should we
do? Plunge into the forest, which was probably at that
hour crawling with snakes, or stay to be trampled to death?

“They’re gone!’’ whispered the driver; and it was like
hearing the “ All clear . He stealthily advanced.

* Look!” he cried when we had travelled a few hundred
yards, “ the spoor! ”’

And there, sure enough, was evidence that we had not been
dreaming.

K
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§ 11

Larly one morning I ran out to the Heads, which 1s the
name of the narrow rock channel through which the sea enters
the Knysna lagoon.

A couple were camping m a tent within a few yards of the
water, A gl in a sweater and a pair of shorts was frying
breakfast on a paraffin stove, and a young man, who had
proppedd a piece of murror on a rock, was having a painful
shave in cold waler. It was one of those uncomfortable
moments which arc remembered with a glow of happiness
twenty years after.

Knysna, with the grey lagoon in front of it and the Outeni-
quas at the back, looked so like—but I will not continue
to make this comparison. This was South Africa ! And
as if in answer to my thoughts, out of a gate came a herd
of cows driven by a little boy like a black bat. He was
naked except for a triangular sack from which his thin black
arms protruded ; with his black legs running and the sack
flapping, he mught have flittered from the roof of the Bridal
Chamber in the Gango Caves.

I went into the little church of St George, which lies opposite
the hotel, and wandered round the graveyard, noting that
John Benn, born at Deptford in 1812-—probably a ship-
builder—had died at Knysna in 1877, and another Englishman
born in the same year at Bristol, and perhaps also to do with
the sea, had died there in 1885.

At the edge of the forest I found the grave of the most
mysterious immigrant South Africa has ever received. It was
a neglected grave. An agapanthus grew upon it. Oak trees
and two pines stood guard overit, On the tombstone was the
inscription: “ In memory of George Rex esqure, proprietor
and founder of Knysna. Died grd April 1839.”

This mysterious person arrived in Cape Town about the
year 1796, and was said to bear an unmistakable resemblance
to the reigning king, George I11.  He was given the position of
Maxshal of the Vice Admiralty Court and a salary of £1,000
a year, which made him one of the most important officials
in the Government.  As mysterious as Rex himself s, I think,
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the fact that he was in Cape Town throughout Lady Anne
Barnard’s residence, and though she must have met him often,
she never once mentions his name in her writings.

In 1804 Rex is said to have trekked to Knysna with sixteen
wagons and a hundred slaves. There he acquired a large
estate, upon which he lived until his death thirty-five years
later. He lived like a well-born English squire.  He possessed
objects which inferred a prosperous English background, yet
nohody knew anything about him, or of his Iife before he came
to the Cape; and he himself observed silence. In later life,
it is recorded that he developed the habit of walking about his
garden at Knysna with his hands behund his back—just as
George I1I used to do—pausing to address invisible generals
and princes.

The story was subsequently spread, and 1s firmly believed
by many i South Africa to-day, that George Rex was the
cldest son of George III by a pretty Quakeress named Hannah
Lightfoot. Some histonians doubt the story; others believe
it; the light skirmishers of history, the writers of Court
scandals and so forth, have revelled in it. But none has ever
heen able to solve the mystery.

The first serious hint in print of an old love affair, when
George 11T was the Prince of Wales, appeared five years before
his death in the Hustorical Memotrs of Sir Nathaniel Wraxall,
which are a mme of mformation upon the history of the
Eighteenth Century. Wraxall, praising the old king for his
blameless life, says (in a jovial boys will be boys manner) that
stories were once “° generally circulated * of ““ his attachment
to a young woman, a Quaker ’, and, though * probably well
founded *’, were, because of His Majesty’s model character,
nothing but *‘ innocent gallantry *’.

The only other reference during the King’s life was in a
little guide to Knole House, in Kent, published 1n 1817, in
which the author, describing the portrait of a lady in white
satin, says,  This is the fair Quakeress noticed by His Majesty
when Prince of Wales »’,

So that while the King was still alive two artless references
were made to a romance of his youth with which it was assumed
people were familiar.
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But a suggestion that the affair was more serious than
Wraxall bad implied was delivered by none other that Dr
Johnson’s friend, Mxs Piozzi, formerly Mrs Thiale, then aged
seventy-four. She knew Wraxall and had lived through the
events he described, and she went through his book, annotating
it and making her own comments in the margin; and these
notes she delwvered to her exccutors. They were published
in 1861 by Haywmd i his Aufobiography of Mrs Piuozzi, and
they were so hughly thought of that they are now incorporated
in the hest edition of Wraxall. Her note on the reference to
George TX1 und the Quakeress was just this: “ Her son by
hum is yet alive .

Mis Thrale was one of the notable women of her time,
and she knew the history of her age and its scandals as well as
anyone then living. There seems to be no reason why she
should have added that note unless she had good reason to
know it to be true.

Ten years after the King’s ‘death the Hannah Lightfoot
story blew up in earnest, not only in England, but in America.
An amazing series of claims were made, generally by the
underground movement of historical reseaich, in books
entitled Great Passions, and such like, that Hannah Light-
foot had been abducted by the Prince; that he had married
her a few years before his marriage to Queen Charlotte;
that she spent her entire life in not unhappy seclusion; that
among the children of the marriage was the eldest son,
George, who went to America and fought as a royalist in the
War of Independence, and may be the George Rex who
arrived later at the Cape.

To unravel this story is rather like trying 1o complete
a ‘ji;gwsaw puzzle from which most of the key pieces are
missing.

It would be profoundly interesting to know who George
Rex really was, and I must say that Mrs Thrale’s comment
on Wraxall lingers in the mind. That Mr Rex lived a
happy and abundant life at Knysna is well known. His
deseandants ave still distinguished residents in the district, and
many of his slaves, as the custom was, asswmed their master’s
name,
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When I was in a chemist’s shop in Knysna, a little coloured,
barefoot girl was standing at the counter with a piece of paper
which was probably a prescription.

“ What’s your name? * asked the chemist.

* Rex,” she whispered, with a roll of her great eyes.

§ 12

One night in the hotel Mr Fraser and I were talking about
South Africa. He was saying that if a young man is ready to
take off his coat and roll up his slecves and work, well, there’s
nothing to stop him. What a country! What a grand
country! He had come to it as a boy withoul a penny n the
world and he had worked while others had played, and—
well, well, what a grand country! . . .

Then, of course, we began talking about Inveiness and the
Fraser country and the Highlands of Scotland

“ My great-great-grandfather took part in the storming of
the Heights of Abraham,” he said. “ I can tell you a story
about it that you won't find in any book. . . .

* The Frasers, as you remember, were ‘out’ with Bonme
Prince Charlie m the *forty-five. When it was over, my
great-great-grandfather, like lots of other Highlanders, had to
fly to France Simon, Loid Lovat, our chief, was executed on
Tower Hill, and his son, young Simon Lovat, was captured
and put into Edmburgh Castle. ‘Then the English, as they
always do, began to make friends with their old enemies and
the Highlanders began to creep back to Scotland as the
chiefs of the clans were pardoned.

“ Well, at this time the American war broke out and young
Simon Lovat was pardoned and made a colonel in the British
Army. He asked permassion 1o go back to his father’s estates
—for they had not yet been returned to him—and raise
recruits for the war. And, man, they let him go! Now just
you imagine it. There he was, the Master of Lovat, the chief
of the clan, back on his own land! Can you not imagine how
they would come over the hills from every little but and ben
to see him and shake him by the hand. Well, he unfurled the
standard, and in a fortmght he’d enlisted fifteen hundred men !
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And among them was my great-great-grandfather, who, as
I’ve said, had been 1n exile in France.

“They called them the Fraser Fencibles, and they marched
away with young Simon Lovat at their head, and they marched
all the way from Inveiness to Greenock and were shipped to
Canada. Then they were with Wolfe at Quebec, and they
had to storm the Heights of Abraham. It was at night and
dark. Scventeen hundred men got mto the boats and dropped
down the St Lawrence to the place where they had to climb
the clills,  As they got out, and were getting ready to climb,
Simon Lovat passed the word down that he wanted the man
whe stole a cheese from the Tower of Fairburn, Now, this
was a tower near the Muir of Oid, very difficult to climb,
where cheese used to be kept 1n old times. But the man who
had climbed it and got a cheese was my greai-great-grand-
father!

“ Simon Lovat told him to go first because a man who
could climl the Tower of Fairburn could climb the Heights
of Abraham, And he did' He led the way up the chiffs.
And, d’ye know why the Frasers passed up so quietly, and
went through the French sentries? Because my great-great-
grandfather could speak French and knew the password!
And that story I’ve often heard my grandfather tell, who had
it straight from his grandfather. . . .7



CHAPTER FIVE

1 go to Port Elizabeth, where I remember the 1820 Settlers.  Here
I an shown the snakes of South Africa. In Grohamstown I see a
cathedral, a umwversity, many schools, and & museum, At Bathurst I
encounter South Afiica’s most English vllage.

§1
AIN fell during the might, and in the morning the dust
Rha.d been laid. A glorious South Afiican day was
beginning: the sky was clear of cloud, the trees were
refreshed, the warm eaith breathed contentment, and the
mealics lifled their green lecaves and took heart. Lverywhere
was that cheerful and inspiring South African light.

I left Knysna 1mn the early morning, and travelled eastward
along a 10ad that was never far from the coast After a time
I saw around me' the first hint of a more tropical land. There
were ravines and gorges, and woods flickering with sunhght
where monkey ropes were flung from tree 1o tree, and I saw
forests so dense that the hight hesitated and stopped in the first
few yards and I gazed, as through the open west door of a
great church, into dum, green naves. I saw wild bananas and
wild grapes. There was a huill covered with pink Watsoma,
and there were acres of gladioli.

Most spectacular of all South African flowers is the national
flower, the protea, which in shape is rather like a giant fir
cone, 1ts petals vivadly coloured. It grows all over the Cape
and I believe its name refers to the wonderful variations shown
by this family, for Proteus, the sea god, could change his form
at will, The protea 1s unknown i Europe, but grows in
South America and Australia, which gives colour to Wegener’s
displacement theory that millions of years ago Africa and
South Ameiica were joined together and drmfted apart like
floating icebergs. T was interested to see that Dr Hutchinson
of Kew believes in this theory and gives several maps in his
Botanist wn Southern Africa, showing how neatly the western
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coastline of Africa will fit into the eastern coastline of South
America,

The Groote River was as dark as a Flighland burn. Tt came
sliding out of grecen gorges towards the sea. Then I came
10 the Blasuwkians Forest and to a pass which went spiralling
down with an airy nothingness on the outer edge. Far below
wete the distant heads of trees. Even a solitary aloe on the
side of the road might have given some comfort, but there was
neiliing but o long drop.  From that jungle, which smelt of
hot, wet leaves, 1 climbed to a higher road, and away to my
left the Tzitzikama Mountams weie lying blue and smooth
against the sky. Tzitzikama . . . What a word it is! A
man at Knysna told me it is a Hottentot word which
deseribes the sound of sparkling waters,

I passed through glotious and powerful scenery where dark
pines and black firs were standing in great ridges and marching
over mountains like the lances of Charlemagne. And when
the road straightened, there was mile upon mmle of bright
pink Watsonia, just sheets of it, laughing in the sun. So I
went through Humansdorp to Jeffrey’s Bay and its vast sandy
beach which slopes to the sea.

There were three native boys baiting fish-hooks with gory
strips of octopus.

“ What do you caich? ** I asked them,

They grinned up at me.

“ Kabeljou, baas! ” said one.

* An’ steenbras, baas,” said another,

Then at my feet I saw a lovely shell. T picked it up and
put it in my packet. A few yards away was an even better one.
I noticed that the tide, as it went out, lefl behind hundreds
upon hundreds of shells of all shapes and sizes; and I was
soon half a mile away, picking up these exquisite little things
snd rejecting them when I came across a better specimen,

Shell-gathering is the most insidious of pursuits, It is sheer
acquisitiveness, because, at the back of your mind, you know
perfectly well that the moment will come, either before you
have left the beach or later on in the hotel, when you will
abandon the lof, But how grand it was to walk on the firm
sand, with the Indian Ocean and its line of swrf only a few
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yards away. Sometimes a wave would come creaming in-
shore and catch my feet with a sudden access of energy, and
then, retreating, leave behind some superb specimen, for which,
who knows, conchologists would give their ears.

And what a pily it seemed to me that certain young
people far away m England, who would so highly have
applauded my actions, were not there to share that innocent
dissipation and to urge me to still more intensive saturation,

§2

I had a room m a large seaside hotel at Port Elizaheth, or
“P.E., as everybody in South Alrica calls this town. Look-
ing from the window I could see tram-cars passing and re-
passing along the front, the Indian Ocean beyond, and ncarer
the pendulous nests of weaver birds hanging like coconuts
from the branches of trees on the hotel drive.

These birds are small and finch-like, and the nests they
weave so exquisitely, and hang so skilfully in oider to be out
of the reach of snakes, are entered {rom underneath, and some
have a small entrance hall or neck which projects from the
base for an inch or so

I had often seen such nests elsewhere in the Cape, and had
accepted them as part of the landscape until I found an
English translation of The Soul of the White Ant by the Afrikaans
wniter, Eugene M. Marais. The author, writing about the
instinct of birds and animals, says that once a pair of weaver
birds were taken into capuvity and denied any weaving
material. They were evidently distressed when nesting time
arrived, but made the best of 1t and hatched chicks without a
nest. The same thing happened for several generations.
Then weaving material was introduced, and the first thing the
birds did, although many times removed from a weaving
generation, was to weave a nest and suspend it!

It was fascinating to watch those active little architects
entering and leaving their snake-proof houses.

Port Elizabeth is athriving and energetic town. The Edward-
ian town hall and the main street are so English that I felt Thad
ofien seen them before. Every onein “‘ P.E.” is proud that the
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history of the town goes back for a century and a quarter,
And look what we have done 1 that time, is the implication.
And it is astorushing to reflect that the bustling life of a first-
class port and an cxpanding manufacturing town has grown
up m that short space of time As recently as the eighteen
eighties prints showed passengers coming ashore at Port
Tlizabeth on the backs of natives, and now there are magni-
ficent docks which can take the largest merchant ships of
to-clay.

Port Llirabeth flings itsell with encrgelic galety over five
ancd a half miles of Algoa Bay. There are factories. There
are sites for new factories. There ate native locations and
coloured locations and housing schemes  There are suburbs,
golf courses, parks, and hathing beaches. There are more
than a hundred and thirty-five thousand people living in Port
Elizabeth, half of them white, the other half black, coloured,
and Asiatic, And this began with the landing of the 1820
Settlers. Who were they?

As the three-masted ships sailed down the Thames on those
icy December days in 1819, the settlers, old and young,
wrapped mn their overcoats, their shawls, plaids, and blankets,
gathered upon the decks to say farewell 1o Fngland. Upon
such 2 moment the heart 15 filled to overflowing, and though
1t may have scemed that the land they were leaving did not
need them or offer them a future, few eyes could have been
dry as the ships moved away from the sights and sounds of
home.

The England they were leaving was the England of Robert
Owen and William Cobbett, of Wellington, Peel, and Can-
ing, of Wilberforce and the humanitarians, of James Watt’s
separate condenser and Hargreaves’ “ Spinuning Jenny ;
the England in which George Stephenson was designing loco-
motives, bul had not yet made the Rocket; in which the
Rayal Mails were carried in gleaming red coaches drawn
by glossy teams of four; the England of the new Regent’s
Sirest and the Brighton Pavilion; of the Prince Regent’s
waistcoats; of Beau Brummell, Grimaldi, and Vestris; an
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England in which poor old George 111, deaf, blind, and white-
hearded, was cut off by years of gentle madness from a
changed and bewildering world

In this England high socicty numbered about six hundred,
and the great mansions round the park wete still served hy
powdered flunkeys in plush knee-breeches, while coaches with
footmen mounted behind drew up belore their exclusive
portals. There were nearly fourteen ymllion other people 1n
Britain, but only about one hundred and sixty thousand had a
vote. Power was in the hands of the few, and society was a
rigid pyrarud of caste.

It was the London of the Corinthian and the Bow Street
runner; the London in which Tom, Jerry, and Bob over-
turned night watchmen’s boxes, attended sangumnary prize-
fights, explored low drinking-dens in their well-cut riding-
coats and tall hats, standing among a hideous but unmalicious
assembly of cut-purses, chimney sweeps, and sluts; an England
of brilliant salons and squalid slums, of exclusive clubs and
thieves’ kitchens.

Old London Bridge still opposed the bulk of its medizval
piers to the river’s flow, causing frosts and frost fairs, the Fleet
Prison was stdl full of debtors, but public hangings were no
longer witnessed at Tyburn and gaslamps were still a novelty in
the Strand. A new and classical London in stucco had arisen
from Piccadilly to Regent’s Park, but one step from the
columned terraces led to a warren in whose cellars the high-
waymen of the last century were still remembered with
affection. Something like country air sull blew through
London. Thousands of cows were milked in the capital
every day, and milk was carried round from door to door by
buxorn girls in kirtled skirts with a yoke upon their shoulders.

Beyond the wealth and poverty of the capital, and the queer
mixture of town and country that it was, stretched the roads
upon which the indignant Cobbett rode, leading to rural
villages and mansions and to red brick towns whose factory
smoke drified through the autumn woods. Trout were caught
in those days, and pheasants shot, within sight of factory
chimneys, as the new world gained stealthily upon the old.
In some country houses old men lived who still wore wigs
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and knee-breeches and enjoyed Virgil and Horace in Latin;
in others were to be found the new squires, who counted their
wealth, not in cattle or in crops, but in machinery and
production.

Two Englands lived side by side: the old England of
church, mansion, and cottage, where men still stood awed and
respectful betore bloodstock, and the new England of coal,
iron, and cotton, whose inhabitants, no longer rooted to the
carth, were projected by the still novel art of reading into
violent discontent,  The sound of their riots and the noise of
sinashed machinery penctrated to the capital, where the Lords
and Commons were remunded of those old cries of Liberty,
Equality, and Fraternity which England had fought for twenty
years to silence.

How strange and incalculable it was, with Napoleon,
dressed in civilian clothes, safely stowed away on St Helena,
that peace and plenty and the expected return to the good old
days had not come. In 1819 England was learning that peace
following a long war is more difficult to understand and to
bear than war itself. Tactories were closed. Prices were
high., The unemployed multiplied. The veterans of Trafal~
gar were jomed on the kerbstones by the veterans of Waterloo,
The whole balance and harmony of life, as it had been known
in agricultural days, were gone. The violent mechanics and
artisans of the time were unrecogrusable as the sons of the
dacile cowmen and carters of a previous generation.

It was natural that an age which still fled in any physical
ailment to leeches and blood-letting should have considered
cmigration. The population had douhled itself in sixty years.
The country was too small for it. Get rid of people! Reduce
the pressme!  Send some to Canada, some to the Cape! And
all over Britain humble people, who could see no future for
themselves and their families, and others who did not like
the signs of the times, began to think of taking up their roots
and becoming colonisty,

The 1820 Setilers were part of a larger scheme of assisted
emugration. So many peaple were flecing to the United
States from the post-war depression in England (in 1819, two
hundred a week), that the Government decided to direct the
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flow to countries within the Empire. Canada and the Cape
were then the only suitable places. It was rather cymically
pointed out by the Cape enthusiasts that a block of British
settlers was urgently required on the eastern frontier as a
defence against the Bantu, and men like Wilberforce, who were
already the kecpers of the English conscience, were given hatr-
raising and exaggerated accounts of the Duich cruelty to the
Hottentots in a successful attempt to gain their powerful
support.

Glowing descriptions of the Cape as a land of golden oppor-
tunity rawsed the spirits of thousands of poor and discontented
people all over Britain. Crukshank took a more cynical
view of the scheme and drew a couple of ferocious cattoons,
mn one of which the settlers were being eaten alive by savages,
with the assistance of cobras and a boa constrictor! But this
did not daunt the spirit of the emigrants.

So many applications were teceived by the Colonial Office
that the Government decided not to give free passages to
single mdividuals, but only to parties of not fewer than ten.
Each party had to be recruited and organised by a leader,
known as “‘ the head of the party **, who was responsible for
discipline, finance, and so forth. Every individual had to
hand over ten pounds, which would be returned to him in
South Africa. The Government offered a hundred acres of
land to each person.

Groups were recruited all over the country, many of them
much larger than the minimum. Some leaders were peasants
and mechanics, others were ex-officers and disconiented
gentlemen who wished to try their fortunes in a new land.
Among the gentry were some who had recruited as members
of their group their own servants and retainers, so that they
moved out as a sell-contained country house unit on the old
English pattern,

The majority of the settlers came from London and the
citigs, though there was a good sprinkling of farm workers,
craftsmen, and artisans ‘That many of the settlers were not
agriculturalists probably did not matter in 1820, when most
people were only a generation or so removed from the land.
Over ecighty thousand British people applied to go to the Gape,
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but only three thousand, four hundred and eighty-seven were
selected.

So the 1820 Settlers sailed through the ice and sleet of a
hard winter and away from a troubled land, They were
departing from it at the precise moment when the curtain was
falling upon the Eighteenth Century  The riots and the cries
for ** radical reform ** were not, as the Duke of Wellington may
have thought, the sound of approaching tumbrils: they were
the frst rather unseemly sounds of the English Middle Glass.

Although no one knew it, nor would they have believed it in
that time of confusion, the future was really quite well planned.
As the ships stole out of the Thames that December, there
was already, in Kensington Palace, ““ a fine healthy child *’
of seven months named Victoria, and there were two school-
boys, one aged fifieen at Walthamstow, and the other aged ten
near Liverpool. The first was an exotic boy called Benjamin
Disraeli, and the other was William Ewart Gladstone.

The voyage was not too bad. There were one or two
accidents at the outset. One ship went aground on the Good-
wins, but was refloated just in time; another went ashore
opposite Greenwich Hospital. Off the Gape Verde Islands a
ship had the distinction of being mistaken for a pirate and
received a shot in the carpenter’s cabin from a shore battery.

The settlers were more than three months at sea. There
were outbreaks of measles, whooping cough, and smallpox,
and there were a few deaths. There were also several births.
A small party of Irishmen enlivened the voyage with violent
quarrels; in another ship the dissension, though equally
violent, was theological; and 1t was perhaps only natural that
in others people from a country that was seething with argu-
ment, discontent, and class hatred should have rebelled against
their conductors and have wished to regroup themselves under
different leaders,

But there were happy, unforgettable days too, days that
the Settlers must often have remembered in the future, when
drought had wiped out their year’s work, or when rains had
washed away their huts, or when someone’s corpse had been
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found gashed by assegais and torn by wild animals. Those
were the days when the ships rode becalmed upon an enamelled
ocean, and from lhittle boats fishermen dropped ther hooks
mto sunlit water. Those who had never left London must
have seen with amazement the island of St Jago riding upon
the sea, whose natives were willing to barter for an old coat
iwo hundred oranges, twelve coconuts, and a goat and her kid.

The voyagers drew nearer to reality as ship after ship, at
intervals of days or weeks, came mto False Bay, and the
settlers gathered on deck o gaze appalled at what seemed to
them the wild and barbarous mountams of their new home-
land After taking on water and food, the ships sailed
round to Algoa Bay and to the hill above a beach which was
not yet Port Elizabeth.

From their anchorage in the bay the Settlers looked ashore
to a canvas camp There were tents and Highlanders from
the fort, ox wagons, Hottentots, and Boer farmers. The first
to land were towed towards the surf in lighters, then carried
ashore on the backs of sturdy Highlanders or natives. Waiting
to greet them was a bereaved, kindly man, Sir Rufane
Donkin, the acting governor, who had assembled every spare
tent he could put his hands on for their accommodation. He
was then forty-seven yeais of age, and only two years previously
had lost his young wife, Elizabeth, from fever in India.

Among those who landed at that time were some who were
to give their names to South Africa’s history—Avyliff, Bowker,
Daniell, Chase, Cock, Currie, Godlonton, Southey, Scanlan,
Shepstone, and Shaw.

So it happened that n the first months of 1820 South Africa
received her third injection of good European blood. The
Dutch had brought with them the intolerance of the Seven-
teenth Century and their own innate republicanism, the
Huguenots had brought religious fervour and a French
Liveliness and intelligence, and now from Britan, well mean-
ingly disguised as agriculturists, came men of commercial
energy and enterprise who brought to their ncw home the
love of a man for his wife, while, in the secret places of their
hearts, Iived the loyalty of 2 man for the mother who gave him
birth.
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$3

Among the most intetesting of the 1820 Settlers was Thomas
Pringle. He was the son of a Roxburghshire farmer and,
because of an injury in childhood, was a cripple and walked
with the help of crutches He was a poet, joutnalist, and
writer. e was temperamental and subject to religious
melancholy and to cqually powerful attacks of cheerful
snihusinem,  Walter Seott, who was his adol, considered him
conceited; but then Seott was a Conservative, and Pringle
was full of the cocky Radicalism of the new age,

Pringle was thirty when he set sail for South Africa as group-
leader to a Scottish contingent of ten, which included his wife,
his father, and his brothers. They settled on a giant of land
in the valley of the Baavians River, and called it Glen Lynden,
a name which it bears to this day.

Pringle was the first South African poct, and though some
may consider his poetry badly haunted by Sur Walter, his
verses have considerable vigour and charm, due almost entirely
to their unusual inspiration. He was also one of the founders
of the South African Press; for it is extraordinary to realise
that no independent Press had been allowed at the Cape from
1652 until Pringle’s time. His best work, however, is 4 Narra-
e of @ Residence tn South Africa, in which he described the
experiences of the 1820 Settlers in the most graphic and
interesting manner.

The camp at Algoa Bay must have been a surprising
sight. Boer farmers with their ox tearns and wagons had been
provided to take the setilers to their locations, and Pringle
conveys in the most admirable way how strange it was for the
Londoners and others to go off into the unknown to the
creak of wagons, the crack of whips, and the wild shouting of
the Hottentots. He gives onc or two fine little glimpses.

*'The hoors ”, he writes, ““ unslung their huge guns (or
raers, as they called them) from the tilts of the wagons, and
placed them against a magnificent evergreen bush, in whose
shelter, with a fire at their feet, they had fixed their place of
repose.  Here, untying each his leathein serip, they produced
their provisions for supper, consisting chiefly of dried bullock’s



R

IN SEARQGII OF SOUTH ATRICA 45

flesh, which they seasoned with a moderate zoopje, or dram,
of colonial brandewyn, from a huge horn slung by each maun in
his wagon beside his powder flask. . . . The Dutch-African
boots, most of them men of almost gigantic size, sat apart in
their bushy held i aristocratic cxclusiveness, smoking their
huge pipes with self-satisfied complacency.”

Such references to the Boers in Pringle’s narrative are
intcresting. Not only are they a welcome change from the
intolerance of such writers as Barrow, but they show how
ready the Boers were to offer the hand of friendship to the
British newcomers. There are several other excellent descrip-
twns of the well-to-do patriarchal Boer, with his flocks and
herds and his family prayers, which both slaves and Hotlentots
attended ; and the impression given is that of a race of fiontier
warriors who, with a Bible in one hand and a gun in the other,
had built up an aristocracy in the wilderness

Pringle’s description of the foundation of his own little
colony is full of interest, They experience the peils of the
wilds, they encounter the savage extremes of the South African
climate, they learn the frontier ways, and it 1s good to add that,
unlike many of their compatriots, those Scots eventually
prospered.

Within two years Pringle left them for Cape Town, where he
became sub-librarian to the Public Library. He wrote home
to invite his filend James Fairburn to join him, and the two
friends produced South Africa’s first newspaper. Four years
later Pringle, having fallen under the strong spell of Dr Philp,
whose influence was so great upon the Colonial Office,
returned to London, where the rest of his life was spent in the
noble cause of the abolition of slavery.

The most interesting thing about the 1820 Settlers is the
speed with which they began to look about for commercial
openings, as though some of them had immediately summed
up the situation and knew that if there were a future for them
at all, it was in trade. There exists a notable document of the
time called The Dimy of Hary Haslings, in which the writer
shows that the very same year they landed, stray Englishmen
were trading not only with the native, but with the Boer.

It is fascinating to read this early manifestation of the spirit
L
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of enterprise which has led to the eminence of Port
Elizabeth.

‘ This evening our company came together for the purpose
of hearing from Robert Trumpet the news about his trip
amongsi the Dutch,” writes the diavist, “* Well,” said Bob,
‘1 am unable to tell you how anything can live up there, for
there is no grass, and yet the sheep and cattle are very fat. . . .
When vou go to the place of the farmer, you go straight to the
house, 1he farmer comes to the door and gives you permussion
to outspan. They always are willing. You then hegin ta
lonsen the oxen from the yoke, at which the Dutchman always
comes to assist. When this is done you go in again, and the
farrner’s wife sends you a basin of tea~—they call it ° tea water .
Then commences the work of trade  You have a large mat
and you spread all the waics on the mat. When this 1s
done the whole of the family comes out to purchase  You first
hear the price of the cattle, sheep, goats, soap, etc. As they
select the goods you tell them the price  They take it, and it is
hooked in your memoranda book.  After the purchase is made
you generally make a present to the daughter or to the
mistiess, After this there come the slaves and the Hottentot
servants, and they, too, putchase a good deal, for I have found
on this journey that these black people have got lots of fine
cattle, horses and sheep amongst the Dutch. . . . These Dutch
people, I find, said Bob, are very religious, for as soon as the
waork is done the whole family have prayers, and the same in
the morning before daylight. You get as much as you can
eat and drink without paying, and after eating a hearty supper
of fine fat mutton, you have a large soup plate full of milk and
hread, as white as snow and as sweet as a2 nut I do assure
you they aie a very good sort of people, and I think that those
who trade amongst them will make a good thing of it.”

How revealing it is to know that slaves and Fottentots
were rich enough to * purchase a good deal ”, which hardly
agrees with the stories which more influential observers than
poor Bob Trumpet were spreading in England about the Boer
farmers and their down-trodden victims.

The little trade boom that followed the initial hardships of
the settlers was shattered on the eve of Christmas, 1834, when,
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without warning, the Kaffirs carried out a cleverly planned
war upon Albany. They attacked the seitlement along 1its
whole front from the Great Winterberg to the sea, burming and
killing everything in their path. That was the Settlers’ first
taste of real frontier war, bul not their last, thanks to the
perverted sympathies of the Colonial Office. Nevertheless,
n spite of all those trials and perils, the 1820 Settlers had
struck root, not always in the soil of South Alrica, but certainly
in the towns; and to thew courage and energy and that of
their descendants, South Afiica was mndebted for a free Press,
a more liberal Government, and a share in the commercial life
of the future.

§4

T went to the hill overlooking Port Elizabeth to see the Don-
kin Memorial. It is a small brownstone pyramid standing
side by side with a lighthouse. Sir Rufane Donkin, as a brass
plate tells one, erected it as 2 memorial to Elizabeth his wife,
“one of the most perfect of human beings ”, after whom he
named the town

Elizabeth Donkin was the eldest daughter of Dr Markham,
Dean of York. She was twenty-five when she married Don-
kin, who was forty-two, and on his way to take up a command
at Madras. They went out together, but in three years
Elizabeth died of a fever, leaving her hushand with a son
seven months old, This loss completely shattered him, He
had his wife’s heart removed and placed 1 an urn.

He was mvalided to the Gape and was still on sick leave
when he was asked to take over the Government of the
Colony during Lord Charles Somerset’s absence i England.
South Africans of British origin will always think of him,with
affection because of his thoughtful and kindly welcome to
their ancestors, He spent his retirement in London, and
there he wrote several books, which can be found to-day in
the Library of the British Museum. He became one of the
original fellows of the Royal Geographical Society, and at
the age of fifty-nine married again. His health broke down
when he was 1 his late sixties, and, sad to say, he commatied
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suicide at Southampton, and was buried in old St Panecras
churchyard, m London, with the heart of his first wife,
Tlizabeth, This graveyard is now a small public garden and
maost of the badies have been removed. A manile tombstone
was erected here by Cecil Rhodes in memory of the Rhodes
family, whose ancestors are said to have farmed land in the
parish

So Part Blizabetl: owes 1ts name to a woman whose bones lie
in Tndia and whose heart is in London, about whom nothing
is now known exeept that she inspired an undying grief in her
husband’s breast  His little pyramid is merely a footnote
now o her fame, {or in the name of this town the memory of
lizabeth Donlan has been cartied all over the world, To
look down upon the port and to reflect that only yesterday,
as time 1s counted, it was a lonely beach, 13 to understand the
drive and power imparted to South Africa by the Settlers.
Where their ancestors were carted pick-a-back through the
surfl, the modern Elizabethans have made a great harbour
which thrusts an arm far out mto the bay, and for miles
around the once desolate landscape is covered with factories
and pleasant suburbs.

Wool was the foundation of Port Elizabeth’s fortunes. Ten
years after the landing some enterprising settlers seized the
chance that had been neglected by the Cape in the previous
century and were soon exporting wool, not in large quantities,
neither was it first-class wool, so they re-introduced the merino
sheep. Then came mohair, The local goats were not good
enough, so the silky Angora was procued.

Boots and shoes, motor-cars, chocolates, cement, wheat and
flour milling, chemical laboratories, electric-light globes . . .
$0 it goes om.

On the ouiskirts of the town an enormous area has been
1eserved for future factories, I motored over it with a man
who already scemed to think they had been built.

“ Pickles!”” hc said, waving a hand towards a stricken
mound,

*Tyres! ™ he cried, indicating several empty acres.

“ Electrical! ** he said, setting the car at a plece of waste
ground., * T tell you this is the coming town of the Union.
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Nothing can stop it! We've got everything! Labourt
Electricity! Water! Transport! . . . Everything!”

He now charged a slight hill and pulled up.

“ Come back in five years, and you won’t recognise this
spot! > he cried. ¢ It’s going ahead, and what’s more, it’s
going to solve a heck of a lot of our troubles ! ™

I always love to hear of tioubles which can be solved,” I
said. ¢ How is this? *’

“Well, take the Poor White Problem . . .

And as he told me all about 1t, I knew why it 1s that Port
Elizabeth has grown, and continues to grow. We then went
to several of the native and coloured housing estates. Every-
thing in South Africa, fiom & cactus to a plumber, casts a
black shadow. A white builder sometimes has three or fou
black shadows; a carpenter usually one, which carries his saw;
a plumber one, which carres his hag; and so on. Cilles,
towns, and villages each cast their black shadows, known as
““ locations ’, or places where the matives are located for the
purposes of sleep

Most of the locations seemed to me to exhibit great earnest-
ness and forethought on the part of the municipality, which
was wisely spending a great deal of money in converting black
slums into clean encampments.

We next went to a boot and shoe factory, which at first
sight was supremely uninteresting: I might have been in
Northampton. Bul a manager in white overalls told me a
good story., Long ago, it appears, Port Elizabelh used to
make comfortable but prumitive velskoens for the farmers.
During the first World War supplies of imported boots and
shoes ceased, with the result that Poit Elizabeth built up a shoe
industry which has made South Africa mdependent of
European shoes. The industry jumped from velskoens to
glacé kid in one bound, The most modern machinery and
English technicians were imported, and the result is obvious
to anyone who glances mio a shop window in South Africa.

The machining work was done by girls. They sat in rows,
running the uppers of boots and shoes under litile sewing-
machines which would sew one side of an upper in a single
angry burst of needlework. All the girls were white, Beyond
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a door, however, were coloured gitls. The desire for segrega-
tion was appatently mutual. There were coloured men at
stamping machines. A foreman with a Northampion accent
brought me the millionth pair of Army boots.

85

Many South Africans refuse to admit that they have ever
scen a snake., When hard pressed they may possibly say,
“ Oh well, I believe there was a puff adder in the garden
years ago, but the * boy’ killed it *, or, “When Jim was
cleaning out the shed a long time ago he killed a snake with a
niblick ”.  Anyone who has read Snakes of Souih Africa, by Mr
T. W. Fitzsimons, will suspect that the whole country crawls
with the most loathsome and venamous reptiles; and in Port
Elizabeth there can no longer be any doubt about it!

Port Ehzabeth 1s snake headquarters, and its Snake Park is
famous all over the world. The present Park was built in
1936 to replace one opened in 1906 by Mr Fitzsimons, when
he was director of the Museum.

I walked under a pleasant pergola surrounding a sunken
garden. Gazing down into the plants and shrubs, I saw a fair
selection of South Africa’s snakes, enough anyhow to make you
think twice about walking in the garden after dark! There
were long, lithe, active snakes and fat, somnolent ones; there
were black, green, and brown snakes; some were asleep,
some were awake, and a few were swimming like eels in the
water-trench that surrounds the pit.

While I watched fascinated, a Basuto, wearing goggles, a
khak: uniform, leggings, and thick gloves, entered the pit and
began to stroll about among the serpents, Some writhed
away and threaded themselves into the reeds and bushes, hut
one like a small cobra, named a ringhals, erected its hood and,
lifting itself a foot from the ground, spat repeatedly towards
the man, lunging forward each time with a thin hiss,

Mr J. A. Pringle, the present director, told me that this
gnake can project venom, often towards its victim’s eyes, for a
distance of four to five feet. 'The Basuto’s name was Freddie.
‘There was a senior snake man named Johannes.
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“ How do you train these men to do this kind of work?® ** 1
asked.

As T asked this question, Freddie was strolling round
casually, picking up snakes from here and there until he held
a writhing fist full, Finding that he had more than he could
conveniently carry, he draped one round his neck.

“I¢’s not easy,”” rephied Mr Pringle.  ‘ When the park was
first opened one of the native cleaners in the Museum was
trained 1o handle and exhibit snakes. All went well for a
time, hut one day he was bitten. The shock was too much
for him, and he resigned. Then Johannes, another cleaner,
came forward and volunteered for the job. That was twenty-
six years ago, and he has heen going strong ever since.”

“ But has he never been bitten ?

““ Oh yes, with greal frequency! HHe has been bitten over
iwenty times by poisonous species, and he can’t count how
often by the mildly venomous ones. Yet, in spite of all these
bites, Johannes is not immune. He has not been bitien
regularly enough !>’

““ And Freddie? How is he getting on®*’

“ Freddie has been doing this work since 1945 and has been
bitten several times. It takes about nine months to train a
native to handle snakes properly. They fear them as much as
anyone, and the fear can be overcome only by training. Ifa
boy gets a bite in the early months of tramning, it’s generally
all up. He just vanishes! It’s not an easy job. Fear and
familiarity are equally dangerous.”

Freddie had now festooned himsel{ with snakes. He ad-
vanced towards us like a dusky Medusa, with several coils
round his neck and black tongues flickering round his face.
When he fancied a particular snake that was lurking in the
bushes, he would suddenly drop one of those he was grasping
and, dragging the other one out by the tail, would add it to
his handful.

Mr Pringle pointed out the various snakes to me, We saw
the loathsome puff adder, which may easily be trodden on
because it is too somnolent to get out of the way. A female
puff adder produces anything from thirty to seventy young
during March and April !
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The Cape or Yellow Cobra is the commonest of the five
kinds of cobra found in South Africa. They are all dangerous,
and Mr Pringle added that, with the exception of the mamba,
they arc more feared in South Africa than any other snake,
Unlike the venom of the pufl adder, which is a slow poison,
the cobia venom is rapidly absorbed, and a bite can cause
death within twenty minutes,

Then there was the boomslang, the tree snake, that lives
on chameleons, lizards, egps, and young birds, It has black
fupgrs and, although T was told it rarely bites, its venom acts
ou the blood and containg an extra toxin which causes haemo-
philia in human beings  Until 1914 it was believed to be a
non-poisonous snake, but in that year a native boy called
Willium was bitten in the Park by a boomslang and, neglecting
the hite, very neatly died

Among the commonest snakes are the mght adders, They
hide all day and come out at night in search ol froge and toads,
T had no 1dea that snakes are so fastidious about their food.
While the might adder will eatl only cold-blooded creatures,
the pulf adder will eal only warm-blooded ones. There are
snakes that live entirely upon eggs. Only the cobras and the
ringhals scem to be omnivorous.

I was then taken to see the most deadly of all South Africa’s
snakes, the mambas, which arc kept in large glass compart-
ments. These sleck and terrible snakes are sometimes fourteen
feet in length. The black mamba haunts hillsides, and the
green mamba, which is as bright green as spring grass, haunts
forests, 'They are not found in the Cape, but in Natal and the
Northern Transvaal,

“ If you get hetween a mamba and its hide~-out,” saxd Mr
Pringle, ° or if you cross its path suddenly, it has been known
to attack.”

* And the venom? »

¢ It can cause death in ten minutes,”

**What do you do when an attendant is bitten? **

¢ Give an instant injection of snake serum. It can’t be done
too quickly.”

By this time my horror of snakes was replaced by a fascina-
tion for them as poison laboratories. The story of anti-snake
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serum is a remarkable one. 1 was interested to learn that as
fong ago as 18g4 Calmette began to experiment with snake
venom at the Pastcur Institute m Paris. His method was to
wnject a horse with increasing quantities of Indian cobra venom
until, at the end of two years, the animal was immune TFrom
its blood was prepared an antidote for Indian cobra venom,
but not for that of any other snake

Since then research in France, the United States, Brazil,
and at the South African Medical Research Institute 1n
Johannesbw g, has been a search for a general antidote, It
was found that therc are two general types of venom in
South Africa, the blood-venoms, as in the pull adder, and the
nerve-venoms, as 1 the cobra and the mamba. The present
serummn, which saved so many lives during the War, 1s produced
from the use of both these venoms, and it is effecuve against
the bite of any South African snake

Snakes are “ milked " for venom i Port Elizabeth, and the
poison is sent up to the Rescarch Institute in Johannesburg.
It 15 collected about once every fortmght during the feeding
season, November to May.

I was shown how a snake 15 *“ milked . Freddie, or some-
one equally courageous, grips a puff adder or a cobra behind
the head with his left hand, while he swings its body under his
left arm-pit. He then takes a large glass like an ice-cream
bow!l and brings it up to the snake’s nose. The snake then
strikes, and the venom drips into the glass. About fifty snakes
ate ““ milked * at a time, in order to get sufficient venom.
After each snake has discharged its venom, its mouth is washed
with disinfectant to prevent the spread of any mouth
disease.

“ The collection of venom is a slow process, as you can sce,’’
said Mr Pringle. ‘ Each snake yields only one two-hundred-
and-a-fiftieth of an ounce of dried venom a month, Venom is .
measured In grammes. I went on two circular tours by car
during the War, and took with me a trained native and a bag
of live snakes! Al each farm we let loose our snakes and
demonstrated how to caich them. We also offered ihree
times the normal price for snakes, and the result was that we
received cobras and puff adders by the hundred !



154 IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA

* But what did the Post Office or the Railwayssay? *’ T asked.

““ Ah,”” said Mr Pringle, © you've asked a question! Most
of our snakes are sent by rail, and the railway authorities
demand that boxes containing snakes shall be securely closed.
1t's quite natural, I suppose! Butfarmers send in the strangest
collection of old tuns and hoxes, so that now and agam acci-
dents happen. On one occasion a ringhals gave birth to a
family en route. As Pve told you, the young of a ringhals
vary from thirty to cighty! Well, the little ones wriggled
out of the container into the guard’s van, Long before the
train reached Port Elizabeth, I 1eccived an appeal for help
from the station-master. I went down to the station and met
the train, and had (o catch all the youngsters, and declare the
train free of snakes, before any of the 1ailway employees would
touch the guard’s van!”

* Opening your post must be fairly exciting,”

“We have a spectal room for it, because a box may contain
anything fiom a hzard to a mamba After the name and
address of the sender has been recorded, the box is opened,
and the attendant knows at the first glance how to deal with
the contents.”

Puff adders and cobras are bought by weight and pythons
by the foot. A fair price for a python is anything from one
sholling to thiee shillings a foot. A good large mamba will
fetch two pounds ten.  The snakes have been locked up since
a small, barefoot native boy was in the habit of climbing into
the pit in the dark, capturing a snake, and sellmg it to the
Curator in the morning. Instead of punishment, surely he
should have been given a job on the staff and a medal for
valour!

Mr Pringle taught me a lot about snakes. Until I went to
the Snake Park I did not know that snakes have no external
cars and cannot hear sounds, so they are unaffected by the
flute of the snake-charmer. Their sight is so poor that they
are unable to distinguish a stationary object, but their tongues
are so developed that some experts think they may hear,
smell, and taste by means of the tongue. Snakes feed only for
seven months of the year, November to May, and fast for the
remaining five,
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But the most swprising thing about them is their appalling
fertility, It is really difficult to helieve those South Africans
who say that they have never seen a snake! Perhaps they
have never looked.

§6

Lcaving Port Elizabeth one afternoon, I was soon upon the
road to Grahamstown.

This is not the most beautiful road in South Africa, but it is
an intcresting one. The lines of the hills, the scrub, the
groups of natives beside the road, all gave me the impression
that I was approaching something different from anything I
had yet seen. Like many parts of the world which have
been the scene of bloody stiife, this bush country, streaked
with muddy strips of water such as the Bushman’s River, still
wears an air of alertness not unlike that of the Scottish Border.

From Cape Town to Port Elizabeth the traveller sees
thousands of Gape Coloured, but of Zulus, Basutes, and
Xosa and the other formidable invaders of South Afiica he
sees practically nothing But upon this road he is definitely
moving into Bantu country. The faces he passes are not the
sharp, complex, yellowish faces of the Cape, but are dark,
gentle, childlike faces, possessing an attractive good humour.
Driving donkey-carts along the road, or advancing barefoot,
strumming upon guitars slung across their shoulders, or
waiting in a waving group at a bus stop, these dusky inhabi-
tants of South Africa awaken curiosity and interest and drive
away that vague feeling of embarrassment induced by the
Cape Coloured But the much publicised pictures of native
South Africa—lines of bronze maidens bearing water-jars
upon their heads, and dark Apollos in leopard skins—are not
yet realised. The natives are clothed in odds and ends of
European garments; and I was pleased to see that the good
old brown batter-pudding felt hat, that has been sat on and
kicked about for years, has achieved immortality here as it
has in the country districts of Ireland.

T was told that I should find Grahamstown * very English »*,
and coming to it in the heat of afternoon, I saw an austere
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stane town—ar I should say city—where every sun-blind was
down. A brown cathedral stood in the centre of an enormously
wide main sireet which was lined on either side by Corinthian
banks, oflices, and two storeyed shops in which it was possible
to buy anything from an American refrigerator o text-books
ou chemistry. But in appeatance I did not think it English.
It reminded me of Scotland, and, had it been raining, it might
have looked like 8t Andiews.

At the hatel a young native boy in white ducks scized my
luggage which, among several Ioose parcels, numbered a frail
cardboard box containing a stuflfed puff adder which T was
tuking to a child in England  Like a French porter, a native
boy will completely festoon himself in suit-cases and parcels
until he can just move. 1t seems to be a point of honour that,
as long as the human fiame is able to advance behind a
breastwork of luggage, the move must be made in one journey
and not two, This poor boy loaded himself with everything 1
possessed, keepmg the puff adder for the last, and holding the
box in position against his chest by keeping his chin on the
hd.

Upstairs, i disentangling himself, the lid came off the box,
and the boy saw a close-up of an enormous puff adder coiled
in repose, and, just allowing everything to drop from him on
the Roor, he fled with a low moan of fear. T was sorry to have
{rightened him and went out to find him, but he had vanished,
Then 1 saw his faced loaking up from a hbend in the stairs, his
eves like two black marbles in the centre of two white saucers,

“Dead ! ¥ 1 said reassuringly. * The snake’s dead !’

“ No, master, no,” he crooned, * bad snake!”

“¥Yes, I know it’s a bad snake,” I said, * but it’s dead!”

He shook his head and shivered and smiled at the same time.
¥ went into the room and came back holding the puff adder to
prove that it was stuffed, which was the most unfortunate
thing I could have dane, for, with one terrified leap, he sprang
down the stairs and disappeared and I never saw him again,

I placed the puffadder m its box and hid it on top of a ward-
robe; for it accurred to me that should it have the same effect
on every'member of the staff, my stay in Grahamstown would
not be comfortable.
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As I wandered round Grahamstown, I was charmed by its
dignity. It has the cosy lock of a solid, early Nineteenth
Century British town, Although everyone m the Umon
knows it a8 the “ Settlers’ City ”, Grahamstown was founded
eight years beforc the Settlers came out, when Colonel John
Graham sited his dragoon barracks there and made it a
frontier post. The 1820 Settlers helped it to grow fiom a
village into a town, and in this place, and on every hill and
valley for miles around, they stiove shoulder to shoulder with
their Boer comrades and with the British gartison to hold
back a long series of Bantu invasions., If it is difficult to
magine Port Elizabeth as a desolate strand a century ago, 1t
is even more difficult to imagine this serene and academic city
of Grahamstown as the centre of border war, as indeed it was
for something like fifty years.

Grahamstown 1s one of the great educational centres in the
Union. Rhodes Unuversity College houses about a thousand
students. There 15 St Andrew’s College, which is the Eton
(or Harrow) of South Aliica, the other being Bishops at Cape
Town, which is the Harrow (or Eton). There 1s also St
Aidan’s College, managed by the Fathers of the Society of Jesus.

There are other preparatory schools, colleges, convents,
high schools, primary schools, diocesan schools, a {raining
college founded by the Anglican Sisterhood of the Com-

unity of the Resurrection, and St Paul’s College, which is
the only Anglican theological college of its kind in South
Africa. There is also an art school and a technical institute.

In the headmaster’s room at St Andrew’s College is
preserved a telegram from a father who served with the Boer
Forces during the South African War. It was despatched
from Potchefstroom on September 2g, 189g, on the eve of the
war.

“Leave for front to-morrow,”” it reads, ‘ have wired
twenty pounds your credit my son’s school fees next quarter
don’t let him leave unless you have my signature for it further
school fees will be safe best regards.”

“ What happened to the boy? **

“ He remained here happily at school throughoul the cam-
paign, and when the war was over his fees were paid!
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Incidentally, the boy rose to high rank in the Union Defence
forces.”

South Africa must be the only country in the world where
you send your sen to school with the enemy—and on tick!

87

Tn one of Grahamstown's many shops I bought an adequate
box for the puff adder, then, feeling easier in mind, I paid a
visit tn the Cathedral of St Michael and St George.

Among those delightful improbabilities which rejoice the
traveller’s heart, Grahamstown Cathedral must occupy a high
place, for it is the work of that prolific architect, Sir Gulbert
Seott, the father of St Pancras Station and the Albert Memorial,
and goodness alone knows how many churches, parsonages,
mansions, and monurments throughout Great Britain, Itisa
brown, Gothic church which might have been designed for any
large parish in England. Tts bell tower houses eight London-
made bells, and from 1t rises a slender spire.

The church inside 1s cool and dark. The nave columns aie
of black Belgian marble streaked indelibly by an attempt to
polish them with ol after erection; the lectern is a smaller
copy of the pelican feeding her young lectern which Gilbert
Scott reconstructed for Durham Cathedral, and the pulpit,
carved in Lichfield, shows the appearance of Jesus to His
disciples, four of whom have been given the features of the first
four Bishops of Grahamstown.

The south aisle still carries part of the old wooden gallery
of the 1820 Settler church which formerly stood on the site.
The verger told me that from time to time there is talk of
pulling it dewn, and, although that bit of Georgian woodwork
looks decidedly odd in Scott’s Gothic church, it would surely
be a pity to demolish it. It is the oldest piece of English
church building in South Africa,

The first church was built with remarkable speed, for which
the Settlers had to thank Lord Charles Somerset  In 1821 he
was ont leave in England, and took the opportunity of approach-
ing the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel for a con-
tribution towards a church m Grahamstown, He succeeded,
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as he put it, ““ in squeezing out of them £500"". More funds
were forthcoming, and the church was started in 1824 and
completed in 1830, This was just in time. In 1834 the
Kaflirs came over the frontier again and another bloodthirsty
war began. The church was then a central refuge for the
women and cluldren, and the most conventent depot for arms
and ammunition.

The old gallery 13 a precious link with the days when the
English in South Africa were undergoing their bapiism of
blood. One can fancy the women 1n their hgh-waisted
dresses, shawls, and poke bonnets, the frightened children, the
nave cluticred with old firearms, the quartermaster sitting
at the Communion Table wiiting in a book, while the clerk
stands within the rails and hands over muskets and bayonets;
the scene which the Reverend J. Heavyside saw when he
looked in before Christmas in 1834. In that shabby old
gallery in Grahamstown the Boer and the Briton shake hands.

I went to see the Roman Catholic Cathedral, which 1s
dedicated to St Patrick, and this also is an interesting church.
The building was erected by Roman Catholic soldiers of the
garrison stationed m Grahamstown in the forties, and I
suppose, from the dedication, that some of them were Trish.

At the upper end of the High Street is a fine old white
gateway with sentry boxes on each side and a lamp above the
central arch, which leads, not to a barracks, but to the
buildings of Rhodes University College. I was told that
it had been built by the South African hero, Piet Retief, in
the eighteen thirties, with other buildings now demolished.

1 spent what was left of the afternoon roaming about the
sunny streets and strolling past the arcaded shops, thinking
that this was a most pleasant and delightful place; in fact,
the sort of city in which one could retire and settle down
happily and become either hopelessly lazy or very industrious,
Finding myself at the town hall, I went in, and was richly
rewarded by the sight of that mythjcal creature, the Cape
Tiger, on the coat-of-arms of the Mayoral chair! Everyone
who has read the accounts of early travellers in South Africa
must have noted how often they speak of ¢ tygers ”, which, of
course, have never existed m South Africa. They mean
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teopards. The Cape Tiger is a joke, but, joke or not, there he is,
a genuine Bengal tiger, as a supporter to the Grahamstown arms.

The streets became filled with young men and young girls,
The men strolled together with books under their arms, slow-
moving, hatless, and flannelled, as if they were at Oxford or
Cambridge, and the girls fluttered about with tennis racquets,
like butterflics let loose; and the old town seemed to take on
a2 new meanmg and intercst, They were good-looking
specimens, those young South Africans, and I listened with
interest to strdy scraps of conversation about exams and papers,
for it was getting near the end of term. It was interesting to
hear some of thern break out of English into Afrikaans.

And only a hundred and thirteen years ago—which is not
long enough for a family to be anything but alien in an
English parish—only o hundred and thirteen years ago, this
city, with its cathedral and university, its libraries and
museur, its swimming-pools, tennis-courts, and cricket fields,
and its population of assured young people, was a frontier post
at war with savages! And the descendants of those savages
carry up your luggage, clean your boots, and empty the waste-
paper basket. ‘

South Africa is indeed a remarkable country.

§8 ‘

After dinner my host led the way into his library and we sat
down to talk, T could see the inevitable query trembling on
his lips, and at last it came.

“What do you think of the native question? ”

** When I have completed my fiftseth year in South Africa,
'l tell you.”

* Um,” he said, disappointed, * Very sensible.” :

It was now my turn.

“What do yox think of the native question? ”,

“Well,” be said eagerly, “ of course the native isn’t given a
fair deal, I'm one of those people who believe in the native
arxt would like to see him given a chance. In theory he can
be educated, butin practice there are few opportunities for him.
When he qualifies professionally, what is he to do? Then, so
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far as the labouring native gocs, his whole standard of Hiving
must be 1aised. He must be given a decent wage and, some
day, the vote.”

He argued that fear was at the back of the Europecan
atutude towards the native, but that there was nothing to
fear. He at least was not frightened, The black man had
to be helped along like a sick person, until he could stand on
his own feet.

‘We talked of many other things, and then I asked him:

“ What would you expect to find 1f you could come hack to
South Africa in a hundred years? ™

“T should expect to find a coffec-colotired race rather like
the Portuguese,” he replied.  ““ It seems to me inevitable. It
will happen from the bottom up. It is, to a certain extent,
happening now, mainly from economic reasons. Only the
other day in Cape Town I met a young European employed
by a ’bus company. He told me that he had just marred.
‘Is she Englsh?’ I asked. ‘No, coloured,” he replied
‘Why have you married a coloured girl? * I asked. ‘Well,’
he said, ‘I couldn’t afford to keep a white one on my wages.
The first thing she’d expect would be a servant to do all the
dirty work for her. But my wife doesn’t expect that; in fact
she wouldn’t have it, and you ought to see my home.” That,”
concluded my friend, ¢ is how it will happen, in my opinion.
Oh yes, I think there can be very little doubt about it! ”’

“ But you don’t like the idea, do you? *

* No, of course I don’t. I hate it. But I deal in facts.”

We talked about somethmg more agreeable.

 Why is Grahamstown called the City of Saints? ** T asked.

 Some people say that we have more than our share of
churches, but there is another story. They say that about
1846, when the Royal Engineers were here, they were held up
for want of building tools. A message was sent to Gape Town
asking urgently for a vice to be sent from the Ordnance Stores.
The reply came back, ® Buy vice locally.” To this, the Royal
Engineers replied, ‘ No vice in Grahamstown.” **

I walked back to the hotel feeling depressed as I recollected
the carlier part of our conversation. It was the first time I had

encountered that point of view in South Afiica,
M
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If you would like an idea of the old Kaffir frontier, go up to
Signal Hill and lock down upon the magnificent sweep of
country that lies to the skyline and Natal. It is not difficult
to imagine how the sparks would burn from hill to hill during a
night alarm, as the beacon fires were lighted far away [rom the
Tish River difts, getting nearer and nearer, warning the lonely
farmer and the little garrisons in fort and blockhouse.

Upon 2 distant lull named Governor’s Kop stands a fire-
tower, a solid stone structure of two rooms, one above
the ather. The door is half-way up the wall and is approached
by projecting ladder stones, and the windows are narrow
{foopholes, It was from this tower that Signal Hill and
Grahamstown received the alext,

Few of us in Europe realise how near this fiontier life still is
to the South African. No other white colonists in the world
were pitted against a more valiant and dangerous foe, or one
more numerous, Only the merest handful of white farmers,
Boer and Briton, and a few British troops, held back a tidal
wave that mught have swept on and overwhelmed even Cape
Town.

I made a note on Signal Hill to ask the next octogenarian
I met—and South Africa is full of them—what first-hand
stories he had heard of the frontier. That very evening my
wish was answered, not by an octogenarian, but by a charming
woman, my hostess at a dinner-party, who was the daughter
of & missionary.

“When I was a small child,”” she saxd, “I remember
hearing the Kaffir war drums. Do have some pineapple? ”

“ The drums? ” T pleaded.

“You'll want some sugar. . . . Oh, the drums! Yes, I
shivered in my bed and listened to them thudding, thudding,
a quite indescribable sound. No one who has ever heard it
can ever forget.”

An enormous warrior entered, bearing a silver tray with
coffee upon it. She said something to him in his own
language, and he inclined his head, respecting her for speaking
this language.
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“ Quite indescribable,” she continued.  Like this!”
And she rapped on the table.

The warrior re-entered and respectfully placed before her a
silver box of cigarettes.

§ 10

The Albany Museum, like the Drostdy at Swellendam, is
what a local museum should be: 1t illustrates the life of its
own district and has not allowed atself to be cluttered up with
old tusks and mummies and irrelevant things which have
nothing to do with the town. Here you can read letters and
proclamations, diaries and deeds, see pictures and objects of
every kind, all of them dealing with the life of Albany in the
Nimeteenth Century.

I was interested to see a letter from Piet Retief, whose
murder by the Zulus was perhaps the most dramatic event in
the history of South Aftica. It is a pathetic letter, dated
Sept. 10, 1835, beggng the Civil Commissioner for
ammunition.

There 15 another letter from the Reverend ¥. Owen, the mis-
sionary who saw the murder of Retief and lus followers,
dated March 16, 1838, and addressed to D. Coates, Esq.,
Church Missionary House, London. This was the covering
letter that accompanied Owen’s Duary, since published by the
Van Riebeeck Society. “ On the 6th of Feby,” he writes,
‘“ a scene ook place which can never be effaced from my
recollection . . . the murder of 60 Dutch farmers before my
own eyes and the subsequent massacre of 250 individuals at
break of day in the Dutch camp.™

Owen’s Diary, which he posted a bit at a time to London,
is now one of the treasures of the Cape Archives. South
Africa owes its possession to Sir George Cory, the historian,
who, when visiting London in 1922, went to the London
Missionary Society to see if by any chance the document still
existed. After a search it was found where it had been lying,
dusty and forgotten, for over exghty years, Having * feasted
his eyes *’ upon it, as he said, Sir George ventured to suggest
that the Diary would be of greater interest to people in South
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Africa than {o those in England ; and in a few days it was given
to him.

Another pathetic relic proves, rather surprisingly, that the
first white woman to die in the Transvaal was an American.
She was 2 Mrs Jane Wilson, the wife of an American missionary,
Alex. E. Wilson. She died of fever in September, 1836, at
Mosega, in the present Marico district.  The mussion to which
the Wilsons belonged had sailed from Boston in 1834, and
after various adventures was split up. The Wilsons with
three other missionaries penetrated into the Matabele country,
where Mazilikazi, the chief, gave them permission to settle,
but afterwards turned against them. When Jane Wilson died,
her hushand buried with her a small stone with the following
words omn 1t.

¢ Her spirit was called away to join ye assembly of ye just
in Heaven soon after she commenced her toils in this land,
Her flesh sleeps tll ye resurrection, when it will rise up to
testify ye benevolent desires of her husband and those con-
nected with him to impart ye blessing of ye Gospel to ye natives
of Africa.”

The stone was not discovered until 1912, when it was turned
up during some digging operations and fell into the hands of an
English farmer, a keen antiquarian, who gave it to the
Pretoria Museum. The Grahamstown relic is a plaster cast,

So only in 1836 the Marico district, which is now on the
main linte from Johanneshurg to Kimberley, seemed like the
very depths of the Congo to the people of that time. Near the
place ‘where the stone was found, the Martha Washington
Club of Johannesburg has put up a memorial to the *first
white woman to lay down her life within the Transvaal *.

In the museum I was delighted to find more work by that
wonderful man Thomas Baines, who is not yet appreciated as
he ought to be in South Africa. It seems to be the fashion
to smile at the vivid colouring of his paintings, but I think
the time will come when everything from his brush—and what
 lot there is—will be valued at its true worth, At his best
he was 2 magnificent painter of animals, and, working on the
spot, often. with. third-rate colours and materials, his success
in depicting the atmosphere of South Africa is amazing. One
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of his pictures shows the 1820 Settlers landing 1n open boats on
a rough sea, a spirited pictwie, and another is a painting of
Duavid Hume's wagon, loaded with ivory and skins, in the
Grahamstown market. There are, by the way, two more
pictures by Baines in the Grahamstown Art Gallery: * Church
Square, Grahamstown, 1850, and a fine picture, which
badly needs some resioration, of Malays beaching a boat on
the shores of Table Bay,

Baines was an attractive, unworldly little man, always poor,
always full of courage and hope, painting anything and every-
thing to earn a few shillings. He was the son of a skipper of
King’s Lynn, in Norlolk, and came to the Cape in 1842, when
he was twenty-two. He was self-taught, with a natural gift for
painting. His first big task was that of artist to the British
Army in the Kaffir War of 1848. He then went to Australia,
where his work earned the special thanks of the Government.
Back in South Africa in 1858, he became artist to Livingstone’s
Zambesi expedition.

Livingstone, and particularly Livingstone’s biother, Charles,
treated him most shabbily, there was a quarrel, and Baines
left to jom up with Chapman, who was also bound for the
Victoria Falls, It was at this period that he painted the many
splendid pictures of the Falls—some of them are now in the
Cape Town Public Library—which caused such a sensation at
the Crystal Palace. The best were sent down to Windsor o
be shown privately to the Queen and the Prince Consort.

One would have thought that this might have put poor
Baines on the highroad, but apparently it had no effect on his
carcer or his bank halance. Again he turned up in South
Africa, a middle-aged man, still poor, but full of enthusiasm
and still painting. This time he was really going to malte
money! He took charge of an expedition to study the gold-
fields of *“ the Tati”’, now in Bechuanaland, and in the course
of this journey gained material for one of the best hooks
written at that time about South Africa, The Gold Regions of
South-Eastern Africa. But, as usual, poor Baines had no luck
with his gold. He returned from that long and expensive
Journey to find that the company which had sent him there
was unable to pay his expenses. 8o, back to the paint-brush|
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His industry was prodigious. In Kaffirland he painted the
pictures—has anyone ever counted them?—which aze to be
found here, there, and everywhere in museums and art
galleries. Then the dream of gold returned—that wonderful,
infectious South African dream-—and off he must go, almost
alone, to the f{ar north, with a small quartz-crushing machine,
to make his long-delayed fortune. He arranged his outfit in
Port Elizabeth, hired his wagons, and then, on the very eve
of the great journey, died in Durbanof dysentery, aged fifty-five.

David Hume, whose wagon Baines painted i Grahamstown,
is another explorer who has never been given the credit due to
him. He was one of Benjamin Moodie’s Scottish emigrants.
He arrived in South Africa 1 1817, at the age of twenty-one,
and, like the canny Scot he was, left the land and began t1ading
in the interior, not towards the Fish River, but northwards
into what eventually became the Free State and the Transvaal,
and beyond.

He was one of the first white men, perhaps the first, to have
any dealings with Mzilikazi. In 1829 he was escorting the
Reverend J. Archbell to the Matabele chief when he met Dr
Moffat, who was also on his way there under the guidance of
two traders, Schoon, an Afrikaner, and McLuckie, cvidently
another of the Swellendam Scots. So far from being utterly
unknown country in those days, the northern provinces
secm to have been scattered with all kinds of stray adventurers
and (raders, men shooting elephants, laoking for legendary
gold, and missionaries in search of stations.

In 1830 Hume, in the course of a2 remarkable journey to the
north of the Limpopo, was the first white man to travel to the
Macloutsie River. On his return he crossed the site of Pretoria.
From there he made his way through Mosega to Kuruman,
where he had established a trading-post. This journey was
one of the great explorations of central South Africa, and the
tervitory he travelled through north of the Limpopo was not
seen again by a white man for fourteen or fifteen years, until
Gordon-Cumming and other hunters went there.

Hume was known to every hunter and trader of the time.
There are many references to him in the Matabele Fournals of
Robert Moffat, so romantically discovered in an old ironboynd
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pine-chest in a Cape farmhouse in 1941. Hume was the first
white man to be seen in the Bamangwato country in 1833, now
the Bechuanaland Protectorate. No one can look at Baines’
picture of his experienced ox-wagon loaded with ivory and
skins and feathers without feeling a warm glow of admiration
not only for him, but for all those solitary pioneers and
hunters who blazed the trail into the unknown north

I was taken to an old house in Grahamstown which was
once the house of Bishop Ricards, who was Roman Catholic
Bishop there about ninety years ago. The house itself 1s
an antiquity. The Bishop’s library, lined from floor to celing
with calf-bound books of the Fighteenth and Nimeteenth
Centuries, is just as he left it when he died. It is a haunted
room, and you would not dream of sitting down at the desk,
in case the owner came in and found you there.

I was shown a framed piece of window glass upon which
the Bishop had scratched his initials, with this inscription.
“ Tmtials of the Rt Rev James David Ricards, cut with the
first Diamond discovered mn South Africa. 1867

This was the diamond that led to Kimberley and to all sorts
of other things. It was found by a child on a farm on the
hanks of the Orange River near Hopetown, and was seen by a
farmer named van Niekerk, who oflered to buy it from the
clnld’s mother She said, ““It is only a pebble; you may
keep it 1f you want it.”” It then passed from van Niekerk to
an Irish trader named O’Reilly, who decided to have it
examined. Dr Athersione of Grahamstown was then the fore-
most geologist at the Cape and so the diamond came (o him.
The Doctor declared it to be a diamond, the Bishop wrote his
wnitials on the window, and the stage was then set for a new
South Africa. While the Bishop was writing on the window-
pane in Grahamstown, there were already two significant
invalids in the world. One was a dreamy-looking parson’s
son of fourteen, named Cecil Rhodes, at Bishop's Stortford
Grammar School, and the other was a man of forty-two, who
had recently broken his left leg when his mule cait overturned
in a dry ditch—Paul Kruger. . , .

There 15 an interesting pendant to this story in the Graham’s
Town Journal, It appears that an acute gentleman in
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London, named Harry Emanuel, sent to South Africa a geo-
logist named Gregory to spy out the land. Mr Gregory came
to the remarkable conclusion that there were no diamonds in
the Cape, and that those already found had been dropped by
ostriches or had been planted on purpose to increase the value
ofland !

While Dr Atherstone was contradicting Mr Gregory in the
Grakam’s Town Journal, the discussion was interrupted by the
same Mr van Niekerk with something really large, {or which he
had given 2 half-caste shepherd boy five hundred sheep, two
axen, and a horse. Thas was the Star of Africa

Things then hegan to happen. What Mr Emannel said to
Mr Gregory, when he arrived back in Bond Street, is not,
alas, on record, but in South Africa to this day any tall
story is still “ a Gregory 7,

§ 11

I explored the country south of Grahamstown and saw the
yillage of Bathurst, which I commend to anyone who is
looking for South Africa’s most English village. Many of the
farnilies round about are those of 1820 Settlers, and the church-
yard is full of good old English names. I met Chris Dell,
aged eighty, who keeps wicket for Bathurst and grows acres of
pineapples. He has never been to England, does not call it
“home ¥, and has no family stories about it. The road goes
on to the coast at Port Alfred, and when the wind is not
blowing, it is one of the prettiest seaside places anyone could
wish to see.

I also explored the country to the noith and travelled for
miles along the old front line, coming at length 10 Fort Beaufort,
where ¥ saw a recruiting office for natives who wish to enlist
for work in the gold mines. But the most interesting thing
ahout Fort Beaufort is a fantastic love story.

About 1840 a girl named Ann, her surname is unknown,
who lived in an English fishing village, lost her lover, a
youth named John Marvelll She believed that he had
run away to sea, and, with the idea of finding him, she
stole her brother’s clothes and signed on as a steward in a ship
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called the Abercrombie Robinson. In 1842 this ship sailed to
the Cape with the g1st Regiment, and was wrecked in Table
Bay, fortunately with no loss of life. Ann, however, was
among the fow casualties, and in hospital she was found to be a
gitl.

One of the officers’ wives, possibly the wife of Licutenant~
Colonel Lindsay, took a fancy to her and engaged her as
nursemaid to her chuldren. The regiment moved up to Fort
Beaufort, where the sajlor-nursemaid became a great favourite
of the family. She had told her mustress the 10mantic story of
her search for John Marvell. Returning from a walk with the
children one day, she seemed pale and upsel, and confessed
that she had seen her lost lover on sentry duty outside battalion
headquarters!

In order to satisfy her the names of the guard were pro-
duced, bul no John Marvell appeared among them. Ann
persisted, and eventually a certain young man admitted that
he had enlisted under an assumed name and that he was indeed
John Marvell! To his amazement the missing lover was then
introduced to his old sweetheart. They became engaged
again, but were fated never to marry. When returning from
Grahamstown shortly before the wedding, John Marvell tried
to ford the Konap River, and was drowned. Nine months later
Ann married Troop Sergeant-Major Moffat of the yth
Dragoon Guards, and they had two children  She died about,
1851, and was buried at Peddie, on the main road from
Grahamstown to East London.

This extraordmary story is told in a manuscript found in
Canada in 1936, and acquired by Mr A, Gordon-Brown. It
has since been published by the van Riebeeck Society as The
Narrative of Priwate Buck Adams. (Surely it should be
“ Trooper , for Adams was a Dragoon Guardsman?) Tiis a
{ascinating document, revealing frontier life in South Africa as
observed from the ranks, In his retirement Adams kept a
sweet-shop in Tottenham, and died, aged eighty, in 1910.
Fhere is a masterly restraint m his description of the story of
Ann and John Marvell as ¢ somewhat romantic *’.

The document is a good example of the shrewd outlock of an
observant ranker who could see as clearly as British settler or
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Boer farmer how South Africa at thal period was ruled not
from Cape Town, but from Whitehall. He referred acidly to
“ the old ladies of Exeter Hall .

This was the celebrated meeting-place mm London of the
religious and philanthropic societies of the time, whose
influence upon the Government, and consequently upon the
affairs of the Cape, were so powerful. I wonder how many
South Africans know that they are living on the site of this
building when they stay in the Strand Palace Hotel,



CHAPTER SIX

In which I travel thiough the Cisker and the Transkei, where I see
the natwe with hs flocks and herds. I go through King William's
Town to East London. I fall an love with Port St Fohns and go
norih through trebal lands to Umiate and Kokstad, and on the bordets of
Natal I recall the siory of the Voortrekkers.

§1

HE traveller in South Alrica who, as most travellers do,

wishes to sec the Bantu-speaking native in his primitive

tribal conditions, should moter from Grahamstown
through the enormous territory which is divided by the Raver
Kei into the Ciskei and the Transke: and stretches for hundreds
of mules north to the border of Natal. This native territory,
a tract of country the size of Holland, includes the tribal
territories of the Xosas—the original Kaffirs—the Tembus
and the Pondos.

A twelfth of the land area of the Union has been set apart for
the occupation of the Bantu, yet this is not sufficient to support
its population. The native reserves, as such parts of the
Union are called, are closed to FEuropean setilement and
are administered through the Ministry of Native Affairs in
Pretoria by European magistrates and their staffs, who have
under them hereditary native chiefs and a chain of authority
which descends to an ubiquitous old man with a stick who is
known as the village headman. Witcheraft, magic, the most
primitive form of agriculture, a prehistoric attitude towards
cattle and ancient tribal custom and lore, may be studied
in this vast black South Alrica, much of it hardly influenced
by European civilisation. Mission stations of the various
Christian churches are scattered over the enormous arca,
traders’ stores dot the landscape at a distance of five mules
one from the other, but apart from these, and away from the
main roads, the * raw native *, ag he is called, may be seen
dressed in his blanket.
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There are nearly eight million Bantu in the Union. Two
million are said to work on the white man’s farms and another
million work in his cities and towns, so that much more than
half the Bantu population is still to be found in the reserves.
Thousands of young natives are always in transit between the
reserves and the gold mines of the Rand. They enlist for
periods of nine months or so and then return to their villages.
One of South Africa’s greatest problems at the moment is the
tendency of the Bantu towards detribalisation and a consequent
drift to the clues.

The Native Problem is not one in which an unqualified
stranger should dabble, Long residence in the country is
absolutely necessary for its understanding. It is not the
familiar problem of a repressed minority, but the more puzzling
one of a vast majority on a lower plane of development which,
if given privileges, might swamp its masters and imperil the
future of a pawnfully built up civilisation. This problem was
difficult cnough in a more settled world, but to-day in an age
of revolution when numbers count more than quality and
licence 1s sometimes confused with liberty, it is not dafficult to
understand the South African fear. On the other hand many
liberal minded South Africans admit that the native should
have better educational opportunities, better housing, higher
wages and a less restricted field of labour. More conservative
thinkers fear that the attempt to grant privileges too quickly
may have a disastrous result on the future of the country, It
yust oceur to any visitor that could South Africa’s two million
white people be increased to ten million, and the deadening
ban on white manual labour vemoved, perhaps the Native
Problem would change overnight.

The 1mpression sometimes spread abroad that the South
Aftican cares nothing for the native is fantastically wrong., It
is a problem that is rarely out of his mind. It faces him on
every hand. It even invades his home. And never has so
much intelligent interest been shown in the Bantu. Study
groups in the universities, race relationship organisations and
ather bodies are showing a constructive interest in the future
of the native, and it might be true to say that some of these
students envisage a future South Africa in which, without
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mpetilling or questioning the supremacy of the white man,
the black man would be given a new deal.

At this moment the political rights of the native consist in
the clection of three European tepresentatives to the House of
Assembly and four Ewopean members to the Senate In
addition native members are elected to a Native Representa-
tive Council with the Secretary fo1 Native Affairs as chairman.

As T set off to motor through the native territories, I came
right on the frontier to an interesting and surprising intro-
duction to the primitive land of huts and blankects, Near a
small town called Alice I visited the most celebrated natve
school 1 the Union, Lovedale, where Scottish missionaries
train more than a thousand native boys and girls in European
subjects, Not far away 1s Fort Hare, which trains the native
up to University standards.

It was interesting to remember those young natives, all so
studiously European in appearance, as I went on into the Ciskei
and saw the hillsides dotted with native huts and cattle kraals,
and met upon the roads the Xosa women, who had drawn
circles of white paint round their eyes, giving themselves a
clown-like appearance. Some had whitened the whole face.
Many weie dressed in voluminous skirts and saffron-coloured
blankets, and wore cloth turbans twisted round their heads.
Some of the young girls, naked to the waist, had the grace of
wild animals as they ran and gesticulated, or looked up
startled by the sound of a car. With a slow, ghding motion a
woman would pass for a moment against the sky, carrying a
water jar upon her head, a mother would come along, the
little black face of an infant peeping from the fold of a shawl at
her back, a commandmg, mncredibly wrinkled old woman
would stand grasping a stick, looking like the Witch of Endor.
Even at a first glance the absence of young men was noticeable.
They were away in the gold mines at Johannesburg, earning
money to pay the poll tax and to buy cattle which, in their
turn, buy wives,

Pictonally the Ciskei was grand; agriculturally it was a
tragedy, Everywherc I looked the earth was split and seared
and the top soil had gone. Thousands of miserable cattle and
goats roamed everywhere, making tracks that would some day
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form cracks which successive rains would open into gullies
and dongas. Soil erosion is one of the tragedies of the reserves,
Much of the land is the best in the Union, but it cannot bear
its weight of men and particularly of cattle, To the Bantu,
cattle are wealth. They mean wives and power. Because of
the monstrous over-stocking and the primitive conception of
agriculture that gocs with it, hundreds of squate miles of South
Aftica must bleed to death.

§2

Towards King William’s Town the country began to look
{ike a shaggy compromise between Dartmoor and the South
Downs, Stretches of more barbaric country came in between,
where the road winds among rocks and mountain gorges and
where rivers the colour of cocoa cairied away into oblivion
the soil of South Africa.

When a land is as large as South Africa and many a long
name on the map iurns out to he mercly a few tin sheds, one
approaches a town with a feeling of cheerful anticipation.
And King William’s Town locked to me a pleasant haven from
the red dust of the road, with churches, public buildings,
and banks, rising head and shoulders above the rest of the
place.

In most South African towns there is a building which a
visitor from ancient Greece would assume to be the temple of
Apalle. It is the branch office of the Standard Bank of South
Africa or of Barclays. In a country whose universities and
schools have practicallyabandoned Greek and Latin, the branch
banks of Sonth Africa are like a glowing brochure on the
advantages of a classical education. There is a huge square
in King William® Town where ox-wagons once out-spanned
with their loads of wool; now motor lorries perform the same
task.

T was taken to the Museum to see a famous South African
personality, now, unfortunately, stuffed, Huberta the Hippo.

From 1928 to 1931 this appealing creature was perhaps the
most exciting non-political event in South Africa. Deciding
to trek from her distant home in far-off Zululand, Huberta
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came south, a vast but gentle intrusion, encountered by night
i towns and hamlets calmly cropping the grass or making a
midnight meal of mumeapal herbage. Town clerks and
councillors surrounded her, shining torches in her face, and she
gazed calmly at them, sometimes yawning enormously, hefore
vanishing into the darkness. Upon one occasion she stopped a
tramn, The whistle of the engine {ailed to awaken her as she
lay dreaming on the metals. Only afler the locomotive had
prodded her respectfully once or twice did she atise and, with
a mild, reproachful glance at the busy and 1estless world she
had invaded, quictly depart.

“ Huberta became like a serial story,” says Mr Wells in
South Aftwce. “ On  Johannesburg iram-tops men thrust
evening papers at one another and began ¢ 1 see old Huberta’s
been . . ."; office ghtls chuckled at her domgs over five o’clock
coffee in Cape Town cafés; children all over the Umon
demanded to be told stories about her before being put to hed
Britain and America began to follow her doings and she was
featured in such diverse papers as Punch and the Chicago
Tribune.”

Her end was sudden and nhagic. A farmer who could not
1ead, and was therefore not one of her fans, saw Huberta
bathing in the local river. He lifted his gun and fired a shot
that reverberated throughout the Union of South Africa and
cchoed sadly in other countries where the death of Huberia
was mourned. Her death was mentioned m the South
African Pailiament. She was called a ““ famous national
character *, and the unfortunate man who shot her was
summoned for shooting royal game without a licence and
fined.

And in the museum in King Wuliam's Town Huberta
stands to-day, wearing an expression mild and hewildered, as
of one whose motives have been tragically misunderstood,
whose benevolence has been rebuffed, whose curiosity
misinterpreted.

TFrom King William's Town to East London I travelled
through country which was the scene of the most fantastic
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cvent in South African history, the great * cattle-killing *.
It took place in native territory when the Xosa had been
defeated in the Kaffir Wars, and the frontier, although enjoymg
an unusual Jull, was clearly duae for some new trouble.

This sirange business began one morning m 1856 when a
Xosa girl of fourteen went to draw water from a stream, and
returned 10 report that she had been in touch with the spints
of the dead.  She took a relative to the stream, where he also
mel and spoke with the spirits, who said that they were the
inveteiate enemies of the white race and wished to sec all
white men driven into the sea. They promised, if the Xosa
would obey them, to return at the head of a great army con-
taining all the tribal heroes, and regain for the conguered
tribes all their former possessions, and more. But they
would do so only on the condition that the tribes slew all
their cattle, emptied their grain-pits, and left the land untilled.
The dead cattle would be replaced by great herds of celestial
catile, the gramn-pits were to be miraculously replenished,
and the land would he covered with splendid crops.

The news of this revelation spread like a bush fire. Other
prophets arose and began to say much the same thing. The
madness spread to neighbouring tribes, and for months the
cattle-killing went on, together with the destruction of all food
and crops, while the deluded people began feverishly to build
new kraals to contain the celestial beasts and new grain-pits
for the heavenly grain. The Government tried to stop the
race suicide, but were powerless,

As in all these outbreaks of fanatical delusion, a day was
appointed as the resurrection day when the prophecy should
be fulfilled, It was February 2y, 1857. The sun was to rise
blood red; some visionaries said there would be two suns,
followed by a tremendous hurricane which would herald the
arrival of the supernatyral host. In a land piled with the
carcases of dead beasts, a land of gorged vultures and fanatical
human beings, the great day was awaited with intense excite~
ment. Some people shut themselves in their huts in order
not to be blown away by the hurricane; others sat up all night
waiting for the rising of the two red suns which would herald
the white man’s destruction,
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When nothing happened the tuibes were appalled. They
gave way to despair, and thousands advanced upon the
Colony not as conguerors but as famished people begging
food, which was not demed them. But 1t 1s said that sixty-
seven thousand natives perished. The power of the Xosa
was shattered for ever. They had committed swicide.

It has been suspected that the “ cattle-kulhng ** was inspired
by chiefs who believed that by reducing the 1ace to despair—
in cffect, by burning their hoats—they might be able to fling
their armies upon the Colony in one final and victorous
battle, If this were so, it would be interesting to know why
they had made ne mulitory preparations when the great day
arrived.

§3

East London 13 another of those 1emarkable towns which
only a hundred years ago were bush and hillside. Now it
stands, a monument to the eneigy of its founders, with expand-
ing industries and g1eat ambitions, the one South African port
on a river mouth.

My admiration for the 1820 Settlers grew with every nule I
travelled eastward from Grahamstown. Ii required no effort
of imagination to visualise what this fiontier looked Lke
during the intermittent Kaffir Wars to those evéryday folk
with thelt wives and children, who were suddenly projected
from village and town hife in England to the perils of the front
line.

East London was nothing but a desolate shore upon which
the Buffalo River discharged its watets when John Rex, the
son. of George Rex of Knysna, sailed a brig into the river
mouth in 1836 with a man called John Baihe, one of the 1820
Settlers. Bailic was struck with the possibilities of the site and
planted a Union Jack on a pole upon the hill at the river’s
mouth. Port Rex was the first name given to the place, and
it seems that Rex was in the habit of going there by ship and
trading with the natives. There is a atory that friendly Kaffirs
made a stone seat for him on the hill, where he used to sit

enthroned during his transactions with them.
N
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It was not until ten years later that the place grew into a
settlement which shared to the full the troubled history of its
hinterland. But Bailie had proved to be right, and East
London’s fortunes grew with the agricultural advance of the
district and the industrial and mining enterprises with which
the century closed

There is a secrmingly endless main street named Oxford
Street. I noticed also a Fleet Street and a Drury Lane. At
the top of Oxford Street is a museum in which East London
keeps ity {amous fish, This 1 the cast of a bright blue fish of
majestic size—it is about five feet long—with the face of an
aged and i-lempered salmon It §s known as a Coelacanths,
and 1ts claim to fame is that 1t has no right to cxst to-day.
Until 1958, when I believe 1t was rescued from a slab in the fish
market, scientists assumed that the last specimen had died
about fifty million years ago.

Glancing thiough the East London telephone hbook, T
came across many German names, as well as names like
Mendelskt, Kaschula, Saltzwedel, and Waberski. These
people are the descendants of the Germans, Poles, Flemings,
and Bohemians who fought with Britain in the Crimea.
After the Xosa suicide in the great cattle-lulling, vast tracts of
Kaffiaria became vacant, and the Cape Government was only
too glad to welcome the hardy and industrious peasants who
wished to emigrate from Germany.

The first to arrive were members of the German Legion,
who, to the disappointment of the colonists, were mostly un-
married. South Africa had learnt the lesson that woman is
the secret of successful settlement, A bachelor, as everyone
knows, is a restless, homeless creature, often dissolute, always
grumbling, and a nuisance to everybody! But a married man
15 a model of virtue and responsibiity, who never wishes to
wander or, at any rate, is 1arely able to do so. In a moment
both romantic and practical, King William’s Town raised
some money and in 1857 brought out a shipload of nice girls,
mostly Irish, who in the twinkling of an eye converted a
fortunate proportion of the roving bachelors into steady, self-
respecting members of the community.

"The main body of settlers followed afterwards, and this time
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1t was arranged that most of them should be married. A
shopkeeper who has lived for thirty years among the farming
community told me what wonderful settlers the Germans have
been.,

* Among the first to come,” he said, * were many who
sailed from England and were allowed to bring English biides
with them. I have heard old people describe how the couples
were matried m a church porch somewhere i the south of
Lngland and then married agan later in their own churches
herc. Lots of them became engaged on the ships.”

The German settlers were at first as poor as the Huguenots
and the 1820 Seitlers. They set to work at once to support
themselves on their small holdings. Too poor to buy coffee,
they grew chicory, 100 poor to buy sugar, they kept bees; if
they could keep a pig, they were well off with their own pork,
their own mealies and vegetables While the men worked on
the land, the women kept house and marketed the vegetables.
Every farthing was saved, then gradually those frugal and
hard-warking folk were able to add a cow to their possessions,
or a horse, which trotted into the distant market between the
shafts of a home-made cart.

The neat stone farms round East London to-day are a tribute
to the courage and thrift of those who gave the fourth great
injection of good European blood to South Africa.

“ When Hitler came to power,” said the shopkeeper, ““ he
spent a lot of money i this part of the world, hoping that all
the Germans here had kept their children ° Getman'.
Battleships and boats used to come along and treat us to free
beer The farmers used to come along 1n hundreds and listen
1o lecturers who, in the guise of parsons, travelled about the
country. Buttheyhadnoluck. When our rcgiment marched
out, the names of the German settlers in 1t proved that!

* They say that when a young farmer went into the 1scruit-
ing office to enlist, they asked him hisname. °Deutschmann,”
he said. They asked him where his home was. © Berlin,” he
replied. The Deutschmanns are a well-known family in
Berlin, near King Willlam’s Town !

“ Of course wa've got a lot of the old 1820 Scttlers round
here too. There are the Mountforts on the West Bank, Their
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ancestors fought at the Battle of Hastings. There’s an old
stone in a churchyaid in England that proves it Then
there’s Mrs Venables, who still lives in the original homestead
built by her grandfather. . . Oh yes, you could easily write
a whole book ahout East London,”

Upon the promenade—for all South African ports are also
scaside tesoris—I visited a fascinating place; an aquarium
filled wath fish from the Indian Ocean.  There weie beautifnl
litile coloured {ish like flowers which floated up, made mouths
at me, and disappeared  There was a glazed eye behind a
rock, and behind the cye a sinister intelligence that moved a
tentacle, There were small, hurrying, ttansparent fish which
wheeled and mancenvred as 1f didled by a group will,

{ saw the pme-cone fish that, because it lives in the black
depths of the acean, has been given luminous organs on the
lower jaws. There was an clectric ray which paralyses its
victim with an electrte shock and, having done s0, has to
retire to recharge 1ts ©° batteries . There is a hermit crab
which goes through life with a stinging anemone on its hack to
protect it. The anemone is willing to do this in return for
the movement it receives, and the better feeding conditions,
When the crab grows out of his old shell and finds another
one, he carefully removes and reseats his old friend on the new
abode before he moves off.

§4

1 was met at Fast London by an official of the Transkeian
General Clouncil-—the native Parlament of the Transkei—
with whom I metored all day through the most fantastic
deathscape it has ever been my misfortune to see. Nothing
can exaggerate the melancholy spectacle of soil exosion. It is
horrible to sce a fine country bleeding (o death.

The countess herds, having grazed the land to the hone, go
drearily like Pharaoh’s lean kine vainly seeking some blade of
herbage lef over from vyesterday. They never appear to
chew the cud, but are always on trek in search of something
to eat. The grass can never seed and rencw itself.  The rain
slides off the hard earth and runs off in rivulets, seeping into
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the cattle runs and the goat tracks, formung cracks which split
open and widen into trenches which m their tin giow tnto
gullies, and so the soil pours away, You can see this all day
long for mile after mile.

The sharp hoofs of the goats—animals which are invaluable
as bribes 1o a headman or a wizard—cut mnto the earth and
mark out new arcas for eromion. Their omniverous jaws
devour every shoot of green.

Every tume I saw a hut T had a fancy to enter, or a native I
wanted to talk to, we stopped and plodded over the landscape.
The pattern of Iife was much the same everywhere, Women
were doing most of the work, Young boys were herding
cattle and driving plough oxen. Old men sat about domg
very little. The young men weie away. The greal social
event of the Transkei, as of all native territories, I gathered, 1s
what is called * a beer drink .  Upon these occasions natives
gather from near and far and steadily drink Kaflir heer—a
mild, thick brew made from mane or kaffir-corn-—sometimes
for days on end. I you would like to know what goes on
behind the apparently placid surface of the native reserves, T
would recommend Reaction tp Conguest by Monica Hunter.
Two ather books which will help the stranger to understand
the native problem, and, what 15 moie 1mportant, to refrain
from expressing any opinton about it, are Race Atézfudes wn South
Aftica by 1, D. MacCrone, and The Bantu n the City by Ray E.
Phillips.

Some of the women working in the fields appeared to
be breaking the earth wilth mallets, others were gently
scratchung  the soil with hoes From far away—water
always scems so far away—black maidens ascended a hill
with pots on their heads, slowly, gracefully, in hieratic
attitudes, reproducing upon a sunny hillside in South Africa
the same lines that you may see by the light of tapers in the
tomb of Pharaoh, Here indeed was spread out on every
hand the native South Africa of the photograph and the
publicity booklet. But it was much better. No photograph
has ever caught the exquisite grace of a native giil as she moves
like a brown faun in the sunlight, and no publicity brochure,
with its *“age-old » this or that and its “ quant’ and
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* picturesque customs *’, has ever described the fecling that
comes over you of sympathy for these fine-looking human
beings with their basic niceness (“ The old red native is one
of Nature's gentlemen,”” was my fiiend’s frequent comment),
combmed with perplexing thoughts of their place in the future,

We culled on our way at agricultural schools where European
and native teachers were expounding modern methods; and
we went o “ betterment areas ” wheie a whole village had
heen persuaded to fence its land and kadl off half its cattle with
encouraging results, Onee, descending a mountam miles
fiom anywhere, we came 10 a tin shed m which a native girl
in nurse’s uniform, a very brave gitl I thought, lived alone and
adnunistered a chnic.  She told me with a merry laugh that
her most frequent patients were men suffering from knife
wounds tor, as she said, © they are great fighters .

We took the long and very beautiful r0ad northward to
Umtata, and 1 could readily understand why many people
thmk the Transker 1s the most beautiful part of South Aftica.
You can see for enormous distances where hill lies against hill,
the native huts like clumps of mushrooms planted on the high
places, the sky blue above, the aloe and the prickly pear nsing
from the side of theroad  From various points of the compass,
women converged on the villages with firewood or water,
while children drove the cattle towards the kraals for the night.

It was strange to hear so much about malnutrition in a land
which can hardly bear the weight of its beef and mutton.
But the native, allhough surrounded by meat, rarely cats it
excepl on ceremonial occasions. His staple diet is a porridge
made of maize or mealies.

85

Umtata, o diminutive city with a little Gothic cathedral and
a see about the size of Wales, is a pretty place in grand
mountain country, hot, well built, and far away from any-
where. Blanketed Pondes and Tembus stroll about its
arcaded streets, bringing a breath of the tribal wilds with
them as they gravely exammne the shop windows. In the
memory of men still living, Umtata was a remote post on the
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banks of a rwver, where a few adventwmous traders had
persuaded a chief to allow them to build then huts.

Those of the white population of some two thousand who
are not engaged in trade and commerce are officials of the
Transkeian General Council, South Africa’s intciesting
experiment in native Government The Bantu Parliament
meets 1n a fine white building which has been desctibed as a
pockel cditton of the Australian Parliament Building at
Canberra, but unfortunately 1t was not in Session when 1 was
there.

My hotel might have been in the West End of London,
excepl that the food and the service were better and belonged
to the old pre-war world, After dinner I wandered about the
warm streets as fascinated by the shop windows, full of
spangles and snow with the approach of Christmas, as two
mghty Pondos were with a little toy train. They were
enchanted by it. They laughed at it. They tore themselves
away from it only to return to chatter and laugh again and
point out its details to each other. Although I could not
understand a word they said, it was obviously in their eyes
the little biother of the tram which took one away to the
mines of * Goldie !

1 went to bed that night to the sound of the crickets in the
bougainvillea, but beyond lay the immense silence of hundreds
of square mules where native huts stood on the hillsides and
the land of the white man was a remote fantasy. From
Umtata it secmed an incredibly long way back to Grahamstown
and the old front line. . . .

Onc morning my fiiend of the General Council took me
down to the coast, a distance of about filty mniles, through
lovely hill country where successive ranges shouldered each
other to the sky It may have been the light, it may have been
my mood, but I thought that, apart from the immediate
surroundings of Cape Town, thus was the finest looking bit of
South Africa I had seen. It was the South Africa of the early
aquatints; the South Africa of Latrobe, Burchell, Barrow and
Gardiner. The circular thatched huts sprouted out of the
landscape as patwally as the fungi which they so much
resembled. Women crossed the landscape, big, bold-eyed
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creatures tinkling with bangles, bearing huge cargoes of
fizewood on their heads, gnls drove ox-drawn sledges acioss
the downs, also piled high with the wood, and hoys clothed
only in a flapping sack guarded the cattle and were only too
glad to leave thern and run shouting beside the car, waving
thew sticks,

We came down 1o sea level through hot, lush vegetation
and 1o the banks of a decp river called the Umzimvubu, which
led to a place which I shall always think of as a glimpse ol an
earthly paradise. Its name is Port SU Johns. Mountains
covered with trees rose above the estuary and the Indian Ocean
broke iu spray beyond a lagoon where chaldien were playing.
A few houses and an admiable hotel stood facing the lagoon,
and the whole place was stecped m peace, contentment and
warmth.

Here for the fitst time I smelt semi-tropical South Africa.

All resemblance to the Mediterranean had vanished. Pa-
paws grew beside the road. There were mangoes and
avpcado pears, and pineapples wete threepence each. In a
luscaous green lane I saw Zulu cattle for the first time, beasts
with wide-spreading horns, their hides st1angely flecked with
black and white like cattle pictured in the tombs of Ancient
Egypt.
At night I could hear the Indian Ocean steadily pounding
on the sands and in the morning, when a barefoot native girl
came in and, with the almost touching gracefulness with
which these people perform minor services, gave me a cup of
tea, the sun was already np. I went for a walk with one of
those dogs who waylay strangers and, having led them to the
beach, blackmail ther with wistful expressions to fling stones
into the sea, I managed to escape when he wasn’t looking
and return m time for breaklast. The breakfast papaw had
been grown in o near-by garden, This fruit is like a cross
between a melon and a marrow, and 15 eaten all over the
Union with sugar and a slice of lemon.

We went to an entitely lovely place not far away called the
Second Beach. There was nothing in sight but a sandy
beach enclosed hy rocks and rock pools, where Bantu girls
were prodding for shell fish with spiked sticks. A man and a
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woman appeared through the trees, shed thewr wraps and 1an
acioss the hot sand into the waves.

Poit St Johns was the most exquisite place I have seen for
years., I could have stayed there for months, perhaps for
ever.

§6

In the cowse of the next few days T travelled slowly up from
Umtata to the bordets of Natal. I entered many a native
hut and found cach one as neat and clean as a Dutch kitchen,
I met a noted witch-doctor who fertilises the earth with chaims
before the sowing season. I saw natives and their wives as
raw as you could find them, and the more primitive they were
the better I liked them.

At Libode, a little town full of native convicts in striped
Jjerseys, swinging picks under gum trees, I atiended a native
court where a white magistrate sat beneath an oleograph of
Queen Victoria. at Lustkisiki T saw one of the Grosvenor’s
guns in the hotel garden and heard the story of the most
famous wreck m those parts—ii happened in 1782—when an
Fast Indiaman 1an ashore and the passengers, including a
number of white women, were never heard of agaimn  Some
people belheve that three million pounds worth of treasure,
including the old crown jewels of Delhy, went down with this
ship, and many attempts have been made to find them.

As I went north I advanced into the mouth of a furnace.
At times the temperature was over 100 in the shade. One
day I saw a huge screen of remote blue mountains to the west.
It was Basutoland. I travelled into splendid, heroic looking
country and at the foot of a long hill came to an oasis of
Buropean life shightly canted on a hill slope, with Mount
Curric at the back, and the name of this town was Kokstad.

Like Umtata, it was an unexpected gleam of civilisalion in
the wilderness, a small, go~ahead place of same two thousand
white peaple, well buxlt well 1un, with a street of fine shops
and roads of pleasant houses, and an hotel which gave me a
bedroom and a bathroom which would have done credit to
any hotel in Europe or America. In the dining-1oom about



186 IN SEARCH OF SOUTH AFRICA

twenty travellers and residents, in appearance like any crowd
you mught find at Bastbourne or Bournemouth, sat down to
dinner beneath electric fans while natwve boys in white
garments served pea soup, fish, roast Iamb and green peas, and
a vanilla ice.

In this hotel I met a fiery little Englishman who was not
well pleased with the ““ age of social justice ” at home and had
toured the Union looking for somewhere to settle  He was
not easy to satisfy

“ Tt’s o grand country, but what’sits future to be? * he asked,
“1If they pander to the natwve, as I suppose they will, and
give him the vote someday, then there’ll be nothing for it but
to pack up. Have you been in the Free State? Well, go
there. Those Dutch people may not like us, but I tell you
they’ve got the right ideas  No nonsense about equality about
them. T wish a few of the British South Africans who talk to
me about social justice and the rest of it would go home and
have a dose of 11! ”

* So you're not going to settle out here? ”

* I can’t make up my mind,” he replied. ** Has it occurred
to you that this country is like England was in the Nineteenth
Century* a small established aristocracy with a huge labour
force just beginning to feel its feet?

“Yes, but. . .”" I began.

“ There’s no bui about 1t at all, sir,” he said sternly,
" We've handed our country over to the mob and it’s happen-
ing all over the world. When people lose faith in themselves
and forget how to rule, it’s bound to happen!”

What else he might have said I shall never know, for at that
moment a middle-aged Englishwoman whom I had noticed at
dinner entered the room and came towards us,

“Heie’s that poisonous female again,” growled my
acquaintance. I must gol!”

He left the room and she came and sat down at my table.

5he had come out to the Union to visit relatives.

*“Such a lovely country,” she said. “Such a lavely
country to live in if only one could close one’s eyes to the
misery around one.  Yes, I mean the dear natives, They lead
such hard lives, don’t you think?
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In the morning I motored into Natal, and at Ixopo, where
the temperature was 110 n the shade, the petrol evaporated
in the feed pipe and I was stranded on a shadeless road, At
last I walked to a native kraal and managed to make a gul
understand that I wanted a bucket of water. She carried
this on her head to the car without spilling a dhop, and when I
had soaked 1ags in 1t and cooled the feed pipe, I managed to
contmue my journey. I had often been held up by snow and
ice, hul never before by heat.

§ 7

I found Pictermanizbuyg sweltering m heat. Indian
warters were serving iced drinks to men in palm heach suits.
The whole city—it is the capital of Natal-—wibrated to the
snapping of the cicadas in the gardens.

Having now left the boundary of the old colony, my thoughts
turned to the central fact of South African hustory, the creation
of 1the other three provinces and the story of the Voor tiekkers,
two of whom are commemorated in ithe name of Natal’s
capital—Gerrit Maritz and Piet Retief,

I have sald something about the creation of the Boer
frontiersman who early in history began to wander away from
Cape Town with his cattle. Until the eighteen-thirties his
trek took him eastwaird and parallel with the sea, along the
coastal giasslands, but he did not attempt to cross the moun-
tains into what are now the Fiee State and the Transvaal.
That region was known only to missionanes and hunters.

At the time when the 1820 Scttlers were cynically thrown
into the front line, the Boer trek had been met and halted by
the Bantu trek moving in the opposite dwection, and the result
was the Kaffir Wars. From thal time a solid wall of Bantu
barred further movement, and if trekkmg were to continue it
would have to be over the mountains to the central plains.
And that is what the Boers decided to do. Suffering from
grievances of many kinds against the British Government, they
decided to remove themselves from the jurisdiction of the
colony and to seek new lands where they might live in peace
under their own laws. They did not dishike the British
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seltlers. Briton and Boer who had fought side by side in
Albany agamst the Kaflirs were the best of friends; indeed,
several 1820 Scttlers who had married Boer gurls took part in
the Trek, notably John and Thomas Montgomery, whose
diaries and reminiscences have just been edited by Professor
C. J. Uys of Bloemfontein It was the remote control from
Whitehall that the Boers could not Lolerate, and the knowledge,
which canuot be glossed over, that from the earliest times of the
Brilish cecupation some missionaries had slandered the Boer
and had pictured him to their subscribers at home as litile
hetter than a cruel savage.  Perhaps the final sthaw was Lord
Glenelg’s surpiising dictum that the Kaffirs had been right
when, with one stroke of the pen, he wiped out the hard-won
gains of fiftcen months destiuction and bloodshed and ordeved
the Governor of the Cape to 1estore the frontier as it had been
hefore the Kaffic War of 1835-6. That was the brcaking
point, and the Boer decided to leave a colony mm which he
despaired of receiving justice or understanding.

Though the Boer had been unaffected by the French
Revolution or the Industrial Revolution, the fires of the
Reformation still glowed in him, Almost his only reading for
a century had been the Old Testament. And as this vigorous
race of fronticrsmien moved out of the Colony m Biblical
formation, with their flocks and thewr herds, their man servants
and their rmaid servants, their heacts were uplified by the con-
viction that they were God’s Chosen People

The pace of their exodus was that of their oxen. Many
full spans of sixteen drew the heavy wagons over the
masslands, loaded with the earthly possessions of their
owners. An American would have recognised in this scene a
companion picture to the trek of the covered wagons to the
West.

The Boer wagon was as truly a creation of the {rontier as
the Boer himself. [t was the heavy European farm wagon
adapted to Africa. This ship of the veld was small—only
twelve feet in length—and it moved on four heavy wheels
shod with half-inch iron. Rising from its body, upon semi-
circular hoops, was u tilt of canyas, part painted to resist the
rain and part unpainted to admit the air. In spite of its
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massive build, a trek wagon could be taken apart, as some-
times happened on the mountain passes, and reassembled on
the other side.

It was driven by a man who sat with a long whip upon the
front box, or kist. He diove more with his voice than with
his whip, for he knew the temperament and name of every ox
mn the span. The two most powerful beasts weie placed on
either side the disselboom, or wagon-shaft, then the team were
yoked two by two, and led by the two most mntelhgent or most
experienced oxen. In order to keep them straight, a voor-
loper, or walker in [iont—generally a small Hottentot boy-——
led them, grasping a leather thong attached to the horns of the
leaders. The sight that gladdencd the fiontier heart more
than most things was a well-matched span.

Inside the wagons were the older people and the young
childien. At a pace of two or three miles an hour, every
young person would be riding or walking, and engaging in
the hundred and one tasks of the caravanscrai. There were
enormous numbers of cattle and sheep to be herded and kept
on the move. These animals ate wide brown paths through
the grasslands as they slowly advanced. Horsemen trotted
ahead, scouting or hunting, but the maim body would ride
near the wagons, flintlocks at the saddle.

When there were hundreds of wagons on the move, widely
spaced to allow the flocks and herds to graze, the trek must
have looked an apparently unwieldy migration. But the
organisation was intensely sensitive Many years of frontier
fighting were behind it, and the defensive system of the laager,
whereby the wagons were wheeled mio a circle or a square
and made into a fortress, was well known and was to become
an almost automatic military manceuvre. Let a couple of
scouts signal on the skyline, and instantly the trek would
observe a changed pattern and be ready for danger. The
Boers soon learned to react to peril like a hedgehog.

Strict domestic discipline was kept on trek  Children were
not allowed to have a glorious holiday, but at the frequent
halting places had to attend open-air schools, and one pupil
testified in later life that the rod was not spared.

Once they had forded the Orange River Drifts, the country
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into which the trekkers chmbed was the southern end of
Africa’s immense high plateau, whose mean level is higher
than the top of Table Mountain. Itis tilted towards the west,
so that all its rivers flow into the Atlantic. They saw a country
dotted with hills that levelled out as they went north into
enormous plains where the birds {lew over mules of grassland.
As they were looking for pasture, this land must have seemed a
goodly sight. It had only one disadvantage: it was still too
near Cape Colony.

Tt was a land of eerie emptiness and desolation. The hand
of Death had only recently been lified from it.  What is now
the Tice State, the Transvaal, Natal, and Rhodesia, had been
practically depopulated during Bantu tribal wars in which,
it is believed, no fewer than a million and a half natives
perished. Instead of the hundreds of tribes who mght have
barred their way, there was nothing but 2 vast, deserted battle-
field. For something like forty years a great mative war of
extermination had been going on behind the iron curtain of
African distance. Itwas waged by the Zulus, then far beyond
European influence, and the devastation it brought to such
enormous areas would seem to contradict that picture of the
idyllic world in which the native lived hefore the coming of the
white man,

§8

Did the trekkers know whete their Promised Land lay, or
were they moving at random ?

Some years before the Great Trek, scouts had been sent to
spy out the land. At much the same time two parties left the
Colony bound for the north, and made incredible journeys.
One party was massacred by natives; the other, decimated by
fever and its cattle killed by tsetse fly, descended the hair-
raisimg pecipices to Delagoa Bay, from whose malarial shores
a fow survivors were eventually rescued by sea.

The real Great Trek was sfarted in 1835 by a man named
Hendrik Potgieter. With about two hundred people he went
up into the Free State, where he was joined by other farmers,
including the Krugers, who had with them a boy of ten. named



IN SEARCII OF SOUTH AFRICA 191

Paul, who was Lo become a future President of the Transvaal
They travelled on slowly month by month, living upon the
country, taking note of everything they saw, and riding out on
long exploring expeditions. Although the country was de-
populated, 1t was still patrolled by war bands of the Matabele
from the north. One day a roaming band surprised a party
of trekkers and massacred fifiy-three men, women, and
children.

The Boeis knew that they would return in stronger force, so
they sought a commandmg position, now called Vegkop, and
at the foot of a hill placed fifty ox-wagons in a circle, lashed
together with chains and the openings closed with thorn trees.
In the centre of the arcle they placed four wagons for the
women and children, roofed with planks and hides to catch
the falling assegais.

The Matabele army which was sent against these fifty Boers
is said io have numbered five thousand. Out of range of the
Boer guns, they sat down for hours round the laager and slew
eighty oxen, upon which they feasted. The little garrison
waited for the attack which they knew would soon come. The
guns stood cleaned. Hundred of hullets had been cast. The
women were 1eady to reload, and any young boy who could
fire a gun had a place in the line

All mght the Boer sentries watched the camp fires of the
five thousand gleaming in the darkness, One morning they
heard the hissing and the shield-beating of a Matabele ad-
vance, and successive waves of warriors dashed themselves
against the wagons and thorn bushes and even managed to
wrench the wagons out of alignment. The Boer bullets bored
holes through the mass formation, but with reckless courage the
Matabele, even though shot at with elephant guns at point-
blank range, tried to mount the wagons and tear their way
inside. After three hours they gave it up and retired, leaving
four hundred and thirty dead piled round the laager and over
a thousand assegais inside it,

Polgicter’s brother was stabbed to death, also another man.
Those were the only two deaths among the Christians.

As the native army went off, it drove in front of it all the
Boer cattle. A fortrght later, far away m the north, an
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English traveller and Ing-game hunter, Wililam Cornwallis
Harris, who had been up in the Matabele country, encountered
a great army of warriors who were driving enormous herds of
caltle. They surrounded his wagons as if they would have
attacked hin.  They were dressed 1n fur kilis made of monkey
tails, tippets of white cow tais hung round their shoulders,
while then knees, wrists, elbows, and ankles were ornamented
with a single ox tail. Many of their shields, he notieed, had
been drilled by musket-balls. He continued to meet large
straggling parties of this army throughout that day. They
were the defeated host from Vegkop.

Thos fight was the first step towards that control of the north
which added the Free State and the Transvaal to the map;
awd ffom that moment one can hegin to think, not of Cape
Colony, but of South Africa But the Boers, although vic-
tarious, were an aumy without transport.  With the decaying
corpses of their encinies all round, they were forced to move,
and had to yoke their horses to the wagons,  But help was near,
for a second party had crossed the Orange River under the
command of a forceful man named Gerrit Maritz. They had
a hundred wagons and were a mighty reinforcement,

Both parties now linked up in the neighbourhood of Thaba
‘Nchu, 2 mountain rising two thousand feet above the plam,
and there they stayed for the remaining months of winter,
hunting and making plans. Could they continue the trek
before they had cleared the country of Matabele? They de-
cided to send out a Commando of a hundred and seven horse-
men—a pitifully small force, it would seem——on an expedition
two hundred and fifty mules away, in order to assert their
authority and regain their cattle. How right they were is
proved by Cornwallis Harrss, who, during his visit to the
Matabele chiel, Mzilikazi, had heard whispers of the chief’s
determination o exterminate the white invaders.

The little Commando set off on the long journey to the
north. They surprised the Matabele army at Mosega, slew
over four hundred without loss to themselves, and returned,
bringing hack their lost cattle and accompanied by tHree
American missionaries, including Wilson, whose wife was the
first white woman to die in the Transvaal. The chief was not
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present at Mosega, so that the Boers knew they would have to
fight a more decisive action at some future time.

The self-confidence of the Boer and his sure instinct in these
mallers are something for wonder and admiration. His trust
in hus gun and his horse, and hus unening eye for guerilla war,
arc only less remaikable than his contempt for natives in the
mass. Bul reading his records side by side with thaose of
Harris and the diaries of the great missionary, Dr Moffat, it
Is clear how intensely nerve-wracking from the point of view
of Cape Town must have been those Boer Commandoes
thivstmg for the blood of natives who were nominally the
hiends of His Britannic Majesty.

The sprmg of 1837 saw the Cluistian men still encamped
round Thaba Nchu, but no longer a happy band, for a bitter
quarrel had broken out between Potgieter and Maritz. Boih
weze strong men of different types, Potgieter a lean, tough old
Pilgrim Father, and Maritz a more comfortahle, sophisticated
person who had been a prosperous wagon-maker. Whether
the unity of the trek would have been threatened is unknown,
for at a critical moment in April news came that an undeniable
leader, Piet Retlef, was coming up to them across the river,

Retief was liked and respected by them all. He was a man
of affairs and consequence, and was probably also the best
educated among them. Born of Western Province Huguenots,
he had been a trader, a contractor, and a farmer. He was
fifty-six years of age, a fine speaker and a disciplmarian. He
came with a hundred and twenty men and a hundred wagons.
In one of the wagons was his family, which included two sons
and two girls, both so pretty that they had inspired the name
of his farm, Mooimeistesfontein—the Spring of the Pretty
Maids

Retief rode into camp ahead of his wagons, and was suzr-
rounded by an eager crowd who persnaded him to becoms
Governor and Commander. Once or twice he modestly
attempted to put aside the crown, but it was no good.

It was indecd an animated scene upon the plain that
day, where flocks and herds, wagons, bivouacs, and camp-fires
stretched for miles as people walked and rode in from great

distances to catch a glunpse of the leader. It must have been
0
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the strangest mixture of domesticity and frontier war: washing
and petticoats hanging on thorn bushes, bearded gucrillas
sitting horses with guns at the saddle, cooking-pots and ele-
phant guns, nursing mothers and old patriarchs, and wonder-
ing groups of Hottentot servants, many of whom had followed
their masters 1mto the unknown.

Hundreds of tckkers would press round the leader, and
every wagon would be a grandstand  Pretty girls in high.
waisied dresses, guarding their complexions with parasols or
little masks of goatskin, stood upon tiptoe on the wagons,
laughing and chattering. Spmtan matrons in seige gowns,
their severely parted hair concealed by sun-bonnets tirelessly
tucked and ruched, men with smooth upper lips and bearded
chins beneath vast straw hats with green limings, crowds of
darting children, an outer circle-of tall, shaggy Boers from the
uttermost edges of Cape cattle-ranches, pipe 1n mouth, gun in
hand, and sheath-knife at the waist, grandfathers and grand-
mothers, strapping youths and buxom wenches—all would
gather (o welcome Piet Retief,

And it may be that upon such an occasion the Sabbath
garments came out of the wagon kists: carefully tended
corduroys, rusthng gowns of sprigged silk, special go-to-kirk
kappies of flowered linen, maybe even mufls, for the more
prosperous of the Voortrekkers carefully took away with them
such emblems of their former lives, as you can see in any
museum. It seems at least probable that from the pale blue
wagon of Gerrit Maritz may have descended a figure re-
splendently crowned with a bell-brimamed topper, for in those
days no Sunday, and certainly no republic, would have seemed
quite right without that symbol of rectitude.

The excitement would die down and there would be the
sound of psalms. Evening would come. The milkers would
go to the cows, and the flocks and herds wounld be gathered for
the night. There would be a smell of wood burning, of coffee
and mutton; and the light of the setting sun would linger last
on Thaba *Nchu and go; and it would be starlight.
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Even the most ardent admirers of the Voorlrekkers have
never claimed that they were easy to manage. Like country
folk everywhere, they had their prejudices, feuds, and suspi-
cions: they were distiustful of everything, and not least of
cach other. Considering their background, however, their
break with the past and their present circumstances in the
wilderness, with the future still in hazard, they held together
with 1emarkable success. They could certainly have given
points to the Israclites, who in a similar situation afflicted
Moses with very kind of abuse and complaint.

Upon the crowded modetn stage of the early Nincteenth
Century they suddenly become like people in astory by Homer,
They mght be GrecL in corduroy. They broke out ot the
modern world, with its machinery and 1ts organisation, back
to a time when individual prowess and the encounters of a few
people achieved an extraordinary hurnan value, as if Thermo-
pylae were bemng fought again. It is this epic touch that
makes their story so interesting. Fights hike Vegkop and
Blood River read like Greek history.  Marathon and Thermo-
pylae have made a great stir in the world, but were they not
merely small, heroic engagements of this kind? Potgeter
with his clephant gun and his stabbed brother is something
out of Greek poetry: so is Pret Retief riding to his death down
the Drakensberg,

Ten days after Retielf had arrved, the irek moved on.
It was now necessary to split themselves into five or six
groups, separated by considerable distances because of the
vast herds of cattle and sheep that necded pasture. Two
things worried the trekkers. Where were they going? And
when should they again attack the Matabele? As far as
their destination was concerned, there were two promised
lands instead of one—a most perplexing problem upon which,
no wonder, they were divided. Retief wanted to lead them
down the mountains into Natal, where they would have a
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port on the Indian Ocean. Potgicter’s mmd was made up
for the Transvaal. Maritz sided with Retef.

At a place now called De Hartplaas, at Winburg, on the
Little Vet River, they paused early in June to frame a con-
stitution. Qaths were taken and it was decided to call them-
sclves the ** United Laager ”, and the land to which they were
going was to be the ““ Free Province of New Holland m South
East Africa , 2 clumsy name 1in which we can see the child-
hood loyalty of the Reverend Drasmus Smit, a rotund hitle
wnordamed Dutch ex-misstonary who was the only person
resembling a churchman on the trek.

Hardly had this been done when the camp was invaded by
the breezy self-confidence of Piet Uys, who joined them with a
fourth party of many wagons, bringing the total number of
trekkers up (o between three and four thousand. Among his
wagons was one in which an old man, his father, Jacob Uys,
sat clasping a large Bible which had been given to him by the
British settlers as the wagons had passed through Grahams-
town. They had expressed regret at losing therr friends and
wished them luck in the land they were seeking.

Piet Uys soon plunged into local politics and began to
quarrel violently with Maritz Meantime the trek slowly
crept acvass country through the winter months of June and
July, so severe a winter that great numbers of sheep and cattle
died by the way. Retief was still determined to go to Natal,
and sent horsemen riding to the Drakensherg to see if a pass
existed suitable for wagons. They left from a farm now called
Brandhoek, west of Winburg, and returned in a fortnight’s
time with the news that there were five passes leading down
towards the sea

No decision upon the destination of the trek could be
reached, and the winter months wore on and spring came, and
with it Retief’s determination hardened. Potgieter was still
ecually determined to punish the Matabele. So the Umted
Laager became divided : Retief with a small following went
wast to the Drakensberg, and the others went north to make war
on Mzitikazi.

It is said that Poigicter’s Commando left between four and
five thousand Matabele dead upon the battleficld, Mezilikazi
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fled with the 1emnant of his army into what is now Southern
Rhodesia, where he founded Bulawayo. The Matabele never
recrossed the Limpopo agam, except as raideis; and so the
Commando laid the foundations of the Tiansvaal Republic.

§ 10

While this was happening, Piet Retief rode on with a few
friends to make a 1ecomnaissance in Natal. Behind him
straggled for miles the wagons of his followers, which halted
some few miles from the pass, waiting for the messengers to
return with news of the Promised Land. They waited for
five weeks, enjoying a holiday in beautiful country. It was
Oclober. The veld was covered with gay spring flowers;
down the mountain sides the rains of winter still fell from rock
to rock, and dark gorges led ever upward into a solitude of
peaks. Mecanwhile Retief rode down into Natal.

Strange as 1t may seem, in view of the indignation with
which the Voortrekkers left home, cordial letters were passing
between Retief and the Cape authorities. He had rccently
written to the Governor assuring him of his {riendly feelings
towards * His ”’ Majesty’s Government—for he did not know
that Queen Victoria had just come to the throne—and a later
letter told of his intention to explore Natal At that time it
was an unknown land where about thirty Englsh tradess
lived with the consent of the Zulu tyrant, Dingaan. Retief
wished to contact these men at Durban to make sure of their
attitude; and he also intended to visit Dingaan’s kraal and ask
the Zulu for a grant of ierritory.

The explorers climbed into the mighty Drakensherg, where
blue summits touched the sky, and around them they saw
evidence of a country startingly different from the level plaing
upon which Potgieter’s heart was frmly set. It was a land of
richer vegetation, of brighter birds, and of strange flowers
never seen in the Cape. Through the darkness of mountain
forests and the bleakness of a sterile world of rock, their path
led upwards to the Berg, and then Retief saw what he believed
to be the Promised Land. Far below it lay, rounded hill upon
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hill to the very sky and the ocean. It was the fairest prospect
he had ever seen.

Round about Durban Bay 1n those days, living in shacks
and huts, were those few Englishmen whose adventures
would make Robinson Crusoe’s scem a tame story. They had
gone there to trade in ivory and anything else they could find.
Groups of unattached natives had squatied near, and looked
up to these white men as their chiefs, In the district were also
the American missionaries who had sailed from Boston in
1834, the party which had included the Wilsons and two others
who were found by Potgicter at Mosega.

The little band of English traders welcomed Retief with
open arms and appeated to be delighted to think that he
might establish a republic in the district. They had been
petitioning the Government for years to do something about
Natal, and it seemed good Lo them that at last some Christian
men would colonise it.  As in the old Colony on the Zuurveld,
British and Afrikaner, with no Government to frusirate them,
were the best of friends because they were thinking, not of
economy or policy o1 philanthropy, but of South Africa.

It was agreed that it would be necessary for Retief to see
Dingaan, the chief of the Zulu nation. This individual was a
fantastic monster whose word was life or death. Inflicting
suffering, such as burning a hole with a sun-glass in the bodaes
of his attendants, was one of his more playful occupations.

They set off for “ the Placc of the Elephant”, Umgun-
gundhlovo, a hill some sixty miles to the north-east, on the
other side of the Tugela river. Leaving the wagons at the
river, they crossed with their interpreter, Thomas Halstead,
an Englishman. They saw a large town composed of hun-
dreds of thatched bee-hive huts arranged in rows with military
precision, in an oval formation that covered the hill-top.
Huts higher than the others were built for shields and war
gear, to keep them out of the way of ants and the larger vermin.
In this place lived Dingaan with a hundred wives, surrounded
by a mighty and magnificent army corps of Zulus, each regi-
ment with its own quarters and its own distinctive war dress.

An adjoining hill was known as Hlomo Amabuta—the place
of execution—a Golgotha above which the vultures circled
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hopefully all day long. Not far off were some new huts just
occupied by the Reverend Francis Owen, M A., of St. John's
College, Cambridge. Recently a curate at Normanton in
Yorkshire, the missionary call had led him and his gallant
wife, his sister and a serving-maid, to this ogre’s den in
Zululand.

Dingaan kept his visitors waiting; and at the end of two
days they were solemnly conducted into his presence. Against
a background of hlack concubines they saw an enormously
corpulent Zulu sitting in a chair, with a red veil over his eyes.
There was a long silence until the autocrat spoke. Retief’s
anxiety for his people was such that he scems to have been
willing to read marc hope into tus interview than either Owen
or Halstead did, Afler ciiticising Retief’s appearance, for he
was not a lypically tall Boer, the chicf charged the trekkers
with having stolen some of his cattle, This Retief demed, and
suggested the thief was a minor native chief. Well, then,
replied Dmgaan, get them back and come and see me again.
His grant of territory was conditional, and it was not even
‘Clear that1t was not land already given to the English, Never~
theless, Retef felt himself obliged to comply.

During the negotiations Retief had wrtten several enthu-
siastic letters to his comrades, with the result that the wagons
camle pouring down the pass of the Drakensberg mto Natal.
The pass, although steep on the Natal side, was not dangerous,
and|only one wagon capsized with the loss of a set of chains.
A Ifon, attracted by the nowse, took a cow. Eventually a
thouisand white covered wagons came creaking down into
Natdal, and the host spread itself out upon the west side of the
Tugiela, where the Bushman’s River meets the Blaauwkrans.

Rietief rode back to his people and organised a Commando
whigch went off after the missing cattle. Some two months
aftelir his first meeting with Dingaan, Retief with a large com-
y set out to clinch his bargam, driving the recovered cattle
Fimore them. It was now the end of January, 1838, Sixty-
eknl BEuropeans, with Halstead as interpreter, and about thirty
iﬁh;ttentot servants, rode out from the laager and took the road
to ¥Umgungundhlovo—the *“ Place of the Elephant”.*  Several

* Or * the Sccret Clonclave of the King™
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small boys, including Retiel’s son, had begged their parents to
let them go to see the King of Zululand, and these childsen
were grven a holiday and set ofl, one may imagine with what
pride and excitement, with the cavalcade.

The Boers fired a volley to announce their arrival and were
given a camping site on a hill-slope outside the town, Enor
mous crowds of Zulus in war dress had been arriving for days,
and these pressed round to see the Boers. Dingaan wished his
visitors to ¢ dance on horseback °, whereupon they formed wp
and went through a Buffalo Bill act, The Zulu warriors then
treated them to dances,

On the following day Retief and a few of his chief officers
had a long conference with Dingaan, Now that lus cattle had
been restored, the chief said he was willing to complete his
share of the bargain and accordingly made his mark on 2
document ceding territory to the Boers. Retief placed this
document in his hunting-pouch. The next day was one of
merry-making and preparations for departure, The Boers
sat in the kraal and saw in the sunlight, as on a great arena,
regiment afler regiment of young warriors dance with catfly
threading their path between them, in and out, each regiment
dancing with differently marked beasts. The first regiment
danced with four hundred hornless catile, the next with four
hundred black, a thivd with four hundred white oxen,

Dingaan plied his visitors with questions and boasted off his

gaan had not seen anythmg like this before; but he had hghard
about it. That was the sort of action that had ruined) his
fellow Zulu, Mzilikazi, and had made him a fugitive beyiond
the Limpopo. The Boers, having finished their disp@lay,
formed up and trotted away to their camp to off-saddle ﬂrand
cook the midday meal. After this, as they were preparin, %\\ﬁ
go, a messenger arrived from Dingaan, asking them to de &
their departure until the next morning, when, after m %+
dances and a drink of Kaffir beer, they might go in peace, &
was decided that’it would be tactless to decline his fnvitatic .

Many peop§-&new by this time that there was something  'in

-l ‘
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the wind. The Reverend Francis Owen in his mission siation
overlooking Dingaan’s kraal—missionary and chief were
always watchmg each other through telescapes—was clearly
hewildered and unhappy. Itissaid that he warned one of the
Boe1s to go that night because something was *“ brewing >’ and
the Zulus were “peculiar”. There were other warnings.
But it seems that Retief would not be convinced of Dingaan’s
treachery  On the morning of the next day two of the Boers
went over and had breakfast with Owen. The mussionary
asked what they thought of Dingaan. They said he was
13 OOCI 5)-

gShortl’y after breakfast Dingaan sent one of his generals to
the Bocis to say that everything was ready. Leaving their
horses and guns in their camp, as they had been requested to
do, they walked on foot to the great kraal where Dingaan was
waiting for them. His chair, carved from a solid block of
wood, had been brought into the open, and seated on 1ihis,
with Retief by his side and the rest of the Boers sitting on the
ground some little way off, Dingaan gave the sign for the
dances to begin.

Two regiments had been ordered to dance, the White Shields
and the Black Shields, and, as the Boers sipped Kaffir beer and
the little boys who had come with them drank milk, the
warriors, without arms, began to chant and to gyrate in the
movements of the native dance, DBehind, watching, were two
rcgiments in war dress armed with spears and knohkerries.
As the dance reached a chmax and the chant rose louder, the
bulky form of Dmgaan suddenly rosc from the throne and
in a voice of thunder he shouted :

‘“ Hither, my warriors! Xill the wizards!”

Before the Boers realised what was happening, the Zulus
had flung themselves upon them. Thomas Halstead cried,
“We are finished!” * Treason!” “Help, O Lord!*
were other cries, as the seized men [lought savagely with
knives. Several Zulus were killed and others, maddened by
knife-wonnds, broke the command that no hlood must be
shed in the kranl as they clubbed some of the Boers to death
on the spot. The rest, fighting and stabbing, were over-
powered and dragged away io the Hill of Execution. Above
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the screams, the howls, the chanting, and the rattle of spears
against shields, was heard the great voice of Dingaan ordermg
the murder.

Jusat before this happened a Zulu knocked at the door of
Owen’s mission station with a message from Dingaan. He
bade Owen not to be frightened, but he was going to kill the
Boers. Owen, who had been afraid for days, was wondering
how he might risk death by warning the Boers, when some-
one in the room shouted, “ They are killing the Boers now!

“ 1 turned my eyes and behold! an immense multitude on
the hill,’” he wrote in his Diary that evening, “° About g or 10
Zulus to each Boer were dragging their helpless unarmed
victim to the fatal spot, where those eyes which awaked this
morning to sce the cheerful light of day for the last time, are
now closed in death. T lay myself down on the ground. Mrs
and Miss Owen were not more thunderstruck than myself.
We each comforted the other, Presently the deed of blood
being accomplished the whole multitude returned to the town
to meet their sovereign, and as they drew near to him set up
a shout which reached the station and continued for some time,

At this crisis I called all my family in and read the g1st
Psalm, so singularly and literally applicable to our present
situation, that I could with difficulty proceed with it! >

The Boers died fighting hopelessly to the last. Retief was
made to witness the death of his son and his followers. The
young boys were killed with the others. The bodies were
piled upon the hill of death, and over them were the bodies of
the grooms and attendants. The heart and liver of Retief
were removed and taken to Dingaan so that he might look
upon them. Over sixty Boers, one Englishman, and numerous
attendants laydead in the sunlightof that morning in February,
and the vultures of Hlomo Amabuta came down from the sky.

Within a few days Owen and his family fled from Dingaan,
fearing until the very last that they might also be murdered.
He remained in South Africa for another three years, and
then returned to England to become vicar of a parish near
Sheflield.

The discovery of Owen’s Diary has put to rest for ever
the terrible rumours, natural perhaps in that time of grief and
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anxiety, that the Boers had been betrayed by their English
friends. In the days that followed practically the whole
English scttlement 1n Natal was wiped out in battles with the
Zulus.

§11

The moment the Doers had been slain, Dingaan sclected
three of his erack regiments, numbering about ten thousand, to
extermate the laagers  The plumed warriors, armed with
throwing and stabbing assegais and knobkerries, were ordered
to move swiftly and silently, seeking the cover of ravines, and
to surprise the Boers as they slept.

By this time those Voortrekkers who had come down into
Natal were spread out over a wide stretch of country, Thar
tented wagons could be seen for mles, outspanned upon the
banks of the rivers that flow into the Tugela. Some were in
family groups, some, more prudently, in laager. By the night
of February 16th, ien days after the massacre, thousands of
Zulus had cxept up to within 1ushing distance and lay waiting
for darkness to fall

The Zulus stormed the encampments during the mght, In
the morning the grief-striken Boers counted the dead bodies of
therr friends and relatives. Forty-one men had perished,
fifty-six women, cyghty-five children, and two hundied and
fifty coloured servants who had served therr masters faithfully
to the end. That was the Blaauwkrans Massacre

The Boers knew that there could be no future until Dingaan
had been defeated, but they had to wait for ten months—
until December—before they were able to destroy him, and in
that interval Maritz died. Under the leadershup of a great
Afrikaner, Andries Pretorius, who subsequently gave his name
to the Transvaal capital, they formed a Commando of four
hundred and sixty-four men and set off to face an enemy who
was numbered by tens of thousands. They took with them
sixty-four ox-wagons. On the way they begged God to help
them and vowed that if they were granted victory they would:
build a church and for ever keep the day of their triumph as a
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Holy Sabbath. Professor Uys tells me that while this vow was
made, the laager was guarded by Englishmen.

The Commando made contact with the enemy near the
Zulu capital and formed laager with a river at their back, In
the morning the Zulus attacked and the Boers held theiwr fire
until the enemy was ten yards off, then a hail of elephant ball
and buck-shot poured from the wagons. The batile lasted
three hows and the Boer guns weie smoking hot.

Then came the moment in the plan of a Boer battle which
above all others rouses admuration.  Bart Pretorius, the brother
of the Genetal, put himself at the head of a small body of
horsemen and galloped out, the men levelling their hot gun-
barrels and firing from the saddle.  In the last of three charges
the Boers managed to split the Zulu army. Seeing thus,
Andries Pretorius took command of three hundred horsemen
and came galloping out of the laager. He rode straight into
the gap between the Zulus, and then one section wheeled
left, and the other right, and each began to press back and
drive the now demoralised enemy in front of them. The rout
became a headlong flight.

When the Boers rallied and assembled, and came back to
the laager with thew hot guns and their spent ponies, they saw
that the river was red with Zulu blood; and its name on the
map to-day is Blood River. If one sometimes suspects upon
reading of these Homeric contests, that the casualties must
have been estimated on a classical basis, there is at least
firm authority for the statement that the Zulu dead at Blood
River, which were carefully counted, numbered some three
thousand.

Pretorius then pushed on to Dingaan’s capital, which he
found in flames. Dingaan fled into Bwaziland and was buried
in a grave which was unknown until only a few months ago.*
The Boers went to the hill of execution, where they recognised,
by scraps of clothing, the sheaths of knives, and such like, the
bodies of Piet Retief and his men, which had been lying there
for ten months. It was the law at Umgungundhlovo that
nothing was ever touched upon Hlomo Amabuta. The
valley was strewn with copper and brass armlets and other

* In the Ubombo range overlaoking Gollel in N, Zululand,
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objects of adornment, but no native would daz¢ to touch them.
The hill belonged to its guardian deities, the vultures,

In the pockets and round the bodies of the murdered Boers
were {found all the personal possessions they had been cartying
at the time of thewr deaths. From the hunting-pouch of Retief
was taken the document signed by Dingaan, ceding Natal to
the Boers.

Two strong impressions remain after reading this chapter in
Boer history. One is the singular resemblance between the
Boer leaders and Cromwell’s Ironsides; the other is the
military prowess and the personal courage of the Zulus.
Dingaan was a monster, but was probably no more cruel or
fantastic than many another black or white uncontrolied
human being. He was also a Zulu patriot. In an attempt o
keep the white man out of his country, he had added guile
and treachery to the magnificent mihtary machine mherited
from his predecessor, Shaka.

The Boers fulfilled their vow. At Pietermaritzburg, which
became the capital of the republic in Natal, they built a
church; and to this day December 16, Dingaan’s Day, is a
solemn day of remembrance throughout the Union.

§ 12

The place that interested me most in Pietermaritzhurg was
the Church of the Vow, now the Voortrekker Museum. It is
a modest little bullding, devoted to the relics of that not so
far off day.

I'saw the only organ used on the trek, which I suppose came
down the Berg with Erasmus Smit. There i the footrule used
in laying out Pietermaritzburg in 1899. There are several
early Nineteenth Century dresses, which show how charming
the moor mesies must have looked on Sundays, Then there
are some fine and impressive waistcoats, wedding veils, and,
in an inner hall, a complete trek-wagonh.

To me the most intercsting object in the Museum 15 a dark
green glass flask found on the body of Piet Retief. In raised
relief on one side is an American eagle and a wreath containing
the initials, ** J.K.B.””; on the other side are a number of
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Masonic emblems used in England and America during the
early part of the Nineteenth Century. Such flasks, which
are not common, are a puzzle to Masonic antiquaries,
Although the Museum calls 1t a *“ water battle ”, I believe most
authoritics belicve that these bottles origmally contaned gin or
whisky, The double of Retief’s bottle, bearing the same
imtials, which are those of the maker, is to be seen in the Grand
Lodge Muscum in Freemasons Hall, London, and other
specimens are known to exist in the United States,

The Director of the Yale University Art Gallery tells me
that these * JK.B."” bottles are believed Lo have been made at
the beginmng of the Nineleenth Century at Keene, New
Hampshire, a time when discussions on Masonry had reached
a peak in America. *° J KB ” is thought to be a combination
of makers’ maiks at the Keene works.

Who gave this American flask to Retief, I wonder? So far
as I know, he was not a Mason. The problem is confused by a
picture of an entirely different flask with silver mountings
tlustrated by Dr Godée-Moleshergen in his Quid-Afrika’s
Geschueders 1 Beeld, who says that this was given to Retief by
the Frecmasons of Grahamstown and that 1t 1s in the Pretoria
Museum  He wrote in 1913, But it is not there, nor, so far
as I can find out, was it ever there! Where is it? The
Pietermaritzburg flask was presented by the Theological
Seminary, Stellenbosch, and there is no reason to question its
genuineness, but it would be interesting to know how this
mysterious object came into Retief’s possession. It is possible
that the American missionaries who were established near
Durban at that time gave it to him.  ButiThe already possessed
one from the Freemasons of Grahamstown, why should he
have been given another?

It must have gratified the Voortrekkers to know that their
hero went to his death with the American eagle in his pocket.

Pietermaritzburg is a fine-looking city which wears its air of
grace and quality with becoming ease, The summer heat can
be like that of an oven and there is no relief from it at night,
when the semi-tropical trees stand in the thick air and one
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longs for a breath of wind  The mhabitants 1efer to the city
as *“ sleepy hollow ”, and make jokes about theirindolence that
are contradicted by the number of shops which sell tennus
racquets, golf clubs, polo sticks, cricket bats and footballs.

. Theie 15 a fine Gity Hall which 15 called Renaissance,
but 1s really a massive bit of pure Edward V11, a distinct little
period 1n architecture and dress I was taken to the much
finer Provincial Council Building, where the Parliament of
Natal assembled before the Union, Tt was a strange sight
to sec the shadow of Westminster falling so far fiom home,  In
an airy, classical chamber T was shown the bar of the House,
the civision bell, and, in a glass case, the ruffles, mace, cravat,
and sword of Black Rod. There 1s also a war reli. of West-
minster in the form of a stone from the Houses of Parliament.

Not unnaturally 1n a young country, publicstatuary in South
Afiica is an expensive cwvic indulgence which has as yet
produced few masterpieces, and I was therefore impressed by
the Natal Volunteer Memorial of the South African War,
which stands in a hittle garden. T thought it a notable piece
of allegory, crowned by a lovely figure of a Winged Victory in
the act of sheathing her swoid.

Every evening as dusk begins to fall you will hear the sound
of wings over Pictermaritzburg  From every point of the sky
flocks of hirds are seen flying towards the city  Some come in
formation Like duck, others come in enoimous flocks, hke
starlings, and they settle among the trees in the Bird Sanctuary.

A five acre lake 1n a well planted park has been devoted to
the birds,which might be classified as permanent residents, such
as the water-fowl and the stately cranes, and more numerous
lodgers, like the egrets, who fly off every morning to earn their
keep in distant fields. It is fascinating to watch their home-
coming in the evening. I was reminded of Tralfalgar Square,
where much the same thing occurs when the thousands of
starlings come home to roost round the National Gallery and
St Martin-in-the-Fields. Here in Pietermaritzburg the egrets
return 1n their hundreds of thousands, but more gracefully and
with better manners than the London starlings,

The egret is the cow’s little white companion, whose patient,
statuesque figure is one of the memorable sights of the South
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African countryside. He is called the tick-bird, and, having
adopted a cow, his life is spent in standing heside it all day
long, seizing wmsccts disturbed by the animal’s feet and, it is
said, in picking up the gorged ticks which fall from its body,
Sometimes an mmpatient egiel is seen standing upon its
COW,

1t is as a lonely, devoted individual that you think of the
tick-bird, a creature seen in ones and twos throughout South
Africa.  As you obscrve his little upright figure in the fields,
it occurs to you that perhaps he accompanies the object of
his devotion to bed. But this is not so. In the Bird Sanc-
tuary il is proved that the tick-bird 15 as gregarious as the
swallow or the starhng. Each one belongs to a flock,  As it
grows dark, cach tick-bird says good night to its cow and joins
the great homeward flight, which setties like a snowstorm upon
the trees round the lake.

On my way to Durban I paused to admare the Valley of a
Thousand Hills, which 1s, after Table Mountain, perhaps the
most talked of view in the Unwon, It is a view of Natal that
may be seen by any casual visitor to Durban with an hour or
two to spare, and it is indeed a panorama of green mountain

country stretching away to Zululand that is not easily for-
gotten,
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CHAPTER SEVEN

I go 1o Durban, hear of Dick RKmg's famous ride, enter Zululand,
atlend @ native dance, and pass through the country wheie the Isandhiwana
Massaere occurred and where the Prince Impenial was kulled, I spend
a few days w the Game Reserve ab Flluhluive, where T encounter o
charging rfuno,

§1

LINE of gleaming buildings, that reminds the tiaveller
Aof Miami in Florida, rises from the sea and shines in

the hard sunlight. The waves pound upon sandy
beaches, the tide rises and falls in a great lagoon which 1s
one of the finest harbours in Africa. And from a hil) above
the town at night you can look down and see the lights of
Durban sparkling for miles.

There is an air of musical comedy or of 2 film set about this
place. The hight 1s just a little too strong and white to be
sunlight, the flowers are a little too bright to be real, the
flamboyant trees seem too exotic to be genuine, yet against
this sunny, lotus-eating background the tramway system
operates, motor omnibuses run to time, people go down to
offices and earn their living, typewriters tap, cables are sent
off to every pait of the world; and in a huge municpal
palace the mayo sits in an air-conditioned parlour, with
several cooling pictures of New Zealand on the walls, and
administers the affairs of what is, in spitc of everything, a real
city.

Like all South Afiican ports, Durban is a delightful mixture
of business and fun. Its streets are always filled by residents
and visitors, so that in saying that the girls of Durban at once
strike the ahserver with their charm and heauty, one 13 paying
a compliment to the womanhood of the Union, for one may
have been gazing with admiration upon the maidens of
Pretoria or Bloemfontcin, And where clse in South Africa
can you see 2 more provoking mixture of white and brown

o 200
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and black and yellow? You leave the main street and find
yourself looking at a mosque or a Hindu temple. You see
Moslems wearing the fez, and Indian women, in youth as
frail as spectres, diifting along in clouds of mauve chiffon.
Then in the next street you come to the more earthy Banty
market, where huge bronze-skinned native men arc putting
back municipally brewed Kaffii-beer with enormous heartiness.
And on the wayside, a few steps fiom a spotless chemist’s
shop in which a man in white overalls will make up the
most hicroglyphic of prescriptions, a native wizard sits offering
for sale the paws of monkeys and the [at ofirhe hippopotamus,

Among the tramcars, the motor buse: 28] the American
limousines, stands the barbaiic figure o the % t"{ulu rickshaw
“boy”. Upon his head topples a fantasic sS4 .ftlrc of bull’s
horns and feathers, coloured beads hangﬂ-bo‘{t il';é fine body,
and with a rhythmue, leathery sound of Pa® 2t he trots
between the shafts—the oddest-looking huna? xi m the
waorld 1
Durban Ewmopeans have their yacht/d‘l\” a;‘;g}y club,
and polo, swimming, golf, and cricket, rpnd S‘)fnfg re {ortunate
cnough to live in imperial Roman vl&’aﬁ on hills where,
between the snowy columns of their pergolas, they can watch
the distant Indian sea. Great showers of brick-red and blue
bougainvillea droop from the white pillars. In the still
gardens, which have a warm, snapping, crackling life of their
own, lizards bask and flask, The earth is ochre-red, and from
it spting hotlooking flowers. Jacaranda trees hold bunches .
of blossom as blue as Kew in lilac time, and the Flamboyant,
lit with its great red stars, is sometimes taller than an elm. In
thess exotic gardens I wounld come to a row of hollyhocks and
a border of delphinums with the feeling that I had been handed
a glass of cool spring-water,

The first evening I was in Dmban, I was invited to dine in
a restaurant. The electric fans were working, for was it not
December? There were mangoes with the dessert. My host,
addressing the Indian waiter, said :

“It's a long time since I've seen you. How have you been
keeping? 7

The Indian at once adopted an expression of the utmost
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misery. He cast down hus eyes and said that Fate had been
cruel to hum, for he had lost a son, My friend said how sorry
he was, and asked if he had any other children.

“ Now,” replied the waiter with an air of lugubrious loneli-
ness, * I have only sixteen.”

§2

It is not easy to surprise Durban in that slipshod, half-awake
condition so familiar to the caily riser in London and Paris.
When seven o’clock strikes in the morning the place is fairly
humming with activity: by eight o’dock not only can you
buy almost anything, but you can also 1ing a man up at his
office. By mme o’clock you begin (o scek the shady side of the
street and to understand why Durban begins 1ts day so early.

An institution which gave me a great deal of pleasure 15
Duiban’s large and beautifully run Museum. What the
Stone Age, the Bronze Age, Celtic, Roman, Anglo-Saxon,
and so on, are to us, animal life 1s to the museums in South
Africa. The bewildering variety of life on wings, crawlng on
its stomach, and walkig on all fours, fills one with astonish-
ment.

The South African birds which you begm to kuow very
quickly are the egret, or tick-bird, the secretary bud, the g
eagle, the lammervanger, who 15 sometimes secn sitting on a
rock brooding, or more often gliding about the sky on un-
moving wings, the cranes, and wild duck; but the great number
of smaller birds remain uwmdentified until you go to a museum
of this kind. One of the strangest birds I have ever heard of
s the Honey Guide. It is not much larger than a sparrow
and is greyish-brown in colour, with a spot of yellow on each
shoulder. Its habits were described by Andrew Sparrmann in
1742, but no one believed him

This bird, which is found in many parts of Africa, guides
men and animals to bees’ nests, and, when they have taken
the honey, the bird expects to be left a portion of the comb as
a reward, preferably a piece containng larvae.

*“When I was trekking in South Rhodesia some years ago
on a collecting expedition,” the Director told me, “ I noticed a
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small bird following me and obviously calling to attract my
attention. One of my natives told me it was a bird that led
people to honey. 1 decided to follow it. Tt would wait until
I came close, then it would fly on and wait for me, calling 10 me
all the time. This continued for an hour or so, and I began to
think of giving up !

“ Soon, however, instead of continuing its flight, the bird
began to {ly round in a most excited way giving an entirely
dilferent cry, and I noticed that bees were leaving and entering
ahole in the ground. I had the nest dug out and left the comb
containing the brood, which the bird immediately claimed.
The natives say that should you leave nothing behind for the
Honey Guide, the next time 1t will lead you to a cobra, a puff
adder, or a mamba!”’

The Director told me the story of 2 friend who was led by a
Honey Guide on a long chase which, to his irritation, ended
near the starting-place, but on the far side of a ravine. When
he had taken the honey, he decided to go the short way hack,
but found it impossible. Afler several attempts, he realised
that the Honey Guide had taken him along the only possible
route for a human being,

One of the most interesting objects in the Museum is a
skeleton of that extraordinary and now extinct hird the Dodo.
I was told it was bought about thirty years ago from
a French naturalist of Port Lowss, Maunts, the island
on which the Dodo used to be found, Durban’s Dodo 15
more complete than those possessed by the British Museum,
the Cambridge University Museum, or the Natural History
Museum in Paris, and a feathered reconstruction of the
skeleton shows what a poor, fat, silly, and entirely delightful
hird it was,

ftwas really an ancient type of pigeon that settled on Mauri-
tius in prelustoric times and, iaking to the ground, lost the
use of its wings. It was as large as a tuwrkey and became
heavy and duck-shaped, with little, useless wings and an
absurd tail-tuft; at the same time its pigeon’s beak was enor-
mously exaggerated, while its eyes remained the same size, so
that the poor Dodo became an object of ravishing unloveliness.
The Portuguese called it the Dodo, from doudo, a fool or sim-
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pleton, and the Dutch used to chase it about Mauritius and
club the poor creature Lo death with pistol-stocks or anything
clse, just for fun, apparently, for the Dodo was not good eating,
The Dutch called 1t the nasty bid~—valgvogel.

Those Dodos which smvived the Dutch 1n the Seventeenth
Century were exterrminated when dogs and cats and other
animals were mtioduced on the island. The poor creature
was not fitted for modern Iife, and you can sce him sitting up
in his case in Durban Muscum wearing a placid expression,
as though entirely in favour of extermination.

§3

The Old Fort at Durtban was built by British troops in 1842,
but 15 now such a rampagious tropical gmiden that you can
only with difliculty follow the line of the earthworks. It has
been planted with trees and flowers by the Durban Light
Infantry Old Comiades Association, who have settled a
numnber of old soldiers and widows of others in the barracks.

The garden enghtines a number of early Durban memories.
The first whitc men round the bay were Bruish adventurers
and ivory traders who, under two naval officers, Faiewell and
Kimng, managed to make friends with the Zulu tyrant, Shaka,
and obtain from him a large grant ofland. That was in 1824,
thirteen years before the Voortrekkers appeared in Natal,
The litile group of Englishmen was in the heart of enemy
country. What 15 now the Tianskei was then a wild and
hostile native teristory wluch separated them from while
civilisation at Grahamstown, The gallant adventurers hoisted
the Union Jack and repeatedly, hut vainly, begged the
Clolonial Government to make Natal a British possession.

An alert young Jew, Nathaniel Isaacs, who was with them,
has left a fascinating and vivid account of the rough Robinson
Crusoe-Swiss Family Robingson life round Durban Bay in
those days. By the time Retief arrived in Natal both Farewell
and King were dead and Shaka had been assassinated by his
halfhrother Dingaan. In the forays with the Zulus that
followed many of the original English settlers lost their lives,
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and after Blood River the Boers established a Voortrekke:
republic of Natalia, with its capital at Pietermaritzburg,

The Colonial Government, at last roused by these stirring
events and alarmed by the idea of a state on its borders with a
sea coast, sent troops to hold Durban. A clash between these
troops and the Boers in 1824 led to the famous ride of Durban’s
hero, Dick King, to get reinforcements from Grahamstown,
six hundred miles away, through wild and hostile country.
King was the son of an 1820 Settler and at the time of his yide
was a young man of twenty-eight,  Fle knew the country well
and had spent his life driving ox-wagons and collecting ivory
from the Zulus for the traders. He completed the six
hundred mile jowrney in ten days.

His famous ride is a good example of the 100m for disagree-
ment about an event which occurred only a century ago, for
hardly two accounts agree in all detals. Somie say that he
started from the Old Fort, or from the bottom of Gaidiner
Stieet, where his fine mounted statue 15 to-day, or from else-
where; some say that he rode a white horse, others say a bay,
some claim that he rode the same horse all the way, others that
he frequently changed horses at mission stations.

What is unquestioned is that he followed the coast for the
first hundred mules or so, then struck inland and on the last
hundred and fifty miles passed through Morley, Ibeka, Butter-
worth, and King William’s Town  Of the innumerable rivers,
some, presumably, he could ford in the saddle, others he had
to swim. Sometimes he hid by daylight and pressed on in the
night.

I do not know whether any similar feat of horsemanship
has ever been recorded; if Dick King rode the same horse for
six hundred miles—which hardly seems credible—there is
nothing with which to compare it. The greatest ride in
Tnglish history, so far as I know, is Sir Robert Cary’s four
hundred mile gallop from London to Edinburgh to tell James I
that Queen Elizabeth was dead,  Cary left London at about
ten in the morning on a Thursdayand was kneeling by the
royal bedside in Holyrood Palace on the Saturday night, telling
James that be had succeeded to the throne. His four hundred
miles had been completed in three days, but he was not in
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dangerous country, he had a 1elay of horses, and there were
no rivers to ford.

Dick King saved the garnson in the fort. Reinforcements
immedialely embarked and were sent to Durban by sea, and
the little Republic of Natalia was forced to submit. So Natal
became a British Colony in 1843 and, like everything elsc in
South Africa, its story is so surprisingly 1ccent. It was the year
Nelson was placed on his column in Trafalgar Square!

Even those historians who may consider that Natalia would
in any cvent have ended in bankruptey, or in disagreement and
more trehking, admire the men who made it and their offi-
cieney in action.  The achicvement of the Boers in clearing
within four yeats so vast a territory as thal between the
Orange River and the Limpopo, and the Province of Natal,

for white settlement is surcly one of the great romances of
colonial history.

§ 4

I left Duban carly one morning and passed through
smiling subwibs to the road that leads noithward into
Zululand

The approach to this native sanctuary was unlike anything
I had expected. T might have heen in India or Trimdad.
All the way out of Durban I ran thiough little townships and
villages which swarmed with Indians and their enormous
families, Hindu temples and mosques were to be seen in
what presumably had once been white towns. The Indian
traders and merchants who stretch down the east coast of
Africa culminate in Natal with a tremendous population of
some two hundied thousand, Once the lowest of the low in
their own country, they now dominale many branches of
trading and some, I was told, have made large fortunes, That
they can undersell the Turopean, have a lower standard of
living and, when rich, wish to live side by side with the
Natalians, constitutes part of what South Africa knows as
“ the Indian Problem ™.

These people were importéd in 1860 to cultivate the sugar,
tea, and other crops in Natal, and they continued to be brought
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tnto the country unul 1g11. When their period of indenture
ended, many were allowed to stay on as market gardeners,
hawkers, and domestic scrvants, and, together with {raders
who arrived from India, multiplied and increased, as they
obviously continue to multiply and increase.

I went on through the sugar country and came at length to
the town of Stanger, which was once a great centre for the
ivory hunters and traders on their way back from Zululand
Standing in a hittle gazden just off the road 18 a memorial
erected by the Zulu nation to the Bantu Napolcon, Shaka.

The creation of the Zulu miliary state 1s surcly one of the
most remazkable events in the history of South Africa, and
one wonders how 1t came about. Legend says that towards
the end of the Eighteenth Century a chief named Dingiswayo
went into exile and wandered about for years, coming even-
tually to Cape Colony. There he was impressed by the sight
of European soldiers drilling in uniform

Zulu tradition recounts how one day Dmmgiswayo returned to
his people riding upon a horse and grasping a gun, the first
horse and gun scen m those parts. But more mteresting stll,
he 15 said to have been accompanied by a white man whose
identity is one of the enthralling mysteries of Aftica. Who
was the white man who helped to launch the Zulu nation
upon its career of conquest, and what happened to him?
This unfortunately we shall never know.

Dungiswayo, who had assumed the chieftainshup, began to
organise the tribe on a military basis. He introduced con-
scription and imposed disciplme, forming his men into
hattalions on the Furopean pattern. When he launched his
wetl-trained warriors upon the surrounding tribes, his victories
followed one another, but during one of his expeditions he was
captured and put to death  He was followed by the terrible
Shaka. That was about the year 1818,

Shaka was a born conqueror and despot.  His nation, like
Sparta, was now an wrmed camp, Every boy weat into
training and was eventually admitted into the army, and no
man was allowed to marry until he had washed his spear in
blood. Regiments, which numbered about two thousand
men, were split up inte companies, and each one was distin-
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guished by a special uniform and a name  Some wore skins
of otters, some of leopards, some had crests of ostrich feathers,
others wore the plumes of the blue crane and the feathers
of the Kaffir finch. The cow-hide shiclds were either red,
white, black, or spotted. Certain regiments of proved valour
were royal regiments and formed a Practorsan Guard,

Zululand was now covered with military kraals, each one
the station of a certain regument. After every engagement
there was a ghastly ritual, when those who were sad to have
shown cowaidice in action were put to death upon the com-
mand of Shaka. Upon vne pccasion a whele hattalion which
had net distinguished 1tself sulfered the death penalty, each
man having the point of a spear thiust, beneath his armpat
until it plerced his heart.

One of Bhaka’s first novations was to limit the number of
assegais carried into battle and to force his troops to rely
upon a shott stabbing-speat. His plan of battle was the
pincer movement of modern mechanised warfare. The Zulu
army advanced in the form of a half moon, and when the right
and left wings had surrounded the enemy the mam body
advanced and delivered the attack While the battle was in
progress a large body, the reserve, remained seated with their
backs to the fray.

The memorial at Stanger 15 placed upon the site of Shaka’s
great military kraal, Dukuza—the Labyrinth—where Faiewell
and King, Fynn and Isaacs visited him. It is possible to gamn
from these observers a clear idea of those great military camps,
where the king lived with a host of concubines and surrounded
by thousands of mostly celibate Jamssaies.

Thousands of bechive huls spaced with military precision
formed a cirendar band round the kraal, and each group of
huts were the quarters of a particular regiment. Like a queen
in & hive, the Zulu monarch was the central figure, accessible
to his subjects, and on occasions only too vistble in transports
of ungovernable 1age. He exercised absolute power over the
lives of his people. The organisation of the Great Place was
perfect. At a moment’s notice the army commanders could
call out whole regiments in full war-paint to dance, to display
cattle, or to go off to war o1 to hunt. FEverything the King
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said was formally approved by thousands of yes-men shouting
in chorus. That Shaka saw through it all is perfectly obvious,
but he throve on a reputation for inhumanity and based his
power on fear; in which, of course, he was not alone in the
ancient or the modern world.

When Fynn saw him first, Shaka was wearing a turban of
leopard skin from which, a crane’s tail-feather rose two feet
into the air, cubes of dried sugar-cane were let into the lobes
of his cars, his shoulders and his body from waist to knee were
covered with a fiinge of twisted monkey sk, and at his arms,
elbows, and knees were bunches of white hair from the tails
of oxen. He was over six {eet hugh, muscular, and active.

Isaacs tells how every morning the king would bathe and
then rub his Lody with balls of pounded raw meat. Some-
times he would spend most of the day reclimng in his hut
surrounded by the royal girls, who knelt on mats. At night
he would curl up on a 1eed mat and place hus head upoa a
wooden neck-rest. Anyone who asked for an audience had
to comply with etiquette as rigid as that of a European court.

His cruelty took extravagant forms, such as his massacre of
thousands who did not appear to him to show sufficient grief
when his mother died, a slaughter that was ludicrously
extended to calves, so that the cows should appear to join m
the universal lamentation Once, suspecting infidelity, he
made a clean sweep of the whole harem. His judicial
functions seem always to have ended in the wretched
defendants being hurried away, their necks broken by a
sudden sideways jerk in transit, and their bodies beaten with
knobkerries.

The white men were a great pleasure to Shaka. He did not
know enough about them to fear them, as Dingaan did. To
him they came at a time when life was boring, when a million
Bantu had been slain in war and there were no new worlds to
conguer—when m fact there was nothing to do but to gloat
over the cattle and spend days in the company of a tedious
harem. These white visitors were new and exciting, so were
the stories they told of a brother monarch named George far
across the sea, in whormn the Zulu chief took the keenest
interest,
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The few years before his assassination were brightened by
the gifts of macassar o1l and purgatives, by a razor—a bold
gift to offer him—and a mirror, With flawless logic he argued
that if one pill were good, twenty must be twenty times as
good, so that his court fiequently suffered from overdoses of
popular remedies The muse of history would have been 1n
one of her most playful moods if Shaka’s desire to travel acioss
the sea and meet his fellow monarch mn London had been
gratified. One wonders what Gempge IV would have made
of him, and he of the First Genlleman of Burope!  George’s
tastes were catholic, and they mught have got an famously.
It would also be delightful to be able to 1eport a subsequent
attempt to recrcale the Brighton Pavilion upon the hills of
Zululand !

Bul Shaka’s Iifc was cut short by the assegal of an assassin,
and he was buried where his monument now stands. Rising
upon 2 seies of stone plinths is a tablet surmounted by a
draped urn that might more fitly commemorate John Wesley.

§5

My surprise grew as I approached the capital, Eshowe, for
this was not a bit like my 1dea of Zululand. I was prepared
for something lush, tropical, and threatening ; in other words,
Congo country. But instead there were gentle downlands,
rounded hills, long sweeping valleys that 1eminded me now of
Dorset and agam of Devonshire, sometimes of the Yorkshire
Moors and often of Scotland.

It was surprisingly green, and less congested than the
Transkel. Huis dotted the hills and the slopes, different from
the white mud-walled huts in the other reserves; these were
made of plaited basket-work and thatch that came down
almost to the ground, giving them the appearance of old-
fashioned bee-skeps.

The natives also were different.  The men looked infinitely
finer and taller, and I thought more young men were
visible than in the Transkei. I passed them marching
across the land or resting beside the road, and those not
dressed in Luropean clothes had skins that shone as if polished
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with blacklead. The women were performing the same
eternal tasks, carrying burdens and drawmg water; and they
too, I thought looked slightly more vivacious than the Xosas
and the Pondos* m grace of movement, however, there was
nothing to choose between them.

Eshowe is another of those beautiful onomatopoeic words—
perhaps the hest of them all—which describes the wind passing
tlnough the forest. The town stands high and 15 surrounded
by forcsts. It is fairly cool, and within twenty mles of the
sea. You could go there and see little except the excellent
hotel, a trader’s store, and a few shops, but scatiered all
1ound aboul aic many buildings which if brought together
would form quite a respectable little township. There are at
least four chwiches, a cowt-house, a hospital, a police
station, a swimmung-bath, an agricullural college, and a
building 1. which the Zululand Times is printed.

Confidently cxpecting by this time to be lost in darkest
Africa, T found myself instead in a sophisticated little hotel
full of people who would have fitted into the background of
Boscombe or Ilfracombe. There was even the same elderly
woman knitting the same ambitious garment whose progress
I have been watching all my life, LTunch included Scotch
broth and the best steak-andskidney pie I have encountered
for years. When I asked the manageress whether the cook
was English or Scots, she rephed: “Oh no, he’s a Zulu,
Would you like to meet him?

In the kitchen outside a rotund little bearded Zulu was
intraduced to me, wearing on his head a peculiar cone-shaped
chef’s hat like a dunce’s cap. His name was Mzwayr. When
I coraplimented him upon the pie he was pleasantly modest,
and said that years ago he had been cook to a ¢ most particular
English missus >’ who had taught him how to make it.

1 was lost in admration for that unknown woman.  Are not
such women the true standard-bearers of civilisation? Pose
terity bestows its laurels upon pedple who have never done
anything half as useful as teaching a Zulu to carry a perfect
steak-and-kidney pie into the future. I thought T would
Yike to have met Mzwayi’s “ most particular missus * and to
have congratulated her upon her contribution to civilisation.
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I was so tired that T went to bed at nine o’clock, The
next moment, it seemed, a Zulu maid was gently finding
room for a tea~-tray on the hedside table, the sun was invading
the room, and the usual South African bird was saymg
“Ho-ho ™ from an adjacent tree; for no one has taught
these birds 1o sing

§6

Sixty-five miles away to the north-west of Eshowe are
Tsandhlwana and Rorke’s Drift, and the place where the
Prince Imperial was killed. I wonder how many people in
these days could give off-hand an account of Isandhlwana?
Yet it 1s only eighty-six years smce that disaster horiified our
great-grandparents and created an outery in Press and
Parliament

It happened thirty years after Blood River, when the Zulu
nation had recovered {rom its defeat and under a new military
patriot, Cetewayo, was ready to fight the white man again.
The Government, finding war inevitahle, sent out an army
from Ingland in all the splendour of European military
pageantry. There were lancers with fluttering pennons,
brass bands, and gun teams with pipe-clayed diag-ropes,
It is clear that the folly of fighting a frontier war in the
Furopean tradition was obvious to Boers like Kruger and

5 Joubert, who warned Lord Chelmsford, the commander, that
the only way to fight Zulus was to put scouts out ahead, form
laager and wait. But that was not the way things were done
at Aldershot.

So the army marched into Zululand with bands playing,
and one of its columns was surprised by a force of twenty
thousand Zulus, who massacred eight hundred British soldiers
and five hundred native auxiliarics. The tents were dis-
covered still standing as if nothing had happcned, and all
round lay the disembowelled corpses of the defenders, the
dend hoises and oxen, and the rifled stores and ammunition
boxes. That was Isandhlwana,

Cetewayo was eventually defeated at the battle of Ulundi,
when the army formed a square, as at Waterloo, which was in
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effect a living laager with the cavalry in the centre. As at

Blood Ruiver, the square opened at the critical moment and
the cavalry rode out. This battle broke the nulitary power of
the Zulus and Cetewayo became a captive.

I would like to have seen the place werc the Prince Imperial
died. I am told that there 15 a 10ugh stone cross erected by
Queen Victoria in “ affectionale remembrance of Napoleon
Eugene Lows Jean Joseph, Prince Tmperial, 10 mark the spot
where he, while assisting m a reconnaissance with the British
troops on 1st June, 1879, was attacked by a party of Zulus and
fell with his face to the foe .

The . Prince Imperial, son of Napolecon IIT and the
heautif) Empress Eugénie, was an embarrassing addition to
Lord Chelmsford’s troubles in South Africa  He was a young
man who, at the tender age of fourteen, had been taken by his
romantic parent to witness the triumph of the French atmy in
1850 and, instead, he was returned to his mother before Sedan.
His father was now dead, and as Prince Imperial he had
already heard the intoxicatmg cry of * Vive L'Empereur! "
rising mto the English air from the throats of French royalists ;
for to them he was already the Emperor Napolecon IV and the
hope of the Third Empire. He was thus a heavy responsibiity
for any commander-in-chief, especially in a country where
any patch of tamboekie grass might conceal an assegai.

He was twenty-three, romantic like his father, headstrong
and brave, and it was natural for him to see in the Zulu War
an opportunity to distinguish himself as became the son of
Napoleon Buonaparte’s nephew. Might not a brilliant career
m South Africa end amid fluttering handkerchiefs, the tossing
plumes of cuirassiers and the blare of fifes and trumpets in the
Champs Elysées? Where but on a battlefield might a Napoleon
reach a throne—and Zululand at that time was the only
available battlefield.

_ The British Government, with the Isandhlwana despatches
newly in the files—for the Prince came out with reinforcements
after the disaster—firmly opposed the young man’s wishes.
But his mother went to see the Quecn. That entente was
irresistible.

“1 did all I could to stop his going,” said Disraeli after the
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tragedy. ‘‘ But what can you do when you have to deal with
two obstinate women?

The Prince had passed high in his class at Woolwich—too
high at least for a prince—and no one knew quite what to
do with himm, Little jobs like sketching and mapping were
found for him, but the great thing was to keep him away
from dongas and patches of mealies

One morning in June he rode out with Lieutenant Caiey,
six troopets, and a Kaflir guide to inspect a camping sile,
While they were making coflee, a party of Zulus hidden in a
donga opened five, The horses plunged, and only five of the
hoistmen managed to scramble into the saddle. Two horses
broke loose and two men ran about to try to catch them. The
Prince Tmperial, who was riding a mettlesome grey standing
sixteen hands high, could not get his foot into the stirtup-iton.
Hearing the other horses gallopmg past, the grey plunged and
swung round, atlempting to follow them, the Punce made a
desperate effort to leap into the saddle with the help of 2
holster, which snapped and flung him off his balance so that
he fell to the ground. His excited horse trampled on him and
galloped off after the others.

He was now alone. The two unmounted troopers had been
stabbed to death., He scrambled to his feet, drawing his
revolver, and faced fourteen Zulus, Later that day a cavalry
patrol was still able to recognise the naked body of the young
man who, to many Frenchmen, was the Empero1r Napoleon
Iv. ’

In April of the following year a strange procession moved
through Zululand and picked 1ts way carcfully over the
rough country that leads to Itelemi Hill. An escort of some
twenty Natal Mounted Police surrounded a civilian spider
driven by General Sir Evelyn Wood. Behind rode 2 groom
with a led horse saddled for a lady, and farther back were
baggage-wagons and a vehicle in which the startled faces of
ladies” maids gazed out at the grim landscape, When they
reached the placc where the cross 15 now, Sir Evelyn Wood
gave his arm to a lady in deep mourning whose lifted veil
revealed the lovely face that for a little time had smiled in the
sunshine of the Second Empire. What Eugénic thought as
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she knelt at her son’s grave will never be known. She had
been Empress of France. It must have seemed to her that the
‘glittering adventure, begun s0 long ago in Corsica, had ended
for ever in this lonely grave in Zululand, slamn by the assegai
of a black Napoleon.

§7

The Chief Native Commissioner had kindly arranged a Zulu
dangce for me at a kraal far over the mountains,. We set out
in the afiernoon, and travelled for a long way until we came
within sight of a mountain top which I was told was four
thousand feet above the sea.

The kraa} was evidently a large one, but we lost sight of it
as we turned off the road and began to ascend a steep track.
As we came in sight of 1t again, it was clear that we had been
observed, and a large group of Zulus was gathering to welcome
us. FBven at that distance, seen against the sky, I could tell
that they had put on their war-pami. I could see tossing
headdresses of feathers, and I was reminded of the deseriptions
of Nathaniel Isaacs as he approached the Great Place of
Shaka.

This was, of course, nothing like Shaka’s vast military town,
but it was nevertheless one of the largest kraals I had so far
seen in Zululand, A stockade of thorn hush and cactus
enclosed several acres in which stood perhaps thirty or forty
huts. They were all of the old-fashioned beehive type with
the thatch touching the ground, and an entrance so small
that you would have to enter on hands and knees. Within
the main enclosure was a smaller cattle kraal constructed of
wickerwork, where the milking was done and where the cattle
were kept at night,

As we drove up into the entrance a crowd of some hundreds
of Zulus, men and wornen, surrounded the car. I did not see
one old hat, foothall jersey, or pair of trousers. The sight
reminded me of the African village in some exhibition I had
seen when 2 child, While I was admiting the fearsome and
barbaric assembly, an old Zulu dressed in a white overall,
riding-breeches, brown leather gaiters, and a sun helmet
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strode up 1 a stately manner and saluted the Commissioner,
then, taking off his hat, he uttered the roval salute, ** Bayete
eZulu!”’, which was echoed by all his followers.  He was the
chuef,

He led the way mnto the cattle kraal where the dance was 1o
be held A few chairs had been placed for ws, and no sooner
had we taken our places than three cows weie driven mto the
kraal. The chief made a speech to the Chiel Commissioner,
who 1ose and critically examined the beasts before selecting
one. The chief then presented this cow to the Commissioner,
who expressed lhus thanks i Zulu and returned the gift 1o the
chuef.  The animal was driven away and immediately killed
and flayed. All this, I thought, was runming remarkably frue
o type! T began to wonder which of the onlookers would
be hurried away to a Hall of Death!

The dancers, a startling sight, gave me a good idea of the
scene witnessed by owr ill-fated men at Isandhlwana as the
1mpis swarmed towards them. From caps and rings of leopard .
skin, tall black plumes waved like the ostrich-feather hounets
of a Highland regiment. Their necks and shoulders were
covered with leopard-skin corselets, which hung down in
front of their bodies 1n a V shape. The tals of animals hung
from their waists, and some wore bushy tufts of white hair
ahove the elbow and below the knee. Each man carried a
shicld—some of them small dancing-shields—and everyone
carried a hlunt stick

The same atmosphere of anti-climax and hiatus, which is
also inseparable fiom any Arab ceremony, then pervaded the
enclosure, and the dancers drifted ofl 1n ones and twos until 1
began to wonder whether anything would happen  Leaving
the Chief Commissioner and the chief in earnest talk, I took a
stroll mto the village. The delay, I gathered, was caused by
the women danceis, who were not ready.  They were sitting
outside their huts clothed only in beads and Dands of beads,
busily engaged in greasing one another’s legs and bodies until
they shone like oiled bronze.

I had heen told that the old chief possessed twenty-one
wives and I wondered whether the dancers were young wives
or elder daughters. With such a domestic establishment, it

Q
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was obvious that what I had assumed to be a village made up
of many different families was really only one family, and that
most of the population must be the sons and daughters of the
old man in the sun hat.

No woman preparing for a presentation at Court could have
taken more pains before her mirror than the dancers as they
ciouched on the earth greasing themselves, seeing that every
bangle and head was in place, and especially that the elahorate
hair-ciessing was properly arranged. They were not wearing
the high Nefrititi-ike mud-pack of the marned Zulu woman,
but had arranged their haw i thin plaits, each plait endmg ina
bead or a charm, and the whole fringe falling round the face
in fiont as well as back. At last they aiose and, giving a
final pull to necklaces and hip-hands, walked slowly towards
the cattle kraal,

The dancers now formed up in a wide half-circle, the women
in the fiont row, and began shuffling and stamping their feet
to the sound of a low, mournful chant. The warriors bran-
dished their sticks and knobkerries and waved their ox-hide
shields and, as the dance progressed, the chanting became
sharper and louder. A little old woman beating a tin can ran
1apidly in a crouching attitude in front of the dancers, shricking
aword or two at them and inspiring them to greater stamping
and shuffling.

This dance was called the Inkondhlo, and is one often per-
formed at weddings and on other festive occasions. It was
monotonous, and once having started there seemed no end toit.

The old chief, whose name was Nkantini, sat i state with
the Chief’ Commissioner, facing the dancers and occasionally
pointing with his stick 1o anyone who in his opinion was not
giving of his best. I heard an amusing explanation of the
name Nkantini, which s, of course, a corruption of the word
canteen. Thmis man’s father, Sitekn, had taken part in the
attack on Isandhlwana, and after the battle took possession
of a canteen, or quartermaster’s stores, in which there was 2
‘large quantity of paraffin. Mistaking this for whisky, Siteku
and his followers drank so deeply that some of them are said
to have died. The effects of paraffin so impressed Siteku that
he called his young son Nkantini to commemorate the event!
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When the dance petered out I went for another watk round
the kraal, and was delighted by the dignity and good manners
of the people. They weie in a very happy mood. The heast
that had been slaughtered was ready to be roasted, so that
everyonc was looking forwaid to the feast which would begin
as soon as we had departed. Outside one of the huts I saw
two young married women helping one another to build up
the peculiar cocoa coloured head cone, the 1uChola, which is as
distinctive of Zululand as the women’s white eye pamnt is of
the Transker. Frrst, the woman’s hair is drawn up to its full
length and plaited with grass into long spikes which stund up-
right from the crown of the head.  The hait is then built up
with certain fibres and treated with fat and 1ed ochie. The
fimshed cffect bears a close resemblance to the high crown of
Akhnaton’s queen, Nefrititi.

We had a tremendous send-ofl, and the inhabitants of the
kraal departed hastily to prepare for their feast.

§8

Among those sights which bave impressed most travellers in
South Africa from the earliest times until well into the Nine-
teenth Century were the enormous herds of game which roamed
all over the country., Nothlung like 1t had ever been seen else-
where in the world. The great herds of bison in North
America, impressive as they were, could not be compared with
the variety of wild life to be seen in South Africa,

When the white men fiist landed, hippopotamu and lions
roamed 1ound Cape Town, then, as man and his guns ad-
vanced, the animals retreated, but cven in the first few decades
of the Nineteenth Century there were gigantic herds of migra-
tory buck mixed with zebra, ostriches, and all kinds of other
animals in regions now cultivated and settled,

A vivid idea of the sights seen by Nmneteenth Century
hunters may be gained from the lustrations in two accessible
books which once had gicat popularity in England, Cornwallis
Harris's Wild Sports of Southern Africa, and The Lwn-Hunter aof
South Africa, by Gordon Cumming. The frontispiece in
Harris’s book shows a horseman galloping beside a great herd
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of antelope, wildebeeste—or gnu—zebra, and ostiich, while
in the distance other herds are calmly grazing, undisturbed by
the tumult. Gordon Cumming shows a man firing from the
saddle 1nto a herd composed literally of thousands of bleshok.

‘What has happened to the once vast animal population of
South Africa? A mass slaughter took place in the Nineteenth
Clentury, as the heads and horns in castles and mansions all
over the world, and in the glass cases of natlural history
museums, prove, and, as the human invaders pushed their
towns and thar railways forward, the game retreated, and
might by tlus time have been almost extinct if South Africa
had not established game reserves,

Large tracts of land have been set apart in many distiicts
throughout the country, where the game are allowed to breed
in natural conditions. No one is allowed to shoot them and
Nature 15 encouraged to establish its own balance, as in the
days before the coming of the white man. Lions and leopards
are allowed to prey on buck, zebra, and giraffe, with the result
that the species are kept strong and healthy. The two most
famous reserves are the Kruger National Park in the Tians-
vaal, celebrated for 1ts lions, and the Hluhluwe Game Reserve
in Natal, celebrated for the black and the elsewhere extinct
‘white rhinoceros,

South Africans love nothing better than to spend a holiday
in the rest camps at these reserves, where they sleep in huts
and go out by day to see the wild animals in their natural sur-
roundings and shoot them with a camera. Nearly everyone
in South Africa has some startling story of a lion met face to
face in the Kruger Park, or of a rhino that charged them in
Hluhluwe.

When Mr D. E. Mitchell, the Administrator of Natal, offered
to drive me up to Hluhluwe for a few days with the rhino, I
accepted with alacrity, for there could be no better guide.

We left Eshowe after lunch. The journey before us was one
of a hundred miles 1o the north into the more desolate coastal
regions of Zululand, We passed through beantiful green hill
country, where ihe beehive huts had the mournful look of
lonely cabins in Connemara. Sugar-cane grew on each side
of the road, and ence we had passed through the little town of
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Empangen: the road siretched ahead devoid of town or village
for mule after mile.

Hluhluwe—another lovely word—means © Sweet walers”’,
and you can hear them lapping if you pronounce the h's as
I's. At first sight unpronounceable, this word may easily be
rendered correctly, as i Zulu, by any Welshman, and mndeed
by anyone who can say Llewelyn.  Mr Mitchell told me that
the Hiuhluwe Reserve covers sixty squate miles of country,
and it i~ the only place i the world where you can see the
South African while rhinoceros, for the white rhinoceros of
the Uganda is a sub-species

We aossed the Black Umfolozi River on o long, rickety
bridge and saw, far below, a trickle of warm brown wuter
flowing castward to St Lucia Estuary, where crocodiles and
hippopotami are to be seen and wherc men go to calch
sharks, The country now became wilder than ever. A place
that looked quite important on the map turned out to be a
trader’s store with a petrol pump and a few chickens pecking
round ouibuildings near a cactus hedge.

As we went on, I saw another aspect of Nature’s attempi to
turn South Africa into a wilderness Here was a problem of
land degeneration almost as difficult to fight as soil erosion.
It is called bush encroachment. We passed through mule after
mile of recently good grassland, but now bush country in
which nothing can grow. Between this point and Swaziland
to the north there are tens of thousands of acres of good land
degencratmg nto bush. You can look back and see the
grass like an outgoing tide.

We passed imperceptibly into the Game Reserve, wheye I
saw a glorious wild land of green rounded hills and dense
valleys, and far off line after line of blue mountains. There
is a profound difference between wild country, no matter how
desolate, in which man is living, and utterly prmitive country
that has never known his fires, his huts, and his ploughs, The
Hluhluwe Reserve was primitive Africa, incredibly primitive
pre-Bantu Africa. I could have imagined that any rock near
the road concealed the pigmy people, who, according to Zulu
tradition, were an older, smaller race even than the Bushmen.
Then there was a sudden gallop, a frsk of tails, and 1ight
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across our path streaked a dozen zebra like fat, painted ponies.
The grass grew high beside the road and I saw a movement 1n
it. We stopped the car. One by one several melancholy
snouted faces appeared, and then, bounding on their knuckles,
turning every now and then towards us, a famuly of baboons,
the Little ones bringing up the rea1, crossed to the other side

We came to a dell as green as any wood in Surrey, The
trees arched overhead and the watchful stillness of woodland
lay all around,

“Look!” I eied, ° the animals I’ve been longing 1o see—
sprighok!

“ No,” said Mr Mitchell * Impala.”

And almost hefore we had had time to watch, six exquisite
red-hrown bodies had curved like divers through the air across
the road, six bodies with curving horns, six deer-like muzzles,
each with a little white mark near the cye; and they vanished
notselessly, like a dream, into tall grass

We came out of the wood to the shoulder of a hill, A
notice-board stood there as surprising and laconic as
“Unexploded Bomb’*, It just read: “ Danger Rhino®
We scanned the hillside eagerly, but could sce nothing

§9

The rest camp at Hluhluwe stands upon the top of a hill,
There are a number of circular white rondavels standing in
lines upon grass, a welcome and cheerng sight. There 15 a
smell of wood smoke as Zulu servants fire the stoves for hot
water. The huts are civilised places; mine had a small
kitchen and a bathroom and also electric light.

About eighty visitors can be housed in the camp, and they
must bring their food with them. The camp provides beds,
bedding, cooking utensils, cutlery, crockery, firewood, and
large, silent, competent Zulus, who do the housework and the
cooking. Like so many things in South Africa, I thought the
price-—four shillings a night—armazingly cheap.

After a bath we went off to dine with Captain and Mus
Potter, the Game Conservator and his wife, who live at the far
end of the camp in a house among trees. The Potter
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mansion touches the highest point of improbability. Standing
upon a hill in Zululand, suirounded by many strange African
tices and shrubs, it has the air of having flown straight over
from Susscx. It is one of the houses advertised every week
in Country Life. solid, stone-built, lcaded casements, and all
modetn conveniences, One expected the door to he opened
by a London stockbroker.

Upon a parquet floor covered with lon and zebra skins
stood Captawn Potter, wearng a safari shirt and khald trousers,
tall, lean, brown, and ohservant—just the type you would
choose if you were writing a play or a film about life in
the back of heyond, The things that worry so many people
—stocks and shares, moncy, the deplorable state of the wold
—meant nothing to him m this solitude. Mote important
than Russia and Amenica and anything else was the sick 1hine
calf in Umfolosi.

Captain Potter was born about sixty years ago in Stafford-
shire, although, like so many South Africans of sixty, he looks
no more than fifty. When he was a schoolboy at Berkham-
sted, he remembers seeing Lord Rothschild emeige from the
gates of Tring Park hehind a team of zehras; but he had no
1dea then that his knowledge of these animals was later to
become more profound than that of hus lordship, He came out
to South Africa, where eventually his love of amimals and
solitude led him to Hluhluwe.

We had dinner as if we were in a house in Cape Town, the
well-tramed servants i white jackets moving nouselessly over
the lion skins, The talk was all of wild animals—of rhino,
buffalo, zebra, buck, but always back to rhino, the pride of
Hiluhluwe. I gathered that the average visitor arnives by car
and spends s tune looking for rhino, generally with a camera.
He can go in his car along the few roads that traverse the
reserve, where he frequently meets these animals round a
corner, or he can go on foot, but should he do this, he must
take a game guard with him.

1t is not uncommon for a visitor to be “ treed ”* during his
visit, and this has happened to many distinguished and
dignified persons; for when it sees you, the rhino will either
lumber away or instantly charge. Two policemen upon a
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recent visit to the reserve had been forced to spend a night in
a trec while a rhino patrolled heneath,

Theie ate 2 hundred and fifty of the ordinary black rhing in
Hluhluwe and two hundied and filty to three hundred white
rhino, mostly m the adjacent Umfolost Reserve, the only re-
maming white rhino in the world The difference between
these animals 15 in size and habit, not colour, for the white is
much the same colour as the black. But he 15, afler the
clephant, the laxgest of land mammals. A good-sized male will
stand six feet six inches at the shoulder and may weigh about
five tons.  Whate and black rhino have two horns, the larger
of which is between four and five feet in length.

“ How can you tell o white from a black rhino® ' T asked,

“The white thino has a square lip, and the black has a
pointed, prehensile upper lip,”* T was told.

I asked if there are any other signs that might be ohserved
fiom a greater distance

“Yes The white rhino lives on grass and carries his head
so low that it almost touches the ground; the black rhino
lives on the leaves of trees and bushes and carries his head
lugher.”

The white rhino, although larger than the bIack 1§ not so
aggressive. Both animals have such poor sight that they can
se¢ nothing farther away than about thirty paces, but the
senses of smell and hearing are highly developed. The black
rhino never utters a sound. When angry, his grunt can be
heard only for about ten yards, but the shout of the white
rhmo can be heard for half a mile. Both white and black
thino calve only once in threec years.

During the day-time the rhinoceros often sleeps, and feeds
at dusk and in thé early morning. He is so frequcntly met
with at night that visitors are cautioned to arrive at the
reserve in daylight.

§ 10

It was not yet five on a sharp, chilly morning. Mist lay
in swathes in the valley, There was utier silence. I shivered
as I put on a bush shirt, but I knew that in two houts it would
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be almost unhearably hot. Just as I had loaded a camauia,
I heard the sound of a car outside.  Mr Mitchell and Captan
Potter were loohing keen and resolute.

The road from the camp winds steeply down o the reserve,
passing round a tall hill; the ground falls away on the left 1o
grassland dotted with bush, to the nght » the steep hillside.
As we turned a corner, Mr Mitchell braked and brought the
car to a stop.

“ Look! " he whispered.  © What a bit of luck!? ”

Forty yards away, right i owr path, a female rhinoceros and
her calf were asleep on the road, snugehing into tie hillside,
We had the sun behind us and it shone on them.

“ Isay, Potter, she's big, isn’t she? * whispered Mi Mitchell.

“ Yes, she is pretty big,” said Captain Poteer.

I thought she was colossal.  She lay in the road like a
broken-down tank, Her body was clephant-grey with a hint
of pink, and the immense mass heaved slowly as she breathed.
The calf was the size of a big pony. I had not yet seen a
rhinoceros move, and was feeling fairly courageous, I sug-
gested that I should get out and tale a photograph

“Be quick,” said Mr Mitchell, “ for we may have to reverse
if she charges.”

Taking a few steps on the 10ad, even though accompanted by
Captain Potter, my heroism began to ebb. The thino’s main
horn was at least four feet long and her sharp lictle ears were like
the knot in a handkerchief which people malke to assist memory.
As we tptoed towards her, those small eas twitched inde-
pendently, and suddenly, with a stupendous luich, she was
on her feet Jooking at us. It was a most surprising movement.
The calf rose, too, and stood beside 1ts mother. I decided not
to bother about a photograph and went back to the car,

“We'll just creep a bit nearer,” said Mr Mitchell, slipping
forward yard by yard.

Having heard us, smelt us, and now having seen us, the
rhinoceros moved to face us squarely. She hited her head
with 1ts two howns and watched us. The sun shone in her
eyes, lighting up two spoonsful of black malice, As we slowly
advanced, she stood her ground squarely. We were now
ahout thirty yards away. I looked round to sce if Captain

i
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Potter had brought a gun  Fe had not. 1 looked back and
thought it would not be easy for us to reverse uphill at a suffi-
cient speced. I already saw the engine of the car speared on
her horn and began to wish that Mr Mitchell’s nerves were
not so good.

“ Look out,” whispered Captain Potler.

“Tt's all right—I"m watching her,” whispered Mr Mitchel],

The malicious vegetarian lifted and lowered her head as if
scenting us, and made a slight stamping motion with a foot,

“Here she comes!” said Mr Mitchell, putting the car in
reverse, as the ponderous mass came lightly towards us, then
as suddenly swerved off the road into the bush, accompanied
by her calf,

She paused when a hundred yards away and again faced us
as we continued down the road. At the next bend, we en-
countered a small car puffing up the hill towards the carmp,
packed with a laughing fammly party, who waved to us and
shouted cheerfully as they went past. Little did they know
what game we had flushed from their path!

Afier breakfast we motored off again in search of thino. We
repeated the process after Junch. We counted twenty-seven
rhino in the course of the day, which I believe i3 almost a
record bag, We saw also kudu, impala, inyala, buffalo, bush
buck, zchra, wart-hogs, and monkeys.

I noticed that every one of our twenty-seven rhino carried a
red sore about the size of a saucer on its body. Captain
Potter told me that these sores appear only during the breeding
season, and his theory s that they are musk glands.

“If you returned here in two months time,” he said, “1
would give you a fiver for every sore you could find. They will
all have healed up. If you should examine the body of a
young rhinoceros, Jou would see on its side an indentation
where the musk gland will develop in adult life. You will
not find this theory advanced in any zoological work. It is
my own theory, based on bbservation and contact with these
creatures. Also, during this time of year I can smell the
rhinoceros musk.”’

We spent an enchanted afternoon among hills and valleys,
coming suddenly upon pasiures where zebra and wildebeest
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grazed together. ‘With a tribe of monkeys running, stooping,
and turning before us, we climbed hills and came to cool
forest paths, full of furtive movement as buck hid from us,
all save one, a tall kudu bull who stood beneath an arch of
leaves and faced us eye to eye. The only movement in his
body was an inqusitive trembling of velvet nostrils until, the
engine starting up, his resolution snapped and he was gone,
with nothing to show that he had ever been there but a waving
hough.

The great thrill of our day was waiting for us, unsuspected
hut not unsought, at the top of a hill as we were returning to
the camp. We came slowly up the hill and, turning a corner,
had just changed gear for the flat when we saw a 1thinoceros
charging at full gallop, with his horn almed at ws. Auto-
matically Mc Mitchell pressed his foot on the accelerator, the
rhimoceros pulled up at a small bush on the side of the road
and worried 1t with his horn, and in that sccond we were past
him!

It happened so quickly. There was no time for alarm.

“Well, did you ever see anything quite like that? ™ said
Mr Mitchell. *“ That old Punyana heard the car and was
waiting for us at the top of the hill, and—if 1t hadn’t been for
that bush he might have got us!’"

The Punyana 1s a slightly smaller type of rhino, bad-
tempered and savage, as we saw only too well.  The extremely
clear impression I had of him was that he was maoving with the
speed of a horse and was attacking us out of sheer ingrained
malice.

The following day we set off by car from Hluhluwe and
were in Pietermaritzburg in the evening.



CHAPTER EICHT

In which I leave Natal fur the plawns of the Orange Free State,
uisit Bloemfontewn, the Central Ciiy, and go down to the Karoo, where
Jor a week I lbve wn a civlised desert,

§1
TRAVELLED along the fine mountain roads from Natal
towards the Free State. At Chieveley, where a lonely rail-
way line crosses a green plain, T saw the spot where war cor-
respondent Churchill was captur ed by General Botha during the
South African War. At Ladysmith, which takes ils name fiom
the Spanish wife of Sir Harry Smith, a gallant soldier who
played a great part in the nud Nineteenth Century history of
the country, I saw relics of the siege—old Lee Metfords, a
drum, cavalry muskets and so on—which to anyone who has
been in an air raid seem hike something left over from Waterloo,

I turned towards the Drakensberg and spent several days in
the Natal National Park, where a superbly sited hotel offers in
the wilderness all the case and comfort of Durban By the
worst of ill luck it rained most of the time I was there, an
unusual patch of bad weather T was told, so that I was unable
to climb the Berg as 1 had hoped to do. During a slorm of
thunder and lightning I caught a Loch Leven trout in a
tributary of the Tugela.

Entering the Free State, I stayed at Harrismith, a town foll
of cheerful people who are interested in polo, woollen blankets,
and an annual race to the top of a mountamn called the
Platherg.

Rain again blotted out everything the day I went to the
World’s View, to see the place where Retief’s party waited
while he went down into the Promised Land. T was told that
on a clear day the view down towards Natal is one of the fairvest
on carth. All I could see that day were rocks and drizzle.
Upon one of the rocks pretty Deborah Retief had inscribed
her father’s name in green pain% and there it is to-day, with a

23
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glass case over 1, the only inscription, so far as 1 know, left
by the Voortrekkers.

I continued my jowncy across a flat, attractive landscape
with enormous views to the horizon, a plain wheie green
koppies broke the distance, where farms stood among trees,
where aluminium water-wheels were revolving in the breese,
and whete churns stood ready for the creamery lorry. I came
to Bethlehem—named by the Voortickkers—a pretty place
with a beautsful bird sanctuary and a 1eservorr like one of the
smaller Cumberland lakes. Then T crossed a lovely tract of
country and entered a pass called the Golden Gates—Basuto-
land always at my clbow like a mixture of Wales and Switzer-
land—and m the evening, drawing nearer to the mountains, I
crassed out of Union territory at Maseru, the capital of Basuto-
land

Basutoland does not belong politically to the Union, but,
like Swaziland and Bechuanaland, 15 administered by the
Colomal Office. Many people in the Union think the time
overdue when these High Commission Territories, as they are
called, should belong to the Union politically as they do
geographically.

On the following day I continued across the great plain
through some of the finest looking farming country I had seen,
and as darkness fell T arrived in Bloemfontein, the capital of
the Free State. 1 saw long, well-lit streets, and in front of the
post-office a coloured fountain which was sending up cheerful
plumes of water, now red, now blue, now orange. It was a
pretiy reminder that the name of Bloemfontein is the ““ Foun-
tain of Flowers ”.

A friend called upon me after dinner and suggested that we
should go for a drive to the top of Naval Hill, a tall koppie
round which the city is built. In a few moments we had left
the street lights behind and were mounting a road that curves
for five miles to the summitof thehill. Asweturned a cornera
large animal bounded away from our headlights into the bush
that lies on each side of the road. It was some species of buck.
A fow yards further on we had to slow down to allow a couple
of zebra to cross the road. They were tamer than New Forest
ponies,
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When we came to the summt we left the, car and walked
forward to a spur of rock from which we looked down at the
city below us.  'We could sec the whole of Bloemfontein and its
southern suburbs outlined in sparks of light. Miles of streets
and cross streets glittered in parallel lines, and beyond lay the
dark loneliness of the veld. 'We watched the glow-worm irain
miules away approaching the Free State capital and, as we
looked, another left the station and went north to Johanneshurg,

§2

I went out in the moining to find my way about Blocm-
fontein, which was not difficult, for the cily 13 not large and is
well designed. I was at once struck by its air of qualty,
its dignity, and 1ts assurance. There is a vitality and a fresh-
ness about Bloemfontein which I think are due to two things*
the alutude, which is four thousand five hundred feet above the
sea—or a hundred f{eet higher than the top of Ben Nevis—
and the good fortune it has had with the aichitectural pro-
fession. Indeed there is no public building of note that is not
both distinguished and pleasing.

The harmony of Bloemfontein is 1 a gieat measure due to
buildings erected in the proper style for South Africa,
The perfect little Raadsaal gave me great pleasure. To me it
means something. It is not a great Semutic ziggurat, but a
little fragment of the clear classical world in blossom upon
the High Veld. Two other buildings of distinction are the
Supreme Court and the Court of Appeal.

What South Africa would have done without the ox and the
wagon, one cannot imagine. 'The ox wagon, as I have already
said, is a truer emblem of South Africa’s history than anything
else, and its influence extends even to town planning. When
the first dorps were built, the streets were made sufficiently
wide for a full team of oxen to turn round in them—a necessary
provision—and the result is that when a village grew into a
town, and a town into a city, there was plenty of room for
buildings, and it was unnecessary first to clear from the site
acres of crowded habitations, as it is in Europe.

The city is the legal capital of the Union and its court is
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the highest appeal court in the country. Many people believe
that some day the two capital system will be ended by
common consent and that Bloemfontein, as the central city,
has the best claim to he the capital of the Unmion With
Naval Hill as its Acropolis, this city could indeed bhecome a
splendid capital.

Bloemfontemn might also claim to be the astronomical capital
of the Union Michigan Umniversity has its observatory on
Naval Hill, and so clear is the atmosphere of the Tree State
that Harvard Observatory has removed stself from the Andes
in Peru to Mazelspoort, a fow mules from Bloemfontein, I
was told that one of the Imgest telescopes 1n the world is being
installed at Mazelspoort, which will then hecome the most
impaortant observatory in the Southern Hemisphere,

The deht which South Africans owe to tree planters and
gardeners from the time of van Richeeck and van der Stel
onwards has many tumes been acknowledged, but I wonder
whether South Africa is also awaie of the gratitude she owes
to the manufacturers of refrigerators and the constructors of
swimming-pools. Indeed, I cannot imagine how the vast
quantities of meat consumed every day were kept in good
condition before the mvention of the refiigerator, unless, of
couse, the answer is that 1t was not eaten fresh but as biltong,
And no town in South Africa 1s too small, too remote, or, what
is more rematkable, too short of water, to deny itsell a public
swimming-pool of the latest design.

Bloemfontein has a fine pool n the c¢ity which, when flood-
lit at night and seen from Naval Hill, looks like an oblong
emerald, but the pool everyone talks about is some rmules off
at Mazelspoort. Here the admurably named Modder, or
Mud, River, magically filtered, flows sparkling and white into
what may well be the longest swimming-pool m the world;
I have never seen a longer one, even at the bioscope. On
days when the sun grills the Free State and the celebrated air
appears to be flowing from the mouth of a steel furnace,
family parties go off to Mazelspoort to swim, to take trips on
the river, and to sit beneath the trees, never out of the sight
and sound of water and as delighted with this as were the
Moors of Granada with the Alhambra,
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I spent a perfect afiernoon and evening with two charming
famulies at Mazelspoort, and after the children had bathed
and had fallen in and been comforied, we sat beneath the
trees and watched the stars come out, and ate that cold ban-
quet which South African women prepare so superbly.

King’s Park in Bloemfontein lives up to the city’s name
It 1s one of those places, and I have seen many, which makes a
gardener long to grow flowers and shrubs i South African
501}, to get busy with pencl and measuring tape and to spend
unforgetiable hours with the nurseryman’s catalogue.  If you
have ever known the sense of frustration which often attends
such a sellless act as, say, the planting of a mulberry tree m
England, South African gardens, with their almost instan-
tancous maturity, their thick hedges and their dense shrub-
beries, all of a few years growth, fill you with envy. Provided
you have plenty of water, to be a gardener in South Africa must
be bliss.

Bloemfontein’s zoo 1s celebiated for an animal, a cross
between a lion and a tiger, known as the liger, New Yoik’s
Zoo, which I think 1s the only other zoo which possesses them,
calls them tiglons. This animal might be desciibed as a lion
coloured tiger, and [ studied it, as I have sometimes studied
the children of dear friends, searching vainly for some glimapse
in them of those characteristics I admire so much in their
parents.

There are many fine schools and colleges in this city, as well
as one of the finest musenms in the country. But the institu-
tion which all English visitors should see, one which may
possibly call for an unusual amount of understanding, is the
Anglo-Boer War Museum, where many relics of that deplorable
struggle are perhaps too carefully preserved. The South
African War was in two parts, a short war fought before the
discovery of gold, and a three years’ war fought afterwards.

The fiist South African War began in 1880, three years
after Britain had anncxed the Transvaal, which at the time
was bapkrupt and encircled by native problems. To this war
belongs Majuba Hill, where the British forces were surprised
and defeated by the Boers. When peace was restored, the
Transvaal was again recognised as the South African Republic.
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A few years afterwards the discovery of gold on the Rand had
two results: the arrival in the Republic of thousands of
fortune seekers, mainly Biitish, and the cnrichment of a
previously impoverished state

Paul Kiuger, the Boer President, who was opposed to change,
resolutely declined to give way to the civic and other demands
which those who had so profitably mvaded his state considered
a due 1eturn for the taxes they pad. Cecil Rhodes and
several important persons i Cape Town and London corne
trived an aimed raid into Transvaal teirteny led by D
Jameson, who was neatly captured by the Boers with his five
hundred troopers, and put in prison.  The tension i reased,
and the struggle between the modern world, represented by
Rhodes, Milner and Joseph Chambetlam, and the old world,
represented by Kruger, reached a deadlock which was broken
by war. The story of the tragic struggle is accessible in many
forms from history to reminiscence,

The feature of the war which stll provides ammunition for
the ant-Biitish polideian in the Union was the policy of
burning down farms and sending the homeless Boer women
and children to often ill-cquipped and badly run concentration
camps. Deaths from dyseuntery, measles, and other complaints
reached the appalling total of twenty-six (housand.

One English voice was raised in protest and mdignation,
that of Emdy Hobhouse, a member of a well-known family.
She went out to South Africa, worked in the camips, and carried
her criticisms to the House of Commons and the Press  Un-
known m her own country, she is a heroine in Scuth Africa,
When she died in 1926, her ashes were taken out to be
interred i the most sacred plot of land in the Union, where a
giant obelisk near Bloemfontein marks the burial place of
President Steyn of the Free State and General de Wet  Pro-
bably the most moving speech of bus career was made on that
occasion by Field-Marshal Smuts,

 As a very small people that has suffered much at the hands
of history,” he said, “ we are prone to cxall the virjue of
patriotism above everything else, Let us not forget Emily
Hobhouse. She was an Englishwoman to the marrow, proud
of her people and its great mission and history. But, for her,

R
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patriotism was not enough. When she saw her country
embark on a policy which was in conflict with the lugher moral
law, she did not say My country, right or wrong’. She
wholeheartedly took our side agasnst that of her own people,
and in doing so rendered an imperishable service, not only to
us, but also to her own England and to the world at large. |
“More than anything m our history the example of Emily
Hobhouse remunds us that we are not merely citizens of South

Africa, but that we belong also and above all to the greater
city of God,”

§3

I went up to Naval Hill one morning, and met a man
stnding briskly down, twirling a stick and singing.

“ Good mormng! * he shouted.

* You’re English,” I said.

* How did you know? *’

¢ I should say Bradford.”

““Not bad,” he replied. ‘" At least only a hundred mijles
out. I'm Bunley, but I*ve lived in London for years.”

* But Yorkshire sticks.”

 Aye, ba gum, lad, 1t does that,’* he replied mockingly.

He was hatless and was wearing a blue flannel jacket with
gilt buttons, as if he were on holiday at Scarborough.

He said, suddenly quite serious, ““ What a glorious country
thisis!

““ Why do you say that? ”’ T asked, for his change of manner
was startling.

* Well, I'll tell you. Six months ago I was half dead with
asthma, T used to spend nights in a chair, sitling up with my
arms on the back trying not to wheeze. Then I'd have a bad
go and get no sleep, and I got worse and worse. The doctor
said to me, ‘ You’ll never get better until you go to a high,
dry climate.” Well, what’s the use of saying things like that
to chaps like me! A high, dry climate, when yow’re due in
Leadenhall Street every morning at nine.  Might as well say,
* Go and live on the moon.’

“Then T got even worse, 1 thought I was going mad.
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Nosleep, 1 gotso bad I had to give up my job, and then my
missus and I sat down and said, ‘So what?’® Well, as
nothing could bhe worse than the mess we were in, we scraped
up every penny and decided to come to South Africa.

¢ Bloemfontein’s the place for you,’ the doctor said. I'd
never heard of it before

*“ And the moment we came out here I began to get betier.
The asthma went. I feel young agamm. I can sleep.”

He threw out his chest and took a couple of deep breaths,

“ Look at that!” he cued. ““Not a wheeze! The aold
tubhes as sound ag a belll That’s what Bloemfontemn’s done
for me!?”

* How lucky you were to be able to come out,” T said,

“ T can’t afford it,” he admutted frankly, * but I'm so well
now that I'in going to take on a job, and I shall he able to
stiuggle on ™

* Not much struggle about you, if' I may say so

“ How tight you aire!’ he said. “ No more struggle for
Ineath, I feellike a two-year-old!”

And with a twirl of his stick he wished me good morning
and strode off down Naval Hill,

84

I weunt up to Naval Hill just hefore midnight and looked at
the white sheet of stars overhead. Not only were the stars
brighter than I have seen them anywhere else in the world,
but the air was so clear that I had some conception of stellar
distances.

More mundane matiers maybe have caused people to over-
look the long and productive stellar history of South Africa
It is an aspect of history with no bitterness in it, a history
unaffected either by materialism o1 racralsm, No argument
has ever arisen in this history which could not be adjusted by a
few amiable old gentlemen with the aid of a telescope and
mathematics.

As soon as Europeans came to the Cape, scientists were
eager 10 observe the South African sky. The first to do so
were French Jesuits on their way to Siam, who were allowed
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to put up their mstruments 1n the Governor’s summer house—
now Government House—in Cape Town. Then in the middle
of the Eighteenth Century the AbLé de la Caille went to
Capc Town, and lived in Strand Street while he was
compiling his cataloguc of southern stars.

When the Royal Observatory was founded 1n Cape "Town in
1820, a number ol interesting and distinguished men followed
one another to South Afiica. Itisstrange that South Afticans
never mention them, while they perpetuate the country’s
association with dozens of less celebrated individuals.

Astronomers should be a source of inspiration to ambitious
hoys and to parents with unusual chddren, for so many have
heen poor boys who by chance have taken a glance through a
telescope that has altered their lives and led them to fame.
For instance, Fearon Fallows, South Africa’s first Astronomer
Royal, was the son of a poor weaver in Cumbetland; Thomas
Henderson, one of his successors, was the son of a Dundee
tradesman; and the gteat Sir David Gill was the son of an
Aberdeen watchmaker, wha studied science in Ius spare time
in a little laboratory which he made at home, Perhaps the
most interesting of the Cape’s asironomers was Sir John
Herschel, who for four years, from 1834 to 1838, studied the
stars there and wrote a book which 1s one of the classics of
astronomy.

The lives of most South African astronomers contradict the
popular assumption that a star-gazer must be a man with no
earthly interests, for they were all vividly aware of the world
around them. South African lighthouses owe much to Sir
Thomas Maclear, Astronomer Royal in 1833, whose name i
perpetuated in Cape Maclear. He was also nterested m
exploration and taught Livingstone how to use a sextant,
Sir John Heischel found time from bis study of stars to redraft
the educational system of the Cape, and Sir David Gill was
interested in social and political problems.

1 had been invited to visit the Michican University Observa-
tory at midnight. The dome riscs like a large ribbed melon
above everything on Naval Hill, and I could see it clearly by
the light of the stars. I rang the bell, but the place appeaied
deserted. At last I heard approaching footsteps and the door
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was opened by the professor, who was wearmg a thin shirt and
a parr of white flannel trousers, for 1t was still waim

“ Come in,” he said abstractedly; “ I think I can show you
one or two things to-night. ., ”’

I forget which star he said was 11sing, as we hurried down a
long passage and entered the roomn beneath the dome,

When my cyes became used to the darkness of the aircular
room, I could see that asection of the dome was open, revealing
a slice of sky burming with milhons of stats.  Directed towards
the sky was an object which looked Like an anti-aireraft gun, I
mounted the iron ladder at the back until T was lugh enough to
sit and focus the eye-piecce with my 1ight hand. It was so
finely adjusted that the slightest touch put everything out of
focus and turned the whole shy into a whirling mass of comets.

The professor climbed up and swung the barrel of the
telcscope to a different portion of the sky,

“ Now look,”” he said; ¢ those are nebule.”

1 saw a cluster of bright pin-points,

He pressed an clectric switch and the roof began to revolve
slowly with the throbbing sound of a refiigerator suddenly
picking up at night, He climbed up to me and focused the
telescope again

This time I saw a match-fame burning with a steady hight,

© That is the top star of Orion’s Belt,” said the professor,
and there followed statistics of time and distance.

“The total number of stars in the umverse,” wrote Sit

s James Jeans i The Mysterious Unuverse, ** 18 probably something
like the total number of gramns of sand on all the sea-shores of
the world. Such is the littleness of our hame in space when
measured up against the total substance of the undverse.”

Although Si James Jeans had a life-long experience of
astronomy, he never forgot the terror which a first inspection
of space can inspire i some minds. “We find our universe
ternifying,”” he wrote, “ because of its vast meaningless
distances, territying because of its mconceivably long vistas
of time which dwar{ human history to the twinkling of an eye,
terrifying because of our extreme loneliness, and because of the
material insignificance of our home in space—a millionth part
of a grain of sand out of all the sea~sand in the world.”

b
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“ And now,” said the professar, ¢ look at that star with the
naked eye first, then look through the telescope.”

I saw a small isolated pin-pomt of light, then the telescope
magnified it into a whole galaxy. I looked agam, hadly
believing that 1t could be the same object

The professor moved the telescope, and this time T saw
what looked like a little golf ball lying neatly inside a
curtain-ring It was the pretues(, most spectacular thing I
had seen that night,

* Saturn 1 his ring,”” sard the professor,

I climbed down from the lonely and awe-msphing obsciva-
tion post and we began to talk about ordinary things. It was
casy to understand why so many astronomers have been men
of the world, Lacking some mundane hobby, an astronomer
would go mad And all over South Afnca that night, I
thought, telescopes weie poinled to the stars and men were
quictly probing the outer spaces of the universe.

{5

While T was in Bloemfontem, I received out of the blue
an mvitation to spend a week on the Karpo and—as the
invitation put 1t—*‘ see how we live in this civilised desert .
This meant doubling back towards the Cape, but the chance
was too good to be missed.

The Karoo—a Hotlentot word which means ©“ dry place "—
is an arid plateau lower than the plains of the Free State,
lymg within the Cape Province, The first Dutch setilers
viewed this desert with something of the abhorience reserved
by the Englishmen of Dr Johnson’s day for the Highlands of
Scotland ; but Walter Scott made the Highlands romantic and
Balmoral made them fashionable, and something of the same
kind has happened in South Africa. It is now fashionahle to
admire the Karoo, its sunsets and its silences, and I had often
been told that if I failed to see this desert I should miss onc of
the most memaorable regions 1 the Union.

T set off from Bloemfontein early one morming to travel
south. It wassuch a hot day that, remembering the vaporised
petrol in the Transkei, I took the precaution of carrying
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a bottle of water and some 1ags. I do not know for how
long there had been a drought, but the land was parched and
brown and quivering with heat. Now and again [ met a
pathetic herd of cattle, thewr ribs visible, hungrily trekking nn
m search of grass and nosing as they went the batren khaki
rocks for some stray blade of herbage.

The beasts were driven by a few natives powdered from head
to foot 1 dust, but once I met a white man following m a cart,
and 1 stopped and spoke to hum. THe was a sad-looking man
who spoke English with some difficulty, and his clothes hung
on him as if upon a scarccrow; a dufferent petsou {rom the
sleek, happy farmers I had met hitherto.  When I said what a
cruel digught it was, he looked at me with dull, miserable
eyes. Iy cattle were dying, he said, and he was trying to
save the remamder. He had heard there was some grazing
aver there—he pointed with his whup—and he would have to
pay so much per heast {or 1t.

Behind his eyes I could see 2 money-lender or a mortgagee.
I could see his furmture piled up in the sunbght and people
bidding, and someone laughing as a poor little possession
came under the hammer, and I could see bim m his shabby
clothes, probably with a wife and many children, taking a step
downward towards those unhappy regions where the landless
men live with just a fence of prickly pear separating them from
the native location.

Water. That was all he needed. Perhaps just a few nights
of rain, maybe a few hours, and his whole life would change,
But there had heen no water for months—nothing but this
cruel yellow quaver on the land, the dying giass, the gritty dust,
and the dymng beasts There are times when even genuine
sympathy has the ring of a false coin, and I could find no 1eply
in answer to the pain at the back of his eyes as we parted.

From sky to sky the land lay yellow in the sun, sheep stood
in the glare, finding goodness knows what upon the grilled
surface of the carth. T would see a clump of trees far off, and
the road, straight as a sword, would lead into a little red-roofed
town, where there would be a Dutch Reformed church, an hotel,
and a petrol station, then the road would leave this tiny oasis
and dive onward into the heat.
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The bitter dust was blown 1n on the warm air. 1 could taste
it and I could smell it. Thinking longingly of the sound of
1ce against a glass, I resolved to stop at the next town and
drink something cold.

There was a patch of shade beneath a gum tree for the car,
and opposite was the door of the hotel. There was nobody
inside the bar but a young pot-boy, who was sitting 1n front of
the stupefying selection of drink, tier on tier, which 15 to he
found m even the smallest bar throughout the Umion  The
young man, I nouced, had a typical Irssh face, T sat on 4
stool while he took my drink out of a rchiigerator, While he
was doing this, a man came in and asked for a bottle of beer,
and they had a long and animated conveisation in Afiikaans,
The pot-boy evidently spoke this language as perfectly as he
spoke English.  When we were alone again, I asked him what
life was like in such a quictlittlespot [ had evidently touched
a raw nerve,

“Hell!l ” he said, ** that’s what 1t’s hke—just hell’ If you
want to find out what petty-mindedness is, what nosey-parker-
ism is, what tale-telling 15, and what a dirty, filthy game
politics are, just come and live in a dorp like this! I come
from *—and here he mentioned a town in the [ree State—
““and this dorp makes me sick!””

He took up the empty heer-glass, rinsed it, and began to
polish it savagely.

“ But T don’t give a damn,’” he said, *“ I’'m out of it in two
weeks. I'm off to the Merchant Navy! >

* Surely you're Irish? * I asked

“No,” he replied, “I'm not. But my dad is Iyish. And
he’s been to Ireland and seen where his family came from  He
went there in the War—not this last war, but the one before

“Why do you dislike life here so much? ** T asked.

“ Politics are the curse of this country!” he cried, and
banged the tumbler down on the bar

I couldn’t help smiling, for I have often heard men with his
face and voice say exactly the same thing about Ireland.
Leaning his elbows on the bar and lowering his voice, he
adopted the typical confidential Irish manner.

“This is the way it is,”” he began. Il tell you. The
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other night a great big mouth called Mr. S —he’s one of our
local Nats.—came in here and asked for cigarettes and
matches  We hadn’t any matches and T said so 1n Afrikaans,
which I can speak better than I speak English. When I said
that, what did he do but throw the cigarettes hack at me.
‘Well, then,” says he, © I'll buy my cigarettes wheie I buy my
matches!’ Then says I 1n English, bhecause T knew it wounld
annoy him, ‘ We haven’t got any matches *  Says he, ¢ I don’t
understand your language!”  © Oh yes, you do,’ says [, ‘ but
you won'l speuk it.” ¢ All right, then,” says he, * T won’t speak
it? ¢ Then,’ says I, * T won't speak Afrikaans to you.! © Oh,
won’t you? ’ says he,  * Then come oulside and speak to me !

“I go outside. We are standing on the stoep just there
Suddenly he ups with his hand and gives me a backhander
across the face  Then my Litsh blood gets up and I give him
one like this—not straught, but a twister—and he ends up on
his tail in the road. . . Yes, politics are the curse of this
country—but I’'m off!

§6

Bridges were marching across stony river-beds.

There was a town, neat and clear-cut in that fine ahi as a
model in a toyshop window. The aluminium water-mulls had
ceased to tuin, waiting for a bireeze. The heat had closed
down upon the town like a brass id.  The gum trees drooped
despondently, and in their shade a few natives lay stretched
asleep upon the ground.

It was like Spain m midsummer, and the voice of the parched
earth was a background of insect noises, of whirring wings, of
snappmg wings, a steady tick and beat of mvisible bife like
the crackle of thorns an a five.

A long girder bridge was casting its reticulated shadow into
an oily swirl and eddy of brown water far beneath; aad this
was the Orange Ruver. It looked as though the rich red earth
of South Africa had melted in the heat. The buidge was so
high, and the river so low, that it was like crossing Clifton
gorge.

Colesberg was a little white town built between two clusters
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of ironstone koppies, a town definitely of the Cape, a place of
age, charm, and character. There was a large Dutch church
and a small English one In the f{ree library I admired a
panting by hittle Thomas Baines called “ Colesberg, 1850 2,
The museum is not Colesherg’s strong point, but when I had
found the key, I unlocked an upper room and found myself in
the midst of a wondeiful collection of unrelated ohjects:
old bandoliers, stuffed birds, an Uhlan’s helmet, stones, and
fossils.  There 15 a piece of glass bearing the mitials “D v P »
{or N), scratched with van Niekerk’s first driamond, the same
significant stone which scratched the glass in the Preshytery
in Grahamstown I should like Lo sec those two inscriptions
together mn the Cape Town Museum. They are the fust
marks made on the world by South African diamonds

Tt needed resolution to walk down Colesherg’s hot main
street and take a look round. The few people who watched
me from the shadow of stoeps and the shade of gum trees
ptobably thought I was mad I thought so myself. On the
11ght hand side of the road I found a Iittle graveyard with the
sun beating upon 1its split slate gravestones and its mouldering
tombs. It cannot be nice to live in Colesberg, conscious that
this pathetic forgotten acre exists in the very centre of the place,
One flag day, even in Jittle Colesberg, should produce enough
money to plant some trees and seal up a few of the tombs.

Many of the epitaphs on the gravestones are illegible,
other stones are split and cracked. Major Dugald Ducat,
g1st Regiment, who died in Colesherg in 1843, aged forty-five,
* deeply lamented by his brother officers **, is commemorated
by a stone erected by his “disconsolate widow?®. Josiah
Billingham was only twenty-seven when he died in 184g.
He was the son of Joseph and Martha Billingham of Daventry,
Northamptonshire. William Hannay of Wigtonshire, Scotland,
who died in 1850, lies bencath a stone for which his two
brothers had composed the following *

And biother laad 1n lanesome grave
Shall sleep in Deatl’s dark gloom
Until the eternal morning wake
The slumbers of the tomb,
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Robeit Gibbon, who was born at “ Basham West”?, Norfolk,
in 1793, died at Colesberg in 1869 And how delightful it was,
six thousand miles away from dear old Norlolk, to come acioss
this touch of local pronunciation, for & Basham West ™ 15
Barsham West, near Walsingham, but to this day the old people
stll omit the “r* and pronounce it as 1t is $pelt on this
tombstone in far-away South Afiica,

The sun was sinking upon the Karoo,

I could see the yoad running ahead, disappearing for a
while and emerging again upon the face of the greyigh-brown
plain, which was dotted with small peppercoin bushes like a
Hottentot’s hair. Its flatness was bioken by shiming, wet-
looking iron-coloured koppies which 1ose fiom a base of
scattered boulders  Upon the edges of the sky, etched in blue,
were mountamns with flat summits like Table Mountain, every
one decapilated at the same height above the plain.

As I continued my journey, I scarched the sky-line in vam
for some human habitation. Where was I to sleep that night?
In whatstrange surroundings would I find myself? The Karoo
had the look of a diained aquarium. As far as the eye could
see there was no bush, much less a tree. It was a land peculiar
and umque, and 50 ancient that Nature had inhabited it with
a spectalised form of life. queer objects with long tap roots,
plants with water-storing leaves, prickly plants which might he
quiescent for months and then spring to hife m a drop of rain,
Nature has spent many a century of careful thought upon the
Karoo. Each square yard was a miraculous essay in the art
of self-preservation.

The sun went down. A hush deeper even than the normal
silence lay upon the world. The far hills became the colour
of puiple heather.  For mules around the bushes wete touched
by the last rays of the sun, as waves are tipped atsca; then came
a grey light in which near objects rose, sharp and black, in a
silence now so deep that a man, it seerned, might shout to the
horizon and be heard. Darkness had not yet come.  Clouds
of red, gold, and pmk rode into the western sky to hang bke
banners in vast splendour. In the important hush of that
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brief moment I seemed to sec St Anthony upon his knees in o
desert place: 1t was the short time between day and might
when a way seems open between heaven and earth.

+

§7

My week on the Karoo was in some ways the most unusual
expcrience that had yet fallen my way in South Africa. Had
I been asked heforehand to desciibe what a Karoo farm would
be hke, I should have drawn a picture of Olive Schreiner’s
African Farm, something rough and crude and close to the
hard and bitter earth  And I have an idea that I should have
heen right. I was upon the golden edge of the Karoo. Had
I taken a horse or a wagon and gone out mto the brown,
blazing distance, I have no doubt that I should have come at
length to Tante Sannie and Bonaparte Blenkins. But that
was not the Karoo I saw.

I found myself 1n a spacious house full of old silver,
mahogany, pictures, books, rose-tinted candlehght on the
dinner-table, a silver epergne piled with peaches in my bed-
room, and life well organised, pleasant, and easy, running to
a pattern once well known in the country houses of England.
I am aware that this is not typical of the Karoo. It could not
be. The wonder 1s that it can exist at all. The transition
from the desert to the belt of trees and the water pumps which
enclosed this establishment was as sudden and as strange as
anything m Alice tn Wonderland,

My host was a Scot who from his birth had spoken Afrikaans
like an Afrikaner, His charming wife, who bore a maiden
name well known in Cape history, spoke English like an
Englishwoman What a happy union! Could it be repeated
upon a national scale, what a happy South Africa!

Seen from afar, this farm was a dark patch upon the Karoo,
like a ship at sea. As I approached it, T saw that the tiees
were firs and gums and that in thewr shade shone a white
house with a stoep all round it burdened with bouganvillea.
Set back from the house were the stables, the barns, and the
farm buildings. Among more trees was a dam like a small
natural Jake, and upon its banks and at various points round



IN SEARCH OF SOUTII AFRICA 2R3

the farm were water-mills which revolved over undeiground
springs and made life passible, As those wheels turned, their
clicking and whirring was accompanied by the sweetest sound
m the Karoo: the spurt of spring water falling into a tank.

After dinner we retired to a library where magazines and
periodicals were laid out title by title as of by some careful
butler, and there we talked of the Katoo, of race-horses, which
thrive there, of cattle, and of sheep All the time 1 was
conscious of the mtermitlent ringmg of a telephone hell.

“No, it’s not for us,” said my host, notmg my glance
towards the sound. ““ All the farms in this district are on a
single line to the exchange, which is m the railway station
fiftcen miles away. Each farm has a different call  Ows i
two long and two short dashes. We dont’t hear the others! ™

Thus was literally true  They talked unconcernedly through
the frequent ringmg, but the instant the bell gave two long
and two short rings my host was on his feet and upon his way
to the telephone. He returned to say that two friends on their
way to the Cape by car had had a burst tyre somewhere and
were in a ditch.  They would be arriving to spend the night.

His wife just asked what time they would be Likely to arrive
and went off to draw the blinds of the spare room which is
always ready in South Africa

I daresay you’d like to hear the English news,” said my
host and switched on the witeless, A voice from London filled
the room

Betore we went to bed that night twa weary and dusty men
arrived, They brought with them the atmosphere of Johan~
nesburg. We listened to their talk of stocks and shares and
Jews and mullionaires, and what to huy and what not to buy;
and it was like news fiom another world.

As I lay in bed that night, listemng to the crickets and the
thump of the electric light engine, it seemed to me that this
ousis in the Karoo had a close kinship with the succulents which
surrounded it. 'What were my host’s pumps, with their tubes
descending into the earth towards some streak of subterranean
water, but the long tap roots of the Karoo bush ; what were his
tanks of galvamsed wron and concrete, the big lake itself with
the wild duck and the geese upon it, but another version of the
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water storage of the ice-plant? There 15 only one law of Life
upon the Karoo - if you can store water, you can live,

§8

I was 1oused at five o’clock by the sound of a hell, For a
moment, half asleep as I was, I thought I must be in some
Greck monastery, but I quickly realised that this hell did not
possess the resonance of a Greek bell. It was the hell which
hung in the tall white arch, like the slave hell of Groot Con-
stantia, and 1t was 1inging to summon the coloured farmworkers
from their huts on the hillside.

At s1x o’clock a coloured maid came mto my room like a
brown mouse. She carried a silver tea-tray and said, “ Morn-
ing, master.”” She snapped up the blind, and I saw a savage
slash of sunlight across the stable wall. To everything I said,
she replied, ‘‘ Yes, master” or *‘No, master ”—not an
exhilarating conversationalist, but one whose humlity searched
my conscience,  ‘* Sir*’ is one thing, but *‘ master >’ is another.
I Jooked atl her as she drifted noiselessly about, putting my
shoes here and folding a towel there.  'What infinite grace there
was in her silent ministrations! T asked her if 1t were going to
be another hot day, just to hear her reply, ““ Yes, master.”

I walked 1n the garden before breakfast and admired the
mass of petunias round a fountain. There was a bank of
cannas; there was a rose garden with a pergola covered by a
crimson crecper: but on the other side of the wall the Karoo
began. The scattered metallic stones shone like brown glass
in the sun, the immense distances ran away to sky and moun-
tains, One step from the garden, and you were in the desert.

It was the same from the croquet lawn. Beyond the hedge
lay more Karoo: brood mares were cropping the low bushes,
wild geese were flying towards the dam, and far away was a
thin moving line of dust with something twinkling mn it—-
springbok.

By the time breakfast was over the day’s work was in full
swing, The lorry was setting out upon its twice weekly
journey to the railway station to collect the mail, stable-boys
were at work, stockmen were with the cattle, the old gardener
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was hosing the rose-garden, a coloured carpenter was making o
stable door in the carpenter’s shop, the laundry-woman was
rubbing clothes on a stone under a pepper tree, the barefoot
mads had washed up and were polishing the mahogany, and
my hostess was showing me her modern kitchen with 1ts
refrigerators and her store-room full of bottled peaches and
nectarines. In a range of buildings near the house was a
dairy and a meat store. In one the morming’s mulk was
cooling, and a whole sheep was hanging in the other.

We walked round the garden. The wrrigation channels had
been opened, so that tinkling streams of water were running in
all directions. Bright birds perched m the trecs, and beyond
the great tent of shade 1in which the house stood the blazing
picture of the Karoo lay, mule upon khaki mile. These words
of Iaah came mto my mind: “ The wilderness and the
solitary place shall be glad for them; and the desert shall
rejoice and blossom as the rose.””

The Karoo hills are brown by day and blue in the evening.
They are clothed with low bush and they remind anyone who
knows Palestine of the hills of Samaria. How easy it is to
understand the readiness with which the Boer farmers, who
had read little but the Bible, recognised in the country around
them all the natural {eatures of the Holy Land . the dry water-
couises, the wilderness with its wild anamals, the brazen sky,
the lack of rain, the water-pools, the oasis, and the rare life-
giving 1ivers. The punty of the Karoo s that of the Sinai
desert. Its spiritual voice is that of the * desert place ” of
the Gospels, which 1n all ages and 1n all climes has led men’s
thoughts to God.

I loved to walk out into the Karoo during the full blaze of
afternoon heat. I would open a gate and leave the oasis
behind, 'Wild geese, ducks, and storks would rise from the
waters of the dam at my approach and fly a little farther off,
commg down again upon the water with loud cries of alarm
and indignation A hare would get up from 1ts form almost at
my feet and go racing off into the mimature forest of low bush.

A silence wrapped itself round me like a cloalk, a vast silence
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which matched the vastness of the sky and the open spaces-
then 1 noticed that the Karoo had a thousand little voices of
its own, brittle insect sounds, whirring, clicking, chirping
sounds whach filled the aiwr with small, powerful vibrations.
My footsteps would set up a glassy tmkle among the millions of
rvipe Mexican poppies; then some insect would tick Iike a
metronome and, as I tried to find it, would sound farther off in
another direction and stop as suddenly as 1t had begun; and
the silence would be deeper than before.

The Karoo, which looks so flat, 15 really a series of undula-
tions, and when I had walked a quartier of a mile the farm with
all its fine trees had sunk into mvisibility  The koppies which
risc above the plain gave nie the idea that 1 was watched from
cxcellent cover by keen, hidden cyes. Men’s eyes?  Perhaps
not. Baboons, a panther maybe, possibly the ghost of a Bush-
man But when I reached a koppie, I would find 1t deserted
except {or lizards lying with palpitating throats upon the rock.
I would go about seeking for some boulder not too hot tositon,
and, having found one, I would takc out my sandwiches and
eat them with my eyes on the sky-line. Then I would drop
my eyes to the ground in front of me and notice that the
fallen crumbs were moving away over the sand and through
the bushes in slow but determined procession, The ants, as
they carried away the crumbs, looked like native bearers m 2
Congo expedition moving 1n single file through jungle.

What a teerung, imtense life goes on down there. What a
terrifying experience it would be to find oneself no larger than
a fly in that Karoe bush, encountering at every turn some pre-
historic monster, some green and fearful dragon, some loathly
winged worm. The human race in past ages has encountered
no creatures as fantastic and nightmarish as those a man would
meet, were he small enough, in any single yard of the
Karoo,

The ant has a fairly free hand there. Apart from Man, who
nses the cement-like hills as ovens and pulverises the dust as
floor covering for huts, and the ant-bear, an animal as secret
and nocturnal as our badger, which breaks down the hill and
thrusts his tongue inside, the ant has few enemies; and none
that seriously threaten his fertility. I saw hills that the



UVISNOOYY ‘STING YIANVIIHAV FAHOIAFd







IN SEARCII OF SOUTLII AFRICA 25y

ant-bear had broken down, many of which had heen scaled
up again and reconditioned by the insecs.

The vegetation of the Karoo has a charm of its own, Fach
square yard is a little hotanieal curiosuty which possesses the
delicacy of a Japanese garden. Many of the greyish-hblack
bushes are perfectly shaped hittle trees.  The variety of these
bushes, and the way they grow apart at certain distances one
fiom the other, as if by agreement, ate fascimnating to one who
hias never seen them hefore,  Thete is the bitter Karoo bush,
which has a yellow flower, and the vaal Karno, which 15 a
greyer veision of the bitter; there s the kapokbos, which in
sced-tinie sheds soft, fluffy wool; the ganna, wliaeh i loved by
sheep; the Turkish fig, which looks like heather; the brack-
hosch, which is bluey-green; and countless more, some
mvisthle beneath the earth walting to rise in reswrection at
the fivst transforming whisper of the rain.

The Karoo bushes have a hethal, dusty smell  The horses
and the cattle roam slowly over the plain nosing out these which
they prefer, and their shirung, plump bodies prove that, odd
as it may seem, the Karoo provides rich and luscious pasturage.

Lvery afternoon, or late evening, clouds appear abave the
desert, and the farmers look at them and wonder. The
clouds gather upon the distant mountains and advance to lic
over the plain Then a wind springs up, the water-wheels
revalve violently, all the clouds are blown away, and another
suffocating evening closes down upon the thirsty earth.

§9

Tarly one morning we went off to a sale of farms and live-
stock  Every ten or fifteen miles or so we saw a cart-track
leading from the road across country to a clump of trees, and
among the trees would he another patch of European life, with
its water-wheels, homestead, a rose garden maybe, and farm
Luildings  Some of these farms weie welb-to~do, same not so
well-to-do, and in some no doubit a man was waging a bitter
fight with the Karoo, with drought, with pests, and with the
bank manager. English and Afrikaner are mare ot less evenly

spread over this wide land, but no matter what their origins
8
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o1 their political views, they possess a community spirit as
Karoo dwellers.

We were motoring along a straight road when my host cried,
* Look!” and stepped on the accelerator.

To our right, and perhaps a mile and a half away, a wisp
of Karoo dust was travelling at speed in a direction that would
cross the road ahead of us.

“ Springhok! ™ he said.  ““ We might be in time to see them
cross the road!

The car 1ushed forward, and it became an exciting race to
get there first.  As we drew nearer, I saw the lovely sight T had
longed to see—several hundied springbok travelling flat out!
They were 1unning in a long line, never anywhere more than
three or four deep, led by the swifiest and ending perhaps with
the youngest or the less fleet of foot, if such a term may he used
of any sprngbok. T could see the fawn and white hodies, the
neat, pretty heads, and the beautiful little horns like curved
V’s, and when they became aware of the car approaching they
did not increasc their pace, for that would have been im-
possible, but it seemed to me that they showed an increased
tendency to leap and vault

Sometimes from the centre of the herd two or three, one
after the other, occasionally several at the same time, would
spring high into the air and leap over the backs of those ahead
and come down on delicate feet apparently at full gallop.
Some would leap with downward heads and legs close together,
others would fling hack their heads towards their tails and fling
their legs forward; it did not seem to me that this leaping
increased their pace, but I may be wrong.

We were now so close that the herd gave the impression of a
news ree! taken at Tattenham Corner. We could not see the
Hickering legs, but the brown and white bodies glided forward
out of the funnel of brown dust. The springers came up Like
flying fish out of the sea. And now the leading springhok were
on the road~—and across it—and we were still {ifty yards away |

“ They’ve beaten us ! * laughed my friend, as he slowed toa
standstill.

As they came to the road we had a magnificent view of them.
Some cleared it with one graceful leap, indeed they would have
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cleared the roof of the car had we been there, and with a fow
feet to spare. In a few moments they were far off on the other
side, visihle merely as a spurt of dust with a brown and white
twinkle 1n front of 11
We journeyed on until we came to a track leading to the
farm where the sale was to be held. We had not met a soul
since we had started out, neither had we seen another car,
yet, turning a corner, we came upon the really astonishing
sight of about thiee bundied gleaming American hmousmes
drawn up in a car patk.  Where had they come from? How
amazing that this desert could produce so much expemsive
urban snartness !

We walked to the hiomestead—a delightful house with {ine
siables and outhuildings surtounded by a shady garden. Be-
neath the garden trees sat the ladies of the Karoo with theit
sunshades, obviously making a day of 1t. They did not seem
to be interested in the sale, for they sat on a wall with their
backs to the auctioneer. I gathered from the pretty dresses
and the stylish hats that this was definitely an occasion.

While the ladies of the Karoo talked philosophy—for what
else could they have been discussing so eagerly P—the men of the
Karoo, in the heartless world of sunhght beyond the trees, were
getting ready to bid for farms, farm implements, and livestock.
Here I saw what a fine, big-boned type of man the Karoo
produces. I should say that six out of every ten men present,
English and Afrikaners, were six feet Jugh. Some were 1n
khaki shoris,some, wearing tweed riding-coats, sat on shooting-
sticks, and among them, making no concessions to the climate
in thewr black Sunday clothes, were many Boer farmers

The auctioneer, in asilk shirt and a pair of tussore trousers,
fanned humself with a catalogue as he announced and
desciibed each lot in English and then in Afrikaans. Six great
sheep farms, cach of several thousand acres, were sold—one
of them fetched £6,000, which seemed a very moderate price
—then came the hivestock.

Native herdsmen took huge and resisting Afrikander bulls
into a cattle kiaal and led them round, and it was a fine sight
to watch them tossing their wide horns, raising the red dust
and pawing the ground, while a ring of intent faces gazed at
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them, noting each point.  You had only to watch the men as
they ran their eyes over a bull to realise how carly anyone
would have to rise in the morning if he hoped to get the hetter
of a Karoo farmer in a cattle deal!

‘While all this was going on in the dusty, lowing, bleating,
bellowing sunlght, the laches sat with their backs to it, drinking
tea in the shade. What a picture 1t was: the brown distance,
the flat-topped niountain on the sky-line, the water-wheels, the
sudden solitary flowering of green and colour in all that wide-
open landscape, the shecp nuzziing and bleating hetween
hurdles, the 1ed hulls with their broad, flat foreheads and their
startled eyes, the farm wagons 1n a line, a young man exanun-
ing a ritle and aimng 1t at the blue sky, the masculine crowd,
watching, whispering, laughing, the auctioneer red n the
face, and in the shade the ladies beneath thewr parasols,
interested only in those things which mterest ladies on the
wide-open spaces of the Karoo, It certamly was not *“ ane
wool press, three sorting tables, three mowers, three rakes, and
one Hobson Leveller >,

The moon was rising. It was a foot above the horizon, and
as it rose into the sky, a silver haze spread over the Karoc and
each bush stood in a thin shadow, It was the time the bats
come out to flicker round the caves as they do at home, the
tme the ant-bear stirs in his mysterious den and decides to
make a raid, the fime the panther stretches himself and yawns
at the moon and hegins to think of baboons and buck.

That strange, strong land was silent now and silver, and
locked in night until to-morrow’s sun should leap into the sky
T was sorry to be going away, for I could have stayed there for
a long time, perhaps too long. Iiis a dangerous place  Many
a man, having seen it, has gladly left the world for it, and many
a man will do so again.



CHAPTER NINE

I wee diamands at Bimberley and go on to the Vaal Ruwer digamngs,
where fortune hunters we af work I see the new goldfield at Oden-
dalsrust, stay on a farm, and spend Chrisimas at Polchefstroon,

§1
HUNDRED rmules of bleached country dotted with
ant-lnlls six and seven feet high he between Bloemfontein
and Kimberley.  The veld looks as though hundreds of
lorties have tipped piles of cocoa haphazardly about the
countiyside. These hills are as haid as steel, and I would e
interested to see how an ant-bear tackles them.

Wherever there ate ant-hills there 15 a delightful-looking
little animal called a mcerkat, a cross hetween a weasel and o
squirrel. He sits bolt upright, his small front paws hanging
loosely agamnst his stomach, watching the 10ad with two lage
eyes ringed with black fur and set m an mquisitive snouted
face He is the greatest gossip and watcher in South Afiica:
the whole veld is his stoep

When you draw level with him, the meerkat flashes into hus
burrow, but he does not go very far, for when you look back,
you nouice that he has returned, accompanied by all ins
friends, to sit up and wat for the next traveller, There are
two kinds of meerkat, the grey, which has a thin tail, and the
waalerstert, or fantail, with a bushy extremity whach he uses
as a parasol, and may often be seen sitting up n the shade of
it' In this part of the Fiee Siate the meerkat is as common as
the rabbit used to be in England

The neat, inquisitive meerkat sitting beside an ant-lull;
the secretary bird moving like a lord chamberlain across the
veld; the widow bird’s wavering, embarrassed flight ; and the
sudden heavy lift of wings as the big eagle, the lammervanger,
rises from a gatepost, are for me the unforgettable spirits of the
veld.

And upon this road there was another South Aftican, o bird

261
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known as the korhaan, or knorhaan, the ‘ scolding-cock »,
and a good name it 15, for I think the meerkats employ him
as a watchman! He is a large veniriloquist, with a harsh and
irritating ** kruk-kruk-kruk ** as he flies off to warn every hiving
thing upon the veld that danger is approaching. His voice,
as you try to spot him, sounds now here and now there, and all
the time he is hiding almost beneath your feet

As 1T went on, I came to a hare gndion of veld where a
little 1amshackle farm drooped in the shade of a few gum trees
I wondered in what excess of oplimism anyone could have
helieved it possible that this stony earth would have rendered
him a living. The ant-hills had advanced into what had once
heen a front garden.  The out-houses were tumbling down,
and the sun quivered over theii cortugated iron roofs, I
knocked at the door and asked the way to Kimberley.

The woman who came to the door was pale and thin, and her
startled eyes, when she first saw me, were those of one who has
given up expecting good news. She expected me to thiust a
summons into her hand or to ask why something had not been
paid. In her relief that I had not come to ask for anything,
she invited me to enter, and led the way mnto a dark front
parlour. There was a harmonium in the corner, a table, a
few horsehair chairs, and some startling pictures of the
Pyramids executed in blue and green stenci

She went out, and her hushand entered, a big quiet Afrlkancr
in his shirt sleeves and with the same siramed look on his face.
I explained myself in detail, and lic relaxed. Perching him-
self on the tiny harmonium stool, he sat there like someone ma
Greek tragedy, with his huge hands on Ius knees and his eyes
every now and then gazing out of the open door to the brassy
heat which sat as firmly on the Jand as a lid on a saucepan,

Ja, it was a terrible drought!  Verskriklik! All the mealies
were withered, and there was some kind of worm in them as
well.  All the cattle had goneon trek. Some favmers had been
forced 1o sell up and go to the town to look for work. He
moved uneasily and unhappily on the stool,

The wife came in with glasses of tea on a tray, while three
gloriously dirty little barefoot boys with brnght flaxen hair,
three little Huckleberry Tinns, stood shyly behind her. 'We
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sat sipping the hot tea and 1o longer talking about the battle
of endw ance which was gomg on under the galvanised iron 1
wondered for how long would 1t go on?  How long could they
stand the siege? Would it he days or weeks before they
would hear the drums of the reheving armies thudding on the
galvamsed roof?

I went on my way reflecting that with many people farming
m South Afinca seems tn be not a way of carming a living, but
an hereditary habit. And all the tme the real wealth of
the country 13 not on the earth, but underncath it.  Could 1
have had a wish that afterncon, I would have wished a couple
of Gullmans m that poor fellow’s garden which would have
brought de Beers buzzing 1ound there before breakfast,

§2

Kimberley is hot, brown, and rambling, It still looks like
a mining town. Its streets were not laid out for the turning of
sixteen span of oxen, but by diamond-diggers in a hurry, who
put up Lttle tin shacks here, there, and everywhere, The
shacks have gone, and modern buidings have come in their
place, but they still stand huddled together like a crowd of
miners discussing a find.

Visitors go to Kumherley to stand awed upon the brink of
the Big Hole—the workings of the old Kimberley Mine—and to
fling stones and wait for the sound of their arrival fa1 below.
What makes the Big Hole so uncanny 1s that you would expect
so great an excavation to be balanced by an equally large
pyramid. But of the eaith which came from the Big Hole
there is no sign.  Every bucketful was sciutinised, washed and
disposed of by those who found it worth while to dig it out.

From the Big Hole and other chasms round Kimberley have
come suites at the Ritz, enormous motor cars, diamond tiaras,
Crown jewels, insolent butlers, champagne in rivers, racing
stables, yachts, mink coats, houses in Park Lane, expernsive
famihes, heart attacks, suicides, disillusion. Yet you would
never imagme that such a quiet, unpretentious place has heen
responsible for so much. The only thing that has never hap-
pened to Kimberley is a millionaire who said, * Now that 1
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have made a million, I’m going to settle down in dear old
Kimberley and spend 1t all there! ” It has the look of a bran-
pie after the children have gone home from the party.

But Kimberley also has an atmosphere which 1s not exactly
Bohemian, neither is 1t hearly nor happy-go-lucky, but s
possibly boin of all three, and mught be described as warmth of
heart. Lven in a country of kind hearts, the people there are
remarkable for their generosity and their affability, It may
be paossible to sce m this a legacy from those extraordinary
personalitics who founded the town, men who, no matter what
this apprehensive, consclous-stricken age may think, were at
least full-size human beings with an immense witality and a
colassal zest for life, The most 10mantic of them all was Cecil
Rhodes, the most acute was Alfred Beit, and the most fantastic
was Barney Barnato.

It is perhaps curious that South Africa was called on to face
two of the great Nineteenth Century movements 1n an extreme
form social reform, represented by the missionanes, and
malerialism, represented fust by the diamond diggers and then
by the gold mines. A people who had been cut off from
Europe for centuries were asked to assimilate those violent and
indigestible manifestations of western life within a century.
The rush of diggers to the Vaal River not only from England,
but from North and South America, Australia, the Dutch
East Indies, and every corner of South Africa itsclf, was some-
thing entirely new in South African life.  The money motive
had entered South Africa, and in one bound she was night in
the middle of the modern world.

Many of the Boers were as eager as any uitlander to pick
wealth out of the river-bed, but others, less modern maybe,
or perhaps more decply aware of the Ten Commandments,
were only too glad to sell their farms to the speculators and
trek away from the wild and greedy men who were about to
dig the biggest hole in the world in search of money. De Beers
is a name cverybody knows. Tt suggests to most people stocks
and shares and brokers. But the original De Beer was a Boer
farmer (perhaps not unlike the men I had met upon the burn-
mg veld on the way to Kimberley), whose barren farm had
suddenly revealed the diamonds which lay beneath it. The
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farm, called Voorwtzicht, was owned by two hrothers,
Diederick Arnoldus de Beer and Johannes Nicholas de Beer,
who had pad fifty pounds for 1t.  They sold it to the digaers
for six thousand guineas, and hefore they had yoked thew
oxen tu trek away, five hundied men were huitowing thee
like molest It v sawd that since that day mnety mlhon
pounds worth of diamonds have been taken finom the mine.

The De Beers were not the only farmers who sold therwr land
What had been bare veld, covered with karoo bush and
dotted with mimosa trees, was soon a heaving mass of
thousands who had swarmed up 1o the diy digging, fiom the
Vaal River.  That diamonds should be found on dry veld and
heneath koppies seemed at that tune incredible, for unal then
it was believed that they were only to be found in river gravel.
5o overmight Kimberley sprang up on the fiery veld.

The town takes its name from a tiny hamlet near Wymond-
ham 1n Norfolk, where the Wodehause family have hved for
centuries., A mermber of this family, Lord Kimberley, was
Colonal Secretary when the diamond ficlds were annexed to
the Cape, and possibly to save the Colonial Office the ordeal of
pronouncing Vooruitzicht, he gave his own name to the town
of diamonds.

The vouthfulness of South Africa’s first millionaires Is an
astomishung fact  Cecil Rhodes was only eighteen when he
artived at Kimberley, so was Alfred Beit; Barney Barnato
was only twenty-one. All three were millionaires long hefore
they were thirty

I think 1t will be agreed that the tall, brooding presence of
Rhodes at Kimberley gives tone to what would otheirwise have
been a disorderly rabble The ascetic side of his personality
seems to have been much in evidence 1n those early days, if
his biographers are to be trusted They say he read the
classics in the mining camp; but he was making money as
well. This boy of eighteen soon wrote home to tell his mother
that he was turning over a hundired pounds a week. Then he
left the saloons, the tents, and the shacks of Kumberley, the
crowds of rough diggers and the gambler’s life, tor the peace of
the cloisters of Oriel College, Oxford. And this astonishing
undergraduate would interrupt his study of Roman history to
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buy a pumping engine and direct it to be sent out to the dia-
mond mines! He returned to Kimberley more idealistic and
more materialistic than ever.

Then little Alfred Bezt, physically timid and financially
cowrageous, who admired in Rhodes all that he lacked
himself, also had a mother in Hamburg to whom he used to
write. They say his only ambition when he first arrived in
South Africa was to make cnough money to give his mother a
thousand a year and a carriage.

Barnett Isaacs was a different type. He was a Whitechapel
Jew who had toured the East End music-halls m a juggling
act with his brother, Harry, They called themselves the
“ Barnato Brothers” because they bheheved all high-class
Juggling acts were Italian, and Barnato seemed an adequately
southern version of Barnett, or Barney Calling humself
Barney Barnato, Isaacs arrived on the diamond-fields with a
fund of Cockney humour, a straight left, and forty boxes of
dubious cigars for sale on the diggings, At first he acted in a
circus, then he saved a few shillings and persuaded diggers to
let him re-sift gravel, in which he found a few miserable over-
looked stones, and so, bit by hit, but with astonishing speed, he
became a diamond expert and a buyer, then a digger and,
eventually, a millionaire,

The early years at Kimberley were a chaos of individual
miners. The thousands of men who had rushed there from
all parts of the world each bought little claims and began to
sink shafts. Socon they were working 1 a hideous honeycomb
whose narrow roads, now far above them, often caved in and
came crashing down, killing them and obliterating their mines
The deeper they went, the more dangerous it became and the
more costly it was to haul the diamond earth to the surface.

Hundreds of diggers were glad to exchange their claims for
shares in a mning company, and soon dozens of companies
replaced thousands of individval miners; then the companies
began to swallow each other until only two great groups
remained, the De Reers combine, under Rhodes, and the
Kimberley Mine combine, under Barnate.

Now the strange thing about the diamond is that it is not
really a precious stone in the sense that an emerald is precious
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because of its rarity. If all the diamonds in South Afrien,
especially round the Alexander Bay region, which is scaled off,
were mined and put on the market, the price of diamonds
would collapse It s only by imiting the supply of diamonds
that the price can be keptup  Rhodes saw that if his combine
and Barnato’s remained in competition, it would be 1mpossble
to regulate the diamond market.

His argument, which was dehghtfully and typically
Rhodesian, was this  that in Burope and America were
sufficient young men willing to spend four milhon pounds a year
on diamond engagement rings  Theircfore, in order that all
those pledges of love, so pamfully excavated i Kimbeley,
should render a due profit to the munng mdustry, he was
determined to make certain that the markel was not flonded
with stones. The only way to do this was for De Beers to
acquire the Barnato interests ‘The battle between the dia-
mond kings was eventually won by Rhodes, and De Beers
became, as 1t 1 to-day, the contiolling factor 1in the diamond
tiade

Among the stories told all over the Union is that of Rhodes,
Bainey Barnato, and a bucket of diamonds As told to me
dozens of times, 1t seemed pointless to the verge of inanity,

The story 15 that during the negotiations, Rhodes, wishing
to flatter Barnato, told him that he had always longed to see o
bucket full of diamonds Barnato, glad to show that his
rmunes could easily produce such a sight, turned yp with a
bucket filled with diamonds to the brim Even such a good
biography as that by Basil Williams gives this impiobable
story, and adds that Rhodes plunged his hands into the bucket
and “ hifted out handfuls of the ghttering gems ”, which is
surely odd, because uncut diamonds do not glitter, but look
like bits of soapy glass.

But the point of this story 1s to be found in the baok by
Rhodes’ secretary, Gordon le Sueur, Here it 1s said thatat o
pount in the negotiations, when Rhodes was particularly anxious
for the market not to be flooded with diamonds, Barney
Barnato had sorted an enormous stock, and threatened to put
them on the market unless Rhodes agreed to his terms.
Rhodes went to talk things over, and found Barnato placidly
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smiling, master of the situation, with thousands of diamonds
all neatly sorted and labelled on a side table

In the muddle of the discussion Rhodes strode quickly to the
table and said: * Barney, have you ever seen a bucket-full of
diamonds® [ never have, I’ll tell you what I'll do. If these
diamonds will fill a bucket, I’ll take them all over from you at
your own price.”’

Then, before Barnato could do anything, he swept the
diamonds into a bucket that was standing near—which they
did not fillli—and left the room. e had got the delay he
needed, and *“ as Barnato turned to face the astomushed gaze of
those scated there he only then realised that he was no longer
a factor In the negotiations, as the te-sorting of Lis diamonds {or
market meant a matter of weeks .

If this story is true at all, that version surely has the ring of
truth  As for Rhodes diving his hands into diamonds like a
pantormme Ali Baha, that 13 haghly improbable.

&3

Twenty silent men sit facing the light of windaws, as they
neatly pick up with tweezers what appears to be fused glass.
Some of these lumps are the sizc of beans, other the size of peas,
and many are smaller.

So all the shouting and the tumult, the drinking and the
fighting, the wasp-waisted barmaids, the dusty mule teams and
the weary ox~wagons from Port Elizabeth, the grinding of the
winding-gear, and the rocking of ten thousand gravel-washers,
has boiled down to this quiet room, where solemn men adjust
green eye-shades and pick up one little bit of soapy-looking
glass from a pile here, to arrange it in a row with others on
white paper over there.

“ You see a quarter of a million pounds worth on the tables,”
said my guide.

Surely much more was visible. I saw hundreds of engage-
ment rings for girls who at that moment probably had no
thought of getting married. But De Beers would be ready {or
them! I saw thc diamonds which thousands of men had yet
no idea they were going to give to women! I saw tokens of
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devation, expressions of manly remorse, sorcid bribes; 1 saw
elderly gentlemen popping into Cartier’s feeling not a day older
than fifty; I heard female voices 1n a variety of accents and
languages saying, *“ Oh, but you sheuldn’s . . ., and 1 saw
clever people escapmg from revolutions with small hard little
packets sewn up i chamois leather  All this was clealy
vistble on the sorting tables at Kumberley. It was like watch-
ing the Fates spin ther webs.

I asked the experts to define a diamond, and this is what they
said .

“A diamond is a mneral formed of carbon sulyected to
certain tewnperature and pressure.’

Bul the precise reason why earbon shoudd become a diamond
rather than coal or any other mineral is apparently unknown;
and no one has yet been able to make an arufical diamond
The stray bits of crystallised carbon are deposited, with all
kinds of other eruptive matter, in the pipes of volcanic craters
and nowhere else  The early diggers believed that the stones
were only to be found i 1iver-beds because they had dis-
covered there the diamonds which had heen washed out of the
volcanic pipes during centuries of soil erosion and carried by
rain into the rivers, It was a greal surprise when, for the fitst
tune at Kumberley, men found, not stray washed-away stones,
but the actual source of supply, which was the pipe itself

I was taken to the Du Toits Pan Mine, where I changed my
clothes and put on overalls and a crash helmet We went
down in the cage to a depth of about a thousand feet and
stepped out into a large lime-washed hall where a crowd of
black men, naked to the waist, were waiting to go up to the
surface  They were Basutos, Pondos, Xosas, and others, and
having scen thewr native lands and villages, their wives, fathers,
and grandfathers, 1t was interesting to sce them in these
remarkable surroundings. Like the mine-boys of Johannes-
burg, they are all recruited from the reserves for a stated
time, but, unlike the coal mines, the diamond mines keep their
natives in compounds throughout their service and do not let
them go out.

This segregation was a scheme started originally by Rhodes
in an attempt to stop the theft of stones and te save the natives
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from drink. Life {s made as comfortable as possible for them
in the compounds, they are well looked after and well fed, and
they return to their villages, it 15 happy to relate, having had
practically no contact with the corrupting West,

We set off at a hiisk walk down the long white tunnels, and
stood aside now and again to let a nowsy train of cocoa-lubs go
rumbling past, full of the precious blue ground. We were
moving about in tunncls made in the great volcanic pipe which
millions of years ago had shot up its engagement rings and
solitaires into the veld. And at last we arrived at the face,
where a white miner was supervising several black lahourers
who were hacking at the rock and loading it 1o tubs

It was not unlike the cleancr kind of mining everywhere, and
by no means as unpleasant as some coal mines T have explored,

On the surface again, [ saw the diamond earth, having been
pulverised, passing over pulsators, which were really mech-
anical riddles, or sieves, which sorted out the various kinds of
little stones found in the rock, most of them more attractive
appeatance than the diamonds; then the process of washing
and sifting goes on until you come to a machine where one or
two dramonds are hghtly held in a bed of grease.

Everyone in the diamond mines 1s blessed with good eye-
sight. White and black know exactly what to look for and,
if it 1s there, they will sec it in a flash, Natives 4till try to
get away with diamond thefts, but it is not 50 easy as it used to
be. Medical science has been enlisted to make sure that the
departing Basulo is not returning home with a tiara m lis
stomach.

§4

Fifty years ago a young Irishman from Killarney’s lakes and
dells decided that he was not cut out to be a priest, so he left
the monastery in which he was studying and went off to South
Africa. Arnving in Kimberley, he was given a job as night
ghard in the old West End compound.

* And to think,” says Mr A. M. Duggan-Cronin, * that after
nine years at college and two in a monastery I was to be a night
watchman at De Beers with nothing to do bul keep awake!
But never mind, it all turned out for the best! >’
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To-day the Duggan-Cronin Bantu Gallery is one of the
sights of Kimberley, indced of Southein Alrica, for 1t is the most
complete photographic record in existence of the domestic
Ife and tribal customs of the Bantu. A few years ago Mr
Duggan-Cronin gave his four thousand photographs tu the
city of Kimberley, which has now housed them in an attractive
mansion and has installed Mr Duggan-Cronin as curator of h
own collection,

The pictures are hung in tribal scquence, and a room 1
devoted to cach iibe  Leading from the Matabele room 1s the
Zulu ronm, then the Swazi, and so on. Here we can see how
the tribes looked hefore they came in contact with the West.
lete are the Xosas as the Zuutveld Boers and the 1820
Settlers saw them ; here are the Zulus as seen by Dick Kiuyg,
Fairewell, Isaacs, and Gardiner,  Every passing year will make
the Bantu Gallery more valuable Ewen to-day it Is not as
easy as it was only twenty years ago to lake a photogiaphof a
natwve who bears no traces of European influence

Mr Duggan-Cronin was fitst attracted to the Bantu by the
varied tribal types m the mine compounds. Beginning his
work with a twenty shilling box camera, he soon decided to
make a record of the Bantu against the background of tribal Life ;
and this meant long expeditions every year into native tertitory.

1 asked him if photography 18 more difficult now than it was
twenty yeais ago.

“Yes,” he said, “T find it haider every year to get the
primitive dress Once a native dons a piece of European
cloth, it’s there for good I Changes of custom have not been s
noticeable. Itis difficult to say how long it wall be before the
Bantu gives up his dress and customs. As long as natives
remain on their reserves and do not come mnto town locations,
the old way of life will continue.”’

With the help of the Carnegic Corporation of New Yark,
many hundreds of photographs from the Kimberley gallery
have already been published in a finc series of boeks entitled
The Bantu Tribes of South Africa. A new volume will deal with
the Pondo and Pondomese tribes,

There was something distressingly logical about the rematk
of a chief to Mr Duggan-Cronin.
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*“ What is the usc of trying to uvilise us,” he asked, ““ if you
want to photograph us in our leopard skins, which we have
already thrown away?

§5

I found myself for some days in a sunny little doip not fa
from the Vaal Ruver, n a landscape flat, red and fiery and
pitted for miles, asif by moles, with the burrowings of departed
alluvial diamond diggers

The dorp was small, its population perhaps a thousand
while inhahitants and twice as many black, and it was full of
clear-cut individuals many of whom were violent Nationalists
who hated England on principle. Knowing Ireland, 1 felt
quite at home there! My chief impiession of this dorp was
that Ireland and Scotland had become mextricably confused
in it. On Sunday 1t became mdwsputably Scottish The
average Afrikaner has no idea how Scottish 1s hus background,
due to the recruitment of Scots minsters for the Dutch
Reforined Chuich in the Nineteenth Century. Many
predikants who regard themselves as dyed in the wool
Afrikaners have such names as Bariie, Murray, and Nicholls.

In the mormng, from the stoep of the small hotel, I would
see and greet all the town notabilities: the cheerful attorney
plump with the profits of a litigious countryside, striding in an
alpaca coat on his way to an office plastered as thickly with
the brass insjignia of insurance compantes as a veteran’s chest
with medals; the sombre old school master and the rebelhous
young one, just out of the Army and once a prisoner at
Tobruk; the post-master; the predikant; and various old
farmers who woyld come driving in through the dust in Cape
carts.

There was a hopeful individual digging for diamonds behind
the hotel in what had been the garden of an abandoned
chapel. Ie sat under a shelter watching like a hawk while
three natives dug trenches.

“ No, not yet,” was always his reply when I asked how
things were going; then he would point to the tottering chapel
and add, ¢ That's where they are!l
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One morning Mr Smit, the diamnond buyer, invited me to
g0 1ound the alluvial diggings with him, and we were soon
speeching along a sandy 10ad  On either side of it were
telegraph wires, brown grass, anthilly, meerkats, and fur off
on the cdge of the sky a black necklace of railway coarhes
plodding on over the veld

As we went on each new mile continued to reveal the same
monotonous expanse of sand and serub from horizon to harizon,
There was not 2 cloud 1 the sky - The ants and the meerkats
had thiy country to themselves,

It i a queer bitol South Alirea. Tor eighty years it has been
a shaggy Monte Garlo, bechomng with alluring promises to
the gamblets who, from the discovery of van Nickerk®s stone
until to-day, have flocked to the Vaal River in the hope of
making a fortune The individual diggers are scattered not
only round the banks of the Vaal, but far inland whetever
diamonds have been found. They are of all ages and of all
types. Upon the news of a lucky “strike” the district is
immediately invaded by ““ stiffs , *“ mugs V', and ** old birds »?,
which, T gather, aie the three categoiies mto which the
alluvial diggers are divided

© And they do find stones? ™

© Well,” said Mr Smut, with asmule, ““ I find it worth while (o
go round twice a week!”

*“What is the biggest price puad for an alluvial diamond?

“Let me sce! There was onc at the diggings outside
Pretoria about five years ago which was sold for seventy
thousand pounds! So, you see, it isn’t all a mug’s game.”

We came to a stretch of devastated country which locked as
though it had been shelled and bombed for years. Itsstony
hummocks and dips stretched to the sky. Everysquare yard
had been dug up, turned over, and sfted.

¢ 1 can remember when twenty thousand men were working
there,” said Mr Smut. “Not onc left now! That’s what
happens. A distriet s proclaimed, thousands rwsh tw it
tear it to pieces, and go

An old man passed in a mule-catt.

“See that old man? He's got a farm round here with
diamonds on it. When times are had, and during a drought,

"
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he digs for diamonds, and manages to make enough to carry
on. There are dozens like that round here, half farmers and
half diggers! »

We turned off the road on to a narrow track which petered
out among racks, We left the car and started to walk over
rough, churned-up country covered with mimosa trees and
with an adhesive bush called the wag 'n bietjie—the wait a
bit—which possesses thorns like salmon hooks  There was g
gorgeous yellow shrub called the bird of paradise, which [
remembered having seen in a garden at Swellendam, but ng
one there could tell me its name.

Beneath the shade of a tree we came upon a tall man with a
white beard, who sat at a rough table. He was wearing a
dirty sun-helmet, a bush shut, a pair of shabby trousers, and
his bare feet were thrust into a pan of velskoens  His eyes never
for & moment left a group of halfnaked natives wha sweated
and swung thewr picks in a gravel pit below. He could hardly
bear to look away for a second in case they slyly pocketed a
diamond while he wasn’t looking.

“ Have you got down to it yet? * asked Mr Smt.

The man rose slowly, and as he did so—for movement 15
revealing—]I recognised him as a gentleman of an old vintage,

“ Hardly,”” he replied in an Oxford accent, *“ but I’'m getting
precious near it.”’

He looked enquiringly at me, and Mr Smit introduced us.
He shot me a frosty gleam of blue eyes

“How d’ye do? ”* he said, and somehow I felt there were
still hansoms in the Strand.

They walked round the pit together, whispering knowingly
and pointing to the gravel. I wondered who on earth he was.
As we left, he said sclemnly, with a nod that was almost a
bow, ** Good day to you,” and turned again to hend those icy
blue eyes upon his minions.

“ He’s an old bird,” said Mr Smit. ** He made his pile and
spent it. He went away to England for ten years, perhaps
fiftcen, but one day be turned up again, just the same, but a bit
older. Speaks to nobody, tells nobady anything, lives in that
wooden hut over there, does all his own cooking and—well,
he’s just an old bird.”
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We travelled on until we came to the bank of the Vaal
Raver, which that morning looked a milky blue. Weembailed
upon a chain ferry worked by two chanting natives who
turned a wheel and so drew us slowly across the smooth water
to the opposite shore.  The land everywhere appeared to have
been picked up, examined, and thrown away. As I looked at
it, the resemblance which had evaded me all morning suddenly
came tome. The Vaal diggings look like the ruins of Babylon !
The diamond diggers searchung for trcaswe, and the Arabs
searching for antiquities, have produced the same landscape,

With the midday sun bearing down upon us and the panting
carth lying helpless and inert, we came to a deserted place
named Holpen, where a small building called itself the Queen’s
Hotel.  All was silent. Round us stretched another Pompeit
of the Vaal. We knocked and hammered, and at length the
door of the hotel was opened and we stepped into ascene which
ought to be preserved as an ancient monument.

The hotel, with its tap-room and bar, its high stools, a
disillusioned-looking poker tahle, a picture of the Battle of
Trafalgar, another of Waterloo, stands just as it did during
the diamond rush of 1880, when the naw desolate mounds
which encircle Holpen were covered with swarms of men.
The iron bar which fits into slots across the door after closing
time 15 the thickness of an arm, and 15 now the sole remaing
tribute to the determination and thiist of the men who once
strove so mightily in that place,

A few miles away we came upon a scerie of noisy, ratthng
activity. Three or four claims were being worked within sight
of the Vaal Rwer. All kinds of gear had been erected on the
hummocks, and the white masters sat beneath trees or under
wooden shelters, each one watching the movements of his own
gang of natwes like a lynx.

The earth and gravel fiom the claim was first thrown into
a wooden frame on swing rockers fitted with meshes of varymg
size, As a native rocked the frame, which it called the
“ baby %, a streamn of water helped to break up the deposit s
it was shaken through the grid. I naturally thought the name
of this contrivance referred to its likeness to a cradle, but this
was not so. An American with the appropriate name of
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Babe arrived on the diggings in the eighteen seventies and
introduced this machine, which was already in use on the
Australian gold-fields. They used to say that he was the only
Babe who had ever rocked his own cradle.

When the deposit had been cradled, 1t was placed in a sicve
and carried to the digger. This is the exciting moment!
The digger takes the sieve, dips 1t in water, and with a neat
movement perfected by long practice tips the whole sieve-full
upon a sack. Should there be a diamond, 1t will probably he
on top of the wet and glistening pile of tiny red, blue, and green
stones,  Seeing nothing, the digger takes a piece of slate,
with which he swaftly cuts the pile of gravel, then he spreads
out each little pile flat upon the sack, and if he finds nothing
the whole lot is thrown away and the process is repeated.

This goes on all day, month after month, sometimes year
after year. And there 13, T suppose, a queer and awful fascina-~
tion in it. It is not difficult to understand the call of the
diamond diggings Once a man answers it, 1t must be almost
impossible for him to free himself from the spell of a monu-
mental inactivity presided over by Hope. Every sieve comes
along like a golden question mark. Fvery time he tips it over
on the sack Fate may have decided to smule upon him,
Each sieve-full is important for precisely six seconds. So he
goes through life, sitting in the shade of a mimosa tree, watch~
ing and watching, and rooted to the spot perhaps for a lifetime
by that thrilling sertes of munute optimisms.

Although T watched for nearly an hour, I saw only one
dizmond discovered, and that was so small that I should not
have thought it worth kecping. But the digger solemnly
pounced upon it and put it in a match box.

** I suppose you’ve never come across a woman digger? *’ I
asked.

** Yes, we’re going to see ong now.”’

We humped off the road towards a distant farm. A native
hoy pointed into the heart of the blazing afternoon when Mr
Smit asked in Afrikaans where his mistress was. Walking
acrogs the veld, we came tp a familiar scene: gravel-pits,
the rhythmic creak of the * baby *°, the swish of muddy water
and the sound of picks. Some way off we saw Mrs van Aswe-
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gen, wearing a laige kappic o1 sunbonnet, in the act of
upping a sieve out on a table, She was young, shm, good-
looking, sunbuint, and wore a print dress and a parr of black
wosted stochings. She handled the sieve hke 4 man., She
could not speak a word of Fnglish, and I had an impression ot
luughing blue eycs, strong wet hands, and arms muddy to
the elbows  She walked back to the farm, where she had some
diamonds for Mr Smut. We satin a datk room crowded with
fiuniture, and the lady retwned in a few moments with
diamonds and coflee

I thought Mrs van Aswegen the most sensible digger T had
seen that day  She had the whole thing sized up For her
there was nothing romantic about it, no spell or fascination or
glamour: it was just plain husiness

1 asked Mr Smitl to find out what she would do with a
furtune, She 1eplied that she would put it in the bank, buy
a new herd of cows, and shut down the digging and never
bother with it again. T asked her to say honestly if she did not
find romance or excitement in it.  No, of course not, she said.
Romance in all that gravel and mud! “But men . . > 1
began Oh men! Men are mad enough for anything,
especially lonely men without women, living in huts and being
cheated by natives and living on tinned sardines!

We said good-bye to those clear and sensible blue eyes, and
went on to spend a fantastic moment with a man who was
knee deep in a digging beside a main road and within a few
yards of the chwich! Pausing for tea at Bloemhof, Mr Smut
spread out the result of the day’s work upon a sheet of note~
paper. It was amazing that so much all round effort should
have produced so little to admre.

‘What can happen in an irrigated South Africa may he seen
at a little town named Chistiana, whete 1 looked down on
what might well have been the Thames Valley. Lines of
poplars fringed the river banks, great fields of corn and
lucerne, mealies and potaloes were growing, and seven
hundred miles of concrete channels cartied water from the
Vaal Dam—a river dam sixty miles in arca and deep enough
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to float the Queen AMary—transforming a desert inlo an
Eden.

They say that Africa is a land of contrasts. I thought that
no greater contrast could be seen than the thirsty land where
the hemused seckers groped for their diamonds and this noble
spectacle of Natme responding to the intelligent hand of Man

§6

Travelling castward fiom Bloemhof across the Orange Free
State, one crosses a plain whose outline never varies: a low
koppie, miles of grass, wilting mealie patches, a sleepy little
dorp among gum (rees; and the road goes on into the distance,
puffing into red clouds with the approach of a farmer in a
mule cart,

Then you come suddenly to a dorp which is filled with the
sound of hammering Builders on ladders are at wotk on a
little shack called the Commercial Hotel, there is an air of
cxcitement and aleriness about the place: a brand new estate
office has been erected on the outspan, or village green, and
as you stop 1n front of the hotel, you find many expensive cars
drawn up there, and from the building emerge not farmers and
their friends, but men from cities, journalists who can be spotted
a mile off, and press photographers. The name of this dorp
15 Odendaalsrust, the centre of the new Free State gold-field,

A few months ago no one had ever heard of this dorp; now
it has appeared on the front page of the world’s newspapers
and is known on every Stock Exchange. There is an extra-
ordinary air of “‘ country hoy makes good ” about the place
Everybody is smiling—or almost everybody. The old man
standing at the corner is almost certainly counting his chickens,
and the young man in the general store no doubt alrcady
imagines himself another Stuttaford.* People stroll abaut the
0)d dorp and look at 1t with new eyes. They look at tin shacks
and see concrete skyscrapers. They look at the old dusty road
and see electric tramcars and motor buses. Bewidering
memories of their first sight of Johannesburg come to them as
they watch the loiries struggling through the red sand with

* A noted South African store,
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mining machinery; for the good fairy or the bad fairy-—as
you will—has waved her wand over Odendaalsrust as she did
over Kimberley and the Rand.

Sometimes a newspaper turns the limelight upon a puzzled
ndwidual who has won a sweepstake and been swiftly trans-
lated from poverty to wealth., This has happened to 2 whole
dorp! Some people have aheady cashed in and have sold
property previously worth tw enty pounds for tens of thousands ;
others hold out for wilder profits.

I went 1nto the Ittle hotel bar which was crowded with uit-
landers in city suits,  They were challing the young Germaun
proprietor who siood hebind the hay with hissleeves rolled up,
while the placid faces of native workmen appeared thronugh
holes 1 walls and between new timber parttions, as they
enlarged the building to swit its sudden 1se m the world, A
man whispered to me that the propuetor had refused an offer
of a hundied thousand pounds for his little hotel.

“ Man,” he said with a sigh, ** if only 1t had been offered to
me!

Odendaal, I learnt, was the name of a man who had tarmed
land on the site a generaton o1 su ago, and ““1ust™, or “rest”,
refers to his grave, which 1s in the neighbourhuod.

I walked over to the little estate office on the outspan. 1t
was only a thiee or fowt roomed bungalow, but already1tiepre-
sented the powerful modern world. T had to give my name
10 a receptionist, and there was a clatter of typewnters from
an inner office. As the manager unrolled maps of the district
and told me of the great prices already paid for land, I began
to wonder whether I was not perhaps moving .an history.
When you have seen Johannesburg and its skysciapers, it Is
fascinating to read the accounts of men who only cighty years
ago passed that way and saw a bare 1idge with a few tents upon
it, where the first miners were gathered. As I looked out of
the window at Qdendaalsrust a herd of cattle were being driven
over the sandy road, and the future metropolis was still
definitely a doip.

But whete were the gold mines? T was told that they were
scattered about the veld thiee or four miles away. I found the
offices on a shadeless plain. A young engineer motmed me out
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in a shooting-Lrake to Shaft Three of the St Helena Mine
which, I understood, was the first to be started. There was a
power-station, pit-head gear, and a crowd of sweatimg work-
men at the top of a huge inclined shaft which looked very similat
10 the entrance of an underground railway station. The gold
was four hundred fect below.

* But how do you know it’s there? ° T asked.

The engincer then explained boreholes, drilling operations
and the science of geaphysics, from which I concluded thaj
the discovery of a new gold-field 1s not unlike the discovery of ¢
good Sulton cheesc. In those days, which some of us 1e-
member with pleasure, hefore the king of cheeses became
extinct, you would go at Chistmas-time to the grocer who
taking a thin silver probe, would thrust it firmly into the hear
of the cheese, and withdrawing 1t would offer for your sight
smell, and taste, a specimen of its interior. 1 only hope the
Fice State probings will be as memeorable,

I sped on into the Free State reflecting that everything i
firmly organised these days. No longer do thousands of mer
arrive on new gold-ficlds with picks and spades  Scientist:
make 1then probings, companies acquire land, and the ond
person no longer present in a gold rush 1s the digger,

3

§7

The farm house in which T was staying was built among tree.
on a slight koppie, and the ground fell towards a spruit whicl
ran thiough my host’s land. Beyond the spruit the Free Statc
stretched In level distances towards a sky-line dotted witl
ridges which looked within walking distance in that clear air
although they were twenty miles away.

Every afternoon at the same time enormous clouds woulc
gather, and the chief topic of conversation would be—will 1
rain? The immense skyscape darkened until it became indig
shot with jagged spears of lightning, and while thunder wa
tossed about the sky, we would sit on the stoep and watel
ripe blue clouds open and send their rain shredding down on
distant mile of parched earth. It was extraordinary how
day after day, the same kind of storm would assemble in th
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afternoem and how the ram would fall all round us but never
upon us.

Sometimes these storms would 1umble over the Yree State
for hours and would last until the mght, but always when I
looked out of the window 1n the morning, the sky was wiped
clear, the heavens were intensely blue, and the sun was wlieady
growing warm upon white walls.

My host was one of the most Iikeable people I had met in
South Aftica, and that is lugh prase  He was an Afrikancr,
a great reader, an enthusiast for the Afitkaans language,
a classical scholar, and a farmer. T shall call hun Menees
Jan Bruin. He had the usual Boer characterstics, height,
a rural outlook, and penetiating aptnions upon cvery subject
under the sun.  He had handed over the management of the
farm to twn fine sons, one of whom had 1ecently 1cturned from
the war, and he would sit regally on the stocp and sssue com-
mands to his sons and to vatious Basutos, which weie instantly
obeyed. A second throne on the stoep was occasionally, but
not as often, occupled by his wife, a woman with a great sense
of humour and a fine match for him, hex rule inside the house
and m the kitchen was as absolute as his was outside 1t

Occasionally Meneer would step from his throne and,
followed by an eager Dobermann Pinscher and hounds of less
recognisable origin, would go to the garage nearby; selecting
an old and experienced car, he would disappear down the dip
and acioss the sprut to the veld, where, regardless of anthills
and other obstructions, he would diive at forty miles an hour
behind a herd of wildebeest

* Look at them ! he would cry at these moments, “ look at
the action, look at the way they put down their heads and frisk
along! What beauties, aren’t they?

Then he would turn homeward, and setting the car at the
water splash with a loud cry of “Thalassa! Thalassal”, he
would dash into the spruit and go tearing up the opposite
bank!

He had been closely in touch with Scotsmen at some time in
his youth and had great powers of mimicry,  He could initate
a Scot to the life, and his knowledge of Scottish idiom and slang
was first rate.
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He had a wonderful way with children. It was amusing to
go with him on to the veld with two little boys who were
staying on the farm. He had a story about every animal and
bird we saw, and every time we came across a peewit standing
red-legged and tufted in the giass, he would call:

Kieuntjie, kieunijie, wals jou naam °
(Lettle peewnt, lattle peewnt, what's your name ?)

And hoth the little boys would shout together at the top of
their voices:

Basia, basie, 100t beentpe !
(Lattle master, Little master—ied legs !)

But Jan always pretended to be hortified by this response.

“ No, no, no !’ he would say in Afrikaans. ** You must not
say it like that. Look at the kiewitjic! Sce how neat and
prun he stands on his hittle red legs, nodding tus little head to
you. You shout, Piet, you shout, Hans, like had little boys!
That 1s not how the kiewitjie speaks! He speaks in a kiewrtjie
vaice, like this.”

And raising his voice to a high treble he would croon,
‘“ Basie, basie, rooi beentjie! », and the two little boys, instead
of laughing, would suddenly become silent and awed and point
out that the peewits were nodding and bowing their heads in
reply. :

We would walk over the veld watching the guinea-fowl, the
tarentaal, pour away into the mealies as if on rails.  In the hot
afternoon, with a storm overhead, we would see in the sudden
bursts of sun each of a thousand holes upon the veld occupierl
by a snakey head, still as stone, as the sun lizards gazed out;
the ou’volk, Jan called them, and the boys would creep up to
see how near they could get before the heads flashed down into
the carth. We heard the korhaan lifting his sore-throat voice
in waining from the stones, and we would come softly down to
the spruit in time to see a heron lift himself slowly on blue
wings and a kingfisher come flashing up the strearn, Then a
few warm drops of rain would fall and roll like quicksilver
from the mealie leaves, and we would rush for home, to be
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greeted fiom the stoep by the vace of motherthaad, which
called for no Afrikaans dictionary -

“ What have you been doing with those boys?  Just look at
them. They're dirtier than ever ! ™

$8

We went to bed at nine and were up at five o’clock in the
morning  When darkness fell the dogs took up thew positions
round the faim, and some of them slept under my hedioon
window. Generally at about two o'clock there would be o
great outery and they would go tearg off into the night, I
would get np and look out of the window and see the veld
silent and silver in the moonlight, the outhouses standing in
sooty shadows, the trees like black cardboaid. The South
African walch-dog Is a fine natural policerman, and T wonder
how anyone has the courage to visit & farm after dark!

At five o’clock the sun would be up and the sky clear.
Basuto girls with mulk-pails on thei: heads wonld come slowly
from the native quarters to the farm and disappear round the
corner by the kitchen. Presently ariived that moment [
enjoyed so much. There would be the sound of bare feet on
the cool tiles outside and a rap on the door.  Jan would enter
in a dressing-gown, holding a tray with two cups of coffee upon
it and a box of cigarettes, He generally began the day with a
quotation. It might be Horace or Virgi, or even Words-
worth. Placing the tray on the table, he would seat himself at
the foot of the bed and say solemnly:

You yet may spy the faun at play
The hare upon the green
But the sweet face of Lucy Gray
Will never more be seen.

“ How does it go on? That’s how I learnt English when
1 was a little boy. The Fust English Reader! How well 1
remember it. And we lttle Bocrs would stand up and say
poems in chorus, over and over again, until every word was
engraved upon our mémories for ever,”
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I asked him why he never wore slippers in the morning,

“ It’s most important,” he replied solemnly, “* to chatge the
body with electricity  Everybody ought to walk about on the
carth with baie feet in the morning,  Have you never heard of
that hefore? Ex Africa semper aliquud novt !’

Laghting a cigavette, he would continue.

“¢The gowan ghtters on the sward, the laverocks in the sky,
and Colley in my plzud keeps ward, and time is passing by."
Now that’s another voice from the past‘ I know what a plaid
s—and you notice T don’t pronounce it playd l~—but tell me
what a gowan is and what laverocks are!”

Then, becoming serious, he would take a topic—it might be
Russia, it might be the Native Problem, or it might be General
Smuts or Dr Malan o1 the future of South Africa—and he
would hold forth in a most agiecable and interesting manner.,

* When T was alittle boy,”” he said one morning, «* it seemed
as though the Boer was going to lose his language. Then—
may 1 make 2 little joke >—Dr Jameson struck a great blow for
us and Afrikaans was firmly launched. What Europe doesn’t
know, and quite a lot of English South Africans don’t know, 15
that in the last forty years Afrikaans has developed so quickly
that 1t can now mamtain itself as a medium of thought against
any European langnage. I wish you understood it, because
I could tell you stories much better in Afiikaans. 1t is more
direct—stream-lined. In a sense, it’s like American.

“ Tell me, what do they know 1n Enrope of the language of
the rough and simple Boer? Nothing! I thoughtso. Well,
it may be thatsome day Afrikaans will be taught and spoken n
Furopean universities, “&x Afieca’ . . . T must tell you
that modern Afrkaans is as different from the Taal, which is
the dialect the Boers used to speak in the country districts, as
modern English is from the English of Chaucer. The way our
language has grown and strengthencd itself and become a
first-rate literary language in my life-time is perhaps the most
interesting thing that has happened in South Africa. It has
fed on all the best-known literary vitamms. It has done in
half 2 century what English did in many centuries; but then
we live in different times! Enghsh used the ox wagon;
Afrikaans has used the air!
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* Afrikaons has naturalised into s diom all the best
selected thoughts and ideas of Enghsh, Dutch, and German
literature and popularised them in simplified language. Let
me put it like this. It took a straight branch of knowledge,
50 to speak, pulled off all the licile protruding branches and
leaves, scraped off the bark, sand-papered and polished the
remainder, and formed it into a very serviccable walking-
stick. I hope you get the idea as it strikes me.  Is 1t & poetic
language? Oh yes. . . . Listen to Diwe Flakie by Jan Cilliers,
who was unc of the great pinneers

* ik slaap in die 1us van de ennwe gesus,
¢ Ongesien, ongehoor,

* En dof en lpom tn my sonnedroom
 Onglwek, ongestomn . . *

“ Isn’t that a beautiful language? And doesn’t the metre
remund you of Shelley’s Cloud? But why should I be talking
so much on this beautiful morning? We have no collee!
Tet us go to the kombuis! ™

He would pause on the way and say:

“ Now that’s an interesting word! Seaflaring Dutchmen
turned their backs on the sea and became farmers, but they
still called their kitchens by that word * Kombuis ’, which 1
the ship’s galley of a Seventeenth Century Last Indiaman.
And here’s another relic of our seafaring past. If a dance or
a party has been a success, we say ‘ Goed afaeloop *—it went
off well. But originally that phrase was wsed in Dutch ship-
yards—* Goed van stapel loop ’~—which literally meant that
the ship left the scaffolding well; but as slipways and scaffbld-
ing have no meamng for farmers, we’ve discarded the word, but
we stilluse the old shipyard phrase. Come along, let’s get
some more coffee. . . J°

The kitchen at that time in the early morning, as Jan
bustled in on bare fect, was always an interesting picture. A
plump Basuto matron would have fired the stove  The kettle
would be boiling. Two or three young maidens would be
sitting on the foor, waiting for Mrs Bruin's arival to
galvanise them. We would pour ourselves more coffee from

* See Glowsary,
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the pot on the hob and go out of the kitchen door to drink it
in the sunlight, Jooking out over the dip of land and across
the spruit to the veld, where the cows were trooping from the
milking-kraal to the grazing grounds.

§9

Two notable features of life in the Free State are the stoep
and the gate Let us take the stoep first.  In Holland most
of the old houses are tall buildings approached by a fairly long
flight of steps to the front door, Beside the door at the top of
the steps you will {ind a little seat on which it 1s pleasant to sit
i the aftetnoon and watch the ships and barges on the canals,
The Dutch took this little seat with them to South Afiica,
and the Boers carried it with them into the wilderness, and
although their single storey farms had no flight of steps, they
continued to call the place where they sat the stoep. This
word now includes the whole of that space round a Boer house
or fazm which we should call a verandah.

When you are living on a farm the first thing to do s to
discover, and this will not be difficult, which 15 your host’s
chair on the stoep and whach 1s his wife’s. Having done so,
the next thing, even under pressure of the most cordial invita-
tion, is to refrain from sitting on them! The Boer’s seat upon
his stoep is as sacred as the Englishman’s chair by the hearth,
and just as it would be sacrlege for any stranger to occupy
many a chair in England, so there are thrones upon the stoep
to which no stranger should aspire.

The stoep might be likened to the quarter-deck of a warship,
Itis the place where the captamn and his commander are most
often encountered in public, and where they greet their
visitors; it might also be compared to the bar parlour of an
English inn, because it is the ttue Parhament of the country.
There is hardly a stoep in South Afiica, certainly in the Free
State, without its resident politician

Stoeping can become almost a profession, certainly a calling.
The spell of the stoep is tremendous. Once you have your
own seat there, it is difficult to be anywhere else. I can only
compare 1t to spending a day in bed. As soon as you arrive,
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someone is almost certan to bring you a cup of coffee.  Auc
you sit on watching sunny South Africa, content to be in the
shade (“° Yes, I will have another cup of coffee {7’), and postpon-
ing the effort of going forth nto the white fire of the afternoon.

Then gates. Nowhere except in Lieland are there so manv
different kinds of gates as in the Fiee State.  The motorist off
the main roads is always stopping to opcn and shut then,
often several times within a hundred yards. TFew of these gates
arc ever the same. There is the gate fastened with chains ay
if it were sorne kind of a puzzle; the gate that opens inwards
and the gate that opens outwards; the gate that suddenly
swings away from ynu when released and the gate that has to
be cartied, ploughing up the carth as it goes. There Is even
the gate that attacks you. They call 1t the behslaner hek,
which means the smack-you-mn-the-mouth gate,

No penny was ever better spent than the com which 1 so
often tossed through the car window in South Africa to the
little piccanins who aie sometimes—but, alas, not always—
the guardian spirits of those varied obstructions.

When you are on the veld it 15 never a good 1dea to admit
that you may be a guod shot, for it is certain that you will be
mvited to shoot, The Boers have a belief, which dates back
to days long before the South African War, that no Englishman
can shoot straight; and 1t is unwise to undeceive them.
Should you do so, your reward will be this, You will be given
a .22 nfle and told that you can wander where you like over
the veld and shoot guinea-fowl.

This may seem too easy It may seem rather like going
into a barnyard and taking a shot at the turkeys. But should
you fall for it, you will soon discover yourself embarked upon
one of the most impossible and desperate of adventures The
guinea-fowl, which appear so large and static to an unarmed
man, become to a sportsman a disappearing target of almost
incredible efficiency. They live in fairly large flocks on the
veld, and the moment they see 2 man with a gun they melt
away into the nearest mealie field or patch of cover, not in
panic or excitement, but with a smooth, inevitable motion,
and they know the effective range of shot-gun or 1ifle to within
a few yards.
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If you take a boy and a dog with you, the result will be the
same, only quicker. The guinea-fowl will wait until they see
in what direction they are to be beaten, and then they will
pour off in the opposite direction like so many beads of spilt
quicksilver.

§ 10

In company with Jan I visited many neighbouring farms,
They were all enormous according to European ideas. In
addition to flocks and herds, most of the farmers took pride in
herds of such wild amimals as springbok, blesbok, and wilde.
beeste, and one of them even owned a small herd of English
fallow deer,

The Boet farmer reminded me in many ways of the English
landowner of the Eighteenth Century, and much the same
unjust things have been said about hm. The hereditary
principle was still in being, and many a farm was already
owned by the grandson of the first owner. But one farmer
Jamented to me about the drift away of the young Afrikaner
from the land.

“‘What was good enough for my father and me is no longer
good enough for the young men of to-day,’”’ he growled
“ Young men want to go into the cities and make their
{ortunes,”

“That's true,” put in Jan. “ That’s one of the new things
in South Africa. It’s the new trek- the trek of the young
Afrikaner from the land into commerce, business, and
industry,”

“71 wanted my sons to take over the farm,”” said the first
man, * but they have no lovefor it One s in a Government
office in Pretoria and the other is going into a manufacturing
business in Port Elizabeth, Old ideas are hreaking down!”

“ And 1t’s right that they should,” said Jan. * We Boers
must not be old-fashioned and think exactly as our fathers
thought.”

There was upon every farm a Basuio village where the farm
labourers lived wath their wives and families, their hens, ducks,
and stock. I went into many huts, which were similar to
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those of thewr compatiiots which I had seen in Basutoland. In
addition to a small monthly wage, the natives were given rent-
free houses, firewood, their own mealie and vegetable patches,
and the use of their master’s stud animals. Onc native fore-
man ran his own horse and trap. As far as I could judge these
farm warkers were well off and well content, and the relation-
ship between employer and man was obviously, in very many
instances, that of master and old family servant,

I was surprised Dy the absence of horsemen on the farms,
There were plenty of horses, I even watched wild colts heing
broken in, roped to a tame horse, Lut the only people who ever
seemed to ride were the natives,

“1 expected to see harses hitched lo cvery post on your
farm,” I told Jan. ““'What has happened to the Boer pony? ™

“'The motor car has happened,’” replied Jan, with a smile.
“Young men to-day don’t ride: they get out the car even for
the shortest journey, and between you and e, 1if a Boer
Commando were ever called out again, I expect it would
probably have to be mechanised ! *

Another Boer custom which has vanished, except, I was tald,
mayhe far off among the poorer inhabitants of the backveld,
is the picturesque and pleasing custom of the opsit-kérs—the
sitting-up candle In the old days a young man who was
looking for a wife would put on his best clothes and, saddling
his stallion, would ride forth to visit the lady of his choice,
One glance at the cavalier, at his brushed hair and shaven
cheeks and special clothes, would tell the girl that the visitor
had come a-courting, and se after the tamily had retired
to 1est the young man and the mad would sit up and talk by
the light of a candle, If the young man were favoured, the
candle would be a long one and the talk would last as long as
the light, but should the girl not care for him, she would pro-
duce a short candle and he would know that his chances did
not appear to be too good.

1 wonder if this custom came from Holland. Dutchmen
tell me that they have never heard of it, and DD. J. van der Ven
in his book on love-making among the Dutch peasantry does
not even mention it. Yet oddly enough E. V. Lucas refers to
something similar in his Wanderer in Flolland. **When a

u
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young man thinks of courting,” he wrote, ‘ he first speaks to
the parents, and if they aie willing to encourage um he is
asked to spend the evening with their daughter. They then
discreetly retire to bed and leave the world to him. Under
his arm is a large cake, not necessarily of gingerbread, and
this he deposits on the table, with or without words. If he is
acceptable in the girl’s eyes she at once puts sorme more peat
on the fire. He then knows that all is well with him* the
cake is cut and Romance is king., But if the fire is not re-
plenished he must gather up his cake and return to his home.”

This 1s surely very similar to the old Boer custom.

* Nowadays,” said Jan, ““ among the middle and wealthy
classes motor-car drives and the bioscopc have been sub-
stituted for the opsit-Aérs.”

w

§11

1t is five o’clock on a still summer mornmg. The wide Fiee
Statestretches to the sky, a bird is calling ** Piet-my-vrou
piet-my-vrou! ”’, and the1ed cows, casting long early morning
shadows, stream over the ridge towards the open veld.

There 1s 2 heavy dewfall on the thin grass, the sun lizards
are all at the doorways of their holes and the swallows are
dipping under the wooden bridge across the spruit, threading
in and out and up into the morning sky. The day’s first task
is to assemble and yoke the plough oxen, which stand in a
massive red group in the kraal where they have spent the
night. Basuto herd boys move about shouting * Voorman!
Voorman! and ** Aasvoel! *’, and at the sound of their names
two big oxen lumber out, the velvet-soft keelvel at their throats
shaking as they move, and go down from the kraal towards the
ploughs,

Six ploughs stand on the veld—six South African ploughs
with the furrow wheel larger than the other—and in front of
each plough, stretched far out on the grass, are the chains and
the yokes of the team. Fourteen oxen go to each team, and
eighty-four will be needed for the six ploughs.

‘The animals know what is expected of them. Most of them,
certainly the older ones, even know their own places in the team.
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As with men, some are eager, while others hold back untl the
last moment and have to be driven to their work with eries of
* Hoy, hoy, hoy!’’ When at last the fourteen ammals stand
near the yokes they are lined up in the place they will occupy
in the team, two by two. They are now standing with
their tails to the plough. First a leather throng, or riem,
is taken and attached to the forehead of the offside ox.
The wooden yoke 15 lifted and placed across the necks of the
first two oxen so that it lies casily and cosily in front of the
skof, o1 hump, and then the loose reim is taken from the fore-
head of the off-side heast and bound to the horns of his com.
panion, And so it is continued until seven paits of oaen are
mspanned and the plough is ready to be sent off to the fields,

They are a grand sight: a tremendous power for so small a
plough, but the earth is brick hard in the summer drought
The Basuto boys dart here and there, speaking 2l the time to
their anunals, quuickly adjusting a riem, resettling a yoke, and
putting the last touches to the span.

Fach ox has a name and knows1t. Stormberg and Aasvocl ;
Very Nice and Appel; Kommandant and Soldaat; Pontak
and Sinkkwas; Wapad and Wiegman; Voorman and Car-
penter, Vwlbaard and Sweetveld.* The ploughman takes
a last look at them and Ufts a tall whip, He bends back for a
moment and there is a flick of the lash in the air and a crack.

* Kom! kom! kom!”* he cries.

The slack trek-chains are pulled tight, the red heads go
down, the team wheels to the left with a click of horns like
boys fencing with sticks, and the plough moves off, absurdly
light and toy-like behind the fourteen great Aftikanders.

“ Troe1! troei!l troei!’’ shouts the ploughman.

The plough strikes the furrow and the shaic comes down, no
longer a toy but something hard to drive through the resisting
earth. So it passes across the field, the oxen bowing to the
yoke, a thin dust rising, the whip cracking; and a voice clear
on the morning aur urgmg on the great red beasts,

** Trek, Wiegman! Trek! trek! trek! .. . Pontak, Pon-
tak! Trek ... trek .. . trek ... !”

The next plough moves off, the next and the next, untl

* See Glossary,
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eighty-four oxen are slowly crossing and 1e-crossing the field,
the wide horns clicking, the dust rising higher; and as I go
away I hear the voices growing fainter in the morning an,
“Thelk . . . trek. . . . Ver-ee Nice'! . , . Trek!?

As T approach the farm the smell of coffee and eggs and
bacon comes down the hill to meet me.

§ 12

‘Which brings me (o {ood.

The great and noble art of cookery, as I have already
suggested, is appreciated in South Adfrica, and in that country,
it iy good to relate, a woman is 1ightly admured and revered for
her excellence in the kitchen. South Africa is the home of
certain noble dishes which every traveller should insist upon
tasting; indeed no one can be sawd to have visited South
Africa unless he can speak intelligently about hobotie, hiltong,
sosaties, melk tert, and, slightly more esoteric, mebos,

Bobotie is an admirable curried dish of minced meat
flavoured with dried apricots and a bay leal, The name is
beleved to be a Malay word, and it is certain that this dish
arrived at the Cape with the Malay slaves, or was composed
there under an eastern influence.

Biltong is dricd meat and is commonly eaten grated on
toast or bread. It may be made of beef, mutton, buck, or
ostrich. I have tasted beef, mutton, kudu, and springbok
biltong; and T would unhesitatingly vote for the springbok.
Like many farmers’ wives, Mrs Bruun makes her biltong every
year, but it was not the right season, otherwise she would have
given me a demonstration. The time for making biltong
is July, when there are no flies about.

The meat, having been cut and trimmed to the rcquired
size, is well rubbed with coarse salt to which a small quantity
of brown sugar has been added. The pieces are then placed
in an enamelled dish (not a galvanised one) and are Ieft from
twenty-four to forty-eight hours according to thickness, They
are then taken out and rubbed down with a cloth dipped mn
vinegar and then hung up outside to dry in the shade. The
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curing continues until every piece of biltong is dry, and if
properly cured it will keep almost indefinitely.

Sosaties—another Malay word—aic a popular and delicious
grill which can be as simple as veal or mutton cutlets sprinkled
with curry powder and roasted on a skewer over a clear wood
fire, or as complex as pieces of mutton or pork soaked in wine
and vinegar, spiced with conander, pepper, tumeric, and
tamarind, and gnlled in the same way. This is a maore
ambitious version of kéhab, the skewered roast meat eaten all
over the Near East and sold on Turkish rallway stations,

Melk tert is a grand custard tart flavoured with almond
essence. It 1s usually made with puff pastry and, as a gesture
to departing cvilisation, I will give a reape fur puff pastry in
favour in the Free State. Take one pound of flour, one pound
of butter, salt, and one wine-glass of brandy, and add a
tumbler of water.

Mebos 18 not common. Here again we have something
that came to the Cape from the Far East. Some believe that
the word is derived from the Arabic mushmush, an apricot, but
others, and this is more likely, from umeboshi, a Japanesc
word given to preserved plums Mebos is made of ripe
apricots, dried, salted and sugared, and the taste 15 an
acquired one, for it belongs definitely to that ““sweet and
sour >’ order so palatable to the Chinege. People brought up
in China tell me that plums salted and sugared like mebos are
still popular there, and it is fairly certain that this unusual
sweetmeat came to South Africa in early times by way of the
Dutch East India Company’s factories in China and Japan.

I said good-bye to my kind friends in the Free State one hot
morning in December,

¢S Will ve no’ come back again’ and . . . tot siens!” said
Jan as he wiung my hand. And when I stopped to battle
with the fist gate, I looked back and saw him standing waving
to me from the stocp, waving me off along the roads of his
complex and delightful country.
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§13 .

It was now drawing near to Christmas. Every day the sun
grew hotter; every day more and more dahlias, salvia, and
petunias appeared 1n the gardens, and, as if to undeiline the
strangeness of Christmas in summer time, the South African
year threw itself into a frenzy of production.  All kinds of ripe
fruit appeared in the shops: pineapples, plums, peaches,
melons, mangoes, and strawberries, figs, bananas, and
apricots.

I detected in myself a desolating and harrowing home-
sickness. I pushed 1t away during the day, but it would
return at night when, alone, T listened to the hot African sounds
in the gardens and watched the strange African sky. I began
to think of dold misty mornings at home and to wish that I
were there. There would be thin ice on the ponds in the
morning maybe, and the trees would be bare; in the evening
the rooks would come home against a blue and windy sky and
people would be saying, ““We shall have snow for Christmas ”,

It was going to be strange indeed to wake up on Christmas
morning to a summer’s day. . . .

The name of Potchefstroom, the oldest town in the Transvaal,
perpetuates the memory of that tough old Vooruekker,
Hendrik Potgleter, It 1s a town whose pleasant suburhs
wander over miles of gardens and where the Mooi river
comes dreaming under willow trees. It 15 a great educa-
tional centre.

Upon Christmas Fve I found myself there in the heart of a
kind and friendly family. T arrived after nightfall, but I could
see that the house stood mn a fine garden ; and later on as T went
to bed the scent of flowers came through the open window
and there was a howl of red roses on a table, It was exceed-
ingly warm—for Christmas Eve! At this moment at home, I
told myself, they would be creeping up chilly stairs to hang
stockings beside bed-posts, frosty stars would be snapping in
the winter’s sky, and the waits, their breath visible in the cold
air, would be singing ‘‘ Hark, the Herald Angels Sing ”’, . . .

* Hark, the Herald Angels Sing !’ There it was! I could
hear it! One of the boys had switched on a wireless some-

\
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where in the house and 1t was Chustmas morning.  *“ Hark,
the Herald Angels Sing ™’ fiom Johanneshburg! Just think ol
that.

1 went out into the gaiden, where the first thing I saw was a
swallow curving through the summersky. Thete were dahlay
in beds and borders, cannas, hollyhocks, salvia, petunias, red-
hot pokers, French marigolds, roses, syringa, bougainvillea
I had never scen such a garden upon Christmas Day.

Through the deep hush that lay over Potchefstroom m the
morning we went to kerk. Iow like Scotland it was: the same
group of uneasily garbed children wearing gloves in the church-
yard; young men and women in thewr Sabbuath garments;
then the older people, mostly in black. The pews curved iu
semi-circular tiers fiom the pulpit; the eldeis entered in their
frock coats and white ties, then the minister in his gown and
white bands. Although I was unable 1o understand Afiikaans,
I could follow the service with ease, so closely did it appear to
follow Senttish proceduie. Afterwards I met the predikant
m the vestry and T was mtzoduced to the elders, or Kerkraad,
who n their uniform frock coats and white ties concealed such
varied callings as that of soldier, merchant, farmer, and so on.

Arriving home, a stupendous feast was ready. Whoever had
told me to expect nothing resembling an Inglish Christmas
was very far out. Upon a positively Dickensian table, a
turkey, roast pork, a superh pie, a plum pudding, and ice
cream followed ome another massively, while the hot day
swung nto a sweltering afteinoon. There was nothing for it
but to retire like a boa constrictor into a darkened room and
listen to the cicadas snapping.

In the eaily evenuing, the Christmas sun stdl hot upon the
garden, the young peoplc dived and swam like seals in a
great cistern of water. Then came dmnper, dusk, and the
arrival of friends, who sat out on the stoep and discussed all
those problems whmh perplex the South Afnicansoul.  Perhaps
the most significant thig about the Afrikaner is that in a world
which has lost its nerve, he is not afraid to be a master.
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§ 14

Boxing Day began with a great banging of tin cans, and
we went out into the road to watch a band of native bays
dressed in fantastic garments dancing convulsively for pennies
with much hand-clapping and laughter. ,

We drove out some miles to a fine farm where an immense
and cordial farmer who, like my host, had fought against us
m the South African War, welcomed us with open arms. T
had been warned to keep away from 1his unhappy topic when
in the company of Afrikaners, but I found it unnecessary,
Not only was 1t possible to discuss the muserable origins of
that fiatricidal strife, as with any educated persons, but I
found them only too ready to give their reminiscences. Like
soldiers everywhere who have been in action, they were free
fiom rancour. Itis odd that it should be only the civilian,
and notably the cvilian who has never heard a shot fited, who
perpetuates expired animosities the world over,

In the very depths of the Transvaal, in a house embowered
in trees, I met a veteran of a dufferent kind, the Afrikaner poet
and scholar, Dr J. D. du Toit, who has played an historic part
in the birth of the Afrikaans language and m the great work of
tranglating the Bible into that language. He occupies much
the same position in Afrikaans intellectual life that Douglas
Hyde and Yeats occupied m the Irish revival. I discovered
with a mournful sigh that we both share precisely the same
views of the modein world.

Hurrying back to Potchefstroom, we arrived at a tea-party
whose merriest members were predikants.

“ There is a lot of good-natwyred rivalry between the Free
State and the Transvaal,” one told me. *We in the Trans-
vaal say that the Free Stater is a boastful, talkative fellow.
Well, two Transvaalers were fishing one day in the Vaal,
which, as you know, is the boundary, and when they had
caught 2 fish one man said, *Is it a Free State fish, do you
think, or is it a Transvaal fish? * ¢ Open its mouth, man,’
replied the other, * and if it’s a big one, it’s a Free Stater.” ™

Then I heard another story. There was once an old Haer
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farmer away out in the backveld who had never been able to
master the mechanism of hus car  Unable to stop 1t, he usect
to drive round and round the veld until the petrol 1\ out.
One day the first aeroplane which had been seen in those
parts flew low over the house. The native girl rushed into the
kitchen calling to her mustress  ** Missis, missis, come quick
and see where the old baas has got to now ! ”

And here 1 a third,

A farmer took on a native who had appeared out of the blue
and asked for work  The native was a terrific worker, e
finished his tasks in half the thne the farmer had expected and
turned up to ask for something cle to do. The farmer was
amazed, for he had never met a native like this one helure,
He gave him so much work, which the man got through in
record time, that by the end of the week the farmer thought he
ought to give him an easy day.

** See that pile of potatoes,” he said.  ““ All T want you to do
15 Lo pick out the seed potatoes and throw them on that pile
and put the other ones over there

Returning at the end of the day, the furmer was astonished
to find that the native had done nothing at all, but was sitting
as he had been left earlier in the day, looking at the potatoes.

*“ What on earth’s happened ? *” asked the farmer.

‘¢ Baas,” replied the native, * the anxiety’s killing me!”

When we returned to my host’s house, native servants were
huilding a fire in the gaiden.

“We're going to have a braaivleis'” I was told. As it
grew dark the guests began to arrive, until the lawn looked
hike a nocturnal garden-party. Women in light summer
dresses with their husbands and fathers encircled the fire,
walching the preparation of this typical South Afiican oecasion
as the best part of a butcher’s shop, 1t seemed, cut into chops,
steaks, and cutlets, was placed upon a grill and on skewers.
Soon the smell of sizzling meat had conquered the night scents
of the garden.

What a vegetarian does if invited to a braaivleis, I dare not
mmagine! It is a feast in which the carnivorous instincts of
South Afica are seen at ther best.  You roll up your sleeves
and, approaching the fire, seize a chop or a cutlet and eat it
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m yout fingers. For some odd reason meat cooked and eaten
in this way tastes better than upon any plate, and the quantity
of meat consumed at a braawleis under the kindly cover of
night i quite extraordinary.

Sonth Africans love above everything to camp out or eat
food out of doors  Perhaps the story of the Great Trek has
given these acts a sacramental sigmificance. However that
may be, a braawleis, especially to anyone from a country
where meat 15 rationed, remains long and frequently in the
mMemory,



CHAPTER TEN

I see Johannesburg and ils mnes and Pretorea. I go to Barbertom in
the Northern Transvaal and to the Kruger Natwnal Park., where [ see
lons, I fly north to Bulawayo and the Vicloria Falls,

§1
N remote ages to which no period can bhe given, a greal
I river flowed southward through Africa into 2 lake whicl

covered what is now the Rand Tt carried with it
particles of gold which had been washed out of rocks  These
particles, setiling down at the bottom of the sea, became
covered with mud, sand and gravel, which in time turned to
shales, quartzites and conglomerates. Then the sea dried up
and its bed, contaming the layer of gold, became warped and
tilted in some geological disturbance so that, instead of lying
flat, its rim became visible on the surface and then dipped down:
mto the earth, So a golden sandwich was hidden in the
Transvaal.

“Now here,”” we may imagme Fate saying, “is a nice
piece of trouble. This shall be concealed from the Chaldeans,
the Babylonians, the Phoenicians, the Egyptians, the Greeks,
and the Romans, and it shall lie there protected on the north
by mosquitoes and everywhere else by mountains and sea
until a remote and distant time, . . 7’

And of all places on earth this, the richest gold-ficld in the
world, was the place chosen as grass land by smmple farmers
who were flymg from the hated modern woild and wished
only to have nothing further to do with it! So the Promised
Land turned out ta be El Dorado, the carth opened and out
sprang the most agile and powerful of all modern demony—
Gold!

Johanngsburg is a big modern city with skyscrapers, service
flats, bus companies, tramways, crowded streets, Neon lights,
miles of shops, thousands of limousines driven by men without
mercy, or without brakes, which is the sarne thing in the long

299
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run; and at the end of many of the streets you can see golden
pyramids shining in the sunlight. These are the goldmine
dumps.

So golden are they m certain lights that children seeing
them for the first time might imagine they were the veritahle
gold dust on which this city 1s founded. In other lights they
turn a dirty white, grey, somctimes almost blue, and on sunny
evenings you can see them so sharply in that clear air that
every erosive wrinkle which furrows their flanks stands out
shaiply pencilled in blue shadow. The Cornish miners who
went to Johanneshurg a generation ago must often have heen
reminded of the china clay dumps which dot the landscape
round St Austell.

Those mine-dumps compensate the city for the lack of any
great architectwie  They are 1ts hall-mark. They are un-
avoidable and compellmg, drawing the eye to them all day
long. They are what St Paul’s 1s to London, what Table
Mountain is to Cape Town, what the Acropols is to Athens:
the landmark that all eyes see and know to be a symbol of the
city, its {rue coat of arms.

The extraordinary thing about Johannesburg 1s its youthful-
ness, Only sixty years ago there was nothing to be seen but
a bare, treeless ridge and a few tents. A generation is only
just dying which can remember when Johannesburg went to
bed under canvas. If you go to the wonderful Africana
Museum on the top floor of the Public Library, you
will come to a room where the whole history of the city is
shown in photographs. In 1886 there were about fifty
miserable-looking tents, three yeais later a few more and a
tin shed or two, some ox-wagons standing on unmade roads,
and crowds of men—women apparently had not then arrived
—gathered in dusty giroups, wearing billycock hats. That was
Johannesburg sixty yeats ago

The people who fill the streets to-day hold your attention,
There comes surging towards you a crowd that is both black
and white. You see natives from all the tribes of South Africa,
you see the Englishman, the Afinkaner, the Jew, the Latin, all
of them living mare or less in water-tight compartments, You
go to a shop and are seived by a Scot; in the next shop you
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are served by a Jew, in the next by a Greek, in a fourth by an
Irishman; a native boy sells you a newspaper; a smiling old
native, whose grandfather probably hurled his assegai at the
white man, takes you up m a lift. You wonder whether a
more cosmopolitan population has filled the streets of a city
since the days of ancient Rome

I took a taxi at the General Post Office and told the driver
to take me anywhere. He was an acidulated Englishman who
had come out to South Aliica twenty years previously,  Fvery
time we came to a tiaflic block he turned to give me nforma-
ton, wsually of a gloomy kind,

“ There's a murder a day mn this place,”” he said,  * Shock-
mg, sn’t it?  Yes, natives, We call them Amalayita, which
means toughs. Don’t you go wandering about at mght,
Guvnor! Knock you on the head as soon as look at you,”

At the next stop he turned again

“ Uncivilised, that’s what they are. Iid you see in the
paper about that man and lus girl who were knocked out in
a car last night? I tell you straight, this place isn’t safe, and
it's geiting worse. You go out, if you've got time, and have a
lock at the native locations. Detiibalised natives, thousands
of them! That's our trouble here. . . .

At another block he stopped again

% Look at ’em! ™ he cried, nodding towards the crowds on
the pavement. “It's a paradise for white women! They
don’t do a stioke of work.”

In company with this cruel and destructive critic T went to
some of the suburbs, which are perhaps even more interesting
than Johanneshurg itself, What was so recently treeless veld
is now covered with trees and houses, each house standing in
a pretty garden. The bus routes leave these inner suburbs
for outer ones and continue towards a chain of satellite towns,
Nothing gives 2 more impressive idea of the wealth of Johannes-
burg than such suburbs as Iloughton, where a ridge and ity
slopes have been covered with expensive houses, each one .
example of Spanish Colonial, Cape Dutch, Tudor, or what
Mr Osbert Lancaster has called “ Brewers’ Gothic” and
“ By-pass Variegated ”’; and each one bhas its garden, its
garage, and its gate posts, round which the Zulu house
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boys drape themselves in picturesque indolence in thewr off
moments,

* Know what you’d have to pay for one of them? *? asked
the driver, nodding towards the houses. “ Twenty thousand
quid!”

In the bright sunlight the suburbs of Johannesburg have a
Californian luxuriance, and I knew that with the help of the
languid, black individuals in their spotless white garments, a
pleasant domestic life goes on there amid the flowering shrubs,
the pergolas, and the swimming-pools.

Life would be inlolerable in Johannesburg were the city not
six thousand feet above the sea. Butlifted as1t1s to an altitude
two thousand feet higher than the summit of Ben Nevis, the
sun, which would otherwise be tropical, is tempered and
tamed. When the Johanneshurg gold-miner has driven his
shafts to the great depth of six thousand feet, he is only Just on
the level of Table Bay.

Sometimes the sultry summer afternoon storms turn mto
extraordinary bombardments by enormous hail stones,
Lumps of ice often the size of walnuts come crashing down and
can stun men and animals and smash roof tiles Watching
one of these storms, I could hardly believe that a warm day
could in a few seconds have deposited on my window=sill
enough ice to fill a bucket,

Johannesburg is one of the noisiest cities in the world. This
1s caused by innumerable cars fitted with the loudest procur-
able klaxon horns and by natives who never talk in a con-
versational tone in the street, but shout, laugh, and sing at
the top of their voices, As most of the hotels are situated in
the midst of this racket, sleep is not easy. The babel tends to
lessen at mudnight, but begins again sharp at five o’clock in
the morning with a noise like sheets of tin being hurled from
roof-tops to the sound of laughter and gaiety, A glance
through the window will reveal mule-drawn municipal dust-
carts collecting the contents of rubbish bins.
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§2

Tt is fascinating to travel along the sixty miles of the Rand,
from thriving, go-ahead Krugersdorp on the West, to Springs
on the East, and to see mine-dumps, pit-head gear, and town
after town, hike a golden chain linked to the gigantic locket of
]ohannesburg The Rand is a gold-mining entity just as the
Rhondda Valley in South Wales 15 a coal-mining one,

Only a httle over sixty years ago, just before gold had been
discovered, the Witwatersrand was a desolate tract of country
dotted with a few farms, all of which might have been acquired
for ten thousand pounds. Hopeful individuals went about
picking at the rock here and there as they wandered,
over land that was soon to be worth untold millions,
When gold had been found and pait of the area had been
proclaimed a goldfield in 1886, the big diamond men
rushed over from Kimberley and began to buy out the
faimers at prices from a few thousand to seventy thousand
pounds. Even at the highest prices their future profits were
reckoned in millions.

One company, which had spent twenty thousand pounds in
buying farms, produced over two and a quarter mullion pounds
worth of gold within five years, and it 1s known that Cecil
Rhodes, who was soon on the spot, was m ten years tume
receiving four hundred thousand pounds a year from his
mvestments m the Rand.

Some of the farmers demanded to be paid in gold, and upon
one occasion Rhodes counted out twenty thousand sovercigns
on a farmhouse table,

Many of the old farmas, suddenly endowed with great
wealth, took good care of their money, as Mr S, D. le Roux
tells in his Proneers and Sporismen of South Africa. A certain
gaunt and well known old Voortiekker named Willem
Prinsloo, who stood six feet eight inches high, sold out to the
gold speculators for a hundred and thirty thousand pounds.
This he banked with the Standard Bank at Johannesbu g until
he heard of a bank crash in the Cape, Instantly inspanning
his wagon, he trekked seventy miles to johannesburg and
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demanded his money m gold from a staitled cashier. The
bank manager argued in vain with six feet eight inches of
determined Boer, and at last the fortune was placed in the ox
wagon I canvas bags, each one contabung a thousand
pounds.

Prinsloo kept his fortune in a laige chest on s farm, and
in order to protect it concealed loaded rifles and elephant guns
at strategic points. Upon one occasion, 1t 15 related by an
eye-wilness, his son came to se¢ hum on the eve of a journey (o
Pretoria.

‘“ Have you enough money? ** asked Prinsloo.

““Yes, father

“ You may want more.”

““ No, I think I have enough.”

“1 say you may want more,”’ roared the old man, and,
going to his chest where the hundred and thirty thousand
pounds were kept, plunged m both hands and shovelled a
stream of uncounted sovetreigns into his son’s satchel.

Faced with the problem of moving his gold when the time
came to go down to the low-veld in the winter, old Prinsloo
decded, after much pondering, to make use of the bank
again. But he could not be persuaded to deposit his money
in the normal way. Making sure that the strong rooms were
adequate, he hired one of them and paid storage on his gold
for three years!

What extraordinary adventures came the way of those old
Rand farmers! Prinsloo was only too glad to sell his farm
and trek away from the pit-shafts, the new townships, the
smoke, the noise, and everything that he detested, but, having
fled from the site of one of the world’s richest gold mines and
seeking only peace and quiet, where should Fate lead him
but to the site of the now famous Premier Diamond Mine,
near Pretoria, where the Cullinan diamond was found !

>

§3
1 saw a number of interesting places in Johanneshurg: the
beautiful Anglican Cathedral; the Art Gallery; a railway
station with a main hall like the interior of a gigantic maosque;
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a Stock Exchange which resembled a Byzantine bhasilica; two
wonderful Colin Gill murals in the new Magistrates Coutt;
and a hospital, surely one of the largest and most modern in
the world.

In the entrance hall of the Witwatersiand University I was
shown one of the Portuguese crosses erected by Diaz in the
Fitteenth Century, and the most ancient Furopean relic in
the country. It was recovered from a sand hill at Kwaai
Hoek in the Cape. It had been shattered in five thousand
fragments and was put together on a sand bed like a jigsaw
puzsle. Among the prehistoric 1emains in the museum T saw
some bones which anthropologists believe may be those of the
first men who walked the earth. Professor Robert Broom,
South Africa’s veteran anthropologist (who was nevertheless
horn at Pasley!), has drawn the attention of the world to the
likelihood that Africa was man’s first home. The African
“missing link ” was evidently a creature with hardly any
forehead and a long snout, who must have been even uglier
than the Piltdown Man

A 1egion of Johanneshurg strange almost beyond behel is
that part of the town which is frequented by the mine-boys.
Like the sailors in the London docks, who rarely get farther
west than Aldgate Pump, the mine-boys do not flock into the
main strects of Johannesburg, but mostly stay in their own
quarter. They have given i1t an atmosphere of its own. Here
on a Saturday afternoon you may observe young Africans
dressed in what they imagine to be the height of European
fashion, having their portraits taken by a kerbside photos
grapher against a ducal backgtound of columns painted on the
wall

The most picturesque place in Johannesburg is the Mai-mai
Bazaar, where the mine-boys go on then half-days to shop
and 1o drink municipally brewed Kaffir-beer. It is a large
market divided into streets of little native shops and workshops
rather ke an Arab souk. But, unlike the town Arab and the
Egyptian, the Bantu is a grave and dignified person who never
pesters you for baksheesh Although you will not see a white
face in the whole of the Bazaai, you can walk through it for

hours and rouse no comment or vulgar curiosity.
X
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It interesting to see tlus place after you have been through
the native reserves, for not only are you able to recognise types
of the many tribal natives who keep shop there, but you notce
what 15 entirely lacking in the reserves, native handiciafts,
Although T had travelled for hundreds of toules through purely
Bantu country, this was the first time I had scen natives
making things out of leather, wood, and metal, and offermg
them for sale to their fellows. I went into the shops where the
natwves, smuling broadly, were only too delighted to show me
how they made the brilliant leather belts studded with metal,
which the mine-boys love, and the gaudy chests in which they
pack their belongings when they leave the mines and start the
long trek back to the reserves,

In addition to the row of shops I have mentioned, there is
a Harley Street in the bazaar where you can buy any-
thing i the Bantu pharmacopeeia: skulls of monkeys, bits
of dried python, puff adder, baboons’ teeth, preserved frog,
dried porcupine, hares’ feet, cagle and ostrich eggs. Growing
m pots outside the shops are all the best known and most
puized native herbs.

In some of the shops can be bought the whole regalia of
ancient Zulu war-dress. Theie are collars of leopard skin,
tanned until the skins are as soft as chamors leather, kilts of
jackals’ tails, garters of buffalo hair, shields, and mniature
assegals. These objects are hought by the mine-boys for the
mine dances that take place in the compounds on Sunday.

§4

You see one side of a city when you live in the best hotel
and hire a car, and another side when you learn to use the
tramway cars, the ommbuses and the suburban railways.

Ina mean serm-manufacturmg district, where Johannesburg
is seen ﬂammg against the sunset like an American advertise-
ment for steel and concrete, I spent an instructive evening
with Poor Whites. Some lived in the shabby pillared houses
of the magnates and mine managers of long ago and some
lived in tenement houses reeking of the usual slum smell,
places where the banisters were broken, the windows smashed,
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and where farr-haired children screamed round concrete
areas and chased each other up and down long fhghts of
stawrs. I must say it was surprising to see a native maid of all
work emerge from one of these hovels and pecg out the washing !
Many a poor white, 1t seems, 15 not too poor to retain that
symbol of aristocracy

I had a long talk with a woman who described her father as
“ one of Queen Victona’s soldiers”.  Her mother had been
an Afrikaner. We sat in candle-light, for the house had no
electric light or gas, mn a room which was neat and tidy, for
this woman also, poor as she was, had a daily maid! Her
husband earned [4 a week in a sweet factory. She had
several children, boys and girls. She forbade the girls Lo go
out after dark and was afraid every time the boys went out
that they would get into a knife fight with the coloured people
who, she said, were invading the district.

Many other families had much the same story to tell. Some
of them referred ironically to the City of Gold Compared
with them, the most rabid negrophobe would appear
comparatively liberal-minded.

Then I spent several days in the native locations at Pimm-
ville, Orlando and Sopliatown, all of them a short railway
journcy from the city. Thousands of patives have over-
whelmed these districts since the war,.and in the absence of
new building the overcrowding has become frightful and the
slum atmosphere is in several places appalling, notably in
Shanty Town, wheie hundreds of natves were living in
shelters made of tin, rags and cardboard.

There is no doubt that the increased crime on the Rand is
due to the war-time overcrowdmg and the had housing
concditions in these locations But what a problem it is.
Where does the reformer begin? Like the Furopean slum,
the native slum presents the same spectacle of good and bad
humanity inextricably mixed, but with this difference. In
the European slum an individual may climb out among his
own people, but the African slum dweller has collapsed
between two civilisations and he seems to belong to no one.

I met a number of literate natives, most of them the product
of Lovedale and othcr missionary schools, fiom whom I
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heard a lot of grievances about the Colour Bar, the pass
system, whereby every native has to carry an identification
card (they were astonished to see mine!), the police pick-up
vans and so forth

When I mentioned to fiiends in Johanneshburg that I had
been to these locations, they were surprised. Not one of them
had ever been there. Yet is this surprising® How many
Londoners who live in Kensington have ever been down to
Stepney?

§5

Should it be your fale to go down a gold mine, let me give
vou a piece of advice that may save you from pneumonia.
No matter how hot the day may be, insist upon taking down
the mine with you a winter overcoat and a muffler. It is
going to be violently hot down there and it is also going to be
bitterly cold. You may notice round about the mine com-
pound solid blocks of ice. These are on their way down to
the cooling plant a mile or so below the surface of the earth,

N where air will be pumped over them; and you will encounter
these cold currents later on when you least expect them.

When you arrive at the mine buildings you will sign the
usual form stating that you go down at your own risk, then
you will be taken to a dressing-room where you are issued
with khaki overalls, a sweat-rag for your neck, and an acetylene
lamp.

The first lift drops four thousand, nine hundied feet in a few
seconds. I stood in an iron cage side by side with my guides
and several Zulu police boys, and the cage just fell into the
dark. 1 stepped out into an electrically lit, whitewashed
cave where a shift of labourers was waiting to go to the surface.
They sat patiently on their haunches like mmers the world
over, and their strong teeth and the whites of their eyes gleamed
in their dark faces There were Basutos, Bacas from Griqua-
land, Machopis from Portuguese East Africa, Mzmgili from
North Zululand, Pondos, men from _the Cisker and the
Transkei. They all had the air of docile autornatons, Most
of them were young, physically fit, and their dark flesh
shone with good feeding,.
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The second lift dropped down to seven thousand, three
hundred feet, and somewhere on this drop I came level with
the distant waters of Tahle Bay, for six thousand feet below
Johamneshurg is just sea level, Here was the same kind of
white cave with tunnels leading from it. It was now
perceptibly warmer. I could hear the tinned air coming
wed from the great fans, and as we walked on we passed in
turn through temperatures that were tropical and Arctic.
Then came the worst journey of all—to the mine bottom.
This was accomplished m a wet steel tub on an inclined rail.

I made myself as small as possible and crouched inside 1t.
Someone’s boot lodged 1n the nape of my neck, as more and
more men crawled in, until the last man slammed the steel
lid into position and off we shot downwards, clanking and
swaymng into the hot bowels of the earth. We stepped out
cight thousand five hundied feet below Johannesburg, and
started to walk along tunnels, or drives as they are called,
all of which lead to the reef. It was now very hot indeed.

As we walked along, there came a warning shout from the
darkness ahead, just as in a Welsh coal mine, and a tramn of
tubs went clattering past loaded with ore 'The scene in the
mine, the method of carting away the ote, everything but the
mfernal heat, were strongly remimiscent of the Rhondda
Valley. At the working face, or stope as it 1s called, we saw
a typical glunpse of Jehannesburg’s important and profitable
undetworld, Two white miners were examining the tumbers
which held up a great ledge of rock, while a group of native
labourers were attacking the ore with a pneumatic dull and
shovelling it into tubs for transport to the crushing mills above.

Two of the men, I was told, had completed their service and
were off home to the Transke: 1n a few days time. They were
husky, cheerful-looking fellows and, having been in the
Transkel, I could imagine them, as clearly as I could now see
themn, swaggering round the village store in their city clothes
and boasting to the admiring women of their adventuies n
the city of *“ Goldie ”.

If South Africa’s economy is founded on gold, and if the
standard of life and living would crash if the gold mines closed,
then this sight of the Bantu muning gold is the most important
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sight in the Umon. The tramcars, the buses, and the motor
cars above ground, the fine shops in Lloff Street, the subuibs,
and the big houses on Houghton Ridge, are all directly
dependent upon this astonishingly orgamsed industry, and
upon the Bantu’s willingness to leave the air and the sunlight
and go down into the darkness of the earth to work for a few
months and earn a wafe,

What a contrast is formed by the two sides of Bantu life:
on one side lassitude and as much idleness as he can oltam,
and on the other a hrief period of real hard physical work.
One of the first slogans the Dutch are said to have spread
among the Hottentots was the doctrme of *“ no gather wood,
no eat bread ”’, and here was the same old slogan, *“ no mine
gold, no have wife *’!

I thought the prevailing Nineteenth Century atmosphere of
ow own coal-felds, and the mconcewably dreary lines of
streets in the muning villages of South Wales and Lanarkshure,
the appalling ugliness of the houses, was a far blacker picture
than the scene in which the South Afircan gold-mining native
labours. Under this remarkable system of migratory labour
the mine company accepts responsibility for the mine-worker
in sickness and in health, houses him, feeds him, pays him,
perhaps not as much as a white mmer would be paid, but
anyhow enough to make the work sufficicnily atiractive for
him to volunteer to do it in no uncertain numbeis. Having
seen what happens to a native in Pimmwille and Sophiatown
when he 15 cut adrift from his own folk and cast up on the
white shore, 1 looked at the natives working at the stope and
thanked heaven they were going back to their own people and
were not fated to swell the threatening black tide of de-
tribalisation

We were now all sweating as if we were in a Turkish Bath,
The sweal was running down the naked black backs and down
the white faces.  Our khaki overalls clung wetly to our hodies.
I could pay no attention to the statistics that are always
pumped into a visitor at such a moment. I reflected that no
women have been paid a higher compliment than the Bantu
women whose men win them in such heat. I also reflected
that gold, whose gleam has such a powerful eflect upon the
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cyes of Mankind, looks 1n the raw less attractive than coal
A good gleaming seam of coal is a finer sight than a bit of the
reef.

I tried to ask the boys how much they had saved, and if
they were looking forward to going home, but T might as well
have attempted to get a clear statement from the Delphic
Oracle. All I got was the usual ** Ja, baas!”’

It was not until T had left the mune and found myself 1n the
refinery above ground that I saw the first gleam of the all
powerful metal. Here T was shown a gold brick, the same
shape and size as an ordinary brick, but cnormously heavy
and worth £7,500

It 1s surprising to know what a small quantity of gold 1 to
be found m a ton of rock. Take a ton of 1ock, grind 1t into
powder, wash it over inclined sheets of corduroy, take the
residue, pump it into tanks, refine it stll further, and then
subject what slime 1s left to chemical action, and all you have
from that massive ton of rock 1s a button of gold rather smaller
than a trouser button! In order to make one gold brick
something Like three thousand, seven hundred tons of rock
must be pulverised and refined.

Native dances are held every Sunday in some of the com-
pounds. I was invited to attend one of these at the Consoli-
dated Main Reef Mine. It was a hot day and the sun heat
upon a stone-buill arena designed by the mine manager and
erected by the natwes themselves. There were nine tiers of
seats and the arena was half-covered with an awning of canes,
The ground was dusted with red sand The audience was
an interesting assembly of natives, some clothed in sketchy
European altire, some wrapped in blankets, and some in httle '
else but their bronze skins. A native band was thrumming on
* Kaffir pianos”, instruments like large xylophoncs. The
ground irembled with the rhythm. Then into the arena
m single file came the first team of dancers, a team from
Portuguese East Africa  They wore white singlets and yellow
aprons, great tufts of sheepskin waved round their bare ankles.
They carried shields and short stabbing assegais. Their
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leaders wore tall crowns of ostiich feathers, These boys ”,
who had worked an eight hour day in the depths of the carth,
were full of vitality. They were tircless. They advanced
and retreated, shuffling thewr feet and stamping, The music
thiobbed and thudded Thiee men dressed as girls faced
the dancers, working them to o frenzy of what seemed like
warlike energy. Then with a great shout they suddenly
relaxed and left the arena.

The next dance was much the same—the dancers were from
Bast Giriqualand—then a third team of magnificently garbed
Zulus came 1m, a barbaric and splendid sight. They wore
gitdles of leopard skin, White sheepskin cross belts lay on
therr coffee-coloured chests and plumes waved on their heads,
They carried shields and spears, and their performance,
although I was told it was o marriage dance, lovked like the
beginming of a war., These were men splendid i physique
and bearmg  They moved like kings. Their muscles rippled
under their brown skins and they provided theirr own music,
a long, shouting chant. The dance went on for the best
part of an hour. Sometimes they would all sit down and T
thought it was ended, but after a moment they would 115¢ and
start all over again.

It was astiange spectacle, These natives were in Johannes-
burg, but they were not of 11, They were free to explore the
white man’s world, but they preferred to stay in their coms
pound, in their own tribal units, and among those who spoke
their own tongue and knew their background. Some of them
would perhaps be going home 1 a day, a week, taking with
them messages to distant kraals in Northern Rhodesia and (o
remote mountain villages in Basutoland; and then places
would immediately be filled by friends and relatives from the
same tribes.

What an extraordinary arrangement this s—this mixture of
primitive and industrialised life, this mtroduction of people
who are by nature pastoral into one of the more arduous
branches of industry, without making them city dwellers,
without snapping their tribal customs or severing their loyalty
to some hereditary chief.

I looked at them, marvelling at their energy and their



IN SEARCII OF SOUTII AFRICA 318

vitality, I remembered the Jower levels of the Gity Deep and
the shift that was waiting to surface. Those white eyeballs
m the eleciric light, those quiet, docile men. Could these be
the same men, these gay and violent dancers in the sunhght
of a Sunday morning? And I could imagine them, their term
of service over, going back to their distant homes with nothing
but a blanket or a pair of trousers to prove that for a year they
had helped the white man to find that red metal which he
loves as much as life itself.

§6

Pretoria is only thirty-five miles away from Johanneshure
and the 10ad, dotted on each side with farms, gum trees,
wattle, and wayside cafés, runs downward all the time. You
leave hehind the relatively cool Rand highlands and descend
into a warmer landscape where the northern capital rises
above its jacaranda trees,

The cities and the larger towns of the Union, with the excep-
tion of Cape Town, East London, and Bloemfontein, are
named after persons: Johannesburg after Johannes Joubert;
Port Elizabeth after Elzabeth Donkin; Durban after Sir
Benjarmin D’Urban; Grahamstown after Colonel John
Graham; Pietermaritzburg after Picter Retief and Gerrit
Mantz; Kumberley afier the first Earl of Kimberley; Pot-
chefstroom after Andries Henduk Potgleter; and Pretoria
after Andries Pretorius, the victor of Blood River.

South Africans everywhere are 1ightly proud of Pretoria,
and it is difficult, should you be m the country during the
months of October and November, not to be swept by the
force of public opinion towards the jacaranda trecs which at
that time of the year submerge the whole city beneath a cloud
of blue. Only the victims of hay fever do not join in the
national paean of praise for the exquisite anmual cloak which
has been brought all the way from Brazil to the Transvaal,

Although T was well aware of the extremes of climate to he
met with by a swilt-moving traveller i South Africa, I was
surprised by the difference in lemperature between Johannes-
burg and Pretoria. I had left the Rand on a tolerably cool
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morning with a fresh wind blowing, and now, only thirty-five
mules away but fifteen hundred feet nearcr sea level, 1t was
swelteringly hot.

If vone could say that Jobannesburg is the New York of
South Afiica, then one might say that Pretoria is the Washing-
ton It 1 the city where talk of government and policy
replaces talk of dividends and cnteiprises. There the
Governor-General lives  There the Government offices, the
civil service, the Diplomatic Corps, are to be found until that
strange and expensive moment of nugration arrives when
they fly off ke so many swallows to attend Parhiament in
Cape Town.

Pretoria 18 more mterested 1n ideas and persons than m

things. It is a place where men do not usually acquire
cnormous fortunes, but live on salaries and pensions.  The

{ine University does 1n Afitkaans what the Witwatersrand does
in Englsh. Pretoria has also become the biggest steel-
producing place in the Union without losing itslook of a garden,

The long stieets, where crowds moved beneath pillared
arcades, weie two avenues of shadow on each side of the
burning roadway With his back to a classical railway
station, the work of Sir Herbert Baker, President Paul Kruger,
whose spirit broods as fiumly over Pretoria as that of Rhodes
over Cape Town, stands upon a plinth of Peterhead granite
clothed in a bronze frock coat and wearing a top halt.

Deneys Reitz says i Commando that he and his father once
visited the old President, who showed them the sculptor’s first
design for this statue. Mrs Kruger entered with a tray of
coffee and suggested that, as the monument served no useful
purpose, the top hat might be made hollow and filled with
waler so that the birds could drink from it.

“ My father and I laughed heartily on our way home at her
simplicity,” says Deneys Reitz, ©* but we agreed that it was
decent of her to have thought of such a thing.”

I have seen it stated by at least one noted South African
writer that Mrs Kruger’s wish was gratified and that the
Presidential topper really is a bird-bath! T was, however,
told by the highest authority—a man with a ladder who was
cleaning the statue—that this is not so,
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Upon the northern heights above the city 1s the great huld-
g erected to symbolise the union of the four provinces and
to house thc administration. As I looked at the Union
Buildmngs I thought that Cecil Rhodes never invested money
which brought richer dividends than that spent in sending the
young Herbert Baker to Greece and Italy. All over the
Union, in public places and in privatce houses, the result of
that moment of Rhodesian clairvoyance arc to be seen; and
nowhere more impressively than in Pretoria.

The two great wings of the bulding, linked ccntrally by
what 15 really a Greek, open-ah theatre, is a majestic concep-
tion and one perfectly sulLed to the landscape and the climate.
Indeed the more I looked at Baker’s work in South Aftica,
the more I realised how acutely conscious he was of that classic
fecling in the air, that clarity and sikiness of which, fiom
Cape Town onwards, I was daily and gratefully aware The
Union Building is as near as Baker could come to a Parthenon.

Baker says in Archutectre and Peisonaliies that the central
amphitheatre, the great feature of his design, was at first
criticised, but ““was surely proved when a large crowd
gathered there to welcome Botha back from the conquest of
South West Africa, and a second time when Smuts retuined
victorious from the long campaign in Bast Africa. He told
me that from the tribune he spoke to 8,000 people there, all
of whom could hear.

“ Was not the building of this open-air place of assembly
ptophetic in view of the development of loud-speakers, which
have done much to restore the ancient practice by which
leaders of the people spoke to them in person?

In front of the Union Buwildings the ground is terraced and
planted with beds of gay flowers and there is a replica, as m
Cape Town Gardens, of the Delville Wood War Memoral.
I cdid not appreciate the fine symbolsm of this memorial
when I saw 1t first in Cape Town, but 1t was cxplained to me
that the two male figures and the prancing charger represent
the Briton and the Afiikaner jomning hands over a war horse.

 Above the Twin Brethren *’, wrote Baker,  a1e two vacant
pedestals  For whom? For a ‘Romulus’ and ‘ Remus?,
Botha and Smuts, who, though former enemues of England,
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went actoss the seas to fight in the ranks of the Commonwealth
for the cause of civilisation.”

§ 7

President Kruger’s house i Pretoria is one of the most
interesting museums in the country. Everything remains as
1t was half a century ago, and it has the awesome atmosphere
of a house whose inhabitants, though departed, might at any
moment return. Mrs Kruger would be horrified by the
looped back lace curtams full of rich dust, but Oom Paul
would find his way about—with a few explosions of wrath,
onc mmagines—to his battery of pipes and his vast brass
spittoon and his chair.

The place is to all mtents just as it was when the old Presi-
dent sat on his stoep dispensing the wisdom of Solomon,
flanked by the marble lions given to him by Barney Barnato,
one of the few Englishmen who knew how to tackle him.
Rhodes he mistiusted and disliked, but * when M1 Barnato
wants anything >, Kruger once said, ‘“ he always comes to
see me himself and we talk it over .

The fierce old man returned with stinging words the gift of
a living lion from the Groote Schuur zoo rmade by Rhodes
from the purest and most fiiendly motiwves, but he kept Barney
Barnato’s marble lions! What an interesting sidelight those
animals arc on the relationship between two men so dissimilar
m everything except in the sadness and disillusion of their
last days.

The house 13 a long, white one storey building. The
covered stoep is cairied forward on ironwork and is roofed.
like the house itselt, with sheets of corrugated wron. T was
shown the old President’s pipes, his razors, his dress shirt, his
bed, his chair, and the pen~kmife with which he severed his
left thumb m the hunting-field afier the explosion of a gun-
barrel. 1 was shown a whole room full of wreaths. In the
coach-house outside 15 the Presidential coach, made in
Long Acre, and a trek wagon. The most beautiful thing in
the house is a small seated bronze by van Vouw showing the
old man with all the fierceness drained out of him at the end,
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tired and old and ready for his rest.  The most prtiful thing n
the house is the photograph, taken I suppose during his last
years in Switzerland, showing his strong face furrowed by grief
and age. Itis the head of an old lion.

The only picture Europe has of Kruger is that of the old
diehard President of the ’nineties, with his stubborn face, his
fringe of whisker, his top-hat, and frock coat buttoned tightly
over a stocky figuie. But in South Africa they remember
him in his youth as a great hunter and an athlete possessed of
exceptional strength and agility. He was also a soldier of skill
and courage,

Kruger’s rigid moral principles were fiimly rooted in Holy
Writ. He was subject to rehigious ecstasy and once when a
young man he disappeared for days into the veld like 2 Hebrew
prophet and returned to say that he had communed with God.
He believed that the earth was flat, and it 1s told by E. J. P
Jorisson that during a voyage to Europe in 1877, he inter-
rupted an astronomical discussion on board ship at night
with the words. *‘Stop, Jorisson, stop! If what you are
saying Is true, I may as well throw my Bible overboard.”

The Bible was always in his hands and on his lips. Tt was
the Old, not the New, Testament that he knew by heart. As
President, the Bible was always on his table, in old age, when
he conducted the affairs of the State from the Presidential
tramn duning the South African War, the old man could be
seen, spectacles on nose, studying Holy Writ as the train took
i from place to place. He was the most remarkable
example the modern world has known of a religious Rip van
Winkle. For him, Science and criticism did not exist. It was
small wonder that men like Rhodes, Milner, and Chamberlain
could not understand hum  On the other hand, the Puritans,
who sang psalms as they charged, and the Scottish Covenan-
ters, would have found him entirely comprehensible. Crom-
well would have made nothing of Rhodes, but he would have
recognised Kruger as a man and a brother. The Seventeenth
Century mentality which runs thiough South Afiican history
reached in Kruger what, to his opponents of the Nineteenth
Century, must have appeared exasperation point.

That Kruger should have visited Europe three times on
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diplomatic missions, and on one of these occasions have gone
up in a balloon, has a ring of fantasy, almost as though
Alaham had attended the Grand Prix. 1t was at the Paris
International Exhibition that he saw his first balloon and
courageously ascended, appaiently finding nothing in the
Bible to deter him from defying the law of gravity. *‘ High
up in mid-atr,” he wrote m his Memorrs, *“ T jestingly asked the
aeronaut, as we had gone so far, to take me all the way home.”

It is equally surprising 1o know that the patriarch not only
saw the first motor car to arrive m South Africa, hut also
witnessed one of the first moving pictwres. Mr Napier Devitt
says in ZLhe Spell of South Africa that the first motor car arrived
at the end of the year 1896. It was a two-seater Benz with a
one-and-a-half horse-power engine, Jamps lit by candles, and
front wheels smaller than the rear wheels. President Kiuger
arrived to see this ca1 at Berea Park, Pretoria, accompanied by
an escort of State artillery, but declined an invitation to take
a 1ide with the words, “ No, thank you. A dog mught bark
and the car would buck and thiow me out !’

Kruger at the cinema is well told by Hedley A Chilvers in
Out of the Crucible.

““Let it not be imagined ”, writes Mr Chilvers, *° that
President Kruger never saw a moving pictuie. He saw one
of the first ever taken in South Aflrica—one which made a
feature of himself gowng to the Pretoria Raadzaal. Arrange-
ments were made to show it to him in his own house, and
Edgar Hyman and Dave Foote of the Old Empire went to the
Reswdency for the purpose  They were duly reccived by Mas
Kruger.

“ “ We have come to show the picture of His Honour going
to the Raad,’ explained Hyman,

“The old lady waved them inside and gave them some
coffee. They cntered a large room (which had once been two
rooms separated by a partition) and proceeded to crect the
screen and to instal a piano; for 1t was felt that the occasion
warranted a little music and Dave Foote was there to supply
it. However, His Honour returned hefore the preparations
were complete, and his cyes at once It upon the prano. He
fell into a violent passion.
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“‘What is this godless thing doing in my house? * he de-
manded in Afrikaans. © Take it away. I'll have the men
thrown out who brought it here !’

“*“What is he saying?’ whispered Hyman to a much-
perturbed official.

¢ Mis Honour’s going to have you all removed,” was the
reply.

“ Lxplanations followed ; but the subtlest diplomacy failed
to soften the good old Puritan’s wrath, and the piano had to
be shifted. 'When, however, the suggestion was made that an
organ might prove a more scemly instrument and more in
accordance with the spirit of the house, Oom Paul was sonie-
what mollified, and an organ was ultimately mstalled, which
Foote played throughout the screening of the film, The hitle
function was attended by the Executive of the Raad.

“ His Honour, who usually read his Bible until eight or after
and then went to bed, walched his own movements with
interest until nine, then retired, leaving the Ixecutive to see -
the film through.”

It 15 interesting to explore the old house in Pretoria and to
see the famous stoep which 15 the background to the many
Kruger stories told all over the Union. Anyone was free to
call on the President and ask his advice on personal problems,
This was always given over Java coffee and tobacco. Wis-
dom, of course, does not depend upon learning, and Kruger
wis 1n cVery sense a wise man whose judgments were based on
thought and upon a rather grim view of human nature

“To what height his marvellous mtellect, coupled as it was
with indomatable will-power, would have 11sen, 1f it had been
properly disciplined—at is difficult to imagine ”, wrote Cail
Jeppe in the Ralewdoscopic Transvaal.  In the same hook is my
favourite Kruger story. It seems that when the lamentable
war broke out, the President was anxious to go to the f{ront.
One day a visitor was told that the President was busy and
could not be seen, but, persisting, he was at length led out to
the yard at the back of the house. *‘ Here he found the old
gentleman, rifle 1 hand and girt with bandoler, piactising
mounting a horse again—an exercisc which he had abandened
for years.”
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He had a pleasing gift of nony It is reported that when in
Paris he hastily retreated from a ball with the explanation that
he must have arrived too early ** because the ladies were not
yel dressed ’, and Mrs Smuts assures me that the old man
was, surptising to relate, a great wag.

He was a zealous teetotaller, and if he smelt drink on any-
one’s breath would instantly say, ©“ You stink like a vat.”
Larly Johanneshburg, with saloons at every street corncr, must
have been recognused by him as the junction of Sodom with
Gomorrah. .

The old man died 1n Switzerland in 19o4. Germany, from
whom he had expected so much in his fight against the British
Empire, let him down and the Kaiser went away on a diplo-
matic hunting trip mn order to avoud seeing him  But many
nations honouted him. On gieat occasions his fiock coat
shone with orders of chivalry bestowed by Irance, Germany,
Holland, Belgium, and Switzerland, and, asMi G, B Vulliamy
points out . Outlanders, he “* only narrowly escaped the offer
of a G.CM.G . His bady was brought home, and the last
of the great Puiitans hies with his thied wife in a peaceful
cemetery a few yards away from the stoep, from Barnato’s
lions and the little Dopper church where he used to preach.

§8

After Winston Churchill’s captuie by Botha at Chieveley in
1Bgg, the war correspondent was imprisoned with sixty
British officers in the State Model Schools at the corner of
van der Walt and Skinner Streets, Pretoria.

1 went to have 2 lock at these buildmgs, which are now
called the Central Junior High School, and from the exp:essions
upon the faces of the children in the classrooms, 1 gathered
that the sight of curious visilors prowling round outside lockng
for the place where a lithe and agile Winston scaled the wall
is quite a usual one. The school stands at the junction of
those pleasant looking suburban roads where so much of the
real drama of life is played. The building opposite, from
whose dark hall the prisoners were 1 the habit of receiving
morse messages by lamp, is still there. Whether the wall 1s
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the same which Winston climbed; 1 do not kuow, 1t still
separates the school fiom 2 house whicl in 18gg helonged to
General Lucas Meyer, mio whose shrubbemy the fugitive
dropped on the night of December 12,

Mr Churchifl has described his escape twice, first within
afew days of his adventure, in Londow to Ladpsimith, and then in
an amplified form in My Larly Life. Choosing a moment
when the sentries’ hacks were turned, he swung himself up on
the wall and dropped down into the daikness of the shrubbery
to face frcedom with seventy-five pounds in money and four
bars of chocolate,

Readers of his adventures must have admired his punctilious
good manners in leaving upon Ius bed a farewell letter for the
Boer Secretary for War, Mr de Souza. The standards of
courtesy in war have declined since that day! This letter
was reconstructed by him fiom memory and is to be found in
London to Ladysmuth, but it s not, of course, the original text.
I was much interesied to find that the original letier has been
carefully kept in the de Souza {amily and was shown to me by
Mrs O. E. de Souza of Barberton, a daughter-in-law of the
late Mx F. L. de Souza. It is here printed for the first time.

State Schools Prison,
Pretoria.
Dear Mr de Souza,

I do not consider that your Government was justified in holding
me, a press correspondent and a non-corubatant, as a ptisoner of
war, and I have consequently resolved to escape. The arrange-
ments I have succeeded in making with my friends ouiside are
such as to give me every confidence, But I wish in leaving you
thus hastily and unceremoniously to once more place on record my
appreciation of the kindness which has been shown me and the
other prisoners by you, the commandant and by Dr Guoning, and
my adouration of the chivalrous and humane character of the
Republican forces. My views on the general question of the war
reman unchanged, but I shall always 1etain a feeling of igh
respect for the several classes of burghers I have met and, on
reaching the British lincs, I will set forth a truthful and impartial
account of oy experiences i Pretoria. In conclusion, I dgsxrc: to
express my obhgations to you and to hope that when this most
grievous and unhappy war shall have come to an end, a state of
affairs may be created which shall preserve at once the national
pude of the Boers and the security of the British and put a final

v
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stop to the rnivaby and comity of hoth races. Regrettng that

crrcumstances have not peimitted me to bid you a personal fare-
well,

Believe me

Yous vy sincerely,
Dec. 11th, 1899. Winston 8. Churchill

Was it wit or good manners, or both, which caused the
departing guest to mark the envelope with the “ p.p.c” of
Victorian formality, letters which a less punctilious generation

may like to know stand for *‘ pour prendre congé —to take
leave ?

§9

One night I left Pretoria by tramn for the North-Fast
Transvaal. When I Ifted the blind in the morning we were
tiavelling through a hot, lush landscape, where mangoes and
oranges were growing in large plantations and where rounded
mountains rose in the morning light. Though it was only six
o’clock the sun was already warm and, crossing a river, I
looked down and saw a native bathing in a pool, neat and
graceful as a black cat,

The train puffed into Nelspruit and rested awhile before
contmuing its journey mto Portuguese East Africa. Nelspruit
was hot and semi-tropical. Thirsty passengers went to a
booth on the station and returned to their carriages with bags
full of peaches, oranges, and mangoes at a shilling a dozen.

I was met by two pcople who had invited me to stay in
Barberton, and we set off to mator the thirty miles to their
home. The road plunged into grand mountain scenery and
then, as if we had passed through rocky gates, we saw stretch-
ing into the distance before us one of the most spectacular
valleys in South Africa. Itlay below us for miles like a green
lake, and behind towered, in blue and paler blue, the majestic
skyline of the northern ranges of the Drakensberg. At that
hour in the early morning, before the mists had left the low
veld, it was easy to understand why this has been called de
Kaap Valley, for nowhere else in the Union 1s a scene which
more vividly recalls the mountains of the Cape, It seems that
at any moment one should come upon the ocean, and my
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{riends told me that before sunrise it 18 sometimes possible to see
the whole valley lying beneath a Table Bay of motionless mist.
* Last weck,” T was told, “ a black mamba held up the
Nelspruit bus The bus came round the corner just as the
snake was crossing the road. It was so startled that it reaied
up ready for action, and the bus stopped until it glided off.”

We paused on the way down into the valley so that I might
climb up to the rocks beside the road and see clumps of Bar-
berton Daisies growing in their native soil.  These pretty and
hardy flowers, which floutish in so many English gardens, are
not peculiar io Barberton, but they were first named in this
valley and from it the first specimens were sent to England in
1884.

We came down into the valley where the town of Barber ton
—the earliest gold-rush town 1 South Africa—snuggles cosily
at the foot of the mountains, We drew up outside a stone-
built house which might have come from Cumbeiland, but 1t
was covered with semi-tropical creepers and surrounded by a
garden that looked like one of the hot houses at Kew.

After bieakfast I went out, walking on the shady side of the
road, to look at a little town which only by an effort of the
imagination can now be associated with a gold rush It is
typical of modern Barberton that the old stock exchange
should now be the garage of the local hotel! People on the
verge of eighty, and this climate appears to confer immortality
once the critical seventies are passed, tell of a very different
Barberton. They speak of it boastfully and with pride, as a
-reformed rake might, from the safety of his rectitude, refer to
his unregenerate past. The Barberton of their youth was
apparently a hard-drinking place that attracted all kinds of
strange, eccentric fortune hunters, saloon keepers, and yellow-
haired barmaids, who murrored for a moment the shape of the
Johannesburg to be, hefore they faded off towards the newly
discovered Rand. It is difficult to connect those days—
although only sixty years distant—with the modern Barberton
of milk bars and tennis-club dances.

However, if anyone wishes to recapture the atmosphere of
an early mining community in South Africa, let him go to
Barberton and be introduced to the Barberton Cluly, which is
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to-day just as it was sixty years ago. It is a long bungalow
with a tiellised verandah. The walls are decorated with photo-
graphs from whose fading brownness gaze the whiskered faces
of the tough generation which created modern South Africa.

Sometlimes a motor car powdered all over with gey dust
draws up to the veranda, and out steps a man whao, in his
khali shorts and bush shurt, looks like a muscular lad of filty,
but will tell you with pride that he is seventy-five. He hangs
his sun-hat on a peg and calls for a Scotch and soda. If any
other men of his vintage are about, you will hear first-hand
reminiscences from the last men who remember South Africa’s
proneering days. Many of these old stagers remember Mr
Rhodes—that *“ Mr *’ is a subtle South Afiican title—and the
opening up of Rhodesia. They come into Barberton to go to
the bank or the railway station from large sun-smitten farms
where they grow vegetables for Johannesburg in the winter,
and in the summer mangoes, papaws, guavas, bananas,
oranges, and passion fruit,

They told me that the success of two brothers named
Barber caused the gold rush of the ‘eighties, when a motley
crowd converged upon Barberton. Prospectors accompanied
by donkeys laden with picks and dynamite were always passing
through the town on their way to the mines in the mountains
at the back.

“You’d meet some queer characters in those days,” I was
told, ‘ There was once a man from Port Elizabeth who got
angry with hus wife because his dinner wasn’t ready when he
arrived home. So he saddled his pony and trekked up to-
Barberton! Helived alone heie for twenty-one years. Thena
son turned up, then a daughter, and atlast the old lady herself,
And I'm dashed if the old boy didn’t have a second honey-
moon, and a third child was born who inherited a farm I could
point out to you.”

A man whose story I shall not easily forget s Mr L E O.
Lowndes—the initials are appropriate—who had an almost
miraculous escape from a wounded lioness about ten years
ago. The animal sprang at him, seized one of his arms in its
mouth, and was shot dead at a range of three yards by his
native servant. The curious point about thi story is that
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Mr Lowndes claims descent on lus mother’s side from Sir
James Gayer, Lord Mayor of London, who, in thanksgiving
for his escape from a lion in the East, left a sum of money for
the ““ Lion Sermon *, which has been preached in the Church
of St Katharine Cree every year since the reign of Charles I.
Mr L. E. O. Lowndes can surely tell the best hon story in
Alrical -

When I went to bed T noticed with some misgiving that
there was no petting over the window, for I had heen warned
in Johannesburg that Barberton 1s in the malarial belt. But
this is no longer so. The plague has been driven from the
town, and indeed I slept with open windows all the time I was
there. During the night a violent storm broke over the
mountains. 1 was awakened by a crash as the curtains blew
m and swept to the floor everything in their path. Lightning
more vivid than any I have ever seen was followed by a
tremendous cannonade of thunder that cracked like a series
of field-guns and then broke into aroar which seemed to shake
the very earth. Ram descended in a straight sheet, and when
the roar of the thunder was stilled T listened to the rushing of
mnumerable streams and waterfalls and the voices of a
thousand rejoicing frogs  In the morning the sky was innocent
and blue, and the * Pietmyvrou”, having miraculously
escaped drownmg, was piping from a tree.

§ 10

I was driven by a friend into the mountains to see the dead
mining town of Eureka. We had with us an old mmer named
James Hall, who long years ago had come out from Man-
chester. Hall was so deaf that 1t was almost impossible to
communicate with hun and we had to wait for his pronounce-
ments

¥ The Rand’s like a sandwich cake,” he shouted 10 me on
one occasion, “ but Barberton’s like a plum pudding! >

 That’s very true,”’ explained my friend. “ The gold on
the Rand is in layers, but out here it’s dotted about in the rock
just like fruit in a pudding.”

We had now left the orchards and the farms, where some
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splendid looking natives were at work, and were steadily
climbing into the green mountains. I thought that Barberton
possessed some of the most majestic landscapes in the Union,
To me the only disappointment was that the sea, which always
appeared to be round the next corner, was at its nearest pont
4 hundred miles away at Lourengo Marques, in Portuguese
terriory.

 If you smell onions, that’s it! *’ said Hall.

I pondered this for some time and had to ask for help.

““ What he means,” said my filend, ““ is that when you smell
arsenic, which is like onions, you are near gold in this part of
the world.”

The road twisted round to a hill-top which was four thousand
feet above the sea, and upon that lonely eminence we looked
about at the scattercd ruins of the gold-mining town of Eureka.
It was indescribably desolate and melancholy.

We walked from ruin to ruin.  Every scrap of timber which
had gonc to the constiuction of this town had vanished—
salvaged, I suppose, as firewood. James Hall looked round
at the ruins and remembeied them when they were alive with
movement and voices, and animated by the ambition and
follies of thousands of fortune-hunters, He pointed to one of
the largest heaps of stone.

** The old Victoria Hotel,”’ hesaid. ¢ Old Jack Frazer used
to live there.”

We walked across to a part of the mountain where Nature
had almost reasserted complete sway. An eagle perched
thoughtfully upon a rock rose and flapped slowly away as we
drew near.

*“ The race-course! > explained Hall.

“ Yes, the race-course! > he repeated, seeing our disbelief]
““ and there used to be some fine old field days here, I can tell
you! Oh, we’ve had some big do’s here and no mistake.”

Hall led us round the race-course and then back to the main
mounds and tumuli.

“ Oh, it uged to be a lively spot, all right,” he said, his eyes
roving over the mountain top. “* Whalt with chaps coming up
from the mines of an evening for their booze, and one thing
and another. Cornishmen, all of them.”
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“ Did they cver make any money® ”’ I asked

“ Lively spot,” he continued, ‘ cormng and going all the
time Some would save a bit of money and off they’d go with
their picks and bundles and donkeys and tents, some to try
their luck on the Rand and some to booze their money away
down in Barberton. Coming and going all the time. . . .*?

I felt that we had heard the epitaph of a gold-minmng town
The eagle flew back to the race-course

As we continued our journey towards a distant valley, Hall
told us of a poor miner who had given up all hope and had
fallen asleep on a certain hill, which he pointed out; awaken-
ing m the mormng, he found that he had been sleeping on a
great nugget of gold! I can imagme no more interesting
place than this for the people of Johannesburg. Here among
the lonely deserted hills they can see what the Rand might have
been like to-day if the reef bad not gone down deeply asit does.

In a steep valley we came suddenly upon an unexpected
scene of life and activity. There was a mine-shaft, pit-head
gear, offices, and compounds, and all the bustle of gold
winning. It was the famous Sheba Mine, which 1s still
producing gold,

We changed our clothes in the manager’s office and de-
scended this mine, which I thought had more atmosphere to
the square yard than all the great orgamsations of the Rand
put together. At a ceirtain depth we had to go down
perpendicular ladders, sticky with wet mud, to pich-dark
platforms where still more upright ladders descended to
lower levels. Here were no electric lifts to the bottom of
the mme: you had to climb down every foot of the way!
Gingerly and carefully, our thick borrowed boots slipping on
the rungs, we stepped down into the ghoulish underworld to
flash our lanterns over the face of the Barberton “ pudding *,
over a vast cavern mined out of the hot bowels of the mountain
and upon the wet, gleaming bodies of those who were moving
about so far down in the earth.

“This place, sir, is 4 geologist’s dream,” said the enthusiastic
public-school voice of a young engineer, as we stood with tepid
water dripping down the backs of our necks and our lanterns
wavering over the earth’s entrails,
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If anyone wishes to strengthen his leg muscles or veduce a
waist measurement, I can recommend the Sheba Mine, But
what defeats me about gold-mining is how anyone m his senses
should ever have thought 1t would be easy money.

8§11

No part of South Africa, and I do not cxcept the loneliest
portions of Zululand, gave me a more profound feeling of
solitude and of being locked away with a mode of life dictated
by the climate than the country between Barberton and the
Kruger Park. It 15 an insinuating, attractive district, and
the solitude 13 really an illusion. There are many lonelicr
places. The planters and farmers of this region are within
easy reach of the simple pleasurcs of Barberton or the more
complex amusements of Portuguese Fast Africa, yet, as you
survey the miles of hot, jungle-like country which stretches on
all sides, you feel that this has the atmosphere of a countryside
right out of the ordinary world.

The Buropeans live far apait (so that they welcome the
sight of each other on all occasions), in houses netted against
the mosquito and darkened against the sun. They plant
shady trees round them and, when possible, butld upon slight
hills which afford a view to the horizon.

In the extraordinary briliance of the sunny day, the lonel-
ness of these farms and houses is not so apparent; it is when
darkness falls and they are alane with the stars and prowling
animals of the night that you think of them as so many little
fortresses which have pulled up their drawbridges until the
morning. This romantic conception is sometimes shattered
when, invading such fortresses, you discover the garrison
sitting in electric light hstemuing to the chimes of Big Ben.
Still, that does not alter the fact that a lion may have strayed
from the Kruger Park and be crouched outside, also listening
to the chimes!

I met people who had made money out of tobacco, cotton,
mangoes, or what you will; others who were pleasantly
playing at farming in their retirement ; some who were waging
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the usual African struggle with farming, and some who weie
enjoying old age and looked good for another fifly years,

The great romance of Batberton is not really gold but Jock
of the Bushveld, for this is the country of South Africa’s classic.
The “ Jock of the Bushveld Road’ runs from Barberton
through the Kruger Park and over the boundary into Portu-
guese East Africa, and everybody in this part of the world
knows Sir Percy Fitzpatrick’s book by heart  Sir Percy, who
died in 1931, was born at King William’s Town, the son of a
judge of the Supreme Court of the Cape. He inherited from
his father a ready Irish wit and biilliance, and was educated
at the famous Catholic school, Downside Abbey, Somersel.
At the age of sixteen he hecame a clerk in the Standard Bank
of South Africa, but after four years roved ofl’ m gearch of a
more exciting career, becoming a storckeeper’s assistant in
Barberton and then a transport rider, travelling between the
Barberton gold-field and Portuguese East Africa. During this
time he met the band of pioneers described in Fock of the Bushveld
and gained that intimate knowledge of South African wild life
which is reflected upon every page of his book. He made s
fortune later on the Rand, and the adventures of his dog Jock
were first told to his children in Johannesburg. It was
Kipling who, having recently written the Fust So Siores,
persuaded Fitzpatrick to put Jock’s exploits mto book form.

Jock was a real dog, and his adventures took place in the
Barherton district when the whole of the lowveld teemed with
game as only the Kruger Park does to-day. Colonel G. M.
Bennett, who lives in a delightful house with the finest view in
Barber ton, knew the author and is a keen student of the book’s
topography.

“When I came to Barberton twenty-seven years ago,” he
told me, ¢ all the old people remembered Percy Fitzpatrick
and Jock, and all kinds of landmarks were pomted out as those
mentioned in the bock. I was shown at lcast three fig trees
in different areas which were said to mark the grave of Jock.
But Sir Percy told me himself that Jock is buried at Picene,
m Portuguese territory.

“ The last time Fitzpatrick came to stay with me was in
1924, and we talked a lot about Jock. He said that Jim
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Makokel was still alive somewherc on the highveld, but so far
as I know the only suivivor of Jock’s people to-day is that
grand old waitior Colonel James Donaldson. On the last day
of his stay, Sir Percy asked for my copy of Jock and promised
to make some marginal notes so that I should know where the
various adventures described in the book had taken place,
When I returned in the evening he apologised for having
fallen asleep without fulfilling his promuse. He promised to
do so upon his next visit, but failing health decreed that he
should never again visit Jock’s country. So I lost the
opportunity of possessing a unique copy of Jock.

“ However, he did make a few notes. On page 215, where
Jim Makokel incites Jock to attack the Shangaans, the author
wrote: ¢ This occurred about hall a mule below the Barberton
Hospital, on the road to the Queen’s River’. On page 454,
where Jock is taken to a prospector friend, Sir Percy wrote the
friend’s name, ‘Jacob Clocte’. On page 455, where Jock is
nearly run over, he wrote, * This was outside the Barberton
Club’. What a tragedy 1t 1s for all of us who love Jock of the
Bushveld that the author fell asleep that afternoon!”’

By the way, Colonel Bennett is himself of interest to South
Africans. It was his mother, a Miss Melville, who exclaimed
“ What a wilderness! >’ when she was taken as a bride to the
Wilderness, near Knysna, an innocent remark which posterity
has elaborated into a romantic but fictitious story.

But to return to Jock of the Bushveld Most readers of South
African books must have thought how remarkably fortunate
those books have been in their illustrators, Not only were the
Boers, the Hottentots, and the Bantu beautifully pictured in
aquatint from Barrow, Burchell, and Latrobe onward, but
the infinitely more difficult feat of portraying the wild animals
of South Africa has been vividly and trivmphantly achieved mn
later books, notably The Wild Sporis of Southern Africa by Corn-
wallis Harris, The Lion Hunier of South Africa by Gordon
Cumming, and the less well known Afiican Hunting and
Adventure by Charles Baldwin,

It is more difficult to portray a herd of leaping springbok,
galloping wildebeest, or a charging lion or elephant, than it is
to stop this movement with a bullet, and T think the men who



IN SEARCH OF SOUTH ATFRICA REL

have caught the spirit and action of African game have not
received their due tribute; indeed little or nothing is known of
them.

No book has ever been more happily illustrated than Jock
of the Bushveld, and there 1s an interesting story behind those
brilliantly alive marginal sketches. Mr Edmund Caldwell, the
arist, was a painter of animals who exhibited in London
towards the end of the Nineteenth Century, and all lus work
was distinguished by acute observation and a genuine love for
arumals,

Mrs J. P. Mackie Niven, Sir Percy Fitzpatricl’s daughter,
who lives in the Cape, tells me that, although she was a small
gurl at the time, she has a vivid memory of her father writing
Jock of the Bushveld on board ship during a voyage {0 England.
He was worried about the choice of an artist, and set himself
the weary task of going round all the London galleries to see
if he could find an amimal painter whose work he liked. After
a long and discouraging search he saw one day a brilliant
picture in oils of a kudu bull standing and gazing into the
distance, by an artist named Edmund Caldwell. ~Sir Percy got
in touch with him, and found an elderly man who had never
been out of England. He had painted the kudu in the Zool

Mr Caldwell was persuaded to return to South Africa with
the Fitzpatrick family, and spent many months there studying
wild animals and making sketches.

“While Mr Caldwell was with us,”” writes Mas Niven, *“ my
father arranged for us all to go by wagon to the Bushveld and
camp there. I have the clearest recollection of that trip.
We camped somewhere near what is now Mr Hall’s estate at
Mataffin, Eastern Transvaal. My brothers and their friends
collected specimens for Mr Caldwell to sketch, and he saw
the animals living and moving around him.”

Caldwell is described by one who met him in South Afiica
as ‘‘ a genial old boy more inquisitive than informative and
keen to be scrupulously exact about every detail of animal
life. He was spare, grey-haired and active. One thing that
filled me with wonder was that he was such an accurate artist,
despite the fact that he had to use glasses of enormous thickness.
and had to take a close-up, peering look at everything he
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wanted to sketch. I often wondered how he would manage
to get a picture of 2 lion in the wild ! ”

His task completed, Caldwell left South Africa and resumed
his work 1n Londen. He kept in touch with the Fitzpatrick
family for years and sent the children exciting Christmas cards,
generally with a picture of Jock on them. His end was the
most tragic that can befall an artist; he became blind, and
died in rggo.

Durmng the War all the blocks of Caldwell’s illustrations
were destroyed in an air raid, but Mrs Niven fortunately
possessed the original drawings. These have been sent to
London, and the first post-war edition of Fock will be
illustrated from the original drawings. No marine artist
ever suffered closer scrutiny from sailors than Caldwell’s work
did from South African naturalists and hunters. Everything
he did was passed with full marks except his sketch of the dung
beetle. He had drawn that insect in the act of pushing a hall
of dung with its fore, and not its back, legs. The mistake was
immediately put right when it had been noticed, but the dung
beetle standing on its hind legs and pushing the ball with s
forelegs is the treasured mark of a genuine first edition of Fock.

§ 12

The most sybaritic mode of travel in South Africa is a private
railway coach complete with cook and steward. I have no
idea what this costs, never having dared to inquire, but when
T wag invited to spend a night or two in such a coach and visit
the Kruger National Park, I responded with alacrity.,

Were I a mullionaire, that 18 how I should like to travel all
aver South Africa and Rhodesia, wherever indeed my saloon
could be attached to a train. There is no trouble about
petrol or punctures, hotels or food. You roll smoothly through
the country to a tinkle of ice and whirr of fans, delightfully
insulated from the grittier realities of life.

This coach, which exceeded my most extravagant notions,
‘was shunted into a railway siding at Nelspruit as if it were a
common coal-truck. My host had arranged for us to go by
«car after breaklast to the Kruger Park, where we would motor
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ahout all day looking for wild animals, and while we were
doing this the saloon was to be taken to a distant siding by the
Sabi River, many miles away, where we would rejoin it for
dinner.

We sped by car over the roads to the Kruger Park, and came
at length to the entrance gates of the most wonderful game
reserve In the world. This enormous expanse of wild South
Africa was set aside as long ago as 1896 by President Kruger
in order to preserve wild animals It is an area about the
size of Wales, bordermg the Portuguese [rontier, wheie the
immutable and blood-red law of Nalure is supreme and Man
is merely a visitor with a pair of curious eyes

Crouped at vatious points 1 the park are several rest camps
in which motorists—and no one 1s allowed to visit this place
on foot, bicycle, or horseback —may spend the night, or longer.
The only rules are* you must not shoot animals; you must not
leave theroads, and you mustnotgetoutof yourcar. A guide
issued for the use of visitors contams these useful hnts.

non’r bathe, there are oflen crocodiles in the simallest pools
poN’t become alarmed if lions stand and stare at your car.

They have probably not seen one before, and are naturally over-

whelmed with astomshment They mean no harm and in fact are

looking at your car and not at you The lon’s nose tells him at
once that a car is not good to eat and only smells of petrol  Lions
have not reahsed that human hemngs are mside; 1f they did they
would run away. Ifyou find lions standing or lying in the muddle
of the road i front of you, it 15 not necessary to do more than
slow down, when you get close they will get up and move to the
side out of your way, but

poN’T 1magine because the lions are passive that they aie there-
fore tame, and that you can go up and pat them. If you get out
of your car m close proximity of lions you are couriing trouble.

Rememher that a startled or frightened hon is just as dangerous as

an angry one A lioness with cubs, though she may take little

notice of cars, 13 almost certain to attack a human being walking
towards her cubs,

As soon as we were in the park we slowed down to about five
miles an hour and, keeping a keen look-out on each side of the
track, were soon lost in a jungle of low-growing bush and wood-
land, It was surprisingly exaiting. I have never shot lions
or elephants, or indeed any dangerous animal, therefore I
cannot say how this watchful expectancy compares with the
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thiill of the hunter If you think that the feeling of peril,
which must form a large part of the thrill of big-game hunting,
was absent, I can only advise you to go to the Kruger Park for
the first time and analyse your feehngs. For my part, I
should have felt safer with a rifle. The car seemed a pitifully
poor protection. It appeared to me fantastic that a pride of
lions, seeing a few helpless juicy human beings slowly travelling
along in = frail tin box should not take some offensive action.

“What happens if you get a puncture? >’ I whispered, for
as soon as we had entered the park we had for some reason
dropped our voices.

 Oh, that simply must not happen,” was the reply.

There was a movement in the grass, and we were in time to
see a family of warthogs trottng away, heads and thin,
indignant tais erect. This animal, in my opinion the most
armusing in the reserve, 15 a species of wild pig, large-headed,
tusked, and greyish-black in colour, The young are delightful
replicas of their parents, and it is the perky, erect line of their
tauls, each one at the same angle, which is so amusing as they
busily retreat.

Twning a corner we disturbed a herd of impala as they weie
crossing the 10ad. Our appearance filled them with move-
ment and they melted into cover. The last comers sailed
across the road in splendid leaps, but by the time we drew
level they were just so many reddish-brown shadows in the
spotied thicket. 1t is difficult to say whether even the famed
springbok is more beautiful or more fleet of foot than the
impala, certainly nothing could be lovelier than the sight of a
herd of impala, some in the air, some landing on neat, slim
legs, some gathering themselves for a forward leap, and all of
them together in silent, velvet motion which seems like the
very music of movement. .

Zebra were so plentiful that we hardly looked at them,
They grazed beside the road, or stood half concealed among the
trees, shafts of light and shade exactly matching their stripes.
A car came towards us and stopped. We exchanged the usual
Kruger Park conversation. '

* Have you seen any lions? *’
““ No, have you? ”’
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“ They told us at the rest camp there was a “ kall’ this
morning *’

“ Oh, where? ”’

“Wedon’t know. We thought you might know.”

And so on Lions are to the Kruger Park what the wicked,
evil-eyed old rhino are to Hluhluwe!

‘We moved on and citcled round a great rock on whosc
warm sumrmut sat enormous baboons, and then more warthogs,
zebra, impala, inyala, and a little red jackal who stood in the
muddle of the road and looked as though he were going Lo bark
at us, and the Rest Camp at Pretorius Kop.

The camp is a collection of thatched rondavels suirounded
by a stout stockade with gates which are shut after dark.
There is a general store where you can buy knick-knacks and
hear all the lion stories Every visitor has to be within the
stockade half an hour befoie sunset and no one 1 allowed to
leave until an hour after sunrise.

I met a man who as far as T could judge devotes his life to
the spotting of lions  He lives and works with the sole 1dea of
spending every possible spare moment in the Kruger Park.
He told me stories, and substantiated them with photographs
of lions half asleep on the running-board of his car, or sitting
on the road a few yards ahead like drowsy cats

“ They just don’t associate a car with human beings,” he
said. “ The smell of petrol puts them off, and if they’re well
fed and feeling lazy they like the sound of a running engine, and
will come up and bsten to 1t, just ke an inquisitive domestic
cat”’

The late Warden of the Krnger Park, Colonel J, Stevenson-
Hamilton, has a lot of interesting things to say about lons in
his latest book, Wild Life i South Africa. He makes it clear—
a point which I think every visitor should know—that danger
may be expected not from the lion you can see, but from the
one you cannot see,

“ At Pretorious Kop in the early part of 1938 ", he writes,
* a number of people were gazing from their cars at a pride of
lions a few hundred yards away on the slope of Shabine Hill.
It was nearing dusk, and the camp closing hour approaching;
so the visitors began to start up their engines preparatory to
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moving ofl At the same time the lions began to come slowly
down the hill  As his car got mmto motion, one man discovered
that he had a flat tyre, so, getting out, he detached fist a roll
of bedding, and then the spare wheel from the back of 1t, and
laid them m the roadway. He was just procceding to jack
up his wheel when Ranger Wolhuter, who at that moment
came along in his own car to shepherd the visitors home, saw a
lioness lying flat in the grass only some twelve feet from the
man and watching mtently the proceedings. Wolhuter
shouted, ¢ Getnto your car or that lion will have you!® The
man made a spring, but so, almost simultaneously, did the
lioness, and had she meant to bag him, no doubt, she could
easily have done so; but what had apparently been intriguing
her was not the man so much as his property. Grabbing the
roll of bedding she dashed off with it at [ull speed mto the long
grass and apparently had afterwards thoroughly enjoyed
herself, for the contents were found next morning rent into
the smallest ribands, Rumour has it that the other party in
the case was then in so great a hurry to leave, that he tried Lo
force the jacked-up car mto movement ”

Colonel Stevenson-Hamilton says that unless wounded a
lion does not rush at 1ts prey, as most people mmagine 1t does,
but prefers to get behind 1t and come on it unawares. ‘A
tourist, ignorantly or foolishly getting out of his or her car the
better to get a camera snapshot of some lions down the road,
should beware lest there is yet another unseen, watching from
the shelter of a bush close at hand **  The writer says that some
amateur photographers have been hoitified to discover upon a
developed film not only the lion they had photographed, but
another a few yards away that they had not noticed !

How a pride of lions forms and breaks up is not perfectly
clear, says the Colonel. A pride 15 led by a big male who
corresponds to the herd bull among antelopes. He always
takes his siesta away from the pride. Young malcs who rouse
his anger arve driven off and form bachelor prides; sometimes
the young of both sexes leave to form prides and hunt together.
The lot of the younger animals is apparently not always a
happy one. When a kill has been made, it is sometumes as
much as a young lion’s life is worth to attempt to eat beforc

|
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his elders have gorged themselves, and when they have done
so there is generally little lefl.

It is curious to know that, after man, thc worst encmy of the
lion is the seemingly haimless porcupine If a lion’s paws
should be punctured by the quulls of the porcupine, its hfe
hecomes an agony and the end may be starvation and death,
for the qulls work thew way into the pads and cause wounds
that become inflamed and make hunting an impossibility.

The stories told at Pretorius Kop are of nairow escapes, of
lions that refuse to budge from the road, and of “ lalls ™.
Many are the visitors who, quietly motoring along, have
suddenly found themselves in the centre of a terrific turmoil
of lions 1n the act of pulling down a giraffe, a wildebeest, a
buck, or a zebra.

While we were hstening to some of these remniscences, a
car dashed into the camp and an excited occupant shouted,
““ A big pride about half a mile down the Skukuza Road!’’
Not waiting to hear more, we ran to the car and were soon on
the way. Theroad was hordered on each side by high summer
giass and dwarf acacia trees. Having travelled for hall o
mile we began to crawl, keeping a keen watch, until someone
suddenly said: ““ Stop! There they are!” Looking through
the left-hand window I saw a lioness ahout fifty yards away.
She heard us and saw us, and I could see her sharp ears pricked
and her ig round face turned m our direction. As I silently
measured the distance which separated us, I thought she was
the largest lioness I had ever seen. Not a whisker twitched.
She just sat watching us with the alert expression of an
interested cat.

“ How many can you see”’’ someone whispeted. T can
see six !’

Looking closely at the bushes, I realised that what had
looked at first hike patches of brown grass were nothing of the
kind. T counted up to five, and then the sixth was pointed
out 1o me, a big male with a dark mane, lying some distance
away In the shade of an acacia and almost invisible.

Someone in the car placed a camera through the window
and took a photograph. The tiny click of the shutter—a sound

so minute and unimportant-—was heard by the lions, and two
z
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who had been lying on their sides slowly raised themselves and
added four more pricked ears to the pride. It was, I thought,
a moment as tense as that when, turning a corner of the road
in the Hluhluwe Reserve, I had come face to face with a rhine
and her calf.

I was amused to see that lions lie on their backs with their
paws in the air—that ridiculous attitude so familiar to anyone
who has been owned by cattus domesticus.

That pride was the only one I saw during my two days in the
Park, and I was told by rangers and others that owing to the
drought the animals had retired into the depths of the bush,

§ 13

Having seen enough bloodshed m the course of my life, I
had no real wish to witness a *“ kil °, and was glad that upon
our second day our attention was chiefly taken up with giraffes
and hippopotami.

Of all the amumals in the Park I thouglht the girafles the most
interesting to watch. We came upon them in family parties
and in larger groups, but when they were standing motionless
among acacia trees it was impossible to see them until you
noticed, protruding from the topmost leaves, 2 face rather like
that of an alert and good-looking camel; then, following the
line downward, you saw the giraffe standing in dappled sun-
hght which matched his spotted hide. A really gigantic bull,
whose diamond markings were almost black upon his pale-fawn
body, was, I thought, the most striking creature we had seen.

I had the good fortune to watch one of these animals lower
his neck to drink. In order to do this, he had to straddle his
forelegs bit by bit in five or six jerky movements before his long
neck could he lowered to ground level. Tt is worth going to
the Xruger Park if only to see a herd of giraffes in movement.
They gallop as if mounted upon stilts fitted with springs, the
fore and hind legs of each side moving together, the long neck
moving backwards and forwards, and the tail held over the
hindquarters. Tt is a curlous, powerful, lolloping movement,
and 1 was told that they can travel at a speed of thirty-five
miles an hour over short distances.
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This inoffensive vegetarian who would appear to be such
easy piey s, I was glad to learn, well defended. His hind legs
have a luck hke a steam hammer, his vital parts are protected
by a hide an inch thick, and his neck is the best watch tower in
Nature; cven the lion treats him with respect.

We came to a broad river in which about ten hippopotami
were submerged save for the tops ol their heads and therr
little, sharp, terrier ears. Now and again one would sink to
reappear 1n a few moments for ar.  They spend their days
floating, or sinking to the river-bed where they are able to
walk about. 'We heard them giving voice with a sound which
was something between a grunt and a roar. They were
intensely curious animals. Whenever we whistled or called
to them, heads emerged and the water was broken by little
black ears.

I made a list of the animals we had seen: lions, giraffe,
hippo, zebra, warthogs, water-buck, impala, inyala, wilde-
beest, monkeys, jackals, kudu, and many birds whose names 1
do not know. We did not see one snake, although, as Clolonel
Stevenson-Hamulton says, ““ the Sabt Bush is notorious for the
number of mambas 1t holds, and there are certamnly more to
the square mile there than in any other part of Africa with
which I am acquainted *’.

I wonder hiow many visitors think, as I did, that the chief
attraction of the Kruger Park is the glimpse 1t gives of a
world ruled by Nature The law of the survival of the
fittest, which Man alone in all Nature has defied, is seen
in full operation. In tlus blood-red world the beasts of prey
are the mstruments whereby Nature maintains the species at
their highest perfection. Man slays the strongest, Nature slays
the weakest.

In Wild Life in South Africa the author exarnines that extra-
ordinarily delicate balance of life 1n the jungle whereby laws
are at work regulating the birth rate of different species, the
age to which certain anumals live, the sex of those born, and
the proportion of beasts of prey to those preyed upon. He
pomnts out that a jungle without lions and other flesh-eaters
would soon become a wilderness.

“ Therefore by their constant weeding out of those animals
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which, inferior to therr companions in physical powers or in
intelligence, offer themselves more easily as prey, they ensure
the general health and strength of the species being kept keyed
up to the highest possible level; and by pulling down sick
animals immediately their illness causes them to lag, if ever so
little, behind their compamions, they do much to restrain the
spread of contagious maladies. Under natural conditions,
without the aid of the predatotes, overstocking, followed by
destruction of the pasture and outbreak of disease and starva.
tion, would occur, in a few years the couniry would be a
sterile deserl requiring years to recover and again sustamn
larger mammalian hfe. Thus the beasts of prey benefit no
only the fauna, but indirectly the flora also . . .

“ The same stern law of survival of the fitlest governs also
the existence of the cainivorous species, any member of which,
incapacitated for some reason from catching the prey necessary
to maintain its life, must die miserably.”’

The saloon carricd us through the hot mango country.
The electric fans whirred. In the morming we awakened in
Johanneshurg.

§ 14

The Victoria Falls, which are in Southern Rhodesia, are one
thousand, eight hundred and fifty miles from Johanneshurg.
T discovered that this long journey is made easy by an air
service which leaves:. Johannesburg twice or thrice a week,
arriving in Bulawayo four hours later, and that a night train
from Bulawayo reaches the Falls early the next morning. I
decided to go. T was full of misgiving, for it is unfortunately
true that more often than we care to admit great natural

phenomena are more impressive in books than in reality,
Two things about the Victoria Falls seem to me remarkable:
. that this gigantic cascade, whose roar can be heard for miles,
was unknown to the geography books until only ninety-odd
years ago, when Livingstone parted the leaves and gazed
with awe upon it, and that Cecil Rhodes never saw the greatest
natural wonder of his own Rhodesia. The Falls are caused
by the Zambesi River, at this point a mile in width, as it
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suddenly descends nto a chasm three hundred and sixty leet
m depth.

I spent the day or two before my departure 1(~‘Ldin§;.tlw
description of Livingstone’s discovery and the accounts of the
first few white men who saw the Falls. Tt scems that Living-
stone’s claim to be the fiist white man to do so has been
challenged at various times, but Mi Servaas D. le Roux,
whose admirable little book, Puwneers and Sportsmen of South
Africa, T have already mentioned, writes: * I have no hesita-
tion in saying, after many years of careful investigation of the
claims of all possible visitors 1o the Falls before Livingstone,
that there are no giounds whatever for believing that anyone
bul Livingstone was the first Emopean to sce them ™,

The next white man (o see the Falls was the bloodthirsty
little Willham Charles Baldwin, the lion hunter. [n the
course of ane of his destructive forays he found his way to the
Falls 1n 1860, and was the first person to measure them with
approximate accuracy, for Livingstone’s atlempt to do so was
madequate. Then two years after came Thomas Baines with
his pencil and hig pamnt-hox, and he sat down, sullering [rom
fever and waving away tsetse flies, and hecame the fest artist
to paint the Falls in all their colour and majesty.

The first white woman Lo see the Victoria I'alls was the
Alrikaner wife of the hunter, George Westhench, who was
there in 1875.

The acroplane deposited me upon a hot aerodrome at
Bulawayo. The grass was brown and shrivelled; the carth
was baked hard, and heat palpitated over the flat land, Tt
was ninety-seven in the shade, but appeated to be much hotter,
The Bulawayans, who were dressed in tropical suits and sun
helmets, agreed that it was very hot indeed and said that it
would remain so until the rains came.

I suppose in a country whete an oak tree becomes a sapling
in ten years and a peach tree in the same period is a fruit-
bearing bush, one ought not to be surprised by the Lightning
growth of such cities as Bulawayo. But how extraordinary 1t
Is to see that a place described in our own time as a fow tents
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and tin sheds has developed into a large, well-planned modern
city. I saw fine public buildings, enormously wide thoraugh-
fares, shaded by lavendei-blue jacarandas and brick-red
{flamboyants, fine shops, a statue of Cecil Rhodes, a swimming-
pool that suggested Hollywood, and flying everywhere
uncomplicated solitude brand new Umnion Jacks, so different
from our old and tattered specimens at home

The heat, which had been violent enough earlier in the day,
became malicious in the afterncon.  The amw was actually hot
on my eyeballs, my mouth was upholstercd mn bhaize and my
teeth were turned to felt. Fortunately there was no shortage
of lime-juice and soda.

T left by train in the evening. When morning dawned we
were two hundred miles away, and plodding across the great
‘Wankie coal-field, which is said to be four hundred square
miles in area and to contain sufficient coal for the whole world
for many gencrations. When the sun rose there was no
gradual warming up: the world was instantly and violently
hot A tropical landscape wilted in the heat. Halfnaked
natwes sat in the shade of huts and in the shadow of vast frilled
leaves like green clephants’ ears and waited for day to hegm.

As we approached the Falls Station I looked out, for I had
been told that if the wind is blowing m the right direction
spray wets the train windows miles off, but there was no wind
that morning, also it was the dry seasop and the Falls would be
low, and so nothing like that happened.

A covered way connects the station to a luxury hotel full of
people in white flannels and summer dresses. When you
remember it was only yesterday that Livingstone, Baldwin,
and Baines spent months in reaching this spot and then had to
camp out in considerable peril and discomfort, this great hotel,
where the lost arts of cookery and-service are preserved intact
so far from civilisation, is one of the many wonders of Africa.

My room looked out towards the Falls. As soon as I
entered I was drawn to the window by a constant roar of
sound and, only a short walk away, a gigantic screen of spray,
grey as the smoke of a veld fire, rose several hundreds of feet
into the air. It was a surprising and appalling sight, surprising
because there is nothing else like it n Africa, appalling because
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the height of the spray, the mile-long width of 1t, and the roa
that accompanied 1t spoke of the terrifyimg power behind 1t.
I sat down and watched 1t, unable to leave the window. The
st was always rising and descending, and constantly m move-
ment as air currents caught it. The roar of the water as 1t
leapt into space was not like the sea, or like thunder, as I have
heard it described, but like the noise made by an express train
travelling at scventy mules an hour but never getting any
nearer. It forms a constant background to everything, and
listening to its steady roar I could understand why the natives
in Livingstone’s day never approached nearer to it than five or
six miles I listened to 1t fascinated and then became aware
of a smaller, nearer sound: the lovely sound in a hot land of a
hose spraying a flower bed. There below the window stood a
native boy watering a hed of asters. Every now and then he
would look suspiciously over his shoulder: and I wondered
why.

Upon the parapet of the swinming-pool an old baboon was
hiding. He was a wise old veteran, who from time to time
would peep round a corner at the boy. He had the biight
restless eyes of a Scottish sub-editor in the face of a disillusioned
dog. Atlast, judging the moment right, he suddenly launched
himself into the air in the direction of a mango tree and
came down to earth with a green mango in his mouth and two
fists full of mangoes en branche- and before the poor hoy,
made aware of lus adversary by the sound of breaking boughs,
could pick up a stone, the old willain was on the other side of
the hill. /

v

§15

I set off after breakfast with Mr Miles, the curator, to see the
Falls, and I must say that I was consumed by uneasiness.
Suppose they were disappomnting? Mountains, volcanoes,
valleys, and other natural sights may be described so often, so
enthusiastically, and so well, that to see them for yourself is an
anti-climax. I still remember over the years the feeling of
having been let down when I first observed the Pyramids.

We made for the sound of the Falls and came to a stretch of

-
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land which might be described as the most favoured in Afiica Y
alone in Africa it possesses what everyone throughout the
length and breadth of the southern portion of the Continent
prays and longs for: 1t is land on which rain falls ceaselessly
day and night all through the year. It is the land immediately
opposite the Falls, which 15 perpetually drenched in spray;
and they call it the Rain Forest.

Aswe entered this hot, odoriferous jungle, we saw on each side
of the path a dense riot of thriving trees, every bright leaf
shimng and dripping in the wetness. Stray gusts of air came
up from the gorge and drove belts of grey spray through the
forest as if it were a Highland glen. Those warm little fogs
seitled in beads upon the leaves and dripped down upon the
maoss, the bracken, and the gieat banks of fern.  Birds called
among the monkey ropes that linked tree to tree; dragon-flies
came darting m and out of the spray, emjoymg the thin
mossture on their wings. In the warm, perpetual rainfall,
moss and lichen climbed the trees and covered every fallen
trunk with velvet, while flowers of stariling beauty broke into
life with the speed of fungi. Those just appearing were clumps
of a fuzzy red flower called Haemanthus muliifloses, which sprang
from the earth sudden and leafless like little flames.

All the time, as we walked through this jungle, having to
shout ever louder io each other, I was conscious of the
thundering monster and impatience to come face to face with it
became overwhelming. At last the trees thinned a little and
I saw ahead a ledge of glistening wet rock, and about a hundred
yards away, on the opposite side of the chasm, the white slide
of waler falling into the darkness of the gorge,

1 was standing on 2 rock with the mist coming up from the
abyss, the dragon-flies in hundreds diving in and out of the
falling rain hke flying emeralds, and opposite 1 saw the
Zambesi sliding over the mile-long edge of the precipice, It
was a sight both frightening and beautiful. Standing there,
blinded by the spray and deafened by the roar, I knew that
this immense spectacle was unlike anything else in the world.

‘What makes the view of the Victoria Falls from the edge of
the Rain Forest so impressive is that you are not looking up at
it, but standing upon the same levél as the river. You can
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see it far away, flowing gently, lapping the shores of the little
islands that rise out of it, drawing nearer every moment to the
great chasm mto which 1t must fall | then, as it reaches the hip,
with sudden acceleration 1t jumps over and down in long white
streamers; and all is confusion, noise, and spray.

If T remember the Niagara Falls correctly, the river before
it leaps downward is a tumultuous, violent affair with rapids
that are already angry before they fall into space: but the
Zambesi is a placid river Lo within a few yaids of its descent.
And this contrast between peace and violence, between water
flowing calmly over the earth and water falling angrily through
the air, makes a first glimpse of these Falls impressive and
memorable.

At various points along the edge of the Rain Forest are
wooden seats and little thatched huts in which you may sit
more or less dryly and watch the tumult. The steady white
slide of the mile of falling water, the constant thunder and
reverberation of 1ts descent, the ever downward movement of
the water, and the ever upward movement of the mist, have
an almost mesmeric effect upon the spectator. You sit for a
long ume concentrating upon some calm eddy, watching it
shde nearer to its doom, watching it take the leap and then
anxiously following it downward until it loses its individuality,
first becoming a thin feather of water and then, as it meets an
air current, becomung blown and shredded, mixed with other
water and lost, part of it going down and ever down into the
darkness and part flung upward in ascending spray. There
is a fascination too in watching the very edge of the Falls,
where the Zambesi arches itself like a curve of greenish-white
glass before it leaps into space.

For a mile you may walk opposite the Falls seemg cascade
afler cascade and then, if you dare, you may creep to the edge
and peer down into the awful cleft where the river, now green,
now black, hoils onward beneath a grey mist in which a
rainbow lies like a tinted hoop.

It is interesting to examine the effect this sight has had upon
* the minds of those who have described it Livingstone was
impressed by its sublime majesty and thought that * scenes
so lovely must have been gazed upon by angels in their flight **;
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Chapman was also filled with awe and wonder, but was
conscious also of an “ invisible spell > temptimg the spectator
to ‘ fling himself headlong into it >*; Major Serpa Pinto, who
was there in 1877, was inspired by awe and a kind of horror for
‘“ the hell of water and darkness ™, which he likened to * the
last gasp of age in the arms of death ’. A Frenchman, Lionel
Declé, agreed with Pinto and compared the Falls to *“ a dark
and terrible hell, from the middle of which you expect every
moment to see some repulsive monster rising in anger *’.
Lord Curzon, who was a connoisseur of waterfalls, was affected
by the “ beauty and power’” of the Falls and thought that
they * excel in grandeur any spectacle of the same kind 1n the
world .

To me the grandeur and the power overwhelmed all other
impressions. I did not find it horrible or hellish. It was a
stupendous display of natural forces and it created in my mind
a feeling of almost fearful admiration. It struck me that of
all natural phenomena waterfalls alone have constant sound
and movement, Thunderstorms and volcanoes in eruption
have these, hut only intermittently; the waterfall alone
m Nature has them all the time. The great mountains of
the world are silent and still, the great gorges and the plains
are soundless, and even the great rivers, although they too
have movement, have none of the violent catastrophic
movement of a waterfall.

In the afternoon we went across the bridge, to a point above
the Falls where a canoe was wailing upon the placid river.
Far away the opposite bank showed as a line of thick forest
from which rose the tufted heads of palm trees. Four ebony
boys stabbed their paddles in the water, and we sped out
into the stream and made towards the hp of the Falls.

The sun gleamed on the polished bodies of the natives, and I
thought that we must have looked very like an illustration in
Stanley’s Darkest Africa. A feature of the Falls is the group
of islands near the edge of the precipice; some actually over-
hang it in the most terrifying manner. We paddled to one of
these, Livingstone Island, in the centre of the river, taking
advantage of calm water and paddling against the eddies and
swirls which could have swept us on and over the brink, The
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little island is a shady jungle swept by spray like the Rain
Forest opposite. It was a place of tall trees and thick under-
growth. Apathhasbeen cut to thelip of the Falls at the point
where Livingstone gazed for the first time into the abyss

We found the tree upon which, surrendering once only to a
bad habit, he had carved his imtials, but there is no sign of
them to-day. Selecting a spot not too near the brink, he
planted a little garden of a hundred peach and apricot stones
and a quantity of coffee-seeds, but hippopotami scon trampled
Rhodesia’s first garden into chaos. From the edge of the
island the view of the Main Cataract was frightening, As I
looked down, it seemed that the little island was trembling
with the thunder of the Falls and might at any moment break
from 1ts mooring and go whirling down into white foam and
darkness.

§ 16

Anything less heroic than my first sight of wild clephants
could not be imagined. I had been inviied to go up the
Zambhesi, and this naturally suggested a canoe with chony
bodies swaying back and forth as paddles were dipped into
the water. But when I reached the landing stage 1 saw a
motor launch mto which were stepping fellow guests from the
hotel—elderly visitors, honeymoon couples, and family parties
with children—just as if they were going to Hampton Court.

We sat beneath an awning, and as soon as we had exploded
into mid-stream every camera was produced and a look-out
kept for crocodiles, We saw several, lymg upon rocks with
their mouths open, exposing gullets the colour of boiled salmon.
People became tired of wasting film on hippos.

Turning into a broad reach of the river, Mr Dowell, our
skipper, gave a cry and pointed to the distant bank, where
several clephants were grouped at the edge of the water. He
put on speed, and the animals allowed us to get within two
hundred yards before they turned and shambled off into the
bush By the time our boathooks gripped the bank we could
hear the sound as they pressed through the bush to the crack
of snapping twigs. The place was evidently a regular drink-
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ing-pool, for the ground was churned up inte yellow mud and
impressed with huge, circular footprints, each one filled with a
bucketful of blue Zambesi.

Mr Dowell told me that elephants had not been seen in that
part for a long time, and indeed he seemed a good deal more
excited than his passengers, to whom no doubt the sight of
elephants in zoos was an everyday occurrence. Seizing a
cameid, he leapt ashore and told us he was gong to take a
photograph of them in the bush. Rashly, I asked if I might
accompany him, and together we advanced into a dense thicket,

 The wind’s all 1ight,”” he whispered, * but if they come for
us heat 1t back to the boat as fast as you can.”

I readily promised to do this, and we crouched together
on an ant-hill, gazing between the lcaves into the dappled
jungle. The elephants were not far off  We could hear them
m the crackling undergrowth, rending hranches from the
trees. Mr Dowell signed to me in dumb show to stay where I
was while he crept forward with the camera.

Left alone on the ant-hill, T began to feel that this modern
passion {or hunting big game with films 15 carried to excess in
Afnca. I felt foolishly helpless, and glancing back I noted
that the boat was no longer visible, neither was the cheerful
chatter of its passengers audible I could see Mr Dowell’s
whilte shirt some way to the right, and T noticed that he was
crouching with the camera at eye level, obviously taking
photographs. Following his line of vision, I saw a grey shape
swaying among the trecs, and realised that if all these were cut
down I should have found myself no more than fifty yards
from the elephants. Suddenly one of them, with the alarming
speed and smoathness of the bulkier wild animals, moved 1o a
frightening sound of snapping boughs, and I was relieved to
hear Mr Dowell saying, ¢ Come on, let’s go! *

Back in the boat, I thought that anyone armed with a
camera probably stands a better chance with a rhino, whose
sight is poor, than with an elephant, whose sight is so keen.
And the thought of an elephant, preceded by its sensitive and
muscular trunk, is not pleasant as you wait, suddenly and

appallingly transported from the security of a large hote] into
the reality of the African bush.
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The hotel stands like a policeman guarding the visitor from
the peri and lawlessness of the wild, and I am sure that few
of its visitors realise how lawless the wild still 5. The fact
that you can book a room and bath from Johanneshurg or
Cape Town obscures the fact that fundamentally the Zambes:
region is still as it was in Livingstone’s time. Take away the
comfortable buffer of the hotel, and the traveller would be
faced by an expedition of the first order with tents, mosquito
nets, guns, bearers, quinine, atropmn, and all the rest of it.
But as far as I could see, my fellow guests were not aware of
this., Off they went in the morning to study the Falls; in the
afternoon they voyaged upon the Zambesi; and in the
evening, while eating an iced soufflé, they would mention that
they had taken photographs of crocodile and hippopotami as if
it were the most ordinary and normal thing in the world.

When I reached the hotel one evening a young woman told
me that she had seen such a sweet little crocodile on a rock,
and a man who was sinking an iced whisky and soda informed
me that a smell of burning that was steadily rising in the air
was caused by a bush fire.

* Dropped cigarettes? ° I suggested, thinking of Hindhead
in August,

“ Oh, no,” he replied. ** Natives hunting. They fire the
bush and then assegai the gamc as it runs away, Of course
they’re not supposed to do 1t, but the police can’t always stop
them.”’

So I went up and thoughtfully changed for dinner. There
was iced papaw, cream of leck soup, grilled sole with mayon-
naise, roast spiced venison with wine sauce, and péche Melba.
But somewhere not far off was a ¢ sweet little crocodile ** and
a buck with an assegai 1n 1ts stomach. Which of these two
worlds is the real Zambezia I leave you to decide.

§17
While T was in Bulawayo, on my way back to Johannesburg,
a fitend drove me out to the Matopos to see the grave of Cecil
Rhodes. Long before his death that extraardinary man chose
his burial-place upon a lonely hilltop in the country which
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bears his name. It was not the first time the Matopos had
been selected as a sepulchre. Rhodes, when describing how
the Matabele warrior Mzlikazi had been buried in a cave
there, scated on a throne, so that even in death he might face
the great expanse which he had ruled, exclaimed, * What a
poet that man was! ”’; and maybe 1t was Mzilikazi who first
put the idea 1n Rhodes® head

T admire the grandeur and loneliness of the Matopos in
Rhodesia,” he wrote in his will, “ and therefore I desire to be
huried in the Matopos on the hill which I used to visit and
which I called the © View of the World * mn a square to be cut
in the rock on the top of the hill covered with a plain brass
plate with these words thereon— Here lie the remains of
Cecil John Rhodes *.”

After travelling for about filteen mules we came to a hot,
mountainous country which seemed Lo me singularly eerie.
The largest cuphorbia trees I had seen lifted their queer
surrealist arms against the blueness of the sky, and other trees
in some maculous way managed to find foothold and
nourishment hetween the cracks of granite. The chief
features of the scene were the numerous rounded granite
boulders, some of them colossal, which in the course of
centuries had been left stranded on hill-tops and poised so
crazily upon ledges that one pufl of wind, it seemed, might
send them crashing into the valleys. The boulders and the
rocks around them were beautifully tinted by green and
saffron lichens. The silence was underlined by insect noises.
Between a gap in the hills T caught a glimpse of vast blue
distances.

One of the most impressive features in this queer landscape is
the place where Rhodes chose to be buried. A natural
Stonehenge has been formed by granite boulders which seem
to stand guard round a rock platform. A path has been cut
to the summit, and when you reach the top you see * the
World’s View ** stretching away for fifty miles, and at your
feet is the grave of Cecil Rhodes, covered by a slab of granite
bearing his name and the dates of his birth and death, as he
directed. He was not fifty,

It could not fail to be an impressive grave, and it occurred
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to me, as I stood there watching the flame-headed lizards run
over it, that it is also the grave of a Trappist monk. I was
reminded of a story which W. T. Stead tells in his revealing
book about Rhodes® will. A certain Mr G Wyndham, who
was travelling in Rhodesia, happened to go with Rhodes to
this place, and when they reached the hill-top the founder of
the country, “ circling his hands about the horzon *’, cried,
¢ Homes, more homes; that 1s what I work for*.”?

The narrator of this story called it * very beautiful *°, but
surely it is also very pathetic. Homes mean marriage and
children, and of these Rhodes himself knew and wished to
know nothing. Of all those who have striven in Africa his
spirit is surely the least 1estful and the least home-like. While
he could dream of homes for other people, he himself remamed
a born wanderer on the face of the earth,

This grave in the lulls 1s the one place in Africa where 1t
seems to me you can forget Rhodes the materialist and re-
member only Rhodes the visionary. Was he not of the same
kind as Alexander of Macedon? One dreamed of Hellenising
the world, the other of Anglicising it; and both lived to sigh
for more worlds to conquer.

As I was going down the hill I met an elderly gentleman
dressed in khaki shorts who was painfully climbing up with the
aid of astick. He1emoved hissombrero and mopped his head.

¢ Is John Cecul up there? ** he asked me.

“Youll find him on the top,’” 1 said.

I just wanted to say good afternoon to him.”

* Did you know Rhodes? * T asked.

“Oh, Lor’, yes! I knew Rhodes in the old days, but it’s
fifty years since I was last in Bulawayo. Of course, I was a
young lad then.”

“Tell me,” T asked, ““ was Rhodes an impressive person to
meet? ”’

“ Oh, I don’t know,” he replied. ‘“ He wore an old shurt
and an old pair of pants and a wide-awake hat, like the rest of
us, but I really couldn’t say whether he was 1mpressive or not.”

He continued his pilgrimage to the hill top. And there I
left him on the Matopos, with the sky and the lizards and the
grave of Rhodes.



352 IN SEARCII OF SOUTH AFRICA

§ 18

Glhncing through the port-hole of the aeroplane at sunrise,
I watched a new day dawn over the hioad lands that lie north
to the Limpopo In a few hours I should be in another
continent, for my travels in South Africa were over 1 had
been in the country too long to be able to solve 1ts problems
and not long enough to be able to express an opinion about
them.

I remembered how at that time in the morning Cape Town
would be stirring round its blue bay; Port Elizabeth, Fast
London and Durban would be awakening; the smoke would
be rising from the kraals of Zululand ; the night clouds leaving
the peaks of the Drokensberg; the Free State would e m
clarity from horizon to horizon, and the first gold miners
would already be at work beneath the rocks of the Transvaal.

All over South Africa at that moment the varied population
would be preparing to meet the challenges and responsibilities
of a new day: Brutish South Africans, Afrikaners; Cape
Coloured, Bantu, Indians; a complex and puzeling passenger
list for any country to carry into the future I could see them
in imagination from Table Bay to Durban Bay, and over the
mountains upon the northern plateau, preparing to engage in
their innumerable activities And behund them, stretching
back in time, I saw also Kruger, Rhodes, and Lobengula;
Potgieter and Harry Smith; the Voortrekkers; Pict Retief
and Dingaan; Farewell, King and Shaka; the 1820 Settlers;
Pringle and Someiset; Lady Anne Barnard and the first
British; a century of Dutch Governors; the Huguenols and,
last—and first—Jan Anthony van Riebeeck with his South
Africans. After unnumbered ages of silenice, history, it seems,
was determined to crowd as much as possible into three South
African centuries, as if to malke up for lost time.

The story of South Africa is that of two fine European
peoples, as alike as two 1aces can be, who have established
their civilisation at great cost and with courage upon the
tip of Africa. In spite of their unhappy schism they have
managed to exert their sway over, and to accept responsibility
for, a greater number of servants than any nation has been
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blessed or cursed with since the slave empnes of antiquity.
Most travellers who have moved aboul among them must go
away with the feeling that to them mote than to most people
in a changed and threatening world the twenty-fourth veise
of the third chapter of St Mark applies more than ever 1t did.

T 1ccollected with affection the many fuends, Brtish and
Alrikaner, 1 had made in all the four provinces. The South
Africans are a kind, generous, opcn-heartcd people and
hospitality is one of thewr oldest traditions I remembered
also with gratitude the silent minstrations of those servants
of another 1ace who had done my bhidding and had made my
life easier  Then I settled down to face that long journey to
the north and the surprising realisation that, vast as South
Afiica seems to be when you are there, it is merely a small
part of a greatcr whole.

A A
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GLOSSARY
OF AFRIKAANS AND OTHER WORDS USED IN THIS BOOK

Aasvoel, vulture

Afrikaans, the
Atnmkaner

Afrihander, the South Afiican breed
of red cattle.

Afithaner, a South African of Dutch-
Huguenot-German descent.

aglerhis, rear wagon chest,

arak, an castern spirit of con-
siderable potency

baas, while master

behslaner hek, concertina gate (lit.
smack-you-in-the-mouth gale)

blommetye, little flower.,

bobolie, curried mince

boer, farmer,

bokheveld, goatveld,

dassie, rock 1abbit

disselboom, wagon-shaft.

donga, a hollow or dip

dorp, village.

drostdy, magistrate’s residence,

erf, building plot

JSontein, spring or fountam.

goed, good

groot, great,

Groote Schuur, Great Barn

wmdaba, native gathering or counecil,

1Chola, Zulu female headdress

kabeljou, Cape salmon or salmon-
bass

Kapenaar, Capetownian

kappie, sunbonnet.

katel, bedstead

kerkraad, church counci, elders

hiewt, peewit

kis, chest or trunk.

komburs, kitchen.

koppre, Inil.

korlgan, moor-cock

kiaal, native cattle pen or hut,

lnager, defensive formation of ox-
wagons.

lammervanger, eagle.

language of the

lefling, datling (Dutch),

mebos, salted, crystallised apricots,

metste, gnl

melk, mik

meneer, Sir, ruster,

moat, pretly

morg (pl morgen), 23th
land

mud (sak), measure hy hag

onderstel, wagon undcr-fiame

piccanin, native child,

remskaen, skid, shpper,

riem, leather thong

1ondavel, civcular hut,

rusl, rus, 1est

sosalie, spiced meat flavoured with
curry powder and gniled

skof, hump.

sprut, ivulet, stream,

steenbras, a fish, Grunter.

sioep, verandah

stukhie, Tittle pieces.

taal, language

twentaal, guinea-fowl

tert, tart.

tickey, threepenny piece.

tot stens, so long.

witlander, foreigner, stranger.

vaal, grey.

veld, field, apen country

velshoen, home-made shoe.

vergelegen, far-away,

vershrihlrk, terrible, frightful,

vler, valley

veorhus, front room or parlour.

voorkts, front wagon chest

woorloper, forerunner,

arou (pl wrouens), womarn, women,

waatersicrimeerkat, the fan-tailed
meercat,

wag *n bietpe, the wait-a-bit thorn
bush

winkel, shop

wonderltk, wonderful,

acres of
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('The Plam)
page 285
In peace I rest by the ages caressed,
Unseen, unheard,
And dazed and beuntched by my sun-dreams enviched

Unawakened, unstirred
(Fan Cilliers.  Translation by E R Pellerson )

(Names of a Team of Oxen)

page 291

Storm Mouniamn Vaulture,

Very Nuce Apple
Commandant. Soldrer
Pontak (a sweet wine) Fawn-tail
Wagen-~road. Rocking Mar.
Fyont Man. Carpenter,

Duty Beard Sweetvgld
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