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    In a land where love and loyalty are tempered in the furnace of kingship and war, a warrior’s courage and a maiden’s grace are drawn into the whirl of fate, where power demands obedience, memory bears witness, and the heart bargains with the ferocity of history, until the very air seems charged with the clash of spears, the murmur of councils, and the quiet, unyielding promise that even within terror’s shadow a human soul may discover the meaning of honor, devotion, and the stubborn resilience that keeps hope alive when the world tilts toward ruin and legend is born from pain.

Nada the Lily, by H. Rider Haggard, was first published in 1892 during the late Victorian era, a period when British readers were captivated by tales set far from home. Haggard, already celebrated for African romances, situates this novel in the Zulu kingdom under the formidable rule of King Chaka (often spelled Shaka). The story’s central premise follows the entwined destinies of a fearless young warrior and a woman named Nada, the “Lily,” whose beauty and spirit kindle admiration and peril in equal measure. Through a chronicle-like narrative, the novel traces how love, ambition, and survival intersect amid shifting loyalties and the stern demands of power.

Its status as a classic rests on both audacity and craft. Haggard places African characters at the very center of the narrative, a rarity in imperial romances of the time, and fuses oral-tradition rhythms with the sweep of historical romance. The book achieves a memorable blend of legend, political drama, and intimate feeling, rendering the Zulu world with an intensity that has kept readers and scholars returning. The figure of the warrior Umslopogaas, the luminous presence of Nada, and the looming power of Chaka contribute to a story whose scope and pathos helped shape the development of adventure fiction well into the twentieth century.

Haggard’s technique amplifies its power. He writes with a cadenced, bardic momentum that evokes the spoken tale, using a frame of testimony and recollection to deepen suspense and authority. Landscape is never mere scenery; rivers, forests, kraals, and paths mark the moral terrain along which the characters move. The pacing alternates between meditative council scenes and swift bursts of action, producing a pulse that echoes the press of decision and consequence. He crafts archetypal moments—fealty sworn, omens weighed, courage tested—without abandoning the tangible textures of daily life, allowing myth and matter-of-fact detail to coexist in a convincing equilibrium.

The novel’s historical setting intensifies its effect. Haggard drew on his experiences in southern Africa in the 1870s and on available histories and oral accounts to imagine the Zulu kingdom during Chaka’s rise. While the book is a romance rather than a documentary, its engagement with names, customs, and places gives it an anchoring verisimilitude. Readers enter a court where command is absolute, where alliances are forged and broken, and where survival often depends on quick wits as much as strength. The result is a narrative that feels both intimate and panoramic, attentive to individuals yet alive to the movement of a people.

At its heart stands a quartet of potent presences. Nada, called the Lily, embodies resilience and clarity of purpose; her path frames the story’s emotional stakes. Umslopogaas, a formidable fighter, represents integrity under pressure and the restless energy of youth destined for trial. Chaka, the historical king, casts a vast shadow—brilliant, fearsome, and absolute, the axis around which loyalty, fear, and ambition turn. Threading through these figures is Mopo, a counselor and healer whose knowledge and memory shape the tale’s course. Their intersecting journeys propel the narrative through passion, peril, and the negotiations of duty.

Enduring themes give the book its abiding resonance. Haggard explores the balance between love and obligation, the cost of power, and the strain placed on conscience when authority grows ruthless. Prophecy and omen—tokens of a world attentive to signs—underscore questions of fate and choice: to what extent do people make their destinies, and how far are they carried by currents larger than themselves? Honor and kinship provide fragile shelters in a realm of shifting alliances, while courage—quiet or blazing—emerges as the measure of character when laws and customs prove unforgiving.

The novel’s achievement is complicated by its era’s perspective. As a Victorian romance, it reflects limitations in outlook and language, even while it breaks ground by granting African voices primacy and by constructing the drama almost entirely within Zulu society, with European actors largely absent from the core action. Readers today may approach the work with critical alertness, discerning where imaginative sympathy meets period-bound assumptions. That dual gaze—appreciative and interrogative—can enrich the experience, highlighting the book’s attempt to respect oral tradition and historical memory while acknowledging the filters through which Haggard, a British writer, perceived them.

Nada the Lily also exerts influence beyond its pages. Haggard’s romances helped define the adventure and “lost world” traditions, shaping expectations for high-stakes plots, mythic backstories, and landscapes charged with symbolic power. The presence of Umslopogaas—who appears elsewhere in Haggard’s fiction—demonstrates how the author cultivated a connected imaginative world, inviting readers to trace characters across books and epochs. Subsequent popular fiction drew on these patterns: heroic quests tempered by moral choice, charismatic warriors, and cultures presented through a mix of research and legend. The novel thus stands as both a self-contained drama and a cornerstone within a larger narrative architecture.

Its literary impact can be felt in the way it expands the possibilities of the imperial romance. Where many contemporaries centered European adventurers, Haggard locates drama inside a non-European polity, letting internal tensions and loyalties supply the engine of plot. The effect is a broader canvas for ethical questions and a richer register for storytelling. The book has remained in print in various editions and continues to be discussed alongside King Solomon’s Mines and She as a key work in his African cycle, a testament to the durability of its characters and the boldness of its design.

For first-time readers, the novel rewards attention to voice and to the subtle shifts in how knowledge is revealed. The frame of recollection invites us to weigh rumor against testimony, omen against experience, and to consider how memory shapes justice. Scenes of counsel and strategy illuminate the interplay of prudence and courage, while moments of intimacy remind us that even the greatest upheavals press hardest on individual lives. Read as romance, political tale, or legend, the book remains gripping; its austerity and grandeur foster a sense of inevitability without diminishing the surprise of human choice.

In our own time, Nada the Lily retains a compelling relevance. It asks how leaders earn or forfeit legitimacy, how communities withstand fear, and how love persists amid forces that would make people instruments of policy rather than persons. Its attention to testimony anticipates modern conversations about who speaks for history and how stories carry cultural memory. Beyond its historical setting, the novel offers a lasting appeal: a powerful narrative of will and tenderness, glory and grief, that invites reflection on the uses of strength and the quiet, steadfast acts by which dignity is preserved.
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    First published in 1892, Nada the Lily is H. Rider Haggard’s Zulu-set romance narrated primarily by Mopo, an aged counselor and healer who looks back across years of turmoil. Set during the rise of the Zulu kingdom under the historical king Chaka, the novel blends the cadences of oral testimony with the pacing of an adventure tale. Mopo frames his account as both personal confession and cultural chronicle, introducing a world defined by regimental discipline, sacred customs, and the perilous reach of absolute power. Within this milieu emerges the figure of Nada, called the Lily for her beauty, whose fate entwines love, loyalty, and political danger.

Mopo begins with his own beginnings under Chaka, detailing how a healer’s knowledge and a courtier’s caution secure him a place near the throne. He watches the king forge a formidable army, impose rigorous laws, and punish dissent with unsettling swiftness. Through this vantage, the reader meets a society of councils and rituals, cattle-wealth, and kin obligations, where prestige is won in battle and lost in a moment’s suspicion. Mopo’s family, however, remains his hidden center. The safety of his kin, particularly his daughter, steadily conflicts with his obligations to the ruler he serves, shaping choices that ripple through the narrative’s ensuing crises.

Into this charged setting Mopo introduces Nada, his daughter, whose beauty and grace draw attention wherever she appears. Her nickname, the Lily, captures both purity and fragility, making her the focus of admiration and envy within neighboring kraals. Suitors gather, songs are sung, and gifts are offered, yet Mopo reads danger in every tribute. The favor of a king can resemble threat; a whisper in the royal enclosure can reorder many lives. Determined to protect Nada from courtly currents he cannot control, he weighs concealment, alliances, and flight, aware that the customs governing marriage and duty may fail before ambition and fear.

A commanding young warrior named Umslopogaas steps forward as a central presence. Brave in battle and stern in honor, he wins fame among fighting regiments and esteem among elders. His path crosses Nada’s, and affection deepens into a pledged bond that must coexist with the demands of chieftains and the sovereign. Their meetings, shaped by custom as much as by desire, unfold in a society where love is negotiated alongside cattle, kin consent, and military service. For both, allegiance to the king remains nonnegotiable, yet their private vow tests the boundaries of obedience, drawing attention from rivals who watch for weakness.

At court, intrigues accumulate. Captains nurture resentments, diviners read dark omens, and the sovereign measures loyalty through feats and ordeals. Mopo’s influence grants him access but not security; every counsel risks offense. Hearing murmurs that link Nada’s name to royal interest and to factional jealousies, he acts to hide her, sending her between trusted homesteads and remote refuges. Ritual dances, trials of courage, and ceremonial assemblies punctuate the narrative, each occasioned by the king’s volatile will. Through these episodes, Haggard shows the knife-edge balance of law and power, where a father’s prudence and a lover’s courage may be judged treasonous.

Beyond the kraal, campaigns and raids expand the kingdom’s reach. Umslopogaas proves himself repeatedly, a figure whose strength makes friends and enemies in equal measure. His victories bind him tighter to the center of power even as they expose him to resentment. Rumors begin to swirl about birth and destiny, questions that can elevate a man or destroy him depending on who listens. Mopo calculates constantly—whom to trust, where to move Nada, how to shield her without provoking scrutiny. The lovers imagine a future sanctioned by custom, yet each step toward that future seems to echo back to the king’s enclosure.

Tension hardens into crisis as suspicions sharpen. A chain of decisions—some generous, some desperate—brings factions into open contest. Mopo confronts the limits of his office and the cost of defiance, while Umslopogaas stands ready with his axe, bound by vows he cannot abandon. Sacred places and hidden passes offer temporary shelter but not deliverance from royal reach. Scenes of pursuit, confrontation, and judgment follow, rendered with a stark sense of ritual and terror. Without disclosing the decisive turns, the narrative makes clear that choices taken to protect love and kin initiate consequences that no warrior’s strength or healer’s charm can fully avert.

In the aftermath, authority rearranges itself and the royal house contends with new realities. The regiments shift allegiance, and distant homesteads whisper fresh songs of praise and sorrow. Umslopogaas’s path bends away from the center, demanding endurance far from the kraals where he first rose to fame. Mopo gathers and preserves what remains—names, deeds, and the memory of the Lily—so that the tale may outlast fear. The story’s closing movements dwell on distance, loss, and reputation, allowing events to settle into legend while avoiding finality that would extinguish their resonance. Through memory, grief assumes form, and courage is given its measure.

As a Victorian-era historical romance, Nada the Lily sets private feeling against the sweep of a martial state, asking how honor, kinship, and love can survive proximity to unrestrained power. Haggard bases his drama on remembered testimony and public tradition, inviting readers to see Zulu institutions through a tragic-epic lens while remaining focused on individuals whose choices carry moral weight. Without revealing its ultimate resolutions, the novel’s enduring significance lies in its portrayal of the costs of ambition and the dignity of loyalty, and in its suggestion that stories—spoken, guarded, and retold—are the final refuge of a people tested by fate.
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    Nada the Lily is set chiefly in the early nineteenth century in what is now KwaZulu-Natal, South Africa, during the formation and consolidation of the Zulu kingdom. The dominant institutions framing the narrative are centralized kingship, a regimented military system organized by age grades, and a cattle-based economy that underpinned wealth and social relations. Homesteads clustered around chiefs and the king’s capital, where authority radiated through counselors and headmen. The landscape—rolling hills between the Tugela River and the Indian Ocean, and routes north toward Delagoa Bay—shaped movement, trade, and conflict. H. Rider Haggard wrote the novel in the late Victorian period, looking back to this earlier era through colonial and ethnographic lenses.

The rise of the Zulu kingdom under Shaka (reigning approximately 1816–1828) is central to the book’s world. Historically, Shaka consolidated smaller chiefdoms and reorganized military and administrative structures, producing a powerful state. He centralized tribute, controlled marriage alliances, and cultivated personal loyalty among commanders. Haggard’s narrative echoes this concentration of power by showing the king’s absolute authority over life and death, the political calculations of courtiers, and the precarious status of commoners. While dramatized, the portrayal aligns with accounts that emphasize Shaka’s strategic acumen and the intense discipline demanded of subjects who were drawn into royal service and military regiments.

A hallmark of the period was the amabutho system—age-based regiments lodged at royal or regional barracks, trained in coordinated tactics. Shaka’s military reforms, including tighter formations, aggressive close combat, and the widespread use of large cowhide shields and the short stabbing spear, are well attested. These practices transformed warfare from raiding to more sustained campaigns. The novel leverages this military culture to generate tension and to situate characters within collective identities shaped by drill, loyalty, and reputation. Haggard’s scenes of musters, war songs, and the social prestige of warriors mirror historical descriptions of discipline and ceremony that bound regiments to the crown.

The period is also associated with regional upheavals often called the mfecane/difaqane, roughly in the 1810s–1830s. These involved migrations, state formation, and violence across southern Africa, as communities responded to drought, shifting trade routes, and expanding militarized polities. New states emerged under leaders like Mzilikazi to the northwest and Soshangane to the northeast. In colonial-era narratives, these events were frequently attributed largely to Zulu expansion. Haggard’s novel reflects this atmosphere of displacement and danger, though modern scholarship emphasizes multiple causes. The book’s emphasis on flight, scattering homesteads, and regrouping under strong leaders echoes the documented volatility of the time.

Shaka’s assassination in 1828 is a historical turning point that the novel incorporates. He was killed by his half-brothers Dingane and Mhlangana, aided by the induna Mbopha, leading to a contested succession. Haggard adapts this crisis through court intrigues, prophetic warnings, and violent retribution, weaving fiction around verifiable events. The shift from Shaka to Dingane brought policy changes, purges, and new alliances. The novel’s portrayal of counselors and seers captures the uncertain political climate recorded by contemporary observers and later historians, in which royal favor could abruptly reverse and in which personal survival hinged on reading the king’s will.

Under Dingane (reigned 1828–1840), Zululand’s dealings with external powers intensified. In the 1830s, Voortrekkers moved inland from the Cape in the Great Trek, seeking land and autonomy. Negotiations between Dingane and the Voortrekker leader Piet Retief ended in violence in 1838, followed by widespread conflict. The Battle of Blood River (16 December 1838) resulted in a decisive Voortrekker victory. Haggard’s evocations of suspicion toward outsiders, the fraught etiquette of audiences at the royal capital, and the consequences of diplomatic failure echo this historical juncture, situating characters amid the strains that emerged when expanding settler communities met a powerful African monarchy.

Mpande’s secession, supported by Boer allies, culminated in his accession in 1840, altering regional power balances. The subsequent establishment of the short-lived Natalia Republic (declared 1839) and Britain’s annexation of Natal in 1843 created a colonial frontier with enduring consequences for Zulu autonomy. Over the following decades, Zululand faced increasing external pressures, boundary negotiations, and interventions. Haggard’s timeline gestures toward these transitions, using them to frame characters’ loyalties and the costs of realignment. The novel’s sense of a world bending under political forces reflects how sovereignty and territory in southeastern Africa were repeatedly redefined across the mid-nineteenth century.

Everyday Zulu life during this era revolved around homesteads (imizu), where extended families managed cattle, cultivated sorghum and millet, and brewed beer for ritual and social gatherings. Bridewealth (ilobolo) transferred cattle between families, structuring marriage and alliance. Spiritual life centered on ancestor veneration and divination by specialists, alongside rites of passage and royal festivals. Haggard includes many such practices, staging scenes of communal labor, praise-singing, and consultations with diviners. While shaped by Victorian narrative conventions, these details draw on widely attested cultural patterns that governed status, conflict resolution, and the rhythms of subsistence in the Zulu countryside.

Regional trade linked Zululand to Delagoa Bay and Port Natal, where African, Portuguese, and British traders exchanged ivory, hides, and later labor for beads, cloth, and firearms. Early nineteenth-century guns were often flintlocks—slow, unreliable, and not immediately transformative in Zulu hands, given training and supply constraints. Ox-wagon transport and coastal trading posts extended networks into the interior. Haggard’s references to imported beads, prized cloth, and the awe or skepticism surrounding guns reflect these economic and technological interfaces. The novel’s material culture—shields, spears, beads, and cattle—thus sits within a historically grounded system of trade and status.

Missionaries and interpreters contributed to cross-cultural exchange and to the written record. During Dingane’s reign, mission stations were intermittently permitted, with journals describing court life, protocol, and tensions. Later, in the mid-nineteenth century, figures such as Bishop John William Colenso in Natal studied the Zulu language and advocated for Zulu legal and land rights, influencing British debates. Grammars, dictionaries, and scripture translations made Zulu widely legible to colonial audiences. Haggard’s prose incorporates Zulu terms and proverbs, reflecting this milieu of translation. His narrative’s orality—stories told by elders and counselors—echoes the prestige of spoken performance in Zulu political culture.

H. Rider Haggard’s familiarity with southern Africa stemmed from residence and government work there in the late 1870s. He accompanied Theophilus Shepstone during the 1877 annexation of the Transvaal and served as Master of the High Court in Pretoria. These experiences exposed him to colonial administration, frontier politics, and contemporary views of African societies. Writing later for a British public, he synthesized official histories, traveler accounts, and circulating oral traditions. Nada the Lily thus emerges from the intersection of direct experience and the documentary record available to English readers in the 1880s–1890s, rather than from purely imagined exoticism.

The Anglo-Zulu War of 1879 loomed large in British memory at the time Haggard was writing. Early Zulu victories at Isandlwana, followed by British successes including Rorke’s Drift and the final defeat of King Cetshwayo’s forces, led to the partition and eventual annexation of Zululand (completed by 1887). This conflict fueled popular interest in Zulu history and military prowess. Although set earlier, Nada the Lily resonates with that audience’s awareness, portraying Zulu statecraft and courage with a degree of admiration while also aligning with imperial-era assumptions. The novel’s historical canvas allowed readers to process recent war through a dramatized past.

Victorian source material shaped what Haggard and his readers could know. Travel narratives such as Nathaniel Isaacs’s 1836 account of Natal and Zululand, colonial histories by George McCall Theal (published from the late 1880s), and missionary reports offered vivid, sometimes sensational, depictions of Shaka and his successors. Oral testimonies collected in Natal likewise circulated stories of courts, battles, and rituals. The novel reflects these sources: it magnifies royal drama, credits seers with influence, and treats court etiquette as perilous theater. At the same time, it compresses chronology and personalizes events to suit romance, underscoring the gap between archival history and popular historical fiction.

Within the literary field, Haggard was a leading writer of late Victorian romance and imperial adventure. Nada the Lily departs from his typical template by centering African protagonists and narrators, presenting Zulu experiences with fewer white intermediaries than in his Allan Quatermain books. This choice mirrors both market curiosity after 1879 and the era’s ethnographic turn, which prized “authentic” indigenous voices while filtering them through English prose. The narrative voice draws on the cadence of praise and reminiscence associated with oral storytelling, yet inevitably reflects the author’s mediation and the expectations of metropolitan publishers and readers.

Gendered norms in nineteenth-century Zululand were structured by age, kin, and cattle. Women’s labor in agriculture, pottery, and beer-brewing sustained homesteads, while ilobolo formalized marriage and forged alliances between lineages. Senior women could wield influence within households and over succession politics, even amid patriarchal authority. Nada’s character engages these realities by embodying beauty, kin loyalty, and constrained choice in a society where love, alliance, and honor were tightly interwoven. Without detailing the plot, one can note that the novel’s treatment of marriage, jealousy, and obligation reflects historically grounded tensions surrounding courtship, status, and the costs of defiance.

Law, legitimacy, and ritual framed political life. Kings relied on councils of izinduna for adjudication, musters, and the distribution of cattle. Trials could involve oath-taking and divination; punishments ranged from fines to execution, particularly in cases touching on loyalty or sorcery. Seasonal festivals, including first-fruits rites, reaffirmed communal bonds and royal authority. Haggard dramatizes these institutions, staging confrontations before the king and rendering diviners as pivotal figures. While the emphasis on spectacle serves narrative intensity, the underlying structures—public adjudication, ritualized loyalty, and the blending of sacred and political authority—are consistent with historical descriptions of Zulu governance.

Language and memory play crucial roles in connecting past to present within the novel’s world. The nineteenth century saw Zulu praise poetry and genealogies preserve reputations of kings and warriors, while colonial courts and missionaries began reducing such traditions to written forms. By adopting a retrospective, testimonial frame, the book mirrors practices of elders recounting lineages and battles to younger listeners. The resulting texture—names, place markers, and proverbial speech—derives from historically rooted techniques of commemoration. Haggard’s arrangement of these elements into a continuous English narrative speaks to the period’s translation of oral archives into print for a global readership, with gains and losses in nuance alike. The novel closes by underscoring how Nada the Lily functions both as a mirror and a critique of its era. It mirrors nineteenth-century Zululand by highlighting centralized power, regimented military life, and the moral economy of cattle, kinship, and ritual. It critiques, sometimes implicitly, the costs of absolutism, the fragility of favor, and the devastation of war and displacement. For late Victorian readers shaped by empire and recent conflict, the book offered a romance that humanized historical Zulu actors while still refracting them through colonial-era assumptions—inviting admiration, pity, and reflection on power and loss.
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    Henry Rider Haggard (1856–1925) was an English novelist of the late Victorian and Edwardian eras, widely credited with helping to define the popular adventure romance. Writing primarily about Africa and imagined “lost” civilizations, he created indelible figures such as the hunter Allan Quatermain and the immortal Ayesha of She: A History of Adventure. His fiction combined brisk plotting with antiquarian curiosity and a fascination with exploration, appealing to mass audiences through serialization and rapid reprints. Haggard’s stories reflected contemporary imperial attitudes while intermittently questioning them, and they proved foundational to later fantasy and adventure traditions in print and film, shaping expectations for treasure hunts, hidden cities, and perilous journeys.

Born in Norfolk in the mid-nineteenth century, Haggard received a conventional schooling in England but did not attend university. As a young reader he absorbed historical romance, travel writing, and classical narratives, influences that would later animate his fiction’s blend of action, legend, and ethnographic detail. He studied law in London and prepared for public service, training that encouraged orderly plotting and documentary habits visible in his descriptive passages. More than any single mentor, the prevailing Victorian culture of exploration and the period’s vast appetite for serialized storytelling shaped his literary sensibility, encouraging him to synthesize reportage, romance, and myth into commercially compelling narratives.

In the mid-1870s Haggard took a junior post in the British administration in southern Africa, working in settings that exposed him to Zulu, Boer, and British colonial politics during a period of annexation, conflict, and negotiation. The experience furnished landscapes, oral histories, and political debates that later informed his fiction. After returning to England in the early 1880s, he published Cetywayo and His White Neighbours, a non-fiction study of regional affairs that displayed his documentary instincts and sympathy for certain African perspectives within an imperial framework. This phase established his authority as a writer who blended adventure with observed detail rather than purely imagined exoticism.

Haggard’s breakthrough came swiftly. Dawn appeared in 1884, but King Solomon’s Mines (1885) made him famous, introducing Allan Quatermain and a model of quest narrative that became a touchstone for the “lost world” genre. She: A History of Adventure followed soon after, achieving international success and cementing his reputation. Sequels such as Allan Quatermain and later continuations in the Ayesha cycle extended these mythologies. Hallmarks included episodic structure, archaeological speculation, and moral dilemmas framed by dangerous landscapes. His prose favored momentum and spectacle, yet it also paused for ethnographic observation and ritual description, qualities that differentiated his romances from purely sensational contemporaries.

Beyond Africa-set tales, Haggard experimented widely. Eric Brighteyes reimagined an Icelandic saga; Cleopatra and other ancient-world novels pursued historical romance; Montezuma’s Daughter and The People of the Mist ventured into Mesoamerican and other settings; Nada the Lily engaged Zulu history and legend. These works broadened his geographical and temporal canvas while maintaining themes of endurance, honor, and the ambiguities of conquest. Contemporary readers embraced the pace and color, though later critics have debated his representations of empire and race. Even so, his recurrent admiration for certain indigenous leaders and cultures complicates simple readings, and his commanding female figure Ayesha has remained a subject of sustained scholarly interest.

Parallel to fiction, Haggard devoted considerable energy to public service and agrarian reform. He investigated rural conditions, smallholdings, and emigration schemes, publishing influential non-fiction such as Rural England and The Poor and the Land. His reports and advocacy aimed at revitalizing countryside livelihoods, and he served on government commissions concerned with agriculture and imperial development. Recognition followed: he was knighted and later appointed to the Order of the British Empire. These activities reinforced a reputation for industrious civic engagement, while his policy writing sharpened the documentary precision and reformist impulses that occasionally surface within his novels’ depictions of land, labor, and stewardship.

Haggard wrote prolifically into the 1910s and 1920s, revisiting established characters and settings while exploring new historical backdrops. His autobiography, The Days of My Life, appeared posthumously, offering a retrospective on writing, travel, and public work. He died in 1925, leaving a body of fiction and commentary that remained widely read and frequently adapted. His legacy endures in the adventure and fantasy genres: the Allan Quatermain template influenced later treasure seekers and archaeologist-heroes, and She contributed to modern conceptions of powerful, enigmatic female figures. His books continue to be studied for their narrative drive and for the insights they offer into the literature of empire.
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The writer of this romance has been encouraged to his task by a purpose somewhat beyond that of setting out a wild tale of savage life. When he was yet a lad,—now some seventeen years ago,—fortune took him to South Africa. There he was thrown in with men who, for thirty or forty years, had been intimately acquainted with the Zulu people, with their history, their heroes, and their customs. From these he heard many tales and traditions, some of which, perhaps, are rarely told nowadays, and in time to come may cease to be told altogether. Then the Zulus were still a nation; now that nation has been destroyed, and the chief aim of its white rulers is to root out the warlike spirit for which it was remarkable, and to replace it by a spirit of peaceful progress. The Zulu military organisation, perhaps the most wonderful that the world has seen, is already a thing of the past; it perished at Ulundi[2]. It was Chaka who invented that organisation, building it up from the smallest beginnings. When he appeared at the commencement of this century, it was as the ruler of a single small tribe; when he fell, in the year 1828, beneath the assegais[1] of his brothers, Umhlangana and Dingaan, and of his servant, Mopo or Umbopo, as he is called also, all south-eastern Africa was at his feet, and in his march to power he had slaughtered more than a million human beings. An attempt has been made in these pages to set out the true character of this colossal genius and most evil man,—a Napoleon and a Tiberius in one,—and also that of his brother and successor, Dingaan, so no more need be said of them here. The author’s aim, moreover, has been to convey, in a narrative form, some idea of the remarkable spirit which animated these kings and their subjects, and to make accessible, in a popular shape, incidents of history which are now, for the most part, only to be found in a few scarce works of reference, rarely consulted, except by students. It will be obvious that such a task has presented difficulties, since he who undertakes it must for a time forget his civilisation, and think with the mind and speak with the voice of a Zulu of the old regime. All the horrors perpetrated by the Zulu tyrants cannot be published in this polite age of melanite and torpedoes; their details have, therefore, been suppressed. Still much remains, and those who think it wrong that massacre and fighting should be written of,—except by special correspondents,—or that the sufferings of mankind beneath one of the world’s most cruel tyrannies should form the groundwork of romance, may be invited to leave this book unread. Most, indeed nearly all, of the historical incidents here recorded are substantially true. Thus, it is said that Chaka did actually kill his mother, Unandi, for the reason given, and destroy an entire tribe in the Tatiyana cleft, and that he prophesied of the coming of the white man after receiving his death wounds. Of the incident of the Missionary and the furnace of logs, it is impossible to speak so certainly. It came to the writer from the lips of an old traveller in “the Zulu”; but he cannot discover any confirmation of it. Still, these kings undoubtedly put their soldiers to many tests of equal severity. Umbopo, or Mopo, as he is named in this tale, actually lived. After he had stabbed Chaka, he rose to great eminence. Then he disappears from the scene, but it is not accurately known whether he also went “the way of the assegai,” or perhaps, as is here suggested, came to live near Stanger under the name of Zweete. The fate of the two lovers at the mouth of the cave is a true Zulu tale, which has been considerably varied to suit the purposes of this romance. The late Mr. Leslie, who died in 1874, tells it in his book “Among the Zulus and Amatongas.” “I heard a story the other day,” he says, “which, if the power of writing fiction were possessed by me, I might have worked up into a first-class sensational novel.” It is the story that has been woven into the plot of this book. To him also the writer is indebted for the artifice by which Umslopogaas obtained admission to the Swazi stronghold; it was told to Mr. Leslie by the Zulu who performed the feat and thereby won a wife. Also the writer’s thanks are due to his friends, Mr. F. B. Fynney, (1) late Zulu border agent, for much information given to him in bygone years by word of mouth, and more recently through his pamphlet “Zululand and the Zulus,” and to Mr. John Bird, formerly treasurer to the Government of Natal, whose compilation, “The Annals of Natal,” is invaluable to all who would study the early history of that colony and of Zululand.

As for the wilder and more romantic incidents of this story, such as the hunting of Umslopogaas and Galazi with the wolves, or rather with the hyaenas,—for there are no true wolves in Zululand,—the author can only say that they seem to him of a sort that might well have been mythically connected with the names of those heroes. Similar beliefs and traditions are common in the records of primitive peoples. The club “Watcher of the Fords,” or, to give its Zulu name, U-nothlola-mazibuko, is an historical weapon, chronicled by Bishop Callaway. It was once owned by a certain Undhlebekazizwa. He was an arbitrary person, for “no matter what was discussed in our village, he would bring it to a conclusion with a stick.” But he made a good end; for when the Zulu soldiers attacked him, he killed no less than twenty of them with the Watcher, and the spears stuck in him “as thick as reeds in a morass.” This man’s strength was so great that he could kill a leopard “like a fly,” with his hands only, much as Umslopogaas slew the traitor in this story.

Perhaps it may be allowable to add a few words about the Zulu mysticism, magic, and superstition, to which there is some allusion in this romance. It has been little if at all exaggerated. Thus the writer well remembers hearing a legend how the Guardian Spirit of the Ama-Zulu was seen riding down the storm. Here is what Mr. Fynney says of her in the pamphlet to which reference has been made: “The natives have a spirit which they call Nomkubulwana[3], or the Inkosazana-ye-Zulu (the Princess of Heaven). She is said to be robed in white, and to take the form of a young maiden, in fact an angel. She is said to appear to some chosen person, to whom she imparts some revelation; but, whatever that revelation may be, it is kept a profound secret from outsiders. I remember that, just before the Zulu war, Nomkubulwana appeared, revealing something or other which had a great effect throughout the land, and I know that the Zulus were quite impressed that some calamity was about to befall them. One of the ominous signs was that fire is said to have descended from heaven, and ignited the grass over the graves of the former kings of Zululand. ... On another occasion Nomkubulwana appeared to some one in Zululand, the result of that visit being, that the native women buried their young children up to their heads in sand, deserting them for the time being, going away weeping, but returning at nightfall to unearth the little ones again.”

For this divine personage there is, therefore, authority, and the same may be said of most of the supernatural matters spoken of in these pages. The exact spiritual position held in the Zulu mind by the Umkulunkulu,—the Old—Old,—the Great—Great,—the Lord of Heavens,—is a more vexed question, and for its proper consideration the reader must be referred to Bishop Callaway’s work, the “Religious System of the Amazulu.” Briefly, Umkulunkulu’s character seems to vary from the idea of an ancestral spirit, or the spirit of an ancestor, to that of a god. In the case of an able and highly intelligent person like the Mopo of this story, the ideal would probably not be a low one; therefore he is made to speak of Umkulunkulu as the Great Spirit, or God.

It only remains to the writer to express his regret that this story is not more varied in its hue. It would have been desirable to introduce some gayer and more happy incidents. But it has not been possible. It is believed that the picture given of the times is a faithful one, though it may be open to correction in some of its details. At the least, the aged man who tells the tale of his wrongs and vengeance could not be expected to treat his subject in an optimistic or even in a cheerful vein.

(1) I grieve to state that I must now say the late Mr. F. B. Fynney.
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Some years since—it was during the winter before the Zulu War—a White Man was travelling through Natal. His name does not matter, for he plays no part in this story. With him were two wagons laden with goods, which he was transporting to Pretoria. The weather was cold and there was little or no grass for the oxen, which made the journey difficult; but he had been tempted to it by the high rates of transport that prevailed at that season of the year, which would remunerate him for any probable loss he might suffer in cattle. So he pushed along on his journey, and all went well until he had passed the little town of Stanger, once the site of Duguza, the kraal of Chaka, the first Zulu king and the uncle of Cetywayo. The night after he left Stanger the air turned bitterly cold, heavy grey clouds filled the sky, and hid the light of the stars.

“Now if I were not in Natal, I should say that there was a heavy fall of snow coming,” said the White Man to himself. “I have often seen the sky look like that in Scotland before snow.” Then he reflected that there had been no deep snow in Natal for years, and, having drunk a “tot” of squareface and smoked his pipe, he went to bed beneath the after-tent of his larger wagon.

During the night he was awakened by a sense of bitter cold and the low moaning of the oxen that were tied to the trek-tow, every ox in its place. He thrust his head through the curtain of the tent and looked out. The earth was white with snow, and the air was full of it, swept along by a cutting wind.

Now he sprang up, huddling on his clothes and as he did so calling to the Kaffirs who slept beneath the wagons. Presently they awoke from the stupor which already was beginning to overcome them, and crept out, shivering with cold and wrapped from head to foot in blankets.

“Quick! you boys,” he said to them in Zulu; “quick! Would you see the cattle die of the snow and wind? Loose the oxen from the trek-tows and drive them in between the wagons; they will give them some shelter.” And lighting a lantern he sprang out into the snow.

At last it was done—no easy task, for the numbed hands of the Kaffirs could scarcely loosen the frozen reins. The wagons were outspanned side by side with a space between them, and into this space the mob of thirty-six oxen was driven and there secured by reims tied crosswise from the front and hind wheels of the wagons. Then the White Man crept back to his bed, and the shivering natives, fortified with gin, or squareface, as it is called locally, took refuge on the second wagon, drawing a tent-sail over them.

For awhile there was silence, save for the moaning of the huddled and restless cattle.

“If the snow goes on I shall lose my oxen,” he said to himself; “they can never bear this cold.”

Hardly had the words passed his lips when the wagon shook; there was a sound of breaking reims and trampling hoofs. Once more he looked out. The oxen had “skrecked” in a mob. There they were, running away into the night and the snow, seeking to find shelter from the cold. In a minute they had vanished utterly. There was nothing to be done, except wait for the morning.

At last it came, revealing a landscape blind with snow. Such search as could be made told them nothing. The oxen had gone, and their spoor was obliterated by the fresh-fallen flakes. The White Man called a council of his Kaffir servants. “What was to be done?” he asked.

One said this thing, one that, but all agreed that they must wait to act until the snow melted.

“Or till we freeze, you whose mothers were fools!” said the White Man, who was in the worst of tempers, for had he not lost four hundred pounds’ worth of oxen?

Then a Zulu spoke, who hitherto had remained silent. He was the driver of the first wagon.

“My father,” he said to the White Man, “this is my word. The oxen are lost in the snow. No man knows whither they have gone, or whether they live or are now but hides and bones. Yet at the kraal yonder,” and he pointed to some huts about two miles away on the hillside, “lives a witch doctor named Zweete. He is old—very old—but he has wisdom, and he can tell you where the oxen are if any man may, my father.”

“Stuff!” answered the White Man. “Still, as the kraal cannot be colder than this wagon, we will go and ask Zweete. Bring a bottle of squareface and some snuff with you for presents.”

An hour later he stood in the hut of Zweete. Before him was a very ancient man, a mere bag of bones, with sightless eyes, and one hand—his left—white and shrivelled.

“What do you seek of Zweete, my white father?” asked the old man in a thin voice. “You do not believe in me and my wisdom; why should I help you? Yet I will do it, though it is against your law, and you do wrong to ask me,—yes, to show you that there is truth in us Zulu doctors, I will help you. My father, I know what you seek. You seek to know where your oxen have run for shelter from the cold! Is it not so?”

“It is so, Doctor,” answered the White Man. “You have long ears.”

“Yes, my white father, I have long ears, though they say that I grow deaf. I have keen eyes also, and yet I cannot see your face. Let me hearken! Let me look!”

For awhile he was silent, rocking himself to and fro, then he spoke: “You have a farm, White Man, down near Pine Town, is it not? Ah! I thought so—and an hour’s ride from your farm lives a Boer with four fingers only on his right hand. There is a kloof on the Boer’s farm where mimosa-trees grow. There, in the kloof, you shall find your oxen—yes, five days’ journey from here you will find them all. I say all, my father, except three only—the big black Africander ox, the little red Zulu ox with one horn, and the speckled ox. You shall not find these, for they have died in the snow. Send, and you will find the others. No, no! I ask no fee! I do not work wonders for reward. Why should I? I am rich.”

Now the White Man scoffed. But in the end, so great is the power of superstition, he sent. And here it may be stated that on the eleventh day of his sojourn at the kraal of Zweete, those whom he sent returned with the oxen, except the three only. After that he scoffed no more. Those eleven days he spent in a hut of the old man’s kraal, and every afternoon he came and talked with him, sitting far into the night.

On the third day he asked Zweete how it was that his left hand was white and shrivelled, and who were Umslopogaas and Nada, of whom he had let fall some words. Then the old man told him the tale that is set out here. Day by day he told some of it till it was finished. It is not all written in these pages, for portions may have been forgotten, or put aside as irrelevant. Neither has it been possible for the writer of it to render the full force of the Zulu idiom nor to convey a picture of the teller. For, in truth, he acted rather than told his story. Was the death of a warrior in question, he stabbed with his stick, showing how the blow fell and where; did the story grow sorrowful, he groaned, or even wept. Moreover, he had many voices, one for each of the actors in his tale. This man, ancient and withered, seemed to live again in the far past. It was the past that spoke to his listener, telling of deeds long forgotten, of deeds that are no more known.

Yet as he best may, the White Man has set down the substance of the story of Zweete in the spirit in which Zweete told it. And because the history of Nada the Lily and of those with whom her life was intertwined moved him strangely, and in many ways, he has done more, he has printed it that others may judge of it.

And now his part is played. Let him who was named Zweete, but who had another name, take up the story.
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You ask me, my father, to tell you the tale of the youth of Umslopogaas, holder of the iron Chieftainess, the axe Groan-maker, who was named Bulalio the Slaughterer, and of his love for Nada, the most beautiful of Zulu women. It is long; but you are here for many nights, and, if I live to tell it, it shall be told. Strengthen your heart, my father, for I have much to say that is sorrowful, and even now, when I think of Nada the tears creep through the horn that shuts out my old eyes from light.

Do you know who I am, my father? You do not know. You think that I am an old, old witch-doctor named Zweete. So men have thought for many years, but that is not my name. Few have known it, for I have kept it locked in my breast, lest, though I live now under the law of the White Man, and the Great Queen is my chieftainess, an assegai still might find this heart did any know my name.

Look at this hand, my father—no, not that which is withered with fire; look on this right hand of mine. You see it, though I who am blind cannot. But still, within me, I see it as it was once. Ay! I see it red and strong—red with the blood of two kings. Listen, my father; bend your ear to me and listen. I am Mopo—ah! I felt you start; you start as the regiment of the Bees started when Mopo walked before their ranks, and from the assegai in his hand the blood of Chaka (1) dropped slowly to the earth. I am Mopo who slew Chaka the king[1q]. I killed him with Dingaan and Umhlangana the princes; but the wound was mine that his life crept out of, and but for me he would never have been slain. I killed him with the princes, but Dingaan, I and one other slew alone.

(1) The Zulu Napoleon, one of the greatest geniuses and most wicked men who ever lived. He was killed in the year 1828, having slaughtered more than a million human beings.—ED.

What do you say? “Dingaan died by the Tongola.”

Yes, yes, he died, but not there; he died on the Ghost Mountain; he lies in the breast of the old Stone Witch who sits aloft forever waiting for the world to perish. But I also was on the Ghost Mountain. In those days my feet still could travel fast, and vengeance would not let me sleep. I travelled by day, and by night I found him. I and another, we killed him—ah! ah!

Why do I tell you this? What has it to do with the loves of Umslopogaas and Nada the Lily? I will tell you. I stabbed Chaka for the sake of my sister, Baleka, the mother of Umslopogaas, and because he had murdered my wives and children. I and Umslopogaas slew Dingaan for the sake of Nada, who was my daughter.

There are great names in the story, my father. Yes, many have heard the names: when the Impis roared them out as they charged in battle, I have felt the mountains shake and seen the waters quiver in their sound. But where are they now? Silence has them, and the white men write them down in books. I opened the gates of distance for the holders of the names. They passed through and they are gone beyond. I cut the strings that tied them to the world. They fell off. Ha! ha! They fell off! Perhaps they are falling still, perhaps they creep about their desolate kraals in the skins of snakes. I wish I knew the snakes that I might crush them with my heel. Yonder, beneath us, at the burying place of kings, there is a hole. In that hole lies the bones of Chaka, the king who died for Baleka. Far away in Zululand there is a cleft upon the Ghost Mountain. At the foot of that cleft lie the bones of Dingaan, the king who died for Nada. It was far to fall and he was heavy; those bones of his are broken into little pieces. I went to see them when the vultures and the jackals had done their work. And then I laughed three times and came here to die.

All that is long ago, and I have not died; though I wish to die and follow the road that Nada trod. Perhaps I have lived to tell you this tale, my father, that you may repeat it to the white men if you will. How old am I? Nay, I do not know. Very, very old. Had Chaka lived he would have been as old as I. (2) None are living whom I knew when I was a boy. I am so old that I must hasten. The grass withers, and the winter comes. Yes, while I speak the winter nips my heart. Well, I am ready to sleep in the cold, and perhaps I shall awake again in the spring.

(2) This would have made him nearly a hundred years old, an age rarely attained by a native. The writer remembers talking to an aged Zulu woman, however, who told him that she was married when Chaka was king.—ED.

Before the Zulus were a people—for I will begin at the beginning—I was born of the Langeni tribe. We were not a large tribe; afterwards, all our able-bodied men numbered one full regiment in Chaka’s army, perhaps there were between two and three thousand of them, but they were brave. Now they are all dead, and their women and children with them,—that people is no more. It is gone like last month’s moon; how it went I will tell you by-and-bye.

Our tribe lived in a beautiful open country; the Boers, whom we call the Amaboona, are there now, they tell me. My father, Makedama, was chief of the tribe, and his kraal was built on the crest of a hill, but I was not the son of his head wife. One evening, when I was still little, standing as high as a man’s elbow only, I went out with my mother below the cattle kraal to see the cows driven in. My mother was very fond of these cows, and there was one with a white face that would follow her about. She carried my little sister Baleka riding on her hip; Baleka was a baby then. We walked till we met the lads driving in the cows. My mother called the white-faced cow and gave it mealie leaves which she had brought with her. Then the boys went on with the cattle, but the white-faced cow stopped by my mother. She said that she would bring it to the kraal when she came home. My mother sat down on the grass and nursed her baby, while I played round her, and the cow grazed. Presently we saw a woman walking towards us across the plain. She walked like one who is tired. On her back was a bundle of mats, and she led by the hand a boy of about my own age, but bigger and stronger than I was. We waited a long while, till at last the woman came up to us and sank down on the veldt, for she was very weary. We saw by the way her hair was dressed that she was not of our tribe.

“Greeting to you!” said the woman.

“Good-morrow!” answered my mother. “What do you seek?”

“Food, and a hut to sleep in,” said the woman. “I have travelled far.”

“How are you named?—and what is your people?” asked my mother.

“My name is Unandi: I am the wife of Senzangacona, of the Zulu tribe,” said the stranger.

Now there had been war between our people and the Zulu people, and Senzangacona had killed some of our warriors and taken many of our cattle. So, when my mother heard the speech of Unandi she sprang up in anger.

“You dare to come here and ask me for food and shelter, wife of a dog of a Zulu!” she cried; “begone, or I will call the girls to whip you out of our country.”

The woman, who was very handsome, waited till my mother had finished her angry words; then she looked up and spoke slowly, “There is a cow by you with milk dropping from its udder; will you not even give me and my boy a gourd of milk?” And she took a gourd from her bundle and held it towards us.

“I will not,” said my mother.

“We are thirsty with long travel; will you not, then, give us a cup of water? We have found none for many hours.”

“I will not, wife of a dog; go and seek water for yourself.”

The woman’s eyes filled with tears, but the boy folded his arms on his breast and scowled. He was a very handsome boy, with bright black eyes, but when he scowled his eyes were like the sky before a thunderstorm.

“Mother,” he said, “we are not wanted here any more than we were wanted yonder,” and he nodded towards the country where the Zulu people lived. “Let us be going to Dingiswayo; the Umtetwa people will protect us.”

“Yes, let us be going, my son,” answered Unandi; “but the path is long, we are weary and shall fall by the way.”

I heard, and something pulled at my heart; I was sorry for the woman and her boy, they looked so tired. Then, without saying anything to my mother, I snatched the gourd and ran with it to a little donga that was hard by, for I knew that there was a spring. Presently I came back with the gourd full of water. My mother wanted to catch me, for she was very angry, but I ran past her and gave the gourd to the boy. Then my mother ceased trying to interfere, only she beat the woman with her tongue all the while, saying that evil had come to our kraals from her husband, and she felt in her heart that more evil would come upon us from her son. Her Ehlose (3) told her so. Ah! my father, her Ehlose told her true. If the woman Unandi and her child had died that day on the veldt, the gardens of my people would not now be a wilderness, and their bones would not lie in the great gulley that is near U’Cetywayo’s kraal.

(3) Guardian spirit.—ED.

While my mother talked I and the cow with the white face stood still and watched, and the baby Baleka cried aloud. The boy, Unandi’s son, having taken the gourd, did not offer the water to his mother. He drank two-thirds of it himself; I think that he would have drunk it all had not his thirst been slaked; but when he had done he gave what was left to his mother, and she finished it. Then he took the gourd again, and came forward, holding it in one hand; in the other he carried a short stick.

“What is your name, boy?” he said to me as a big rich man speaks to one who is little and poor.

“Mopo is my name,” I answered.

“And what is the name of your people?”

I told him the name of my tribe, the Langeni tribe.

“Very well, Mopo; now I will tell you my name. My name is Chaka, son of Senzangacona, and my people are called the Amazulu. And I will tell you something more. I am little to-day, and my people are a small people. But I shall grow big, so big that my head will be lost in the clouds; you will look up and you shall not see it. My face will blind you; it will be bright like the sun; and my people will grow great with me; they shall eat up the whole world. And when I am big and my people are big, and we have stamped the earth flat as far as men can travel, then I will remember your tribe—the tribe of the Langeni, who would not give me and my mother a cup of milk when we were weary. You see this gourd; for every drop it can hold the blood of a man shall flow—the blood of one of your men. But because you gave me the water I will spare you, Mopo, and you only, and make you great under me. You shall grow fat in my shadow. You alone I will never harm, however you sin against me; this I swear. But for that woman,” and he pointed to my mother, “let her make haste and die, so that I do not need to teach her what a long time death can take to come. I have spoken.” And he ground his teeth and shook his stick towards us.

My mother stood silent awhile. Then she gasped out: “The little liar! He speaks like a man, does he? The calf lows like a bull. I will teach him another note—the brat of an evil prophet!” And putting down Baleka, she ran at the boy.

Chaka stood quite still till she was near; then suddenly he lifted the stick in his hand, and hit her so hard on the head that she fell down. After that he laughed, turned, and went away with his mother Unandi.

These, my father, were the first words I heard Chaka speak, and they were words of prophecy, and they came true. The last words I heard him speak were words of prophecy also, and I think that they will come true. Even now they are coming true. In the one he told how the Zulu people should rise. And say, have they not risen? In the other he told how they should fall; and they did fall. Do not the white men gather themselves together even now against U’Cetywayo, as vultures gather round a dying ox? The Zulus are not what they were to stand against them. Yes, yes, they will come true, and mine is the song of a people that is doomed.

But of these other words I will speak in their place.

I went to my mother. Presently she raised herself from the ground and sat up with her hands over her face. The blood from the wound the stick had made ran down her face on to her breast, and I wiped it away with grass. She sat for a long while thus, while the child cried, the cow lowed to be milked, and I wiped up the blood with the grass. At last she took her hands away and spoke to me.

“Mopo, my son,” she said, “I have dreamed a dream. I dreamed that I saw the boy Chaka who struck me: he was grown like a giant. He stalked across the mountains and the veldt, his eyes blazed like the lightning, and in his hand he shook a little assegai that was red with blood. He caught up people after people in his hands and tore them, he stamped their kraals flat with his feet. Before him was the green of summer, behind him the land was black as when the fires have eaten the grass. I saw our people, Mopo; they were many and fat, their hearts laughed, the men were brave, the girls were fair; I counted their children by the hundreds. I saw them again, Mopo. They were bones, white bones, thousands of bones tumbled together in a rocky place, and he, Chaka, stood over the bones and laughed till the earth shook. Then, Mopo, in my dream, I saw you grown a man. You alone were left of our people. You crept up behind the giant Chaka, and with you came others, great men of a royal look. You stabbed him with a little spear, and he fell down and grew small again; he fell down and cursed you. But you cried in his ear a name—the name of Baleka, your sister—and he died. Let us go home, Mopo, let us go home; the darkness falls.”

So we rose and went home. But I held my peace, for I was afraid, very much afraid.
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Now, I must tell how my mother did what the boy Chaka had told her, and died quickly. For where his stick had struck her on the forehead there came a sore that would not be healed, and in the sore grew an abscess, and the abscess ate inwards till it came to the brain. Then my mother fell down and died, and I cried very much, for I loved her, and it was dreadful to see her cold and stiff, with not a word to say however loudly I called to her. Well, they buried my mother, and she was soon forgotten. I only remembered her, nobody else did—not even Baleka, for she was too little—and as for my father he took another young wife and was content. After that I was unhappy, for my brothers did not love me, because I was much cleverer than they, and had greater skill with the assegai[4], and was swifter in running; so they poisoned the mind of my father against me and he treated me badly. But Baleka and I loved each other, for we were both lonely, and she clung to me like a creeper to the only tree in a plain, and though I was young, I learned this: that to be wise is to be strong[2q], for though he who holds the assegai kills, yet he whose mind directs the battle is greater than he who kills. Now I saw that the witch-finders and the medicine-men were feared in the land, and that everybody looked up to them, so that, even when they had only a stick in their hands, ten men armed with spears would fly before them. Therefore I determined that I should be a witch-doctor, for they alone can kill those whom they hate with a word. So I learned the arts of the medicine-men. I made sacrifices, I fasted in the veldt alone, I did all those things of which you have heard, and I learned much; for there is wisdom in our magic as well as lies—and you know it, my father, else you had not come here to ask me about your lost oxen.

So things went on till I was twenty years of age—a man full grown. By now I had mastered all I could learn by myself, so I joined myself on to the chief medicine-man of our tribe, who was named Noma. He was old, had one eye only, and was very clever. Of him I learned some tricks and more wisdom, but at last he grew jealous of me and set a trap to catch me. As it chanced, a rich man of a neighbouring tribe had lost some cattle, and came with gifts to Noma praying him to smell them out. Noma tried and could not find them; his vision failed him. Then the headman grew angry and demanded back his gifts; but Noma would not give up that which he once had held, and hot words passed. The headman said that he would kill Noma; Noma said that he would bewitch the headman.

“Peace,” I said, for I feared that blood would be shed. “Peace, and let me see if my snake will tell me where the cattle are.”

“You are nothing but a boy,” answered the headman. “Can a boy have wisdom?”

“That shall soon be known,” I said, taking the bones in my hand. (1)

(1) The Kafir witch-doctors use the knuckle-bones of animals in their magic rites, throwing them something as we throw dice.—ED.

“Leave the bones alone!” screamed Noma. “We will ask nothing more of our snakes for the good of this son of a dog.”

“He shall throw the bones,” answered the headman. “If you try to stop him, I will let sunshine through you with my assegai.” And he lifted his spear.

Then I made haste to begin; I threw the bones. The headman sat on the ground before me and answered my questions. You know of these matters, my father—how sometimes the witch-doctor has knowledge of where the lost things are, for our ears are long, and sometimes his Ehlose tells him, as but the other day it told me of your oxen. Well, in this case, my snake stood up. I knew nothing of the man’s cattle, but my Spirit was with me and soon I saw them all, and told them to him one by one, their colour, their age—everything. I told him, too, where they were, and how one of them had fallen into a stream and lay there on its back drowned, with its forefoot caught in a forked root. As my Ehlose told me so I told the headman.

Now, the man was pleased, and said that if my sight was good, and he found the cattle, the gifts should be taken from Noma and given to me; and he asked the people who were sitting round, and there were many, if this was not just. “Yes, yes,” they said, it was just, and they would see that it was done. But Noma sat still and looked at me evilly. He knew that I had made a true divination, and he was very angry. It was a big matter: the herd of cattle were many, and, if they were found where I had said, then all men would think me the greater wizard. Now it was late, and the moon had not yet risen, therefore the headman said that he would sleep that night in our kraal[6], and at the first light would go with me to the spot where I said the cattle were. After that he went away.

I too went into my hut and lay down to sleep. Suddenly I awoke, feeling a weight upon my breast. I tried to start up, but something cold pricked my throat. I fell back again and looked. The door of the hut was open, the moon lay low on the sky like a ball of fire far away. I could see it through the door, and its light crept into the hut. It fell upon the face of Noma the witch-doctor. He was seated across me, glaring at me with his one eye, and in his hand was a knife. It was that which I had felt prick my throat.

“You whelp whom I have bred up to tear me!” he hissed into my ear, “you dared to divine where I failed, did you? Very well, now I will show you how I serve such puppies. First, I will pierce through the root of your tongue, so that you cannot squeal, then I will cut you to pieces slowly, bit by bit, and in the morning I will tell the people that the spirits did it because you lied. Next, I will take off your arms and legs. Yes, yes, I will make you like a stick! Then I will”—and he began driving in the knife under my chin.

“Mercy, my uncle,” I said, for I was frightened and the knife hurt. “Have mercy, and I will do whatever you wish!”

“Will you do this?” he asked, still pricking me with the knife. “Will you get up, go to find the dog’s cattle and drive them to a certain place, and hide them there?” And he named a secret valley that was known to very few. “If you do that, I will spare you and give you three of the cows. If you refuse or play me false, then, by my father’s spirit, I will find a way to kill you!”

“Certainly I will do it, my uncle,” I answered. “Why did you not trust me before? Had I known that you wanted to keep the cattle, I would never have smelt them out. I only did so fearing lest you should lose the presents.”

“You are not so wicked as I thought,” he growled. “Get up, then, and do my bidding. You can be back here two hours after dawn.”

So I got up, thinking all the while whether I should try to spring on him. But I was without arms, and he had the knife; also if, by chance, I prevailed and killed him, it would have been thought that I had murdered him, and I should have tasted the assegai. So I made another plan. I would go and find the cattle in the valley where I had smelt them out, but I would not bring them to the secret hiding-place. No; I would drive them straight to the kraal, and denounce Noma before the chief, my father, and all the people. But I was young in those days, and did not know the heart of Noma. He had not been a witch-doctor till he grew old for nothing. Oh! he was evil!—he was cunning as a jackal, and fierce like a lion[3q]. He had planted me by him
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