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Pre-Note:
The Siege of Mafeking began October 1899 and ended
May 1900. This meant that all combatants involved would have
welcomed in the twentieth century from a state of ongoing military
conflict.
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Sarel Eloff stuck his head through the tent
flap and hollered, “Jay Pee, there’s a rooinek lieutenant with a
white snotdoek on a stick coming up the hill!”

General J.P. Snyman slammed his Bible shut
and asked, “Where’s Brown?”

“Snoozing against the Long
Tom...again.”

“Well wake him and bring
that lazy-arse deserter here. I’m going to need his translating
skills...again.”

 


Lieutenant Stephens and Brown regarded each
other with equal measures of malice and contempt.

“You do know the penalty for desertion?”
sneered Stephens.

“Pretty much the same as for backing a
losing side in a war.”

“Losing?”

“Heard rumors that your men are shooting
their horses for food.”

“Well, it’s just that,
Brown, rumors. I
will admit that we have made use of the odd dead charger that fell
before a shell or stray bullet.”

“Hell!” uttered Eloff. “If my trusty old Blits caught a stray
bullet, I could never eat
him.”

“‘Waste makes woeful
want.’”

Eloff frowned at Brown.

“It’s a figure of speech. It means you
should never discard something that you might need later.”

Eloff glared at Stephens who had remained in
a stiff posture of attention since entering the general’s tent.

“Are you implying that
I...that we might
need...”

“At ease, lieutenant,”
interrupted the general. Stephens spread his heels. “What’s
Baden-Powell want this time? Has he finally agreed to surrender or
does he want more ceasefires so you can play
that...silly game of yours?”

“Cricket, sir?”

“Ja, just like the
irritating little insect. The whole idea was that the men rest on
Sundays, not run around screaming, ‘Howzat!’ in the midday
sun.”

“Mad dogs and Englishmen,
sir.”

“Eh?”

“The colonel believes that recreation is an
important part of rest and relaxation.”

“Looks like a
sissy game to me,”
sniffed Eloff. “Real men play bok
bok.”

“What a pity. The colonel
was hoping for a match between you and us on New Year’s Day. We
realize that you may be ignorant...erm...unacquainted regarding the rules, but
we’ll be more than happy to enlighten you. It could be great
fun?”

“Not interested,” snarled
Snyman. “But tell Baden-Powell we’re willing to call a temporary
truce, a ceasefire on the thirty-first and first, so that you may celebrate.
After all, it’s not every year you get to herald in a
new century.
Right?”

“Right, sir!” Stephens gave a stiff salute
that vibrated to a halt above his right eyebrow.

“Yeah,” snarled Brown. “Go
on! Crawl back to your bloody colonel and your horsemeat. Me an’
the general here will be celebratin’ with roast beef. I believes it
was Napoleon who said, ‘An army marches on
its stomach.’”

“And don’t forget what the
British did to him at Waterloo?”

“The Boer outnumber
you five to
one.”

“So, been giving the enemy our numbers. Not
only are you a deserter, but also a treacherous treasonous traitor.
You’re lower than horseshit, Brown.”

“You wouldn’t care to step
outside and say that again?”

“Gentlemen,
please,” urged the
general. “We are gathered under a white flag.”

Stephen’s snorted, “Well,
I’m willing to put the flag away in order to teach the bastard a
lesson, sir. Sir?”

The general tilted his head enquiringly at
his translator.

“I’m gonna enjoy this,”
said Brown rolling up his sleeves. “Outside!”

 


By the time Stephens reached Baden-Powell’s
quarters his nose had stopped bleeding and his eye had blackened
and swollen shut.

“Bloody hell, Stephens?”

“You should see the
other fellow,
sir.”

“I was under the impression the Boer’s were
honorable, gentlemen of discretion who respected a white flag?”

“It wasn’t the Boers, sir.
It was Brown.”

“The deserter?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Fisticuffs?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Really, Stephens, that is no way for an
officer and a gentleman to behave.”

“Yes, sir. Sorry, sir.”

“Well?”

“Sir?”

“Did you show the blighter what for?”

“Nearly knocked his ugly block clean
off.”

“Good for you!”

“Thank you, sir.”

“I’d recommend you for the VC but, well I’m
sure you understand?”

“Perfectly, sir.” Stephens smiled, then
immediately winced at the pain in his cheek.

“And?”

“Sir?”

“Well, did they accept my invitation?”

“‘Fraid not, sir. They
consider it a...sissy
game.”

“Sissy
game! By all that’s sacred and holy! Why
that’s near blasphemous!”

“That’s also their belief
of your men playing it on Sundays – sacrilegious.”

“Sissy
game!” fumed Baden-Powell.

“However, this recent bout of fisticuffs has
given me an idea.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, I was thinking
instead, a boxing match.”

“What?”

“Our best man against theirs.”

“Pugilism?”

“Yes, sir.”

“I was hoping to avoid violence.”

“The only violence would be in the ring. I
believe the men, Boers and Brits, would find it thoroughly exciting
and enjoyable.”

“You do?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Our best against their best?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Do you have someone in mind?”

“Rawlings, sir. He was the Dockside champ in
Liverpool before enlisting. Apparently he wasn’t born with that
lovely kisser.”

“Ha! Excellent! Well, I’ll leave it up to
you to organize the whole event. Better get out your white hanky
and trundle up the hill again.”

“I was hoping to use yours, sir. Mine’s a
little bloodstained.”

Baden-Powell reached into his inner jacket
pocket and produced a splendid white kerchief. “Have the field
medic take a look at that eye before you leave.”

“It’s


































































cover.jpg
HISTORICAL FICTION

GENTLEMAN'S
GAME

Gary Kuyper's
poignant and humorous look at
The Siege of Mafekeng
at the turn of the century ‘






