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DIAMOND D Y I{: E. 

I!' 

CHAPTER I. 

QUERY BAD SHILLINGS? 

No answer. 

'Hi! Dyke!' 

The lad addressed did not turn his 

head, but walked straight on, with the dwarf karroo 

bushes crackling and snapping under his feet, while 

at each call he gave an angry kick out, sending the 

dry reu sand flying. 
He was making for the kopje or head of bald 

granite which rose high out of the level plain where, 

save in patches, there was hardly a tree to be seen

for amongst these piled-up masses of glittering stone, 

lay ueep moitit crevices in which were shalle auJ 
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trickling water, tho groat blessings of a dry and 

thir:;tv desert. 
" 

'Hi! Do you hear, Dyke?' came again,-shouted by 

a big athletic-looking young man, in. flannels and a 

1roaJ-brirnmed Panama hat, and he gave his thick 

brown Leard an angry tug as he spoke. 

'Oh yes, I hoar,' muttered the laJ; 'I can hoar you, 

old Joe. He's got away again, and I shan't como. A 

stupid-headed, vicious, long-loggeJ boast, that's what 

l . ' 10 IS. 

'Hi!' roared tho young man, as he stood in front of 

an ugly corrugated iron shod, dignified by the name of 

house, from which the white-wash, laid thickly over 

the gray zinc galvanising to ward off tho rays of the 

1Jlinding Afric sun, had peeled away here and there 

in patches. 

Some attempts had been made to take off the square, 

desolate ugliness of the building by planting a patch 

of ganlen surrounded by posts and wire; but they were 

not very successful, for, as a rule, things would not 

grow for want of water. 

Vandyke Emson the Dyke shouted at had been 

the gardener, and so long as he toiled hard, fetching 

water from the granite kopje springs, a quarter of a mile 

away, and tended the roots he put in the virgin soil, 

they rushed up out of the ground; but, as he reason-
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ably said, he couldn't do everything, anLl if he omitted 

to play Aquarius for twenty-four hours, there were 

the plants that looked so flourishing yesterday shriv

elled to nothing. He had planted creepers to run 

all over the sides and roof, but the sun made the 

corrugated iron red hot the boy's exaggerated figure 

of speech, but so hot that you could not keep your 

hand upon the roof or wall and the creepers found 

the temperature too much for their constitution, and 

they rapidly turned to hay. Then he trained up 

tomatoes, which grew at express speed so long as they 

were watered, formed splendid fruit, were left to them

selves a couple of days, and then followed suit with 

the creepers. Joseph Em son smiled behind his great 

beard, and said they wore a success because the toma

toes \Vere cooked ready for use; but Dyke said it was 

another failure, because they were just as good raw, 

and he did not like to cat his fruit as vegetables cookell 

in a frying-pan coverell with white-wash. 

Still all was not bare, for a patch of great sunflowers 

found moisture enough for their roots somewhere far 

below, and sent up their great pithy stalks close to the 

house door, spread their rough leaves, and imitated the 

sun's disk in their broad, round, yellow flowers. There 

was an ugly euphorbia too, with its thorny, almost 

leafless branches and brilliant scarlet flowers; while 
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grotesque and hideous-looking, with its great, fiat, 

oblong, biscuit-shaped patches of juicy leaf, studded 

with great thorns, a prickly pear or opuntia reared 

itself against the end gable, warranted to stop every 
' 

one who approached. 

'H 's no good,' Dyke once said; 'the place is a nasty 

old desert, and I hate it, and I wish I'd never come. 

There's only six letters in Africa, and half of thorn 

spell fry.' 

'And that's Lad grammar and bad spelling,' said 

his half-brother; 'and you're a discontented young 

cub.' 

'And you're another,' said Dyke sourly. 'Well 
' 

haven't we been frieu or grilled ever since we've been 

out here ? and don't you say yourself that it's all a 

failure, and that you've made a big mistake?' 

'Yes, sometimes, when I'm very hot and tired, 

Dicky, my lad. We've failed so far; but, look here, 

my brave and beautiful British Loy.' 

'Look here, Joe; I wish you wouldn't be so jolly 

fond of chaffing and teasing me,' saiJ Dyke angrily. 

' Poor old fellow, then l Was um hot and tired and 

thirsty, then?' cried his half-brother mockingly. 

''l'ake it coolly, Dicky.' 

'Don't call me Dicky,' cried the boy passionately, as 

he kicked out both legs. 
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•Vandyke Emson, Esquire, ostrich-farmer, then,' said 

the other. 

'Ostrich-fanner:' cried Dyke, in a tone full of 

disgust. 'Ugh ! I'm sick of the silly-looking, lanky 

goblins. I wish their heads were bmied in the sand, 

and their bodies too.' 

'With their legs sticking straight up to make fences, 

eh, old man ?' said Joseph Emson, smiling behind his 

beard a smile that would have been all lost, if it 

had not been for a pleasant wrinkle or two about his 

frank blue eyes. 

' Well, they would be some good then,' said Dy ko, a 

little more amiably. 'These wire fences are always 

breaking down and going off spcmg, and twisting round 

your legs. Oh, I do wish I was back at home.' 

'Amongst the rain and clouds and fog, so that you 

could be always playing cricket in summer, and foot

ball in winter, and skating when there was ice.' 

'Don't you sneer at the fog, Joe,' retorted Dyke. 

' I wish I could see a good thick one now.' 

'So that you could say, "Ah, you should see the 

velLlt where the sun shines brightly for weeks to

gether."' 

'Sun shines !' cried Dyke. 'Here, look at my face 

anll hands.' 

'Yes ; they're burnt of good Russia leather colour, 
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like mine, Dyke. Well, what tlo you say? Shall we 

pack the wagon, give it up, aml trek slowly Lack tu 

Cape Town?' 

'Yes, I'm ready!' crietl the boy eagerly. 

'Get out, you eonfouncleLl young fiLLer ! I know 

you better than that.' 

' No, you don't,' said Dyke sulkily. 

'Yes, I do, Dicky. I know you better than you 

know yourself. You're not of that breed, my boy. 

You've got too much of the old dad's Berserker Llood 

in your veins. Oh, come, now: withdraw all that! 

British boys don't look back when they've taken hokl 

of the plough handles.' 

'Bother the plough handles :' 

'By all means, boy ; but, I say, that isn't English, 

Dyke. ·where would our country's greatness have 

been if her sons had been ready to sing that coward's 

song?' 

'Now you're 

the boy sulkily. 

becrinuin<>· to !}reach an·ain Joe ' saitl 
b u 0 ' ) 

'Then say "Thank yon," my la<l Isn't it a fine thing 

for yon to have a brother with you, and then, when 

there isn't a church for hundreds of miles a brother 

who can preach to yon ? ' 

' ~ o ; because I know what you 're going to say

that we ought to go on and fight it out.' 
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'That 's it, Dicky. Didn't some one say that the 
• 

beauty of a British soldier was that he never knew 

when he was beaten ?' 

'I'm not a soldier, and I am beaten,' cried Dyke 

sourly. 

'Not yon. I know yon better. Why, if I said" Y cs; 

lot's give it up," and packed up all we carcc1 to take, 

and got tho wagon loaded to-night, you'd repent in 

the morning when we wore ready to start, and say, 

"Let's have another try."' 

' Well, perhaps I might say '--

' Ha, ha, ha!' laughed Joseph Emson ; ' '"hat a 

young humbug you arc, Dicky. Fancy you going hack 

with me to the old dad, aml us saying, "Here '"c are, 

back again, like two bad shillings, father. \Ve \·c 

spent all our money, ancl we're a pair of fnilures."' 

'\Vel!, but it is so hot and tiresome, and the ostriches 

arc such horribly stupid boasts, and '--

' \Ve 're both very tired, an(1 rlisappointcll, nn(1 

thirsty, and '--

•I ''lDI am, you mean, smc y w. 'Nothing ever seems 

to worry you.' 

'Hah! I know yon, Dicky, bettor than you know 

me. I fool as keenly as you do, boy. No : we will not 

give up. \V c haven't given tho ostriches a fair trial 

yet.' 
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'Oh, haven't we!' 

'No; not half. I know we've had terribly bad 

luck just lately. We did begin well.' 

'No: it has all been a dreary muddle, and I'm sick 

of it.' 

'Yes, you often are of a night, Dyke; but after 

a night's rest you arc ready enough to go on 

again in a right spirit. No, my lad, we'll never say 

d. ' 10. 

'Who wants to! I want to have a try at something 

else. Let's go and hunt and get lion and leopard 

skins, and fill the wagon, and bring them back and 

sell them.' 

'Plenty of people are doing that, Dicky.' 

'Well then, let's go after ivory; shoot elephants, 

and bring back a load to sell. It's worth lots of 

money. ' 

'Plenty of people arc doing that too, boy.' 

'Oh, you won't try, Joe, and that's what makes me 

so wild.' 

'You mean, I won't set a seed to-day and dig it up 

to-morrow to sec why it hasn't come up.' 

'That's what you always say,' said Dyke grumpily. 

'Yes, because we came out here with so many 

hundred pounds, Dicky, to try an experiment to m::tke 

an ostrich-farm.' 
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' And we 'vc failed.' 

'Oh dear, no, my lad. \V c 'vc spent all our money 

-invested it here in a wagon and oxen and house.' 

'House! Ha, ha, ha! What a house!' 

'Not handsome, certainly, Dicky.' 

'Dicky ! There you go again.' 

'Y cs, there I go again. And in our enclosures and 

pens, and horses and guns and ammunition, and in 

paying our men. So we can't afford to give up if we 

wanted to.' 

'But sec what a desolate place it is!' 

'Big, vast, level, and wild, but the very spot for our 

purpose. ' 

'And not a neighbour ncar.' 

'To quarrel with ? No, not one. 

mustn't give it up; ancl some day 

right.' 

'Never,' cried the boy emphaticaiiy. 

No, Dy ko, ""C 

you '11 say I'm 

'Never's a long day, Dyke. Look hero, lad, I'm 

going to toll you an old story.' 

'Thankyc,' said Dyke sullenly. 'I know about 

Bruce and tho spider.' 

'Wrong, old fellow, this time. Another author's 

story that you don't know.' 

'Bother the old stories!' cried the boy. 

The big manly fellow laughed good humouredly. 
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'Poor old Dyke: he has got it badly this time. 

What 

what?' 

• 
IS it-prickly heat or home-sickness, or 

'Everything. I'm as miserable as mizzer,' cried 

Dick 'Oh, this flesert is dreary.' 

'Kot it, Dyke; it's wild and grand. You are 

tired and disappointed. Some days must be 

clark and dreary, boy. Come, Dyke, pluck! pluck! 

pluck!' 

'I haven't got any; sun's dried it all out of me.' 

'Has it?' said his brother, laughing. 'I don't believe 

it. No, Dicky, we can't go home and sneak in at 

the hack cloor with our tails between our legs, like 

two beaten hounds. There are those at home who 

would sorrow for us, and yet feel that they despised 

u.~. 'V e came out here to win, and win we will, 

if our perseverance will do it.' 

'Well, haven't we tried, and hasn't everything 

failed ? ' 

'~ o, hoy,' cried the young man excitedly. 'Look 

here : my story is of a party of American loafers down 

by a river. Corne, I never told you that.' 

'No,' saiLl Dyke, raising his brown face from where 

he rested it upon his arm. 

'That '8 better. Then you can be interested 

still.' 
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'One needs something to interest one in this 

able, dried-up desert,' cried tho boy. 

17 

• nnsor-

'Miserable, dried-up desert!' said his brother, speak

ing in a low deep voice, as he gazed right away 

through the transparent air at tho glorious colours 

where the sun sank in a canopy of amber and gold. 

'No, Dicky, it has its bean tics, in spite of all you 

' say. 

'Oh Joe!' cried the boy, 'what a tiresome old chap 

you arc. Didn't you say you were going to toll 

me a story about some Americans clown by a river? 

Oh, how I should like to get to a mill-race and have 

a bathe. Do go on.' 

'Ah ! to be sure. Well, I only want you to take 

notice of one part of it. The rest is brag.' 

'Then it's a moral story,' cried Dyke, in a dis-

appointed tone. 

'Yes, if you like; but it may be fresh to you.' 

''Tain't n,hout ostriches, is it?' 

'No. They wore throwing stones.' 

'What ! tho loafers ?' 
'Yes, from a wharf, to see who could throw farthest, 

and one man, who was looking on, sneered at them, 

and began to boast about how far he could throw. 

They laughed at him, aml ono of them marlo himself 

very objectionable anrl insulting, with tho result that 
B 
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the boasting man said, if it came to the point, he 

could throw the other fellow right across the river. 

Of course there was a roar of laughter at this, and 

one chap bet a dollar that he could not.' 

'And of course he couldn't,' said Dyke, who forgot 

his prickly heat and irritation. 'But you said it was 

all brag. Well?' 

'The boastful fellow, as soon as the wager was 

laid, seized the other by the waist-band, heaved 

him up, and pitched him off the wharf into the river, 

amidst roars of laughter, which were kept up as 

the man came drenched out of the river, and asked 

to be paid. 

'" Oh no," said the other; "I didn't say I'd do it the 

first time. But I kin dew it, and I will dew it, if I try 

till to-morrow morning;" and catching hold of the wet 

man, he heaved him up again, and threw him by 

a tremendous effort nearly a couple of yards out 

into the river. Down he went out of sight in the 

deep water, and out he scrambled again, hardly able to 

speak, when he was seized once more. 

'"Third time never fails," cried the fellow; but 

the other had had enough of it, and owned he was 

beaten.' 

'But it was by an artful trick,' cried Dyke. 

'Of course it was, boy; but \vhat I want yon to notice 
• 
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was tho spirit of tho thing, though it was only 

bragging; I kin dow it, antl I will clc\v it, if I try 

till to-morrow morning. We kin dew it, and we will 

dow it, Dyke, even if we haYo to try till to-morrow 

morning to-morrow-come-neYer-morning.' 

'Oh !' groaned Dyke, sinking hnck 11pon 

'I am so hot aml dry.' 

the sand: 
' 
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DYKE ROUSES UP . 

. 
1 
HAT was months before the opening of 

our story, when Dyke was making his 

I way in disgust toward the moist shade 

~ of the kopje, where, deep down from 

cr:tcks of the granite rock, the spring gurgled out. 

Only a part ran for a few yards, and then disappeared 

in the san<1, without once re:tching to where the sun 

blazed down. 

Joe Emson shouted once more, but Dyke would not 

turn his head. 

'Let him follow me if he wants me,' muttered the 

hoy. 'He isn't half so hot as I mn.' 

Hot or not hot, the big fe11ow took off his broad 

Panama hat, gave his hea<1 n. vicious rub, replaced it, 

and turned to shout again. 

'.Tack ! Ahoy, .Tack!' 
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There was no reply to this, for Kaffir Jack lay 

behind the house in a very hot place, fast asleep upon 

the sand, with his dark skin glistening in the sunshine, 

the pigment within keeping off the blistering sun

burn which would have followed had the skin been 

white. 

'I shall have to go after him,' muttered Joe Emson; 

and custiuo· off the feelinrr of lano·uor wbich had 
' iJ 0 0 

impelled him to call others instead of acting himself, 

he braced himself up, left the scorching iron house 

behind, and trottell after Dyke, scaring a group of 

stupid-looking young ostriches into a run behiml tho 

wire fence. 

He knew where he woulll fiml his half-brother, aml 

there he was, lying upon his Lrcnst, with a cushion of 

green mossy growth Lencath him, a hugo hanging rock 

overhead Cttsting a broad shade, and the water gurgling 

cool and clear so close that he hall Lut to stretch 

out his hand to scoop it up aml drink from the 

palm. 

Outside there was the scorching, Llimling sunshine, 

however, aml among the rocks all looked Llack, and 

seemed mther cool. 

'Oh, you lazy young syLarite !'cried Joe Emson, as 

he came up. 'You always know the best places. Why 

didn't you answer me ? ' 
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'Wlmt ':; the goocl of nn:>werin6 ?' cried Dyke. 'I 

can't help olu Goblin getting away again. He will go, 

aml Bothing will :;top him.' 

'But something shall stop billl,' said Joe. 'I 'Jl have 

an iron bar dri von into the grouuJ, and tether him 

with a rope.' 

'No good,' saicl Dyke drowsily: 'he'd eat the rope 

aml swallow the bar.' 

'Then I'll tether him with a piece of chain.' 
'He' J roll it up and swallow it. I say Joe, I feel 

sure he had that curL chain awl the two Luckles we 

missed.' 

'Nonsense! Come, get up, and help Jrive him 
. ) 

lll. 

'1 'm too tireJ, aml it i:;n't nonsense. He's always 

on the lookout for bits of iron ancl uroken crockery. 

I took a hanunor anJ a cracked willow-pattern plate 

one day, anJ broke it up in Lit:; anJ fed him with 

them. He ate them all.' 

' Well, of course: Lirds do pick up stone::; and things 

to fill their gizzarJs.' 

'And that's just how I feel,' saicl Dyke. 

'Eh? How?' 

'As if my gizzard was filhxl with sharp Lits of stone. 

·and it make.~ me irritalJle and cross.' 

'AnJ lazy. Come: jmup up.' 
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' I Clln't, Joe. I ~ai• l la::;t time I 'd never go after the 

goblin again, aml I won't.' 

'Ye~, you will; you'll come aml help me drive him 
. ' ln. 

'No : let him go.' 

'N on~:>ense! He·~ the Lest cock Linl I 'vc got.' 

'Then the others must Lc Lad ones,' grumbled 

Dyke. 

'Get up, sir!' cried Joe, HtitTing the boy with hi~ 

toe. 

''Shan't. I don't mind your kicking.' 

'Get up, or I'll duck you in the spring.' 

' \Vouldn't be such a coward, Lecau::;e 

and strong. Hit one of your own size.' 

' you rc 

'I declare I will ' cried Joe Lendino- down and 
' ' 0 

seizing the boy by the arm aml wai::;tband. 

'All right, do: it will be deliciously cool.' 

Joe Em::;on rose up and took hold of hi::; Lig 

beard. 

'Don't leave me everything to do, Dyke, old Loy,' he 

::;aid appealingly. 'I wouldn't lose that great o~:>trich 

for any money.' 

Dyke muttered something about hating the old 

ostrich, but did not stir. 

'A1l right. I'll go alone,' saill Joe; ant1 he turned 
-away and walked swiftly back. 
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But Leforo he had gone a dozen yards Dyke had 

sprung up aml overtaken hilll. 

'I 'll come, Joe,' he saill ; ' Lut that olcl cock lloes 

make me so wild. I know he umler:;tands, and he 

does it on purpose to tea:;e me. I wi:,;h you 'cl :,;hoot 

hi Ill.' 

'Can't afford the luxury, little nn,' said Joe, 

clapping his brother ou tho shouklcr. 'Let 's make 

our pile first.' 

'Then tho c:oulin will live for ever' sio·hed the 
~ , "" 

boy, 'for we shall never make any piles. \Vhcro is 

he?' 

Joe shad ell his eyes and looked right across the 

barren veldt, where the glare of the sun producecl a 

hazy, shinuucring effect. 

'There he is !' 

'Don't soc anything.' 

' Y os, you can. Your eyes arc sharper than mine. 

There, just to the loft of that rock.' 
. 

'What: tlmt one like a young kopje ?' 

' Yes, just to the left.' 

'What ! that speck ? Oh l that can't be it.' 

'Yes, it is; aml if you hacl tho glass, you could tell 

directly.' 

'But it's so far, aml oh dear, how hot it is!' 

' It will lJe cooler ridino·' 
o' 
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'No, it won't,' grumLlcd Dyke; 'there '11 ue hot 

hor:;cs under you, then.' 

'Yes, Lut cool air rushing by you. Come, old lad, 

don't sham idleness.' 

'It isn't sham,' said Dvke. 
• 

'I don't think I used to 

stewell all the spirit out lJe idle, but this lwt ::;un has 

of me.' 

Joe said nothing, but led the way ronnel to the buck 

of the low•· low house to where a hiuh thick lwdo-e of 
0 ' ;::, ;::, 

thorns shut in a lean-to shed thatched with mealie 

leaves aml stalks ; these, the dry remains of a loacl of 

Indian com, being laic! on heavily, so as to form a goocl 

shelter for the horses, lmltered to a rough manger 

Leneath. 

As Dyke approached, he raised a metal whistle 

which hung from his neck uy a leather thong, and blew 

loudly. A low wl1inny answered tlJe call, and a 

big, raw-boned, powerful horse and a handsome, 

well-bred cob were unhaltered, to turn and stand 

patiently enough to be brillled and saddlell, after

wards following out their masters like dogs. 

And now as they passed the eml of the stalJle, all the 

languor 

instant. 

servant 

and lassitude passed away from Dyke on the 

For he now caught sight of their Kaffir 

lying fast asleep just beneath the eaves of 

the corrugated iron roof. 



2G DYKE HOUSES UP. 

The sand hu::;lwd the hor~:>es' hoofs, and the Kaffir 

slept on, with the fiies bu:~:zing about his half-open 

mouth, as if they mistook the thick red lip::; for the 

petals of some huge flower. 

'I'm not going to stand that,' saill the boy. 

'What are you going to do?' 

'You '11 see,' whi~:;pered Dyke. 'If I 'm to be toiliwr 
0 

after o-oblins, he's not ffOino· to sleell there like a o b n 

black pig. Go on a little way and look back.' 

Joe Emson smiled in a heavy, good-humoured way, 

as he tJok the bridle his brother handed to him, and 

the smile developed into a silent laugh, as he saw the 

boy'~:; energy over a bit of mischief. 

For Dyke actually ran back to the stable, brought 

out a bucket of water, stood counting the furrows of 

the iron roofing, and then carried the pail round to the 

other side and sot it down. 

His next movement was to fetch a roughly made 

step-ladder, count the furrows on his side, then place the 

latlder carefully, and at such a slope that it lay fiat on 

the roof, so that, steadily preserving his balance, he 

walked up with the bucket of water from round to 

round till he could see across the ritlge to where his 

brother stood with the horses a hundred yards away, 

watching over the big nag's mane_ and grasping now 

what was to happen. 
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Dyke knelt down now lJehiml the ridge, to which 

the top of the ladder just rettchecl, aml had calculatecl 

his distance so well, that upon tilting the lmeket a 

little, some water tricklell down two of the furrows of 

an iron sheet, aml uegan to drip from the eaves upon 

the Kaffir's nude chest. 

There was no movement, so a little more water wa:; 

poured, and this urought forth a pig-like gmnt, as if 

of satisfaction. 

l\lore water more grunts. 

l\lore water, and a shuffling movement. 

l\Iore water, and an angry gasp ; the Kaffir raised 

his head, looked up at the sky, the dripping caves 

-lookell round, and settled down to sleep. 

All this was invisible to Dyke, but he could tell uy 

the sounds that his shower was having effect; and as 

soon ag the man ceased to move, the boy sent down a 

third of the bucketful. 

This produced a sharp ejaculation, and the man 

sprang up into a sitting position, awl looking angrily 

round, saw that Emson was standing far away with 

the horses, and that no one else was near. His next 

glance was at tho clom1loss sky, aml the dripping 

caves, to which a few bright drops still hung and 

ceased to fall. 

Only a rare shower, the man seemed to think ; and, 
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muttering to himself, he shuftlcJ a little into a dry 

rush came the spot to 

rest of 

makirw 
""' 

lie down yawning, when 

the water, dcluo·ino· him this time, and 
""' "' 

him jump up and burst into torrent of 

objmgations against the sky in his own tongue, 

shaking Loth his fists the while, till, b(tn[j, clatter, 

crush! the bucket came rattling down, and he 

turned and ran out toward where Emson stood look-
• tno· on. 

"' 
Dyke descend eel q nickly, and making a circuit, he 

ran rouml, aml then appeared slowly from the end of a 

fence fifty yards from tho house, walking quietly across 

to join his brother. 

As he drew ncar, tho Kaffir was gesticulating and 

tttlking away in broken English, mingled with more 

wonb of hiH own tongue; aml when Dyke joined them 

and took tho rein of his little cob, tho man tumed 

excitedly to hitu. 

'What 's the matter, Jack ?' 

Tho Kaffir lookccl at him suspiciously for a moment 

or two, but Dyke mounted and returned the gaze in 

tho most unruffieLl manner. 

' Big rain !Jig wet rain big water big bucket all 

wet, wct,' cried the Kaffir. 

'.Make the mcalies grow,' said Dyke coolly. 

'Make mealie grow !' criell the lllan. Then a change 



DYKE ROUSES UP. 29 

came over him. The look of doubt and wonder 

became one of certainty, and his face expanded into 

a broad grin which displayed all his white teeth. 

'Ah-ah-ah-ah-ah-ah !' he cried, pointing to a couple 

of wet patches on the log of the boy's trousers; 'you 

make rain Massa Dyky make rain. \Vet, wet. 

Ah-ah-ah-ah !' 

'You come along and help drive the ostrich,' said 

Dyke, setting his cob to cantor ; aml, followed by the 

Kaffir at a quick trot, which soon dried np his 

moisture, they went over the heated red sand toward 

where the speck in the rlistancc had been pointed out 

as the object they sought. 



' 

CHAPTER III. 

AN OS'!'IUCII RACE. 

SAY, J oc, you arc right,' Fmitl Dyke 

now, with animation. ''Tisn't half so 

hot riding.' 

' Of course not. 

moist, and the sun and air bring 

It's only the making a start. 

try to cut him off?' 

One begins to get 

a feeling of coolness. 

Now then, shall I 

'No, no:' cried Dyke excitedly; 'I'll do it. I'll 

make the brute run. You follow up.' 

'Right:' said Emson; 'that is, unless he tracks my 

' way. 

'Oh, he won't do that,' said Dyke, with a merry 

laugh, and in his animation the hoy seemed to be 

qnite transformed. 

It was a good long ride to where the ostrich they 

sought to bring back to its pen could be seen stalking 
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about, looking about as big as a guinenAowl, but 

gmdnally growing taller and taller to its pursuers 

as they rode on. After a time it ceased picking 

about. and ran first in one direction and then in • 

another, as if undecidecl which line of country to take 

before leading its pursuers a wild race out and across 

the veldt. 

By this time it looked fully four feet high ; 

soon after it wa.s fully fi vo, as it stood up with 

its neck stretched out, and its weak, large-eyed, 

flat head turned to them with a malicious oxpres-
• 

SIOn. 

The trio now separated, the horsemen riding more 

and more apart as they advanced, till they were 

each a couple of hundred yards from the Kaffir, 

who suddenly utterocl a warning cry, to indicate 

that the groat bird was beginning to run off straight 

away. 

'All right, Jack, I soc,' crierl Dyke; and pressing 

his cob's sides he went off at a gallop, not, howeYer, 

in pursuit of tho bird, which ran right forward, 

with its head turned to watch its pursuers all tho 

time. 

Dyke's tactics, tho re!'mlt of experience, were of 

quito another kincl. He tnrncd his cob's head, anrl 

went off like the wind at right angles to the course 
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the ostrich was taking, and the effect was instan

taneous. There was all the open veldt, or plain, 

spreading out for hundreds of miles before the 1ird, 

and it had only to dart off and leave the swiftest 

horse far behind. But its would-be cunning nature 

suggested to it that its enemy had laid a deep 

scheme to cut it off, and instead of going straight 

away, it turned on the instant to spin along in the 

same direction as that taken by the boy, and get 

right across him. 

'Ah, you silly, muddled-brained, flat-headed idiot!' 

yelled Dyke, as he raced along over the plain, his 

steed sending tho red sand flying at every spurn of 

its hoofs as it stretched itself out. 'I 'II be there first, 

and cut him off. You can't do it you can't do it. 

Ah-h-h-h !' 

This last shout, ending in a rattle of the tongue, 

seemed to stimulate tho little cob to make fresh 

efforts; anrl laughing merrily to himself in the ex

hilaration of tho race, Dyke had only to keep slightly 

drawing his loft rein, to make the ostrich curve more 

and more ronnel towarrls him, till he had actually 

deluded the bird into ta,king the exact direction he 

wished na,mely, right for the pem from which it 

harl escaporl. 

On sped the cob, running over tho sanrl like a grey-



• 

• 

• 
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Dyke gave his whip a whish through the air. 

• 

• 

·v 
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hound, aJHl on rushed tho ostrich, its lono· loo·s O'Oino· 
0 0 b b 

with a half-invisible tl\'inkling ctfect like that pro-

duced !Jy the spokes of a rapidly revolving wheel; 

its wings were half-extended, its plumage ruffled, and 

its long neck stretched out, with its flattenetl head 

slightly turned in the direction of the rider. 

And so they rocle on an(l on, till the low range of 

buildings in front became nearer, the yellow sunflower 

disks grew bigger, aml the sun glaretl from the white 

house. Still the bird saw nothing of this, bnt 

continued to run in itfl cmTc, trying to pass its 

pursuer, till all at once it woke to the fact that 

there was a long range of wire fence before it, 

over which were bobbing about the heads of Joe 

Emson's flock of its fellows, and there it was with 

the fence in front, and the two horscml'n ancl Kaffit· 

behind. 

Then there was a change of tactics. 

Dyke, who was hundreds of yanls in front of his 

companions, knew what was coming, and gave his 

short-hamlled rhinoceros-hide whip a whish through 

the air, and then cracked it loudly, while a chorus of 

<liscordant cries arose from the pens. 

'Give up, you ugly okl rascal, or I 'll twist this 

round your long neck,' cried Dyke; anrl a great chorw; 

arose from the pens, as if the tame Lirds within the 
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wire fence were imploring the great truant to be good, 

and come home. 

But nothing was further from the great bird's 

thoughts. It could easily now have darted away, 

but it felt that it was driven to bay, and began 

to show fight in the most vicious fashion, snapping 

its flat beak, hissing, snorting, rattling its plumage, 

and undulating its long neck, as it danced about, till it 

lookecl like a boa constrictor which had partially 

developed into a bird. 

Then it dashed at its pursuer, snapping at him 

in its rushes. But the bill was not the thing to 

mind; a few lashes with the whip were enough to 

ward off its attack. Tho danger to be avoided came 

from those tremendous legs, which could deliver kicks 

hanl enough to break a man's bones. 

Three times over did the great l>ird strike at Dyke, 

as it was driven down to the pen with lash after 

lash of the whip, which wmppecl round the neck, 

as the hettcl rose fully eight feet above the ground. 

Then came another stroke which took effect, not upon 

Dyke's leg, but upon tho horse's flank, just behind the 

stirrup, in spite of the clever little aniHtal 'R houmls 

to avoid the kicks. 

·what followed was instantaneous. The horse whirled 

roun•l, snorting with pain, an•l struck out at his enemy, 
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sending out its l1eeb with such violence and eHcct, 

that they came in contact with one of the ostrich's 

shanks, and the next moment the giant 1inl came to 

the ground, a heap of feather::;, from which the long 

neck kept dartin<r aml one leo· cleliverirw heavy O' b 0 

blows. 



' 

C H A P T E l{ I V. 

A~OTHEH FAILUHE? 

H Y, Dyke, boy, you 've done it uuw,' 

cried Joe Em son, cantering close up, 

his hor,;e snorting a;; the ostrich struck 

at l1illl with its snake-like head. 

'Yes, you had better have left me where I was 

by the spring,' said the boy disconsolately. 'I hated 

the old wretch, 1ut I didn't want to hurt him.' 

'I know, my lad, I know,' said Emson. 'I'm not 

l•laming you, but it does seem a pity. What bad 

luck I do have wit.h these birds, to be sure. Lie still, 

you sa\'agc; you can't get up!' 

This to the bird, which, after striking at him two 

or three times, made a desperate effort to rise, flutter

ing aml beating with it,; wings, and hopping a little, 

1ut trailing its broken log as it made for the pen, 

witl1in which were all its frienus. 
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'Yes, you had Letter have stayeu at home, olu 

fellow,' saiu Dyke, apostrophising the unhappy birtl; 

'then you wouldn't have got into this state. I say, 

Joe, couldn't we set its leg ? It would soon grow 

together again.' 

'If he were one of the quiet old hens, I'd say yes; 

Lut it would be· impossiLle. Directly we went near, 

there would be a kick or a peck.' 

'I'll try,' saicl Dyke; and going gently towaru 

where the biru lay crouched in a heap, he spoke 

softly to it, as he had been accustomed to speak to 

the others when going to feed them. But his 

auvance was the signal for the bird to draw Lack 

its head, its eyes flashing angrily, while it e111itted 

a fierce roaring sound that was like that of some 

savage, cat-like Least. It struck out with beak and 

wings, and made desperate efforts to rise. 

'Stop!' cried Emson sharply. 

'I 'm not afraid,' cried Dyke. 'I 'II get hold of his 

neck, and try and hold him.' 

'I know,' said his brother; 'but the poor creature 

will knock itself to pieces.' 

'But so it will if you leave it quiet,' cried Dyke; 

and then, sharply : 'Ah ! you cowardly brutes, let 

him alone.' 

This was to some half-a-dozen cock Linls in the 
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pen, which, possibly in rememlJrance of the many 
times they hacl been thrashed and driven about the 

pen by their injured king, seized the opportunity of 

his downfall to thrust out their long necks and begin 

striking at him savagely, seizing him by the feathers, 

and dragging them out, till he shuffiecl beyond their 

reach. 

' His fate's sealed if he is put with the re::>t ; that's 

very evident,' said Emson. 

'Killum I' said the Kaffir, nodding his head. 

'Let's shut him up in the stable,' saicl Dyke, 'and 

tic him down while we set his leg.' 

'It would mean such a desperate struggle that the 

poor bird woukl never get over it; and if it did, 

it woulLl mope and die. Better put it out of its 
. ' nusery. 

Just then a big rough dog came out of the house, 

where it had been having a long sleep through the 

hot part of the day, and after giving Dyke a friendly 

wag of the tail, walked slowly toward tho injured 

ostrich. 

That was enough to make tho bird draw back 

its head and strike at the dog, which avoided the 

blow, and growling fiercely, prepared to resent the 

attack. 

'Come away, Duke,' cried Dyke. 'To heel, sir.' 



A~OTHEH FAILUHE ? 41 

Tho dog growled and seemed to prote:;t, but wont 

obediently behind his younger master. 

'I had !Jetter shoot tho bird, Dyke,' said Em son. 

'No, no; don't. Let's have a try to save it. Perhaps 

when it finds that we want to do it good, it will 

lie quiet.' 
''1 ' _;._' o, 

' war. 

said Emson; 'it will take it as meant for 

'Well, let's try,' :;aid Dyke. 'Here, Breezy: 

stable.' 

The cob walked slowly away toward its shed, and 

tho other horse followell, while Dyke hurriedly fetched 

a couple of pieces of rope, formed of twisted antelope 

skin. 

'What do you propose doing?' said Emson. 

'All run in together, and tie hi:; neck to one wing; 

then he'll be helpless, and we can tic his thighs 
• 

together. You can set the leg then.' 

'Well, I'll try,' said Em son. 'Wait till I 'vo cut a 

couple of pieces of wood for splints. What can I get?' 

'Bit of box lid,' replied Dyke; and in a few minutes 

Emson returneLl, bearing in acldition a flat roll of 

stout webbing, such as is used by upholsterers, and 

by the poor emigrants to lace together across a frame, 

and form the beds upon which they stretch their 

weary bones at night. 
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'I think I can set it, and secure it,' saill Emson. 

'\Vhy, of course you can.' 

'Yes, but as ~:;oon as it's done, the poor brute 

will kick it ofT: Now then, how about tying 

lJilll ?' 

'Rush him,' said Dyke laconically. 'Come aloncr 
"'' 

Jack, and help.' 

But the Kaffir shook his head rapidly. 

'Why, hullo! You won't back out, Jack?' 

' No. Him kick, bite : no good.' 

' Never you mind that,' cried Dyke. 'You rush in 

with us, and hold his head, while we take his legs anJ 

wings. Do you understand ? ' 

'No,' said the Kaffir, shaking his head. 'Killum

killum ! ' and he 1uacle a gesture as if striking with a 

club. 

' Not going to kill,' cried Dyke. ' Yon rush in 

and holcl the head. Do you umlerstand ?' 
• 

'No,' saicl the Kaffir. 

'He won't,' cried Emson. 'We shall have to do it 

ourselves, Dyke. Make a noose and lasso the brute's 

head. Then when I run in to seize the leg, you 

drag the neck tight down to the wing, and hold it 

there.' 

Dyke nodded, made a noose at the end of his hide 

rope, and advanced gently toward the ostrich, which 
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~:;truck at hilll, but only to dart its head throtJO'h the 
b 

loop; aml this was drawn tight. 

'Now, Joe, ready?' cried the Loy, as the dog set up 

a furious barking, and joined in the rush that was 

made by the brothers, who succeeded in pinning 

d. own the bird. Em son holding the legs, while 

avoiding a Luflet from the uppermost wing, Dyke 

slipped the rope round the bone, dragged down 

the head, and after a furious struggle, the bird lay 

still. 

'Think you can wanage now?' panted Dyke, who 

was hot from exertion. 

'Yes· I '11 tie his leo-.~ too-ether after settino· the ' o o ' n 

broken one. It's the only chance for him.' 

'Yes; it's all right,' cried Dyke; 'he 'i> 

weaker, and giving in.' 

• n-ettnw b b 

'Seems like it,' said his l1rother sarcastically, for 

as the Loy· spoke, the great bird began to beat with 

its wings with terrific violence, keeping it up for 

fully five minutes, and giving the pair a hard task 

to hold. it Jown, while the Kaffir looked on calmly 

enough, and the dog kept on charging in, a.~ if eager to 

seize one of the legs, and hold it still. 

'Well, there then, he ifl giving in now,' panted Dyke, 

who had been compelled to put forth all his strength 
• 

to keep from being thrown off by the violent 
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buffeting of the Lircl's wings. 'Look sharp, ami get it 

done.' 

Dyke got one hand at liberty now to wipe the 

feather-down from his face, whet·e the perspiration 

made it adhere, and as he looked up, he could not 

refrain from laughing aloud at the row of comical 

fiat heads peering over the wire fence, where the 

o~:>triches in the pen were gathered together to look on. 

'Yes,' said Emson gravely; 'he is giving in now, 

poor brute. He'll never hunt the young cocks round 

the enclosure again.' 

'And they know it, too,' cried Dyke. 'Look at 

them wagging their silly old heads and trying 

to look cunning. But llUllo! why don't you go 

on?' 

'Can't you see?' said Emson. 'The horse's hoofs 

must have ~:>truck him in tho side as well. The poor 

old goblin is dead.' 

Dyke leaped to his feet in dismay, and stared 

sceptically from hi~:> brother to the bird, and back again 

and auain. 
0 

It was true enough : the great bird, which ~:>o short a 

time ago was seeming to spin with such wonderful 

speed across the Yeldt that its legs were nearly 

invisible, now lay on its side, with the stilt-like 

members perfectly still, one being stretched out to its 
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full length, the other in a peculiar double angle, through 

the broken bone making a fresh joint. 

'Oh, the poor old goblin!' said the boy, hurriedly 

unloosening the reim which held down its head. 'I 

didn't choke it, did I ? No: look, the loop was quite 

bio·' ,. 
'No; the ribs arc crn:-;hed in,' said Emson, feeling 

beneath the beautiful plumage. 'Another loss, Dyke. 

We shall find out all his good qualities now.' 

' Breezy kick antl killum,' said the Kaffir senten

tiously. 'Bird kick, horse kick; killum shouldn't 

kick.' 

'Here, you go back to your kraal, and set up for a 

wise man of the south,' cried Dyke pettishly. 'How 

long did it take you to find out all that?' 

'Yes, kill urn dead,' said the Kaffir, nodding. 

'Bosh~· cried Dyke, turning impatiently away. 

'Well, we must make the l1cst of it,' said E111son then. 

'His feathers will he worth something, for they are in 

fine contlition. Let's get them off at once.' 

The heat of the sun was forgotten, and so was 

Dyke's want of energy, for he set to work manfully, 

helping his brother to cut off the abundant plumes, 

tying them up in loose bundles with the quill ends 

level, that they might dry, and carefully carrying 

them into the room used for storing feathers, eggs, and 
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such curiosities as were 

Dyke having displayed 

collecte~l 

a hobby 

from time to 

for brino·ino· 
"' n 

time; 

home 

stones, crystals, birds' eggs, and any attractive piece of 

ore, that he found during his travels. These were 

ranged in an old case, standing upright against the 

corrugated iron wall, where, a few hoardings nailed 

across for shelves, the boy had an extremely rough but 

useful cabinet, the lid of the case forming the door 

when attached by a pair of leather hinges tacked on 

with wire nails. 

'There,' said Emson, when the last plumes had been 

removed; 'what do you say to having tho skin off? It 

will make a mat.' 

Dyke nodded, and the Kaffir now helping, the bini's 

tough skin was stripped off, and laid, feathers Jown

warcl, on the roo£ to dry. 

'Jackals can't reach it there, can they ?' said 

Em son. 

'No, I think not. Leopard might come and pull it 

down.' 

'Yes: don't let Duke be ont of a night; there has 

been one hanging about lately. But what arc you 

going to do ?' 

'Dissect him,' said Dyke, who wn,s on his knees with 

his sharp sheath-knife in his hand. 

'N onsensc! Leave it now.' 
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'I want to sec the poor old goblin's gizzard, and open 

it. I know he has got knives and all sorts of things 

inside.' 

'Then you may look,' sai•l Emson. 'I'm going to 

feed the horses and have a wash ; they haven't been 

unsaddled yet.' 

He went to the thorn-fence and disappeared, while, 

hot and tired now, Dyke made short work of opening 

the great bird, and dragging out the gizzanl, which he 

opened as a cook does that of a fowl, and exclaimed 

aloud at the contents : 

'Here, Jack, fetch me some water in the tin;' and 

while the 'boy' was gone, Dyke scraped ont on to the 

sand quite a heap of pieces of flinty stone, rough 

crystals, and some pieces of iron, rusty nails, and a 

good-sized piece of hoop. 

'I must have a look at you aftcrwartls,' said the 

boy, as he picked out some forty or fifty of the dingy

looking rough crystals, gave them a rub over and 

over in the dry sand upon which he knelt, to dry them, 

and then thrust them a good handful into his 

pocket. 

'Do for the collection,' he said to himself with a 

laugh. 'Label: cryRtals of qnart;;r,, dic;covcrcd in a 

goblin's gi;;r,zanl by Vamlyke Emson, E.~quire, F.A.S., 

Kopfontein, South Africa.' 
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'\Vantenvater ?' 

'Yes, I do "wanterwater,"' cried Dyke, turning 

sharply on the Kaffir, who had returned. 'I want to 

wash my hands. Look at 'em, Jack l' 

' N arcy !' said the man, making a grimace. 

'Hold hanl, though; let's have a drink first,' cried 

the boy. 'It looks clean;' aJ1(1 raising the tin, he took 

a deep draught before using the vessel for a good 

wash, taking a handful of saml in the place of 

soap. 

'Find the knife?' said Emson, coming back from the 

stable. 

'No, but look here,' cried Dyke, pointing to the 

great piece of hoop-iron. 'Fancy a bird swallowing 

that.' 

'Iron is goocl for birds, I suppose,' said Emson 

quietly. 'Here, Jack, drag that bird right away ofi'; 

remember, a good way. Miml, I clou't want the jackals 

too close to-night.' 

The Kaffir noclde<l, seized the bircl's legs as if they 

were the shafts of a cart or handles of a wheel

barrow. 

The load wa8 heavy, though, and he 8hook his head, 

with reason, for such a bird weighed three hundred 

pounds, and it spoke well for its leg muscles that it 

could go at the rate of forty or fifty miles an hour. 
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'Too big,' grnmbled Jack; so Dyke seized one of the 

legs, and together they walked away with the dead 

bird, dragging it quite a quarter of a mile out beyond 

the ostrich-pens, ready for the jackals to come an<l 

play scavenger. After which Dyke returnc<l to his 

brother, and they went in to where Tanta Sal, Jack's 

wife, had prepared a substantial meal. 
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CHAT' T E R V. 

BIG BillDXESTING. 

· OU'RE a dissatisfie<l yonno· ... ;:-, 
dog, Dyke,' 

cried Joe Em.-:on good-hum<;m·e<lly, as 

he smilc<l down from his high horse at 

his brother; 'always grumbling.' 

'I'm not,' cried Dy kc indignantly. 

'You are, boy. Just as if any one could he low

spirited when he is young anu strong, out in this wide 

free place on such a lovely morning.' 

'It's all right enough now,' replied Dyke, 'because 

it's early and cool; but it is so horril>ly lonely.' 

'Lonely ! \Vhy, I'm always with you,' cried Emsonl

' the best of company. Then you've Jack and Tanta 

Sal, and Duke, anrl Breezy, and all tho ostriches for 

pots, and the oxen; "·hile, if yon want more company, 

thoro's ohl Oom Schlagon out one way, and old 

Morgenstern ont tho other.' 
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'Ugh J Stupid old Boers ~' criecl Dyke. 

'\V ell, they 'rc ci vii to you, ami that 'H more than 

Oom Schlugen is to me. It's because you have got 

that Dutch name. I say, father meant you to be n. 

painter, I '11 be bound, and hero you arc, an ostrich

farmer.' 

'Oh yes, and we 'rc going to be very rich when the 

birds are all dead.' 

'And they scorn as if they meant to die, all of them,' 

said Emson sadly, as he rode along by hiR brother, 

each with his rifle across his Haddlc-bow. 'I don't 

seem to have got holtl of the right \vay of managing 

them, Dyke: we mnRt follow nature more by waJching 

the habits of the wild ones. I have tried so hard, 

too.' 

'Ha, ha, ha !' laughed Dyke merrily. '\Vho 's 

grumbling now ! ' 

'That's better, and more like yourself, old fellow,' 

said Emson, smiling down pleasantly. 'That's 

more like the light-hearted chap who promised to stick 

to and help me like a brother should. You hurt me, 

Dyke, when yon turn so low-spirited and sulky. I \·e 

plenty of troubles, though I say little, over my venture 

here; :mrl when I sec you so flown, it worries me more 

than I can say.' 

They rode on over the open veldt that glorious 
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morning in silence for some minutes, and Dyke looked 

down at his horse's mane. 

'It makes me feel that I have done wrong in bring

ing a bright, happy ln,d away from home and his studies 

to this wild solit~.try place. I ought to have known 

better, and that it was not natural for a boy like you 

to feel the hard stern determination to get on tlmt I, 

ten years older, possesseLl. I ought to have known that, 

as soon as the novelty had passed away, you woultl 

begin to long for change. Father did warn me, but I 

sai<l to him: "I'm a man, and he's only a boy; but 

we've been together so much, and always been com

panions, Dyke am] I can't help getting on together."' 

'And we can't,' cried the hoy in a husky voice. 

'Don't, please <lon't, Joe, old chap; I can't bear it. 

I 've been a beast.' 

'Oh, come, come,' cried Emson, leaning over to clap 

him on the shoul1ler; 'I tli1ln't mean to upset you like 

that.' 

'But I'm glad you have,' cried Dyke in half-suffocated 

tones. 'I know well en01wh I have been a beast to ,.., 

you, Joe, and the more quiet aml patient yon 've been 

with me, the worse I've o·ot, till I nuite hate mvself.' 
~ '1 • 

'Oh no, not so bn<l ns thnt.' 

'Yes,' cried Dyke excite1lly, 'it's been worse; and all 

the while yon 've been the dear, good ohl chap to me; 



BIG HllUlXESTIXG. 53 

ju:;t the e;ame a~> it alway:; was when I wa~> little, mill 

grew tired and crol-\s when we were out, aml yon took 

me up on your back and carried me miles and miles 

home.' 

' Why, of course I did,' saill Emson, smiling. 

'There's no of cour:se in it. I was always petty 

and disagreeable, ami ready to impose on your goocl

nature; but you never hacl an unkiml word for me.' 

'Well, you were :such a little one, and I was always 

b. ' so Jg. 

'I can see it all, Joe, and it's made me miserable 

many a time; but the kimlm· you've been, the worse it 

has made me. You anLl father always spoiled and 

petted me.' 

'Not we. Only kind to you, because we liked you. 

I say, Dyke, what games we used to have! You see, I 

never had a brother till you came. There, it's all 

right. Now then for a canter.' 

'Not yet,' said Dyke. 'I feel as if I could ta,lk to 

you this morning.' 

'But you have talketl, aml it's all over now; so come 

along.' 

'No,' cried Dyke firwly, and he caught his brother's 
• rem. 

'I say, old chap, arc you the boss here, or am I ? ' 

'I am, this morning,' said the boy, looking up in his 
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Lrothcr'r:; lJig manly face. ' I want you to lir:;teu to 
, 

me. 

' Well, go ahead then, and let's get it over.' 

'It's Lcen like this, Joe. I 'vc got in a Lad way of 

thinking lately. It's all been so disappointing, uml 

no matter what one diLl, nothing came right.' 

'Yes, that's true enough, olLl chap,' ~aid Eu1Son, 

mthcr drearily ; 'and we have tried precious hard.' 

'You have, Joe, am! I've been a regular sulky, 

disappointed sort of brute.' 

'Coat been a bit rough, Dyke, old chap, eb ? Out 

of sorts.' 

'I suppose in my head; Lut, Joe, I am sorry I can't 

~ay it as I shoulJ like to, but I I will try now.' 

'J u~t as if I didn't know. W c 've been chums so 

long, old man, ever ~ince you first took to me when 

I was a Lig ~tupid fellow, all legs like a colt, and as 

ugly, and you were a pretty little golden-haired chap, 

always wanting to stick your soft chuLby little 

fi~t in my big paw. 'l'here, it's all right. Old times 

again, old un, and we're going to do it yet, eh ?' 

'Am! you'll forgive me, Joe?' saiL! Dyke earnestly. 

'Forgive you?' cried Emson, looking at his brother 

with his big pleasant manly face all in wrinkles. 'Get 

along with you! What is there to forgive?' 

'I will try now and help you, Joo; I will, indeed.' 
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'Of course you will, oltl clntp,' cried J Ol', a little 

huskily too; 'and if you and I can't win yet, in spite 

of the hot sun and the disease and tlw wicked ways 

of those jolly old stilt-stalkers, noLody can.' 

'Y cs, we will win, Joe,' crietl Dyke enthusiasti

cally. 

' That 's your sort ! ' cried Em son. ' \V c 'll lm \·e a 

good long try, a11Ll if the ostrichcB don't pay, we '11 

hunt, as, I know, we've got plenty of room out here: 

we '11 have an elephant ftu·m instead, ami grow ivory, 

and have a big warehouse for making potted elephant 

to send and sell at home for n Lreakfa~t appetiser. 

\Vho 's aoino· to o·ivo UI) eh? Now, then, wlmt about 
0 0 0 ' . 

this canter? The horseB want n, breather they '10 get-

ting fidgety. I say, feel Letter now, old chap, llon't 

you?' 

Dyke pinched his lips together and no1lded shortly. 

'So tlo I. Here! What's that ?' 

He checked his horse, and pointed far away in the 

Jiiitance. 

'Ostrich!' cried Dyke. 

'Yes, I saw her rise awl start off: My word! how 

she is going. I can see the spot where she got up, 

and must keep my eyes on it. There's a nest there, 

for a pound. That means luck tbi.'l morning. Come 

along steady. Lucky I Lrought tho net. Why, Dyke, 
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tide , s o·oin ()' 
b 0 

to turn, and we shall Llo it 

'But the goblin's dead.' 

'Good job, too. There's as good ostriches in the 

desert as over came out, though they are fowl instead 

of fish. It's my belief we shall snatch out of that 

nest a bettor game-cock bird than ever the gohlin was, 

aml without his temper. Come along.' 

Dyke felt glad of tho incident occurring when it 

diLl, for his mind was in a peculiar state just then. 

His feelings wore mingled. He felt relieved and 

satisfieLl hy having shifted souJething off his mind, but 

at tho same time there woulLl come a sense of fnJso 

shame, and a fancy that he had behaved childishly, 

when it was a.~ bravo and manly a speech that con

fession as ever came from his lips. 

All the same, on they rode. And now tho sky looked 

brighter; there seemed to bc an elasticity in the air. 

Breezy l1ad never carried Dyke so well before, and a 

sensation came over him, making him feel that he 

must shout and sing and slacken his rein, and gallop 

as hard as the cob could go. 

'Yohoy there! steady, lad,' cried Emson; 'not so 

fast, or I shall lose the spot. It's hard work, little 

un, keeping your eye on anything, with the horse 

pitching you up and Llown.' 
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Hard work, indeed, for there was no tree, lJu~h, or 

hillock out in the direction they were taking, and lJy 

which the young Englishman coulu mark down the 

spot where he imagined the nest to be. 

So Dyke slackened speed, and with his heart tln·oL

Ling in a pleasantly exhilarated fashion, he rode 

steallily on beside his brother, feeling as if the big 

fellow were the Loy once more whom as a child he 

used to tease and be chased playfully in return. 

Emson's way of speaking, too, cnhanceJ the feel-
• mg. 

'I say, little un,' he cried,' what a game if there's 

no nest after all. You won't be dit:iappointed, will 

you?' 

' Of course not.' 

''Member me clilll Ling the big elrn at the bottom 

of the home-close to get the mag's nest?' 

'To be sure I do.' 

'Didn't think we two would ever Q"O bird's-nestincr 
~ 0 

in Africa then, did we ? ' 

'No; but do you think there is a nest out yonJer, 

Joe?' 

'I do,' cried Emson, ' I've seen several hen Linls 

about the last few days; but I never could make out 

which way they came or went. I've been on the 

lookout, too, for one rising from the ground.' 
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'But is this a likely place for a ne::;t ?' 

' Well, isn't it ? I shoulLl say it'::; the very spot. 

Now, just look: here we are in an open plain, where 

a bird can S!luat llown in the sand aml look around 

for twenty miles if she can sec so far in every 

direction, and see llanger coming, whether it's a man, 

a lion, or a jackal, and shuffie off her nest, and make 

tracks long before whatever it is gets near enough to 

make out where she rose. Of course I Llon't know 

w bother we shall find the nest, if there is one. It 's 

hard enough to fiml a lark's or a partridge's nest at 

homo in an open field of forty or fifty acres ; so of 

cour::;e bi<r thoun·h the nest is, and tho 1inl, it'::; a 
' 0 0 

deal lmrLlcr, out in a tielcl hundreds of miles square, 

eh ?' 

' Of course it is.' 

''Scusc my not looking ronnel at you when I'm 

speaking, old chap; but if I take my eye off the spot, 

I :;hall never fiml it again.' 

'I say, don't be so jolly particular, Joe,' cried Dyke, 

laughing. 

'\Yhy not? It's just what you an(l I ought to be,' 

saiLl the big follow with simple earnestness. '\V e 're 

out hero in a savage laml, 1ut we don't want to grow 

into savages, nor yet to be as blunt and gruff as two 

bears. I'm not going to forget that the dear old 
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aovernor ut home i.s a o·entlenmn even if hi;; son.s do 
0 "' ' 

rourrh it out here.' 
"' 

'Till they 'rc regular ruffians, Joe. I .say: see the 

ne~t ?' 

'Oh no; it's a mile away yet.' 

'Then there isn't one. You couldn't have seen it at 

all that distance.' 

'I never said I could sec the nest, did I ? It wrt,s 

enmJO'h for me thttt I've seen the Lin1s ttLout, and 
Q 

that I cauo·ht sio·ht of that one makirw off this n o o 

morning. 'Ve call them stupitl, aml they are in some 

things ; but they're precious cunning in others.' 

' But if they were only feeding ? ' 

'Why, then, there's no nest. But I say Lrcecling, 

aml not feeding; and that's rhyme if you tuke it in 

time, as the old woman said.' 

'But you talked a bon t hen birds. Then there may 

be more than one nest ?' 

'Not here. Why, you know how a lot of them lay 

in the same nest.' 

'At home, shut up in pens, but not on the veldt.' 

'Why, of course they do, aml 'tis their nature to, like 

the Lcars and lions in Dr Watts. You don't know 

everything quite yet, old chap. If you took the glass, 

and came arlll by out hcrc for two or three days and 

nights, aml always supiJosing the Lirds diJn't see you-
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because if they J.iJ they \l be dcsertmg the ne:;t and 

go somewhere else you'd see fir:;t one hen come to lay 

Ullll then another, perhaps six of them; and when 

they \1 packed the nest as full us it woukl hold, with 

the sanll banked up round the eggs to keep them 

tight in their places with the points downwards, so as 

to Le close, you'd see hen after hen come and take 

her turn, sitting all day, while the cock bird comes 

at nights and takes his turn, because he's bigger and 

stronger, and better able to pitch into the prowling 

jackals.' 

'How dill you know all this, Joe?' 

'Partly observation, partly from what I 'vc heard 

Jack say,' replied Emson modestly. 'Everything comes 

in useful. I darcsay you won't repent saving up all 

those Olllb and owls of stones and shells and e!.ro·s 
L)D 

you've got at home.' 

'Wlw I often thouo·ht vou 'd feel they were a .,., 0 J 

nuisance, Joe. I did sec you laugh at them more 

than once.' 

'Smile, old man, smile that's all. I like it. You 

mio·ht crrow a rcrrular museum out of :;mall berrinninrrs 
0 0 0 0 0 

like that.' 

'Then we ought to have stuffed the goblin,' cried 

Dyke merrily. 

'Oh, come, no; that wouldn't do. Our tin house 
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isn't the British Museum; but I would go on collecting 

bits of ore and things. Yon may find something worth 

having one of these days, besides picking up a lot of 

knowledge. I 'cl put tlmt piece of old iron the ostrich 

swallowed along with the rest.' 

'Would you?' 

'Yes; but now let's have all eyes, and no tongues, 

old chap. We are getting near where that bird got 

np off the nest.' 

'If there was one.' 

'If there was one,' assented Em:;;on. 'Now then : 

think YOU 'rc mushroominrr ont in tho ol<l field at 
.J " 

home, and sec if you can't find the nc.~t. l\Iovc off 

now a couple of hundred yarc1s, and keep your eyes 

open.' 

Dyke followetl out his brother's aclvicc, and for 

the next hour they rode over the ground here and 

there, to and fro, and across and across, scanning· the 
• 

sawly depressions, till Emson suddenly drew rein, 

an<l shouted to Dyke, who was a quarter of a mile 

away. 

Dyke Rent his cob off at a gallop and joined him. 

'Fouwl it?' he cried excite(lly. 

'No, oltl fellow. It's a failUI'e this time. 1\fan want.s 

sharp eyes to get the better of an ostrich. I made 

sure we should get it, but we're done. \Y e 've 
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been over the groun<l times enongh, and it's of no 

use. ' 

'What! give up?' cried Dyke menily. 'Didn't say 

we \1 find it the first time, but I men,n to have that 

nest, if I try till to-morrow morning.' 

'\Yell done, little nn,' shoutc<l Emson, langhing. 

'That's the right spirit, and I shoulll like to have ha·l 

the eggs; it would have started us on again. But I'm 

afraid we shall be wastin'y time, for we've lost count 
0 

nmv of the position where I saw the bird rise, and in 

this great waste we may wander farther and farther 

away.' 
' 

'But we can tell by the hoof-marks where wo \·e 

been.' 

'Yes ; and we 'vc pretty well examined the ground. 

I tell you what, we '11 bring the glass this evening, 

and lie down watching till dark. W c may sec a bird 

come to the nest, and then we'll mark down the place. 

and one shall stop back, while the other rides forward, 

and number one can telegraph which way to go with 

1 . ' ns arms. 

'I am disappointed,' said Dyke, looking round about 

him over the level plain. 

'So am I, old chap, but we won't be damped. It's 

only putting it off. \Vhat are you looking at?' 

'That,' said Dyke; and, kicking his nag's sides, he 
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went oil at a c:mter for a couple of hundred yanls, and 

then sent up a joyous shout. 

'Why, he has found it!' cried Emson; and galloping 

up, there sat Dyke, flushed and happy, beside a 

depression in tho sand, evidently scmpecl out, and with 

the sand banked round to keep the eggs in their places. 

There they all were, thirty-nine in number, neatly 

arranged with their points downwarcl, while outside 

were several more, and on Dyke bending down, he 

found that they were all of a comfortable temperature; 

those lying outside being cold, and apparently freshly 

laid. 

'Well, you have eyes, olrl chap!' cried Em son, slapping 
his brother on tho shoulder, aml then procee,ling to 

loosen a coarsely meshed not from behind hi;;; saddle. 

'Bravo, Dyke 1 I told you the tide had turned. 

We '11 get these homo at once and put them under one 

of our hens. Shouldn't wonder if we get a nice little 

lot of chicks from these.' 

' If we can get them home without breaking.' 

'Oh, we'll do that,' cried Emson, dismounting and 

spreading out the net upon tho sand before they began 

carefully removing the spoil of the nest-that is to say, 

the eggs, which evirlently container! chicks. 

This rlono, the not was folrlecl over and ticrl hero 

and thoro so as to form a long hag, the ends fastened 
• 
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securely; and each taking an end, they mounted, and 

swinging between them the huge bag, which now 

weighed nearly a hundred weight, started for home. 

They left the new-laid eggs to be fctcheLl that evening, 

or next morning, leaving them just as th2y were spread, 

looking clean and fresh, about the outside of the nest, 

much to Dyke's regret. 

' \Vhy, we could manage them too,' he said. 

'\Ve might, but if we diLl we should have mixed 

them up with the others, which would be a pity; for if 

we put them under a bird, they would only be addled, 

whereas if we keep them separate, they will be good 

either to set under another hen, or to eat. They will not 

hurt there.' 

Dyke said no more, but held on tightly to the end 

of the net, helping his brother to keep their horses a 

sufficient distance apart, so that the egg purse might 

keep well off' the ground, and not be shaken too much 

by the horses' gentle pace. 

'Wonder what the young birds think of their ride,' 

said Dyke merrily. '\Yc shall have one of them 

chipping an egg presently, and poking out his head 

to sec what's the matter, and why things arc getting 

so colll.' 

'Cold, in this scorching ;;;un !' said Emson; 'why it 

would hatch them out. Hold tight.' 
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'Right it is l' criecl Dyke in seafaring style. 'I say, 

what a smash it woulLl be if I let go 1' 

'Ah, it would,' said Emson; 'but you won't. Cry 

stop when you're tired, and we'll change hands.

Steady, boy !' he continued to his horse, which seemed 

disposed to increase its speed, anti they jogged 

gently along again. 

'I always used to read that the ostriches ditl lay 

their eggs in the sand and leave them for the sun to 

hatch.' 

'There is some truth in it,' saitl Emson; 'hut the old 

writers didn't get to the bottom of it. The sun woukl 

hatch them if it kept on shining, but the cold nights 

would chill the eggs and undo all the day's work. It's 

of a night that the birds sit closest. Like to change 

now?' 

'Yes: they are getting heavy for one's 'vrist,' said 

Dyke; and the great purse was lowered to the ground, 

the eggs clicking together as if maLlc of china. Then 

the brothers changed places and hands; raised the 

net; the horses hung apart again, and the slow journey 

was resumed. 

'Gently!' cried Dyke before they had gone very far. 

'If you hang away so hard, I shall be dragged 

the saddle.' 

The tension was relaxed, and they went on 
E 

ont of 

• agam 
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riding by slow degrees back to Kopfontcin, which they 

finally reached with their heavy and fragile load 

intact. 

Dyke was hungry enough, but they neither ate nor 

rested till their eggs were lJorne into one of the pens 

where three hens and their husband had a nest which 

contained only ten eggs, and these were known to be 

addled, for the time was long past for hatching; and 

upon the brothers approaching the nest, there was a 

great deal of hissing and cackling, the cock bird 

beginning to roar like a lion, and stalking menacingly 

round the net, which he kept on inspecting curiously. 

' Be on the lookout for a kick,' said Emson, as the 

net was lowered. 

'Oh, he won't kick me will you, old chap?' crierl 

Dyke, giving the large binl a playful poke, "·hich 

had the effect of sending him off remonstrating angrily, 

as if he resented such liberties being taken with his 

ribs. For he turned when he reacher1 the fence, and 

stootl fluttering his short wings, clucking, and making 

threatening gestures with his head. 

The hen bird sitting was much more amenable to 

their approach, for, after a little persuasion, she rose 

in a Yery stately way, blinked her rather human-look

ing, eye-lashed optics, and stalked to the other wives 

to stand with them, hissing and cackling a little, while 
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the bad eggs were remO\'eLl ancl the fresh thirty-nine 

were put in their place, Emson arranging them as 

regularly as he could in accordance ·with the bircl's 

habits. 

But as Dyke handed them to him one by one, they 

hafl hard work to get them in on account of tl1e 

impatience cli . .,playe<l by the wi\'es, two of which dis

played a great eagerness to have first sit upon the nest

ful, and needing to be kept off until all \vere ready. 

Then began a severe quarrel, a]1(1 a good deal of 

pecking before the youngest and Btrongest succeeded 

in mounting upon the nest, shuffling the eggs about so 

as to get them more in accordance with her own idea of 
• 

the fitness of things, and then, when all were in order, 

she settled down with her plumage regularly covering 

up the egg~, while the other birds now looked on. 

'Do you double up your perambulators?' said Dyke 

mockingly. 'Yes, madam, I see you do ; but pray 

don't put a toe through either of the shells.' 

The hen uttered a strangely soft clucking kin1l of 

noise, as if in reply, and there was a peculiar look of 

satisfaction about tho huge tame creature as she covered 
• 

the gigantic clutch. 

'So they are,' sairl Dyke 'something like eggs, 

aren't they? I say, look at the others,' he continued, 

as thf'J' stalked off to go appnrontly to discuss the new 
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arrivals with the cock biru over at the other side of 

the enclosure. 

'There,' said Emson, 'you can have these adclle<l eg[:is 

cleaned out, Dyke, and we 'Jl make drinking cups of 

them. When shall we fetch the other lot ? This 

evening?' 

'If you like.' 

'No; we '11 leave it till to-morrow, an<l O"ive tho ,_, 

nags a rest.' 



CHAPTER VI. 

LIOXS AT liO)!E. 

ORTU~ E smiled her brightest upon Joseph 

Em son when they first came up the 

countrv travellinu for months in their 
.; ' 0 

wagon, till Kopfontein, with its never

failing spring in the granite chasm, was settled upon 

as lJeing a capital place to carry out the idea of the 

ostrich-farm. Then the rough house was run up, and 

in course of time pens and other enclosures made, and 

by very slow degrees stockecl with the gigantic Linls, 

principally by help of Kaflir servants; Jack show

in&£ himself to be verv clever in findinu nests of Cfl'O'S, 
u J iJ Z:,t) 

lmt afterwards proving lazy and indifferent, excusing 
• 

himself on the plea that' Baas got all eggs. No more. 

All gone.' 

It seemed to Le a capital idea, and promised plenty 

of success, for at fir;;t the feathers they obtained from 
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the Kuffirs sold well, making capital prices when sent 

down to Cape Town. Then the supply from the 

native hunters beo·an tJ fail· and when at last the 
"' l 

young farmers had pi umes to sell of their own raising, 

prices ha(l gone down terribly, aml Emson saw plainly 

enough that he was losing by his venture. 

Tlwn lw began to lose his birds by accident, by tho 

destructi \'e propensities of tho goblin and a vicious 

old hen or two ; and lastly, some kind of epidemic, 

which they dubbed ostrich chicken-pox, carrieLl tho 

young binls oft' wholesale. 

Then Dyke began to be damped, and grow dull, 

aml soon his brother became low spirite<l too, and for 

a whole year matter:> had gone on from bad to 

worse; Emson often asking himself whether it was 

uot time to make a fresh start, but always coming to 

the same frame of mind that it was too soon to be 

beaten yet, and keeping a firm upper lip in the pre

sence of his brother. 

The morning after the fimling of the ostrich's nest, 

they started ao·ain takino· the net aml keepino· a keen 
0 ' b ' b 

lookout in the hope of discovering another. 

'There's no rea::;on w by we shouhl not,' said Em son. 

'I 've been too easy with Jack; he has not disturbed 

the binls around for months.' 

' I think we can fiml the nest again,' saicl Dyke. 
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' Why not! We'll find it Ly the footmark:-;, if we 

canuot any other way. But I think I can ride 

::;tmight to it.' 

They kept u. sharp lookout, Lut no ostrich spnwg t;p 

in the di::;tance and sped away like the wind. About 

::;ix miles from home, though, something else was 

seen lying right out on the plain, to which Dyke 

pointed. 

'A 1Jird 'I' crieLl Emson. 'Yes, I sec it. No; a Least. 

Why, Dyke, old chap, there are two of them. What 

::;hall we do ? Creep in aml try a shot, or let them 

go off?' 

'I should try a shot,' said the Loy excitedly. 'Why, 

one is a big-maned fellow.' 

'Then perhaps we had better let them alone.' 

' What l to come aml pull down one of the oxen. 

No: let's have a shot at them.' 

'V cry well,' said Em son quieti y; ' but see thn t you 

have a couple of bullets in your ritie. l\Iake sure.' 

He set the exawple by opening the breech of his 

piece, and carefully examining the cartridges before 

replacing them. 

'All right,' he cried: 'Now, look here, Dyke. Be ready 

and smart, if the brutes turn upon us to charge. Sit 

fast, and give Breezy his head then. No lion would 

orcrtake him. Only you must be preparell for a 
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sharp wheel rouml, for if the brutes collle on with a 

roar, yom cob will spin about like a teetotum.' 

But no satisfactory shot was obtained, for when 

they were about a quarter of a mile away, a big, clark

maned lion rose to his feet, stood staring at them for 

nearly a minute, and then started off at a canter, closely 

followed by its companion. 

Dyke looked sharply round at his lll"other, as if to 

say, 'Come on i' but Emson shook his head. 

'Not to-day, old chap,' he cried. 'We're too husy. 

It would mean, too, a long gallop, tiring our horses 

Lefore we could get a shot, aml then we should not Le 

in good condition for aiming.' 

'Oh, but, Joe, I llaresay that i.~ the wretch that 

killed the white ox, and he is hauging al.Jout after 

another.' 
• 

'To he sure: I forgot that,' erie(! Emson excitedly. 

' Come on. But steady: we can't lose sight of them, 

so let's canter, ami follow till they stand at bay or 

sneak into the bushes.' 

That was more to Dyke's taste, and side l1y side they 

followed the two lions, as the great tawny-looking 

beasts canterell O\'er the plain, their heads down, tails 

drooping, ami looking, as Dyke said, \rondcrfully like 

a couple of great cats sneaking off after being found 

out stealing cream. 
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There wa.~ no neml to Le ~-;ilent, and Dyke kept on 

shouting remarks to his Lrother a:-; they cantered on 

over the ury Lwsh and sand. 

'I don't thiuk much of lion:-;, lLftcr 

'they 'rc not half kings of Leasts 

pictures and read of in Look.-;.' 

'You haven't :-;een one iu a raue D' 

Emson gootl-humouredly. 

all Joe' he said· 
' ' ' 

like you sec in 

old fellow,' said 

'I don't believe they \l be anything much if they 

were,' said Dyke contcmptuou~-;ly. 'They always seem 

to me to be creeping and sneaking about like n cat 

after a mouse. Now look at those nTcat strow•· thinn·s 
b u b 

going off like that, as soon as they see us, instead of 

roaring at us and driving us away.' 

' Smell powder, perhaps, and are afraicl of the 
' guns. • 

' \Yell, but if they did, that irm't being lJrave as a 

lion, Joe. Why, when they killed the white ox, there 

were four of thorn, aml they did it in the dark I 

don't believe when you shot that the bullet went near 
• 

either of the brutes.' 

'No, but we scared them off.' 

'They killed the poor ohl bullock first, though.' 

'\Vel!, didn't that give you a good idea of a lion's 

strength ; the poor Least's neck was broken.' 

'Let's 1-lhow them to-day that we are stronger, and 
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Lreak thei1' necks,' said Dyke. ' Look out: they're 

gone.' For the two great beasts sucldenly plunged 

into a patch of broken grounJ, w hel'e great !J!ock,; of 

granite stood up from among the bushes, aml sheltered 

them with larger growth. 

It was the only hiding-place in sight, ttml for this 

the lions had made, and now disappeared. 

'We shan't get a shot at them now, old chap,' criecl 

Emson ; 'they lie as snug as rats among those lmshes. 

We want olLl Duke here.' . 

'Oh, don't give up,' cried Dyke. 'I know that pbce 

well ; it's where I found the aanlvark, and tlw Lushes 

are quite open. I am sure we can sec them.' 

'Well, as you're so set on it, we'll try ; 1ut mind 

tl1is, no riding in nothing rash, you know.' 

'Oh, I'll take care,' cried Dyke. 'I shan't get lmrt. 

You only have to ride right at them, and they'll run.' 

'I don't know so much about that, olLl cocksure; 

but miml this, horses arc horses, awl I don't waut you 

to get Breezy clawed.' 

'And I don't want to get him chtwc•l-clo I, old 

merry legs ?' cried the Loy, Lcwling forwanl to pat his 
uag's neck. 'Sooner get scratched myself, woulcln't I, 

eh ?' 

The little horse tossccl up its head and shook its 

mane aml then takiwr hi::; master's carc:os aml words to 
' 0 
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mean a call upon hiw for frec;h etfurt, lw da:-;hed ott; 

and haLl to Le checked. 

'Steady, steaLly, Dyke, boy,' crieLl Emson ; 'do you 

hear?' 

'Please sir, it wa:m't me,' replied the boy merrily. 

' It was him.' 

'No nonsense!' crieLl Emsou sternly. 'StcaLly! This 

is not play.' 

Dyke glanced once at his Lrother's face as he 

rode up, and saw that it looked hard, earnest, aml 

finn. 

'All ri•··ht Joe' he said r.uietly · 'I will mind.' 
~ ' ' ' '1 ' 

The next minute they had cantered gently up to 

the patch, which was only about an acre in extent, 

aml the bushes so thin and scattered that they could 

see nearly across where the lions had entered. 

But there was no sign of the cunning Lcasts. 

'Look here, Joe; you riLle round that way, awl I 'II 

go this; then we are sure to fJCe them' 

'Capital plan,' Haid Emson i'Jarcastically. 'Bravo, 

general ! weaken your forces by one-half, aml then if 

I :oec them I can't fire for fear of hitting you, awl you 

can't fire for fear of hitting me. Try again, cleYcr 

' one. 

'Oh, all right, you try,' saiLl Dyke, in an offended 

tone. 
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'Ride round with me, then, either five yardH in front 

or fi vc behind. Will you go first ? ' 

' ~ o, you go,' said Dyke diHtantl y. 

'Come along, then. Keep a sharp lookout, and if 

you get a good chance at the shoulder ±ire. Not 

without.' 

'Very well,' saicl Dyke HltOrtly, 'but you sec if they 

don't sneak out and gallop away on the other side.' 

'They won't leave cover if they can help it,' Haid 

Em son; anll hiH word, proved true, for as they rode 

slowly round with fi1wcr on tri<>'O'Cr scanning tl10 opcn-
n u<J ' 

ingH, the cunning brutes glided in anLl out muong tl10 

great Louldcrs, and crawled through the Lu~:~hcs, HO 

that not a glimpse of them could Le obtained. 

' There ! ' cried D_y kc, after they had ridden round 

twice. 'I knew it. \Vhilc we were talkincr on one 
b 

Hide, they 'vc crept out on the other and gone off: 

'I'] ' 'l ' 1cy rc 1111 cs away now. 

'Exactly!' saicl Emson; 'and that's why the horses 

arc so uneasy. I say, little un, you don't get on so 

fast as I should like with vom· huntino· knowledcrc. J 0 t') 

Look at Breezy.' 

Dyke glanced at his cob, aml the little horse showed 

plainly enough Ly its movements that whatever might 

be its master's opinion_. it was feeling convinced that 

the lions were pretty close at hand. 
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'Well, what shall \YO (]o ri•le through?' 

'No,' said Emson decidedly, 'that would be inviting 

a charge. I'm afraid we must separate, or we shall 

neYer get a shot. As we ride round one side, they 

creep along on the other.' 

'Did you sec them ?' 

'No, but look there.' 

Dyke looked where his hrothor pointed, and saw 

plainly marked in tho soft sand tho footprints of the 

lions. 

'Well, lot's separate, then,' said tho hoy oagorly. 

'I'll mind an(l not shoot your way, if you '11 take cal'(~ 

not to hit mo.' 

'V cry good : we 'II try, then ; but he carefu I not to 

fire unless you get a good sure chance. Look l1cre; 

this will be tho best plan. One of us must sit fast 

here while tho other rides round.' 

'But the one who stops will get the best chance, for 

the game will be driven towards him. Who's to 

stop?' 

Emson thrust his hawl into his pocket, and clt·ew it 

ont again clenched. 

'Something or nothing?' he cried. 

'Nothing,' said Dyke sharply. 

'Nothing. Right. Your chance,' said Emson. 

'Then I '!! stay hero ? ' 
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• 

'Y ery well then; he ready. I Rhn 11 ride ahead, and 

the lions will sneak round till they find you arc here, 

and then they'll either go right acrosR, or break 

cover and gallop off. There 's every chn,nce for a shot. 

Hight forward in the shoul<ler, mind.' 

'\Yon't charge me, "'ill tlwy?' 

'Not unless they're wounded,' replied Emson. 

-'Ready?' 

'y ' cs. 

Emson rode slowly off, and as he went he kept on 

crying 'Here!' at every half-dozen yards or so, 

giving his brother a good idea of his position ancl 

that of the lions too. 

Meanwhile Dyke, with his heart beginning to beat 

heavily, sat facing in the other direction, both barrels 

of his rifled piece cockc<l and pointed forward, nostrils 

distended like those of his horse, and, also like the 

animal, with every sense on the alert. 

'Here here here,' came from beyond him, and 

gradually working more and more to the left, while 

Dyke felt a great deal more respect for the prowess 

and daring of lions than he did half an hour before. 

The stillness, broken only by his brother's recurring 

cry, repcatc<l with such regularity, secme(l awful, and 

the deep low sigh utterc<l hy Breezy sounded quite 

f>tartling; l•ut there waR nothing eiRe no Ronnel of 
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tho powerful cats coming- cautiously round, winding 

in and out among the rocks and busheR, and not a 

twig was stirred. 

'Here--here here,' kept coming, and Dyke sat 

gripping the sarldlc tightly with hiR knees, feeling 

a curious quiYcr pass into him from the horse's 

excited nerves, as the swift little ben,st stood gazing 

before it n,t the mgge(l shrubs, ready to spring away on 

tho slightest sign of danger. The rein lay upon its 

neck, and its ears were cocked right forward, while 

Dyke's double barrel was held ready to fire to right 

or left of those warning ears at tho first chance. 

There was the clump on the Loy's left, the open 

ground of the veldt on his right, and the sun 

glancing down and making the leaves of tho 

trees hot; but still there was nothing but the 

regular 'Here hero here,' uttered in Emson's deep 

bass. 

'They're gone,' said Dyke to himself, with a peculiar 

sense of relief, which made his breath come more frcrly. 

'They woul(l haxe been here by now. I '11 shout to 

.Joe.' 

But he dirl not. For at that moment there was the 

faintest of faint rustles about a dozen yarrls in front . 
• 

One of the thin hnRhes grew gradnrtlly darker, and 
L_ ' "' 

Dyke hafl a glimpse of a patch of rongh hair miRed 
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above the leaves. Then Breezy started violently, and 

in an instant two lions started up. 

'How! Hcmgh !'was roared ont. The maneless lion 

bounded out of the bushes, and went away over the 

sand in a series of tremendous leaps, while the com

panion, a huge beast with darkly-tipped mane, leaped as 

if to follow, but stopped and faced the boy, with head 

erect and tail lashing from sille to sille, while the 

horse stood paralysed with fear, its legs far apart, as 

if to bear the coming charge, and every nerve and 

muscle on the quiver. 

Dyke sat motionless during those brief moments, 

knowing that he ought to fire, but feeling as if he 

were suffering from nightmare, till the mnjestic beast 

before him gave vent to a tremendous roar, turned, 

aml Lonndell away. 

Then Dyke's power of action came back. Quick as 

a .flash, his piece was to his shoulder, and he fired; 

but the lion bounded onward, hidden for the time 

by the smoke; yet as it cleared away, the boy ha(l 

another clear view of the beast end on, and fired once 

more. 

At this there was a savage snarl ; the lion made a 

bound sidewise, and then swung round as if to charge 

back at its assailant, when Breezy tore off at full 

speed, but had not gone fifty yards before another 
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shot ran()' out am1 Dvl{o lookecl rouml to soc l1is 
"' ' J 

brother dismounted and kneeling on tho sand, while 

the lion was trailing itself along with its hind-quarters 

paralysed. . 

In another minute EnJSon had remounted and ridden -
up to the dangerous beast; there was anotller report 

from close quarters, and the lion rolled over ancl 

straightened itself out. 

'Dead?' cried Dyke excitedly, as he mastered 

Breezy'<~ objections, and rode up. 

' Yes ; he 'll kill no more of our oxen, old chap,' 

cried his brother. 'Well done, little un! You stopped 

him splendidly. That last shot of yours brought hilll 

up for me to finish.' 

'Think I hit him, then?' 

'Think ? ' said Emson, laughing. 'You can easily 

prove it. Your bullet must have hit him eml on. 

1\linc were on his left flank.' 
0 

'He is dead, isn't he?' said Dyke dubiously. 

'As deatl as he can well be,' saitl Emson, dismount

ing, and throwing his rein over his horse's head. 

'Yes; here we are. Your bullet caught him half-way 
. 

up the back hero; one of mine hit him in the side, 

and here's the other right through the left shoulder

blade. That means finis. But that shot of yours 

regularly paralysed him hel1inrl. Ymvr lion, little 
F 
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un, and that skin will do for your mu;;oum. It's a 

beauty.' 

'But yon killed him,' said the boy modestly. 

'Put him out of hi::; misery, that's all. He • 
1::; a 

splendid fellow, though. But he won't run away now, 

little un. Let's get on.' 

'But his skin?' said Dyke eagerly. 

'Too hard a job now, Dyke, umlcr this sun. \Ve 'll 

come over this evening with Jack, and strip that off. 

Now for the eggs.' 

--~ . 
_.. -~~·--t, v 



CHAPTER VII. 

LIFE ON Tll E VELDT. 

·.~HE task of finding the emptied ostrich nest 
• • 

proved lmrder than they expected ; but 

their ride across the barren plain was 

made interesting by the sight of a herd 

of gnus and a couple of the beautiful black antelope, 

with their long, gracefully curved, sharp horns. Just 

before reaching the nest, too, they had the rather 

unusual sight, in their part, of half-a-dozen giraffes, 

which went off in their awkward, lumbering trot 

toward the north. 

At last, though, the nest was reached, the scattered 

eggs gathered into the net, and heedless of these chink

ing together a little, as they hung between them, they 

cantered on. 

'Won't do them any good shaking them up so, ''"ill 
it?' said Dyke. 
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'I've given up all idea of setting these,' said Emson. 

'I should say it would be very doubtful whether they 

would hatch, a!ld we want a little change in the way 

of feeding, old fellow. We'll see which are adclled, 

and which are not.' 

Tanta Sal was at the door as they rode up, and her 

face expandecl largely, especially aLout the eyes and 

mouth, at the sight of the eggs. 

'I say, look at Tant,' saicl Dyke merrily. 'Dicl 

you ever see such a face ? ' 

'Never,' replied Emson guietly. 'She's not beautiful 

from our point of view.' 

' Beautiful ! ' 

'Tastes differ, .old chap,' said Emson. 'No doubt 

Jack thought her very nice-looking. English people 

admire small moutht:J and little waists. It is very 

evident that the Kaffin; do not; and I don't see why a 

small mouth should be more beautiful than a large 

' one. 

'And there isn't so much of it,' cried Dyke. 

' Certainly not, and it is not so useful. No: Tant 

is not hamlt:Jome, Lut she can cook, and I don't believe 

that Venus could have fetched water from the spring 

in two buckets hal£ so well.' 

'Don't suppose she could, or made fires either,' said 

Dyke, laughing. 
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'V cry good, then, little un. Tant is quite good

looking enough for us. Hi l there, olll girl, take these 

and keep them cool. Cook one for dinner.' 

The woman nodded, took the net, swung it over her 

back, and the next minute the creamy white egg:=; were 

seen reposing on the dark skin. 

After seeing to the horses, Dyke made some remark 

to his brother about wanting his corn too, and he went 

quietly round to the back, where Tant was busy over 

the fire, preparing one of the eggs by cooking it wn 

nrct1u·el, not boiling in a r;aucepan, bnt making the 

thick shell itself do duty for one. 

She looked up and showed her teeth as Dyke came 

in sight, and then went on with her \York, which was 

that of stirring the egg, whose treatment was very 

simple. She had chipped a little hole in one encl, big 

enough to admit a stick, and had placed the other end 

deep clown in the glowing dry cake ashes, SCJnatting 

down on her heels on one side of the fire, while Jack 

sat in a similar position on the other, watching his wife 

as she kept on stining the egg with the piece of wood. 

'Oh there you arc, Jack,' said Dyke; 'we've shot a 

big lion.' 

'Rn.as kill?' 

'Yes. Yon 're coming with us to skin it this 

evening?' 
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The Kaffir shook his head, and then lowered it upon 

one hand, making a piteous grimace. 

'Jack sick, bad,' he said. 
'Jack no sick bad,' cried Tanta, leaping up angrily. 

As she spoke, she raised one broad black foot, and 

gave her husband a sharp thrust in the ribs, with tho 

result that he rolled over and thcnjumpetl up furiously 

to retaliate. 

'Ah, would you!' cried Dyke; antl the clog, which 

had followed him, began to growl. 'Y cs, you hit her, 

and I'll set Duke at you,' cried Dyke. 'Can't yon 

sec he's ashamed ? ' 

Jack growled fiercely, and his wife rcseaterl herself 

upon her heels, and went on stirring tho egg 

laughing merrily tho while. 

• again, 

'No sick bad,' she said ; and then wanting to say 

something more, she rattled off a series of words, all 

oom and click, for Jack's benefit, tho Kaffir listening 

the while. 

The egg was soon after declared to be dono, and 

formed a very satisfactory omelette-like adclition to the 

hard biltong aml mealie cake which formed tho ostrich

farmers' dinner. 

'I 'cl a deal rather we 'cl shot an antelope, Joe,' said 

Dyke, as he ground away at tho biltong, that popular 

South African delicacy, formed by cutting fresh meat 



LIFE 0~ THE VELDT. 87 

into long strips, and dryin~ them in the sun before the 

flesh has time to go ba'l a capital plan in a torrid 

country, where decomposition is rapid an<l salt none 

too plentiful ; but it has its drawbacks, and is best 

suite<l to the taste of those who appreciate the chewing 

of leather with a superlatively high flavour of game. 

'Yes, it is time we had some fresh meat, ohl chap,' 

said Emson good-humomedly. 'After that slice of 

luck with the birds, we'll try for some guinea-fowl or 

a Rpringbok in the rnoming.' 

'I wish we ha<l a river nearer where we could 

fiRh,' sai<l Dyke, as he worked away at the rlried meat. 

'Y eR, it would be handy, if we could catch any fish ; 

but we usen't to get a great many not enough to live 

on in the old days at home.' 

'Not often,' said Dyke. 'I say, it is tough.' 

'Well, yes. A well-beaten-out piece woul<l not make 

a bad shoe sole, little un. But about that fishing ? 

It would take a great many of those sticklebacks yon 

always would fish for with a worm to make a dish.' 

' Well, they used to bite, and that's more than your 

carp woulcl, Joe. Why, you only used to catch about 

one a month.' 

' But, then, look at the size. One di(l make a dish.' 

'Yes, of only head and bones. Ugh 1 I'd rather 

eat biltong.' 
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Emson laughed good-humouredly. 

'vVell,' he said, 'we can't go fishing without we 

make a hundred miles' journey, so we can't get fish. 

How would a lion steak cat ? ' 

• vVorse than a cut out of the poor old goblin's 

breast. But, I say, are we to go ami skin that old 

savage to-night?' 

'I'll go with Jack, and do it, if you're tired.' 

'That you won't,' cried Dyke. 'But, I say, Jack's 

bad sick he says.' 

'Yes, I suppose so. He generally is now, when we 

want him to work. \Ve 've spoilccl l\lastcr Jack by 

feeding him too well ; and if it wasn't for Tanta Sal, 

l\faster Jack would have to go upon his travels. That 

woman 's a treasure, little un. She 's a capital cook ; 

and what a wonderful thing it is that it comes so 

natural to a woman, whether she's white or black, to 

like washing shirts. Do you know, I believe that 

Tanta Sal woulcl take to starching and ironing if she 

had a chance. Have any more?' 

'No: done,' saicl Dyke, wiping his knife carefully, 

and returning it to the sheath he wore in his belt. 

'Then let 's go and have a look at the chickens. 

Why, the other clay I felt as if I could open all the 

pens and say to the birds, "There, be off \vith you, for 

you're no good." ' 
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'But now you're going to have another good 

try.' 

'Yes ; and we must give them greater liberty, and 

try to let them live in a more natural way.' 

'And that means always hunting them aml driving 

them back to the pens.' 

' We shan't mind that if they all turn out healthy,' 

said Emson. 'Come along.' 

'Wait till I call Tant,' said Dyke; and he went out 

to the back to summon the Kaffir woman, who came 

in smiling, cleared away, and then proceerled to feed 

her lord ; Duke, the dog, waiting for his turn, and not 

being forgotten. 

It was like playing at keeping bantmm; in Brou

dingnag, Dyke said, ns they cntcrcil the pons pretty 

well provided with food for the birds, and going from 

enclosure to enclosure, armed each with a stout stick, 

necessitated by the manner.~ and customs of their charge. 

For though it was plain sailing enough scattering out 

food for the young birds, which stalked about looking 

very solemn and stupid, tho full-grown and elderly, 

especially the cocks, displayerl a desire for more, to 

which 'glutton' would be far too mild a term to apply; 

while tho (l'oblin's successor, as kin!! of the farm, b ~ 

seemed to have become so puffed np with pride at his 

succession to the throne, that the stick had to be 
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applied several times in response to his insatiable and 

ao·oTessi ve demands . 
....,~ 

But at last the feeding was done, the hens in attend-

ance on the nest of eggs visited, where all seemed 

Ratisfactory, and then the horses were saddled, and 

Jack and Duke summoned. 

The latter clashed up instantly; bnt Jack made no 

reply. 

'Yes, he is spoiled,' said Emson. 'It has always 

seemed to be so much less trouble to sadclle our own 

horses than to see that he did it properly; but we 

ought to have made him do it, little un.' 

' Of course we ought,' said Dyke. 'It isn't too late 

to begin now ? ' 

'I'm afraid it iR,' saicl Emson. 'Here ! Hi ! Jack,' he 

shouted; and the dog supplemented the cry by running 

toward the house, barking louclly, with the result that 

the Kaffir woman came out, saw at a glance what was 

wanted, and turned back. 

The next minute there was a scuffling noise heard 

behind the place, accompanied by angry protesting 

voices, speaking loudly in the Kaffir tongue. 

Then all at once Jack appeared, carrying three 

aRsegais, and holding himself up with a great deal of 

savage dignity ; but aR he approached he was Rtruck 

on the back of the head by a bone. He turnecl back 
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angrily, but ducked down to avoid a tlry cake of 

fuel, and ended by running to avoid further missile;.;, 

with his dignity all gone, for Tanta Sal's grinning face 

peeped round the corner, and ~;he shouted : 

' Jack bad sick, baas. All eat seep.' 

'Yes; that's what's the matter, Jack,' said Emson, 

shakino· his head at him. ' Now take hold of the 
"' 

horse's mane, and I'll give you a good digestive run.' 

There was no help for it. Jack seized the mane and 

trotted off beside the horse, while a derisive shout came 

from behind the house, and Tanta's grinning face 

reappearell. 

This was too much for Jack, who tm·ncLl to shake 

his assegais at her: the movement was unpropitious, 

for he stumbled and fell, but gathered himself up, 

caught up to the horse, and trotted on again, keeping 

on in the most untiring way, till a flight of carrion 

birds was sighted, hovering about the granite boulders, 

and perching here and there, as if ready for the 

banquet to come. 

Duke charged forward at this, and the birds 

scattered, but did not go far; while the dog's approach 

started half-a-dozen jackals from among the bu~:>hes to 

which they had retired, 11nd they now began scurrying 

over the plain. 

'I wonder bow they find out that there's ally thing 
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dcaJ, J oc,' said Dyke; 'we diJ not see a ::;inglc jackal 

or bird this morning.' 

'Eye::;ight,' saiJ Emson 

sailing about on high, and 

then other vultures see 

follow.' 

quietly. 'The vultures arc 

one sees the dead animal · , 
him making for it, and 

'And the jackals see the vultures, and follow too?' 

'That seems to be the way, old fellow. Anyhow, 

they always manage to fiml out where there'::; any-

thing to cat.' 

'I say, don't he look big?' saill Dyke, as the carcass 

of the deall lion lay now well in sight. 

'Yes ; he's one of the finest I have seen. You ought 

to get the teeth out of his head, little un; they 'd do 

t f. ' o save up or your museum. 

'I will,' said Dyke. 

The next minute they had dismounted, and were 

removing the horse::;' bridles to let them pick off the 

green shoots of the bushes. The rifles had been laid 

down, and Duke had gone snuffing about among the 

rocks, while Jack was proceeding to sharpen the edge 

of one of his assegais, when the dog suddenly gave 

tongue. There was a furious roar, the horses pressed up 

together, and from close at hand a lion, evidently the 

companion of that lying dead, sprang out and bounded 

away, soon placing itself out of shot. 
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'Ought to have been with us this 

Dyke, as he called back the dog. 

. ' lllOl'lllll' ,. 

"'' 
said 

'Couldn't have done better if we had ha·l him,' saitl 

Emson, quietly rolling up his sleeves, an example 

followed by the boy. 

'Think that one will come 

next remark. 

L 1 . ' ' ac -:: agmn ! was tho 

'Not while we are here,' was Ernson's reply; and 

then, as the evening was drawing on, he set to work 

helping Jack, who was cleverly running the point and 

edge of his assegai through the skin from the lion's 

chin to tail, and then inside each leg right down to the 

toes. 

A busy time ensued, resulting in the heavy skin 

being removed uninjured, and rolled up ami packed 

across Emson's horse. 

'You '11 haYe to leave the teeth till another (hty,' 

saitl Ernson, as the stars began to peep out faintly, and 

they trotted homeward ; but before they had left 

the carcass a couple of hundred yards, a snappin~, 

snarling, and howling made Duke stop short and 

look inquiringly up at his masters, as much as to 

say: 

'Are you going to let them do that ? ' 

But at a word he followed on obediently, and the 

noise increasell. 
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'\Von't be much lion left by to-morrow 

Joe,' said Dyke. 

• mormng, 

'No, Loy. Africa is well scavengered, what with the 

jaclmls, birds, and flies. But we'd Letter get that skin 

well under cover somewhere when we are Lack.' 

'Why ? Think the jackals will follow, and try anll 

drag it away?' 

'No; I was feeling sure that the other lion would.' 

Ellison was right, for Dyke was awakened that 

night by the alarm of the horses aml oxen, who gave 

pretty good evidence of the huge cat'::; being ncar, but a 

couple of shots from Emson's gun rang out, and the 

animals settled down quietly once again, there being 

uo further disturbance that night on the lonely farm. 

-
-.- ·- ' -
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C H A P T E R V I I I. 

THE DESERT HERDS. 

TELL you what, little un,' said Emson 

some mornings later, 'I 'm going to 

start a crest and motto, and I '11 take a 

doubled fist for the crest, and Nil 

desperand1~m for motto.' 

'And what good will that do you?' said Dyke, 

hammering away as he knelt on the sand with the 

lion's skull held between his knees. 

'What good l Why, I shall always have my motto 

before me "Never despair," and the doubled fist 

to'--

' To show that you are always ready to punch Kaffir 

Jack's head,' cried Dyke quickly; and bang went the 

hammer on the end of the cold chisel the boy held. 

'No,' said Emson, laughing 'to denote determin-

t . ' a 1011. 

'"Inasmuch as to which?" as tho Yankee said in 
G 
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his hook. Pincers, please. Here, what have you done 
• 

with those pincers, Joe ? ' 

'Haven't touched them. They're underneath you, 

stupid.' 

'Oh, ah ! so they are,' saicl Dyke ; and picking them 

up, he took careful hold of one of the lion's tusks, 

after loosening it with the hammer and chisel, and 

dragged it out without having injured the enamel in 

the least. 

The two sharply-pointed fangs had been extracted 

from the lower jaw, and Dyke was busily operating 

on the skull, which was, like the bones scattered here 

and there, picked quite clean, the work of the jackals 

and vultures having been finished off by the ants; and 

as Dyke held up the third tusk in triumph, his brother 

took the piece of curved ivory and turned it over in 

his hand, while Duke and the horses seemed to be 

interested spectators. 

'Magnificent specimen of a canine tooth,' sai<l Emson 

thoughtfully. 

Dyke laughed. 

'I know better than that. It can't he.' 

'Can't? But it is,' replied Emson. '"\Yllat do you 

mean?' 
'c . anme means 

grow in a big cat. 

dog, doesn't it? Dog's 

It's a feline tooth.' 

teeth can't 
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'They can grow in 

instance. You have 

naturalists call them ; 

lion's?' 

human jaws-in yours, 

four canine teeth, as 

so why can't they grow • 

!)!) 

for 

the 

In a 

'Because it's unnatural,' saicl Dyke, beginning to chip 

away some of the jawbone from around the last tusk. 

'Canine teeth can grow in my jaws, because you said 

one day that I was a pnppy.' 

'I say, don't, little un. You 're growing too clever, 

and attempts at jokes like that don't seem to fit ont 

here in this hungry desert. l\lind what you are about, 

or you 'II spoil the tooth.' 

'I'm minding; but what dicl you mean about your 

Nil deRpemnd1~m ?' 

' That I'll never despair. When we've tried every

thing we can out hero, and failed, we'll go back home 

:mel settle in London. Something always turns up, 

and you're so handy, that we 'll start as dentists, and 

you shall extract all the teeth.' 

'All right, Joe. l\ly word ! this is a tight one. But 

people wouldn't have their teeth taken out with ham-

mer ancl chisel.' 
. 

' Yon could use laughing gas.' 

'They wouldn't laugh much, gas or no gas,' cried 

Dyke, 'if I got hold of their teeth with the pincer;;, 

like this. I say, this is a tongh one. He nc\'cr harl 
• 
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toothache in this. You have a go: your muscles are 

stronger than mine.' 

'No; have another try.' 

' But it makes me so hot.' 

'Never mind. Remember my crest and motto

doubletl fist for determination, and "Never despair."' 

' \Vho 's going to despair over a big tooth ? ' cried 

Dyke, holding on to the pincers with both ham1s, 

giving a good wrench, and tearing out the tusk. 

'That's got him. Phew ! it was a job. I say, they'll 

look well as curiosities.' 

'Y cs, they 're a fino set,' said Em son, taking out his 

little double glass, and beginning slowly to sweep the 

plain. 

' See anything? ' asked Dyke, a!'l he rose to his feet, 

and put tho hammer, chisel, and pincers in a leather 

case buckled behind his saddle, and washed his hands, 

drily, in sand. 

'Not yet.' 

'Oh, do see something! \Vc must get a buck of 

some kintl to take homo with us.' 

'Yes, we ought to get something, or Jack will fors:ctke 

us because we arc starving him ; and take away his 

wife. You '11 have to cook then, little un.' 

'\Von't nmttor, if there's nothing to cook,' said Dyke 

sharply. ' But, I say, Joe, you do think we are getting 
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on better with the Lirds? Only two chicks have died 

since we took home those eggs.' 

'Only two,' said Emson, rather bitterly. 'That's 

one a week. Easily calculate how long we shall 1Je in 

getting to the end of our stock.' 

'I Ray, what about your motto? Who's looking on 

the black side ? ' 

'Guilty, my lord. Come along; jump up. We 

will have something or another to take back for a 

roast.' 

Dyke sprang upon his horse, the dog gave a joyful 

bark, and they cantered ott; Dyke placing his ritie on 

his rein hand, while he rearranged the tusks in his 

pocket, to keep them from rattling. 

'Which way arc we going?' he said. 

'Let's try west; we may perhaps see ostriches.' 

'Oh, don't talk about them,' cried Dyke; 'I do get so 

tirecl of the wretches. I say, that young cock number 

two showed fight at me this morning, and kicked. He 

just mi.,;sed my leg.' 

'What? Oh, you must be careful, old chap. I 

can't aJford to have your leg broken. But, I say, 

I had a look at the stores this morning before we 

started.' 

'I saw you, and wondered what you were doing.' 

'The mealie bag is nearly empty. One of us will 
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have to take the wan·on aero~~ to old 
0 

l\1 urgens tern's 

and buy stores.' 

'Why not both go? It would make a change.' 

'I '11 tell you, little un. When we rrot Lack half the 
• b ' 

binb would Le dead, aml the other half all over the 

veldt.' 

'Oh, bother those old o~triches r they 're always in 

the way,' cried Dyke. 'All right, Joe; I'll stop and 

lllind thelll, only don't Le longer than you can help.' 

'I can't see how it can be done in less than ten days, 

old fellow,' said Emson thoughtfully; 'and if the old 

Boer is away, it may take a fortnight.' 

'All rin·ht · I won't mind' said Dyke with a sigh. 
u' ' L' 

'I '11 take care of the place, and I 'm going to try some 

new plans. There sluw't be a single bird die. I say, 

oughtn't those young birds to be out by now?' 

'I've been expecting them every day for a week,' 

said Emson, rather dolefully. 'But, look here, little un: 

if you took Jack with you, do you think yon could 

manage the journey youn,;elf ?' 

Dyke turned on his horse and looked quite startled. 

'There's the driving.' 

'Jack would ch·ive,' said Rmson hastily. 

'And the inspanning and outspanning.' 

'Which he could see to.' 

'And camping out in the wagon alone.' 
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'Yes : you'd want goocl fires every night ; Lut I 

can't help it, olcl fellow. Ollly one could go, a,nd you'd 

1m happier with tlw work aml excitement than you 

would be moping at the house, all alone, awl watching 

for 1uc to come back.' 

'But that would be just as bad for you, Joe; and 

you'd be thinking that the lions htHl got me.' 

'No, I ::;houldn't; but I should be tremLling for the 

oxen, my boy. There, I've made up my mincl to send 

you, aml you 'll go.' 

'Oh, I'll go,' said Dyke sturdily; 'but why not go to 

Oom Schlagen? it's twenty miles nearer. He has a 

much better lot of things and is more civil than 

Morgenstern.' 

'Yes, I know all that, little un,' saill Em son; 'but 

Morgenstern iB honest. He charges well for his corn 

ami meal, but he'll give you just measure, and will 

deal with you as fairly as he would with me. Old 

Uncle Schlagen would, as soon as he saw you a boy

coming alone, set to work to sec if he couldn't rob you 

of a span of oxen, saying they were his, and trick you 

over the stores in every way he could.' 

'Then I'll go to old Morningstar's.' 

'You won't mind going?' 

'Oh yes, I shall, because it will be so lonely ; but 

I ·u go.' 
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'I don't like roending you, little un; and there's 

another difficulty.' 

'Oh, never miml that; it's all difficulties out here.' 

'True; but some arc bigger than others.' 

'Well, what's the big one now?' said Dyke con

temptuously, as if he had grown ::;o hardencll that he 

could face anything. 

'Jack,' said Emson laconically. 

'What: Jack? Yes, he'd Letter be,' cried Dyke. 

'If he gi Yes me any of his nonsense, he'll have a rap 

over the heall with the barrel of my gun.' 

'How much of that is honest pluck, olll chap, and 

how much bunkum ?' said Emson, speaking very 

seriously. 

'I don't know,' criell Dyke, colouring; 'I don't think 

there's any bounce in it, Joe. I meant it honestly.' 

'But he is a man, and you are a boy.' 

'Oh yes, he's a man, and he bullies and threatens 

Tanta Sal, and makes believe that he is going 

her, and directly slJC rushes at him, he runs. 

think I shoulJ be afraid of Jack.' 

to spear 

I don't 

'Neither do I, little un,' cried Emson warmly. 'That 

will do. I was nen'ous about this. I felt that he 

might begin to show off as soon as you two wete away 

from me, and if he fancied that you were afraid of 

him, he would be master to the end of the journey.' 
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'But if it cuwe to a row, Joe, and I was horribly 

afraid of him, I wouldn't let him see it. Perhaps I 

shoulcl be, but Oh no, I wouldn't let him know.' 

'That '11 do, old fellow,' said Emson, looking at his 

brotlwr proudly. 'You shall go, and I 'll take care of 

the stock and Here t Look, look !' 

This last in a tone of intense excitement, for a herd 

of zebra seemed suddenly to have risen out of the 

grouml a couple of miles away, where nothing had 

been visil>le before, the beautifully striped, pony-like 

animab frisking and capering about, and pausing from 

time to time to browse on the ~-;hoots of the sparsely 

spread bushes. There were hundreds of them, and the 

brothers sat watching them for some minutes. 

'Not what I should have chosen for food,' said 

Emson at last; ' but they say they are good eating.' 

'There 's something better,' said Dyke, pointing. 

'I know they are good.' 

'Yes, we know they are good,' said Emson softly, as 

he slipped out of the saddle, Dyke following his 

example, ancl both sheltered themselves behind their 

horses. 

'They haven't noticecl us,' said Emson, after a pause. 

'MixeJ us up with the zebras, perhaps.' 

'They're coming nearer. \Vhy, there's quite a herd 

of them!' crieJ Dyke exciteuly. 
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They stood watching a little group of srwino·bok 
D 

playing a1out beyoml the herd of zebra-light, graceful 

little creatures that now came careerino· tlown toward 
l D 

them, playfully leaping over each other's backs, and 

proving again and again the appropriate nature of 

their nam c. 

And now, as if quite a llligration of animals was 

taking place across the pl.tin, where for months the 

brothers had wandered rarely seeing a head, herd 

after herd appeared of beautiful deer-like creatures. 

'l'hey came into sight from the dim distance-graceful 

antelopes of dift'erent kinds, with straight, curved, or 

lyre-shaped horns; fierce-looking gnus, with theirs 

stumpy and hooked; ugly quaggas; and farthest off 

of all, but easily seen from their size, great, well-fed 

elamls, ox-like in girth.' 

' I never saw anything like this, Joe,' said Dyke in 

a whisper. 

'Few people ever have in these days, old fellow,' 

said Emson, as he feasted his eyes. 'This must be like 

it used to be in the old times before so much hunting 

took place. It shows what an enormous tract of 

unexplored land there must be off to the north-west.' 

'And will they stay about here now?' 

'What for? To starve? Why, Dyke, lad, there is 

nothing hardly to keep one herd. No; I daresay by 
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thit-~ time to-morrow there will hardly Lea hoof. They 

will all have gone off to tlw north or Lack to the west. 

It is lluite a migration.' 

'I suppose they take us fur some kind 

horse, or they would not come so ncar.' 

'At present. Be ready; they may take flight at 

any moment, and we must not let our fre:;h-meat 

~;upply get out of range.' 

'''l'i~;n't in range yet,' said Dyke quietly. 

'No, Lut it soon will Le.' 

'What arc you going to shoot at ? the springbok, 

aml then mount and gallop after them and shoot again, 

like the Boers do?' 

'What! with big antelope al;out? No, Loy; we 

want our larder filling up too Ladly. Look: impallas; 

and at those grand elands.' 

'I sec them; but they must be a mile away.' 

' Quite ; but they are corning in this direction. 

Dyke, boy, we must make up our mind to get one of 

these.' 

'But we could never get it home. 
( 

than bullocks.' 

They're bio-o-er 
tot:> 

'Let's Bhoot one, and then talk of getting it home. 

What about a span of oxen and a couple of hurdles ! 

We could drag it hack, and it would make biltong, and 

so last us for weeks.' 
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'Ugh! Leather!' cried Dyke. 

'And give us plenty of fresh moat for present eating, 

and fat to cook for months.' 

'Don't make my mouth water too much, Joe.' 

'Hush ! Be quiet now; move close up to your 

horse's shoulder, rest your gun across it, aml thou you 

will be better hidclen. Are you loaded all rigbt ?' 

'Bullet in each barrel.' 

' 'rhat will do. Now miml, if we do get a chance at 

one, you will aim just at the ::;houlcler. Try and clon't 

be flurried.' 

' All right.' 

'Give him both barrels, r:;o as to make sure. Try 

ancl fire when I do.' 

Dyke nodded, aml they waited for fully two hours, 

during which time zebras, quaggas, and variour:; kinds 

of antelopes charged down near them, startled by the 

sight of tho two curious-looking hor:;os, standing so 

patiently there in the midcllo of the plain, and after 

halting nervously, they careered away again, the 

tralllpling of their feet sounding like tho rush of a 

storm. 

Again 

brinrrinu 
0 0 

bounded 

there in 

and again the hunters had opportunities for 

down gooclly, well-fed antelope, when a herd 

up, wheeled, halted, and stood at gaze; but 

the hackO'round were tho rrroat eland each 
0 0 ' 
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coming slowly and cautiously on, as 

been surprised by the aspect of the 

100 

if they had also 
• 

horses, and were 

curious to know what manner of creatures these 

might be. 

Dyke wanted to say 'Let 's shoot;' but his lips 

did not part, and he stood patiently watching at one 

time, impatiently at 

that his brother was 

by. 

another, feeling as he did 

letting a magnificent chance go 

Twice over the position was startling, when first a 

herd of quaggas and then one of gnus charged down 

upon them, and Dyke felt that the next minute he 

would be trampled under foot by the many squadrons 

of wild-eyed, shaggy little creatures. But the horses 

Rtood fast, comforted and encouraged by the presence 

of their masters, while the fierce-looking herds halted, 

stood, stamped, and tossed their heads, and went ofr 
• agam. 

At last, when hundreds upon hundreds of the 

various antelopes had passed, the elands were still 

browsing about, nearly half a mile away, and seemed 

not likely to come any nertrer. A herd of smaller 

antelopes were between them and the hunters, and 

there appen.re1l to be no likelihoo1l of their firing a 

shot. 

'I 'Jl give them 11 few minutes longer, Dvke,' 
• 
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whispered Emson, ·'and then we must, if they don't 

come, go after them.' 

'Wouldn't it be better to pick off a couple of these ? ' 

sail Dyke softly. 

• X o ; we must have one of those elands. \Ve shall 

have to ride one down, and \Yhen we get close, leap off 

and fire. Be ready for when I say "l\Iount."' 

Dyke nodded smartly, and waited impatiently for 

a full quarter of an hour, during which they had 

chance after chance at small fry ; but the elands still 

held aloof.' 

All at once Emson's voice was heard in a low 

whisper: 'Do you see that fat young bull with the 

dark markings on its back and shoulders?' 
' ~; ' .I. es. 

'That is the one we must ride for. Ready! Mount, 

and off.' 

They sprang into their saddles together, and 

dashed off to follow the elands, while at their first 

movements the whole plain was covered with the 

startled herds, one communicating its panic to the 

other. There was the rushing noise of a tremendous 

storm; but Dyke in the excitement saw nothing, hearrl 

nothing, but the olancls, which wont tearing away in 

their long, lumbering gallop, tho horses gaining upon 

them steadily, and the herd grarlually scattering, till 
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the young bull was all alone, closely followed by the 

brothers; Em son dexterously riding on the great brute's 

near side, and edging it off more and more so as to 

turn its head in the direction of Kopfontein; hunting 

it homeward, so that, if they were successful at last in 

shooting it, the poor brute would have been helping 

to convey itself part of the way, no trifling advantage 

with so weighty a beast. 

On and on at a breakneck gallop, the horses stretch

ing out like greyhounds in the long race; but the 

eland, long and lumbering as it was, kept ahead. 

Its companions were far behind, and the plain, which 

so short a time before had been scattered with herds of 

various animals, now seemed to have been swept clear 

once more. 

At last the tremendous pace began to tell upon both 

horses and eland, w bile the difficulty of driving it in 

the required direction grew less. But all at once, 

rendered savage hy the persistency of the pursuit, the 

groat antelope turned toward tho horses and charged 

straight at Dyke. 

The hoy was so much astonished at this sudden and 

unexpected attack that he would have been overturned, 

hut for the activity of Breezy, who wheeled round, 

gave one bounr1, aml just carried his rider clear. 

It was no light matter, and Dyke wondered that, 
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in the sudJen twist given to his loins by the cob's 

spring round, he had not been unhorsed. 

But the eland did not attempt to renew the attack, 

gathering up its forces and bearing away for the 

distant herds, with Duke snapping at its flank; and 

the chase was again renewed, with Emson's horse 

beginning to lose ground, while Breezy seemed to have 

been roused to greater effort. 

Emson shouted something to Dyke, who was some 

distance to the left, but what it was the boy did not 

hear. He had one idea in his mind, and that was to 

secure the game so necessary to their existence, and to 

this end he urged his cob on, getting it at last level 

with the great antelope, which was a few yards to his 

right. 

It was all a chance, he knew, but Emson was beaten, 

and the antelope seemed ready to go on for hours ; so, 

waiting his time, he checked his speed a little, and 

let tho animal go on while he rode to the other side 

and brought it on his left. 

There was good reason for the act. He coultl now 

let the barrel of his heavy piece rest upon his left arm, 

as he held it pistol-wise, and at last, when well abreast, 

he levelled it as well as he could, aiming at the 

broad shoulder, and fired. 

A miss, certainly, and then he galloped on for another 
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hundred yards before he ventured to draw trio·o·er 
"'" 

again, this time watchfully, for fear 

and charge, aml not till he was 

perfectly level. 

of a sudden turn 

pretty close aml 

Breezy was in full stride, and going in the most 

elastic way in spite of the long run, but tho eland was 

labouring heavily, as Dyke drew trigger, felt tho 

sharp, jerking recoil shoot right up his arm to the 

shoulder; and then to his astonishment, as he clashed on 

out of tho smoke, he was alone, and tho eland lying 

fifty yards behind, whore it had come down with a 

tremendous crash. 

/ 
/ 

// . ~ 

' 

H 
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CHAPTER I X. 

A QUEEll PREDICA:\IENT. 

RA VO ! splendid 1 ' panted Emson, as he 

and his brother met by the side of the 

dead e}and, upon whose flank Duke 

had mounted, and stootl with his red 

tongue out, too much run down to bark. '~Why, Dyke, 

Jarl, how dill you mannge it? Right through the 

shoulder. You couldn't lmve done better at a station-

ary target.' 

'All chance,' said tho hoy, panting as heavily as the 

dog; a!l(l lowering himself off his nag, he loosened the 

girths, aJHl then snnk at full length upon the sand. 

'Tired ? ' 

'Thirsty,' replied the boy. 

' That you must bear, then, till I come 1)ack.' 

'Where are you going ? ' 

'To fetch .Jack and a span of bullocks. I won't he 
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longer than I can help. Keep Duke with you, but 

don't leave tho game. One moment: make a fire, and 

cook yourself a steak.' 
• 

'Stop and have some, Joe.' 

'No time,' said Emson, anrl he strode away, leaving 

his brother alone with tho great antelope and his two 

dumb companions. 

'Well, I didn't reckon upon this,' saitl Dyke, as he 

lay upon his side watching his brother's figure grow 

slowly more distant, for he was walking beside his 

horse, which hung its head, and kept giving its tail an 

uneasy twitch. 'Not very cheerful to wait here hours 

upon hours; an<l how docs he know that I 'vo got 

any matches? Fortunately I ha\'e.' 

There was a pause during which his cob gave itself 

a shake which threatened to sen<l the saddle under

neath it, an act which brought Dyke to his feet for tho 

pnrposes of rea(ljustrnont. 

This dono, anrl feeling not quito so breathless from 

exertion and excitement, he walke<l ronrHl the great 

antelope. 

' Well, it wa.s all chance,' "he sai<l to himself. 'Tho 

first shot WM an awful miss. Good job for us there 

was so much to shoot at. I could hardly miss hitting 

thnt time. What a bit of luck, though. A big l1it of 

luck, for we wanted the fresh meat very badly.' 
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After scanning the goodly proportions of the animal 

for some time, it stmck the boy that he hacl not 

reloaded his rifled gun, and this he proceeded to do, 

opening the breech, taking out the empty brass cart

ridges, carefully saving them for refilling, and then 

putting his hand to the canvas pouch in which the 

cartridges were packed. 

His hand stopped there, and, hot as he was, he felt a 

shivet· pass through him. 

There was not a single cartridge left. 

Dyke stood there, half stunned. 

Had he forgotten them? No, he had felt them since 

he started; but where they were now, who could say? 

All he could think was that they must have heen 

jerked out during the violent exertion of the ride. 

No! 

How his heart leaped. 'fhey were in the leather 

pouch, which he had slung from his shoulder by a 

strap, and the excitement had made him forget this. 

'\Vhat a etood '--
"' 

That pouch was gone. The buckle of the strap hafl 

come unfastened, and it was lost, and there was he out 

in the middle of that plain, with the carcass of the 

antelope to act as a bait to attract lions or other fierce 

brutes, and he was without any means of defence hut 

his knife and his faithful clog. 
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The knife was sharp, so were Duke's teeth, but-

Dyke turned cold at the thought of his position, and 

involuntarily began to sweep the plain for signs of 

danger, knowing, as he did full well, that beasts of 

prey always hang about the herds of wild creatures in 

their migrations from feeding grouml to feelling 

ground ; the lions to treat the strong as their larder 

when on their way to water; the hyrenas and jackals 

to pick up the infirm and tender young. Then the 

boy's eyes were directed to the distant figure of his 

brother, and his first thought was to shout to him and 

ask for ammunition. 

But no cry, however piercing, could have reached 

Emson then, as Dyke well knew, and acting upon 

sudtlen impulse, he ·ran to his horse to tighten the 

girths of his saddle to gallop off after him, 

'And if I do,' he said to himself, ' the minute I am 

gone, the sneaking jackals and vultures will appear as 

if bv ma<'ie, and be<,.in spoilin<' the beautiful meat ,· Joe 
... 0 0 0 

will laugh at me first for being a coward, and then 

turn angry because I have left the eland for the 

animals to maul.' 
• 

Dyke stood with his forehead puckered up, terribly 

perplexed, He did not mind the anger, but the 

thought of Emson thinking that he was too cowardly 

to stop alone out there in the plain and keep watch 
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for a few hour,; wac; too much for hi111, aml he rapidly 

loosened the uirths a(fain. b 0 

Then came the thought of a fa.tuily of lions, which 

had perl~aps been unsuccessful, scenting out the 

elanu, ancl coming up to fjnd him in that unprokcteu 

state. 

It was horrihle, and, with a shiver, he tighteneLl up 

the girths, sprang upon the coL, pres.~e<l its si<les, anu 

went ott' after Emson at a gallop, followed by Duke, 
. 

who barked joyously, as if appLwJing his master's 

Jeci~ion. 

Dyke felt lighter hearteJ and as if every stride took 

}Jilll out of danger, UllU he gave a glance round, 8UW 

dots here and there in the r:-~ky which he knew were 

vultures hurrying up to the banquet, anu drawing his 

left rein, he malle Breezy r:-~wing round, and roJe in a 

semicircle back to the elanu with teeth set, a frown on 

his brow, and determination strong: for he had 

mastered the feeling of panic that had assailed him, 

anJ though he did not grasp the fact himself, he had 

maue a graml stride in tho.se few minutes toward 

manhood. 

'Let 'em come,' he saicl bitterly ; 'I won't run away 

like that. Why, I coul<l only have done this if a lion 

·as big as that one we shot were already here.' 

In another five minutes, with the dots in Jitfereut 
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parts around growing plainer, Dyke was Lack by the 

elaml, and hoLLling his horse's forefeet, he loosened 

tho o-irths ao·ain with almost annTv enero-y · then un-o u CJJ b' 

strapping the l,it, left the cob to crop such green shoots 

as it could find. 

As tho boy pcrfurmcJ tlw;o act:.;, he could not help 

stenliw·· a ulanco hero and there · and then stunJinrr 
u b ' 0 

on the eland, so as to mise himself a little, he shaded 

his eyes and carefully swept the plain. 

He could see distant patches, which he made out to 

be herds, gradually growing fainter, and several more 

dots in the sky, but no sign of danger in the shape of 

lions; but he derived very little comfort from that, for 

he knew well enough that the tawny-hided creatures 

would approach in their crawling, cat-like fashion, and 

a dozen might be even then hidden behind the bushes, 

or flattened down in the sand, or dry, shrubby growth, 

with which theit· coats so assimilated as to make 

them invisible to the most practised eye. 

Dyke's teeth were pressed so hard together that they 

emitted a peculiar grinding sound with the exertion 

as he leaped down, and the dog looked up in a puzzled 

way, and uttered. an uneasy baric 

Dyke started. The dog must scent danger, he thought, 

and the next glance was at Breezy, whose instinct 

would endorse the clog's knowledge; but the cob was 
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blowing the insects off the tender shoot-; at every 

brcatb, and browsing contentedly enough. 

It was fancy. The great, foul birds were coming 

nearer, but Dyke knew tbat be could· keep a thousand 

of tbcm away by flourishing his empty gun. 

Then a sudden thought occurrecl to him, aml he 

turned excitedly to the dog, taking off his canvas 

pouch the while, and shaking it. 

'Hi, Duke! Hey there, good old boy! Lost lost! 

Seck them! Good dog, then! Seek .seek! Lost!' 

The dog barked excitedly, sniffed at the pouch, 

looked up at his master, whined and barkel1, sniffed 

again at the pouch, and finally, in answer to Dyke's 

shouts and gestures, took another sharp sniff' at the 

canvas, and bounded away, head down, and following 

the track made by the eland, the horses, and his 

own feet. 

'What an idiot I was not to think of that before ! ' 

said the boy to himself. ' He 'II find it, as sure as 

' sure. 

Then he gave another glance round, to stand 

repentant as he followed the figure of the retiring dog, 

and felt ready to call it back, for he was increasing the 

terrible loneliness by sending away his dumb friem1, 

one who would have instantly given him warning of 

the approach of danger. 
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Once more Dyke went through a mental battle. 

He was mastering the strong desire to call back the 

dog, awl forcing himself to take out his knife and 

usc it as a bill-hook to cut a quantity of the dry, short 

bush, piling it up until he had enough to make a fire. 

This he started, and felt better. for the flame and 
' 

smoke would keep off animals, show where he was, 

and cook his dinner, about which he had begun to 

think eagerly, as well as of his position. 

'I wonder whether other fellows of my age are so 

ready to take fright at everything. It's so stupid. 

just because the place is open and lonely. Fancy 

wanting to keep Duke back when he is pretty well 

sure to find my cartridge pouch, and bring it here. 

It's a good job no one knows what we feel sometimes. 

If any one did, how stupiLl we shouhl look.' 

The fire burned briskly, with the white smoke 

rising steadily up in the still air, as, after trying 

whether the edge of his sheath-knife had been blunted 

by cutting the hush wood, he attacked the great 

antelope to secure a good steak to broil. 

'Plenty to cut at,' he said with a laugh; and his 

mouth watered now at the thought of the juicy frizzle 

he could make on the glowing embers, which would 

soon be ready for his purpose. But he went to work 

judiciously. His experience in the lonely, wild country 
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hau taught him a little of tho hunter's craft, aml he 

knew the \'alue of tho magnificent skin which covered 

the eland · ~:>o makiwr certain cuts he drew Lack the 
' ' 0 . ' 

hiLle till a sufficiency of the haunch was bared, anJ 

after cutting a pair of skewer-like pieces from a 

Lu~:>h, he caneLl a gooLl juicy ~:>teak, inserted hie; 

:okewcrs, spread out the meat, anLl st.uck the sharper 

emls of the pieces of wooJ in the sand, so that the 

:oteak was close to, and well cxposcJ to tho glow. 

Then leaving it to roast, Dyke carefully Llrew the 

skin back into its place and set to work washing 

his hands. 

Only a dry wash in tho soft reddi:oh saud, but 

wonderfully cleansing when repeated two or tln·eo 

times, and very delightful as a make-shift, where there 

is no water. 

By tho time Dyke's hands were presentable, and he 

haJ piled up some more bush where the fire haLl 

burned into a hole, the meat began to sputter, and 

drops of fat to drip in tho hot embers, producing 

odours so attractive to a hungry lad, to whom fresh 

meat was a luxury, that Dyke's thoughts were 

completely diverted from the loneliness of his position, 

and he thought of nothing but the coming dinner as 

he took from his pocket a lump of heavy mcalie cake 

which had been brought by way of lunch. 
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' Wi.~h I \l Lrought a Lit of salt,' he ~:>aid to hiw~:>elf 

aml a few minutes later, as he saw the full pound and 

a half steak Leginning to curl up and shrink on one 

side, another thought struck him. \V asn't it a pity 

that he had not cut a LiO'O'er slice for this one ~:>hrank 
01::> ' 

~:>eriously in the cooking? 

But concluding that it woulcl Llo for the prc~:>eut, he 

earcfully withdrew the sticks from the ~:>anLl, aml turn

iug thelll uuout, replaced them so as to cook the other 

side, cougmtulating himself the while upon the fact that 

the meat tightly embraced the pieces of wood, and there 

was no fear of the Lroil falling into the sand. 

'Don't want that kind of salt peppered over it,' he 

saiLl in a mixecl metaphorical way, and after a look at 

Breezy who was browsino· away contentedly Dd~e 
J u ' t.l 

smiled happily enough. Then inhaling tho delicious 

01lours of the steak, he knelt there, with the fire glancing 

upon his face and the sun upon his back, picking up 

and dropping into place:,; where they were neeucLl to 

keep up the heat, half-burnt pieces of the short, crisp 

wood. 

It was so pleasant and suggestive an occup:ttion that 

Dyke forgot all about danger from wild beasts, 

or trampling from a startled herd coming back his 

way. For one moment he thought of Duke, and how 

long: he would be before he came back with the ,_ 
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cartridO'e 11ouch. He thouQ:ht of Emson, too in reo·anl 
b ..._, ' ~ 

to the steak, wishing he was there to share it, and 

determining to have the fire glowing aml another cut 

ready to cook. 

Then, springing up, he ran to where Breezy raised 

his head with a pleasant whinny of welcome, took 

the \Vater-bottle he always carried from where it was 

strapped to the back of the saddle, aml returned to the 

cooking. 

'Done to a turn,' he cried, as he caught up the two 

pieces of wood which held the steak, bore his dinner 

away a few yarLls from the fire, sat down holding the 

skewers ready, and then placing his cake bread in his 

lap, he began to cut off pieces of the meat. 

' De licious!' he sighed, ' but a trifle hot,' and then 

everything was resolved into the question of meat

rich, tender, juicy meat glorious to one whose fare 

hall been dry, leathery, rather tainted biltong for a 

long while past. 

Dyke ate as he had never eaten before, till the last 

fragment was reached a peculiarly crisp, brown, tempt

ing-looking piece adhering to one of the skewers. This 

he held back for a few moments in company with the 

last piece of mealie cake, wishing the while that he 

lmd cooked more, ancl brought a larger piece of the 

cake. 



l ')w 
A QUEEU PREDICAl\lEXT. _:J 

'Roast beef's nothing to it,' he said softly. 'Wish 

old Joe had been here to ha\'e a bit while it's so tender, 

and poor old Duke, too. Never mind, he shall have 

double allowance when he does como triple if he 

brings my pouch. I wonder whether he has found it. 

It's wonderful what he can do in that way.' 

He raised his eyes to gaze in the direction taken 

by the dog as he sat there near the fire, and the 

huge Cilxcass of the eland behind him, and then he 

seemed to have been suddenly turned into 8tone-

8itting with the bit of cake in one hand, the skewer in 

the other, staring, with white rings round his eyes, 

straight at a full-grown, handsomely maned lion, 

standing about twenty yard8 away, gazing at him 

straight in the face. 



CHAPTER X. 

THI<: HUi'ITER HU~TED. 

, YKE was completely paralyse<l in body, 

but his mind was wonderfully active, 

ancl he noted that the horse even had 

not divined the approach of the great 

beast, but was puffing away with snorting breath 

at the insects upon the temler shoots, and browsing 

contenteclly enough, while the lion had stolen softly 

up nearer and nearer, without a sound, after perhaps 

following on the track of the antelopes for weeks, and 

taking toll from time to time, which might have 

accounted for its sleek condition and glistening hide. 

In spite of the feeling of horror which chilled the 

hoy, he could not help admiring the beauty of the 

magnificent beast before him, with its full flowing 

mane, and sunny, yellowish eyehalls intently watching 

him, as the long lithe tail, with its black tuft of long 
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hairs at tho tip, swung to :mrl fro, now seen npon 

the left side, now upon the right, in other respects the 

great animal being as motionless as tho boy. 

For many moments Dyke could not oven lwon,tlw, 

but at last he uttered a gasp, followed by a sharp, 

catching sound, as he inspired with a sob, and tho lion 

raised the hair about his ears, as if to frown, and 

uttered a low, deep, grow ling noise. 

Dyke's heart seemed to stand still as, with his eyes 
• 

still fixed upon those of the beast, he waited for it to 

spring upon him, and ch·ive him back. What then? 

He shuddered softly, trying hard not to move, and 

irritate the lion into hastening its aggression at a time 

when life was so sweet, and every moment was greedily 

graRped before the encl. He was horribly frightened, 

but this did not trouble him so much, for he felt 

stunned, and a great deal of what passed was dreamy, 

and seen as if through a mist. But one thing he 

knew, and that was tl111t he would have some little 

warning of the attack, for the lion would crouch and 

gather its hind-leg::; well uncler it ldoro it made its 
• spnng. 

Then a wave of energy ran through Dyke, who, 

though still motionless, felt his heart throb with 

greater vigour as ho began to think of self-defence. 

There was his gun close at hand, so near that he could 
• 
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have reached it; but it was useless. He might make 

one bolll stroke with it; but the stock would only 

snap. Any blow he could deliver would only irritate 

the beast. And now a dawning feeling of admira

tion began to broaden as he gazed at the great, 

massive head and the huge paws, recalling the while 

what he had seen since he had been in South Africa

a horse's back broken by one blow, the heads of oxen 

dragged down and the necks broken by another jerk; 

and he felt that he would be perfectly helpless when 

the brute made its first spring. 

And still the lion stood, with the tail swinging in 

that pendulum-like motion; the great eyes gazing 

heavily at him; while during those painful minutes 

Dyke's brain grew more and more active. He thought 

of mice in the power of cats, and felt something of the 

inert helplessness of the lesser animal, crouching, as if 

fascinated by the cruel, claw-armed tyrant, waiting to 

make its spring. And he knew that at any moment 

this beast might come at him as if discharged from a 

catapult. But all the same the brain grew more and 

more acute in its endeavours to find him a way of 

escape. If he had only had a short bayonet fixed at 

the end of his gun, that he might hold it ready 

with the butt upon the ground, and the point at an 

angle of forty-five degrees, so that the lion might at 
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its first bouml alight upon it, and impale itself, ju;.;t as 

it had been known to do upon the long, sharp, slightly 

curved prongs of the black antelope, piercing itself 

through and through, and meeting the fate intended 

for its prey. 

But then he had no bayonet at the end of his gun, 

anll no weapon whatever, but his strong sheath-knife. 

He could hold that out before him ; but he knew well 

enough that he could not hold it rigid enough to turn 

it to advantage against his foe. 

It might have been so many seconds only, but it 

appeared to Dyke a long space of time numbered by 

minutes, as he waited there, expecting the great animal 

to crouch and spring, making short work of him before 

going on to gorge itself upon the carcass of the 

eland. There was no possibility of help coming, for 

it must be hours before Emson could return, and 

then it would be too late. 

At last the power to move came back, and Dyke's 

first thought was to turn and run, but second thoughts 

suggested that it would be inviting the great active 

beast to spring upon his back, and he remained firm, 

never for a moment taking his eyes off those which 

stared so fixedly into his, aJthough he was longing to 

look wildly round for the help that could not be at 

hand. 
I 
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Then his heart gave one great leap, for he saw a 

quiver run through the lion, which crouched down, 

gathering its hind-legs beneath it, and outstretching 

its fore; but it was some moments before the boy 

grasped the fact that the brute's movement was not 

for the purpose of making a tremendous bound, but 

only to couch, as if it would be easier and more 

comfortaLle to gaze at him in a seated position after 

making a very long stalk. 

'He can·t be hungry ! ' came to Dyke's brain on the 

instant, and then boy and lion sat opposite to each 

other, gazing hard, till the great eat's head and mane 

seemed to swell and swell to gigantic proportions 

before the boy's swimming eyes, and they appeared 

misty, strange, and distant. 

Then came another change, for the animal suddenly 

threw itself over, stretched, and turned upon its back, 

patted at the air with its paw, and gazed at the boy in 

an upside-down position, its lower jaw uppermost, but 

keeping a watchful eye upon him, as if expecting an 

attack. A moment or two later it was drawing 

itself over the sand to where Dyke sat, and made 

a quick dab at him with one paw, striking up the 

sand in a shower; and as the boy started away, 

the brute sprang to its feet, shook itself, and with 

two or three bounds plumped itself down upon 
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the elanJ, and buried its teeth in the dead antelope's 

throat. 

Dyke uttered a hoarse sigh of relief, and rested 

himself by pressing his hands down besiJe him, 

breathing heavily the while. 

It was a temporary reprieve, but he dared not move 

for fear of drawing the attention of the lion to him, 

and clung to the hope that perhaps the great 

creature might be content to glut itself upon the 

game. 

The beast was well fed and not savage, that was 

plain enough, but its action might change at any 

moment, and, worse still, there was the prospect of 

others arri \'ing at any moment to join in the feast. 

For a full hour Dyke sat there, watching the great 

animal, and listening to it as it tore otf pieces of the neck 

from time to time, the crack of a bone every now and 

then making him start violently, and shudder at the 

thought of certain possibilities connected with himself. 

And all thiB time the beast was in such a position that 

one eye was towarJ him, and a gleam therefrom made 

it apparent that he was carefully watcheJ the whole 
. 

time. But at last the lion turned itself more away to 

get at a more meaty portion, and a thrill of excitement 

ran through Dyke. 

Grasping his knife firmly in one hand, his gun in 
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the other, he turned over, awl fixing upon one of tho 

low bushes a short dii>tance away, beyond which wa'> 

other good cover, he began slowly and silently to crawl 

sidewise away, keeping a watchful eye the while 

upon the lion, so as to stop short at the slightest move

ment on the part of the great beast. 

It was an exceedingly difficult mode of progression, 

and it was hard work to keep to it, for with every yard 

the desire to get up and run towanl where Breezy 

would be grazing increased. Once he could reach the 

cob, take off the hobbles which confined its fore-feet, 

tighten the girths, and slip the bit between its teeth, 

he did not Cttre. But there was a great deal to do, he 

knew, before he could achieve this. 

Yard by yard he crept on, the sand hushing every 

sound, and he had nearly reached the low bush cropped 

short all o\·er the top l>y the horse or some passing 

animal, when there was a quick movement and a low 

growl which made him feel that all was over. 

But a sharp eric!~, crack of a broken bone nipped in 

the powerful jaws reassure~! him, and after waiting a 

few minutes, he crept sidewise again a little farther, 

and he was behind the bush, which shut out all view 

of tl1e lion and smouldering fire, and of course hid 

him from his enemy. 

He couklnow lllake Letter progres:s, for if the lion 
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turned, he would be invisible; aml taking advantage of 

this, he crept on from Lush to Lush, till he was quite 

a hundred yanls away. And now the longing was 

intense to stand erect and look out for Breezy, but the 

bushy growth had been so closely cropped that it was 

nowhere a yard in height, and to stand up might haYe 

meant to bring him full in his enemy's sight. 

There was nothing to be clone, then, Lut to cmwl on 

to a more open spot, and a.c.; ho was going in the direc

tion taken by the horse in feeding the last time he saw 

it, the boy felt not tho slightest uneasiness, being sure 

that he should come in sight of it directly. 

Still tho minutes glided on as he made for the 

more open part where the sand lay bare, and he began 

now to grow uneasy at not seeing the cob, and at last, 

like a crushing disaster, he saw that the poor animal 

nnmt have scented the lion, or been alarmed at tho 

cracking of the bones, and, in conseq uenco, it had 

quietly shuffled as far away as it could in the time. 

There it was, a couple of miles away, right in the 

open plain, ancl though at that distance its move

ment could not be maLlc out, it was in all probability 

Rhuffiing its way along to save its life. 

Dyke's heart sank in his breast as he knelt there in 

the sand, feeling a.s if his case was as hopeless as ever, 

ancl for the moment ho felt disposed to creep right into 
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the densest place he could find, and lie there till dark

ness set in, when he would take his bearings as well 

as he could from the stars, and then try to reach 

Kopfontein. But at that moment there came to him 

his brother's words, and the little absurd story about 

trying till to-morrow morning. A trifling thing; but 

at that moment enough to make Dyke sling his gun 

over his back, thrust the knife into its sheaf, mark 

down the position of the tire by the faint smoke, and 

then start off craw ling on all-fours straight away, 

not after the horse, but so as to keep the bushes well 

between him and the lion. 

The exertion was great and the heat terrible. 

Never had the sand seemed so hot before, nor the air so 

stifling to breathe ; but he crept on silently and pretty 

quickly, till, glancing back over his shoulder, he found 

that he might move straight at once to where he could 

sec Breezy looking distant and misty through the lowest 

stratum of the quivering air. For the low hushes hid 

him no longer; there was tho faint smoke of the fire 

still rising, and just beyond it the big carcass of the 

eland, made monstrous by the great maned lion, cl-6'\'!ch

in£!', tear in o· at the neck. 
u "' 

At the sight of this, Dyke dropped clown flat, and 

lay panting an(l motionless for a few minutes. Then 

he berran to crawl straio·ht for tho horse rrrovellinrr 
~ ,:::, '~ u 
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along upon his breast. But this soon proved to be far 

too painful and laborious a mode of progression, and 

he rose to his hands and knees, feeling that it must be 

that way or nohow, though fast growing desperate 

enough to rise to his feet and run. 

A minute's anxious reflection brought the feeling 

that this would be a mad act, and might rouse the lion 

into following him, so he kept steadily getting farther 

and farther away, and more and more foreshortened, as 

the artists term it, till he was pretty well end on to 

the lion, and he felt that he must present a singular 

aspect to the monster if it looked across the plain. 

'I shall never do it,' muttered Dyke. 'Poor old 

Breezy! he was frightened. I can't blame him, but I 

don't get any nearer. He's going on as fast as I am, 

and I shall be oblige(l to get up and run.' 

But he did not. He kept up the uneasy crawling, 

putting hundred-yard space after hundred-yard space 

between him and the fire, while, when he did glance 

back, it was after dropping flat behind some bush and 

raising his head till he could see the eland lying like a 

low> hummock or patch of bush, and with the lion 

growing less distinct. 

On he went again, refreshed by the trifling rest, lmt 

far more by the fact that he was really getting more 

distant from the great danger. For it was in vain to 
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try to assure himself that as the lion rlirl not molest 

him before it had feel, it was far less likely to do so 

now. 

As he crawled onward, wishing he coulcl progress 

like tho baboons which haunted some of tho stony 

kopjes in tho neighbourhood, he tried to think how 

long it woulu be before he overtook the cob, and in 

spite of the clangor and excitement he could not help 

smiling, for his position reminded him of one of tho 

old problems at school about if A goes so many yards 

an hour and B so many, for twenty-four honrs, how 

long will it be before B is overtaken by A? 

'A fellow can't do that without pen, ink, and paper,' 

he saicl to himself. 'It's too big a sum to clo on sand, 

and, besides, I don't know how fast I am going, nor B 

for Brem~y either. But oh, how hot I am!' 

At last he could bear it no longer; he was appar

ently getting no nearer the cob, but he certainly must 

be, he felt, sufficiently far from the lion to make it 

safe for him to rise and trot after the nag. He hacl 

his whistle, and if he could make Breezy hear, the 

horso would come to him. But he dared not use 

that yet; besides, ho was too far away. 

At last he clirl rise, gazed timorously hack, and then 

started onward at a stearly trot a means of progres

Rion which seemed quite restful after the painful 



THE IT"C"NTE11 HUNTED. 1:19 

crawl, and gaining spirit by the change, he went on 

with so good effect that he saw that he was certainly 

gaining on the cob. This infnsed fresh spirit within 

him, and congratulating himself on the fact that he 

must soon get within whistling distance, he hrrd 

another glance back to see that eland and lion were an 

indistinct mass, or so it seemerl for the moment. Then 

he turned cold again in spite of the heat, for there, 

moving slowly over the sand, about a quarter of a mile 

back, was a tawny, indistinct something which gradu

ally grew clearer to his startled eyes, for unmistakably 

there was a lion stealthily stalking him, taking ackan

tage of eYery tuft to approach unseen, and before 

many minutes had passed he felt that it would be 

within springing distance, and all would be over in 

spite of his almost superhuman toil. 

There was only one chance for him now, he felt, and 

that was to rnn his best. 

He did not pause to look, but began to run over the 

burning sand, his breath coming hot and thick ; but he 

must go on, he knew, for at every affrighted glance 

behind, there was his enemy keeping up its stealthy 

approach, and the cob was still so far away. 



CHAPTER XI. 

HEIXG STALKED . 

. . HOSE were minutes which would have 
' 

made the stoutest-hearted man feel that 

his case was hopeless; and Dyke struggled 

along, feeling his legs grow weaker, and 

as if his feet were turned to heavy weights of lead. 

Still he kept on at what was no longer a goo!l run, 

for his pace had degenerated into a weary trot, an!l 

there were moments when he fancied that the cob 

was disappearing in a mist of distance, while at the 

same time he felt a constant inclination to check his 

speed, so a'l to be able to gaze back at his pursuer, 

which every now and then sent his heart upward 

with a tremendous throb, as it made a few rapid 

1ounds to gain the shelter of hushes, and disappeared, 

hut, as the boy well knew, to come into sight again 

much nearer. 
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The later part of that terrible flight was dreamlike 

in its strange, wild confusion, and was dominated 

by a despairing feeling that he had now done all that 

was possible, aml umst throw himself down and yield 

to his fate. 

But the instinctive desire for life, the horror of 

being seized by the monstrous beast, and the thought 

of Ellison aml their home, which, shabby and rough as 

it was, now seemed to be a glorious haven of refuge, 

kept him struggling on in spite of his exhaustion. 

Life was so sweet; there was so much to do; and poor 

Joe would be so lonely and broken-hearted when he 

found out his brother's fate. It would be, he knew, the 

last terrible blow of all to the expedition. For himself, 

he was so stunned by horror and exertion that he 

could not feel that there would be much pain; all he 

hoped for was that the seizure would be sudden and 

the end instantaneous ; but still he kept up that Hlow, 

steady double over the burning sand, with his heavy 

gun going jerk, jerk, giving him, as it 

blows across the loins to urge him on. 

Another wild glance back, and the 

were, 

lion 

rcn·ular 
b 

• 
OTOWlll" b D 

bigger; and another weary stare in advance, and the 

cob still so distant, but clearer now to his vision, 

though certainly shuffling away. 

Again he lookcu back, to see the savage beaHt 
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grovelling itself along, with its lower part:; almo:;t 

touching the sand, and seeming more than ever to 

keep up that stealthy, cat-like approach, so as to get 

within springing distance. 

And now a reaction began to take place, and 

through his teeth Dyke':; hot breath panted out: 

'I don't care; I'll die game. He shan't kill me for 

nothing.' 

His hand went to his belt, and he snatched out his 

keen sheath-knife, determined to hold it with both 

fists before him, and face the lion when the beast 

sprang. It would not save his life, he felt; but the 

brute would suffer, and that was some consolation, 

even then. Then his left hand went to his throat, to 

tear open his collar, so that he could Lreathc more 

freely; but it did not reach the button, for it struck 

against the Lig metal whistle which hung from his 

neck by a twisted leather thong. 

His next act was almost involuntary. He placed 

the metal to his lips, and blew with all his might 

a long, trilling whistle, despairing as he blew, but stili 

with a faint hope that the shrill sound would reach 

through the clear air to where the cob was labouring 

along with its hobbled feet. 

The result sent a thrill through the boy, for to his 

great juy he saw that the coL hwJ stopped. 
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K o: it wa:s fancy. 

No: it was no imagination, no fancy of his dis

ordered brain ; for the moment before, the horse was 

end on to him ; now, it had turned broadside, and was 

gazing back; ami in his excitement Dyke whistled 

again with all the breath he could put into the act. 

The horse still stared back. It had heard the 

familiar call, and Dyke felt another thrill of hope, 

for on looking back he saw that the whistle had had 

a double effect: the lion had stopped short, sprung 

erect, ami stood at gaze with bristling mane, staring 

after him, its head looking double its former size. 

But Dyke did not pause; he ran on, dragging his 

leallen feet, till he saw that the cob was once more 

moving away, and the lion crawling rapidly along in 

his track. 

Another shrill, trillino· whi:;tle with the former 
t:> 

effect, aml the animals in front and rear stoppell again, 

giving the boy a few yards' gain. 

But the reprieve was very short. The lion soon 

recovered from its surprise at the unwonted sound, 

one which might mean danger, and resumed its stalk, 

while the cob again went on. 

How long that terrible time lasted Dyke could not 

tell, but the whistling was resumed over and over 

again, always with the :oame effect, and witl1 the hope 
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growing that perlmps at last he might reach the horse, 

Dyke toiled on. 

Despair came, though, in company with the hope; 

for at any moment the boy felt that the cob might 

wildly rush off as soon as it realised how near the 

lion was behind its master fear getting the better 

of the long training which had taught it to obey 

its master's call. But still Dyke was getting nearer 

and nearer, and the whistle did not seem to lose its 

effect, always checking horse and lion as well, till to 

Dyke's great joy the cob uttered a loud whinnying 

sound, answered by a deep muttering growl from the 

lion. 

' I can go no farther,' panted Dyke at last, and his 

run degenerated into a weary stumble, as he raised 

the whistle once more to his lips, blew with all his 

feolJle might, and then began to walk. 

Hope once more, for the whinnying sounded loudly 
now; and in spite of tho presence of the lion a couple 

of hundred yards behind its master, Breezy suddenly 

came toward where Dyke stood, advancing in a stum

bling canter. Dyke tried to call to it, but no words 

would come ; and he glanced back to see the lion 

gliding over the ground nearer and nearer. 

How long would it be before it was near enough to 

make its 1ound ? 
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Long before he could get down by the cob's fore-legs 

to loosen the hoLbles from its fetlocks, and mount. 

Dyke felt that as he staggered to meet the cob, 

and the beautiful little animal stumbled toward him, 

whinnying joyfully, seeing for the time nothing but 

its master, to whom it looked for protection. 

'I shall never do it! I shall never do it!' he panted, 

and he glanced back to see the lion stealing on, with 

its eyes glaring in the sunshine. And there was no 

friendly, playful look here, for now Dyke noticed that 

this was not the lion which he had encountered by 

the eland, but another, evidently one which had 

been following the droves of antelopes, aw 1, fierce with 

hunger, had turned aside after the first object that 

it had seen. 

At that moment Dyke dropped upon his knees, 

throwing one arm round the fettered legs of his favour

ite, which had ceaseJ its whinnying, and began to 

tremble violently, snorting and starting, and, yielJing 

to its panic at the sight of the approaching enemy, 

threatened to bound away. 

To get the hobbles undone was impossible, for 

Dyke's hands trembled from weakness and excite

ment; but spurred again by despair, he made a couple 

of bold cuts, severed the leather thongs, and sprang 

to his feet. 
J 
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But there was much yet to do: the bit to fasten, 

aml how could he get it into the mouth of the horrified 

beast? the girths to tighten, while the cob backed 

away. 

Neither was possible, and glancing once over his 

shoulder, Dyke snatched at the mane, but missed it, 

for the cob started violently, but stopped a couple of 

yards away, paralysed with horror at the approach of 

the great, stealthy beast. 

Another clutch at the mane, and the cob started 

again; but Dyke. had seized it fast, and was dragged 

a few yards before Breezy stopped, trembling in terror; 

as making one last effort, the boy made a leap and 

scramble to mount, dragging the saddle half round, 

hut o-ettino· his leo· over, clin<Yino- now with both hands 
~ 0 t:l 0 ~ 

to the mane. 

Nothing could have been narrower. 

The lion had given up its stealthy, creeping ap

proach, and risen at last to commence a series of 

hounds, ending with one tremendous leap, which 

launched it through the air, and would have landed it 

next upon Dyke and his brave little steerl; but horror 

drove off the trembling, paralytic seizure, anrl Breezy 

marle also his frantic bound forward, with the result 

that the lion almost grazed the horse's haunches as 

it passed, and alightcrl upon the sand. The beast 
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turned with a savage roar; bnt, urged by fear, and 

spurred by its master's hoarse cries, the cob was 

galloping, with its eyes turned wildly back, and every 

breath coming with a snort of dread. 

Certainly nothing could have been narrower, for, 

enraged by its failure, the lion was in full pursuit, 

keeping up boun<l after bound ; but swiftly as it 

launched itself forward, its speed fell short of tho 

pace at which the brave little cob swept over the 

sane!, spurning it at every efiort in a blimling shower 

right in the lion's face, while Dyke, lying prostrate, 

clinging with hand aml knee, was in momentary 

expectation of being thrown off. 

The pursuit \ms not kept up for more than three 

hnndrod yards. Then the lion stopped short, and sent 

forth a series of its thunderous, full-throated roars, 

every one making Breezy start and plunge frantically 

forward, with tho sweat darkening its satin coat. 

But tho danger was past, and for the next ten 

minutes Dyke strove hard to master a hysterical 

sensation of a desire to sob; and then gaining strength, 

and beginning to breathe with less effort, he drew 

himself up erect, and tried by voice and caress to 

slacken the frightened animal's headlong speed. 

' W o-ho, lad ! wo-ho, lad ! ' he criecl, and the spee<l 

slackenctl into a canter. 
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' .l\ly word ! ' muttered the boy to himself, 'I don't 

know how I managed to stick on!' 

Ten minutes later he managed to stop the cob, and 

slilling off wearily, he stroked and patted its reeking 

neck, unbuckled and slipped in the bit, attached the 

reins to the loose side, and arranged them ready for 

mounting. Then dragging the saddle back into its 

place, he properly tightened the girths, and gave two 

or three searching glances backward the while. 

But the lion, far or near, w~1s well hidden, and they 

were well out in one of the barest parts of the plain, 

which now spread tenantless as far as eye could reach, 

while the eland was quite out of sight. 

And now, as he proceeded to mount, Dyke awoke to 

the fact that his back was bruised sore by the gun, 

which had beaten him heavily; he was drenched with 

perspiration; and it was an effort to lift his foot to the 

stirrup, his knees being terribly stiff. He was con

scious, too, of a strange feeling of weariness of both 

mind and body, and as he sank into the saddle he 

uttered a low sigh. 

But he recovered a bit directly, and turning the 

cob's head, began to ride slowly in the direction of 

Kopfontein, whose granite pile lay like an ant-hill far 

away, low clown on the eastern horizon. 

He was too tired. to think ; but he noted in a dull, 
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half-stunned way that the sun was getting very low, 

and it struck him that unless he hurried on, darkness 

"·ould overtake him long before he could get home. 

But it did not seem to matter; and though it hurt 

him a little, there was something very pleasant in the 

easy, rocking motion of Breezy's cantering stride, 

while the wind swept, cool and soft, against his 

cheeks. 

Then he began to think about the events of the 

day his narrow escape, which seemed to be dream

like now, and to belong to the past; next he found 

himself wondering where the dog was, and ·whether 

it bml found his cartridge pouch. Lastly, he thought 

of Emson, and his ride back to fetch Jack and the 

oxen- a long task, for the bullocks were so 8low and 

deliberate at every pace. 

But it did not seem to matter, for everything was 

very restful and pleasant, as the golden sun sent the 

sharlow of himself and horse far away along the plain. 

He was safe, for the lion could be laughed at by any 

one well mounted as he was then. At last the 

pleasant sensation of safety was combined with a dull 

restfulness that grew and grew, till, moving gently in 

that canter over the soft sand, which hushed the cob's 

paces to a dull throb, the glow in the west became 

paler and paler, and then dark. 
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Then bright again, fur Dyke recovereLl hitmdf with 

a jerk, and sat upright, staring. 

'I do believe I was th·opping off to sleep,' he 

muttered. 'That won't do. I shall Le oft: Go on, 

Breezy, old boy. You ha'l a gooLl long re:st, and dilln't 

have to crawl on your knees. How fm· is it now?' 

Far enough, for the kopje was only just visiLle 

against the sky. 

But again it did not seem to matter, for all grew 

tlull again. Dyke had kept on nodding forward, and 

was jerked up again, but only for him to begin 

nodding again. Soon after he made a lurch to the left, 

and Breezy ceascll cantering, and gave himself a hitch. 

Then followed a lurch to the right, and the cob gave 

himself another hitch to keep his master upon his 

Lack, progressing afterwards at a steady walk, balancing 

his load: for Dyke was fast asleep, with the reins slack 

aml his chin down upon his chc.~t, and kept in his 

place by the natural clinging of his knees, and the 

easy movement of the sagacious beast he rode. But 

all at once he lurched forward, and instinctively clung 

to the horse's neck, with the result that Breezy 

stopped short, and began to crop the shoots of the 

hushes, only moving a step or two from time to 

time. 
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DYKE IS AGGIUEYED. 

INE chance for a lion,' said Emson, as 

at dusk he left the oxen, being slowly 

driven by Kaffir Jack, and cantered off 

to his left to draw rein in front of 

Dyke, the boy sitting upright with a start. 

'Eh ?' 

'I say a fine chance for a lion,' cried Emson again. 

'1\ o: couldn't catch' SliOTe. 

'Here ! Hi ! Little one. Wake up !' cried Emson. 

'Yes; all right! What 'H the matter?' 

'Matter? why, you're asleep, you stupid fellow: a 

lion might have come upon you in that state.' 

' Lion ? Come upon ? Did eli< l you speak to me ?' 
said Dyke thickly. 

'Speak to you ? of course. Why, you foolish, careless 

fellow, what was the matter? Afraid to stay by the 

game ?' 
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Dyke looked at him drowsily, striving to catch all 

that hall been said, but only partially grasping the 
• meanmg. 

'Don't know what you mean,' he said thickly. 

'I mean it was very cowardly of you to forsake 

your charge, boy,' said Emson sternly. ' It'" vital for 

us to save that meat, and I trusted you to watch it. 

Now you've come away, aml it will be horribly 

mauled by the jackals ; perhaps we shall find half a 

hundred vultures feeding upon it when we get there. 

Hang it, Dyke ! you might ha\'e stayed till I came 

back.' 

Dyke was too much confused to make any reply. 

Utterly exhausted as he hacl been, his deep sleep 

seemed to still hold him, and he sat gazing vacantly at 

his brother, who added in a tone full of contempt: 

'There, don't stare at me in that idiotic way. 

Come along; let'" try and save something. Look 

sharp! One of us must ride on, or we shall not find it 

before it's dark.' 

Dyke rode beside him in silence, for Breezy eagerly 

joined his stable companion, and in a short time they 

were up to, and then passed Jack with his plodding 

oxen, which were drawing a rough sledge, something 

similar to that which a farmer at home uses for the 

conveyance of a plough from field to field. 
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The angry look soon passed away from Emson's 

face, and he tumed to Dyke. 

'There, look up, old chap,' he said; 'don't pull a 

phiz like that.' 

Dyke was still hal£ stupefied by sleep, but he had 

grasped his brother's former words, and the~;e were 

uppermost, rankling still in his mind as he said 

heavily: 

'You talked about the jackals and vultures, Joe.' 

'Y e~;, yes; but I was in a pet, little un vexed at the 

idea of lo~;ing our stock of good fresh meat. That's 

all over now, so say no more about it. Began to 

think I was never coming, didn't you ? Well, I 

was long.' 

Emson might just as well have held his tongue, for 

nothing he now said was grasped by Dyke, who could 

think of nothing else but the former words, and he 

repeated himself: 

'You talked about the jackals and vultmes, Joe.' 

'Yes, yes, I did; but never mind now, old chap.' 

'But you didn't say a word about the lions.' 

'What?' cried Emson excitedly. 'You have had no 

lions there, surely?' 

'Yes,' said Dyke, bitterly now, for he was waking 

up, and felt deeply aggrieved. 'Two great Least~;,' 

'But in open day?' 
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Dyke nodded. 

'Then why didn't you fire? A shot or two would 

have scared them away.' 

'Yes,' continued the Loy in the · same Litter tone; 
• 

'but you can't fire when your gun's empty, and you 

have no cartridges.' 

'But you had plenty when we started. I filleLl your 

pouch.' 

'Yes, but it came undone in the ride after the eland. 

It's lost. I sent Duke to try aud fiml it, and he LliJn't 

come Lack.' 

'My poor olLl cl1ap !' cried Emson, leaning forward 

to grasp his brothe/s shoulder. 'I did not know of 

thi:,;.' 

'No, you couldn't know of it, Lu t you were precious 

hard upon me.' 

'l\ly clear old chap, I :,;poke to you like a brute. I 

ought not to have left you, but I was so delighted 

with the way in which you haLl brought clown the 

O'ame and as it "·ere filled our larder that I thotwht 
0' ,. ' ' 0 

you ought to have all the honour of keeping guard, 

while I played drudge and went to fetch the sledge 

to carry the meat horne. But tell me : the lions 

came ?' 

'One did,' said Dyke, and gave me turn enough, 

and when I got a way from him to try aml catch 
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Breezy here, another savage brute hunted me ami 

nearly struck me down. Oh, it was horriJ !' lw cricJ, 

as he ended his rough narrative of what he had gone 

through. 

'Dyke, old chap, I shall never forgive myself,' said 

Emson, grasping his brother's hand. 'I 'cl do anything 

to recall my wonls.' 

'Oh, it's all right,' cried the Loy, clinging to the 

hand that pressed his; 'I'm Letter now. I was so 

exhausted, Joe, that I suppose I couldn't keep awake. 

I say, how was it I didn't fall off?' 

'The cob was fltamling quite 

and looked half asleep himself.' 

' Poor old Breezy ! He had 

still when I came up, 

such a friuht 
"' 

too. I 

thought I should never catch up to l1im. But I 

did.' 

'Can you forgive me, old fellow ?' 

'Can I what? Oh, I say, Joe! Don't say any more, 

pleafle. Here, give me some cartriJges to put in my 

pocket. I 'm all right now, and there are sure to be 

some more lions there. But, I say, I don't think I 
should like to shoot at that first one.' 

Emson handed a dozen cartridges, and then shouted 

to Jack to stop, which the Kaffir and his two dumb 

companions willingly did. 

' What are you going to do, Joe ?' 
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'Discretion is the Letter part of valour,' sai<l Emson 

quietly. It woul<l be dark by the time we got there, 

un<l on your own showing, the field is in possession of 

the enemy. Why, Dyke, old fellow, it would be about 

as mad a thing as we could do to <.!rive a couple of 

bullocks up to where perhaps half-a-dozen lions are 

feasting. I ought to have known better, but it did not 

occur to me. These brutes must have been following 

the herds. There's only one thing to do.' 

' What's that ? Go near and fire to scare them 

away?' 

'To come back again, after they had left us the 

mangled remains of the eland. No good, Dyke: we 

shall be safer in our own beds. It's only another 

failure, old chap. Never mind : we may get game 

to-morrow.' 

Dyke tried to oppose this plan of giving up, but it 

was only in a half-hearted way, and they rode back 

slowly towards Kopfontein, pausing from time to time 

for the oxen to catch up, Jack growing more and more 

uneasy as the night Ctl-me on, and running after 

them and leaving the oxen, if they came to be any 

distance ahead. 

The result was that he was sent on first with the 

slow-paced bullocks, and Dyke and his brother formed 

themselves into a rearo-uard necessitated from time "' ' 
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to time to come to a full stop, so as to keep in the 

rear. 

It was nearly morning when they reached home, 

and after fastening their cattle safely behind fence and 

rail, they sought their own becls, whore Dyke sank at 

once into a heavy sleep, waking up when the sun 

was quite high, with some of tho previous evening's 

confusion loft; but the whole of the clay's adventure 

came back in a flash as his eyes lit upon Duke, fast 

asleep upon a skin, aml with the lost cartridge pouch 

between his paws. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

JACK BEHA YES HDISELF. 

·.HE necessity for providing fresh provi

sions took the brothers out again next 

day, but there were no more herds visible, 

as far as their glass woulll show, any

where out upon the plain; but at last they caught 

sight of half-a-dozen of the graceful little springboks, 

and after a long gallop got close enough to try a 

couple of shots, which proved successful; ancl a little 

bnck was bome home in triumph, a portion cooked, 

aml Dyke sat watching his brother eat that evening, 

till Ernson looked up. 

'\Vhy, lmllo !' he cried; 'not well ?' 

'Oh yes, I'm quite right,' replied Dyke hastily. 

'Then why don't you eat?' 

'Because I "·anted you to make up for the 

past,' said the boy, laughing. 'I 'm a meal ahead of 
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you. I harl such a splendill dinner yesterday off the 

eland.' 

Next morning, upon their visit to the ostrich pens, 

Emson's face brightened, for there was excitement 

among the birds, the great hen haYing hatched e\'cry 

egg of those they had brought home in the net ; and for 

the next few days everything possible was done in the 

way of feeding, so as to help the young brood on into a 

state of strength. 

'Oh, it's all right, Joe,' saicl Dyke;' all we've got to 

do is to keep on scouring the plain anr1 fimling nests. 

We shall succeed after all.' 

'Yes, but you must scout off after Rome meal aml 

coffee ; we can't get on with on t those.' 

'And sugar.' 

'And sugar. What rlo you say to Rtarting to. 

morrow?' 

'I'm ready,' said Dyke; and after warning Jack, 

and making the necessary preparations over night, 

they sought their couches, and rose before daybreak to 

go and rouse np the Kaffir and his wife. 

The latter soon had her fire o-lowino· · Jack arumpil,· b ,':'), b J 

fetched water, and then proceeded to yoke the bullocks 

to the wagon, after which he settled clown to his 

l>rcakfast; and after feeding his stock, Emson mountcrl 

his horse to riJe a few miles with his hrother, both 
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keeping a sharp lookout for game; while Duke, who 

was of the party, kept on hunting through the bushes, 

and now and then starting a bird. 

It was getting toward mid-day before anything 

was shot, and then another little springbok fell to 

Emson's piece, just as they reached the water 'vhcre 

they were to make their first halt. 

The buck was divided, part to go back to Kopfontein 

and some to form part of Dyke's provision, while 

another portion was cooked at once and eaten. 

' There,' said Emson at last, 'I don't think I need 

say any more to you, old fellow. Jack knows the 

way well enough. Set him to drive the bullocks, 

and you ride beside and drive him. Keep a tight rein, 

and if he shows his teeth and isn't obedient, tell him 

you'll shoot him, and take aim at once, or he won't 

believe you.' 

' Rather sharp practice, J oc, isn't it ? ' 

'Not with a man like that. He '11 be ready to 
• 

play upon you in every way, and you must let him 

see that you do not mean to be imposed upon. Sounds 

harsh, but I know l\Iast_er Jack by heart.' 

'You do think he '11 take me straight to all the 

water?' 

'I haven't a doubt about it, old fellow,' sai<l 

Em son, smiling. 'Jack isn't an ostrich, and must drink 
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at least once a day, so you need not be nervous about 

that. There,' he continued, mounting ; 'I mu:st be off. 

Good-bye.' 

'Not yet; I'm going to ride a little way back with 

you,' cried Dyke. 

'No, you are not, lad. Rest yourself and your 

horse. Here! Hi ! Jack !' 

The Kaffir came from under the wagon, grinning. 

'Drive your bullocks carefully, and bring them back 

in good condition.' 

The man smiled and showed his teeth. 

'That's right. . Go along and have your sleep.' 

The Kaffir went back and crept under the wagon, 

and Emson clasped his brother's hand. 

'Take your time, but don't lose any, old fellow,' he 

said; 'for I shall be glad to see you back. Take care 

of yourself. I wish I were going with you, but I can't. 

There, you are man enongh to manage everything, so 

good-bye.' 

He urged his horse forward and went Lack swiftly 

along the trail,. his nag cantering steadily along one 

of the broad ruts made by the wagon wheels in the 

sand, while Dyke went and seatecl himself just under 

the wagon tilt, and watched him till he was out of 
• 

VIeW. 

'Six l1ays and nights at the least,' said Dyke to 
l{ 
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himself with a sigh, 'and perhaps a fortnight, before I 

get back. Never mind ; every day will be one less, 

and I don't suppose I shall mind its being lonely, after 

all. Duke's good company, and so· is Breezy, without 

counting Jack, and it isn't so very bad after all to go 

riding through the country with one's own tent on 

wheels. \Vhy, some fellows at home would be mad 

with joy to get such a chance. Ah, look at that! 

Why, if I'd been ready, I might have got a couple 

of Guinea-fowl for the larder.' 

For a flock of the curious speckled birds came and 

settled amongst the bushes on the other side of the 

water pool, but catching sight of visitors, went off with 

a tremendous outcry. 

'Don't matter,' said Dyke ; 'there's plenty of the 

buck.' 

• • • • • • • 

The sun was sinking low in the west, as after a 

long, toilsome journey from the last water, Dyke, with 

the great whip held aloft like a large fishing-rod and 

line, sat on the wagon box shouting to the weary oxen 

from time to time. He was apparently quite alone, 

save that Breezy was tethered by a long leathern reim 

to the back of the wagon. There was no Kaffir Jack, 

no Duke; and the boy, as he sat driving, looked weary, 

worn out, and disconsolate. 
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For days past he had been upon n faintly-marked 

track leaclino· south-west - a track in which hoof-
"' 

marks and the traces of wagon wheels having passed 

that way were faintly to be seen, quite sufficient to 

show him that he was on the right track for civilisa

tion in some form, and he felt pretty certain that 

sooner or later he would reach Oom Morgenstern's store 

and farm. 

But it had been a terrible task that managing of the 

team alone, and urging the sluggish animals to drag 

the wagon when they reached heavy patches of sand. 

Then, too, there was the outspanning the unyoking the 

often vicious animals from the dissel-boom or wagon 

pole and trek chain, when he halted by water, and 

let them drink and feed. Then the inspanning, the 

yoking up of the oxen again, and the start once 

more. 

That huge whip, too, had been such a clumsy thing 

to handle, but highly necessary, for without it he 

would never have reached the end of his journey. 

Then at night there had been the same outspanning 

to see to; the feeding of the bullocks ; the collection of 

wood and lighting of as big a fire as he could contrive, 

to cook his food, boil his coffee, and, finally, make up 

to scare off wild beasts. In addition to this, a thorn 

protection ought to have been made to keep off danger 
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from Breezy, but that was impossible; and hour after 

hour Dyke had sat in the darkness, where the cob's 

reim was made fast to the wagon tail, and, gun 

in hand, had watched over the trembling beast, 

keeping him company when the distant roaring of 

lions was heard on the veldt, and the bullocks grew 

uneasy. 

Little sleep fell to Dyke's lot by night; but in the 

daytime, when the bullocks were going steaJily along 

the track, which they followed willingly enough for 

the most part, the boy's head would sink down upon 
• 

his breast, and he would snatch a few minute,s' rest, 

often enough to start up aml find the wagon at a 

standstill, and the bullocks cropping some patch of 

grass or the tender shoots of a cluwp of bushes. 

Then on again, with at times the great whip ex

changed for the gun, and some bird or auother laid 

low, so as to find him in extra provisions by the way. 

Once, too, he managed to hit a little buck. 

A long, doleful, and weary journey, without meeting 

a soul, or being passed. On and on, over the never

ending plain, often despairing, and with the oxen 

groaning, empty as the wagon was, for the sun 

flashed and was reflected up with blinding force, 

and there were moments when Dyke grew giddy, 

and felt as if he must break down. 
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But those were only moments. He set his teeth 

again, and trudged on or rode, thinking of Joe waiting 

patiently away there in the lonely, corrugated iron 

building, temling the ostriches, and feeling in perfect 

conficlence that the journey would be achieved, and 

the necessary stores brought back. 

There were moments, though, \Vhen Dyke bright

ened up, and told himself that he would do it if he 

tried till to-morrow morning; and at such times he 

lauo·hed or rather tried to lauo·h-for it was rather 0 0 

a painful process, hi.<> face being sore and the skin 

ready to peel away. 

But at last, after • escapmg danger after danger by 

a hair's-breadth, the great weariness of the almost 

interminable journey was coming to an end, for, far 

away in the distance, there was a building visible 

through the clear air. He could sec a broad stretch 

of green, too, looking delightful with waving trees, 

after the arid wilderness through which he had 

passed ; and now, in spite of his great fatigue, Dyke 

plucked up courage, for tho building must be Oom 

l\Ioro·enstern's farm, and in an hour or so tho tra v-
"' 

ellor felt that the first part of his journey was at an 

end. 

Once or twice a feeling of doubt troubled him, but 

that soon passed off; for reason tol< l him that he could 
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not be wrono·-this must be the 
0 

point for which he 

had been aiming. 

The bullocks began to move more briskly now, for 

they could see green pasture in the far distance, and 

there was a moister feeling in the air, suggestive of 

water not far away. 

So Dyke's task grew lighter, and an hour or so later 

he could see a big, heavy, gray man standing outside 

an untidy-looking building, littered about with cask 

and case, and who saluted him af:l he halted his 

team: 

'Ach ! das is goot. How you vas, mein bube ?' 

'Here, I say,' cried Dyke, as the big German shook 

hands with him,' who are you calling a booby, Uncle 

Morgenstern ? ' 

'Hey? You vas bube. Not gall yourself mans, 

long time ago to gom. Bube ist poy, goot poy. Zo 

you gorn vrom Kopfontein all py youzelf to puy mealies 

and dea, and goffee and sugars?' 

'Well, not quite all alone; I 'vc got our Kaffir with 

me. 
, 

'Ach! ten: why you not make him drive die 

pullock ? Lazy tog!' 

'He's in the wagon, bad. 

bullocks, and inspan aml 

self.' 

I've had to drive the 

outspan all by my-



' Ach ! das i. goo t. H o\v yon va., ntein bube ?' 
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'Ach! wonterful! All py you,;elf. Goot poy. Ant 

you are hot, und sehr dursty.' 

'Oh yes, horribly thirsty.' 

'Goot ! Die Frau shall make you zorn of mcin 

beaudiful goffees. Das is good vor dursdy. Hi ! ' he 

shouted; and a couple of Kaffir boys came from behind 

a rough shed, to whom he gave instructions to outspan 

the oxen and drive them to the abundant pasture by 

the river side. 

'Goot! Now led me see der pad mensch. Zo you 

haf put you Kaffir in you wagon, and give him a 

pig ritle.' 

'Yes ; I thought he was going to die.' 

'Zo? Ah! zom beebles would haf left him oonter a 

clree, uncl zay do him: "1\Iein nient, you luvl potter 

make youself gnite well as zoon as you gan. I muss 

nicht shtop. Goot-bye." But you did bring him in 

dem wagon, hey?' 

'Oh yes: I could not leave him.' 

'You are a goot poy, my young vrien t. And how is 

( ler big bruder ? ' 

'Quite well,' said Dyke, looking uneasy as the big, 

frank-faced, fat, German Boer questioned him. 

' Why did he not gom too? 

brmler.' 

I like den bi(f 
0 

'Too busy minding the young ostriches.' 
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'Ach zo ! Of goorse. Ant you make blenty of 
• 

money you gut off der vedders, and zend dem to der 

Gape?' 

' Oh no. We 're doing very badly : the young birds 

die so fast.' 

' Zo ? Das ist sehr, very bad. Yon had petter zell 

mealie und gorn, und dea und sugars. It ist mooch 

petters as netfer vas, and you not haf to gom five, 

zigs, zeven days to me. Now let us zee den Kaffirs.' 

The old man had approached the back of the wagon 

as he spoke, and now drew the canvas aside, to be 

greeted by a low gl'owl which made him start 

back. 

' Tnnder ! ' he cried. 

mad!' 

' Der Kaffil' tog is gone 

'~o, no; that is our dog Duke.' 

' Ah ! U nd is he pad too ? ' 

'Yes : a leopard came and seized him one night and 

carried him off from under the wagon ; but I ran out 

and fired, and I suppose I hit the beast, for there was 

a lot of snarling and Duke got away; but I thought 

he would have died.' 

'Ach ! boor togs den. What you do to him ? ' 

'Bathed the places with water.' 

'Goot ! ' 

'And he licked the wounds himself.' 
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'B , esser. 

'And curled himself up, and went to sleep.' 

'Das vas der best of all, mein young vrient. Aha! 

Goat tog, den. You let me zee how you vas pad. I am 

your master's vrient; das ist zo.' 

He advance•l his hand to where Duke lay just 

inside the canYas, and the clog gave the skin on which 

he lay two thumps with his tail. 

'Das ist goot,' said the old German trader. 'Ach ! 

yaas; you haf been pite on dem pack, und scratch, 

scratch along bofe your zides; boot you are a prave 

tog, and zoon be guite well again.' 

Duke's tail performed quite a fantasia now, and he 

uttered a low whine and licked at the great, fat, 

friendly hand which patted his head. 

'Und now vere is der poy?' 

'Get into the wagon,' said Dyke; and the German 

climbed in, followed by Dyke, and stooped down over 

the figure of Kaffir Jack, who lay on a blanket, with 

his head toward the front part of the wagon, through 

which opening the evening light still streamed. 

The Kaffir's head was tied up with a bandage formed 

of the sleeve of a shirt cut off at the shoulder, split up 

lengthwise at the seams, tied together so as to make it 

long enough, and this was stained with blood, evidently 

days old. 
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Tho Boer gazed down at tho Kaffir, and Jack gazed 

up at him, screwing up his face in tho most piteous 

fashion. 

This scrutiny on both sides went on for some time 

in a silence which was at last broken by tho Kaffir 

uttering a dismal groan which went right to Dyke's 

heart. 

'Ah,' said tho tracler softly, 'boor vollow ! How 

? ' you vas. 

Jack uttered a more dismal groan than before. 

'Ah, vas it den? Boor mans! you zeem as bad as 

noffer can be. You cloomble off dem vagon, und dread 

on your vace like dot?' 

' 0 h ! ' groaned Jack. ' Baas kill um.' 

' Ditl he den. Der baas kill der boor vellow dead ? ' 

Then sucldenly changing his tone from one full of soft 

sympathy to a burst of fierce anger, he roared out: 

'Dumler unt lightning ! You get oot of di.s, you oogly 

black, idle tog. You got sore head, und lazy as big 

bullock. Out you Yas ! ' 

He accompanied the fierce words with a sharp kick, 

and Jack bounded up and sprang clear over the 

wagon box, to stand out on tho trampled 

staring wildly. 

OT01111cl ,., ' 

'Ah, you vait till I gom und get das 'noccros whip, 

uncl make yon tan co, you lazy tog. You go take den 
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pferd to water, or you haf no zoppor to-night. 

Roon!' 

Dyke stood staring at tho chango that had come 

over the Kaffir, who ran to where tho horse wm; tied, 

unfastened tho reim, awl led him off without a 

word. 

Tho old trader chuckled. 

'I know whad is der madder mit dose poy. He is 

guide well as noffer vas, und lie und shleep and say 

he gannod vork a leedle pid. How game he do clomble 

und gut den kopf ? ' 

Dyke coloured. 

'He did not tumble,' saicl the boy. 'I hit him.' 

' Zo? Mit dem shdick ?' 

'No,' faltered Dyke; 'with the banel of my 

gun.' 

'Ach ! das ist not goot. You midc break den gun. 

Der whip handle is der bess. Why you vas hit him 

on dem bet?' 

'He would not see to the bullocks. Almost directly 

after we had started I mean the next day he got 

at the meat and ate all there was.' 

'Ach ! yas. He look as if he !mel den gros shdomach. 

And zo he eat him all ?' 

'Yes; everything.' 

'Und what den?' 
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'Then he went to sleep aml wasted a whole clay, 

and I had to do everything, and cut wood for the 

fire, and watch to keep off the wild beasts.' 

'Ach ! boor vellow ! he vas shleepy, after eat himself 

so vull.' 

'y ' es. 

'Und der next day?' 

' The next day he saiLl it was too soon to start, and 

that I must go and shoot something for him to eat, 

while he kept up a good fire.' 

'Zo? He is a glever vellow,' said the Boer, nodding 

his head, and with his eyes twinkling. 'Und did you 

go and shoot zorn more meat vor den boor poy ? ' 

'No. I told him he must get up, and help to get 

the wagon along.' 

'U nd he said he vould not move ? ' 

'Yes,' said Dyke; 'and at last I got angry, and 

kicked him to make him get up and work.' 

'Ah zo; und what den?' 

' He jumped up, and threatened to spear me with 

his assegai.' 

'Zo ; und what den ? ' 

'I hit him over the head with the gun barrel, and 

he fell down, and has not been up since. I was afraid 

I had killed him, for he lay with his eyes shut.' 

'Und you goot oop your shirt to die oop his het, 
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und you veed him, und drink him, und waid upon him 

effer since as n efft.n· vas.' 

'Yes; I've had to do everything,' said Dyke sadly; 

'but I ought not to have hit him so hard.' 

'Vot? My goot younger vrient, you should, uml 

hit him more hart as dot. A lazy, pad tog. He is a 

cheating rascal. A man is neffer bad when he look 

guide well as dot. I know dot sort o' poy, und he 

shall pe ferry sorry when he go pack, or I keep him 

here. Now you gom und wash, and meine alt voman 

shall give you Llendy do eat und drink, uncl den you 

shall haf a creat big shlafen, und wake oop do-morrow 

morning as guide well as neffer vas. Gorn along. 

Und zo die ozdridge birds go todt ?' 
1 Go how?' said Dyke wonderingly. 
1 Todt, dead vall ashleep, and neffer wake oop no 

more. Ah, vell, I am zorry for den pig bruder. He 

ist a ver goot mans. He bay for all he puy at mein 

shdore, und clot is vot die ocler beobles do not alvays 

do. Frau,' he continued, as they entered the homely 

and rather untidy but scrupulously clean house, 'dis 

ist mein younger vrient : you dake him und wash 

him, und make him a pig evening's eating, vor he has 

gom a long way do zee us, und he will shday as long 

as he like.' 

Frau Morgenstern, a big, fat woman, greeted him 
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warmly, and confined her washing to giving him a 

tin bucket, a lump of coarse yellow soap, and a piece 

of canvas perfectly clean, but coarse enough to make 

a sack. 

That bucket of water was delicious, and so was the 

hearty meal which followed, and after being assured 

by the hearty old German that the cattle were 

properly tended, and seeing to Breezy himself an act 

which brought the old trader's fat hand down upon 

his back with 'Goat poy: alvays dake gare of your 

goot horse youzelf ' the house was re-entered, the 

door shut, and the host stood up, closed his eyes, and 

said a prayer in his native tongue, ending by blessing 

Dyke in true patriarchal fashion. 

That night Dyke 10lept as he had not slept for 

weeks, and woke up the next morning wondering that 

he could feel so fresh and well, and expecting to see 

Kaffir Jack at the other end of the wagon, curled up 

in a blanket; but though the dog was in his old 

quarters, Jack was absent, and Dyke supposed tlmt 

he was asleep beneath. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

A RESTING-PLACE. 

OU are pettcr as offer you vas, heh ?' cried 

the old trader, thrusting his face in be

tween the canvas curtains of the wagon 

end. 

'Yes, quite well. Good-morning.' 

'Ach zo. It is a goot mornings. 

tog? You vill say how to you are 

Ant how is der 

to dcm al t Oom 

Morgenstern. He is goot tog ten, and getting himself 

mended ferry quickly. How vas it he shall pe scratch 

and pite all ofer hirns, heh ?' 

The old man patted and stroked the dog with his big 

fat hand, as he spoke in a soft soothing tone, which 

had the effect of Ji1aking him the best of friends with 

Duke, who whined and licked at the hand. and kept 

np a regular throbbing pat-pat-pat upon the floor of 

the wagon. 
L 
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'Ach yes, ten, he is a ferry goat togs, and he shall 

pe effer zo much petter zoon. Ant zo der pig spotty 

gat gom und dake him, heh ?' 

'Yes, poor fellow, one of the great brutes pounced 

upon him suddenly, and fetched him from right unuer 

the wagon,' said Dyke. ' You were bad, weren't you, 

Duke, old chap?' 

The dog threw up his head and uttered a loud howl, 

and then began to lick the cuts torn by the leopard's 

sharp claws. 

'Ach ! he vas pad, den,' said the old man. 'But das 

ist goot vizzick for goots und pites. Der tog's tongue 

ist as goot as his tooses ist pad. Ant zo you zhoot 

hims, heh ?' 

'What! the leopard?' said Dyke. 'Yes, I shot and 

hit him, I suppose ; but I was afraid of hitting the 

dog. I fired, though, as a last chance.' 

'It was guide right,' said the old man, nodding his 

head. 'You do not shoode you do noding, and der 

leopards garry away den hund. You do shoode, und 

if you shoode him, it is potter than for hims to be 

eaten oop alife, und you may shoode den leopard. Zo! 

I am happy das you hafe zave den tog. He is a goot 

tog, nnd a goot tog ist a goot vrient out in der veldt. 

Now you gom mit me, und die alte voman give us bode 

zom frii.hstiick. You know what ist das?' 
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Dyke shook his head. 

'Das ist goot Deutsch for breakfass, mein young 
. t ' vncn. 

'Oh, I sec,' cried Dyke. 'I never learnt Dutch.' 

'Nein, nein, nein, goot bubo. Not Dutch. I did 

say Deutsch Sharmans.' 

'But you are a Boer, arc you not?' 

'Nein. I did gom ofer from Sharmany dwenty 

year ago. Dere ist blendy of Dutch Boer varder on. 

I am Deutsch.' 

'I '11 recollect,' said Dyke eagerly. ' But how is Jack 

the Kaffir? Is he lying down under the wagon?' 

'Nein,' cried the old man sharply. 'As zoon as he 

zee me gom, shoost when it ist morgen, und he zee mein 

big shdick, he shoomp oop uncl go und veed den pferd 

horse, as he know he should. He's guide well, dank 

you, now, and work ferry hart, like a goot poy.' 

The old man wrinkled up his face, shut his eyes, and 

in•lulged in a hearty, silent laugh. 

'I am zorry,' he said, suddenly growing serious ; 

'und I veed and nurse a boor mans, und I zay to him : 

"Lie you there und go to Rleep dill you are besser." 

Boot l\Ieinheer Jack heist a pig hoomboogs, and I gan 

zee all froo him. Duncler and lightning! I gif him dcr 

shdick. Now gom unrl haf den. breakfast, und den 

you shall gom indo mein shdore, und puy die mealies, 
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und gorn, und dea, und goffee, und rice, und zhugars, 

und bay me den money, uml we will load den wagon. 

Den der vorks is done, und you shall gom und sit und 

dalk do me about die osdridge birds, while I shmoke 

mein bibe und you rest yourself, und resht die bullocks 

for d wo day. Den you go pack to your pig bruder, 

who want to see you ferry pad.' 

'Yes, I want to get back again,' said Dyke. 

' Das ist goot, bud you moost haf a goot long resht, 

und go guide well again. Und now, my younger 

vrient, I will dell you zomedings to dell dem bruder. 

You dell him der osclridge ist no goot. I haf dried, 

boot dey go zick, und guarrel, und fight, und ghick 

von anoder und eferybodies, und preak die legs; unJ. 

die hens lay dere nests vull of pig eggs, und die 

ghocks gom unJ. shoomp upon 'em, und make der feet 

all ovaire gnstard unJ. shell, und den no jickens gom. 

You dell dem bruder dot your beebles haf been vinding 

die diamonds in der veldt, und he had petter go und 

look vor die hrescious shdones, und nod preak hish hart 

like der gock osdridge preak die eggs his weibs lays.' 

'Yes, I '11 tell him, Herr Morgenstern. I did want 

him to come and look for gold.' 

'Ach ! der golt ist 

to look for den golt. 

die diamonds.' 

no goot, buhe. Efferypoty goes 

You dell him to go und look for 
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'Yes, but where?' said Dyke drily. 

' DunJer und lightning! If I know, I should dake 

two pig wagon to dem place, all vull of mealies und goot 

dings, und dell die beebles die diamonds vas here; und 

vhen dey gom to viml, I should zell mein goot dings 

uml go und vetch zom more. You must go und 

viml die places evcryvere all ofers, nnd dell me. I 

ken not, bood der arc diamomls to be found. Now 

you shdop dat ruck a clongue of yours, und do not 

dalk zo motch like an old vool, und gom und hafe 

zom breakfast, or the old frau vill gom after us mit 

a shdick.' 

He winked comically at Dyke, and led the way to 

the house, where there was a warm welcome, and a 

delicious breakfast of bread aml milk and coffee 

waiting, with glorious yellow butter aml fried bacon to 

follow. 

.. ~ 
' 1 

/'I • 

, 
' 
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UKE was fed directly after the meal, and 

curled up afterward to 'ged himselfs 

guide well again as effers.' Soon after 

Dyke came across Jack, who was return

in•r from drivina: the bullocks down to the stream "' ~ 

for water, and now carefully saw to their being in the 

Lest bit of the olLl mn,n's pasture for a good feed and 

rest. 

'Ach zo !'cried the old man, 'heist a creat deal pctter, 

mein young vrient. You Shack, you hafe work well. 

You o·an o·o to mein haus uml die frau will o·i ve vou 
t::l b ' 0 J 

blenty of mealie gake und zom mille You don't eat 

doo motch, or yon will pc paJ again, unJ want dem 

shdick. You oontershdant ? ' 

Jack, whose face had been very pitiful and pleading, 

brightened up at this, and ran toward the house, while 

olll Morgenstern turneLl and favourecl Dyke with one 

of his winks. 
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'You zee now, my younger vrient, he ist like a pig 

shild dot has been oop der shimney. You must hid 

him hart negs dime. Yon did hid doo zoft.' 

'Soft!' cried Dyke. 'Why, I thought I had killed 

him.' 

'Ach, yes, you dought zo; but cler plack man's het is 

sehr click. You hid an Englishman, or a Deutschman, 

or a Boer, and his het ist tin ; but a plack man's het is 

dick. I L1ink zorndimes ven he ist so shdupicl dot it 

ist all hart bone right froo. But it ist not zo ; it is 

only dot dey are shdupi•l Iiddle shildren, nnd dink of 

noting bud eat und drink und shleep demselfs as long as 

ever dey gan; clot is all. You can neffer make a whide 

man oud of a plack man, if you wash him mid all cler 

zoap in der world. Now den, der tog is right, und 

der horse, und die pullocks, so you shall gom to IllY 

shdore.' 

He led the way to a barn-like building, where he 

kept the supplies he dealt in and prospered over, settlers 

and travellers coming from far to purchase of the old 

fellow again and again, for he bore the proud title of 

honest man a title that is known abroad as soon as 

that of rogue. And here Dyke produced his list, and 

corn, meal, bacon, tea, sugar, coffes, and salt were 

measurecl and weighed out by the help of a Kaffir boy, 

and set asiJe till all was done, when the old man, who 
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had kept account all through with a clean, smooth box

lid and a piece of chalk, seated himself on a cask, 

added up and presented the wooden bill to Dyke. 

'There,' he said ; 'it is a crcat teal of money, und I 

feel ashamed to jarge so motch; but you dell der pig 

bruder it gost me as motch as effer vas to get die 

dings oop to mein haus. I zencl dwo wagon all der 

vays do der down, und dey arc gone for months, und 

die men uml die pullocks all haf to cad, und zom

dimes die lions eall die oxen, unci zonulimes die 

wheels gorn off; und derc 

unci I lose a creat deal. 

for mcin dings.' 

is v loods und die wasser . 
• 

I gannod jargc any less 

'My brother knows all that, sir,' said Dyke frankly, 

as he paid the money at once. ' He said he would send 

me to you instead of to Oom Schlagcn, because, he said, 

you would be just.' 

' Did your pig brudcr say clot?' criell the old man 

eagerly. 

'Y cs. He said I should come to you, though it was 

twenty long miles farther.' 

'Ach ! den now I shall go und shmokc mein piggest 

bibe for a dreat. Dot does me goot. Oom Scl!lagen is 

a pig fool ; zo ist effery man >vho does not lofe his 

neighbour and zay his brayers effery night. You 

oondershtaml, mein younger vricnd.' 
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Dyke nodded, feeling at fir~>t half amused, then 
• 

impressed by the simple-hearted old German's manner. 

'Zom men gome out here into die veldt and zay : 

"Aeh ! it is a pig open blace, und nopody gan zoe me 

here, und I zhall do whad I like," und den dey rob und 

shoat, nntl kill die plack poys, uml drink more as ist 

goot for clemsclf~>, uncl all pecausc they are pig fools. 

For you haf read for youselfs, mein younger vricnt, dot 

God is cfferywherc und zees effery dings, und you 

gannot hide yousclf::;, or what you do. Uml clot's 

mein sermon, und it is a goot one, hey? Pecause it is 

zo short. Bud dot':,; all. Now den,' he continued, as he 

took down a great pipe, and began to fill it from a 

keg of tobacco, 'I am going to shmoke mein 1ibe, 

pecause I vecl as if I vas a goot poy.' 

He struck a match, lit up, and as he began to emit 

great clouds of smoke, he carefully stamped out the 

last spark from the splint of wood, reseated himself, 

and chuckled. 

'Yon wait dill I haf finish mein bibe, und we vill 

all go to vork, uncl pack dese dings in dem wagon. 

Now you look here. I clell you about die diamonds

und der is hartly any potty yet as know und as 

zoon as I haf dell you, I zay to myselfs: "Ach 1 Hans 

Morgenstern, yon are not a man : you arc chattering 

ol<.l frau, who gannot keep a zecret. You go dell 
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efferypotty.'' U nd I vas ferry zorry pecan so I vai-l soch 

an old dumkopf you know what dot is?' 

'Something head,' saill Dyke, smiling. 

'Y aas, it ist your thick head, poy, shdu pid head, und 

I vas gross mit myzelf, bud now I am glad. 

bruder zaid I vas honest mans, und just. 

Der pig 

I am a 

magistrate, und I dry to be, uml I vall out mit den 

Boers, und zom oder white men, pecause I zay der 

Kaffir is a pig shdupid shild, und you must make him 

do what you want; lmt you shall not beat und kill 

him for noclings. Ach l you laugh yourselfs pecause I 

use den shdick. N effer mind. I am just, uncl die Kaffirs 

know it, und gom und work for den alt man, uncl gom 

pack again. I am glad now I did dell you about die 

diamonds. Your bruder ist a gencllemans, und you dell 

him not to wasde his dime over die long shanks, and 

to go for die diamonds, und if he wands shdores, to 

gom mit his wagon, und get all he wands, uncl if he 

gannot bay me, id docs not madder. Zom day he will 

god das money, und he gan bay me den. Ach ! he zaid 

I vas a honest man, und he is mein vrient, und clot is 

der zweetest bibe of dobacco I ever shmoke. Now 

gom und help load den wagon, like a goot poy, and 

zom day, when you grow a pig man, you may learn 

to shnwkc doo. Boot it ist not goot for poys.' 



CHAPTER XVI. 

A DEAD CHECK. 

.. WO pleasant, restful days under the green 

leaves at old Morgenstern's farm and 

· · store, and he was pressed to stay another; 

but Dyke was anxious to get back to 

his brother, and with Duke limping about, the horse 

aml bullocks looking quite fresh and well, everything 

loaded up carefully, and a cask of sweet, pure water 

slung at the back of the wagon, Dyke stood at early 

dawn ready to start. 

The oxen were yoked and hitched on to the dissel

boom and trek tow, breakfast was over, and all was 

ready, with Jack flourishing his great long whip of 

hippopotamus hide, eager to start. 

Just then the hospitabl,e old German signed to the 

Kaffir to come alongside, and a chirrup brought up the 

dog as well. 
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' Now, moin vrient,' said the old man, ' you gan 

oondershtand goot Englisch, if you gannot shpoak him 

zo vel ash me, zo you listen. I am a creat magistrate, 

und know a lot. I am going to dalk to dot tog, und 

you are to hear. Now, my goot tog, you arc bettor as 

offer you vas, heh ? ' 

Duke barked. 

' Das ist goot. Now you are going to Kopfontein.' 

Tho dog barked loudly. 

' Das ist good, too. Now I dell you dis : if Kaffir 

Jack you know Kaffir Jack dot is him.' 

He clapped his hand on the black's shoulder, and the 

dog Larked excitedly. 

' Y aas, you know him ; und I dell you dot if he does 

not work, you are to bide him.' 

The dog's hair rose up, and Jack made a movement 

to run, but the big fat hand held him fast. 

' U nd then, mein goot tog, if you do dot, he vill be 

ferry pad, und perhaps go mad. I mean, if you bide 

him, hey?' 

The dog barked furiously, and Jack's blackish face 

turned of a horriLle dirty gray as he stood shivering, 

having pretty well understood every word. 

'Dot is right; und now Kaffir Jack will drive die 

oxen, und pe a goot poy. Now you go. Trek!' 

The Kafiir spra11g away, whip in hand, the willing 
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oxen began to pull, and the wagon went off through 

the soft sand, Duke hurrying to his place beneath, just 

in front of the water cask, while Dyke stood, rein in 

hand, waiting to shake hands with his host, who 

laughed softly. 

'I dalk all dot nonsense do vrighten him like a 

shild,' he said. ' He vill pc a goot poy now till he 

begin to forget, und den you must vrighten him doo. 

Now goot-pye, und der goot God bless you, mein 

sohn.' 

Dyke shook hands warmly with the friendly old 

man, sprang upon Breezy, and soon overtook the 

wagon, which was going steadily along the faint 

track. 

He glanced back several times, seeing the old trader 

standing in front of his house smoking his big pipe, 

but at last he was invisible, and the boy set himself 

to achieve his long, slow, five or six days' journey, 

hopeful, rested, and ready, feeling as if all was 

going to be right, and more happy in his mind than 

he had been for days. 

As he went on and on, fresh, light-hearted, and 

bright, every place, made familiar by halts as he came, 

wore a very different aspect, and there were times when 

l1e smiled at some of the petty vexations, though others 

were serious enough. For instance, by this water, 
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where he had had so much difficulty in getting wood, 

for the day's journey had been very long, and it was 

growing dark when he halted, and a distant roar told 

of the possibility of a visit from lions, and perhaps the 

loss of one of the bullocks. But now all was smooth 

and pleasant, the evening was glorious, the oxen not 

too weary, and Jack soon collected enough wood for 

cooking and keeping up a roaring blaze. 

The next day, too, was hot and pleasant. Several 

guinea-fowl fell to Dyke's gun, and he shot a dangerous 

viper which raised its head sluggishly from the sandy 

track, threatening, with gleaming eyes and vibrating 

tongue, the barking dog, which kept cautiously beyond 

striking distance. There were lions heanl in the night, 

making the cattle uneasy, but they were not molested. 

It was wonderful as a contrast that journey back, 

and Dyke often asked himself, as he cantered about, 

sometimes to the side, sometimes letting the wagon 

go for some distance forward, whether he had not been 

of poor heart, and had made too much fuss over his 

troubles ; but second thoughts convinced him that he 

had had a terrible task, and he almost wondered that 

he ha<l been able to reach Morgenstern's at all. 

Jack was the very perfection of a Kaffir servant 

now, driving splendidly, and taking the greatest care 

as to the pasturing and watering of the cattle ; his 
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young master never having to find fault with a single 

thing. 

But there was the reason plainly enough; and Dyke 

smiled to himself as he thought of how easily the black 

had been impressed by the big old German, though l1e 

felt that Jack's guilty conscience had something to 

do with it. 

Oddly enough, the dog's behaviour during the return 

journey helped to keep Jack in order. For Duke, 

though his hurts were mending fast, was still very 

weak He was ready to bark and make plenty of fuss 

over his master, but he did not evince the slightest 

desire to trot after him when he rode away from the 

wagon. Duke seemed to know his own powers, and 

went back directly to his place between the two hind 

wheels of the wagon. There he stayed, keeping step 

pretty well with the bullocks. But at every halt, when 

Jack proceeded to gather wood, drive the oxen to 

water or pasture, the dog followed close at his heels, 

makincr no demonstration of friendliness, never bark-
"' 

ing, but walking with lowered head and surly look, 

just behind, stopping when the black did, going on or 

rcturnincr, and never leavincr him for a moment, and "' ~ 

ending by going back to his place under the wagon, 

and there resting his head upon hiR paws. 

Of course, all this was the sick dog's natural objection 
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to being left alone ; but to Jack it meant a great deal 

more. That dog hacl always been rather unfriendly, 

and was evidently a very uncanny kind of beast, 

which could unclerstand everything that was said to 

him, and would fully carry out the old German's 

instructions. Duke followed him about to see that 

he dicl his work properly, ami as Jack walked on, he 

often felt the sensation in his calves known as pins 

and needles, which made him wince and tremble; 

and on one occasion he uttered a yell of horror, for 

the dog's cold nose touched one of his hare ankles, 

all(! made him bound a couple of yards. 

For to him there was no doubt about the matter 

whatever. Duke was watching everything he did, 

and the moment he relaxed his efforts, those white 

teeth would close upon his leg ; and if he had been 

talkeJ to and argued with for a week, he would never 

have believe(! that he would not for a certainty go 

mad, die, and be thrown out upon the sands to the 

jackals and vultures which hung about their nightly 

Cit ill p.~. 

The consequence was that, saving a few of the 

trifling mishaps which befall wagon travellers through 

the South African deserts, Dyke's return journey was 

peaceful and enjoyable, even if slow. He woul(l often 

have liked to gallop forward to get nearer home ; but 
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the wagon held him as a magnet does its bar, and 

he thoroughly fulfilled the trust placed in him by his 

brother. 

At last the morning (lawned when a steady clay's 

work would bring them to Kopfontein, and starting at 

once, they got on a few miles before halting for break

fast. Then went on for tlm~e hours ; halted again to 

dine and rest during the hottest part of the day. 

After which there was the little river to ford a couple 

of miles farther on, and then twelve miles woulcl bring· 
c~ 

them home, late in the evening perhaps, but Dyke 

was determined to finish before he slept. 

Hardly had they settled down in the shelter of the 

wagon for that mid-clay halt, than Dyke found that 

the wagon-tilt would be useful for something else 

besicles keeping off the sun. For some clouds which 

had been gathering all the morning, centred them

selves at last directly overhead; there was a succession 

of terrific peals of thunder following upon blinding 

flashes of lio·htninrr, which seemed to plav all round n '-"" .; 

and about tho wagon, making Breezy stand shivering 

as he pressed close up alongside, and drew the cattle 

together with their heads inwanl, as if for mutual 

protection. 

Then down came the rain in a perfect deluge, an(l 

for a good hour flash and peal seemed to be engaged 
M 
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in trying to tear up the clmHls, from which the great 

drops of rain pourell down. 

The storm ceased as quickly as it had come on, 

and the rain having been sucked up by the thirsty, 

sandy earth, so that >vhen they startea again, save 

that the wagon-cover was soaked, drawn tight, and 

streaming, there was no sign for a while of the storm. 

There were certainly the clouds fading in the distance, 

but the sky overhead was of a glorious blue, the little 

herbage they passed was newly washed and clean, 

and the drops left sparkled in the brilliant sun

shine. 

What followed, thrn, came as a surpri~:;e. 

They had gone on for some distance before it sud

denly recurred to Dyke that they had to cross the 

little river; and now, for the first time, he became 

conscious of a low, soft murmur, as of insects swarm

ing, but this, though continuous, did not take his 

attention much, for he set it down to a cloud of 

insects, roused from their torpor by the sun, awl now 

busily feeding, perhaps, close at hand, though invisible 

as he rode gently along, breathing in with delight the 

sweet, cool air. 

But at the end of half an hour the murmur had 

grown louder, anrl it soumlml louder still as he drew 

rein by some bushes to let Bree:>:y crop tlw moist 
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shoots, while he waited for the "·agon to come np, 

it being about half a mile behind. 

'How slowly and deliberately those beasts do move,' 

thought Dyke, as he watched the six sleek oxen, not 

a bit the worse for their journey, plodding gravely 

along with the wagon lightly laden, as it was, for 

six beasts to draw, bumping and swaying every now 

and then as a stone or two stood up through the 

sand, he not being there to point them out to the 

black, who sat on the wagon-box, with his chin upon 

his breast, rousing himself from time to time to crack 

his whip nml shout out some jargon to the bullocks. 

These took not the slightest notice of whip-crack or 

shout, but plodded slowly along, tossing their heads 

now and then, and bringing their horns in contact 

with a lond rap. 
At last they came up abreast, anu Jack turned his 

dark face, and grinnell moaningly. 

'What is it?' said Dyke. 'Glad you are so ncar 

home ? ' 

':No sec Tanta Sal night,' he said. 

'Oh yes, we will,' replie(l Dyke. 'I mean to be 

home lJefore we sleep.' 

.Jack shook his head. 

'Yon 'll see, my fine fellow,' saitl Dyke to himsPlf. 

'Jf yon are going to begin any games just for a finish 
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off on the last day, you'll find you 'll be startled. I'll 

set Duke at him, and scare the beggar,' he muttered, as 

he laughed to himself at the man's genuine belief in, 

and alarm about, the dog; aml in imagination he saw 

Jack hopping about and yelling, and afraill to come 

clown from the wagon-box in front on account of 

Duke, who would be barking and dancing about as if 

trying to drag him off. 

He let tho wagon go on then for a few yards, and 

hung back so as to say a few cheery words to tho clog, 

who responded with a sharp bark or two, but did not 

come from beneath the wagon. 

And now the noise grew louder and louder, till at 

last Dyke began to divine the cause. A short distance 

farther the open plain was crossed by an erratic line of 

trees and rocks formino· a 0'reen and oTay zio·zao· of 
' u b ~ e o 

some three hundred yarcls wide, and down in a hollow, 

hidden till close up, there was the rivulet-like stream 

at which he had halted on his outward way to let 

the animals ch·ink. 

It was from there, then, that the now rapidly increas

ing murmur arose, and pressing his nag's sides, he rode 

rapidly on to reach tho side of the tiny bourn, which 

now proved to be a fierce torrent nearly a hundred 

yards wide, raging amongst rocks, tossing up beady 

spray, and putting an enJ to all his hopes of reaching 
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home that night, for even as he looked he could see 

that the water was rising still, and any attempt to 

ford meant certain death to mn,n and beast. 

Dyke's heart sank. He knew now the meaning of 

the Kaffir's grin. It was the first trouble of the home

ward way. 

-cf ·: , . . • • 

>-' ' -- /..'( 

1(:/j . • • 

I 



CHAPTER XVII. 

OUT OF PATIEXCE. 

HE wagon came slowly up as Dyke stood 

watching the roaring river, full from side 

to sille with the waters, which resulted 

from a cloud-burst in the distant moun-

tains, where storms had been raging on the preYious 

day, that which they hac! encountereJ a short time 

before being the remains of one of the Jrifts which 

had passed over the great plain. 

As he drove up, Jack sat grinning pleasantly upon 

the box, and of his own will turned the Lnllocks into a 

meadow-like opening, whose fresh herbage, sparkling 

still with clinging raindrops, set the animals lowing 

with satisfaction before stooping from time to time to 

snatch a mouthful of the grass. 

Jack evidently thought it would be a splendid place 

for a camp, aml without waiting for orders, shouted to 
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the bullock::; to ::;top, and descending from hi::; :scat, after 

laying aside hi::; whip, began to outspan. 

Dyke took in every action, knowing that it was 

only an endorsement of his own thoughts that the full 

river meant in all probability a halt for days. There 

was the pos::;ibility of his being able to swim his horse 

acro::;s somewhere higher up or lower down; but after 

a few minutes' inspection he felt that this was lluite 

hopeless, though, even if it had been practicaLlc, he 

knew that he could not leave his charge. 

So vexatious when so near home ! 

'Might have known,' he said to himself bitterly. 

'Everything was going on too easily. But the rain 

might have stopped for another day or two.' 

He triell hard to be philmwphic and to take matters 

calmly, but it was too harLl work, especially, too, when 

the Kaffir seemed in such high glee, and Lustled aLout 

the outspanning, as if looking forward to come day::; of 

rest, with nothing to do but cat and sleep. 

The boy thought hard as he dismounted, hoLbled his 

coL, and let him begin to graze in company with the 

llraught oxen; but he soon gave that up, and went and 

stood watching the rushing river, knowing full well 

that he was completely shut away from Kopfontein, 

and that he could do nothing but wait patiently till 

the river sank to its old level. 
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'And that,' he said dismally, 'will be quite a week.' 

Things might have been 'Yorse. In fact, some 

people would have been delighted with the position. 

For the spot was beautiful; the mtgon formed a com

fortable sleeping tent, provisions aml water were 

plentiful, aml there was ample opportunity for adding 

to the larder by lying in wait n,t early morning and 

late evening for the birds and animals which came 

from far out in the desert to drink. 

In fact, during his dreary wait, Dyke tried to 

amuse himself by watchino- the various animals that 
"' 

came down one deeply trampled track, on either 

side of which the place was thickly bushed and dotted 

with fine forest trees, well grown, from their nearness 

to water. 

Antelopes of many kinds came down, from tiny 

gazelles up to the great eland. One morning he was 

delighted by the coming of a little herd of about a 

dozen giraffes, and he crouched among the bushes, 

watching them drink ; the towering Lull of about 

eighteen feet in height began by straclclling out its fore

legs in the most ungraceful way, till it could lower 

itself enough to reach the water with its lips. 

Another time he was startlctl by the coming of a 

huge white rhinoceros, which careered through the 

bushes in a fierce, Jetenuinecl way, displaying its 
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great power and indifference to every other Lea:;t of 

the forest. 

Lions, too, came once and pulled down an antelope, 

making the wagon cattle extremely uneasy, but going 

a\vay after their Lanquet, aml trouLling the camp no 

more. 

But the river remained as full as ever, the water:; 

rushing furiously down, and Dyke grew angry at last 

against his brother. 

'Joe knows I 'm overdue,' he said, 'and he ought 

to haYe come to see why I am detained. Why, after 

that rain he ought to have known that the river would 

Le full. It's too Lad. I thought better of him; but 

perhaps he '11 come to-day.' 

And with this hope the boy climbed one of the 

biggest rocks to where he could gaze across the ri\·er 

and over the plain on the other side, looking out in 

expectancy of seeing the big weedy horse his Lrother 

rode coming toward the fonl, but he watched in Yain 

day after clay, while Jack kept the fire going, and 

cooked and ate and slept without a care, not even 

seemino· to b<rive a thought to the ·wife waitinQ· at u '---' ..___. 

Kopfontein, or, judging from appearances, to anything 

else but his own desires. 

'I r:;hould like to kick him a lazy brute!' Dyke 

said to himself; 'but there '~::: nothing to kick him for 
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now. He does all there is to do. I suppose I 'm out of 

temper at having to wait no. Here 'n a whole week 

gone, and the river higher than ever.' 

Dyke had one other novelty to study a novelty 

to him, for previously he had seen but little of them. 

This novelty was a party of baboons of all sizes, from 

the big, heavy males down to the young ones, which 

approached from some distance on the other side, cling

ing to their mothers' backs and necks. These strange, 

dog-like creatures came down from a high clump of 

rocks or kopje regularly every evening in the same way; 

and though they had been heard and seen frequently 

during the daytime, chattering, barking, and gambol

ing about, chasing one another in and out, and over 

the stones, as if thoroughly enjoying the sport, toward 

the time for their visit to the river all would be very 

::;ilent, ami in a cautious, watchful way a big ol<l male, 

who seemecl to be the captain or chief of the clan, 

woulcl suddenly trot out on to a big block, and stand 

there carefully scanning tho patch of forest and tho 

plain beyond for danger. 'l'hon he would change to 

a nearer natural watch-tower, aml have another long 

scrutiny, examining every spot likely to harbour an 

enemy, till, apparently satisfied, he would descend, go 

down to the river and drink, ancl then trot back to his 

lookout. 
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After a few minutes' watch, he would then • g1vc a 

r-;ignal, a quick, short, barking sound, at which the 

rocks beyond, which the moment before had appeared 

to be deserted, suddenly became alive with baboons of 

all sizes, which came running down to the water in 

perfect confluence that all was well, and that their old 

chief high up on the rock would give them fair warn

ing of the approach of any of their feline enemies, 
' 

leopard or lion, with a taste for the semi-human 

kind. 

Upon • one occasiOn Dyke suddenly started up, 

shouted, and fired his gun, for the sake of seeing what 

effect it would have. 

Instant flight he felt sure; but he was not prepared 

for all that followed. 

At the first sound there was a rush-a re<~ular scun·e 
'"' 

qni pe1~t; but there was a methoJ in it. l\Iothers caught 

up their little ones, which fled to them for protection, and 

one big male made a kind of demonstration to cover 

the flight, while the old fellow on the rock sprang 

about, barking, shouting, and making little charges at 

the interrupter, not leaving his post till all had reached 

their sanctuary, when he followed to the kopje, and 

turned with others to stand, barking hoarsely, and 

picking up and throwing stones, with every sign of 

angry defiance, till their persecutor disappeared. 
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Nine days had passed, and then the 
0 

nver beo·an to 
t:) 

shrink rapidly. 

Dyke hailed the change with eagerness, for he had 

boon growing terribly anxious, aml more and more con

vinced that something- must be wrong, or Emson wonld 

have come down to the flooded ford; while at last 

his thoughts had taken a definite shape, one so full 

of horror, that he trembled for tho task he had to 

perform that of O'Oino· home to put matters to the 
- t:) t:) 

proof. 

He shivered at the idea, for now he coulcl only 

place this terrible interpretation upon his brother's 

silence he must have come to meet him, tried to swim 

his horse across the river, aml have been swept 

away. 

That last night was almost sleepless, for whenever 

the boy droppeLl off, with the light of the fire they kept 

up glancing on tho canvas, he started back into wakeful

ness again, wondering whether the river was still going 

clown, or some fancied sound meant a fresh accession 

to the flood-waters coming down from the mountains. 

The morning broke at last, and leaping out of the 

wagon, Dyke ran down toward the river, closely 

followed by the dog, now nearly recovered, scaring 

away a buck which had been lm·kin()' in the covert, 
"' 

the graceful little creature bounding away before hrm 
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giYing pretty good proof of the satisfactory Htate of 

the ri \·or by dashing over tho thick bed of intervening 

sand and stones, splashing through the water, and 

bounding up the other side. 

The waters were clown, leaving a deep bed of sand, 

and with a place to ford that was evidently not knee

deep. 

Dyke ran excitedly back, gave his orders, and to 

Jack's great disgust he had to inspan, mount on the 

wagon-box, and shout to the oxen to t?'ek, tho well. 

reRtecl beasts willingly dragging the wagon through 

the heavy loose drift and down into the water, which 

did not rise to tho naves of the wheels. It took rather 

a hard pull to get up the other side, but the difficulty 

was soon mastered, the bullocks following Breezy, 

as his master led the way, and in hal£ an hour 

after starting they were at last well on the road to 

Kopfontein, whose rocky mound stood up clearly in 

the morning light. 

Dyke restrained his impatience a little longer that 

is, till the wagon was well on its way over the 

plain; then touching Breezy's sides he went on ahead 

at a ga11op, the roofing of tho house and sheds gradually 

growing plainer; then there were the ostrich-pens, with 

a few dimly soon birds stalking about, and oldoct after 

object coming rapiLlly into sight. But there was no 
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one visible: there appeared to be no l>lue threa(l of 

smoke rising in the morning air, where Tanta Sal 

was boiling the kettle; all looked. wonderfully still, 

an(l had it not been for the ostriches here and there, 

Dyke would have been disposed to think the place 

was deserted. 

On, still nearer and nearer, but no one appeared, and 

again still nearee, and his lips parted to utter a loud 

shout to announce his coming. 

But somehow the cry froze in his throat, and he 

dared not utter it; the place was deserted, he felt sure. 

Tanta Sal must have gone off to seek her tribe after the 

terrible catastrophe, for Dyke felt sure now that his 

surmise was right, and that Emson ha<l been drowned 

in trying to ford the river and come to meet him . 
• 

The boy's spirits sank lower and lower as he checked 

his horse's pace to a canter, hushing the beat of its feet 

upon the soft sancl as he rode on, seeing no one Rtirring, 

anrl at last, in the deepest despair, feeling as if he dare 

go no farther. But just at that moment a low crooning 

sound fell upon hi" car, aml the reaction was so 

smhlen anrl so great that Dyke nearly Rhonted alowl 

as he pressed on to the door, feeling now that he had 

been letting his imagination run riot, and that there 

was not.hing whatever the matter. In fact, that was 

his brother's tall gaunt horse grazing where it ha•l been 
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hidden from his sight by one of the low, shed-like 

buildings. 
'What a lot of stuff one can fancy!' said Dyke to 

himself. '\Yhy, it's early yet, and poor ol<l Joe hasn t 

got up. I '11 give him rmch a rom;er.' 

Tile next minute he had pullerl up, thrown his rein 

oyer the cob's head, as 

the open doorway from 

sound. 

he dismounted, and ran to 

whence came the croonino· 
'"' 

'Morning, Tant,' he crierl to the woman, who sat 

crouched together on the floor. 

Then a,s his eyes ca,ught sight of the pallet in the 

corner of the room, he shouted : 

'Joe, olcl ma,n, what is it? Arc you ill?' 

makee noisy,' cried the woman ; 'shoo, shoo, 

shoo. Baas Joe go die.' 

• 

~-' . 



CHAPTER XYIII. 

A TEST OF )fAXIIOOD. 

YKE uttered a cry of horror as he ran to 

the bedside and sank upon his knees, 

gazing wildly in his brother's dark, thin 

face, with its wild eyes, in which was no 
• 

sign of recognition, though Emson kept on mutter-

ing in a low voice. 

'Joe Joe, old fellow, don't you know me?' 

There was no reply, and in his agony of spirit 

Dyke caught his burning, dry hand, and pressed it. 

'Speak to me!' he cried. ' How long have you been 

ill ? What is it, Joe ? Tell me. What am I to do ? ' 

No answer; but the muttering went on, and 

turned to the Kaffir -..voman. 

'How long has he been ill ?' 

'Baas Joe go die,' said the woman, nodding her 

head. 
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'No, no; he will be bettor soon. When was he 

taken ill ? ' 

'Baas Joe go die,' said the woman with horrible 

persistence. ' No eat no drink no sleep. Go die.' 

'Go away!' cried Dyke wildly. 'You are as bad as 

one of those horrible birds. Get out!' 

The woman smiled, for she did not understand a 

word. The gesture of pointing to the door was suffi

cient, and she went out, leaving the brothers alone. 

'Joe!' cried Dyke wildly. 'Can't you speak to 

me, olcl chap ? Can't you tell me what to (lo? I 

want to help you, but I am so stupid and ignorant. 

What can I do ?' 

The muttering went on, and tho big erst strong man 

slowly rolled his head from side to side, staring away 

into the past, and semling a chill of horror through 

tho boy. 

For a few moments Dyke bowed his head right 

into his hands, and uttered a low groan of agony, 

completely overcome by the horror of his position

alone there in that wild place, five or six clays' journey 

from any one, and hundreds of miles from a doctor, 

even if he had known where to go. 

He broke down, and crouched there bv the bedside 
• 

completely prostrate for a few minutes not for more. 

Then the terrible emergency stirred him to action, 
N 
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and he sprang up ready to fight the great danger for 

his brother's sake, and determined to face all. 

What to do? 

He needed no telling what was wrong ; his brother 

was down with one of the terrible African fevers 

that swept away so many of the whites who braved 

the dangers of the land, and Dyke knew that he must 

act at once if the poor fellow's life was to be saved. 

But how ? What was he to do ? 

To get a doctor meant a long, long journey with a 

wagon. He felt that it would be impossible to make 

that journey with a horse alone, on account of the 

necessity for food for himself and steed. But he could 

not go. If he did, he felt that it would be weeks 

before he could get back with medical assistance, 

even if he reached a doctor, and could prevail upon 

him to como. And in that time Joe, left to the care 

of this half-savage woman, who had quito made up 

her mind that her maRter would die, would be dead 

indeed. 

No: the only chance of saving him was never to 

leave his side. 

Fever! Yes, they had medicine in the house for 

fever. Quinine W arburgh drops and chlorodyne. 

Which would it be best to give? 

Dyke hurried to the chest which contained their 
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valuables and odds and ends, and soon routed out 

the medicines, deciding at once upon quinine, and 

mixing a strong dose of that at once, according to the 

instructions given upon the bottle. 

That given, the boy seated himself upon a box by 

the bed's head, asking himself what he ought to do 

next. 

He took Emson's hand again, and felt his pulse, but 

it only told him what he knew that there was a 

terrible fever raging, and the pulsations were quick 

and heavy through the burning skin. 

A sudden thought struck him now. The place was 

terribly hot, and he hurriedly opened the little window 

for the,breeze to pass through. 

There was an alteration in the temperature at once, 

but·he knew that was not enough, and running to the 

door, he picked up a bucket, and called for Tanta Sal, 

who came slowly. 

'Baas Joe go die. Jack?' 

She pointed away over the plain, and Dyke nodded. 

'Yes, Jack is coming. Go, quick! fetch water.' 

The woman understood, and taking the bucket, went 

off at once towards where the cool spring gurgled 

among the rocks at the kopje. 

The· feeling of terrible horror and fear attacked 

Dyke again directly, and he shrank from going to his 
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brother's side, lest he should sec him pass away to 

leave him alone there in the desert; but a sensation of 

shame came to displace the fear. It was selfish, he felt ; 

and with a new thought coming, he went to the back 

of the door, took down the great heavy scissors with 

which he and Emson had often operated upon the 

ostrich feathers, cutting them off short, and leaving 

the quill stumps in tho birds' skins, where after a time 

they withered and fell out, giving place to new 

plumes. Then kneeling down by the head of the rough 

Led, he began to shear away the thick close locks of 

hair from about the sick man's temples, so that the 

brain might be relieved of some of the terrible heat. 

This done, he went to the chest, and got out a couple 

of handkerchiefs. 

His stay in that torrid clime had taught him much, 

but he had never thought of applying a little physical 

fact to the purpose he now intended. For he knew 

that if a bottle or jug of water were surrounded by 

a wet cloth and kept saturated, either in a draught 

or in the sun, the great evaporation which went on 

would cool the water within the vessel. 

'And if it will do this,' Dyke thought, 'why will it 

not cool poor Joe's head ? ' 

He bent down over him, and spoke softly, then 

loudly; but Emson was perfectly unconscious, and 
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wanclering in his delirium, muttering wonb constantly, 

but what they were Dyke could not grasp. 

In a few minutes Tanta Sal re-appeared with the 

bucket of cool spring-water. 

'Baas Joe go die,' she said, shaking her head as she 

set it down; and then, without waiting to be told to 

go, she went round to the back, and began to pile up 

fuel and fan the expiring fire, before proceeding to 

make and bake a cake. 

Meanwhile, Dyke had been busy enough. He had 

soaked one of the handkerchiefs in the bucket, and 

laid it dripping right across Emson's brow and temples, 

leaving it there for a few minutes, while he prepared 

the other. The minutes were not many when he took 

off the first to find it quite hot, an(l he replaced it with 

the other, which became hot in turn, and was changed; 

and so he kept on for quite an hour, with the result 

that his brother's mutterings grew less rapid and 

loud, so that now and then the boy was able to 

catch a word here and a word there. All disconnected, 

but suggestive of the trouble that was on the sick 

man's mind, for they were connected with the birds, 

and his ill-luck, his voice taking quite a despairing 

tone as he cried : 

'No good. Failure, failure nothing succeeds. It is 

of no use.' 



21G A TEST OF :MA~HOOD. 

And then, in quito a piteous tone : 

'Poor Dyke l So hard for him.' 

This was too much. The tears welled up in the 

boy's eyes, but he mastered his emotion, and kept on 

laying the saturated Lamlages upon his Lrother's 

brow, watching by him hour after hour, forgetful of 

everything, till all at once there was a low1, deep 

barking, and Duke trotted into the house, to come up 

to the bedside, raise himself up, and begin pawing at 

the friend he had not seen for so long. 

'It's no good, Duke, old chap,' said Dyke sadly ; 

' he don't know you. Go and lie down, old man. Go 

away.' 

The dog dropped clown on all-fours at once, and 

quickly sought his favourite place in one corner of the 

room, seeming to comprehend that he was not wanted 

there, and evidently understanding the order to lie 

down. 

The coming of the dog was followed by the approach 

of the wagon, and the lowing of the bullocks as they 

drew near to their familiar quarters ; the cows 

answered, and Duke leaped up and growled, uttering 

a low bark, but returned to his comer ·as soon as 

bidden. 

At first Dyke had felt Rtunned by the terrible 

calamity which had overtaken his brother; but first 
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one and then another thing haJ been suggested to his 

mind, and the busy action had seemed to clear his 

brain. 

This cool application had certainly had some effect; 

aml as he changed the handkerchief again, he saw 

plainly enough what he must do next. 

Wiping his hands, he sought for paper and pencil, 

and wrote in a big round hanu : 

'I came home ancl found rny brother here, 

at J{opfontein, bacl with fever. He does not 

know me. Pn~y send to fetch c~ cloctoT.' 

He folded this, then doubled it small, and tied it up 

with a piece of string, after directing it to ' Herr 

Hans Morgenstern, at the Store.' 

This clone, he once more changed the wet hand

kerchiefs, and went out to find Jack outspunning the 

cattle, and talking in a loud voice to his wife. 

'Jack,' he said, 'the baa'> is very bad. You must go 

back to Morgenstern's and take this.' 

He handed the tied-up paper to the Kaffir, who took 

it, turned it over, and then handed it back, looking at 

his young master in the most helplessly stupid way. 

Dyke repeated the order, and pointed toward the 

direction from which they had come, forcing the letter 

into Jack's hand. 

It was returned, though, the next moment. 
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'Jack bring wagon all alone,' he said. 

'Yes, I know ; Lut you must go back • agam. Take 

plenty of mealies, and go to Morgenstern's and give 

him that.' 

'Jack bring wagon all alone,' the black said again; 

and try how Dyke would, he did not seem as if he 

could make the Kaffir understand. 

In despair he turned to Tanta Sal, and in other 

words bade her tell her husband go back at once; that 

he might take a horse if he thought he could ride one; 

if not, he must walk back to .Morgenstern's, and carry 

the letter, and tell him that the baas was bad. 

'Baas Joe go die,' said the woman, nodding her head. 

'No, no; he will live if we help,' criell Dyke wildly. 

'Now, tell Jack he must go back at once, as soon as he 

has had some mealies.' 

'Baas Joe go die,' reiterated the woman. 

'Hold your tongue!' roared Dyke angrily. 'You 

understand what I mean. Jack is to go back Do 

you hear, Jack ? Go back, and take that to l\Iorgen-

t ' ' s ern s. 

The Kaffir and his wife stared at him heavily, with 

their lower jaws dropped, and after several more 

efforts, Dyke turned hack to the house to continue his 

ministrations. 

'They understand me, both of them,' he cried 
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bitterly ; 'but he does not want to go, and Tant wants 

him to stay. What shall I do? What shall I do?' 

He chang-ed the handkerchiefs, and rushed out 
~ 

again, but the Kaffirs were invisible; and going round 

to the back, he found Jack squatted on his heels, eating 

the hot cake his wife was baking. But though Dyke 

tried command and entreaty, the pair only listened to 

him in a dazed kind of way, and it was quite evident 

that unless he triell violence he would not be able to 

make the Kaffir stir; while even if he did use force, he 

felt that Jack would only go a short distance and 

there remain. 

'And I can't leave here! I can't leave here!' groaned 

Dyke; 'it would be like saying good-bye to poor Joe 

for ever.' 

Clinging to the faint hope that after he had been 

well fed and rested, the Kaffir might be made to 

fulfil the duty required of him, Dyke went on tending 

his brother, with the satisfactory result of seeing 

him drop at last into a troubled sleep, from which, 

two hours after, he started up to call out for Dyke. 

'I'm here, Joe, old chap. Can't you see me?' said 

the boy piteously. 

' No use : tell him no use. Madness to come. All 

are dying. Poor Dyke! So hard so hard!' 

Dyke felt his breast swell with emotion, and then 
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came a fresh horror: the evening was drawing on, and 

he would be alone there with the sick man, watching 

through the darkness, and ignorant of how to act

what to do. And now the thought of his position, 

alone there in the great desert, seemed more than he 

could bear; the loneliness so terrible, that once more, 

in the midst of the stifling heat, he shuddered and 

turned cold. 
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STERLIXG COl~. 

YKE EMSON sat in the darkness there 

alone. He had seen no more of Jack 

and Tanta Sal since the evening. The 

latter had looked in, stared stupidly, said 

' Baas Joe go die,' once more, and roused the boy into 

such a pitch of fury that he came nigh to throw

ing something at her. Then she left the room with 

her husband, and Dyke was alone. 

He felt ready to give up, and throw himself upon 

his face in hiR great despair, for hour by hour the feel

ing strengthened that his brother was indeed dying 

fast; and as he sat there in the midst of that terrible 

solitude, shut in, as it were, by the black darkness, 

his busy imagination flooded his brain with thoughts 

of what he would ha\'e to do. 

The fancy maddened him, for it seemed cruel and 
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horrible to think of such a thing when his brother lay 

there muttering in the delirium ; but the thought would 

come persistently, and there was the picture vividly 

standing out before him. For his mind was in such an 

unnatural state of exaltation that he could not keep it 

hidden from his mental gaze. 

There it all was, over and over again : that place 

he had selected where it was nearly always shaded

in that rift in the kopje where the soft herbage grew, 

and climbed and laced overhead, while the low murmur 

of the water gurgling from the rocks in the next rift 

fell gently upon his car. He had selected that spot 

because it was so calm and peaceful, and drawn poor J oc 

there upon the little sled. He saw it all the shallow, 

dark bed he had dug in the soft earth, where his 

brother was to rest in peace, with all the suffering at 

an end. There were big, mossy pieces of granite there, 

which would cover and protect the poor fellow's 

resting-place, and a smooth, perpendicular face of rock 

above, on which he saw himself, chipping out with 

hammer and cold chisel the one worrl 'Joe.' 

And then--

Back came the terrible scene, and over and over 

again, till, setting his teeth han], Dyke sprang up, 

ancl went to another bucket of water which lw ha'l 

made Jack understand he was to fetch 1cfore he left 
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him some hours ago, and drank long and deeply before 

returning to the rough pallet, renewing the cold 

bandage again, and then sinking upon his knees to 

bury his face in his hands. 

For a full hour Dyke knelt there in the black dark

ness as if asleep, exhausted by the great mental and 

bodily fatigue, but hearing every movement thrilled 

by the piteous words which came from his brothe1·'s 

lips. Then with a strange feeling of calm rest filling 

his breast, he raised his head, bent over the sick man, 

aml took· the hot, burning hand to hold it to his 

cheek. 

'I won't be such a coward as to break down now, 

Joe, old chap,' he said softly, and as if it were a confi

dential whisper which his brother heard. 'I was so 

tired, and I was frightened to see you like this, but 

I 'rn going to try and play the man now, and and 

I '11 stick to you, Joe, to the '--

He was going to say 'last,' but he checked it, with 

something like a sob rising to his lips. 

' Till till you get better, old man, and I can 

help you to go and sit in my old corner in the shade 

among the rocks. For you 're going to be better soon, 

old chap; and though you 're very bad, ancl it's dark, 

and help is so far away, we're not alone, Joe-we're 

not alone.' 
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No: not alone! 

For as the boy knelt there, holding that burning 

hand, there came the long, low, yelping wail of the 

jackals prowling around, as if they scented death in 

the air; and as the dismal sound swept here and there 

about the lonely house, coming and going, and at 

times apparently quite close, Dyke shuddered. But 

the next moment there arose the deep-toned, fierce roar 

of a lion, far away possibly, yet in its tremendous 

power sounding so near that it might have been close 

at hand. 

Then the yelping of the jackals ceased, as if the 

foul creatures had been scared away by the nobler 

boast; and after a few uneasy movements among the 

frightened cattle in the pen<>, all was still with a great 

solemnity, which thrilled the boy to his deepest 

depths. 

And then it seemed to Dyke that it was not so 

dark, and he rose and walked softly to the open door 

to stan(l looking out, wondering and awe-stricken at 

the grandeur of the scene above his head. For it 

was as if the heavens were marked across the zenith 

by a clearly cut line the edge of a black cloud and 

on one side all was darkness, on the other a dazzling 

sheen of stars, glittering and bright as he thought he 

had never seen them before; w bile the darkness was 
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being swept away, and fresh stars sprang out from the 

dense curtain minute by minute, and seemed to rain 

down myriacls of points of light. 

He stooLl thoro till he heard a low, weary sigh from 

tho rough bed, and turned back in time to hoar a few 

muttered words, aml then all was silent once again. 

Dyke trembled, and something seemed to hold him 

fast chained, as if in a troubled dream. 

Then with a wild cry he fell upon his. knees, and 

strctcheLl out his tremLling hands to touch his brother's 

brow, and the reaction came, for it was not as he 

thought. The head was cooler, and there was a faint 

moisture about the temples, while the muttering was 

renewed for a few moments, and ended with a sigh. 

Dyke's hands wore :;;oftly passed then to his 

brother's breast, which rose and fell gently, and when 

he lot his fingers glide along the arm that had been 

tossed to one side, there the toll-tale pulse beat rapi(lly 

still at the wrist, but not certainly not so herwily 

and hurried in every throb, for Joe Emson was sleep

ing as he had not slept for many clays. 

The hours went on till, as Dyke sat there, the 

darkness began to pass, and the watcher was conscious 

of a double dawn. The first in himself, where, as he 

crouched by the bed, and thought of words that harl 

never impressed him much before, it was a.s if Hope 
0 
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were rising slowly, and it strengthened in its pale, soft 

light, and mingled "'ith the faint gray which began 

to steal in through the narrow window. And this too 
~ 

lengthened and strengthened, till it began to glow. 

The fowls the few they had left told that it was day. 

Once more he could hear the ostriches chuckling, hiss

ing, and roaring, and the lowing of the cows and 

bullocks Rounded pleasant and welcome, as a fresh, soft 

air began to play through the door. 

The shadows within the room grew paler, till, all 

at once, they darkened again in the corners, for the 

full beams of the sun suddenly stole in through the 

window, and played upon the opposite wall, which 

glowed in orange and gold. 

But Dyke tlid not sec the refulgent hues with 

which the shabby white-wash and prints were paintctl, 

for he was watching his brother's face, all so terribly 

chn,nged since their last parting. The eyes were sunken, 

and hollows showed about the temples and cheeks. 

There was a terrible dry blackness, too, about the 

skin; while the hands that lay upon the bed were 

thin and fnll of starting tendons, all tokens of the 

fever which had laid the strono· man low. 
"' 

But he wa'l sleeping, and sleep at such a time meant 

life; while the head, bared now by the rough shem·ing 

Dyke had given the preYions evening, was hot, but not 
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burning with that terrible fire which scorches out the 

very life where it has commencetl to glow. 

'Baas Joe dead?' said a voice at the door, and Dyke 

started to his feet to seize a short, heavy whip ; but 

Kaffir Jack dicl not stop to sec it seizecl. He turned 

and fled, while a low muttering growl ronscrl the hoy 

to the fact that the clog had been there in the corner 

all the night, and now came forward to thrust a cool 

nose into his master's hand. 

'Why, Duke, old chap, I 'd forgotten you,' said 

Dyke softly. The clog gave his tail a series of rapirl 

wags, and then came to the bedside, looked at the sick 

man, whined softly, and then sat and rcsterl his muzzle 

upon one of the feeble hands, watching the face 

intently, and as if meaning to keep guard there. 

Dyke followed, and laid his ham] on the clog's head; 

but the faithful animal did not stir. 

' No, Duke, old man, Baas Joe is not dead yet,' 

whispPrccl Dyke, as he gazed at his brother's face; 

'and, please Gorl, we 're going to bring him safely back 

to what he was.' 

Duke did not move his head ; but he raised his tail 

once, and brought it down npon the floor with a heavy 

-?chop! 
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CHAPTER XX. 

A SOI!E STHAIT. 

and watch,' said Dyke; and leaving 

tho dog in charge, he went out into the 

glorious light of day, feeling strong now, 

but horribly weak. 

A contradiction, but a fact, for though he had drunk 

of the cool fresh water several times, he had taken 

nothing since the previous morning, and if he had 

to nurse Emson back to life, he knew that he must 

gather force by means of food. 

He had to carry on the work of the place still, he 

felt, as his brother was helpless ; and as he walked 

round to the back of the premises, he began to feel 

Romething like wonder at the terrible despair from 

which he had suffered since his return. For every

thing looked so bright and cheery and home-like, and 

the world around him so beautiful, that he felt ready 

for any new struggle in the great fight for life. 
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'She's always squatting over a fire,' said D,Yke to 

himself, as he went round to tho back, for there was 

Tanta Sal down in a wonderfully frog-like attitude, 

turning herself into a very vigorous natural bellows, 

to make the fire glow under the kettle. 

She looked up and smiled, drawing back her thick 

lips as the lad approached. 

' Baas Joe die ? ' she said. 

'Look hero!' rom·ecl Dyke fiercely: 'don't you say 

that to me again. No No No NO!' 

Tanta Sal stareLl at him and shook her head. 

'Breakfast!' cried Dyke laconically. 

That she understood, and Dyke hurried away to 

take a sharp glance round before going back to his 

lJrothor' s side. 

It was needed. The cows were not milked, and 

not likely to be; the hor::;es had not been fed, and 

tho ostriches were clamouring for food. 

Just tben he saw Jack peeping at him from round 

the corner of one of tho sheds ; but as soon as he 

caught sight of his young master, he drew back. 

Instead of going on, Dyke darted round to the 

other side of the building, knowing full well that if 

he ran after him, Jack would dash off more quickly 

than he could. So stopping and creeping on over the 

sand, he peeped rouml and saw the man before him 

/ 
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ju:;t about to perform tho same act. Consequently 

Dyke was able to pounce upon the Kaffir, whom he 

seized by tho waist-cloth. 

'Here I want vou' he cried stomlv and in a o:rutf 
' J ' ~ ' ~ 

voice which he hardly knew for his own. 

'Baas want ? ' 

' Yes : go and begin milking the cows. I 'II send 

Tant to you directly.' 

The man showed his teeth, aml :;tood shaking his 

head. 

To his utter astonii'Jlnnent Dyke l-3hiftecl his grasp, 

and caught him by the throat with one hand, and 

shook his fist in his face. 

'took here,' he said ; 'you can understand 

when you like, aml you've got to understand 

Baas Joe's sick.' 

'Baas Joe go die,' said the man. 

En<Ylish 
"' 

it now. 

'Baas Joe go live,' cried Dyke fiercely, 'aml he 'II 

fiog you well if you don't behave yourself. You go 

and milk those two cows, and then feed the ostriches 

and horses, or I'll fetch Duke to watch you, so look 

out.' 

Jack's jaw dropped at the mention of the dog, and 

he hurried away; while Dy ko, after a glance at the 

wagon, which stood just where it had been dragged 

with its load, was about to re-enter the house, when 
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he caught sight of three Kaffirs watching him from 

beyoml one of the ostrich-pens. 

'Who are you ?' he saicl to himse1f. 'What do they 

want?' 

He went quickly towanl them, but they turned and 

fled as bard as they could go, assegai in hand, aml 

the boy stopped aml watched them for some time, 

thinking very seriously, for he began to divine wbat 

it all meant. 

'They have hearcl from Tant that Joe is dying, ancl 

I suppose I'm nobody. They are hanging about to 

share everytl1ing in the place with our two; bt~t '--

Dyke's bnt meant a gooLl deal. The position wns 

growing serious, yet he did not feel dismay eel, for, to 

usc his own words, it seemed to stir him up to show 

fight. 

'And I will, too,' he saicl through his teeth. 'I 'II 

let 'em see.' 

He went back into the house to find Emson sleeping, 

and apparently neither he nor the clog had moved. 

'Ah, Duke, that's right,' said Dyke. 'I shall want 

yon. You can keep watch for me when I go away.' 

Just then Tanta Sal came in, smiling, to tell him 

that breakfast was ready, ancl he began to question 

her about when his brother was taken ill. But either 

from ohtuseness or obstinacy, he coulcl get nothing 
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from the woman, and he was about to let her go while 

he ate his breakfast of mealie cake ami hot milk; 

but a sudden thought occurred to him. Had those 

Kaffirs been about there before ? 

He asked the woman, but in a moment her smile 

had gone, and she was staring at him helplessly, 

apparently quite unable to comprehend the drift of his 

questions; so he turned from her in a pet, to hurry 

through his breakfast, thinking the wl1ile of what he 

had better do. 

He ~oon decided upon his fir~t step, and that was to 

try and get Jack off to Morgenstern's with his letter; 

aml after attending to Emson and repeating the medi

cine he hatl given the previous day, he went out, to 

find that the animals had been fell, aml that Jack was 

having his own breakfast with his wife. 

There was a smile for him directly from both, and 

he plunged into his business at once; but as he wont on, 

tho smiles llicd out, and all he said was received in a 

dull, stolid way. Neither Jack nor his wife would 
• 

understand what he meant -their denseness was im

pcnetralJlo. 

'It's of no use to threaten him,' said Dyke to him

self, as he went back; 'he would only run away and 

take Taut with him, and then I should be ton times 

worse off than I am now. I must go myself. Yes, I 
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coul•l take two horses, ancl ri,]e first one ancl 

other, and so get over the ground faster. 

do it in a third of the time.' 
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then the 

I coul(l 

But he shook his head wearily a-; he glanced at 

where Em son lay. 

'I dare not leave him to them. I should never see 

him again alive.' 

It was quite plain: the Kaffirs hac! marked clown 

the baas for dead, and unless watched, they would not 

trouble themselves to try to sase him by moving a 

hand. 

Dyke shuclclcreLI, for if he were absent he felt the 

possibility of one of the strangers he had f:ieen, helping 

them so as to share or rob. No: he dared not go. 

But could he not have the \Yagon ma•le comfortable, 

store it with necessaries, get Emson lifted in, ami then 

drive the oxen himself ? 

It took no consideration. It would be madness, he 

felt, to attempt such a thing. It would be fatal at 

once, he knew; and, besides, he dared not take the sick 

man on such a journey without being sure that he 

wou),] be received at the house at the journey's encl. 

No: that was impossible. 

Another thought. It was evident that Jack was 

determined not to go back alone to 1\Iorgenstem's, but 

wouiLI it be possible to semi a more faithful messenger 
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-the clog? He had read of dogs Leing sent to places 

with despatches attached to their collars. Why slwuld 

not Duke go? He knew the '\Yay, and once made to 

understand.--

Dyke shook his head. It was too much to expect. 

The journey was too long. How was the dog to Le 

protectecl from wilcl Lea->ts at night, and allowing that 

he coulcl run the gantlet of those dangers, how was 

the poor Lrute to be fed? 

'No, no, no,' cried the boy passionately ; 'it is too 

much to think. It is fate, and I must see Joe through 

it myself. He is better, I am sure.' 

There was every reason for thinking so, and nurtur

ing the hope that his brother had taken the turn, 

Dyke determined to set to work ttnd go on as if all 

was well just as if Emson were aLout and seeing to 

thing::; himself. 

'You know I woul(ln't neglect you, olcl chap,' he said 

affectionately, as he bent over the couch and gazed in 

the sunken features ; 'I shall 1Je close by, and will 

keep on coming in.' 

Then a thought struck him, and he called-the watch

ful dog away and fed him, Lefore sending him Lack to 

the bedside, and going out to examine the ostriches 

more closely. 

Dyke's heart sank as he visited pen after pen. 
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Either from neglect or disease, several of the Linls had 

1lied, and were lying aLout the place, partly eaten Ly 

jackals; while of the young ones hatched from the 

nest of eggs brought home with such high hopes, not 

one was left. 

'Poor Joe!' sighed Dyke, as he looked round des

pondently, and thought of his brother's words, which, 

broken aml incoherent as they were, told of the dis

appointment and bittemess which had followed the 

long, weary trial of his experiment. 
• 

And now, with the poor fellow broken down and 

completely helpless, the miserable dead birch, the 

wretched look of those still living, and the general 

neglect, made Dyke feel ready to turn away in despair. 

But he set his teeth hard and went about with a 

fierce energy rearranging the birds in their pens, and 

generally working as if this were all a mere accident 

that only wanted putting straight, for everything to go 

on prosperously in the future. 

It was hard work, feeling, as Dyke did, that it was 

a hopeless task, and that a complete change a 

thorouah new beainnirw-must be made for there to be 
0 0 0 

the slightest chance for success. But he kept on, the 

task becoming quite exciting when the great birds 

turned restive or showed fight, and a disposition to 

go everywhere but where they were wanted. 
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Then he fetched Jack, who came unwillingly, acting 

as if he believed some new scheme was about to 

be triecl to send him off to the olll trader's. But he 

worked Letter when he found that he was only to Llmg 

away the remains of one or two dead birds, and to 

fetch water and do a little more cleaning. 

Dyke divided his time between seeing that the 

work was done, aml going to and fro to his brother's 

couch, now feeling hopeful as he fancied that he was 

sleeping more easily. At the second visit, too, his 

hopes grew more strong; but at the third they went 

clown to zero, for to his horror the heat flush anll 

violent chill returned with terrible delirium, and the 

Loy began to blame himself for not doing something 

more about getting a doctor, for Emson seemed to Le 

worse than he was at his retum. 

By degrees, though, it dawned upon him that this 

might not be a sign of going back, only a peculiarity of 

malarial fever, in some forms of which he knew that 

the sufferer had regular claily fits, which lasted for a 

certain time and then passecl away, leaving the patient 

exhausted, but better. 

This might be one of these attacks, he felt, and he 

sat watching and trying to gi \'e relief; but in vain, for 

the delirium increased, aml the symptoms looked as 

bad as they coulcl Lc, for a man to live. 
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And now once more the utter helplessness of his 

position came upon Dyke, and he sat there listening to 

his brother';-; wild words, trying to fit them together 

aml grasp his meaning, but in vain. He bathed the 

burning head and applied the wet bandages, hut they 

seemed to afford no relief whatever; and at last 

growing more despondent than ever, he felt that 

he could not bear it, and just at dusk he went outside 

the door to try to think, though really to get away 

for a few minutes from the terrible scene. 

Then his conscience smote him for what he told 

himself was an act of cowardice, and he hurried back 

to the bcclsicle, to find that, short as had been his 

absence, it hacl been long enough for a great change to 

take place. 

In fact, the paroxysm had passed, and the poor 

fellow's brow was covered with a fine perspiration, his 
• 

breathing easier, aml he was eviclently sinking into a 

restful sleep. 

Dyke stood watching aml holding his brother's hand 

till he could thoroughly believe that this was the ca"lc, 

and then tottered out once more into the comparati\·ely 

cool evening air, to fin(l Jack or his wife, and tell them 

to bring something for him and the clog to cat, for 

he had seen nothing of either of them for many 

hours. 
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He walked rounJ to the back, but there was no fire 

smouldering, and no one in the narrow, yard-like place; 

so he went on to the shed in which the servants slept, 

and tapped at the rough door. 

But there was no answer, and 

expecting to see Jack lyino· there . "' 
nor his wife was visible. 

upon looking in, 

asleep, neither he 

How was that? Gone to fetch in fuel from· where 

it was piled up in a stack? No: for there was plenty 

against the side of one of the flheds. 

What then water ? Yes, that would be it. Jack 

aml Tanta Sal had gone together to the kopje for 

company's sake to fetch three or four buckets from the 

cool fresh spring, of whoso use he hau been so lavish 

during the past day. They had gone evidently before 

it was quite dark; and, feeling hungry and exhausted 

now, he walked ronnel to where the wagon Rtooll, 

recnJling that there wa;, some dry cnke left in the 

locker, and meaning to oat of this to relieve the 

painfully faint sensation. 

He climbed up into the wagon, and lifted the lid of 

the chest, but there was no mealie cake there; .Jack or 

Tant must have taken it out. So going back to the 

house where Emson was sleeping quietly, the boy 

dipped a pannikin into the bucket standing there, and 

drank thirstily before going outside again to watch 
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for the Kaffir senants' return, feeling impatient now, 

and annoyed that they should have neglected him for 

so long. 

But there was no sign of their approach. The night 

waR coming on fast, anll a faint star or two became 

visible, wltile the granite kopje rose up, softly rounded 

in the e,·ening light, with a faint glow appearing from 

behinrl it, just as if the moon were beginning to rise 

there. 
He waited and waited till it was perfectly plain 

that the man conl<l not he coming from fetching wate1·, 

and, startled at this, he shouted, and then hurriedly 

looked ahout in the various buildings, but only to fin<l 

them empty. 

Startled now, more than he cared to own to him;;;elf, 

Dyke ran back to the Kaffir's lodge, and looke,l in 

again. There were no assegais leaning against the 

wall, nothing visible there whatever, and half stunned 

by the thought which had como upon him with terrible 

violence, the boy went slowly hack to the house, and 

sat down by "·here Duke was watching the sleeping 

man. 

'Alone I alone ! ' . muttered Dyke with a groan ; 

',they have gone and left us. Joe, J oo, old man, can't 

you spenl: to me ? \Y e are forsaken. Speak to me, 

for I cannot even think now. What shall I do ? ' 



CHAPTER XXI. 

DYKE SETS HIS TEETH. 

0 answer came from the couch where 

Emson lay exhausted by his last periodi

cal paroxysm of fever. The dog whined 

softly, and in his way unintentionally 

comforted his master by comforting himself. That i~ 

to say, eager for human company, he crept closer, so 

that he could nestle his head against him, and be in 

touch. 

That touch was pleasant, and it made Dyke pass his 

arm round the dog's neck and draw him nearer, Duke 

respomling with a whine of satic;faction, followecl lJy a 

sound strongly resembling a grunt, as he settled him

self down, just as the answer came to the lad's question, 

' What shall I do ! ' 

It was Nature who answered in her grand, wise way, 

an<l it was as if she Rai<l : 

' There is only one thing you can do, my poor, heart-
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sore, weary one : sleep. 

the fight to come.' 

Rest, and gain 
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streno·th for 
0 

Aml in the silence and gathering darkness a calm, 

sweet insensibility to all his troubles stole over Dyke; 

he sank lower and lower till his head rested against the 

skins, aml the coarse, sack-like pillow, formed of rough, 

unsaleable ostrich-feathers; and it was not until twelve 

hours after that he moved, or felt tlmt there was a 

world in which he occupied a place, with stern work 

cut out for him to achieve. 

It was the touch of something cold upon his cheek 

that roused the sleeper, and that something cold was 

the clog's nose. 

Dyke did not start ; he merely opened his eyeR 

quietly, and looked up at those gazing at him, and, 

thoroughly comforted and rested, he smiled in tho 

dog's face. 
• 

'Get out, you old rascal,' he said. 'You know you've 

no business to do that.' 

Duke uttered a satisfied bark, and then began 

to caper about the room to show his delight at 

tho solemn silence of tho place being broken; but 

stopped directly, and made for the door in alarm, so 

sudclon was the spring his master made to his feet 

-so wild anrl angry the cry tho boy uttered as he bent 

over the bed. 
1' 
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For full consciousness ha<l ~·eturne<l like a flash, 

and as be crie<l, 'I've 1een asleep! I 've 1een asleep!' 

he gazed down at his brother, horrified at the thought 

of what might have happened, and fnll of self-reproach 

for what he felt to ha\'e been l1is cruel neglect. 

But Emson was just as he had seen him last c\·cn 

his hands were exactly as they ha(l lain in the dark

ness the previons night and when Dyke placed his 

hand upon the poor fellow's head, it felt fairly cool 

and moist. 

Dyke's spirits rose a little at this, but his self

reproach was as great as ever. 

'Oh!' he muttered angrily, 'and I pretend to care 

for him, and promise him that I will not leave him, and 

go right off to sleep like that. Why, he might have 

died, and I never have moved. Here, Duke!' 

The dog sprang to him with a bound, raised himself, 

and placed his paws upon his master's breast, threw 

back his head, opened his wide jaws, lolled out his 

tongue, and panted as if after a long run. 

'Here, look at me, old chap, and sec what a lazy, 

thoughtless brute I am.' 

But Duke only Rhook his head from Ride to side, 

and uttered a low whine, followed by a bark. 

'There: clown! Oh, how could I sleep like 

that?' 



DYKE SETS HIS TEETH. 243 

But by degrees it was forcccl upon him that Emson 

had evidently passed a perfectly calm night, and looked 

certainly better, and he knew that it was utterly im

possible to li vc without rest. 

He awoke, too, now to the fact that he was raven

ously hungry, while the way in which the dog smelt 

about the place, snuffing at the tin in which his 

master's last mess of bread and milk had been served, 

and then ran whining to lap at the water at the 

bottom of a bucket, spoke plainly enough of the 

fact that he was suffering from the same com

plaint. 

At the same time, Dyke wa8 trying to get a firm 

grasp of his position, and felt half annoyed with 

himself at the calm way in which he treated it. For 

after that long, calm, restful sleep, things did not 

look half so bad ; the depression of spirit had passed 

away, his thoughts were disposed to run cheerfully, 

ancl his tendency of feeling was toward making the 

best of things. 

'Well,' he found himself saying, as he ran over 

his last night's discovery, 'they're only savages! 

What could one expect ? Let them go. And as to 

its being lonely, why old Robinson Crusoe was a 

hundred times worse off; somebody is sure to come 

along one of those days. I don't care: okl Joe's 
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better I'm sure he's better and if Doctor Dyke 

don't pull him through, he's a Dntchman, and well 

christened Van.' 

He had one good long look in his patient's face, 

felt his pulse, and then his heart beatings; and at last, 

as if addressing some one who had spoken depreciat

ingly of his condition: 

'\Vhy, he is better, I'm sure. Here, Duke: hungry? 

Come along, old man.' 

The dog shot out of the door, giving one deep-toned 

bark, and Dyke hurried to the wagon, opened a sack 

of meal, poured some into the bottom of a bucket, 

carried it Lack to the house, with the dog sniffing 

about him, his mouth watering. Then aclcling some 

water to the meal, he beat it into a stiff paste, and 

placed about half on a plate, giving tho bucket with 

tho rest to the dog, which attacked it ravenously, and 

not hesitating about eating a few bits of the cold, 

sticky stuff himself. 

He gave a glance at Emson, and then went to the 

back, scraped a little fuel together, lit it, aml blow it 

till it began to glow, hung the kettle over it for the 

water to boil, and then, closely followed by Duke, 

ran to feefl the horses, just as a low, deep lowing 

warned him that the cows wanted attention. 

Fortunately only one was giving much milk, for 
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Dy ke'B practice in that way had been very Bmall: it 

was a work of necessity, though, to relieve the poor 

beasts, which followeLl him as he hurried Lack for a 

pail, one that soon after stooL! half full of warm, new 

milk, while the soft-eyed, patient beasts went after

wanls calmly away to graze. 

'Here, who's going to starve?' cried Dyke aloud, 

with a lttugh that was, however, not very mirthful ; 

aml then going back to the fire he kneaded up his 

cake, placed it upon a hot slab of stone, covered it 

with an earthen pot, swept the embers and fire over 

the whole, and left it to bake. 

His next proceeding wns to get the kettle to boil 

and make some tea, a task necessitating another visit 

to the wagon stores he had Lrought from 1\lorgen

stern's, when, for the first time, he noticed that a little 

sack of meal was missing. 

At first he was doubtful, then he felt sure, and 

jumped at once to the reason. Jack and Tanta Sal 

must have gone off to join the blacks he had seen 

watching, and not gone empty handed. 

Dyke's brow wrinkled up for a few moments. Then 

his face cleared, fDr an antidote for the disease had 

suggested itself, one which he felt would come on 

in periodical fits. 

'Here, Duke,' he cried. 'Up ! ' 
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The dog sprang in at the Lack of the wagon, and 

looked inquiringly at him. 

' Lie down : watch ! ' 

Duke settled himself upon the wagon floor, laid 

his outstretched head upon his paws, and stayed there 

when his master left to go back to the house, fetch 

in the boiling kettle, make tea, and after sweetening 

half a basinful and aduing a little milk, he took it 

to his patient's side, raised his head, helu it to his 

lips, and all unconscious though he was, found him 

reauy to drink with avidity, and then sink back with 

a weary sigh. 

'There, old chap,' cried Dyke, ignoring tho fact 

that he had not tried, 'you coulun't have tipped off a 

lot of tea like that yesterday. It's all right: going 

to get better fast, and give l\Iastct' Jack such a licking 

as he never had before.' 

Trying to believe this himself, he now thought of 

his own breakfast, fetched in the hot cake and a tin 

pannikin of milk, and sat down to this and some 

tea. 

The first mouthfuls felt as if they woulJ choke him, 

but the sensation of distaste passed off, and he was 

soon eating ravenously, ending by taking Duke a tin 

of milk for his share, and a piece of the hot bread. 

That was a "·eary morning, what with his patient 
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and the animals about the place. But he had set his 

teeth hard, and feeling that he must depend fully 

upon himself and succeed, he took a sensible view of 

his proceedings, and did what he could to lighten his 

responsibility, so as to leave him plenty of time for 

nursing and attending to his invalid. 

The first thing was to do something about the 

horses and cattle ; and, feeling that he could not do 

everything by himself, he at once let all loose to shift 

for themselves, hoping that they would keep about 

the little desert farm, and not stray away into danger. 

Horses then and cattle were loosened, to go where 

they pleased, and the openings connecting the ostrich

pens were thrown open to give the great birds as 

much limit for feeding themselves as he could. Then 

he fetched water in abundance for the house, and 

loaded and laid ready tho three guns and tho rifles, 

with plenty of cartridges by their sides, but more 

from a hope that the sight of his armament would 

have the effect of frightening Kaffirs away when seen, 

than from any thought of using them as lethal 

weapons, and destroying life. 

Then he was face to face with the difficulty about 

the wagon. These stores ought not to be left where 

they were, and he felt that he was too much worn 

out to attempt to carry them into the rough-boarded 
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room that ~ervcd as store. He was too much ex

hausted, and the rest of that day he felt belonged to 

his patient. 

But a thought struck him, and fetching up a yoke of 

the oxen which were browsing contentedly a half

mile away, Dy kc hitched them on to the dissel

boom, and, after some difficulty, managed to get the 

wagon drawn close up to the fence, and within a few 

yanls of the door. 

' Duke will be there, aml I should hear any one 

who came,' he said to himself, and once more set the 

oxen free to go lowing t>ack to their poor pa~turc with 

the rest of tlJC team, which he had hall hanl work 

to keep from following him at the first. 

And now, tired out with his exertions at a time when 

the hot sun was l>lazing on high, and beginning to feel 

a bit dispirited, he entered the house again, to be 

cast down as low as eYer, for once more Emson was 

suffering terribly from the fit, which seemed to come 

on as nearly as could be at the same time daily. Dyke 

knew that he ought to haYe been prepared for it, but 

he was not, for it again took him by surprise, aml 

the medicine which he administered, and his brother 

took automatically, seemed to have no effect what

ever. 

He bathed ancl applied eYaporating bandages to the 
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poor fellow's temples, but the fever had the mastery, 

and kept it for hours, while Dyke couhl at last do 

nothing but hold the burning haw.l in his, with 

despair coming over him, just as the gloom succeeded 

the setting of the sun. 

Then, just as the boy was thinking that no fit had 

been so long as this, aml that Emson was growing 

far weaker, the heat and alternate shivering sud

denly ceasell, and with a deep sigh he dropped off to 

sleep. 

Dyke sat watching for a time, and then, finding that 

Emson was getting cooler and cooler, and the sleep 

apparently more natural aml right, he began to think 

of his plans for the evening. He was determined to 

keep awake this time, and to do this he felt that he 

must have company. The Kaffirs were hanlly likely 

to come by night, he felt, and so he would not leave 

the dog to watch, but going out, called him down out 

of the wagon, tied down the canvas curtains back and 

front, fed the dog well, and stood at the door waiting 

until the faithful beast had finished, watching the 

w hilc. Then once more he noticed the peculiar light 

at the hack of the· kopje, looking as if the moon were 

rising, though that could not be, for there was no moon 

visible till long after midnight. 

But Dyke was too weary to study a question of 
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light or shadow, and as soon as Duke had finished he 

called the dog in, closed the door, did what he could to 

make poor Emson comfortable, and sat down to pass 

the night watching. 

But nature said again that he should pass it sleep

ing, and in a few minutes, after fighting harcl against 

the sensation of intense drowsiness, he dropped off fast 

as on the previous night, but started into wakefulness 

in the intense darkness, and sat up listening to the 

low growling of the dog, and a terrihle hollowing 

which came from the pens, where the cattle should 

he, if they had returned after their many hours' 

liberty. 

Returnell they had for certain, and one of the 

great, placill beasts was evidently in a state of agony 

and fear, while a rushing sound of hoofs close to where 

the wagon stood, suggested that the horses and bullocks 

had t<Lken flight. 

The reason was not very far off from the seeker, 

for all at once, just as tho piteous bellowings were at 

their height, there came tho terrific roaring of a lion, 

evidently close at hand, anll this was answered hy a 

deep growling by the cattle- pens, tolling that one 

lion had struck down a bullock, and was being inter

rupted in his banquet by another approaching near. 

Dyke rose, and wont to the corner of the room 
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where the loacled rifies stoocl, then walked softly towanl 

the door to stand peering out, but not a sign of any 

living creature was visible. In fact, a lion could not 

have been seen a couple of yards away, but, all the 

same, the loud muttered growlings told plainly enough 

that both the fierce beasts were close at hand. 

i I , 
' I 
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A BIT OF NATL:HE. 

· HERE seems plenty of reason in suppos

ing that the tremendously loud, full

throated roar of the lion at night is in

tended to scare the great Lrute's prey into 

Letraying its whereabouts at times, at others to 

paralyse it with fright and render it easy of capture. 

JUuch has been written about the fascinating power of 

the snake, Lut this fascination, from quiet observation, 

appears to be nothing more nor less than the paralysis 

causetl by fear, and suffered by plenty of objects in the 

animal world. One might begin with man himself, 

aml the many instances where, in the face of a terrible 

danger, he becomes perfectly weak aml helpless. He 

is on a rail way track, and a fttst train is coming. One 

c;pring, and he would be safe; but how often it happens 

that he never makes that spring. 

Take another instance. There is a fire at some 
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works. It is spreading fast, and the cry arises, 'Save 

the horses in the stables ! ' l\Ien rush and fling open the 

doors; the halters are cast loose, but too often the 

poor brutes will not stir even for hlows : fascinated by 

the danger, they stay in the stable and arc burned. 

Go into the woods on sollle pleasant summer day, in 

one of the pleasant sanely districts, where the sweet, 

lemony odour of the pine-trees floats through the sunny 

air, and the woodland slope is clotted with holes, ami 

freshly scratched out patches of yellowish sand 
. 

abound. Sit down and don't move, and in a short 

time, quite unexpectedly, you will see rabbits seated in 

front of these holes. You 1un'e not seen them come 

out, for they seem to arrive there instn,ntaneously first 

one or two, then several ; and if there is neither 

movement nor noise, more and more will appear, to 

begin nibbling the grass at the eclge of the wood, or 

playing about, racing after each other, almost as full 

of pranks as kittens. Now and then one will raise 

itself upon its hind-legs like a dog begging, ears erect 

and quivering, now turned in one direction, now in 

another. Then, all at once, n~p, mp! that sbarp 

alarm stamp given by the foot there is a wilcl race, 

an<l dozens of white cottony tails are seen disappearing 

at the mouths of holes, and in another instant not a 

raLbit is to be seen. 
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What was it ? You listen, but all seems still. You 

can hear the twittering of birds, perhaps the harsh call 

of a jay, or the laughing chatter of a magpie, but 

those familiar sounds would not have startled tho 

rabbits ; and if you arc now to such woodland matters, 

you will conclude that some one of the nearest fur

coated fellows must have caught sight of you, calleu 

out danger, and sent the colony flying. But if you are 

accustomed to the woods and the animal nature there, 

you will listen, and in a short time hear that which 

startlecl the little animals, the cry reaching their sensi

tive ears long before it penetrated your duller organs. 

There it is again a fine-drawn, shrill, piercing cry 

as of some animal in trouble. This is repeated at 

intervals till it comes nearer and nearer, and develops 

into a querulous, frightened scream uttered by some 

little creature in fear or pain. 

Both, say; for in another moment a fine gray rabbit 

comes into sight running slowly, and looking in nowise 

(listressecl by over-exertion as it passes on in front of 

where you sit, going in and out among the tree trunks 

and ferns, paying no heed to the many burrows, each 

of which would make a harbour of refuge and perhaps 

save its life, though that is very doubtful. It might, 

too, you think, save itself by rushing off at full speed, 

as it would if it caught sight of you, or a dog chased 
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it. But no, it goes on running slowly, uttering at 

times its terrifieu scream, which you hear again anu 

again long after the ralJLit has disappeared a cry 

which seems to say: 'It's all onr; I am marked 

down, aml though I keep on running, I can never get 

away. It will catch me soon.' 

And it is so, for poor bunny is doomed. He is 

being hunted down by a remorseless enemy who is on 

his scent, and now comes into sight in turn, running in 

a leisurely way exactly along the track taken by the 

rabbit, though this is out of sight. There seems to be 

no hurry on the part of the little, slight, snaky

looking, browny-gray animal, with its piercing eyes, 

rounded cars, creamy-white breast, and l>lack-tipped 

tail. 

The weasel for that it is does not seem above an 

eighth of the size of the rabbit, a kick from whose 

powerful hind-leg could send it flying disabled for 

far enough. But the little, keen, perky-looking 

creature knows that this will not be its fate, and 

comes loping along upon its leisurely hunt, pausing 

now and then to look sharply around for danger, and 

then gliding in and out among the undergrowth, leap

ing over prostrate pieces of branch, and passing on 

in front just as the rabbit dirl a few minutes before, 

and then disappearing among the ferns; its keen-
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scented nostrils telling it plainly enough the uirection 

in which the rabbit has gone, though the screams 

might have deceived the ear. 

Not long since I was witness of an instance of so

called fascination in the homely cases of cat and mouse. 

K ot tho ordinary domestic mouse, for the little animal 

was one of the large, full-eyed, long-tailed garden 

mice, and my attention was directed to it by seeing 

tho cat making what sporting people call 'a point' at 

something. Puss was standing motionless, watching 

intently, ready to spring at any moment, and upon 

looking to sec what took her attention, there at tho 

foot of an old tree-stump stood the very large mouse, 

not three feet from its enemy, and so paralysed or 

fascinated by fear, that it paid no heed to my 

approaching so closely that I could have picked it up. 

It was perfectly unal,]e to stir till I gave puss a' cuff 

and sent her flying without her natural prey, when 

tho mouse darted out of sight. 

Tho roaring of tho lions seemed to exercise this 

fascination even upon Dyke, who macle no movement 

to fire, while he could hear tho other bullocks, 

evidently hudclling together in mortal fear a fear 

which attacked him now, as the bellowings of the 

unfortunate bullock became more agonised, then grew 

fainter, and diell ott' in a piteous sigh. 
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Then, and then only, did Dyke seem to start back 

into the full possession of his faculties ; and raising 

the gun, he stood listening, so as to judge as nearly as 

possible whereabouts to fire. 

A sharp crack, as of a bone breaking, told him pretty 

nearly where the spot must be, not fifty yards from 

where he stood; and, taking a guess aim for he could 

not see the sight at the end of the barrel he was about 

to draw trigger, when, at almost one and the same 

moment, Duke uttered a frightened snarl : there was a 

rush, and the boy fired now at random, fully aware of 

the fact that a lion must have crept up within a few 

yards, and been about to spring either at him or the 

dog, when the fierce, snarling growls made it alter 

its intention. 

They say that discretion is the better part of valour, 

and it would be hard to set Dyke's movement in 

retreat clown to cowardice, especially when it is 

considered that he was almost blind in the darkness, 

while his enemy was provided by nature with optics 

which were at their best in the gloom of night. 

Dyke moved back into the house, where, partly 

sheltered, and with the dog close to his feet, watchful 

as he was himself, and ready to give warning of 

danger, he waited, listening for the next sound. 

This was long in coming, for the lions seemed to 
Q 
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have been scarecl away by the report of the piece it was 

too much to believe that the beast which had charged 

was hit but at last crick;, cnwlc, and a tearing noise 

came from out of the darkness toward the stables, and 

taking another guesR aim, the boy fired and listened 

intently as he reloaJed his piece. 

Once more there was silence till a distant roar was 

heard, and Dyke felt hopeful that he had scared away 

his enemy; but hardly had he thought that, when the 

cracking and tearing noise arose once more, telling 

plainly enough that if the beast had been scared away, 

it had only been for a short distance, and it had now 

returned to feed. 

Dyke's piece rang out again, as he fired in the 

direction of the sounds, all feeling of dread now being 

carried away by the excitement, and a sense of rage 

that, in all probability, one of the best draught oxen 

had been pulled down and was being eaten only a few 

yards from where he stood. 

Crack went a bone once more, as the noise ,of tl1e 

piece died out, showing that the lion had ceased to pay 

attention to the report. 

Aml now Dyke fired again, and backed right into 

the house, startled by the result, for this time his 

bullet had evidently told the lion uttering n, savage, 

snarling roar, which was followed by a crash, as if 
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causer] by the monster leaping against one of the 

fences in an effort to escape. 

Then once more all was still. The tearing and 

rending had ceased, and 'though the boy listened 

patiently for quite an hom, no animal returned to the 

savage banquet. 

At last, tired out, Dvke closed and secured the door, 
" 

to sit down anrl wait for day, no !lisposition to sleep 

troubling him through the rest of the night. Once or 

twice he struck a match to hold it near his brother's 

face, but only to find him lying sleeping peacefully, 

the reports of the gun having had no effect whatever; 

while as the light flashed up, Dyke ca;nght a glimpse 

of the clog crouching at the do01·, with head low, 

watching and listening for the approach of a foe. 

But no enemy came, and at the first flush of dawn 

Dyke opened the door cautiously, to look out and see 

one of the cows, all torn and bloody, lying half-a-dozen 

yards from its shed ; antl just within the first fence, 

'vhere a gap had been broken through, crouched a full

grown lioness, apparently gathering itself up for a 
• sprmg. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

DAYLIGHT. 

· YKE'S first movement was back into the 

house, and to put up the bar across the 

closed door, his heart beating violently; 

his next, to watch the little window, 

and stand there with his double gun, ready to send 
• 

a couple of shots at the brute's muzzle, when it tried 

to get in, as he felt sure that it would. 

A minute two minutes passed, but he heard noth

ing, though he did not feel surprised at this, for he 

knew from experience the soft velvety way in which 

the animals would creep up after their prey. At any 

moment he felt that the great, cat-like head and paws 

would appear at the opening, which would just be big 

enough for creeping through; and unless his two Rhots 

killed or woumletl desperately, he knew that his fate 

·was sealed. 
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'I must be finn, aml not nervous, or I shall miss,' 

he saicl to himself; but how was he to be firm when 

gazing wildly at that narrow opening, momentarily 

expecting to feel the puff of hot breath from the 

savage brute's jaw~>, and be face to face with the 

terri Lie danger ? 

He knew he must be finn, ancl not lose his nerve ; but 

how coulu he master his senses at a time when he was 

watching that gray opening, with his eyes beginning to 

swim, and the cold perspiration gathering upon hiR fore

head? 

All at once there was a sound behind him, and he 

swung rounJ, fully believing that the stealthy creature 

had bounded on to the roof, and was about to try to 

obtain entrance clown through the big, low, granite

built chimney, which had been made for cooking pur

poses, but never used. 

'You wretch ! how you startled me,' muttered Dyke, 

as he saw that the dog had caused his alarm by 

making a bound toward the door, with the thick hair 

abont its neck standing up in a bristling way, as it 

snuffled about the bottom of the entry, and then uttered 

a low whine, and looked up at its master, who felt that 

the lioness must be there. 

Dyke turned to the window again, annoyed with his 

want of firmness, feeling now that if the enemy had 
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tried to take him in the rear like that, he must luwe 

heard the bound up on to the iron roof. 

Resuming his watchful position by the window, he 

waited again, and now as he stooJ, with every nerve on 

the strain, he began to feel that the inaction and 

suspense were more painful than trying to attack ; so 

taking a long, deep breath, he advanced closer to the 

window, with finger on trigger, ready to fire on the 

imtant. 

Closer and closer, aml now resting the barrels on the 

sill, gradually protruding the gun muzzle a little, till 

he coulJ look out between the open wooden bars, 

unglazed for the sake of coolness, a small shutter 

standing against the side 1elow. 

It was a cautious piece of reconnoitring, but from 

his position he could see very little. There was the 

kopje, and the sky beginning to flame golden; but 

there was plenty of room for the lioness to be crouching 

beneath the window unseen, or on either side close up 

to the wall,·where he could not get a view without 

thrusting out head and shoulJers, and so placing him

self in position for the enemy to make one lightning

like dab at him with the claw-armed paw, and drag 

him out as a cat woulJ a mouse. 

Dyke drew back a little, and waited, listening to 

the neighing of one of the horses, which started the 
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remaining cowc; iuto a long, protec;ting bellow, as the 

poor beac;ts asked to be relieved of their loau of 

mille 

Then the boy's heart started beating again violently, 

for he felt that the moment for action was fast ap

proaching, if not at hand. Ho started round listening, 

anll as he did, he saw that the place was fairly lit up 

now, and Emson's face stood out clearly as he lay 

peacefully asleep. 

Duke snuffled at the crack at the bottom of the door, 

and uttered an uneasy growl; while, plainly enough to 

be hcar<l now, there was a stealthy step, passing along 

beside the building, and making for the back. 

'Safe there l' thought Dyke; and the dog uttered 

his uneasy growl, while his master listened intently 

for the creature's return. ' 

And now that the peril seemed to be so close, Dyke's 

nerve grew firmer, and ready to fire as soon as the 

lioness came round the other way, as he felt sure she 

would, he encouraged himself with the thought that if 

he were only steady, he could not miss. 

He was not long kept waiting. There was the 

stealthy, soft step again, and the sound of the animal's 

side brushing lightly against the corrugated iron wall. 

But, to the overturning of the boy's expectations, the 

sounds were not continued round from the back 
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toward the window, but in the same direction as that 

in which they had previously been heard. 

Duke uttered a low, muttering growl, aml glanced 

round at his master, thrusting his nose again to the 

bottom of the door, where the stealthy pace ceased, 

and there was the sound as of the bear:;t passing its 

muzzle over the door. 

The dog uttered a loud bark, and Dyke presented 

the muzzle of the gun, half prepared to fire through 

the boards, but raised it, with his face wrinkling 

up from a mingling of annoyance, surprise, and 

amusement, for in answer to the dog's sharp bark, 

came: 

'Ah-ah-ah-ah ! Wan tor bucket: milk.' 

'Tant ! ' cried Dyke, laying his hand on the bar. 

' Mind ! there is a lion,' he said, as he opened the uoor 

cautiously. 

' Eh ? Eat a lot. Eat cow.' 

The woman, who seemed to have suddenly remem

bered a great deal of English, smiled blandly, and took 

hold of the clog's muzzle, as Duke raised himself on his 

hind-legs and placed his paws on her chest. 

' Did you see the lion ? ' 

' Yes; no hurt,' said Tanta pleasantly. 'Too much 

eat. Baas Joe clio ? ' 

'No 1' cried Dyke, angrily, annoyed with the woman, 
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and against himself for hir:; unnecessary fear. ' But 

what do you want ? ' 

'Milk cow say moo-ooo!' 

She produced a capital imitation of the animal's 

lowing, and laughed merrily as it was answereJ from 

the shod. 

' Only one cow. Lion oat much.' 

' Oh yes, I know all about that,' 

I thought you had gone.' 

cried Dyke · ' but . , 

'Jack take away. No top. Jack tiof.' 

'Y os, I know that; but Jo you mean Jack made 

you go away ? ' 

The woman nodded. 

' No top. Come back along, baas. Make fire, make 

cake, make milk.' 

'Make yourself useful, eh ? ' cried Dyke, to whom 

the woman's presence was a wonderful relief. 

' Come top baas.' 

Tanta Sal picked up one of the buckets standing 

just inside the door, and nodded as she turned to go. 

' Look here!' cried Dyke ; 'you can stay, but I'm 

not going to have Jack back.' 

'No! no!' cried· the woman fiercely; and banging 

down the bucket, she went through a pantomime, in 

which she took Dyke's hand and placed it upon the 

back of her woolly heaJ, so that he might feel an 
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enormous lump in one place, a cut in another; and 

then with wondrous activity went through a scene 

in which she appeared to have a struggle with 

some personage, and emlecl Ly getting whoever it was 

Llown, kneeling upon his chest, aml punching his head 

in the most furious way. 

' Jack tief l' she crieu, as she rose pau ting, aml took 

up the pail. 

'Yes, I umlcrstand,' saicl Dyke; 'but you must not 

go near the cow. That lioness is there.' 

The woman laughed. 

'Baas shoot gun,' she said. 

Dyke carefully took out and examined the car

tridges in his piece, replaced them, and went forth with 

the woman, the clog bounding before them, but only to 

be ordered to heel, growling ominously, as they came 

in sight of the lioness, crouching in precisely the same 

position, and beginning now fiercely to show her teeth. 

Then, as Dyke presented his piece, she made an effort 

to rise, but sank uown again, and dragged herself 

slowly toward them, snarling savagely. 

And now Dyke saw what was wrong. His bullet, 

which he had fired in the night, had taken terrible 

effect. The brute had made one bound after being 

struck, aml crashed through the fence, to lie after

wards completely paralysed in the hind-quarters, so 
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that a carefully-clirectcd shot now quite ended her 

mischievous career for she uttereLl one furious 
' 

snarl, clawing a little with her forepaws, and then 

rolled over dead, close to the unfortuna,te cow she 

had clram>"ed down and torn in the most horrible 
'"'b 

way. 

Tanta ran up and kickecl the deml lionesH, and 

then burst out with a torrent of evitlently insulting 

language in her own tongue; after which she went, 

as if nothing had happened, to where the remaining 

cow stood lowing impatiently, and proceeded to milk 

her in the coolest way. 

Dyke examined the deall beast, and thought he 

should like the skin, which was in beautiful condition; 

but he had plenty of other things to think of, and 

hurried back to the house, followed by Duke, to see 

how his brother was. 

There was no change : Emson was sleeping ; and, 

reloading his piece, the boy went out once more 

to sec to tho ostriches, which seemed in a sorry 

condition, and as he feel them, he felt as if he 

would like to set tho melancholy-looking creatures 

free. 

' But Joe wouldn't like it when he gets better,' 

thought Dyke ; and at last he returned to the house to 

find a pail half full of milk standing at the door, while 



268 DAYLIGHT. 

the smoke rising from behind the building showed 

that Tanta had lit a fire. 

The boy's spirits rose, for the misery and solitude of 

his position did not seem so bad now, and on walking 

round to the front of the shed-like lodge, he found the 

woman ready to look up laughingly, as she kneaded 

up some meal for a cake. 

'Where did you get that?' cried Dyke. 

' Wagon,' saill the woman promptly. 

mealie wagon. Jack tie£. Tanta Sal get 

baas.' 

'Jack 

mealie 

o·et 
b 

for 

'Yes, that's right; but you should ask me. But, 

look here, Tant, Jack ::;han't come here. You under-

stand?' 

'Jack tie£,' cried the woman angrily, and jumping 

up from her knees she ran into the lodge, and came 

back with an old ·wagon wheel spoke in her floury 

hamls, flourished it about, and made some fierce 

blows. 

'Dat for Jack,' she said, laughing, nodding, and then 

putting the stout cudgel back again, and returning to 

go on preparing the cake for breakfast, the kettle being 

already hanging in its place. 

Dyke nodJed and went away, and in an hour's time 

he was seated at a meal at which there was hot bread 

and milk. fried bacon and eggs, and a glorious feeling 
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of hope in his breast ; for poor Emson, as he lay there, 

had eaten and drunk all that was given him, and was 

sleeping once more. 

' Bother the old ostriches!' cried Dyke, as he looker1 

down eagerly at the sick man. '\Ve can soon get 

some more, or do something else. \V e shan't starve. 

You 're mending fast, Joe, or you couldn't have eaten 

like that; and if you get well, what does it matter about 

anything else? Only you might look at a fellow as if 

you knew him, and just say a few words.' 

Emson made no sign; but his brother was in the 

best of spirits, and found himself 'vhistling while he 

was feeding the ostriches, starting up, though, in alarm 

as a shadow fell upon the ground beside him. 

But it was only Tanta Sal, who looke<l at him, 

smiling the while. 

' Jack tie£,' she said ; ' teal mea lie.' 

'Yes, I know,' cried Dyke, nodding. 

'Jack tie£,' said Tanta again. ' Kill, hit stritch.' 

'What!' cried Dyke. 

' Tant feed. Jack knock kopf.' 

' What ! Jack knock the young ostriches on the 

hear1 ? ' 

' Ooomps ! ' grunted the woman, and picking up a 

stone, she took hold of the neck of an imaginary 

young ostrich, and gave it a thump on the head 
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with the stone, then looked up at Dy ko and 

laughed. 

'The beast! ' he cried indignantly. 

'Ooomps! Jack tief.' 

Tanta looked sharply round, then ran to where some 

ostrich bones lay, picked clean by the ants, and stoop

ing down, took something from the ground, and ran 

back to hand Dyke the skull of a young bird, pointing 

with one black finger at a clint in the bone. 

'Jack,' she said laconically 'Jack no want 

stritch.' 

'No wonder our young birds didn't live,' thought 

Dyke. Then to the woman, as he pointed to the skull: 

' Find another one ! ' 

Tanta nodded, showed her white teeth, ran off, and 

returned in a few minutes with two, Dyke having in 

the meantime found a skull with the same mark upon 

it, the bone dintecl in as if by a round stone. 

Bqth of those the woman brought were in the same 

condition, and she picked up a good-sizetl pebble and 

tapped it against the depression, showing that the 

injury must have been done in that way. 

'Yes, that's it, sure enough,' said Dyke thought

fully; 'and we knew no better, but fancied that it was 

1. ' c Isease. 

He looked glum and disappointed for a few moments, 
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and then brightened as he took the gun from where he 

had stood it against a fence. 

'Look,' he said, tapping it. 'If Jack comes, I 'll 

shoot;' and he added to himself: 'I will too. I'll pepper 

him with the smallest shot I've got.' 

'Yes; ooomps,' said the woman, nodding her head 

approvingly; 'Jack say Baas Joe die. Have all mealie, 

all cow, all bull-bull, all everyting. Baac; .Joe not go 

die ? ' 
'N , .L 0. 

'No,' assented the woman, smiling. 'Tanta top. 

Tant don't want um any more. Tic£. Shoot Jack. No 
• 

kill.' 

'Oh no l I won't kill him ; but don't let him come 

l 
. , 

1ere agmn. · 

Dyke went back to the house in the highest of 

spirits. 

'It's all right,' he said to himself. '\Ve know now 

why the ostriches didn't get on. Nice sort of disease 

that. Oh ! I do wish I had caught the nigger at it. 

Bnt never mind, Joe's getting on; and as soon as I 

can leave him, I '11 hunt out some more nests, aml 

we '11 begin all over again, and'--

The boy stopped just inside the door, trembling, for 

as he appeared, the very ghost of a voice whispered 

feebly: 
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' That you, little un? How long you have been.' 

The next moment Dyke was on his knees by the 

rough couch, holding one of the thin hands in his aml 

trying to speak; but it was as if something had seized 

him by the throat, for not a word would come. 
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BLACK SHADOWS. 

· HAT has been the matter, young un ?' 

piped Emson fce1ly. 'I say, don't look 

like that. Have I had a fall from my 

horse ? I can't lift my hand.' 

Dyke told him at last ns he clung to that haml, aml 

Emson's face grew more and more troubled. 

'Don't,' he whisporccl excitedly 'don't stop. You 

-you may catch the fever too.' 

'What!' criml Dyke, with a forced laugh, 'me catch 

tho fever! \Yell, who cares? I don't. Bother! 

Who's going to catch it, old chap? Why, I should 

have caught it a h undrocl times before now.' 

'You you've been nursing me?' 

'I 'vo been here, but it hasn't heen much of nursing,' 

cried Dyke, laughing in 

breast swelled with joy. 

a half-choking way, as his 

'I've feel yon with a spoon 
l~ 
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and washerl your face. Oh .Toe, old man, you've been 

just like a big, stupi,l old baby.' 

'And have I been ill long?' 

'Yes, ever so long. I ''"as a teri·ible while before I 
got back, because the little rinr out yonder was 

flooded, and when I did come, I I I oh Joe, old 

chap, I do feel so happy once more.' 

It was a wise addition to his speech, for Dyke nenr 

looked much more miserable in his life; but there was 

enough in his aspect to make Emson smile faintly, aml 

then close his eyes . 
• 

That brought back Dyke to the re<;ponsibilities of 

his position, and he sprang up. 

'Here! I've been letting yon talk too much while 

you're so weak,' he cried excitedly. 

Emson's lips parted to speak, but his brother laid a 

hand upon them. 

' No,' he said, 'you mustn't: you '11 have to get 

stronger first; and I \·e got to feed you up, ol(l chap.' 

Just at that moment a dark shadow crossed the 

doorway, and Tanta Sal's hlnck face appeared looking 
• 
lll. 

'Baas no go die,' she said. 'Jack tief. Baas .Toe 

o·o rret well. Look l' 
b b 

She held ont a rough basket, in which were half-a-

dozen new-lai(l eggs. 
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'Jack fi1Hl eggr:;,' sni•l Tanta. 'Do so.' 

She took one egg, gave it a tap, deftly broke the 

shell in two halves, let the white run out, and 

swallowed the yolk like an oyster. 

'Here, hold han]!' crie<l Dyke angrily. 'You 

mustn't flo that.' 

'No. Tant mussen. .hck fin,l eggs, do so. Jack 

tief.' 

'\Yell, I'm glad I know "·here the eggs went,' sai'l 

Dyke, taking the remainder. 'I thought our hens 

ought to lay some. But why didn't you tell ur:; 

before?' 

'Jack say killum,' replied the woman. 'Baar:; Joe 

hungry?' 

'Not yet; I '11 see to him,' said Dyke, dismissing the 

woman, and he tnrned now to his brother with a 

strange dread creeping O\·er him, for Emson lay back 

with his eyes closed, looking utterly exhausted, and as 

if the awakening from the long stage of delirium were 

only the flickering of the light of life in its socket. 

But by degrees Dyke realised that it was the fenr 

that had burned out, and Emson had only fallen 

asleep a restfully, calm sleep, from which he did not 

awaken till toward enning, when Dyke shiYered with 

apprehension of the terrible attack that would come 

on about that time. 
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But there was no attack, and after tnlking feebly 

in a whisper, the invalid partook of a little food, then 

lay watching the glow in the west, and soon went off 

to sleep again as cahnly as an infant. 

'It's all rig·ht,' cried Dyke excitedly; 'all I ought 

to do now is to keep on feeding him up with gooll, 

strengthening things, given a little at a time. I 

believe I was cut out for a doctor after all.' 

He stood watching the sleeper for a few minutes, 

thinking of how perfectly helpless the strong man had 

become, and then a thought occurred to him. In an 

hour's time the guinea-fowl would be coming to roost in 

the trees beyond the kopje, and a couple of these stewed 

down by Tanta Sal would make a delicious kind of 

broth, the very thing for the sick man. Going out, 

he called to the Kaffir woman, and sent her to watch 

over Emson; while, gun in hand, he prepared to start 

for the kopje, so as to get into a good hiding-place 

before the guinea-fowl came home to roost. 

His first act was to whistle for Duke. but the cloo· 
. "' 

dill not nppear, an<l this set the lad wondering, for he 

remembered now that he had not seen it for hours. 

But he was too intent upon the task he had in hand 

to think more of the clog just then, and hurried on 

past the kopje, and into the patch of forest growth which 

flourished consequent upon the springs which trickled 
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from the granite blocks that sheltered the spring ami 

fcrtiliseJ a few dozen acres of lam!, before sinking 

right down among the sand and dying away. 

Dyke felt as if a complete change had come over l1is 

life during the past few hours. 

evenin" had transformed the 
"' 

The golden light of 

desert veldt, and 

everything looked glorious, while his spirits rose so, 

that had he not wanted the birds, he woulll have burst 

out shouting and singing in the exuberance of his 
• JOy. 

'Who says Kopfontein isn't a beautiful place ?' he 

said softly. 'I did, and didn't know any better. Why, 

it's lovely, and Joe anJ I will do well yet.' 

A clouJ came over his brow as he made for the 

patch of trees. His memory was busy, and he began to 

recall the past his discontent, anJ how trying he must 

have been to his big, amiable, patient brother. 

'But never again ! ' he said to himself. 'I didn't 

know any better then: I do now;' and, forgetting the 

dangers and troubles, or setting them aside as some

thing of no consequence at all, Dyke passed on, and 

at last entered the trees just as there was a glint of 

something bright from which the sunset rays flashed. 

But Dyke did not see the glint, neither did he hear 

the bushes being parted as something glided through 

the low growth, and another something, aml then 
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another, and again another four dark, :-;hadowy 

figures, which gliLleJ softly away, anu then scemcu 

to drop down fiat an<l remain silent, as if watching. 

Dyke saw nothing and thought of nothing now but 

the broth for his invalid, but picking out a goo<l 

hiding-place, he cockeJ his piece and waited for the 

binls; while at tho clicl~, cliclc of the gun-locks, 

something bright was raised about fifty yards from 

where he was hidden, and the bright thing quivered 

above tho Lushes for a few moments Lcforo it 

disappeareLl again. 

That bright object, which was gilded by the ' suns 

mys now flashing horizoutally through tho trees, was 

the head of an assegai, sharp and cruelly dangerous j 

but Dvke's ey·es were O'azino· straio·ht away over the 
J 0 0 0 ' 

dc::;ert veldt, while he felt as if he should like to 

whistle. 

At la::;t there was a distant metallic clangour; then 

came the rushinrr of wino-s tho alio·htinu of a 
0 t:J' 0 0 

• nmsy 

flock of birds which began to cry 'Come back! CU?ne 

b(wl.;! Come back!' and Dyke's gun spoke out twice, 

bringing down twice as many birds. 

'Now, if I had old Duke here, he might have 

retrieved those for me,' thought tho boy, rising to 

take a step or two toward the spot where his birds 

had fallen, the rest of the fiock having departed with 
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a wil•l outcry, aml a:-; he lllovecl, four asscgais "·ere 

mi:-;ccl into a horizontal po:-;ition. But, taught caution 

by the wikl life he had been accu::;tonwd to, lw 

~;toppecl to recharge his gun. 

Defore he lmcl quite fini~;hed, there was a loud 

barking at a little distance. 

'Why, there he i::;, tracking me out' cried D}·ke · 
' ' 

aml whistlinrr sharr)l}• the barkino· came twain more 
' b ' 0 <::'! 

loudly, a shout bringing Duke to his side, while, as 

soon as the dog under::;tood what was wantecl, he 

darted off after the fallen bin]::; brinn·ino· in two 
' 0 t:J 

directly from close to where the assegai.~ had been 

poised. 

'Good dog! Two more! Seek!' cried Dyke. 'Off 

with you 1' 

The dog bounded away • agam, ancl Dyke stood 

whistling softly to himself as he exam in eel his prizes, 

aml aclmired their clean-looking, speckled plumage. 

Duke was back directly, gave up the birds, cougl1ed 

hi::; teeth clear of fluffy feathers, and then turned ant! 

::;tood looking in the direction from whence he hacl 

fetched the guinea-fowls. 

'Oh yes,' said his master, 'there 'II be plenty more 

soon, but we 've got enough ; so come along.' 

Dyke shouldered his gun, carried the speckled birds 

in a Lunch by their legs, and walked away towarcl 
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the edge of the forest patch, the dog looking back 

from time to time, and barking uneasily. But the 

master could not read the clog's warning; he attributed 

it to tho guinea-fowl coming to roost, though black

faced lurkers armed with asseo-ais were on tho clo,.-'s 
' ' b ' 0 

trail till they were safely out of the forest, at whoso 

edge the four Kaffirs paused to watch, wl1ilo Dyke 

wont on toward homo. 

And now the dog forgot that which he had seen in 

tho wood. The open veldt, with the kopje on their loft, 

made him recall something else, and he began barking 

and trying to leaJ his master away beyonJ the ostrich

pens, Dyke understanding him well enough; but with 

his game in hanJ, all(l the purpose for which it was 

intemled in mind, for a long time he refused to go. 

At last, though, he yielded to tho clog's importunity, 

feeling sure that a portion of their stock muc;t Le in 

trouble, and that Duke had hecn watching it for some 

time past, till he heard the reports of the gun. 
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Dl:KE'S FJND. 

I YKE hall not far to go-the dog • rumnng 

on aml looking Lack from time to time 

to see if it was followed, and then going 
• on agau1. 

'He has found a snake, perhaps,' thought Dyke, ar:; 

he lookell in every direction, Lut coulll see no sign 

of the bullocks, 

Duke went on. 

'Here ! I want to get back with these birds, old 

fellow,' cried Dyke at last. 'Come along back' 

But tho dog stood fai'it, and Legan to bark; then 

plunged in auwngst i'iomc milk bush, and barked lomler 

than over. 

'Well, I must· sec what he has found,' thought 

Dyke, and just as it was getting dark, he ran on the 

hundred yards which separated him from the dog, 

and fouml him in a state of great excitement. 
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'Now then, c;tupid, what is it?' criecl Dyke. 'I 

shan't go any farther, mimi. Why, hullu! old chap, 

what have you got? Why, they're lion cubs!' 

Sure enou<>·h they were· a pair of hi"· cltubby 
U ' U' ' 

whimpering cubs, that in their heavy way re::;emblecl 

puppies more than creatmes of the cat family. 

'Here, come away,' criecl Dyke, after kneeling dowu 

to examine the stnpicl-looking, tawny things. 'We ::;hall 

make the mother feel as fierce as can he, and there '11 

be no mercy for us then, old chap. But how in the 

worlcl dicl they come to be here ? Their motlwr must 

he prowling about the place, ancl Oh, I see,' he 

cried, as the light came. 'It was their mother I :ohot, 

and the poor little creatures are starving. It would 

he a mercy to kill them.' 

But the cul1s whimpered and wltined, and seemed 

so amiable, that Dvke felt as if he could not he 
v 

merciful in that way. 

'Seems stupid,' he muttered, 'lmt I can't go 

murderin()' thinas without thl're 's a Q"ood reason for 
b 0 ~ 

. t ' l . 

Slinging his gun over hi:-; back, he took a piece of 

leathern thong from his pocket aml tied the leg:;; of 

his birds together, noticing that, as he did so, Duke 

was poking the young lions about with his nose, and 

the fat little creatures, which were about a thircl of 
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• 
I;!Ze, were o;llll'""·lino· U}) to Oh 0 him for comfort, 

whining like puppies the while. 

'Here, Duke l' he crieJ; 'carry.' 

He sluncr the birds on either siJe of 
b 

and then stooping down, picked up 

the don·'s neck 
~) ' 

the fat, heavy 

cubs, tucked one umler each arm, where they nestlecl 

to him, and then started for home. 

'Xice position for me if I'm wrong,' he muttered. 

'~uppose their mother isn't dead, aml she finds we 

stealing her young ones. Ugh l' 

But he was not wronn· and soon after entered the o' 

house with his prizes, to find Emson awake and 

watching him; while Tanta Sal crouchecl on the 

door, gazing at the lamp which she hacl lit and seemed 

to achuire intensely. 

'How are you?' was Dyke's fir~;t question, and 

on being assured in a faint echo of a voice that his 

brother was better, he handed two of the birds to the 

woman to take and stew clown at once. 

'Take lion's babies too ?' she saill, shaking her head 

severely. 'Not good eat.' 

'Who wants to eat them?' said Dyke. 'Ko: I'm 

going to keep them. Come, make haste. I want to 

see those birds cooking into soup.' 

'Soup? Ooolllps. Tant know make tea coffee~~

dinner.' 
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' No, no ; ;;ou p.' 

'Ooomp;;; make binl tea, coffee? Baas Joe drink in 
, 

spoon. 

'Yes, that's right; you under;;taml,' criecl Dyke, 

UHLl the woman hurried out with the birds, the dog 

following her, hi.,; iu;;tinct teaehing him. that there 

woulcl be the healls and pos;;ibly other oclds and emb 

to fall to his share. But before o·oino· he went and 
b "'' 

pokecl at the two cuLs aml uttered a low bark. 

'What do you think of these, Joe?' said Dyke, 

picking up his prizes, and placing them on the bed. 

'Dangerous, little un,' said Emson feeLly. ' The 

mother will scent them out.' 

'K o : I feel sure it was their mother I shot last 

nio·ht. She lies out yomlcr where Tant and I drarro·ed 
b "'"' 

her.' 

' Ah!' said Emson softly, 'it was her skin Tant 

Lrought in to show me. She stripped it off to-night.' 

'She did? Bravo! well clone, Tant l But look here, 

Joe: coulcln't I 1ring these cubs up?' 

'Yes, for a time ; but they would grow dangerous. 

Try.' 

That 

()'ettinn· 
b "' 

night, after finding very little difficulty in 

the cubs to suck a couple of piece:; of rag 

soaked in milk, Dyke dropped asleep, to dream that 

the lioness had come to life again, and wa;; waiting at 
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the door for her en bs ; but it proved to be only Tantn 

Sal once more, just at daybreak, with a tin of the 

1Jin1 soup, which she had set to stew overnight, and 

woke up early to get rcn(ly for the bnns. Of this 

Emson partook with nviflity ns soon as he woke, his 

brother laughing merrily as he fc<l him with a "·ooden 

spoon, while Tant grinnefl with (lelight. 

' Jack say Baas J oc go die,' she 

legs with her hancls. ',Jack tie£.' 

Dyke endorsed the words that 

cried, clapping her 

morninO' when he 
"" 

visited the still unladen wagon, for a lJag of sugar and 

some more meal had disappeared. 

He stood rubbing his car viciously. 

'It's my fault for not taking the things indoors,' he 

sai(l in a vexed tone of voice; 'but I can't do every

thing, and feeding those cubs last night ma(lo me forget 

to set Duke to watch.' 

Then a thought struck him, and ho put his hca(l out

side the tilt and shouted for Tant, who came running 

up, and at once climbed into tho wagon. 

'Did you fetch some mealios from hero last night ? ' 

asked Dyke. 

'No: Jack,' cried the woman excitedly ',Tack tid.' 

'Yes; I thought so,' said Dyke thoughtfully. 'There, 

that will do;' aml making np his mind to watch that 

night, he went back to the house, had a few words with 
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his brother, ami then \nnt round to sec that all was 

ri2:ht, comino· back to breakfast after Tanta had shown 
~ '"' 

him the lioness's skin pegged out to dry. 

Dyke watched that night, but in vain ; Duke 

watched the next night also in vain, for there hnd 

been too much to do for the wagon to be emptied and 

the stores brought in. 

For Emson required, in his weak state, an enormous 

deal of attention, which, however, was a delight to his 

brother, who had the satisfaction day by clay of seeing 

him grow slightly better; while the Kaffir woman was 

indefatigable, and never seemerl to sleep, Dyke's diffi

culty being to keep her from making the patient 

trasel in a retrograde path by giving him too much 

to eat. 

'Baas Joe muss plenty meat, tea, coffee,' she said. 

' K o eat, Baas Joe die.' 

Hence Dyke had hard work to keep the larder ::;up

plied. Fortunately, howenr, the guinea-fowls' roosting 

place proved to he almost inexhaustible, anfl twice O\'er 

a little buck fell to the boy's gun. 

Then there was an ample supply of milk, some egg.<;, 

and dried meat to stew down, so that the patient did 

not faxe so badly, as his returning strength showed. 

But prorrress with the ostrich-farm was at a stanrl-
"' 

still, ancl Dyke used to look at the great stilt-stalking 
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birds with a sorrowful air, aml "'ish tlwy "'ere all 
• 

running wild. 

'But you arc getting better fast, Joe,' he said one 

evening as he sat hy the couch. 

'Getting better slowly, not fast, little un,' replied 

Emson sn.dly. 'Heaven knows how I pray for strength, 

so as to relieve you, boy.' 

'Who wants to be relieved ? ' cried Dyke roughly. 

'All I mind is not getting on better "'ith the work, 

because now I have not Jack to help. I get on so 

slowly.' 

'I know, Dyke,' saicl Emson sarlly, as he lay there 

propped up on his bed. 

'Rullo ! What's the matter? \Vhat have I done?' 

'Nothing but what is patient and persevering.' 

'Oh, no! don't say that,' cried the boy. 'I've always 

been a discontented grum bier ever since I 've been here, 

Joe. But, I say, don't call me Dyke. It sounds as if 

you were getting formal with me, and as if we were not 

as we used to be before you 'vere taken bad.' 

'But we are, old chap. Better and more brotherly 

than ever. I never knew till now how hmve, and trne, 

and manly Hal he's gone,' sighed Em son sadly; 

for Dd~c had made a sudden bound, and dashed out of 
• 

the place, keeping a"·ay for fully half an hour, before 

he thrust in his head once more. 
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'Ah thoro you ' . ' arc, said Emson. 'Como anrl sit 

down. I want to speak to you.' 

'Look hero, Joe,' criell Dyke. 'I 'm baas now, and 

I shall do as I like. Arc you going to talk nny more 
• 

of that nonsense? I am going if yon arc.' 

'I shall not talk nonsense. I only said'--

'Yon stop, sir. Don't you got only saiding again, 

for I won't have it. It's weak, and sickly, and 

sentimental. Who wants to he told that he helped his 

brother when he was ill? Such rot! Why, woul<ln't 

you have feel me and washed my face if I \1 grown 

as stupid and weak as you? There, shake hands. I '11 

forgive you this time; hut if ever Hooray-y-y-y l 

He 's getting some muscle in his arm again. Yon can 

fool him grip! Why, a fortnight ago it was like shaking 

hands with a dead chicken. I say, J oo, old man, yon 

are heaps hotter.' 

'Yes, I 'm getting better. I feel as if I shall live 

' now. 

'Li,·o? Now there's a jolly old stnpirll Just as if 

you wore over going to feel anything else. 

Joe: I shall have to make an alteration. 

Look hero, 

I've boon 

spoiling you, giving you too many good things. And 

to begin with, I think I '11 cut your hair.' 

'Isn't it short enough?' said Emson rather piteously, 

as he feebly raised his haml to his temples. 
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'Yes, there: it looks nice ami fashionable. But all 

down at the Lack it's like Breezy's mane.' 

'Then you shall cut it, Dyke.' 

'Ah-h-h!' 

'Well then, young un. But how iR poor Breezy?' 

'Getting wild for want of riding. I went toward her 

yesterday, and she began dancing a pas-de-detLx-legs 

on her fore-hoofs, and sparred at the sky with her 

hind. Wait a bit, and you and I '11 take some of the 

steam out of her and Longshanks. We '11 hunt out 

no end of ostriches' nests in the farther-off part of the 

veldt. Here, what are you shaking your jolly old 

head for ? It 's been quite shaky enough, hasn't 
. t 2 ' 1 . 

'I was thinking of the ostrich-farming, little un,' 

said Emson sadly. 'No, my lad, no more time wasted 

over that. Two hundred years hence they may have 

got a more manageable strain of domesticated birds 

that will live well in confinement. We 've had our try, 

and failed.' 

'Bah! Not half tried. I haven't. No, Joe, we 

won't give up. We '11 do it yet. Why, it was that 

black scoundrel Jack who caused half the mischief. 

Oh, Joe, if I could only have caught him when he was 

knocking those poor young birds on the head, and had 

my gun with me.' 
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'What! woulJ you have t·ilwt at him, young un?' 

'If I'd had small shot in one of the barrels. 

They'd have just gone through, and peppered l1is 

hide nicely. I say, Joe, his clothes wouldn't have 
. 

stopped the shot corns.' 

' No,' said Emson, smiling ; ' his clothe~:> woullln't 

have stopped them.' 

'Hooray-y-y-y!' shouted Dyke again, and the 

two lion cubs looked over the packing-case in which 

they were confined, wonderingly. 

'Look at him ! A regular half laugh. We shall 

have the whole laugh ~:>oon. But there, I mustn't stop, 

wastincr time here.' 
0 

' Yes ; stay a little longer, little un. I want to 

talk to you,' said Emson. 

' About my being such a nice,· good boy so brave 

and so noodley ? No, you don't. I 'm oft:' 

'No, no; I will not say a word about that. I want 

to talk to you.' 

'But the ostriches want feeding.' 

'They mu~:>t wait,' said Emson sadly. 'They've 

made us wait for profit. Look here, little un ; sit 

down.' 

'Well, if you want it. But, honour bright: no 

buttering me.' 

'I want to talk about our future.' 
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'Well, I can tdl you that, J oc. 

make a big success of tho farm.' 

\ V c 'rc o·oin ... to 
b " 

' No, boy ; we are going to give it up.' 

' What ! Sell it ?' 

' No ; I should be ashamed to take money off a mun 

for so worthless a bargain. \V c arc going to scrape 

together what ::;kins and feathers arc ours, ::;o a::; to puy 

our way, and going home.' 

'What! empty?' cried Dyke. 'That we won't.' 

'We mur:;t, boy. I shall never be myself till I have 

been under a good doctor.' 

' What nonsense, J oo : There, let 's tulk about :oomo

thing else. I say, how playful tho cub.~ get ; but 

they 'ro more like big St Bernard pups than kittens.' 

'Let us talk about our future, boy,' saicl Emson 

rather sternly. ' I was thinking bitterly of our 

prospects when I was sickening for this fever, and I 

have thought more about them since I have been 

lying hero helpless; and as soon as I can get about, 

we must prepare for going home.' 

'Beaten! Go home, and say: "It 's of no usc, father; 

we 're a poor, helpless pair." ' 

'We must accept tho inevitable, little un.' 

'There isn't any inevitable when yon 'ro my age, J oo. 

One always used to feel on a bad day that sooner or 

later the fbh would begin to bite.' 
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' Yes, but we used to change to another place.' 

'Sometimes. \Vel!, let's change to another place, 

then. But it woul<l be a pity. We've got never

failino· water here and even if the lions and baboons 
t:> ' 

Jo come sometimes, it's a capit~1l place. 

have another try.' 

I sav Joe 
J ' ' 

'You've quite changed your tune, old fellow,' said 

Emson mournfully. 'Do you remember?' 

'\Yhy, of course. \Ylmt fellow doesn't remember 

what a donkey he has been ? I've often thought of it 

while vou were ill, Joe, aml of what a nuisance I must 
• 

have been while you were so patient. And I said to 

myself 'l'here, never mind that! I say, Joe, do 

you really mean for m; to go Lack Leaten ?' 

'y e~.' 

' Not have one more try ! ' 

'No: I am too much broken down.' 
0 

' But I'm not. I 'm getting full of pluck aml work 

now, aml I '11 do anything to keep things 

you come roum1.' 

<roin <Y till 
b t:> 

Emson shook his l1eaLl sadly. 

'I say it i,., of no use, my lad; 

impm;si bi lit y.' 

' Then let 's try ::;omething ebe. 

old Morgenstern saiLl ? ' 

we are trvino· an • t:> 

What do you think 

'That we were wasting time over the ostriches.' 
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'Well, yes, he did say that. But he said something 

else.' 

' Y cs ? What ? ' 

' That he heard they were finding diamonds out on 

the veldt, and that he should advise you to have a 

good try.' 

'1\Ioonshinc, boy. The other clay it was gold. Do 

you think we should be wise in spending our days 

hunting for diamonds ? ' 

Dyke scratched his ear, glanced 

then shook his head. 

' 

at his brother, and 

' Come, you arc wise in that. Old Morgenstern is a 

good, honest, old fellow, but it does not do to take any

body's advice on your own affairs, about which you 

know best yourself. There, I must not talk any more; 

but don't go dreaming about diamonds, little un. You 

and I did not come out here to make a fortune, but to 

get a straightforward, honest living.' 

Emson closed his eyes, and Dyke sat watching him 

till his regular breathing told that he was fast asleep, 

and then the lad went out to go and busy himself 

about the place, meaning to take his gun that evening 

and make for the patch of forest beyond the kopje, so 

as to shoot a couple or so of the guinea-fowl; but a 

sharp storm came on and prevented him, though at 

bed-time, when he looked out, after seeing that the 
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lion cubs and dog were curled up happily enough 

together, the stars were shining brilliantly, and a dull, 

soft light in the cast told that the full moon would 

soon bo up. 

Five minutes later he was in his corner, feeling very 

drowsy, and a little troubled in his mind ahout his 

brother's determination. 

' But Joe 'II think differently when he gets better,' 

Dyke said to himself; and then hogan to think 

whether he ought not to have watched tho wagon. 

'One can't work and watch, too,' ho thought as he 

yawned, 'but I might have made Duke sleep in the 

wagon, and I will.' 

But he was so utterly wearied out that he kept 

putting off the getting up from minute to minute, till 

he forgot all about it in sleep, plunging at once into a 

troubled aream, in which he saw his brother standing, 

angry and threatening with a big stick in his hand, 

and about to bring it down upon him with a heavy 

thml for neglecting their valna hle stores, when he 

awoke to find that thoro was some substlmce in 

that ch·eam, 



CHAPTER XXYI. 
• 

THE NIGHT ·ATTACK. 

OR a few momentq Dyke could not collect 

himself sufficiently to speak, but stared 

at the black figure leaning over him, with 

what seemed to be a heavy club, while 

the shadow cast by the feeble lamp upon the wall to 

his left looked prodigious. 

' Get up! Come 1' was whispered in his car, and he 

felt the stout cudgel pressed upon his legs. 

'You, Tant?' he faltered. 

'Oomps. Jump. Jack come. Jack tie£.' 

'What!' cried Dyke springing up, hnJf-clressed, as 

he had lain down. 

'Shoo ! ' whispered the woman. 'Bring gun, shoot.' 

'You want me to shoot Jack?' 

'Oomps. \Vagon. Kaffir.c; take all mealies.' 

'You're a pretty sort of a wife,' thought Dyke, as 
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he caught up his loaded gun from the corner, and 

wondered that the dog had not stirred. 

Just then Tanta Sal touched his arm, pointed to the 

light, and made a puffing sound with her lips. 

'Put it out?' he whispered. 

She nodded, and Dyke turned down the wick, so that 

the place was only lit up by the pale rays of the moon. 

'Where are they?' whispered Dyke. 'At the 

wagon?' 

' No, not come ; Jack come say Tant Sal go 'way 

to-night 'long o' Jack. Gone fetch KafEr, carry rnealies. 

Corne.' 

She took his arm tightly and led him to the door, 

which he found ajar, and as soon as they were outside 

she closed it after them. 

' Stop a moment. Let's have the dog.' 

' No : dog make noise, and Jack top. Come.' 
• 

The woman led him to the wagon, and mounting on 

to the box, opened the canvas and crept in silently, 

while the boy hesitated to follow. 

Suppose it was a trap, and Tanta had her husband 

and two or three men in waiting there. 

'Absurd !' he thought the next moment. 'Why 

should they hurt me? They could have robbed the 

wagon without.' 

Mounting then quickly, he felt his arm seized, and he 
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was half drawn into the wagon, where all was black 

on one side, while the canvas tilt showed faintly in 

the moonlight on the other, 

Dyke was just able to make out that the woman 

was watching by the canvas, which hung over the 

front ; then she reached back to him. 
• 

'Jack say try kill Baas Dyke, but dog come. Kill 

Baas Dyke some day.' 

'That's nice,' whispered the boy. 'What for?' 

'Jack tie£. Want wagon, want horse, want all.' 

'Then it's war,' said Dyke, 'and he shan't have 

them.' 

'Shoo!' whispered the woman, and she leaned forward 

with her head half out of the opening. Then turned 

quickly. 

'Jack come, Jack one, Jack one, Jack one.' 

'Four of them?' whispered Dyke. 

'Oomps. Baas Dyke shoot.' 

The boy pressed the triggerR as he drew up the 

cocks of his piece, so that the clicking made was 

extremely faint, and then stood ready and expectant. 

But he had not long to wait. For almost directly 

there was a dull sound as of footsteps ; a heavy 

breathing, and hands tugged at the tightly fastened 

canvas at the back of the wagon. Then there was a 

low whispering. Whoever it was passed along to the 
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front of the wagon, and then there was a heavy 

breathing as the visitors swung themselves up on to 

the wagon-box, Dyke judging from the sounds that 

either three or four people had climbe<l up. Then the 

canvas was dragged back, and as Dyke pointed his gun, 

hesitating about firing, and then deciding to shoot 

overhead to startle the marauders, one crept in. 

At that moment there was a whizz and the sound of 

a tremendous blow, followed by a loud yell of pain 

and a perfect shower of blows delivered with 

wonderful rapidity upon the attacking party, who 

sprang out and fell from the wagon front. 

It was all almost momentary, and then Dyke was 

leaning out through the canvas, and fired twice at 

random. 

'It won't hit, only frighten them,' he thought; and 

then he turned cold, for at the second report there was 

a yell, the sound of a fall, a scuffling noise, and a series 

of cries almost such as would be uttered hy a clog, and 

growing more and more distant, as the boy listened, 

feeling convinced that he had shot Duke. 

Tanta Sal was of a different opinion. 

'Dat Jack,' she said, laughing softly. '.Tack tid. 

No come kill Tant now.' 

Dyke was silent for a few moments. He was 

thinking about what cartri<lges he had placed in his 



• 

Follow·ecl hy n. lon<l yell. 
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gun, and remembered that they were No. 6, which he 

hacl intended for the guinea-fowl. 

'ThoHe wouldn't kill him,' he muttered, 'and he was 

a long way off:' 

'No get mealies now,' said the woman, interrupting 

the hoy'H musings. 'Baas Dyke go bed?' 

'Stop! suppose they are waiting?' whispered Dyke. 

' Wait ? What for ? ' ::;he replied. ' No. All run 

away, No come now,' 

She climbed out on to the box and held the canvas 

aside for Dyke to follow, which he did, and then tied 

the opening up again, and leaped down to staml listen

ing to the dog's barking within the house. 

'Tant go ::;leep,' said the woman; and she hurried 

oft: while Dyke opened the door for the dog to bound 

out growling, and reaLly to rush oft' at a word, but 

Dyke called him in and shut the door, fastening it 

now ; the fact of the clog sleeping inside being, he 

thought, sufficient protection the coming of the 

woman not being noticed by Duke, who, of course, sot 

her down as a friend. 

But Dyke dicl not lie clown for some time after 

assuring himself that the noise had not roused his 

brother from his heavy sleep. -The boy was uneasy 

about the woman. She had told him that Jack had 

threatened to kill her. Suppose he came back now 
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with his companions to take revenge upon her for 

betraying their plans. 

'She wouldn't know,' he saill to himself, after care

fully weighing the matter over in his mind, to decide 

that they would be afraid to come again after such 

a reception. 

So, concluding at last that the woman would be 

quite safe, Dyke reloaded his gun, placed it ready, and 

lay down once more, conscious of the fact now that 

the dog was awake and watchful. 

Five minutes after he was asleep, and did not wake 

till the Kaffir woman came and tapped at the door, to 

show him, with a look of triumph, four assegais left 

behind by the visitors of the past night. 

' Dat Jack,' she said, holding up one. ' Dose odor 

fellow.' 

' Will they come for them ? ' 

' No. Jack no come again. Get other wife. Taut 

Sal don't waut any more.' 



' 

better. 

CHAPTElt XXVIL 

OOl\1 STAHTLES HIS Flt!ENDS. 

HE days glided peacefully by, with Dyke 

kept busy enough supplying the larder, 

especially for his brother's benefit, and 

under his treatment the poor fellow grew 

But so slowly ; and he was the mere ghost of his 

former self when he began to crawl out of the house 

by the help of a stick, to sit in the shade and watch 

Dyke as he was busy about the place. 

'!'here was very little to vary the monotony of their 

life. A lion came one night, but did not molest horse 

or bullock. They had visits, too, from the jackals, but 

Tanta Sal was right Jack came no more, and they 

saw nothing of the Kaffirs who had been his com

panions, though Dyke found a rough hut and traces of 

a tire in the patch of forest close to where he went 
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to shoot the guinea-fowl, showing that he must often 

have been pretty near tho Kaffirs' hiding-place. 

In fact, Jack had had a very severe peppering, and 

felt not the slightest inclination to risk 

another. 

• • reCelVlllO' 
0 

The subject of giving up Kopfontein was often dis

cussed, but even if it were done, it seemed evident that 

many months must elapse before Emson would be fit 

to travel; so the subject was talked cf less often, 

though one thing was evillent both to Dyke and his 

brother their scheme of ostrich-farming had com

pletely broken down, and unless a bold attempt were 

made to start afresh, they would gradually become 

poorer and poorer, for alone, all Dyke's efforts to 

collect valuable skins were disposed to be rather 

unfruitful, try hard as he would. 

:Months had passed, aml they had had no more black 

visitors, but one clay Tanta Sal rushed into the house 

where the brothers were seated at dinner, with such a 

look of excitement upon her features, that Dyke sprang 

up, seized one of the guns and handed another to his 

brother, who stood up, looking weak, but determined to 

help if danger were at haml. 

But Tanta gesticulated, pushed the guns away, and 

signed to Dyke to follow. 

The cause of the woman's excitement was evident 
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directly, for there, a milu away, was a wagon drawn 

by a long team of oxen, anrl it was cviclcnt that they 

were to have visitors at the farm. 

'Some poor wretch going np in the wilds to seck his 

fortune,' said Emson rather sadly. 'I wish him better 

luck than ours, young un.' 

'Oh, I say, Joe, don't talk in that doleful way,' cricrl 

Dyke oxcitcclly. 'This is so jolly. It's like being 

Robinson Crusoe awl seeing a sail. Here, wait while 

I fetch tho glass.' 

Dyke returne<l the next minute with his hancls 

trembling so that he could hardly focus al1(l strarly 

the 'optic tube.' Then he shouterl in his excitement, 

anrl hamlerl the telescope to hi.'> J,rother. 

'Why, it's that fat olrl Dutchman, Morgenstem ! 

Who'd have thought of seeing him?' 

Sure enough it was the ol<l trade1·, seate(l like the 

Great J\Iogul in tho old "·oodcuts. He was upon 

the wagon-box, holding up an enormously long whip, 

and bYo lJlack servants \Yere · with him one at the 

head of tho long team of twelve oxen, the other about 

the mirldlc of the douhle line of six, as tho heavy 

wagon came ,;lowly along, the hullocks seeming to 

era w l. 
'I am glad,' cried Dyke. 'I sny, Joe, sec his great 

whip I He lookccl in the glass as if he were fishing.' 
• 

T 
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'Tant make fine big cake kettle boil- biltong 

tea ? ' asked the Kaffir woman hospitably. 

'Yes,' said Emson quietly. 'But,' he continued, as 

Tantn, Sal ran off to tho back of tho house, ' it may not 
• 

be 1\Iorgonstorn, young un. Fat Germans look very 

much alike.' 

'Oh, but I feel sure this is the old chap.-I say, 

what's the German for fat old man?' 

'I don't know. i\Iy German has grown rnsty out 

here. Dicker alto Mann, perhaps. \Vhy?' 

'Because I mean to call him that. He always called 

me booby.' 

'No, bube: hoy,' saicl Emson, smiling. 

They stood watching the wagon creeping nearer and 

nearer for a minute or two, Dyke longing to run to 

meet the visitors; but he suddenly recalled the orderly 

look at i\[orgenstern's, n,ncl rushed back into the house 

to try to make their rough board a little more 

presentable; and he was still in the midst of this task, 

when, with a good deal of shonting from the Kaffir 

servants, and sundry loud cracks of the great whip, 

the wagon, creaking ancl groaning, stopped at the 

fence in front of the house, and the old German 

shouted: 

'Ach l mei.n goot vrient Emzon, how you vas to-day? 

Vere is der buhe?' 
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'Dicker alto Mann!' saicl Dyke between his teeth, 

and hurriedly brushing away some crumbs, and throw

ing a skin over the chest in which various odds and 

ends were kept, he listened to the big bluff voice out

side as Morgenstern descended. 

'It is goot to shack hant mit an Englander. Bood 

you look tin, mein vrient. You haf been down mit 

dem vever?' 

' Yes, I 'vo been very ill.' 

'That is nod goot. Boocl you god bosser now. Ach, 

here is der poy! Ach! moin goot liddle bubo, ant how 

you vas?' 

Dyke's hands were seized, anr1 to his horror the 
• 

visitor hugged him to his broad chest, and kissecl him 

louclly on each cheek. 

'Oh, I'm quite well,' said Dyke rather ungraciously, 

as soon as he could get free. 

'Ov goorse you vas. Grade, pig, oogly, shtrong poy. 

I am clad to zee you again. You did got home guite 

zave?' 

'Eh? Oh yes. But that's over so long ago.' 

' Zo ? Ach ! I haf been zo busy as noffer vas. Now 

you led mein two poys outspan, eh ? ' 
• 

'Of course,' said Emson warmly. 'Show them where 

the best pasture is, toward the water, Dyke. Come in, 

Herr. You look hot and tired.' 
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'Ja, zo. I am sehr hot, aJHl you give me zomeden 

to drink. I haf zom peaudivul dea in dem vagons. I 

give you zom to make.' 

An hour later, with the visitor and his men 

refreshed, Morgenstern smiled at Dyke, an<l winked 

both his eyes. 'You know va<l I vants ? ' he said. 

' Yes ; your pipe.' 

'Ja, I wand mein bibe. You gom lllit me do god 

mein bibe und mein dobacco din; uml den I light oop, 

uncl shmoke uncl dalk do you, und you go all round, 

und zhow me den ostridge-bircl varm.' 

They all went out together, the visitor noticing 

everything; and laying his hand upon Emson's 

shoulder, he said: ' You muss gecl besf.ler, mein vrient. 

You are noel enough click doo tin.' 

'Oh, I'm mending fast,' said Emson 

then they stopped by the wagon, with 

eyes twinkling as he turned to Dyke. 

hastilY, and 
• 

Morcrenstern's 
"' 

' You haf been zo goot,' he said ; ' you make me ead 

und trinken zo mooch, dat I gannod shoornp indo den 

vagon. I nm zo dick. Good ! You shoomp in, and 

get me mein bibe und dobacco din.' 

Dyke showed him that he could; fetched it out, and 

after the old man had filled, lit up, and begnn to form 

smoke-clouds,' he said : ' You dake me now do 

sec if mcin pullocks an<l my poys is ead und trink.' 
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'Oh, they're all right,' cried Dyke. 

'Ja. Bood I always like do zee for meinzelf. Zotn 

beobles ist nod as goot as you vas, mein vrient. A 

good draveller ist kind do his beast und his plaek 

poy.' 

The visitor was soon satisfied, for he was taken 

round to where Tanta Sal was smilino· at her two 
"' 

guests, who, after making a tremendous meal, had lain 

down and gone to sleep, while the oxen coulll be seen 

at a distance contentedly grazing in a patch of rich 

grass. 

' You haf no lions a pout here,' Hail! the old man, 'to 

gom und shcleal mein gattle? Ah, vot ist das ?' he 

cried, turning pale as lte heard a peculiar noise from 

somewhere close at hand. Quigg ! You ged der goon 

uml shoot, or der lion gom uml preak von of der 

' k ' oxen s pac ', 

'It's all right,' cried Dyke, laughing. 'Come and look 

here.' 

The old man lookell rather willl aml strange, for, 

as Dyke threw open a rough door in the side of one of 

the sheds, the two lion cubs, now growing fast towards 
. 

the size of a retriever dog, came bounding out. 

' Ach ! shdop. Do not led them ead dcr poor alter 

pccam:e he is zo nice uml vat. Eh, dey will not hurt 

me?' 
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' No ! ' cried Dyke ; 'look here : they are as tame and 

playful as kittens.' 

Dyke proved it by dropping on his knees and 

rolling the clumsy, heavy cubs ·over, letting them 

charge him and roll him over in turn. 

' Ach! id is vonterful,' said the old man, wiping the 

perspiration from his face. 'I did tought dey vas go 

to eat den alt man. You make llem dame like dot mit 

dem jarnbok.' 

'With a whip? No,' cried Dyke; 'with kindness. 

Look here : pat them and pull their ears. They never 

try to bite. You should see them play about with the 

doo·.' 
1:> 

' Boor liddle vellows den,' said the old man, putting 

out his hand nervously. 'Ach, no ; id is lloo bat, you 

lid~lle lion. Vot you mean py schmell me all over ? I 

am nod for you do ead.' 

Dyke laughed, for the cubs turned away and sneezed. 

They did not approve of the tobacco. 

'There, come along,' he cried; and the cubs bounded 

to him. 'I'll shut them up for fear they should 

frighten your oxen.' 

'Das is goot,' said the old man with a sigh of 

satisfaction, as he saw the door closed upon tho two 

great playful cats. 'Boocl you zhall mind, or zom clay 

I zhall gom ant zeo you, but vind you are not ad 
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home, vor die young lion haf grow pig uncl ead you all 

oop. ' 
""{T 1 • l 

' 1. c~, ~all Em~on; 'we shall have to get riel of 

them before very long. They may grow dangerous 

some day.' 

'Ach! I dell you vot, mein vricnt Emzon, I puy 

dose lion ov you, or yon led me shell llem, to go do 

Angland or do Sharmany.' 

'Do you think you could?' 

' Do I dink I good ? J a, I do dradc in effery dings. 

I gom now to puy itiory uncl vcdders. You shell me 

all you vedders, uml I gif you good brice.' 

'I have a very poor lot, Morgenstern, Lut I'll 

sell them to you. Dyke and I have done very 

badly.' 

'Zo ? Bood you will zell do me. I zaid do myself 

I vould go uml zoe me in vrient Emzon und den bu be. 

He zay I am honest man. You droost me ?' 

'Of course,' said Em son frankly. 'I know you for 

what you arc, :Morgenstern.' 

The olcl man lowered his pipe, and held out 

his fat hand. 

'I dank you, Herr Emzon,' he said, shaking hi~ 

host'~ hand wanuly. 'Icl is goot clo vecl dot von lms 

a vrient oucl here in dcr desert laml. Boocl I am 

gonzcrn ap:mt you, rnein vrient. You haf peen very prtd. 
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You do look sehr krank; unt you zay you lmf tone 

paclly. I am moch gonzern.' 

'\Ve 've been very unlucky,' saiJ Emson, as the old 

man seated himself upon a block of gr11nite, close to 

one of the ostrich-pens, while an olJ cock bird reached 

over aml Legan inspecting his straw-h11t. 

'Zo I am zorry. Bood vy do you not Jry somedings 

else? Huncl vor skins or vor iffory ? I puy dem all. 

Uml not dry do keep den ostriclge Lircl in Llem gage, 

LooLl go uncl zhoot him, uml zell die vedLlers do me. 

Order is anoclcler clings. Hi ! Yon Lube: did you dell 

den bruclers a pout den cliamonts ? ' 

'Oh yes, I tolLl him,' said Dyke sadly; 'but he 

has been so ilL I thotwht once he was O'Oin()' to 
0 0 0 

L1ie.' 

'Zo! Den tumler! what vor you no gom uml vetch 

me und mine old vomans? Die frau g01n uml vrighten 

avay das vevers. Slw is vouterful okl vomans. She 

make you like to be ill.' 

'I was all alone, and coulLln't leave him,' said Dyke. 

'I was afraid he woulcl die if I clid.' 

'Ja,zo. You vas quite right, mein young vrient Van 

Dyke. You are a goot poy, unt I loaf you. Zhake 

mein hant.' 

The process was gone through, Dyke shrinking a 

little for fear he would l1e kissed. 
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'Und zo die pi1ts do no<l get on?' said ~forgenstern 

after a pause, during which he sat smoking. 

' No, in spite of all our care,' said Emson. 

'Ach! vot ist das ?' cried the old man, looking sharply 

round, as his hat was snatched off by the long-necketl 

binl which had been inspecting it. 'You viii gif dot 

pack to me, shdupit. Id ist nod goot do eat, und I am 

sure icl vould not vid your shclupid liddle het. Dank 

you, bube,' he continued, as Duke rescued and returned 

the hat. ' Eh ? you dink it goot. V ell, it vas a goot 

hat; bud yon go avay uml schvallow shdone::;, und make 

vec1Jers for me to pny. Ach l c1ey are vonny pirts, 

Van Dyke. Uml zo dey all go die ? ' 

'We lost a great many through the Kaffir boy we 

had,' said Dyke, as they walked slowly 1xwk to the 

house. 

' Zo ? He did not give them do eat ? ' 

' We saw that the birds had enough to eat,' said 

Dyke; 'but he used to knock their heads with a stone.' 

'Zo ? Dot vas nod goot. Shdones are goot for die 

pirts to schvallow, bull noel for outsicle den het. I dink, 

mein younger vrient, I should haf knog dot shentle

man's het out.-;ide mit a shdone, und zay do him, "You 

go avay, und neffcr gom here again, or I zhall bepper 

your black shkin mill small shot." ' 

'That's what Dyke did do,' said EuJwll, smiling. 
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Ach ! he is a vine poy.' 

'Hah!' sighed the old man as he sank upon a stool 

in the house. 'Now I zhall shmoke mein bibe, und den 

go do mein wagon un<.l haf a big long schleep, vor I am 

dire.' 

He refilled his pipe, and smoked in silence for a few 

minutes, t:.nd then said thoughtfully : 

'Emzon, mein vrient, I am zorry to zee you veak und 

krank, und I am zorry do zee your varm, uml I 

should not be a goot vrient if I did not dell you die 

truth.' 

' Of course not,' said Emson; and Dyke listened. 

'All dese has been a misdake. You duke goot ad~ 

vice, meia vrient. Yon led die long-legged pirts roon 

vere dey like, uml you go ant look for diamonts.' 

Emson shook his head. 

' No,' he said, 'I am no diamond hunter. It would not 

be fair for my brother, either. I have made up my 

miml what to do. I am weak and ill, and I shall 

clear oft' and go back home.' 

'Nein, nein. Dot is pecause you are krank. Bube, 

you make your bruder quite vell uncl dry again. Dot 

is cler vay. You shall nod go home to your alt beoblcs 

uncl say, " V e arc gom pack like die pad shillings. No 

goot ad all." ' 

'That '::5 what I say,' cried Dyke eagerly. 'I want 
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to hunt for diamonds, ancl collect feathers, and skins, 

and ivory.' 

' Goot ! U ml gom uncl 

stern.' 

shell all to alt Oom l\Ior(l'ento 

'Yes,' cried Dyke. 'I ~:~ay: help me to make my 

brother think as I do.' 

'Of goorse I will, bube ; I know,' said the old man, 

winking his eyes. ' It ist pecause he has got das 

vevers in his pones; bud I haf in mein wagon zix boddles 

of vizzick to \Tighten avay all dot. I zhall give 

him all die boddles. und I shall bud indo each zorn 
' 

quinines. Id ist pord wein, unJ he vill dake two glass, 

effery day, und fery zoon he vill laugh ad dem vevcrs 

und zay: "Hi l Van Dyke, get on your horse and go mit 

me to get iffory, unJ vedders, uml skins, und diamonts, 

till we haf got a load, und den we vill go und shell dem 

to alt Oom Morgenstern do dem alt ooncle, as you gall 

him." Vot haf you got dere, bu be ? ' 

'Two or three of the ostrich skulls that I found with 

the marks made in them by the Kaffir with a stone,' 

said Dyke, who had just been and opened the door of 

his case of curiosities. 

'Zo!' said the old man. 'Ah, und negs time you see 

dot Kaffir poy you make zome l>lacc like dot upon der 

clop of his bet. Und vot else have you there ? any 

dings to zcll me ? ' 
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'Oh no; only a few curiosities I picked up. Look! 

I took these all out of the gizzard of au olll cock 

ostrich we were o1ligell to kill, lJecause he broke his 

leg.' 

Dyke hamled a rough little wooden l,ow l to the 

ol\l man. 

'Ach! l\lein cmcious!' he cried. 

'You wouldn't have thoug!Jt it. 

piece of rusty iron that he hall 

picked it out when I had lost a 

he hall swallowed it.' 

And here's a ~reat ·-
swallowed too; I 

knife, and thou(J'ht 
"' 

'l\Iein cracious !' criell the old man again, and he 

let his pipe fall and break on the rough table. 

Dyke laugh ell as the visitor turned over the stones 

and the bit of rusty iron. 

'One woulLl have thought it would kill them to 

swallow things like that, Lut they're rare binb, Herr 

l\lorgenstern ; they 'II try and swallow anything, even 

straw-hats.' 

'Mein craciom;, yes!' Cl'ied the okl IIH11l again. 'Und 

so, Lube, you dill viml all dose dose dings in dem 

gizzanl ov dot pirt ?' 

'Yes, all of them. 

I picked up myself. 

here.' 

I 'vc got another bowlful that 
c. 

There arc a good many about 

'You vill let me looo· <eLl dem meiu .)'OUn«er vrie11t?' 
"' ' "' 
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'Of course,' said Dd(e, and he fetched from the 
• 

case another rough little bowl that he had obtained 

from one of the Kaffirs. 

There were about ten times as many of the stones, 

and with them pieces of quartz, shining with metallic 

traces, and some curious seeds. 

Morgenstern turned them over again an(l again, 

and glanced at Emson, who looked low spirited and 

dejected. 

'Ach, zo 1 Me in cracious ! ' cried the old man; then, 

with his voice trembling: 'Un1l zo there are blendy 

of dose shdones apout here?' 

'Yes; I've often 

and swallow them. 

bright.' 

seen the m;triches pick 

I suppose it's because 

them up 

they are 

'Yes, I suppose it ist pecausc they are zo bright,' 

said the old man, poming out a handful of the stones 

into his hand, an(l reYenmtly pouring them back into 

the rough wooden bowl. Then rising, he shook hands 

silently with Dyke. 

' Going to bed ? ' 

'No, mein younger vrient, norl ye(l. I haf somedings 

to zay to your brucler,' and turning to Emson, who 

rose to say good-night to him, he took both his 

hands in hi.~ own, and pumped them up and down. 

'Y oseph Emzon,' he said, in a deeply moved • 
VOICe, 
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'I like you when you virst. game into dose harts, und 

I zay dot man is a shentleman ; I loaf him, unt den 

lm be, his brmler. Now I gom here und vind you ill, 

my heart ist zorc. I remember, doo, you zay I vas 

honest man, ant I dank den Lord I am, und dot I feel 

dot I am, und can say do you, mein young vrient, zom 

beol>lcs who know what I know now woulll sheat 

und rob you, but I vould not. I vont zom days to 

clio, und go vor Jcr Lortl vill say, "V ell done, goot 

und vaithful zen' ant." Y oseph Emzon, I am honest 

man, uml I zay do yon, all your droubles arc over. 

You haf been zick, but you vill zoon be qui do veil 

nml sh(lrong, vor you vill not haf das sore heart, uncl 

<le tlroublcs which make do hair drop out of your 

het.' 

'Thank you, Morgen stem. I hope I shall soon be 

well enough to go,' said Emson, sadly. 

'Bood you vill not go, mein vricnt,' cried tho old 

man. 'You vill not leave hero mcin cracious, no ! 

You \·ill shclop und get all die ostridge you gan, uncl 

shcnd dem out effcry day to l>ig oop zom shdones, unci 

rlen you viii dig oop clcr earth vm· die pirts to vind 

more shdones, uncl when dey haf shvallowe<l all dey 

gan, you und der hube here vill kill clem, uncl empty 

tlie gizzards into clio powls of water to vash dem.' 

'No, no, no : what nonsense!' cried Emson, while 
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Dyke suddenly dashed to the table, seized one bowl, 

looked at its contents, and banged them down again. 

'Hurray ! ' he yelled. ' Oh : Herr Morgenstern, is it 

real?' For like a light shot from one of the crystals, 

he saw the truth. 

'X onsense, Y oseph Emzon ? ' cried the old man. 'Icl 

is drue wisdom, as goot as der great Zolomon's. 

Yoseph En12on, I gongradulacle you. You haf had a 

hart shdruggle, but it is ofer now. Die ostriclge pirts 

haf made you a ferry rich man, und I know dot it is 

right, for you vill always do goot.' 

'But but do I understand? Are those -

those'--

' Yes, Joe,' roared Dyke, springing at his brother. 

'There is no more room for despair now, old chap, for 

you are rich; and to think we never thought of it 

being so when you were so unhappy, and and-

Oh, I can't speak now. I don't care for them only 

for the good they 'll do to yon, for they 're diamonds, 

Joe, and there's plenty more diamonds, and all your 
, 

own. 

' Yes, und pig vons, too,' said the old trader, with a 

look of triumph ; 'und now I must haf somedings to 

trink. I haf clalk so much, I nel as I shall shoke. 

Here, bube, you go und shoomp indo dem vagon, und 

bring one of die plack paddles out of mein box py vere 
u 
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I shlecp. Id is der bruder's vizzick, bud ve vill trink a 

trop to-night do gongradulade him, und you dwo shall 

trink do der health of dis honesd alt manns.' 

The bottle of port was fetched, a portion carefully 

medicated with quinine, and Morgenstern handed it to 

the invalid. 

'l\Iein vrient,' he said, 'clas is wein dot maketh 

glad das heart of man. I trink do your goot health.' 

A few minutes later the old trader said softly : 

'I go now to say mein brayer und get mein schleep, 

Goat-night, mein vrients, uml Gott pless you both.' 

It was about an hour later, "-hen the faint yelping 

of the jackals was heard in the distance, that Emson 

said softly : 

' Asleep, young un ? ' 

' No, Joe; I can't get off nohow. I say, am I dream

ing, or is all this true ? ' 

'It is true, lad, quite true ; and I suppose that you 

and I are going to be rich men.' 

'Rich man and boy, Joe. I say: are you pleased?' 

'More thankful than pleased, Dyke, for now, when 

we like, we can start for home.' 

'Without feeling shamefaced and beaten, eh, Joe? 
'-

Then I am glad. I didn't quite know before, but I do 

know now ; and we can make the old people at home 

happy, too, Joe,' 
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'As far as money can make them so, little un.' 

' Hullo;' cried Dyke ; 'you are a bit happy after all, 

Joe.' 

'What makes you say that ? ' 

' You called me "little un" just in your old way, and 

I can feel that, with all the worry and disappointment 

gone now, you'll be able to get well.' 

Emson was silent for a few minutes, and then he said 

softly : 

'Yes : I feel as if I can get better now ; not that 

I care for the riches for riches' sake, Dyke, but 

because Are you listening, little un?' 

Dyke was fast asleep, and a few minutes later 

Emson was sleeping too, and dreaming of faces at 

home in the old country welcoming him back, not for 

the sake of the wealth he brought, but because he was 

once more a hale, strong man. 



' 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

THE CHAXGE THAT CAME. 

T 'S to-morrow morning, little un.' 

Dyke dicl not stir, but he seemed to 

hear the words. 

'Do you hear, little un? Tumble up 

and bustle. Let's have a comfortable meal when he 

joins us. Do you hear, sir ? Are you going to sleep 

all day?' 

Certainly he was not, for Dyke had sprung up, and 

was staring across the place at where, half-turned from 

him, Emson lay gazing at the golden east, where the 

sun was about to rise. 

'Little un: are you going to get up ?' 
Dyke sprang from his beLl, darted to his brothel', 

caught him by the shoulder and pullerJ him round so 

as to look him in the face. 

'\Ylmt 's the matter, sleepy head ? ' said Emson, 

swiling. 
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'Why, it's himself again,' cried Dyke excitedly. 

'Oh Joe, old man, you are better and no mistake. I 

haven't heard you speak like that since I went to old 

Morgenstern's. Oh 1' 

'What is it ? ' cried Emson. 

'I'm not quite awake yet. Yes I am, but I forgot 

that he was here, and about the diamonds ; and Joe, 

Joe, old chap, I don't bcJie,·e precious stones ever did 

so much good before.' 

'Don't talk about them, boy,' said Emson, holding his 

brother's hand tightly in his. 'But I do seem as if a 

terrible load had been taken off body and brain. I feel 

this morning that I shall see home again; and I have 

talked about going, but never felt that I should see it 

till now.' 

'Then hooray for being rich ! But, I say !' 

'What?' 

'Suppose any one one should come and rob us now.' 

Emson laughed aloud. 

'The first trouble that attends wealth, little un. 

There, we've borne sorrow and disappointment like 

men. ' 

'!Ian and boy, Joe.' 

'Like men, Dyke, for you have been a better man 

than I. Now then, we'll bear prosperity, please God, 

as patiently and well.' 
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''Why, of course,' cried Dyke; 'but what did you do 

with the jolly old stones?' 

'Put them in your bowl, and then in the case. Now 

see that the breakfast is o·ot read v. I'm far better, 
to • 

but I feel too weak to help.' 

'Ah, but vou won't lono·, if you o·o on like this,' cried 
~ 0 ~ u 

Dyke, dressing hurriedly, ami l>eginning to have his 

morning wash in the bucket. 'I say Joe, though, let's 

have some luxuries, now, as soon as we can. \Vhat 

do you say to a wash-hand basin ?' 

'Oh yes, we'll have that.' 

'And a sponge? Here, I say : I wonder whether old 

J\Iorningstar has got any sponges: we'll l>ny one. New 

boots, too: mine are getting like Paddy's ride in the 

seJ.an-chair ; I 'm on the ground.' 

'All in good time, little un ; all in good time: the 

first thing now is breakfast for our good old visitor.' 

'Ah, we'll have another spoonful of coffee in the 

pot this morning, Joe.' 

The old trader met them at breakfast and smiled as 

he shook hands. 

'Ach ten !' he cried, 'but you haf geschlafen wohl, 

mein vrient. Der beace of mind is a goot ding. You 

are besser. You need not speak, for your eyes are 

delling me all der dime what dey dink, bube.' 

'I'm sure he's bettor,' said Dyke eagerly. 
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'Und he vill zoon be guite hirnselfs again. I zee you 

half been do mein oxen, Van Dyke.' 

'Oh yes, I had a look at them ; they were feeding 

well.' 

'J a; die poys dell me zo. Now I go do ask you do 

let me shday dill do-morrow, und den die peasts viii pe 

rested, und I go on again.' 

'Don't hurry, Herr .Morgenstern,' said Emson. 'You 

and I must have a long talk about about'--

'Die shdones? N cin, mcin good vrient, you go do 

zay you must share zom mid me, but I zhall dake 

none. Look at me: I am zeventy jahrs alt, und I have 

blenty do leave my old vomans ven I die, zo should I 

dake what vill do you zo much good?' 

'But we owe everything to you.' 

'N ein. It ist not zo. You have work hart, und 

you have got your goot climes ad last. You keep 

vot you haf found. I zhall dake nocling boocl die hant 

of mein vrients.' 

'Oh, but you ought to have a good share, Herr 

l\forgenstern,' cried Dyke. 

'Ach ten! what for you go shpeak like dot, you bube. 

You \vand to make me gross, und get in a big passion. 

Tundcr ! No, I vill dot dake von shingle shdone. You 

shpeak again, I go away in a gross anger. Aha! 

you see, rnein vrient Y oseph, I zoon zeJdle dot 
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imbudencl bnbe, who go to shpoil my breakfass. I do 

not wand my breakfass shpoil. You oondershtan. 

You say diamont again, I gall my poys, uncl inspan 

und go away.' 

He frowned, as if he -meant all he said, went on 

eating fiercely for a few moments, and then with his 

mouth full: 

'I have blenty,' he cried, 'uncl I am glad you have 

blemly, doo. Now, von vort, von leeclle vort, uml I haf 
• 

done. You dake a long shdocking und pud die shdones 

in, and den you vind all you gan. You make mooch 

as you gan before die bcoble gom. It is got to 

be know dot dere are blcnty diamonts in der veldt, und 

tousands und tousands gom to vind. V ell, you are 

virst ; you pick oop all you gan pefore dey gom, und 

nopody know, for you shoot oop your mouth and hold 

your dongue. \Vise man don't cry "Look here!" when 

he viml. He go und vind again, eh ? Dot is all, und 

I have enshoy der bess brcakfass I effer vas haf.' 

'But, really, Morgenstern.' 

'Oof ~ I am going to get in soch a big passion l' roared 

the old man furiously. 'I gom here und vind you all 

down in die doomps. I gif you vizzick do make you 

shdrong, und I dell you you arc ridge mans; und now 

you vill not led me haf any beace. I ha£ not mooch 

hair left upon mcin het: do you vant me to dear it all 
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oud, zo as mein old vomans zhall nod know me when I 

go pack?' 

'No, no, no; but'--... 
'N ocl anodcr vort. I am going to shmoke mein bibe. 

-Ah, you bnbe, Van Dyke, you laugh pecause I prcak 

him last night l Yon dink I haf nod god anoder ? 

Ha, ha ! I haf god zigs, uncl one made of wood zo as he 

gannocl preak. Now, me in tear vrient Y oseph Emzon, 

led me rest und enshoy myself. You bube, go und dell 

dot plack vomans do gook me a goot tinner. I zhall 

go uml shmoke mein biLe und shdudy dose long, 

shdupicl-looking pit'ts, und you gan both gom und 

dalk do me.' 

Old l\Iorgenstern had his own way, sitting about in 

different parts of the farm where there were suitable 

resting-places, and longest in the chasm of the granite 

by the water spring in the kopje. 

'So dis vas a vavoride blace of yours, eh, bubo?' he 

said, as he sat and smoked in the shade. 

'Yes; it is so nice, and moist, and cool.' 

'Ja, zo. You are nod a shdupicl poy at all. Bood 

look here, clot vos a goot tinner: uncl I enshoy him 

mooch pecause I shall noel gecl anocler dill I go pack to 

mein old vomans. Now I do nod dink you and cler pig 

bruder vill shclop ferry long at Kopfontein. You will go 

pack to Anglelancl.' 
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'Oh yes, some day, of course,' said Dyke. 

'Ja, zo. When you haf vound blenty of shdones. 

\Yhen you go pack, you vill nod dake dot voman?' 

'Oh no ! Poor old Tanta Sal ; we shall be sorry to 

leave her behind.' 

'Den you do nod go to leave her pehind. You shall 

gom py me to go home. Ah, heim ! mein vaterland ! I 

zhall neffer go pack to her, bube: I am doo alt und 

dick. I shall go vrom here do der great vaterland do 

Himmel, I hope. Bood you shall bring Tanta Sal to 

alt Oom :Morgenstern. My alt vomans shall pe fery 

goat to her, und she shall gook tinners, und help. Bood 

she vill haf to vear more glothes. :Mein alt voman 

vill nod led her go apout like dot.' 

The next morning that plan regarding Tanta Sal's 

future was ratified, subject to the woman's agreement, 

and Emson thought that as they would go very slowly, 

he might be able to sit upon his horse, and ride 

with old Morgenstern for a few miles on his long 

round. 

The old man beamed with satisfaction, and Emson 

and Dyke mounted, and walked their horses, one 

on each side of the wagon-box, where the old fello\v sat 

holding his big whip. 

They went to the first water, where tho oxen were 

refreshed, a good six miles from Kopfontein, and then 
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departed, the old man blessing them both in patriarchal 

manner, ending by kissing Dyke on each cheek. 

'Dill we meed again, mein sohn,' he said, and the 

great team of oxen slowly moved away, guided by the 

two Kaffir boys. 

Emson and Dyke sat watching the wagon for some 

time, but the old man did not look back, and as Dyke 

sat gazing, he said to himself : 

'I suppose it is the German custom. It seems queer 

to me, but I don't think I minded it so much just then.' 

'What are you thinking about, little un ? ' said 

Emson huskily. 

'That oltl l\Iorgenstern must be a very good old man. 

I wish he wouldn't kiss me, all the same, and make 

me laugh at his ways.' 

'It is only at his words and looks, Dyke. God bless 

him 1 ·we neither of us smile at him in our hearts.' 

The sun was setting as they walkecl their horses up 

toward the shabby-looking corrugated iron buildings ; 

but now, in the evening light, everything seemed glori

fied, and they drew rein to look around, neither speak

ing for some time. 

It was Dyke who broke the silence. 

'You are tired out and done np, Joe,' he said. 'Let's 

get in, so that you can have some tea, and lie down 

and rest.' 
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Emson started from his reverie, and there was a 

bright light in his eyes, a smile upon his lip, which 

made Dyke's heart leap \Yith pleasure, while, when 

he spoke, his words sounded almost as they did of 

old. 

'Tired, little un,' he said, 'and so stiff that you'll 

have to help me off the horse; but it is the good, 

honest weariness that makes rest one of the greatest 

pleasures of life. Look here, old chap, I feel as if I am 

going to be a man again.' 

He held out his hand, which Dyke caught and 

gripped without a word, listening as his brother went 

on. 

'We 've found v;realth, little un, and I suppose that is 

goocl, but it seems to me like nothing compared to health 

and strength. One \Yants to have been pulled down 

very low to know what he is worth.' 

Dyke said nothing, but sat looking round him still 

at the wide veldt, and skies one scene of glory, as the 

sun illumined the great granite kopje, an<J seemed 

to crown it with rays of gold. 

'Joe, old chap,' he said at last, 'I used to sit over 

there and sulk, and hate the hot old place and every

thing here, but I don't think I shall like to leave it 

after all.' 

'The time for leaving has not come yet, boy,' said 
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Emson quietly. '\Ye shall see. At present it is 

home.' 
• • • • ' • • 

It was three years later when they rode away, with 

their wan·on lio·htly laden with the curiosities thev 
0 0 ~ 

wished to take back. The stones they had collected 

were safely there before, sent home from time to 

time. 

For old Morgenstern had prophesied correctly. The 

news had spread fast enough, and by degrees the 

country was overrun, and a busy city sprang up not 

many miles away. They saw it with sorrow, certainly 

not from sordid motives for within three months of 

the night when the old man visited Kopfontein, Dyke 

and his brother had picked up here and there all they 

cared to seek but from a liking for the quiet life and 

their home on the veldt. 

But as it grew more and more changed, the time 

seemed to draw nearer fm· saying good-bye to the little 

farm, where, from old associatiow;;, they still bred 

ostriches, and with far l1etter fortune, !calling a simple 

life, tended by Tantn, Sal aml a Kaffir whom they found 

that they could trust. 

At last the time came. 

' Home, little un ? ' said Emson laconically. 

'Yes : OlLl England now,' said the great strapping 
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fellow six feet high. ' Everything has changed, and 

I don't like the people who come always hanging 

about.' 

So they rode away one clay, with Duke and the 

Kaffir at the head of the team, and Tanta Sal seated in 

the wagon-box behind, smiling and happy at the 

thought of the change, and giving the two young lions 

in their cage a scrap from time to time. 

The homeward-bound pilgrims reached old Mor

genstern's farm, where they were warmly welcomed, 

Tanta Sal arriving just at the right time. 

' V or you see we are gedding ferry old beobles now, 

mcin sohn,' said Morgenstern; 'uml as I am a ridge 

man, I do not like to zoe mein old vomans vork zo 

hart. Aha! und zo yo llake die gubs mit you ? ' 

'Yes' said Dvke 'we are O'Oin()' to trv and get them 
' ~ ' 0 b J 

to England as a present for the Zoo.' 

'Zo ! ' said the old man. 

Tanta Sal smiled contentedly when they rode off, a 

week later. She had no compunction about staying, 

while the Kaffir man was to come back with the empty 

wagon and team when the pilgrims reached the big 

town, from whence travelling was easy to the Cape. 

And as the brothers mounted to go, Emson said : 

'This is cutting the last string, little un?' 

The stalwart' little un' nodded his head gravely. 
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'Yes, old chap,' he said, 'but the Kopfontein of the 

past is gone. It only lives in one's memory now.' 

They turned to look back their wagon slowly crawl

ing on in front, with the patient oxen, fat and sleek, 

following the black vorloper homeward bound; and as 

they sat in their sacltlles they could see the old German 

standing by the place with his wife, waving their 

hands, and Dyke almost fancied he could hear the old 

man saying, as he had said at parting: 

'You are young und shclrong, und you haf die vorlt 

pefore you. l\1ein alt vomans und I are gaming nearly 

do der endt. I do not zay dry und do goot mit vot 

you dake avay, vor I know you vill. Yonce more, 

mein sohns goot-pye.' 

Just then Duke gave a sharp hark, as if to say, 

'Come on!' 

'Right, old dog,' cried 

home ! ' 

Dvke . • 
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by Everard Hopkins. 3/6 

'Both entertaining and instructil·e.' -Spectator. 
'A lir"t-rate ston·, well told. '-Board Teacher . • 
'A chanuingly 1n-itten story.' -Lirerpool Daily Post. 
'Gre:tt skill is shown in the n:tnation; the authoress hits off in 

the h:tppiest 1uanner ch:tracteristics of chilcllife.'-Lccds lllcrcu1'.1J· 

JV. ,{· R. CllmnbcrR, l.iillifcrl, T.o/lflon and Edi11lmrgh. 
• • • --
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bJI J. lJl aclarcn Cobban). 



10 BOOKS F'OR PRIZES AXJJ i>RESEN1'A1'10N. 

THE PARADISE OF THE NORTH: a Story of Discovery and 
Adventure around the Pole. By D. LAwsox JonNs'l'OliE, :iuthor 
of Richard T7·egellas, The Mountain Kingdom, &c. 'Vith fifteen 
Illustrations by W. lloucher. 3/6 

'A Ji,·ely story of adventure, and a decide<! addition to Polar 
literature. '--Spectator. 

'l\larked hy a Verne-like fertility of fancy.'-Saturday Review. 

THE RAJAH OF DAH. 
In tlte King'8 ~vame, 
Stacey. 

Dy GEORGE l\fANYILLE FENN, author of 

&c. With six Illustrations by W. S .. 
3/6 

'One of Mr Fcnn's most successful efforts to cater for tlw young.'
Atltemcmn. 

• 
'"rill be found thoroughly sati~factory as a prize.'-Journal of 

Education. 
'A story of rapid and lively interest, m·ery page Lcing informed 

with that light·hearted cheerfulneAs which so happily distinguishes 
1\lr Fcnn's work. '-School Board Chronicle. 

Price 2s. 6d. 
ELOCUTION, a Book for Reciters aml Readers. Edited by 

• 
R. C. H. l\IomsoN. 2/6 

. 

'No elocutionist's library can be said to be complete without 
this neatly bound volume of 500 pages .... An introduction on the 
art of elocution is a gem of concisene~s anu intellectual teaching.'
Era. 

'One of the best books of it" kind in the English langnage.'
Glasgow Citizen. 

THISTLE AND ROSE : a Story for Girls. 
Illustrated by Robert Barnes. 

By AMY WALTON. 

2/6 
•• 

The story of a London girl transported to unaccustomed sights 
a11<l sou Tills in the country, and in her new surroundings called upon 
to mal'e a choice between what i~ right and what is easiest and most 
pleasing to herself. How she mrMle her choice, suffered, and 
repented, is here told with easy grace and simplicity. 

W. d: R. C/uunuus, Limited, London and Edinburglh 
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From~ THE YELLO\V Goo, by R eginetld Horsley). price 3s. 6d. 



12 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

VANISHED, or the Strange Adventures of Arthur IIawkcsleigh. 
By DAVID KER. Illustrated by \Y. lloucher. 2/6 

A tale in David Ker's !Jest marmer, the scene of which is laid iu 
the South of Engln.ml, in India, aJHl Tibet, where the an thor is on 
familiar ground. Viscount Culverstone, the ward of his uncle, 
suddenly disappears in a way that arouses strong suspicion against 
Iris guardian, John Hawkesleigh. How the uncle searches for tire 
lost youth at home and abroad, finds him after incredible hardships, 
and clears his character triumphantly, is fully 1·elated in the 
interesting narrative. 

ADVENTURE AND ADVENTURERS; being True Tales of Daring, 
·Peril, and Heroism. 'With Illustrations. 2/6 

These true tales of daring and heroism include stories of hunting, 
pioneering, and exploring; there are two lion hunts related hy 
Thomas Pringle; some of the African advcnt.ures of I<'. C. Selom, 
of Captain Lngard, and the pioneers in Mashonaland and 1\Iatabele-

, land. Under mountain·climbing, the exploits of Ed ward 'Whymper 
and \V. 1\I. Conway are described. Other ad\'enturers are Hobert 
MacGregor of the 'Rob Hoy ' canoe, Herman Mel ville, George 
llorro1v, Paul Jones, Sir 'Villiam Phips, &c. 

BLACK, WHITE, AND GRAY: a Story of Three Homes. By AMY 

IV ALTO~, author of White Lilac, A Pair of Clogs, &c. With 
four Illustrations by Robert Barnes. 2/6 

'Told with all the simple charm that Miss Walton knows so well 
how to use. There are few more capable writers for the young than 
the authoress of this handsome hook..'-Sclwolmaster. 

OUT OF REACH: a Story. By EsuE 81'UART, author of T!trol/ljh 
the Flood, A Little Brazen Girl, &c. "rith four Illustrations 
by Robert Barnes. 2/6 

'The story is a very good one, and the bool> can be recommeudetl 
for girls' reading.' -Standanl. 

IMOGEN, or Only Eighteen. By Mrs MoLESWORTH. 
Illustrations by H. A. Bone. 

With four 
2/6 

'The book is an extremely cle1·er one. '-Daily Cllronidc. 

'A readable and very pretty story. '-Black and White. 

W. d: R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 

• 



F1·o7n Y.\ ~r. · n En, by Darid J(er; price 2s. Cd. 
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14 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

THE LOST TRADER, or the :Mystery of the Lombard!J. By 
HENRY FRITH, author of The Cruise of the 'lVasp,' The Log 
of tlte 'Bombastes,' &c. With four Illustmtions by W. 
Boucher. 2/6 

'An excellent story by one of the best writers of sea-stories for 
boys.' -Standanl. 

'1\Ir Fritl1:writes good sea-stories, and this is the best of them that 
we have read.'-Academy. 

THE NEXT-DOOR HOUSE. By ]\Irs MoLESWORTH. With six 
2/6 Illustrations by W. Ilatherell. 

'This is a chilth-en's story, about children and for chilth·en, and will 
be welcome in many nursery libraries. '-Glasgow Hemld. 

'I Yenture to predict for it as loving a welcome a.~ that 1-eceived 
by the inimitable Carrots. '-Blanchester Com·ier. 

COSSACK AND CZAR. By DAVID KER, author of The Boy Slau 
in llok!trtra, The Trilrl /lor.<eman of tlte Pampa.~, &c. 'Vith 
original Illustrations by W. S. Stacey. 2/6 

'A good dmmatic style, bolt! incident~, and realistic character.<, 
stamp the book as one of the hest of its kind. '-Publishers" Circulm·. 

'There is not an uninteresting and scarcely a careless line in it.'
Spcctato?·. 

'"'ith his own personal knowledge of Cossncl> life in the Steppe~, 
and so brisk a theme as the struggle between Peter and Ch:u·Jes XII. 
of Sweden, no wonder that l\1r Ker's ,-oltmle is exciting. '-Graphic. 

THROUGH THE FLOOD, the Story of an Out-of-the-"\Yay Place. 
By EsliE STUART. With Illustrations. 2/6 

'A bright story of two girls, and shows how goodness rather than 
beauty in a face can heal old strifes. '-Friendly Leaves. 

WHEN WE WERE YOUNG. By 1\frs 
and Jerry, Phceue's Fotluues, &e. 
by H. A. Bone. 

' A very interesting story suitahlc 
Standard. 

O'REILLY, author of Joan 
·with four Illustrations 

2/6 
for either bo~·s or girls.'-

'A delightfully natural ami attracti\'e story.'-Jounwl of Ed1tca
tion. 

IV . .t· R. Clwmucrs, Limited, London mul Edinburgh. 

• 



-
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Fr01n TIIE LosT TnA DER, by JlenTy F1·ith; _price 2s. 6d. 



16 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

ROSE AND LAVENDER. Hy the author of Larld/e, M-iss Toosey's 
Mission, &c. With four original Illustrations hy Herbert A. 
Bone. 2/6 

'This book teaches more than one valuable lesson, and we can 
thoroughly recommend it as a suitable present for young women.' 
-School Guardinn. 

'A brightly-written tale, the characters in which, taken from 
humble life, are sketched with life-like naturalness. '--llfancltcstcr 
Exmnincr. 

BASIL WOOLLCOMBE, MIDSHIPMAN. By ARTHUR LEE KNIGHT, 

author of The Adcentures of a Midshipmite, &c. 'With Frontis
piece by W. S. Stacey, and other Illustrations. 2/6 

'A delightful hook. Adventures both by sea and land does the 
youthful hero encounter, and hardship and peril .... Basil iR a 
fine, manly fellow, and his character is well pmtrayed.'-Dundee 
Adt•ertiscr. 

JOAN AND JERRY. By Mrs O'REILLY, author of Sussex Stories, 
&c. "With four original Illustrations by Herbert A. Done. 2/6 

'An unusually satisfactory story for girls.' -Mnnclwstn· Guardian. 
''Vritten with all the charm which so many of this lady's works 

possess. '-Dctily Chronicle. 
' There is a deal of hrigh tness and sprightliness in Joan and 

Jc,·•·y. '-Times. 
'Mrs O'Reilly always tells her stories well. A fine t.'l..qte keeps her 

from exaggeration in the drawing of character, ~tnd she can interest 
her readers without Rtnrtling incidents or surprises. . . . "\-Ve cnn 
recommend Joan and Jerry highly.'-Spcctator. 

THE YOUNG RANCHMEN, or Perils of Pioneering in the 'Wild 
\Vest. By CHARLES R. KE~YON. \Vith four original Illustra
tions by \V. S. Stacey, and other Illustrations. 2/6 

'A stirring st.or_y of prairie life, with plenty of huffalo-lnmting, 
ruh-entures with IntlianR, and other stirring incidents. '-Glas[JO!C 
Herald. 

'Calculated to aflord boundless delight to boy readers, hl'imful as it 
is of excitement antl ath·enture. Girls, too, will find it most interest- _ 
ing, for Connie n.ntl her handsmne lover are outstanding figures.'
Dundee Adi'CrfiscJ'. 

1V • .i· R. Cluunbcrs, Limited, London and Edinbur[Jlt. 
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Fr01n THROUG u 'TORM AND STRESS, by J. S. Fletcher ; price 2s. 



18 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

MEMOIR OF WILLIAM AND ROBERT CHAMBERS. With Auto
biographic Reminiscences of \Villiam Chambers, and Supple
mental Chapter. 14th edition. With Portraits and Illustra
tion& ~6 

'·what would be the story of popular education in this island 
if the names of "'illiam and Hobert Chamber", and of all that 
they did, could be cut out? .. , As a matte•· of social hiHtory 
the book is indispensable; for who can be said to posgc~s a !mow· 
ledge of the England and the Scotland of the nineteenth ceutnry 
who is not familiar with the story of the brothers Chambers?'
Sclwol Bom·d Chronicle. 

POPULAR RHYMES OF SCOTLAND. By RoBERT CHAmmRs. 2/6 
A collection of the traditionary verge of Scotland, in which the 

author has gatheretl together a multitude of rhymes :m<l short 
snatches of verse applical>le to places, families, natural ol>jccts, 
games, &c., wherewith the cottage fireside was amused in days 
gone past. 

TRADITIONS OF EDINBURGH. By RonERT CHAMBERS. ~Vetc 

Edition. With Illustrations. 2/6 

'The work is too well known to need any description here. It is 
an accepted storehouse of the legendary history of this city. The 
new edition is well printed, handy in form, cheap in price, and will 
doubtless be widely sought for. '-Scotsman. 

HISTORY OF THE REBELLION OF 1745-6. By RoBERT CH.AlfllERS. 

New Edition, with Index and Illustrations. 2/6 

'A book which will delight all young folks with any 1·ein of 
romance or lm·e of ath·enture. '-Ne1c Ym·k Critic. 

'There is not to be found anywhere It bettet· account of the events 
of '4;5 than that given here. '-Neu:castle Chronicle. 

GOOD AND GREAT WOMEN: a Book for Girls. Comprises brief 
Ji vcs of Queen Victoria, Florerrce Nightingale, Baroness Ihmlett
Coutts, l\Irs Beecher-Stowe, J cuny Lind, Charlotte Bronte, :\Irs 
Henums, Dorothy Pattison. Numerous Illustrations. 2/6 

'A brightly written volume, full to the brim of interesting aml 
instrnctil·e matter; aml either as reader, reward, or library" hook, is 
equally suitable.' -1'cac!ICr8· Aid. 

TV. d: R. C/wmbers, Limited, London and Eclinburgh. 



Front FrYE \~ICTE\1 , by .JI. Bran"tSton.; price Es. 



20 ]JOOI(S l-'Ofl l'lllZES A.\'D l'IlESE.YTAl'lON. 
--------------------------------------------
LIVES OF LEADING NATURALISTS. By II. ALLEYNE KICHOL

SON, Professor of Natural History in the University of Aberdeen. 
Illustrated. 2/6 

'Popular and interesting hy the skilful manner in which notices 
of the lives of distinguished naturalists, from John Hay and Francis 
Willoughl.Jv to Charles Dandn, are intenvo1·en with the metlw<lical - . 
exposition of the progress of the science to which they are devoted.' 
- Scotsman. 

BENEFICENT AND USEFUL LIVES. Comprising Lord Slmflcs
lmry, George Peabody, AIHlrew Carnegie, \Valter Dcsant, Samuel 
l\Iorlcy, Sir James Y. Simpson, Dr Arnold of Rugby, &c. By 
R. CocHJUNE. Numerous Illustrations. 2/6 

'Highly interesting and exceetlingly attracti,·e. It is a really 
good Look in every particular, and deserres to Le widely used as a 
reward. '-Teaclters' Aid. 

'Nothing could be better than the author's selection of facts 
setting forth the beneficent lives of those generous men in the 
narrow compass which the capacity of the volume allows. '-Sc!tool 
Board Chronicle. 

GREAT THINKERS AND WORKERS; lteing the Lh·es of Thon~as 
Carlyle, Lord Armstrong, Lord Tennyson, Charles Dickeus, Sir 
Titus Salt, \V. ::\I. Thackcmy, Sir He my Bcsst'mcr, John Ruskin, 
,James .X asmyth, Charles Kingsley, Builllcrs of the Forth 
llridge, &c. \Vith numerous Illustmtions. 2/6 

'One of the most fitting presents for a thoughtful boy that we ha\'C 
come across.'-Rct·icw of Rct·icn·s. 

'T!1e volume i~ worthy "f a place in every boy's library in the 
kingdom, and has our \Yarmest commendation. '--Practical Teacher. 

'".ithin the limits assig1wtl to them, his sketches coultl scarcely he 
improvetl npon. The striking feature~ of each career are ahly hronght 
out, ami indeed nothing seems to hU\·e !men omittetl that could help 
to give a good general itlea of the character amllife-work of these 
thinkers and workers.'-Glasgow Herald. 

GREAT HISTORIC EVENTS. The Contpwst of Imlia, Imlian 
:1\f utiny, French Revolution, the Crusades, the Conc1ucst of 
::\fcxico, X apoleon's Russian Campaign. Illustrated. 2/6 

------··- -· 

TV. & J:. Clzwubcrs, Limited, Loudon aud Ediuburglt. 
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Fron~ ELIZABETH, by Henley I. Arden; price 2s. 



22 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

RECENT TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE. Comprising Strmley and 
the Congo, Lieutenant Greely, J oscph Thomson, Livingstone, 
Lady Brassey, VambCry, Bmton, &c. Illustrated. Cloth. 2/6 

'It is wonderful how much that is of absorbing interest has been 
packed into this small volume. '-Scotsnu:tn. 

'The narrath-es are clearly and tersely wlitten. '-School Newspctper. 
'A first-mte book for a reward-indee«, we know of none better.' 

-Teachers' Aid. 

SONGS OF SCOTLAND prior to Burns, with the Tunes, edited by 
RoBERT CHAMBERs, LL.D. \Vith Illustrations. 2/6 

This volume embodies the whole of the pre-Burnsian songs of 
Scotland that possess merit anti m·e presentable, along with the 
music; each accompanied by its own history. 

LITERARY CELEBRITIES. 2/6 
Being b1·ief biogmphies of ·wordsworth, Campbell, Moore, Jeffrey, 

and Macaulay. Illustrated. 

HISTORICAL CELEBRITIES. Comprising lives of Oliver Crom
well, \Vashington, Napoleon Bonaparte, Duke of \Vellington. 
Illustrated. 2/6 

' The story of their life-work is tol<l in such a way as to teach 
important historical, as well as personal, lessons bearing upon the 
political history of this country. '-Schoolmaster. 

STORIES OF REMARKABLE PERSONS. The Herschels, Mary 
Somerville, Sir Walter Scott, A. T. Stewart, &c. By WILLIAM 
CHAMBERS, LL.D. 2/6 

Embraces about two dozen lives, and the biographical sketches 
are freely interspersed with anecdotes, so as to make it popular and 
stimulating reading for both young and old. 

YOUTH'S COMPANION AND COUNSELLOR. By WILLIAM CHA}[-
BERS, LL.D. 2/6 

This is a new and enlargetl edition of the first issue of 1857, which 
met with a gratifying degree of approval. The book ofl"ers friendly 
counsel to the young on eYeryflay matters which concem their 
welfare ; the hints, ach·ices, an<l ~uggestions therein offered being the 
result of ol•sen-atiou and experience drawn from the long and busy 
life of the writer. 

JV. & R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
• 



• 

• 

Fron~ lsEG U~ID .\G II, by GeorgG 111 cuzt:dh F'Ln n; price l s. 6d. 



24 BOOJ{S FOR l'RIZES A.VD PRESENTATION. 

TALES FOR TRAVELLERS. Selectcu from Chamuers'::; Papers fur 
the PeojJle. 2 volumes. 2/6 

Containing twelve tales by the author of John Halifctx, Gentleman, 
George Cupples, and other well-known writers. 

STORIES oF OLD FAMILIEs. ny w. CHAMnEns, LL.D. 2/6 
The Setons-Lruly .Jean Gonion-Countess of Niths.lalc-Lady 

Grisell Baillie- Grbell Cochmne-the Keiths-Lady Grange-Latly 
Jane Donghts-Story of ""eddcl'lmrn-Story of Erskine-Countess 
of Eglintoun-La<ly Forbes-the Dalrymples-l\Iontrose-Buccleuch 
:Family-Argyll Family, &c. 

Price 2s. 
GREAT WARRIORS; Sclson, Wellingtou, Napoleon. 2/ 

HEROIC LIVES; Livingstone, Stanley, General Gonion, Lord 
Dundonald. 2/ 

THE REMARKABLE ADVENTURES OF WALTER TRELAWNEY, 
Parish 'Prentice of Plymouth, in the year of the Great Armada. 

Re-told by J. S. FLETCHEH, author of 1'1lrou!Jlt Storm and Stra8, 
&c. With Frontispiece by W. S. Stacey. 2/ 

'A first-rate story. '-Daily C!t1"onide. 
'A wonderfully ,-j,·j,J story of the year of the Great Annada; far 

more elfecti,·e than the unwholesome trash which so often does duty 
for boys' hooks nowadays.'-Idlcr. 

THROUGH STORM AND STRESS. By J. S. FLETCHEU. With 
Frontispiece by \V. S. Stacey. 2/ 

'Full of excitemeut and incident.'-Dundee Advertiser. 

FIVE VICTIMS : a School-room Story. 
of Buys and Girls, ["ncle Inw, &c. 
A. Bone. 

By M. DnAMSTON, autlwr 
\Yith :Frontispiece by H. 

2/ 
'A delightful hook fOJ" chihlren. l\Iiss Bramston has told her 

simple story extremely well.' -As.wciatcs' Journal. 

IV. & R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinburgh. 
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26 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRESENTATION. 

SOME BRAVE BOYS AND GIRLS. By EDITH C. KENYON, author 
of The Little Kuight, Wilfrid Clijjiml, &c. 21 

'A capital book : will be read with delight by both boys and 
girls. '-Manclleste1' Examiner. 

ELIZABETH, or Cloud and Sunshine. By HENLEY I. AnnEN, 

author of Leatha .Mill Farm, Aunt Bell, &c. 'Vith }'rolliis
piccc by Herbert A. Bone. 2/ 

'A brave, mstic heroine, capitally sketched l•y H. I. Arden.'
Grapllic. 

'This is a charming story, and in m·ery way suitable as a gift
book or prize for girls.' -Sclwolmaster. 

'An attractive little story which carries the reader cheerfully along 
to its happy ending. '-Pall "lfall Gazette. 

HEROES OF ROMANTIC ADVENTURE, being Biographical Sketches 
of Lord Clive, founder of British supremacy in IJHlia; Captain 
John Smith, founder of the colony of Virginia; the Good K11ight 
Bayard; and Garibaldi, the Italian patriot. Illustrated. 21 

OUR ANIMAL FRIENDS the Dog, Cat, Horse, and Elephant. 
'Vith numerous Illustrations. 2/ 

A popular accouut, freely interspersed with anecdotes showing the 
personal attachment, fidelity, and sagacity of the oog; the nfl'ection, 
courage, and memory of the cat; the comage, re,·enge, and <locilit.y 
of the horse ; and the various characteristics of the elephant,, 
including the famous Jumbo. 

FAMOUS MEN. Illustrated. 2/ 
Comprising Biographical Sketches of Lord Dnndonal<l, George 

StepheuRon, Lord Nelson, Louis Napoleon, Captain Cook, George 
\Vashington, Sir \Valter Scott, Peter the Great, Christopher 
Columbus, John Howard, William Hutton, William Penn, James 
\Vatt, Alexander Selkirk, Sir William Jones, Dr Leyden, Dr l\Innay, 
Alexander Wilson, J. F. Oberlin. 

LIFE OF BENJAMIN FRANKLIN. Illustrated. 2/ 
'A fiue example of attractive biographical writing, nml the dogge<l 

perseverance, untiring energy, and ultimate succe~s of the hero are 
found to leave an influence for good on the mind of the yonthfnl 
reader. A short n<l<lref'R, "The \Yay to \Yealth," should be read by 
every young nutn in the kingdmu. '-1'cocltct'R' At'd. 

TV. & R. Clwmbcrs, Limited, London and EtlinburrJ!t. 
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From THE BEWITCHED LAMP, by 1Jf1·s l'tfolestcortl~ J. price 1s. 
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28 BOOKS FOR PRIZES AND PRF:SF:NTATION. 
----------------------------------------·-----
EMINENT WOMEN, and Tales for Girls. Illustrated. 2/ 

'The lh·es inc.hulc those of Grace Darling, Joan of Arc, Flora 
1\Iactlonahl, Helen Gray, 1\Iad:une Boland, and others; while the 
stories, which are mainly of a domestic character, embrace such 
favourites as Passion ami Principle, Lm·e is Power, Three \Yays of 
Living, Annals of the Poor, Sister of Hem brandt, awl others equally 
entertaining and good.'~ Teac!ters' Aid. 

TALES FROM CHAMBERS'S JOURNAL. 4 vols. each 2/ 
Comprise interesting short stories by James Pnyn, Hugh Conway, 

D. Christie l\Iurray, \\'alter Thorubmy, G. l\Iam·ille Fenn, Dutton 
Cook, J. B. Harwood, and other popular writers. 

BIOGRAPHY, EXEMPLARY AND INSTRUCTIVE. Ellited by W. 
CHA~IBEilS, LL.D. 2/ 

The E<litor gives in this volume a selection of !Jiographies of those 
who, while exemplary in their primte lh·es, became the lwnefactors 
of their species by the still more exemplary emu-ts of their intellect. 

AlLIE GILROY. By w. CHAMBERS, LL.D. 2/ 
'The life of a poor Scotch lassie ... a hook that will be highly 

esteemed for its goodness as well as for its attractiveness. '~Teacher~' 
Aid. 

ESSAYS, FAMILIAR AND HUMOROUS. 
LL.D. 2 vols. 

By RoBE]lT CnA~I BElls, 

2/ 
Comprises some of the finest essays, tales, and social sketches of 

the author of Traditions of Edinbur,qh, reprinted from Clwmbcrs's 
Journal. 

MARITIME DISCOVERY AND ADVENTURE. Illustra!<~<l. 2/ 

Columlms~Balbo:t~Hichanl Falconer~North-east Passa~e~ 
South Sea 1\Iarauders~Alexan<ler Selkirk~Crossing- the Line~ 
Genuine Crusoes-C~tstaw~tY~Scene with It l'imt<', &c . • 

SHIPWRECKS AND TALES OF THE SEA. Illustratctl. 2i 
'A collection of narmth·es of nmuy f~tmous shipwl'(!cks, with other 

t~tles of the se~t .... The tales of fortitntle under tlilliculties, ami 
in times of extreme peril, ~ts '"ell as the reconls of atlhcrence 
to tlnty, contained in thi~ ,·olmuc, cannot hut he of serl'icf'.'~ 
Pmd /('{rl Tm,.h cr. 

IV. d: ]l. Chambers, Limited, Loudon and Er!in!JIIr!]h . 
• 
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F1·om THE GREEN CA KET, &c., by JJb·s JJ! olesworth ). price ls. 
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SKETCHES, LIGHT AND DESCRIPTIVE. By W. Cm.MilEll.S, LLD. 
2/ 

A selection from contributions to C!wmbers's Jouruul, mnging 
over a period of thirty years. 

MISCELLANY OF INSTRUCTIVE AND ENTERTAINING TRACTS. 2/ 
'fhese Tracts comprise Tales, Poetry, Ballatls, Hcmarkable Episodes 

in History, Papers on Social Economy,. Domestic Management, 
Science, Tm,·el, &c. The articles contain wholesome and attrac
tive rcatling for Mechanics', Parish, School, and Cottage Libraries. 

s. d. s. d. 

20 Vols. cloth ............... 20 0 10 Vols. half-calf.. ............. 45 0 
10 Vols. cloth ............... 20 0 160 Nos ....................... each 0 1 
10 Vols. cloth, gilt edges 25 0 Which may be had separately. 

Price Is. 6d. 
With Illn~trations. 

RAILWAYS AND RAILWAY MEN. 
'A read:\ hie awl entertaining hook. '-Manchester G-ucwdittn. 
'As reliable as it is interesting. '-Glas,qow Hcmld. 

1/6 

'In a clear, reatla!.le, and interesting style, we are toltl in J.rief 
space all that the intelligent general reader need care to know 
about the functional duties of each official on the rai!way.'-Abcrdeelt 
Free Pres11 . 

SKETCHES OF ANIMAL LIFE AND HABITS. 
'Vm;ox, Ph.D., &c. 

By ANDREW 

1/6 

A popnl:u· natural history text-book, and a gnitlc to the use of 
the observing powers. Compiled with a \'iew of alfonling the ~·oung 
:uHI the geneml reader tmstworthy ideas of the animal world. 

EXPERIENCES OF A BARRISTER. 1/6 
Eleven tales embracing experiences of a banister and attorney. 

BEGUMBAGH, a Tale of the Indian .:\Iutiny. 1/6 
A thrilling tale by George Manville Fenn. 

THE BUFFALO HUNTERS, and other Tales. 1/6 
Fourteen Rlwrt stories reprinted from Chambers's Jom·nol. 

TALES OF THE COASTGUARD, antl other Stories. 1/6 
Fifteen interesting stories from Chambers's Journal. 

JV. & R. C!wmbers, Li1nited, London and Edinburgh. 
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THE CONSCRIPT, ami other Tales. 1(6 
'l'wenty-two short stories specially adapted for pCI'llHal hy the 

young. 

THE DETECTIVE OFFICER, by 'WATEHS ;' and other Tales. 1/6 
Nine entertaining lletecth·e stories, with three others. 

FIRESIDE TALES AND SKETCHES. l/6 
Contains eighteen tales and sketches hy H. Chambers, LL.D., and 

others by P. B. StJohn, A. M. Sargeant, &c. 

THE GOLD-SEEKERS, and other Tales. 1/6 
Seventeen interesting tales from Chambers's Journal. 

THE HOPE OF LEASCOMBE, and other Stories. l/6 
The principal tale inculcates the lesson that we cannot IHt\·e 

everything our own way, and that passion and impube are not 
reliable counsellors. 

THE ITALIAN'S CHILD, and other Tales. 1/6 
:Fifteen short stories from Chambers's Journal. 

JURY-ROOM TALES. 1/6 
Entertaining stories hy James Pa~·n, G. ~I. l<'cnn, and olhers. 

KINDNESS TO ANIMALS. Ily W. CHA3IBEns, LL.D. 1/6 
'Illustmtes, hy mean~ of a series of anectlote~, the intelligence, 

gentleness, and docility of the hrute creation. lt proves ahnndantly 
that kindness will ohtain more from animals than cruelty. The 
anec<lotes are stl'ikiug, and in many cases norel, and the hook may 
he "·armly commemled. '-S 11 nday Times. 

THE MIDNIGHT JOURNEY. 
Tales. 

By LEITCH RITCHIE; and other 
l/6 

Sixteen short stories from Clwm.bcrs's Journal. 

OLDEN STORIES. 1/6 
Sixteen short stories from Chambers's Journal. 

THE RIVAL CLERKS, and other Tales. 1/6 
The first tale shows how <lishonesty and roguery are punished, 

and virttw triumphs in the entl. 

ROBINSON CRUSOE. Ily DANIEL DEFOE. 1/6 
A handy edition, profusely illustrated. 

W. & R. Chambers, Limited, Lcndon and Edinburgh. 
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PARLOUR TALES AND STORIES. 1/6 
Henmteen ;;lwrt tales fro111 the old Reries of Cluunocrs'sJuurnal, by 

Anna l\laria Httrgeant, 1\Irs Crowe, Percy B. tit John, Leite!' 
Hi tchie, &c. 

THE SQUIRE'S DAUGHTER, and other Tales. 1/6 
I•'ifteen short stories from CluuniJcrs's Joumal. 

TALES FOR HOME READING. 1. 6 
Sixteen Rhort stories from the ohl series of Clauubcl·is Journal, l•y 

A. l\I. Sargeant, Frances Brown, Percy B. tit Jolw, l\lrs Crowe, aut! 
others. 

TALES FOR YOUNG AND OLD. 1/6 
l•'oUl·teen short stmies from ClwmbCI's's Journal, by l\Irs Crowe, 

l\liss Sargeant, Percy B. StJohn, &c. 

TALES OF ADVENTURE. 1/6 
'fwcnty·one tales, compriHing womlcrfnl escapes from woh·es and 

hears, American Indians, ant! pirates; life on a desert bland; extra· 
or<linttry swimming at!renturcs, &c. 

TALES OF THE SEA. 1/6 
Five thrilling sea tales, by G. l\Iaul'ille Fenu, J. B. Harwood, ant! 

others. 

TALES AND STORIES TO SHORTEN THE WAY. 1/6 
Fifteen interesting tales from Cluonbcrs's Joumal. 

TALES FOR TOWN AND COUNTRY. 1/6 
Twenty·two tales and sketches, by R Chambers, LL.D., and 

other writers . 

HOME-NURSING. By RACHEL ~1.. NEDIAN. 1/6 
A work intended to help the inexperienced awl those who in a 

smhlcn emergency are called upon to do the work of holllc·nursing. 

Price Is. 
COOKERY FOR YOUNG HOUSEWIVES. lly Axxm :M. Gmoos. 1/ 

A hook of pntcticn.l utility, showing how tasteful aml nutritious 
di,hes lllay he lll'cpare<l at little expense. 

IV. & ll. C!wmbers, Limited, Londo11 and Edit~burgh. 
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NEW SERIES OF CHAMBERS'S LIBRARY 
FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

Illustr~tted. 

Price ls. 
QUEEN VICTORIA; the Stot-y of her Life and Reign.· 1/ 

GENERAL GORDON AND LORD DUNDONALD; the Story of Two 
Heroic Li vcs. 1/ 

LIVINGSTONE AND STANLEY; the Story 
the D~trk Continent. 

of the opening up of 
1/ 

COLUMBUS AND COOK; the Story of their Livcs, Yoyagcs, and 
Discoveries. 1/ 

THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF SIR WALTER SCOTT. T:y TI.oBERT 

CHAMBERS, LL.D. Hevised with additions, inclmling the AUTo-
BIOGRAPHY. 1/ 

Besides the AuromOGRAPIIY, many interesting and characteristic 
anec<lotes of the boy hood of Scott, which challenge the attention of 
the young reader, have been ~tdded; while the whole has ueen 
revised ami urought up to date. 

THE STORY OF HOWARD AND OBERLIN. 1/ 
The l>ook is equally di dded between the Jil·es of Howard the 

prison reformer, and O!Jerlin the pastor and philmtthropist, who 
worked such a wonderful reformation amongst the <I we llcrs in a 
,·alley of the Vosges Mountains. 

THE STORY OF NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 1/ 
A l•rief ami graphic life of the firkt Napoleon, set in a history of 

his own times: the battle of 'Vaterloo, as of kpecial interest to 
Engli~h readers, being pretty fully narrated. 

IV. & fl. Cfwmbcrs, Limited, LondiJn and Ed in/)lnyh. 



:14 BOO/{S FOR l'l:JZES AXD PRESEXTATION. 

BABY JOHN. By the author of Laddie, Tip Cat, Rose anrl 
Lavender, &c. With Frontispiece by H. A. Bone. 1/ 

'Told with quite an unusual amount of pathos. ·-Spectator. 
'A beautifully pathetic and touchin~ story, full of human nature 

and genuine feeling.' -Sc!tool Board Chronicle. 

THE GREEN CASKET; LEO'S POST-OFFICE; BRAVE LITTLE 
DENIS. By l\Trs MoLESWORTH. 1/ 

Three charming stories hy the author of the Cucl:oo Clock, each 
teaching an important moral lesson. 

THE STORY OF WATT AND STEPHENSON. 1/ 
'As a gift-hook for boys this is simply first-rate. '-Sdwolmaslcr. 
'A conciRe and well-written account of the lahonrs of these 

illl'entors. '-Glasgow /{crald. 

'An excellent hook to put into the hands of a hoy.'-Spcdator. 

THE STORY OF NELSON AND WELLINGTON. 1/ 
'This book is cheap, artistic, an<l iustruct.i\·e. It should be in 

the lihrary of e\·ery horne and school.' -Sdwolma8fc1·. 

JOHN'S ADVENTURES: a Tale of OIJ Englanll. By TnmrAs 
:\liLLER, author of Boy's Country Bonk, &c. 1/ 

THE BEWITCHED LAMP. By :\Irs :\IoLESWORTH. With Frontis-
piece by Robert Hames. 1/ 

'Mrs Molesworth hilS written many charming- stories for children, 
but nothing hetter, we think, than the above little mlumc. '-New· 
castle Cl!1-onicle. 

ERNEST'S GOLDEN THREAD. 1/ 
'The gtory of a \·ery little hoy who tries to do right nn•ler tryiu~ 

circumlltances .... The moral of the tale is excellent, ani\ little 
hoys and girls will follow Ernest's trials rmd struggles with interest.' 
-School Guardian. 

• 
LITTLE MARY, and other Stories. By L. T. l\hADE. 

THE LITTLE KNIGHT. By Emm C. KEXYox. 

1/ 

1/ 
'HaR an rvlmimhle moral. ... Natural, amusing, pathetic.'

JJfancliCsta 0 ual'llia 11. 

JV. ti· I:. Cfwmbas, Li111itcd, London and Edinlmrrtlt. 
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LIFE AND WORKS OF BURNS. Edited by RoBERT CHAMBERS, 
LL.D. New and cheaper edition in 2 vols., demy 8vo. 10/6 

• Has a value of its own which nothing can supersede, and must 
ever retain its place among standard books on the life and works of 
our national poet. In this issue the original four volumes a1·e bound 
in two. They are hanusome and in every respect admirably got up.' 
-Scotsmctn. 

ST GILES', EDINBURGH: CHURCH, COLLEGE, AND CATHEDRAL. 
By J. CAMERON LEES, D.D., LL.D., Minister of St Giles'. In 
One Volume, demy quarto, Roxburghe binding. 25/ 

"With three original Drawings by GEORGE REID, R.S.A., etched 
and printed by AMAND·DURAND, Paris; steel plate of the exterior 
of the Church in 1790; plans of the interior at vmious periods; an 
engraving from a Drawing by Sir ,V, FETTES-DOUGLAS, F.R.S. A.; 
and another by Sir NOEL PATON, R. S. A., specially design ell for this 
work; and numel"Ous other Illustrations. 

PAPERS FOR THE PEOPLE. This series embraces History, 
Archroology, Biography, Science, the Industrial and Fine Arts, 
the leading topics in Social Economy, together with Criticism, 
Fiction, Personal Narrative, and other branches of Litcrature:
each number containing a distinct subject. 

12 Volumes, crown Bvo, boanls .............................................. 18/ 
6 " " clotlt ................................................ 18/ 

96 Nos ...................................................................... eacl1 l~d. -
ETYMOLOGICAL DICTIONARY of the English Language, contain

ing Etymology, Pronunciation, and Meanings: Etymology of 
Names of Places ; ·words and Phrases from the Latin, the 
Greek, and Modern Foreign Languages; Abbreviations; List 
of Mythological and Classical Names. 1 vol. crown 8vo, 
cloth. 3/6 

Roan, 4/; half-calf, 5/6; half-morocco, 6/. 

W. d: R. Chambers, Limited, London and Edinbw·gh. 
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In Orou:n 8co, Olot!t, price 6s . 

CHAMBERS'S 

CONCISE GAZETTEER 
OF 

THE vVORLD. 

TOPOGRAPHICAL, STATISTICAL, HISTORICAL. 

With pronunciation of the more difficult Names of Places, 
numerous Etymologies, and information regarding the Derivations 

of Names. 

1832-189 4. 

CHAMBERS'S JOURNAL, 
THE PIONEER OF CHEAP LITERATURE, 

Has long been recognised as the Best 
Family Magazine. 

Each Monthly Part contains an interesting story of some length, 

complete; several short stories and papers by eminent writers, 

with articles on modern travel, popular science, and other topics· 

of current interest. 

Price 7d. or Sd. Monthly. 
· Annual Subscription, 7s. 5d., or by Post, 9s. ld. 

Edinburgh: 
Prinled by \V. & R. Chambers, Limited. 
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