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Wevication

It was the youngest of the High Authorities
who gravely informed the Inquiring
Stranger that
“Jock belongs to the Likkle People!”
‘That being so, it is clearly the duty, no

less than the privilege, of the
Mere Narrator to

BDedicate
The Story of Jock

to

Those Keenest and Kindest of Critics, Best
of Friends, and Most Delightful
of Comerades

The Likkle People












fully in the eyes, said “Dad! You have left out the
best part of all. Don’t you remember how . . .”

And the description which followed only emphasises
the present writer’s unfitness for the task he has
undertaken. In the text of the story and in the illus-
tration by my friend Mr. Caldwell (who was himself
subjected to the same influence) there is left a loophole
for fancy : it is open to any one to believe that Jock
is just beginning or just ending his aerial excursion.
The Important People are not satisfied ; but then
the page is not big enough to exhibit Jock at the top
of that flight—of fancy !

From the date of that lesson it was apparent that
reputations would suffer if the story of Jock were
not speedily embodied in some durable and authori-
tative form, and during a long spell of ill health many
of the incidents were retold in the form of letters to
the Little People. Other Less Important Persons—
grown-ups—read them and sometimes heard them,
and so it came about that the story of Jock was to be
printed for private circulation, for the Little People
and their friends. Then the story was read in manu-
script and there came still more ambitious counsels,
some urging the human story of the early days, others
the wild animal life of South Africa. Conscious of
many deficiencies the narrator has left two great
fields practically untouched, adhering to the original
idea—the story of Jock; and those who come into it,
men and animals, come in because of him and the life
in which he played so large a part. The attempt to
adapt the original letters to the symmetry of a
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Little by little the book has grown until it has come
perilously near the condition in which it might be
thought to have Pretensions. It has none! It is
what it was : a simple record, compiled for the interest
and satisfaction of some Little People, and a small
tribute of remembrance and affection offered at the
shrine of the old life and those who made it—tendered
in the hope that some one better equipped with
opportunities and leisure may be inspired to do justice
to it and to them for the sake of our native land.
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grief ; some, thoughts too big or bad for comrade-
ship. But most will charge to Fate the thoughtless
choice, the chance, or hard necessity, that drew
or drove them to the life apart; they know the
lesson that was learned of old: It is not good for
man to be alone.”

Go out among them, ever moving on, whose white
bones mark the way for others’ feet—who shun the
cities, living in the wilds, and move in silence, self-
contained. Who knows what they think, or dream,
or hope, or suffer ? Who can know ? Forspeech among
that hard-schooled lot is but a half-remembered art.

Yet something you may guess, since with the man
there often goes—his dog; his silent tribute to The
Book. O, it’s little they know of life who cannot guess
the secret springs of loneliness and love that prompt

i

the keeping of a trifling pet ; who do not know what
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and silenced every other sound—the tearing, smashing
hail that seemed to strip the mountain to its very bone.

Oh! the wanton fury of the hail; the wild, destruc-

tive charge of hordes of savage cavalry ; the stamping,
smashing sweep along the narrow strip where all the
fury concentrates; the long black trail of death and
desolation! The birds and beasts, the things that
creep and fly, all know the portents, and all flee before
it, or aside. But in the darkness—in the night or
mist—the slow, the weak, the helpless, and the mothers
with their young—for them is little hope.
" The dense packed column swept along, ruthless,
raging, and unheeding, overwhelming all. ... A
sudden failing of its strength, a little straggling tail,
and then—the silence!

The sun came out; the wind died down; light
veils of mist came slowly by—bits of floating gossamer
—and melted in the clear, pure air.

The Boy stepped out once more. Miles away the
black column of the falling hail sped its appointed
course. Under his feet, where all had been so green
and beautiful, was battered turf, for the time trans-
formed into a mass of dazzling brilliants, where
jagged ice-stones caught the sunlight on their countless
facets, and threw it back in one fierce flashing glare,
blinding in its brilliance.

On the glittering surface many things stood out.

In the narrow pathway near the spring, a ‘snake
lay on its back, crushec{ and broken; beyo ~ °
a tortoise, not yet dead, but bruised and ba
II


















only goat, and had to leave the carcase with a note
of explanation—Jim being out when he called. What \§
he heard from us when he returned, all prickly with
remorse and shame, was a liberal education ; but what

he remembers best is Jim’s note addressed that evening

to our camp:

“Boys! Jim Hill requests your company to dinner
to-morrow, Sunday ! ”

“ Mutton ! ?

As the summer spent itself, and whispers spread
around of new strikes further on, a spirit of restlessness
—a touch of trek fever—came upon us, and each
cast about which way to try his luck. Our camp was
the summer headquarters of two transport-riders,
and when many montbs of hard work, timﬁer-cutting
on the Berg, contracting for the Companies, pole-
slipping in the bush, and other things, gave us at last
a ‘rise,’ it seemed the natural thing to put it all into
waggons and oxen, and go transport-rid]i)ng too.

The charm of a life of freedom and completecin-
dependence—a life in which a man goes as and where
he lists, and carries his home with hi~ s ~enneiadana.
but great too was the fact tt
with it.

How the little things that 1
stamp themselves indelibly «
flower in the hedgerow where
mark the spot in one’s mind for ¢
more, before and after, and all :
unseen. In memory, it is all
glorious as ever: only the ye

17 B









bullet glanced along the skull, peeling off the skin.
¢ It was a bad shot,” he said afterwards, in answer to
the beginner’s breathless questions. “ He wasn’t hurt :
just sank a little like a pointer when you check him ;
P but before he steadied up again I took for the nose
and got him. You see,” he added thoughtfully,
“a lion’s got no forehead : it is all hair.”

That was about all he had to say; but, little store
as he may have set on it, the tip was never forgotten and
proved of much value to at least one of our party years
afterwards. To this day the picture of a lion brings
up that scene—the crouching beast, faced by a man
with a long brown beard, solemn face, and clear un-
faltering eyes ; the swift yet quiet action of reloading ;
and the second shot an inch or so lower, because “a
lion’s got no forehead : it’s all hair.”

The shooting of a lion, fair and square, and face
to face, was the Blue Riband of the Bush, and no
detail would have seemed superfluous; but Bill,
whose eye nothing could escape, had, like many great
hunters, a laggard tongue. Only now and then a
look of grave amusement lighted up his face to show
he recognised the hungry enthusiasm and his own
inability to satisfy it. The skin with the grazed
stripe along the nose, and the broken skull, were
handled and looked at many times, and the story
was pumped from every Kaffir—all voluble and eager,
but none eyc-witnesses. Bob, the sociable and more
communicative, who had been nearest his brother,
was asked a hundred questions, but all he had to say
was that the grass was too long for him to see what
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“Well, it’s really simple enough. We came right on
to the lioness waiting for us, and I got her; and then
there were shouts from the boys, and I saw a couple
of cubs, pretty well grown, making off in the grass.
This boy Jim legged it after one of them, a cub about
as big as a Newfoundland dog—not so high, but longer.
I followed as fast as I could, but he was a big Zulu
and went like a buck, yelling like mad all the time.
We were in the bend of one of the long pools down
near the Komati, and when I got through the reeds
the cub was at the water’s edge facing Jim, and Jim
was dancing around heading it off with only one
light stick. As soon as it saw us coming on, the cub
took to the water, and Jim after it. It was as good
as a play. Jim swam up behind, and putting his
hand on its head ducked it right under : the cub turned
as it came up and struck out at him viciously, but he
was back out of reach: when it turned again to go
Jim ducked it again, and it went on like that six or
eight times, till the thing was half drowned and had
no more fight in it. Then Jim got hold of it by the
tail and swam back to us, still shouting and quite mad
with excitement.

“ Of course,” added Bob with a wag of his head,
“ you can say it was only a cub; but it takes a good
man to go up naked and tackle a thing like that, with
teeth and claws to cut you into ribbons.”

“ Was Jim here to-day ? ” I asked, as soon as there
was an opening. Bob shook his head with a kindly
regretful smile. “ No, Sonny, not here; youd ’a’
heard him. Jim’s gone. I had to sack him. A real
23

























siveness which anything with blood and brain should
have shrunk under. The dull monotone, the ominous
drawl, the steady something in his clear calm eyes
which I cannot define, gave an almost corrosive effect
to innocent words and a voice of lazy gentleness.

“What’s the best thing to do following up a
wounded buffalo ? ” was the question. The questions
sprung briskly, as only a ‘yapper’ puts them; and
the answers came like reluctant drops from a filter.

“ Git out!”

“ Yes, but if there isn’t time ? ”

“Say yer prayers!”

“ No—seriously—what is the best way of tackling
one ? ”

“Ef yer wawnt to know, thar’s only one way:
Keep cool and shoot straight!”

“Oh! of course—if you can?”

“ An’ ef you can’t,” he added in fool-killer tones,
“ best stay right home!”

Rocky had no fancy notions: he hunted for meat
and got it as soon as possible; he was seldom out long,
and rarely indeed came back empty-handed. I had
already learnt not to be too ready with questions.
It was better, so Rocky put it, “ to keep yer eyes open
and yer mouth shut”; but the results at first hardly
seemed to justify the process. At the end of a week
of failures and disappointments all I knew was that
I knew nothing—a very notable advance it is true,
but one quite difficult to appreciate! Thus it came
to me in the light of a distinction when one evening,
after a rueful confession-of blundering made to the
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bell an’ curtain in this yere play ; you got ter be thar
waitin’.”

Rocky knew better than I did the extent of his
good nature ; he knew that in all probability it meant
a wasted day; for, with the best will in the world,
the beginner is almost certain to spoil sport. It
looks so simple and easy when you have only read
about it or heard others talk; but there are pit-
falls at every step. When, in what seemed to me
perfectly still air, Rocky took a pinch of dust and let
1t drop, and afterwards wet one finger and held it
up to feel which side cooled, it was not difficult to
know that he was trying the wind; but when he
changed direction suddenly for no apparent reason,
or when he stopped and, after a glance at the ground,
slackened his ?rame, lost all interest in sport wind
and surroundings, and addressed a remark to me in
ordinary tones, I was hopelessly at sea. His manner
showed that some possibility was disposed of and some
idea abandoned. Once he said * Rietbuck! Heard
us I reckon,” and then turned off at a right-angle;
but a little later on he pointed to other s:foor and,
indifferently dropping the one word ¢ Koodoo,” con-
tinued straight on. To me the two spoors seemed
equally fresh ; he saw hours’—perhaps a whole day’s—
difference between them. That the rietbuck, scared
by us, had gone ahead and was keenly on the watch for
us and therefore not worth following, and that the
koodoo was on the move and had simply struck across
our line and was therefore not to be overtaken, were
conclusions he drew without hesitation. I only saw
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“You’d oughter brought some fire crackers!” \

If only he had sworn at me it would have been
endurable.

We moved on again and this time I bad eyes for
nothing but Rocky’s back, and where to put my foot
next. It was not very long before he checked in
midstride and I stood rigid as a pointer. Peering
intently over his shoulder in the direction in which
he looked I could see nothing. The bush was very
open, and yet, even with his raised rifle to guide me,
I could not for the life of me see what he was aiming
at. Then the shot rang out, and a duiker toppled over
kicking in the grass not a hundred yards away.

The remembrance of certain things still makes me
feel uncomfortable ; the yell of delight I let out as
the buck fell; the wild dash forward, which died
away to a dead stop as I realised that Rocky himself
had not moved ; the sight of him, as I looked back,
calmly reloading ; and the silence. To me it was
an event: to him, his work. But these things were
forgotten then—Ilost behind the everlasting puzzle,
How was it possible I had not seen the buck until it
fell ? Rocky must have known what was worrying
me, for, after we had picked up the buck, he remarked
without any preliminary, “ It ain’t easy in this bush
ter pick up what don’t move; an’ it ain’t hardly
possible ter find what Je don’t know ! ”

“ Game you mean ? ” I asked, somewhat puzzled.

“'This one was feeding,” he answered, after a nod
in reply. “I saw his head go up ter listen; but
when they don’t move, an’ you don’t jus’ know what
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And then, without the slightest sign cause or warn-
ing that I could detect, in one instant every sound
ceased. I watched the reeds like a cat on the pounce :
never a stir or sign or sound: they had vanished.
I turned to Rocky : he was standing at ease, and there
was the faintest look of amusement in his eyes.

“ They must be there ; they can’t have got away ? ”
It was a sort of indignant protest against his evident
¢ chucking it’; but it was full of doubt all the
same.

“Try!” he said, and I jumped into the reeds
straight away. The under-foliage, it is true, was
thicker and deeper than it had looked ; but for all that
it was like a conjuring trick—they were not there !
I waded through a hundred yards or more of the narrow
belt—it was not more than twenty yards wide any-
where—but the place was deserted. It struck me
then that if they could dodge us at five to ten yards
while we were watching from the bank and they
did not know it—Well, I ¢chucked it’ too. Rocky
was standing in the same place with the same faint
look of friendly amusement when I got back, wet and
muddy.

“Pigs is like that,” he said, “same as elephants—
jus’ disappears !

We went on again, and a quarter of an hour later, it
may be, Rocky stopped, subsided to a sittingdfosition,
beckoned to me, and pointed with his levelled rifle
in front. It was a couple of minutes before he could
get me to see the stembuck standine in the shade of
a thorn tree. I would never have
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he called to Jess, and she ran out of a patch of s

ss under one of the big trees behind our waggo:
gll;ae answered his call instantly, but when she s
him moving off on the other waggon she sat do
in the road and watched him anxiously for sor
seconds, then ran on a few steps in her curious qui
silent way and again stopped, giving swift glanc
alternately towards Ted and towards us. Ted 1
marked laughingly that she evidently thought he h
made a mistake by getting on to the wrong waggc
and that she would follow presently.

After he had disappeared she ran back to her pat
of grass and lay down, but in a few minutes she w_.
back again squatting in the road looking with that
same anxious worried expression after her master.
Thus she went to and fro for the quarter of an hour
it took us to inspan, and each time she passed we could
hear a faint anxious little whine.

The oxen were inspanned and the last odd things
were being put up when one of the boys came to say
that he could not get the guns am{ water-barrel
because Jess would not let him near them. There was
something the matter with the dog, he said; he
thought she was mad.

Knowing how Jess hated kaffirs we laughed at th~
notion, and went for the things ourselves. As w
came within five yards of the tree where we had le
the guns there was a rustle in the grass, and Jess can
out with her swift silent run, appearing as unexpected
as a snake does, and with some odd suggestion of
snake in her look and attitude. Her head, body an
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tail were in a dead line, and she was crouching slightly
as for a spring ; her ears were laid flat back, her k
twitchicg constantly, showing the strong white

and her cross wicked eyes had such a look of remorseless
cruelty in them that we stopped as if we had been
turned to stone. She never moved a2 muscle or made
a sound, but kept those eves steadily fixed on us.
We moved back a pace or two and began to coax and
wheedle her : but it was no good ; she never moved
or made a sound, and the unblinking look remained.
For a minute we stood our ground, and then the hair
on her back and shoulders began very slowly to stand
up. That was enough: we cleared off. It was a
mighty uncanny appearance.

Then another tll')ied his hand ; but it was just the
same. No one could do anything with her; no one
could get near the guns or the water-barrel ; as soon
as we returned for a fresh attempt she reappeared in
the same place and in the same way.

The position was too ridiculous, and we were at our
wits’ end ; for Jess held the camp. ‘The kaffirs declared
the dog was mad, and we began to have very un-
comfortable suspicions that they were right; but we
decided to make a last attempt, and surrounding the
place a£ roached from all sides. But the suddenness
with which she apieared before we got into position
so demoralised the kaffirs that they bolted, and we gave
it up, owning ourselves beaten. We turned to watch her
as aﬁc ran back for the last time, and as she disappeared
in the grass we heard distinctly the cry of a very young
puppy. Then the secret of Jess’s madness was out.
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people used to ask what breed the puppies were—I
suppose it was because poor cross faithful old Jess was
not much to look at,and ‘because no one had a very
high ?inion of yellow dogs in general, and nobody
scemed to remember any famous yellow bull-terriers.
They used to smile in a queer way when they asked
the question, as if they were going to get off a joke;
but when we answered  Just like their father—
Buchanan’s imported dog,” the smile disappeared,
and they would give a whistle of surprise and say
“By Jove!” and immediately begin to examine the
five yellow puppies, remark upon their ears and noses
and legs, and praise them up until we were all as proud
as if they hacf belonged to us.

Jess looked after her puppies and knew nothing
about the remarks that were made, so they did not
worry her, but I often looked at the faithful old thin
with her dark brindled face, cross-looking eyes an
always-moving ears, and thought it jolly hard lines that
nobody had a good word for her ; it seemed rough on
her that every one should be glad there was only one
puppy at all like the mother—the sixth one, a poor
miserable little rat of a thing about half the size of
the others. He was not yellow like them, nor dark

brindled like Jess, but a sort of dirty pale half-and- .

half colour with some dark faint wavy lines all over
him, as if he had tried to be brindled and failed ; and
he had a dark sharp wizened little muzzle that looked
shrivelled up with age.

Most of the fellows said it would be a good thing to p‘ﬂ

-

drown the odd one because he spoilt the litter and made ¥4
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the yellow puppies would be claimed and that I should
have to take the odd one, or none at all ; so I began to
look upon him as mine already, and to take an interest in
him and look after him. A long time ago somebody
wrote that “ the sense of possession turns sand into

d,” and it is one of the truest things ever said.

ntil it seemed that this queer-looking odd puppy
was going to be mine I used to think and say very much
what the others did—but with this difference, that I
always felt sorry for him, and sorry for Jess too, because
he was like her and not like the father. I used to
think that perhaps if he were given a chance he might
grow up like poor old Jess herself, ugly, cross and
unpopular, but brave and faithful. I felt sorry for
him, too, because he was small and weak, and the other
five big puppies used to push him away from his food
and trample on him ; and when they were old enough
to play they used to pull him about by his ears and
Kack on to him—three or four to one—and bully him

orribly. Many a time I rescued him, and many a
time gave him a little preserved milk and water with
bread soaked in it when the others had shouldered
him out and eaten everything.

After a little while, when my chance of getting
one of the good puppies seemed hopeless nd T ont
used to the idea that I would have to tal
one, I began to notice little things about
no one else noticed, and got to be quite f
little beggar—in a kind of way. Perhaps I+
my sand into gold, and my geese into swan
I grew fond of him simply because, finding
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old enough to see much, or understand anything,
for his eyes still had that bluish blind look that all
very young p\;ip ies have, but he was marching along

as of confidence as a general at the head of his
army. How he fell out of the waggon no one knew;
E:rhaps the big puppies tumbled him out, or he may

ve tried to follow Jess, or have climbed over the
tail-board to see what was the other side, for he was
always going off exploring by himself. His little
world was small, it may be—only the bedplank of the
waggon and the few square yards of the ground on
which they were dumped at the outspans—but he
took it as seriously as any explorer who ever tackled a
continent.

The others were a bit more softened towards the
odd puppy when I caught up to the waggons and told
them of his valiant struggle to follow ; and the man
who had docked the puppies’ tails allowed, “I believe
the rat’s got pluck, whatever else is the matter with
him, for he was the only one that didn’t howl when
I snipped them. The little cuss just gave a grunt
and turned round as if he wanted to eat me. I
think he’d 2’ been terrible angry if he hadn’t been so
g'prised. Pity he’s such an awful-looking mongrel.”

But no one else said a good word for him : he was
really beneath notice, and if ever they had to speak
about him they called him “ The Rat.” There is
no doubt about it he was extremely ugly, and instead
of improving as he grew older, he became worse ; yet,
I could not help liking him and looking after him,
sometimes feeling sorry for him, sometimes being
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He was not a bit like the other puppies ; if any one
fired off a gun or cracked one of the big whips the
whole five would yell at the top of their voices and,
wherever they were, would start running, scrambling
and floundering as fast as they could towards the
waggon without once looking back to see what they
were running away from. The odd puppy would drop
his bone with a start or would jump round ; his ears
and tail would flicker up and down for a second;
then he would slowly bristle up all over, and with his
head cocked first on one side and then on the other,
stare hard with his half-blind bluish puppy eyes in
the direction of the noise ; but he never ran away.

And so, little by little, I got to like him in spite of
his awful ugliness. And it really was awful! The
other puppies grew big all over, but the odd one
at that time seemed to grow only in one part—his
tummy ! The poor little chap was born small and
weak ; he had always been bullied and crowded out
by the others, and the truth is he was half starved.
The natural consequence of this was that as soon
as he could walk about and pick up things for himself
he made up for lost time, and filled up his middle
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he did not immediately understand they would never
tackle him again.
It took a whole day for him to realise this; but as

soon as he did understand it he seemed to make up £
his mind that now his turn had come, and he went & ,

for the first puppy he saw with a bone. He walked
up slowly and carefully, and began to make a circle
round him. When he got about half-way round the
up(fy took up the bone and trotted off ; but Jock
eaded him off at once, and again began to walk
towards him very slowly and stiffly. The other
Euppy stood quite still for 2 moment, and then Jock’s
erce determined look was too much for him: he
dropped the bone and bolted.
here was mighty little but smell on those bones,
for we gave the puppies very little meat, so whenJock
had taken what he could off this one, he started on
another hunt. A few yards away Billy’s pup was
having a glorious time, struggling with a big bone
and growling all the while as if he wanted to let the
worlgr know that it was as much as any one’s life was
worth to come near him. None of us thought Jock
would tackle him, as Billy’s pup was still a long way
the biggest and strongest of the puppies, and always
ready to bully the others.
Jock was about three or four yards away when he
caught sight of Billy’s pup, and for about a minute

— e - —

he stood still and quietly watched. At first he seemed ¢
surprised, and then interested, and then gradua.lly/ )

he stiffened up all over in that funny way of his;’
and when the hair on his shoulders was all lon end gndé
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a long time it remained tacked on to the coop with
“ Pezulu ” written on it.

Pezulu the Great—who was Pezulu the Second— _

was not like that: he was a game cock, all muscle

Lo
and no frills, with a very resolute manner and a real g

love of his profession ; he was a bit like Jock in some
things ; and that is why I fancy perhaps Jock and he
were friends in a kind of way. But fock could not
get on with the others : they were constantly chang-
ing ; new ones who had to be taught manners were
always coming; so he just lumped them together,
and hated fowls. He taught them manners, but
they taught him something too—at any rate, one of
them did ; and one of the biggest surprises and best
lessons Jock ever had was given him by a hen while he
was still a growing-up puppy.

He was ireginning to fancy that he knew a good
deal, and like most young dogs was very inquisitive
and wanted to know everything and at once. At
that time he was very keen on hunting mice, rats
and bush squirrels, and had even fought and killed
a meerkat after the plucky little rikkitikki had bitten
him rather badly through the lip; and he was still
much inclined to poke his nose in or rush on to things
instead of sniffing round about first.

However, he learned to be careful, and an old hen
helped to teach him. The hens usually laid their
eggs in the coor because it was their home, but some-
times they would make nests in the bush at the outspan
places. 6nc of the hens had done this, and the bush
she had chosen was very low and dense. No one saw
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a partridge to a lion—is so trying that the
beginner is wound up like an alarum clock and \N
goes off at the first touch. He is not fit to hit
a haystack at twenty yards; will fire without
looking or aiming at all; jerk the rifle as he
fires; forget to change the sight after the last
shot ; forget to cock his gun or move the safety

catch; forget to load ; forget to fire at all : nothing J ‘\ '

is impossible—nothing too silly.

On a later trip we had with us a man who was out Wi

for the first time, and when we came upon a troop
of koodoo he started yelling war-whooping and swear-
ing at them, chasing them on foot and waving his
rifle over his head. When we asked him why he,
who was nearest to them, had not fired a shot,
all he could say was that he never remembered his
rifle or anything else until they were gone.

These experiences had been mine, some of them many
times, in spite of Rocky’s example and advice ; and they
werealways followed by a fresh stock of good resolutions.

I had started out this day with the same old deter-
mination to keep cool, but, once into the reeds, Jim’s
account of how he had stepped on the crocodile put
all other thoughts out of my mind, and most of my
attention was given to examining suspicious-looking
rocks as we stole silently and quietly along.

Jock was with me, as usual ; qI always took him out
even then—not for hunting, because he was too young,
but in order to train him. He was still only a puppy,
about six months old, as well as I remember, and had
never tackled or even followed a wounded buck, so
10§

































He was just as happy as a dog could be, and
/ perhaps he was proud of the wound that left
a straight line from his shoulder to his hip and
showed up like a cord under the golden brindle
as long as he lived—a memento of his first real

hunt.
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of my precious cartridges, and stood like a statue
listening for the reply. The silence seemed worse
than before: the birds had gone to roost; even the
flies had disappeared ; there was no sound at all but
the beat of my own heart and Jock’s panting breath.

There were three cartridges and a few damp matches
left. There was no sun to dry them now, but I laid
them out carefully on the smooth warm rock, and
hoped that one at least would serve to light our camp
fire. There was no time to waste: while the light
lasted I had to drag up wood for the fire and pick a
Elace for the camp—somewhere where the rocks

ehind and the fire in front would shelter us from the
lions and hyenas, and where I could watch and listen
for signals in the night.

There was plenty of wood near by, and ,thinking
anxiously of the damp matches I looked about for
dry tincf;ry grass so that any spark would give a start
for the fire. As I stooped to look for the grass I
came on a patch of bare ground between the scattered
tufts, and in the middle of it there lay a half-burnt
match ; and such a flood of relief and hope surged up
that my heart beat up in my throat. Where there
were matches there had been men! We were not in
the wilds, then, where white men seldom went—not
off the beaten track: perhaps not far from the road
itself.

You must experience it to know what it meant at
that moment. It drew me on to look for more!
A yard away I found the burnt end of a cigarette ;
ang before there was time to realise why that should
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dreaming that several lions were looking down at me
from the top of a big flat rock and Jock was keeping
them off.

Jock was in his usual place beside me, lying against
my blankets. I gave him an extra pat for the dream,
thinking, “ Good old boy ; we know all about it, you
and I, and we’re not going to tell. But we’ve learned
some things that we won’t forget.” And as I dropped
off to sleep again I felt a few feeble sleepy pats against
my leg, and knew it was Jock’s tail wagging “ Good
night.”









welcome, helping him out with explanations of the un-
flattering facts. For the listener it is, at best and worst,
only amusing or tiresome; but for the person con-
cerned it is different—for, as Rocky said, ¢ It don’t fool
any one worth speakin’ of ’cept yerselt.” And ¢there’s
the rub.” Whenever a bullet struck with a thud, and no
dust appeared to show that it had hit the ground, I
thought that it must have wounded the buck ; and once
you get the idea that the buck is hit, all sorts of reasons
appear in support of it. ‘There is hardly anything that

e buck can do which does not seem to you to prove
that it is wounded. It bounds into the air, races off
suddenly, or goes away quite slowly ; it switches its
tail or shakes its head ; it stops to look back, or does
not stop at all ; the spoor looks awkward and scrappy ;
the rust on the grass looks like dry blood. If you start
with a theory instead of weighing the evidence all
these things will help to prove that theory: they will,
in fact, mean exact};r what you want them to mean.
You ‘put up a job on yerself —to quote Rocky
again—and with the sweat of your brow and vexation
of spirit you have to work that job out.

Poor old Jock had a few hard chases after animals
which I thought were wounded but were not hit at all
—not many, however, for he soon got hold of the right
idea and was a better judge than his master. He
went off the instant he was sent, but if there was
nothing wounded—that is, if he could not pick up
a ‘blood spoor >—he would soon show it by casting
across the trail, instead of following hard on it; and
I knew then there was nothing in it. Often he would
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out front oxen turn and charge downhill; and
are half frantic with excitement bewilderment
terror. The constant shouting, the battle w
refractory animals, the work with the whip, and
hopeless chaos and failure, have just about done |
up; and then some one—who knows—comes along,
and, because you block the way where he would pass
and he can see what is wrong, offers to give a hand.
Dropping his whip he moves the front oxen to where the
foothold is best and a straight pull is possible; then walks
up and down the team a couple of times talking to
the oxen and getting them into place, using his hand
to prod them up without frightening them, until he
has the sixteen standing as true as soldiers on parade—
their excitement calmed, their confidence won, and
their attention given to him. Then, one word of
encouragement and one clear call to start, and the six-
teen lean forward like one, the waggon lifts and heaves,
and out it goes with a rattle and rush.

It looks magical in its simplicity ; but no lecturer
is needed to explain the magic, and if honest with
yourself you wi].lP turn it over that night, and with a
sense of vague discomfort it will all become clear.
You may be tempted, under cover of darkness, to find
a translation for ¢ watch it’ and stick to it!’ more
befitting your dignity and aspirations : ¢ observation
and reasoning,’ ¢ patience and purpose,’ will seem
better ; but probably you will not say so to any one
else, for fear of being laughed at.

And when the new-found knowledge has risen like
yeast, and is ready to froth over in advice to others,
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so clearly as the last act in the struggle : it stood passive,
and apparently beaten, while theboys inspanned it again.
But at the first call to the team to start, and without
a touch to provoke its temper again, it dropped down
once more. Not one of all those looking on would
have believed it possible; but there it was! In the
most deliberate manner the challenge was again flung
down, and the whole fight begun afresh.

We ielt really desperate : one could think of nothing
but to repeat the bucket trick; for it was the only one
that had succeeded at all. The bucket had been flung
aside on the stones as the ox freed itself, and one of
the boys picked it up to fetch more water. But no
more was needed : the rattle of the bucket brought
Bantom to his feet with a terrified jump, and flinging
his whole weight into the yoke, he gave the waggon a
heave that started the whole span, and they went out
at a run. The drivers had not even picked up their
whips : "the only incentive applied was the bucket,
which the boy—grasping the position at once—
rattled vigorously behind Bantom, doubling his frantic
eagerness to get away, amid shouts of encouragement
and laughter from the watching group.

The trials and lessons of the work came in various
shapes and at every turn; and there were many trials
where the lesson was not easy to read. It would have
taken”a good man to handle Bantom, at any time—
even in the beginning ; but, full-grown, and confirmed
in his evil rvays, only the butcher could make anything
out of him.

And only the butcher did :























































swinging it round him, or, of himself circling round it— =
perhaps that is the fairer description, for the porcupine &
was much the heavier. He had it by the throat \ge
where the flesh is bare of quills, and had kept himself =g
out of reach of the terrible spikes by pulling away

B
all the time, just as he had done with the duiker

and other buck to avoid their hind-feet.

This encounter with the porcupine gave us a better
chance of getting the tiger than we ever expected—
too good a chance to be neglected ; so we cut the
animal up and used the worthless parts to bait the big
tiger-trap, having first dragged them across the veld
for a good distance each way to leave a blood spoor
which would lead the tiger up to the trap. This,
with the quantity of blood spread about in the fight,
lying right in the track of his usual prowling ought
to attract his attention, we thought ; and we fastened
the trap to a big tree, making an avenue of bushes up
to the bait so that he would have to walk right over the
trap hidden under the dead leaves, in order to get at
the bait. We hoped that, if it failed to hold, it would
at least wound E.iem badly enough to enable us to
follow him up in the morning.

In the bright light of the fire that night, as Jock
lay beside me having his share of the porcupine steaks,
I noticed something curious about his chest, and on
looking closer found the whole of his white ¢shirt
front’ speckled with dots of blood; he had been

ricked in dozens of places, and it was clear that it

d been no walk-over for him ; he must have had a
pretty rough handling before he got the porcupine
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~7 The three rifles cracked like one, and witk 2 howl

of rage and pain the tiger shot out over the dogs’

heads, raced along the stonvy bed, and suddenly

plunging its nose into the ground, pitched over—
dead.

It was shot through the heart, and down the

ribs on each side were the scraped marks of the

trap.














































one of themselves, at last made out a word or two
which gave the clue.

“They’re after the wounded buffalo!” he said,
“ Come on, man, before they get their dogs, or we’ll
never see him again.”

Knowing then that the buffalo was a long way ahead,
we scrambled on as fast as we could whilst holding to
his track; but it was very hot and very rough and, to
add to our troubles, smoke from a grass fire came
driving into our faces.

“Niggers burning on the slopes; confound them!”
Francis growled.

They habitually fire the grass in patches during the
summer and autumn, as soon as it is dry enough to
burn, in order to get young grass for the winter or the
early spring, and although the smoke worried us there
did not seem to be anything unusual about the fire. But
ten minutes later we stopped again ; the smoke was per-
ceptibly thicker ; birds were flying past us down wind,
with numbers of locusts and other insects ; two or three
times we heard buck and other animals break back ; and
all were going the same way. Then the same thought
struck us both—it was stamped in our faces: this was
no ordinary mountain grass fire ; it was the bush.

Francis was a quiet fellow, one of the sort it is well
not to rouse. His grave is in the Bushveld where his
unbeaten record among intrepid lion-hunters was
made, and where he fell in the war, leaving another
and greater record to his name. The blood rose
slowly to his face, until it was bricky red, and he looked
an ugly customer as he said :
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gabble characteristic of hunting boys after a good day
and with plenty of meat in camp.

I was sitting on a small camp stool critically examin-
ing a boot and wondering if the dried hide would
grip well enough to permit of the top lacings being
removed, and Jock was lying in front of me, carefully
licking the last sore spot on one fore paw, when I saw
his head switch up suddenly and his whole body set
hard in a study of intense listening. Then he got up
and trotted briskly off some ten or fifteen yards, and
stood—a bright spot picked out by the glare of the
camp fire—with his back towards me and his uneven
ears topping him off.

I walked out to him, and silence fell on the camp ;
all watched and listened. At first we heard nothing,
but soon the call of a wild dog explained Jock’s move-
ments ; the sound, however, did not come from the
direction in which he was looking, but a good deal to
the right; and as he instantly looked to this new
quarter I concluded that this was not the dog he had

reviously heard, or else it must have moved rapidly.
here was another wait, and then there followed calls
from other quarters.

There was nothing unusual in the presence of wild
dogs: hyenas, jackals, wild dogs and all the smaller
beasts of prey were heard nightly; what attracted
attention 1n this case was the regular calling from
. different points. The boys said the wild dogs were
hunting something and calling to each other to
indicate the direction of the hunt, so that those in
front might turn the buck and by keeping it in a circle
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head lay on his paws and his mouth was shut like a
rat-trap ; his growling grew-louder as the bombastic
nigger, all unconscious of the wicked watching eyes
behind him, waved his blood-stained knife and warmed
to his theme.

“ Great you thought yourself,” proclaimed the
orator, addressing the dead koodoo in a long rigmarole
which was only partly understood by me but evidently
much approved by the other boys as they stooped to
their work, ¢ Swift of foot and strong of limb. But the
white man came, and—there!” I could not make
out the words with any certainty ; but whatever the last
word was, it was intended as a dramatic climax, and
to lend additional force to his point the orator let fly
a resounding kick on the koodoo’s stomach.

The effect was quite electrical! Like an arrow
from the bow Jock flew at him ! The warning shout
came too late, and as Jock’s teeth fastened in him behind
the terrified boy gave a wild bound over the koodoo,
carrying Jock lize a streaming coat-tail behind him.

The work was stopped and the natives drew off in
grave consultation. I thought that they had had
enough of Jock for one day and that they would
strike work and leave me, probably returning later
on to steal the meat while I went for help from the
waggons. But it turned out that the consultation
was purely medical, and in a few minutes I had an
interesting exhibition of native doctoring. They laid
the late orator out face downwards, and one burly
¢ brother ’ straddled him across the small of the back;
then after a little preliminary examination of the four
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frightened the cane-rat back on to him,and he stared
hard at the bank and the stretch of beach ahead of him.
Then the rock he meant to step on to gave a heave,
and a long blackish thing curved towards him ; he
sprang into the air as high as he could, and the
crocodile’s tail swept under his feet !

Jantje fled back like a buck—the rattle on the stones
behind him and crash of reeds putting yards into every
bound.

For four days he stayed in camp waiting for some
one to find a hive and give him honey enough to make
his peace ; and then, for an old snuff-box and a little
powder, he bought a huge basket full of comb, young
and old, from a kaffir woman at one of the kraals
some miles away, and put it all at the foot of the tree
he had cleaned out.

Then he had peace.

The boys believed every word of that story : so,
I am sure, did Jantje himself. The buffalo story was
obviously true, and Jantje thought nothing of it:
the honey-bird story was not, yet he gloried in it;
it touched his superstitious nature, and it was impossible
for him to tell the truth or to separate fact from
fancy and superstition.

How much of fact there may have been in it I cannot
say : honey-birds gave me many a wild goose chase,
but when they led to anything at all it was to hives,
and not to snakes, tigers and crocodiles. Perhaps it is
right to own up that I never cheated a honey-bird !
We pretended to laugh at the superstition, but we
left some honey all the same—just for luck! After

351













































































































of the river kaffirs from the neighbouring kraal had
gathered to the number of thirty or forty, men, women
and children, and they stood loosely grouped, instinc-
tively still silent and watchful, like a little scattered
herd of deer. All on both sides were watching me
and waiting for the shot. It seemed useless to delay
longer ; the whole length of the body was showing,
but it looked so wanting in thickness, so shallow
in fact, that it was evident the crocodile was lying,
not on the top, but on the other slope of the sand spit ;
and probably not more than six or eight inches—in
depth—of body was visible.

t was little enough to aim at, and the bullet
seemed to strike the top of the bank first, sending
up a column of sand, and then, probably knocked all
out of shape, ploughed into the body with a tremendous
thump.

Thtls) crocodile threw a back somersault—that is,
it seemed to rear up on its tail and spring backwards ;
the jaws divided into a huge fork as, for,a second, it
stood up on end; and it let out an enraged roar,
seemingly aimed at the heavens. It was a very sudden
and dramatic effect, following on the long silence.

Then the whole world seemed to burst into in-
describable turmoil ; shouts and yells burst out on
all sides; the kaffirs rushed down to the banks—
the men armed with sticks and assegais, and the
women and children with nothing more formidable
than their voices; the crocodile was alive—very
much_ alive—and in the water; the waggon boys,
headed by Jim, were all round me and all yelling
385 28 .































and, as usual, began the morning with drinks. We
were not used to that on the road or out hunting;
indeed, we rarely took any drink, and most of us
never touched a drop except in the towns. The
transport rider had opportunities which might easily
become temptations—the load often consisting of
liquor, easy to broach and only to be paid for at the
end of the trip ; but we had always before us the lesson
of the failures. Apart from this, however, we did not
take liquor, because we could not work as well or last
as long, run as fast or shoot as straight, if we did. And
that was reason enough !

We had one round of drinks which was ¢called’
by one of the horsemen, and then, to return the com-
pliment, another round called by one of us. A few
minutes later Seedling announced effusively that it was
his ‘shout.” But it was only ten in the morning, and
those who had taken spirits had had enough, indeed,
several had only taken a sip of the second round in
order to comply with a stupid and vicious custom ;
I would not and could not attack another bottle of
sour gingerbeer; and thus Seedling’s round was
reduced to himself and the proprietor. No man
however thirsty would drink alone in those days—it
was taken a mark of meanness or evidence of soaking’
—and the proprietor had to be ready at any time to
¢ take one for the good of the house.’

A quarter of an hour passed, and Seedling, who had
said nothing since his ‘shout’ was declined, turned away
and strolled out, with hands thrust deep in the pockets.
of his riding breeches and a long heavy sjambok dangling
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I can well believe that this second attack from a
different and wholly unexpected quarter thoroughly
roused him, and can picture how he turned to face

it.

It was at this moment that Jim first noticed what was

going on. ‘The other boys had not expected anything
when Seedling called the dog, and they were taken
completely by surprise by what followed. Jim would
have known what to exgect : his kraal was in the neigh-

bourhood ; he knew

eedling well, and had already

suffered in fines and confiscations at his hands; he
also knew about the baboon ; but he was ignorant, just
as I was, of the fact that Seedling had left his old place
across the river and come to live in the new hut, bring-

ing his pet with him.

It was the hoarse threatening shout of the baboon
as it jumped at Jock, as much as the exclamations of
the boys, that roused Jim. He knew instantly what was
on, and grabbing a stick made a dash to save the dog,

with the other boys following him.

Whengock was sent spinning in the dust the baboon

recovere

itself first, and standing up on its hind legs

reached out its long ungainly arms towards him, and
let out a shout of defiance. Jock regaining his feet
dashed in, jumped aside, feinted again and again, as
he had learnt to do when big horns swished at him ;
and he kept out of reach just as he had done ever since
the duiker taught him the use of its hoofs. He knew
what to do, just as he had known how to swing the
porcupine : the dog—for all the fighting fury that
possessed him—took the measure of the chain and kept
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authorities would surely act. That was the best, or’
at any rate the first, course to be tried.

, » There was no difficulty about the warrant, for there
were many counts in the indictment against Seedling ;
but even so worthless a brute as that seemed to have
one friend, or perhaps an accomplice, to give him
warning, and before we reached his quarters with the
police he had cleared on horseback for Portuguese
territory, taking with him a led horse.

We got most of Jim’s cattle back for him—which he
seemed to consider the main thing—but we were.
sorely disgusted at the man’s escape. '

That was the year of the ‘rush.’ Thousands of
new comers poured into the country on the strength
of the gold discoveries ; materials and provisions of
all kinds were almost unprocurable and stood at famine
prices ; and consequently we—the transport riders—
reaped a golden harvest. Never had there been such
times ; waggons and spans were paid for in single
trips; and so great was the demans for supplies that
some refused transport and bought their own goods,
which they re-solcfx:)n the goldfields at prices twice
as profitable as the highest rates of transport.

Thus the days lost in the attempt to catch Seedling
were valuable days. The season was limited, and as
early rains might cut us off, a few days thrown away
might mean the loss of a whole trip. We hurried down,
therefore, for the Bay, doing little hunting that time.

Near the Crocodile on our way down we heard
from men coming up that Seedling had been there
some days before but that, hearing we were on the way
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bolted up the river meaning to make for the Lebombo
near the Tembe Drift, where Bob McNab and his
merry comrades ran free of Governments and were a
law unto themselves. It was no place for a nervous
man, but Seedling had no choice, and he went on.
He had liquor in his saddle bags and food for several
days; but he was not used to the bush, and at the end
of the first day he had lost his way and was beyond the
river district where the kaffirs lived.

So much is believed, though not positively known ;
at any rate he left the last kraal in those parts about
noon, and was next heard of two days later at a kraal
under the Lebombo. There he learnt that the Black
Umbelusi, which it would be necessary to swim—as
Snowball and T'setse had done—lay before him, and that
itwas yet a great distance to Sebougwaans,and even then
he would be only half way to Bob’s. Seedling could
not face it alone, and turned back for the nearest store.

The natives said that before leaving the kraal he
bought beer from them, but did not want food ; for
he looked sick ; he was red and swollen in the face ;
and his eyes were wild ; the horse was weak and also
looked sick, being very thin and empty; but they
showed him the foot-path over the hills which would
take him to Tom’s—a white man’s store on the road
to Delagoa—and he left them! That was Tom
Barnett’s at Piscene, where we always stopped ; for
Tom was a good friend of ours.

That was how we came to meet Seedling again. He
had made a loop of a hundred and fifty miles in four
days in his efforts to avoid us ; but he was waiting for
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was the cause of their weakness, After the first rains 3

they would begin to die, and the right thing to do

now was to press on as fast as possible and deliver the / "'

loads. Barberton was booming and short of quplies \
and the rates were the highest ever paid; but I had

done better still, having bought my own goods, and
the certain profit looked a fortune to me. Even if
all the cattle became unfit for use or died, the loads
would pay for everything and the right course there-
fore was to press on; for delay would mean losing
both cattle and loads—all I had in the world—and
starting again penniless with the years of hard work

own away.

So the last hard struggle began. And it was work
and puzzle day and night, without peace or rest;
trying to nurse the cattle in their daily failing strength,
and yet to push them for all they could do ; watching
the sky cloud over every afternoon, promising rain
that never came, and not knowing whether to call it
promise or threat; for although rain would bring grass
and water to save the cattle, it also meant death to the
fly-bitten.

We crossed the Komati with three spans—forty-
four oxen—to a waggon, for the drift was deep in two
places and the weakened cattle could not keep their
feet.. It was a hard day, and by nightfall it was easy
to pick out the oxen who would not last out a week.
That night Zole lay down and did not get up again—
Zole the little fat schoolboy, always out of breath,
zlways good-tempered and quiet, as tame as a pet

og.
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one moment turning or wavering while the others
backed jibbed and swayed and dragged him staggering
backwards, made one’s heart ache. The end was
sure : flesh and blood will not last for ever; the
stoutest heart can be broken. :

The worst of it was that with all the work and strain SS33
we accomplished less than we used to do before in a (
quarter of the time. Distances formerly covered in
one trek took three, four, and even five now. Water,
never too plentiful in certain parts, was sadly dimin-
ished by the drought, and it sometimes took us three
or even four treks to get from water to water. Thus
we had at times to drive the oxen back to the last place
or on to the next one for their drinks, and by the time
the poor beasts got back to the waggons to begin their
trek they had done nearly as much as they were able
to do.

And trouble begot trouble, as usual! Sam the
respectable, who had drawn all his pay in Delagoa,
gave up after one hard day and deserted me. He said
that the hand of the Lord had smitten me and mine,
and great misfortune would come to all; so he left
in the dark at Crocodile Drift, taking one of the
leaders with him, and joined some waggons making
for Lydenburg. The work was too hard for him;
it was late in the season ; he feared the rains and fever ;
and he had no pluck or loyalty, and cared for no one
but himself.

I was left with three leaders and two drivers to
manage four waggons. It was Jim who told me of
Sam’s desertion. He had the cross, defiant, pre-
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longer possible to go on. For weeks the storm-clouds
had gathered, threatened, and dispersed; thunder
had come half-heartedly, little spots of rain enough
to pock-mark the dust; but there had_been no break
in the drought.

It was past noon that day when everything grew
still ; the birds and insects hushed their sound ; the
dry leaves did not give a whisper. There was the
warning in the air that one knows but cannot explain ;
and it struck me and the boys together that it was time
to spread and tie down the buck-sails which we had
not unfolded for months.

While we were busy at this there came an un-
heralded flash and crash; then a few drops as big as
florins ; and then the flood-gates were opened and
the reservoir of the long months of drought was
turned loose on us. Crouching under the waggon
where I had crept to lash down the sail, I looked out
at the deluge, hesitating whether to make a dash for
my tent-waggon or remain there. :

All along the surface of the earth there lay for a
minute or so a two-feet screen of mingled dust and
splash : long spikes of rain drove down and dashed
into spray, each bursting its little column of dust
from the powdery earth. .. There was an indescribable
and unforgettable progression in sounds and smells
and sights—a growth and change—rapid yet steady,
inevitable breathless, overwhelming. Little enough
could one. realise in those first few minutes and in
the few square yards around ; yet there are details,
unnoticed at the time, which come back quite vividly
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when all was over, the sense of glorious clarified air
and scoured earth—the smell of a new-washed world !
And the things that one saw went with the rest,
marking the stages of the storm’s short vivid life.
The first puffs of dust, where drops struck like bullets ; 5§
the cloud that rose to meet them ; the drops them-
selves that streaked slanting down like a flight of
steel ramrods ; the dust dissolved in a dado of splash.
I had seen the yellow-brown ground change colour ; A
in a few seconds it was damp; then mud; then all
asheen. A minute more, and busy little trickles
started everywhere—tiny things a few inches long;
and while one watched them they joined and merged,
hurrying on with twist and turn, but ever onward to
a given point—to meet like the veins in a leaf. Each
tuft of grass became a fountain-head: each space
between, a little rivulet : swelling rapidly, racing away
with its burden of leaf and twig and dust and foam
until in a few minutes all were lost in one sheet of
moving water.
Crouching under the waggon I watched it and saw
the little streamlets, dirty and débris-laden. steal
slowly on like sluggard snakes down to my feet, and
winding round me, meet beyond and hasten on.
Soon the grass-tufts and higher spots were wet ; and
as the water rose on my boots and the splash beat up
to my knees, it seemed worth while making for the
tent of the waggon. But in there the roar was deafen-
ing ; the rain beat down with such force that it drove
through the canvas-covered waggon-tent and greased
buck-sail in fine mist. In there it was black dark,
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creeks and dongas—yet each master of man and h
work! How many of them are needed to make a re
flood !

There are few things more deceptive than tl
tropical storm. To one caught in it, all the wor
seems deluged and overwhelmed; yet a mile aw:
it may be all peace and sunshine. I looked at tl
river and laughed—at myself ! - The revelation seem
complete ; it was humiliating; one felt so sma
Still, the drought was broken ; the rains had com:
and in spite of disappointment I stayed to watc
drawn by the scores of little things caught up ar
carried by—the first harvest garnered by the rains.

A quarter of an hour or more may have been spent
thus, when amid all the chorus of the rushing waters
there stole in a duller murmur. Murmur it was at
first, but it grew steadily into a low-toned, monotoned,
distant roar ; and.it caught and held one like the roar
of coming hail or hurricane. It was the river coming
down.

The sun was out again, and in the straight reach
above the bend there was every chance to watch the
flood from the bank where I stood. It seemed strangely
long in coming, but come it did at last, in waves like
the half-spent breakers on a sandy beach—a slope of
foam and broken waters in the van, an ugly wall with
spray-tipped feathered crest behind, and tier on tier
to follow. Heavens, what a scene! The force of
waters, and the utter hopeless puniness of man! The
racing waves, each dashing for the foremost place,
only to force the further on; the tall reeds caught
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brave mother had stood between her young and

death.

* * ] * ]
Any attempt to follow the lioness after that would

have been waste of time. We struck off in a new
direction, and in crossing a stretch of level ground
where the thorn-trees were well scattered and the grass

fairly short my eye caught a movement in front that
brought me to instant standstill. It was as if the stem
of a young thorn-tree had suddenly waved itself and
settled back again, and it meant that some long-
horned buck, perhaps a koodoo or a sable bull, was
lying down and hacf swung his head ; and it meant

also that he was comfortably settled, quite unconscious

of danger. I marked and watched the spot, or rather,
the line, for the glimpse was too brief to tell more than
the direction; but there was no other move. The
air was almost still, with just a faint drift from him

to us, and I examined every stick and branch, every

stump and ant-heap, every bush and tussock, without
stirring a foot. But I could make out nothing: I
could trace no outline and see no patch of colour,
dark or light, to betray him. .

It was an incident very characteristic of Bushveld
hunting. There I stood minute after minute—not
risking a move, which would be certain to reveal me—
staring and searching for some big animal lying half-
asleep within eighty yards of me on ground that you
would not call good cover for a rabbit. We were in
the sunlight : he lay somewhere beyond, where a few

scattered thorn-trees threw dabs of shade, marbling
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steam-engine at full speed, and his eyes with all the
wickedness of fight—but none of the watchfulness—
gone out of them, flickered incessantly from the buck
to me : one sign from either would have been enough !
It was the same old scene, the same old performance,
that I had watched scores of times ; but it never grew ===
stale or failed to draw a laugh, a word of cheer, and pat
of affection ; and from him there came always the same
response, the friendly wagging of that stumpy tail,
a splashy lick, a soft upward look, and a wider split
of the mouth that was a laugh as plain as if one heard
it. But that was only an interruption—a few seconds’
distraction : it did not put him off or satisfy him that
all was well. His attention went back to the buck,
and the everlasting footwork went on again. With his
front to the fallen enemy and his fore-legs well apart
he kept ever on the move forwards and backwards,
in quick steps of a few inches each, and at the same
time edging round in his zigzag circle, making a track
round the buck like a weather chart with the glass at
¢ Changeable.’

“Silly old fusser! Can’t you see he’s finished ? ”
He could not hear anything, but the responsive wag
showed that he knew I was talking to him; and,
dodging the piece of bark I threw at him, he resumed
his ridiculous round.

I was still laughing at him, when he stopped and turn-
ing sharply round made a snap at his side; and a few
seconds l};ter hedid it again. Then there wasa thin sing of
insect wings ; and I knew that the Tsetse fly were on us.

The only thought then was for Jock, who was still
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long grass. Itwas a long spell, and what with the
rough country and the uncontrollable laughter at t}
sight of Jock, I was pretty well done by the time we wei
safely out of the ‘fly.” Wejpulled up when th
country began to fall away sharply towards the rive:
and there, to Jock’s evident satisfaction, I took off h
suit—by that time very much tattered and awry.

It was there, lying between two rocks in the shad
of a marula tree, that I got one of those chances to se
game at close quarters of which most men only hear ¢
dream. There were no snapshot cameras then !

We had been lying there it may be for half an how
or more, Jock asleep and I spread out on my back,
when a slight but distinct click, as of a hoof against a
stone, made me turn quietly over on my side and listen.
The rock beside me was about four feet high, and on the
other side of it a buck of some kind, and a big one
too, was walking with easy stride towards the river.
Every footstep was perfectly clear ; the walk was firm
and confident: evidently there was not the least
suspicion of danger. It was only a matter of yards
between us, and what little breeze there was drifted
across his course towards me, as he too made for the
river, holding a course parallel with the two long rocks
between which we were lying. The footsteps came
abreast of us and then stopped, just as I was expecting
him to walk on past the rock and down the hill in
front of me. The sudden halt seemed to mean that
some warning instinct had arrested him, or some least
taint upon the pure air softly eddying between the
rocks had reached him. I could hear his sniffs, and





































school—used, discarded, and forgotten! No,
were not forgotten ; and the memory of the last

was one long mute reproach on their behalf: they /
A/

had paved the roadway for the Juggernaut man.

All that was left of the old life was Jock ; and soon
there was no place for him. He could not always be
g when left behind he was miserable,

leading a life that was utterly strange to him, without
interest and among strangers. While I was in Barber-
ton he accompanied me everywhere, but—absurd as
it seems—there was a constant danger for him there,
greater though less glorious than those he faced so
lightly in the veld. His deafness, which passed almost
unnoticed and did not seem to handicap him at all in
the veld, became a serious danger in camdp. For a long
, but he could

feel sounds : that is to say, he was quick to notice
anything that caused a vibration. In the early days
of his deafness I had been worried by the thought that
he would be run over while lying asleep near or under
the waggons, and the boys were always on the look-out
to stir him up; but we soon found that this was not
necessary. At the first movement he would feel the
vibration and jump up. Jim realised this well enough,
for when wishing to direct his attention to strange dogs
or Shangaans, the villain could always dodge me by
stamping or hammering on the ground, and Jock
always looked up : he seemed to know the difference
between the sounds he could ignore, such as chopping

with me; an

time he had been unable to hear a soun

wood, and those that he ought to notice.

In camp—Barberton in those days was reckoned
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The two white men stood back and watched.

Reaching the front oxen, he grasped the leading
reim and pulled them round until they stood level
for the straight pull out; then down the other side
of the span he ran with cat-like tread and activity,
talking to each and straightening them up as he had
done with the others; and when he reached the
waggon again, he turned sharply and overlooked the
span. One ox had swung round and stood out of
line ; there was a pause of seconds, and then the big
Zulu called to the ox by name—not loudly but in a
deep low tone, husky with intensity—and the animal
swung back into line again.

Then out of the silence that followed came an
electrifying yell to the span : every bullock leaned to
its yoke, and the waggon went out with a rush.

And he drove them at a half-trot all the way to the
store : without water ; without help ; without con-
sciousness ; the little dry twig still in his hand, and
only his masterful intensity and knowledge of his work
and span to see him through.

“ A mad troublesome savage,” said Harry Williams,
“ but one of the very best. Anyhow, we thought so;
he saved us!”

There was something very familiar in this, and it was
Wid:i a queer feeling of pride and excitement that I
asked :

“Did he ever say to you ‘My catchum lion
live’ ¢

l“ By gum! You know him? Jim: Jim Mako-
ke b ! » i
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“Indeed I do. Good old Jim!”

* x x L »

Years afterwards Jim was still a driver, working
== when necessary, fighting when possible, and enjoying
53D intervals of lordly ease at his kraal where the wives
and cattle stayed and prospered.
















a clatter of falling boxes and the wild screams of fowls
in the yard. Only the night before the thieves had
beaten him again; but this time he was determined to be
even with them. Jumping out of bed he opened
the little window looking out on to the fowl-gsuse,
and, with his gun resting on the sill, waited for the
thief. He waited long and patiently ; and by-and-by
the screaming of the fowls subsided enough for him
to hear the gurgling and scratching about in the
fowl-house, and he settled down to a still longer
watch ; evidently the kaffir dog was enjoying his stolen
meal in there.

“Go on! Finish it!” Tom muttered grimly ;
“I’ll have you this time if I wait till morning ! ”

So he stood at the window waiting and watching,
until every sound had died away outside. He listened
intently : there was not a stir; there was nothing to
be seen in the moonlit yard; nothing to be heard;
not even a breath of air to rustle the leaves in the big
fig-tree.

Then, in the same dead stillness the dim torm ot a
dog appeared in the doorway, stepped softly out of
the fowl-house, and stood in the deep shadow of the
little porch. Tom lifted the gun slowly and took
careful aim. When the smoke cleared away, the
figure of the dog lay still, stretched out on the ground
where it had stood; and Tom went back to bed,
satisfied.

L4 L - L4 -

The morning sun slanting across the yard shone in

Tom’s eyes as he pushed the reed gate open and made
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NOTES

SNAKE stories are proverbially an ¢uncommercial risk’ for
those who value a reputation for truthfulness. Hailstorms
are scarcely less disastrous ; hence these notes !

Mamsa.—This is believed to be the largest and swiftest of
the deadly snakes, and one of the most wantonly vicious. The
late Dr. Colenso (Bishop of Zululand) in his Zulu dictionary
describes them as attaining a length of twelve feet, and capable
of chasing a man on horseback. The writer has seen several
of this length, and has heard of measurements up to fourteen
feet (which, however, were not sufficiently verified) ; he has
also often heard stories of men on horseback being chased by
black mambas, but has never met the man himself, nor suc-
ceeded in eliciting the important facts as to pace and distance,
However that may be, the movements of a mamba, even on
open ground, are, as the writer has several times observed, so
incredibly swift as to leave no other impression on the mind
than that of having witnessed a magical disappearance. How
often and how far they ¢ travel on their tails,” whether it is a
continuous movement or merely a momentary uprising to
command a view, and what length or what proportion of the
body is on the ground for support or propulsion, the writer
has no means of knowing : during the %uﬁx war an Imperial
officer was bitten by a mamba wbile on borseback and died
immediately.

HarustorMs.—Bad hailstorms occur every year in South
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GLOSSARY

Notz.—Tke spelling of Cape Dutch and native names is in many cases not to
be determined by recogwised authority. The promunciation cannot be quite
accurately suggested through the medium of English. The figures o
weights and measurements of animals are gathered from many sources,
and refer only to first<class specimens, The weights are necessarily
approximate.

AasvoceL (p), a vulture (/it. carrion bird).

ANTBEAR, AARDVARK (D) (Orycteropus Afer).

Axt-HeEaP, mound made by termites or ‘white ants.” Usually
formed by one colony of ants; about two to four feet in base
diameter and height, but often in certain localities very much
larger. The writer photographed one this year near the scene
of the Last Hunt, cighteen feet base diameter and ten feet high,
and another in Rhodesia which formed a complete background
for a travelling waggonette and six mules. In both cases these
mounds were ‘deserted cities,” and trees, probably fifty to one
hundred years old, were growing out of them.

AssgGal (pro. ass-e-guy) (N), native spear.

Baas (D), master.

Baxsera (pro. baan-sé-la) (v), a present.

Bexzr (pro. beaker) (p), a cup.

BiLLy, a small tin utensil with lid and handle, used for boiling water.

Bucksarw, tarpaulin used for covering transport waggons, which are
known as buck-waggons
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Burraro, Cape buftalo (Bes Caffer). Height, sft. 6 in.; weight,
possibly 1000 Ibs. ; horns, 48 in. from tip to tip and 36 in. each
in length on curve,

Burtong, or BiLtonG (pro. biltong) (p), meat cut in strips, slightly
salted, and dried in the open air.

BusnBuck, 2 medium-sized but very courageous antelope (Trage-
laphus scriptus). Height, 3 ft.; weight, 1301bs.; horns (male only),
18in.

Busuverp, properly Boscuverp (p), bush country; also called Low
Veld and Low Country.

Cane Rat (Thryonomys swinderenianus).

Cerywavo (see Kersuwavo).

Cuaxa, properly Tsuaxa (N), the first of the great Zulu kings and
founder of the Zulu military power.

Dassig (pro. daas-ey) (p), rock-rabbit ; coney (Procavia (Hyrax) ca-
pensis) (Jit. little badger).

Dincaax, properly Dingan (e) (N), the second of the great Zulu
kings; brother, murderer, and successor of Chaka.

DisseLoom (p), the pole of a vehicle,

Donaa (x), a gully or dry watercourse with steep banks.

Doucuzovs, scones ; frequently unleavened dough baked in coals ;
also ash-cakes, roaster cookies, stick-in-the-gizzards, veld-bricks,
&c.

Drirr (), a ford.

Duiker (pro. in Eng. dyker, in Dutch dayker) (p), a small antelope
found throughout Africa (Cephalophus grimmi). Gross weight,
30 to 40 lbs.; height, 28in.; horns, 5% in. (/it.diver,so called from
its habit of disappearing and reappearing in low scrub in a suc-
cession of bounds when it first starts running).

Go’war Biro, the grey plantain eater (Schizorbis concolor).

HarTesrrsTE (pro. haar-te-beast) (p), a large antelope, of which there
are several varieties, varying in gross weight from 300 to 500 lbs.
Height, 48 in.; horns, 24 in,

Hicrvewp, properly Hooceverp (p), high country; the plateau, about
§000 to 6000 ft. above sea-level.
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Honzvy Bisp, the honey guide (several species ; family, Indicatoriars).

Honer-sucksr, sunbird (several species ; family, Nectariniide).

Horse-sickness, a lung affection prevalent during summer in low-
lying parts ; generally fatal ; caused by microbes introduced in the
blood by some insect.

ImpaLa (N), an antelope (Epyceros melampus); habitat, Bushveld ;
weight, 140 1bs.; horns, up to 20 in,, straight.

Impi (pro. impey) (N), an army or body of armed natives gathered for
or engaged in war.

Inpuna (pro. in-do6-nah) (n), a head-man, captain, or chief, great or

petty.

Inxos (pro. in-k6s—*o0s’ as in verbose) (n), chief; used as a term of
respect in address or salutation.

Inspan, properly Ensean (p), to yoke up, harness up, or hitch up.

IsANDHL'WANA, also *SANDHL'WANA, incorrectly Isanpura (pro. saan-
shle-wa4-na), meaning ¢ the little hand,” the hill which gave the
name to the battle in which the 24th Regiment was annihilated
in the Zulu War, 1879.

Karrir Corn, sorghum,

Kanre (pro. kaa-shle, corrupted in kitchen Kaffir to ¢gaashly’)
(n), gently, carefully, pleasantly, well. ‘Hamba kahle,’ farewell,

in peace. ¢ Hlala ?pro. shlala) kahle,” farewell, stay in peace.

Keura (pro. keh-shlaa) (n), a native of certain age and position
entitled to wear the head ring. Dutch, ring kgp—ring head.

Kerrig, or Kirrie, native sticks used for fighting, frequently knobbed ;
hence, knob-kerrie.

Kersuwavo (pro. ketsh-wy-o), incorrectly Cerywavo, fourth and last
of the great Zulu kings. .

KvripserinGER (D), 2 small antelope, in appearance and habit rather
like chamois (Oreotragus saltator) (Jit. a rock-jumper).

Kvroor (p), a gorge.

KnzeaaLTER (D), to couple the head to one foreleg by a reim or strap
attached to the halter, closely enough to prevent the animal
from moving fast.

KnoorHAAN, commonly, but incorrectly, Kooruaan or Koraan,
(p), the smaller bustard (/it. scolding cock).
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Koopoo, properly Kuou (n) (Strepsicerss capensis). Habitat, rugged
bushy country. Height, 5 ft.; weight, 600 lbs.; horns, up to
48 in. straight, and 66 in. on curve. -

Korje (pro. copy) (p), a hill (&z. a little head).
L (prv. in Eng. crawl) (p), an enclosure sor cattle, sheep, &c.,
a corral ; also a collection of native huts, the home of a family,
the village of a chief or tribe.

Kraws (p), often spelt Krantz (German) (D. 4rans, a circlet or crown),
a precipitous face or coronet of rock on a hill or mountain.

Lacavaax, a huge water lizard, the monitor. Cape Dutch, lagewaan

(pure Dutch, laguaan) (Varanxs siloticas). Maximum length up
to 8 ft.

Loorer, round shot for fowling-piece, about four times the size of
buck shot.

MaruLa, in Zuln Umcawo, a tree which furnishes soft white wood,
which is carved into bowls, spoons, &c. ; fruit eaten or fermented
for drink (Sclerocarya caffra).

MzzrxaT (D), 2 small animal of the mongoose kind (properly applied
to Swricata tetradactyla, but loosely to several species).

MiobLeveLp, properly Mippewverp (p), the mixed country lying
between the Highveld and the Bushveld.

Nexsteop (D), the neck-strap, or reim, which, attached to the
yokeskeys, keeps the yoke in place.
Nix (p), nothing (from D. siets).

Orst (v), a small antelope (Oaredia scoparia). Weight, 30 lbs.;
height, 24 in.; horns, 6 in.

Ovursray, properly Urrsean (p), to unyoke or unharness; also the camp
where one has outspanned, and places where it is customary, or
by law permitted, to outspan.

Pauw (pro. pow) (b), the great bustard (4r. peacock).

PaNDA, properly "MpanDE (N), the third of the great Zulu kings.

Pszurv (x), on top, up, above.

PArTRIDGE, PHEASANT, names applied somewhat loosely to various
species of francolin.

PoorT (prv. pooh-rt) (p), a gap or gorge in a range of hills (4z, gate).
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Quacca, zebra (correctly applied to Eguus guagga, now extinct, but
still applied to the various species of zebra found in South
Africag.

Re1u (pro. reem) (p), a stout strip of raw hide.

Reiupjz (pro. reempy) (p), a small reim.

Rizteuck, properly (p) RieTsok (pro. reet-buck), reed buck (Cervi-
capra arsndinum). Height, 3 ft. 6in,; gross weight, 140 lbs. ;
horns, male only, up to 16 in.

SanLz ANTELOPE %Iippotragm niger ; Dutch, zwaart witpens). Habitat,
bushveld. eight, 4 ft. 6 in.; weight, 350 1bs.; horns, up to
48 in. on curve.

SaxusoNA (x), Zulu equivalent of ¢ Good day.’

SaLtep Horsx, one which has had horse-sickness, and is thus con-
sidered immune (as in small-pox); hence ¢salted’ is freely used
colloquially as meaning acclimatised, tough, hardened, &c.

ScHANs (pro. skaans) (D), a stone or earth breastwork for defence,
very common in old native wars.

ScuzLM (D), a rascal ; like Scotch skellum.

Scuzau (pro. skarem) (D), a protection of bush or trees, usually against
wild animals.

SjamBox (pro. in English shambok, in Dutch saam-bok) (p),
tapering raw-hide whip made from rhinoceros, hippopotamus,
or giraffe skin,

Sxxy (ore, skay), a yokeskey ; short for Dutch jukskei.

Sroot (D), a ditch.

Sean (D), a team.

Sroor (D), footprints ; also a trail of man, animal, or vehicle.

Serincsuck, properly SerinGBok &?), a small antelope (Awtidorcas
g_?azella)udore). Habitat, highveld and other open grass country.

eig{t, 30in.; weight, up to go lbs,; horns, 19 in. (4. jumping
buck

Seaurt (pro. sprait; also commonly, but incorrectly, sproot) (p), a
strecam.

Squirazr, or Taer Rat, native name’ McBINAAND (Fumisciurus palliatns).

Stemsuck (Cape Dutch, stembok or steinbok, from the pure Dutch
steenbok, the Alpine ibex), a small antelope (Raphicerss cam-
pestais).  Height, 22 in, ; weight, 25 lbs, ; horns, 5 in.
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Sroxr (pro. stoop)(p), a raised promenade or paved verandah in front
or at sides of a house.

Taumsuxt Grass, also Tamsooxis, and sometimes TamsuTi (¥), 2 very
rank grass ; in places reaches 1§ ft. high and stem diameter } in.

Ticx, or Rainocsros, Birp, the ¢ ox-pecker’ (Buphags Africana).

Ticar. In South Africa the leopard is generally called a tiger ; finst so
described by the Dutch—#ijger.

Tock-Tockie, a slow-moving beetle, incapable of flight. Gets its
name from its means of signalling by rapping the abdomen on
the ground (sewebrionid beetle of the genus Psammodes).

Trex (p) (/ir. to pull), to move off or go on a journey; a journey
an expedition—e.g., the Great Trek (or exodus of Boers from
Cape Colony, 1836—48); also, and commonly, the time, distance,
or journey from one outspan to another.

Trex Gxar, the traction gear, chain, yokes, &c., of a waggon. The
Boer pioneers had no chains, and used reims plaited into a stout
¢rope’; hence frek-toww, or pulling-rope.

Tsrssesz, an antelope, one of the hartebeeste family (Damaliscns luna-
txs; Dutch, bastard hartebeeste). Height, 48 in.; weight, 3001bs,;
horns, 15 in.

Tsarse Fuy, a grey fly, little larger than the common house fly, whose
bite is fatal to domesticated animals.

TwicaLe, little people’s word for the excited movement of a small
dog’s tail, believed to be a combination of wriggle and twiddle.

Uwmraan (n), 2 boy.
Uwmcanaam (N), my friend.
Uwmruncu (N), the native word to describe a2 white man.

Vo (pro. felt) (ng, the open or unoccupied country ; uncultivated
or grazing land.

Vim (pro. flay) (p), a small, shallow lake, a swamp, a depression
intermittently damp, a water meadow.

Voorroorxr (p) (/. front walker), the leader, the boy who leads the
front oxen ; the par’-intambu (Zulu for ¢ take the reim ).

Voorstac (pro. foor-slaach) (p) (4z. front lash or skin), the strip of
buck hide which forms the fine end of 2 whip-lash.
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Warzrsuck (Cobus ellipsiprymuns ; Dutch, kring-gat). Height, 48
in.; weight, 350 lbs.; horns, males only, 36 in.

Wivosssests (pre. vill-de-beast) (p) (/4. wild cattle), the brindled
gnu, blue wildebeeste (Connochaetes taurinus). Height, 4 ft. 6 in.;
weight, 400 1bs,; horns, 30 in.

WiLp Dog, the ¢ Cape hunting dog’ (Lycaon pictus).

WoopeN Orance, fruit of the klapper (a species of Strycknos).

Worr, the usual name for the hyena, derived from tijger-wolf, the
pure Dutch name for the spotted hyena.

Yoxsskey, the wooden slat which, coupled by nekstrops, holds the
yoke in place.
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