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THE DIARY OF
A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE

W CHAPTER I

THE vessel on which I left England the first time
was—and [ believe is still—one of the finest and
fastest sailing ships ever launched. She had been
built in the days when the cargo-tank was still a
horror of the future, and she held the record from
the Cape to Melbourne, having made the run n
seventeen days. True, she had done the feat by
accident, involuntarily, having been unable to heave
to; but the fact of her achievement remains.
However, when, as a youngster of seventeen, I was
a passenger on her, she was not trying to startle
the world of sailormen. Her skipper was careful—
the ship’s company used to put it more crudely and
emphatically ; he liked to put his vessel to bed
before he, himself, turned in; and the mates knew
better than to set a single stitch more canvas until
he reappeared. On the other hand, he used to hold
a service every night before he shortened sail, and,
possibly, that may have compensated for the extra
work he caused. At anyrate, it is to be hoped that
his prayings in the cabin neutralised the effect of
what was being said about him on deck.

I did not like that skipper. Even now, I look
back on him with a definite amount of resentment,
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which the ordinary traveller would not understand.
On the average mail boat, with its hundreds of
passengers and its fixed time-table, the skipper is
the ‘“ captain,” a gold-laced personage, possessing a
bland smile and showing infinite patience in answer-
ing futile questions. He appears at regular inter-
vals, suave and shaven, in the saloon, on deck, in
the smoking-room, and, before one out of a score of
those on board has learnt to know him at all, the
voyage is over. On a sailing ship, however, the
“ captain” becomes the ‘“old man” omnipotent and
always present. If his liver is out of order, every-
one scurries to cover; if he has a fit of religion,
everyone shares in his gloomy depression and
hums alleged hymns; if he looks on the whisky
when it is yellow, the entire ship’s company be-
comes afflicted with what is usually an unquench-
able thirst.

There is no gold lace about the old man of a
sailing ship. This particular specimen used to
wear a frock-coat of semi-clerical cut, and one of
those wholly detestable hats, hybrids between the
silk hat and the bowler, dear to the heart of the
retired Anglo-Indian. Even in the Tropics, when
the pitch in the seams was bright and sticky, and
the livestock in the coops abaft the forecastle was
gasping and dying for want of the breeze which
would not come, the old man would stalk up and
down the poop in that same garb, a female relative
on either arm. I did not like him, as I have said,
but he had a certain strength which one could not
help admiring. Most people, meeting him on land,
would have taken him for an uneaten missionary,
who had awed his local heathen into a state of
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trembling submission, either by his grimness or by
his possible toughness. One could imagine him
converting a whole tribe, and then marching back,
at the head of the inevitable punitive expedition,
to avenge the roasting of his successor. But he
was certainly out of place in command of an Austra-
lian clipper. The second mate, who had been in
the United States, used to declare that the old man
was a Hard-shell Baptist, although he admitted he
was not quite certain of the tenets of that particular
sect. Personally, I do know that the skipper
abhorred tobacco and alcohol, and regarded me as
a malign influence, possibly because I had objected
to sharing a cabin with a man in an advanced state
of tuberculosis.

It was an uneventful trip, despite its length.
There were some twenty passengers in all, mostly
men with various complaints, ranging from alcohol-
ism to consumption, and we went through the usual
round of quarrels and reconciliations. We played
nap for matches in the midshipmen’s berth during
the dog watches, and dozed and read and smoked
for the rest of the day. We fished for albatross
when we got down south, and tried in vain to pre-
serve the skins of those we caught. It was too
long a voyage, of course, and yet as a whole it was
very pleasant, even despite the dreary influence of
the skipper; but, none the less, the best moment
of it seemed to be when the tug took our tow-line
a few miles south of Sydney Heads.

The moon was just rising as we dropped anchor
in Watson’s Bay. Somehow, the memory of that
night seems absolutely fresh to me even after fifteen
years. We had seen nothing of Sydney Harbour,
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save the lights along the shore, and the heads
themselves loomingup black and threatening against
the sky; and yet, the moment the ship pulled up to
her cable, a sense of the perfect security and peace
of the place seemed to come on you, and you
realised suddenly the beauties of the scene which
the morning sun was going to reveal to you. I
have seen many harbours since then, but I think
the only ones which excel Sydney are Dar-es-
Salaam, the Place of Peace, in East Africa, and
Nagasaki. On this occasion it was the absolute
stillness after the hundred days on the never-still
ocean which told at first; then, from over the
water, very faint yet very distinct, came the bark-
ing of a dog, and the longing to be on land again,
the natural instinct of man, swamped any regret
one might have felt at quitting the old ship and
the good fellows on her.

Looking back at it now, I realise that I must
have been pretty green when I landed in Sydney.
Since leaving Dulwich, two years previously, I had
been working for a firm of engineers, whose head,
Roger Dawson, was one of the pioneers of electric
lighting in England, and I had picked up a certain
amount of technical knowledge ; but beyond that
my experience had been very limited. I was just
a lanky, ungainly boy, who had outgrown his
strength, and was suffering from that worst form of
shyness, the one which makes you bluff clumsily to
try and get through.

It is a wretched thing to be shy. I believe I am
so still. Even dealing with publishers and editors
and mining engineers has not hardened my shell
completely ; and, more than once, when I have
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wanted a cheque particularly badly, I have gone
into an office to ask for one, and then come out
without having managed to reach the point. So
I must be shy, for I am always convinced that
publishers and newspapers owe me money morally,
if not actually. On the other hand, I have never
felt a moment’s nervousness on the platform, perhaps
because I have always been certain that my audience
knew no more about my subject than I did myself,
and so could not contradict me. Yet in Sydney,
though I was put up for the New South Wales Club,
and should have been only too glad to have taken
advantage of the fact, I could never muster up
courage to pass through its doors.

Those were the days when Sydney abounded,
not only in larrikins, but in fan-tan shops as well.
All down Lower George Street—probably the lowest
George Street in the world—you would find those
little gambling dens, which the police were, appar-
ently, unable or unwilling to close. You usually
went down a long, matchboarded passage into a
large and grimy room at the back, where you
would see a score of men, mostly larrikins and
sailors, clustered round a big, matting-covered table.
The game is simplicity itself—you merely bet on
how many little brass coins will be left when a
Chinaman has counted them off by fours at a time ;
you put your money on nought, one, two or three,
or combinations of these, and you win or lose
accordingly. It is not very exciting, though you
can generally find some squalidly picturesque details
in the setting. I can still hear the long nails of the
Chinese croupier, those horrible, gruesome claws,
scratching over the matting as he raked in the lost
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money, still see the unconcealed spite on his face
as he paid out to an unusually successful gambler.

Sydney may be pleasant enough in these days
—it might have been pleasant enough then for a
visitor who had plenty of money, although it was
just after the bank failures and trade was still
paralysed—but, personally, I was only too glad
when, a fortnight after landing, I had the chance to
go to a big sheep station over four hundred miles
up country, in the driest, hottest part of New South
Wales. It was a fine place, splendidly kept up,
splendidly stocked, and in later years I often found
myself comparing the miserable little flocks of a
few hundred scabby sheep and goats, of which the
Afrikander farmer is so proud, with the hundred
and thirty thousand head of stock we had on that
run. Yet, somehow, I cannot say that station life
made any great impression on me; certainly, it
never appealed to me. Even so far up country as
that, there was little suggestion of the back-blocks,
and no hint at all of the Australia of the novelists.
It was all quite prosaic and quite proper. I daresay
I should have stayed there much longer, perhaps
have settled down to it altogether, had it not been
for the horse-racing. It was not the races we saw
that wearied me, but those we talked about. They
formed the one subject of conversation, until I grew
absolutely to loathe the very mention of them ; and
I believe it was this, rather than the fact that the
prospects were extremely poor financially, which
really sent me drifting back to the coast.

I got back to Sydney with two pounds in my
pocket, and but a meagre chance of earning more.
I tried to cut things down to the limit, for the first
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time learning what a really cheap eating house is
like—you could get splendid sixpenny meals in
Sydney—but I was soon absolutely broke. It was
then I lost my first dress suit. I had been very
proud of it, and I had, so far, regarded it as potential
wealth ; but the little Hebrew down in the Argyll
Cut, that detestable place where the larrikins drop
lumps of blue-metal on the heads of passers-by,
cross-examined me so sharply about it—where had
I got it, why was I selling it—that I almost began
to fear that | really had stolen it; consequently,
when he raised his original offer of seven and six-
pence to ten shillings, I believe, for the moment, I
looked on him as a generous benefactor, who was
saving me from being turned out of my lodgings
and becoming a * Domain Squatter,” from sleeping
out in that public park which was then the common
camping ground of all the broken men, and all the
cosmopolitan rascality, of Sydney.

I have often wondered what became of that ugly
little Semite; whether he went to Johannesburg
and became rich through buying gold shares or
stolen gold, whether he stayed in Australia and
reached wealth through Parliament, or whether the
larrikins treated him as they should have done down
in that same Argyll Cut. At anyrate, he got my
dress suit cheaply enough; and yet, perhaps, the
beggar brought me luck, for, within a couple of
hours, I had got a job to overhaul the electric
lighting of a big coffee palace in the centre of the
city.




CHAPTER 11

AvusTRALIA to-day seems entirely devoid of the
element of Romance. Possibly, the same can be
said of any prosperous country, for excitement
means insecurity and dislocation of trade. On the
other hand, it does seem rather remarkable that
practically all the successful Australian stories of
adventure -should have dealt with violent crime of
the bushranger type. Nowadays, those who would
have been bushrangers a few decades ago, who are
still bushrangers in spirit, find a safer and more
remunerative field for their energies in politics. Life
has become drab, for you cannot well admire the
man who is piling up the National Debt for you,
greatly though you might have been interested in
his father when that gentleman was merely robbing
your richer neighbours.

In the end my job petered out, and I had to do
as I might have done all along—cable for money,
an unpleasant confession of failure. 1 left the
country without regret. It had never made the
least appeal to me, perhaps because of its very .
order and security, and the only incident I can
remember which even verged on the picturesque
was the arrest, as a rogue and vagabond, or its
Australian equivalent, of a man who had been
one of our Parliamentary candidates only the week
before.

I came home round the Horn, again in a wind-
jammer, and once more the trip, a hundred and

8
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twenty days in duration, was perfectly uneventful,
except for the fact that, owing, I believe, to the
steward's desire to save money, we ran short of
provisions, and, after eating the cow, which was
disgustingly tough, had to borrow off a German
oil-tank we were lucky enough to meet. I often
think that sea novelists and sea poets must have
wonderful luck in-getting their experiences—or is
it that those experiences make them break out into
fiction and verse? Altogether, I have spent about
a couple of years as a passenger on various craft,
which have ranged from a tiny Philippine coast-
guard to a Cunarder, and have been on pretty well
every sea, yet I have never had a maritime adven-
ture, never even been seasick. Luck does go that
way. I might have got copy for two or three
more novels out of one shipwreck. The thing has
been done before.

I suppose most budding engineers want to be in-
ventors. Certainly, during the eighteen months |
was at Home I had the craze badly ; and the nation
was the richer to the extent of protection fees on
five epoch-making inventions; though it showed
an utterly callous indifference to the value of them
all. The first was a camera. [ claimed that it
was the lightest and neatest ever invented.
Possibly I was right, and undoubtedly it would
have been the most expensive to manufacture ; so
the makers passed it by. The next patent was for
a bicycle brake, which would have been so power-
ful and sudden in its action that it would have
upset the machine, and probably killed the rider.
Then came a steam-engine valve, which, besides
not being entirely novel, would have leaked badly
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as soon as it became worn. An arrangement for
glazing the windows of railway carriages I still hold
to have been good, if only because the big German
firm, which had the model, made innumerable
excuses for not returning it, and finally managed
to keep it in the end.

The pick of the inventions was, however, a
paraffin lamp for using the incandescent mantle.
One of my brothers and I worked on that together,
and we had a company promoter ready to float it
—when it was ready. I grew quite used to fires
during the experiments. We kept a box of sand
at the end of the bench, and every time the lamp
burst we used to empty this over the blaze. The
thing did work, there was no denying that. When
the atmospheric conditions were right, or the
vaporiser was in a good humour, the light was
far brighter than that obtainable from coal gas;
but at other times it either poured out volumes of
thick black smoke, or blew the mantle to pieces.
We never succeeded in getting an automatic adjust-
ment ; and, in the end, we lost about a hundred
pounds over it.

It was during these lamp days that my brother
Malcolm and myself signed contracts to go out to
Matabeleland for two years. That country was
just being opened up in earnest; the second
Matabele War was practically over, and the dawn
of prosperity was come—at least the financial papers
said so, and they must have known. Our mine,
the Geelong, was to be the first actually to produce
gold, and, with that end in view, a special staff
was recruited in England. My position was that
of electrical engineer, and, though 1 was a little
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doubtful of my own capability to see the thing
through, it was good enough to risk, good enough
for me, at anyrate.

I think, in all, there were eighteen of us
went out for the company. Of these, my brother
is still in Rhodesia, whilst I know where a
couple more are to be found in England; but
the others are scattered far and wide. I know
that several are dead; I feel fairly certain that
several more have also made their last trek; and
I cannot say definitely that more than two of
the remainder are alive. The men who were in
Rhodesia in those days dropped out of the race
rather quickly. The new-comers stand the country
well enough. They scoff at the idea of its being
unhealthy, never realising that the conditions of
life have changed completely. They would have
diedoff fastenough in the bully-beef-and-mealie meal
days, perhaps faster than did our fellows, because,
though the latter were not those detestable people,
desirable citizens, they were of a much more hardy
and self-reliant type. They were not settlers. I
do not think anybody then wanted to settle in the
country ; the main object was to make some money
and go home before the fever or the natives finished
your career; but, incidentally, we broke down
the way for the settlers.

I was twenty when I went out to Matabeleland,
but I looked a good deal older. I remember I
proposed to a girl two or three days before I
sailed, and, after receiving a qualified acceptance,
was quite sentimental for some time, really until
I began to get some good shooting. Then I
forgot that she, being wise, had ceased to write.



12 THE DIARY OF

Perhaps it was being in love that made me hate
Port Elizabeth so much. We landed there for
our long journey up country, and I took a dislike
to it, right away. It is one of those towns where
there are always flies in your morning coffee, and
blatant, loud-voiced men in the hall and bar of
the hotel, men whose sole object in life seems to
be to impress the newly arrived Britisher. They
did impress me, certainly.

I remember once hearing a Yankee describe the
town ; he said: “It’s hotter than blazes. It’s all
Jew boys and flies and plague and niggers; and
I wouldn’t stay there even if they made me Mayor.
No, sir; not even if they threw in the customs’ job
as well.”

Up in Rhodesia the name of Port Elizabeth was
anathema. It was there that the whisky came
from—literally. True, it was in Scotch bottles;
but only the Teutonic gentlemen at the coast
could tell you what the contents were. It was
said that the essential part, that which actually
gave you alcoholic poisoning, came from the
Fatherland, in which case I admire that country
for having the sense to send it away. Then, too,
the customs people and forwarding agents, being
patriots, in a colonial sense, did their best to
delay the transit of stuff imported direct from
Home, holding that it ought to be handled first by
a local firm; and so, in the end, the unfortunate
Rhodesian had to be content with inferior or
doctored brands. Consequently, it is not un-
natural that, when a Port Elizabeth man did
chance to come north himself, he often heard
unpleasant things.
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Railhead was at Palapye then, or rather at
Palapye siding, eleven miles from Khama’s town
itself. We jolted northwards in leisurely style.
Sometimes the train attained a terrific speed—
twenty miles an hour or so—but as a rule it went
at the far more dignified gait beloved of the
English south coast lines. Once, néar Taungs,
from where I was sitting on the footboard of the
carriage, I saw the engine driver shoot a hare, jump
to the ground, pick it up, and regain his footplate
without his mate having to slow down. We spent
a night at Mafeking. The stationmaster insisted
on that. The train had been only three days and
four nights doing seven hundred miles, he said,
and if it went on in that way it would be estab-
lishing a most dangerous precedent; other pas-
sengers would be claiming to be carried at that
fearful rate.

Next morning we jogged along again, until
about midday, when we reached a siding where
we stayed till nightfall. The line is, of course,
a single one, and we were supposed to be waiting
for another train to pass us. Unfortunately, the
other engine driver was doing a similar thing a
few miles higher up, and we might both have
been where we were all night had not a travelling
nigger carried the news of our situation to the
down train. Nobody was sorry when we finally
went on again. There was any amount of whisky
on board, but no one had any water, except the
engine driver, who declared he could not spare
a drop. Consequently, it was a thirsty day, if
not exactly a dry one. Evidently, the guard
found it so, and I am afraid he was not exactly
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a teetotaller; for when at nightfall it was sug-
gested that he should light the carriage lamps,
he first denied that there were any lamps, then
denied that it was dark, then finally, after bump-
ing his head in an attempt to stand up, murmured
softly that he had no. pain now, and went to sleep
on the floor of his van. After that, we did the
job for ourselves.

Amongst the passengers was Doel Zeederberg,
the famous coach contractor, probably the best-
known and best-liked Dutchman north of the
Crocodile. From that time onwards for seven
years I often met him, but after I left the country
I heard no more of him till 1908, when I saw
in ZThe Daily Telegrapk a curt announcement of
his death in a London nursing home. It was a
curiously pathetic end for a man who had done
so much, whose whole work had lain ahead of
the railways, in the open air, to come to England
and die amid the smoke and grime of the metropolis.

We were five days and nights in all from Port
Elizabeth to Railhead, about nine hundred and
seventy miles. Last time I passed through Pala-
pye siding all that marked it was a big nameboard
and a derelict iron tank, yet in 1897 there was
quite a township there—three or four stores, a
hotel, a restaurant, five police tents and a couple
of score of hovels inhabited by Greeks, coolies and
natives ; whilst, in addition to these, there was a
huge accumulation of stuff of all sorts—mining
machinery, whisky, and provisions—waiting for
transport.

The only water at the siding was what came up
on the water train, and the railway people were
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none too generous with regard to the number of
trains they ran. So much water a day was issued
to the hotel and the restaurant and the heads of
businesses, but none to stray individuals. Washing
of any sort was absolutely impossible. There were
men in the siding who had not even rinsed their
hands for weeks, and the flies and the dust between
them did not tend to render that siding a clean
place. At the restaurant, which consisted of a
square mud hut with a roof of bush, they gave
you one cup of tea, and no more. You could
not buy a drink anywhere, at least openly, for
Khama’s country was strictly Prohibition; al-
though, after I had been there a day or two, I
did manage to get some whisky from a store-
keeper who had smuggled it in, but even that
had to be consumed neat.

Altogether it was a perfectly detestable spot,
blazing hot by day, bitterly cold at night. There
was always grit between your teeth, always flies,
which had previously visited some Kaffir, trying to
crawl into your eyes. If you smoked to keep the
flies off, you got thirsty ; if you stopped smoking,
the little brutes drove you mad.

We were waiting for the wagons which were to
take us to the Geelong mine—everybody seemed
to be waiting for wagons in those months follow-
ing the Rinderpest, when nine-tenths of the cattle
were dead—our stuff was all ready, but day after
day went by, and no transport riders appeared.
Finally, we were told we must trudge the eleven
miles into Palapye, and either wait there, or go on
another trek to the Lotsani Drift, where there was
supposed to be plenty of water.
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It was a very dry tramp into Palapye, through
heavy sand, the only landmarks being the Rinder-
pest wagons, which had been abandoned when
their cattle died a few months before. Some had
been looted, but the number of these was small, for
Khama has always had his tribe well in hand ; and,
whilst the civilised part of him looked upon theft
as a deadly sin, his savage side—and every African
native is a savage at heart—knew how to devise
suitable punishments for thieves. Palapye Town—
Palapye Stadt, they used to call it, though I believe
the wretched spot has been abandoned now—was,
if possible, more hateful than the siding. It was
reputed to be the largest native settlement in Africa.
I daresay it was. I am certain it was the most in-
sanitary one.

Khama'’s people, the Bamangwatu, are Christians.
At least the Blue Books and missionary reports say
so; and, consequently, it must be true. Certainly
they sing hymns with great and inharmonious fer-
vour, and steal whenever they think it safe so to do.
As labourers they are useless, as warriors they are
despicable; in their homes they are the dirtiest
of South African races. Possibly they have some
redeeming virtues ; but they hide these so carefully
that no white man-—save some stray missionary,
perhaps—has ever discovered them. Yet, none
the less, Khama, their chief, will go down in
history with his great foes, Umzilakazi and Loben-
gula, as a native statesman and a black gentleman.
I admire him as much as I detest his people. 1
met him in Palapye the day after I arrived there.
He was on horseback, and pulled up to greet,
through an interpreter, the youngster who was
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with me and myself. There was nothing remark-
able in his appearance; and yet, as was the case
with several chiefs I met subsequently, especially
old Gabaza, the great M'Tchangana warrior, who
was poisoned by the Mashona in my camp, you
could see he was used to giving commands which
had to be obeyed. I have no love for missionaries,
and even less for native Christians, but the great-
ness of Khama, the missionaries’ chief, goes far
towards redeeming all the faults of the others. But
then, of course, Khama was the convert of John
Mackenzie, who, if not the greatest missionary,
was certainly the greatest Imperial statesman who
ever breathed in South Africa. There could be no
better proof of our utter lack of a sense of propor-
tion than the fact that, as a nation, we have forgotten
that Mackenzie ever existed ; and yet, but for what
Mackenzie did in the eighties, when he saved
Bechuanaland, the Gate of the North, from the
Boers and the Germans, there would never have
been a Rhodesia or a British Central Africa.
Griqualand West would have been the boundary
of the British colonies. Cecil John Rhodes was a
great man, but, even though I commit the unpardon-
able sin in saying so, I hold that John Mackenzie
was greater.

But to go back to the subject of Palapye Stadt—
I hope I never go back to the spot itself—it stank
of natives. There was no denying that fact. Even
the hymns could not sterilise the effluvia. It was
a huge slum of round mud huts. The roads were
merely wide stretches of offal-littered white sand;
whilst the centre of the town, the aristocratic
portion, merely consisted of a few galvanised iron
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stores, where the white men, most of whom were
of Hebrew extraction, bartered skins for shoddy
trade goods. Under the eaves of every one of the
thousands of huts hung Rinderpest biltong, strips
of dried or putrescent meat which had been cut
from defunct bullocks. These did not furnish the
main smell—the Bamangwatu themselves did that
—but they helped to swell the total in a noticeable
degree.

We put up at one of the stores, where they fed
us badly and charged us highly. Water was almost
as scarce as it had been at the siding. There was
no chance of a wash, a thing which we had now
been without since leaving Mafeking a fortnight
previously. The men in the store were accustomed
to it, some, I fancy, from birth ; but, to put it mildly,
we were itching ; and so, after a couple of days in
the stadt, we decided to trek out to the Lotsani
Drift, and wait there for the wagons.

In Palapye they talked eloquently of the Lotsani
River. To them it was as splendid as Southend is
to the Londoner ; so we started out with high hopes.
We were going to quench our thirst and have a
wash ; but we had yet to learn that in Africa things
never quite come up to expectations. There was
no running water in the Lotsani, just a baked mud
watercourse with pools every few miles, and the
pools themselves were hardly up to the mark.
Doubtless those firms which disfigure the hoardings
with meat extract advertisements would have waxed
enthusiastic over the water, for it would have re-
minded them vividly of their own products. When
a bullock felt he had Rinderpest, he struck out at
once for the nearest pool of water; sometimes he
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died on the way ; but, if his strength held out, he
died in the water itself ; and tens of thousands of
cattle had caught the plague within a few miles
of the river. Consequently, the pools consisted of
beef extract, as you could tell the moment you
approached them. The water stank, even when
you had boiled it. There were fat slimy things on
the surface, and fatter, and even more slimy, fish in
the mud at the bottom. When you had washed
you felt more dirty than ever; when you had had
a drink your mind turned to the question of emetics.
Yet for over three weeks we drew all our water
from the Lotsani. It was an auspicious beginning
to my seven years in Africa.



CHAPTER II1

THE wagons turned up at last. I was new to the
trek bullock in those days; but, even to me, it was
obvious that the cattle were a job lot. As a matter
of fact, both wagons and spans belonged to their
native drivers, who were typical Bamangwatu,
utterly inefficient ; whilst their oxen consisted of a
number of untrained beasts, many of them cows
and heifers, which the Rinderpest microbes had
disdained to attack. Probably, they were the
worst teams in the country, at least it is to be hoped
they were. They stuck in every drift; sometimes
they stuck even on the level ; and their drivers had
not the least idea of how to make them go on.
With every trek they grew more leg weary and
thin, being unaccustomed to the yoke ; and though
the loads were only three thousand pounds’ weight,
instead of the regulation eight thousand, it took
over six weeks to do the two hundred miles’ journey
to the Geelong mine.

We followed the old Pioneer’s Road as far as
Macloutsie ; but from that point onwards we had
to cut our own track. There were many thousands
of tons of machinery to come up after us, and
transport rates were so high that a short cut
seemed a matter of paramount importance. True,
in the end, our road proved to pass through such
atrocious country that transport riders preferred
the old track, across the three-quarter-mile-wide
drift on the Shashi, where the sand was so bad you
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had to put forty-four cattle on each wagon, and
then on through the Dry Stretch, up the Tuli Road ;
but as yet the company did not foresee this. South
African mining companies seldom do foresee things
of that sort. Technically, their staffs may be com-
petent ; but, as far as the crude pioneering part is
concerned, they generally get some man who knows
a little, and thinks he knows all, about mining
work ; just as, in their compounds, they have a
man who knows, and thinks he knows, as much, or
as little, about natives.

The abandoned wagons were the main point
of interest on that old road. They stood singly, in
twos, in tens, in one place even thirty together,
here in a bare patch of sand, there amongst the
bush, with the wild vines trailing over them.
Some, but very few, had been looted, as was
obvious from the broken cases lying round them;
but the majority had their loads still intact, the
buck-sails yet over them, looking as though they
might have arrived a few hours before and the
cattle were away grazing; then a stray gust of
wind would raise the corner of the sail, and it
would flap in the air, showing the stuff rotting and
discoloured beneath it. Then you noticed that the
hyznas had eaten the neck strops, and the yokes
had rotted where they lay, and the wheels looked as
though at the first jolt they would crumble into
powder. And here were the black embers of a fire,
all the white ash having been carried away by the
summer rains ; and a rusted iron pot over some bits of
half-burned mopani log, which the white ants had
attacked in vain. Some empty bully-beef tins, off
which the paper had long since peeled, a few pages
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of an illustrated paper, torn, yellow, and barely
legible, a bottle or two, also without labels, an oven
in an ant-hill, and a rotting whip stick showed where
the transport rider had camped before the awful
scourge caught him, and in a few short hours
wrecked the work of a lifetime. They were in-
tensely human—and therefore bitterly sad—those
relics of the great disease.

If the water were near to the stranded wagons,
you would find the pool full of great, slimy fish, and
if you were curious enough, or rash enough, to strip
and go in, you could grub out of the mud the skulls
and bones of what had once been trek oxen; and
when you tried to drink that water it gave you a
queer, sickly feeling, and you thought, perhaps,
more of the ruined transport rider than of the
possible enteric; but still you had to drink it,
even though it stank; you would gladly have
walked ten miles to another pool, certainly, but
for the fact that you knew it would reek as
badly as, or even worse than, the one you were
leaving.

If there was no water close, you would find a
veritable valley of dry bones, skulls, with the noses
crunched off by the mill-like jaws of the hyenas,
bones without a vestige of skin or flesh left on them,
horrible, abominable, not skeletons, in some sort of
order, but just scattered remains, which had been
dragged about and chewed up by the schelm. All
the schelm got fat in those days of the Great
Disease, so fat that, like Jeshurun of old, they
kicked, or at least lost their caution, and so were
easily destroyed. But, as every transport rider and
trader can tell you, when you kill one schelm—a
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lion, a hyzna or a wild cat—three more immediately
turn up to eat the carcass, so that the last state is
worse than the first. Some day, perhaps, I shall
write a book on schelm, but it will be a failure. No
one will believe me ; for whilst other orthodox books
declare that the lion is a noble animal, the King of
Beasts, I regard him, and his friends, the hyznas
and leopards, as unmitigated pests. But then, of
course, the King of Beasts theorists have seen him
in a cage, magnificent, and, if you will, regal, and I
know him only as the brute who used to steal my
oxen, and yet never gave me a chance to shoot
him.

There were twenty men and three wagons in
our party, and we were the juniors of the crowd.
From those data, it is not difficult to work out
where we had to sleep. It was winter, and the
Protectorate is a bitterly cold place at night; but
we had been sent out lacking nothing, and, in a
very few days, we were used to sleeping on the
ground in the open. Quarrels soon began amongst
the crowd. As a whole, the men we had were not
up to the usual Rhodesian standard. Profession-
ally, they were good enough; individually—with
the exception of a couple who stood out in strong
contrast to the rest—they were poor specimens;
and, when I compare them with the men I was
associated with subsequently, I wonder how they
got through as well as they did. Three out of four
of them were of the wrong stuff. They wanted
jam and butter and a man with a maxim gun, or
at least with a tamer’s whip, to drive the naughty
lions away. In short, they were a typical mining
crowd, and the colonial-born amongst them were



24 THE DIARY OF

no more hardy than the others. I got a bad im-
pression of Rhodesian mining men from the outset,
and I never saw the slightest reason for altering
my views. Possibly, however, later years have
brought improvements in the general tone of mine
life.

Few men nowadays visit Macloutsie. Twenty
years ago it represented the frontier of civilisa-
tion; but to-day Railhead is in the heart of the
continent, and Macloutsie is merely a long stage
on the road down to Cape Town, where you find
the steamers which take you Home. Macloutsie
is in Khama’s country, then a Prohibition area,
but it was excited, almost incoherent, the day we
struck it. There was nothing much to look at in
the place, and much to avoid. The fort, occupied
by men of that finest of forces, the Bechuanaland
Border Police, was constructed of bully-beef cases
—they sent that same bully up to the mines later
on, and when we opened the tins, which cost us
two shillings a pound, it was nearly black—and be-
yond this there was just a big mud-walled telegraph
office, a transmitting station, and a store or two.
The most noticeable features of the settlement
were the number of abandoned wagons and the
piles of koodoo horns. No buck suffered more
severely from the Rinderpest than did the koodoo,
and the local heathen had taken a fit of going out
into the veld and collecting the skulls of the dead
bulls. These they had brought in by hundreds, then,
finding the market glutted, had thrown them down
in disgust outside the stores, where they lay, rotting
and covered with weevils.

A case of whisky had just come up to Macloutsie,
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either smuggled in, or imported openly in virtue
of that most valuable of favours, a liquor permit
from Khama. At anyrate, it was there. The
police camp was deserted ; in the telegraph office
the instruments were clicking away unheeded;
practically the whole white population being
gathered in one big hut. Macloutsie was “on
the drink ”; and as the straw envelopes and empty
bottles outside the door grew to exceed in number
those remaining in the case, so men began to talk,
according to the way of the frontier, of those who
had already gone on the last trek. There was the
linesman who had died of black-water, whilst out
alone, looking for a broken wire; the hyznas had
nearly finished when the natives came on the scene;
there was the police trooper who had gone out
shooting in that deadly, waterless stretch of
country where only the bushman and the blue
wildebeeste can find their way; he had never re-
turned, though it did not need much insight to
say what his end had been; and yet another, a
trader—and that was the worst of all—had gasped
out his last oath whilst crawling round the hut
on his hands and knees, moaning about those
twenty-foot pythons you can find on the Palm
River.

It may have been the fault of that same smuggled
case of whisky, but when we reached Macloutsie
everyone—everyone white that is, the natives never
count—was talking of these snakes, just as at Tuli to
this day they talk of lions ; and at Enkledoorn, where
the Dutchmen are, of native risings. And yet one
could not help sympathising with the men. Think
of it! The main stream of transport was already



26 THE DIARY OF

diverted to the west, up the big road which ran
through Tati to Bulawayo; and within a few
months, certainly within a year, the railway would
be open, and no wagons at all would pass through
Macloutsie. The place was doomed, already mori-
bund. If you grew weary of being in the bully-
beef fort, all you could do was to go to the mud-
walled telegraph station and listen to the clicking
of the instruments, transmitting messages to the
north, or else wander down to the store, where
the proprietor, besides being insolvent, had no
whisky. What wonder then that, when a case
of spirits did come through, men made the most,
or the worst, of it. I, myself, knowing the life,
can understand it. There is so much to forget
in those dreary out-stations, the men who have
already gone, the men who are going before your
eyes, the uncertainty of your own stay. The past
is so bad that you long to forget, even for a few
hours, both the present and the future. Whilst
the spirit is in you, you may be able to scoff at
it, but when you have only tea without milk to
drink, and bully beef and Boer meal to eat, you
resent fiercely, if you are a man at all, the idea
of dying uselessly in such a forsaken spot, dying
and being buried in the sand, with a cairn of
stones over you, so that the hyznas shall not
dig up your body. Of course men drink in those
out-stations, and they always will drink, so long as
there are such places, and so long as alcohol will
bring them temporary oblivion. And what right
has the theorist at home, who has never been
tempted, has never gone beyond the shelter of
his county council and the grip of his rate
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collector, has never known fear and what fear
brings, has been bred up in the belief that the
natural end of man is to die in bed of zymotic
disease, what right has he to condemn men who
drink because they want to forget that the shadow
of the Angel of Death is always across their path?

We struck lions first a little north of Macloutsie.
One of the herd boys found their fresh spoor, and
we camped down that night expecting to have
them round the cattle. True, they did not come,
but to us, raw from Home, the anticipation was as
bad as, or even worse than, the actual fact would
have been. Later on I got the measure of a lion. 1
reckon I have heard the brutes round my camp on
five hundred nights; but that first night, when we
did not hear them, was worse than all the others
put together. I did not sleep. I was really scared.
I knew the lion could see and I could not, and all
the time I was picturing him coming out of the
long grass in dramatic style, and jumping on me.
Now I know that he would have jumped on the
cattle, or the niggers, before he thought of a white
man, and, both of these being so bad, there would
have been no loss to the sacred cause of Progress
and Light in Darkest Africa; but I am a good
deal older now, and I am writing in a land where
lions are, brutally enough, kept in cages for idiots
to gape at, instead of being destroyed mercifully in
their own country. That was a bad night for me;
I remember only one worse, and that was during
the last Philippine War, when I turned in feeling
absolutely certain we should all be boloed before
the morning, and boloed we should have been—a
bolo is an ugly two-feet-long knife—had not two
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big dugouts full of American infantry chanced to
come up the river just before midnight. On the
other hand, these lions never materialised. Possibly
they were merely fictions evolved from the brain of
a Bamangwatu herd boy; but I think not. That
stretch of country has schelm enough and to spare.

I wonder how many men have ever been thirsty.
I do not use the word in the sense the cyclist, or
the athlete, or the soaker does, but crudely, going
back to elemental things. Hunger is bad. I have
been hungry in civilisation, when I was dead broke,
more than once; in the Far East I have lived for
a whole month on boiled bats, and that is getting
near the limit; but I would sooner be hungry
a hundred times than thirsty once. Hunger is a
slow and lowering thing; you lose strength and
you lose heart, but it rouses no violent passions ;
its action is too prolonged for that, and the physical
pain from it is comparatively small. It is a longing
rather than a suffering. Thirst is different. Ina
few hours it grows from a discomfort to an agony,
and madness and murder are the natural, the
inevitable, results. I have seen a man shot for
the sake of the basket of clams he was carrying
on his back, and, starving though I was, reckoned
the shooting a crime ; but in Bechuanaland, on the
one occasion when I was really thirsty, I would
have shot a man for a cup of water.

The incident occurred about twenty miles south
of the Tuli River. The wagons were getting on
with deadly slowness, and from the outspan where
we were to the river itself there was not a drop
of water. Twenty miles may not seem much in
England ; it would seem very little to me now, but
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then there was a handful of us youngsters, raw,
soft, totally unacclimatised, and whilst the colonials,
and those who had adopted colonial ways, insisted
on our trekking on ahead, alleging that the wagons
could not carry water for us, they remained behind
with the wagons—and the water bags. It was
a typical mining man’s trick; a transport rider
or a trader does not do such things. Curious how
one remembers incidents such as this. If possible,
my resentment is stronger now than it was then,
perhaps because I have a better sense of propor-
tion. It was the Afrikander spirit—do the young
Englishmen a bad turn.

We were told to start at dawn, and to follow a
cart spoor to the Tuli, where we were to await the
wagons. No white man ever carries a pack in
Africa, even a seasoned old prospector will not try
it, yet we had to take rifles, blankets, food and
water—and we had been little more than three
weeks on the veld. Moreover, there were no water
bags, and we had to be content with vulcanite
bottles, holding a pint each. We, my brother and
myself, got on about five miles without a drink;
then we opened his water bottle, to find that,
whilst it had been hanging on the buck rail of the
wagon, someone had stolen half its contents. We
got along another five miles fairly well; but the
weight of our packs and rifles, and the heavy sand
under foot, was telling. It was about ten o'clock
then, and the thirst began. Our pace was slacken-
ing down, and by midday we had added only a
couple of miles, and, though we had fought hard
against the temptation, the water bottles were
empty. There were eight miles more to do,
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theoretically, really about twelve, the most ghastly
trek of my life. We had to go on; we had to
stick to our packs and rifles, and yet, with every
step, the pain of the thirst increased. We were
raw, and that was the main trouble; yet even an
experienced man would have found it hard going
under the conditions. By three o’clock the pain
had become positive agony. I would have killed
a man for a drink then. We stuck to it, just
because we had to, because the only chance of
relief was the water ahead. At about the sixteenth
mile we came on another youngster who had started
before us—the way we went off, in ones and twos,
shows how raw we were—he was lying down,
sobbing, and I remember well the job it was to
make him get up and come along.

The water of the Tuli River, I can taste it still.
Not only did it put a stop to that abominable
agony of thirst, but, after we had drunk quarts of
it, wallowed with our faces in the pool, sucking it
up, we realised that it was the first clean water we
had tasted since leaving the mail steamer at Port
Elizabeth. In the latter town you suspected, with
reason, that there were microbes everywhere, and
you tried to kill them with the villainous spirit of
the place; I expect you did kill them, in fact; on
the train it was as bad ; whilst throughout Bechuana-
land we had found nothing but extract of Rinder-
pest. Yet the Tuli, running down a broad sandy
course, five hundred yards wide in places, though
the actual stream was seldom more than a few feet
across, was clear and sparkling, real water, better
at that moment to me than any champagne I have
since drunk.
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Two days later, the wagon party caught us up.
It had suffered terrible privations, of course, gone
through struggles which no mere Britisher would
understand. As I have said, I was very young
and raw at that time; subsequently I was a trans-
port rider myself for years, and so I got the
measure of those folk.



CHAPTER IV

THERE was a time when everyone in Rhodesia was
interested in the Geelong mine, when, in fact, it
furnished the community with its chief topic of
conversation. It was to be the test property of
the country. For some inscrutable reason, the
mining industry was to stand or fall according to
the way it turned out. All that is ancient history
now. The Geelong failed, and the mining industry
went on, growing beyond all anticipation ; whilst
it is safe to say that nine-tenths of the present
Rhodesians never give a thought to the very exist-
ence of the old camp.

The mine itself was on a small rise at the foot
of a great tree-covered kopje. From this point
the ground sloped away, undulating but steadily
falling, to the Umsingwane River, three miles dis-
tant, where the nearest water was to be found. It
was bush veld of a type common in Matabeleland—
mopani scrub with here and there a giant mahogany-
tree, good game country certainly, but also, as it
proved only too quickly, very unhealthy.

When we reached the Geelong there was a
galvanised iron canteen and store under the big
kopje, and two or three grass huts on the farther
side of the rise itself. That was the extent of the
camp. Including the storekeeper, there were, I
think, four white men there, and these had only
arrived a few days ahead of us. Except for such
work as had been done by the ‘Ancients” in
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presumably prehistoric times, the reef was un-
touched.

For a start, we were all sent down to the river,
where a camp had been built consisting of seven
or eight grass huts on a small kopje, with a large
lion-proof cattle scherm just below them. In a
way, the position was not a bad one, at anyrate
it was always preferable to the settlement which
only too quickly sprang up on the mine itself. 1
think I lived in the River Camp, as we called it, for
about six months; I know I was about the last of
the construction staff to leave it. After I had gone
it was turned over to the unfortunate wretch who,
for the time being, had the dreary task of driving
the big pumping engine we put in down on the
river bank.

From the River Camp, looking up the Umsing-
wane Valley, you could see a number of small granite
kopjes dotted about the veld, some five miles away.
Beyond these again was a regular range, the
Mabhaulihauli Hills, really an outlying portion of
the Matoppos themselves ; whilst opposite us, across
the river, were the M’'Patane Hills. When we
first occupied the River Camp, in the latter part
of 1897, all these kopjes were infested by small
bands of Matabele warriors, who, still uncertain as
to whether the white man would abide by the terms
of peace settled by Cecil Rhodes, and perhaps
fearing that they themselves would be punished
for their share in the recent rebellion, had not yet
given in their guns. Practically speaking, they
were still rebels, and, as there were hundreds of
them within half-a-day’s march, the position of
our little band of about twenty white men, unpro-
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tected by any form of stockade, was not a very
enviable one, though it must be admitted that
no one seemed to worry greatly. True, there was
some talk of a Maxim gun being ordered; but I
fancy there was never any ground for the idea;
certainly, the gun never came; and within a
couple of months we had ceased to see the
Matabele fires amongst the hills, and, in fact,
some of those same warriors had already come
in to work in the wood-cutting gangs.

The lions were a more serious: nuisance than the
natives. Night after night, they kept us awake
by patrolling round the little hill and growling. In
some ways the training was good for those who, like
myself, were raw to Africa. After a week or two
of it, our point of view changed. Anger, or rather
hatred, took the place of fear, and we grew to re-
gard the pseudo-King of Beasts as a pest instead
of as a danger.

For some time, our visitors got nothing bigger
than a fowl; but at last a horse belonging to an
Afrikander was left out after dark, and the lions
made short work of it. The following night a
trap-gun was set over the little that remained,
and when a party, consisting of about half-a-dozen
white men, went out next morning they found a
big male lion, wounded through the intestines, but
still full of fight. I was not in the firing party.
If T had been, perhaps I should not be writing
now, for it seems that bullets flew, mostly un-
aimed, in every direction. For a few moments
the position was critical-—a charging lion and empty
cartridge cases; but, before anyone was hurt, the
brute fell to the rifles of the two men who kept their
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heads. Then the carcass was borne back in
triumph. I photographed it, and the Afrikanders
told us how the great deed had been done.

So far, we had escaped any rain; but soon after
the slaying of the lion the first storm broke, and we
began to realise how joyous Matabeleland could
be. It is hardly correct to say our huts leaked,
the latter word is wholly inadequate. The roofs
seemed to collect the rain, to concentrate it, and
direct a steady stream on to our stick-and-grass
beds, whence, after soaking our blankets, it poured
over the earthen floor, forming large mud puddles.
Then, too, with the rain the flies appeared. The
cattle scherm, which had been built much too near
the camp, was an ideal breeding ground for these
pests, which increased in numbers every day, until,
at last, it was actually impossible to eat or drink
in the place during daylight. The moment you
poured out a cup of tea, half-a-dozen flies com-
mitted suicide in it; if you tried to put food into
your mouth, flies followed it in. It was all un-
speakably disgusting, one of those experiences
which words cannot describe, because only those
who have been through the same thing would
believe the facts.

We had not been in the camp long before food
supplies began to run short. Even at the start,
everything was abnormally dear. Sugar cost one
and ninepence a pound, tinned meats—jungle pro-
ducts—two shillingsa pound ; flour was five pounds
a hundred-pound bag; and after a while these, and
most other things as well, always barring whisky,
became unobtainable. For three weeks we lived
on sardines and mealie porridge, washed down by
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tea without milk or sugar; sardines three times a
day, not a taste of meat, butter, or even jam. I
have loathed sardines ever since.

The shortness of food lasted some time, and
great was the growling over it, not without reason
too, for the fever season was coming on, and we
had the prospect of beginning it half starved. The
consulting engineer—the Boss, as he was generally
called throughout the country—came in, most un-
justly, for the blame. Not that he worried much
about what men might say concerning him. He
knew that he had ordered ample stores in England,
everything of the very best quality ; and that those
stores had arrived in Palapye. If the forwarding
agents were fools—and, as a transport rider, I
found afterwards that most are combinations of
the fool and the knave—and sent up boilers instead
of bully beef, it was absurd to blame the Boss. He
had to use such tools as he could get; he was the
hardest worked man in Rhodesia; and I am certain
of one thing—if his staff was on short rations, he
was no better off. He was not of the stuff from
which the average mining engineer is fashioned.
He never asked a man to do things he would not
do himself. Still, whoever was to blame—and I
have not forgotten the names of the chief offenders
—the fact remains that, when the fever really
began, we were not fit to face it, and the miserable
record of that wet season was very largely due to
the hungry months which had preceded it.

Another factor which had a good deal to do with
the ill-health of the camp was the way the hours of
work were arranged. We started at seven in the
morning, worked on without a break until twelve,
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then, after an hour for lunch, continued again until
half-past five. It was a perfectly fatuous scheme
in a country where sickness is one of the employer’s
greatest difficulties. Few men anywhere can make
a decent breakfast before seven o’clock, least of all
in the Tropics ; consequently, a very large propor-
tion went to work after breakfasting on two or three
whiskies, and were off-colour all day. Then, too,
the hours were much too long for the climate,
whilst there was always a certain element of
“nigger-driving” at the expense of those who,
like myself, were under agreement, and could not
leave the detestable place.

Of course, I know the hours we worked were
the usual ones on mines. But that is no excuse,
rather otherwise in fact; for, in Africa, when you
hear anyone citing the ‘“custom of the country”
as an argument, you know that some perfectly
idiotic practice is being upheld by the only reason
which can be adduced in its favour. A good
instance is furnished by the way mine Kaffirs
are fed. Some Transvaal or Kimberley mine
manager, having to deal with Basutu, a mealie-
eating race, evolved the theory that mealies are
the correct food for natives; and he has been
followed slavishly by each succeeding idiot. At
anyrate in my time, nine mines out of ten in
Rhodesia would buy nothing but mealies for their
boys, despite the fact that rapoko, the natural food
of the local savages, was both cheaper and more
nourishing. The mealie is good enough as a food
when it has been winnowed and pounded in a
wooden mortar; but when ground in the usual
mine fashion, very coarsely and with all the grit
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and dirt left in, it is almost uneatable. More than
half the sickness on the Rhodesian mines was due
to the badly ground mealies, and practically the
whole of the labour troubles of the early years
arose from the same cause.

On the Geelong, however, we had an unusually
sane native policy ; many of the boys received
extra money in lieu of rations, and were allowed
to feed themselves ; as a result, the compound was
almost always packed at a time when other mines
were filling the air with lamentations concerning
the wickedness of the Matabele and Mashona, who
would not take up the black man’s burden, as
represented by the duty of using a shovel or
hammering a drill in a badly ventilated working,
and sustaining their strength on practically uneat-
able mealie porridge. There was an appalling
amount of cant and nonsense talked in those days
concerning the labour question, chiefly by those
who were already convinced that their own mines
were not payable, and saw, in the alleged shortness
of labour, a most convenient excuse for postpon-
ing the day of reckoning with their shareholders,
drawing their salaries meanwhile. Still, there was
never any hint of this sort of thing on the Geelong.
The latter turned out a failure, but that was solely
the fault of the reef. It was given every chance
to prove a success.

The fever came on us suddenly, and the doctor
soon had his hands more than full. The hospital
consisted of a large and extremely leaky grass hut,
and all the drugs, and surgical instruments as well,
had been held up at Palapye; as a matter of fact,
they did not arrive until the worst of the sickness
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was over. The doctor had a few drugs of his own,
and, being an unusually able man, contrived to pull
through somehow, so there was no open scandal,
and the forwarding people continued in the same
old ways; but, at one time, out of the staff, which
then amounted to about sixty men, half were
incapacitated by fever, or the results of fever, whilst
the death roll, which included a couple of outside
men, contained, I think, eight names. In a camp
controlled by men of the pioneer type the record
would probably have been very different; but in
the early days of Rhodesian mining—and the
Geelong was the first mine to crush—there was a
spirit of amateurishness and hurry; and I believe
that four-fifths of those who died on the mines in
the first two or three years following the Matabele
Rebellion fell victims, not to the climate, but to the
miserable arrangements for their feeding and hous-
ing made by the companies. They were half-
starved and overworked, and when the malaria
microbe came along he found their constitutions
ready for him.

I suppose all these outlying mining camps are
the same, little Gehennas of envy, malice and all
uncharitableness. Men get nerves and quarrel
over nothing. The life is an utterly miserable
one. You are cut off completely from the outer
world ; the only society you get is that of your
fellow-sufferers. You are always on the property,
always at the beck and call of the company; you
lose all sense of being a free man. Then, too, the
air is full of suspicion. If any rumour concerning
the real condition of the mine reaches the outside
world, everyone is suspected of having committed
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the horrible crime of putting the truth into a letter.
You never know who is a spy. You live either
in a mud hut, or a sweltering tin-roofed line of
quarters, with rusted cans and empty bottles littered
about outside, because the company cannot spare
niggers to clean up the camp. Probably, the com-
pany insists on your having your food either in
a mess run by the secretary or else down at the
store, in which it has a share. In any case, your
food will be outrageously dear—a mine secretary
likes to live in state—and it will taste of a coolie’s
dirty hands, conditions which are neither necessary
nor pleasant.

When you have got away from work for a time
—you never finish work—there is nowhere to loaf
except the canteen, where the whisky is a shilling
a tot, and Bass four shillings a bottle. You go to
the canteen and drink, because there is nothing
else to do, because there is no apparent reason
for self-restraint, and finally, most important of
all, because it is the custom of the country. Once
in the early days, for two or three months, the
Geelong camp washed itself, shaved, put on clean
clothes, and went back to decent ways. There
was an American lady, the wife of a contractor,
living in some huts at the back of the mine kopje ;
and whilst she was there the whole place felt the
influence of her gentle refinement; but she left
too quickly, and, at anyrate during my stay, her
place was never filled. We had other women up
there certainly, but they were mostly Afrikanders,
and none of them was ever able, or perhaps anxious,
to reform the camp.

You must live in a mining camp to understand
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the real meaning of “evil-speaking, lying and
slandering.” Perhaps the Geelong was especially
bad in this respect; certainly, every man was at
war with at least ten others, and when he was really
sober every man loathed his job. Had we all
been Home-born, matters would have been better,
but we were unlucky enough to have some
Afrikanders, and they upset all the rest. One
man in particular, a half-bred Boer, on whom an
English public school education had been wasted,
was particularly virulent against my brother and
myself, and succeeded in making us fairly miserable.
Since those days I have had other reasons for not
loving that same man, and I hope that, when the
next South African War comes, I shall get a chance
of settling our quarrel, finally. If ever a human
being touched bed-rock in low meanness, that one
did. Still, it is in his blood. 1 like the Boer; 1
always got on well with him, once I learnt to know
his limitations, and so ceased to expect much; but
the cross-breed, half Briton and half Boer, with
the vices of both races, blatant, untruthful, brutal,
is, like the Cape boy, one of Nature's mistakes, or
rather one of man’s mistakes at the expense of
Nature.

The cause of our offending against the Afrikander
element was rather curious. It shows how pitifully
small are the things which count in a mining camp.
My brother and I knew nothing about shooting
when we went up to Matabeleland ; consequently,
the African-born used to treat us with a kind of
patronising superiority ; but within six months,
though we may not have been the best game shots
there—that is a reputation usually acquired by hard
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lying—the fact remained that we shot more buck
than all the rest of the staff put together; con-
sequently, there were very real grounds for jealousy,
at least according to South African standards.

The Cornish, or to give it its more usual name,
the Cousin Jack, element was always strong on the
mine, and, of course, the Cousins formed a party
by themselves, hostile to the rest. I came into
contact with them a good deal, for when I had got
my electric light running—successfully, after all—1I
was given the job of looking after and repairing the
compressed-air drills used underground. I got on
well enough with the Cousins for some time, until
an ugly little incident happened, and from then
onwards there was war. The Cornishman has
much in common with the Essex man ; although,
of course, whilst in the latter county there are
practically no men of birth and education, in Corn-
wall there is a very fine landed class, poor, perhaps,
but intensely hospitable and kind hearted. So far
as Africa is concerned, however, the Cousin Jack
miner is the only Cornishman ; and the Cousin Jack,
like the Essex man, looks on blackmail, not as a
crime, but as an industry in which every sensible
person will take a hand whenever opportunity arises.
They were not long in getting to work on the
Geelong. The chance was a good one. Itwasa
Saturday night, and, for the first time in its history,
the mine had draught beer, two barrels having
arrived that morning on the wagons; consequently,
the chronic state of soddenness had been exchanged
for something more vigorous. There were not six
sober men out of the sixty, and one of the most
drunken was a young Boer, a nice, clean-minded
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boy. I had been down with fever—I usually
got it about every third day on the Geelong—and
I had not been near the canteen. On the other
hand, I had happened to see that same youngster
coming home, reeling, and I had put him to bed,
unseen by anyone, and unknown to him.

On the following morning the Cousin Jacks
sprang their surprise. They accused the wretched
boy of having endeavoured to assault the wife of
one of them on the previous night, and demanded
a hundred pounds down as compensation to allow
the lady to take a trip Home and recover from the
shock.

The youngster, believing he could not account
for his movements after he had left the canteen,
actually agreed to pay, and great rejoicings had
already started amongst the Cousin Jacks when 1
happened to hear of what was going on. Within
an hour, my evidence, against that of a drunken
woman, had knocked the whole scheme on the head ;
but the Cornishmen never forgave my interference,
and I had many a dirty trick played on me. The
Cousins joined hands with the Afrikanders, a natural
alliance; but I cannot say they scored greatly,
although they had some good opportunities. Of
course, like every other sane man in Rhodesia, I
always made my own Game Laws, or rather Game
Law, which had but one clause—that I could shoot
what I wanted, when I wanted it. Nominally,
there was a close season and a schedule of Royal
Game, and I know that, time after time, I was re-
ported to the Mounted Police. Luckily, the latter
were a most decent lot of fellows; they knew that
everything my brother and I shot we brought in,
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that we never indulged in the colonial sport of
slaying for the mere lust of destruction; conse-
quently, they were conveniently blind, and would
always accept the hind quarter of a reed buck
provided it had a label on it stating that it came
off a goat of abnormal size.

The Geelong camp was always drink sodden, as
was but natural under the conditions, and yet, on
occasion, it could go further, and get raging drunk.
The latter fact is curious, for, as a rule, it is usually
the teetotaller, or at least the temperate man, who
goes to that extreme. I can remember some
horrible bursts, which always had their aftermath in
the doctor being kept unusually busy, and, more
than once, in a funeral. Generally speaking, these
outbreaks were started by some trifling occurrence.
One or two men would go clean over the line, and
the rest would quickly follow, until every section of
the staff had caught the infection; and those who
were not soaking at the bar in the canteen had got
bottles of whisky in their offices or rooms. And
then they blamed the climate when they developed
black-water fever.



CHAPTER V

MavrarIAL fever is a queer thing. 1 daresay the
quinine-selling folk, and even some of the doctors,
will want to start on my track with guns when I
say that the mental effects of it are worse than the
physical ; yet I say it advisedly, and 1 think I can
speak with some authority, for very few men can
boast, as I can boast, that they have had malaria
over eighty times. Most of them get black-water,
or blow out their brains, or go off in delirium
tremens, long before they reach that splendid total.

I think that Amyas, the younger brother who
joined me in Mashonaland, had it turn and turn
about with me, but I had nearly three years’ start
of him, and, moreover, he had the finest physique
and the finest constitution of any man I ever met.
Between us we reduced malaria down from the level
of an illness to that of a beastly nuisance. We knew
how to tackle it, and it never scared us in the least.
Of course, in the background there was always the
dread of black-water fever, but we used to ensure
against that by drinking much Hollands gin, De
Kuypers’, 1 think it was, in tall, black bottles,
an acquired taste, perhaps, but still a wonderfully
practical one.

We saw so many men die—practically all the old
crowd has gone now—that we grew callous in a
way, and yet we never lost heart. For one
thing, the doctor on the Geelong was certainly
one of the best fever men in Rhodesia, and he
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taught me a good deal. On two occasions he
pulled me right out of the Valley of the Shadow,
not because he had drugs and a hospital, but be-
cause he was determined not to let me go. He
bucked me up—to use a crude phrase—and he
made me look on malaria from the same point of
view, as a disease from which no decently courage-
ous man need die. Then I owe a good deal to Dr
Koch. I met him in Bulawayo, really for the pur-
pose of giving him some details concerning cattle
sicknesses. I was a bit of an expert—Heaven
knows I had lost enough cattle then—but he repaid
me by telling me abowt his malaria experiments.
He is a great old man. Doctors and pseudo-
scientists may say what they like about Robert
Koch, but they will never persuade me that their
criticisms are due to anything but jealousy of a man
who is too great not to admit that he has been
mistaken. The average English doctor gives
quinine in malaria cases. He has read in a book
that quinine is the proper thing, and he plugs it
into his wretched patient, at stated intervals, in
stated quantities, like a county councillor screwing
a rate out of his victims.

Quinine may cure you, if you chance to take it
at the psychological moment. It has cured a good
many men, I believe; but, if you take it sufficiently
often at the wrong moment, it will kill you. Most
men who are supposed to have died of malaria have
really died of quinine poisoning. Quinine, ten
grains every two hours, is both the Nicene and the
Athanasian Creed to the ordinary English doctor,
his way of salvation, and, at anyrate in my days,
he used to kill his patients with rather unpleasant
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regularity. One doctor I met, however, dared
to break away from the tradition and study the
disease for himself. His patients did not die, at
least when there was a chance of saving them;
and, when I came to talk the matter over in later
years with Robert Koch, I found that the great
German professor used almost the same words that
I had heard from the young English doctor down
in Matabeleland.

I can speak as an expert on the malaria microbe.
I know him as well as I know hyznas. If you
can strike the right moment, when he has developed
the correct number of tails or legs or antennz, and
you take about twenty grains of quinine, you will
certainly kill him. At other times, however, quinine
seems simply to act as a pick-me-up for him; it
spurs him on to further efforts. If you have a
doctor who knows his work he will keep on taking
samples of your blood until he finds that the microbe
is ready and fit to be poisoned; but, if he is not
doing this, just drop his medicines out of the
window, or give them to a cheeky Mashona, and
take a strong aperient, followed by strychnine and
arsenic tabloids. You will pull through that way,
provided always that you believe that malaria is not
a fatal disease.

Black-water fever is, of course, different. 1 can-
not say that malaria deaths ever troubled me
for long. I hated to see the men die, but I realised
that they were not of the stuff which has an un-
questionable right to live. On the other hand,
black-water is horrible. They tell me that nowadays
they save most of the patients; but I saw five out
of six of ours die. I used to get a kind of hopeless
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feeling, and, as I nursed them, all the time there
was drumming through my brain those most beauti-
ful and most terrible of words, “I am the Resur-
rection and the Life, saith the Lord.”

I have read the Burial Service myself on the
Road; I have heard it read only too often; and
yet I believe it stirs me to-day as much as it did
when I was a raw boy of twenty, and first helped
to carry a dead man wrapped in a blanket ; because
there was so often a sense of waste and futility.
The pioneers, the traders and the transport riders
were not of the hooligan, football-watching ruck we
have at Home ;-and they ought not to have died like
that. We could have spared the footballers so much
better ; in fact, I, for one, would have seen them go
gladly ; but the men who built up Rhodesia were real
men, and the country will never see their like again.

I wonder what Rhodesia’s tale of dead is. The
Chartered Company has never told us, and therein it
has been very wise: for the mortality in those early
days was, if inevitable, still abnormal. The terrible
death rate was a temporary thing; it represented
the price of the acquisition of the couftry, not
the price of its occupation. The new Rhodesians
know nothing of these things—it is well for them
that they do not—and there are very few of the
older hands left to tell the story. And yet I believe
most of us who have come through it are content
—even though we are as poor as we were in the
nineties—because we know that our country, our
country in a sense which the post-war settler cannot
understand, is going ahead after all; and though
few of us have any share in the rewards, and we see
a cheaper class of men scooping in the profits, I do
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not think we trouble greatly, because we know that,
as in our own case, they have but a life interest in
their work ; the capital must revert to the Empire.

I began this chapter with the intention of pointing
out that malaria is chiefly mental, and annoying the
doctors by saying so. I will go a little beyond that
and say that I never saw a man die of malaria—
malaria sans phrase. There was always some-
thing else, alcoholism or the Funks, generally the
Funks.

I suppose malaria can be fatal; I know it ought not
to be so. If a man is not scared, if he makes up his
mind to get out of his bunk at the earliest possible
opportunity, if he looks on the thing, not as a mis-
fortune, but as part of the daily round, he will not
die. If he does die from it, he was not worth saving.
He ought to have stayed at home, and become
a municipal politician or a professional football
player, or anything else that is vulgar and nasty
and safe.

I had my first dose of malaria in the Geelong
River Camp. The doctor had shifted up to the
mine, three miles away, and his hands were more
than full. My bed consisted of sticks and grass, my
pillow of a brown waterproof bag. 1 was alone
all day long in the camp, not even a nigger to bring
me a drink of water—such are the ways of mining
companies—and I was five days and five nights
before I got a moment’s sleep. Moreover, I had
been suffering from chronic dysentery and pleurisy ;
and the only nourishment I had was what the doctor
could manage to prepare and send down himself. Is
it to be wondered at that I have no love for mining
companies? IfI had died then—and I was very near
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it—they would have stopped my pay from the very
day, and probably have buried me in a blanket.

The doctor had no means of moving me, nowhere
to move me to, in fact. I know now that the
consulting engineer, the Boss, felt each man’s death
as keenly as though he had been brother to the
dead man; but he was only there at long intervals,
and he had to trust to those on the spot. He knew
they were poor tools, but they were the best he
could get at the moment; and, after all, his first
duty was to his shareholders. The blame lies with
his subordinates, many of whom were Afrikanders, or
men saturated with Afrikander ideas. During the
Boer War we got the measure of these people,
and no sane Englishman would put them in re-
sponsible positions to-day; but at that time they
were considered reliable, and were allowed to be in
charge of Home-born men. I hate the Afrikander.
I do not mind saying so—it is much better to be
open in these matters—and I despise utterly those
Britishers who throw in their lot with the Afrik-
anders. “Civis Romanus Sum,” should be the creed
of every Home-born man who goes out to South
Africa.

Drink brings on malaria, and malaria makes men
drink. The two, the whisky and the fever, act and
react on one another until no one can tell which is
really to blame. The worst part of the fever is the
terrible depression and restlessness which follows
it; for a few days after you have got out of bed
everything seems utterly wrong and miserable,
and those few days really constitute the critical
period.

I fear dysentery far more than I do malaria. It
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will pull you down in less time, and whereas, after
a certain point, the fever is just a passive misery,
dysentery is always active suffering. I know only
one certain cure for it, a native medicine made from
the bark of a small sapling. It never seems to fail.
I learnt of it first from a barman in Bulawayo. He
was a ghastly wreck. The hospital had discharged
him as an incurable, chronic case, and you could see
he had not very long to live, unless the disease were
checked ; moreover, he had not the means to leave
the country. Knowing I was always out amongst
the Kaffirs, he told me of this stuff—some other
transport rider had mentioned it to him—and
begged me to get some for him. Three days later
I was down on the Matoppo Hills, and the first
headman I spoke to obtained me a handful of the
bark. It was nearly a year before I met the barman
again ; but then he told me that two doses of it—
it tastes very like ginger—had effected a complete
cure.

I have never known that stuff fail in real dysentery ;
but, on the other hand, half of what is diagnosed as
that disease is merely due to poison administered
by the natives; but the story of that, and of how I
found it out, belongs to my trading days in Mashona-
land. Whilst I was on the Geelong I was ready,
like everyone else, to blame the climate for all the
various sicknesses.

I think I had more than my share of illness.
More than once I was on the point of getting my
agreement cancelled and leaving the country. Alto-
gether, I was off duty seven months in my two
years; and I am quite sure I should have left, but
for the good shooting I used to get when I was well
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enough to go out for a week-end on the veld. Some-
how, that seemed to make up for it all; and I am
very glad now that I did not throw up the sponge,
as, in that case, I should have quitted Rhodesia
knowing only its drab and sordid side.



CHAPTER VI

You can find the history of the Geelong mine in
any of the Stock ‘Exchange books of reference.
I believe some of the shareholders are still sore
about it. They lost their money, of course, but
as most of them were gamblers, rather than in-
vestors, sympathy would be wasted on them.
Then, too, the failure was a perfectly genuine
one. The gold, or at least the payable gold, was
all on the upper levels, and when that had been
worked out there was only poor quartz left. At
no time did the prospects, or the performance, of
the mine justify the high price of the shares, and
if the public insisted on overvaluing the stock, it
should not growl at having been disillusioned. It
went into the gamble voluntarily.

On the mine itself we knew very little about
the movements of the shares. Our mails were
so slow, and, at first, so irregular, that we had
practically no chance of speculating by post ; whilst
we could not trust the telegraph, or rather the
telephone. The latter was worked by the police
—we had a camp of two troopers and a sergeant
close to the canteen, conveniently close—and in
their guileless intemperance they were always ready
to tell you what messages had been sent. Poor
wretches, it was about the only subject of conver-
sation they had. More than once, in casual con-
versation, other men’s most private business was
blurted out to me; whilst the company must have
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seen every word which was transmitted. I always
knew that there was a regular system of espionage
carried on by some of the mine officials, men of
the true crawler type, anxious to curry favour with
the Boss—who must have loathed them, being
essentially a man—and so serious did the matter
become at one time that we used to give our
letters to the transport riders to post in Bulawayo,
distrusting the company’s mail bag.

That same atmosphere of suspicion was one of
the most depressing features of life on the mine.
In most cases it was the men who were conscious
of their own dishonesty who were most active in
hunting down others, fearing the presence of the
straight men. My brother, Malcolm, was the
victim of an exceedingly dirty trick of this kind,
a trick which failed only because those who planned
it told too many lies. It made us very sore at the
time ; but afterwards we grew so used to that sort
of intrigue on the part of the same little clique
that it became part of the regular round of exist-
ence. There was very little of brotherhood or
loving-kindness in any of those mining camps; and
I am afraid that, if the same spirit had prevailed
amongst the pioneers, Rhodesia would still be in
the hands of the Matabele tribesmen.

Our mine was the first in the country to crush,
but I do not remember any outburst of gratitude
on the part of the company, although the engineer-
ing work, at least, had been carried out with ex-
traordinary rapidity and efficiency; but then our
resident engineer, Edward Trevennen, was about
the most able man I ever had the good fortune
to work under. With the starting of the mill, life
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in the engineering department entered on a new
phase. We were no longer construction, but main-
tenance, men, repairing what other people had
damaged. There was constant war between us
and both the mill staff and the underground men.
I thought then, and I still think, that our enemies
were always in the wrong ; for whilst we were, after
all, professionals, the others were, technically speak-
ing, only labourers, who could learn all about their
duties in a few days. Some of my particular foes
of the Afrikander clique were in the mill; and it
was wonderful how often my electric light went
wrong. The majority of the accidents could be
accounted for only by a blow from a big hammer.
It sounds absolutely idiotic now, writing of it in
cold blood; but at the time we were so run down
and nervous, and shaken with fever, that we were
all ready to do stupidly malicious tricks of that
sort.

In a year the Geelong camp grew from one tin
store and two or three grass huts, to a wilder-
ness of grotesquely shaped galvanised iron buildings,
chimneys, and headgears, with arc lamps and big
ash heaps or tailings dams to bear witness to the
supreme triumph of civilisation. It was all very
well arranged, and very practical, and very hideous.
The surrounding bush had been cut down for fuel,
the grass killed off by the dust and smoke. Every
building seemed to contain a machine grinding out
a hateful din, every open space to be littered with
bottles and rusted cans and derelict packing cases.
Every white man had a dog or a monkey, and
upheld with fierce vehemence his pet’s right to
quarrel with his neighbour’s animals.
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Even after the first shortness of food stuffs was
over, messing arrangements were a constant source
of grievance. The company itself started a mess
and the employees had practically no option but
to join. In itself, the scheme, as mapped out by
the Boss, was an excellent one. He had found
time to order a large consignment of the very
best supplies obtainable in England, and his in-
tention was that these should be charged to the
staff at bare cost. Then, having so much else to
do, he had to leave the details to the men on the
spot. The result was that the first month’s bill
ran us into twelve pounds ten each for most in-
different food, four pounds ten more than the store-
keeper charged. There was trouble, to put it
mildly, and the trouble grew to something very
like mutiny when it leaked out that we had been
debited with the capital expenditure on the coolie
cook’s garden, in addition to our legitimate mess
bills. Next month the charge was reduced to
eight pounds, but the grumbling over the cooking
was so great that the company decided to get in
a contractor—I forgot to mention that the first
cook, a white man, died of fever before he had
prepared a single meal—and then the crisis came.
The great Fricadelle Row was one of the most
important events in the history of the mine.

It was all started by some hungry niggers. The
contractor had been running the mess for about a
fortnight, with fair success, when one morning we
went to the mess house to find no breakfast ready.
The natives, waiters and kitchen boys, had gone
on strike, and were then squatting outside the
compound manager’s door, retailing their griev-
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ances. They were starving, they declared. In-
stead of being allowed to have the pieces off the
plates, they were forced to collect these together
and mince them, the resulting mess being manu-
factured into Fricadelles. Immediately, everyone
remembered that Fricadelles had appeared on the
menu at every meal. When questioned about the
matter, none too politely, the contractor answered
by getting furiously drunk and beating his wife,
who took refuge in the room next to mine, her
husband standing outside the door and shouting
insults at everyone in the quarters,. until the staff
as a whole came out and drove him off. Next day
the mess broke up, finally. Nowadays, the fuss
we made about the matter seems rather childish;
but it appeared of paramount importance to us
then, possibly because we had only petty little
things with which to occupy our minds.

One of the most striking points about the early
history of Rhodesian mining is that it never led
directly to any violent crime. I cannot recall a
single instance of highway robbery or murder for
the sake of gold; and yet there were far better
openings than the Australian bushrangers ever
had. In Australia, the thief had but little prospect
of escaping from the country with his booty ; if he
made a big haul he was bound to hide it somewhere,
at least for a long time. On the Geelong we were
only about seventy miles from the Transvaal, where
there was no extradition ; whilst, if the bushranger
did not fancy sharing his loot with the Boer
officials, he could make his way to the Portuguese
territory. Police camps were few and far between ;
telegraph wires were easy to cut and took a long
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time to repair, the linesmen usually travelling in
leisurely fashion in a bullock cart, doing twelve or
fifteen miles a day until they came to the break;
the coach carrying the gold and mails had no guard,
and usually no passengers, just a Dutch driver and a
Basutu leader; yet no one ever tried highway robbery.

I will not say the matter was not discussed.
More than once it was suggested, in a joking spirit,
that we should form a little syndicate for the
purpose; but on one occasion an attempt was
planned out seriously; and the coach -certainly
would have been held up had not the tongue of
one of the gang wagged too freely in a Bulawayo
bar. They were all Germans in the scheme, and
they sent two women of their own race down to
the mine, nominally to ply their calling, really to
obtain full details as to how and when the gold
was sent. The coming of the women had the
effect of sending the camp into the wildest racket
in its history. So many men were away from work
that the mill was nearly stopped for lack of quartz;
and, probably, every secret known was blurted out,
every secret except the most important one—that
in almost every case the “gold” on the coach con-
sisted of boxes of lead, the real gold being sent in
by Cape Cart.

I never knew why the plot was abandoned in the
end. The confederates may have found out that
the police in Bulawayo had already learnt of their
scheme, or the unceremonious way in which the
women were ultimately driven off the property
may have frightened them ; at anyrate, the whole
scheme came to nothing; but the burst led to at
least one death.
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My two years’ contract with the company ended
in a splendid dose of fever, which lasted for nearly
seven weeks. My brother and I had long since
made up our minds to quit the mine, and go on a
shooting expedition ; consequently, when the doctor
advised me to take a trip into Bulawayo, just before
my agreement ran out, | went gladly—it gave me
a chance to buy the pack donkeys we wanted.

Those were the good days of Bulawayo. The
town was still Railhead, the distributing centre for
the whole of Matabeleland. There may not have
been plenty of money there, but, at least, there was
unlimited credit, which, in the eyes of most people,
was as good as, or even better than, having the cash.
Money is a definite thing, which sooner or later
comes to an end; credit continues until the crash
comes, by which time the wise man is out of the
country. Not that there was any spirit of dishonesty
in Bulawayo, any wish to avoid liabilities, at least
on the part of the transport riding and trading
section. As for the others—the clerks from the
mining companies’ offices and the Government
officials, with their perfect puttee leggings and
their hunting stocks, their swagger and their utter
ignorance of the veld—I always gave them a wide
berth, and so knew but little of them. I daresay
they would have paid could they have done so;
but, when everyone is spending more than he is
earning, twenty shillings in the pound becomes a
vague, unattainable longing. Most people failed
ultimately—I did, amongst others—but in the case
of the Bulawayo storekeepers nine out of ten had
started without capital, as the victims of the whole-
sale German houses in Port Elizabeth; consequently,




60 THE DIARY OF

the greater part of the losses fell on the latter, and
no decent people were the worse off in the end.

In 1899 no one in Bulawayo cared whether you
paid cash or no. It was bad form to ask a man
to settle an account. In the bars you signed a
card for your drinks; in the stores they entered it
up to you. A stranger got credit as easily as an
old inhabitant. What did a few bad debts matter,
after all? The country was going to boom; in
fact, the boom had actually begun, some years
before, and, though the local officials and companies
might seem to be making a mess of things, Rhodes
would come by-and-by and put it all right, as he
had done before. If they were not marrying and
giving in marriage in Bulawayo, at least they were
eating and drinking, especially drinking, ignoring
the fact that the railway extension was being pushed
on, and that soon, from being the terminus, the
town would become a mere station on the line;
refusing to believe that the Boer War was inevitable ;
never suspecting that Cecil Rhodes was already a
dying man. A few months after I struck Bulawayo
first, the flood of disasters came, and, ultimately,
destroyed most of them.

I bought six donkeys on the market square for
fifty pounds ten shillings. They were a fine lot.
Joshua, as we afterwards called him, the leader of
the people, who always walked ahead, was the
biggest donkey I have ever seen, whilst the others,
if not so tall, were equally strong. It was charac-
teristic of Bulawayo that, a quarter of an hour after
I had cut my lot out from the span, the auctioneer
begged me to let him put them up for sale again.
That was the way of the town—you bought and
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you sold again immediately, not necessarily at a
profit, but it gave you a little excitement and a
legitimate excuse for a drink on the deal. However,
I wanted my donkeys to carry packs from the
Geelong to the Portuguese border; so I actually
paid for them, and drove them off to the outspan on
the Tuli Road, preparatory to starting back to the
mine, where I was to pick up my brother.




CHAPTER VII

WaEN [ left Bulawayo with those six donkeys I
was new to the ways of the breed; when I sold
them four months later for ten shillings less than
they cost I swore I would never travel with pack
donkeys again.

A pack donkey would be right enough, provided
the track were always dead level, that there were no
lions about, and that you never desired to unpack
your loads ; on the other hand, in veld of the type
we travelled through, rugged granite country for
the most part, with innumerable sharp little dips
down to streams, with the possibility, or rather the
probability, of lions round your camp every night,
and with packs which you were always wanting to
open, and so disarrange, donkey transport becomes
a veritable curse.

The pack donkey is an absolute, unmitigated
fool. When he comes to a stream he breaks into
a trot down the slope of the drift, stops suddenly
at the bottom, and shoots his pack over his head
into the water. When he sees two trees very close
together he tries to pass between them and gets
jammed ; when you stop for a moment to do some-
thing to one of his mates he wanders off into the
bush and attempts to get lost. Then, too, lions
prefer donkey flesh to any other, and will leave all
their proper business to follow up your animals ; con-
sequently, you have to tie the beasts round a tree,
and sleep within a few yards of them—or, at least,

62



A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE 63

try to sleep. Then you will discover that a donkey
never by any chance rests. If he is not kicking out,
or shuffling about, he is chewing his neighbour’s
neck ; the only variation is when he endeavours to
break his reim and stroll away into the jaws of the
waiting lion. As for the packs, they are perfectly
hopeless. Malcolm numbered each one, and made
a list of its contents, whether food stuffs, trading
goods, spare clothes or cartridges; but after the
second night’s outspan the boys had mixed all
together, and from that time onwards we ceased
to think of arrangement. When you wanted any
particular article, you emptied pack bag after pack
bag until you found it.

Joshua, the big donkey, had a special saddle, which
Malcolm had bought cheap. I never knew what
sort of animal it would have suited. I know it
did not suit Joshua—and as he always insisted on
walking in front, leading the people, his saddle was
the first to get into trouble. The bags in it were
long and shallow, and Joshua used to manage to
empty them on to the veld at least twice a day.
We solved the difficulty in the end by presenting the
saddle to a nigger, and loading Joshua with bundles
of raw hippo sjamboks; but for the whole of the
outward journey the thing was an absolute night-
mare to us.

We started out from the Geelong casually. We
were going eastwards, to shoot game and buy cattle,
and we were coming back to civilisation when the
fit took us—that was the extent of our plans. Our
boys came from the Sabi district—or at least they
said so—and they promised to show us where game
was plentiful as flies were in the Geelong camp;
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whilst one boy, Tom, declared he could not only
lead us to many hippo, but could also find a big
store of sjamboks, hidden in a tree, which some
stray white hunter had put there four years previ-
ously. I wish I had a list of our stores. In after
years I became a professional so far as these long
trips of several months’ duration were concerned,
and I learnt to get things down to the irreducible
minimum ; but still I know we made a good selec-
tion that first time. Flour, tea, coffee, sugar, salt—
those are the absolute essentials, at least half-a-
pound of flour per man per day, and double the
quantity of tea and sugar you would use at home.
Bacon is almost an essential, for game has no trace
of fat in it; but it is not a bad plan to use it boiled,
instead of fried, then it will not make you bilious,
even if you trek immediately after eating it. Rice
is useful, but sago is far better; there is nothing to
equal it at the end of a long night trek. Alcohol
is useless. You cannot carry enough to last you
throughout the journey, and the little you can take
you will finish the first time you are cold and tired
—at least, that was my experience—and then, next
time you feel played out, you worry over your
rashness, instead of pulling yourself together with
strong tea.

We left the Geelong joyfully—heavens! how I
had detested that camp and its inhabitants—and
started down my telephone line to the old river
camp. I had been bad with fever again, and I was
so weak that the three-mile tramp was more than
enough for me, and we halted for several hours in
the river bed; then we went on, and outspanned for
the night at the M'Pempeze River, a perfectly rotten
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place for lions. We heard one of the brutes about
a mile away, and, from the behaviour of the donkeys,
I fancy some came a good deal closer to us; but
still none of them made any attempt at an attack,
greatly to our relief.

From the M’Pempeze we had a trader’s road for
about twenty miles ; but at the end of that stretch
we lost all trace of the white man’s rule, until, on
the eighth day out, we suddenly came on an old
road, almost overgrown, and obviously disused,
with the drifts washed into great ruts, and native
game traps set across the spoor. It was the old
Pioneer’s Road, up which Selous had led the Pioneer
Column in 1890, once the main highway to Mashona-
land, now abandoned, and forgotten by all save the
survivors of that column. We came on the remains
of some very long wagons which had been used for
carrying iron telegraph poles, and here and there
were the ruins of what had been huts; but there
was no recent spoor, no wagon spoor at all, really,
whilst under the great Sugar Loaf Hill at the
Lundi Drift we searched in vain for any trace of
the graves of the forty-nine white men who are
supposed to have died there, I think in 1893, when
the river held the wagons up for six weeks.

A queer incident happened when we were camped
at the Sugar Loaf. Malcolm had shot some big
buck, a sable antelope, I fancy, and we had made a
little thorn scherm in the bush, where we were dry-
ing some of the meat, and resting both our boys
and our donkeys. We had been there a couple of
days when the piccannin, who had been down for
water, came hurrying back from the drift to say
that four Dutchmen on horses were coming along
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the road. When we had left the mine the Boer
War had been in the air, and at every kraal we had
heard rumours of trouble across the border. It
may have been this sense of uneasiness which made
us cautious; at anyrate, we stayed in the bush,
sending one of our boys along, in the guise of a
travelling Kaffir, to see who the strangers were, a
precaution which probably saved our lives.

The Dutchmen offsaddled at the drift, and, after
sending our boy for water, made coffee. Then our
boy squatted a few yards away, and waited for
information. What they told him we never knew ;
what he told us when he came back was that war
had already broken out between the British and
the Boers, and that these four men were on their
way down to join the latter. The last part alone
was true, though had they known that two English-
men were there with six valuable donkeys, I fancy
we should have got a short shrift. As a matter of
fact, only one was a Boer, two being Cape Colonials,
and the fourth a German doctor. War had not
broken out, but they were already on the warpath,
anxious to start hostilities by looting what they
could. 1 met the Boer afterwards, and I found
him, like most of his kind, very decent and very
slow-witted. He told me the fate of the German
doctor. It was tragic—and very suitable. He
was found killing off the British wounded after one
of the fights, skulking round, shooting in their faces
with a revolver. Two Tommies got him with their
bayonets. He scrabbled on the ground, begging
for mercy, which he did not get.

Many months later, after the Relief of Mafeking,
I was one of two passengers on a south-bound
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train. We had an armoured truck attached, and
an armoured train as escort; consequently, we
travelled slowly, with many long stops. When we
reached Vryburg they decided that we had better
stay the night there. Contrary to expectation, the
little railway station was quite animated, the centre
of interest being a sergeant in one of the Welsh
regiments. That soldier was a well-satisfied man
in a sombre sort of way. Had liquor been obtain-
able, he could certainly have been solemnly drunk.
It seemed that the colonial rebels, those high-
minded patriots, had murdered his brother a few
months before, apparently for the sake of his watch,
and when a rebel had to be hanged, after having
taken and broken the oath three times, the sergeant
had begged the privilege of being allowed to carry
out the execution. So far as I could make out,
that rebel was one of the party of four which I saw
through the bushes at the Lundi Drift. I never
knew where his fellow-colonial went to; certainly,
he never reappeared in Mashonaland, so I trust
that he, too, was sent to his own place.

From the Lundi Drift, we struck down the river,
following the northern bank. We were just getting
into good cattle country, and we decided to buy
some young bulls first, with the cash we had, eighty-
four pounds in all, then, leaving our animals, includ-
ing the donkeys, at a convenient kraal, make our
way with carriers down to the tsetze-fly country,
returning just before the rains began.

The first kraal we reached after leaving the drift
was a wonderfully picturesque place, a group of
some thirty or forty huts in a little grassy basin,
almost completely enclosed by huge granite kopjes.
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We got to the village about three o'clock in the
afternoon, and found it absolutely deserted. There
was not even a dog to be seen; but a faint sound
of drumming from over a neck in the hills explained
the matter to our boys.

“There is beer,” they said, then Tom and another
youngster started off to investigate.

They were gone some time, an unreasonably
long time considering the apparent distance, and
when they returned, bearing a large pot of native
beer, they were distinctly apologetic, and almost
incoherent. It was the kraal of Jackalass, they
said, and Jackalass was the most estimable Mashona
they had ever met—our boys were M'Hlengwi and
Matabele—he was very sorry that a great festival
in the fields prevented him from coming to see his
white guests at once; but he was sending them a
pot of beer, to be going on with, and would come
back himself at sundown.

He was as good as his word. The sun had
hardly disappeared behind the kopjes when a
great singing and jodelling announced that the
people were coming home. They were the most
happily drunken crowd imaginable. None of them
was really sober, and yet all were on most friendly
terms with each other. Even the cattle seemed to
have caught the spirit of their owners, for they
trotted in with the herd boys riding on their
backs.

Jackalass certainly was a good Mashona, or
rather Makalanga—Mashona being really a kitchen-
Kaffir word, though one now sanctioned by general
usage. He was that very rare thing, a native
gentleman, even though he wore but a loincloth
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and ‘was prone to drink too much of his national
drink. He started by sitting down in front of
us and clapping his hands. Then he signed to
one of his sons, who produced a fowl as a present ;
a few minutes later he gave us some meal for our
boys ; and so it went on for an hour, a dozen little
things, one after another, sour milk, eggs, tomatoes,
everything he could think of likely to please the
white men, ending up with a small and vociferous
goat. Of course, he got present for present, limbo,
beads and matches; but he was giving gladly, tak-
ing a pleasure in it, a striking contrast to the
general run of Mashona headmen, who expect
double the value of their presents, and then try
and get the latter back, in order to sell them to
their visitor.

In the morning, half the men of the kraal went
out to show us where the game was. Malcolm
shot two klipspringer, those queer little mountain
antelope, and I got one; consequently there was
great rejoicing when we returned at midday, and
in a very few minutes every pot was full of spicy
scraps of entrails.

Jackalass sold us the first bull we ever owned,
a dull red animal which afterwards developed into
one of the finest trek oxen in our spans. Poor
Jackalass—we called him after his breeder —he
died in the days of the Great Disease, somewhere
between Selukwe and Fort Victoria. Most of his
mates, bought on that trip, finished their days
at that same outspan, and their wagon was also
abandoned there. Probably, the remains of it are
there still; though the bones of poor old Jackalass
and his mates must long since have rotted away.
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Jackalass, the headman, would have liked us to
stay a month, during which time, he assured us,
we should shoot so much game that his people
would forget the taste of porridge, their staple
diet ; but we declined the invitation, and went on
to a village about fifteen miles away.

There, too, we found them all drunk. In fact,
they were drumming so vigorously, this time in
the kraal itself, that they never heard us coming
up the path. When they did see us, however,
there was a wild rush for the shelter of the rocks
on the part of the women and children, whilst the
men seized their assegais and guns, and retreated
to the edge of the clearing, looking rather ugly.
We were the first white men who had ever been
there, and they were afraid we were labour agents.
However, we soon reassured them, and they turned
out to be quite a decent lot, though they had none
of the joviality of Jackalass’ people.

Their kraal was not a cheerful place. An hour
or so after we got there, although it was still broad
daylight, a couple of leopards began to growl in
the kopje near by. Just before sunset one of our
boys came in to say that a flock of guinea-fowl
was down in some old lands beside the water hole,
and I reached the spot in time to see a huge
crocodile dive off one of the rocks into the pool.
I was still watching the bubbles rising when some-
thing stirred at my feet, and I looked down to see
a twelve-feet-long python uncoiling himself. He
finished the process with his head blown off,
wagging a shapeless stump to and fro.

Most people would have reckoned the spot too
prolific in schelm, and have detested it accordingly.
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Not so with my boys. They forgot the leopards
and the crocodile, and ignored altogether the
hyzna which turned up shortly afterwards. Had
I not killed a python, an N’'Hlatu, a great snake,
and did not every sane person know that when
you killed a snake you were going to have luck
in hunting? The greater the snake, the greater
the luck ; and they spent half the night discussing
what I should shoot on the morrow. They even
went so far as to give the local witch doctor a
snuff-box and the promise of a shilling to throw
the bones, and so discover which side of the Lundi
River would be lucky. He decided that I must
cross, and so in the morning, a chilly winter
morning, the guide took us down through the
dew-laden grass on the river bank, through the
bitterly cold stream itself, into the mopani scrub
on the other side. Usually we took some food
with us—cold guinea-fowl and bread; but, on this
occasion, so sure were our boys of the luck of
the great snake that they carried only a small
bag of monkey nuts. Malcolm went away to the
right, after agreeing to meet me under a certain
bald kopje; and I saw no more of him for some
hours.

The first thing I struck was a duiker, who dived
into the scrub and was lost. A few minutes later
a dozen vague grey shadows, seen indistinctly
against the thorn bush, materialised suddenly into
so many waterbuck cows, then, before I could shoot,
disappeared again. The boys laughed. The luck
of the N’Hlatu would be something far better
than mere waterbuck, tough and strongly scented.
A mile farther on there was a sudden crashing
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amongst the bush, and an eland bull, the buck of
all buck, was away in a cloud of dust, followed
by a badly aimed bullet from my rifle. Then I
saw the horns of a sable antelope just disappearing
behind some mimosa bush, and after that again
a troop of impala really out of range.

I was beginning to get sore at my ill-luck, as
well as hungry. We stopped on a big flat rock,
lighted a fire, cooked our handful of monkey nuts ;
and then I proceeded to give those niggers my
candid idea of their great snakes and their rotten
superstitions. They listened in silence, chewing
their monkey nuts, then they took snuff, copiously,
and after that they explained to me that we had
yet to find the animal of the great snake. Doubt-
less, there was an eland, or at least a roan antelope,
waiting for my rifle. As for those we had seen so
far, obviously the spirits of their ancestors did not
agree for them to die yet.

I did not answer the arguments, knowing Kaffirs
fairly well; but I started homewards, down the
Lundi bank. I had gone perhaps a mile when a
bush buck jumped up and I knocked him over at
about a hundred yards. He scrambled to his feet
again, making off, and we were looking for the
blood spoor, when, suddenly, Tom, who was carry-
ing a Metford carbine, gripped my arm.

“There, baas, there is the luck of the N’Hlatu,”
he whispered.

I followed his pointing finger to see in the pool,
about a hundred and sixty yards away, the head of
a huge hippo, a very giant amongst giants, sticking
clear out of the water.

Rhodesia had game laws, and amongst these was,
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and may be still, one which declared that the man
who shot hippo must pay some idiotic fine—about
fifty pounds, or give an I.O.U. of that nominal
value—for each beast he killed. Still, those game
laws seemed of even less importance than ever at
that moment. It was my first hippo. Had I been
older I should have gone closer, and, as I crept up,
I should have remembered that I had only soft-
nosed bullets in my belt; and then I should have
left the animal alone. As it was, however, I fired
from where I was, hit him in the exact place, behind
the ear, and ran forward, reckoning I had got him.
Just as I reached the edge of the pool there was
a sudden bellow, and the great beast came out of
the water with ponderous deliberation, as though
utterly dazed, as in fact he was; and began to push
his way through the reed bed.

An instant later, Tom’s Metford carbine spat out
its vicious note, just beside my ear, a wholly futile
body shot. Then he and I were in the water,
forcing our way through the water, waist deep,
breast deep, whilst the big bull was moving so
slowly, lurching a little as he went, that we got
to the other side of the pool almost at his heels.
Tom fired again and yet again, uselessly as before,
into the hindquarters. 1 was waiting for a head
shot—I had that amount of sense left. Suddenly,
the hippo turned at right angles, back to the pool;
and I got him again, in the head. He gave a
bellow, lurched forward into the water, and, for a
few seconds, was lost to view. [ thought he was
done, and when he began to dive down into the
sand at the deep end of the pool and root that up
I took it to be his death flurry.
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I was squatting on the bank—I never kneel to
shoot; down on your haunches, Kaffir fashion, is
a far better position—waiting for him. At last he
came within ten feet, out of the water suddenly,
roaring at me. I took him fair and square in the
forehead—I saw where the bullet had struck before
he dived again—and being, as I have said, young
and foolish, I imagined my soft-nosed bullet had
finished him. He got into a real flurry then. If
there were any fish in that pool, they must have
reckoned that the Day of Judgment had come.
The bull spouted blood till the water was red half
across its width, and then he became very quiet.

Tom rubbed his stomach gently, as though in
anticipation of a huge gorge. “He is dead,” he
said.

I will say this much for Tom, that, though he
made a big mistake, he took the same risk as
myself; in fact, he led the way into the pool when
he suggested that we had better get back to the
north bank. We must have been half-way across
when Tom gave a cry. That hippo was still alive,
very much alive, and he was coming for us. We
were waist deep at the moment, and only those
who have tried to hurry through water with their
clothes on can understand what it means. We had
thirty feet to go to safety, and the bull was within
twenty feet. One snap of his jaws would have
sufficed to cut a man in half. I had the butt end
of my rifle ready to drive into his mouth if he gave
me the chance; but I knew that, according to all
ordinary rules, my game was played out ; and then,
suddenly, when he was within ten feet of me, he
seemed to lose his sense of direction, turned round
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in a semicircle, and blundered into a reed bed.
He was still absolutely dazed from my last shot.

Yet, in a way, he got his own back. Fate evened
up . things ; for, as I clambered out of the pool, I
slipped on a big rock, and twisted my knee, injuring
the muscles. For a fortnight I was dead lame;
trekking became a perfect misery ; and the knee has
never got really strong since. Now, after ten years,
I dare not get on a restive horse ; whilst if [ stand
about for an hour or so—say, waiting for a south-
coast train—that knee begins to remind me of my
first hippo, six thousand miles away, in the Lundi
River.

The bull is there yet, for all I know. In the
morning I was too stiff to move, but Malcolm
went, with big knives and ropes and axes and a
camera, to do the cutting up; but the quarry had
vanished. There was not a trace of him, and no
nigger down that river found a dead hippo; so I
imagine my soft-nosed bullets merely stunned him ;
and, after a bad headache, he went on his way
rejoicing. When I asked the niggers about the
luck of the great snake, I was told that it was the
fault of my cartridges, not of their witchcraft ; and
I think they were right; still, the witch doctor
might have warned me to take some solid bullets.
He was a fool.



CHAPTER VIII

CATTLE-BUYING from natives is a game requiring
infinite patience. Generally speaking, it takes
about three hours to settle on the price of a beast,
though I have begun negotiations at dawn and not
concluded the deal until after sunset. The correct
procedure is for the owner of the animal to bring
out some worthless, undersized calf for a start ; this,
he declares, is so strong that, by itself, it would pull
a wagon. Then he has a knobstick thrown at
him ; and his beast is driven off by your own boys.
A few minutes later he returns to offer you a little
larger bull; this time he is refused with rather less
insult ; and, after that, he begins to talk about the
animal which you wanted, and he intended to sell
all along.

He asks twice as much as he expects to get; you
offer two-thirds of what you intend to give, counting
the gold on to a native hoe lying on the ground in
front of you.

After a while the owner shakes his head mourn-
fully, draws his rag of a blanket a little closer round
his shrivelled body, and remarks to the other old
skeletons squatting beside him: ‘ The white man
is very dear.”

His companions take snuff copiously, and sneeze,
then they too shake their mud-plastered heads.

“The white man is dear indeed,” they quaver.

The owner has been asking ten pounds before,
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now he stares upward at a soaring eagle, as if seek-
ing inspiration, and mutters: “ The price is eight
pounds.”

You reply by adding another half-sovereign to
the three pounds already lying on the hoe.

The old men exchange glances, and one examines
the latest coin, without however touching it. Pos-
sibly he finds it is a “ queen,” a coin with the Royal
Arms, whereas the owner prefers “ Horses,” those
with the George and Dragon on them. You change
the coin, cursing the ingrained idiocy of the Mashona,
and then pretend to go to sleep, waking up only
when the seller reduces his price, or you think that
the moment has come to increase yours. Both you
and the other side knew at the start what the price
would be—five pounds in this case—but the decencies
of debate must be observed, and, after all, a deal in
cattle is a most serious matter, one to be undertaken
only after serious consideration and a throwing
of bones by the witch doctor. It is an incident
of the day to you; it is probably the event of the
year to the native. Traders would do well to re-
member this; it would save them much irritation
and the expenditure of many unnecessary swear
words.

We were beginners at cattle-buying then ; but we
bought extraordinarily cheaply, more cheaply in fact
than later on, when it became our principal business.
Sixteen cattle which ultimately formed a wagon
span, and were worth fully three hundred pounds
three years later, cost us exactly sixty-four pounds
in gold. We were out for pleasure, and we did not
grudge the time we spent on the buying, nor the
expense of our boys meanwhile. It was all new
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experience; and it was very pleasant wandering
about more or less aimlessly through that marvel-
lously picturesque granite country, where there is a
village on almost every kopje, and guinea-fowl in-
numerable in every native field ; where a handful of
beads will buy you more milk and eggs and tomatoes
than you can use; where there is a stream of clear,
cold water in every dip, and when, at least at that
season of the year, you have not the slightest fear
of bad weather.

There is not much big game amongst the kopjes,
though the local natives, being inveterate optimists,
were always ready to take a cheerful view of the
prospects, and to lead us away on long and futile
hunts. I remember one big stretch of scrub between
two ranges of kopjes where, we were told, there was
no long grass because the antelope had eaten it all
down. We decided to go there; tramped ten miles
over very bad ground; camped for the night in an
old watercourse with a leopard and some hyznas
for company ; and in the morning saw no game at
all and scarcely any trace of fresh spoor; though,
as we were coming back, we did light on the bones
and skin of a freshly killed waterbuck bull. The
lions had dragged the carcass, weighing alive some
six hundred pounds, nearly half-a-mile, and were
just finishing the last of it when we disturbed them.
Their foul saliva was still warm and sticky on the
bones ; but our Mashona did not mind that. Within
five minutes they had lighted a fire, and were grilling
those bones, preparatory to gnawing away the scraps
of gristle the lions had left; and yet they were not
unusually hungry.

That experience sickened us of trying to hunt in
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the granite country. Our main camp was then at
a village called Chivamba’s, pretty well the most
easterly of the Mashona kraals; a very few miles
beyond it the bush country, inhabited sparsely by
M’Hlengwi, begins. The bush certainly sheltered
more than enough lions, and was reputed to have
patches of tsetze fly as well, so we left our donkeys
and cattle at Chivamba’s, and went on with about
half-a-dozen carriers.

You must go into that bush country of Eastern
Mashonaland to realise its dreariness. Words are
inadequate to paint it. The ground underfoot is
red sand; the leaves on the mopani scrub are a
decidedly bright green when not a warm brown ; the
tree trunks are almost black; the grass is yellow.
Analyse the constituents of the scene, and each, in
itself, is cheerful enough, and yet the impression of
the whole, the impression which you carry away
with you, is of a grey desolation, drab, silent and
unspeakably wearisome. Nine men out of ten would
describe that bush as grey, though that colour is to
be found only in the skins of the waterbuck, who,
however, blend so perfectly with their surroundings
as generally to be invisible until they start to
run.

The M’Hlengwi villages suit the bush. As a
rule they consist of about ten huts, miserably dilapi-
dated, with ragged eaves and smoke-grimed roofs,
walls often leaning over at a dangerous angle, and
no trace of windows. The intervening spaces are
invariably littered with rubbish of all sorts, forming
an ideal breeding place for flies. The fowls, which
spend their whole lives in routing amongst that
same rubbish, on a futile quest for stray pieces of
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offal, are small and desperately thin ; the dogs are,
if possible, even more mangy and aggressive than
those of the Mashona; the sheep and goats alone
are good, by reason of the splendid salt grass to be
found amongst the mopani scrub. The people,
themselves, are in keeping with their surroundings,
utterly dull and apathetic, having no real interest in
life, save witchcraft and its attendant abominations.
And yet they are not without ingenuity. Most of
the gunpowder makers of South Central Africa are
M’Hlengwi. The secret of the manufacture, sup-
posed to have been learned in the first case from the
Jesuits early in the seventeenth century, is handed
down from father to son, and guarded equally from
both white men and other natives. I never yet
heard any tenable theory propounded regarding the
process used, or rather regarding the process and
the materials employed.

Carbon is, of course, an obvious matter; salt-
petre is obtained by burning the dung of the rock
rabbit, soaking the ashes in water, filtering, and
then evaporating the liquid; but no white man
living knows whence the sulphur comes, or whether
something else is not used in place of it. Sulphur
occurs nowhere in that country in a native state.
It is almost inconceivable that the powder makers
should extract the very small amount of sulphur
obtainable from iron pyrites, and yet, beyond that,
I know of no possible source of supply. Probably
the matter will always remain a mystery. The
native knows how to keep a secret, as well as he
knows how to learn the secrets of the white man.

They told us there was plenty of game to be
found, if you went down from Chivamba’s kraal to
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M’Bambo’s, and thence to the Tcheredzi River.
The game was plentiful as goats, they said; and
you could shoot lions until you were tired. The
first part of the statement was strictly true, provided
you did not expect very many goats ; whilst as for
the latter part, the lions certainly made you tired,
by eternally prowling round your camp, making
disturbing noises, and keeping you on the jump.
The lions down there were like London County
Council tramcars. There was not only plenty, but
a surplus, and they were a perfect pest to everyone
within earshot. I have often wondered that none
of us, the three brothers who were with me at
various times or myself, ever shot a lion. Person-
ally, I reckon I had them round my camp on at
least five hundred nights; and I have wasted very
many days in chasing them. I have bought skins
from natives, and sold them, at a huge profit, to
sportsmen from home, men with chairs and tables
and all the idiotic paraphernalia dear to the heart
of those guileless amateurs, British army officers
and British big-game hunters, and I have thrown
in, with the skin, an outline of the lies to be told
when that skin was solemnly hung up on the walls of
the ancestral home. But I never had a fair shot at
a lion, nothing better than a haphazard blaze with
a shot-gun in the darkness; and I am quite certain
I never hit one; so I have no lion stories to tell.
The lion is an unmitigated beast, that is all I
know about him, a slinking pest, one of whose
regal attributes is that he will sit for hours on a
flat rock, waiting for a chance to kill field rats with
his kingly paw. Still, like the ridiculous, assegai-

waving, song-singing Zulu of the South African
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novelists—whose local colour is usually as faulty as
their grammar, thereby depriving them of all hope
of salvation—the lion of the story-books has become
a recognised institution. Expert evidence would
be powerless to dethrone him. Why, in that case,
journalists and those who write Sunday-school
prize-books would lose one of their too few stock
phrases!

We went down into that bush veld, but our luck
was clean out as regarded game. Malcolm’s im-
pressions, written at the time, furnish a fine warning
to the hunter who trusts to native reports. More-
over, it must be remembered that, as big-game
shots, we were not mere beginners. Malcolm
wrote :

“The game is undoubtedly here. ~Waterbuck
spoor everywhere, sable antelope, roan antelope,
koodoo, zebra, Lichtenstein Hartebeeste, impala,
a veritable Zoo, in fact. We have never seen so
much spoor at one time before. Just as we were
coming to our first camping place on the Tcheredzi
River we spotted a troop of waterbuck in some
dense bush. Stanley got a snap at the nearest
one—a cow it turned out to be—and brought her
down ; but she was up and away before we could
reach her. Then, try as we would, we could not
keep the spoor. A few dozen drops of blood en-
couraged us; but the ground was too bad, rough
and stony, and at last we had, very reluctantly, to
give it up as a bad job. Still, we had this consola-
tion—there were plenty more about, waiting for us,
although it always seems rotten to wound a buck
for the hateful lions and hyznas to finish. . . . We
had started into the bush veld with the certainty
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of doing some wonderful shooting—we had begun
with a wounded, and lost, waterbuck cow. The
next morning we drew blank again—spoor and no
game; and matters began to look ugly. We had
left most of our stores at Chivamba’s kraal, with
the cattle and donkeys, and carried the irreducible
minimum with us. Now the position was this—no
meat in camp, no game to be seen, and two hungry
white men, and half-a-score of even more hungry
boys; so the obvious thing was to set some of those
same boys to work trying to catch fish in a big pool
near by.

“ That evening I got a long shot at a sable bull,
which I missed. It was a difficult shot, head and
neck only at two hundred and fifty yards, so I did
not blame myself for missing. Coming back to
camp, I met a smell wandering along on the even-
ing breeze, a smell which nearly knocked me flat.
One of the boys had found the waterbuck Stanley
had wounded, and they were just revelling in it.
That cow was about the deadest buck I have
ever come across; but to the niggers it seemed
exactly right. They wanted no Lea & Perrins.
It appeared that Stanley had hit her half-an-inch
behind the heart, a clean shot, and she must have
run about half-a-mile, and dropped dead, close to
our camp.

““Things were more cheerful that night. We
had no more anxiety concerning the boys’ food;
our sense of smell reassured us on that point. As
for ourselves, damper and fried fish still constituted
the entire menu; but the fish was by no means
bad. We turned in with a certain degree of mis-
giving—we could hear hippo roaring in a pool near
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by, and there was always the chance of one of these
idiotic survivals of prehistoric times wandering
through our camp, and, incidentally, placing a foot
like a steam roller on the chest of one of us—but we
soon forgot the hippo, and even the lion growling on
the opposite bank, and thought only of Stanley’s
waterbuck. The latter may have brought the lion.
Personally, I think it should have driven it away.
We got, as we thought, to windward; but, even
then, an occasional change in the breeze would
bring the stench of that cow down to us, and we
would hastily cover our heads with the blankets.
A mouthful of that smell was a meal in itself.
“The following morning, I came on a big water-
buck bull with one horn broken off short. He was in
that dense bush beloved of his kind, and he gave
me but one chance of a shot. A minute or two
later, about a dozen cows broke away quite close to
me; again no chance of a shot. Then, in coming
out of the scrub into the open, I saw four more cows
trotting along three hundred yards away ; but, when
they stood, they gave a wonderful object lesson in
protective colouring. They were right out in the
open, and, although I watched them carefully, one
of the four appeared as a faint grey shadow, whilst
the other three were totally invisible. We wanted
meat so badly that I chanced the shot, sighting at
a mere blurr; then when I had pulled the trigger,
the unmistakable thud of a bullet striking flesh
told me I had hit, much to my satisfaction, and
more to my surprise. I could not tell if one
was down, as seven or eight immediately broke
away, whereas I had only seen four at first. Then
came a long search for blood spoor, but not a drop
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of blood could I find, and at last I decided that I
must have missed, after all, that the thud had been
a glance off a twig.

“I got back to that doleful camp on the Tcheredzi
River, to find that Stanley, too, had had no luck.
So only fish again that day, fish that was beginning
to taste rather flat and muddy. Dawn next morning
saw us on the move again, through the dense mopani
scrub along the river bank where the hippo had
beaten down convenient paths, through mimosa or
wait-a-bit thorns where those same hippo had
omitted to go, along the edges of vleis thick with
queer, foot-catching yellow grass; but never a sign
of game did we see, only fresh spoor everywhere,
newly made footprints and smoking dung, as usual.
In every shady spot, it was obvious that game had
sheltered there, either from the noonday sun or the
night cold, the long grass, pressed down, showing
where some great beast had been lying down, or,
trampled or tangled, where another had stood as
sentry over his sleeping mates. It was all very
interesting, but very unsatisfactory, because we had
the meat hunger on us.

“Then, suddenly, Tom, my big M’Hlengwi boy,
seemed to go suddenly rigid, ‘pointing’ just like a
well-trained dog. Following the direction of his
eyes, I made out ten or twelve shadowy forms
moving across our front, about a hundred and fifty
yards away. Five minutes’ stalking, sometimes
crawling, sometimes running a few steps, sometimes
dropping flat in the grass when one turned back to
look round, got us into a good position behind an
ant-hill on the edge of a vlei, which the buck were
just starting to cross. Waterbuck again! I had
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suspected that at once, but I looked in vain for a
bull amongst them. They were now only a hundred
yards off, all in a bunch, evidently going to lay up
for the day. It is bad form to shoot a cow, I know,
but hunger makes all the difference; and we were
really hungry, meat-hungry; soI fired.! The result
was instant confusion, and a general stampede.
Another miss, almost too bad for words this time.
The boys’ faces showed their feelings, only too
plainly.

“We lunched, or breakfasted, call it whichever
you like, on fish and damper, duller and more muddy
fish than ever, and went out again in the afternoon.
Stanley was now grim and silent, smoking much
bad tobacco, as though it were the only thing left
in life. He went one way, I went the other. Just
at sundown, when I was trying to persuade myself
that there was merit in eating fish and damper, I
saw a big sable bull, a real giant, standing at the far
end of a narrow vlei. A long shot laid him low,
but, before I had got twenty yards in his direction
he was on his feet, and a second shot as he lurched
off into the bush missed him clean. Then a second
bull appeared in the open, standing long enough for
me to get a bullet through his shoulder, which nearly
brought him down, though not quite. Then began
one of the wildest scrambles in which I have ever
taken part. When the second bull staggered off
into the mimosa bush, six or seven cows dashed
across the vlei after him ; and they were all standing
there, watching anxiously, when we ran up. They
were away too quickly for me to get in another
shot ; and then we chased them once more into the
scrub. Time after time, I came up with one or
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other of the wounded bulls at a few yards’ range;
but, somehow, I never got in a shot. Each time,
one jump seemed enough to put the animals out of
sight behind another bush ; then, at last, the young
bull, the second one I had hit, fell ; and, seeing he
was safe, I shouted to the boy, who was carring my
spare rifle, to go and finish the big bull.

“A shot through the neck ended the career of
my buck. He would have charged, had his strength
held out. Like all sable, he had the spirit to do it ;
but a broken shoulder and lungs full of blood will
stop anything. He fell, gave one kick, and it was
all over. A moment later, I heard a shot near by,
followed by the thud of a bullet striking flesh; but
the boy seemed an interminable time getting back
to tell me of his success in finishing the big fellow I
had wounded. When, at last, he did come, his face
was very long. He had come on the bull, dying,
with a cow beside him, apparently trying to get him
along, and thinking to get them both, and so ensure
an absolute gorge, that miserable nigger had fired
at the cow and lost both. Still, we had my young
bull. :

“Stanley was sitting by the fire, cooking some-
thing on the hot ashes, when I reached camp
with my sable meat.

“*Plenty of meat now, Stanley. Got a young
sable bull” I said. ‘But what have you shot?’
I added, noticing a huge pile of freshly cut up
meat on the rocks near by.

“Stanley shook his head, and slowly took his
pipe out of his mouth—the young beggar might
not eat much, but he never seemed to stop smok-

ing.
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“¢Never fired a shot,’ he growled. ‘Those are
the two waterbuck you shot. You didn’t wound
them; you killed them stone dead. You hit both
in the same place, just at the base of the neck;
and they must have died instantly. . . . Soon
after I started this afternoon, I found a crowd of
travelling Mashona pigging into a waterbuck.
They said they had shot it themselves; but the
boy spotted the remains of a Metford bullet in a
piece of meat, and remarked that the shot was
very close to where you had fired this morning.
Then the Mashona, wise for once, owned to having
found it dead. Whilst they were cutting up the
carcass, our boy showed one of the Mashona where
you had been when you had fired. The Mashona,
keen after cartridge cases like all his kind, started
off to search for the one you had ejected, and im-
mediately stumbled over the body of the young
bull you had shot the previous day.’

“With two consecutive shots, I had killed two
waterbuck, and not only had I seen neither fall,
but my boys, no fools at hunting, had also been
convinced I had missed. It was a lesson to me.”

Malcolm’s diary ends abruptly, as he went down
with fever soon after ; but the extracts I have given
will serve to show what sort of luck attended us in
that bush veld, at least so far as our own shooting
was concerned.



CHAPTER IX

WE did not get much game on the Tcheredzi River,
and we shot no hippo. We saw the spoor of the
latter often, and once I had a glimpse of one on
land, over a mile from his pool, but they never
gave us a chance. The local savages explained
matters by declaring that they, themselves, had
rendered the huge brutes shy and wary by throw-
ing assegais at them, or blazing futile bullets at
them from Tower muskets, on every possible occas-
ion. I daresay that, for once, they were telling
the truth. One would expect idiotic tricks of that
sort from Mashona and M’'Hlengwi. They had
no weapons wherewith to kill a hippo from the
shore and, unlike the MaTchanga of the coast,
they had not the pluck to attack their quarry from
a canoe, with a harpoon and an m’'diggadigga, a
great weighted lance; but they were quite ready
to waste ammunition and assegais whenever the
hippo showed himself.

Still, though we got no hippo ourselves, we did
not come away without plenty of sjamboks. On
the Geelong mine, nearly two hundred and fifty
miles away, Tom, our head boy, had told us that
he knew where about a hundred raw sjamboks
were stored in a tree. A white man had shot three
hippo there four years previously ; he had carried
away the sjamboks from two, but had been forced
to leave the remainder for lack of carriers. Accord-
ing to Tom, the hunter himself had ultimately been
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murdered by the Mashona; at anyrate, he had
never returned.

The sjamboks were stowed away in grass bundles
jammed between the forked branches of a huge-tree
on the banks of the Tcheredzi River, miles from
any kraal. There was no landmark there, yet Tom
led us straight across the veld to the very spot: he
did not hunt round and waste time: he had been
there once before, and, being a native, he knew his
way back by virtue of that curious instinct every
native possesses.

We hauled the sjamboks down, reckoning our-
selves the natural heirs of that long-vanished white
man. The weevils had got amongst them, badly,
and we threw away at least half of them; but the
remainder we took along, to form Joshua’s pack
when we got back to Chivamba’s kraal. Ulti-
mately, we sold the half we kept for about seven-
teen pounds, a very fair price. The ivory, which
was also there, I brought home in the end, and
gave away as a wedding present. There was one
gigantic pair of tusks, and they now serve to
support a dinner gong.

It is strange how one never manages to keep
any trophies or curios for oneself. The only thing
I have got left now is a hippo sjambok, cut from
a big bull my young brother Amyas shot; and
yet few men in Mashonaland had more curios and
horns through their hands. My first lot of horns,
which included a pair of klipspringer horns half-an-
inch longer than the recognised record—that ram
was the chief of all the klipspringer according to
the Matabele, who were inclined to be ugly when
I shot him—that lot of horns was left in Bulawayo
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in charge of a man who died before I got back
to the town; consequently, they were lost, or sold
by his executors, and doubtless now some Afrik-
ander Civil Servant has my klipspringer’s head
on his walls, and tells his friends: ‘“Man, you
should have seen me shoot him, at five hundred”
—or even five thousand, if the whisky is strong—
“yards. Man, I tell you an Englishman could
never have made a shot like that.”

After that I began to sell all my horns, those I
shot as well as those I traded from the natives. A
Jew boy in Bulawayo—the English Jews there
were, generally speaking, as decent as the German
Jews were rotten—used to give me seven shillings
a pair all round, good and bad, a price which paid
extremely well, as 1 could always buy from the
natives for a shilling a pair. My curios went much
the same way; there was always a ready demand
for them ; and the result was that, when I left Africa
finally, I had nothing whatever left, save that one
sjambok which I used to carry on my wrist.

The trip to the Tcheredzi River confirmed one
impression 1 had gained some time previously—
that the modern small-bore rifle is a delusion and a
snare when used for big-game shooting. I daresay
it does well enough for the sportsman from home,
who arrives with ample supplies and a long string
of carriers, who has taken out a permit to shoot so
many head of game, and is quite unmoved by the
total he may wound and lose, provided that, ulti-
mately, he gets the number for which he has paid.
This type of amateur loves the Metford or Mann-
licher rifle; it is light to carry, and so does not
fatigue him unduly; it has no recoil, and so does
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not bruise his white shoulder, causing ugly and
unprecedented black marks. It is nothing to him
that, owing largely to the introduction of the small-
bore, and the consequent increase in the number of
wounded buck left for the hyznas, those who are
building up the new countries, to whom the preserva-
tion of the game, their main source of meat supply,
is of vital importance, that these men are steadily
finding their work becoming more and more difficult
thanks to the doings of himself and his fellows. He
has never had to go hungry on the veld.
Personally, I would forbid shooting parties of any
sort, unless they were composed of men who had a
definite interest in the future of the country. The
strangers, with their absurd “ colonial outfits,” their
tables and chairs and bedsteads, their double-fly
tents, their baths, and all the other absurd gear
they have carried along, are not welcome guests,
even when British-born ; whilst the Americans and
other aliens who come out to slaughter game merely
for the sake of what they can make out of magazine
articles concerning their own exploits are indeed
anathema to all decent people. I do not see why
the convenience of these so-called sportsmen should
be considered ; and it is from them that the main
outcry against the abolition of the small-bore rifle
would come. The majority of real pioneers now
use it because its ammunition is practically the only
sort readily obtainable ; but they would welcome its
disappearance from the country as the most effective
measure of game preservation ever introduced into
Africa. The small-bore means five or six buck
destroyed for every one buck brought into camp;
whereas with a rifle of decent bore, a 400-bore
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or 4s50-bore cordite Express, practically every
animal hit is knocked over by the mere shock.
Moreover, the blood spoor from a Metford may,
and usually does, consist of merely a few drops,
which quickly cease altogether as the tiny hole
closes ; the blood spoor from a cordite Express is
obvious enough for even a story-book detective to
follow.

I have had some most excellent shooting with
a small-bore. My first rifle, a Martini-Enfield by
Rigby’s, was the most perfect weapon I have ever
handled, so far as balance and accuracy were con-
cerned, so perfect that I despair of ever owning its
equal. Only, as I have said, the bullet was too
small, at least for a man who is hungry, and hates
wounding game. The next rifle I tried—1I tried it
but once—was a brute of a thing Malcolm bought
for some outrageous price, using black powder and
a bullet like a piece of lead drainpipe. It was by a
famous Birmingham maker, but it threw the shots
anywhere, and knocked you backwards about ten
feet whenever it deigned not to miss fire. Amyas
scornfully nicknamed it “the giant-killer.” It never
killed a buck. It cost some thirty pounds with its
vast stock of cartridges, and as soon as Malcolm
had gone away to the Boer War I sold it to a
colonial for six pounds ten, thereby confirming at
least one Afrikander in his detestation of English-
men.

My next rifle was a 400-bore cordite Express by
Cogswell & Harrison. It was, I think, without ex-
ception, the most deadly firearm I have ever owned,
absolutely accurate in its shooting ; everything I hit
with it I got, from hippo downwards. You could
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make no mistake with that rifle. Other men used
to say it kicked badly. Personally, I never found it
do so; but then, of course, it must be remembered
that a great many fellows brace themselves up to
meet the recoil, holding their muscles stiff and rigid,
fairly asking for the shock; instead of keeping
loose and cool. A pop-gun would kick these
people; and their opinions and criticisms are
absolutely valueless. If T ever get back on to the
game veld, or if I ever get into another native war,
I shall go with perfect confidence if I have one of
those Cogswell & Harrison 4oo-bores. 1 know
they will kill, not merely wound. 1 honestly
believe that an army of twenty thousand picked
men armed with rifles of that type could absolutely
walk through a quarter of a million ordinary soldiers
who had but the futile little Metfords, or Krags, or
Mannlichers. If you are going out to kill anything,
game or men, surely the sane thing is to take a
weapon which will accomplish your end.

All this is very heterodox, and ought, I suppose,
to get me into serious trouble, especially with the
makers of small-bore rifles ; but still I am convinced
that my own ideas are correct—which is, after all,
the correct mental attitude for a reformer. As
regards camp equipment for an expedition on the
veld, I think every practical man will agree with me
that more parties come to grief through excess of
gear than from any other cause, and that nothing
has led to more bitterness against the white man
than the huge trains of carriers taken inland by the
soi-disant explorers and hunters who have swarmed
out to Africa in recent years, men burning to find
adventure and excitement in a land where their



A SOLDIER OF FORTUNE 95

unadvertised predecessors have already reduced the
risks of travel to a minimum.

No sensible man wants to cart tables and chairs
and bedsteads out into the veld with him. I know
the British army officers considered them essential
in the Boer War, but still that is no argument; I
know the war correspondent must have at least a
vast filter and a bath, and two or three camels or a
bullock wagon for the remainder of his kit ; and yet
I remain unconvinced; for, after all, these folk, the
embryo generals as well as the gatherers of news,
were amateurs at the game, and I never met but one
or two yet who had really begun to understand its
rules. Two good blankets, a waterproof sheet, a
patrol tent weighing complete nineteen pounds,
two spare pairs of shoes, two spare shirts and two
spare pairs of trousers, these with a kettle, a couple
of saucepans and a bake-pot, are all the gear a man
needs for a thousand-mile trek. Leggings and
puttees I abhor. They cramp the muscles of your
legs abominably. If the thorns are bad, just tie
the bottoms of your trousers round your ankles.
Bandoleers [ dislike also. They make your
shoulder sore and tired. Far better have half-a-
dozen cartridges in your pocket, and let a nigger
carry the rest. Anyway, the six will probably
suffice. You will kill, or have been killed, before
you have got through them. Revolvers are, of course,
schoolboys’ toys. They are unreliable at any
distance, whilst if you want to kill anyone or any-
thing at short range take a shot-gun for the job.
Then you will make quite sure. I know that.

I wonder how many of our pseudo-explorers
realise the immense hardship which the feeding of
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their huge trains of carriers entails on the villages
in which they camp. The big native town chiefly
exists in books. There are, of course, a good
many vast, garbage-strewn settlements of the type
of Palapye, but there are usually five hundred miles
between them. The average native village does
not exceed twenty huts, say twelve families; and
when, as happens every day, one of these is called
upon without the slightest warning to provide a
meal for a hundred or so hungry carriers, matters
become serious. Sometimes, but not always, the
white men are willing to pay what they consider
an adequate sum for the food supplied; but, as a
rule, money cannot compensate the native, because
he cannot buy food with it. As a rule, there is very
little surplus food in a village, the stock cannot be
replenished until the new harvest is gathered and
threshed, and every pound of meal commandeered
by the strangers means that the local people will be
short of that amount. They do not want to sell;
in most cases they cannot afford to sell, and to force
them to do so is to commit a gross injustice. Of
course, there are districts, like those round Fort
Victoria, where the natives regularly grow grain
for sale; but the mere fact of their doing so proves
the existence of sufficient civilisation to keep the
explorer and the sportsman away.

What is needed is a system of international
control of expeditions into the interior. Perhaps
it would be going too far to send experienced white
guides as dry nurses for the explorers; but there
certainly should be a limit to the number of carriers
and to the weight of stuff to be carried. Ten years
ago these amateurs of the veld were ludicrous;
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now, however, they are becoming an absolute
nuisance both to the Governments and to the
natives.

Malcolm got the fever down on the Tcheredzi
River. Possibly the climate was to blame, possibly
the general gloominess, possibly the waterbuck
meat, toughest of all flesh, possibly a combination
of all these. At anyrate, whatever the cause, he
became what the country used to call *“putrid with
fever,” ill in a negative sort of way, miserable,
depressed and off his feed. Hitherto, he, alone of
all men on the Geelong, had escaped malaria; now
the comparatively little he got affected him greatly.
So we went back to Chivamba’s where the donkeys
and cattle were, but the change did him little or no
good. He was a difficult patient. If I wanted him
to take Livingstone Rousers, he demanded Dover’s
Powders ; if 1 prescribed milk diet, he insisted on
chewing waterbuck biltong; when I declared he
ought to ride Joshua, he hurried on ahead on foot.
He got so low at last that we decided to go straight
back to the nearest white man’s camp we knew, a
trading station about a hundred and ninety miles
away. It was a thoroughly miserable journey for
us both, though I suspect he had the worst of it,
as he was feeling things badly, resenting his ill-
luck.

We took sixteen days reaching the trader’s camp,
where we stayed about a week, until Malcolm was
stronger again; then we made our way on to the
Geelong. To say the mine was surprised to see us
is to express things inadequately. The men there
reckoned we had been dead some weeks then. It
appeared that a certain Native Commissioner had
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managed to get his district into a dangerous state
of disaffection, and it was touch and go whether his
people, who were Mashona, rose or no. So serious
did matters become, that many white men were
under the impression that the natives had actually
risen. The Dutch settlement at Enkeldoorn went
into laager at once, and stayed in that state, drink-
ing and breaking several of the Ten Command-
ments, until, in the interests of morality and
common decency, the Government sent a force of
police to drive the Boers back to their farms. I
believe Enkeldoorn would go into laager if it heard
that a Basutu had thrown a stone at a white man’s
dog on the banks of the Zambesi. Anyhow, it
was alarmed this time, and so were several other
settlements ; consequently, any foolish story found
credence ; and when a boy came into Geelong and
announced that the Mashona had killed both Malcolm
and myself, the camp believed him, and, as I heard
later, the Afrikanders rejoiced. And yet we, our-
selves, down amongst those very same Mashona,
had never heard a whisper of the trouble. The
only danger we had been in had been from the
German and the colonials at the Lundi Drift, men
of our own colour.

I had left the mine an absolute wreck, and Malcolm
had left it in perfect condition. Matters were exactly
reversed when we returned ; and yet, within a couple
of months, they were back as they had been at the
start. We had made up our minds to quit the
detestable mine life as soon as possible, and start
a trading station down in the country we had just
visited, making our headquarters at Chivamba’s
village, on the edge of the bush veld. We were
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going to train our cattle, buy a wagon, and trek
eastwards again, this time through Fort Victoria,
as soon as the rains were over. Unfortunately,
however, the rains had not yet begun, and there
were six months to be killed, somehow. Naturally
enough, we went back to the mine for work; and
the mine did not treat us too well. The Boss was
away—he was still the most hard-worked man in
Matabeleland—and, though he gave Malcolm a job
on another mine as soon as he returned, the Geelong
could not find a vacancy for him or for me. Finally,
however, I went to the West Nicholson, a detestably
unhealthy camp in those days, with the most insect-
infested quarters I have ever struck. There I set
to work to try and repair the rock-drill machines
which the Cousin Jack miners had been knocking
to pieces.

I stood the West Nicholson for a couple of
months, whilst a Dutchman was training some of
my wild young bulls; then the fever got the upper
hand of me, and I went to the Geelong hospital,
where the doctor pulled me together a bit—I never
knew him fail in a fever case which was not hopeless
from the outset—and then he told me bluntly to
quit Matabeleland and go home. I suppose, if
I had been wise, I should have followed his advice.
However, instead of doing so, I bought a small
wagon and some trek gear, engaged an alleged
driver, inspanned my wild beasts, and started off
on the Transport Road.



CHAPTER X

I po not remember meeting another home-born
transport rider all the time we were on the road.
It is curious that such an exceedingly remunerative
occupation should have been left to the Afrikanders ;
but the reason probably was that men were shy
about taking on a job they did not understand.

I never loved my brother Boer very much, and
I loved the colonial far less; but, somehow, on
the road the question of nationality seemed to
matter but little. We might, in fact we did,
squabble over pitiful trifles in the mining camps
or the little whisky-soaked townships; we hated
each other cordially, and generally without much
reason ; we were always on the lookout to do each
other a bad turn, or to spread a nasty story—in
short, the environment, or the atmosphere, which-
ever you will, was hopelessly wrong. It turned
the weak man into a blackguard, the blackguard
into a beast. On the road, however, we got back
to the primitive decencies of life, and, as a result,
behaved decently. There was no bullyragging
general manager to be studied, no crawling, white-
clad secretary ever ready to carry some slimy
untruth to the consulting engineer, no spies,
perpetually on the lookout for a chance to make
up a tale about you. A transport rider was his
own boss, working for his own hand, the most
independent, really the only independent, man in
the country, because the country could not get on
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without him. As a rule, he detested both the
mining companies and the Government, knowing
that the two were working hand in hand, and
desired nothing more than they did to cut down
his earnings. The mines wanted to treat the
transport riders as they treated their employés—
rottenly ; and the Chartered Government—or at
least the local officials—was with them heart and
soul.

On the road we did not love Cecil Rhodes.
There were many little things to show us how his
sympathies ran, and, finally, there was the one big
thing, during the later stages of the Boer War,
when he tried to flood the transport market, and
deprive us of our livelihood, by getting up four
hundred wagons and spans belonging to so-called
“refugees ” from the Transvaal, a foul and insanitary
crew which had been in arms against us a few weeks
before. The transport riders never forgave Rhodes
for that. Unlike the mining companies, we had
never received any special favours from the Govern-
ment, and we had asked none; but we had done all
the roughest work in the opening up of the country,
and we did expect fair play. Curious how these
memories rankle still; and I fancy I am not the
only one who has not forgotten his bitterness.

My first span consisted entirely of bulls, sixteen
wild animals, who seemed to consider that, the
moment they were in the yoke, they were expected
either to throw themselves on the ground, or to
roar their loudest, or to try and smash up the trek
gear. They were a charming crowd. Usually, it
took about two hours to catch them, an hour to
inspan them, and then, when we did get off, they
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stuck regularly every quarter of a mile. My driver
was a Zulu, a perfect and absolute fool. I am
certain he had never driven before, because in that
case his baas must have killed him.

I made first for Bulawayo, up a little-used track
across the veld. The wagon was quite empty, yet,
so far as I can remember, the trip of eighty miles
took us twelve days. Possibly, I had showed that
driver too plainly what I thought of him, and he
had divined my intention of sacking him; at any-
rate, a couple of hours after we had outspanned
at the old Racecourse outspan on the Tuli Road
he vanished, never to return. I did not look for
him; instead, I sent a piccannin down to the
Location to inform the mixed rascality there that
I wanted a driver, who must be neither a Cape
boy nor a Zulu, must not speak English or know
how to read and write.

The following morning a strange little figure
strolled up carrying a bundle of blankets, which he
deposited on the end of the wagon, as though
his engagement were a matter of course. He was
clad in a very old canvas shirt and a much-patched
pair of dungaree trousers, whilst on his head was
the remains of a Boss of the Plains hat, yet he
had one of the best wagon whips I have ever
seen knotted round his waist, and a most business-
like sjambok hanging on his wrist. He told me that
his name was Amous, that he heard I had a span
of very little cattle whi¢h were cheeky in the yoke,
and he had come to break them in and train them
so that my wagon would never stick. I asked him
if he could drive, and he answered calmly that he
was the best driver in the country. For once, a
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native told me the truth. I never saw the equal
of that quaint little old Basutu, who served me
with doglike fidelity so long as I had cattle for
him to drive.
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