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EXTRACT FROM LETTER HEADED “THE
KING’S KRAAL, ZULULAND, 12TH MAY,
1855.”

“The Zulus about here have a strange story of a white girl who in
Dingaan’s day was supposed to ‘hold the spirit’ of some legendary
goddess of theirs who is also white. This girl, they say, was very beautiful
and brave, and had great power in the land before the battle of the Blood
River, which they fought with the emigrant Boers. Her title was Lady of the
Zulus, or more shortly, Zoola, which means Heaven.

“She seems to have been the daughter of a wandering, pioneer
missionary, but the king, I mean Dingaan, murdered her parents, of whom
he was jealous, after which she went mad and cursed the nation, and it is to
this curse that they still attribute the death of Dingaan, and their defeats
and other misfortunes of that time.

“Ultimately, it appears, in order to be rid of this girl and her evil eye,
they sold her to the doctors of a dwarf people, who lived far away in a
forest and worshipped trees, since when nothing more has been heard of
her. But according to them the curse stopped behind.

“If I can find out anything more of this curious story I will let you know,
but I doubt if I shall be able to do so. Although fifteen years or so have
passed since Dingaan’s death in 1840 the Kaffirs are very shy of talking
about this poor lady, and, I think, only did so to me because I am neither
an official nor a missionary, but one whom they look upon as a friend
because I have doctored so many of them. When I asked the Indunas about
her at first they pretended total ignorance, but on my pressing the
question, one of them said that ‘all that tale was unlucky and “went
beyond” with Mopo.” Now Mopo, as I think I wrote to you, was the man



who stabbed King Chaka, Dingaan’s brother. He 1s supposed to have been
mixed up in the death of Dingaan also, and to be dead himself. At any rate
he vanished away after Panda came to the throne.”



CHAPTERI1

THE GIRL

The afternoon was intensely, terribly hot. Looked at from the high
ground where they were encamped above the river, the sea, a mile or two
to her right—for this was the coast of Pondo-land—to little Rachel Dove
staring at it with sad eyes, seemed an illimitable sheet of stagnant oil. Yet
there was no sun, for a grey haze hung like a veil beneath the arch of the
sky, so dense and thick that its rays were cut off from the earth which lay
below silent and stifled. Tom, the Kaffir driver, had told her that a storm
was coming, a father of storms, which would end the great drought.
Therefore he had gone to a kloof in the mountains where the oxen were in
charge of the other two native boys—since on this upland there was no
pasturage to drive them back to the waggon. For, as he explained to her, in
such tempests cattle are apt to take fright and rush away for miles, and
without cattle their plight would be even worse than it was at present.

At least this was what Tom said, but Rachel, who had been brought up
among natives and understood their mind, knew that his real reason was
that he wished to be out of the way when the baby was buried. Kaffirs do
not like death, unless it comes by the assegai in war, and Tom, a good
creature, had been fond of that baby during its short little life. Well, it was
buried now; he had finished digging its resting-place in the hard soil
before he went. Rachel, poor child, for she was but fifteen, had borne it to
its last bed, and her father had unpacked his surplice from a box, put it on
and read the Burial Service over the grave. Afterwards together they had
filled in that dry, red earth, and rolled stones on to it, and as there were few
flowers at this season of the year, placed a shrivelled branch or two of
mimosa upon the stones—the best offering they had to make.

Rachel and her father were the sole mourners at this funeral, if we may
omit two rock rabbits that sat upon a shelf of stone in a neighbouring cliff,
and an old baboon which peered at these strange proceedings from its
crest, and finally pushed down a boulder before it departed, barking
indignantly. Her mother could not come because she was ill with grief and



fever in a little tent by the waggon. When it was all over they returned to
her, and there had been a painful scene.

Mrs. Dove was lying on a bed made of the cartel, or frame strung with
strips of green hide, which had been removed from the waggon, a pretty,
pale-faced woman with a profusion of fair hair. Rachel always
remembered that scene. The hot tent with its flaps turned up to let in
whatever air there might be. Her mother in a blue dressing-gown, dingy
with wear and travel, from which one of the ribbon bows hung by a thread,
her face turned to the canvas and weeping silently. The gaunt form of her
father with his fanatical, saint-like face, pale beneath its tan, his high
forehead over which fell one grizzled lock, his thin, set lips and far-away
grey eyes, taking off his surplice and folding it up with quick movements
of his nervous hands, and herself, a scared, wondering child, watching
them both and longing to slip away to indulge her grief in solitude. It
seemed an age before that surplice was folded, pushed into a linen bag
which in their old home used to hold dirty clothes, and finally stowed
away in a deal box with a broken hinge. At length it was done, and her
father straightened himself with a sigh, and said in a voice that tried to be
cheerful:

“Do not weep, Janey. Remember this is all for the best. The Lord hath
taken away, blessed be the name of the Lord.”

Her mother sat up looking at him reproachfully with her blue eyes, and
answered in her soft Scotch accent:

“You said that to me before, John, when the other one went, down at
Grahamstown, and I am tired of hearing it. Don’t ask me to bless the Lord
when He takes my babes, no, nor any mother, He Who could spare them if
He chose. Why should the Lord give me fever so that I could not nurse it,
and make a snake bite the cow so that it died? If the Lord’s ways are such,
then those of the savages are more merciful.”

“Janey, Janey, do not blaspheme,” her father had exclaimed. “You
should rejoice that the child is in Heaven.”

“Then do you rejoice and leave me to grieve. From to-day I only make
one prayer, that I may never have another. John,” she added with a sudden
outburst, “it is your fault. You know well I told you how it would be. I told
you that if you would come this mad journey the babe would die, aye, and
I tell you”—here her voice sank to a kind of wailing whisper—*“before the



tale is ended others will die too, all of us, except Rachel there, who was
born to live her life. Well, for my part, the sooner the better, for I wish to
go to sleep with my children.”

“This 1s evil,” broke in her husband, “evil and rebellious—"

“Then evil and rebellious let it be, John. But why am I evil if I have the
second sight like my mother before me? Oh! she warned me what must
come if I married you, and I would not listen; now I warn you, and you
will not listen. Well, so be it, we must dree our own weird, everyone of us,
a short one; all save Rachel, who was born to live her life. Man, I tell you,
that the Spirit drives you on to convert the heathen just for one thing, that
the heathen may make a martyr of you.”

“So let them,” her father answered proudly. “I seek no better end.”

“Aye,” she moaned, sinking back upon the cartel, “so let them, but my
babe, my poor babe! Why should my babe die because too much religion
has made you mad to win a martyr’s crown? Martyrs should not marry and
have children, John.”

Then, unable to bear any more of it, Rachel had fled from the tent, and
sat herself down at a distance to watch the oily sea.

It has been said that Rachel was only fifteen, but in Southern Africa
girls grow quickly to womanhood; also her experiences had been of a
nature to ripen her intelligence. Thus she was quite able to form a
judgment of her parents, their virtues and their weaknesses. Rachel was
English born, but had no recollection of England since she came to South
Africa when she was four years old. It was shortly after her birth that this
missionary-fury seized upon her father as a result of some meetings which
he had attended in London. He was then a clergyman with a good living in
a quiet Hertfordshire parish, and possessed of some private means, but
nothing would suit him short of abandoning all his prospects and sailing
for South Africa, in obedience to his “call.” Rachel knew all this because
her mother had often told her, adding that she and her people, who were of
a good Scotch family, had struggled against this South African scheme
even to the verge of open quarrel.

At length, indeed, it came to a choice between submission and
separation. Mr. Dove had declared that not even for her sake would he be
guilty of “sin against the Spirit” which had chosen him to bring light to
those who sat in darkness—that 1s, the Kaffirs, and especially to that



section of them who were in bondage to the Boers. For at this time an
agitation was in progress in England which led ultimately to the freeing of
the slaves of the Cape Dutch, and afterwards to the exodus of the latter
into the wilderness and most of those wars with which our generation is
familiar. So, as she was devoted to her husband, who, apart from his
religious enthusiasm, or rather possession, was in truth a very lovable
man, she gave way and came. Before they sailed, however, the general
gloom was darkened by Mrs. Dove announcing that something in her heart
told her that neither of them would ever see home again, as they were
doomed to die at the hands of savages.

Now whatever the reason or explanation, scientifically impossible as the
fact might be, it remained a fact that Janey Dove, like her mother and
several of her Scottish ancestors, was foresighted, or at least so her kith
and kin believed. Therefore, when she communicated to them her
conviction as though it were a piece of everyday intelligence, they never
doubted its accuracy for a minute, but only redoubled their efforts to
prevent her from going to Africa. Even her husband did not doubt it, but
remarked irritably that it seemed a pity she could not sometimes be
foresighted as to agreeable future events, since for his part he was quite
willing to wait for disagreeable ones until they happened. Not that he
quailed personally from the prospect of martyrdom; this he could
contemplate with complacency and even enthusiasm, but, zealot though he
was, he did shrink from the thought that his beautiful and delicate wife
might be called upon to share the glory of that crown. Indeed, as his own
purpose was unalterable, he now himself suggested that he should go forth
to seek it alone.

Then it was that his wife showed an unsuspected strength of character.
She said that she had married him for better or for worse against the
wishes of her family; that she loved and respected him, and that she would
rather be murdered by Kaffirs in due season than endure a separation
which might be lifelong. So in the end the pair of them with their little
daughter Rachel departed in a sailing ship, and their friends and relations
knew them no more.

Their subsequent history up to the date of the opening of this story may
be told in very few words. As a missionary the Reverend John Dove was
not a success. The Boers in the eastern part of the Cape Colony where he



laboured, did not appreciate his efforts to Christianise their slaves. The
slaves did not appreciate them either, inasmuch as, saint though he might
be, he quite lacked the sympathetic insight which would enable him to
understand that a native with thousands of generations of savagery behind
him is a different being from a highly educated Christian, and one who
should be judged by another law. Their sins, amongst which he included all
their most cherished inherited customs, appalled him, as he continually
proclaimed from the housetops. Moreover, when occasionally he did
snatch a brand from the burning, and the said brand subsequently proved
that it was still alight, or worse still, replaced its original failings by those
of the white man, such as drink, theft and lying, whereof before it had been
innocent, he would openly condemn it to eternal punishment. Further, he
was too insubordinate, or, as he called it, too honest, to submit to the
authority of his local superiors in the Church, and therefore would only
work for his own hand. Finally he caused his “cup to overflow,” as he
described it, or, in plain English, made the country too hot to hold him, by
becoming involved in a bitter quarrel with the Boers. Of these, on the
whole, worthy folk, he formed the worst; and in the main a very unjust
opinion, which he sent to England to be reprinted in Church papers, or to
the Home Government to be published in Blue-books. In due course these
documents reached South Africa again, where they were translated into
Dutch and became incidentally one of the causes of the Great Trek.

The Boers were furious and threatened to shoot him as a slanderer. The
English authorities were also furious, and requested him to cease from
controversy or to leave the country. At last, stubborn as he might be,
circumstances proved too much for him, and as his conscience would not
allow him to be silent, Mr. Dove chose the latter alternative. The only
question was whither he should go. As he was well off, having inherited a
moderate fortune in addition to what he had before he left England, his
poor wife pleaded with him to return home, pointing out that there he
would be able to lay his case before the British public. This course had
attractions for him, but after a night’s reflection and prayer, he rejected it
as a specious temptation sent by Satan.

What, he argued, should he return to live in luxury in England not only
unmartyred but a palpable failure, his mission quite unfulfilled? His wife
might go if she liked, and take their surviving children, Rachel and the
new-born baby boy, with her (they had buried two other little girls), but he



would stick to his post and his duty. He had seen some Englishmen who
had visited the country called Natal where white people were beginning to
settle. In that land it seemed there were no slave-driving Boers, and the
natives, according to all accounts, much needed the guidance of the
Gospel, especially a certain king of the people called Zulus, who was
named Chaka or Dingaan, he was not sure which. This ferocious person he
particularly desired to encounter, having little doubt that in the absence of
the contaminating Boer, he would be able to induce him to see the error of
his ways and change the national customs, especially those of fighting and,
worse still, of polygamy.

His unhappy wife listened and wept, for now the martyr’s crown which
she had always foreseen, seemed uncomfortably near, indeed as it were, it
glowed blood red within reach of her hand. Moreover, in her heart she did
not believe that Kaffirs could be converted, at any rate at present. They
were fighting men, as her Highland forefathers had been, and her Scottish
blood could understand the weakness, while, as for this polygamy, she had
long ago secretly concluded that the practice was one which suited them
very well, as it had suited David and Solomon, and even Abraham. But for
all this, although she was sure in her uncanny fashion that her baby’s death
would come of her staying, she refused to leave her husband as she had
refused eleven years before.

Doubtless affection was at the bottom of it, for Janey Dove was a very
faithful woman; also there were other things—her fatalism, and stronger
still, her weariness. She believed that they were doomed. Well, let the
doom fall; she had no fear of the Beyond. At the best it might be happy,
and at the worst deep, everlasting rest and peace, and she felt as though
she needed thousands of years of rest and peace. Moreover, she was sure
no harm would come to Rachel, the very apple of her eye; that she was
marked to live and to find happiness even in this wild land. So it came
about that she refused her husband’s offer to allow her to return home
where she had no longer any ties, and for perhaps the twentieth time
prepared herself to journey she knew not whither.

Rachel, seated there 1in the sunless, sweltering Theat,
reflected on these

things. Of course she did not know all the story, but most of
it had come



under her observation in one way or other, and being shrewd
by nature, she

could guess the rest, for she who was companionless had much
time for

reflection and for guessing. She sympathised with her father
in his ideas,

understanding vaguely that there was something large and
noble about them,

but in the main, body and mind, she was her mother’s child.
Already she

showed her mother’s dreamy beauty, to which were added her
father’s

straight features and <clear grey eyes, together with a
promise of his

height. But of his character she had little, that is outside
of a courage

and fixity of purpose which marked them both.

For the rest she was far, or fore-seeing, like her mother,
apprehending

the end of things by some strange instinct; also very
faithful in

character.

Rachel was unhappy. She did not mind the hardship and the heat, for she
was accustomed to both, and her health was so perfect that it would have
needed much worse things to affect her. But she loved the baby that was
gone, and wondered whether she would ever see it again. On the whole she
thought so, for here that intuition of hers came in, but at the best she was
sure that there would be long to wait. She loved her mother also, and
grieved more for her than for herself, especially now when she was so ill.
Moreover, she knew and shared her mind. This journey, she felt, was
foolishness; her father was a man “led by a star” as the natives say, and
would follow it over the edge of the world and be no nearer. He was not fit
to have charge of her mother.

Of herself she did not think so much. Still, at Grahamstown, for a year
or so there had been other children for companions, Dutch most of them, it
is true, and all rough in mind and manner. Yet they were white and human.
While she played with them she could forget she knew so much more than
they did; that, for instance, she could read the Gospels in Greek—which
her father had taught her ever since she was a little child—while they
could scarcely spell them out in the Taal, or Boer dialect, and that they had



never heard even of William the Conqueror. She did not care particularly
about Greek and William the Conqueror, but she did care for friends, and
now they were all gone from her, gone like the baby, as far off as William
the Conqueror. And she, she was alone in the wilderness with a father who
talked and thought of Heaven all day long, and a mother who lived in
memories and walked in the shadow of doom, and oh! she was unhappy.

Her grey eyes filled with tears so that she could no longer
see that

everlasting ocean, which she did not regret as it wearied
her. She wiped

them with the back of her hand that was burnt guite brown by
the sun, and

turning impatiently, fell to watching two of those strange
insects known

as the Praying Mantis, or often in South Africa as Hottentot
gods, which

after a series of genuflections, were now fighting
desperately among the

dead stalks of grass at her feet. Men could not Dbe more
savage, she

reflected, for really their ferocity was hideous. Then a
great tear fell

upon the head of one of them, and astonished by this
phenomenon, or

thinking perhaps that it had begun to rain, 1t ran away and
hid itself,

while its adversary sat up and looked about it triumphantly,
taking to

itself all the credit of conqgquest.

She heard a step behind her, and having again furtively wiped
her eyes

with her hand, the only handkerchief available, looked round
to see her

father stalking towards her.

“Why are you crying, Rachel?” he asked in an irritable voice. “It is
wrong to cry because your little brother has been taken to glory.”

“Jesus cried over Lazarus, and He wasn’t even His brother,” she
answered in a reflective voice, then by way of defending herself added
inconsequently: “I was watching two Hottentot gods fight.”



As Mr. Dove could think of no reply to her very final Scriptural
example, he attacked her on the latter point.

“A cruel amusement,” he said, “especially as I have heard that boys,
yes, and men, too, pit these poor insects against each other, and make bets
upon them.”

“Nature, is cruel, not I father. Nature is always cruel,” and she glanced
towards the little grave under the rock. Then, while for the second time her
father hesitated, not knowing what to answer, she added quickly, “Is
mother better now?”

“No,” he said, “worse, I think, very hysterical and quite unable to see
things in the true light.”

She rose and faced him, for she was a courageous child, then asked:

“Father, why don’t you take her back? She isn’t fit to go on. It is wrong
to drag her into this wilderness.”

At this question he grew very angry, and began to scold and to talk of
the wickedness of abandoning his “call.”
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“But mother has not got a ‘call,”” she broke in.

Then, as for the third time he could find no answer, he declared
vehemently that they were both in league against him, instruments used by
the Evil One to tempt him from his duty by working on his natural fears
and affections, and so forth.

The child watched him with her clear grey eyes, saying nothing further,
till at last he grew calm and paused.

“We are all much upset,” he went on, rubbing his high forehead with his
thin hand. “I suppose it is the heat and this—this—trial of our faith. What
did I come to speak to you about? Oh! I remember; your mother will eat
nothing, and keeps asking for fruit. Do you know where there is any fruit?”

“It doesn’t grow here, father.” Then her face brightened, and she added:
“Yes, it does, though. The day that we outspanned in this camp mother and
I went down to the river and walked to that kind of island beyond the dry
donga to get some flowers that grow on the wet ground. I saw lots of Cape
gooseberries there, all quite ripe.”

“Then go and get some, dear. You will have plenty of time before dark.”
She started up as though to obey, then checked herself and said:



“Mother told me that I was not to go to the river alone, because we saw
the spoor of lions and crocodiles in the mud.”

“God will guard you from the lions and the crocodiles, if there are any,”
he answered doggedly, for was not this an opportunity to show his faith?
“You are not afraid, are you?”

“No, father. I am afraid of nothing, perhaps because I don’t care what
happens. I will get the basket and go at once.”

In another minute she was walking quickly towards the river, a lonely
little figure in that great place. Mr. Dove watched her uneasily till she was
hidden in the haze, for his reason told him that this was a foolish journey.

“The Lord will send His angels to protect her,” he muttered to himself.
“Oh! if only I could have more faith, all these troubles come upon me
from a lack of faith, and through that I am continually tempted. I think I
will run after her and go, too. No, there is Janey calling me, I cannot leave
her alone. The Lord will protect her, but I need not mention to Janey that
she has gone, unless she asks me outright. She will be quite safe, the storm
will not break to-night.”



CHAPTER I

THE BOY

The river towards which Rachel headed, one of the mouths of the
Umtavuna, was much further off than it looked; it was, indeed, not less
than a mile and a half away. She had said that she feared nothing, and it
was true, for extraordinary courage was one of this child’s characteristics.
She could scarcely ever remember having felt afraid—for herself, except
sometimes of her father when he grew angry—or was it mad that he grew?
—and raged at her, threatening her with punishment in another world in
reward for her childish sins. Even then the sensation did not last long,
because she could not believe in that punishment which he so vividly
imagined. So it came about that now she had no fear when there was so
much cause.

For this place was lonely; not a living creature could be seen. Moreover,
a dreadful hush brooded on the face of earth, and in the sky above; only far
away over the mountains the lightning flickered incessantly, as though a
monster in the skies were licking their precipices and pinnacles with a
thousand tongues of fire. Nothing stirred, not even an insect; every
creature that drew breath had hidden itself away until the coming terror
was overpast.

The atmosphere was full of electricity struggling to be free. Although
she knew not what it was, Rachel felt it in her blood and brain. In some
strange way it affected her mind, opening windows there through which
the eyes of her soul looked out. She became aware of some new influence
drawing near to her life; of a sudden her budding womanhood burst into
flower in her breast, shone on by an unseen sun; she was no more a child.
Her being quickened and acknowledged the kinship of all things that are.
That brooding, flame-threaded sky—she was a part of it, the earth she
trod, it was a part of her; the Mind that caused the stars to roll and her to
live, dwelt in her bosom, and like a babe she nestled within the arm of its
almighty will.



Now, as in a dream, Rachel descended the steep, rock-strewn banks of
the dry branch of the river-bed, wending her way between the boulders and
noting that rotten weeds and peeled brushwood rested against the stems of
the mimosa thorns which grew—there, tokens which told her that here in
times of flood the water flowed. Well, there was little enough of it now,
only a pool or two to form a mirror for the lightning. In front of her lay the
island where grew the Cape gooseberries, or winter cherries as they are
sometimes called, which she came to seek. It was a low piece of ground, a
quarter of a mile long, perhaps, but in the centre of it were some great
rocks and growing among the rocks, trees, one of them higher than the
rest. Beyond it ran the true river, even now at the end of the dry season
three or four hundred yards in breadth, though so shallow that it could be
forded by an ox-drawn waggon.

It was raining on the mountains yonder, raining in torrents poured from
those inky clouds, as it had done off and on for the past twenty-four hours,
and above their fire-laced bosom floated glorious-coloured masses of
misty vapour, enflamed in a thousand hues by the arrows of the sinking
sun. Above her, however, there was no sun, nothing but the curtain of
cloud which grew gradually from grey to black and minute by minute sank
nearer to the earth.

Walking through the dry river-bed, Rachel reached the island which was
the last and highest of a line of similar islands that, separated from each
other by narrow breadths of water, lay like a chain, between the dry donga
and the river. Here she began to gather her gooseberries, picking the
silvery, octagonal pods from the green stems on which they grew. At first
she opened these pods, removing from each the yellow, sub-acid berry,
thinking that thus her basket would hold more, but presently abandoned
that plan as it took too much time. Also although the plants were plentiful
enough, in that low and curious light it was not easy to see them among
the dense growth of reedy vegetation.

While she was thus engaged she became aware of a low moaning noise
and a stirring of the air about her which caused the leaves and grasses to
quiver without bending. Then followed an ice-cold wind that grew in
strength until it blew keen and hard, ruffling the surface of the marshy
pools. Still Rachel went on with her task, for her basket was not more than
half full, till presently the heavens above her began to mutter and to groan,



and drops of rain as large as shillings fell upon her back and hands. Now
she understood that it was time for her to be going, and started to walk
across the island—for at the moment she was near its farther side—to
reach the deep, rocky river-bed or donga.

Before ever she came there, with awful suddenness and inconceivable
fury, the tempest burst. A hurricane of wind tore down the valley to the
sea, and for a few minutes the darkness became so dense that she could
scarcely stumble forward. Then there was light, a dreadful light; all the
heavens seemed to take fire, yes, and the earth, too; it was as though its
last dread catastrophe had fallen on the world.

Buffeted, breathless, Rachel at length reached the edge of the deep
river-bed that may have been fifty yards in width, and was about to step
into it when she became aware of two things. The first was a seething,
roaring noise so loud that it seemed to still even the bellowing of the
thunder, and the next, now seen, now lost, as the lightning pulsed and
darkened, the figure of a youth, a white youth, who had dismounted from a
horse that remained near to but above him, and stood, a gun in his hand,
upon a rock at the farther side of the donga.

He had seen her also and was shouting to her, of this she was
sure, for

although the sound of his voice was lost in the tumult, she
could perceive

his gesticulations when the lightning flared, and even the
movement of his

lips.

Wondering vaguely what a white boy could be doing in such a
place and

very glad at the prospect of his company, Rachel began to
advance towards

him in short rushes whenever the lightning showed her where
to set her

feet. She had made two of these rushes when from the violence
and

character of his movements at length she understood that he
was trying to

prevent her from coming further, and paused confused.



Another instant and she knew why. Some hundreds of yards above her
the river bed took a turn, and suddenly round this turn, crested with foam,
appeared a wall of water in which trees and the carcases of animals were
whirled along like straws. The flood had come down from the mountains,
and was advancing on her more swiftly than a horse could gallop. Rachel
ran forward a little way, then understanding that she had no time to cross,
stood bewildered, for the fearful tumult of the elements and the dreadful
roaring of that advancing wall of foam overwhelmed her senses. The
lightnings went out for a moment, then began to play again with tenfold
frequency and force. They struck upon, the nearing torrent, they struck in
the dry bed before it, and leapt upwards from the earth as though Titans
and gods were hurling spears at one another.

In the lurid sheen of them she saw the lad leap from his rock and rush
towards her. A flash fell and split a boulder not thirty paces from him,
causing him to stagger, but he recovered himself and ran on. Now he was
quite close, but the water was closer still. It was coming in tiers or ledges,
a thin sheet of foam in front, then other layers laid upon it, each of them a
few yards behind its fellow. On the top ledge, in its very crest, was a bull
buffalo, dead, but held head on and down as though it were charging, and
Rachel thought vaguely that from the direction in which it came in a few
moments its horns would strike her. Another second and an arm was about
her waist—she noted how white it was where the sleeve was rolled up,
dead white in the lightning—and she was being dragged towards the shore
that she had left. The first film of water struck her and nearly washed her
from her feet, but she was strong and active, and the touch of that arm
seemed to have given her back her wit, so she regained them and splashed
forward. Now the next tier took them both above the knees, but for a
moment shallowed so that they did not fall. The high bank was scarce five
yards away, and the wall of waters perhaps a score.

“Together for 1life or death!” said an English voice in her
ear, and the
shout of it only reached her in a whisper.

The boy and the girl leapt forward like bucks. They reached
the bank and
struggled up 1it. The hungry waters sprang at them 1like a
living thing,
grasping their feet and legs as though with hands; a stick as



it whirled

by them struck the lad upon the shoulder, and where it struck
the clothes

were rent away and red blood appeared. Almost he fell, but
this time it

was Rachel who supported him. Then one more struggle and they
rolled

exhausted on the ground just clear of the lip of the racing
flood.

Thus through tempest, threatened by the waters of death from which he
snatched her, and companioned by heaven’s lightnings, did Richard
Darrien come into the life of Rachel Dove.

Presently, having recovered their breath, they sat up and looked at each
other by lightning light, which was all there was. He was a handsome lad
of about seventeen, though short for his years; sturdy in build, very fair-
skinned and curiously enough with a singular resemblance to Rachel,
except that his hair was a few shades darker than hers. They had the same
clear grey eyes, and the same well-cut features; indeed seen together, most
people would have thought them brother and sister, and remarked upon
their family likeness. Rachel spoke the first.

“Who are you?” she shouted into his ear in one of the intervals of
darkness, “and why did you come here?”

“My name is Richard Darrien,” he answered at the top of his voice, “and
I don’t know why I came. I suppose something sent me to save you.”

“Yes,” she replied with conviction, “something sent you. If you had not
come | should be dead, shouldn’t I? In glory, as my father says.”

“I don’t know about glory, or what it is,” he remarked, after thinking
this saying over, “but you would have been rolling out to sea in the flood
water, like that buffalo, with not a whole bone in you, which isn’t my idea
of glory.”

“That’s because your father isn’t a missionary,” said Rachel.

“No, he is an officer, naval officer, or at least he was, now he trades and
hunts. We are coming down from Natal. But what’s your name?”

“Rachel Dove.”

“Well, Rachel Dove—that’s very pretty, Rachel Dove, as you would be if
you were cleaner—it is going to rain presently. Is there any place where



we can shelter here?”

“I am as clean as you are,” she answered indignantly. “The
river muddied

me, that’s all. You can go and shelter, I will stop and let
the rain wash

me.”

“And die of the cold or be struck by lightning. Of course I
knew you
weren’t dirty really. Is there any, place?”

She nodded, mollified.
“I think I know one. Come,” and she stretched out her hand.

He took it, and thus hand in hand they made their way to the highest
point of the island where the trees grew, for here the rocks piled up
together made a kind of cave in which Rachel and her mother had sat for a
little while when they visited the place. As they groped their way towards
it the lightning blazed out and they saw a great jagged flash strike the
tallest tree and shatter it, causing some wild beast that had sheltered there
to rush past them snorting.

“That doesn’t look very safe,” said Richard halting, “but come on, it
isn’t likely to hit the same spot twice.”

“Hadn’t you better leave your gun?” she suggested, for all this while
that weapon had been slung to his back and she knew that lightning has an
affinity for iron.

“Certainly not,” he answered, “it is a new one which my father gave me,
and [ won’t be parted from it.”

Then they went on and reached the little cave just as the rain broke over
them in earnest. As it chanced the place was dry, being so situated that all
water ran away from it. They crouched in it shivering, trying to cover
themselves with dead sticks and brushwood that had lodged here in the wet
season when the whole 1sland was under water.

“It would be nice enough if only we had a fire,” said Rachel, her teeth
chattering as she spoke.

The lad Richard thought a while. Then he opened a leather case that
hung on his rifle sling and took from it a powder flask and flint and steel



and some tinder. Pouring a little powder on the damp tinder, he struck the
flint until at length a spark caught and fired the powder. The tinder caught
also, though reluctantly, and while Rachel blew on it, he felt round for
dead leaves and little sticks, some of which were coaxed into flame.

After this things were easy since fuel lay about in abundance, so that
soon they had a splendid fire burning in the mouth of the cave whence the
smoke escaped. Now they were able to warm and dry themselves, and as
the heat entered into their chilled bodies, their spirits rose. Indeed the
contrast between this snug hiding place and blazing fire of drift wood and
the roaring tempest without, conduced to cheerfulness in young people
who had just narrowly escaped from drowning.

“I am so hungry,” said Rachel, presently.

Again Richard began to search, and this time produced from the pocket
of his coat a long and thick strip of sun-dried meat.

“Can you eat biltong?”” he asked.
“Of course,” she answered eagerly.

“Then you must cut it up,” he said, giving her the meat and his knife.
“My arm hurts me, [ can’t.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed, “how selfish I am. I forgot about that stick
striking you. Let me see the place.”

He took off his coat and knelt down while she stood over him and
examined his wound by the light of the fire, to find that the left upper arm
was bruised, torn and bleeding. As it will be remembered that Rachel had
no handkerchief, she asked Richard for his, which she soaked in a pool of
rain water just outside the cave. Then, having washed the hurt thoroughly,
she bandaged his arm with the handkerchief and bade him put on his coat
again, saying confidently that he would be well in a few days.

“You are clever,” he remarked with admiration. “Who taught you to
bandage wounds?”

“My father always doctors the Kaffirs and 1 help him,” Rachel
answered, as, having stretched out her hands for the pouring rain to wash
them, she took the biltong and began to cut it in thin slices.

These she made him eat before she touched any herself, for she saw that
the loss of blood had weakened him. Indeed her own meal was a light one,
since half the strip of meat must, she declared, be put aside in case they



should not be able to get off the island. Then he saw why she had made
him eat first and was very angry with himself and her, but she only
laughed at him and answered that she had learned from the Kaffirs that
men must be fed before women as they were more important in the world.

“You mean more selfish,” he answered, contemplating this wise little
maid and her tiny portion of biltong, which she swallowed very slowly,
perhaps to pretend that her appetite was already satisfied with its
superabundance. Then he fell to imploring her to take the rest, saying that
he would be able to shoot some game in the morning, but she only shook
her little head and set her lips obstinately.

“Are you a hunter?” she asked to change the subject.

“Yes,” he answered with pride, “that is, almost. At any rate I have shot
eland, and an elephant, but no lions yet. I was following the spoor of a lion
just now, but it got up between the rocks and bolted away before I could
shoot. I think that it must have been after you.”

“Perhaps,” said Rachel. “There are some about here; I have heard them
roaring at night.”

“Then,” he went on, “while I was staring at you running across this
island, I heard the sound of the water and saw it rushing down the donga,
and saw too that you must be drowned, and—you know the rest.”

“Yes, I know the rest,” she said, looking at him with shining eyes. “You
risked your life to save mine, and therefore,” she added with quiet
conviction, “it belongs to you.”

He stared at her and remarked simply:

“I wish 1t did. This morning I wished to kill a lion with my new roer,”
and he pointed to the heavy gun at his side, “above everything else, but to-
night I wish that your life belonged to me—above anything else.”

Their eyes met, and child though she was, Rachel saw something in
those of Richard that caused her to turn her head.

“Where are you going?” she asked quickly.

“Back to my father’s farm in Graaf-Reinet, to sell the ivory. There are
three others besides my father, two Boers and one Englishman.”

“And I am going to Natal where you come from,” she answered, “so I
suppose that after to-night we shall never see each other again, although



my life does belong to you—that is if we escape.”

Just then the tempest which had lulled a little, came on again in fury,
accompanied by a hurricane of wind and deluge of rain, through which the
lightning blazed incessantly. The thunderclaps too were so loud and
constant that the sound of them, which shook the earth, made it impossible
for Richard and Rachel to hear each other speak. So they were silent
perforce. Only Richard rose and looked out of the cave, then turned and
beckoned to his companion. She came to him and watched, till suddenly a
blinding sheet of flame lit up the whole landscape. Then she saw what he
was looking at, for now nearly all the island, except that high part of it on
which they stood, was under water, hidden by a brown, seething torrent,
that tore past them to the sea.

“If it rises much more, we shall be drowned,” he shouted in her ear.
She nodded, then cried back:

“Let us say our prayers and get ready,” for it seemed to Rachel that the
“glory” of which her father spoke so often was nearer to them than ever.

Then she drew him back into the cave and motioned to him to kneel
beside her, which he did bashfully enough, and for a while the two
children, for they were little more, remained thus with clasped hands and
moving lips. Presently the thunder lessened a little so that once more they
could hear each other speak.



“What did you pray about?” he asked when they had risen from
their knees.

“I prayed that you might escape, and that my mother might not grieve
for me too much,” she answered simply. “And you?”

“I? Oh! the same—that you might escape. I did not pray for my mother
as she is dead, and I forgot about father.”

“Look, look!” exclaimed Rachel, pointing to the mouth of the cave.

He stared out at the darkness, and there, through the thin flames of the
fire, saw two great yellow shapes which appeared to be walking up and
down and glaring into the cave.

“Lions,” he gasped, snatching at his gun.

“Don’t shoot,” she cried, “you might make them angry. Perhaps they
only want to take refuge like ourselves. The fire will keep them away.”

He nodded, then remembering that the charge and priming, of his flint-
lock roer must be damp, hurriedly set to work by the help of Rachel to
draw it with the screw on the end of his ramrod, and this done, to reload
with some powder that he had already placed to dry on a flat stone near the
fire. This operation took five minutes or more. When at length it was
finished, and the lock reprimed with the dry powder, the two of them,
Richard holding the roer, crept to the mouth of the cave and looked out
again.

The great storm was passing now, and the rain grew thinner, but from
time to time the lightning, no longer forked or chain-shaped, flared in
wide sheets. By its ghastly illumination they saw a strange sight. There on
the island top the two lions marched backwards and forwards as though
they were in a cage, making a kind of whimpering noise as they went, and
staring round them uneasily. Moreover, these were not alone, for gathered
there were various other animals, driven down by the flood from the
islands above them, reed and water bucks, and a great eland. Among these
the lions walked without making the slightest effort to attack them, nor did
the antelopes, which stood sniffing and staring at the torrent, take any
notice of the lions, or attempt to escape.



“You are right,” said Richard, “they are all frightened, and will not harm
us, unless the water rises more, and they rush into the cave. Come, make
up the fire.”

They did so, and sat down on its further side, watching till,
as nothing

happened, their dread of the 1lions passed away, and they
began to talk

again, telling to each other the stories of their lives.

Richard Darrien, it seemed, had been in Africa about five
years, his

father having emigrated there on the death of his mother, as
he had

nothing but the half-pay of a retired naval captain, and he
hoped to

better his fortunes in a new land. He had been granted a farm
in the

Graaf-Reinet district, but 1like many other of the early
settlers, met with

misfortunes. Now, to make money, he had taken to elephant-
hunting, and

with his partners was Jjust returning from a very successful
expedition in

the coast lands of Natal, at that time an almost unexplored
territory. His

father had allowed Richard to accompany the party, but when
they got back,

added the boy with sorrow, he was to be sent for two or three
years to the

college at Capetown, since until then his father had not been
able to

afford him the luxury of an education. Afterwards he wished
him to adopt a

profession, but on this point he—Richard—had made up his
mind, although

at present he said little about that. He would be a hunter,
and nothing

else, until he grew too old to hunt, when he intended to take
to farming.

His story done, Rachel told him hers, to which he listened eagerly.
“Is your father mad?” he asked when she had finished.



“No,” she answered. “How dare you suggest it? He is only very good;
much better than anybody else.”

“Well, it seems to come to much the same thing, doesn’t it?” said
Richard, “for otherwise he would not have sent you to gather gooseberries
here with such a storm coming on.”

“Then why did your father send you to hunt lions with such a storm
coming on?” she asked.

“He didn’t send me. I came of myself; I said that I wanted to shoot a
buck, and finding the spoor of a lion I followed it. The waggons must be a
long way ahead now, for when I left them I returned to that kloof where 1
had seen the buck. I don’t know how I shall overtake them again, and
certainly nobody will ever think of looking for me here, as after this rain
they can’t spoor the horse.”

“Supposing you don’t find it—I mean your horse—tomorrow, what shall
you do?” asked Rachel. “We haven’t got any to lend you.”

“Walk and try to catch them up,” he replied.
“And if you can’t catch them up?”

“Come back to you, as the wild Kaffirs ahead would kill me if I went on
alone.”

“Oh! But what would your father think?”

“He would think there was one boy the less, that’s all, and be sorry for a
while. People often vanish in Africa where there are so many lions and
savages.”

Rachel reflected a while, then finding the subject difficult, suggested
that he should find out what their own particular lions were doing. So
Richard went to look, and reported that the storm had ceased, and that by
the moonlight he could see no lions or any other animals, so he thought
that they must have gone away somewhere. The flood waters also appeared
to be running down. Comforted by this intelligence Rachel piled on the
fire nearly all the wood that remained to them. Then they sat down again
side by side, and tried to continue their conversation. By degrees it
drooped, however, and the end of it was that presently this pair were fast
asleep in each other’s arms.






CHAPTER III

GOOD-BYE

Rachel was the first to wake, which she did, feeling cold, for the fire had
burnt almost out. She rose and walked from the cave. The dawn was
breaking quietly, for now no wind stirred, and no rain fell. So dense was
the mist which rose from the river and sodden land, however, that she
could not see two yards in front of her, and fearing lest she should stumble
on the lions or some other animals, she did not dare to wander far from the
mouth of the cave. Near to it was a large, hollow-surfaced rock, filled now
with water like a bath. From this she drank, then washed and tidied herself
as well as she could without the aid of soap, comb or towels, which done,
she returned to the cave.

As Richard was still sleeping, very quietly she laid a little more wood
on the embers to keep him warm, then sat down by his side and watched
him, for now the grey light of the dawning crept into their place of refuge.
To her this slumbering lad looked beautiful, and as she studied him her
childish heart was filled with a strange, new tenderness, such as she had
never felt before. Somehow he had grown dear to her, and Rachel knew
that she would never forget him while she lived. Then following this wave
of affection came a sharp and sudden pain, for she remembered that
presently they must part, and never see each other any more. At least this
seemed certain, for how could they when he was travelling to the Cape and
she to Natal?

And yet, and yet a strange conviction told her otherwise. The power of
prescience which came to her from her mother and her Highland
forefathers awoke in her breast, and she knew that her life and this lad’s
life were interwoven. Perhaps she dozed off again, sitting there by the fire.
At any rate it appeared to her that she dreamed and saw things in her
dream. Wild tumultuous scenes opened themselves before her in a vision;
scenes of blood and terror, sounds, too, of voices crying war. It appeared to
her as if she were mad, and yet ruled a queen, death came near to her a
score of times, but always fled away at her command. Now Richard



Darrien was with her, and how she had lost him and sought—ah! how she
sought through dark places of doom and unnatural night. It was as though
he were dead, and she yet living, searched for him among the habitations
of the dead. She found him also, and drew him towards her. How, she did
not know.

Then there was a scene, a last scene, which remained fixed in her mind
after everything else had faded away. She saw the huge trunks of forest
trees, enormous, towering trees, gloomy trees beneath which the darkness
could be felt. Down their avenues shot the level arrows of the dawn. They
fell on her, Rachel, dressed in robes of white skin, turning her long,
outspread hair to gold. They fell upon little people with faces of a dusky
pallor, one of them crouched against the bole of a tree, a wizened monkey
of a man who in all that vastness looked small. They fell upon another
man, white-skinned, half-naked, with a yellow beard, who was lashed by
hide ropes to a second tree. It was Richard Darrien grown older, and at his
feet lay a broad-bladed spear!

The vision left her, or she was awakened from her sleep, whichever it
might be, by the pleasant voice of this same Richard, who stood yawning
before her, and said:

“It 1s time to get up. I say, why do you look so queer? Are you il1?”

“I have been up, long ago,” she answered, struggling to her feet. “What
do you mean?”

“Nothing, except that you seemed a ghost a minute ago. Now you are a
girl again, it must have been the light.”

“Did 1? Well, I dreamed of ghosts, or something of the sort,” and she
told him of the vision of the trees, though of the rest she could remember
little.

“That’s a queer story,” he said when she had finished. “I wish you had
got to the end of it, I should like to know what happened.”

“We shall find out one day,” she answered solemnly.
“Do you mean to say that you believe it is true, Rachel?”
“Yes, Richard, one day I shall see you tied to that tree.”

“Then I hope you will cut me loose, that is all. What a funny girl you
are,” he added doubtfully. “I know what it is, you want something to eat.
Have the rest of that biltong.”



“No,” she answered. “I could not touch it. There is a pool of water out
there, go and bathe your arm, and I will bind it up again.”

He went, still wondering, and a few minutes later returned, his face and
head dripping, and whispered:

“Give me the gun. There is a reed buck standing close by. I saw it
through the mist; we’ll have a jolly breakfast off him.”

She handed him the roer, and crept after him out of the cave. About
thirty yards away to the right, looming very large through the dense fog,
stood the fat reed buck. Richard wriggled towards it, for he wanted to
make sure of his shot, while Rachel crouched behind a stone. The buck
becoming alarmed, turned its head, and began to sniff at the air, whereon
he lifted the gun and just as it was about to spring away, aimed and fired.
Down it went dead, whereon, rejoicing in his triumph like any other young
hunter who thinks not of the wonderful and happy life that he has
destroyed, Richard sprang upon it exultantly, drawing his knife as he came,
while Rachel, who always shrank from such sights, retreated to the cave.
Half an hour later, however, being healthy and hungry, she had no
objection to eating venison toasted upon sticks in the red embers of their
fire.

Their meal finished at length, they reloaded the gun, and although the
mist was still very dense, set out upon a journey of exploration, as by now
the sun was shining brightly above the curtain of low-lying vapour.
Stumbling on through the rocks, they discovered that the water had fallen
almost as quickly as it rose on the previous night. The island was strewn,
however, with the trunks of trees and other debris that it had brought
down, amongst which lay the carcases of bucks and smaller creatures, and
with them a number of drowned snakes. The two lions, however, appeared
to have escaped by swimming, at least they saw nothing of them. Walking
cautiously, they came to the edge of the donga, and sat down upon a stone,
since as yet they could not see how wide and deep the water ran.

Whilst they remained thus, suddenly through the mist they heard a voice
shouting from the other side of the donga.

“Missie,” cried the voice in Dutch, “are you there missie?”

“That 1is Tom, our driver,” she said, “come to look for me.
Answer for me,



Richard.”

So the lad, who had very good lungs, roared in reply:

“Yes, I'm here, safe, waiting for the mist to lift, and the water to run
down.”

“God be thanked,” yelled the distant Tom. “We thought that you were
surely drowned. But, then, why is your voice changed?”

“Because an English heer is with me,” cried Rachel. “Go and look for
his horse and bring a rope, then wait till the mist rises. Also send to tell
the pastor and my mother that [ am safe.”

“I am here, Rachel,” shouted another voice, her father’s. “I have been
looking for you all night, and we have got the Englishman’s horse. Don’t
come into the water yet. Wait till we can see.”

“That’s good news, any way,” said Richard, “though I shall have to ride
hard to catch up the waggons.”

Rachel’s face fell.

“Yes,” she said; “very good news.”

“Are you glad that I am going, then?” he asked in an offended tone.
“It was you who said the news was good,” she replied gently.

“I meant I was glad that they had caught my horse, not that I had to ride
away on it. Are you sorry, then?”” and he glanced at her anxiously.

“Yes, I am sorry, for we have made friends, haven’t we? It won’t matter
to you who will find plenty of people down there at the Cape, but you see
when you are gone I shall have no friend left in this wilderness, shall 1?”

Again Richard looked at her, and saw that her sweet grey eyes were full
of tears. Then there rose within the breast of this lad who, be it
remembered, was verging upon manhood, a sensation strangely similar,
had he but known it, to that which had been experienced an hour or two
before by the child at his side when she watched him sleeping in the cave.
He felt as though these tear-laden grey eyes were drawing his heart as a
magnet draws iron. Of love he knew nothing, it was but a name to him, but
this feeling was certainly very new and queer.

“What have you done to me?” he asked brusquely. “I don’t want to go
away from you at all, which is odd, as I never liked girls much. I tell you,”



he went on with gathering vehemence, “that if it wasn’t that it would be
mean to play such a trick upon my father, I wouldn’t go. I’d come with
you, or follow after—all my life. Answer me—what have you done?”

“Nothing, nothing at all,” said Rachel with a little sob, “except tie up
your arm.”

“That can’t be it,” he replied. “Anyone could tie up my arm. Oh! I know
it is wrong, but I hope I shan’t be able to overtake the waggons, for if I
can’t [ will come back.”

“You mustn’t come back; you must go away, quite away, as soon as you
can. Yes, as soon as you can. Your father will be very anxious,” and she
began to cry outright.

“Stop it,” said Richard. “Do you hear me, stop it. I am not going to be
made to snivel too, just because I shan’t see a little girl any more whom I
never met—till yesterday.”

These last words came out with a gulp, and what is more, two tears
came with them and trickled down his nose.

For a moment they sat thus looking at each other pitifully, and—the
truth must be told—weeping, both of them. Then something got the better
of Richard, let us call it primeval instinct, so that he put his arms about
Rachel and kissed her, after which they continued to weep, their heads
resting upon each other’s shoulders. At length he let her go and stood up,
saying argumentatively:

“You see now we are really friends.”

“Yes,” she answered, again rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand
for lack of a pocket handkerchief in the fashion that on the previous day
had so irritated her father, “but I don’t know why you should kiss me like
that, just because you are my friend, or” she added with an outburst of
truthfulness, “why I should kiss you.”

Richard stood over her frowning and reflecting. Then he gave up the
problem as beyond his powers of interpretation, and said:

“You remember that rubbish you dreamt just now, about my being tied
to a tree and the rest of 1t? Well, it wasn’t nice, and it gives me the creeps
to think of it, like the lions outside the cave. But I want to tell you that |
hope it is true, for then we shall meet again, if it is only to say good-
night.”



“Yes, Richard,” she answered, placing her slim fingers into his big
brown hand, “we shall meet again, I am sure—I am quite sure. And I think
that it will be to say, not good-night,” and she looked up at him and
smiled, “but good-morning.”

As Rachel spoke a puff of wind blew down the donga, rolling up the
mist before it, and of a sudden shining above them they saw the glorious
sun. As though by magic butterflies appeared basking upon the rain-
shattered lily blooms; bright birds flitted from tree to tree, ringdoves
began to coo. The terror of the tempest and the darkness of night were
overpast; the world awoke again to life and love and joy. Instantly this
change reflected itself in their young hearts. They whose natures had as it
were ripened prematurely in the stress of danger and the shadow of death,
became children once again. The very real emotions that they had
experienced were forgotten, or at any rate sank into abeyance. Now they
thought, not of separation or of the dim, mysterious future that stretched
before them, but only of how they should ford the stream and gain its
further side, where Rachel saw her father, Tom, the driver, and the other
Kaffirs, and Richard saw his horse which he had feared was lost.

They ran down to the brink of the water and examined it, but here it was
still too deep for them to attempt its crossing. Then, directed by the shouts
and motions of the Kaffir Tom and Mr. Dove, they proceeded up stream for
several hundred yards, till they came to a rapid where the lessening flood
ran thinly over a ridge of rock, and after investigation, proceeded to try its
passage hand in hand. It proved difficult but not dangerous, for when they
came near to the further side where the current was swift and the water
rather deep, Tom threw them a waggon rope, clinging on to which they
were dragged—wet, but laughing—in safety to the further bank.

“Ow!” exclaimed the Kaffirs, clapping their hands. “She is alive, the
lightnings have turned away from her, she rules the waters, and the
lightnings!” and then and there, after the native fashion, they gave Rachel
a name which was destined to play a great part in her future. That name
was “Lady of the Lightnings,” or, to translate it more accurately, “of the
Heavens.”

“I never thought to see you again,” said her father, looking at Rachel
with a face that was still white and scared. “It was very wrong of me to
send you so far with that storm coming on, and I have had a terrible night



—yes, a terrible night; and so has your poor mother. However, she knows
that you are safe by now, thank God, thank God!” and he took her in his
arms and kissed her.

“Well, father, you said that He would look after me, didn’t you? And so
He did, for He sent Richard here If it hadn’t been for Richard I should
have been drowned,” she added inconsequently.

“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Dove. “Providence manifests itself in many ways.
But who is your young friend whom you call Richard? I suppose he has
some other name.”

“Of course,” answered that youth himself, “everybody has except
Kaffirs. Mine is Darrien.”

“Darrien?” said Mr. Dove. “I had a friend called Darrien at school. I
never saw him after I left, but I believe that he went into the Navy.”

“Then he must be my father, sir, for I have heard him say that there had
been no other Darrien in the service for a hundred years.”

“I think so,” answered Mr. Dove, “for now that I look at you, I can see a
likeness. We slept side by side in the same dormitory once five-and-thirty
years ago, so [ remember. And now you have saved my daughter; it is very
strange. But tell me the story.”

So between them they told it, although to one scene of it—the last—
neither of them thought it necessary to allude; or perhaps it was forgotten.

“Truly the Almighty has had you both in His keeping,” exclaimed Mr.
Dove, when their tale was done. “And now, Richard, my boy, what are you
going to do? You see, we caught your horse—it was grazing about a mile
away with the saddle twisted under its stomach—and wondered what white
man could possibly have been riding it in this desolate place. Afterwards,
however, one of my voor-loopers reported that he had seen two waggons
yesterday afternoon trekking through the poort about five miles to the
north there. The white men with them said that they were travelling
towards the Cape, and pushing on to get out of the hills before the storm
broke. They bade him, if he met you, to bid you follow after them as
quickly as you could, and to say that they would wait for you, if you did
not arrive before, at the Three Sluit outspan on this side of the Pondo
country, at which you stopped some months ago.”



“Yes,” answered Richard, “I remember, but that outspan is thirty miles
away, so [ must be getting on, or they will come back to hunt for me.”

“First you will stop and eat with us, will you not?”” said Mr. Dove.

“No, no, I have eaten. Also I have saved some meat in my pouch. I must
go, I must indeed, for otherwise my father will be angry with me. You
see,” he added, “I went out shooting without his leave.”

“Ah! my boy,” remarked Mr. Dove, who seldom neglected an
opportunity for a word in season, “now you know what comes of
disobedience.”

“Yes, I know, sir,” he answered looking at Rachel. “I was just in time to
save your daughter’s life here; as you said just now, Providence sent me.
Well, good-bye, and don’t think me wicked if I am very glad that I was
disobedient, as I believe you are, too.”

“Yes, I am. Good comes out of evil sometimes, though that is no reason
why we should do evil,” the missionary added, not knowing what else to
say. Richard did not attempt to argue the point, for at the moment he was
engaged in bidding farewell to Rachel. It was a very silent farewell;
neither of them spoke a word, they only shook each other’s hand and
looked into each other’s eyes. Then muttering something which it was as
well that Mr. Dove did not hear, Richard swung himself into the saddle, for
his horse stood at hand, and, without even looking back, cantered away
towards the mountains.

“Oh!” exclaimed Rachel presently, “call him, father.”
“What for?” asked Mr. Dove.
“I want to give him our address, and to get his.”

“We have no address, Rachel. Also he is too far off, and why should you
want the address of a chance acquaintance?”

“Because he saved my life and I do,” replied the child, setting her face.
Then, without another word, she turned and began to walk towards their
camp—a very heavy journey it was to Rachel.

When Rachel reached the waggon she found that her mother was more
or less recovered. At any rate the attack of fever had left her so that she
felt able to rise from her bed. Now, although still weak, she was engaged in
packing away the garments of her dead baby in a travelling chest, weeping



in a silent, piteous manner as she worked. It was a very sad sight. When
she saw Rachel she opened her arms without a word, and embraced her.

“You were not frightened about me, mother?”” asked the child.
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“No, my love,” she answered, “because I knew that no harm would
come to you. I have always known that. It was a mad thing of your father
to send you to such a place at such a time, but no folly of his or of anyone
else can hurt you who are destined to live. Never be afraid of anything,
Rachel, for remember always you will only die in old age.”

“I am not sure that I am glad of that,” answered the girl, as she pulled
off her wet clothes. “Life isn’t a very happy thing, is it, mother, at least for
those who live as we do?”

“There is good and bad in it, dear; we can’t have one without the other
—most of us. At any rate, we must take it as it comes, who have to walk a
path that we did not make, and stop walking when our path comes to an
end, not a step before or after. But, Rachel, you are changed since
yesterday. I see it in your face. What has happened to you?”

“Lots of things, mother. I will tell you the story, all of it, every word.
Would you like to hear it?”

Her mother nodded, and, the baby-clothes being at last packed away,
shut the lid of-the box with a sigh, sat down upon it and listened.

Rachel told her of her meeting with Richard Darrien, and of how he
saved her from the flood. She told of the strange night that they had spent
together in the little cave while the lions marched up and down without.
She told of her vigil over the sleeping Richard at the daybreak, and of the
dream that she had dreamed when she seemed to see him grown to
manhood, and herself grown to womanhood, and clad in white skins,
watching him lashed to the trunk of a gigantic tree as the first arrows of
sunrise struck down the lanes of some mysterious forest. She told of how
her heart had been stirred, and of how afterwards in the mist by the water’s
brink his heart had been stirred also, and of how they had kissed each other
and wept because they must part.

Then she stopped, expecting that her mother would be angry with her
and scold her for her thoughts and conduct, as she knew well her father
would have done. But she was not angry, and she did not scold. She only
stretched out her thin hands and stroked the child’s fair hair, saying:



“Don’t be frightened, Rachel, and don’t be sad. You think that you have
lost him, but soon or late he will come back to you, perhaps as you
dreamed—perhaps otherwise.”

“If I were sure of that, mother, I would not mind anything,” said the
girl, “though really I don’t know why I should care,” she added defiantly.

“No, you don’t know now, but you will one day, and when you do,
remember that, however long it seems to wait, you may be quite sure,
because I who have the gift of knowing, told you so. Now tell me again
what Richard Darrien was like while you remember, for perhaps I may
never live to see his face, and I wish to get it into my mind.”

So Rachel told her, and when she had described every detail, asked
suddenly:

“Must we really go on, mother, into this awful wilderness? Would not
father turn back if you asked him?”

“Perhaps,” she answered. “But I shall not ask. He would never forgive
me for preventing him from doing what he thinks his duty. It is a madness
when we might be happy in the Cape or in England, but that cannot be
helped, for it is also his destiny and ours. Don’t judge hardly of your
father, Rachel, because he is a saint, and this world is a bad place for
saints and their families, especially their families. You think that he does
not feel; that he is heartless about me and the poor babe, and sacrifices us
all, but I tell you he feels more than either you or I can do. At night when I
pretend to go to sleep I watch him groaning over his loss and for me, and
praying for strength to bear it, and for help to enable him to do his duty.
Last night he was nearly crazed about you, and in all that awful storm,
when the Kaffirs would not stir from the waggon, went alone down to the
river guided by the lightnings, but of course returned half dead, having
found nothing. By dawn he was back there again, for love and fear would
not let him rest a minute. Yet he will never tell you anything of that, lest
you should think that his faith in Providence was shaken. I know that he is
strange—it is no use hiding it, but if I were to thwart him he would go
quite mad, and then I should never forgive myself, who took him for better
and for worse, just as he is, and not as I should like him to be. So, Rachel,
be as happy as you can, and make the best of things, as I try to do, for your
life 1s all before you, whereas mine lies behind me, and yonder,” and she
pointed towards the place where the infant was buried. “Hush! here he



comes. Now, help me with the packing, for we are to trek to the ford this
afternoon.”



CHAPTERI1V

ISHMAEL

It may he doubted whether any well-born young English lady ever had a
stranger bringing-up than that which fell to the lot of Rachel Dove. To
begin with, she had absolutely no associates, male or female, of her own
age and station, for at that period in its history such people did not exist in
the country where she dwelt. Practically her only companions were her
father, a religious enthusiast, and her mother, a half broken-hearted
woman, who never for a single hour could forget the children she had lost,
and whose constitutional mysticism increased upon her continually until at
times it seemed as though she had added some new quality to her normal
human nature.

Then there were the natives, amongst whom from the beginning Rachel
was a sort of queen. In those first days of settlement they had never seen
anybody in the least like her, no one so beautiful—for she grew up
beautiful—so fearless, or so kind. The tale of that adventure of hers as a
child upon the island in the midst of the flooded torrent spread all through
the country with many fabulous additions. Thus the Kaffirs said that she
was a “Heaven-herd,” that is, a magical person who can ward off or direct
the lightnings, which she was supposed to have done upon this night; also
that she could walk upon the waters, for otherwise how did she escape the
flood? And, lastly, that the wild beasts were her servants, for had not the
driver Tom and the natives seen the spoor of great lions right at the mouth
of the cave where she and her companion sheltered, and had they not heard
that she called these lions into the cave to protect her and him from the
other creatures? Therefore, as has been said, they gave her a name, a very
long name that meant Chieftainess, or Lady of Heaven, Inkosazana-y-
Zoola; for Zulu or Zoola, which we know as the title of that people, means
Heaven, and Udade-y-Silwana, or Sister of wild beasts. As these
appellations proved too lengthy for general use, even among the Bantu
races, who have plenty of time for talking, ultimately it was shortened to
Zoola alone, so that throughout that part of South-Eastern Africa Rachel



came to enjoy the lofty title of “Heaven,” the first girl, probably, who was
ever so called.

With all natives from her childhood up, Rachel was on the best of terms.
She was never familiar with them indeed, for that is not the way for a
white person to win the affection, or even the respect of a Kaffir. But she
was intimate in the sense that she could enter into their thoughts and
nature, a very rare gift. We whites are apt to consider ourselves the
superior of such folk, whereas we are only different. In fact, taken
altogether, it is quite a question whether the higher sections of the Bantu
peoples are not our equals. Of course, we have learned more things, and
our best men are their betters. But, on the other hand, among them there is
nothing so low as the inhabitants of our slums, nor have they any vices
which can surpass our vices. Is an assegai so much more savage than a
shell? Is there any great gulf fixed between a Chaka and a Napoleon? At
least they are not hypocrites, and they are not vulgar; that is the privilege
of civilised nations.

Well, with these folk Rachel was intimate. She could talk to the warrior
of his wars, to the woman of her garden and her children to the children of
that wonder world which surrounds childhood throughout the universe.
And yet there was never a one of these but lifted the hand to her in salute
when her shadow fell upon them. To them all she was the Inkosazana, the
Great Lady. They would laugh at her father and mimic him behind his
back, but Rachel they never laughed at or mimicked. Of her mother also,
although she kept herself apart from them, much the same may be said.
For her they had a curious name which they would not, or were unable to
explain. They called her “Flower-that-grows-on-a-grave.” For Mr. Dove
their appellation was less poetical. It was “Shouter-about-Things-he-does-
not-understand,” or, more briefly, “The Shouter,” a name that he had
acquired from his habit of raising his voice when he grew moved in
speaking to them. The things that he did not understand, it may be
explained, were not to their minds his religious views, which, although
they considered them remarkable, were evidently his own affair, but their
private customs. Especially their family customs that he was never weary
of denouncing to the bewilderment of these poor heathens, who for their
part were not greatly impressed by those of the few white people with
whom they came in contact. Therefore, with native politeness, they



concluded that he spoke thus rudely because he did not understand. Hence
his name.

But Rachel had other friends. In truth she was Nature’s child, if in a
better and a purer sense than Byron uses that description. The sea, the
veld, the sky, the forest and the river, these were her companions, for
among them she dwelt solitary. Their denizens, too, knew her well, for
unless she were driven to it, never would she lift her hand against anything
that drew the breath of life. The buck would let her pass quite close to
them, nor at her coming did the birds stir from off their trees. Often she
stood and watched the great elephants feeding or at rest, and even dared to
wander among the herds of savage buffalo. Of only two living things was
she afraid—the snake and the crocodile, that are cursed above all cattle,
and above every beast of the field, because being cursed they have no
sympathy or gentleness. She feared nothing else, she who was always
fearless, nor brute or bird, did they fear her.

After Rachel’s adventure in the flooded river she and her parents
pursued their journey by slow and tedious marches, and at length, though
in those days this was strange enough, reached Natal unharmed. At first
they went to live where the city of Durban now stands, which at that time
had but just received its name. It was inhabited by a few rough men, who
made a living by trading and hunting, and surrounded themselves with
natives, refugees for the most part from the Zulu country. Amongst these
people and their servants Mr. Dove commenced his labours, but ere long a
bitter quarrel grew up between him and them.

These dwellers in the midst of barbarism led strange lives, and Mr.
Dove, who rightly held it to be his duty to denounce wrong-doing of every
sort, attacked them and their vices in no measured terms, and upon all
occasions. For long years he kept up the fight, until at length he found
himself ostracised. If they could avoid it, no white men would speak to
him, nor would they allow him to instruct their Kaffirs. Thus his work
came to an end in Durban as it had done in other places. Now, again, his
wife and daughter hoped that he would leave South Africa for good, and
return home. But it was not to be, for once more he announced that it was
laid upon him to follow the example of his divine Master, and that the
Spirit drove him into the wilderness. So, with a few attendants, they
trekked away from Durban.



On this occasion it was his wild design to settle in Zululand—where
Chaka, the great king, being dead, Dingaan, his brother and murderer,
ruled in his place—and there devote himself to the conversion of the
Zulus. Indeed, it is probable that he would have carried out this plan had
he not been prevented by an accident. One night when they were about
forty miles from Durban they camped on a stream, a tributary of the
Tugela River, which ran close by, and formed the boundary of the Zulu
country. It was a singularly beautiful spot, for to the east of them, about a
mile away, stretched the placid Indian Ocean, while to the west,
overshadowing them almost, rose a towering cliff, over which the stream
poured itself, looking like a line of smoke against its rocky face. They had
outspanned upon a rising hillock at the foot of which this little river
wound away like a silver snake till it joined the great Tugela. In its general
aspect the country was like an English park, dotted here and there with
timber, around which grazed or rested great elands and other buck, and
amongst them a huge rhinoceros.

When the waggon had creaked to the top of the rise, for, of course, there
was no road, and the Kaffirs were beginning to unyoke the hungry oxen,
Rachel, who was riding with her father, sprang from her horse and ran to it
to help her mother to descend. She was now a tall young woman, full of
health and vigour, strong and straightly shaped. Mrs. Dove, frail, delicate,
grey-haired, placed her foot upon the disselboom and hesitated, for to her
the ground seemed far off, and the heels of the cattle very near.

“Jump,” said Rachel in her clear, laughing voice, as she smacked the
near after-ox to make it turn round, which it did obediently, for all the
team knew her. “I’ll catch you.”

But her mother still hesitated, so thrusting her way between the ox and
the front wheel Rachel stretched out her arms and lifted her bodily to the
ground.

“How strong you are, my love!” said her mother, with a sort of
wondering admiration and a sad little smile; “it seems strange to think that
I ever carried you.”

“One had need to be in this country, dear,” replied Rachel cheerfully.
“Come and walk a little way, you must be stiff with sitting in that horrid
waggon,” and she led her quite to the top of the knoll. “There,” she added,
“isn’t the view lovely? I never saw such a pretty place in all Africa. And



oh! look at those buck, and yes—that is a rhinoceros. I hope it won’t
charge us.”

Mrs. Dove obeyed, gazing first at the glorious sea, then at the plain and
the trees, and lastly behind her at the towering cliff steeped in shadow—
for the sun was westering—down the face of which the waterfall seemed
to hang like a silver rope.

As her eyes fell upon this cliff Mrs. Dove’s face changed.
“I know this spot,” she said in a hurried voice. “I have seen it before.”

“Nonsense, mother,” answered Rachel. “We have never trekked here, so
how could you?”

“I can’t say, love, but I have. I remember that cliff and the waterfall;
yes, and those three trees, and the buck standing under them.”

“One often feels like that, about having seen places, I mean, mother, but
of course it is all nonsense, because it is impossible, unless one dreams of
them first.”

“Yes, love, unless one dreams. Well, I think that I must have dreamt.
What was the dream now? Rachel weeping—Rachel weeping—my love, |
think that we are going to live here, and I think—I think ”

“All right,” broke in her daughter quickly, with a shade of anxiety in her
voice as though she did not wish to learn what her mother thought. “I don’t
mind, I am sure. I don’t want to go to Zululand, and see this horrid
Dingaan, who is always killing people, and 1 am quite sure that father
would never convert him, the wicked monster. It 1s like the Garden of
Eden, isn’t it, with the sea thrown in. There are all the animals, and that
green tree with the fruit on it might be the Tree of Life, and—oh, my
goodness, there is Adam!”

Mrs. Dove followed the line of her daughter’s outstretched hand, and
perceived three or four hundred yards away, as in that sparkling
atmosphere it was easy to do, a white man apparently clad in skins. He was
engaged in crawling up a little rise of ground with the obvious intention of
shooting at some blesbuck which stood in a hollow beyond with quaggas
and other animals, while behind him was a mounted Kaffir who held his
master’s horse.
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“I see,” said Mrs. Dove, mildly interested. “But he looks more like
Robinson Crusoe without his umbrella. Adam did not kill the animals in



the Garden, my dear.”

“He must have lived on something besides forbidden apples,” remarked

Rachel, “unless perhaps he was a vegetarian as father wants to be. There—
he has fired!”

As she spoke a cloud of smoke arose above the man, and presently the
loud report of a roer reached their ears. One of the buck rolled over and
lay struggling on the ground, while the rest, together with many others at a
distance, turned and galloped off this way and that, frightened by this new
and terrible noise. The old rhinoceros under the tree rose snorting, sniffed
the air, then thundered away up wind towards the man, its pig-like tail held
straight above its back.

“Adam has spoilt our Eden; I hope the rhinoceros will catch him,” said
Rachel viciously. “Look, he has seen it and is running to his horse.”

Rachel was right. Adam—or whatever his name might be—was running
with remarkable swiftness. Reaching the horse just as the rhinoceros
appeared within forty yards of him, he bounded to the saddle, and with his
servant galloped off to the right. The rhinoceros came to a standstill for a
few moments as though it were wondering whether it dared attack these
strange creatures, then making up its mind in the negative, rushed on and
vanished. When it was gone, the white man and the Kaffir, who had pulled
up their horses at a distance, returned to the fallen buck, cut its throat, and
lifted 1t on to the Kaffir’s horse, then rode slowly towards the waggon.

“They are coming to call,” said Rachel. “How should one receive a
gentleman in skins?”

Apparently some misgivings as to the effect that might be
produced by his

appearance occurred to the hunter. At any rate, he looked
first at the two

white women standing on the brow, and next at his own
peculiar attire,

which appeared to consist chiefly of the pelt of a lion, plus
a very

striking pair of trousers manufactured from the hide of a
zebra, and

halted about sixty yards away, staring at them. Rachel, whose
sight was

exceedingly keen, could see his face well, for the light of
the setting



sun fell on it, and he wore no head covering. It was a dark,
handsome face

of a man about thirty-five years of age, with strongly-marked
features,

black eyes and beard, and long black hair that fell down on
to his

shoulders. They gazed at each other for a while, then the man
turned to

his after-rider, gave him an order in a clear, strong voice,
and rode away

inland. The after-rider, on the contrary, directed his horse
up the rise

until he was within a few yards of them, then sprang to the
ground and

saluted.

“What is it?” asked Rachel in Zulu, a language which she now
spoke
perfectly.

“Inkosikaas” (that is—Lady), answered the man, “my master thinks that
you may be hungry and sends you a present of this buck,” and, as he spoke,
he loosed the riem or hide rope by which it was fastened behind his saddle,
and let the animal fall to the ground.

Rachel turned her eyes from it, for it was covered with blood, and
unpleasant to look at, then replied:

“My father and my mother thank your master. How is he named, and
where does he dwell?”

“Lady, among us black people he is named Ibubesi (lion), but his white
name is Hishmel.”

“Hishmel, Hishmel?” said Rachel. “Oh! I know, he means Ishmael.
There, mother, I told you he was something biblical, and of course Ishmael
dwelt in the wilderness, didn’t he, after his father had behaved so badly to
poor Hagar, and was a wild man whose hand was against every man’s.”

“Rachel, Rachel,” said her mother suppressing a little smile. “Your
father would be very angry if he heard you. You should not speak lightly of
holy persons.”

“Well, mother, Abraham may have been a holy person, but we should
think him a mean old thing nowadays, almost as mean as Sarah. You know



they were most of them mean, so what is the use of pretending they were
not?”

Then without waiting for an answer she asked the Kaffir again: “Where
does the Inkoos Ishmael dwell?”

“In the wilderness,” answered the man appropriately. “Now his kraal is
yonder, two hours’ ride away. It is called Mafooti,” and he pointed over
the top of the precipice, adding: “he is a hunter and trades with the Zulus.”

“Is he Dutch?” asked Rachel, whose curiosity was excited.

The Kaffir shook his head. “No, he hates the Dutch; he is of the people
of George.”

“The people of George? Why, he must mean a subject of King George—
an Englishman.”

“Yes, yes, Lady, an Englishman, like you,” and he grinned at her. “Have
you any message for the Inkoos Hishmel?”

“Yes. Say to the Inkoos Ishmael or Lion-who-dwells-in-the-wilderness,
hates the Dutch and wears zebra-skin trousers, that my father and my
mother thank him very much for his present, and hope that his health is
good. Go. That is all.”

The man grinned again, suspecting a joke, for the Zulus have a sense of
humour, then repeated the message word for word, trying to pronounce
Ishmael as Rachel did, saluted, mounted his horse, and galloped off after
his master.

“Perhaps you should have kept that Kaffir until your father came,”
suggested Mrs. Dove doubtfully.

“What was the good?” said Rachel. “He would only have asked Mr.
Ishmael to call in order that he might find out his religious opinions, and |
don’t want to see any more of the man.”

“Why not, Rachel?”

“Because I don’t like him, mother. I think he is worse than any of the
rest down there, too bad to stop among them probably, and—" she added
with conviction, “I think we shall have more of his company than we want
before all is done. Oh! it is no good to say that I am prejudiced—I do, and
what is more, he came into our Garden of Eden and shot the buck. I hope
he will meet that rhinoceros on the way home. There!”



Although she disapproved, or tried to think that she did, of such strong
opinions so strongly expressed, Mrs. Dove offered no further opposition to
them. The fact was that her daughter’s bodily and mental vigour
overshadowed her, as they did her husband also. Indeed, it seemed curious
that this girl, so powerful in body and in mind, should have sprung from
such a pair, a wrong-headed, narrow-viewed saint whose right place in the
world would have been in a cell in the monastery or one of the stricter
orders, and a gentle, uncomplaining, high-bred woman with a mind
distinguished by its affectionate and mystical nature, a mind so unusual
and refined that it seemed to be, and in truth was, open to influences
whereof, mercifully enough, the majority of us never feel the subtle, secret
power.

Of her father there was absolutely no trace in Rachel, except a certain
physical resemblance—so far as he was concerned she must have thrown
back to some earlier progenitor. Even their intellects and moral outlook
were quite different. She had, it is true, something of his scholarly power;
thus, notwithstanding her wild upbringing, as has been said, she could read
the Greek Testament almost as well as he could, or even Homer, which she
liked because the old, bloodthirsty heroes reminded her of the Zulus. He
had taught her this and other knowledge, and she was an apt pupil. But
there the resemblance stopped. Whereas his intelligence was narrow and
enslaved by the priestly tradition, hers was wide and human. She searched
and she criticised; she believed in God as he did, but she saw His purpose
working in the evil as in the good. In her own thought she often compared
these forces to the Day and Night, and believed both of them to be
necessary to the human world. For her, savagery had virtues as well as
civilisation, although it is true of the latter she knew but little.

From her mother Rachel had inherited more, for instance her grace of
speech and bearing, and her intuition, or foresight. Only in her case this
curious gift did not dominate her, her other forces held it in check. She felt
and she knew, but feeling and knowledge did not frighten or make her
weak, any more than the strength of her frame or of her spirit made her
unwomanly. She accepted these things as part of her mental equipment,
that was all, being aware that to her a door was opened which is shut
firmly enough in the faces of most folk, but not on that account in the least
afraid of looking through it as her mother was.



Thus when she saw the man called Ishmael, she knew well enough that
he was destined to bring great evil upon her and hers, as when as a child
she met the boy Richard Darrien, she had known other things. But she did
not, therefore, fear the man and his attendant evil. She only shrank from
the first and looked through the second, onward and outward to the
ultimate good which she was convinced lay at the end of everything, and
meanwhile, being young and merry, she found his zebra-skin trousers very
ridiculous.

Just as Rachel and her mother finished their conversation about Mr.
Ishmael, Mr. Dove arrived from a little Kloof, where he had been engaged
with the Kaffirs in cutting bushes to make a thorn fence round their camp
as a protection against lions and hyenas. He looked older than when we
last met him, and save for a fringe of white hair, which increased his
monkish appearance, was quite bald. His face, too, was even thinner and
more eager, and his grey eyes were more far-away than formerly; also he
had grown a long white beard.

“Where did that buck come from?” he asked, looking at the dead
creature.

Rachel told him the story with the result that, as her mother had
expected, he was very indignant with her. It was most unkind, and indeed,
un-Christian, he said, not to have asked this very courteous gentleman into
the camp, as he would much have liked to converse with him. He had often
reproved her habit of judging by external, and in the veld, lion and zebra
skins furnish a very suitable covering. She should remember that such
were given to our first parents.

“Oh! I know, father,” broke in Rachel, “when the climate grew too cold
for leaf petticoats and the rest. Now don’t begin to scold me, because I
must go to cook the dinner. I didn’t like the look of the man; besides, he
rode off. Then it wasn’t my business to ask him here, but mother’s, who
stood staring at him and never said a single word. If you want to see him
so much, you can go to call upon him to-morrow, only don’t take me,
please. And now will you send Tom to skin the buck?”

Mr. Dove answered that Tom was busy with the fence, and, ceasing from
argument which he felt to be useless with Rachel, suggested doubtfully
that he had better be his own butcher.



“No, no,” she replied, “you know you hate that sort of thing, as I do. Let
it be till the Kaffirs have time. We have the cold meat left for supper, and I
will boil some mealies. Go and help with the fence, father while I light the
fire.”

Usually Rachel was the best of sleepers. So soon as she laid her head
upon whatever happened to serve her for a pillow, generally a saddle, her
eyes shut to open no more till daylight came. On this night, however, it
was not so. She had her bed in a little flap tent which hooked on to the side
of the waggon that was occupied by her parents. Here she lay wide awake
for a long while, listening to the Kaffirs who, having partaken heartily of
the buck, were now making themselves drunk by smoking dakka, or Indian
hemp, a habit of which Mr. Dove had tried in vain to break them. At length
the fire around which they sat near the thorn fence on the further side of
the waggon, grew low, and their incoherent talk ended in silence,
punctuated by snores. Rachel began to dose but was awakened by the
laughing cries of the hyenas quite close to her. The brutes had scented the
dead buck and were wandering round the fence in hope of a midnight
meal. Rachel rose, and taking the gun that lay at her side, threw a cloak
over her shoulders and left the tent.

The moon was shining brightly and by its light she saw the hyenas, two
of them, wolves as they are called in South Africa, long grey creatures that
prowled round the thorn fence hungrily, causing the oxen that were tied to
the trek tow and the horses picketed on the other side of the waggon, to
low and whinny in an uneasy fashion. The hyenas saw her also, for her
head rose above the rough fence, and being cowardly beasts, slunk away.
She could have shot them had she chose, but did not, first because she
hated killing anything unnecessarily, even a wolf, and secondly because it
would have aroused the camp. So she contented herself by throwing more
dry wood on to the fire, stepping over the Kaffirs, who slept like logs, in
order to do so. Then, resting upon her gun like some Amazon on guard, she
gazed a while at the lovely moonlit sea, and the long line of game trekking
silently to their drinking place, until seeing no more of the wolves or other
dangerous beasts, she turned and sought her bed again.

She was thinking of Mr. Ishmael and his zebra-skin trousers; wondering
why the man should have filled her with such an unreasoning dislike. If
she had disliked him at a distance of fifty paces, how she would hate him



when he was near! And yet he was probably only one of those broken
soldiers of fortune of whom she had met several, who took to the
wilderness as a last resource, and by degrees sank to the level of the
savages among whom they lived, a person who was not worth a second
thought. So she tried to put him from her mind, and by way of an antidote,
since still she could not sleep, filled it with her recollections of Richard
Darrien. Some years had gone by since they had met, and from that time to
this she had never heard a word of him in which she could put the slightest
faith. She did not even know whether he were alive or dead, only she
believed that if he were dead she would be aware of it. No, she had never
heard of him, and it seemed probable that she never would hear of him
again. Yet she did not believe that either. Had she done so her happiness—
for on the whole Rachel was a happy girl—would have departed from her,
since this once seen lad never left her heart, nor had she forgotten their
farewell kiss.

Reflecting thus, at length Rachel fell off to sleep and began to dream,
still of Richard Darrien. It was a long dream whereof afterwards she could
remember but little, but in it there were shoutings, and black faces, and the
flashing of spears; also the white man Ishmael was present there. One part,
however, she did remember; Richard Darrien, grown taller, changed and
yet the same, leaning over her, warning her of danger to come, warning her
against this man Ishmael.

She awoke suddenly to see that the light of dawn was creeping into her
tent, that low, soft light which is so beautiful in Southern Africa. Rachel
was disturbed, she felt the need of action, of anything that would change
the current of her thoughts. No one was about yet. What should she do?
She knew; the sea was not more than a mile away, she would go down to it
and bathe, and be back before the rest of them were awake.



CHAPTER V

NOIE

That a girl should set out alone to bathe through a country inhabited
chiefly by wild beasts and a few wandering savages, sounds a somewhat
dangerous form of amusement. So it was indeed, but Rachel cared nothing
for such dangers, in fact she never even thought of them. Long ago she had
discovered that the animals would not harm her if she did not harm them,
except perhaps the rhinoceros, which is given to charging on sight, and
that was large and could generally be discovered at a distance. As for
elephants and lions, or even buffalo, her experience was that they ran
away, except on rare occasions when they stood still, and stared at her. Nor
was she afraid of the savages, who always treated her with the utmost
respect, even if they had never seen her before. Still, in case of accidents
she took her double-barrelled gun, loaded in one barrel with ball, and in
the other with loopers or slugs, and awakened Tom, the driver, to tell him
where she was going. The man stared at her sleepily, and murmured a
remonstrance, but taking no heed of him she pulled out some thorns from
the fence to make a passage, and in another minute was lost to sight in the
morning mist.

Following a game path through the dew-drenched grass which grew
upon the swells and valleys of the veld, and passing many small buck upon
her way, in about twenty minutes, just as the light was really beginning to
grow, Rachel reached the sea. It was dead calm, and the tide chancing to be
out, soon she found the very place she sought—a large, rock-bound pool
where there would be no fear of sharks that never stay in such a spot,
fearing lest they should be stranded. Slipping off her clothes she plunged
into the cool and crystal water and began to swim round and across the
pool, for at this art she was expert, diving and playing like a sea-nymph.
Her bath done she dried herself with a towel she had brought, all except



her long, fair hair, which she let loose for the wind to blow on, and having
dressed, stood a while waiting to see the glory of the sun rising from the
ocean.

Whilst she remained thus, suddenly she heard the sound of horses
galloping towards her, two of them she could tell that from the hoof beats,
although the low-lying mist made them invisible. A few more seconds and
they emerged out of the fog. The first thing that she saw were stripes
which caused her to laugh, thinking that she had mistaken zebras for
horses. Then the laugh died on her lips as she recognised that the stripes
were those of Mr. Ishmael’s trousers. Yes, there was no doubt about it, Mr.
Ishmael, wearing a rough coat instead of his lion-skin, but with the rest of
his attire unchanged, was galloping down upon her furiously, leading a
riderless horse. Remembering her wet and dishevelled hair, Rachel threw
the towel over it, whence it hung like an old Egyptian head-dress, setting
her beautiful face in a most becoming frame. Next she picked up the
double-barrelled gun and cocked it, for she misdoubted her of this man’s
intentions. Not many modern books came her way, but she had read stories
of young women who were carried off by force.

For an instance she was frightened, but as she lifted the hammer of the
second barrel her constitutional courage returned.

“Let him try it,” she thought to herself. “If he had come ten minutes ago
1t would have been awful, but now I don’t care.”

By this time Mr. Ishmael had arrived, and was dragging his horse to its
haunches; also she saw that evidently he was much more frightened than
she had been. The man’s handsome face was quite white, and his lips were
trembling. “Perhaps that rhinoceros is after him again, thought Rachel,
then added aloud quietly:

“What is the matter?”

“Forgive me,” he answered in a rich, and to Rachel’s astonishment,
perfectly educated voice, “forgive me for disturbing you. I am ashamed,
but it is necessary. The Zulus—"" and he paused.

“Well, sir,” asked Rachel, “what about the Zulus?”

“A regiment of them are coming down here on the warpath. They are
hunting fugitives. The fugitives, about fifty of them, passed my camp over
an hour ago, and I saw the Impi following them. I rode to warn you all.



They told me you were down by the sea. I came to bring you back to your
waggon lest you should be cut off.”

“Thank you very much,” said Rachel. “But I am not afraid of the Zulus.
I do not think that they will hurt me.”

“Not hurt you! Not hurt you! White and beautiful as you are. Why not?”

“Oh! I don’t know,” she replied with a laugh, “but you see I am called
Inkosazana-y-Zoola. They won’t touch one with that name.”

“Inkosazana-y-Zoola,” he repeated astonished. “Why she is their Spirit,
yes, and I remember—white like you, so they say. How did you get that
name? But mount, mount! They will kill you first, and ask how you were
called afterwards. Your father is much afraid.”

“My mother would not be afraid; she knows,” muttered Rachel to
herself, as she sprang to the saddle of the led-horse.

Then, without more words, they began to gallop back towards the camp.
Before they reached the crest of the second rise the sun shone out in
earnest, thinning the seaward mist, although between them and the camp it
still hung thick. Then suddenly in the fog-edge Rachel saw this sight:
Towards them ran a delicately shaped and beautiful native girl, naked
except for her moocha, and of a very light, copper-colour, whilst after her,
brandishing an assegai, came a Zulu warrior. Evidently the girl was in the
last stage of exhaustion; indeed she reeled over the ground, her tongue
protruded from her lips and her eyes seemed to be starting from her head.

“Come on,” shouted the man called Ishmael. “It is only one of the
fugitives whom they are killing.”

But Rachel did nothing of the sort; she pulled up her horse and waited.
The girl caught sight of her and with a wild hoarse scream, redoubled her
efforts, so that her pursuer, who had been quite close, was left behind. She
reached Rachel and flung her arms about her legs gasping:

“Save me, white lady, save me!”
“Shoot her if she won’t leave go,” shouted Ishmael, “and come on.”

But Rachel only sprang from the horse and stood face to face with the
advancing Zulu.

“Stand,” she said, and the man stopped.
“Now,” she asked, “what do you want with this woman?”



“To take her or to kill her,” gasped the soldier.

“By whose order?”

“By order of Dingaan the King.”

“For what crime?”

“Witchcraft; but who are you who question me, white woman?”

“One whom you must obey,” answered Rachel proudly. “Go back and
leave the girl. She is mine.”

The man stared at her, then laughed aloud and began to advance again.
“Go back,” repeated Rachel.

He took no heed but still came on.

“Go back or die,” she said for the third time.

“I shall certainly die if I go back to Dingaan without the girl,” replied
the soldier who was a bold-looking savage. “Now you, Noie, will you
return with me or shall I kill you? Say, witch,” and he lifted his assegai.

The girl sank in a heap upon the veld. “Kill,” she murmured faintly, “I
will not go back. I did not bewitch him to make him dream of me, and I
will be Death’s wife, not his; a ghost in his kraal, not a woman.”

“Good,” said the man, “I will carry your word to the king. Farewell,
Noie,” and he raised the assegai still higher, adding: “Stand aside, white
woman, for I have no order to kill you also.”

By way of answer Rachel put the gun to her shoulder and pointed it at
him.

“Are you mad?” shouted Ishmael. “If you touch him they will murder
every one of us. Are you mad?”

“Are you a coward?” she asked quietly, without taking her eyes off the
soldier. Then she said in Zulu, “Listen. The land on this side of the Tugela
has been given by Dingaan to the English. Here he has no right to kill. This
girl is mine, not his. Come one step nearer and you die.”

“We shall soon see who will die,” answered the warrior with a laugh,
and he sprang forward.

They were his last words. Rachel aimed and pressed the trigger, the gun
exploded heavily in the mist; the Zulu leapt into the air and fell upon his
back, dead. The white man, Ishmael, rode to them, pulled up his horse and



sat still, staring. It was a strange picture in that lonely, silent spot. The
soldier so very still and dead, his face hidden by the shield that had fallen
across it; the tall, white girl, rigid as a statue, in whose hand the gun still
smoked, the delicate, fragile Kaffir maiden kneeling on the veld, and
looking at her wildly as though she were a spirit, and the two horses, one
with its ears pricked in curiosity, and the other already cropping grass.

“My God! What have you done?” exclaimed Ishmael.
“Justice,” answered Rachel.

“Then your blood be on your own head. I am not going to stop here to
have my throat cut.”

“Don’t,” answered Rachel. “I have a better guardian than you, and will
look after my own blood.”

To this speech the white man seemed to be able to find no answer.
Turning his horse he galloped off swearing, but not towards the camp,
whereon the other horse galloped after him, and presently they all
vanished in the mist, leaving the two women alone.

At this moment from the direction of the waggon they heard the sound
of shouting and of screams, which appeared to come from the valley
between them and it.

“The king’s men are killing my people,” muttered the girl Noie. “Go, or
they will kill you too.”

Rachel thought a moment. Evidently it was impossible to get through to
the camp; indeed, even had they tried to do so on the horses they would
have been cut off. An idea came to her. They stood upon the edge of a
steep, bush-clothed kloof, where in the wet season a stream ran down to
the sea. This stream was now represented by a chain of deep and muddy
pools, one of which pools lay directly underneath them.

“Help me to throw him into the water,” said Rachel.

The girl understood, and with desperate energy they seized the dead
soldier, dragged him to the edge of the little cliff and thrust him over. He
fell with a heavy splash into the pool and vanished.

“Crocodiles live there,” said Rachel, “I saw one as I passed. Now take
the shield and spear and follow me.”



She obeyed, for with hope her strength seemed, to have returned to her,
and the two of them scrambled down the cliffs into the kloof. As they
reached the edge of the pool they saw great snouts and a disturbance in the
water. Rachel was right, crocodiles lived there.

“Now,” she said, “throw your moocha on that rock. They will find it and
think ?

Noie nodded and did so, rending its fastening and wetting it in the water.
Then quite naked she took Rachel’s hand and swiftly, swiftly, the two of
them leapt from stone to stone, so as to leave no footprints, heading for the
sea. Only the fugitive stopped once to drink of the fresh water, for she was
perishing with thirst. Now when Rachel was bathing she had observed
upon the farther side of her pool and opening out of it, as it were, a little
pocket in the rock, where the water was not more than three feet deep and
covered by a dense growth of beautiful seaweed, some black and some
ribbon-like and yellow. The pool was long, perhaps two hundred paces in
all, and to go round it they would be obliged to expose themselves upon
the sand, and thus become visible from a long way off.

“Can you swim?” said Rachel to Noie.

Again she nodded, and the two of them slipped into the water and swam
across the pool till they reached the pocket-like place, on the edge of
which they sat down, covering themselves with the seaweed.

They had not been there five minutes when they heard the sound of
voices drawing near down the kloof, and at once slid into the water,
covering themselves in it in such fashion that only their heads remained
above the surface, mixed with the black and yellow seaweed, so that
without close search none could have said which was hair and which was
weed.

“The Zulus,” said Noie, shivering so that the water shook about her,
“they seek me.”

“Lie still, then,” answered Rachel. “I can’t shoot now, the gun is wet.”

The voices died away, and the two girls thought that the speakers had
gone, but rendered cautious, still remained hidden in the water. It was well
for them that they did so for presently they heard the voices again and
much nearer. The Zulus were walking round the pool. Two of them came
quite close to their little hiding-place, and sat down on some rocks to rest,



and talk. Peeping through her covering of seaweed Rachel could see them,
great men who held red spears in their hands.

“You are a fool,” said one of them to the other, “and have given us this
walk for nothing, as though our feet were not sore enough already. The
crocodiles have that Noie, her witchcraft could not save her from them; it
was a baboon’s spoor you saw in the mud, not a woman’s.”

“It would seem so, brother,” answered the other, “as we found the
moocha. Still, if so, where is Bomba who was running her down? And
what made that blood-mark on the grass?”

“Doubtless,” replied the first man, “Bomba came up with her there and
wounded her, whereon being a woman and a coward, she ran from him and
jumped into the pool in which the crocodiles finished her. As for Bomba, |
expect that he has gone back to Zululand, or is asleep somewhere resting.
The other spoor we saw was that of a white woman, who puts skins upon
her feet. There 1s a camp of them up yonder, but you remember, our orders
were not to touch any of the people of George, so we need not trouble
about them.”

“Well, brother, if you are sure, we had better be starting back, lest there
should be trouble with the white people. Dingaan will be satisfied when we
show him the moocha, and sleep in peace henceforth. She must really have
been tagati (uncanny), that little Noie, for otherwise, although it is true
she was pretty, why should Dingaan who has all Zululand to choose from,
have fallen in love with her, and why should she have refused to enter his
house, and persuaded all her kraal to run away? For my part, I don’t
believe that she is dead now, notwithstanding the moocha. I think that she
is a witch, and has changed into something else—a bird or a snake,
perhaps. Well, the rest of them will never change into anything, except
black mould. Let us see. We have killed every one; all the common people,
the mother of Noie, the dwarf-wizard Seyapi her father, and her other
mothers, four of them, and her brothers and sisters, twelve in all.”

At these words Noie again trembled beneath her seaweed, so that the
water shook all about her.

“There 1s a fish there,” said the first Kaffir, “I saw it rise. It is a small
pool, shall we try to catch it?”

“No, brother,” answered the other, “only coast people eat fish. I am
hungry, but I will wait for man’s food. Take that, fish!” and he threw a



stone into the pool which struck Rachel on the side, and caused her fair
hair to float about among the yellow seaweed.

Then the two of them got up and went away, walking arm-in-arm like
friends and amiable men, as they were in their own fashion.

For a long time the girls remained beneath their seaweed, fearing lest
the men or others should return, until at length they could bear the cold of
the water no longer, and crept out of it to the brink of the little pool,
where, still wreathed in seaweed, they sat and warmed themselves in the
hot sunlight. Now Noie seemed to be half dead; indeed Rachel thought that
she would die.

“Awake,” she said, “life is still before you.”

“Would that it were behind me, Lady,” moaned the poor girl. “You
understand our tongue—did you not hear? My father, my own mother, my
other mothers, my brothers and sisters, all killed, all killed for my sake,
and I left living. Oh! you meant kindly, but why did you not let Bomba
pass his spear through me? It would have been quickly over, and now I
should sleep with the rest.”

Rachel made no answer, for she saw that talking was useless in such a
case. Only she took Noie’s hand and pressed it in silent sympathy, until at
length the poor girl, utterly outworn with agony and the fatigue of her long
flight, fell asleep, there in the sunshine. Rachel let her sleep, knowing that
she would take no harm in that warmth. Quietly she sat at her side for hour
after hour while the fierce sun, from which she protected her head with
seaweed, dried her garments. At length the shadows told her that midday
was past, and the sea water which began to trickle over the surrounding
rocks that the tide was approaching its full. They could stop there no
longer unless they wished to be drowned.

“Come,” she said to Noie, “the Zulus have gone, and the sea is here. We
must swim to the shore and go back to my father’s camp.”

“What place have I in your kraal, Lady?” asked the girl when her senses
had returned to her.

“I will find you a place,” Rachel answered; “you are mine now.”

“Yes, Lady, that is true,” said Noie heavily, “I am yours and no one
else’s,” and taking Rachel’s hand she pressed it to her forehead.



Then together once more they swam the pool, and not too soon, for the
tide was pouring into it. Reaching the shore in safety, no easy task for
Rachel, who must hold the heavy gun above her head, Noie tied Rachel’s
towel about her middle to take the place of her moocha, and very
cautiously they crept up the kloof, fearing lest some of the Zulus might
still be lurking in the neighbourhood.

At length they came to the pool into which they had thrown the soldier
Bomba, and saw two crocodiles doubtless those that had eaten him, lying
asleep in the sun upon flat rocks at its edge. Here they were obliged to
leave the kloof both because they feared to pass the crocodiles, and for the
reason that their road to the camp ran another way. So they climbed up the
cliff and looked about, but could see only a pair of oribe bucks, one lying
down under a tree, and one eating grass quite close to its mate.

“The Zulus have gone or there would be no buck here,” said Rachel.
“Come, now, hold the shield before you and the spear in your hand, to hide
that you are a woman, and let us go on boldly.”

So they went till they reached the crest of the next rise, and then sprang
back behind it, for lying here and there they saw people who seemed to be
asleep.

“The Zulus resting!” exclaimed Rachel.

“Nay,” answered the girl with a sigh. “My people, dead! See the vultures
gathered round them.”

Rachel looked again, and saw that it was so. Without a word they
walked forward, and as they passed each body Noie gave it its name. Here
lay a brother, there a sister, yonder four folk of her father’s kraal. They
came to a tall and handsome woman of middle age, and she shivered as
she had done in the pool and said in an icy voice:

“The mother who bore me!”

A few more steps and in a patch of high grass that grew round an ant-
heap, they found two Zulu soldiers, each pierced through with a spear.
Seated against the ant-heap also, as though he were but resting, was a
light-coloured man, a dwarf in stature, spare of frame, and with sharp
features. His dress, if he wore any, seemed to have been removed from
him, for he was almost naked, and Rachel noticed that no wound could be
seen on him.



“Behold my father!” said Noie in the same icy voice.
“But,” whispered Rachel, “he only sleeps. No spear has touched him.”

“Not so, he is dead, dead by the White Death after the fashion of his
people.”

Now Rachel wondered what this White Death might be, and of which
people the man was one. That he was not a Zulu who had been stunted in
his growth she could see for herself, nor had she ever met a native who at
all resembled him. Still she could ask no questions at that time; the thing
was too awful. Moreover Noie had knelt down before the body, and with
her arms thrown around its neck, was whispering into its ear. For a full
minute she whispered thus, then set her own ear to the cold stirless lips,
and for another minute or more, seemed to listen intently, nodding her
head from time to time. Never before had Rachel witnessed anything so
uncanny, and oddly enough, the fact that this scene was enacted in the
bright sunlight added to its terrors. She stood paralysed, forgetting the
Zulus, forgetting everything except that to all appearance the living was
holding converse with the dead.

At length Noie rose, and turning to her companion said:

“My Spirit has been good to me; I thank my Spirit, which brought me
here before it was too late for us to talk together. Now I have the
message.”

“The message! Oh! what message?”” gasped Rachel.
An inscrutable look gathered on the face of the beautiful native girl.

“It 1s to me alone,” she answered, “but this I may say, much of it was of
you, Inkosazana-y-Zoola.”

“Who told you that was my native name?” asked Rachel, springing
back.

“It was in the message, O thou before whom kings shall bow.”
“Nonsense,” exclaimed Rachel, “you have heard it from our people.”

“So be it, Lady; I have heard it from your people whom I have never
seen. Now let us go, your father is troubled for you.”

Again Rachel looked at her sideways, and Noie went on:

“Lady, from henceforth I am your servant, am I not? and that service
will not be light.”



“She thinks I shall make her dig,” thought Rachel to herself, as the girl
continued 1n her low, soft voice:

“Now I ask you one thing—when I tell you my story, let it be for your
breast alone. Say only that [ am a common girl whom you saved from the
soldier.”

“Why not?”” answered Rachel. “That is all I have to tell.”

Then once more they went on, Rachel wondering if she dreamed, the
girl Noie walking at her side, stern and cold-faced as a statue.



CHAPTER VI

THE CASTING OF THE LOTS

They reached the crest of the last rise, and there, facing them on the
slope of the opposite wave of land, stood the waggon, surrounded by the
thorn fence, within which the cattle and horses were still enclosed,
doubtless for fear of the Zulus. Nothing could be more peaceful than the
aspect of that camp. To look at it no one would have believed that within a
few hundred yards a hideous massacre had just taken place. Presently,
however, voices began to shout, and heads to bob up over the fence. Then
it occurred to Rachel that they must think she was a prisoner in the charge
of a Zulu, and she told Noie to lower the shield which she still held in
front of her. The next instant some thorns were torn out, and her father, a
gun in his hand, appeared striding towards them.

“Thank God that you are safe,” he said as they met. “I have suffered
great anxiety, although I hoped that the white man Israel—no, Ishmael—
had rescued you. He came here to warn us,” he added in explanation, “very
early this morning, then galloped off to find you. Indeed his after-rider,
whose horse he took, is still here. Where on earth have you been, Rachel,
and”—suddenly becoming aware of Noie, who, arrayed only in a towel, a
shield, and a stabbing spear, presented a curious if an impressive spectacle
—*“who is this young person?”

“She 1s a native girl I saved from the massacre,” replied Rachel,
answering the last question first. “It is a long story, but I shot the man who
was going to kill her, and we hid in a pool. Are you all safe, and where is
mother?”

“Shot the man! Shed human blood! Hid in a pool!” ejaculated Mr. Dove,
overcome. “Really, Rachel, you are a most trying daughter. Why should
you go out before daybreak and do such things?”

“I don’t know, I am sure, father; predestination, I suppose—to save her
life, you know.”



Again he contemplated the beautiful Noie, then, murmuring something
about a blanket, ran back to the camp. By this time Mrs. Dove had climbed
out of the waggon, and arrived with the Kaffirs.

“I knew you would be safe, Rachel,” she said in her gentle voice,
“because nothing can hurt you. Still you do upset your poor father
dreadfully, and—what are you going to do with that naked young woman?”

“Give her something to eat, dear,” answered Rachel. “Don’t ask me any
more questions now. We have been sitting up to our necks in water for
hours, and are starved and frozen, to say nothing of worse things.”

At this moment Mr. Dove arrived with a blanket, which he offered to
Noie, who took it from him and threw it round her body. Then they went
into the camp, where Rachel changed her damp clothes, whilst Noie sat by
her in a corner of the tent. Presently, too, food was brought, and Rachel ate
hungrily, forcing Noie to do the same. Then she went out, leaving the girl
to rest in the tent, and with certain omissions, such as the conduct of Noie
when she found her dead father, told all the story which, wild as were the
times and strange as were the things that happened in them, they found
wonderful enough.

When she had done Mr. Dove knelt down and offered up thanks for his
daughter’s preservation through great danger, and with them prayers that
she might be forgiven for having shot the Zulu, a deed that, except for the
physical horror of it, did not weigh upon Rachel’s mind.

“You know, father, you would have done the same yourself,” she
explained, “and so would mother there, if she could hold a gun, so what is
the good of pretending that it is a sin? Also no one saw it except that white
man and the crocodiles which buried the body, so the less we say about the
matter the better it will be for all of us.”

“I admit,” answered Mr. Dove, “that the circumstances justified the
deed, though I fear that the truth will out, since blood calls for blood. But
what are we to do with the girl? They will come to seek her and kill us
all.”

“They will not seek, father, because they think that she is dead, and will
never know otherwise unless that white man tells them, which he will
scarcely do, as the Zulus would think that he shot the soldier, not I. She
has been sent to us, and it is our duty to keep her.”



“I suppose so,” said her father doubtfully. “Poor thing! Truly she has
cause for gratitude to Providence: all her relations killed by those
bloodthirsty savages, and she saved!”

“If all of you were killed and I were saved, I do not know that I should
feel particularly grateful,” answered Rachel. “But it is no use arguing
about such things, so let us be thankful that we are not killed too. Now I
am tired out, and going to lie down, for of course we can’t leave this place
at present, unless we trek back to Durban.”

Such was the finding of Noie.

When Rachel awoke from the sleep into which she had fallen, sunset
was near at hand. She left the tent where Noie still lay slumbering or lost
in stupor, to find that only her mother and Ishmael’s after-rider remained
in the camp, her father having gone out with the Kaffirs, in order to bury
as many of the dead as possible before night came, and with it the jackals
and hyenas. Rachel made up the fire and set to work with her mother’s
help to cook their evening meal. Whilst they were thus engaged her quick
ears caught the sound of horses’ hoofs, and she looked up to perceive the
white man, Ishmael, still leading the spare horse on which she had ridden
that morning. He had halted on the crest of ground where she had first seen
him upon the previous day, and was peering at the camp, with the object
apparently of ascertaining whether its occupants were still alive.

“I will go and ask him in,” said Rachel, who, for reasons of her own,
wished to have a word or two with the man.

Presently she came up to him, and saw at once that he seemed to be very
much ashamed of himself.

“Well,” she said cheerfully, “you see here I am, safe enough, and I am
glad that you are the same.”

“You are a wonderful woman,” he replied, letting his eyes sink before
her clear gaze, “as wonderful as you are beautiful.”

“No compliments, please,” said Rachel, “they are out of place in this
savage land.”

“I beg your pardon, I could not help speaking the truth. Did they kill the
girl and let you go?”

“No, I managed to hide up with her; she is here now.”



“That 1s very dangerous, Miss Dove. I know all about it; it is she whom
Dingaan was after. When he hears that you have sheltered her he will send
and kill you all. Take my advice and turn her out at once. I say it is most
dangerous.”

“Perhaps,” answered Rachel calmly, “but all the same I shall do nothing
of the sort unless she wishes to go, nor do I think that my father will either.
Now please listen a minute. If this story comes to the ears of the Zulus—
and I do not see why it should, as the crocodiles have eaten that soldier—
who will they think shot him, I or the white man who was with me? Do
you understand?”

“I understand and shall hold my tongue, for your sake.”

“No, for your own. Well, by way of making the bargain fair,
for my part I

shall say as 1little as possible of how we separated this
morning. Not that

I blame you for riding off and leaving an obstinate young
woman whom you

did not know to take her chance. Still, other people might
think

differently.”

“Yes,” he answered, “they might, and I admit that I am
ashamed of myself.

But you don’t know the Zulus as I do, and I thought that they
would be all

on us in a moment; also I was mad with you and lost my nerve.
Really I am

very sorry.”

“Please don’t apologise. It was quite natural, and what is more, all for
the best. If we had gone on we should have ridden right into them, and
perhaps never ridden out again. Now here comes my father; we have
agreed that you will not say too much about this girl, have we not?”

He nodded and advanced with her, leading the horses, for he had
dismounted, to meet Mr. Dove at the opening in the fence.

“Good evening,” said the clergyman, who seemed depressed after his
sad task, as he motioned to one of the Kaffirs to put down his mattock and
take the horses. “I don’t quite know what happened this morning, but I



have to thank you for trying to save my daughter from those cruel men. I
have been burying their victims in a little cleft that we found, or rather
some of them. The vultures you know > and he paused.

“I didn’t save her, sir,” answered the stranger humbly. “It seemed
hopeless, as she would not leave the Kaffir girl.”

Mr. Dove looked at him searchingly, and there was a suspicion of
contempt in his voice as he replied:

“You would not have had her abandon the poor thing, would you? For
the rest, God saved them both, so it does not much matter exactly how, as
everything has turned out for the best. Won’t you come in and have some
supper, Mr.—Ishmael—I am afraid I do not know the rest of your name.”

“There 1s no more to know, Mr. Dove,” he replied doggedly, then added:
“Look here, sir, as I daresay you have found out, this is a rough country,
and people come to it, some of them, whose luck has been rough
elsewhere. Now, perhaps I am as well born as you are, and perhaps my luck
was rough in other lands, so that I chose to come and live in a place where
there are no laws or civilisation. Perhaps, too, I took the name of another
man who was driven into the wilderness—you will remember all about
him—also that it does not seem to have been his fault. Any way, if we
should be thrown up together I’ll ask you to take me as I am, that is, a
hunter and a trader ‘in the Zulu,” and not to bother about what I have been.
Whatever I was christened, my name is Ishmael now, or among the Kaffirs
Ibubesi, and if you want another, let us call it Smith.”

“Quite so, Mr. Ishmael. It is no affair of mine,” replied Mr. Dove with a
smile, for he had met people of this sort before in Africa.

But within himself already he determined that this white and perchance
fallen wanderer was one whom, perhaps, it would be his duty to lead back
into the paths of Christian propriety and peace.

These matters settled, they went into the little camp, and a sentry having
been set, for now the night was falling fast, Ishmael was introduced to
Mrs. Dove, who looked him up and down and said little, after which they
began their supper. When their simple meal was finished, Ishmael lit his
pipe and sat himself upon the disselboom of the waggon, looking
extremely handsome and picturesque in the flare of the firelight which fell
upon his dark face, long black hair and curious garments, for although he
had replaced his lion-skin by an old coat, his zebra-hide trousers and



waistcoat made of an otter’s pelt still remained. Contemplating him,
Rachel felt sure that whatever his present and past might be, he had spoken
the truth when he hinted that he was well-born. Indeed, this might be
gathered from his voice and method of expressing himself when he grew
more at ease, although it was true that sometimes he substituted a Zulu for
an English word, and employed its idioms in his sentences, doubtless
because for years he had been accustomed to speak and even to think in
that language.

Now he was explaining to Mr. Dove the political and social position
among that people, whose cruel laws and customs led to constant fights on
the part of tribes or families, who knew that they were doomed, and their
consequent massacre if caught, as had happened that day. Of course, the
clergyman, who had lived for some years at Durban, knew that this was
true, although, never having actually witnessed one of these dreadful
events till now, he did not realise all their horror.

“I fear that my task will be even harder than I thought,” he said with a
sigh.
“What task?” asked Ishmael.

“That of converting the Zulus. I am trekking to the king’s kraal now, and
propose to settle there.”

Ishmael knocked out his pipe and filled it again before he answered.
Apparently he could find no words in which to express his thoughts, but
when at length these came they were vigorous enough.

“Why not trek to hell and settle there at once?”” he asked, “I beg pardon,
I meant heaven, for you and your likes. Man,” he went on excitedly, “have
you any heart? Do you care about your wife and daughter?”

“I have always imagined that I did, Mr. Ishmael,” replied the
missionary
in a cold voice.

“Then do you wish to see their throats cut before your eyes,
or,” and he
looked at Rachel, “worse?”

“How can you ask such questions?” said Mr. Dove, indignantly. “Of
course I know that there are risks among all wild peoples, but I trust to



Providence to protect us.”
Mr. Ishmael puffed at his pipe and swore to himself in Zulu.

“Yes,” he said, when he had recovered a little, “so I suppose did Seyapi
and his people, but you have been burying them this afternoon—haven’t
you?—all except the girl, Noie, whom you have sheltered, for which deed
Dingaan will bury you all if you go into Zululand, or rather throw you to
the vultures. Don’t think that your being an umfundusi, I mean a teacher,
will save you. The Almighty Himself can’t save you there. You will be
dead and forgotten in a month. What’s more, you will have to drive your
own waggon in, for your Kaffirs won’t, they know better. A Bible won’t
turn the blade of an assegai.”

“Please, Mr. Ishmael, please do not speak so—so irreligiously,” said Mr.
Dove in an irritated but nervous voice. “You do not seem to understand
that I have a mission to perform, and if that should involve martyrdom
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“Oh! bother martyrdom, which is what you are after, no doubt, ‘casting
down your golden crown upon a crystal sea,” and the rest of it—I
remember the stuff. The question is, do you wish to murder your wife and
daughter, for that’s the plain English of it?”

“Of course not. How can you suggest such a thing?”

“Then you had better not cross the Tugela. Go back to Durban, or stop
where you are at least, for, unless he finds out anything, Dingaan is not
likely to interfere with a white man on this side of the river.”

“That would involve abandoning my most cherished ambition, and
impulses that—but I will not speak to you of things which perhaps you
might not understand.”

“I dare say I shouldn’t, but I do understand what it feels like to have
your neck twisted out of joint. Look here, sir, if you want to go into
Zululand, you should go alone; it is no place for white ladies.”

“That 1s for them to judge, sir,” answered Mr. Dove. “I believe that their
faith will be equal to this trial,” and he looked at his wife almost
imploringly.

For once, however, she failed him.

“My dear John,” she said, “if you want my opinion, I think that this
gentleman is quite right. For myself I don’t care much, but it can never



have been intended that we should absolutely throw away our lives. I have
always given way to you, and followed you to many strange places without
grumbling, although, as you know, we might be quite comfortable at home,
or at any rate in some civilised town. Now I say that I think you ought not
to go to Zululand, especially as there is Rachel to think of.”

“Oh! don’t trouble about me,” interrupted that young lady, with a shrug
of her shoulders. “I can take my chance as I have often done before—to-
day, for instance.”

“But I do trouble about you, my dear, although it is true I don’t believe
that you will be killed; you know I have always said so. Still I do trouble,
and John—John,” she added in a kind of pitiful cry, “can’t you see that you
have worn me out? Can’t you understand that I am getting old and weak?
Is there nobody to whom you have a duty as well as to the heathen? Are
there not enough heathen here?” she went on with gathering passion. “If
you must mix with them, do what this gentleman says, and stop here, that
is, if you won’t go back. Build a house and let us have a little peace before
we die, for death will come soon enough, and terribly enough, I am sure,”
and she burst into a fit of weeping.

“My dear,” said Mr. Dove, “you are upset; the unhappy occurrences of
to-day, which—did we but know it—are doubtless all for the best, and
your anxiety for Rachel have been too much for you. I think that you had
better go to bed, and you too, Rachel. I will talk the matter over further
with Mr. Ishmael, who, perhaps, has been sent to guide me. I am not
unreasonable, as you think, and if he can convince me that there is any risk
to your lives—for my own I care nothing—I will consider the suggestion
of building a mission-station outside Zululand, at any rate for a few years.
It may be that it is not intended that we should enter that country at
present.”

So Mrs. Dove and her daughter went, but for two hours or more Rachel
heard her father and the hunter talking earnestly, and wondered in a sleepy
fashion to what conclusion he had come. Personally she did not mind
much on which side of the Tugela they were to live, if they must bide at all
in the region of that river. Still, for her mother’s sake she determined that
if she could bring it about, they should stay where they were. Indeed there
was no choice between this and returning to England, as her father had



quarrelled too bitterly with the white men at Durban to allow of his taking
up his residence among them again.

When Rachel woke on the following morning the first thing she saw in
the growing light was the orphaned native Noie, seated on the further side
of the little tent, her head resting upon her hand, and gazing at her
vacantly. Rachel watched her a while, pretending to be still asleep, and for
the first time understood how beautiful this girl was in her own fashion.
Although small, that is in comparison with most Kaffir women, she was
perfectly shaped and developed. Her soft skin in that light looked almost
white, although it had about it nothing of the muddy colour of the half-
breed; her hair was long, black and curly, and worn naturally, not forced
into artificial shapes as i1s common among the Kaffirs. Her features were
finely cut and intellectual, and her eyes, shaded by long lashes, somewhat
oblong in shape, of a brown colour, and soft as those of a buck. Certainly
for a native she was lovely, and what is more, quite unlike any Bantu that
Rachel had ever seen, except indeed that dead man whom she said was her
father, and who, although he was so small, had managed to kill two great
Zulu warriors before, mysteriously enough, he died himself.

“Noie,” said Rachel, when she had completed her observations, whereon
with a quick and agile movement the girl rose, sank again on her knees
beside her, took the hand that hung from the bed between her own, and
pressed it to her lips, saying in the soft Zulu tongue,

“Inkosazana, I am here.”
“Is that white man still asleep, Noie?”

“Nay, he has gone. He and his servant rode away before the light,
fearing lest there might still be Zulus between him and his kraal.”

“Do you know anything about him, Noie?”

“Yes, Lady, I have seen him in Zululand. He is a bad man. They call him
there ‘Lion,” not because he is brave, but because he hunts and springs by
night.”

“Just what I should have thought of him,” answered Rachel, “and we
know that he is not brave,” she added with a smile. “But never mind this
jackal in a lion’s hide; tell me your story, Noie, if you will, only speak low,
for this tent is thin.”



“Lady,” said the girl, “you who were born white in body and in spirit,
hear me. [ am but half a Zulu. My father who died yesterday in the flesh,
departing back to the world of ghosts, was of another people who live far
to the north, a small people but a strong. They live among the trees, they
worship trees; they die when their tree dies; they are dealers in dreams;
they are the companions of ghosts, little men before whom the tribes
tremble; who hate the sun, and dwell in the deep of the forest. Myself I do
not know them; I have never seen them, but my father told me these
things, and others that I may not repeat. When he was a young man my
father fled from his people.”



“Why?” asked Rachel, for the girl paused.

“Lady, I do not know; I think it was because he would have been their
priest, or one of their priests, and he feared I think that he had seen a
woman, a slave to them, whom therefore he might not marry. I think that
woman was my mother. So he fled from them—with her, and came to live
among the Zulus. He was a great doctor there in Chaka’s time, not one of
the Abangomas, not one of the ‘Smellers-out-of-witches,” not a ‘Bringer-
down-to-death,’ for like all his race he hated bloodshed. No, none of these
things, but a doctor of medicines, a master of magic, an interpreter of
dreams, a lord of wisdom; yes, it was his wisdom that made Chaka great,

and when he withdrew it from him because of his cruelties, then Chaka
died.

“Lady, Dingaan rules in Chaka’s place, Dingaan who slew him, but
although he had been Chaka’s doctor, my father was spared because they
feared him. I was the only child of my mother, but he took other wives
after the Zulu fashion, not because he loved them, I think, but that he
might not seem different to other men. So he grew great and rich, and
lived in peace because they feared him. Lady, my father loved me, and to
me alone he taught his language and his wisdom. I helped him with his
medicines; I interpreted the dreams which he could not interpret, his
blanket fell upon me. Often I was sought in marriage, but I did not wish to
marry, Wisdom is my husband.

“There came an evil day; we knew that it must come, my father and I,
and | wished to fly the land, but he could not do so because of his other
wives and children. The maidens of my district were marshalled for the
king to see. His eye fell upon me, and he thought me fair because I am
different from Zulu women, and—you can guess. Yet [ was saved, for the
other doctors and the head wives of the king said that it was not wise that |
should be taken into his house, I who knew too many secrets and could
bewitch him if I willed, or prison him with drugs that leave no trace. So |
escaped a while and was thankful. Now it came about that because he
might not take me Dingaan began to think much of me, and to dream of
me at nights. At last he asked me of my father, as a gift, not as a right, for
so he thought that no ill would come with me. But I prayed my father to



keep me from Dingaan, for I hated Dingaan, and told him that if I were
sent to the king, I would poison him. My father listened to me because he
loved me and could not bear to part with me, and said Dingaan nay. Now
Dingaan grew very angry and asked counsel of his other doctors, but they
would give him none because they feared my father. Then he asked
counsel of that white man, Hishmel, who is called the Lion, and who is
much at the kraal of Umgungundhlovu.”

“Ah!” said Rachel, “now I understand why he wished you to be killed.”

“The white man, Hishmel, the jackal in a lion’s skin, as you named him,
laughed at Dingaan’s fears. He said to him, ‘It is of the father, Seyapi, you
should be afraid. He has the magic, not the girl. Kill the father, and his
house, and take the daughter whom your heart desires, and be happy.’

“So spoke Hishmel, and Dingaan thought his counsel good, and paid
him for it with the teeth of elephants, and certain women for whom he
asked. Now my father foreboded ill, and I also, for both of us had dreamed
a dream. Still we did not fly until the slayers were almost at the gates,
because of his other wives and his children. Nor, save for them would he
have fled then, or I either, but would have died after the fashion of his
people, as he did at last.”

“The White Death?” queried Rachel.

“Yes, Lady, the White Death. Still in the end we fled, thinking to gain
the protection of the white men down yonder. I went first to escape the
king’s men who had orders to take me alive and bring me to him, that is
why we were not together at the end. Lady, you know the rest. Hishmel
doubtless had seen you, and thinking that the Impi would kill you, came to
warn you. Then we met just as I was about to die, though perhaps not by
that soldier’s spear, as you thought. I have spoken.”

“What message came to you when you knelt down before your dead
father?” asked Rachel for the second time, since on this point she was
intensely curious.

Again that inscrutable look gathered on the girl’s face, and she
answered.

“Did I not tell you it was for my ear alone, O Inkosazana-y-Zoola? I
dare not say it, be satisfied. But this I may say. Your fate and mine are



intertwined; yours and mine and another’s, for our spirits are sisters which
have dwelt together in past days.”

“Indeed,” said Rachel smiling, for she who had mixed with them from
her childhood knew something of the mysticism of the natives, also that it
was often nonsense. “Well, Noie, I love you, I know not why. Perhaps, for
all you have suffered. Yet I say to you that if you wish to remain my sister
in the spirit, you had better separate from me in the flesh. That jackal man
knows your secret, girl, and soon or late will loose the assegai on you.”

“Doubtless,” she answered, “doubtless many things will come about.
But they are doomed to come about. Whether I go or whether I stay they
will happen. Say you therefore, Lady, and I will obey. Shall I go or shall I
stay, or shall I die before your eyes?”

“It is on your own head,” answered Rachel shrugging her shoulders.

“Nay, nay, Lady, you forget, it is on yours also, seeing that if I stay I
may bring peril on you and your house. Have you then no order for me?”

“Noie, I have answered—one. Judge you.”

“I will not judge. Let Heaven-above judge. Lady, give me a hair from
your head.”

Rachel plucked out the hair and handed it, a shining thread of gold, to
Noie who drew one from her own dark tresses, and laid them side by side.

“See,” she said, “they are of the same length. Now, without the wind
blows gently; come then to the door of the tent, and I will throw these two
hairs into the wind. If that which is black floats first to the ground, then I
stay, if that which is golden, then I go to seek my hair. Is it agreed?”

“It is agreed.”

So the two girls went to the entrance of the tent, and Noie with a swift
motion tossed up the hairs. As it happened one of those little eddies of
wind which are common in South Africa, caught them, causing them to
rise almost perpendicularly into the air. At a certain height, about forty
feet, the supporting wind seemed to fail, that is so far as the hair from
Noie’s head was concerned, for there it floated high above them like a
black thread in the sunlight, and gently by slow degrees came to the earth
just at their feet. But the hair from Rachel’s head, being caught by the
fringe of the whirlwind, was borne upwards and onwards very swiftly, until
at length it vanished from their sight.



“It seems that I stay,” said Noie.

“Yes,” answered Rachel. “I am very glad; also if any evil comes of it we
are not to blame, the wind is to blame.”

“Yes, Lady, but what makes the wind to blow?”
Again Rachel shrugged her shoulders, and asked a question in her turn.
“Whither has that hair of mine been borne, Noie?”

“I do not know, Lady. Perhaps my father’s spirit took it for his own ends.
I think so. I think it went northwards. At any rate when mine fell, it was
snatched away, was it not? And yet they both floated up together. I think
that one day you will follow that hair of yours, Lady, follow it to the land
where great trees whisper secrets to the night.”



CHAPTER VII

THE MESSAGE OF THE KING

So it chanced that Noie became a member of the Dove household. For
obvious reasons she changed her name, and thenceforward was called
Nonha. Also it happened that Mr. Dove abandoned his idea of settling as a
missionary in Zululand, and instead, took up his residence at this beautiful
spot. He called it Ramah because it was a place of weeping, for here all the
family and dependents of Seyapi had been destroyed by the spear. Mrs.
Dove thought it an ill-omened name enough, but after her manner gave
way to her husband in the matter.

“I think there will be more weeping here before everything is done,” she
said.

Rachel answered, however, that it was as good as any other, since names
could alter nothing. Here, then, at Ramah, Mr. Dove built him a house on
that knoll where first he had pitched his camp. It was a very good house
after its fashion, for, as has been said, he did not lack for means, and was,
moreover, clever in such matters. He hired a mason who had drifted to
Natal to cut stone, of which a plenty lay at hand, and two half-breed
carpenters to execute the wood-work, whilst the Kaffirs thatched the whole
as only they can do. Then he set to work upon a church, which was placed
on the crest of the opposite knoll where the white man, Ishmael, had
appeared on the evening of their arrival. Like the house, it was excellent of
its sort, and when at length it was finished after more than a year of
labour, Mr. Dove felt a proud man.

Indeed at Ramah he was happier than he had ever been since he landed
upon the shores of Africa, for now at length his dream seemed to be in the
way of realisation. Very soon a considerable native village sprang up
around him, peopled almost entirely by remnants of the Natal tribes whom
Chaka had destroyed and who were but too glad to settle under the aegis of
the white man, especially when they discovered how good he was. Of the
doctrines which he preached to them day and night, most of them, it is
true, did not understand much. Still they accepted them as the price of



being allowed “to live in his shadow,” but in the vast majority of cases
they sturdily refused to put away all wives but one, as he earnestly
exhorted them to do.

At first he wished to eject them from the settlement in punishment of
this sin, but when it came to the point they absolutely refused to go,
demonstrating to him that they had as much right to live there as he had,
an argument that he was unable to controvert. So he was obliged to submit
to the presence of this abomination, which he did in the hope that in time
their hard hearts would be softened.

“Continue to preach to us, O Shouter,” they said, “and we will listen.
Mayhap in years to come we shall learn to think as you do. Meanwhile
give us space to consider the point.”

So he continued to preach, and contented himself with baptising the
children and very old people who took no more wives. Except on this one
point, however, they got on excellently together. Indeed, never since Chaka
broke upon them like a destroying demon had these poor folk been so
happy. The missionary imported ploughs and taught them to improve their
agriculture, so that ere long this rich, virgin soil brought forth abundantly.
Their few cattle multiplied also in an amazing fashion, as did their
families, and soon they were as prosperous as they had been in the good
old days before they knew the Zulu assegai, especially as, to their
amazement, the Shouter never took from them even a calf or a bundle of
corn by way of tax. Only the shadow of that Zulu assegai still lay upon
them, for if Chaka was dead Dingaan ruled a few miles away across the
Tugela. Moreover, hearing of the rise of this new town, and of certain
strange matters connected with it, he sent spies to inspect and enquire. The
spies returned and reported that there dwelt in it only a white medicine-
man with his wife, and a number of Natal Kaffirs. Also they reported in
great detail many wonderful stories concerning the beautiful maiden with
a high name who passed as the white teacher’s daughter, and who had
already become the subject of so much native talk and rumour. On learning
all these things Dingaan despatched an embassy, who delivered this
message:

“I, Dingaan, king of the Zulus, have heard that you, O White Shouter,
have built a town upon my borders, and peopled it with the puppies of the
jackals whom Chaka hunted. I send to you now to say that you and your



jackals shall have peace from me so long as you harbour none of my
runaways, but if I find but one of them there, then an Impi shall wipe you
out. | hear also that there dwells with you a beautiful white maiden said to
be your daughter, who is known, throughout the land as Inkosazana-y-
Zoola. Now that is the name of our Spirit who, the doctors say, is also
white, and it is strange to us that this maiden should bear that great name.
Some of the Isanusis, the prophetesses, declare that she is our Spirit in the
flesh, but that meat sticks in my throat, I cannot swallow it. Still, I invite
this maiden to visit me that I may see her and judge of her, and I swear to
you, and to her, by the ghosts of my ancestors, that no harm shall come to
her then or at any time. He who so much as lays a finger upon her shall
die, he and all his house. Because of her name, which I am told she has
borne from a child, all the territories of the Zulus are her kraal and all the
thousands of the Zulus are her servants. Yea, because of her high name I
give to her power of life and death wherever men obey my word, and for
an offering I send to her twelve of my royal white cattle and a bull, also an
ox trained to riding. When she visits me let her ride upon the white ox that
she may be known, but let no man come with her, for among the people of
the Zulus she must be attended by Zulus only. I have spoken. I pray that
she who is named Princess of the Zulus will appear before my messengers
and acknowledge the gift of the King of the Zulus, that they may see her in
the flesh and make report of her to me.”

Now when Mr. Dove had received this message, one evening at
sundown, he went into the house and repeated it to Rachel, for it puzzled
him much, and he knew not what to answer.

Rachel in her turn took counsel with Noie who was hidden, away lest
some of the embassy should see and recognise her.

“Speak with the messengers,” said Noie, “it is well to have power
among the Zulus. I, who have some knowledge of this business, say, speak
with them alone, and speak softly, saying that one day you will come.”

So having explained the matter to her father, and obtained his consent,
Rachel, who desired to impress these savages, threw a white shawl about
her, as Noie instructed her to do. Then, letting her long, golden hair hang
down, she went out alone carrying a light assegai in her hand, to the place
where the messengers, six of them, and those who had driven the cattle
from Zululand, were encamped in the gues