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INTRODUCTION.

— O

Ix the following pages the Author cannot promise
a narrative of hairbreadth escape and thrilling
adventure, but simply an account of everyday
experiences during a trip through Zululand in
1882, undertaken with the object of making the
round of the battlefields in succession—which,
till then, had not been done by anybody—mix-
ing with the people, observing their character as
well as manners and customs, and gathering their
opinion on the subject of the recent campaign
and other questions relating to themselves and

their national polity.

That the country, hitherto but little visited,
and previous to the late war scarcely known, is

an interesting one, and destined to become even
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more 8o, there can be no doubt ; wherefore the
Author feels that no apology is needed for further
introducing it and its people to British readers.

He also takes this opportunity of tendering
grateful acknowledgments to the many friends
- whose kind assistance so largely facilitated the
carrying out of his plans.

Loxpox : January 1883,



CONTENTS.

CHAPTER I

Southward Ho !—A floating population—A night down Channel
—Plymouth—Undesirable company—Delay—A. sou’wester
—¢ A wet sheet and a flowing sea'—A. Constitutional under
difficulties—The Sea Demon—The Bay of Biscay—A. smash

CHAPTER II.

Madeira—A noisy lot—Diving boys—Funchal—Pleasures of
landing — A bazaar afloat — Teneriffe —¢ A life on the
ocean wave'—Fire practice—Church parade—The weekly
press—Croesing the Line—A callow Teuton—Some cheerful
reflections—Theatricals—Table Bay . .

CHAPTER III

Cape Town—A. motley crowd—An inviting coast—Port Eliza-
beth—Crossing a ‘bar '— East London—A Kaffrarian rulwuy
—St. John’s River .

CHAPTER 1IV.

Durban—The Berea and Bay—¢ Ramsammy '—Musquitoes—
A mild practical joke—Pietermaritzburg—St. Saviour's
Cathedral—Bishop Colenso—Native idea of punctuality

PAGE

18

51



viii CONTENTS.

CHAPTER V.

Off to the Border——@rey Town—* Blue gums '—Bush scenery—
The Tugela—An aquatic dilemma—Suanrise on the Biggars-
berg Heights —A model road — Rorke’s Drift, past and

present

CHAPTER VL

Isandhlwana—St. Vincent's Mission—A coincidence—The Zulu
¢at church ’—A vexed question—Bishop McKenzie

CHAPTER VII.
Meaning of ¢ Tsandhlwana '—Zulu narratives of the battle

CHAPTER VIIL

¢ Fugitives’ Drift '—The saving of the Coloure—Zulus ¢ at home ’
—A novel brew—On headgear—‘ The gilt off the ginger-
'—A Rorke’s Drift hero—Ascent of Isandhlwana—
Relics—A grand monument . . .

CHAPTER IX.

Hlubi—A trial-at-law—Native oratory—Sirayo’s stronghold—
The Ityotyozi valley—A standstill and a snake—Visitors—
An important institution—* Big tagati'—Where the Prince
was killedd—Sabuza—A beggar—The Queen s Cross—A
kindly tribute—Aun old story retold

CHAPTER X.

The Upoko valley—A rencontre—Traders and trade —Mehlo-
ka-zulu—The biter bit—Zulu houesty—A Briton and his
growl . .

PAGR

79

100



CONTENTS.

CHAPTER XI.

An ¢ afternoon call '—Kraal etiquette—Zulu hospitality—Native
mode of ahughwring cattle—The story of a clever shot—
Zulu opinion of artillery—¢ Ubain-bai ’—-Slrayo—Genenl
feeling with regard to Cetywayo .

CHAPTER XII.

A thunderstorm and a novel cistern—¢ Arrival of the mail '—
A comfortable night—Matyana's kraal—Pastoral scene—
The last new thing in shields . . .

CHAPTER XIII.

Kwamagwaza—A desperate position and a tragic reminiscence
—The soldiers’ grave—The valley of the Umhlatusi

CHAPTER XIV.

Etshowe—The fort—Pleasures of picket duty—Two ¢ sells '—.
retmapectwe glance—Imbombotyana hill—¢ In the Heavens’
A novelty in tattoomg—Dabulamann—Another beggu —
Derivation of ¢ Etshowe ’ . .

CHAPTER XV.

Battle of Inyezane—Scenery—An aggressive customer—Inyoni
—A trading store—Johan Colenbrander—A tussle, and a
narrow encape—Mangéte—Gmgmdhlovu—-A ride across
country and a ducking . . .

CHAPTER XVI

Necandiku—John Dunn—Administration of justice—Liquor
traffic—Sitimela—‘ A stitch in time '—An eventful career—
Charioteering in excelsis—Gihlana . .

PAGE

139

162

164

178

186

196



x CONTENTS.

CHAPTER XVIIL

Wild country—Sigewelegewele—A crack colonel of a crack
regiment—Etshowe again—A dissertation on phenomena—
Inkwenkwe hill—Vumandaba—A chief ¢‘at Home "—‘Hard
wood —A ‘hvely domicile—Novel weapons—* Bring us
back the King!’ . e e

CHAPTER XVIII.

Cetywayo and the missionaries—Entonjaneni—Valley of the
‘White Umfolosi—A cool spot and a picture—Mahlabatini—
¢ Then and now'—Battle of Ulundi . . . .

CHAPTER XIX.

A Zulu on Gatlings—Ulundi and Nodwengu—An unlucky
warrior—Tall haggling—Midnight at Ulundi—A Golgotha

CHAPTER XX.

Mfanawendhlela—A native dish—A jovial crew—Inhlazatye
and the Residency—Moral suasion—¢No thoroughfare’—
Intaba’nkulu — Messengers — ¢ Thunder in the air,” meta-
phorical and literal—On storms—A refugee—A plemnt
position and a night march under difficulties .

CHAPTER XXI.

An exhilarating scene— Hlobane — ¢ Excelsior '— Umbelini's
fastness—A rout and arace for life—A talk on the mountain
side—A tragic spot

CHAPTER XXII.

A ‘stick,” but in the mud—‘Dutch spoken here’—* Philip
drunk’—More rain—A Republican—Kambiila—Zulu ac-
count of the battle—Relics—A cemetery in the wilderness—
Back to the border e e e e e e

PAGSB

238

245

260

(3]
~r
p—



CONTENTS. xi

CHAPTER XXIII.
PAGR

A panorama—Zulu dances—A bushbuck ¢ drive '—Native hunt-
ers—Return to Maritzburg—Afloat again . . . . 283

CHAPTER XXIV.

Cetywayo at ‘ Oude Molen ’—The King on John Dunn—Former
position of Cetywayo—Ncungcwane and the royal atten-
dants—Homeward bound . .. . 208

CHAPTER XXV.

Zululand under the Ulundi settlement—Restoration of Oety-
wayo—Military system and tactics—Zulu opinion of the
Boers—Zulu character and physique—Religion and super-
stitions—Formation and .ppemnce of the country—Chmate
—Wild animals . . . .. 807

CoxcLusioN . . . . . . . . . . 822



ILLUSTRATIONS.

—ce—
JRANDHLWANA . . . . . . . Frontispiece
'WHERE THE PRINCE was KILLED . . . To face p. 118
EzuLwINI—DABULAMANZI'S KRAAL' . . . ” 180
SiTE oF ULUNDI . . . . . .o » 226

HLoBANE MOUNTAIN. . . . . . ” 260



THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY.

————

CHAPTER L

Southward Ho!—A floating population—A night down Channel—
Plymouth—Undesirable company—Delay—A Sou'wester—‘A
wet sheet and a flowing sail’—A Constitutional under difficul-
ties—The Sea Demon—The Bay of Biscay—A smash.

RaIN, rain—nothing but rain; skies dank and
misty, swathed in one vast curtain of yellowish grey ;
not a break anywhere, gloom and dampness all-
prevailing. Such is the state of things as I find
myself, at about noon on a day late in November,
one of a depressed-looking throng waiting to claim
their goods and chattels on the wharf at South-
ampton. We have all just emerged from the nine
o’clock train from Waterloo, the last in time to
enable us to catch the Cape mail steamer, and
most of us are bound for the sunny shores of
Southern Afric; and meanwhile we stand shiver-
ing in the cold raw atmosphere, futilely wishing

those wretched jacks-in-office who rule the wharf
F24 B
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arrangements with a rod of iron would but hurry
up a little. But the wisest and only plan is to
keep cool—mentally, I mean—and take things
as they come. At last the necessary ceremonial is
completed, and we are passed out one by one, with
our luggage, on to the dripping quay, thence to
the steam tender which is to convey us on board ;
and we stand huddled in groups on the soaking
deck, awnings and canvas but ill keeping out the
continuous and heavy downpour.

There is the colonist returning with his family
after a stay in the old country, which, in his heart
of lhearts, he is not at all sorry to see the last of ;
there is the business man, whose interests maybe
necessitate a frequent run backwards and for-
wards, but who lopes one day to make his last
trip and cast anchor for good and all on this side.
Young ladies going to join their friends in the
colonies, or on missions whose objects are best
known to themselves. Invalids, a few are also
there—fleeing from the drear chills of an English
winter, or seeking en permanence a more congenial
clime. Young Britain going out to try its luck in
fresh woods and pastures new, crowded out of the
old country perhaps, or in search of a more adven-
turous life. Many, of course, have friends seeing
them ofl, generally of more woful appearance than
the intending migrant. Nor must we forget the

-
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inevitable sprinkling of mysterious looking gentle-
men who have ¢ something to do with the Company’
—no one knows exactly what, or cares—and we
have a summary of our living freight, standing
with the luggage piled up in front amid wraps,
bundles, bird cages, bandboxes, and all the varied
articles of hand-impedimentum of a crowd of tra-
vellers. At last the moorings are cast off, and
away we go, plunging and tossing, into Southamp-
ton Water, the rain driving in upon us as we dash
along head to wind, and for a quarter of an hour
the sole object in life is to try and find a dry place
to stand in. Presently the masts and yards of a
big steamship appear through the mist, her black
hull looming up indistinctly as she heaves to the
swell, and in a few minutes we are alongside of
one of the Union Company’s best vessels. A
general scramble for light luggage, a rush on the
part of two or three fidgetty mortals for heavy,
and we are on board our floating home. All is
bustle—the forepart of the ship swarming with
emigrants moving to and fro like a disturbed ants’
nest ; a few of the saloon passengers are already
in possession, among them a number of Germans,
old and young—for the vessel has been to Ham-
burg before taking us up at Southampton. The
hatches are open, and the donkey engine is hard
at work lowering cases into the hold, our baggage
B2
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is hoisted on board in its turn, and finds its way to
our respective cabins—more bustle in hitting oft
these, stewards rushing about, shore people get-
ting into everybody’s way, and generally picking
out the busiest men to ask a dozen questions of at
once. I take things very coolly, and everything
settles down in no time; I find my berth, get my
luggage brought down, and there I am, snug for
the next month. But let us take a look round.
The cabin is a four berthed one; there are the
bunks one above the other in two blocks, a couple
of washstands and looking-glasses, racks across the
ceiling for hats, parcels, &c., and a campstool ;
and, being an outside cabin, we are happy in the
possession of a port hole—no small advantage in
the tropics. I am fortunate in having but one
cabin mate, for it occurs to me that although three
persons may constitute a crowd in the Riot Act,
four in a nine foot space would coustitute a very
considerable one: but we are only two, and are
thankful.

And now the bell rings for luncheon, and I
begin to take stock of my fellow passengers,
though, as nearly all have friends seeing them off,
it is difficult to determine exactly who isn’t going
ashore. The question is cleared by the ringing of
the shore bell, and there is a general scramble up
the companion stairs; the tender is just leaving,



ITS BATTLEFIELDS AND ITS PEOPLE. 5

nor will it come off again ; therefore, whoever does
not want to risk an involuntary trip to Plymouth
had better look sharp. The gangway is blocked ;
copious ¢ good-byes’ are interchanged ; amid much
waving of handkerchiefs, and some rather husky
attempts at cheering, the tender casts off and we
are left to our own devices.

But the clank of the capstan and the first beat
of the propeller warns us that our voyage has
begun. The rain has ceased ; the clouds are
hanging in white jagged masses over the water,
and through the rifts here and there can be seen
the distant hills with their miles and miles of forest;
but the dark hand of winter is upon that loveliest
of lovely landscapes, and everything wears a
drooping and dilapidated appearance. The big
ship moves steadily on, dropping down the calm
waters of the Solent, and many of our friends
begin to think a voyage is not such a dreadful
thing after all ; but wait a bit. The high, pointed
cliffs of the Isle of Wight are towering above us,
and we glide smoothly along past the Needles;
then a rocking motion becomes more and more
perceptible, and we rise and dip to the freshening
breeze as we pass out into the Channel.

And a darkening curtain descends upon the
sea ; Southampton has faded into mist behind ; a
light from the shore gleams out redly; the wash
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of the waves on yonder beach mingles with the
murmur of the salt sea breeze, while the wailing
scream of gulls circling around the chalk cliffs
rings weirdly through the twilight, and each bold
headland looming up in the deepening shadows
stands forth like a watch-tower over the restless
waters. The passengers are standing about in
groups or pacing up and down in twos and threes,
many with dire misgivings as to the results of the
next hour. The dinner bell rings; this is the test,
and thin will be the muster round the festive
board this evening. And so it turns out; of the
few bold enough to make even so much as a show
at table, nearly half drop off and retire early from
the field. A handsome apartment is the saloon,
occupying the whole width of the vessel, and well
lighted with swinging lamps ; the three long tables
are duly garnished with ¢fiddles,” which, for the
benefit of the uninitiated, are not orchestral instru-
ments, but wooden frames fixed to the tables to
keep everything from slipping off in lively weather
such as we are now experiencing, for there is
plenty of motion, and we are rolling in brisk
fashion. Stewards stagger about deftly with the
dishes ; now and then a crash is heard as a new
hand comes to grief with his load of crockery ;
your soup empties itself into your lap, and the
nuts destined for dessert incontinently forsake their



ITS BATTLEFIELDS AND ITS PEOPLE. 1

dishes and steeplechase up and down the table-
cloth.

But dinner is got through somehow, and I
betake myself on deck. We are ploughing along
under a good head of steam, the masts and yards
sway beneath the starlit sky, the binnacle lights
throw a.red glow around, and in the distance a
dark shadowed coast line is just discernible. No
less than the lights, the sounds are all of the sea;
the splash of the waves, the shrill whistle of the
boatswain’s pipe, the clank of the engines and the
measured throb of the propeller, not to mention a
smothered groan of unmistakable portent which
now and then finds its way up through the open
skylights. ‘

Grouped under the bulwarks some of the
Germans are chorusing in their own tongue—
student staves and jolly Bacchanalian lays of the
Rhineland—by no means in bad time or tune. A
few passengers stand muffled in great-coats under
the lee of the companion, already beginning to
fraternise, and the fresh salt air speedily becomes
tainted with whiffs of the soothing weed : others
are sitting in the saloon writing as for dear life,
in order to send a last line of farewell ere we put
out from Plymouth to-morrow. But sea breezes
have a notoriously soporific effect ; the passengers
slip off below one by one, and I am left the sole
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occupant of the deck. The saloon lights are ex-
tinguished, then the cabin ones, and all is silent,
save for the ceaseless clank of the engines, and a
long drawn cry as the watch is relieved.

The bright red eye of a lighthouse flashes full
upon us for a moment, as moving steadily round
it sweeps the gloom with its sharply defined ray,
and till far into the night I pace the quarter-deck,
watching the black coastline as we plunge on
through the phosphorus tipped waves., At last I
go below, and divesting in a trice, stow myself into
my appointed bunk, which, by the way, is a very
comfortable one, and the first evening aboard
ship is at an end.

Awaking, the vessel is motionless ; the beat of
the screw, and the rocking and swaying are con-
spicuous by their absence, and the weaker brethren
will have a few hours’ respite from their agonies,
for we are lying inside the Plymouth breakwater. I
bethink me of having another hour or two on terra
firna, but it is early yet : asluck will have it though,
a fishing lugger is lying alongside all ready, and
stepping on board her the sail is hoisted, and we
slip along before a fresh breeze. The morning is
singularly mild for the time of year, but there is
every appearance of rain. 'We bowl along ; on the
right the Stadden heights command the entrance to
the Sound; on the left the tree-fringed bluffs of
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Mount Edgecumbe, and the little twin villages of
Kingsand and Cawsand with their square church
tower, nestling in a snug corner of the bay ; in front
the roofs and spires of Plymouth, whither we are |,
fast speeding. I land, and having ascertained the
time of the ship’s departure, proceed on my way.
Plymouth is a pleasant looking town enough,
but no town, or country either, could present aught
but a woful and depressing appearance under the
steady downpour which promptly set in; nor was
that all, for the wind got up, and many a rainy
gust tore round the street corners, to the imminent
jeopardy of the unwary pedestrian’s umbrella.
In fact it was blowing half a gale by the time I
stood upon the deck of the steam tug Sir Francis
Drake at twelve o’clock—the latest hour by which
passengers must be on board—so warned the
Company’s agent. But although twelve was the
hour named for the departure of that useful craft,
yet one o’clock still found her securely moored to
the quay, for no ostensible reason, the mails being
already shipped. It rained steadily and in torrents;
the sole shelter available, except the stifling hole
of a cabin, was that afforded by the projecting
parapet of the bridge, and I made the most
of it, in common with a closely packed multitude.
A large number of emigrants of the very roughest
class crowded the deck, giving free vent to their
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impatience, in terms savouring more of force than
of nicety of diction; and enlivening the passing
hour with songs, whose burden was the reverse of
artistic or refining, interspersing the intervals with
much Whitechapel talk. It is unpleasant, very, to
be obliged to stand on end for any length of time
in a cramped position, shivering under a scanty
shelter, the slightest move in the hope of shifting
your wearisome attitude being rewarded by the
insinuation of a cold trickling down your neck.
It is unpleasant, very, to find yourself wedged in
amongst rather a ruffianly crowd which is bawl-
ing its jargon into your ears. But the traveller
must look for unpleasantness as his daily portion,
notwithstanding which I could not repress a growl
of relief when, nearly two hours after coming on
to the tug, the moorings were cast loose and we
paddled off to the ship.

Although past the time at which we are adver-
tised to sail, there seem no indications of a start,
luncheon is going on below, and everything looks
pretty much as usual: the newly embarked emi-
grants ¢ forrard’ are jostling and cursing over their
luggage, and I learn that we are to remain at
anchor till the gale goes down, which means that
there we shall be for the rest of that day, certainly
all the next, and probably the day after that.
However, it was of no use grumbling—there we
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were and we must make the best of it. The short
winter afternoon faded into night, and so far from
the wind abating it blew with tenfold force ; in
fact, lying in my bunk listening to the howling of
the gale outside as it tore and whistled through
the shrouds, I thought it might be rather a good
thing than otherwise that we were riding quietly
at anchor in a safe haven.

In the morning, a two masted sailing vessel was
on the rocks under the Stadden cliffs, having been
driven ashore during the night, so violent was the
wind even in the Sound. There she lay, fast
wedged, and we could see the lifeboat and a steam
tug hovering about her during the greater part of
the day. Our chance of a start was small, for it
blew harder than ever, and we must make up our
minds for another day of it with what philosophy
we could. So we took things contentedly enough,
watching the white jets of surf as a huge wave
would strike the breakwater, and rebounding, rear
itself up to a great height, to fall with aroar and a
splash in a milky shower—and speculating as to
what success was likely to attend the efforts made
to float the ¢ lame duck.” Large gulls, driven in by
the tempestuous weather, soared and wheeled
beneath the grey angry sky in the gathering twi-
light. Companionsin adversity had we, and plenty ;
one of the Orient Company’s big Australian liners,
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outward bound like ourselves, and two or three
other large steamers. Smaller craft was there in
abundance, lying at anchor all round, and when
evening closed in, numerous mast lanterns cast
their twinkling reflection upon the waters, while
ever and anon as the driving scud cleared, the
lights of the distant town would glow redly in the
background ; the bells striking the hour clanged
forth, to be taken up by craft after craft, through-
out the whole flotilla; dimly could one discern
huge masses of sea, dashing over the breakwater by
the ton, and the furious howling of the gale out-
side blended with the shrill ghostlike music of the
whistling shrouds.

Morning broke bright and clear; during the
night the gale had undergone a marked abatement,
and it was reported that we should very soon up
anchor. The big Australian was already on the
move ; by nine o’clock we had followed her ex-
ample and were steaming out round the break-
water, and the former victiins began to find out
that they were not on their ‘sea-legs’ yet; that
lying in smooth water is one thing, facing the
remnant of a strong sou-westerly gale another.
It certainly was rather hard on these that break-
fast should be deferred till we were well out of
harbour; had they been set to face their dire
encmy, fortified with a substantial feed, many a
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pang might have been spared them. Some went
so far as to hint that that august corporation, the
Union Steamship Company (Limited), studied
economy to an undue extent ; but great allowances
must be made for people to whom life will be a
sore and grievous burden for the next forty-eight
hours, and who are aware of the same.

Although the wind has gone down, the sea has
not, and is running mountains ; a stiff fresh breeze
is blowing up Channel, and we bound along, throw-
ing the spray in masses from our bows as we plunge
and rise to the huge green rollers which tower up
high overhead, as though about to thunder on the
deck, and then, surging beneath the keel, rush off
on the other side, curling their sharp crest into
white foam, roaring and hissing in disappointed

wrath. Sea birds are to be descried in all direc- -

tions, from the large herring gull whose wings
glisten in the sun as he wheels and darts to and
fro, mingling his shrill voice with the whistling of
the wind, to the pretty little ¢ Mother Carey’s
chickens’ of which several are steadily following
astern, dropping to pick up whatever may chance
to be thrown out of* the cook’s galley. Now and
then we meet a homeward bound ship standing up
Channel under a spread of canvas, and a steamer
may be seen ploughing on her course, a line of
smoke drifting from her funnel like a dark plume.
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We pass the two Eddystones—the old weather-
beaten one, which has done such good service in
its time, looking quite dwarfed and squat by the
tall and tapering shape of the new—and the waves
are dashing over their base. But the high coast
headlands are getting more and more indistinct ;
presently their faint outline is just visible, then
they fade altogether. So good-bye, Old England,
for we have looked our last upon you, and now for
the sunny South !

The passengers stand about in groups, or walk
up and down, in which accomplishment, by the way,
we have none of us yet attained perfection ; gene-
rally it resolves itself into a tentative and gingerly
endeavour to persuade ourselves and others that
we are quite at home pacing the reeling deck at
an angle of 45 ; in fact, that, if anything, we rather
prefer it—but it won’t do. Truly it is an amazing
sight to contemplate two persons in their efforts to
keep their feet under the circumstances ; presently
one staggers more violently than usual, loses his
balance, spasmodically clutches his companion, and
both go rolling into the scuppers. Whereat a
great guffaw ascends from the lookers-on.

If you are of a sociable turn, it is not a bad
plan to try and forget the attacks of the sea-demon
in conversation; in short, not to think of him.
Not that this always holds good, though: often
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have I watched an unfortunate, forming one of a
jovial group, and manfully battling with the dire
qualms which surely and slowly are gaining the
mastery. But it is of no use; paler and paler
grows the unhappy one, till at last he beats a sud-
den and precipitate retreat. ¢All up with him,
says some one, and the fun goes on as before. If
any of my readers, on voyaging intent, are expect-
ing to hear of a cure for sea-sickness in these
pages they will be disappointed; I never knew a
real one, though I have heard of many. But a
preventive is better, and I have always found the
following - very simple one to answer. Firmly
persuade yourself that nothing is further from
your programme than that little excursion to the
side of the ship. Once on board, take your meals
as regularly as you would on shore ; but, except for
the purpose of taking them, do not go below : the
fresh sea-breeze is a powerful revivifier, and the
atmosphere ’tween decks, with the port holes
closed the first two or three days of a passage, is
enough to overturn the strongest. Never mind if
it’s cold ; wrap up well, and walk about as much
as possible, and don’t go below at night till you
are perfectly certain of going to sleep the moment
you turn in. The great thing is to keep in the
open air as much as possible. But I will get back
to my narrative.
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The following morning saw us well into the
Bay of Biscay. It was cold and raw; the sky
seemed to meet the seething plain of great tum-
bling leaden waves ; a grey mist swept the surface,
and heavy showers drove the few of us who had
ventured upon deck under the lee of the com-
panion, where we stood, trying to keep our footing,
for the ship was rolling heavily, and the decks wet
and slippery. A sudden and violent shock—some-
thing has given way ; it seems to me only like a
heavy sea striking one of the boats hanging in the
davits. Then the bell in the engine-room sounds,
and the vessel stops; the captain and quarter-
master, with one or two of the officers, make their
way aft. Meanwhile, the sensation—not to say
alarm—has extended to the saloon passengers ;
the sea-sick ones discover that they are not nearly
so anxious to go to the bottom as they supposed,
but find their way up the companion stairs with
wondrous celerity. ¢ What is it?’ ¢<What’s gone
wrong ?’ &c. &c.,is heard in more or less apprehen-
sive tones among the startled groups. I certainly
had no idea how little it took to create a scare on
board ship, for, in the present instance, neither has
the shaft broken nor the propeller, nor have any
of the port holes been staved in, but one of the
steering chains has snapped nearly opposite where
we were standing when the shock was first felt.
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The after wheel is soon manned, while a posse of
the crew is told off to repair the broken chain ;
the engines are in motion again, and the good
ship is driving along through the mist and spray,
plunging over the restless watery plain, every beat
of the screw carrying us further and further from
Old England. However, it is not my intention to
chronicle each day’s events, but rather to give an
insight of life on board an ocean-going steamer
so towards evening of the fifth day after leaving
Plymouth—four is the usual rum, but ours being
an intermediate boat does not hui-ry herself—
we are standing in to Madeira, and skirt the rocky
coast ; its cliffs glowing in the sunset beams. Our
yards are braced, all is taut and clear, and, by the
time we glide in and drop anchor in the roadstead
of Funchal, the shadows of mght have fallen upon
land and water.
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CHAPTER II

Madeira—A noisy lot—Diving boys—Funchal— Pleasures of landing—
A bazaar afloat—Teneriffe—¢ A life on the ocean wave'—Fire
practice—Church parade—The weekly press—Croesing the Line—
A callow Teuton—Some cheerful reflections—Theatricals—Table
Bay.

VERY refreshing to the eye, after five days of

tumbling sea, is Madeira ; its heights crowned with

waving groves; its green slopes and luxuriant vege-
tation ; the quaint old foreign looking town spread-
ing along the edge of the bay, while dotted about on
the slope above, many a roof and white sun-baked
wall of a country villa peers through its thick
masses of trees. Strange tropical plants mingle
their bright plumage with trailing creepers which
festoon the garden walls overhanging the blue
waters, and a delightful balminess suggestive of
citron groves and spice and dolce far niente pervades
the air. In the present instance, however, we are
not to see the island at its best, and our arrival
after dark instead of by day is the subject of not

a little growling among the passengers. But a

brilliant moon goes far towards making up for
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relentless pursuer, who hardly allows him to get his
head above water ; in fact, I have seen this carried
to an extent that would suffice to drown the ordi-
nary swimmer twice over. Butit takes a great deal
to drown a Madeira diving-boy.

Awful thieves are these aquatic pedlars. An
arm through a port hole—should the stewards be
unwary enough to leave one open, which they
generally take good care not to do—as their boats
toss alongside, and a blanket, bolster, coat, hat,
anything seizable, speedily changes ownership.
Owing to this proclivity a show is made of keep-
ing them off the vessel, but there are too many
of them ; the sturdy quartermaster’s back turned,
they climb up like monkeys, where there is
scarcely fingerhold much less foothold, and the
passengers, anxious to ‘deal,” aid and abet them
in s0 doing. I saw the quartermaster drive one
fellow down the side as if repulsing a boarding
party, and looked over expecting to see him in
the water. Not a bit of it; there he was,
scrambling quietly but rapidly into his boat,
whence he hurled a string of Portuguese invec-
tive at the contemptuous tar. Everyone buys a
wicker chair at Madeira ; I do likewise, not for the
above reason, but that the possession of the said
article of furniture adds materially to one’s com-
fort during the voyage, for you can’t drag the
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ship benches and plant them at will about the
deck. Therefore, watching my opportunity—for
our captain has a prejudice against deck chairs,
and hitherto no vendors thereof have been al-
lowed on board—I proceed to drive a bargain
over the stern of the vessel. After some haggling
—no one ever yet effected a deal with a native
of Madeira without haggling—my contraband
seat is handed up, and I take steps for securing
the same. .

But we must begin to think about landing,
and as the ship will fiot leave till nearly midnight
there is time to go ashore and look about a little.
Our party is made up-and we have no difficulty
in getting a boat, each and all being extremely
anxious to have the pleasure of carrying us. So,
depositing ourselves in the stern sheets we tell
the fellows to shove off, which they seem not
to see the force of doing just yet, heping to get
some more ‘fares.’” This we object to strongly,
there being as many of us as the boat will hold —
twice are we nearly capsized, and amid much
frantic gesticulation, and yelling and jabbering
enough to deafen one, we fight clear of the crowd
and are pulling for the beach. I have often
wondered that casualties are not of frequent
occurrence on these occasions; everyone does his
level best to get into the boat at once, specially
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the rougher sort from ¢forrard,’ jostling and
crowding to any extent—and all this on the nar-
row gangway stair. The rascally boatmen, more-
over, are only too eager to carry as many as
possible, quite irrespective of any considerations
of safety. We land, and pushing through the
importunate host of loafers on the beach, take
our way up the town.

A queer old place is Funchal, with its narrow
stone-paved streets, and ugly but picturesque
buildings. Among these is the Cathedral ; I mean
it comes under the former adjective, for it certainly
is not picturesque. A visit to it is a game hardly
worth the candle, and on the steps you have
to run the gauntlet of a crowd of hapless fellow
mortals, clamorously soliciting alms by virtue of
sundry loathsome afflictions which they eagerly
thrust on your notice. No wheels rumble through
the steep, narrow streets; rough, heavy sleds
drawn by oxen being the ordinary mode of
conveyance. The fruit market is well worth
a visit, and, if time allows, you may make an
expedition to the Convent, whose white walls, far
up the hill, you saw from the ship. There it is
that the lace is made which they were pestering
you on board to buy, and a fine view of the
town and bay is obtainable.

On this occasion we do none of these things,
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photographs, queer little devices in shells, filagree
work, knicknacks of every description, lie spread
out on the deck, or arranged about on seats and
skylights. The whole afterpart of the ship is
crowded ; limits of classification are in abeyance,
and the emigrant jostles the saloon passenger,
vying with him in his bargaining: the Portu-
guese are bawling out their stock in trade,
jabbering and haggling with their customers,
and the row is simply deafening. The red gleam
of the lanterns falls upon a bustling throng,
lighting up many an eager face; from that of
a rough specimen from ¢forrard’ bargaining
for a curiously wrought gold (?) ring, to that
of the lady passenger who has at last secured
the coveted piece of lace upon her own terms.
Yonder a group is examining with the air of
connoisseurs sundry grey parrots, whose con-
versational merits their olive-skinned proprietors
are extolling with a volubility not unworthy of
the objectionable birds themselves.

But the contents of the impromptu booths
become smaller and beautifully less, the howling
of their owners decreasing in proportion ; trade
hangs fire, and moreover it is midnight, and time
to weigh anchor. The shore bell rings, and the
vivacious Portuguese hurriedly pack up their
traps and bundle into the boats, to retire upon
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seen it white with snow nearly to the base, set
in the surrounding expanse of blue water ; to-day
as we pass there is only enough of snow on the
summit to convey an idea of its height.

Two hours later I stood on deck; the sea
was perfectly calm, and the great ship standing
on her way steadily as a rock; a golden moon
hung overhead, and the liquid surface seemed
all on fire. A cloud had enshrouded the mighty
Peak, and as we glided between it and the
surrounding islands, whose dark shapes wrapped
in shadowy gloom stood weirdly out into the
moonlit waters, it seemed as if we were vogueing
on an enchanted sea.

And now Teneriffe is left behind, each day
becomes more deliciously warm, the sea is as
calm as a lake, and everyone has settled down
into the usual routine of life on board ship, which,
though monotonous, is not without a certain
charm of its own. For under no other circum-
stances whatever do you feel so thoroughly
justified in taking life easily. You get up when
you like, and go to bed when you like; you
sit and read under the awning in the heat of
the day, you take quarter-deck walks and smoke
your cheroot in the cool of eve, and you enter
with zest into the hundred-and-one trifles which,
so insignificant in themselves, assume quite an
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pencils and paper form the chief ingredients.
Here and there a few ladies with some sort of work
in hand strive hard to appear industrious. Now
and then a rush is made for the side to look at a
shoal of ¢ springers,’ or a cloud of silvery flying-
fish skimming bird-like along the blue surface, which
albeit so still and placid, is teeming with life in its
quiet depths. Or perhaps the dark triangular fin
of a shark glides along, warning of the double
danger of falling into those treacherous seas.
Yonder, abaft the line of demarcation—for a space
of a few feet in the stern has been turned into an
open-air smoking-room—sits a group of Germans,
each at the end of a long pipe, stolidly playing
cards ; while on the other side of the quarter-deck
a game of ‘bull,’ that mildest of ship sports, is
going on. :

Prominent among all is the burly form of our
jovial skipper passing from group to group, his
bearded face beaming with merriment as, having
fired off a parting joke, he moves on to give the
benefit of it to a fresh batch. Eight bells strike ;
the officers come aft and make their reports, and
the captain joins them as, sextant in hand, they take
the latitude. The more energetic of the passengers
move towards the companion stairs to ascertain
the run during the last twenty-four hours, which is
posted up daily at twelve o’clock. Presently the
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warned, yet I think I can detect just a shade
of momentary scare on one or two faces, but only
momentary. Stewards skurry out of the saloon
with blankets in their hands, and we follow them
to see the fire parade. The crew tumbles up, the
donkey engine is in full swing, and hoses are
vigorously making play upon the impassive face
of old ocean. Every man is in his place, from the
commander to the cook’s boy ; the boats’ crews,
each under its appointed officer, are at their boats,
in which at the word of command some of them take
their places. Here the fire practice usually ends ;
the shrill whistle of the boatswain’s pipe rings out
above the clank of the donkey engine and the
hissing of the jets of water, the hoses are un-
screwed, the ship’s company is piped down, and all
is quiet as before. These practices are held once
a week, generally on Saturday.

Another great institution on board is the
Sunday parade, when all assemble on the quarter-
deck except those actually on duty. There are
the captain and officers in gala uniform, together
with the surgeon and engineers; the crew, men
and boys, in their smart blue jackets and snowy
trousers ; stewards and firemen, the pallid faces of
these last showing in marked contrast to the
healthy brown complexions of the rest of the ship’s
company. The muster is called, and all answer to
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ministers of other denominations holding services
for their co-religionists, provided they do not clash
with the due performance of the recognised one ;
and, whatever may be thought of this arrange-
ment, it appears to work well

Everyone is reconciled to life on board, and
those who at first were inclined to growl because
we would make the passage in twenty-three instead
of nineteen days, have subsided, and now say they
didn’t care on their own account, but only because
it seemed a pity that one of the Company’s best
boats should not make one of the best passages.
Such disinterestedness who could find it in their
hearts to doubt ? Time is got through, all doing
their best to make it pass pleasantly; there are
games and races on deck in the cool part of the
day, singing in the saloon in the evening, and
sometimes the piano is hoisted up and the decks
cleared for a dance. One enterprising wight starts
a weekly newspaper with a fantastic title, which
speedily becomes popular, judging from the faces
of each group which may be seen discussing its
contents, no less than from the abundant inquiry
as to the next issue. News of the week and lead-
ing articles, correspondence and answers to queries,
and advertisements—even a ‘poet’s corner.” It
becomes quite an institution. Another worthy of
artistic turn deems it his mission to portray all and
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each of us as we sit, stand, or lie about the deck.
This feat is generally performed unknown to the
subject thereof, who is taken off in every attitude,
whether in the act of throwing a quoit, singing
a song, or even while indulging in an afternoon
siesta. But I am bound to say that with one or
two exceptions the representations bear to the
originals not the slightest resemblance whatever.
Theatricals are talked of—very much so; unlike
most things much talked of, however, they are
destined to become a fact, and bold spirits may be
seen book in hand striving to get up their parts,
with a determination the more laudable by reason
of the state of the thermometer. Which thermo-
meter daily warns that we are fast approaching
the Equator.

The traditional festivity observed on crossing
¢ the line,” with which Captain Marryat’s delight-
ful works have done so much to familiarise
non-seagoers, is becoming a thing of the past; in
fact, as far as passenger steamers are concerned,
it may be said to have so become already. In
former years I once saw Neptune hold his court
with all due and accredited state on board a
mail steamer, and a very tidy sort of a row was
the result ; but the practice has now been done
away with, and rightly, so in this instance the
merrier spirits had to rest content with whatever

D
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fun could be got out of the occasion. Of course
the venerable jest of sticking a hair across the
lens of a telescope and inviting the most gullible
of our co-voyagers to inspect ‘the line’ was
resorted to; and some of the Germans having
persuaded one of their number—a long-legged
ZAsculapius—that Neptune would be visible that
night, proceeded to devise and carry out a mild
practical joke at the expense of their credulous
compatriot. Reasonable time having been allowed
the victim to undress, a bucket of water was
held in readiness above his cabin window ; some-
thing fastened to a piece of string and lowered
over the side was made to tap against the same,
which opened, and a head protruded, its owner
expecting to behold Neptune in all his glory.
The contents of the bucket, and the delighted
guffaws of his countrymen, however, promptly
brought home to the mind of the unsuspecting
Teuton that the whole affair was a mistake, and
the court of the scaly monarch a snare and a
delusion; for ere long he emerged from the
companion and proceeded to ‘chevvy’ his per-
secutors all over the ship. By which it will be
seen that even gentlemen from ¢Das Vaterland’
can wax playful on the high seas.

But we are spared the hottest of equatorial
weather, and the nights are not only tolerable
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by the time everybody knows his or her part
fairly, an evening is fixed upon. Posters of por-
tentous dimensions and whimsical compilation
are struck off, and at the appointed time a tolerably
full “house’ has assembled. A stage has been
erected against the companion’; fronting this are
seats placed all down the quarter-deck, which,
being shut in with canvas on the open sides
of the awning, has quite the appearance of a large
marquee. Flags of all sorts are hung around,
their bright colours glowing in the light of the
large ship lanterns. The front seats are reserved
for first class passengers, and by the time the
curtain draws up and the jovial skipper appears
on the stage to read the prologue, the quarter-
deck is crowded, for on these occasions the
passengers from ¢forrard’ receive a general
invitation to witness the performance. Plays on
board ship are always of the light comedy order,
and ours was no exception; the acting was
spirited, and evoked roars of merriment. What
if one or two of the performers might be seen
rolling their eyes rather frequently and despair-
ingly in the direction of the prompter’s box?
What though that functionary—none other than
.our blithe commander—could be discerned by
a select few through a chink in the curtains,
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shaking with suppressed laughter to such an
extent as to be totally incapable of responding
to the mute appeal? What mattered it that
little hitches of this kind did occur—they only
added to the fun.

Sometimes the monotony of the voyage would
be broken by the speaking of a passing steamer,
either one of our own or of the rival Company ;
for we are far out of the beat of sailing vessels,
and have old Ocean quite to ourselves. The days
pass in their ordinary groove as we are nearing the
end of the voyage ; we have read all our own books
and all our neighbours’ too; the last number of
the newspaper has been issued, and those who are
going to leave the vessel at Cape Town are think-
ing of packing up. So the twenty-third morning
after starting from Plymouth, we wake to find that
the accustomed throb of the propeller has ceased,.
and to miss the vibration of the engines. We are
lying in Table Bay: yonder the masts of the ship-
ping in the docks make an effective foreground to
the town, behind which, Table Mountain rears its
wall of sheer rock to a height of 5,000 feet; on the
right is the pyramid-like Lion’s Head, on the left
the distant Paarl mountains, whose purple cones
loom through the haze. It is a splendid morning,
not a cloud in the sky; and as we look out over
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the blue bay dotted with Malay fishing boats, we
gaze upon a scene of fair beauty very refreshing to
the eye after three weeks of boundless sea.

At length the tide is high enough to admit of

entrance, so we up anchor and steam quietly into
dock.
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CHAPTER III

Cape Town—A motley crowd—An inviting coast—Port Elizabeth—
Crossing a ‘ Bar '—East London— A Kaffrarian railway—St. John s
River.

EvERYONE arriving at Cape Town, even though not

for the first time, will scarcely fail to be struck—

as the steamer slowly makes her way through the
narrow entrance of the harbour—with the eager
crowd upon the jetty, impelled thither by as many
motives as there are elements in the throng.
There is the brisk merchant in his pith helmet
and sweeping puggaree. The senator in orthodox
white chimney-pot donned by virtue of his office,
but whose sunburnt countenance and loosely made
clothes proclaim him far more at home on some
up-country sheep or ostrich farm, rising with the
sun and turning in not long after the going down
of the same, than speechifying and being speechi-
fied to in Council or Assembly by night, and wan-
dering rather forlornly about the city by day.

There are idlers brought together by no other

motive than a ready pretext for whiling away an
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hour in witnessing the arrival of the English mail.
Then there is a sprinkling of persons who have
come to meet friends or relatives. Yellow
skinned Malays are also there in plepty, their
picturesque Oriental dresses lending colour to the
diversely arrayed throng. Darker groups also—
Slaves,! Mozambique negroes, and Kafirs from the
Eastern frontier, stand and squat about in the back-
ground. The decks are piled up with luggage:
those about to land are all eager to do so, though
not without a sneaking regret at leaving the old
ship which has brought them safely over, and there
is no end of hand-shaking and good-byes as people
are met by their friends, or are bid farewell to by
their fellow-passengers. The Malay cab-drivers
drawn up in line are yelling for fares, and a crowd
of loafers of every shade and colour is clamouring
for the privilege of carrying luggage which no one
. wants carried. I wait till the excitement abates,
and hailing a hansom, drive quietly up into the
town, the central part of which is distant nearly
two miles from the docks.

Cape Town is by no means an agreeable city,
the beauty of its surroundings notwithstanding.
No one lives in it who can possibly live out of it;

! The people emancipated from serfdom to the Dutch in the
earlier days of the Colony are still so-called. They are of St. Helena
extraction.
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Green Point, Mowbray, Wynberg, Constantia, and
other pleasant suburban retreats containing the
residences of the principal merchants and Govern-
ment officials, who come in by rail to their daily
avocations. Its streets are unpaved and very
dusty; in fact, given a fair breeze, and the whole
place is enveloped in clouds of pungent red dust,
which, tearing round corners, sweep over the un-
wary pedestrian, speedily reducing him to a state
of helpless and frantic blindness. And there are
no side pavements. Should the freshly caught
Briton flatter himself that he has got upon one,
before he has progressed many yards he will find
it necessary either to retrace his confiding steps,
or to take a jump of perhaps five feet, for he is on
the ¢ stoep’ of a house, which ¢stoeps’ line the
sides of the street where would be pavements in
any but a Dutch town. Then, too, Cape Town is
literally the abode of ¢ ancient and fishlike smells '—
I will hardly go so far as to say as many as there
are streets in the town, but that there is an ex-
ceeding great variety to be encountered at every
turn I can unhesitatingly vouch. Among the ad-
vantages of the place there are good shops, and a
railway station with frequent trains, by which you
may make an expedition to the wine growing
neighbourhood or wherever your wandering fancy
may tend. Tram cars run along the principal
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thoroughfares, and hansom cabs are plentiful, their
drivers, mostly Malays, though not so disinclined
to overreach the new importation as one might
wish, would yet compare very favourably with the
too often surly, insolent ruffians of the London cab-
stand. There is a good library and a fair museum ;
a theatre and skating rink, which last has, I
believe, shared the fate of its kind ; the Botanical
Gardens are pretty and well kept, and form a
pleasant lounge of an afternoon. And there is an
ugly Cathedral which, notwithstanding its dis-
couraging exterior, has services equal in musical
proficiency to most cathedrals in Britain. Hotel
accommodation, by the way, is very bad—a bed-
room to yourself being, as a rule, out of the
question ; in fact, you are in luck’s way if not
herded in- with three or four other persons. On
the frontier one may look for that sort of thing,
and accept the situation with traveller's equa-
nimity ; but in the metropolis of South Africa one
hardly expects to be ¢ stabled.’

In short, Cape Town requires all its pleasant
surroundings to redeem it from being one of the
most unattractive places on the face of the earth.
Hardly a handsome building is to be met with
—all is ugly, Dutch, and squat; and when our
allotted two days have fled, and we are steaming out
of the harbour, I, for one; am not loud in iy regrets.
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viting situation on a flat, dreary shore, at once
strikes the traveller as an improvement on the
metropolis in most respects. Large and sub-
stantial buildings grace the town ; you may walk
down the principal thoroughfares without un-
pleasant thoughts of typhoid intruding themselves,
and the place gives you the idea of being alto-
gether smarter and more go-ahead than its
western neighbour. Here the Dutch element is
in the minority, for Port Elizabeth is a town of
English creation; but the German population is
large and fast increasing. I believe I am right
in saying that besides many of the principal
merchants, the majority of clerks and employés in
mercantile houses and stores are Germans; the
management of the hotels is mostly in German hands,
and the German club is every whit as pretentious
as its British neighbour. I can vouch for it that
you hear nearly as much German spoken in Port
Elizabeth as English, and the arrival of every mail
steamer floods the place with fresh Teutons.

A thoroughly busy town is the Liverpool of the
Eastern Province, as its burgesses love to style
it. Besides four or five mail steamers generally
anchored in the bay, there are plenty of sailing
vessels discharging cargo, and the beach is alive
with hundreds of black fellows wading out through
the surf to carry ashore the contents of the lighters
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as they come in. During the wool season strings
of waggons piled high with their huge loads may
be seen wending along the streets, the whips of the
drivers cracking like rifle shots over the toiling
spans. In front of the stores bales of wool lie in
hundreds, all being marked and got under cover,
while the transport waggons are thick about the
streets, the oxen standing or lying down in their
yokes. Here and there is a burly frontiersman, Dutch
or English, who, scorning the (in his eyes) effeminate
fashions of towns, strides along in all the glory of
wideawake and corduroy, a ¢sjambok’! dangling
from his hirsute wrist. But everywhere dust and
scuffle, everyone busy—XKafir and Malay, Jew and
Gentile.

There is a terminus at Port Elizabeth with a
couple of different lines of rail, by which you may
either make an expedition to Grahamstown, the
¢City of the Settlers’—far and away the prettiest
town in the Eastern Province—or you may run
out to Cradock or Graaff Reinet and inspect the
Boers and the boundless karoo ; but that will take
time.

Not so very long ago landing was accomplished
in Algoa Bay decidedly under difficulties—as also
was embarkation ; you were bundled with your
luggage into a whale boat, and had to pay pretty

1 A rhinoceros hide whip, suspended to the wrist by a thong.



46 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

nearly anything the boatmen chose to ask for the
privilege. Now, all is changed ; steam launches
ply backwards and forwards, and the competition
is keen.

Our prognostications were realised : not until
the evening of the second day after Christmas did
we make a start, anchoring the following morning
in the roadstead of East London. And here I am
to leave the ship, for I intend remaining a few
days at that rising port before proceeding on to
Natal. Rather more than a month has gone by
since I first climbed on board at Southampton, and
now that I ¢ shin’ down the side for the last time,
it is with an absurd and sneaking sensation of
regret. As the steam launch pushes ofl, I cannot
help thinking of my last landing at this progressive
port. Then, it was a case of crouching down
among a score of navvies in the stern of a surf-boat,
hardly able to move for fear of one’s head coming
in contact with the hawser. A huge green wall of
water towered overhead, and—swish!—were we in
the boat or in the sea? Before we had time to
take breath, a second roller curled and broke over
us with like result; another, and another, as we
bumped two or three times on the bar, and then
rode smoothly into the mouth of the river. My
_ friends the navvies spouted forth salt water mingled
with blasphemy, and we landed. In fact, I was
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literally thrown up on the shores of South Africa
without a dry stitch on me. Now, however, it is
a very different story ; the Lttle steam launch rides
the rollers like a duck, her screw whirling like
the cowl of a chimney; not a drop of water
reaches us as we sit crowded on her well-raised
deck, and by the time we are bowling up the broad
river towards the Customs wharf, some of my
fellow-travellers think that crossing the redoubted
¢ bar’ is but a poor affair after all. But tempora
mutantur.

East London is a go-ahead place. Not many
years ago a very bad ‘hotel’ and a few German
shanties were the sole habitations on the east bank
of the Buffalo where is now Panmure, which
comprises the railway station and all the principal
places of business. The newness of the tenements
and the unfinished state of the streets bear witness
to the recent growth of the place; but building is
going on briskly, and the town increasing in size and
standing. Itis the port of British Kaffraria, but
like most South African ports, the ¢ bar’ formed
by the shallowness of the river and the constant
silting up of the sand, is an effectual impediment
to it ever possessing a good harbour. The road-
stead, too, is an unsafe one, and, during the south-
westerly gales, Heaven help the vessel that cannot
make a wide offing, for she will inevitably be
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driven on the rocks and broken up among the
tremendous surf, which beats with terrific force
upon this dangerous coast.

I mentioned a railway at East London. Now a
Kaffrarian train is not a rapid means of locomo-
tion; nevertheless it is infinitely preferable to
that detestable structure, the old passenger-cart,
which erewhile hammered you about the country
from place to place, if haply it did not pitch you
out and break your neck on the way. Railway
speed hardly averages fifteen miles per hour, but
then you do not have long to wait at the side
stations. Many of these consist of a mere roof
and platform in the middle of the ¢ veldt;’! you
tell the guard beforehand where you want to get
down, and he stops the train at that particular
place. If you want to catch a train at one of these
sidings you simply stand on the platform and hail
it as you would a tram car. Asthe line is unfenced
and cattle frequently stray thereon, the engines
are provided with ¢cow-catchers,” with the result
that, in many instances, it is ¢ bad for the coo.” Nor
is the speed regular, for the train will crawl up a
long acclivity, hand over hand as it were, and tear
down the other side at breakneck pace—for all
the world like bicycle riding.

! ¢Veldt' in South African parlance is ground uncultivated and
unenclosed. Bushy or open, stony or smooth, matters not ; if unre-
claimed it is all ¢ veldt.’
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Curious are some of the idiosyncrasies which
characterise the Union Company’s dealings in the
embarkation of passengers at East London. I
found that in addition to the regular fare to
Durban, which was high enough, I was expected to
pay 10s. for being put on board ship ; pretty much
as if on hailing a cab the driver were to demand an
extra 6d. for the use of the step: and whereas
the intending passenger pays 10s. for his transport
over the bar, anyone going out to the ship and
back for his own amusement is only charged 5s.
A rule of thumb which the uninitiated can hardly
aspire to fathom. Anyhow I find myself on board
a coasting steamer one morning, en route for
Durban.

It is a beautiful day, and the sea is calm as a
millpond as we skirt the Kaffrarian shore; on,
past the Kei mouth and the fantastic ¢ Hole in the
Wall,” a sudden break in a line of perpendicular
rock ; fair to the eye are the green wooded heights
of Pondoland sleeping in the afternoon haze, but
the sun has set by the time we pass the mouth of
the St. John’s River, whose frowning portals of lofty
cliff are all the more imposing for being seen in the
gathering gloom of evening. In the morning I find
we are running close in to the Natal coast. It is
like going up a river; the greensward slopes down
to the water’s edge—here and there a sugar planta-

E
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tion with its low thatched dwellings surrounded
by mango trees and tall bamboo; but not until
midday do we round the Bluff and Durban lies
spread out infront like a panorama. The town on
the edge of the broad land-locked bay ; on the one
hand the high wooded ¢ Berea,” dotted with roofs
nestling among the luxuriant growth, on the other
the bold Bluff with its tapering lighthouse. A
forest of masts belonging to the shipping small
enough to cross the bar, bristled just inside the
" entrance, while the larger vessels lay at anchor in
the wide roadstead.

We watched the tug come off, fondly hoping
we should be enabled to land. Nota bit of it. She
took the mails on board, but, for some occult
reason, no passengers or luggage, and went her way ;
and although we dropped anchor shortly after
twelve, it was not until late in the afternoon that
the Company condescended to land us.
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CHAPTER 1V.

Durban—The Berea and Bay—¢ Ramsammy '—Musquitoes—A mild
practical joke—Pieter Maritzburg—St. Saviours Cathedral—
Bishop Colenso—Native idea of punctuality.

A LARGE and busy place is Durban. On arrival some-
thing seems at once to etrike me as different to any
of the ports I have already touched at : it is warmer,
and there is a tropical character about everything,
from the atmosphere to the abundant vegetation
flourishing in the gardens and even in the streets.
The business part of the town is about two miles
from the ¢ Point,’ where you land, but its straggling
outskirts reach right down to the sea. No strings
of heavy ox-waggons rumble through the broad
streets, the wheel transport being done by the
neater trolly, and the railway station is in the
centre of the town. There are tram cars running
between the upper end and the Point, and an omnibus
service to the Berea, where many of the wealthier
Durbanites reside, having their places of business in
the town. Plenty of life and stir is there in the
streets ; the picturesque dresses of the coolies lend
E 2



52 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

colour to the variously clad throng of humanity
moving to and fro, of which the Indian element
forms no small part, for ¢ Ramsammy’ is quite an
institution in Natal. Here and there may be seen
a tall head-ringed native from some up-country
kraal, stalking disdainfully along, his kerries over
his shoulder, and a scanty ragged shirt donned for
the occasion flapping about his thighs as he strides
on, hardly noticing the red and yellow groups of
gaudily clad Orientals—turbaned men and ear-and-
nose-bangled women. Equestrians are plentiful,
and white-coated and pith-helmeted sons of the soil,
mounted and on foot, are moving about on their
respective avocations.

From the Berea you get a good bird’s-eye view
of the town, with the broad bay and the Bluff and
its lighthouse beyond ; seawards the vessels are
tossing at their anchorage, and you can make out
the white line of breakers on the bar. A pleasant
walk is the road along the top of the Berea, shaded
as it is by the remains of a virgin forest. Tall
trees issue from a mass of thick undergrowth, and,
in tangled network, monkey creepers twine from
the branches of the wild fig and acacia. Now a
break affords a view of the sea,and here and there,
half hidden among the tropical foliage of their
gardens, stand the bungalow-like houses of the
townspeople, who certainly show some taste in the
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choice of so pleasant and airy a retreat. Not long
ago elephants crashed through the jungle on the
Berea, troops of monkeys disported themselves
among the tree-tops, and the roar of the lion and
the howl of the hysna mingled in nightly concert.
Now it has been partially cleared and built upon,
forming a favourite suburb of the town.

Very pleasant it is in the cool of the evening to
cross over to the Bluff or to row about the bay and
among the islands. Wooded hills close in the
view to landward, casting their shadows into the
glassy waters. A few boats are gliding to and fro,
their occupants, like yourself, enjoying the coolness.
Yonder the smooth lawns slope to the water’s edge,
which is fringed with the drooping boughs of many
trees.

A decidedly pleasant place is Durban, yet there
are two things that would probably cause discom-
fort to a new arrival—heat and musquitoes. The
former I did not mind, the latter I emphatically
did. The Durban musquito is eminently a respecter
of persons, for he always attaches himself to the latest
importation. He is objectionable enough in the day-
time, but at night he is to be seen—and felt—at
his worst. Of course your bed is provided with a
musquito curtain, and you flatter yourself that you
will enjoy a respite accordingly. Perhaps you will
—and I sincerely hope you will. But it nay be
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that your gauzy protection has eprung a leak, so
small that you fail to noticeit ; your voracious foe,
however, does not so fail, and you wake in the night
with a confused sensation of being devoured alive.
You are ready to swear that there wasn't a ghost
of a musquito anywhere near your curtain when
you tucked it round so carefully, nor was there—
yet now the unprincipled insect is sounding his war
trumpet within two inches of your ear. You make
frantic ¢ dabs’ at him in the darkness. Not a bit
of use ; just as you begin to congratulate yourself
upon his capture the hideous trumpet brays out
louder and more defiant than ever. Peradventure
you use strong language (anything is excusable
under musquito provocation) and lighting the
candle proceed to hunt the persecutor of your mid-
night peace, who, however, knows ¢a trick worth
two o’ that,’ and mockingly sails away to a dim and
exalted corner of the room. You give it up as a
bad job, and drawing down your curtain put out the
light and turn over, but not to sleep—oh no,—to
get through the small hours rending your tortured
carcase and wishing to Heaven it was morning and
—tub time.

Yes, Durban is a pleasant placé, but its mus-
quitoes are open to objection.
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green flags along the railway lines, and the open
trucks which do duty for third-class carriages are
crowded with chattering coolies. Colonists are to
be met with who look upon the importation of
these people in such numbers—the Indian popula-
tion is estimated at nearly 20,000—as not an
unmixed good. But whereas the aboriginal of
Natal works when and where he thinks fit, just as
much or just as little as he pleases and no more,
coolie labour is always obtainable.

Railways in Natal, like those in the Cape
Colony, are in Government hands instead of being
worked by companies; that from Durban to
Maritzburg had then been not long completed ; it
is very winding, with a gradual ascent inland. A
few days before my transit along it, some individual
of a philanthropic turn of mind had picked out a
place where the line made a sharp curve round a
hollow formed by the steep sides of two hills, a sheer
drop of some hundreds of feet beneath, and amused
himself by driving several iron wedges into the
joints of the rails; the said wedges, projecting
several inches, were to have the effect of pitching
the whole train bodily into the ravine. Which
benevolent design, however, was doomed to frus-
tration, thanks to the vigilance of the engine driver,
who detected the danger and was able to stop the
train just in time. The amiable deviser of this
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that by a parity of reasoning no better name could
be given to the capital, ¢ the chief kraal’ of the
whites, and it was dubbed accordingly.

Maritzburg is a cheerful, lively place, with a
European population of about 5,000. It boasts
two Cathedrals, and is not badly off for institutions,
possessing a fairly good library and reading-room,
a club, and a couple of theatres, which last were
well filled nearly every night ; I had the privilege
of witnessing ¢ Les Cloches de Corneville’ in one,
which, all drawbacks considered, was very fairly
put on. Then there is the polo-ground, where
spirited play may be seen, and the Botanical
(Gardens, which on band afternoons become the
resort of the élite and fashion of the city.

1 saw shops in Maritzburg as good as in English
provincial towns, and a great deal better than in
some ; the business streets are alive all day long
with traffic and vehicles of every description, from
the huge buck-waggon with its long span of oxen
to the light American * spider,” which seems to be
as universally used in Natal as the Cape cart and
buggy in the old colony. Here, unlike Durban,
you see few coolies, but plenty of aboriginals,! who

' There is a popular idea that the Natal natives are all necessarily
Zulus. As a matter of fact, the majority of them are nothing of the
kind, but are made up of all nations and kindreds— Bacas and Tongas,

Fingoes and Busutos, &c. &c., with an admixture of Zulu here and
thsre. Not only are their manners and customs in many respects dil-
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squat around in groups or march about the streets
in twos and threes on their various avocations.
Prominent among these are the white uniforms of
the native constables, for in Natal the guardians
of the peace are nearly all natives. There is one
of them—a fine, well-built fellow, in his loose white
jacket and knickerbockers edged with red braid,
and a rather formidable looking knob-kerrie in his
hand. Those in charge of hard labour gangs are
armed with assegais, which they can use pretty
effectively when occasion arises. Occasion—in
the shape of several runaway convicts—did arise
while I was there, and some of the would-be fugi-
tives fared badly at the hands of their sable guar-
dians, who let fly their spears with considerable
effect.

The military element is strong in the capital,
and meets you at every turn, from the undress
uniform of yon mounted officer, pacing his horse
towards Government House or Fort Napier, to the
smart scarlet of Private Tommy Atkins, striding

ferent, but they do not even look like the real Zulus, who, on their part,
certainly refuse to own them, contemptuously terming them ¢ Ama-
kafiila '—¢ Kafirs.’

The word ¢ Zulu’ means ‘ celestial ' or ¢ supernal,’ from ¢ Izilu,’ ¢ the
Heavens.’

In the Umsinga and border districts most of the natives are real
Zulus, either refugees or the descendants of refugees, with little or
no fusion of other nationality: even these are looked down upon by
their warrior-brethren as ¢ Ama-kafiila.’
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briskly among the stream of variously coloured
humanity on the footway. Nor must we forget
the more sober uniform of the Natal mounted
policeman, who is practically, if not theoreti-
cally, entitled to classification among persons and
things military; for, in addition to his arduous
patrol duties, when war breaks out, the Natal
Mounted Police is one of the first of the defensive
forces to be ¢ all there’ and to the fore. As a matter
of fact, this useful corps did good service in the
Zulu campaign; nor should it be forgotten that
among the handful which made the last stubborn
stand upon the ‘neck’at Isandhlwana, falling in
a ring around their officers, were several of the
Natal Mounted Police.

I said there were two Cathedrals in Maritzburg.
One owns the sway of Dr. Colenso ; the other, St.
Saviour’s, is under the rule of Bishop Macrorie,
the diocesan of the Church of South Africa. This
last is a creditable looking edifice of red brick, with
a rose window in the west wall, which is on the
street ; the interior is well arranged and church-
like, and will seat about 600 people. I entered it
at service time ; it was in the early morning, and
there were comparatively few present. A well
raised and handsomely draped altar, upon which
two large candles were burning, stood against the
east wall, and the service, which had just begun,
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was being performed by a priest in alb and vest-
ment, his attendant kneeling behind him on the
altar steps; it was very quiet, and there was no
singing or music of any kind. At the later ser-
vices there was both ; they being in most respects
similar to those of our better ordered Cathedrals in
England, albeit room existed for ample improve-
ment in the singing.

One of ‘the things to do’ on arriving in
Maritzburg is to go and hear Bishop Colenso. I
denied myself this privilege, however, but had the
pleasure of making the Bishop’s acquaintance.
The lively interest and active part taken by him in
all native matters is well known; every question
arising in connection with such, whether within
colonial limits or far away beyond the Zulu
border, has a keen observer in the Bishop of
Natal. His opinions, however, find small favour
in the eyes of the colonists, who, rightly or
wrongly, are inclined to think that politics in
.no wise form part of the episcopal sphere. But
whether agreeing with him or not, I believe most
of them are willing to credit Dr. Colenso with
sincerity, and a genuine desire to benefit the
native races. In aspect the Natal philanthropist
is tall and venerable, in manner quiet and affable:
looking at him one can more readily understand
the origin of his sobriquet among the natives,
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in whose interests heis so zealous. ¢ Sobantu,’ from
¢ Uyisobantu,’ ¢ the Father of the People.’

Having interviewed agents and inspected
vehicles of every description, 1 at length find a
good strong tent-waggon in all respects suitable
for rough work, and promptly become possessor
of the same. The next requisite is a span of oxen
and a trustworthy driver and leader, and, for the
supply of these, I strike a bargain at so much a
day with a native headman. But I was destined
to learn by experience how deficient is the native
mind in respect of punctuality, for, upon the
day named, the promised team, with its attendant
satellites, was conspicuous by its absence, as also
on the morrow and the day after that. In short,
not until the sixth day was the requisite motive
power forthcoming. One side of the question was
not without its advantages, for by the delay I
escaped a series of violent thunderstorms, which,
it may be readily supposed, would have lent a far
from promising aspect to my start. Storms in
Natal during the summer months are of frequent
occurrence, violent and exceedingly dangerous.
Every house in Maritzburg is furnished with a
lightning conductor, in many instances with
several.

At last the defaulting oxen put in an appear-
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ance, a hardy little black span of twelve, all black
or black and white. Fani, the driver,is a slightly-
built good-humoured looking youth of about nine-
teen or twenty—not by any means sharp, but a
willing, honest fellow, in which respect the Natal
native is far beyond ‘his brother of the Cape
frontier ; the leader, who rejoices in the name of
Mlamvu, is a smart boy of about sixteen, with an
ugly quizzical countenance. Capital fellows they
both proved.

We haste to load up the waggon, provisioning
it for several months. A couple of sacks of mealie-
meal for the ¢ boys,’! a bag of flour, a few tinned
articles, and a couple of sides of smoked bacon, a sack
of crushed mealies wherewith to supplement my
steed’s diurnal graze—for I had picked up a first-
rate Basuto pony, rather rough to look at, but
eagy in his paces, and game for any amount of
work—a spade and pick, a waggon-jack and a
hatchet, a pot and kettle; in short, the vehicle is
stocked with everything that is necessary, and a
little that is not. '

But one thing yet is lacking to the completion
of the turn-out—a third ¢ hand’ who can do a little
interpreting. Much disquietude has been caused
me by the scarcity of material in this line which

1 All native servants in Natal are technically ¢boys, irrespective
of age.
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Maritzburg could furnish. I try and induce
several likely-looking ‘boys’ to accompany me in
that capacity. One, though satisfactory enough as
to linguistic requirements, is, for some reason of
his own, unable to leave just then; another, true
to the strain of traditional refugeeism in his com-
position, has misgivings as to the advisability of
venturing across the Zulu border ; a third is willing
enough to go, and handy in every other respect,
but—with little more knowledge of the British
tongue than of Sanscrit. And so on throughout
the wearisome chapter, till, tired of the whole con-
cern, and rather than go through any further
delay, I resolve to start in the hope of picking up
my interpreter at Grey Town, about forty miles on
the road.

Apart from the above little difficulty, all seems
promising enough. Through the kindness of the
Administrator and other friends, I am furnished
with letters to the magistrates and officials along
my route. So all being ready, we inspan, one fine
sunny afternoon—crack! crack! goes the whip—
we move off ; and the capital lying beneath, em-
bowered in its gardens and blue gum trees, dis-
appears as we mount the crest of the hill en route
for the border.
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CHAPTER V.

Off to the Border—Grey Town—*Blue gums'—Bush scenery—The
Tugela—An aquatic dilemma—Sunrise on the Biggarsberg
Heights—A model road—Rorke’s Drift, past and present.

Ar first it seems rather slow work rolling tediously
along on a hot afternoon at the rate of three or
four miles an hour, but I soon fall into it and sit
on the waggon box, pipe in mouth, with all the
stoicism of an old ‘trekker. A short outspan
towards sundown, on again, and suddenly—for
there is little or no twilight in Southern Africa—
drops the curtain of night ; the stars shine out one
by one, the hills loom black against the liquid sky,
yonder a twinkling light points to the whereabouts
of some homestead standing in its group of blue
gums, while here and there a distant grass fire glows
red upon the far horizon. All is still, save for
the whistle of a flight of plover, which startled from
the ground by the tramp of my horse’s feet, circle
overhead sounding their shrill pipes: while now
and then the rumble of the waggon as it crawls
slowly over the hills hehind, or the harsh shout of
F
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the driver to his span, comes faintly on the silence
of the night. Presently the sky brightens, the
outlines of the hills assume more definite shape,
the heavens are suffused with a gathering flush,
and a golden moon rises, gently flooding the open
sweeping landscape far and near. And nowI hear
the murmur and plashing of a river; the walls of
a few houses shimmer white in the moonlight ; I
have reached the Umgeni bridge, twelve miles
from Maritzburg, so dismounting I await the
arrival of the waggon and outspan for the night.
But it is a short rest. Long before sunrise we are
on the road again ; and avoiding the midday heat
and travelling by night and in the early morning,
we reach Grey Town the following day.

If asked what struck me as the most prominent
feature of Grey Town I should inevitably reply
¢ Blue gums,’ for the blue gum is everywhere—in
the gardens, along the streets, sheltering the home-
steads, dropped about the hillsides—lines upon
lines of this useful and ornamental tree, giving
quite a snug appearance to the village, which other-
wise would stand bare and commonplace upon an
open plain. The native name for Grey Town is
Mkunkundhlovwane, ¢ Little Maritzburg,” being the
diminutive of their name for the capital, of which
the place looks like a minimised version. Put more
idiomatically it might be rendered ¢ Maritzburg on
a small scale.’
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stretch away, purple and dim in the afternoon
haze. The road winds round tQe spurs in its
gradual descent, becoming wilder and more rugged.
On the one hand a mighty precipice rears its red
wall, pierced with holes and caves like so many
black spots upon its surface; there a mass of
gigantic crags piled against the sky-line like the
turrets of a stately castle; further on, a huge rock
stands out in solitary ruggedness amid the sur-
roundings of the dark green bush. Birds of brilliant
plumage are winging in and out among the aloes
and mimosa trees ; the clear whistle of the spreuw!
peals with many an echo from yon frowning cliff’;
while far away down the valley is heard the soft
“cooing’ of hundreds of turtledoves. Nor is
insect life wanting ; the cicala’s constant chirp and
the whirr of a large winged locust, the gnat’s
shrill horn and the loud booming hum of a big
beetle—all blerd harmoniously in the swell of
Nature’s evening chorus. Now we dip down
almost out of sight to cross the deep bed of a trick-
ling watercourse—up again, but everywhere moun-
tain and valley, towering cliff, bush-clad slope and
black ravine; a panorama of Nature in her wildest
and most fantastic aspect. But hark! the distant
barking of a dog and the low of cattle. Not even
these familiar sounds tell of approaching civilisa-

! A bird of the starling tribe,
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tion, for picturesquely situated on yonder spur is a
native kraal, its beehive-shaped huts standing in
a circle round the cattle enclosure—meet abode of
savage man, in keeping with his wild surroundings.

Nearer and nearer dips the sun to the over-
hanging mountain tops, the outlines of the hills
start forth sharp and defined from the haze which
has hitherto toned them down, and the eflects of
light and shade are perfect. Yonder a distant cliff
gleams like a wall of burnished bronze rising from
an emerald-covered slope, as the slanting beams
strike full upon its smooth surface ; another, which
hitherto has been all in the light, now falls back
into gloom, throwing its long black shadow beneath,
as though sullenly resenting the fickle desertion of
the glorious sun. And the night falls. Star after
star, with many a flashing constellation, quivers in
the vault above, and the Southern Cross shines
upon the lonely traveller like a candelabrum of
golden lamps. A nightjar rises and skims over-
head uttering its whirring note; the bark of a
prowling jackal far away in the thorns is borne
upon the stillness; every now and then a big
beetle, whizzing with loud hum through the warm
air, blunders into my face as I ride along ; fireflies
glint among the bushes in many a floating spark,
but not a sound or sight which tells of the presence
of man—the night side of Nature in her own soli-
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tudes. Dismounting, I sit by the roadside in
the gloom and await the waggon. A large
hare sidles out of the bush and ambles con-
tentedly along the road; true to the British
instinct of destructiveness I pick up a stone and
launch it at the unsuspecting quadruped, but my
improvised missile does not take effect,—and there
is the waggon coming round the bend, so resigning
my pony to Andries I climb on to the box. We
plod slowly but merrily along, for my retainers are
cheerful fellows, and sing, chat, and laugh with five-
hundred-lung power. A couple of hours more
and we are at the Mooi River Drift, forming one of
a group of waggons there outspanned, whose fires
throw a red flickering glare on the surrounding
bush, It is late; so after tying the oxen to the
yokes, getting the kettle into play and disposing of
the contents of the same, my sable retinue rolls it-
self in its blanket and turns in, an example which
after our long ¢ trek * I am not ill-disposed to follow,
and know no more till awoke to consciousness at
dawn by sundry forcible and time-honoured ejacu-
lations attendant upon inspanning, as my neighbours
of the previous night are making a start. We do
likewise, but before we reach the high ridge
between Mooi River and the Tugela the sun has
been up some time and the result is not stimulating.
Once over the ridge the rest of the way is down
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forcible and suggestive phraseology in the voca-
bulary of the road, and began again; there we
‘stuck. What was to be done? Turning back
was a physical impossibility, and the oxen began
to plunge and get more and more unmanageable,
for, bending back their heads in order to keep
their noses above the surface, the poor brutes were
half strangled by the yoke-straps. The water
was already flowing over the footboard; an inch
deeper and the waggon would be flooded, which
meant that my supplies for the trip would be
seriously damaged, if not absolutely spoilt. In
despair I tried another plan. Could we but
keep the oxen quiet for a few moments, the short
rest might get us through provided the water
became no deeper. Again the whips crack like
pistol shots—a sudden pull, the oxen feel their
feet—another sudden and more violent tug, and
we roll out; a couple of minutes more and we
are on the other side breathless and exhausted,
the steam ascending in clouds from the dripping
flanks of the panting span. But I there and then
register a vow that nothing on earth will induce
me again to tempt that execrable drift, unless the
water is very low indeed.

About eighteen miles beyond the Tugela
is the seat of magistracy for the border division
of Umsinga. Calling on the resident magistrate,



ITS BATTLEFIELDS AND ITS PEOPLE. 3

Mr. Fynn, I was most kindly received, and not
having yet been long enough on my travels to get
used to my own company, but quite long enough
to be rather tired of the same, I was able
thoroughly to enjoy spending an evening in
civilised fashion with that hospitable official.
Pushing on again the following afternoon, we
halted at nightfall near the top of the Biggarsberg
ridge, expecting to make Rorke’s Drift the next
day.

The moon is still shining brightly as we inspan
for an early start, and not until we are well on
the road do the stars begin to pale, but the
morning is cold and raw. As we ‘trek’ along the
ridge a sight peculiar to mountainous country
bursts upon the view. The road is clear, but a
hundred yards or so to the right the ground falls
abruptly into a vast and unbroken mass of fleecy
cloud, white as driven snow. Presently a heavy
film of mist steals up from below, growing thicker
and thicker, till we are moving along through
the raw fog, and seem to enter again into darkness,
but not for long; as the sun rises the mist rolls
back, hanging in silver curtains over the sparkling
ground, and many a tiny rainbow flashes its
prismatic hues as the sunbeams cleave the dewy
vapour. And now the sun is well up; the dense
masses of billowy cloud stretch away from one’s
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very feet ; the road winds over a narrow neck as
through a gate, opening upon a fresh expanse of
country, which at present, however, is completely
veiled. The firmament is a beautifully clear
greenish-blue above the dazzling whiteness; birds
are singing on all sides, and every blade of grass
gleams and sparkles with myriads of liquid
diamonds.

The whole valley of the Buffalo and the
country beyond the Zulu border is veiled in thick
impenetrable cloud, and Helpmakaar, for all
practical purposes, seems still under the influence
of the drowsy god. But I am in want of informa-
tion as to the road, so proceed summarily to knock
up one of the inhabitants, and learn that there
are two roads to Rorke’s Drift, both infamously
bad; in fact little to choose between them, save
in point of distance, the shortest being twelve
miles, the other about twice as long. No huge
amount of inductive ratiocination being required
to perceive that twenty-four miles of iniquitously
bad road is worse than twelve of ditto, I elect
to take the shortest and chance it.

Helpmakaar,! which it will be remembered
was an important dep6t during the Zulu war, is
on the main road to Newcastle, and is situated
on one of the highest ridges of the Biggarsberg,

! A Dutch word meaning ¢ help each other.’
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I rode along did I expect to see the whole
structure fairly wrenched asunder; however, we
reached the plain below with little more damage
than the starting of a boit or two, and again I
breathed freely.

From the brow of the hill just before descend-
ing, Isandhlwana comes into view, standing out
in rugged boldness from the surrounding heights,
-towering grim and dark in the summer haze like
a huge lion,! but the glimpse is little more than
a momentary one, and is lost to sight as the road
makes a sudden dip. In front the Buflalo threads
along, past Rorke’s Drift and the Bashi valley,
and the open plain stretches away beyond the
Blood River, far into the Transvaal territory. A
silent and desert expanse; on the right a semi-
gloom, where the frowning cliffs overhanging the
Bashi valley cast their shadows ; not a sign of life
anywhere—a lonely and urprotected border.

It was late in the afternoon as we descended
to the plain. A couple of tall blue gums rising
above a slight emincnce mark the site of the
famous post; in front again appears the stern
shape of Isandhlwana, its precipitous wall clear
and distinct in the setting sun. Riding on I soon
reached the post. The post, did I say? Few or
no traces of the old fortifications were to be seen,

! From whatever point you look at it, Isandhlwana wears the shape
of a lion couchant.
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hosts as they swarmed up to the breastwork, the
desperately determined faces of its defenders, the
smoke and crash of volleys, the lurid flames of
the burning hospital and the ghastly countenances
of its inmates as they are brought out one by one,
the gleam of a forest of blades in the red light.
Still could I hear the clash of assegai and shield
splintered by bayonet thrusts dealt with all the
fury of men fighting for their lives, the ¢ thud’
of falling bodies, the ringing shots, the reckless
British hurrah mingled with the fierce ¢ Usitu’?
pealing from 4,000 savage throats as again and
again the columns of maddened Zulu warriors
poured on to the attack—to use their own
metaphor—* seeing nothing but blood !’

But my reverie is broken in upon by the sound
of wheels, and looking up I discover that the
waggon is close at hand, so betake myself forth-
with to the drift, which is nearly a quarter of a
mile distant from the post. I would fain cross
to-night, but am unacquainted with the idiosyn-
crasies of the said drift; the oxen have had a long
day of it, and I have no fancy for a repetition
of the Tugela entertainment : moreover it is nearly
dark, so I conclude to outspan and defer crossing
till the morrow.

! The Zulu war cry.
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CHAPTER VI.

Isandhlwana—St. Vincent's Mission—A coincidence—The Zulu ‘at
church’—A vexed question—Bishop McKenzie.

Mor~iNg. The summer sun has dispersed the
chill folds of a heavy mist, and his cheering rays
fall upon as pleasant a scene as one could wish
to cast eye over. Across a charming bit of coun-
try does my first stage in Zululand lead, steep and
stony in parts, in others smooth and undulating,
but everywhere green and smiling, for these are
well-watered regions, and you cannot go far
without coming upon a spring or a stream of some
sort. On the right the Buffalo makes a bend
round the base of Shiyane, the conical bushy
mountain overlooking Rorke’s Drift, and a high
rugged range rises on the Natal side of the river—
in front Isandhlwana—on the left a long array of
precipitous rocks overhanging the beautiful valley
of the Bashi, and presently we cross the river of
that name; a shallow limpid stream bubbling
along over its sandy bottom. But signs of habita-
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tion now begin to show ; a mealie patch bere and
there, cattle grazing among the thorns. then
larger mealie gardens in which women are at work,
and on the hillside stands a well-to-do-looking
kraal. A fine athletic native trots past. hurling
his cheery greeting ‘Inkos!’ (Chief) over his
shoulder as he runs. A picturesque object is he,
tall and lithe as a bronze Apollo; a few fantastc
ornaments of beadwork and hide constitute his
attire, a long reed snuff-box is stuck through the
lobe of his ear, and in his hand the inevitable knob-
kerrie.

At last we dip down into the valley through
which swept the right horn of the Zulu army to
cut off retreat by the Rorke’s Drift road. A clear
stream is brawling along over rocks and stones,
birds are whistling among the aloes and mimosa
bushes, and in front the western cliffi of Isandhl-
wana heaves high in air. I ride up the slope and
gain the ‘neck’; on the right is the small stony
hillock known as ¢Black's Kopje,” and Fugitives’
Track, a scarcely discernible path, leading away
from it into the thorns; the huge crag, now
towering immediately overhead, casts a long dark
shadow on the plain, whose stillness is only broken
by the hum of a passing insect or the chirp of a
small bird in the grass, and amid the hush of the
summer afternoon all the associations of the spot
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Isandhlwana, not another hill around is there in
the least like it ; in fact the only one resembling it
in any degree is the Zihlalu, between Ulundi and
Inhlazatye, which, however, is on a much larger
scale. I have already alluded to the lion-like
shape of Isandhlwana, and it is not a little curious
that it should also resemble the sphinx badge of
the 24th Regiment. Ishowed one of these badges,
picked up on the field, to a Zulu warrior who had
taken part in the battle, and drew his attention to
the coincidence. He gave a start and ejaculation
of astonishment, and shook his head in deprecation
of the ¢ uncanniness ’ of the whole proceeding.

St. Vincent’s Mission, the residence and head-
quarters of the Bishop of Zululand, stands on the
north side of the camp ground, at the foot of the
steep range over which the main body of the
enemy came—a substantial stone house, a few
huts, some strips of cultivated land, and a stone
enclosure or two for cattle and horses. There is
no regular ¢location,’ the only natives living on
the station being those employed in house or farm
work in connection therewith—a move in the right
direction, for anyone who has travelled in South
Africa will bear me out in saying that among the
tumble-down ill-built huts of mission and town
locations, dirt and squalor reign to an extent
unknown in the ordinary native kraals, which are,
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calculated to impress the heathen with a sense of
dignity and importance. There being no har-
monium, the singing was unaccompanied, and
when in the course of it a stray ¢ click * occurred,
the effect was not a little curious to uninitiated
ears. ButI thought I had never heard a larguage
which suited the Divine Office better than this
sonorous and musical tongue. There was a service
specially for heathen, on which occasion the room
was well filled, mostly with men from kraals in
the neighbourhood, who listened attentively and
respectfully to the ¢ Umfundisi;’! whether they
really took in what was told them is quite another
thing, for it is no easy matter to convince the
shrewd, sceptical Zulu. He will listen patiently
and courteously enough—for he has all the
instincts of a gentleman—while in his heart of
hearts he is thinking ¢ there is not much in it ;’ or
he will shake his head with a deprecatory smile,
which might be interpreted ¢ Umfundisi is a good
man, but . While on the subject of missions
and missionaries, an idea seems to have got hold of
the religious world that the first thing to do with
a native is to clothe him—in fact, that until he
can be induced to wear breeches his Christianity
is worth very little indeed. Let anyone doubting
this look at the first missionary periodical at

.} Teacher or missionary.
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tion which the putting away of his women would
involve. Nor'is it by any means sure that these
good ladies would take the matter quietly—and
¢ curtain influence’ counts for something even in
Zululand—the cant that has been talked about the
oppressed and down-trodden state of the women
notwithstanding, on which' subject, by the way, it
struck me, during my progress through the country,
that they wore anything but a crushed appearance.
I heard the above difficulty discussed by the
missionaries, who themselves seemed by no means
clear as to the solution of the question, but with
them I shall now leave it.

Bishop McKenzie is a tall, dark man in the
prime of life, and gifted with a strong voice and
good delivery. As to his energy there can be no
sort of doubt. He is at work from morning till
night at one thing or another, and periodically
makes Visitation tours throughout his somewhat
extensive diocese; at the time of my leaving
Zululand he was on the point of starting upon
one of these, to extend far away beyond the Swazi
country, a matter of several weeks. An isolated
life is this missionary life, unendurable for any
length of time save to those whose hearts are in
the work. To the hard-worked priest toiling in the
slums of our teeming cities the free air and sun-
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shine, the great mountains and silent wastes of a
wild country, may seem a pleasant relief to turn
to. But I question whether the isolation would not
counterbalance other attractions and advantages
when put to the test.
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CHAPTER VII.

Meaning of ¢ Isandhlwana '—Zulu narratives of the battle.

THE site of the camp is along the eastern base of
Isandhlwana,' which rises immediately above it in
the rear; fronting it the country is all open to
Isipezi mountain, some fourteen miles off, where
Lord Chelmsford was engaging Matyana at the
time of the attack. On the left, but at right angles
to Isandhlwana, which lies north and south, runs
the Nqutu range, over which the Zulu army first
appeared. At the foot of this range, about two
miles from camp, is a conical eminence where the
rocket battery was stationed. The actual scene of
operations, then, was an oblong plain about three
miles in extent, whence, in the event of defeat,
escape would only be possible by making for the

! The meaning of Isandhlwana, or more correctly Isandhlwane, is
neither ¢ little hand,’ nor ¢ little house,’ nor any other of the hundred and
one interpretations which were devised at thetime of the disaster, but
refers to a portion of boviue intestinal anatomy. The spelling of the
word which I shall observe throughout these pages will be that which is
now universally employed, though ¢ Isandhlwane’ is the more correct.

The pronunciation of the word is exactly according to its orthography,
every letter heing distinctly sounded.
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river some miles off on the right, or by gaining the
Rorke’s Drift road over the ‘neck’ in the rear.
The slope round the actual base of Isandhlwana
is steep and rugged, and intersected with deep
‘dongas’ here and there, the rest of the plain
being fairly smooth.

The following narrative is that of a warrior of
the Umbonambi regiment, who was present at the
battle ; I give it as nearly as possible in his own
words :— :

¢Several days before the fight we started from
Undini, eight regiments strong (about 25,000 men).
The King said, “ The white soldiers have crossed
into Zululand and are coming further in, soon
they will be here (at Undini); go and drive them
across Umzinyati (the Buffalo) right back into
Natal.” The ¢mp:* was commanded by Tyingwayo ;
under him were Mavumengwane, Mundula, and
Vumandaba, the induna (chief) of the Kandam-
pemvu regiment; this regiment is also called
Umcityu, but Kandampemvu is the oldest name.
Matyana-ka-Mondisi was not present, nor was
Dabulamanzi. Untuswa, brother of Seketwayo, is
the induna of my regiment; he took part in the
fight, so did Mehlo-ka-zulu and Sirayo’s other son.
The chief Sibepu also fought.

! A body of men under arms for any military or aggressive
purpose,
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¢ We were lying in the hills up there, when one

of our scouting parties came back followed by a
number of mounted men ; they were most of them
natives, but some were whites. They fired upon
us. Then the whole impi became very excited
and sprang up. When the horsemen saw how
numerous we were they began to retreat. We
formed up in rank and marched towards the camp.
At the top of the last hill we were met by more
horsemen, but we were too many for them and
they retreated. Here, where we are standing (my
informant’s kraal was situated close to the rocket
hill before mentioned), there were some parties of
soldiers in red coats who kept up a heavy fire upon
us as we came over. My regiment washere and lost
a lot of men; they kept tumbling over one upon
another. (The narrator became quite excited, and
indulged in much gesticulation, illustrating the
volleys by cracking his fingers like pistol-shots.)
Then the Ngobamakosi regiment, which formed the
left horn of the ¢mpi, extended and swept round on
the south of the rocket hill so as to outflank the
soldiers, who, seeing this, fell back and took cover
in that donga! (pointing to a donga which inter-
! These dongas are rifts in the ground caused by heavy rains, and
varying in depth from two to fifty feet. So suddenly do they occur
that where you thought all was smooth and unbroken, you find your-

self on the brink of a yawning chasm, which perhaps will necessitate
a détour of several miles,
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galloping towards the “ neck,” which was the only
point open; then the Nokenke and Nodwengu
regiments, which had formed the right horn of the
impt, joined with the Ngobamakosi on the ¢ neck.”
After that there was so much smoke that I could
not see whether the white men had got through or
not. The tumult and the firing was wonderful;
every warrior shouted “ Usutu!” as he killed any-
one, and the sun got very dark,! like night, with
the smoke. The English fought long and hard ;
there were so many of our people in front of me
that I did not get into the thick of the fight until
the end. The warriors called out that all the white
men had been killed, and then we began to plunder
the camp. The Undi and Udhloko regiments,
which had been in reserve, then went on “ kwa
Jim "2 to take the post there. We found “tywala”3
in the camp, and some of our men got very drunk.
We were so hot and thirsty that we drank every-
thing liquid we found, without waiting to sce what
it was. Some of them found some black stuff in
bottles (probably ink) ; it did not look good, so they
did not drink it; but one or two who drank some

! e is referring to an annular eclipse, which, it is not a little
curious, should have taken place while the frightful conflict was at its
height.

? Literally, ¢ at Jim’s." Rorke's Drift is so called by the Zulus after
one ¢ Jim’ Rorke, who formerly lived there.

3 Native beer. The word is also applied to ardent spirits or any
eort of intoxicating heverage.
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paraffin oil, thinking it was “tywala,” were poisoned.
We took as much plunder as we could carry, and
went away home to our kraals. We did not re-
assemble and march back to Ulundi.

¢At first we had not intended attacking the
camp that day, as the moon was “ wrong ” (in an
unfavourable quarter—a superstition), but as the
whites had discovered our presence the indunas
said we had better go on. Only six regiments
took part in the fight—the Nodwengu, Nokenke,
Umbonambi, Umpunga, Kandampemvu, and
Ngobamakosi. The Uve is part of the Ngo-
bamakosi, and not a separate corps; it is the
boys’ regiment.’

The above seems a plain unvarnished version
of those events of the day which came within
the narrator’s actual observation; the following
account is that of a Zulu belonging to the
Nokenke regiment, which, with the Nodwengu,
formed the right horn of the attacking force,
and operated at the back of Isandhlwana moun-
tain. The first portion of the narrative, as to
how the affair began, tallies exactly with that of
the Umbonambi warrior, albeit the men were
unknown to each other, for I picked up this
story in a different part of the country. After
describing the earlier movements, he went on :—
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¢ While the Kandampemvu were driving back the
horsemen over the hill north of the camp, we
worked round behind Isandhlwana under cover of
the long grass and dongas, intending to join with
the Ngobamakosi on the “neck” and sweep in upon
the camp. Then we saw white men beginning to
run away along the road “ kwa Jim ; ” many of these
were cut off and killed, down in the stream which
flows through the bottom of the valley. More and
more came over, some mounted and some on foot.
When they saw that the valley was full of our
warriors, they turned to the left and ran off along
the side of the hill towards Umzinyati (the Buffalo) ;
those who had not got horses were soon overtaken.
The Nodwengu pursued the mounted men, num-
bers of whom were killed among the thorns and
dongaé, but I heard that some escaped. Our regi-
ment went over into the camp. The ground is high
and full of dongas and stones, and the soldiers did
not see us till we were right upon them. They
fought well—a lot of them got up on the steep
slope under the clilf bchind the camp, and the
Zulus could not get at them at all ; they were shot
or bayoneted as fast as they came up. At last
the soldiers gave a shout and charged down upon
us. There was an induna® in front of them with a
long flashing sword, which he whirled round his
head as he ran—it must have been made of fire.

! Supposed to be Captain Younghusband.






96 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

CHAPTER VIII.

¢ Fugitives’ Drift'—The saving of the Colours—Zulus ‘at Home '—
A novel brew—On headgear—* The gilt off the gingerbread '—A
Rorke's Drift hero—Ascent of Isandhlwana—Relics—A grand
monument.

O~E morning I started from Isandhlwana to explore
the line of retreat to ¢ Fugitives’ Drift,” as it is now
called, accompanied by one of the mission clergy,
who had kindly offered to act as guide. Riding
over the camp ground we crossed the waggon road
on the ‘neck, and struck into the narrow path
running along the base of ¢Black’s Kopje’ down
into the ravine. Heaps of débris lay about—bones
and skulls of oxen, belt buckles, sardine tins,
shrivelled-up boots, the nails falling out of the
rotting soles, odds and ends of clothing, old
brushes—in fact, rubbish of all sorts; while every
ten or twenty yards we would come upon sadder
traces of the flight in the shape of little heaps of
stones, through the interstices of which could be
seen the bones of some unfortunate buried under-
neath. The track is smooth enough for three or
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would come upon significant heaps of earth or
stones, or a rag of clothing fluttering on a bush
Just as it had been torn from some fugitive. After
crossing the stream at the bottom of the valley the
ground is open, but fearfully rough and stony, and
8o it continues the whole way. The bulk of those
who fled must have been killed within the first
couple of miles, according to the signs.

My companion had brought his gun, and a
covey of partridges rising in front of us, he made a
good right and left shot, dropping his brace; but
owing to the length and thickness of the grass, we
could only find one of the birds, after much search-
ing. Then we put up three or four bucks, which,
however, kept religiously out of shot range, and
we bad no rifle; so the mission larder was defrauded
again.

At length we reach the brow of the last steep,
and scramble down its rugged side. Itis appallingly
hot, as the middle of a February day in South
Africa can be, and we have taken two hours and a
half to get here, for so stony is the ground that
we have been obliged to lead the horses nearly the
whole way. ¢Fugitives’ Drift,” strictly speaking,
is not a ¢drift’ at all ; probably no one ever rode
through it before the event from which it takes its
name, or ever will again. There is no gradual
descent to the river, which at this point runs deep
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throw back, in thunderous reverberation, volley
upon volley of ringing shots.

A few, however, have got clear of that frantic
crowd. Look at those two, especially, who are
riding as if they had something more than their
lives to save: and so they have—the honour of
their regiment—its Colours. A plunge—the water
rises in jets around them, the falling drops mingling
with the plash of leaden hail. Now they are
through—no—one has disappeared. See, the
other turns back. Why does he not keep on, the
bulk of the peril is over now? A few more steps
and he will be safe ; it is madness, deliberate mad-
ness, to throw away his life; he can do no good
by it! Who shall say that all this and more—the
vision of home, a future career, a hundred hopes
and ambitions—does not flash across his mind at
this moment ? But he is a Briton and a soldier ;
a comrade is in danger, and the Colours must be
saved ; his own life is as nothing in the balance.
Again he disappears in that turbid, boiling flood.
See, the bank is lined with dark eager forms ; puffs
of smoke issue from many a point—* ping,’ ¢ ping,’
fall the vengeful bullets. Both are down. No,
they are up again, on the opposite shore, but they
have lost their horses and—the Colours. A fright-
ful yell wakes the echoes from the surrounding
heights as the fierce foemen dash into the river,
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The unmarried men let their hair grow naturally,
as also do the girls, unlike the Natal natives, who
twist and plait their wool into the most fantastic of
patterns and devices. Shortly before marriage the
Zulu women let the hair of the scalp grow, which,
when long enough, is worked into a conical shape
and anointed with red ochre till it shines and
sparkles like mica. Rather a becoming arrange-
ment is this topknot, doing away with the otherwise
roundheaded ¢ niggerish’ appearance. The same
holds good of the ring.

While I was remarking upon the friendliness of
our entertainers, one of them rather took the gilt off
the gingerbread by asking for sixpence. My com-
panion pointed out to him that it was bad form to beg,
especially before an ¢ inkos’ who had come all the
way from England to see them, and the delinquent
tried hard to appear ashamed of himself. However,
I told him he must come and pay me a visit at the
waggon, next day if possible, and we could have a
big talk, which he promised to do, and as the sun
was low and it was cool again we started, parting
from our entertainers with mutual goodwill. It
was dusk when we got back to the Mission,
healthily tired after the day’s proceedings. Next
morning my Zulu friend, who answered to the
name of Jojo, appeared in due course. I found he
belonged to the Udhloko regiment, and had fought
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I climbed to the summit of Isandhlwana, which
ascent is neither long or perilous, being at the
north end gradual and easy, albeit good exercise
for wind and limb. From the top a good sweeping
view is to be had, and the whole battlefield lies
spread out beneath like a map.

I suppose that for many years relics of the
conflict will keep on turning up—assegai heads,
buttons, and such like ; here and there a bullet is
to be found, and cartridge cases in plenty. Every
now and then you come across a heap of these, and
begin to speculate on how some poor fellow made
a long stand for it on this particular spot until his
ammunition failed. On closer inspection, however,
the illusion is dispelled, for about eight out of ten
of these cartridge cases have never been fired at
all, as you may see by the unexploded cap and the
marks of teeth where the enterprising savage has
torn open the case to extract the powder and ball.
I particularly noticed that none of these unexploded
cases were to be found on the outskirts of the
field, all there having been fired off ; not until one
got upon the site of the actual camp did they
become plentiful, pointing, if anything, to the fact
that the fight in camp was hand to hand, our men
being rushed before they had time to fire many
shots, whereas those forming the outer lines of
defence would have had plenty. And the above
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realise how grand a monumental stone Nature had

provided, as though to shame the puny efforts of
Art.

And Isandhlwana’s stately crest its vigil aye will keep,

Guarding our brethren’s peaceful rest, wrapt in their last long
sleep ;

Gigantic looms its rugged height crowned with a halo wreath,

As streams the pale moon's silver light o'er the weird plain
heneath,

Or at the close of scorching day, bathed in the summer wist,

Those iron walls by slanting ray of fading sunlight kissed ;

And the nightbird leaves his rocky nest with shrill and ghostly
scream,

As sinks afar in the purpling west the twilight's last faint
gleam.

When the deep thunder's angry tone peals through the blackened
sky,

Vivid around that summit lone the flame-winged arrows fly,

And the storm wind with a frightened whirl scuds through the
troubled air—

Seeming defiance back to hurl from his huge front'et bare,

There, in his towering grandeur piled, unmoved through calm
and storm,

Majestic o’er the lonely wild reigns that stern lion-form.

And fitter monument ne'er crowned the fallen soldier’s grave,

Oft upon blazoned folds unwound floating o’er land and wave,

Emblem of Britain’s might renowned, here watching o’er her
brave.!

! From a poem by the author, contributed to the Natal Mercury
on the third anniversary of the battle.
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CHAPTER IX.

Hlubi—A trial-at-law— Native oratory—Sirayo's stronghold—The
Ityotyozi valley—A standstill and a snake—Visitors—An im-
portant institution—‘ Big tagati’—Where the Prince was killed
—Sabuza—A beggar—The Queen’s Cross—A kindly tribute—An
old story retold.

THE scene of the Prince Imperial’s death is about
twenty miles from Isandhlwana as the crow flies,
but by road nearly twice that distance; and hav-
ing thoroughly ¢done’ the great battlefield, and
the oxen being considerably set up by their long
rest, we inspanned early one morning and took the
road for the Ityotyozi valley. The first halt was
at St. Augustine’s, a mission station in charge of
the Rev. Charles Johnson, about thirteen miles
from Isandhlwana and four from Rorke’s Drift;
but a change of weather coming on, with violent
thunderstorms and heavy showers, I was detained
two or three days, which gave me an opportunity
of seeing Hlubi, the chief of the district, whose
residence is close to the station.

At the termination of hostilities there was an
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impression abroad that Zululand was to be kept
for the Zulus exclusively, and that no part thereof
would be taken from them under any pretence
whatever : whether a statement to that effect was
made by authority, my memory does not serve.
Anyhow, a large slice of the country was given to
this Hlubi, who is not a Zulu at all, but the head
of a clan of Basutos living within the borders of
Natal, who did good service on our side during the
war. Whether another way might not have been
found of rewarding a friend and ally than giving
him territory to which he could have had no claim,
may be a fair question; but, on the other hand,
looking at the arrangement as simply one of policy,
there can be no doubt as to the advantage of
~ placing the district comprising the scene of the
one great Zulu triumph, under an alien devoted to
British interest. As a matter of fact the two
border districts, from the Blood River to the
Tugela. mouth, are both ruled by chiefs whose
interests are unmistakably identical with our own.

A middle-aged man, rather stout, with an in-
telligent face, dressed in velveteen jacket, tweed
trousers, and flannel shirt, and with a general air of
native well-to-do-ness, such is the chief Hlubi. His
aspirations tend in the direction of comfort, for he
lives in a substantial stone house with a verandah,
and uses tables and chairs. Furthermore, he
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one could brand that torrent of volubility with the
ignominious term jabber,’ for there is a wonder-
ful grace about this pantomimic illustration—the
grace and ease of a born orator—while the emooth,
even flow of words, no less than the readiness of
repartee, betokens a command of language which
our trained speakers might well envy. A native
is never at a loss; never at a moment’s hesitation
for an expression wherewith to convey his mean-
ing : how poor and wanting in this respect is our
unmelodious English compared with his facile
tongue. But I suppose the man does not exist
who, once upon his legs, more dearly loves to hear
himself talk than the native of South Africa, be he
Zulu or Xosa, Tembu or Basuto, or be he who he
. may.

In the trial I witnessed, the defendants were
charged with resisting some of Hlubi’s police:
whether they were convicted or not I never heard.

Near St. Augustine’s is Sirayo’s! old stronghold,
the scene of the first skirmish after the troops
crossed into Zululand, and this I took occasion to
visit. About an hour’s ride brought us through
the green valley of the Bashi, and after several

! Zulus cannot sound the letter ‘r,’ pronouncing it as ‘h ;' yet in
their language it conveys something more than the ordinary sound of
¢h,’ more like ‘ch’ in the German word ‘ich.’ Thus it is pronounced

in ¢ Sirayo." Sometimes they pronounce it ¢1,’ as in their coined word
¢ umbulele,’ umbrella.
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comforts had set me wondering whether it was
worth while going through so much to gain so little,
as the charity boy is proverbially supposed to have
said when he came to the end of the alphabet.
The look-out, however, assumed a more cheerful
hue after breakfast, and I was inclined to explore
the rugged fastness in front, but the rain coming
on again harder than ever, it was manifest that no
good could be effected by slipping and tumbling
about among slimy boulders and long wet grass;
accordingly, saddling up, we took the homeward
track.

As soon as the weather fairly cleared we started,
and halting for the night on the heights near Itelezi,
descended early next morning into the Ityotyozi,
a clear stream whose sandy bed winds through
grassy bottoms, where the track was anything but
plain. Owing to its winding course the river has
to be crossed several times, which, the drifts being
nearly all more or less bad, is not an advantage.
I arrived at one of these to find the waggon stick-
ing fast, and the driver endeavouring, with a per-
sistency worthy of a better cause, to upset the
same. However, I was just in time to save its centre
of gravity and avert the catastrophe, and after ply-
ing spade and pick for a few minutes, the offending
wheel rolled reluctantly out of the hole, and we
were on the move again. The next event came in
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extracts his snuffbox (either a bit of reed or a
long tube of polished horn with a stopper) from
the slit in the lobe of his ear where it is generally .
kept—I suppose because pockets are unknown
conveniences to people the bulk of whose clothing
consists of Nature’s garb—pours a quantity of
its contents into his bone snuff-spoon, if he has
one, or into the hollow of his hand if he has not,
and by a series of ¢ pinches ’ transfers every particle
of the pungent mixture to his nasal cavities.
Which operation completed, he sits for a few
minutes in placid enjoyment of the results of his
favourite indulgence ; then, replacing his snuftbox
in its auricular repository, starts on his way with
the air of a man who has satisfactorily discharged
a heavy responsibility towards himself and society
at large. Three or four old men taking snuff
together is a sight worth witnessing. The calm
gravity, the sublime indifference to all earthly
things depicted on each countenance during the
operation is a study in itself. The use of snuff
is not confined to age or sex, the women indeed
being as fond of it as their lords; but the Zulus
have never taken to the pipe, though the Kafirs on
the Cape frontier, men and women alike, smoke
ferociously, as do also many of the Natal natives.
But to return to our visitors. My field glass
was a great source of diversion: they couldn’t
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when attacked. Sabuza is a quiet, good-humoured
looking old customer, of sturdy build, and grey-
headed, but an inveterate ¢beggar’ withal. I
opened the proceedings by distributing ¢ gwai’
(tobacco), and the Zulus, squatting down, prepared
for a talk.

‘What had I got to sell?’ they were anxious
to know. I explained that I was not a trader,
but had come up there to see them and their
country, and wanted to have a look at the Prince’s
monument. With a keen eye to the main chance,
Sabuza struck in that he expected people to pay
for the latter privilege, a notion which met with-
huge ridicule from me. The old man was '
evidently sensible of the prestige attaching to him-
self and his neighbourhood by the possession of
such a ¢ lion,” and was resolved to make the most
of it. I asked him if he kept the place in good
order. ¢Yes, he had told the white ¢nkos:! that
he would, and he did.’” After some more talk
they left, saying that it was late, and promising
to return in the morning. Soon after their de-
parture I strolled over to the monument. There
it stood, white and calm in the moonlight; every
word graven upon the cross as plainly readable
as in broad daytime. I stepped within the silent

! Major Stabb and Colonel Bowker, on the occasion of the unveil-
ing of the monument.
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was one reason more than another why I should
have elected to be born a Zulu, that reason would
be to avoid the necessity of wearing clothes in
such weather as we were then experiencing.
¢ Wouldn’t I give him a shirt?’—*No; I didn’t
carry articles of clothing to give away, they took
up too much room in the waggon.’ He came
down in his demands at last to—a needle and
thread, but I was obdurate; as long as he went
on begging he should get nothing. However,
I distributed some strips of coloured calico among
the assembly, which they proceeded to tie round
their heads with unconcealed satisfaction. The
amount of gratification which, in Zululand, can
be evoked by the bestowal of a few of the veriest
" trifles is refreshing to witness. A couple of inches
‘of ordinary Boer tobacco places you on the
friendliest footing with the average Zulu ; give him
a red handkerchief and he is happy ; if you throw
in a few brass buttons his countenance will beam
with delight, while the donation of a coloured
umbrella, the gaudier the better, will make him
your debtor for life. I have more than once seen
a burly barbarian, in all the scantiness of his native
costume, striding along, as proud as Punch, beneath
a big umbrella striped with more than the colours
of the rainbow, and looking down from his fancied
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wreaths in more or less withered condition lay
about. The inscription, which I first read in the
moonlight, runs in this wise :—

THIS
CROSS I8
ERECTED

BY

QUEEN VICTORIA
IN AFFECTIONATE REMEMBRANCE OF

NAPOLEON EUGENE LOUIS
JEAN JOSEPH

PRINCE IMPERIAL

TO MARK
THE SPOT
WHERE WHILE
ASSISTING
IN A
RECONNAISSANCE
WITH THE
BRITISH
TROOPS
ON THE
18T JGNE
1879
HE WAS
ATTACKED
BY A PARTY
OF ZULUS
AND FELL
WITH HIS
FACE TO THE
FOE

¢With his face to the foe.’ And now that the
red tide of war has rolled back from the land,
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whole affair, which, according to the story of
Sabuza and his followers, were these. The Zulus
who surprised the Prince numbered sixty men
belonging to the Ngobamakosi, Umbonambi, and
Nokenke regiments—a scouting party, in fact. The
presence of white men was reported by one of the
number, who, from a peak overlooking the valley,
directly opposite the scene of the catastrophe, had
seen the Prince’s party offsaddle at the kraal.
Thereupon the whole body moved stealthily down
a deep donga opening into the Ityotyozi; gaining
the river they crept along beneath its high banks,
and advanced upon the unsuspecting group under
cover of the standing corn. Those fatal ten
minutes! But for that disastrous delay the Prince
would have been alive now. The savages were
scarcely in position when the word was given to
mount, but fearing lest their prey should escape
them after all, they made the attack. A hurried
volley ; a wild shout; and the rout was complete.
One of the troopers was unable to mount his horse,
that of the other was shot; but the Prince still had
hold of his—a large grey—which plunged and
reared, becoming quite unmanageable. ¢ We fired
again,’ said my informant, ¢and charged forward,
shouting “ Usitu.” The big horse broke away, and
ran after the other white men who were riding off
as fast as they could, round the slope. He fought
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Sabuza and his followers were rendered happy
by sundry donatiouns, and I made a speech on a
small scale, saying I should tell the English
inkost how well the monument was being looked -
after, which announcement scemed greatly to
please them. I told Sabuza that I wanted to
leave at early dawn, and must have some one to
pilot me into the main road to Isipezi, as the
track was very indistinct and the country seamed
with fissures. He, however, said he would go
himself, and promised to be with me long before
sunrise. But when morning came there was no
sign of anyone; so, not in the best of humours
at being ‘done,” I gave orders to inspan, won-
dering how the deuce we should manage to find
the way, seeing that the grass was breast high
and there was no semblance of a track. How-
ever, before we had gone many hundred yards
Mpunhla put in an appearance, just in the nick of
time, too, for we were already beginning to go
wrong. He had seen me start, he said, and that
none of the people were with me ; it was not good
that an inkos should leave them without anyone to
show him the road ; accordingly, he had come after
me with that object, and lucky was it for me that
he did. I took quite a fancy to the old fellow—
so quiet and pleasant mannered, never asking for
anything, but very pleased if any little trifle was
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given him. He told me that his fighting days were
over, but I could not help thinking that he would
have been a tough customer in his time, for he was
a finely made man yet. How carefully he steered
us through bad drifts and over the smoothest
ground—walking alongside for miles, chatting and
pointing out all the landmarks far and near, till,
after two hours’ travelling, we struck the road.
When, lo and behold ! who should come trotting up
but old Sabuza, trying to look as if he had piloted
us all the way. The old humbug ! '
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CHAPTER X.

The Upoko valley—A rencontre—Traders and trade—Mehlo-ka-zulu
—The biter bit—Zulu honesty—A Briton and his growl.

Towarpsevening we began to descend into the Upoko
valley. Hitherto the country had been open and
treeless, now it became more rugged ; large masses
of rock were littered about the undulating plains,
and a long bushy range of hills rose on the opposite
side of the valley. The open country, with its
rolling ¢steppes’ of billowy grass tossing in the
breeze, has a certain charm of its own—even then
it must be seen with the sun upon it and the blue
sky overhead ; on a wet or cloudy day the effect is
depressing in the extreme—but the bush country
is more pleasing to the eye and more alive with all
the varieties of bird, beast, and insect. Just as we
reached the bottom of the valley another waggon
appeared on the crest of the hill in front, which
turned out to be that of a trader. The rencontre
of a waggon in that wild country where for days
I had not seen the face of a compatriot was like
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frequently on native fare. The best trader, too, is
the man who combines tact with courage and reso-
lution. For, although a traveller may pass through
the length and breadth of the land, and meet with
nothing but kind and civil treatment, with the
trader the case is different; it is often considered
quite legitimate to overreach him if possible ; and
any potentate in whose bad books he happens to
figure may be inclined to make things warm for
him. The trip over, he returns to Natal, his wag-
gon emptied of the goods he carried up with him,
but, in their place, loaded with hides, buckskins,
horns, a little ivory perhaps—anything that will
find a market in the colony—and drivfng along
with him a choice herd of sleek Zulu cattle. All
of which he disposes of, either to buy a fresh load
and start off again, or to return to his farm ; for
some combine trading with their ordinary farming
pursuits, taking a periodical trip into Zululand ;
others again do nothing else, having stores estab-
lished in various parts of the country in addition to
their itinerary traffic.

While we were outspanning, I noticed a slight
stir among the ¢ boys,’ the name ¢ Mehlo-ka-zulu ’
passing from mouth to mouth. Looking up, I saw
a tall, clean-limbed native coming towards us,
swinging his kerrie as he moved through the grass
with an easy gliding run, two or three rough
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Commissioner. Had they been given upit is diffi-
cult to see what punishment could have been meted
out to them ; the slaughter of the women in both
instances having taken place in Zululand was as
effectually beyond the cognisance of colonial courts
as if it had taken place in Siberia, no penalty being
provided by the criminal law of Natal for the
violation ef territory. The war ended, Mehlo-
ka-zulu surrendered to the Secretary for Native
Affairs, and after a brief imprisonment at Maritzburg
was allowed to return home, as anyone who gave
the matter a moment’s thought might have fore-
seen would be the case.

Mehlo-ka-zulu is a fine, well-made man, of about
five or six-and-twenty, with an intelligent face and
brisk, lively manner. A sub-chief of the Ngoba-
makosi regiment and a good shot, he is much
looked up to by his younger compatriots as a
spirited and daring warrior, but among traders
and border men he enjoys the reputation of being
an irreclaimable scamp, and many a bit of sharp
practice is laid to his account, of which the follow-
ing story may serve as a specimen. I said that
Sirayo’s residence, previous to the war, was within
a few miles of the border, over which at that time
horses and cattle took to straying in rather an
unaccountable manner, to be sent back with a
heavy claim from Sirayo for damages to mealie
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on the spot between the two, but be that as it
may, the wily savage must have returned to his
¢ native heath’ feeling wondrously small.

Whether growth in years, martial experiences,
or subsequent intercourse with Europeans have
diminished or eradicated scampish proclivities in
this young warrior I am unable to say; one thing,
though, I can say, which is that his reception of me
when I visited him at his own kraal was all that
was courteous and friendly. However sharp in
his dealings the Zulu may be with trader or border
resident, my experience of him as a traveller is all
in his favour. More than once have I returned to
the waggon, after leaving it alone and unprotected
for some hours, to find several natives squatting
round awaiting my return, pointing out to each
other such of its contents as were visible, which
contents they knew to consist of the very articles
most prized by themselves, yet not a thing was
touched. A fool, wasn’t I, for making the experi-
ment? Granted; but having made it, I like now
to look back upon such an instance of spontaneous
honesty on the part of these untaught barbarians
towards a stranger alone in their midst, as if they
had said, ¢ He trusts us and so he may.’ If the
fact of the Zulu being given to sharp practice, even
at times bordering on rascality, in a bargain be
cited as nullifying his other good qualities, I
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On emerging thence I found he was gone, and
could descry his dusky form disappearing in the
fast falling shadows of evening—he probably elate
at having got on the blind side of the trader,
this worthy, on the other hand, chuckling over
having ¢ made’ out of him. At the same time I
am under the impression that in matters of
ordinary trade—by ordinary trade I exclude fire-
arms and liquor—the dealings are fair enough. If
the trader gets a wide profit, it must be remembered
that he undergoes considerable risk. His waggon
may come to grief, his oxen may sicken and die,
his servants may take it into their heads to desert
him, and so on. Then, too, he has to bring the
goods up there, and is working his waggon and
oxen ; moreover, he has to feed his servants and
pay them a high rate of wages, none the less so for
accompanying him across the somewhat dreaded
border. On the other hand, the articles in which
he deals, though of small value in Natal, are greatly
prized and sought after by the Zulus; wherefore a
bargain which would border upon a swindle if
effected in the colony, is fair enough in Zululand,
taking into consideration the outlay and the risk.
Added to which, both parties are thoroughly well
able to look after their own interests.

These traders are a curious class, and my
friend was not the least curious of them. It
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traffic had not been all plain sailing ; furthermore,
being an Englishman he must have his growl. We
sat up chatting over our pipes till the moon was
high overhead. When I awoke next morning my
friend the trader was gone, and I could make out
the white tent of his waggon moving along against
the green hillside some distance off. He was not
half a bad fellow at bottom, and I sincerely hope
he may have many and many a successful trip
under more favourable circumstances.
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nate, as I found Mehlo-ka-zulu at home. He was
seated against the fence of the cattle kraal under
the shade of a dried bullock hide fixed on a couple
of sticks above his head, and as we came up, the
barking of curs brought a number of faces belong-
ing to women and children to the doors of the
huts, to have a peep at ¢ umlingu ’ (the white man),
a somewhat rare animal in those parts. Dismount-
ing I walked up to Mehlo-ka-zulu, and took a seat
on the ground by his side. ¢Saku bona !’ said he,
with a pleased smile, evidently recognising me from
our meeting the evening before. I replied in due
form, and began to start a conversation.

On visiting a kraal the etiquette observed is as
follows. You ride up; the chief man, or anyone
else who receives you, looks you up and down for
a few moments and then greets you with ¢ Saku
bona’ (literally ‘I have seen you’), to which you
reply ¢ Yeh bo’ (Yes, indeed). He either asks you
to come into a hut then, or when you have stated
your business. The first question is nearly always,
‘Where do you come from?’ It is contrary to
etiquette to go into anyone’s hut armed or to hold
a weapon in your hand while talking ; wherefore, if
you have a gun with you, you leave it outside, or
if the conversation is held in the open air you put
it down. The meaning of which is, of course, that
sitting with a weapon in your hand implies distrust
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shelter me too. It wouldn’t do, however, I was
evidently expected to comply ; so, going on all
fours, crept through the aperture with the best
grace I could muster. Once inside I was agreeably
surprised ; instead of the ‘fugginess’ and grease
I had been resigning myself to, the atmosphere
was delightfully cool after the fierce heat of the
summer afternoon ; the hard clay floor was beauti-
fully polished and everything scrupulously clean.
A few mats lay about, and blankets rolled neatly
up and placed on one side. Several dangerous
looking assegais and kerries were arranged upon a
rack, while a ¢ mitya’ of leopard skin, denoting the
rank of its wearer as a chief’s son and a warrior of
some standing, hung from a peg.

The ‘mitya’is a kind of small square apron
worn by every Zulu, and generally constituting
his sole attire. Suspended from the loins it is in
two pieces, the one in front ordinarily made of
Zanzibar cats’ tails, the other consisting of a bit of
square hide, or in the case of chiefs and men of
rank, of leopard skin. This last, however, is worn
as part of the regimental dress in actual war time
or on the occasion of a review, at other times the
ordinary bit of hide. In cold weather—and it
can be cold in those parts during the winter
months or during a spell of rains, asI have already
found occasion to show—the Zulu wraps himself in
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capacity, my host handed it to me after the usual
courtesy sip, and filled a clay bowl for himself.
Andries and two or three men who had dropped
in making themselves happy with another jorum.

To my inquiries as to how he was getting on
gsince the war, Mehlo-ka-zulu replied that it hadn’t
made much difference to him individually; his
father had been a powerful chief but now was
nobody, and had been driven out of his former
country. Still they managed to live.

‘Did he regret having fought?’

‘No, he couldn’t exactly say that; he was a
young man and wanted to prove himself a warrior.
He had been in all the principal engagements:
Isandhlwana, Kambila, and Ulundi, and now he
wanted to “ sit still.”’

¢ Always?’

¢ Well, that he couldn’t say either ; he liked a
fight now and then ; there was no mistake about it.
As to whether he had killed many men at Isandhl-
wana, he supposed he must have killed some one,
but there was a great deal of confusion.’

Now this answer was evasive, for I subsequently
heard that he had rather distinguished himself in
the battle in question. As a rule, however, no
Zulu will own to having actually killed anyone
with his own hand, thinking such admission would
be offensive ; and so far from being ready to brag
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and certainly the genuineness of his enunciation
seems borne out by the line of action practised by
the Zulus throughout the campaign.

Presently a large piece of beef was brought in,
which I was told it was intended I should take
away with me, whereat Andries’ eyes glistened as
he thought of many a succulent stew to be con-
cocted during the evening outspan. In fact it fed
my retinue for several days, but did not look
sufficiently inviting to tempt me, for the Zulus do
not bleed their meat after the manner of English
butchers, consequently it has a raw and uninviting
appearance, even when done to a turn. The way
in which they go to work is thus. The ox destined
for slaughter is driven into the cattle kraal with
several others ; a man then goes up to the doomed
animal, and with one swift and sure stroke plunges
an assegai into its heart—it falls, and they sit
round until it has ceased to move, when the work
of skinning and quartering begins. During which
process, by the way, the Zulus do not show in a
pleasant or prepossessing light; indeed, a lot of
them round a freshly slaughtered beast remind one
of nothing so much as a herd of vultures. Some-
times the slaughterer makes a bad shot, missing
the vital part, in which case the animal not un-
frequently turns upon its would-be destroyer,
promptly clearing the enclosure of all human
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effectiveness of ¢ Ubain-bai’ (cannon). As this is the
name by which artillery is known throughout the
country, it may not be amiss to give the origin of
the word, which is rather an amusing one.

Well, then, formerly at Maritzburg a gun was
fired at 8 A.M., the hour when all native servants
and labourers were expected to be at their work.
After a while the time of gunfire was altered to 9,
but ¢ Jack,’ who has some idea of time, though
none of punctuality, still persisted in sticking to
the old hour, and from sheer force of habit would
go to his master for his daily task. The ¢baas,’
however, would put him off: *Don’t bother me
now, come by-and-by—when the gun fires!’

*What does he say?’ would be the inquiry
of an expectant group when their spokesman
returned.

¢ He says, ¢« Come by-and-by.””’

Directly the expected detonation was heard,
nearly every native throughout the city would
exclaim ¢ Haow! Ubain-bai!’ and betake himself
to his work. The expression stuck, and forth-
with the gun became °‘TUbain-bai’ among the
native population of Natal, extending thence to
Zululand. Some bold spirits have asserted that
the expression owes its origin to the time that
elapses between the report and the bursting of the
shell. Not bad—but rather too deep and far-
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I began by telling him I had been to look at
his old home near Rorke’s Drift.

¢ Yes,” he said, ‘he had been turned out of his
country, and was an outcast; a new chief, Hlubi,
had been put in his place. He was an old man
now, and couldn’t go wandering about in search of
new locations; all his cattle had been taken, and
he was quite poor, and glad to live quietly where
he could.’

¢ Did he know Mr. Johnson, the missionary ?’

¢ Oh, yes; Johnson used to be his friend, now
he was Hlubi’s friend, and Hlubi had driven him
(Sirayo) out of his territory (the inference being
plain). Why didn't we bring back Cetywayo?
What could we want to keep him for? Had we
killed him ?’

I explained that the King was well cared for
in his captivity, but that as to the possibility of
his restoration I could tell them nothing, being
merely a private person.

‘ Well,’ said he, ‘give us back Cetywayo, and
the country will be happy again; or, anyhow,
bring him so that we can only see that he is alive
and well.’ '

Sirayo was always a crony of the King’s, one
of his most trusted indunas in fact; his son,
Mehlo - ka - zulu, being also a great favourite.
Wherever I went I found the same state of feeling ;
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all the old chiefs loyally attached to the exiled
King, and desiring his return. Always the same
story : ‘ Bring us back the King!’ This feeling is
also shared by the bulk of the people; and when
ultimately I left the country it was with the im-
pression that Cetywayo was that day the most
popular man in Zululand.

After some more talk my visitors left, the chief
and his son happy in the acquisition of a big knife
apiece; and a few trifles distributed among their
followers sent me up like a rocket in their estima-
tion. Poor old Sirayo, I could not help feeling
sorry for him, though I am bound to say that his
misfortunes were mainly brought upon his own
head by his anything but immaculate conduct in
general. But the war was over now, and resent-
ment had had time to cool. An outcast, where
formerly he had been powerful and respected ;
his cattle gone; one of his sons killed in battle ;
an alien reigning in his stead ; his friend and bene-
factor a captive and an exile, and himself old,
gick, and broken-down. Yes, I think omne could

afford to pity him.



152 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

CHAPTER XII.

A thunderstorm and a novel cistern—* Arrival of the mail'—A com-
fortable night—Matyana’s kraal—Pastoral scene—The last new
thing in shields.

A LoNG night ‘trek’ brought us into the main road
again, and at daybreak I started Andries off to
fetch the post from Isandhlwana (for there is a
post office agency at Rorke’s Drift, and the mail, in
the shape of a Zulu with a bag, runs to the
Bishop’s twice a week) about fifteen miles across
country, and then, making a short march, crossed
the Upoko, and outspanned to await his return,
which would hardly be before nightfall. Opposite
rose the cliffs and steep slopes of Isipezi mountain,
and onthe right the cone of Inhlabamakosi; beneath,
a wild open valley, not a bush or tree to relieve
the general air of desolation; a kraal or two,
with its cultivated mealie patch, and a few cattle
grazing around, were the only signs of life, and the
oppressiveness of a dull leaden day seemed rather
enhanced than dispelled by periodical showers of
rain, which imparted a steamy dampness to the
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—a few instants of deathly stillness, only broken
by the heavy patter of a rain-drop or two on the
waggon tent; it is dark as night, a silence that
may be felt. Crash! bang!—an appalling roar
—a dazzling sheetiness, and the ground reels. Has
the earth been suddenly cleft in twain? No, the
. fluid has only struck something, probably a rock ;
it was a near shave though, and I don’t care how
few more such experiences I get. But the storm
seems to have exhausted its violence in that last
frightful crash, the thunderclaps, though frequent,
have lost verve, down comes the rain, literally in
spouts, the danger is over, and the storm-king
rushes off with sullen roar along the ridge.

And now I have to turn attention to more
commonplace matters, for the waggon tent evinces
an unworthy desire to emulate the distinctive
features of a well-ordered sieve ; in plain English,
the canvas, having been so long dry, proceeds to
leak abominably. Basins, pannikins, mackin-
toshes, are all pressed into the service, but no—the
confounded thing breaks out in a fresh place, till
at last, sit where I will, a growing spout drops its
miserable trickle on to my longsuffering head.
Necessity, we are told, is the mother of invention,
wherefore, being blessed with two hats, I cave in
the crown of one which I cram on over the other,
and allow the water to trickle at its own sweet will
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and darkness in order that I might get it as soon
as possible. A good, faithful fellow! And I sat
reading my letters by the dim light of a swinging
lantern in the waggon-tent, away in the wilds of
Zululand, pitchy darkness outside, and the rain
driving against the far from substantial shelter.
What a night it was; with one of those sudden
changes peculiar to the much belauded South
African climate, it had become horribly cold,
everything in the way of bedding was wet, so I
had to sleep in my clothes, in a half-sitting
posture. Sleep did I say ? Not much of that; it
was a case of shivering till dawn, and then a
“double’ up and down the miry road to infuse
a little circulation into my benumbed limbs.
Towards mid-day, the ground having dried
somewhat, we were on the move again, traversing
a wide expanse of open plain; Ibabanango, a co-
nical mountain, towering up, over a thousand feet,
on the left. The day was cool, and the oxen
stepped out briskly. A few hours of steady travelling
brought us to the Umhlatusi : bumping down a
sudden and rough descent we crossed the river,
which at that point is easily fordable, and out-
spanned, but only for a short time, for the long
steep hill on the other side of the valley must be
left behind by nightfall, and the sun is beginning
to dip already. High up on the mountain side we
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is hilly and broken, and the road in consequence
very winding. Far down on the northern side lies
the valley of the White Umfolosi and the Mahla-
batini plain, the site of Ulundi and Nodwengu and
the other great kraals ; southward the wild broken
country stretches away to the Natal border, while
behind can be seen the distant head of Isandhlwana
peering up faint and blue on the horizon. A
pleasant landscape, open, sunny, and smiling. Herds
of cattle graze upon the hillsides, kraals are to be
seen everywhere, boldly perched upon a spur or
nestling in a sheltered valley, and mealie patches
show in greener contrast upon the sufficiently
verdant slopes; for it is well watered is this fair
land, and the tall grass sways in billowy masses to
the breeze. No, there is nothing mediocre or tame
about the scene. The bold spurs fall abruptly in
sudden, well-nigh perpendicular slopes; the
valleys, beginning in dark narrow ravines soon to
spread out and lose themselves in a broad smiling
plain, are picturesque with the fantastic dwelling-
places of their wild inhabitants ; and sharp outlines
of the mountain ranges, with here and there a
jagged peak, cleave the blue sky-line in the far
distance. Such is the panorama spread on either
side, as we sit in the shade of the waggon one fine
morning on a high ridge some fourteen miles
beyond Fort Evelyn.
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Kambula, and one of the older men at Rorke’s
Drift. The general opinion in the army, they said,
was that Kambula camp should have been carried,
and certainly would have been, but that the regi-
ments forming the outflanking sides, the Ngobama-
kosi and Kandampemvu, were in such a hurry to
begin that they got on too far ahead of the rest,
thus affording the English an opportunity of
routing and disheartening them before the main
body came up.

¢ What did they think of the shells?’

¢«“Ubain-bai?”! “Haow!” Didn’tlike them
at all. First the warriors tried to dodge them, and
scattered when they saw them coming, till at last
on one occasion when a lot had dispersed from
where the missile was expected to fall, it astonished
them by dropping right in the thick of the group
that had just dodged it. Arms, and legs, and
heads flew in every direction,’ went on my in-
formant, with an expressive gesture. ¢This event
caused them to lose heart more than anything, as
they found they could not get out of the way of
the “bain-bai” so easily. At Sandhlwana the big
guns hardly fired at all, and even then, when
they did, they scarcely hit anyone.’

‘But at Rorke’s Drift—there were no big
guns there, and the English could have stood

! See p. 148.
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‘ Were they attached to him? Was he a good
king ?’ T asked.

¢Ehé! kakilu’ (yes; greatly)—this with em-
phasis ; ‘he was a good king, and beloved by all
the people.’

‘Didn’t he ‘“eat up”' and kill a great many
people ?’

‘No; not many. A few were killed for umtagati
(witchcraft), but that was all right; if he (the
speaker) were guilty of wmtagati he would deserve
to be killed too. Yes; Cetywayo was a good
king, and all the people were sorry he had been
taken away.’

I stood up and looked on the wide sweep of
rolling grassy slopes, over mountain and river,
valley and green plain' sleeping in a glow of golden
sunshine, my visitors eyeing me narrowly. ‘A
grand country!’ I said, ‘a grand country! «Sit
still 7% and keep it; you've lost your king, don’t
throw away your country too !’

¢ Yeh-bo!’ (yes, indeed) they exclaimed, as the
idea seemed to strike them; then, rising, they
saluted as before, ¢ Inkos!’ and gathering up their
assegais, started off upon their way. Looking after
their erect, well-knit figures, I could not but think

' Idiom for seizing anyone’s cattle as fine or penalty.
3 ¢ Sitting still’ is the idiom for being at peace.
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them fine fellows ; not a trace of resentment, no
rankling bitterness towards their conquerors; the
war is a thing of the past, and themselves as cordial
and open towards the stranger as though it had
never been.

u2
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CHAPTER XIII.

Kwamagwaza—A desperate position and a trngic. reminiscence—The
soldiers’ grave—The valley of the Umhlatusi.

THE mission station at Kwamagwaza occupies a
pleasant position on the high ground overlooking
the valley of the Umhlatusi. Tall blue gums stand
in considerable profusion, being planted along the
ridges and overshadowing the station, and on the
steep slopes are large patches of cultivated land
sown with mealies and ¢ amabele.” The huts are
scattered about in clusters, with here and there an
attempt at a square cottage, constructed of withes
cemented with clay, and commonly known as
¢ wattle and daub ;’ a window, perhaps, and a rudely
hung door finishing off the concern.

Kwamagwaza is a large station, but the people
located thereon did not by any means strike me
as representative Zulus; indeed, there were Natal
natives and some unmistakable half-castes: many
of the tenements, too, were tumbledown and
squalid in the extreme. The old mission building,
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handiwork of one of the many species of large
birds of prey infesting these wilds, while creepers
and parasites hang in festoons from the branches.
Birds are flitting about, waking the depths of the
wood with lively call or note of alarm ; monkeys
spring chattering from bough to bough; and
poised high over the tree tops, floats the form of a
rakish-looking falcon whirling in steady circles be-
neath the blue vault, his keen eye upon the noisy
feathered denizens of the thicket, while a suspicious
rustle in the tangled grass is heard as some big
snake, startled by the creaking of wheels, slips off
out of harm’s way. Behind rises the high ground
we have just come down from, intersected by many
a gloomy gorge with densely wooded sides and
black overhanging cliffs—the home of the savage
leopard and prowling hyena.

The Umbhlatusi is a fine stream running in long
reaches over a gravelly bed ; its banks, well lined
with reeds, are suggestive of crocodiles—of which,
in fact, the river has its full share in common with
all the larger rivers of Zululand ; however, upon
that occasion we were not troubled by its saurian
inhabitants, who, under ordinary circumstances,
would fight shy of the noise and whip-cracking
attendant on the crossing of a waggon. They
generally prefer an easier method of circumventing
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the ravines and caves of the adjacent hillside. A
lonely and desolate place. Notwithstanding all of
which exhilarating surroundings I was ready to
sleep tolerably soundly by the time it became ex-
pedient to turn in, and the following day, cresting
the southern heights of the valley, left the bush
country behind and eventually reached Etshowe.






174 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

wana, and caused the fate of the Kambila camp
to hang in the balance, could avail here; for even
in the event of the enemy’s legions braving the
fearful storm of artillery and volley fire, and
surging up to the very walls, there was the gaping
ditch, wide and deep, with its threatening stakes
and wired network, and its kaponiers, whence a
few riflemen could play awful havoc among those
who thought to cross it. No ; the Zulus were wise
enough to see that the place was too much for
them, and refrained from attacking it; yet to
this day they regard it with a kind of satisfaction,
as a standing tribute to their prowess.

But although no open attack was attempted,
the fort and all that went on there was watched
day and night. Zulu scouts would creep up
within a few yards of the earthwork, close enough,
as one of them told me, to hear the breathing of
the sentry on guard, and our outlying vedettes
were more than once surprised by the lithe and
crafty savage, who, worming his way noiselessly
through the long grass, left the unpractised Briton
but a poor chance, as the following incident, told
me by a Zulu who had fought throughout the
campaign, may serve to show. This bold warrior,
then, in company with seven other congenial
spirits, were amusing themselves one day stalking
a couple of men on picket duty, who sat quite
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in case of attack ; a charge of dynamite, however,
placed at the foot of one of them exploding with
considerable damage, likewise put him out of
conceit with this new entertainment.

But a more pressing danger stared the garrison
in the face than anything threatened by the enemy.
The season was a wet one, exceptionally so in
fact, and here were close upon 1,500 men shut
up within an area of a couple of acres, without
shelter, and obliged to lie on the bare ground,
which in the daytime was trodden into sloppy
mire, at night reeking with pestilential exhalations.
This could have but one result. Men began to
sicken and die off, and on a steep slope in front
of the fort a little cemetery tells its own tale.
Beneath rough and simple, but in many instances
tastefully devised, wooden crosses, twenty-eight
men, rank and file, lie buried there, most of them,
from the inscriptions, quite young men ; and con-
sidering the bad and insufficient food, exposure
to unusually wet weather, and the inevitable un-
wholesomeness attendant upon the circumstances,
the wonder is that the death return was not much
greater.

Looking at the fort now, one would think it
had been constructed twelve years ago rather
than three. Long grass trailing from the earth.
work almost conceals the ditch, whose brink is, in






178 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

whose voices and laughter are faintly borne up- '
wards on the still air. In the distance two
hump-like hills rising mark the site of the Gin-
gindhlovu battlefield ; beyond, the ruins of Fort
. Chelmsford ; and, like a speck, Dikileni, one of
the residences of the chief, John Dunn, stands
white against the plain, which rolls on till sepa- -
rated by a belt of yellow sand and a streak of
shining surf from the deep blue of the ocean. A
floating haze, just sufficient to soften the golden
rays of a declining sun without impeding the
view, settles upon the landscape, and the scene is
a charming one.

Before leaving Etshowe I paid a visit to
Dabulamanzi, whose principal kraal is about six
miles off. This worthy, whose name came greatly
into prominence before the war, is one of Cetywayo’s
half-brothers. Why he should have been made
so much of it is difficult to understand, seeing
that he is not an #nduna in any sense, and
whatever lustre may be reflected on him is solely
due to his relationship with royalty, except
that, everyone, having got hold of the name of one
man of rank, was determined to make the most
thereof. Accordingly, in Natal, Dabulamanzi was
forthwith constituted commander-in-chief of the
Zulu army, and its leader in every battle, quite
irrespective of such trivialities as time and place.






180 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

was the result of a rocket burn at Isandhlwana.
Two or three men were hanging about as I rode
up, one of whom went to inform the chief of my
arrival, presently returning to tell me to ‘walk
in,/ which I did, metaphorically, and creeping
through the low doorway stood in the presence
of the doughty ¢Divider of Waters.”! My lord
looked decidedly cool and comfortable, squatting
on a mat, without a rag of clothing but his
mitya, and the inevitable head-ring encircling
his shaven poll. Two of his sons, boys of about
ten or eleven, stopped in their play to stare at
umlungu (the white man) as I entered. One side
of the hut was piled up with trunks; and heaps
of rugs, topboots, brass candlesticks, lanterns,
and other odds and ends were lying about, the
whole suggestive of Isandhlwana loot.
Dabulamanzi is a fine-looking man of about
thirty-five, stoutly built and large-limbed like most
of his royal brethren. He is light in colour even
for a Zulu, and has a high, intellectual forehead,
clear eyes, and handsome regular features, with
jet-black beard and moustache. But although a
handsome face, it is not altogether a prepossessing
one, for it wears a settled expression of insincerity
and cunning which would cause you to have little
doubt as to the deservedness of public opinion

! Meaning of ¢ Dabulamanzi.’
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He resigned it with a sigh. ¢ Hadn’t I brought
him any clothes?’

¢ No, they took up too much room.’

¢ Or some gin ?

¢ No, liquor was not allowed to be given away
either, in John Dunn’s district.” In short, the fellow
was an arrant ‘beggar’; to such an extent that
during the rest of the trip his name passed into a
standing joke and a byword among Andries and
his fellows, who, when any of my visitors waxed
importunate, would exclaim with emphasis, ‘ Haow!
U Dabulamanzi !’ meaning to say, ¢ Ah, there’s
Dabulamanzi!’ or ¢ He must be Dabulamanzi!’

This practice of begging is by no means general
among the Zulus, indeed I found it rather the
exception than the rule. A good plan when you
have to do with anyone of importunate fame is to
try and ‘outbeg’ him; in a word, to meet every
demand by a counter request, without the smallest
compunction. But, as I said before, the practice
is far from being universal, and where it prevails
is an abominable nuisance, for you can’t converse
freely and comfortably with a man whom you well
know to be all the time turning over in his own
mind what he shall ask you for next.

However, in this instance I had 'brought my
friend a few presents, and began by fishing out a
white felt hat with a striped cord round it. This
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We talked a good deal about the war and sub-
sequent events, but I elicited nothing new in the
way of information or incident from Dabulamanzi,
who, like many other Zulus of rank, was reticent
in matters political to a degree bordering on the
suspicious—and after a couple of hours’ indaba
(talk) I left him.

The word ¢Etshowe’ was a puzzler to the
British understanding when the place first became
notable. No one knew exactly how to write it,
still less to pronounce it. Some would write it
¢ Etshowe’ or ¢Echowa.’” Others, again, would
make it ¢ Ekowe,” and when so written the chances
were a hundred to one that the British public
would thus pronounce it, to wit, with the ¢k’
hard. The fact being that the word was originally
written by the Norwegian missionaries, who spelt
it ¢ Ekowe,’ the accent over the ‘k’ giving to that
letter the sound of ¢ tsh’; so the spelling which
most accurately conveys the pronunciation is
¢ Etshéwe '—the last ¢ e’ being short but sounded,
and to this I have adhered.

The derivation of the word is said to be this.
Coming up from the enervating heat of the low-
lying coast country and suddenly brought face to
face at this point with the fresh breezes that sweep
the high open regions, a native would exclaim, ‘Eh!
Tshéwe!’ (an ejaculation of cold and shivering),
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and wrap his blanket around him if he had one, or
start off into a runif he had not. Such a meaning,
though quaint and apparently far fetched, is never-
theless the probable one, for the first thing that
strikes you with regard to the place is its bleak
and windy situation.
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CHAPTER XV.

Battle of Inyezane—Scenery—An aggressive customer—Inyoni—A
trading store—Jobhan Oolenbrander—A tussle, and a narrow escape
—Mangéte—Gingindhlovu—A ride across country, and a ducking.

It was a glorious morning as we wound our way
down the military road, which, skirting the base of
Imbombotyana, zigzags along the ridges, and dip-
ping into a hollow, here and there, at length brings
you down into the bed of the Inyezane river. A
glorious morning, I say, for the newly risen sun
shone from a cloudless sky, and a curtain of mist
then lifting had studded the bushes with dewdrops
sparkling and flashing like myriads of diamonds.
Bright spreuws flitted among the thorns, sounding
their shrill but by no means discordant whistle,
and the air was musical with the low murmur of bees
winging in and out through the blossoming mimosas,
whose fragrant boughs, sweeping down over the
road, brushed the waggon tent as we passed under-
neath. But oh, how hot it was !—by the time we
had rounded the Ombane spur and crossed the






188 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

open and park-like, sparsely inhabited too, for
kraals are few and far between, nor are there
cattle upon the meadow-like flats. Now and then
a buck is to be seen standing on the outskirts of
the bush, intently watching us; birds of prey, too,
are plentiful, from the small red falcon hovering
over the grass to the huge crested buzzard soaring
on dark spreading pinions above the tree tops. The
Amatikulu, a clear stream with reedy banks, is
crossed, and the dense bush closes up to the road,
which becomes a regular jungle path, the trees in
many places meeting overhead, their trunks lost
in a tangled impenetrable mass of creepers and
undergrowth. Strange looking trees, too, such as
I had not met with before. One of them bore a
fruit with a smooth rind about the size and colour
of a shaddock, which Andries assured me was ex-
cellent, but on tasting it I found it bitter as gall.
His palate and mine were evidently fashioned with
differing ideas of ¢excellence,’ though from the
face the rascal made when trying to devour it him-
self, I imagine it hardly suited him either.

Going along the bush road we disturbed the
meditations of a large cobra, who thereupon
showed fight. Again Fani was to the fore with
his long whip; buoyed with the recollection of
like feats previously achieved he treated the
elevated crest and flashing eyes, the inflated hood
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native mind delights ; while hanging from nails in
the roof beams are buckets, tin pannikins, three-
legged pots, cleavers, straps, hats, military surtouts,
umbrellas, and so forth. One of the partitions, over
and above its use for store purposes, will perhaps
be fitted with a rough table and used as dining
and sitting room, and if space be an object a mat-
tress will be spread on the bales of godds which do
duty as a sleeping bunk. At the Inyoni, however,
things were on a larger scale, and the storekeeper
had a sleeping apartment to himself.

Being Sunday the store is closed, and we sit in
the shade smoking and discussing affairs in general.
Presently the trampling of hoofs announces the
approach of a party—two white men, and a native
on horseback and leading spare horses. The new
arrival is introduced to me as ¢ Mr. Colenbrander,’
and I find myself shaking hands with a pleasant-
looking man of about thirty, every inch the
frontiersman, with dark beard and bronzed com-
plexion, and dressed in buckskin suit, with riding
boots and spurs ; a revolver in its holster is slung
round him, and a formidable clasp knife hangs
from his belt. The removal of his hat displays a
deep scar over the temple several inches in length,
pointing to what must have been a very awkward
and dangerous wound ; it is in fact the result of a
blow from a battleaxe received during an inter-
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He is adviser and confidential agent to Sibepu, and
a man of some importance in Zululand.

We rode over to Mangéte, John Dunn’s prin-
cipal residence, the following day. It lies in a
hollow about two miles from the Tugela, and looks
quite a village ; besides the chief’s own dwelling, a
large comfortable-looking house with a verandah,
there are other tenements great and small, includ-
ing the *office,’ gaol, &c., and the quarters of his
secretary, an Englishman. There is also a school,
where a number of the chief’s daughters are being
educated under a European governess. Within
a couple of miles is St. Andrew’s Mission, one of
Bishop McKenzie’s stations; whereby it will appear
that John Dunn is not averse to tolerating mission-
aries as such, though sternly (and rightly) exclud-
ing the political missionary from his territory.

On reaching Mangéte I learnt that the chief
was not expected back for some time, being away
at his other place in the Umgoye mountains, which
was disappointing, as I wanted to make his acquaint-
ance. Therefore when Colenbrander proposed
that I should take a ride up there with him, as he
was going that way, it seemed the very solution of
the difficulty ; accordingly, starting the waggon off
on the backward track with orders to await my
arrival at Etshowe, I strapped a mackintosh on to
the saddle and was ready for a start.
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view ; on the left front the Ombane spur, above’
and beyond which rises Imbombotyana. From this
direction the attack was first made, the right horn
of the impi meanwhile, sweeping up on the other
side of the laager, succeeded, by reason of the lay
of the ground, in getting within two hundred yards
of the entrenchment before being discovered. This
side was led by our friend Dabulamanzi on horse-
back, who, however, found it expedient to with-
draw, the riflemen making things altogether too
warm for him. The attacking force has been
estimated at about eleven thousand, and was under
the command of Sigcwelegcwele, the induna of the
Ngobamakosi regiment—Dabulamanzi being also
there on his own account. On the west side of
the earthwork lie buried the officers and men
who fell in the engagement, the grave of Colonel
Northey having a wooden cross over it painted
white. ’

The sky had become overcast, and as we turned
to leave the place great inky clouds were gathering
up over the mountains to northward, and the long
low boom of distant thunder was ever and anon
borne across the still waste. When we had ridden
a little way I looked back—there stood the wooden
cross by the side of the crumbling earthwork,
gleaming white upon the bare dismal plain. A
lonely grave in a strange and lonely spot.
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We passed the ruins of the old Gingindhlovu!
kraal, and soon arrived at Dikileni, John Dunn’s
halfway house, where we would offsaddle for an
hour, then on again. Travelling rapidly over
wide flat plains, we leave Fort Chelmsford away on
our left, and the Umgoye range rises nearer and
nearer in front; but the weather is threatening,
and though only a few drops of rain have come
near us, heavy showers are falling in the mountains
ahead. The ground gets more uneven, and
presently the rain comes down in earnest. Crossing
the Umlalasi we are fairly among the mountains,
winding in and out by narrow paths well known
to my companion and saving a considerable
distance. High round-topped hills, through whose
grassy valleys rivulets are bounding, their courses
marked by lines of tree ferns and yellow-wood,
the bridle path carries us higher and higher, till at
length we crest the last ridge and arrive amidst
deluging torrents of rain at our destination.

! From ‘ Ginga,’ ‘ roll,’ in the sense of ‘roll over,’ and ‘indhlovu,’
¢ the elephant.’
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CHAPTER XVIL

Neandiku—John Dunn—Administration of justice—Liquor traffic—
Sitimela—* A stitch in time—An eventful career—Charioteering
n excelsis—Giblana.
A wip and picturesque valley in the Umgoye
range, shut in by forest-clad hilltops and cleft by
a clear stream leaping from rock to rock in many
an eddying pool—on a spur overlooking this
stands Ncanduku,! the mountain residence of the
chief, John Dunn. A single-storeyed house, with
verandah on two sides, dining and sitting rooms,
and plenty of bedrooms—a more comfortable
dwelling than the generality of frontier houses,
even within the colonial border. At the back are
the stables (for the chief is particular in matters of
horseflesh), offices, and other outbuildings, while in
front a fruit garden slopes down to the stream. A
large circular kraal lies in a hollow just below the
house, and strips of cultivated land are laid out
along the river bed ; the place is well shaded, if

! Neca-indiiku, ‘hit a stick,’in the sense of parrying a blow.
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moved noiselessly about with an aptness that any
civilised butler or club waiter might have envied.
We turned in somewhat early, for the chief, besides
being a man of temperate habits, is a practical
believer in the ¢ early to bed, early to rise’ maxim,
and the next morning Colenbrander and I parted
company, he continuing his journey northward,
and I remaining a day or two longer at Ncandiku.
I declined his invitation to join him in a sea-cow
shooting expedition in the winter, though if ever
I did launch out into that particular branch of
venerie, I should not wish for a better companion.

The territory under the sway of John Dunn
lies between the Tugela and Umhlatusi rivers, and
is about 100 miles in length, extending along the
border to within fifteen miles of Isandhlwana,
where it joins Hlubi’s district. So far as I could
judge, it appeared to be as orderly and well
governed as that of any other potentate, and a
great deal more so than those of some. Three
European ¢ administrators’ or magistrates—one of
these, by the way, being the son of Mr. Oftebro, the
missionary at Etshowe—are stationed in different
parts of the country, whose business is to collect
hut tax and adjudicate upon petty cases, the more
serious ones being decided by the chief himself, to
whom of course lies the right of appeal in any.
Offences capitally punishable, such as murder, are
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A great many ungenerous things have been
said and written about John Dunn, mainly attribu-
table, I cannot but think, to jealousy of a man who
has made a position for himself and is reputed
wealthy. One of the commonest charges against
him is that of supplying the Zulus with firearms
previous to the war. Even if he did, was he alone
in this? Further, would those who make the
most outcry about it have refrained from doing
likewise, given the chance? I doubt it greatly.
And then one seems to remember hearing it pretty
frequently laid down as an axiom, that the natives
are more formidable when armed with their own
weapon, the assegai, than with firearms. If this be
80, how in the name of logic can anyone make a
grievance of their possessing firearms which they
are unable to use with precision, are likely to
cumber their movements in the field, and, better
still, cause them to deteriorate in and abandon the
use of their own weapon ?

Another reproach hurled at the chief is that he
has become ¢ a regular Zulu’ and is a polygamist.
If he prefers living in Zululand and occupying a
high position among its people to living in Natal,
a unit among his fellow-countrymen, it is purely
his own affair: I can imagine a man who has led
a wild, roving life finding the position of chief,
among a brave and superior race like the Zulus,
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themselves into a sort of frenzy, till a word brings
about a blow, and a savage fight ensues. Cape
colonists complain that the Kafir becomes more
worthless and impudent every day, and wonder
thereat; yet not only the country but every
border town swarms with canteens, their walls red
with Kafir ochre.

Now let us turn to Zululand—and what a con-
trast! Here are no canteens, and instead of the
slouching, drunken barbarian of the Cape border,
you find the well-made, intellectual-looking Zulu,
with his open greeting and cheery smile—a savage
also, but a fine savage, cleanly in his person and
dwelling, and honest withal, with whom, except in
actual time of war, the traveller and his belongings
may move about in safety, asI have already shown.
And the time will come, as ¢ British influence’
extends, when the country will be ¢opened up,’
the trading store and canteen run hand in hand,
and the demoralisation of this splendid race will
begin. Then we shall hear people talking of how
the Zulus have ¢ deteriorated.” Therefore, in pro-
hibiting the sale of intoxicating liquor in his terri-
tory, John Dunn is acting as a wise and far-seeing
ruler, and really doing more for the welfare of his
people than by building a legion of schools and
churches.

He has been accused of tyranny and wholesale
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. them with great loss, and burnt their military kraal.
Sitimela himself was either slain or managed to get
clean away, for he has not been heard of since, and
peace was restored. The affair was seized upon
with avidity by certain parties in Natal, stories of
atrocities were trumped up, and capital made out
of it by those interested in the King’s return and
others hostile to Dunn, who was accused of sanc-
tioning the massacre of women and children, and
encouraging his followers to commit acts of bar-
barity, and a small hullabaloo was raised. Of
course some excesses are inevitable in war between
savages, who in the flush of conquest are simply
unrestrainable, but there is no proof that the chief
was aware of any such until too late to prevent
them, even if he was at all. On the other hand,
I have been assured on good authority that his
orders were the reverse of merciless. But a rising
which might have assumed the proportions of
a serious disturbance was effectually nipped in
the bud by the promptitude and energy of John
Dunn.

The chief has been severely handled by
colonial writers and speakers on account of his
attitude during the war—in fact denounced openly
as a traitor to his former friends. Now this is not
only unfair but ungrateful. Knowing every inch
of the country, thoroughly conversant as one of
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John Dunn’s history is briefly this. English by
birth, he arrived in Natal with his parents when
quite a boy, and early evinced a predilection for a
roving life. In 1856 civil war broke out in Zulu-
land between Cetywayo, then heir to the throne,
and his brother Umbulazi, and Dunn, at that time
twenty-two years of age, was sent by the border
agent to assist the latter chieftain. Therival forces
met about four miles from the Tugela, close to
Mangéte, and a sanguinary battle took place, re-
sulting in the slaughter of Umbulazi, with a number
of his followers, and the total defeat of his army,
Dunn narrowly escaping by swimming the Tugela
and taking refuge in Natal.

In the course of hostilities, Cetywayo’s party
had seized some cattle belonging to white traders
under the pretext that these had helped Umbulazi,
and this bid fair to lead to complications. Again
Dunn came to the fore, volunteering to proceed to
Cetywayo’s residence and induce him to give up
the cattle. A risky experiment, deliberately to
place himself in the power of a savage ruler against
whom he had so recently fought. But he knew
his man ; Cetywayo's ardour had had time to cool,
he saw that he had ‘put his foot in it,’ and was
casting about for a means of getting out of the
difficulty with a good grace. Dunn’s arrival sup-
plied that means; the cattle were restored, and
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over Zulu and other affairs, I found I had got
through three entertaining days by the time I took
the road again ; when, bidding farewell to the hos-
pitable chief, I started across country under the
pilotage of a guide he had provided for me, to
rejoin the waggon at Etshowe.
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CHAPTER XVII.

‘Wild country—Sigewelegewele—A. crack colonel of a crack regiment
—Etshowe again—A dissertation on phenomena—Inkwenkwe hill
—Vumandaba—A chief ‘at Home '— Hard wood '—A *lively’
domicile—Novel weapons—* Bring us back the King !’

LeaviNng Ncandiku behind, we struck into a narrow

bridle path which wound in and out around the tops

of the hills, the forest-clad Umgoye range on the
right, while to the left a rolling and sparsely wooded
tract of country stretched far away past the Gin-
gindhlovu field to the Tugela. The day was cloudy
and cool, and my pony stepped out briskly ; my
guide, a tall, thin old Zulu, trotting cheerily along
in front. Here and there we came to a multitude
of diverging tracks, whereupon the old fellow
would suddenly go down on all fours, minutely
examine the ground for a moment, and springing
up, point to one of the paths with his kerrie, ex-
claiming ‘Lo!’ (that), suiting the action to the
word by striding along it at a great pace. I was
fortunate to have him, for there were so many
tracks shooting off in all sorts of directions, that I
P
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should have been sadly at sea if alone. Nor would
a knowledge of bearings help much, for the way is
so winding and circuitous, by reason of hills and
broken ground, that frequently you seem to be
heading right away from your destination instead
of towards it, and what is apparently the shortest
and most direct way leads you after a little while—
nowhere.

Thoroughly savage and forbidding in aspect
was the region through which lay my route that
morning, and yet essentially picturesque. On every
side deep ravines, a line of black vegetation
marking the course of a stream dashing through
their depths, while perched on a hilltop here and
there, might be seen a large kraal, its palisade of
thornbush, circular and symmetrical, forming a
dark crown upon the round green summit; and as
we threaded the bridle path on the side of a well-
nigh perpendicular slope, literally poised over the
ravine hundreds of feet below, in our ears the
deafening rustle of the grassy sea swaying and
tossing in the breeze, the effect was certainly
wild.

Eight or ten miles of travelling brought us to
a couple of well-to-do-looking kraals, one being
that of Gihlana, before mentioned, the other that
of Sigcwelegewele, the induna of the Ngobamakosi
regiment, which is the crack corps of the army.
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should be delivered over at Etshowe in safety. As
we progressed I began to suspect that my pilot
was by no means so sure of the road as he professed
to be, and some curious turnings and awkward
crossings which he ran me into, further strengthened
the idea. However, we got over the worst and
most hilly part of the way without further accident,
and made a halt near the kraal of Sintwangu, the
king’s messenger, whom I had seen at the Inyoni.
I sent the old fellow across to try and get some
mealies or tywala, but he came back saying that
Sintwangu was away, and the people at the kraal
had told him that food was scarce in the land and
they had none to spare; so there was nothing for
it but to saddle up again and push on. Notwith-
standing this philosophical reflection I began to feel
very hungry and rather tired, which combination
of discomfort, taken in conjunction with my casualty
in the drift, had thrown me—shall I confess it P—
into an exceedingly bad humour, culminating in the
certainty that my guide was steering at random, in
fact didn’t know much about the way—a conviction
I more than once endeavoured to force upon him,
but the old fellow was very good-natured over it
all—only laughed and shook his head, pointing to
the track more emphatically than ever. I thought
there was no end to the tortuosity of the bush
paths—for we had got into wooded country again
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—now slipping and tumbling in the rocky bed of
a watercourse, now ducking my head to avoid
having my eyes scratched out by the long sharp
thorns of a sweeping mimosa bough, and was not
at all sorry when, late in the afternoon, after a
final climb, we found ourselves at Etshowe, and
there, about a mile off on the flat, stood the white
tent of the waggon.

My guide was well looked after, and started off
home again next morning in a most contented
frame of mind, brought about by the acquisition of
sundry articles of luxury and use precious in native
eyes.

And now I had come through the lower part
of the country from end to end. Entering at
Rorke’s Drift, and taking the battlefields and places
of interest in their order, I had thoroughly ¢done’
Isandhlwana and the Fugitives’ Drift, Sirayo’s
stronghold, and the scene of the Prince Imperial’s
death in the Ityotyozi valley. Ihad inspected the
fort at Etshowe, and the Inyezane battlefield, had
made my way down to the residence of John Dunn
near the Tugela mouth, and then round by the
Gingindhlovu, Fort Crealock, and the Umgoye back
to Etshowe. I had seen the different phases of
country, wooded and open, and had had experi-
ence of all. weathers. I had visited and been visited
by several of the chiefs and principal personages,
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stifling hole; although but a short distance from
the road, one might pass it again and again with-
out even suspecting the existence of habitation, so
uninviting and unlikely a place is it. The kraal is
not an imposing one by any means, and when we
arrived everything human seemed to be carefully
keeping out of the baking heat. A few draggle-
tailed cocks and hens were pecking about, and I
was rather astonished to see slinking among the
huts a common domestic cat, though a demoralised
and attenuated-looking specimen of the ¢ familiar ’
of the kitchen hearth.

Dismounting in front of the principal tenement
amid vociferous yapping from the usual contingent
of curs, I was told that Vumandaba would be glad
to see me, so, crawling through the aperture, stood
up in the hut. Coming suddenly into the gloomy
interior from the full glare of a midday sun, at
first I could see no one, but soon made out several
dark forms squatting in a semicircle, upright and
motionless, eyeing me in suspicious and inquiring
silence. The chief was sitting a little apart from
the others, and having narrowly scrutinised me for
a few moments, he broke the silence with the usual
greeting, ¢ Saku bona!’ to which I responded by
shaking hands, and sat down opposite him. The
Zulu has a mode of shaking hands peculiar to
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him. When Lukuni! (Sir Evelyn Wood) came to
Inhlazatye several moons ago they thought he was
bringing back Cetywayo, but instead he told them
that the King would not be restored. They were
disappointed ; they all wanted the King again.
Why had Lukuni come all the way from England
to tell them that? J must get the King brought
back to them ; they wanted to see him. When I
returned home I must be sure and tell the Govern-
ment to send back Cetywayo.’

I hastened to explain that my mission in Zulu-
land was quite unofficial, and that, being only a
private person, I had no more influence for or
against the desired restoration than the most
insignificant inhabitant of their kraal. But it
was no use ; they only half believed me, for they
couldn’t understand anyone taking the trouble to
visit them and their country purely for the fun of
the thing. ¢Hadn't I anything to do with Lukuni
or with Government?’ ¢Nothing whatever,’ I
reiterated. I told the old chief, however, that I
could do this much for him—record his wishes for
the benefit of the public. Whereat he seemed
pleased.

There was one exceedingly unpleasant side to

! ¢ Lukuni’ means literally ‘hard wood,’ and the sobriquet by
which the gallant General is known throughout Zululand is not only
a play upon his name, but a tribute to his reputation as a soldier in
native es'imation.
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the superabundance of these crawling pests, must
have been a venerable tenement indeed.

The Kandampemvu regiment was in the thick
of the battle at Isandhlwana, and foremost in carry-
ing the camp, though it suffered severely in the
earlier stage of the conflict from the fire of the
outlying companies; and now its chief told me how
stubbornly some of our soldiers had fought to the
last, many of them using their pocket-knives when
their bayonets were wrenched from them. Some
even astonished their savage enemies by a well-
directed ¢one, two’ straight from the shoulder,
flooring the too exultant warriors like nine-pins.
The Zulus could not understand how men could
use their hands as knob kerries, for the native is
quite a stranger to the art of fisticuffs. ¢A few of
the soldiers,’ said the chief, shot a great deal with
“little guns ” (revolvers), but they didn’t shoot well.
For every man they killed, they fired a great many
shots without hitting anybody.’

One thing that sent Vumandaba up in my esti-
mation was that he did not begin by asking for
anything and everything. But although he did
not beg, he was greatly delighted with the gift of
a large knife and a few other things I had brought,
gripping my hand with fervent expressions of
thanks, which were duly echoed by the other men
in the hut; for if you give anything to a chief,
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his followers always shout out their thanks as
vigorously as though the donation were to each
and all of themselves. He made me a present of a
likely-looking knob-kerrie ¢to remember him by,’
which I have still—a most effective companion for
a dark road in a ruffianly neighbourhood. On
hearing I would pass Inhlazatye, he was very
anxious that I should see Mnyamane and the King’s
son Dinizulu, and as I was getting up to go, the
old chief laid his hand on my arm in his eagerness.
‘Bring us back Cetywayo, he said ; ¢ we want to
see our King again. Bring him back!’ I declare
I felt quite small for the moment, call it foolish
sentimentality who will. Many a time since have
I seemed to see the old man’s rugged, earnest face,
and to hear his emphatic tones—the loyal old
warrior—pleading for his fallen and exiled King.
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CHAPTER XVIIIL

Cetywayo and the missionariee—Entonjaneni—Valley of the White
Umfolosi—A cool spot and a picture—Mahlabatini—¢Then and
now '—Battle of Ulundi.

Hrraerro I had been particularly fortunate, having
got along without breakdown or accident of any
sort, either to waggon or oxen, servants or self,
and now was back at Kwamagwaza. There I met
Dr. Oftebro, a Norwegian medical missionary, who
had been some time settled in the country and
was then living in the Mahlabatini basin, a few
miles from Ulundi. This gentleman—a relation,
by the way, of the missionary at Etshowe—was of
opinion that the war could not have been averted.
The Zulus, he said, especially the younger men,
were so inflated with martial ardour, so com-
pletely carried away by a sense of their own vast
superiority over any force that could be brought
against them, that there was absolutely no holding
them ; and they bragged openly and incessantly of
what they could and would do when the word
was given for them to march upon Natal. In fact,
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teaching is contrary to the most rooted convictions
and time-honoured customs of the nation, upon
whom, after all, they are virtually forced nolens
volens. I say forced, because it is idle to suppose
that, prior to the war more than now, any Zulu
potentate would have dared actually to abolish
missions, however desirous he might be of doing
so. It is one thing for the missionary to take his
life in his hand and go among savages, simply
relying on his message and example for success; it
is another thing for him to go into Zululand with
the full moral support of the British Government
at his back. I have no hostility towards mis-
sionaries as such-——quite the contrary. But I do
think we should look at the question from both
sides ; remembering, too, that in his heathen state
the Zulu would not compare badly for morality
and honesty with the average Briton, man for man,
and that Christianity is not always exhibited to
him in a specially immaculate or attractive guise.
And it is a fact that no missionary’s life was ever
taken or even threatened in Zululand previous to
the war or since, though they may now and then
have undergone petty annoyances from this or that
individual chief.

A midday halt some twelve miles from Kwa-
magwaza, a night trek, a long bumping down the
steep Entonjaneni hill, and we are among the

"
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wayo kraal. At 6 o’clock the infantry advanced,
Wood’s division leading. The Lancers brought
up the rear. The morning was biting, and a damp
mist hung over the river, but the troops walked
through the broad river as if they were tramping
along over a macadamised road. The march was
continued to the Bulawayo kraal, where the troops
were formed up in square, while the cavalry
advanced again as far as Nodwengu. General
Wood then rode forward and selected a spot to the
north-east of Nodwengu, and about 600 yards from
the nearest curve of the huts. This site was on
a ridge, and commanded a front on every side of
600 yards. While the troops were advancing to
take up a position here, the irregular cavalry
again moved onward. At this time the mist was
lifting, and the enemy could be seen on our right
and left advancing in loose and open order. I
went up to Baker’s Horse, who were ordered to
draw on the enemy from the north. Very soon I
saw the loose masses on the north form up in
companies, which soon covered a frontage of a
mile, with the right wing resting on a ridge above
the drift, and the left wing in the valley on the
north side. As Baker’s Horse advanced another
body of the enemy emerged from the hills still
further north, formed into line, and effected a
junction with the other line. There was then a
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was the solid square of British soldiers, a small red
square, the centre of a vast black line formed by
156,000 savage warriors, who were here bearded in
their stronghold. Between the centre and the
black line were bodies of cavalry scattered, each
troop standing in line with front to the enemy. It
seems to us that the black line has but to tighten
and then, with a rush and a bound as it springs
into action, overwhelm that small body of British
soldiers. But there are terrors concealed in that
solid square that will shake the fiercest hearts and
boldest spirits among the Zulu thousands. See
that cloud of white smoke that suddenly sweeps
from a corner of the square! Hark to that
thunderous report; hear the rushing of the shell
overhead ! The battle has commenced ; the circle
is drawing in ; the'cavalry are retreating ; the first
gun has been fired ; the shell breaks above the
heads of a regiment of hot young men advancing
at a run from the north, and as it breaks those
beneath scatter and rush back. If Cetywayo,
watching the battle from afar, sees that he must
quake. When men waver in the first rush there
is little hope for them. But still the circle narrows,
and now the cavalry are all within the four walls
of living men. Then the roar of battle begins
indeed. There is one continuous rattle of mus-
ketry all round the square, the thunder of guns,
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then the Lancers are permitted to go. They file
out and form up outside the 94th ; their tall lances
and fluttering pennons look like a forest. Now
they are off, and are thundering after the dis-
heartened warriors. They sweep round from the
right of the 94th, and come out at the left of the
21st, and their track is marked by some 1560 dead
and dying Zulus. And now the irregular cavalry
dash out. Baker’s Horse rushes up to the point it
reached in the morning, and chases the very regi-
. ment it had drawn on. The Basutos gallop away
towards Ulundi, chasing one of Cetywayo’s picked
regiments beyond the King’s kraal and killing
some 50 warriors. And so with the other troops.
The battle has lasted but 40 minutes. We lost
16 killed and had about 40 wounded. Truly
the Zulus are bad shots, for a better target than
we presented they could not have wished for.
The enemy lost about 1,500, and 500 of these we
must put to the account of the cavalry, who, both
English and colonial, behaved splendidly. Half-
an-hour after Ulundi was in flames. It was a huge
kraal, with huts six deep, and in numbers sufficient
to shelter 10,000 men. I went into Cetywayo’s
house (a three-roomed single-floored place, with
thatched roof, verandah, doors, and windows), but
there was nothing in it but some old rat traps
and three pieces of ivory, which fell to the lot
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respectively of Commandant Baker, Lord;‘Beresford
(who was first in the kraal), and Capt. Cochrane,
who fired the house. In an hour the six military
kraals on the plain were in flames and belching
forth dense volumes of smoke. That night the
Zulus sang a different song from that which they
had so menacingly wailed forth on the preceding
night. The battle was decided by the artillery
before the enemy came within range of the small
arms. The shrapnel took the dash out of the
attacking columns. The enemy’s strategy was
excellent, but its execution was bad. Cetywayo,
as I have said, watched the battle from afar in
company with Mnyamane and other chiefs. Dabu-
lamanzi was present at the fight.’
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CHAPTER XIX.

A Zulu on Gatlings—Ulundi and Nodwengu—An unlucky warrior—
Tall haggling—Midnight at Ulundi—A Golgotha.
My camp was pitched within thirty yards of
the site of the famous hollow square and about
four hundred from that of Nodwengu, and the
morning after arrival I started to explore the ruins
of Ulundi, under the guidance of an old Zulu who
had formerly been one of the head men of the
Undakaombi kraal. At the bottom of the slope I
dismounted to examine one or two of the skulls
lying about among the grass, some being remark-
ably large and well developed ones. I drew my
guide’s attention to this, as he stood curiously
watching me. The old man smiled rather mourn-
fully and shook his head. ¢Yes,’ he said, ¢ we lost
some fine men—numbers of them. What could we
do against you English? You stand still, and only
by turning something round' make the bodies of
our warriors fly to pieces; legs here, arms there,
heads, everything. Whouw!—What can we do

! The Gatling.
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same rank overgrowth. Nodwengu is the next in
size and importance to Ulundi, and like it, a royal
residence, having been the abode of the last King,
Mpande, Cetywayo’s father. It is now the head-
quarters of the Nodwengu and Kandampemvu
regiments—Ulundi, as its name implies, being that
of the Undi, the royal corps.

By the time we have fully explored the two
homes of former royalty, the increasing force of a
blazing midday sun renders it expedient to return
to the shade of the waggon, where, as I lay in the
heat of the afternoon, taking it easy in company
with a long pipe, a passer by or two would sit
down for a few minutes’ chat, but people were not
so numerous in these parts as I should have
expected. One young Zulu, a light-hearted, talk-
ative fellow, sat there descanting by the hour on
things in general. He had been shot in the leg at
Isandhlwana soon after the fight commenced, and
had lain on the ground until two of his brothers
carried him out of harm’s way, so was not able to
see the end. I put in a suggestion to the effect
that it was better to be shot through the leg at
the beginning of the fight than through the head
at the end of it, which aspect of the case seemed
vastly to tickle his imagination, for he went into a
fit of laughter and agreed emphatically with the
idea. I happening to mention that I was rather
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good specimen of native work, and would do well
to hang a Zulu trophy against, when my travels
had been relegated to events of the past—and
decided to have it. But the way in which the
artless young creatures haggled was amazing. I
hadn't the exact kind of beads they wanted, so
must give them about five times as many of
another kind; and that wasn’t enough either; I
must throw in half-a-dozen other things besides,
because I was an ‘inkos,” and they didn’t see a
white ¢inkos’every day, and so on. I let them
have their full fling, and then stated my terms.
More haggling, all talking at once, chattering and
laughing at the top of their voices; but I got my
mat, and at my own price.

Our bargain concluded, they seemed sorry there
was nothing else to wrangle over, if only for an
excuse to make a little more noise. Two of them
were daughters of the old man who had officiated
as guide in the morning ; another argument adduced
in favour of an extra donation, by the way. Many
of the Zulu girls are good looking ; tall and grace-
ful, with an exceedingly bright and pleasing ex-
pression ; and these two were no bad specimens of
their race, as they stood there, their lithe brown
figures adorned with various coloured beads
fantastically worked. They made such a row,
however, chattering and screaming with laughter,
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downfall of those who erewhile peopled these
solitudes, and a slight breeze shudders through
the long grass like the whisperings of unearthly
voices.

I return to camp, the white tent of the waggon
glistens like silver in the moonbeams, and a few
dull red embers in the dying fire glow amid the
ashes. Every living thing, biped and quadruped,
is buried in slumber, an example I haste to follow.
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CHAPTER XX.

Mfanawendhlela—A native dish—A jovial crew—Inhlazatye and the
Residency—Moral suasion—‘No thoroughfare’—Intaba’'nkulu—
Messengers—‘ Thunder in the air,’ metaphorical and literal—On
storms—A refugee—A pleasant position, and & night march under
difficulties.

It is early morning as we move away from our
halting place and take the road for Inhlazatye,
which runs right past the kraal of Mfanawendhlela,
the chief of the Ulundi district, who tumbles out,
swathed in a green blanket, to prefer a modest
request for a bottle of gin. He is, however, doomed
to disappointment.

We climb the ridge, and the road winds along
the heights above the Mahlabatini plain ; there lie
the circles of the ruined kraals, the silver thread of
the river is now and again visible, and beyond, the
stone wall of the old laager ; while rising from the
wide valley, the Entonjaneni range cleaves the sky-
line. Turning from this to the north-eastward a
view of the dark forests beyond the Black Umfo-
losi opens out. A few hours’ travelling, and we
reach a group of large kraals standing surrounded
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by their mealie patches, and bearing every indica-
tion of well-to-do-ness. So unusual a sight as a
tent waggon and its team, and a Briton riding in
front of the same, was enough to cause quite a
commotion in the minds of the inhabitants, and
in less than no time half a dozen big Zulus came
running up, anxious to know who I was and all
about me ; as usual, taking me for a trader. They
pointed out a good place to outspan, and I told
them to come down presently and have a talk; a
proposal they were ready enough to endorse, for, as
I said before, the Zulu is an inveterate gossip, and
given a good listener, will indulge his propensity
for indaba to any extent. Over and above which,
an idea is floating through his mind that there are
pickings to be got at the white man’s waggon, and
that on leaving the said structure he is extremely
likely to have acquired sundry trifles of more or
less value to himself.

These were exceedingly civil fellows. We had
not outspanned many minutes before a lot of
amasi! was brought to us, sent by the head of
the kraal, who with two or three more came to see
what was going on. Others ¢dropped in,’ and
presently there were ten or a dozen stalwart bar-

1 Curdled milk, which forms the staple article of Zulu diet. It is
eaten with mealies or ¢ amabele,’ worked into a kind of paste. No
adult Zulu will touch fresh milk, which is looked upon as food only
fit for children.
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cumstances, of expressions of good will, after which
the Zulus stood up, and with hand uplifted sang
out, ¢ Inkos! Hambane gahlé!’! their deep voices
making quite an imposing chorus. We parted the
best of friends, and saddling up I mounted and took
the road, leaving the waggon to follow.

A long, deep, desolate valley stretching ahead
for miles—a spectacle to rejoice the eyes of a lover
of the wild open scenery of Dartmoor and the like.
The hill sides treeless and brown, nothing to relieve
the wild monotony of the bare grassy slopes; a
clear stream dashing over rocks and boulders ; the
jagged outlines of the mountain ridges, prominent
above which rise the terraced slopes of the turret-
headed Zihlalu ; and the utter sense of solitude,
would, I repeat, form a paradise to the moorland
rambler. But to me there always seems something
dismal about this kind of thing. The stillness, the
absence of animal life, all has a sombre and depress-
ing influence, as of a place one would be glad to
get out of. Every now and then the track would
descend abruptly into a watercourse overhung with
precipitous rocks and aloes, just the place for an
ambuscade. A steady climb up a long steep bit of
road, and I am riding over wide elevated table-
lands ; behind, the towering head of Zihlalu, which
from this point bears a striking resemblance to the

1 ¢Chief! go in peace !’
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backed by a few native constables, are in a some-
what precarious and difficult position. Such was
the state of Zululand and the position of its
Resident at the time of my progress through the
country.

From the summit of Inhlazatye,-a wide plateau
some 6,000 feet above the sea level, there is a
grand view, the whole country lying mapped out
beneath. It is one of the highest points in Zulu-
land, and with Ibabanango constitutes quite a land-
mark for the greater part of the western side—
either of which when visible would suffice to in-
dicate his bearings to anyone not wholly deficient
in bump of locality. Capital company was my
host, and as we sat of an evening—shall I confess
it P—till 1;1te, over our pipes, he would entertain me
by the hour with anecdotes of Diamond Fields and
border interest. An isolated monotonous sort of
life must this Residency position be, but my friend
Mr. Boast seemed to take to it kindly. There
were horses to ride and plenty of bucks to be shot
in the mountains, whose grassy slopes also abounded
in partridges and quail ; it cost not much in the
way of living, and life could be taken in free and
easy fashion.

Very cheerless was the prospect as, after a stay
of three days at Inhlazatye, I turned out of one of
the huts at early dawn and climbed shiveringly
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“no thoroughfare,” neither I nor my steed enter-
tained the slightest doubt. Now I was not at all
in the humour to make a long détour just for the
sake of affording a little fun to my opponent, and
yet there the brute stood, lashing his chocolate-

coloured hide, ploughing up the earth with his
~hoofs, and throwing his horns about in a manner
that meant volumes. What was to be done ?—my
most formidable weapon of offence or defence being
two thirds of a light riding switch. However,
‘needs must, &c.;’ so turning a little out of the
track I passed about a dozen yards from my tyrant
without altering pace—in fact pretending to ignore
his existence. I don’t mean to say I felt happy in
my mind—the ground was open, not a semblance of
a bush round which to dodge him had he carried
out his amiable intentions to the full—all that
could be done was to take things quietly. I looked
round ; the brute was following at a walk, but
getting over the brow of a rise I clapped spurs and
—went ; so when my pursuer’s objectionable pro-
portions appeared against the sky line, I had put
such a distance between us as to have the laugh
entirely on my own side.

After a ride of several hours I found the
waggon outspanned on a high ridge opposite
Intaba'nkulu, a long flat-topped mountain some
twenty miles from Inhlazatye. Some of the people
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and threatening; a dark cloud working up from
the south-west, and a distant flash and faint roll of
thunder, warned me what to expect. Gradually a
black pall spread from the horizon till nearly over-
‘head ; from my elevated - position I overlooked the
country for miles, and near and far huge dark
columns were moving along as heavy showers
swept over the plain. Louder and nearer came
each successive roll, and bright jets rent the inky
cloud into many a ragged edge. There is some-
thing very awe-inspiring about the approach of a
storm in these regions. The wildness of the sur-
roundings ; the boding stillness that falls upon all
nature ; the towering ruggedness of the mountains ;
the vastness of the bare spreading plains, over
which the huge curtain, black as night, comes
sweeping up, like the slow and sure advance of
some fell host from whose pursuit there is no
escape; and the ground trembles beneath the
long, deep, threatening roll, and a scorching smell
fills the air as each blue steely jet strikes down into
the very earth. A crash which seems to split the
mountain tops asunder has scarcely time to die
away in reverberating roar among the crags, when
another, yet more startling in its appalling sudden-
ness, follows upon it, while the fluid plays around in
vivid streams ; and stunned and deafened by the
terrific din and well-nigh blinded by the dazzling
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For a little while- after sundown the sky kept
clear enough, and one could see the way, albeit
the same was very bad and swampy, but this was
not to last, for now heavy clouds began to work
up, speedily obscuring the moon. The track went
from bad to worse ; at times one would have to
stop and go on hands and knees, literally to ¢ nose’
out where it lay, and no sooner fairly on the move
again than the wheel would sink to the axle in a
mudhole. Outspanning was not to be thought of ;
we were in the middle of a regular swamp, and must
get through somehow ; but get through we must,
as to that there could be no mistake whatever. It
became darker and darker, above on either side
loomed the mountains, the harsh croaking of
innumerable reptiles sounded from the slimy
morass, while every now and then a ghostly blue
light would flicker and disappear, to gleam outagain
a few yards further. Splash, splash—on we went,
the ground wet and glistening as we ploughed
through it ; not a yard of the way did any one of
us know, and it was a case of forging ahead and
trusting to Providence. Cheerful position! A
dreary swamp towards midnight in a gloomy
defile in the heart of a wild country; the track
scarce discernible, and a thunderstorm rolling up
behind, for by that time there was every promise
of a repetition of the midday entertainment. A
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heavy shower or two would reduce the ground to
an impassable state, it might be for days. The
idea acted like a spur; we pushed on with re-
doubled energy. Now one wheel would plunge
into a hole, or both would stick fast in a narrow
but deep runnel, to be extracted therefrom with
much holloaing and cracking of whip; then we
would get off the track,and only find it again with
some difficulty and considerable delay. But at
last the ground became firmer, the clouds parted
a little, and the moon shone out—the worst was
over, and after crossing a shallow river which ran
plashing and bubbling in the moonlight, we
camped for the rest of the night; none too soon
either, for the rain came down smartly, and the
storm which had been following us now burst. But
thoroughly tired out, I dropped off to sleep in the
middle of it.

The next morning was cool, not to say chilly,
and though masses of cloud were hanging about
and drifting slowly apart, there seemed no proba-
bility of more rain. I found that we were in one
of those basin-like valleys which form a special
feature in that part of the country, and as the team
laboured slowly up the steep road I was able to take
in the scene of our nocturnal march ; then as we
ascended higher and higher Intaba’nkulu was left
behind.
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We move along beneath the bush-clad heights
—one wooded peak standing out above the rest
against the sky—poised over many a circular
kraal with which the deep narrow valley below is
studded. Rivulets leap from rock to rock, bury-
ing themselves in the mossy recesses of their
funnel-like beds, to emerge with a dash and sparkle,
and plunge on laughing over their slippery stones ;
feathery tree ferns wave their fanlike boughs above
the path ; and at last we gain the ridge. A fresh
view opens out, and we look down upon the bare
treeless plains lying beneath the rugged precipitous
range comprising Zunguin and Hlobane of ill-
starred fame.
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CHAPTER XXI.

An exhilarating scene—Hlobane—¢ Excelsior —Umbelini’s fastness—
A rout and a race for life—A talk on the mountain side—A tragic

spot.

A wiLD waste, flat and treeless ; grey clouds thickly
veil the sky, and the shades of evening are fast
gathering. In front, like a wall, rises the side of
a long hill; no kraals or grazing herds upon its
dark slope lend life to its desolation ; no break
occurs in the hard, regular line of perpendicular
rock wherewith its summit is crowned—a stern and
forbidding height. This is Hlobane mountain.

We cross a reedy swamp lying in a hollow of
the plain, whose slimy pools resound with the
croaking of frogs and the splash of reptiles as they
plunge into the muddy depths, and wind along a
level flat. The marsh just left is the source of the
Black Umfolosi. Skirting the base of the Hlobane
we pass a high conical hill called Nyambi, which
rises on.our left front, and by the time we are
camped opposite the ridge connecting Hlobane with
Entendeke, night has long since set in. The posi-

82
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tion is a lonely one, and seems none the less so that
every yard we have traversed in order to reach it
has been terra incognita. Southward, among heavy
piles of clouds, lightning gleams are ever and
anon playing, the shadowy outline of Hlobane
looms above, while half-way up the Zunguin a
grass fire glows red against the pitchy blackness.

In the morning I find that there are several
kraals in the neighbourhood, some of whose occu-
pants are not slow to look me up, and I take the
opportunity of compassing a guide in order to
make the ascent. A young Zulu, who had taken
part in the fight, volunteers, and we start. Hlobane
rises to a height of about 1,000 feet from ‘the
plain ; its summit, some three miles in length, is
in the shape of an irregular lozenge, whose western
point connects by a high razor-like ridge with
Entendeke, a stecp table topped mountain. With
horses it can only be ascended on the eastern side,
to wit, that farthest from Kambila, and at one
point on the southern, which I chose as being
nearest my camp. 4

What a climb it is! A narrow zigzag cattle
path hollowed into holes, or with huge stones to be
got over like so many steps in a flight of stairs.
And steep—it is like making the ascent of a high-
pitched roof. Riding is out of the question most
of the way, so I resign my pony to Andries, who,
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poor fellow, is puffing and blowing like a traction
engine. The guide, however, doesn’t seem to mind
it at all, skipping merrily from stone to stone, as if
swarming up a thousand feet of nearly perpen-
dicular ascent were the most enjoyable of recrea-
tions; he grins and shows all his white teeth
gleefully, as from the top of a rock he surveys my
distressful and perspiring countenance, and chucks
me one of his kerries to aid my efforts. But
everything comes to an end, and so, eventually,
does our climb, and we find ourselves on the
summit, which is quite flat, with a stream of clear
water running right across it.

‘Hlobane is totally unlike any of the adjacent
mountains ; its steep slopes culminate in a belt of
sheer cliff round whose base rocks and boulders lie
piled in rugged confusion, giving the idea that at
some time or other the top of the mountain has
fallen ziway all round, as indeed must have been
the case. Many of these rocks are of enormeus
size, and it was among the holes and caves formed
by them that the Zulus lay in wait for our men
when they stormed the mountain. Beneath the
southern cliff is the site of one of Umbelini’s
strongholds, with part of the wall of the cattle
enclosure still standing, and from his eyrie-like
position that bold marauder commanded a view of
the tract below. From the eastern side I could
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make out a white cross on the slope beneath, the
grave of some victim of the fatal day. All too
sadly frequent are these monuments in the wilder-
ness.

The Zulus whom I found at the waggon on
my return had all taken part in the fight, and
their account of it was briefly this:—About the
middle of the morning a British force arrived from
Kambiila camp and reconnoitred round the moun-
tain, looking for a place whereby to effect an ascent.
The Zulus at the top, consisting of Umbelini’s men
and the Abaqulusi (to which clan my informants
belonged) were carefully watching the horsemen, .
and being pretty sure that the west side of the
mountain would be the one attacked, lost no time
in getting into position among the caves. It was
no use ; they shot one or two of the officers, but
the British pressed on, dislodging them, and, gaining
the summit, drove them into cover among the
rocks at the sides. They could not tell the time
about, for it was a rainy day and the sun not
visible, but it must have been late in the afternoon
when an impi appeared on the opposite hills.
When the Zulus on the mountain saw the impi
they stole round behind the British so as to cut off
their retreat, whereupon these made for the western
point, and the Zulus charging in upon them from
behind, drove them towards Entendeke. 1 have






264 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY:

the retreat from Hlobane, and to have escaped by
killing one of his guards while being taken to
Umbelini’s clan for execution. They said that a
white man had been taken prisoner and brought
to Ulundi; that Cetywayo had questioned him,
and had then sent him back under an escort, with
orders that he should be let go near Hlobane, so
that he could find his way to the English camp, but
they knew nothing about the killing of the guard.
Their statement agreed with that of other Zulus
whom T interrogated on the subject in various
parts of the country.

.There are improbabilities about the Fremch- -
man’s story which certainly seem to need ac-
counting for. His escape was avowedly made
during the halt after the first march, to wit, within
a few miles of Ulundi. But in that case it would
not take long for the surviving guard to return at
full speed and raise the country on the fugitive’s
heels, whose recapture would be but a question of
a very few hours. Then, again, from Ulundi to
the Zunguin, where Grandier was picked up, is a
little matter of fifty miles as the crow flies, and a
good deal more by any known track ; further, it
is extremely rugged and mountainous, as the fore-
going pages may have served to show. How,
then, could this man, on foot and without food,
find his way across an unknown wilderness,
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exposed, as he would be, to the glance of Zulu
scouting parties patrolling the hills? On the other
hand, it may fairly be asked what motive would
Cetywayo have for sparing the life of a prisoner—
an unusual act of leniency on the part of a savage
chief—exasperated too, as he would naturally be,
by the defeat of his forces at Kambula and the
loss of hundreds of his best warriors. Unless it
were that the King had heard how some Zulu
prisoners had been tended by our surgeons, or,
with a desperate sense of his ultimate downfall
coming more and more home to him, thought by
this act of clemency to commend himself more
readily to our sympathies when his day came, and
take a step in the direction of agreeing with
his adversary quickly. Again, should Grandier’s
narrative be correct in every particular, it might
be that the survivor of the two men who guarded
him, fearing to go back and tell the King how ill
he had acquitted himself of his charge, had simply
made himself scarce and said nothing, which would
account for the Frenchman not being recaptured.
But whatever may be thought of the tale, the
Zulus all agree that the King's orders were for
the release of the captive.

While camped beneath Hlobane I would fre-
quently roam about alone, exploring its rugged
fastnesses. One evening, when scrambling up an
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exceptionally stony path, momentarily expecting
to be obliged to turn back, a sudden start and a
snort fromr my pony caused me to look up.
Within a few yards, leaning against a rock, stood a
couple of stalwart savages calmly watching me. I
saw that one of them carried an assegai with a
blade like a small claymore, and, seeing, coveted
and resolved to have it if possible. I climbed to
where they stood; the warriors greeted me as
usual, ¢Inkos!’ and of course were anxio:.s to
know all about me. The one with the assegai was
a fine, tall fellow, with a cheery countenance and
hearty manner, and we speedily became friends ;
the other, dark, taciturn, and unprepossessing, I
didn't much like the look of. But he of the
assegail did his companion’s share of indaba and
his own too. Ie belonged to the Udhloko regi-
ment, and had been present at the attack on Rorke’s
Drift, which battle he proceeded to fight over
again for my enlightenment with an effusiveness
and pantomimic accompaniment thoroughly Zulu ;
going into fits of laughter over it, as though one of
the toughest struggles on record were the greatest
joke in the world. At a judicious moment I pro-
duced some ¢gwai, which was received with
acclamation, even my saturnine friend’s dark
countenance expanding into a grin. Then taking
up the assegai I began to examine it, suggesting
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away upon the plain beneath, the tent of my
waggon was just visible like a white speck. And
now my friend who had done all the talking
signified his intention of going home ; so picking
up his assegai he strode off with a cheery farewell,
followed by his companion. A light shone forth
on the mountain side a little way off, where, perched
eyrie-like on a kind of ledge, stood a small kraal
consisting of three or four huts, and I could see
the brown figures of the two Zulus making their
way thither among the rocks and long grass.
Before leaving Hlobane I wanted thoroughly
to explore the line of retreat, so starting the
waggon early one morning on the road to Kambiila,
I rode off alone with that intent. Skirting the
Entendeke I worked round to the western side and
began the ascent, which was very like that already
described, except that it made up in steepness for
not being so stony ; in some places the horse could
barely keep his feet, and I expected every moment
to see him roll over. On, higher and higher, up a
stony gully rendered slippery by the trickle of a
thread of water. Here I picked up an ordinary
metal button half embedded in the soil, but of
other relics I found none, though on the look-out
for them ; and at last after a toilsome and danger-
ous climb—even a sprained ankle in that out-of-
the-way place assumes serious proportions, and
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along like a centipede, but not a sound came up to
that silent ledge, poised, as it were, between earth
and heaven, the abode of an almost supernatural
stillness. As I turned to follow the line of flight, I
thought how small were the odds in favour of those
who had to race for their lives, with the dark
sweeping mass moving so swiftly over the plain to
cut off their retreat. The summit of Entendeke is
smooth enough, which may have had something
to do with affording the fugitives a. start upon
beginning their hard race ; once over the brow the
trial begins. In cold blood the descent was diffi-
cult enough ; the sides were like glass, and one
would slip and slide perhaps a dozen yards before
able to pull up, at imminent peril of being shot
over one of the many precipices which break the
continuity of the slopes. But the idea of charging
blindly down at breakneck pace made one shudder.
At last I stood beneath, on Zunguin’s Neck, myself
and steed uninjured, but not half sorry to be down
again, and considerably out of breath after the
climb and the descent.



ITS BATTLEFIELDS AND ITS PEOPLE. 271

CHAPTER XXII.

A ‘stick,’ but in the mud—¢ Dutch spoken here s Philip drunk’'—
More rain—A Republican—Kambiila—Zulu account of the battle
—Relics—A cemetery in the wilderness—Back to the border.

KaMBULA is, as before stated, about fifteen miles

from Hlobane across country, but by road nearly

double that distance. I ride along the base of the
desolate Zunguin range ; here and there a swamp
has to be crossed or a détour made to avoid a long
reach of water; twice having cleared a deep
runnel my pony sinks to his knees on the brink in
the boggy, treacherous soil, nearly pitching me
over his head ; but the game little rascal scrambles
through—as what will a Basuto pony not scram-
ble through P—and we hold on our way. Past
Seketwayo’s kraal, lying there at the base of the
mountain, which chief, though ruler of one of the
districts and a man of rank and lineage, is not an
interesting person, and to tell the truth I am get-
ting just a little anxious to take the homeward
track again; wherefore I deny myself the pleasure



272 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

of looking him up, and keep straight on till I over-
take the waggon. That trusty vehicle, however,
is at a standstill, both front wheels sticking hard
and fast in a swampy runnel, while a little old Zulu
with an enormous assegai stands placidly contem-
plating the joint efforts of its three perspiring
guardians to effect an extraction. In vain does
Fani brandish his long whip and execute a series
of appalling ‘cracks,” in vain does Mlamvu tug
doggedly and despairingly at the leading touw,’
in vain do Fani and Andries combine in calling
down dire maledictions on the horned heads of
¢ Windvogel,” and ¢ Bckvel,” and ¢ Kwaaiman,” and
“Mof,’ and threaten those longsuffering animals
with magnified extermination—they, in common
with their brethren in the yoke, are doing their
level best and can do no more—the wheels remain
fast embedded in the black sticky earth. Tnlash-
ing the spade and pick, we dig away furiously for
a space, thus affording a short rest to the panting
span as well as smoothing the way. Crack, crack—
goes the whip; we yell frantically in chorus; ¢a
long, long pull, and a strong, strong pull, the
machine sways and jolts, and emerges uninjured ;
the little old Zulu, thinking there is no more
to be seen, trots off on his way, and we resume
ours.

But now we are getting into the ¢Disputed
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down upon the land, and a chill wind blew in vio-
lent gusts ; the firewood, having been wetted by a
shower during the day, declined to ignite; then,
to crown all, with scarcely any warning a violent
thunderstorm broke over us, and in ten minutes’
time every pot and kettle was in requisition to
catch the leakages through the waggon tent : fire
being out of the question in the drenching rain
which ploughed up the road into a very morass.
Morning dawned on the far from cheerful
scene; the rain had ceased, but heavy fog still
hung in masses about the hills ; there was no sign
of the sun, and it behoved us to wait for the ground
to dry a little before resuming progress. While
sitting on the waggon box smoking the pipe of
patience, I descried a horseman coming up the road
—travellers had hitherto been like the proverbial
angelic visitations, few and far between, where-
fore I inspected this one with some curiosity as he
reined in. He was a rather respectable-looking
Dutchman, grey bearded and chimney-pot hatted ;
moreover spoke English well. Now the Boer as a
rule is modest in the display of linguistic attain-
ments even if possessed of any, in fact does not
attempt the English tongue unless he be—to use a
nautical phrase—* three sheets in the wind ;’ even
then his performance is an indifferent one. But in
this instance my friend was eminently sober, and
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talked the Queen’s English rather fluently. I
began to suspect I had to do with some Transvaal
magnate, the more so that he seemed anxious to
get upon the topic of the late rebellion, saying that
he had fought on the side of ‘ the Republic.’

‘Didn’t T think the whole affair had been a
great mistake ?’

‘Yes, I rather thought it had.’

At this my friend became quite animated, and
after some more talk on the subject, appealingly
asked whether I was of opinion that we should be
any the better for the possession of the Transvaal.
I stood up and looked round for a minute upon
the bare, treeless wastes, the desolate ranges and
dark sad peaks northward, and was able con-
scientiously to replyin the negative. Whereat my
interlocutor seemed puzzled whether to look dis-
appointed or pleased ; I think the former sentiment
predominated, for he almost immediately took his
leave. He told me his name, which I bhave for-
gotten, but it was not one of any note.

The road being dry enough for a move, a short
trek brought us to Kambila, where we outspanned
within a hundred yards of the old fort.

I said that the surroundings were dismal, and
verily nothing could have been more cheerless than
the outlook, as, swathed in a mackintosh, I explored
the site of the fort and laager amid a chilling and

T2
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continuous drizzle. But its unexhilarating entour-
age notwithstanding, Kambila camp was about
the best for defensive purposes I had seen in Zulu-
land. It consisted of two laagers and a fort—
forming an obtuse-angled triangle, the three posi-
tions being from two to three hundred yards apart.
The fort occupied the highest and central point of
the ridge, the two laagers being situated one on
each side in such wise that they commanded a slope
all round. The front is the worst side, as the
ground falls suddenly away at a distance of about
three hundred yards from the position ; inthe rear
is a long gradual slope. About a mile off, a deso-
- late range of hills shuts in the view on the right
front, but to the left the country is open and un-
dulating, and it was from this direction that the
imps first appeared. Intense must have been the
expectation and excitement among the defenders
as, for hours before the attack, they watched the
dark masses deploying over the plain, marching
steadily on, no thought of wavering in their fell
purpose. And still they kept appearing, column
after column, till the earth was black; and our
men would soon have an opportunity of avenging
the previous day’s disaster, or—not one would live
to bear away the. tale of this; for in the event of
defeat no mercy ueed be looked for from yon cloud
of threatening savages sweeping along, stern and
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intrepid, to annihilate the hated invader. On
they came, chanting a war-song in vaunt of what
they had done at Isandhlwana and would do
again.

And throughout that long afternoon amid the
smoke and din ; the screech of shell and rattle of
volleys ; the deep-toned war-shout mingling with
the scarcely less wild British cheer; the thunder-
ous tread of the charging myriads as again and
again they surged up the incline, again and again
to fall back leaving the gory slope strewn with
writhing bodies—throughout that long afternoon
the fate of our countrymen hung in the balance.
But what could savages, however brave and well
organised, effect against such a position, so
staunchly defended, and with all the latest appli-
ances, too, of nineteenth century warfare. They
wavered and fled, and the previous day’s disaster
was amply wiped out by the utter dispersion of
the flower of the martial strength of Zululand,
which, leaving more than 1,000 of its bravest
warriors dead around the British camp, must now
go back to its King shamed and defeated, by that
very circumstance warning him of his approaching
downfall.

The following is the narrative of a warrior of
the Tulwana regiment, a division of the Undi :—

‘*Two days before the affair at Hlobane we
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started from Undini; the King himself arranged
the plan of attack and position of the regiments.
When we arrived near Hlobane we heard firing
and saw a number of white men fighting with the
Abaqulusi on the mountain. They retreated as
we advanced, but a great many were killed. We
slept that night at Hlobane, marching on Kambiila
the next day. The regiments were the Undi,
Udhloko, Nokenke, Umpunga, Nodwengu, Kan-
dampemvu (Umcityu), Umbonambi, and Ngoba-
makosi; this last led the right “horn.” The
1zinduna present were Tyingwayo, Mnyamane,
Sirayo, Mavumengwane, Mundila and Matyana-ka-
Mondisi ; they watched the fight from a hill (about
three miles off). When we got near the camp
some horsemen came out to meet us. Then the
Ngobamakosi rushed after them ; they retreated,
and the ﬁgobamakosi in following them got quite
separated from the main body of the ¢mp:. Then
the Kandampemvu on the other side rushed on,
too—there was a rivalry between the Kandam-
pemvu and the Ngobamakosi as to who should be
first in camp, so they both got on ahead, and by
the time we came up to attack in front they were
exhausted and almost beaten. The Undi managed
to get into the cattle-laager, but were driven out
again. We could not stand against the fire and
had to retreat; the two regiments forming the
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‘“horns” were quite exhausted and useless, and we
could not properly surround the position.

¢We were in smaller force than at Isandhlwana,
but were sure of being able to “eat up” the
English ; as it is we should have done so, had not
the Ngobamakosi and the Kandampemvu acted
like fools. The King was very angry when we
went back ; he said we were born warriors, and
yet allowed ourselves to be defeated in every
battle, and soon the English would come and take
him. We lost far more men at Kambula than at
Isandhlwana.’

The tumbledown wall and crumbling earthwork
of the fort still crests the mound: of the two
laagers one is overgrown with a crop of mealies,
the other is plainly to be traced by the tent marks
and scattered débris. I picked up an old gun-
barrel, and a button-cleaner belonging to the 13th
Regiment ; bullets, too, and plenty of exploded
cartridge cases lay about. On the north of the
camp is a little cemetery where rest the remains
of those who fell ; the central monument, a stone
cross, standing a conspicuous object against the
surrounding waste. This enclosure is under the
care of an old Zulu, who showed me his credentials
from Sir Evelyn Wood, and was anxious for me to
inspect the place and report well thereon. Asa
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matter of fact it was in very good order: in one
corner the remnant of recent showers still lay,
which, when I pointed out, the old fellow started
off there and then for a spade and proceeded to
cut a drain through the sod wall. Further down
the slope, three or four dark spots of a different
growth show the places of sepulture of the Zulu
dead, who were buried in hundreds after the battle.

And now, having thoroughly explored the camp
and its surroundings, I find there is nothing more
to be done but to start for home ; and, as I said
before, Kambila is not an exhilarating spot.
Wherefore we inspan and roll into the road again,
having made the round of the country and ¢ done’
all the battlefields in succession, of which this is
the last.

Very few days now will bring us to the border ;
the spirits of my ¢ boys’ rise; even the oxen seem
to know they are bound for home, and step out
briskly as we hold steadily on over a bare desolate
waste where the great hills with their rock-
crowned summits are sleeping in their solitude.
On past Bemba’s Kop and along the Blood river,
and away to the left rises the Munhla hill; then,
as we near Itelezi, the square huts, flocks of goats,
and mounted natives show that we are among
Hlubi’s Basutos. Then, one morning we halt on
the Emponjane ridge. There, in front, some twelve
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converse with its warrior denizens, so intrepid in
defence of their country, so kindly and open-
hearted now that the dark cloud of war has lifted
and the red wave has flowed on.

Next morning we reach Helpmakaar without
event. One more glimpse of the Zulu border, and
we descend the heights of the Biggarsberg to Um-
singa.
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CHAPTER XXIII.

A panorama—Zulu dances—A bushbuck ¢ drive '—Native hunters—
Return to Maritzburg—Afloat again.

BeiNG in Zululand for purposes of travel I did
not lay myself out at all for sport, having no dogs
for bird shooting, and bush-hunting necessitates a
regular ‘drive, which takes time and a little
trouble to organise ; but I had an opportunity of
seeing something in this line before ending my
wanderings, for a border friend was kind enough
to get up a bushbuck hunt on my account. He
had several trading stores planted along the bor-
der, and to one of these we were to proceed, having
sent up everything requisite and necessary for
making a night of it.

Behold us then, four in all, mounted and ready
for a start ; and before the sun has time to make
his power felt, we are cantering along the grassy
flats towards the mountains. Our horses pick their
way gingerly across a broad slab of slippery rock,
over which the water, trickling, falls into a clear
pool fringed with delicate mosses and sparkling
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ferns, and we enter a steep winding bush-path:
mimosa branches with their sharp thorns sweep
across the saddle, aloes stand about the hill side
like black sentinels, and from the plumed eu-
phorbia the turtle-dove suddenly stops her melo-
dious ¢ cooing ’ to dash away in a flutter of alarm
at the advent of the—shall I say it ?7—somewhat
noisy group now breaking in upon the sleepy
stillness of Nature. We come to a native kraal in
a little hollow, whose inhabitants with their curs
turn out to inspect us. ‘Now then, you fellows,’
sings out my friend, ¢ tumble out and go on up
and help drive; we've sent up a cow for you to
kill to-night when it’s all over.” ¢Yeh-bo'nkos!’
they reply vociferously, for the prospect of a good
bush hunt culminating in beef and jollification is
more than the aboriginal mind can resist ; so,
diving into the huts, the jovial barbarians soon
reappear with assegais and shields, and, with their
curs at their heels, start off gleefully for the scene
of operations. We pass other kraals, whose
occupants are already on the move and preparing
to follow in the ruck; more and more stony be-
comes the path, and steeper withal, till at last we
have to dismount and lead our steeds. But we
will pause here for a moment and look around.
There is the Biggarsberg range, at whose base the
roofs of the public offices and Sand Spruit buildings
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hour’s ride and we draw up at a small rough-
looking building standing at the head of a valley,
affording a picturesque peep of the Tugela winding
through the bush beneath; while immediately
around, the broad green leaves and waving plumes
of standing corn rustle in the breeze. This is the
place of rendezvous. The house, which is a trading
store, has two rooms, one being fitted up with
counter, shelves, &c., such as I have already
described earlier in this narrative; the other
apparently doing duty as kitchen, larder, and bed-
room put together, for the half of a buck hangs in
front of the fireplace, and a °stretcher’ stands
against the wall on one side of the apartment.

We dismount ; crowds of natives are standing,
sitting, and lolling about in every conceivable
attitude, talking, chattering, and laughing, in fact
kicking up an indescribable and deafening shindy ;
dogs sneak in and out, getting into everyone’s way
and being kicked and yelling accordingly. Plenty
of these are there, by the way ; curs black, brown,
and grey ; curs white and curs brindled ; in short,
curs of every shade and colour. The Zulu dogs
are mostly a kind of greyhound or lurcher ; in the
bush they will run down anything previously
wounded, but for speed are nowhere.

I am introduced to the chief, a stout pleasant-
looking man rejoicing in the name of Mawéle, with
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whom my friend seems to be on the best possible
terms. Presently an unmistakable sound is heard,
and lo, a fresh body of natives, some fifty strong,
appears, marching in a square and singing a war
song ; the suppressed fierceness of the strange
wild chant forming a perfect accompaniment to
the rattle of assegais and shields and the measured
tread of many feet. They fileinto the open space,
stand motionless for a moment, and at a sign
from their leader fall out and disperse.

But it is too soon to start yet, and to while
away the time the natives get up a dance. They
stand in a semicircle several ranks deep, with their
shields and knob-kerries, the master of ceremonies
with his small white shield in front. He gives the
signal; akind of weird quartet is heard in the ranks,
first very softly, then taken up by one after an-
other, but still softly, all keeping time with their
fect ; presently it grows louder and louder, and the
whole crowd seems labouring under the intensest
of suppressed excitement. They turn themselves
half round, first to this side, then to that, but
never budging an inch from their places, and the
earth shakes beneath the thunder of their feet as
they bring them to the ground like one man.
They clash their knob-kerries and shields together ;
they roar like wild beasts ; but never for a moment
do you lose the modulation of the fantastic
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harmony, the rhythm of the strange, fierce, thrill-
ing chant to which you feel yourself unconsciously
beating time; and an irresistible longing comes
over you to seize a kerrie, throw yourself into the
rout, and stamp and howl with the best of them.
The ground is quivering beneath the tread of
many feet, eyeballs gleam and start from their
sockets, the clash of knob-kerries and shields is
deafening, the hill tops echo back the savage fury
of the unearthly chant, the excitement is wrought
to the highest pitch, when—the master of cere-
monies gives a slight signal, and the whole of that
frenzied crowd becomes still and motionless as
statues. A few minutes of rest, of panting and
blowing after the violent exertion, and the sign is
given. Again the *choragi’ lead off, the crowd
takes up another song, and the fun waxes fast and
furious till the word goes forth to prepare for a
start. Assegais and kerries are collected, among
much clatter ; dogs, nosing out their owners, fall in
behind them ; and all move off. Some of the Zulus
form up into companies and march for the scene
of operations humming a hunting song ; others go
off by twos and threes to their assigned places, and
mounting our horses we make for where we shall
get the best chance of a shot and see most of the
drive, for the natives have no idea of our having

all the sport to ourselves.
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and shoulders bent forward in a panther-like
crouch, in the right hand a long tapering assegai.
Nearer and nearer comes the crashing of the under-
wood, the bushes part, and a graceful form leaps
lightly into the glade within a few yards of them.
It is a young bushbuck ram, and the sun glints on
the points of his shiny black horns and lustrous
eye as he catches sight of his human foes, and, with
a frightened start, leaps off at a tangent. Well
for him that he does, or he would at this moment
be lying transfixed in his death throes, for the
murderous spear grazes his shoulder as he turns,
and the blade sticks quivering in the ground.
Zip !—another assegai flashes through the air, and
the ill-fated antelope plunges and rolls over and
" over. The two Zulus raise an exultant whoop, but
no, not yet ; he is up again, and whisking his white
tail defiantly, bounds safe into the friendly bush.
But he is hard hit and will not go far. Dogs are
called, and the two Zulus, stooping to pick up the
gore-stained assegai, dash into the bush on the
heels of the pack. A yell—a chorus of clamour—a
scream—as the bloodthirsty curs throw themselves
upon their quarry, and the successful hunters,
rushing up, rescue it from the mauling of their
fangs and raise the wild death shout, which is
taken up and echoed from a hundred throats.
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white ¢ plume.’ But he has his work cut out for
him before he can clear that fatal circle, for look!
there is another group of dark hunters lying in
wait. He sees it too, and literally flies past.
Assegais gleam for a moment in a perfect shower,
and—the white tuft no longer flits through the
bushes. The game little antelope lies on the
ground a brown, kicking heap, and the pack comes
pouring open-mouthed on to the carcase ; snapping
and snarling and tumbling over each other in their
eagerness to seize it. Again the loud death-whoop
peals through the valley, but before its echoes
have died away among the rocks and krantzes,
another shout announces the starting of fresh
quarry. Thoroughly roused now, only eager for
something to slay, they press forward, and the
ground is alive with the dark forms of excited
savages pouring like ants through the green bush,
as some of those high up on the mountain side
succeed by a whistle and a yell in slightly turning
the buck’s course so as to bring him nearer to the
party beneath; but he has a good start and
evidently intends to make the most of it. A few
assegais are launched at him, but he is out of
¢ throw ’ even for the most powerful and dexterous
arm, and they fall harmlessly short. A clamour
from the dogs as they rush off on his track, but,
blunderheaded brutes, they have been such a long
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would I have missed such an opportunity of
watching the affair from beginning to end, and
seeing the natives hunt in their own fashion.

And now it is all over ; the Zulus-come strag-
gling up from the valley in long lines, and, gather-
ing on the brow of the cliff, pause for a short rest
before starting homewards. We count head—four
bushbucks and a rock rabbit constitute the spoil ;
might have been worse considering that the day
was somewhat advanced when we began. I sup-
pose I ought to say that I shot something; the
fact, however, remains unmistakably that I did
not; indeed I had no opportunity of so much as
letting off my gun, barring the chance just detailed.
But, as before stated, I had a splendid view of
the whole affair.

We ride slowly back; the natives straggle
across the veldt, chattering volubly over the events
of the afternoon. While we are offsaddling at
the store, the weird rhythm of a savage song is
heard, drawing nearer and nearer. The Zulus are
bringing in the spoils of the hunt; the peculiar
shivering sound of the loose bundles of assegais
which they carry (like no other sound I ever
heard) mingles with the regulated tramp of feet,
and the dark column marches into the open space ;
the perspiration pouring down the glistening hides
of the native hunters, as depositing their weapons
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quicker than his fellow who is armed only with an
assegai, whereupon they quarrel, and the whole lot
are fighting and tearing, gesticulating and scream-
ing—making an unholy and indescribable din; so
we leave them to themselves.

Supper over, we proceed to make merry by
way of finishing up the undertaking, and the walls
of the old shanty ring to the chorus of ¢ John Peel’
and other ditties of world-wide and uproarious
fame; and when such of us as are vocalists have
exhausted our stock-in-trade and everyone has
bawled himself hoarse, some of the natives—who
by this have devoured the unfortunate cow, I was
going to say even to the skin and horns—are got
in and go through their fantastic dance to the
accompaniment of a wild war song. The shindy
at last becomes deafening, and having had enough
of it we eject them; then, rolling ourselves in
blankets, turn in beneath the counter of the store
—to sleep, if haply we may.

Next morning we return to Sand Spruit, and
once more the veldt is black with natives who have
borne part in the chase and are now on the way
home again. An example it behoves me to follow,
so taking leave of my brethren of the hunt I inspan
and resume the even tenour of my way. Umsinga
is left far behind, we cross the Tugela—this time
on the pontoon—and wind up the steep rocky
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CHAPTER XXIV.

Cetywayo at ¢ Oude Molen '—The King on John Dunn—Former posi-
tion of Cetywayo—Ncungcwane and the royal attendants—Home-
ward bound.

Last, but not least, was my visit to Cetywayo, at

the Cape. Armed with a pass from the Secretary

for Native Affairs, without which no one is ad-
mitted, I took the train out to Mowbray and made
my way to ‘Oude Molen,” otherwise described as

the ¢State Prisoners’ Location,” where the ex-

" monarch of Zululand was in durance. About half
an hour’s walk by a very roundabout way brought
me to the place, a building looking as if it might
have been a Dutch farmhouse, with stabling and
outhouses, but devoid of trees, and standing in the
midst of the open flat.

There was no lack of visitors to the ex-King ;
since the restrictions on seeing him were removed,
every day, nearly, one or more parties would
arrive at Oude Molen. Having awaited the de-
parture of one of these, I sent in my card to the
interpreter, Mr. Dunn, and was admitted. In a
front room destitute of furniture but a few chairs,
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the ground I had been over, and would stop me to
tell some little anecdote connected with any par-
ticular spot, or would give the personal or family
history of some one I happened to name. Every
now and then his eyes twinkled, and a broad smile
would light up his countenance as he related some
comic incident regarding the person or persons
under discussion. Which goes to show that over
and above an intimate acquaintance with his
country and people, Cetywayo possesses a strong
vein of humour.

At that time the idea of the English visit had
been given up, and the unfortunate King was in a
state of dire depression. ¢ Why wouldn’t we send
him back to his country? He would always be
friends with the English.” I ventured to hint at
his future policy in the event of restoration; be-
sides, how could we depose the chiefs we had set
up in his place? He replied that all Zululand,
chiefs and people alike, would hail his return;
those who didn’t want to live under him could
leave the country; he would not punish any of
them for having taken part against him hitherto,
but if they refused to return to their allegiance,
they must leave his country.

I suggested that some of them might be unpre-
pared to acquiesce in so sweeping a change in their
fortunes—John Dunn and Sibepu for instance.
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I passed Hlobane I could hardly have seen any
people about. On this point, however, I was able
to set him right, for the kraals in that neighbour-
hood were all occupied.

Knowing well how a story gains in process of
transmission among these people, much after the
manner of the proverbial snowball, especially if
self-interest leans to the side of exaggeration, I
remained unconvinced ; for although, from all
accounts, Uhamu had been ¢ washing his spears’
pretty freely, I don’t believe that as a matter of
fact his victims were much more than a tenth of
the number estimated by Cetywayo.

I had brought with me some photographs of
the King’s attendants, in which he took great
interest, giving me their names and family history,
together with those of his women, whom I ex-
pressed a wish to see. Accordingly, they having
received due notice, I was shown into the next
room, where I found the ladies of the royal house-
hold, four in number, who, however, did not strike
me as being anything out of the common. They
were large, tall women, with a hard, not to say
sulky, expression, though under the circumstances
one could scarcely expect them to look cheerful.
Each had her little stock of manufactures spread
out on the floor, beadwork, grass spoons, &c., for
which, by the way, they demanded full price. I .
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had been steadily increasing, yet he showed no
eagerness for his father’s death nor made any
attempt to accelerate the same. Since his own
accession times have become more difficult and
dangerous every year, and what with Boer aggres-
sion on the one side and Natalian coldness and
distrust on the other, it may readily be understood
that the position of the Zulu King was not exactly
a bed of roses. But that he was animated with a
real desire for the welfare of his people and
naturally inclined for peace, I have ceased to enter-
tain any doubt. And now, as time goes on and the
public at large is beginning to take a dispassionate
view of the affair, I believe I am right in saying
that an increasing opinion is growing up that he
was largely the victim of surrounding circum-
stances, and that his downfall was not entirely due
to his own delinquencies or mistakes. Of' one
thing I am confident, however ; that many and
many a potentate could be found with whom
Cetywayo would compare far from unfavour-
ably.

I took leave of the King, who expressed himself
glad to have seen me and to have heard all about
Zululand and his old friends. Some day perhaps,
he said, I should be coming to see him in his
own country (a hope that he would eventually be
restored kept cropping up throughout his conver-
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sation) ; then he could receive me better, and
meanwhile I must be his friend and think well of
him.

Passing from the °royal audience’ I looked
in upon the attendants, the principal of whom,
Ncungewane, an elderly man with grizzled hair, is
a relation of the King; most of them being men
of rank and fine specimens of their race. Poor
fellows, how different they looked, huddling gloomy
and taciturn round the fire as the chill evéning of
a Cape winter day drew in, to the cheerful, lively,
good-humoured people I had left in the sunshine
and free air on the green hills and plains of Zululand.
They brightened up considerably on hearing that I
had just been into their old haunts and among
their countrymen, and it seemed to me quite like
old times standing there, surrounded by the ringed
heads and kindly dark faces. But it was too late
for much indabda, so dividing a canister of snuff .
amongst the group, I departed and made my way
back to the station.

Another twenty-four hours and I am on the
deck of the homeward-bound mail steamer, having
trodden South African soil for the last time. The
steam is up, the shore-bell rings, hurried ‘good-
byes’ are exchanged, the swarming decks clear by
magic of three fourths of their living freight, and
amid a cheer from the crowd on the jetty the great

X
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ship moves off into the blue waters of Table Bay.
We pass Robben Island with its lighthouse ; fainter
and indistinct grows the rocky wall of Table
Mountain till it fades into the gloom of night, and
we stand forth upon our course over the wide
ocean—en route for Old England.
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CHAPTER XXV.

Zululand under the Ulundi settlement—Restoration of Cetywayo—
Military system and tactics— Zulu opinion of the Boers—Zulu
character and physique—Religion and superstitions—Formation
and appearance of the country—Climate—Wild animals.

PassiNG reference has been made in these pages to a
feeling of unrest prevailing among the Zulus. As a
matter of fact the country at that time, though to all
appearances quiet and peaceful, was not really so;
for beneath the outward calm lay a strong feeling
of discontent, but one degree removed from open
agitation and actual outbreak.

~ The results of what is known as the Ulundi
settlement had begun to make themselves felt.
The chiefs set up under that settlement being, with
few exceptions, absolute nobodies, were held in
scant honour, and were practically of but small
power in the land. Of those exceptions Uhamu
had earned the contempt of his countrymen by his
defection from their cause; Hlubi was an alien, and
never had any claim to the allegiance of a single

x2
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Zulu ; leaving Tyingwayo, Sibepu, and John Dunn.
Powerful indunas like Mnyamane, who, by the
way, has the reputation of being the shrewdest
man in Zululand, were left out in the cold at the
time of the settlement of the country, and no
notice was taken of any of the King’s brothers.
Small matter of surprise, then, is it that these
worthies, supremely dissatisfied, should sedulously
gather round them the disaffected, and hatch plots
for the restoration of Cetywayo, with whom had
departed their own former glory and prestige.
Whether there would have been so much outcry
for the royal restoration had the country been
portioned out between Mnyamane and four or five
other influential indunas is fair subject for con-
jecture ; I myself am inclined to think there would
not. But under the Ulundi settlement the popu-
lation svon became divided into two hostile camps,
sullenly watching each other with an ill-will they
were at nu pains to conceal—the Usitu faction,
with Mnyamane and Ndabuku, Cetywayo’s brother,
at its head, on the one hand ; on the other Sibepu,
John Dunn, and Uhamu for the maintenance of
the Ulundi scheme; while the remaining chiefs
either stood neutral and trimmed between the
rival parties, or attached themselves to the one or
the other according as self-interest prompted.
But the differing interests did more than sit and
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attained, must depend largely on the policy of the
future. That policy it is not within the province
of these pages to discuss. Suffice it to say, that
Cetywayo himself has no right to be dissatisfied
with the terms of his restoration or with the
territory allotted to him, the latter being far the
greater portion of his former dominion, the whole
of which by Zulu law of conquest belongs to us.
He could not expect to be put into precisely the
same position as before, after the expenditure of
blood and treasure we had made in order to remove
him from that position, and it must be borne in
mind that he was not himself entirely free from
blame in the matter of the late war ; wherefore, in
all reason, not to say wisdom, he and his people
should ¢ let well alone ’ and be thankful.

Formerly looked up to as the despotic head of
the most invincible and dreaded of all the native
races, Cetywayo has lived to see his rule over-
thrown, his formidable armies scattered like chaff,
and himself carried off to languish in tedious and,
to one of his temperament, soul-wearing captivity,
only to be emancipated by suing at the very feet
of the Power whom in the heyday of his renown
he thought to resist. May we not infer that a
man of his shrewdness and sagacity will utilise the
experience he has gained—in short, will have learnt
a lesson.
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the army, but once enlisted, implicit obedience was
exacted. Each regiment had its induna and its
subalterns, with a commander-in chief over the
whole, and there was a wonderful esprit de corps
throughout: indeed to such an extent did this
prevail, that a fight was imminent between any
two or more regiments on the occasion of a great
national gathering, though all petty differences
were sunk in the glory of marching against a
common foe.

The tactics employed with such terrible effect
against our troops are identical with those of the
armies of Tyaka and Dingane; the outflanking
and surrounding, the fierce, resistless, overwhelm-
ing rush, and the merciless destruction in the hour
of victory of every living thing. But in one respect
the mode of procedure has undergone a change.
Tyaka led his warriors in person ; now the induna
in command posts himself on a hill whence he can
overlook the scene of opecrations, with his staff
around him ; for there is a regular staff system con-
sisting mainly of the head indunas of each of the
various regiments, who, as a rule, are only a kind
of ¢ honorary’ colonel—the sub-chiefs doing all
the actual work. If he sees fit, he despatches one
or more of these down to communicate his plans
or to effect a rally should there be signs of wavering
at any particular point. In the event of defeat the
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greater indunas lose no time in exemplifying the
latter half of an old proverb—in a word, they run
away and live to fight another day, or rather to
see that their subordinates fight. But although
the martial spirit is still alive in Zululand—every
man will tell you with some pride to what regiment
he belongs—cohesion has been completely destroyed
by the many differing and rival interests which have
cropped up within the last three years, and to re-
organise the army on the old lines would be to-day
next to an impossibility. I say to-day, because, as
before stated, the events of the future must depend
on the policy of the future.

One fine quality which the Zulus possess is a
readiness to forgive and forget. They bear no
malice, and, considering that, whether rightly or
wrongly, we invaded their country, slaughtered
thousands of their best warriors, burnt their
kraals, carried off their king, and reduced them—
the most powerful nation in Southern Africa—to
the condition of a conquered race, it is surprising
how little resentment is entertained towards us.
They say it was all the ¢ fortune of war,’ ¢it is past,
and there’s an end of it,’ and they welcome the
Englishman wherever he goes with the same
cheerful and hearty greeting.

But this goodwill in no wise extends to their
Transvaal neighbours, whom they hold in abhor-
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rence. The very mention of the Boers would evoke
strong expressions of contempt and detestation, and
when pressed for a reason it was everywhere the
same story. ‘They are mean, and liars—always
on the look-out to steal our land.” One chief told
me he would like nothing better than to be allowed
to lead an ¢mpi against the Amabuna (Boers).
¢ But,” I objected, just to see what he would say,
‘don’t you know that they defeated us at Majuba?’

‘Yes,” was -the reply, ¢ but the English could
have eaten them up afterwards if they had chosen.
We defeated the English at Isandhlwana, but where
are we now? So it would have been with the
Amabuna’

This was looking at the affair in its proper
light, which I found the Zulus did as a rule; not
being at all inclined to rate Dutch prowess any
higher because it had proved too much for us
under certain circumstances.

The Zulu character has been greatly misrepre-
sented. We have been accustomed to look upon
this unfortunate nation as a horde of fierce un-
tameable barbarians whose every thought is of
war ; rapine and massacre its summum bonum of
existence, and among whom the most ordinary
virtues are unknown—and upon its king as a
tyrannical despot and a monster of cruelty. In-
stead, what do we find? A quiet, kindly, light-
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hearted race; sober, cleanly, and honest—loyally
attached, too, to its exiled King, supposed to be
such a detestable tyrant. It would be idle, of
course, not to expect occasional turbulence and
disquietude among a brave, warlike people with
great military traditions, but I maintain that the
Zulu is by nature of a quiet and kindly disposition,
not wanting in generosity, and good-humoured to
a degree; in short, far from being a mere brutal
savage. He has his faults indeed, and if merciless
and cruel in the madness and exultation of victory,
at any rate it is the blind ferocity of the wild beast
whose rage is satiated with the death of an enemy,
not the refined barbarity of the Red Indian or
the Oriental delighting in the prolonged torments
of his victim.

The physique of the Zulus has been much ex-
aggerated. They are by no means the brawny
athletes of popular notion and illustrated periodi-
cal, it being, in fact, the rarest thing to find a man
with any extraordinary development of biceps; as
a rule they are smooth-limbed rather than other-
wise, though tall and well built. But they make
up for muscular deficiency by a wonderful supple-
ness and agility, being lithe and active as wild cats,
and with a hardihood and constitution of iron.
And they are fine-looking—in many instances
handsome—men, with erect, graceful carriage and



316 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

considerable dignity of aspect. You never, for
instance, see a Zulu with head sunk on his chest,
or bandy-legged, or with a stoop in the shoulders.
As adversaries, man for man they are not more
formidable than any other race; it is the moral
effect—on themselves no less than on their enemies
—of the trained and disciplined regiments, the
honour and glory of which, in a measure, each
man feels to be centred in himself; the mighty
army in all its savage panoply, and the great
traditions at its back—this is what renders the
Zulu attack so terrific and irresistible.

As regards religion the Zulus may be said to
hold no definite belief whatever. They have no
temples, no idols or gods of any kind, no priests or
altars, and no recognised or national cult. They
have a hazy belief in a Supreme Being whom they
call ¢ Nkulu'nkulu,” ¢ the Great Great One, and a
vague tradition about creation ; otherwise they are
given to superstition of various kinds. You never
meet a single Zulu abroad at night, very rarely any
at all; if forced then to travel they go in a body.
What they are afraid of they hardly know ; goblins -
are supposed to be disporting themselves whom
it is well not to meet; wherefore they do their
journeying by day. I had a considerable amount
of night travelling, but not one instance can I
recollect of meeting a Zulu on the road an hour
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after dark. Nor would they stay, if talking to me
at sundown, unless their kraal was very near indeed,
and only then if it was a bright moonlight even-
ing.

They are great believers in witchcraft and the
power of the evil eye. If any one is seized with
an illness at all out of the common, it is tagat:
(witchcraft), and the izanusi (doctors) perform
their incantations over the hapless patient by way
of exorcising the evil spirit ; for which ¢ professional
attendance’ the rascals take care that they are
well remunerated. In the event of a chief or man
of rank being afflicted, a ‘smelling out’ takes
place, and after much ceremonial, which has been
too often described to need reiteration here, the
soothsayers, singling out some obnoxious person,
denounce him as the offender ; whereupon his cattle
and goods are confiscated, and he and his family are
fortunate if allowed to escape with their lives.
That tyrannical quackery of this kind should be
thus deeply rooted in the minds of a people other-
wise so shrewd is simply amazing. They firmly
believed in the inspiration of the zzanusi, and
although no man knew but what his turn would
come next, yet they all acquiesced in the practice
of ¢smelling out’ as a national institution wherein
nothing could shake their faith.

Signs and omens play an important part in
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their scheme. Phenomena in the heavens, unusual
meteorological occurrences, the flight of a parti-
cular bird, and a hundred other trifles constitute
omens of greater or less importance, to explain
which the ¢ spirits’ must be consulted and sacrifices
—generally of cattle—offered upon the graves of
departed chiefs. Of a future state they have little
if any idea, and, as before mentioned, they have a
vague belief in the Deity, but of definite religion or
recognised cult the Zulus have none.

The formation of the country is capricious in
the extreme; elevated and smooth table-lands
suddenly alternating with broad valleys and lofty
mountains, and where least expected yawn deep
rifts. It is not a well wooded region on the whole.
Bush abounds in more or less profusion in the
basins formed by the valleys of the greater rivers
and in the tropical heat of the low-lying coast
lands, but the larger portion of the country is
open and treeless. A fine pasture land and well
watered, but the broad plains and rounded slopes,
waving with tall luxuriant grass, seem rather fitted
for grazing thau for purposes of cultivation.

What may be the hidden resources of the
country I can only conjecture. Coal is talked of,
and I did happen to hear significant hints about
gold being found in such and such a place ; as 10
its existence I have no doubt, whether in quantities
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sufficient to prove remunerative is another thing.
Some of the rivers have every appearance of being
auriferous, notably the Ityotyozi, which flows over
a fine sandy bed, through an alluvial soil studded
with quartz. A prospecting party visited this river
about a year after the war, but the results not
being encouraging the undertaking was abandoned.

In the matter of climate, though warm in sum-
mer, it is far from unhealthy, and the nights are
delicious. In the low-lying coast country the heat
is great, and has all the damp, enervating feeling of
tropical latitudes, to which may be due the circum-
stance of the natives on the high open ¢ steppes’ of
northern and western Zululand being far superior
in physique and character to their brethren of the
coast. The winter months, May, June, and July,
are exceedingly cold ; keen, biting winds sweep
across the treeless wastes, and snow and sleet are
of no infrequent occurrence.

Of wild animals and birds the greater variety is
met with in the bush country. The rhebok and
stembok are to be shot on the open undulating
plains, which also abound in quail, with here and
there a sprinkling of partridges. The pauw and
the koorhaan—both ¢leery ’ birds—whom you may
stalk at early morn in the long soaking grass till
wet to the skin, but not by a foot can you diminish
that reprehensible fifty yards which is to bring you
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within range, and your quarry, tired at length of
dragging you through the penetrating dew, heaves
up its great carcase and flaps off with a peevish
yell. The crane, with his blue slaty plumage, stalks
solemnly about ; and the plover circles overhead
in the gloaming, sounding his shrill pipe. Spreuws
whistle among the krantzes, the dainty sugar-bird !
dips his long needle-like bill into the red tubes of
the aloe blossoms, and the reed beds and bushes
overhanging river or water-hole are alive with the
twittering of clouds of yellow ¢ finks * whose pendu-
lous nests sway and dip in the breeze. Birds of
prey, too, from the huge cinereous vulture and the
crested eagle to the little red kestrel, soar above
the waste. .

The bark of the bushbuck echoes through
black, wooded ravines among whose caves and
frowning krantzes the savage leopard makes his
home ; monkeys skip amid the gnarled boughs of
the yellow-wood trees; jackals share the ground
burrows with the ant bear and the porcupine, and
the large striped hysna howls along the river bank
in the moonlight. The dark forests of Ingome’
still afford cover to the beautiful koodoo with his
long spiral horns, and their wild recesses are not
guiltless of lions. Northward the lonely lagoons
around San Lucia Bay resound with the splash

! A species of humming bird.
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and snort of the hippopotamus, and in the reed-
fringed pools and quiet depths of the larger rivers
dwell the crocodile and iguana. Of serpents, the
cobra, the puff adder, and the mamba are the most
dangerous, but except in certain localities are not
common enough to constitute any real source of
peril.

Hardly a land that one would visit in quest of
sport—albeit with dogs and appliances a keen
sportsman who laid himself out therefor would
not do badly in this line—to the traveller it is full
of interest. The inhabitants are an intelligent and
kindly disposed race; above all, the climate is
healthy, and anybody desiring a complete change
and a few months of life in the open air, might do
worse than follow my example and go ¢Through
the Zulu Country.’



322 THROUGH THE ZULU COUNTRY :

CONCLUSION.

THE weather is fine and the sea calm, and no event
worth noticing breaks the even monotony of the
voyage,' which is similar in most respects to that
described in the opening chapters of this narrative.
In due course we pass beneath the lofty peak of
Teneriffe; Madeira, with its noisy crowd of peddling
natives, is left behind, and ploughing through the
now calm waters of the dreaded Bay we drop
anchor in Plymouth Sound.

But how different is the scene to when we last
were here. Then, the fierce sou’westerly gale
tearing through the leafless trees and lashing up
the chill, leaden waters. Now, the golden glory of
a summer evening falls upon green pasture land
and luxuriant woods fringing down to the water’s
edge; the sinking sun sparkles upon the dancing
waves and darts his last beams afar upon the
snowy wings of some stately ship standing up
Channel.

Very pleasant to look upon is that fair Devon-
shire coast, as having landed the mails we weigh
anchor again for Southampton. Very pleasant,
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with its green meadows and golden cornlands, and
its villages nestling in the bays; while each bold
headland stretches out towards you as though in
welcome. The night falls and the red eye of a
lighthouse gleams out upon the darkening sea, rival-
ling the starry lamps which appear one by one in
the dim vault overhead. A few more hours of |
quiet, and then—presto—I am transported, as by
the wave of a magic wand, from the lone, silent
heart of a savage country into the din and turmoil
of the metropolis of the world.

Reader, the best of friends must part, nor are
you and I exceptions to the inexorable rule. We
have been together in many wanderings, and if the
perusal of these pages has enabled you to pass an
agreeable hour or awakened your interest in
persons and places hitherto unthought of, they
will not have been written in vain.

LONDON : PRINTED BY
SPOTTISWOODE AND CO., XEW-STREET SQUARN
AXD PABLIAMENT STREET
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DALTON ( jJohn Neale) M.A., R.N.—SErMONS TO NaAvAL CADETS.
Preached on board H.M.S. ¢Britannia,” Second Edition, Small crown 8vo,
cloth, price 3s. 64.

DAVIDSON (Thomas)—THE PARTHENON FRieze, and other Essays.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.
DAVIDSON (Rev. Samucl) D.D., LL.D. —THE NEwW TESTAMENT
TRANSLATED FROM THE LATEST GREEK TEXT OF TISCHENDORF. A New
- and thoroughly revised Edition. Post 8vo. price 10s. 6d.
CaNON oF THE BIBLE: Its Formation, History, and Fluctuations.
Third and revised Edition. Small crown 8vo. price 5s.
THE DocTRINE OF LAsT THINGS, contained inthe New Testament,

compared with the Notions of the Jews and the Statements of Church Creeds
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

DAVIES (Rev. J. L) M. A—TuEOLOGY AND MoRALITY. Essays on
Questions of Belief and Practice. Crown 8vo. price 7s. 64.

DAWSON (Geo.) M.A—PrRAYERs, WITH A DISCOURSE ON PRAYER.
Edited by his Wife. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.
SERMONS ON D1SPUTED POINTs AND SPEcIAL Occasions. Edited by
his Wife. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.
SErMONS ON DaiLy Lire aAND Duty. Edited by his Wife. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.
. THE AuTHENTIC GOsPEL. A New Volume of Sermons. Edited by
GEORGE ST. CLAIR. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.
THREE Books or Gop. Nature, History, and Scri g)ture. Sermons,
Edited by GEORGE ST. CLAIR. Crown 8vo. cloth, price

DE JONCOURT (Madame Marie)—WHOLESOME COOKERY. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

DE REDCLIFFE (Viscount Stratford—WHy aM I A CHRISTIAN?
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 3s.

DESPREZ (Philip S.) B.D—DANIEL AND JOHN ; or, the Apocalypse of
the Old and that of the New Testament. Demy 8vo cloth, price 12s.
DIDON (Rev. Father)—SciENCE wiTHOUT GobD. Translated from the

French by RosA CORDER. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.
DOWDEN (Edward) LL.D.—SHARSPERE: a Critical Study of his Mind
and Art. Sixth Edition. Post 8vo. price 12s.

STUDIES IN LITERATURE, 1789-1877. Second Editicn. Large post
8vo. price 6s. : ’
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DREWRY (G. 0.) M. D.—THE COMMON-SENSE MANAGEMENT OF THE
StoMacH. Fifth Edition. Fcp. 8vo. price 2s. 64.

DREWRY (G. 0. M.D., and BARTLETT (H. C.) PA.D., F.C.S.

Cup AND PLATTER: or, Notes on Food and its Effects. New and
Cheaper Edition. Small 8vo. price 1s. 64.

DUFFIELD (A. J.)—Don QuIxoTE : His CRITICS AND COMMENTATORS.
With a brief account of the minor works of MIGURL DE CERVANTES SAAVEDRA,
and a statement of the aim and end of the greatest of them all. A bandy
book for general readers. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

DU MONCEL (County—THE TELEPHONE, THE MICROPHONE, AND THE
PHONOGRAPH. With 74 Illustrations. Second Edition. Small crown 8vo.
cloth, price §s.

EDGEWORTH (F. Y.)—MaTaeMATicAL PsvcHics. An Essay on
the Application of Mathematics to Social Science. Demy 8vo. cloth, 7s. 64.

EDIS (Robert W.) F.S.A. &c.—DECORATION AND FURNITURE OF TowN
Houses : a Series of Cantor Lectures, delivered before the Society of Arts,
1880. Amplified and Enlarged. With 29 Full-page Illustrations and numerous
Sketches. Second Edition. Square 8vo. cloth, price 12s. 6d.

EbpucaTioNAL CODE OF THE PRUSSIAN NATION, IN 1TS PRESENT FoRM.
In accordance with the Decisions of the Common Provincial Law, and with
those of Recent Legislation. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s. 64.

EpucatioN Lierary. Edited by Puitip MacNus :—

AN INTRODUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF EDUCATIONAL THEORIES.
By Oscar BROWNING, M.A. Second Edition. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

Jonn Amos ComeN1us : his Life and Educational Work. By Prof
S. S. LAURIE, A.M. Cloth, price 3s. 6d.

Orp Greek EpucatioN. By the Rev. Prof. Mauarry, M.A. Cloth,
price 3s. 6d. . . X

ScHooL MANAGEMENT ; including a General View of the Work of
Education, Organization, and Discipline. By JosEPH LANDON. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 6s.

ELSDALE (Henry)—StupiEs IN TENNYSON's IDvLLs. Crown 8vo.
price §s.

ELYOT (Sir Thomas)—THE BOKE NAMED THE GOUERNOUR. Edited
from the First Edition of 1531 by HENRY HERBERT STEPHEN CROFT, M.A_,
Barrister-at-Law.  With Portraits of Sir Thomas and Lady Elyot, copied by
permission of her Majesty from Holbein’s Original Drawings at Windsor Castle.
2 vols. Fcp. 4to. cloth, price 50s.

ERANUS. A CoLLECTION OF EXERCISES IN THE ALCAIC AND SAPPHIC
MeTres. Edited by F. W. CORNISH, Assistant Master at Eton. Crown
8vo. cloth, 2s.

EVANS (Mark)—THE STORY OF OUR FATHER's LOVE, told to Children.
Fifth and Cheaper Edition. With Four Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. price 1s, 64.

A Book oF COMMON PRAYER AND WoRsHIP FOR HouseHOLD UsE,
compiled exclusively from the Holy Scriptures. Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo.
price 15, .

THE GosPEL oF HoMme Lire. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 4s. 6.

THE KING's STORY-BooK. In Three Parts. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, price
1s. 6d. each.

*.* Parts I. and II. with Eight Illustrations and Two Picture Maps, now ready.

‘FAN KWAE’ at CANTON BEFORE TREATY DAvs, 1825-1844. By
AN OLD REesiDENT. With Frontispieces. Crown 8vo. price §s.
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FELKIN (H. M)—TecaNicaL EpucaTION IN A SaxoN TowN. Pub-
lished for the City and Guilds of London Institute for the Advancement of
Technical Education. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 2s.

FIELD (Horace) B.A. Lond.—THE ULTIMATE TRIUMPH OF CHRISTIANITY.

Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64

FLOREDICE (W. H)—A MoONTH AMONG THE MERE IRISH. Small

crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

FoLkESTONE RiTuaL Cask : the Arguments, Proceedings, Judgment, and
Report. Demy 8vo. price 25+.
FORMBY (Rev. Henry)—ANCIENT ROME AND ITS CONNECTION WITH
' THE CHRISTIAN RELIGION : An Outline of the History of the City from its
First Foundation down to the Erection of the Chair of St. Peter, A.D. 43-47.
With numerous I[llustrations of Ancient Monuments, Sculpture, and Coinage,
and of the Antiquities of the Christian Catacombs. Royal 4to. cloth extra,
£2. 105 ; roxburgh half-morocco, £2. 12s5. 6d.

FRASER (Donaldy—EXCHANGE TABLES OF STERLING AND INDIAN
RupPEe CURRENCY, upon a new and extended system, embracing Values from
One Farthirg to One Hundred Thousand Pounds, and at rates progressing, in
Sixteenths of 2 Penny, from Is. 9d. to 2s. 34. per Rupee. Royal 8vo. price
10s. 6d.

FRISWELL (J. Hain)—THE BETTER SELF. Essays for Home Life.
Crown 8vo, price 6s.

GARDINER (Samuel R) and J. BASS MULLINGER, M. A.—
INTRODUCTION TO THE STUDY OF ExGLISH HisTORY. Large crown 8vo.
cloth, price gs.

GARDNER (Dorsey) — QUATRE Bras, LioNy, AND WATERLOO. A
Narrative of the Campaign in Belgium, 1815. 'With Maps and Plans. Demy
8vo. cloth, 16s.

GARDNER (J) M.D—Loncevity: THE MEANS OF PROLONGING
LIFE AFTER MIDDLE AGE. Fourth Edition, revised and enlarged. Small
crown 8vo. price 4.

GEDDES (jJamesy—HISTORY OF THE ADMINISTRATION OF JOHN DE
WITT, Grand Pensionary of Holland. Vol. I. 1623—1654. With Portrait.
Demy 8vo. cloth, price 15¢.

GENNA (E.)—IRRESPONSIBLE PHILANTHROPISTS. Being some Cha&-
ters on the Employment of Gentlewomen. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price, 2s.6d.

GEORGE (Henry)—PROGRESS AND POVERTY : an Inquiry into the
Causes of Industrial Depressions, and of Increase of Want with Increase of

Wealth, The Remedy. Second Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 64.
*,* Also a Cheap Edition, sewed, price 64,

GILBERT (Mrs.)—AUTOBIOGRAPHY AND OTHER MEMORiALS. Edited
by Josiah Gilbert, Third and Cheaper Edition. With Steel Portrait and
several Wood Engravings. Crown 8vo, price 7s. 6d.

GLOVER (F.) M.A—EXEMPLA LaTINA. -A First Construing Book with
Short Notes, Lexicon, and an Introduction to the Analysis of Sentences. Fcp.
8vo. cloth, price 2s.

G OD WIN ( William)—THE GEN1US OF CHRISTIANITY UNVEILED. Bein
Essay(s never before published. Edited, with a Preface, by C. Kegan PmE
Crown 8vo. price 7s. 6d.
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GOLDSMID (Sir Francs Henry) Bart., Q.C., M.P.—MEMOIR OF.
Second Edition, revised, with Portrait. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

GOODENOUGH (Commodore é G.)—MEMOIR OF, with Extracts from
his Letters and Journals. ited by his Widow. With Steel Engraved
Portrait. Square 8vo. cloth, price §s.
#.% Also a Library Edition with Maps, Woodcuts, and Steel Engraved Portrait.
Square post 8vo. price 14s.

GOSSE (Edmund W.)—STUDIES IN THE LITERATURE OF NORTHERN
Europre. With a Frontispiece designed and etched by Alma Tadema. New
and Cheaper Edition. Large post 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

GOULD((Rev. S. Baring) M.A.—THE VICAR OF MORWENSTOW: a Memoir
of the Rev. R. S. Hawker. With Portrait. Third Edition, revised. Square
post 8vo. price 10s. 6d.

GERMANY, PRESENT AND PasT. New and Cheaper Edition. Large
crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 6d.

]

GOWAN (Major Walter E.) — A. IVANOFF'S RUSSIAN GRAMMAR. i
(16th Edition). Translated, enlarged, and arranged for use of Students of the
Russian Language. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

GRAHAM (William) M.A.—THe CREED OF SCIENCE, Religious, Mora,
and Social. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 12s.

GRIFFITH (ZThomas) A.M.—THE GosPEL OF THE DIVINE LIFE: 8
Study of the Fourth Evangelist. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 14s.

GRIMLEY (Rev. H. N.) M. A.—TREMADOC SERMONS, CHIEFLY ON THE
SPIRITUAL BoDY, THE UNSEEN WORLD, AND THE, DIVINE HUMANITY.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

GRUNER (M. L.)—Stupies oF Brast FURNACE PHENOMENA. Trans-
lated by L. D. B. GorpoN, F.R.S.E,, F.G.S. Demy 8vo. price 7s. 6d.

GURNEY (Rev. Archer)—WoRrps OF FAITH AND CHEER. A Missior

of Instruction and Suggestion. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

HAECKEL (Prof. Ernst)—THE HISTORY OF CREATION. Translatios
revised by Professor E. RAY LANKESTER, M.A., F.R.S. With Coloured Plst&s
and Genealogical Trees of the various groups of both plants and ani
2 vols. Second Edition. Post 8vo. cloth, price 32s.

THE HisTorY OF THE EvoLuTiOoN OF MAN. With numerous Illustra
tions. 2 vols. Post 8vo. price 32s.

FRrEEDOM IN SCIENCE AND TeAcHING. With a Prefatory Note by
T. H. HuxLEY, F.R.S. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

HALF-CROWN SERIES :—
A Lost Love. By AnNNa C. OGLE (Ashford Owen).
SisTER DoORA : a Biography. By MARGARET LONSDALE.

TRUE WORDs FOR BrRAVE MEN : a Book for Soldiers and Sailoss.
By the late CHARLES KINGSLEY.

AN INLAND Vovace. By R. L. STEVENSON.
TraveLs wiTH A DoNkEY. By R. L. STEVENsON.
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—eontinued :— = "4~
b . A Nook m"ru_}s: APENNINES. By I,li_ADER ScorT.
Notes oF TRAVEL : being Extracts from the Journals of Count Von
+ MOLTKE.
"LETTERS FROM Russia. By Count VoN MOLTKE.
EncLisH SonNETS. Collected and Arranged by J. DENN1s,
Lv{s oF Love. FROM SHAKESPEARE TO TENNYSON. Selected
d Arranged by W. D. ApAMS.
LonDoN Lyrics. By F. Locker.
HoME SoNGs FOrR QUIET Hours. By the Rev. Canon R. H. BaynEs.

HALLECK'S INTERNATIONAL Law; or, Rules Regulating the Inter-
course of States in Peace and War. A New Edition, revised, with Notes and
Cases, by Sir SHERSTON BAKER, Bart. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. price 38s.

HARTINGTON (The Right Hon. the Marquis of) M.P.~—ELECTION
SPEECHES IN 1879 AND 1880. With Address to the Electors of North East-
Lancashire. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

HAWEIS (Rev. H. R.) M.A—CurRrReNT CoOIN. Materialism—The
Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation — The-
Sabbath. Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

Arrows IN THE AIR. Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price §s.

SpeecH IN SeasoN. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo.
price 55,

THoUGHTS FOR THE TiMEs. Twelfth and Cheaper Edition. Crown
8vo. price 5s.

UNSECTARIAN FamiLy Pravers. New and Cheaper Edition. Fcp.
8vo. price 1s. 6d.

HAWKINS (Edwards Comerford) — SPIRIT AND ForRM.  Sermons
preached in the Parish Church of Leatherhead. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

\ HAYES (A. H.), Junr.—NEw COLORADO AND THE SANTA F£ TRAIL.
l With Map and 60 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, price gs.

| BELLWALD (Baron F. Von)—THE RussiaNS IN CENTRAL ASIA.
. A Critical Examination, down to the Present Time, of the Geography and
History of Central Asia. Translated by Lieut.-Col. THEODORE WIRGMAN,

LL.B. With Map. Large post 8vo. price 12s.

HENRY (Philip)—DiarIiES AND LETTERS. Edited by MATTHEW HENRY
LeE. Large crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 64.

FIDE (Alsert )—THE AGE To CoME. Small crown Svo. cloth, 2s. 64.
HIME (Major H. W. L) R.A.—WAGNERISM : a Protest. Crown 8vo..
cloth, 2s. 64.
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HINTON (J.)—THE PLACE oF THE PHysiciaN. To which is added
EssAYS ON THE LAw oF HUMAN LIFE, AND ON THE RELATIONS BETWEEN
ORGANIC AND INORGANIC WORLDS. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.

price 3s. 64. , .
PHiLosOPHY AND RELIGION. Selections from the MSS. of th: late
JanMes HintoN. Edited by CAROLINE HADDON. Crown 8vo. cloth, §s.
PuysioLoGY FOR PracricaL Use. By Various Writers. With

50 Illustrations. Third and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.
AN ATLAS OF DISEASES OF THE MEMBRANA TyMPaN1. Withdescrip- |
tive Text. Post 8vo. price £6. 6s.

b

THE QUESTIONS OF AURAL SURGERY. With Illustration,” 2 vols.
Post 8vo. price 12s. 64.

CHAPTERS ON THE ART OF THINKING, AND OTHER ESsavs. With an
Introduction by SHADWORTH HoDGsoN. Edited by C. H. HINTON. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 8s. 64.

THE MYSTERY OF PAIN. New Edition. Fcp. 8vo. cloth limp, 1s.

Lire ANp Lerrers. Edited by ErLice Hopkins, with an Intro-

duction by Sir W. W. GuLL, Bart., and Portrait engraved on Steel by C. H.
JEENs. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 8. 6d.

HOOPER (Mary)—LiTTLE DINNERS: HOW TO SERVE THEM WITH
ELEGANCE AND EcONOMY. Seventeenth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 64.
CoOokERY FOR INVALIDS, PERSONS OF DELICATE DIGESTION, AND
CHILDREN. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 64.
Every-Day MEeaLs. Being Economical and Wholesome Recipes for
Breakfast, Luncheon, and Supper. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 2s. 64.
HOPKINS (Elliccy—Li1rE AND LETTERS OF JaMEs HINTON, with an
Introduction by Sir W. W. GuLL, Bart., and Portrait engraved on Steel by
C. H. JEens. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 8s. 64,

Work AMONGST WORKING MEN. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 3s. 64.

HORNER (The Misses —WAaLKs IN FLORENCE. A New and thoroughly
Revised Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. Cloth limp. With Illustrations.
VoL. I.—Churches, Streets, and Palaces. Price 10s. 6d.
VoL. II.—Public Galleries and Museums. Price §s.

HOSPITALIER (E.)—THE MODERN APPLICATIONS OF ELECTRICITY.
Translated and Enlarged by Jurius MAIERr, Ph.D. With 170 Illustrations.
Demy 8vo. cloth, price 16s.

HoUusEHOLD READINGS ON PROPHECY. By A LAyMAN. Small crown
8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

HUGHES (Henry)—THE REDEMPTION OF THE WORLD. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price 3s. 6d.

HULL (Edmund C. P.)—THE EuroPEAN IN INDIA. With a Medical
Guide for Anglo-Indians. By R. S. MaIr, M.D.,, F.R.C.S.E. Thid
Edition, Revised and Corrected. Post 8vo. price 6s.

HUNTINGFORD (Rev. E.)) D.C.L.— THE ArocaLyPsE. With a
Commentary and Introductory Essay, Demy 8vo. cloth, 9s.
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HUTTON (Arthur) M.A.—THE ANGLICAN MINISTRY: its Nature and

Value in relation to the Catholic Priesthood. With a Preface by His Eminence
Cardinal Newman., Demy 8vo. cloth, price 14,

HUTTON (Charles F.) — UNconscious TESTIMONY ; OR, THE SILENT

WITNESS OF THE HEBREW TO THE TRUTH OF THE HISTORICAL SCRIP-
TURES. Crown 8vo. cloth, 2s. 64.

JENKINS (E.) and RAYMOND (J)—THE ARCHITECTS LEGAL
HANDBOOK. Third Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

JENKINS (Rev. R. C.) M.A.—THE PRIVILEGE OF PETER and the Claims
of the Roman Church confronted with the Scriptures, the Councils, and the
Testimony of the Popes themselves. Fcp. 8vo. price 3s. 64.

JERVIS (Rev. W. Henley)—THE GaLLicAN CHURCH AND THE REvo-
LUTION. A Sequel to the History of the Church of France, from the Con-
cordat of Bologna to the Revolution. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 18s.

JOEL (L.)—A ConsuL's MANUAL AND SHIPOWNER'S AND SHIPMASTER'S
PRACTICAL GUIDE IN THEIR TRANSACTIONS ABROAD. With Definitions of
Nautical, Mercantile, and Legal Terms; a Glossary of Mercantile Terms in
English, French, German, Italian, and Spanish ; Tables of the Money, Weights,
and Measures of the Principal Commercial Nations and their Equivalents in
British Standards; and Forms of Consular and Notarial Acts. Demy 8vo.
cloth, price 12s.

JOHNSTONE (C. F) M.A.—HISTORICAL ABSTRACTS: being Outlines
of the History of some of the less known States of Europe. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 7s. 64.

JOLLY (William) F.R.S.E. —JouN Duncan, Scotch Weaver and
Botanist. With Sketches of his Friends and Notices of his Times. With
Portrait. Large crown 8vo. cloth, price gs.

JONES (C. A.)—THE ForeiGN FrEaks oF Five Frienvs. With 30

Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

JONES (Lucy)— PupDINGS AND SWEETS ; being Three Hundred and
Sixty-five Receipts approved by experience. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

JOYCE (P. W.) LL.D. &¢.—OLp CELTIC ROMANCES. Translated from
the Gaelic. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 6d.

JOYNES (J. L)—THE ADVENTURES OF A TOURIST IN IRELAND. Small

crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s. 6d.

KAUFMANN (Rev. M.) B.A.—SociaLisMm : Its Nature, its Dangers, and
its Remedies considered. Crown 8vo. price 7s. 6d.

UToPIAs ; or, Schemes of Social Improvement, from Sir Thomas More
to Karl Marx. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

KAY (Joseph)—FreE TRADE IN LaNnp. Edited by his Widow. With
Preface by the Right Hon. JoHN BRIGHT, M.P, Sixth Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price §s.

KEMPIS (Thomas d)—Or THE IMiTATION OF CHRIST. Parchment
Library Edition, 6s.; or vellum, 7s. 64. The Red Line Edition, fcp. 8vo.
cloth, red edges, price 25s. 6. The Cabinet Edition, small 8vo. cloth, red
edges, price 15, 64. The Miniature Edition, 32mo. cloth, red edges, price Is.

% All the above Editions may be had in various extra bindings.
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KENT (C.)—CoroNa CaTHOLICA AD PETRI SUCCESSORIS Pepes
OBLATA. DE SuMMr PoNTIFICIS LEONIS XIII. ASSUMPTIONE EPIGRAMMA.
In Quinquaginta Linguis. Fcp. 4to. cloth, price 155

KERNER (Dr. A.)—FLOWERS AND THEIR UNBIDDEN GUESTS. Trans-
lation edited by W. OGLE, M.A., M.D. With Illustrations, Square 8vo.
cloth, price gs.

KETTLEWELL (Rev. S.)—THoMAS A KEMPIS AND THE BROTHERS
OF CoMMON LIFE. 2 vols. With Frontispieces. Demy 8vo. cloth, 3os.

KIDD (Joseph) M. D.—THE Laws oF THERAPEUTICS ; or, the Science
and Art of Medicine. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

KINAHAN (G. Henry) M.RIA., of HM's Geological Survey.—Taz
GEOLOGY OF IRELAND, with numerous Illustrations and a Geological Map of

Ireland. Square 8vo. cloth, 1§s.

KINGSFORD (Anna) M.D.—THE PERFECT WAY IN DIET. A Treatise
advocating a Return to the Natural and Ancient Food of Race. Small crown
8vo. cloth, price 2s.

KINGSLEY (Charlesy M.A—LETTERS AND MEMORIES OF wmis Lire
Edited by his WiFE. With Two Steel Engraved Portraits and Vignettes.
Twelfth Cabinet Edition, in 2 vols. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 12+,
ALL SaINTS' DAy, and other Sermons. Edited by the Rev. W.
HARRISON. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 7s. 64.
TRUE WoORDS FOR BRAVE MEN. A Book for Soldiers’ and Sailors'
Libraries. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 64.

KNIGHT (Professor W.}—STUDIES IN PHILOSOPHY AND LITERATURE
Large post 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 6d.

KNOX AsAIaxander A.)—THE NEW PLAYGROUND ; or, Wanderings in

geria. New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

LAURIE (S. S.)—THE TrRAINING OF TEACHERS, and other Educational
Papers. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7. 6d.

LEE (Rev. F. G.) D.C.L—THE OTHER WORLD; or, Glimpses of the
Supernatural. 2 vols. A New Edition. Crown 8vo. price 15s,

LEWIS (Edward Dillon)—A DRraFr CODE OF CRIMINAL LAw aAND
PROCEDURE. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 215,

LINDSAY (W. Laudery M. D., F.R.S.E., &c.—MIND IN THE Lowrr
ANIMALS IN HEALTH AND DISEASE. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 32s.

Vol. 1.—Mind in Health. Vol. I1.—Mind in Disease.

LLOYD ( Walter)—Tne HoPE oF THE WORLD : An Essay on Universal

Redemption. Crown 8vo. cloth, §s.

LONSDALE (Margaret)—SISTER DORA: a Biography. With Portrait,
Twenty-fifth Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s. 64,

LORIMER (Fetery D.D.—JouN KNox AND THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND.
His Work in her Pulpit, and his Influence upon her Liturgy, Articles, and
Parties. Demy 8vo. price 12s.
Joux WicLir aAND His ENGLISH PRECURSORS. By GERHARD Victor
LecHLER. Translated from the German, with additional Notes. New and
Cheaper Edition. Demy 8vo. price 105. 64.
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LOWDER (Charlesy—A BilocraPHY. By the Author of ¢St. Teresa.’
New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo. With Portrait. Cloth,
price 3s. 6.

MACHIAVELLI (Niccok)—THE PRINCE. Translated from the Italian

by N. H. T. Small crown 8vo. printed on hand-made paper, cloth, bevelled
boards, 6s.

MACKENZIE (Alexander)—How INDIA 1s GOVERNED. Being an
Account of England’s work in India. Small crown 8vo. cloth, 2.

MACLACHLAN (Mrs.)—NoTes aND EXTRACTS ON' EVERLASTING
PUNISHMENT AND ETERNAL LIFE, ACCORDING TO LITERAL INTERPRETA-
TION. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

MACNAUGHT (Rev. Jokn)—CaENA DoMINT: An Essay on the Lord’s
Supper, its Primitive Institution, Apostolic Uses, and Subsequent History.
Demy 8vo. price 14+,

MAGNUS (Mrs.)—Asout THE JEws SINCE BIBLE TiMmes. From the
Babylonian Exile till the English Exodus. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

MARRIAGE AND MATERNITY; or, Scripture Wives and Mothers.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 4s. 64.

MAIR (R. S.) M.D., FR.C.S.E—THE MEDICAL GUIDE FOR ANGLO-
INDIANS. Being a Compendium of Advice to Europeans in India, relating
to the Preservation and Regulation of Health. With a Supplement on the
Management of Children in India. Second Edition.. Crown 8vo. limp cloth,
price 3s. 64.

MANNING (His Eminence Cardinal)—THE TRUE STORY OF THE VATICAN

CounciL. Crown 8vo. price §s.

Many VoicEs.—A Volume of Extracts from the Religious Writers of
Christendom, from the First to the Sixteenth Century. With Biographical
Sketches. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, red edges, 6s.

MARKHAM (Capt. Albert Hastings) R.N.—THE GREAT FROZEN SEA:
A Personal Narrative of the Voyage of the A/r¢ during the Arctic Expedition
of 1875-6. With Six Full-page Illustrations, Two Maps, and Twenty-seven
Woodcuts. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

A PoLAR RECONNAISSANCE : bein§ the Voyage of the ‘Isbjérn’ to
Novaya Zemlya in 1879. With 10 Illustrations. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 16s.

MARTINEAU (Gertrude)—QOUTLINE LEssoNs oN MoORALS.  Small
crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

McGRATH (Terence)—PicTURES FROM IRELAND. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s.

MEREDITH (M. A)— THEOTOKOS, THE EXAMPLE FOR WOMAN.
Dedicated, by permission, to Lady AGNES WooD. Revised by the Venerable
Archdeacon DENISON. 32mo. limp cloth, Is. 64.

MILLER (Edward)—TuE HISTorRY AND DOCTRINES OF IRVINGISM ;
or, the so-called Catholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols, Large post 8vo.
price 255,
Tue CHURCH IN RELATION TO THE STATE. Large crown 8vo.
cloth, price 7s. 6d.
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MILNE ( James)—TABLES OF EXCHANGE for the Conversion of Sterling
Mc(x{y into);;dim and Ceylon Currency, at Rates from 1s. 84. to 2s. 34. per
Rupee. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. cloth, price £2. 32s.

MINCHIN (J. G.)Y—BULGARIASINCE THE WAR: Notes of a Tour in the
Autum(n{:f 18;; Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

MIVART (St. George)—NATURE AND THOUGHT. An Introduction toa
Natural Philosophy. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 10s. 6d.

MOCKLER (E.)—A GRAMMAR OF THE BALOOCHEE LANGUAGE, as it is
ken in Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the Persia-Arabic and Roman

:E::-uters. Fcp. 8vo. price §s.

MOLESWORTH (W. Nassau)—History OoF THE CHURCH OF ENG-
LAND FROM 1660. Large crown 8vo. cloth, price 7. 64.

MORELL (J. Ry —EucLID SIMPLIFIED IN METHOD AND LANGUAGE.
Being a Manual of Geometry. Compiled from the most important French
WorEs, approved by the University of Paris and the Minister of Public
Instruction. Fcp. 8vo. price 25, 6d.

MORSE (E. S.) Ph.D.—FirsT Book OF ZooLogy. With numerous
Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 6.

MUNRO (Major-Gen. Sir Thomas) Bart. K.C.B., Governor of Madras.
SELECTIONS FROM HIS MINUTES AND OTHER OFFICIAL WRITINGs. Edited,
with an Introductory Memoir, by Sir ALEXANCER ARBUTHNOT, K.C.S.L,
C.LLE. 2vols. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 30s.

MURPHY (/J. N.)—THE CHAIR oF PETER ; or, the Papacy Considered
in its Institution, Development, and Organization, and in the Benefits which for
over Eighteen Centuries it has conferred on Mankind. Demy 8vo. cloth, 18s.

NELSON (]. H) M.A.—A PROSPECTUS OF THE SCIENTIFIC STUDY OF
THE HINDO LAw. Demy 8vo. cloth, price gs.

NEWMAN (J. H)) D.D.—CHARACTERISTICS FROM THE WRITINGS OF.

Being Selections from his various Works. Arranged with the Author’s
personal Approval. Sixth Edition. With Portrait. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

*,* A Portrait of Cardinal Newman, mounted for framing, can be had, price
2s. 6d.

New WERTHER. By Lokl Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s. 64.

NICHOLSON (Edward Byron)—THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO THE
HEeBREWS. Its Fragments Translated and Annotated with a Critical Analysis of
the Externaland Internal Evidencerelatingtoit. Demy 8va. cloth, price gs. 64.
A NEw COMMENTARY ON THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO MATTHEW.
Demy 8vo. cloth, price 12s. .
THE RIGHTS OF AN ANIMAL.  Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64,

NICOLS (Arthur) F.G.S., F.R.G.S—CHAPTERS FROM THE PHYSICAL

HisTory OF THE EARTH: an Introduction to Geology and Palzontology.
With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

NOPS (Marianne)—CrLass LEssons oN Eucuip. Part I. containing the
First Two Books of the Elements. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 2s. 64.

NuUCESs : EXERCISES ON THE SYNTAX OF THE PUBLIC SCHOOL LATIN PRIMER,
New Edition in Three Parts. Crown 8vo. each 1s.
*»* The Three Parts can also be had bound together in cloth, price 3s.
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OATES (Frank) F.R.G.S.—MATABELE LAND AND THE VICTORIA FALLs.
A Naturalist’s Wanderings in the Interior of South Africa. Edited by C. G.
OATEs, B.A. With numerous Illustrations and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo. cloth,
price 21s.

OGLE (W.) M.D., FR.C.P.—ARISTOTLE ON THE PARTS OF ANIMALS.
Translated, with Introduction and Notes. Royal 8vo. cloth, 12s. 64,

O MEARA (Kathleen)—FRrEDERIC OzANAM, Professor of the Sorbonne:
His Life and Work. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 6d.

HENRI PERREYVE AND HIS COUNSELS TO THE SICK. Small crown
8vo. cloth, price §s.

OSBORNE (Rev. W. A.)—THE REVISED VERSION OF THE NEW TESTA-
MENT. A Critical Commentary with Notes upon the Text. Crown 8vo,
cloth, price §s.

OTTLEY (Henry Bickersteth) THE GREAT DILEMMA : Christ His own
Witness or His own Accuser. Six Lectures. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price 3s. 6d.

QOur PusLic ScHooLs—ETON, HARROW, WINCHESTER, RuGBY, WEST-
MINSTER, MARLBOROUGH, THE CHARTERHOUSE. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

OWEN (F. M.—JonN KEaTs : a Study. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

OWEN (Rev. Robert) B.D.—SaNCTORALE CATHOLICUM; or, Book of
Saints. With Notes, Critical, Exegetical, and Historical. Demy 8vo. cloth,
price 18s.

AN Essay oN THE CoMMUNION OF SAINTS. Including an Examina-
tion of the Cultus Sanctorum. Price 2s.

OXENHAM (Rev. F. Nutcombe)—WHAT 1s THE TRUTH As To EvVEr-

LASTING PUNISHMENT. Part II. Being an Historical Enquiry into the
Witness and Weight of certain Anti-Origenist Counciis. Crown 8vo. cloth,

" Parts I. and II. complete in one volume, cloth, 7s.

OXONIENSIS—ROMANISM, PROTESTANTISM, ANGLICANISM. Being a
Layman’s View of some Questions of the Day. Together with Remarks on
Dr. Littledale’s ¢ Plain Reasons against Joining the Church of Rome.” Small
crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 64.

PALMER (the late William)—NoTEs oF A VisiT To RussiA IN 1840-41.
Selected and arranged by JouN H. CARDINAL NEWMAN. With Portrait. Crown
8vo. cloth, 8s. 64.

PARCHMENT L1BRARY. Choicely printed on hand-made paper, limp parch-
ment antique, 6s. ; vellum, 7s5. 64. each volume,

FrENcH Lyrics. Selected and Annotated by GEORGE SAINTSBURY,
With miniature Frontispiece, designed and etched by H. G. Glindoni.

THE FaBLES oF MR. JoHN Gav. With Memoir by AusTIN DOBSON,
and an etched Portrait from an unfinished oil sketch by Sir Godfrey Kneller.

SeLecT LETTERS OF PERCY ByssHE SHELLEY. Edited, with an Intro-
tion, by RICHARD GARNETT.
THE CHRISTIAN YEAR; Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and

Holy Days throughout the Year. With etched Portrait of the Rev. J. Keble,
after the Drawing by G. Richinond, R.A,
B
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PARCHMENT LIBRARY—continued.
SHAKSPERE'S WorKs. Now publishing in Twelve Monthly Volumes.

EiGHTEENTH CENTURY Essavs. Selected and Edited by Austiv
DossoN. With a Miniature Frontispiece by R. Caldecott.

Q. HoraTr Fracct Opera. Edited by F. A. CornisH, Assistant
Master at Eton. With a Frontispiece after a design by L. ALMA TADEMA.
Etched by LEOPOLD LOWENSTAM,

EpGArR ArrLaN Por’s PoeEms. With an Essay on his Poetry by
ANDREW LANG, and a Frontispiece by Linley Sambourne.

SHAKSPERE'S SONNETS. Edited by Epwarp DowpeN. With a
Frontispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask.

EncLisH ODEs. Selected by EpMmunp W. Gosse. With Frontis-
piece on India paper by Hamo Thornycroft, A.R.A.

Or THE IMiTATION OF CHRIST. By THOMAS A KEMPIS. A revised
Translation. With Frontispiece on India paper, from a Design by W.B.
Richmond.

TENNYSON’s THE PRINCEss : a Medley. With a Miniature Frontis-
piece by H. M. Paget, and a Tailpiece in Outline by Gordon Browne.

PoEMs : Selected from PERCY ByssHE SHELLEY. Dedicated to Lady
Shelley. With Preface by RICHARD GARNET and a Miniature Frontispiece.

TENNYSON’s ‘IN MEMORIAM.” With a Miniature Portrait in eguforte
by Le Rat, after a Photograph by the late Mrs. Cameron.

*.* The above Volumes may also be had in a variety of leather bindings.

PARKER ( Joseph) D.D.—THE PARACLETE : An Essay on the Personality
and Ministry of the Holy Ghost, with some reference to current discussions.
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. price 125,

PARR (Capt. H. Hallam, C.M.G.)—A SKETCH OF THE KAFIR AND
ZuLu WARs: Guadana to Isandhlwana. With Maps. Small crown 8vo.
cloth, price §s.

PARSLOE (Joseph) — OurR RaiLwavs.  Sketches, Historical and
Descriptive. ~ With Practid] Information as to Fares and Rates, &c., anda
Chapter on Railway Reform. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

PATTISON (Mrs. Mark)—THE RENAISSANCE OF ART IN FrRANCE. With
Nineteen Steel Engravings. 2 vols. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 32s.

PAUL (C. Kegan)—THE GENIUS OF CHRISTIANITY UNVEILED. Being
Essays by William Godwin never before published. Edited, with a Preface,
by C. Kegan Paul. Crown 8vo. price 7s. 6d.

Mary WOLLSTONECRAFT. letters to Imlay. New Edition with
Prefatory Memoir by. Two Portraits in eau-forfc by ANNA LEA MERRITT.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

PEARSON (Rev. S)—WEEK-pDAY LiviNc. A Book for Young Men
and Women. Sccond Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, 5s.

PENRICE (Maj. J)) B.A.—A DICTIONARY AND GLOSSARY OF THE
Ko-rAN.  With Copious Grammatical References and Explanations of the
Text. 4to. price 21s.

PESCHEL (Dr. Oscar)—THE RACES OF MAN AND THEIR GEOGRAPHICAL

DisTRIBUTION. Large crown 8vo. price gs.
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ETERS (F. H)—THE NI1COMACHEAN ETHICS OF ARISTOTLE. Trans-
lated by. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

IDGEON (D.)—AN ENGINEER'S HoLiDAY ; or, Notes of a Round
Trip ﬁ-omwbong. 0° to 0°. New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo. cloth,
price 7s. 64.

INCHES (Thomas) M.A.—SaMUEL WILBERFORCE : FAITH—SERVICE—
RECOMPENSE. Three Sermons. With a Portrait of Bishop Wilberforce
(after a Portrait by Charles Watkins). Crown 8vo. cloth, price 4s. 6d.

LA YFAIR (Lseut.-Col.)—TRAVELS IN THE FOOTSTEPS OF BRUCE IN
ALGERIA AND Tunis. Illustrated by fac-similes of Bruce’s original Drawings,
Photographs, Maps, &c. Royal 4to. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt leaves, price
£3. 35

OLLOCK (Frederick)—Spivoza, His LIFE AND PHirLosopHY. Demy
8vo. cloth, price 16s.

'OLLOCK (W. H.))—LicTtures oN FRENCH PoErs. Delivered at the
Royal Institution. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

'OOR (Laura E.)—SANSKRIT AND ITS KINDRED LITERATURES. Studies
in Comparative Mythology. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

'RICE (Prof. Bonamy)—CURRENCY AND BANKING. Crown 8vo. Price 6s.

CHAPTERS ON PracricaL PorrticaL EcoNnomy. Being the Substance
of Lectures delivered before the University of Oxford. New and Cheaper
Edition. Large post 8vo. price §s.

ROTEUS AND AMADEUS. A Correspondence. Edited by AuBrEY DE VERE. '
Crown 8vo. price §s.

uLPIT COMMENTARY (THE). Old Testament Series. Edited by the Rev.
J. S. ExeLL and the Rev. Canon H. D. M. SPENCE.

GeNnEests. By Rev. T. WHITELAW, M. A. ; with Homilies by the Very
Rev. J. F. MONTGOMERY, D.D., Rev. Prof. R. A. REpFOrRD, M.A., LL.B,,
Rev. F. HASTINGS, Rev. W. ROBERTS, M.A. An Introduction to the Study
of the Old Testament by the Rev. Canon FARRAR, D.D., F.R.S. ; and Intro-
ductions to the Pentateuch by the Right Rev. H. CorTERILL, D.D., and Rev.
T. WHITELAW, M.A. Seventh Edition. One vol. price 15s.

Exopus. By the Rev. GEORGE RawLinsonN. With Homilies by
Rev. J. ORrR, Rev. D. YOUNG, Rev. C. A. GOODHART, Rev. J. URQUHART,
and Rev. H. T. RoBjoHNs. Third Edition. Price 16s.

LeviTicus. By the Rev. Prebendary MEvrIcK, M.A. With Intro-
ductions by Rev. R. COLLINS, Rev. Professor A. CAVE, and Homilies by
Rev. Prof. REDFORD, LL.B., Rev. J. A. MACDONALD, Rev. W. CLARKSON,
Rev. S. R. ALDRIDGE, LL.B.,, and Rev. McCHEYNE EDGAR. Third
Edition. Price 15s.

Nusmeers. By the Rev. R. WiNTERBoTHAM, LL.B. ; with Homilies by
the Rev. Professor W. BINNIE, D.D., Rev. E. S. Prout, M.A., Rev. D.
YOUNG, Rev. J. WAITE, and an Introduction by the Rev. THOMAS WHITE-
LAW, M.A. Fourth Edition. Price 15s.

DEeuTERONOMY. By Rev. W. L. ALEXANDER, D.D. ; with Homilies
by Rev. D. DAviEs, M.A., Rev. C. CLEMANCE, D.D., Rev. J. ORRr, B.D.,
and Rev. R. M. EpGAR, M.A. Second Edition. Price 15s.

B2
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PuLpit CoMMENTARY (THE) Old Testament Series—continued.

Jossua. By Rev. J. J. Lias, M.A. ; with Homilies by Rev.8.R
ArLpringe, LL.B., Rev. R. GLoVER, Rev. E. Dk PgrEssEnst DI,
Rev. J. WAITE, B.A., Rev. F. W. ADENEY, M.A. ; and an Introductialy
the Rev. A. PLuumer, M.A. Fourth Edition. Price 12s5. 64.

Jupces anD RutH. By the Right Rev. Lord A. C. HERvEY, DD,
and Rev. J. MorrisoN, D.D.; with Homilies by Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A,
Rev. W. F. Apenky, M.A., Rev. W. M. STATHAM, and Rev. Profess
J. THoMsoN, M.A. Fourth Edition. Price 10s. 6d.

1 SaMUEL. By the Very Rev. R. P. Surre, D.D.; with Homiks
by Rev. DONALD FRASER, D.D., Rev. Prof. CHAPMAN, and Rev. B. Daiz
Fifth Edition. Price 15s.

1 Kings. By the Rev. JosepH HammonDp, LL.B. With Homilis
by the Rev. E. DR PrEssenNsg, D.D., Rev. J. WAITE, B.A., Rev. A
RowLaND, LL.B., Rev. J. A. MACDONALD, and Rev. J. URQUHART, Thal
Edition. Price 15s.

Ezra, NEHEMIAH, AND EsTHER. By Rev. Canon G. RAWLINSOX,
M.A.; with Homilies by Rev. Prof, J. R. THoMsON, M.A., Rev. Prof. R. A
Reprorp, LL.B., M.A., Rev. W. S. LEwis, M.A., Rev. J. A. MAcpoxaLB,
Rev. A. MAckeNNAL, B.A., Rev. W. CLARKSON, B.A., Rev. F. HAsTING,
Rev. W. DINWIDDIE, LL.B., Rev. Prof. ROWLANDS, B.A., Rev. G. Woob,

B.A., Rev. Prof. P, C. BARKER, LL.B., M.A,, and Rev. J. S. Exewr. Fifih
Edition. One vol. price 12s. 64.

PuLeit CoMMENTARY (THE) New Testament Series. Edited by the
Rev. J. S. EXELL and the Rev. Canon H. D. M. SpExcCE.

St. MARK. By the very Rev. Dean BICKERSTETH, D.D.; with
Homilies by the Rev. Prof. THoMSON, M.A., Rev. Prof. Grves, MA,
Rev. Prof. JounsoN, M.A, Rev. A. RowLanND, LL.B., Rev. A Mrtm,
M.A,, and Rev. R. GREEN. 2 Vols, 21s.

Punjaus (THE) AND NORTH-WESTERN FRONTIER OF INDIA. By a
Old Punjaubee. Crown 8vo. price §s.

RaBpr Jesuua. An Eastern Story. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64

RADCLIFFE (Frank R. Y.)—THE NEw PoLIiTicUS. Small crown 8w
Cloth, price 2s. 6d.

RAVENSHAW (John Henry) B.C.S.—GaUR: ITs RUiNS AND INscrI+

TIONS. Edited by his Widow. With 44 Photographic Illustrations, and 1§
facsimiles of Inscriptions. Royal 4to. cloth, price £3. 13s. 64.

READ (Carveth)—ON THE THEORY OF Logic: An Essay.
price 6s.
REALITIES OF THE FUTURE LIFE. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 1s. 64,

RENDELL (J. M.)—ConcisE HANDBOOK OF THE ISLAND OF MADEIRAL
With Plan of Funchal and Map of the Island. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, 1s. 64,

REYNOLDS (Rev. J. W.)—THE SUPERNATURAL IN NATURE. A
Verification by Free Use of Science. Second Edition, revised and enlarged.
Demy 8vo. cloth, price 14s.

THE MysSTERY OF MIRACLES. New and Enlarged Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s,

Crownp 8vo.
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SALVATOR (Archduke Ludwig)—LEVKOSIA, mi CarITAL OF CyYPRus.
Crown 4to. cloth, price 10s. 6d.

SAMUEL (Sydney M.)—JEwisH LIFE IN THE EAsT. Small crown 8vo.
cloth, price 3. 64.

SAYCE (Rev. Archibald Henry)—INTRODUCTION TO THE SCIENCE OF
LANGUAGE. 2 vols. Large post 8vo. cloth, price 25s.

ScienNTiFIC LaoYyMAN. The New Truth and the Old Faith : are they
Incompatible? Demy 8vo. cloth, price 10s5. 6.

SCOONES (W. Baptistey—Four CEXTURIES oF ENGLISH LETTERS:
A Selection of 350 Letters by rldso Writers, from the Period of the Paston
Letters to the Present Time. Third Edition. Large crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

SCOZTT (Robert H)Y—WEATHER CHARTS AND STORM WARNINGS. Second
Edition, Illustrated. Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6.

SHAKSPEARE (Charles)—SAINT PAUL AT ATHENS. Spiritual
Christianity in relation to some aspects of Modern Thought. Five Sermons
reached at St. Stephen’s Church, Westbourne Park. With a Preface by the

ev. Canon FARRAR.

SHELLEY (Lady)—SHELLEY MEMORIALS FROM AUTHENTIC SOURCES.
With (now first printed) an Essay on Christianity by Percy Bysshe Shelley.
With Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

SHILLITO (Rev. Joseph)—WoMaNHOOD : its Duties, Temptations, and
Privileges. A Book for Young Women. Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 3+. 64.

SHIPLEY (Rev. Orby) M. A .—CHURCHTRACTS ! OR, STUDIES IN MODERN

PROBLEMS. By various Writers. 2 vols. Crown 8vo. price §s. each.

PrINCIPLES OF THE FAITH IN RELATION TO SIN. Topics for Thought
in Times of Retreat. Eleven Addresses delivered during a Retreat of Three
Days to Persons living in the World. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 12s.

SISTER AUGUSTINE, Superior of the Sisters of Charity at the St. Johannis
Hospital at Bonn. Authorised Translation by HANs THARAU, from the
German ¢ Memorials of AMALIE VON LASAULX.' Second Edition. Large
crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 6d.

SKINNER (The late James) M.A.—A SyNopsis OF MORAL AxD
AsceTIcAL THEoLoGY. With a Catalogue of Ancient and Modern Authorities,
arranged according to Centuries. With a prefaratory Note by the Rev. T. T.
CARTER. Demy 4to. cloth, 10s. 64.

SMITH (Edward) M.D., LL.B., F.R.S—HEALTH AND DISEASE, a5
Influenced by the Daily, Seasonal, and other Cyclical Changes in the Human
System. A New Edition. Post 8vo. price 7s. 64.
TuBERCULAR CONSUMPTION IN ITS EARLY AND REMEDIABLE STAGES.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

SPEDDING (James)— REVIEWS AND D1scUsSSIONS, LITERARY, PoLrTICAL,
AND HISTORICAL NOT RELATING TO BACON. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 12s. 64.

EVENINGS WITH A REVIEWER; or, Bacon and Macaulay. With a
Psx::fatory Notice by G. S. VENABLES, Q.C. 2 vols. demy 8vo. cloth, price
10s.
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SZAPFER (Paul)}—SHAKSPEARE AND CLASSICAL ANTIQUITY : Greek and
Latin Antiquity as presented in Shakspeare’s Plays. Translated by EMILY J.
CAREY. Large post 8vo. cloth, price 12s.

St. BERNARD. A Little Book on the Love of God. Translated by
MARIANNE CAROLINE and COVENTRY PATMORE. Cloth extra, gilt top, 4s. 64

STEPHENS (Archibald John) LL.D.—THE FOLKESTONE RITUAL
CAseE. The Substance of the Argument delivered before the Judicial Com-

mittee of the Privy Council on behalf of the Respondents. Demy 8vo.
cloth, price 6s.

STEVENSON (Rev. W. F)—HyMNs For THE CHURCH AND HoOME.
Selected and Edited by the Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson.
The most complete Hymn Book published.
The Hymn Book consists of Three Parts :—I. For Public Worship,—
II. For Family and Private Worship.—III. For Children.
#.* Published in various forms and prices, the latter ranging from 84. to 6s.
Lists and full particulars will be furnished on application to the Publishers.

STEVENSON (Robert Louis)—VIRGINIBUS PUERISQUE, and other Papers.

Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

STRACHEY (Sir Jokn) G.C.S.1.,and Lieut.-Gen. Richard STRACHEY,
R.E., F.R.S.—THE FINANCES AND PuBLIC WORKS OF INDIA, FROM
1869 TO 1881. Demy 8vo. cloth, 18s.

STRECKER-WISLICENUS—ORGANIC CHEMISTRY. Translated and
Edited, with Extensive Additions, by W. R. HopGKINSON, Ph.D., and A. J.
GREENAWAY, F.I.C. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 21s.

SULLY (James) M.A. — SENSATION AND INTUITION. Demy 8vo.
price 10s. 6d.
PessiMisM : a History and a Criticism. Second Edition. Demy 8vo.
price 14s.
SYME (Davidy—OUTLINES OF AN INDUSTRIAL SCIENCE. Second

Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

REPRESENTATIVE GOVERNMENT IN ENGLAND. Its Faults and
Failures. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

TAYLOR (Algernony—GUIENNE. Notes of an Autumn Tour. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 4s. 6d.

THOM ( jJokr Hamillon)—LAws OF LIFE AFTER THE MIND OF CHRIST.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d.

THOMSON (. Turnbull)—SociAL PROBLEMS ; OR, AN INQUIRY INTO
THE LAws OF INFLUENCE. With Diagrams. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 10s. 64.

TIDMAN (Paul F)—Goip AND SILVER MoNEv. Part I.—A Plain
Statement. Part I[.—Objections Answered. Third Edition. Crown 8vo.
cloth, 1s.

Z7PPLE (Rev. S. A.)—Sunpay MORNINGS AT NorwooD. Prayers

and Sermons. Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.
TODH p(i{'NTER (Dr. J)—A Srupy oF SHELLEY. Crown 8vo. cloth,
ce 7s.

TREMENHEERE (H. Seymour) C. B.—A MANUAL OF THE PRIN-
CIPLES OF GOVERNMENT AS SET FORTH BY THE AUTHORITIES OF ANCIENT
AND MoDERN TiMES. New and enlarged Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, §s.
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TUKE (Dansel Hack) M.D.—CHAPTERS IN THE HISTORY OF THE IN-
SANE IN THE BRITISH IsLes. With 4 Illustrations. Large crown 8vo.
cloth, 12s.

TWINING (Louisa}—WORKHOUSE VISITING AND MANAGEMENT DURING
TWENTY-FIVE YEARS. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

UPTON (Major R. D.)—GLEANINGS FROM THE DESERT OF ARABIA
Large post 8vo. cloth, price 10s. 64.

VAUGHAN (H. Halford)—NEw READINGS AND RENDERINGS OF

SHAKESPEARE'S TRAGEDIES. 2 vols. demy 8vo. cloth, price 2§s.

VIATOR (Vacuus)—FLvING SouTH. Recollections of France and its
Littoral. Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

VILLARI (Professor)—NiccoLo MACHIAVELLI AND His TiMEs. Trans-
lated by Linda Villari. 2 vols. Large post 8vo. price 24s.

VOLCKXSOM (E. W. V.)—CatecHisM OF ELEMENTARY MODERN
CHEMISTRY. Small crown 8vo. cloth, 3s.

VYNER (Lady Mary—EvErRY Day A PorTiON. Adapted from the
Bible and the Prayer Book, for the Private Devotions of those living in Widow-
hood. Collected and Edited by Lady Mary Vyner. Square crown 8vo.
extra, price §s.

WALDSTEIN (Charles) Ph.D.—THE BALANCE OF EMOTION AND

INTELLECT ; an Introductory Essay to the Study of Philosophy. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price 6s. :

WALLER (Rev. C. B.)—THE APOCALYPSE, reviewed under the Light of
g:e Doctrine of the Unfolding Ages, and the Restitution of All Things. Demy
vo. price 125,

WALPOLE (Ckas. George)—HISTORY OF IRELAND FROM THE EARLIEST
TiMES To THE UNION WITH GREAT BRITAIN. With 5 Maps and Appen-
dices. Crown 8vo. cloth, 10s. 6d.

WALSHE (Walter Hayle) M. D.—DRAMATIC SINGING PHYSIOLOGICALLY

EsTIMATED. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3. 6d.
WATSON (Sir Thomas) Bart, M.D—THE ABOLITION OF ZyMOTIC

DISEASES, and of other similar Enemies of Mankind. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 64.

WEDMORE (Frederick)—THE MASTERS OF GENRE PAINTING. With

Sixteen Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 64.

WHEWELL (William) D.D.—His LIFE AND SELECTIONS FROM HIS
CORRESPONDENCE. By Mrs. STAIR DouGLAs. With a Portrait from a
Painting by SAMUEL LAURENCE. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 21s

WHITE (A. D.) LL.D.—WARFARE OF SCIENCE. With Prefatory Note
by Professor Tyndall. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6d.

WHITE (F. A.)—ENcLIsH GRAMMAR. Small crown 8vo. cloth, 2s.

WHITNEY (Prof. William Dwight)—EsSENTIALS OF ENGLISH GRAMMAR,
for the Use of Schools. Crown 8vo. price 3s. 64.

WICKSTEED (P. H)—DANTE: Six Sermons. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price §s.
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TLLIAMS (Rowland) D.D.—PsaLms, LiTaNIEs, COUNSELS, AND
CoLLECTs FOR DEVOUT PERsONs. Edited by his Widow. New and Popular
Edition. Crawn 8vo. price 3s. 6d.

STRAY THOUGHTS COLLECTED FROM THE WRITINGS OF THE LATE
RO;V;AND WiLLiAMs, D.D. Edited by his Widow. Crown 8vo. cloth, price
3s. 64.

ILLIS (R.) M.D.—SERVETUS AND CALVIN : a Study of an Important
Epoch in the Early History of the Reformation. 8vo. price 16s.

WiLLiam Harvev. A History of the Discovery of the Circulation
of the Blood : with a Portrait of Harvey after Faithorne. Demy 8vo. cloth,
price 145. Portrait separate.

TLSON (Sir Erasmus)—EcyYPT OF THE PAsT. With Chromo-lithograph
and numerous Illustrations in the text. Second Edition, Revised. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 12s.

TLSON (H. Schiitz) —THE TOwER AND ScaFroLDp, A Miniature
Monograph. Large fcp. 8vo. price Is.

ILLSTONECRAFT &Mary)—LEnERs 10 IMLAY. New Edition,
with Prefatory Memoir by C. KEGAN PAUL. Two Portraits in ean-forte by
Anna Lea Merritt. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

ILTMANN (Dr. Alfred), and WOERMANN (Dr. Karl)—
HisTory oF PAINTING. Edited by Sidney Colvin. Vol. I. Painting in
Antiquity and the Middle Ages. With numerous Illustrations. Medium 8vo.
cloth, price 28s. ; bevelled boards, gilt leaves, price 30s.

YOD (Major-General J. Creighton)—DOUBLING THE CONSONANT:
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 1s. 64.

RD WAS MADE FLesH. Short Family Readings on the Epistles for
each Sunday of the Christian Year. Demy 8vo. cloth, price 10s. 6d.

CEN (Sir Christopher)—His FamiLy aND His TiMes. With Original
Letters, and a Discourse on Architecture hitherto unpublished. By Lucy
PHILLIMORE. Demy 8vo. With Pertrait. Price 14s.

2GHT (Rev. David) M.A—WAITING FOR THE LIGHT, AND OTHER
SERMONS. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

RKE (/. F)—Notes oN EvoLuTION AND CHRISTIANITY. Crown
8vo. cloth, 6s.

UMANS (Eliza A.)—AN Essay oN THE CULTURE OF THE OBSERVING
POWERS OF CHILDREN, especially in connection with the Study of Botany.
Edited, with- Notes and a Supplement, by Joseph Payne, F.C.P., Author of
¢ Lectures on the Science and Art of Education,” &c. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

First Book ofF Borany. Designed to Cultivate the Observing
Powers of Children. With 300 Engravings. New and Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. price 2s. 64.

UMANS (Edward L.) M.D.—A CLAss Book oF CHEMISTRY, on the:
Basis of the New System. With 200 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. price §s.
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THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENTIFIC
SERIES.

I. Forus oF WATER : a Familiar Expo-
sition of the Origin and Phenomena of
Glaciers. J. Tyndall, LL.D.,
F.R.S. With 25 Illustrations.
Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo.
price §s.

. PHYSICS AND PoLITICS ; or, Thoughts
on the A jon of the Principles
of ‘N Selection’ and ¢ Inheri-
tance’ to Political Society. By Walter
Bagehot. Fifth Edition. Crown
8vo. price 4s.

IIL Foops. By Edward Smith, M.D.,
LL.B,, F.R.S. With numerous Illus-
trations. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo.

price §s.
{V. MIND AXD BobpY : the Theories of
their Relation. By Alexander Bain,

LL.D. With Four Illustrations.
Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo. price 4s.

V. THE STUDY OF SocioLogy. By Her-
bert Spencer. Tenth Edition. Crown
8vo. price §s.

VI. ON THE CONSERVATION OF EXERGY.
By Balfour Stewart, M.A., LL.D.,
F.R.S. With 14 Illustrations. Fifth
Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

VII. AxrMaL LocomorioN; or, Walking,
Swimming, and Flying. By J. B.
Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S,, &. With
130 Illustrations. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. price §s.

VIIL. RESPONSIBILITY 1IN  MENTAL
Disease. By Henry Maudsley, M.D.
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

IX. THE NEW CHEMISTRY. By Professor
J. P. Cooke. With 31 Illustrations.
Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

X. THE ScIENCE OF Law. By Professor
Sheldon Amos. Fifth Edition. Crown
8vo. price 5s.

XI. ANIMAL MECHANISM: a Treatise on
Terrestrial and Aerial Locomotion.
By Professor E. J. Marey. With 117
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. price §s.

XII. THE DOCTRINE OF DESCENT AND
DARWINISM. By Professor Oscar

Schmidt. With 26 Illustrations. Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo. price §s.

XIII. THE HisTorY OF THE Co!
BETWEEN RELIGION AND Sc
By J. W. Draper, M.D,,
Fifteenth Edition. Crown
pnce s.l'.

XIV. FuNGr: their Nature, Inft
Uses, &. By M. C.
LL.D. Edited by the Rev.
Berkeley, M.A.,, F.L.S. W
merous Illustrations. Second ¥
Crown 8vo. price 5s.

XV. THE CHEMICAL EFFECTS OF
AND PHOTOGRAPHY. By D1
mann V. Translation tho
revised. With 100 Illustrations
Edition. Crown 8vo. price §¢

XVI. THE LIFE AND GROWTH O
GUAGE. By Professor William
Whitney, Third Edition.
8vo. price 5.

XVII. MONEY AND THE MECHAK
EXCHANGE. By W. Stanley
M.A., F.RS. Fifth ¥
Crown 8vo. price 5s.

XVIII. THE NATURE OF LIGHT.
a General Account of Physical
By Dr. Eugene Lommel. W
Illustrations and a Table of
in Chromo-lithography. Thir
Crown 8vo. price §s.

XIX. ANIMAL PARASITES AND
MATES. By Monsieur Van B
With 83 Illustrations. Second ]
Crown 8vo. price 5s.

XX. FERMENTATION. By P
Schikzenberger. With 28 Illust
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. pi

XXI. THE FIVE SENSES OF Ma
Professor Bernstein. With g
trations. Third Edition. Cro
price §s.

XXII. THE THEORY OF SOUND
RELATION TO Music. By P
Pietro Blaserna. With numero
trations. Second Edition. Cro
price §s.

XXIII. STUDIES IN SPECTRUM .
sis. By J. Norman Lockyer,
With six ph:])tographic Ilustra
Spectra, and numerous engrat
Wp:gd. Crown 8vo. Secolili.a ]
Price 6s. 6d.
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{XIV. A HISTORY OF THE GROWTH OF
THE STEAM ENGINE. By Professor
R. H. Thaurston. With numerous
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s. 64.

IXV. EDUCATION AS A SCIENCE. By
Alexander Bain, LL.D. Fourth
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

XVI, THE HuMAN SPECIES. By Prof.
A. de Quatrefages. Third Edition,
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

{XVII. MODERN CHROMATICS. With
Applications to Art and Industry. By
Ogden N. Rood. With 130 original
Illastrations. Second Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price §s.

XVIII. THE CRAYFISH : an Introduc-
tion to the Study of Zoology. By
Professor T. H. Huxley, With 82
Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price §s.

{XIX. THE BRAIN AS AN ORGAN OF
MiNp. By H. Charlton Bastian,
M.D. With numerous Illustrations,
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price §s.

{XX. THE AToMIC THEORY. By Prof.
Wurtz. Translated by G. Clemin-
shaw, F.C.S. Third Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 5.

{XXI. THE NATURAL CONDITIONS OF
EXISTENCE AS THEY AFFECT ANIMAL
Lire. By Karl Semper. With 2 Maps
and 106 Woodcuts. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

KXXII. GENERAL PHYSIOLOGY OF
MuscLES AND NERVES. By Prof. J.
Rosenthal. Second Edition. With
Illustrations. Crown 8vo.cloth, price §s.

KXXIII. SIGHT: an Exposition of the
Principles of Monocular and Binocular
Vision. By Joseph le Conte, LL.D.
With 132 Illustrations. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price 5s.

XXXIV. ILLusiONs: a Psychological
Study. By James Sully. Second
Edition, Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

XXXV. VOLCANOES: WHAT THEY ARE
AND WHAT THEY TEACH. B
Professor J. W. Judd, F.R.S. Wit
92 Illustrations on Wood. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

XXXVI. SvuicipE: an Essay in Com-
Eamtive Moral Statistics. By Prof.
. Morselli. With Diagrams. Crown

8vo. cloth, price gs.

XXXVII. THE BRAIN AND I1TS FUNC-
TIONS. By]J. Luys. With Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

XXXVIII. MYTH AND SCIENCE: an
Essay. By Tito Vignoli. Crown
8vo. cloth, price §s.

XXXIX. THE SUN. By Professor Young.
With Illustrations. Second Edition.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

XL. ANTs, BEES, AND WasPs : a Record
of Observations on the Habits of the
Social Hymenoptera. By Sir John
Lubbock, Bart., K‘[.P. With 5 Chromo-
lithographic Illustrations. Fifth Edit.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

XLI. ANIMAL INTELLIGENCE. By G. J.
Romanes, LL.D., F.R.S. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, §s.

XLII. THE CONCEPTS AND THEORIES OF
MoODERN PHysIcs. By J. B. Stallo.
Crown 8vo. cloth, §s.

XLIIT. DIseEAsES OF MEMORY : an Essay
in the Positive Pyschology. By Prof.
Th. Ribot. Crown 8vo. §s.

XLIV. MAN BEFORE METALs. By N.
Joly. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

XLV. THE SciENCE OF PoLitics. By
Prof. Sheldon Amos, Crown. 8vo.
cloth, 5. ;

MILITARY WORKS.

RMY OF THE NORTH GERMAN CON-
FEDERATION : a Brief Description
of its Organisation, of the Different
Branches of the Service and their r&le
in War, of its Mode of Fighting, &c.

Translated from the Corrected Edition,
by permission of  the Author, by
Colonel Edward Newdigate. Demy
8vo. price 5s.
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BARRINGTON (Capt. ¥. T.)—ENGLAND
ON THE DERFENSIVE; or, the Problem
of Invasion Critically Examined.
Large crown 8vo. with Map, cloth,
price 7s. 64.

BLUME (Maj. W.)—THE OPERATIONS
OF THE GERMAN ARMIES IN FRANCE,
from Sedan to the end of the War of
1870-71. With Map. From the
Journals of the Head-quarters Staff.
Translated by the late E. M. Jones,
Maj. 2oth Foot, Prof. of Mil. Hist.,
Sandhurst. Demy 8vo. price gs.

BOGUSLAWSKT (Capt. A. von)—TAc-
TICAL DEDUCTIONS FROM THE WAR
OF 1870-1. Translated by Colonel
Sir Lumley Graham, Bart., late 18th
(Royal Irish) Regiment. Third Edi-
tion, Revised and Corrected. Demy
8vo. price 7s.

BRACKENBURY (Col. C. B.,) R.A.,
C.B.—MILITARY HANDBOOKS FOR
REGIMENTAL OFFICERS. I. Military
Sketching and Reconnaissance, by
Colonel F. J. Hutchison, and Major
H. G. MacGregor. Fourth Edition.
With 15 Plates. Small 8vo. cloth,

rice 6s. II. The Elements of Modern

actics Practically applied to English
Formations, by Lieut.-Col. Wilkinson
Shaw. Fourth Edition. With 25
Plates and Maps. Small cr. 8vo.
cloth, price 9s.

BRIALMONT (Col. A.)—Hasty IN-
TRENCHMENTS. Translated by Lieut.
Charles A. Empson, R.A. With
Nine Plates. Demy 8vo. price 6s.

* CLERY (C.) Liewt.-Col.—MINOR TAcC-
Tics. With 26 Maps and Plans.
Fifth and revised Edition. Demy
8vo. cloth, price 16s.

DU VERNOIS (Col. wvon Verdy)—
STUDIES IN LEADING TROOPS. An
authorised and accurate Translation by
Lieutenant H. J. T. Hildyard, 71st
Foot. Parts I. and II. Demy 8vo.
price 7s.

GOETZE (Capt. A. von)—OPERATIONS
OF THE GERMAN ENGINEERS DUR-
ING THE WAROF 1870-1.  Published
by Authority, and in accordance with
Official Documents. Transiated from
the German by Colonel G. Graham,
V.C, C.B.,, RE. With 6 large
Maps. Demy 8vo. price 215,

HARRISON (Liewt.-Col. R.) -
OFFICER'S MEMORANDUM Bo
PEACE AND WaR. Thid
Oblong 32mo. roan, with penc
3s. 6d.

HELVIG (Capt. H)—THE OPER
OF THE BAVARIAN ARMY
Translated by Captain G. S. S¢
With Five large Maps. In
Demy 8vo. price 24s.

TacricAL ExAMpPLES: Vol. |
Battalion, price 155. Vol 1
Regiment and Brigade, price
Translated from the German
Sir Lumley Graham. With
300 Diagrams. Demy 8vo. cl

HOFFBAUER (Capt)—THE G
ARTILLERY IN THE BATTLE
METZ. Based on the Official Re
the German Artillery. Trans!
Captain E. O. Hollist. Wi
and Plans. Demy 8vo. price .

LAYMANN (Capt) — Tue Fi
ATTACK OF INFANTRY. Tn
by Colonel Edward Newdigate.
8vo. price 2s. 64.

Notes oN CavaLry TacTics, C

SATION, &c. By a Cavalry
With Diagrams. Demy 8vo
price 125,

PARR (Capt H. Hallam) C.M.G
DREss, HORSES, AND EqQuir)
INFANTRY AND STAFF OF
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 1s.

SCHAW (Col. H.)—THE DEFEN
ATTACK OF POSITIONS AND
TIES. Second Edition, revi
corrected. Crown 8vo. clot
3s. 6d.

SCHELL (Maj. von)—THE OPE
OF THE FIRST ARMY UNDE
voN GoOEBEN. Translated

H. von Wright. Fou
demy 8vo. price 9s.

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRs
UNDER GEN. VON STE
Translated by Captain E. O.
Demy 8vo. price 10s. 6d.

SCHELLENDORF (Major-Gen.
—THE DUTIES OF THE C
STAFF. Translated from the
by Lieutenant Hare. Vol. 1.
8vo. cloth, price 10s. 64.
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CHERFF (Maj. W. von)—STUDIES IN
THE NEW INFANTRY TACTICS.
Parts I. and II. Translated from the
German by Colonel Lumley Graham.
Demy 8vo. price 7s. 64.

HADWELL (Maj.-Gen.) C. B.—MOUN-
TAIN WARFARE. Illustrated by the
Campaign of 1799 in Switzerland.
Being a Translation of the Swiss
Narrative compiled from the Works of
the Archduke Charles, Jomini, and
others.  Also of Notes by General
H. Dufour on the Campaign of the
Valtelline in 1635. With Appendix,
Maps, and Introductory Remarks.
Demy 8vo. price 16s.

HERMAN (Gen. W. T.)—MEMOIRS OF
GENERAL W. T. SHERMAN, Com-
mander of the Federal Forces in the
American Civil War. By Himself.
2 vols. With Map. Demy 8vo. price
24s. Copyright English Edition.

STUBBS (Lieut.-Col. F. W) — THE
REGIMENT OF BENGAL ARTILLERY.
The History of its Organisation, Equip-
ment, and War Services. Compiled
from Published Works, Official Re-
cords, and various Private Sources.
‘With numerous Maps and Illustrations.
2 vols, Demy 8vo. price 32s.

STUMM (Lieut. Hugo)—RussiA’s Ap-
VANCE EASTWARD. Based on the
Official Reports of. Translated by
Capt. C. E. H. VINCENT, With Map.
Crown 8vo. price 6s.

VINCENT (Capt. C. E. H)—ELEMEN-

TARY MILITARY GEOGRAPHY, RE-
CONNOITRING, AND SKETCHING.
Compiled for Non-commissioned Offi-
cers and Soldiers of all Arms. Square
crown 8vo. price 2s. 64d.

VOLUNTEER, THE MILITIAMAN, AND
THE REGULAR SOLDIER, by a
Public Schoolboy. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price §s.

WARTENSLEBEN (Count H. von.)—

THE OPERATIONS OF THE SOUTH
ARMY IN JANUARY AND FEBRUARY,
1871.  Compiled from the Official
War Documents of the Head-quar-
ters of the Southern Army. Trans-
lated hy Colonel C. H. von Wright.
With Maps. Demy 8vo. price 6s.

THE OPERATIONS OF THE FIRST ARMY
UNDER GEN. VON MANTEUFFEL.
Translated by Colonel C. H. von
Wright.  Uniform with the above.
Demy 8vo. price 9s.

WICKHAM (Capt. E. H, R.A)—

INFLUENCE OF FIREARMS UPON
TActics : Historical and Critical
Investigations. By an OFFICER OF
SUPERIOR RANK (in the German
Army). Translated by Captain E. H.
Wickham, R.A. Demy 8vo. price
7s. 6d.

WOINOVITS (Capt. 1) — AUSTRIAN

CAVALRY EXERCISE. Translated by
Captain W. S. Cooke. Crown 8vo,
price 7s.

POETRY.

ADAMS (W. D.— Lyrics OF LOVE,
from Shakespeare to Tennyson. Se-
lected and arranged by. Fcp. 8vo.
cloth extra, gilt edges, price 3s. 6d.

4DAM OF ST. VICTOR—THE LITUR-
GICAL POETRY OF ADAM OF ST.
VicTor. From the text of Gautier.
‘With Translations into English in the
Original Metres, and Short Explana-
tory Notes. By Digby S. Wrangham,
M.A. 3vols. Crown 8vo. printed on
hand-made paper, boards, price 21s.

ANTIOPE : a Tragedy. Large crown 8vo.
clotb, price 6s.

AUBERTIN (¥. #.}—~CAMOENS’ LUSIADS.

Portuguese Text, with Translation by.
Map and Portraits. 2 vols. Demy
8vo. price 30s.

SEVENTY SONNETS OF CAMOENS. Por-
tuguese Text and Translation, with
some original Poems. Dedicated to
Capt. Richard F. Burton. Printed on
hand made paper, cloth, bevelled
boards, gilt top, price 7s. 64.

AUCHMUTY (A. C.)—PoEMs OF ENG-

LIsH HEROISM : From Brunanburgh
to Lucknow ; from Athelstan to Albert.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 1s. 64.
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AVIA~Tue Opyssey oF HoMer. Done
into English Verse by. Fecp. 4to.
cloth, price 15s.

BANKS (Mrs. G. L)—RIPPLES AND
BeEAKERS : Poems. Square 8vo.
cloth, price 5s.

BARNES (William)—PoeMs OF RuraL
LiFx, IN 1HE DORSET DIALECT.
New Edition, complete in one vol.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 8s. 64.

BENNETT (Dr. W. C.)—NARRATIVE
PoEMs AND BaLLADs.  Fcp. 8vo.
sewed, in Coloured Wrapper, price 1s.

SoNGs FOorR SAILORS. Dedicated by
Srecial Request to H.R.H. the Duke
of Edinburgh. With Steel Portrait

and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. price
3s. 6d.
An Edition in Illustrated Paper

Covers, price Is.

SoNGs OF A SoNG WRITER. Crown

8vo. price 6s.

BEVINGTON (L. S.)—KEY NOTEs.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

BILLSOV (C. 7.)—THE ACHARNIANS
OF ARISTUPHANES. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 64.

BOWEN (H. C.) M.A.—SIMPLE ExG-
LIsH POEMs. English Literature for
Junior Classes. In Four Parts. Parts
I. II. and III. price 6d. each,
and Part IV. price 1s.

BRYANT (W. C.)—PoEMs. Red-line
Edition. With 24 Illustrations and
Portrait of the Author. Crown 8vo.
cloth extra, price 7s. 6d.

A Cheap Edition, with Frontis-
piece. Small crown 8vo. price 3s. 64.
BYRNNE (E. Fairfax)—MILICENT : a

Poem. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price 6s.
CALDERON’S DRAMAs: the Wonder-

Working Magician—Life is a Dream
—the Purgatory of St. Patrick. Trans-
lated by Denis Florence MacCarthy.
Post 8vo. price 10s.

CLARKE (Mary Cowdenn)—HONEY FROM
THE WEED. Verses, Crown S8vo.
cloth, 7s.

COLOMB (Colon:7) — THE CARDINAL
ARCHBISHOP: a Spanish Legend.
In 29 Cancions. Small crown 8vo.
cloth, price 5s.

CONWAY (Hugh)—A Lire's lonu
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3.6

COPPEE (Framcois)—L’ExiLtx. D
into English Verse, with the sanctin
of the Author, by I. O. L. Crom
8vo. vellum, price §s.

COXHEAD (Ethel)—BirDs AND Baams

Imp. 16mo. With 33 Ilnstration
Cloth gilt, 25. 64,

Davip Rizzio, BOoTHWELL, AND T®
WITCH LADY. Three T ies. B

the Author of ¢ Ginevra,’ &c. Crow
8vo. cloth, 6s. «

DAVIE (G. S.) M.D.—THE GARDIX G
FRAGRANCE. Being a
Translation of the Béstan of Sa
from the original Persian into Eaglid
Verse. Crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6.

DAVIES(T. Hart)—CATULLUS. Tum
lated into English Verse. Crowadwm
cloth, price 6s.

DE VERE (Aubrey)—THE Forar &
QUEEN MEAVE, and other Legendsdl
Ireland’s Heroic Age. Small goma
8vo. cloth, gs.

ALEXANDER THE GREAT : a Dumttic
Poem. Small crown 8vo. price

THE LEGENDS OF ST. PATRICK, s
other Poems. Small cr. 8vo, price 5
ST. Tg{ow\s OF CANTERBURY : a D
matic Poem. Large fcp. 8vo. price §t
ANTAR AND ZARA: an Eastern Romane
INISFAIL, and other Poems, Medin:
tive and Lyrical. Fcp. 8vo. price &
THE FALL OF RORA, THE SEkazcl
AFTER PROSERPINE, and other Poess,
Meditative and Lyrical. Fcp. Svo. &
LEGENDS OF THE SAXON SAINTS
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

TuHE INFANT BRIDAL, and other Poems.
A New and Enlarged Edition. Fep.
8vo. price 7s. 64. .

DILLON (Arthur)—RIVER SONGS amé
other poems. With 13 Autotyp
Ilustrations from designs by Margen

May. Fcp. 4to. cloth extra, gil
leaves, 10s. 64.

DOBELL (Mrs. Horace) -ETHELSTONE,
EVELINE, and other Poems. Crowt
8vo. cloth, 6s.
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KING (Mrs. Hamilton) —THE DIsCIPLES.
Fifth Edition, with Portrait and Notes.
Crown 8vo. price §s.

ASPROMONTE, and other Poems. Second
Edition. Fcp. 8vo. price 4s. 6d.
LANG (A.)—XXXII BALLADES IN BLUE
CHINA.  Elzevir 8vo. parchment,

price §s.

LEIGH (Arram ana Isla) — BELLERO-
PHON. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price 5s.

LEIGHTON (Roberf)—RECORDS AND
OTHER PoEMS. With Portrait. Small
crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 64.

Trans-
Crown

LESSING'S NATHAN THE WISE.
lated by Eustace K. Corbett.
8vo. cloth. 6s.

LivING ENGLISH POETS. MDCCCLXXXII.
With frontispiece by Walter Crane.
Large crown 8vo. printed on hand-
made paper. Parchment,12s. ; vellum,
155.

LOCKER (F)—LoNpDON LyRiCS. A
New and Revised Edition, with Addi-
tions and a Portrait of the Author.
Crown 8vo. cloth elegant, price 6s.

*,* Also a Cheaper Edition, price 2s. 64.

LovE SONNETs OF ProTeus. With
Frontispiece by the Author. Elzevir
8vo. cloth, price §s.

LOWNDES (Henry) — POEMS  AND
TRANSLATIONS. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 6s.

LUMSDEN (Lieut.-Col. Il. W.)—BEo-
WULF: an Old English Poem.
Translated into Modern Rhymes.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

MACLEAN (Charles Donala)—LATIN
AND GREEK VERSE TRANSLATIONS.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, 2s.

MAGCNUSSON (Firikr) M.A., and
PALMER (E. H.) M.A.—JOHAN
LuDvIG RUNEBERG'SLYRICAL SONGS,
IpyLLs, AND EPIGRAMS. Fcp. 8vo.
cloth, price §s.

MDC. Chronicles of Christopher Col-

umbus. A Poem in Twelve Cantos.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, 7s. 6d.

MEREDITH (Owen) [The Earl of
Lyttonr] LuciLe. With 160 Illus-
trations. Crown 4to. cloth extra, gilt
leaves, price 21s.

MIDDLETON, (The Lady)-
Square 16mo. cloth, price

MOORE (Mrs. Bloomfield)—Gce
LEessoN : The Warden'’s T
for Children, and other Poe!
8vo. cloth, price §s.

MORICE (Rew. F. D) M
OLYMPIAN AND PYTHIA!
PINDAR. A New Translat
lish Verse. Crown 8vo. p:

MORRIS (Lewis) — POETICA!
Vol. I. contains Songs of T'
Vol. II contains The Epi
Vol. III. contains Gwen a1
of Life. New and Cheap
with Portrait, complete in
each.

MORSHEAD (E. D. A.)—T:
ARTEUS. Being the A
Libation-Bearers, and
ZAschylus. Translated in
Verse. Crown 8vo. cloth,

NADEN (Constance W.)—S
SONNETS OF SPRING TIM
crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

NEWELL (E. ¥.)—THE &
SIMONA and Lyrical Vers
crown 8vo. cloth, 3s. 6d.

NICHOLSON (Edward B.)—T
CHILD, and other Poems
8vo. cloth, price 4s. 64,

NOAKE (Major R. Compto
Bivouac ; or, Martial Lyr
an Appendix : Advice to t
Fcp. 8vo. price 5s. 64.

NOEL (The Hon Roden)—A

CHILD’S MONUMENT.
Edition. Small crown 8
35, 64.

NORRIS (Rev. Alfred) —Tk
AND OUTER LIFE PoOEAS,
cloth, price 6s.

OpE oF LIFE (THE). By the

¢The Epic of Hades’ &«
Edition. Crown 8vo. clott

O'HAGAN (§0hn) —THE ¢
ROLAND. Translated int
Verse. Large post 8vo.
antique, price 10s. 64,

PAUL (C. Kegan)—GOETHE's 1
New Translation in Rhyme
8vo. price 62,
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PAYNE (Fokn)—SoNGs OF LIFE AND | SHELLEY (Percy Bysshe) — POEMS
DEATH. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s. SELECTED FROM. Dedicated to Lady

PENNELL (H. Cholmondeley)—PEGAsSUS
RESADDLED. By the Author of ¢ Puck
on Pegasus,” &c. &c. With Ten Full-
page Illustrations by George Du
Maurier. Second Edition. Fcp. 4to.
cloth elegant, price 125, 64.

PFEIFFER (Emily)—GLAN ALARCH :
His Silence and Song: a Poem.
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

GERARD’S MONUMENT and other Poems,
Second Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 6s.

QUARTERMAN’S GRACE, and other
Poems. Crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

PoEMs. Second Edition. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price 6s.
SONNETS AND SONGs. New Edition.

16mo. handsomely printed and bound
in cloth, gilt edges, price 4s.

UNDER THE ASPENS: Lyrical and
Dramatic. Crown 8vo. with Portrait
cloth, price 6s.

PIKE (Warburton)—THE INFERNO OF
DANTE ALIGHIERI. Demy 8vo.
cloth, price 5s.

RHOADES (Fames)—THE GEORGICS OF

VIRGIL. Translated into English
Verse. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price §s.

ROBINSON (A. Mary F.)—A HANDFUL
-OoF HONEYSUCKLE. Fcp. 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 6d.

THE CROWNED HippoLyTUs. Trans-
lated from Euripides. With New
Poems. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price §s.

SAUNDERS (Jokn)—LoOVE'S MARTYR-

DpOM: a Play and Poem. Small
crown 8vo. cloth, §s.
SCHILLER'S MARY STUART. German

Text with English Translation on
opposite page. By Leedham White.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

SHAW (W. F.) M.A.—]JUVENAL, PER-
sIUS, MARTIAL, AND CATULLUS:
an Experiment in Translation. Crown
8vo. cloth, s5s.

0

Shelley. With Preface by Richard

" Garmnett, Printed on hand-made paper,
with miniature frontispieee, Elzevir
8vo. limp parchment antique, price 6s. ;
vellum, price 7s. 6d.

Si1x BALLADS ABOUT KING ARTHUR.
Crown 8vo. cloth extra, gilt edges,
price 3s. 64.

SKINNER (Fames)—Ca@LESTIA. The
Manual of St. Augustine. The Latin
Text side by side with an English
Interpretation in Thirty-six Odes with
Notes, and a plea for the study of
Mystical Theology.  Large crown
8vo. cloth, 6s.

SLADEN (Douglas B. W.)—FRITHJOF
AND INGEBJORG and other Poems.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, 5s.

SoNGs oF Two WoRrLDS. By the Author
of ‘The Epic of Hades.” Seventh
Edition. Complete in one Volume,
with Portrait. Fcp. 8vo. cloth,
price 7s. 6d.

SoNGs FOR Music. By Four Friends.
Containing Songs by Reginald A.
Gatty, Stephen H. Gatty, Greville J.
Chester, and Juliana Ewing. Square
crown 8vo. price §s.

STEDMAN (Edmund Clarence) —LYRICS
AND IDvLLs, with other Poems.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 7s. 64.

STEVENS (William)—THE TRUCE OF
Gop, and other Poems. Small crown
8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

SWEET SILVERY SAYINGS OF SHAKE-
SPEARE. Crown 8vo. cloth gilt, price
7s. 6d.

TAYLOR (Sir H.)—Works Complete in
Five Volumes. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 30s.

TENNYSON (Alfred) — Works Com-
plete:—

THE IMPERIAL LIBRARY EDITION,
Complete in 7 vols. Demy 8vo. price
105s. 6d. each; in Roxburgh binding,
12s. 6d. each.

AUTHOR’S EDITION. In Seven Volumes.
Post 8vo. cloth gilt, 43s. 64. ; orhalf-
morocco, Roxburgh style, 52s. 6d.

CABINET EDITION. 13 Volumes, Each
with Frontispiece. Fcp. 8vo. price
2s. 64 each.



TENNYSON (Alfred)—cont.

Casmner EpITION. 13 vols. Complete
in handsome Omamental Case, 35s.
THe RovaL EpITiON. In 1 vol. With
26 Illustrations and Portrait. Cloth
extra, bevelled boards, gilt leaves,

price 215,

THe GUINEA EDITION. Complete in
13 vols. neatly bound and enclosed
in box. Cloth, price 21s.; French
morocco or parchment, price 31s. 64,

SHILLING EDITION. In 13 vols. pocket
size, 1s. each, sewed.

THx CrowN EpITION. Complete in
1 vol. strongly bound in cl price
6s. ; cloth, extra gilt leaves, price
7s. 6d.; Roxburg] half-morocco,
price 8s. 6d.

# * Can also be had in a variety of other
bindings.

TENNYSON's SoNags SET TO Music b
various Composers. Edited by W. J’
Cusins. Dedicated, by express per-
mission, to Her Majesty the Queen.
Royal 4to. cloth extra, gilt leaves, price
21s.; or in half-morocco, price 25s.

Original Editions :—

Poems. Small 8vo. price 6s.

MAUD, and other Poems. Small 8vo.
price 3s. 6d.

THE PRINCESS. Small 8vo. price 3s.64.

IpyLLs oF THE KING. Small 8vo.
price §s.

IpyLLs oF THE KING. Complete.
Small 8vo. price 6s.

THE HoLy GRAIL, and other Poems.
Small 8vo. price 4s. 6d.

GARETH AND LYNETTE. Small 8vo.
price 3s.

ENOCH ARDEN, &c. Small 8vo. price
35 6d.

IN MEMORIAM. Small 8vo. price 4s.

HAroLD: a Drama. New Edition.
Crown 8vo. price 6s.

QUEEN MARY: a Drama. New Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

THE Lovrr’s TALE. Fcp. 8vo. cloth,
3s. 6d. :

BALLADS, and other Poems. Small 8vo.
cloth, price §s

TENNYSON (Alfred)—cont.

SELECTIONS FROM THE ABOVE
Super royal 16mo. price 3s. &
gilt extra, price 4s.

SONGS FROM THE ABOVE
16mo. cloth, price 2s. 64.; ck
3. 6d.

Iniruu.s or ng ;(n{:o, and oun:

ustrated ia Margaret
2 vols. folio, half-bound moroc
sides, price £6. 6s. each.

Horz TENNYSONIANA sive-
Tennysono Latine Redditz C
Church, A M. Small cro
cloth, price 6s.

'l‘mr;{vsou FOR mstouxc A
ECITATION. pecially 1

Fcp. 8vo. 1s. 64. 7
THE TENNYSON BIRTHDAY Book

by Emily Shakespear.

limp, 2s. ; cloth extra, 3:.3:“
*.* A superior Edition, printe
*and black, on antique paper,
prepared. Small crown 8w
extra gilt leaves, price §s.;
various calf and morocco bim
THOMPSON (Akce C.)—PrEL
Volume of Poems. Illust
Elizabeth Thompson (Painte
Roll Call’). 8vo. price ¥s. ¢
TODHUNTER (Dr. %) —1a
and other Poems. Crown 8v

FOREST SONGS. Small cro
cloth, price 3s. 6d.

THE TRUE TRAGEDY OF RI
Drama. Cloth, price 3s. 64.

ALCESTIS: & Dramatic Poem.
fcp. 8vo. cloth, price gs,
A STUDY OF SHELLEY. Cn
cloth, price 7s.
TRANSLATIONS FROM DANTE, PE
MICHAEL ANGELO, AND V
CoLoNNA. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, pr

TURNER (Rev. C. Tennyson)—S
LyRrics, AND TRANSLATIONS.
8vo. cloth, price 4s. 6d.

COLLECTED SONNETS, Old ar
With Prefatory Poem by
TENNYSON ; also some
Notes by S. T. COLERIDGE
Critical Essay by JAMEs Sp
Fcp. 8vo cloth, price 7s. 64.
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VALTERS(Soﬂm Lydia)—THE BROOK:
a Poem. Small crown 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 64.

.A DREAMER'S SKETCH Book. With
21 Illustrations by Percival Skelton,
R. P. Leitch, W. H. J. Boor, and
T. R. PRITCHETT. Engraved by
J. D. Cooper. Fcp. 4to. cloth, price
12s. 6d. .

WATERFIELD (W.) — HYMNS FOR
HoLy DAYS AND SEASONS. 32mo.
cloth, price 1s. 64.

WAY (A.) M. A.—THE ODES oF HORACE
LITERALLY TRANSLATED IN METRE.
Fcp. 8vo. price 2s.

WEBSTER (Awgusta) — DISGUISES: a
Dl:ama. Small crown 8ve. cloth,
price 5.

INA DAY: 2 Drama, Small crown 8vo.
cloth, 2s. 6d.

WET DaYs. ByaFarmer. Small crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

WILKINS (William)—SONGS OF STUDY.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

WILLOUGHBY (The Homn. Mrs.)—ON
THE NORTH WIND—THISTLEDOWN :
a Volume of Poems. Elegantly bound,
small crown 8vo. price 7s. 64.

WOODS (Fames Chapman)—A CHILD OF
THE PEOPLE, and other Poems. Small
crown 8vo. cloth, price §s.

YOUNG (Wm.)—GOTTLOB, ETCETERA.
Small crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

YOUNGS (Ella Sharge)—PAPHUS, and
other Poems. Small crown 8vo. cloth
price 3s. 6d.

WORKS OF FICTION IN ONE VOLUME.

BANKS (Mrs. G. L.)—Gob's Provi-
DENCE House. New Edition. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6.

BETHAM-EDWARDS (Miss M.)—
Kirry. With a Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. price 6s.

BLue Roses; or, Helen Malinofska’s

Mamage By the Author of ¢ Véra.’

New and Cheaper Edition. With
Frontispiece. ~ Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 6s.

YRISWELL (¥. Hain)}—ONE oF Two ;
or, The Left-Handed Bride. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

YARRETT (E.)—BY STILL WATERS : a
Story for Quiet Hours. With Seven
Tllustrations. Crown 8vo. price 6s.

TARDY (T/wma.c)—A PAIR OF BLUE
EvEs. Authorof ¢ Far from the Mad-
ding Crowd.’” New Edition. Crown
8vo. price 6s.

THE RETURN OF THE NATIVE.
Edition. With Frontispiece.
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

JOOPER (Mrs. G.)—THE HOUSE OF
RaBY. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

New
Crown

INGELOW (Jean)—OFF THE SKELLIGS:
a Novel. With Frontispiece. Second
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

KING (Edward )—THE GENTLE SAVAGE.
Crown 8vo. cloth, 6s.

MACDONALD (G.)—MavrcoLM. With
Portrait of the Author engraved on
Steel. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo.
price 6s.

THE MARQUIs oF LossiE. Fourth
Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

ST. GEORGE AND ST. MICHAEL. Third
Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. cloth, 6s.

MASTERMAN (¥.)—HALF-A-DOZEN
DAUGHTERS. Crown 8vo. cloth, price

3s. 64.

MEREDITH (George) — ORDEAL OF
RICHARD FEVEREL. New Edition.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

THE Eco1sT : A Comedy in Narrative.
New and Cheaper Edition, with
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. cloth,
price 6s.
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PALGRAVE (W. Gifford)—HERMANN
AGHA : an Eastern Narrative. Third
Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

PANDURANG HARI; or, Memoirs of a
Hindoo. With an Introductory Pre-
face by Sir H. Bartle E. Frere,
G.C.S.T, C.B. Crown 8vo. price6s.

PAUL (Margaret Agnes)—GENTLE AND
SiMPLE : A Story. New and Cheaper
Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. price 6s.

SHAW (Flora L.) —CASTLE BLAIR; a
Story of Youthful Days. New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. price
3s. 6d. :

STRETTON (Hesba) — THROUGH A
NEEDLE'Ss EYE: a Story. New and
Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6s.

TAYLOR (Col. Maadows)C.S.Z.,M.R.I.A.

SEETA: a Novel. New and
Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

T1PPOO SULTAUN : a Tale of the Mysore
War. New Edition, with Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 6s.

RALPH DARNELL. New and Chesper’
Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

Alr;;nu Qtvlvn':.F New and Cheaper

ition. ith Frontispiece. Crowm
8vo. cloth, price 6s.

THE CONFESSIONS
Crown 8vo. price 6s.

TARA : & Mahratta Tale. Crown 8v.
price 6s.

THOMAS (Moy)—A FIGHT ror LIk
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

WITHIN SOUND OF THE SEA. Nev

oF A Tuue

and Cheaper Edition, with Fronts-
" piece. Crown 8vo. cloth, price 6.

BOOKS FOR

AUNT MARY’s BRAN PIE. Bythe Author
of ¢St. Olave's” Illustrated. Price
35, 6d.

BARLEE (Ellen)—LockeD OuT: a Tale
of the Strike. With a Frontispiece.
Royal 16mo. price 1s. 64.

BONWICK (F) F.R.G.S.—THE Tas-
MANIAN LiLy. With Frontispiece.
Crown 8vo. price §s.

Mike Howe, the Bushranger of Van
Diemen’'s Land. New and Cheaper
Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown
8vo. price 3s. 6d.

BRAVE MEN's FooTsTEPs. A Book of
Example and Anecdote for Young
People. By the Editor of ‘Men who
have Risen.” With Four Illustrations
byC. Doyle. Seventh Edition. Crown
8vo. price 3s. 64.

CHILDREN’S Toys, and some Elementary
Lessons in General Knowledge which
theyteach. Illustrated. Crown 8vo.
cloth, price §s.

THE YOUNG.

COLERIDGE (Sara)—PRETTY LESSONS
IN VERSE FOR GOOD CHILDREN,
with some Lessons in Latin, in Essy

Rhyme. A New Edition. Il
trated.  Fcp. 8vo. cloth, prict
35. 6d.

D ANVERS (N. R.)—LITTLE MINNIE'S
TROUBLES : an Every-day Chronicle.
With 4 Illustrations by W. H. Hughes.
Fcp. cloth, price 3s. 64.

PARTED : a Tale of Clouds and Sunshine
With 4 Illustrations. Extra fcp. 8vo
cloth, price 3s. 64.

PIXIE'S ADVENTURES ; or, the Tale of
a Terrier. With 21 Illustrations
16mo. cloth, price 4s. 6d.

NANNY’S ADVENTURES : or, the Tale of
aGoat. With 12 Illustrations. 16mo.
cloth, price 4s. 6d.

DAVIES (G. Christopher) — RAMBLE
AND ADVENTURES OF OUR SCHOOL
FieLp CLus. With Four Illustrs-

tions. New and Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6d.
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DRUMMOND (Miss)—Tr1PP’'S BUILD-
INGS. A Study from Life, with
Frontispiece. Small crown 8vo. price
3+ 6d. .

EDMONDS (Herbert) — WELL SPENT
Lives: a Series of Modern Biogra-
phies. New and Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6d.

EVANS (Mark)—THE STORY OF OUR
FATHER’S LoOVE, told to Children;
Fourth and Cheaper Edition of
Theology for Children. With Four
Illustrations. Fcp. 8vo. price 1s. 64.

FARQUHARSON (M.).

I. ELsie DINSMORE. Crown 8vo.
price 3s. 6d.

II. ELsie’s GIRLHOOD. Crown 8vo.
price 3s. 64.

ITI. ELsik’s HOLIDAYS AT ROSELANDS.
Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6d.

HERFORD (Brooke)—THE STORY OF
RELIGION IN ENGLAND : a Book for
Young Folk. Cr. 8vo. cloth, price 2s.

INGELOW  (Jean) — THE LITTLE
WONDER-HORN. With Fifteen Illus-
trations. Small 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

FOHNSON (VirginiaW.)—THE CATSKILL
FaIries. Illustrated by ALFRED
FrEDERICKS. Cloth, price §s.

KER (David) — THE Bovy SLAVE IN
BOKHARA: a Tale of Central Asia.
With Illustrations. New and Cheaper
Edition. Crown 8vo. price 3. 6d.

THE WILD HORSEMAN OF THE PAMPAS.

Illustrated. New and Cheaper Edi-
tion. . Crown 8vo. price 3s. 6d.

LAMONT (Martha MacDonald)—THE
GLADIATOR : a Life under the Roman
Empire in the beginning of the Third
Century.  With 4 Illustrations by

H. M. Paget. Extra fcp. 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 64.
LEANDER (Richard) — FANTAsTIC

StoRrIkS. Translated from the German
by Paulina B. Granville. With Eight
Full-page Illustrations by M. E.
Fraser-Tytler. Crown 8vo. price §s.

LEE (Holme)—HER TITLE OF HONOUR.
A Book for Girls. New Edition.
With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo.
price 5s.

LEWIS (Mary A.) —A RAT WITH THREE
TALES. New and Cheaper Edition.
With Four Illustrations by Catherine
F. Frere. Price 3s. 64.

MAC KENNA (S. #.)—PLucky FEL-
Lows. A Book for Boys. With Six
Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown
8vo. price 3s. 6. v

AT SCHOOL WITH AN OLD DRAGOON.
With Six Illustrations. New and
Chegdper Edition. Crown 8vo. price

3s. 64.

MALDEN (H. E.)—PRINCES AND PRIN-
CESSES: Two Fairy Tales. Illustrated.
Small crown 8vo. price 2s. 64.

MasTER BoBBY. By the Author of
¢Christina North.” With Six Illus-
trations. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

MC CLINTOCK (L.)—SIR SPANGLE
AND THE DINGY HEN. Illustrated.
Square crown 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

NAAKE - (¥ T.) —SLAVONIC FAIRY
TaLes. From Russian, Servi
Polish, and Bohemian Sources. With
4 Illustrations. Crown 8vo. price §s.

PELLETAN(E.)—THEDESERT PASTOR.
JEAN JAROUSSEAU. Translated from
the French. By Colonel E. P. De
L'Hoste. Witha Frontispiece. New
Edition. Fcp. 8vo. price 3s. 64d.

REANEY (Mrs. G. S.)—WAKING AND
WORKING ; or, From Girlhood to
Womanhood. New and Cheaper
Edition. With a Frontispiece. Cr.
8vo. price 3s. 64.

BLESSING AND BLESSED : a Sketch of
Girl Life. New and Cheaper Edition.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 64.

RosE GURNEY’s DisCOVERY. A Book
for Girls. Dedicated to their Mothers.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 3s. 6d.

ENGLISH GIRLS: Their Place and Power.
With Preface by the Rev. R, W. Dale.
Third Edition. Fcp. 8vo. cloth,
price 2s. 64.

JusT ANYONE, and other Stories. Three
Illustrations. Royal 16mo. cloth, price
1. 6d.

SUNBEAM WILLIE, and other Stories.
Three Illustrations. Royal 16mo.
price 1s. 6d.

SUNSHINE JENNY and other Stories.
3 Illustrations. Royal 16mo. cloth,
price 1s. 64.
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ROSS (Mrs. E.), (‘Nelsie Brook’)—
DabpY's Per. A Sketch from
Humble Life. With Six Illustrations.
Royal 16mo. price 1s.

SADLER (S. W.) R.N.—THE AFRICAN
CRUISER: a Midshipman’s Adventures
on the West Coast. With Three
Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edi-
tion. Crown 8vo. price 2s. 6d.

SERKING HIS FORTUNE, and other Stories.
With Four Illustrations. New and
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. 2s. 64.

SEVEN AUTUMN LEAVES FROM FAIRY
LAND. Illustrated with Nine Etchings.
Square crown 8vo. price 35. 64. .

STOCKTON (Frank R.)—A JoLLy FEL-
LowsHIP. With 20 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo. cloth, price 5s.

STORR (Francis) and TURNE R (Hawes).
CANTERBURY CHIMES; or, Chaucer
Tales retold to Children. With Six
Illustrations from the Ellesmere MS,
Second Edition. Fcp. 8vo. cloth,
price 3s. 64.

STRETTON (Hesba)—DAvID Llovp's
Last WiLL.  With Four Illustra-
tions. New Edition. Royal 16mo.
price 2s. 6d.

THE WONDERFUL LiIFe. Sixteenth
Tho;:md. Fcp. 8vo. cloth, price
25, 6d.

SUNNYLAND STORIES. By the Author of
‘ Aunt Mary’s Bran Pie.’ Illustrated.
Seeg:d Edition. Small 8vo. price
3s. 6d.

TALES FROM ARIOSTO RE-TOLD ror
CHILDREN. Bya Lady. With 3 Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo. cloth, price
4s. 64,

WHITAKER (Florence)—CHRISTY'S IN-
HERITANCE. A London Story. Illus-
trated. Royal 16mo. price 1s. 6d.

ZIMMERN (H.)—STORIRS IN PRECIOUS
StoNgs. With Six Illustrations.
Third Edition. Crown 8vo. price 5.
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