THR UNKNOWN LAND.
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Some years ago I was snobtiné_in tropical East Afriea;uit‘was-
-my second vielt-to-the couniryy so I Xnéw the Tropes pretty weli, ana
was no longer eonsidered a tenderfoot by my'man.= Whiie I wap fit-
ting out at the eoasi, my head man Nassoro, a very privileged péraon,
asxed me if I would take his"brotner“(:a generie term appll

eoloured men of the same tIi in these partis

bearer. 'The post of gun-bearer is the most important of all in a
‘shooting ¢ardvan, Many eportsmen.ééézzg-SOmalis for this honoured
position; but those who have travelled with and tested the good old
Swahili - a blend of Arab father with native mother -~ generally pre-
fer him in this eapaeity. He has many atirastive and usefml quali-
ties -~ first, ana by far the most important, he is essenilally a
good-tempered ereature: he has a large sense of humour, and whatever
difficulty may arise is ended if you can raise a laugh among your
Swahilis. Secondly, he 18 capable of real devotlon, and elects to
suffer himseif if by so doing he c¢an save his master, He is faith-
fui, and seirdom cowardly = that is, if you ataha, he stands; though
1f you turn tail he will probably follow suit. His chief idea is
the preservation of his master at all hazards, for having béen for
many decades a s8ilave, he always counts his master first, If you are
attacked by a wounded animal, and in such & position that you cannot
defend yourself, he will come to close quarters - such ¢lose quariers
that he runs no risk of shooting you - and will pump iead into the
beast until it 18 either dead or has transferred its attentions from
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you to him, He 1s obedient, hard-working ( though he seldom works

well unless he is making a noise over it) and very elean. Gregarious.

and talkative, he taxes an acute interest in all your personal af-

fairs, and presumes that you reciprocate this interest. In siek-

ness he tends you devotedly, for you are his Father and Mother,

He 18 as c¢lay in the potier's hands ~ his master makes or mars him,
When Nassoro advised the engaging of his alleged brother I was

quite ready to do so, providea I took to the man and he knew his Jjob.

Hassoro assured me that his efficaey was beyond doubt; he had been

with Stanley, iugard, and a variety of lesser l1ights; he knew the

country from the coast to the Congo and the File; and, what was more,

he knew the game and was a good shot as well as & good trackeyr, I

told Rassoro to bring him to see me, Within a few moments he ap~-

peared, and our first look at one another decided me to engage him,

on entering the room he salaamed, and when, as a brother of Eassoro's)

I gave him my hand, he bent over it and kissed it with true Arab

courtesy and grace, He then drew himself up and remained standing

at a respectful distance, his eyes fixed on me, He was of course

sunming me up and deciding in that rapia yet eomprenénsive survey,

a survey in which coloured people excel, whether he could take me as

a master, His decision was quickly made, and flattering to myself -

I saw he was satisfied before he dropped his eyes and waited for me

to address him. I now realized that I did not even know his name,

and my first question was to ask him this, He replied: "They call me

Simba, (the Lion. Master." This seemed sueh & good omén that I

méentally engaged him at that momenti. He knew my decision wae taken

as quiockly as I made it, and a smile of real pleasure erossed his
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face, We talked for about a quarter of an hour, and he showed me all
his written credentials; these were of the hest - "brave, capabie,
honest, and devoted", appeared in them alli. One "ehit", discoloured
with age, the ink much faded and the writing feeblse and irreguiar,
struck me particularly, On deciphering the signature I saw 1t was

de Quetteviile, and the date was 1878. This struck me as a ourious
coineidsnce, for Henry de Queitevilile's uncle died in Africa in that
year and Henry de Quetteviile himself was.my oldest friend. I re-
tained this "chit" 1n my hand, giving the others back to Simba, anq,
st111 1ook1ng at 1t I asked him to tell me of this one among his
many masters, As I put the question I glanced up and was amazed at
the change in Simba's face ~ he wore truly a tragic mask, and sorrow
was stamped on every feature, With bowed head and his arms folded
acrogs his breast, he said in a voice broken wiisi emoiion:"He was my
Lord and Master, the beloved of my inmost heart; he is dead in body,
tt ever-iiving in my soul, unforgotten as on tho day I first saw
him, ever-present in my thoughis and prayers." So much moved was he -
that I silently handed him back the yeliowed paper, and with a sign
dismissed him, | _

I feit more than ever satisfied that I had engaged Simba, for
apart from his Iucky name he had been the devoted servant of Henry
de Quetteville's famous uncle, My curiosity was fuily aroused, and
I made up my mind tnat.31mba shouid, at no very distant date, tell
me of that wonderful Journey of de Quetteville's, of which so 1little
was definitely known., It was not, however, till many months iatexr
that I heard the tale, and then 1t was prefaced by a curious and

nnexpected incident.
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At the time I write of we were in iittle~known country about
400 miles from the coast, and well to the north of the raliway line,
We were after elephantg, and had been following a herd for some days,
The herd was going fasi, and though we were wltnin gight of 1%, and
I had made out with my glasses that a really bilg bull was lead1n§;t:‘
we had not succeeded in getiing within shooting dlstance, The going
was bad; we were fighting our way thrdugh the bamboo forest which
covered the upper helghts of a ridge of hills bisecting the plains,
A mist, which seldom 1ifted, hung over us like a heavy, damp blanket,
and the cold at night and in the early morning was initense. The men
were beginning to feel the strain both of the cold and of the alti-
tude, for they were never Ary and seldom warm, and to bs cold and
damp at 11.000 ft, 1s a poor game, Bamboos even when dry are about
the worst fire-wood on God's earth,

We were literally following in the foot=steps of the hexrd, and
it was daifficuit to tell whers they were leading us. One morning
we had started with the first hint of daylight: immovable white
mists blotied out everything, and we slipped and stumbled along, a
string of dreary ghosts, We had been going for about a couptre of
hours - two hours of unmitigated discomfort for us a1l = when with-
out any warning the mists brokxe away, rolling off to either side
like tne-éggp:géeae'in a theatre, Before and below us, bathed in
brilliant sunshine, lay a vasi plain, a reed-sdged lake across 1t,
our herd of elephanth was knee-deep in the sedge, busily engaged in
aquirting great trunx:fulﬂa of water over themselves, snorting and
grunting with pleasure as they bathed, Here was'inaeedlan unantiei-
pated chance! The elephanth were pretty certain to remain near the
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1axe for some time, and the approach was exeellent, The big bull was
a 11ttle apart from the rest of the herd; the cows had finished
bathing their calves and were Adriving them off to & patch of scrub
woll up wind from me and the caravan,

Simba and I, after a hurried consultation, crept off into a
thickiy wooded tongue of land which ran almost out to the Lake. From
the point of this tongue we should be near enough to the bmll to
shoot, and we shouid actually be under cover, The wind was perfect,
and I felt the slephant was mine, Descending with the utmost cau-
tion - not even the crackle of a twig betrayed out whereabouts- we
had almosti reached the point from which I meant to fire. The bull
already loomed 1srge in front of us, absoluisly unconscious of our
nearness, lolling luxuriously in the muq/ and 1azily sending occa-
B8ional jets of water over his back., His great ears flapped back-
wards and forwards like mmge awinging shutters; the only sounds the
water as 1t spurted against his sides and back, and the sucking of
- the mud &8 he ralsed or jowered a leg. He was certainly not more
than thirty-five yards from us, and standing with my rifie resting
in the fork of a tree he was a safe shot. I was in the act of pul=~
1ing the trigger when, 11ike a whirlwind, a rhino, its small calf
tottering behind i1t, charged out of a thick clump of bushea just
behind us, It-was on me bhefore I couid jump to one s8ide, and I was
borne to the ground, my rifle going off as I fell. The charge was
80 rapid and unsuspected that I had no time to think or feel. What
I next realized was Simba bending anxiously over me, his face con-
vaised with pain. He had forced some whisky down my throat from the
fiasx I always carried, and had propped me up against the trunk of a
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tree. The rhino was nowhere to be seen, and the big bull was making
off across the plain, the herd following him, My first sensation
was of acute disappointment, but I quickly realized I ought to be
immensely thankful. The Thino had siruck me with her shoulder,
knocking me flat but not injuring me in any way. She had apparently
given a few vicionsg prods at the ground with her horn, and had then
made off, with her ;33; behind her, It was an amazing escape., Simba
seeing that I was unhurt - I had onty been stumed for a few seconds
with the bilow of my fall ~ was almost beside himself with Joy. He
fervently praised Allah, and kxissing my hand repeatedly said: "Ah,
Master, I feared you were dead. In jJust such a manner the gentle
brother of the great Magician was killed, and while you were 1ying
inert I lived again through those dAreadful days of agony." Confuaed
and sore as I was I did not grasp Simba's meaning, but that evening
when I was sitting at the camp fire, a fire made with great logs of
wood, glowing and warmth-giving, I called to Simba who was, a8 usual,
engaged with my guns, and said to him: "Tell me of the Magician and
his brother."

Simba, who 1ike most coloured men was a born narrator, hesitated
for a moment; then, coming over to me, squatted sldeways by the fire
and unfolded the following tals, I:give it as nearly as possible in .
his own words:

"It 1is a hard task to speak of what 1ies nearest to the heart.
Words'stumble and halt in telling of what is a great pain. PFor years
the Mighty ome, whom we calied the Magician, and his two brothers,
@Gentle-Heart and the Hunter, have been buried deep in my heart, Only -
~ to 11ft a corner of the curtain which Has covered and shielded them

I
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from prying eyes causes my wounds to bleed afresh; forx tnougn ny
sorrow 18 hidden it i8 ever_living. For you, who might be a son of
my master, the Magician, I will 1ift the covering from the dead, I
wWill tear the bandage from my unhealed wound, From the moment you
heid the yeilowed ietter of my master in your hand a common cord of
khowledge bound me to youn =~ it was written we should speakx together
of tnese'matters. The silence which till now has held my tongue tied
was accounted to me a fault. Your escape to-day has ordered me to
speak =~ 1t was the finger of a dead hand pointing out my way.Master,
I obey your comnand.

of the Magician's early visits to this country I need not &peak.
suffice 1t to say he had come and gone until he was well-kKnown to
and well=beloved by &ll, He had hunted much, but hunting was not
that which he loved best, He loved to wander on unirodden paths,
and to meet with unknown men; he was ever led onward and onward to
that far beyondg which, though one may place one's foot on 1its
threshold, recedes as one advances. Ever beckoning, 1t iures one
forward, ever promising, it delays in fulfiiment, The great desire
for the Unknown runs in the blood of men, no matter what their col-
our may be; 1{ 18 a call which must be obeyed, and its end 1is death,

on each return the Magician wandered farther and farther aiong
the untrod road, and before he came with his brothers he had pene-
trated so far that he was within sight of his own death, From sava-
ges wild and wieked, though meek apmd humble before hie eagle-like
eye and his fearless bearing, he learnt of a place where the very
stones and rocks were of gold, where the river ran with gold, where
the natives regarded gold as earth beneath their feet. These same

savages showed him their ornmaments, bracelets, neckx-laces, and belts,



a11_made of gold - and behold it was good in the Magician's eyes.

we nad¢ at that timeg been travelling for many months; the porters
were weary with over-much going, and the strain of the Unknown was
telling on them. My Master's clothes, boots, and even his ammuni-
tion, were aimoet gone, and food was searce, for the rains had not
fallen in their season, It fretted the Magiclan to turn baakg;but
to go on was not possible, He therefore made a solemn pact with

the savages of the golden ornaments, telling them he wounld return

in fifteen moons, that they must gnide him to the Land of Gold, and
that he would for this serviece pay them all they asked. We then det
our faeces towards the sea, and turned neither to the right nor to
the 1eft'on the whole Journey, We travelled fasti, pressed forward
by the great desire burning within the breast of the Magician, a
desire which allowed of no delays., For myself, knowing the tales
and the wiies of savages, my heart was heavy within me, What should
prevent these wild men, having lured my Master back to their barren
and unfriendly country, from slaying or making & captive of him?
What could we xnow of the truth of their tsles of gold? That they
wore golden ornaments proved not their words, Their vile and cun~
ning iooks leered at me by day and siept with me at ﬁignt.

We reached the coast in eafety; the sight of mosques and
minarets, palm-treese and mangoes, happy faces and bright garments,
weaned my thoughte from the dangers we had passed, and my heart Te-
Joiced within me once more, My Master, who had hoped to stay but a
few weeks, spending his time in maXxing ready for the great journey
to the Land of Golid, found iettere cailing him to his home, and sad-
1y he obeved the call., Before he ieft he told us, his chiidren, that
he went'but to return, and that he hoped we shouid all be ready and
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willing to follow him on his ssareh for the longed-for gold. To me
he said he wouid write, the 1etter to reach me one month before he
himself arrived: I wae to call together his men so that everything
would be ready for an immediate start. The delay irked him as a
pain which cannot be soothed; he lived but to be back again, the
call was strong in his biocod., Much a8 I loved the Magician, I
prayed earnestly to Allah that, infidel though my Master was, He
would permit some white woman to ensnare him, and to Xeep him bound
in his own country, FPresages of evil hovered round me, and I felt
the death, which the search for wealth so often bringe, flapping its
great wings over my beloved Master, Rather would I never iook upon
his face again than loox and find death.

Allah heard not my pmayersﬁ;for, true to his word, my Master
wrote to me, and one month later he was among us again, This time
however he came not alone, but brought with him two brothers, Were
they his blood brothers, brothers of the same Father and Mother?

I xnow not; but dbrothers in heart, courage, and mind ihey assuredly
were, and though the M:gieian was high above them as he was above
all men, they were nevertheless men fo be loved and obeyed.

Although our caravan had to be increased it did not take many
days for us to collect the extra men, and when all was ready, the
Magician called me to him to receive his final instructions. Ny
heart was heavy when he had finished talking, though he talked to
me as a trusted friend, showing me his inmost thoughts., Instead of
being with my Master, guarding him, tending him, working for him,

I was now to perform these serviees for his youngest and much~loved
brother, Gentle-Heart. The Magician explained to me with patience,
and I thought aiso with sorrow, that Gentle-Heart was as a chiiq,
that he had no thoughts for danger, that his own gentie and happy



disposition 1ed him to believe that others felt even as he did,

For him there was no evil - he himaelif was pure and knew no guiie,
Therefore he must be ¢arefully guarded., It was to be my work to
shieid him from danger, to be his constant and watechful companion.
I econfeseg without shame, that the tears rose to my eyes and even
overfiowed, Pride I feit in my Master's trust in mqgfbut bitter
Jealousy for the services he would recelve from one other than my-
8elf, and a sorrow I find impossibie to express that I shouid no
longer spend my days celoee 1o him, To remonstirate I did not dare;
though words, eioquent words, rose ito my 1lips, I eould oniy bow nmy
head in submission and aecept this new unsought burden., When the
bitterness of feeling had scmewhat lessened,. I ventured to ask my
Master who was to take my empty place with ﬂimself. He assured me
he was quite indifferent, and i1eft the e¢hoiee of his personal ser-
vant to me. At the same {ime he added: * iy new guardian and com-
panion I have here®, and pointed ito a small red dog which was sleepw~
ing eiose to nis feet,

I must tell you of this small dog€~for phe was indeed a human
being shaped as & dog, She was long in body, with short and erooked
legs, and a tail that told of her courage, for 1t never hung beiween
her 1ega, Her head was heautiful, even as her body was mis-3hapen
and ugly, and her eyes were those of some great, Xxind spirit., My
Master talked to her as %o his brothers, and she understood his every
word -~ nay, she was more than nnmanngor words unspoken she under-
8tood. 1In siience dld she and my Master commne, thought running
with thought, wish with wish, Love interpreted all, thai love 8o
seldom met with - never-failing and wndimmed ~ which makes no de-

mands, which seeks for no exeuses, To many my words of this love
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between my Master and his dog would savour of madnesé, to those
others who count, the truth of these words is Xnown, Heart to heart
dwalt these twain, and thongh the dog was kind and pollte to others
her i1ove was only for my Master., Him she never ieft day or might.
Her name was Venus, meaning, my Master toid we, that whieh 1is most
beautiful.

our caravan started before daylight, and when the sun barst
upon us,; wWe were aiready half way through our day's mareh, In those
times there was no road of iron, no carriages drawn with fire and
8moke® - earavans all followed the small beaten foot-path, a path Jusiy
wide enough for a j1oaded man to pass unbrushed by the bush and scrub,
a path wandering and twisting aeross plainse, through forestis, over
mountains and rivers, on and on, with no end, Ko man has 1ived o
find where this path ends, no record is kept of the feet which have
beaten it into the bosom of the Great Unknown, Of how it was first
made or why there is no xnowiedge - you follow it, and 1t ieads you
whither you wouid go; you leave it and death seizes you,

As the sun ro#e, a darx object 1v1ng.1n the path became visibie -
1t was the body of a dead hyaena, barring our way so ihat we were all
obiiged to move to one side to pass it. It 18y, swollen and evil-
smeiling, 1t#f§ head pointing in the direetion we were going. Seeing
this beast of evil augury 1ying in dead possession of our'pathf ny
heart was fiiled with dlsmay, To a black man ﬁAdead beast in his
path is such bad luck that he will delay his jJourneyinge; for &
journey started when 1uck 1s out must lead to disaster. DIuring a
moment's space I venitured to ieave Gentle-Heart, and approaching my
Master I begged him not to proceed, I can even now see before my

eves his faoce as he turned it smiling towards me, "What, Lion," he



sald, “you afraid of a hyaena, and one that 1s dead!"

"Living, I fear no beast," I answered, "but over the dead we
have ﬁo control. Thie viie animal 18 a sure sign of impending evil.
Those who have disdained the signs vouchsafed them have seldom 1ived
to record their disdain., I pray of you, Master, turn aside IfTom this
path, and delay whiie there 1is yeti time.?

The Magician iistened not to my words, and tried to re=assure
me and the porters by saying that these signs weXe not madé for white
mén. And so convincing were his words - of his magic we had all had
experience -~ that we allowed ourselves to be persuaded, and continueu
our mareh, We camped at a water hole, and no sooner had the camping
ground been c¢hosen than the Hunter went off to hunt, Some hours
1ater he returned in high good mmmour with both buck and birds. The
‘Magician and Gentle-Heart were seated under a thorn-tree; I was
cieaning guns near bvf'as the Hunter approached, Up he came 1éugh1ng
and taking off his heimet pulled out of it a smail-sized chameleon.
Now to white men tnié i8 but a small and somewhat ugly Treptile, but
to biack men it is terror -~ it slays 1f they but touch 1t, and 1t
brings in its train both evil and disaster. I satl aghast that this
second evil sign had fallen upon us, The reptile, which the Hunter
held in his hand, crawied slowly and deliberately forward, raising
its ape-1ikxe hands with precision, and roiling its dreadful all-see-
ing eyes in every direction. I gazed fascinated, unable Lo move,

My staring caused the Hunter to notice ??,,and he,still iaughing,
held his arm towards me and asked me if I would llke the creature
as a pet, My Master, wsll xnowlng our dread for these reptiiles, ex-
plained to the Hunter,/and begged him not to atiempt any Jokes on
the subject., For myself, I was grief-stricken., From the very first
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when the Magiclan heard of the gold my inmost shadow-gelf feit that
it was of evil purport. Dark ¢louds iay thick round my heart, and
for the first time the Tmknown fillled me with dread. Now two fur -
ther 8igns - the dead hyaena barring our-ggzé, and the chamejieon -
had been added., Yet what could I dot Disaster was branded upon our
path, but I knew the Magician would not harken to these portenis,
Why, I ask why, will white men travel in the countries of biack men
and try to travel as in their own countriesv White 1s for white,
and biack 18 for biack, yet the foreshadowing of evil and calamity
18 for all, Many brave white men have unnecessarily given their
itives through not seeing that where black ﬁermeates 1t cammot be
ignored, The white 18 the master mind, but the evil spirits of the
black eountry must have their payment.

one further disaster occurred, That very night the Hunter
slept with the dread chameleon in his tent, It muat have ciimbed on
his bed without his xnowing, and in his sieep he lay on 1ii. Wwhen
his boy came to fasten up'nié bed in the mqrnlnggane found the cha-
meleon fiattened and dead, its groht tongue forced from 1ts mouth.
In death it was even more sinister of aspect than in 1ife, for its
eyes, though sightiess, wers open, and expressed such black evil
that I couid not bear to look on 1it,

Everything seemed against us, butl knowing my uaster;uneonquer-
able wiil, and above all being anxious to shieid and help him, I
accepted these warnings yet put them as much as possibie from my
mind, and preparedé’ as best I couid, to fightg and if 1t might be,
vanquish, what 1ay in the future. Slowly my fears sank out of sight;
they dropped and iay buried in the deepest waters of my mind. Abbve
them, the waters were quiet and nnruffled, for our Journey continued
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from day to day uneventfully and happily. We pushed forward hope-
fully - our eyes were sei towards that remote and beckoning iand
which lured us all. Days were of no account, and except that the
Magician always halted for one day and ohe night on the seventh day
we should have kept no record of time, This day of rest was a great
boon to the porters: they mended and washed thelr clothes, repaired
their tents, poiished their cooking-pots, and genserally set them-
8elves and their propertiy in order for the coming weekx, The brothers
also enjoyved a day without a set march, The Hunter spent his day
from before dawn t111 sunset hunting, He had succeeded in buying &
pony from a paseing Arab caravan and therefore only took his own
gun-bearer with him on these excursions. Carrying hie small-bore
rifie himseif, he set out riding his pony, his gun-bearer carrying
his heavy rifile, Having shot his game, they loaded the pony with
the meat, and both returned on foot. As the gun-bearer always re-

coived backsheesh for the workx on the seventh day he was content.

with the arrangementgﬁﬁéentle-Heart was wont to spend his day makxing
pictures’and I and three other men always went with him, He had
clean paper and a box with many colours in 1t., With a small bundie
of hairs he transferred these colours to the paper, and in so doing
was quite happy. Pictures he made of the sky, the river, the trees,
and even of black men.~ 1t was &as magic to us, but he and his broth-
ers thought 1ittie of it, I sat near him as he wrought with his
colours, a rifle across my xnees, watchful while he worked, The
other men were never allowed to approach him ti1il his picture was
finished, and they equatted, chattering or sleeping, a short dis
tance away, I loved Gentie-Heart, but even so this seventh day was

- always one of restiessness for me, On other journeyings it had been
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my piivilege to spend this day in close communion with my Master,
and my heart ached to see him set out, Venus close at his heels,and
one other than myself bearing his gun and followlng him, The
Magician seldom shot or hunted now, and when he did, 1t was only
for the sake of Venus who loved to hunt, Her nose guided hexr over
the most difficult trail, and once told to follow a Wounded beast
she never gave in and never faiied to come to quarters with her
quarry. She would.follow a wounded lion or rhinoceros without fear,
T have seen her catch a charging 1ion by the taii, swung Tright off
her legs by his angry swishing, and never tetting go her hold._Tnus
hanging she remained, daistracting the great brute from her approaeh-~
ing master and so giving him time and opportunity to fire the death
shot unhurriedly. In this way she could hold the strongest animal,
for her extra weight added to his wounds made progress impossibie,
and he expended all his strength in trying to swing and twist her
off. oOnce the beast was down, she was on his throat 1ike a fiash,
and wouid remain thus t1il1 the Magician told her to let go.

We had been traveiling for about two months when, through care-
less walking before 1t was 1ight, I stepped on a polsonous thorn.
The pain was sharp at the time and became worse and WoTrse &8s we plo-
ceeded, Barely could I xeep up with Gentle-~Heart t1il1 we Ieached
camp, and as soon as the tents were pitched I went to my Master for
medicine. By this time my fool was so infilamed and swollen that I
couid hardly put it to the ground, The Magiclan having bathed 1t
and extracted the broken thorn, bound it up, teilling me I must re-
main quite quiet 1est my leg also should sweli, Fortunately the next
day was rest day, and I thus had an apportunity of keeping qulet
without delaying the caravan. ALl night the burning pain in my foot



drove sieep from me, but towards morning it abated%_and I found that
the swelling was almost gone, When therefore I saw Gentle-Heart
making ready with hls paper and colours I got my rifie and prepared
to follow him., As we were about to start my Master came out of his
tent, ana seeing me called me to him, He forbade me to go with
Gentie-Heart and sent his own gun-bearer in my piLace., I wag rejluc-
tant to remain bén1na, and felt uneasy that Gentlie-~Heart whould go
without me; but my Master's wora was law, and to hear was to obey./47
I watched the five of them, Gentle-Heart in front, set . off, and |
only ceaged watching when they disappeared over the edge of some
8loping ground a few hundred yards distant, A strange feeling, as
of a 1igh§,zput out, held me, Without knowing it, I must have been
expecting something to happen, for when abont half an hour jater

two shots were fired, quiekly one after the other, I set off running
in the direction in whieh Gentle-~Heart and his men had gone, not
realizing what I was doing, The Magician and Venus passed me in &
few minutes, and before we had any of us reached the top of the slope
one of Gentie~Heart's men came running to meet ﬁa; I saw him stop
and speak a few words to the Magiclan, and then set off, faster thanm
ever for camp, So something 4 the dreadful something ;had happened.

I called to the porter as he ranﬁ:but he made no reply, on.Ly point-
ing in the direction from whenece he had comav47i stumbied on as fast
as I eould, and on reaching the orest of the slope I saw before me,
though at some little distance, a thick elump of trees and buangfand
by 1t a emall group of figures, It was impossibie to see what was
happening, and it was oniy when I had nearly reached the group that

I made out the figure of Gentle-Heart stretched on the ground, the
Magiclan bending over him and the men standing silently round., Fear-
fully I approached, Gentle~Heart lay silient mnd pale, as if aiready
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dead, The Magician had eut away his e¢lothes, and on the white flesh
of his thigh a red wound gaped and bled, My Master had bound a cord
above the woundz-and now waited for his box of medicines ito bind the
wound itseif, The moments hung 1ike years of leaden pain untii men
and medicine came from the camp and Gentle-Heart was carried away,
As I 1imped behind the hammock, the nagiciah's gun-bearer dropped
back beside me and in whispers told me what had happened, Gentle-
Heart had chosen to make his picture from close to the clump of
bushoa,'and, 28 was his wont, told the men to go to some 1ittie dis-
tance and sit down « he would not even permit the gun-bearer to sit
near him, as I always did, The men chosé another clump of trees to
81t under, and had been there but a few moments when a sudden noise
of snorting and stamping brought them to their feet with a start,
They instinctively ran towards Gentle-Heari, but before they could
reach him & rhinoeeros was upon him, It had come up behind him,
failen upon him and thrust his great thorn through his thignh, and
made off again, a smail calf trotiing in 1ts wake, As was evident,
for we examined the place thoronghly afterwards and proved the whole
thing, the rhinoceros, a female with & very young calf, had been
asjeep in one of the many patched of bush, She had wakened with the
voices of the men, and Gentie-Heart, being just in the wind, had
fallen a victim to her charge. Horrible indeed was the thought -
the xind and gentle one, who would not hurt the least of 1iving
creatures, sitting there quietly with death at his very side, Death
1t was, for though Gentie-Heart iived and suffered for one weex
death had marked him as her own, and wrung by dreadful suffering his
soul, only too giadly,left his tortured body when his hour had
struck, He and we sorrowed only for that week of pain - he grieved
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for us, and we for him., Ti11 the iast nhe thought but of others,and
bore his agony smiling., My Master never peft the bed-side, and tend-
ed genile-Heart as a mother her chiid - he did not sleep, and snatch-
ed but a few mouthfuls of food browght by me to the tent door. The
power had gone from his magice and he, the Magician, who earned his
name because of the hundreds of sick cured by his medicine was power-
leegs to heel his own brother.

Wo buried Gentle-Heart on the seventh day - another day of rest-
and even when he was deep in the hard ground, a great piie of stones
and thorns over him, we could not believe he had gons from us to re-
turn no more. My Master was as one stricken, his head was bowed
upon his mighty breast, and his face was as the face of an old, old
men., Burnt were his eyes with bitter unshed tears and sleepless
nights, and whitened was his hair, His sorrow was the s8orTow of the
greatl, torn and bleeding was his heart, but no word passed his iips,
Silentiy he suffered; he nursed his grief alone, hiding his pain
- from others. _

We left this place of the dead the morning after we had buried
Gentle-Heart. My Master bade the caravan start, he himseif remaining
behind to visii once more the grave of his weil-beioved brother. I
had already, and unbidden, taken upon me the service of the Magician,
therefore when the caravan departed I remained waiting for him by

the ford of the river untii he had said his last to his deax-

dead, He strode down to the river and crossed it; his eyes wére
fixed, they were witn the dead and gone, and he did not even see ne,
though I stooped to plck up Venus and carried her across, fearing
the crocodiles, The further side gained, my Master turned and gazed

once more om the small heap of atones, his brother's grave, which
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could he distinetly seen from the rising ground. After a moment he
dropped his eyes, stiil unseeing, on Venus and myself, and without

a word picked up the trail and marched off, Thus for five hours

d1d we march keeping Wwell behind the caravan, and not one word pass-
ed between the three of us, Venus, instead of jumping about in the
grass and chasing birds as was her wont, trotted soberiy at her
Master's heels; T followed behind her7470n reaching camp we found
the Hunter had already eaten and was away shooting. My Master
entered his tent and dropped on his bed, his head between his hands.
venus could bear his silence no longer and jumped up beside him.
Standing with her fore paws on his shoulder, she pushed her long
nosé between his hands, and gently separating them began licking his
tired face, crying softiy as she did so, I was seated near the door-
way watching, my eyes hot with unshed tears, my heart aching with my
Master's grief, As Venus licked and cried, my Master's spirit,which
had 8t111 been hovering round the newly made grave, returned to his
body -~ his eyes came back to earth and 1ife. Pulling Venus into his
arme he caressed her anxious faithfui face, He spoke to her in a
soft hoarse voice, and she, looking lovingly at him and nesiling close
to him, appeared satisfied and reiieved., A few minutes later the
Magician called me to him, bidding me go and eat, I told him I coula
not eat unless he did, and begged to be allowed to bring food for hiun
and Venus, To this he consented, and I waited with him til1 he had
eaten, From this day on we never spoke of Gentle-Heart - his memory
was ever with usé;but the gates of our hearts were sealed with sii-
énce, I knew my Master partly blamed himself for the accident, ana

I myself felt ever as if I had failed in a trust. To ourselves we
both xnew, however, that it was written that Gentle-Heart should
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thns die, though the love we bore him made us feel we might have
saved him, |

The Magicilan became himself again, but he had aged hy half nhis
own years - he was more silent than of yore, and only Venus could
bring a smile to his face, He and the Hunter wont their separate
ways, 1iving in harmony when ithey were togetner4ébut neither needing
the other; the Hunter 1ived but to hunt, the Magiclan had outlived
his desire to chase and k1il.

I must now teil of the further disaster which befel us, The
horror of Gentie-Heart!s death was slowly fading; we tngugnt of him
but in shadoWw thoughts, and to us he always seemed happy. The inter-
eat in our great Journey and 1its quest was to the fore, and the port-
ers talxed among themselves of the gold they would find and the rich,
gay lives they would jiead when they returned to the coast laden wWith
8014d wealth, Many weeks had passed since the making of the lonely
grave - weexs the days of which were so 14ke one to another that
thev had s11d past us unnoticed., We wWere within & week of the bound-
aries of those same wild savages who were to 1ead us to the Land of
Gold, The country we were in was a dreary, stony waste, though secat-
tered, stunted thorn-trees grew in some profusion. A chain of water-
noies, in a land where water was very scarce, made it a perfect hunt-
ing. ground, for the beasts which drank at the holes never wandered
very far away from them and were wonderfuily tame, The Hunter had
come on Greater xudu, and though he had not been able to shoot, he
had marked down their graging place, on the day we ieft the water-
hotes he started off before the caravan saying that he wouid Join
us at the next camp, As usual he Was riding; he carrie@ food in his

saddle-bags, and he had his gun-bearer only wiih hime 'I well remem-



