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About Haggard:

Henry Rider Haggard was born at Bradenham, Norfolk, to Sir
William Meybohm Rider Haggard, a barrister, and Ella Doveton, an
author and poet. He was the eighth of ten children. He was
initially sent to Garsington Rectory in Oxfordshire to study under
the Reverend H.J. Graham but, unlike his older brothers who
graduated from various Public Schools, he ended up attending
Ipswich Grammar School. This was because his father, who regarded
him as somebody who was not going to amount to much, could no
longer afford to maintain his expensive private education. After
failing his army entrance exam he was sent to a private ‘crammer’
in London to prepare for the entrance exam for the British Foreign
Office, which in the end he never sat. Instead Haggard’s father
sent him to Africa in an unpaid position as assistant to the
secretary to the Lieutenant-Governor of Natal, Sir Henry Bulwer. It
was in this role that Haggard was present in Pretoria for the
official announcement of the British annexation of the Boer
Republic of the Transvaal. In fact, Haggard raised the Union Flag
and was forced to read out much of the proclamation following the
loss of voice of the official originally entrusted with the duty.
As a young man, Haggard fell deeply in love with Lilith Jackson,
whom he intended to marry once he obtained paid employment in South
Africa. In 1878 he became Registrar of the High Court in the
Transvaal, but when he sent his father a letter telling him that he
intended to return to England in order to marry Lilith Jackson his
father replied that he forbade it until he had made a career for
himself. In 1879 he heard that Lilith had married someone else.
When he eventually returned to England he married a friend of his
sister, Mariana Louisa Margitson and brought her back to Africa.
Later they had a son named Jock (who died of measles at the age of
10) and three daughters. Returning again to England in 1882, the
couple settled in Ditchingham, Norfolk. Later he lived in
Kessingland and had connections with the church in Bungay, Suffolk.
He turned to the study of law and was called to the bar in 1884.
His practice of law was somewhat desultory, and much of his time
was taken up by the writing of novels. Heavily influenced by the
larger-than-life adventurers he met in Colonial Africa, most
notably Frederick Selous and Frederick Russell Burnham, the great
mineral wealth discovered in Africa, and the ruins of ancient lost
civilizations in Africa such as Great Zimbabwe, Haggard created his
Allan Quatermain adventures. Three of his books, The Wizard (1896),
Elissa; the doom of Zimbabwe (1899), and Black Heart and White
Heart; a Zulu idyll (1900) are dedicated to Burnham's daughter,
Nada, the first white child born in Bulawayo, herself named after
Haggard's 1892 book: Nada the Lily. Years later, when Haggard was a
successful novelist, he was contacted by his former love, Lilith
Jackson. She had been deserted by her husband, who had left her
penniless and infected her with syphilis, from which she eventually
died. It was Haggard who paid her medical bills. These details were
not generally known until the publication of Haggard's 1983
biography by D. S. Higgins. Haggard was heavily involved in
agricultural reform and was a member of many Commissions on land
use and related affairs, work that involved several trips to the
Colonies and Dominions. He was made a Knight Bachelor in 1912, and
a Knight Commander of the Order of the British Empire in 1919. He
stood unsuccessfully for parliament as a candidate for the
Conservative Party. 









Chapter 1
THE INTEREST ON TEN SHILLINGS


Most of you will have heard that Allan Quatermain, who was one
of the party that discovered King Solomon's mines some little time
ago, and who afterwards came to live in England near his friend Sir
Henry Curtis. He went back to the wilderness again, as these old
hunters almost invariably do, on one pretext or another.[1] They cannot endure civilization for very
long, its noise and racket and the omnipresence of broad-clothed
humanity proving more trying to their nerves than the dangers of
the desert. I think that they feel lonely here, for it is a fact
that is too little understood, though it has often been stated,
that there is no loneliness like the loneliness of crowds,
especially to those who are unaccustomed to them. "What is there in
the world," old Quatermain would say, "so desolate as to stand in
the streets of a great city and listen to the footsteps falling,
falling, multitudinous as the rain, and watch the white line of
faces as they hurry past, you know not whence, you know not
whither? They come and go, their eyes meet yours with a cold stare,
for a moment their features are written on your mind, and then they
are gone for ever. You will never see them again; they will never
see you again; they come up out of the unknown, and presently they
once more vanish into the unknown, taking their secrets with them.
Yes, that is loneliness pure and undefiled; but to one who knows
and loves it, the wilderness is not lonely, because the spirit of
nature is ever there to keep the wanderer company. He finds
companions in the winds—the sunny streams babble like Nature's
children at his feet; high above them, in the purple sunset, are
domes and minarets and palaces, such as no mortal man has built, in
and out of whose flaming doors the angels of the sun seem to move
continually. And there, too, is the wild game, following its
feeding-grounds in great armies, with the springbuck thrown out
before for skirmishers; then rank upon rank of long-faced blesbuck,
marching and wheeling like infantry; and last the shining troops of
quagga, and the fierce-eyed shaggy vilderbeeste to take, as it
were, the place of the cossack host that hangs upon an army's
flanks.

"Oh, no," he would say, "the wilderness is not lonely, for, my
boy, remember that the further you get from man, the nearer you
grow to God," and though this is a saying that might well be
disputed, it is one I am sure that anybody will easily understand
who has watched the sun rise and set on the limitless deserted
plains, and seen the thunder chariots of the clouds roll in majesty
across the depths of unfathomable sky.

Well, at any rate we went back again, and now for many months I
have heard nothing at all of him, and to be frank, I greatly doubt
if anybody will ever hear of him again. I fear that the wilderness,
that has for so many years been a mother to him, will now also
prove his grave and the grave of those who accompanied him, for the
quest upon which he and they have started is a wild one indeed.

But while he was in England for those three years or so between
his return from the successful discovery of the wise king's buried
treasures, and the death of his only son, I saw a great deal of old
Allan Quatermain. I had known him years before in Africa, and after
he came home, whenever I had nothing better to do, I used to run up
to Yorkshire and stay with him, and in this way I at one time and
another heard many of the incidents of his past life, and most
curious some of them were. No man can pass all those years
following the rough existence of an elephant-hunter without meeting
with many strange adventures, and in one way and another old
Quatermain has certainly seen his share. Well, the story that I am
going to tell you in the following pages is one of the later of
these adventures, though I forget the exact year in which it
happened. at any rate I know that it was the only trip upon which
he took his son Harry (who is since dead) with him, and that Harry
was then about fourteen. And now for the story, which I will
repeat, as nearly as I can, in the words in which Hunter Quatermain
told it to me one night in the old oak-panelled vestibule of his
house in Yorkshire. We were talking about gold- mining—

"Gold-mining!" he broke in; "ah! yes, I once went gold-mining at
Pilgrims' Rest in the Transvaal, and it was after that that we had
the business about Jim-Jim and the lions. Do you know Pilgrim's
Rest? Well, it is, or was, one of the queerest little places you
ever saw. The town itself was pitched in a stony valley, with
mountains all about it, and in the middle of such scenery as one
does not often get the chance of seeing. Many and many is the time
that I have thrown down my pick and shovel in disgust, clambered
out of my claim, and walked a couple of miles or so to the top of
some hill. Then I would lie down in the grass and look out over the
glorious stretch of country—the smiling valleys, the great
mountains touched with gold— real gold of the sunset, and clothed
in sweeping robes of bush, and stare into the depths of the perfect
sky above; yes, and thank Heaven I had got away from the cursing
and the coarse jokes of the miners, and the voices of those Basutu
Kaffirs as they toiled in the sun, the memory of which is with me
yet.

"Well, for some months I dug away patiently at my claim, till
the very sight of a pick or of a washing-trough became hateful to
me. A hundred times a day I lamented my own folly in having
invested eight hundred pounds, which was about all that I was worth
at the time, in this gold-mining. But like other better people
before me, I had been bitten by the gold bug, and now was forced to
take the consequences. I bought a claim out of which a man had made
a fortune—five or six thousand pounds at least—as I thought, very
cheap; that is, I gave him five hundred pounds down for it. It was
all that I had made by a very rough year's elephant-hunting beyond
the Zambesi, and I sighed deeply and prophetically when I saw my
successful friend, who was a Yankee, sweep up the roll of Standard
Bank notes with the lordly air of the man who has made his fortune,
and cram them into his breeches pockets. 'Well,' I said to him—the
happy vendor—'it is a magnificent property, and I only hope that my
luck will be as good as yours has been.'

"He smiled; to my excited nerves it seemed that he smiled
ominously, as he answered me in a peculiar Yankee drawl: 'I guess,
stranger, as I ain't the one to make a man quarrel with his food,
more especial when there ain't no more going of the rounds; and as
for that there claim, well, she's been a good nigger to me; but
between you and me, stranger, speaking man to man, now that there
ain't any filthy lucre between us to obscure the features of the
truth, I guess she's about worked out!'

"I gasped; the fellow's effrontery took the breath out of me.
Only five minutes before he had been swearing by all his gods—and
they appeared to be numerous and mixed—that there were half a dozen
fortunes left in the claim, and that he was only giving it up
because he was downright weary of shovelling the gold out.

"'Don't look so vexed, stranger,' went on my tormentor, 'perhaps
there is some shine in the old girl yet; anyway you are a downright
good fellow, you are, therefore you will, I guess, have a real A1
opportunity of working on the feelings of Fortune. Anyway it will
bring the muscle up upon your arm, for the stuff is uncommon stiff,
and, what is more, you will in the course of a year earn a sight
more than two thousand dollars in value of experience.'

"Then he went just in time, for in another moment I should have
gone for him, and I saw his face no more.

"Well, I set to work on the old claim with my boy Harry and half
a dozen Kaffirs to help me, which, seeing that I had put nearly all
my worldly wealth into it, was the least that I could do. And
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