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DEDICATION THIS FAITHFUL BUT UNPRETENDING RECORD OF A REMARKABLE ADVENTURE IS HEREBY RESPECTFULLY DEDICATED BY THE NARRATOR, ALLAN QUATERMAIN, TO ALL THE BIG AND LITTLE BOYS WHO READ IT.

H. RIDER HAGGARD
Henry Rider Haggard, who was to become one of the most popular authors of his era, was born in Bradenham, Norfolk, England, on June 22, 1856. His father, William Meybohm Rider Haggard, the scion of an old Norfolk family—the Haggards claimed descent from a Danish knight—was the third squire of Bradenham, an estate comprising several hundred acres. His mother, Ella Doveton Haggard, had been raised, in part, in Bombay. An amateur writer, she published, in 1857, a poem called “Myra, or the Rose of the East: A Tale of the Afghan War.”
Rider, the sixth son and eighth child of ten children, was considered in his childhood, particularly by his father, to be a dull-witted daydreamer. His mother, though, saw something of her own creative nature in him and encouraged his imagination. In a story that Haggard’s daughter Lilias told in her biography of her father, and which may or may not be precisely true, young Rider was pacified—or at least controlled—at bedtime by his nurse’s leaving him in the charge of “a disreputable doll of particularly hideous aspect, with boot-button eyes, hair of black wool and a sinister leer on its painted face.” The doll was called “She-who-must-be-obeyed,” a name Rider Haggard eventually found significant literary use for.
Owing to his father’s contempt, Rider was denied the proper education his brothers received, and he was haphazardly taught at a London day school and at Ipswich Grammar School. He failed the army entrance examination in 1873, at which point his father sent him to London to a “crammer” to prepare for work in the Foreign Service.
In London, Haggard met Lady Anne Paulet, a Spiritualist whose séances he attended; after one particularly alarming session he swore off Spiritualism for life (though he’d often write about it). He also met and fell in love with Mary Elizabeth Jackson, called “Lilly,” the daughter of a rich Yorkshire farmer. Rider’s father opposed the romance, and Rider, self-conscious of his lack of money and position, refrained from proposing marriage.
In 1875, he was sent by his father to the British colony of Natal, in southern Africa, to be the unpaid secretary to Sir Henry Bulwer, Natal’s lieutenant governor (and a nephew of the novelist Edward Bulwer-Lytton). On his visits to the interior, Haggard learned much of the history, language, and customs of the Zulu people, whom he would write about most notably in  King Solomon’s Mines (1885) and in his Zulu trilogy: Marie (1912),  Child of Storm (1913), and Finished (1917).
He became the protégé of Sir Theophilus Shepstone, the secretary of native affairs, assisting Shepstone on his mission to annex the Transvaal for the British government, as well as helping to raise the British flag in Pretoria in 1877. Eventually Haggard became the master and registrar of Transvaal’s High Court.
By now firmly established in his career, Haggard intended to return to England to propose to Lilly, but his father angrily wrote him, demanding he stay where he was and concentrate on his work. Eventually, Lilly wrote to announce that she was marrying someone else. Haggard was to love her until he died, and harbored some hope that they would be reunited in the afterlife.
Still, he did return to England, where he met and married, in 1880, the heiress Mariana Louisa Margitson, known as “Louie.” (This time the opposition came from her side, from an uncle who thought Haggard an undeserving match for his niece.) With his bride, he moved back to southern Africa, to Transvaal, where Haggard owned a share in an ostrich farm, just before the outbreak of the first Anglo-Boer War. As conditions grew dangerous, they returned to England with their newborn son, Arthur John (“Jock”). (The Haggards would have four children: Jock, Agnes Angela, Dorothy, and Lilias.)
Back home, Haggard studied the law, and was admitted to the bar in 1884. He scarcely practiced, though, as he was already fixated on a career as a writer. His first book, a work of nonfiction called Cetywayo and His White Neighbours; or, Remarks on Recent Events in Zululand, was published in 1882. He also wrote two not very successful novels, Dawn (1882) and The Witch’s Head (1884).
Haggard’s literary and financial fortunes changed, as the story goes, because of a five-shilling bet with one of his brothers that he could pen a more successful novel than Robert Louis Stevenson’s Treasure Island. Haggard dashed off King Solomon’s Mines—rapid composition and scant rewriting were to be hallmarks of his oeuvre—in six weeks. After his publisher littered London with handbills promoting “the most amazing story ever written,” the African adventure novel, featuring a search for lost diamonds, a treasure map, a noble black king in exile, and a malignant witch, was a furious success (though Stevenson sent Haggard a friendly letter warning of the dangers of writing too quickly). By September 1885, thirty thousand copies of the novel had been sold in England, and in Haggard’s lifetime well over a half million copies would be printed.
In 1887, Haggard published Allan Quatermain, a sequel to  King Solomon’s Mines in which the hero was killed off (“Well, he died” is how Haggard, in part, phrases it); like Sir Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes, though, Quatermain wouldn’t stay dead, and Haggard eventually revived him for a total of sixteen full-length novels and numerous short stories, including, among other works, Allan’s Wife and Other Tales (1899), The Ancient Allan (1920), and Allan and the Ice-Gods (published posthumously in 1927), in which—in a plot partly suggested by Haggard’s good friend Rudyard Kipling— the hero, in a drug-induced reverie, relives a past life as a caveman at the dawn of the Ice Age.
The year 1887 also saw the publication of the novels Jess and, more significant, She: A History of Adventure, which proved to be an even greater popular success than King Solomon’s Mines. Another tale of English adventurers in Africa, She told of a lost kingdom ruled by a cruel two-thousand-year-old queen, Ayesha, also known as “She-who-must-be-obeyed.” Haggard would revisit his most memorable female creation in Ayesha: The Return of She (1905), which depicted She’s miraculous reappearance in a Tibetan temple of Isis; She and Allan, a prequel uniting Haggard’s two “stars” (1921); and Wisdom’s Daughter (1923), another prequel, in which Haggard describes more fully Ayesha’s origins.
She has proven particularly tempting to adapters (there was an immediate theatrical dramatization in September 1888, six silentfilm versions, and two notable talkies, one in 1935 and one in 1965). The first screen adaptation of King Solomon’s Mines wasn’t made until 1937 (Cedric Hardwicke played Allan Quatermain; the American black actor Paul Robeson, fresh from singing “Ol’ Man River” in Show Boat [1936], was Umbopa); other versions followed in 1950 (with Stewart Granger as Quatermain and Deborah Kerr as “Elizabeth Curtis,” a female love interest not to be found in Haggard’s novel) and 1959 (a sequel-cum-remake called Watusi). In 1985, in the wake of the first two Indiana Jones movies—which owe a great debt to Haggard—Richard Chamberlain played Quatermain (in the company of Sharon Stone as “Jesse Huston”) in a film called, again, King Solomon’s Mines; Allan Quatermain and the Lost City of Gold (with Chamberlain and Stone repeating their roles) followed in 1987.
The years 1885–90 were Haggard’s most productive and inspired, and his works were continually serialized and widely read. The death of his beloved mother in 1889 and of his young son, Jock, a little more than a year later, were devastating blows, however; though Haggard continued to write compulsively, the quality of his work and his fortunes took a downturn. Still, there are numerous titles to consider: Among Haggard’s fifty-odd novels are Cleopatra (1889), written after his first trip to Egypt, a land that had fascinated him since he was a boy, in 1887; a Viking novel,  Eric Brighteyes (1891), composed after an 1888 visit to Iceland; Montezuma’s Daughter (1894), the result of research done on the trip to Mexico during which Haggard and his wife learned of Jock’s death; Stella Fregelius: A Tale of Three Destinies (1903), a supernatural love story involving communication with the dead through the use of radio waves; Pearl-Maiden: A Tale of the Fall of Jerusalem (1903);  Moon of Israel: A Tale of the Exodus (1918), which was particularly popular in a Yiddish translation; and When the World Shook (1919), involving citizens of Atlantis revived from suspended animation after 250,000 years. In 1911, inspired by an encounter with the ghost of one of his hunting dogs, which convinced him that animals had immortal souls just as people do, Haggard wrote The Mahatma and the Hare, and never hunted again.
Haggard was also an expert on agricultural and social conditions in England, and wrote often on gardening, agricultural reform, and rural life. Among his works on these subjects are A Farmer’s Year (1899),  Rural England (1902), and The Poor and the Land (1905). Though Haggard’s 1895 attempt to gain a seat in Parliament was unsuccessful, he served on government commissions on the Salvation Army and on the erosion and deforestation of land, and in this service he toured the world extensively. Haggard was honored as a Knight Bachelor in 1912, and a Knight Commander of the Order of the British Empire in 1919.
In his last years, his popularity dwindled (he made more money from selling the film rights to his books than he did from publishing them) and his eccentricities increased: Formerly an ardent Zionist, he withdrew his support for the idea of establishing a Jewish home-land in Palestine and became notably anti-Semitic. (There are occasional bursts of anti-Semitism in Haggard’s fiction, too, along with the unfortunately pervasive sexism and racism that may be attributable to the mind-set of his era but which can be hard for a modern reader to take anyway.)
After a final visit to Egypt in 1924, where, in the aftermath of the King Tut sensation, he was disappointed to find “the ancient land . . . degraded with tourists, harlots, and brass bands,” he developed a bladder infection and died in a London nursing home on May 14, 1925. He was sixty-eight. His last novel was Belshazzar, completed in 1924 and published in 1930. His autobiography, The Days of My Life, appeared in 1926.
V. S. Pritchett, commenting bemusedly on Haggard’s enduring popularity, said, “Mr. E. M. Forster once spoke of the novelist sending down a bucket into the unconscious; [Haggard] installed a suction pump. He drained the whole reservoir of the people’s secret desires.”

ILLUSTRATIONS
“I LIKE YOUR LOOKS, MR. UMBOPA.”
FOR THERE. . . WERE SHEBA’S BREASTS.
THE CORPSE WAS FROZEN PERFECTLY STIFF.
NEARER AND NEARER WALTZED GAGOOL, LOOKING FOR ALL THE WORLD LIKE AN ANIMATED CROOKED STICK.
THE DOOMED GIRL. . . FLUNG HERSELF BEFORE HIM.
SIR HENRY HIMSELF WITH HIS GREAT ARMS TWINED ROUND TWALA’S MIDDLE.
“TO THOSE WHO ENTER THE HALL OF THE DEAD, EVIL COMES.”
NOW WE COULD MAKE OUT THE DIM FORMS OF THE THREE COLOSSI.

A NOTE ON THE TEXT
King Solomon’s Mines was first published in London, by Cassell, on September 30, 1885. An American edition (the pages were shipped to New York and bound there) appeared in November of that year. Walter Paget’s illustrations first appeared in the November 1887 Cassell edition. This Modern Library Paperback Classic, set from an 1893 Cassell edition, includes all corrections made to that point and most of Paget’s illustrations.

INTRODUCTION
Now that this book is printed, and about to be given to the world, a sense of its shortcomings, both in style and contents, weighs very heavily upon me. As regards the latter, I can only say that it does not pretend to be a full account of everything we did and saw. There are many things connected with our journey into Kukuanaland that I should have liked to dwell upon at length, and which, as it is, have been scarcely alluded to. Amongst these are the curious legends which I collected about the chain armour that saved us from destruction in the great battle of Loo, and also about the “Silent Ones” or Colossi at the mouth of the stalactite cave. Again, if I had given way to my own impulses, I should have wished to go into the differences, some of which are to my mind very suggestive, between the Zulu and Kukuana dialects. Also a few pages might have been given up profitably to the consideration of the indigenous flora and fauna of Kukuanaland.1 Then there remains the most interesting subject—that, as it is, has only been touched on incidentally—of the magnificent system of military organisation in force in that country, which, in my opinion, is much superior to that inaugurated by Chaka in Zululand, inasmuch as it permits of even more rapid mobilisation, and does not necessitate the employment of the pernicious system of forced celibacy. And, lastly, I have scarcely spoken of the domestic and family customs of the Kukuanas, many of which are exceedingly quaint, or of their proficiency in the art of smelting and welding metals. This science they carry to considerable perfection, of which a good example is to be seen in their “tollas,” or heavy throwing knives, the backs of these weapons being made of hammered iron, and the edges of beautiful steel welded with great skill on to the iron frames. The fact of the matter is, I thought, with Sir Henry Curtis and Captain Good, that the best plan would be to tell my story in a plain, straightforward manner, and leave these matters to be dealt with subsequently in whatever way ultimately may appear to be desirable. In the meanwhile I shall, of course, be delighted to give all information in my power to anybody interested in such things.
And now it only remains for me to offer apologies for my blunt way of writing. I can but say in excuse for it that I am more accustomed to handle a rifle than a pen, and cannot make any pretence to the grand literary flights and flourishes which I see in novels— for sometimes I like to read a novel. I suppose they—the flights and flourishes—are desirable, and I regret not being able to supply them; but at the same time I cannot help thinking that simple things are always the most impressive, and books are easier to understand when they are written in plain language, though perhaps I have no right to set up an opinion on such a matter. “A sharp spear,” runs the Kukuana saying, “needs no polish;” and on the same principle I venture to hope that a true story, however strange it may be, does not require to be decked out in fine words.
ALLAN QUATERMAIN.

INTRODUCTION
Alexandra Fuller
In 1985, one hundred years after Haggard dashed off his celebrated novel  King Solomon’s Mines in a breathless six weeks (or so he claimed), a movie was made in Zimbabwe bearing the book’s name but very little of its soul, wit, or physical intelligence.
For its part, Haggard’s book carries the reader along on a slapdash account of a richly imagined adventure in a collectively representative sub-Saharan (and primarily South African) African landscape (desert, mountain, cave, and coast), but his prose conveys more than just a rip-roaring yarn. Even a reader caught up with the swashbuckling, gushing flow of Haggard’s words cannot help but see that his observations are sharply drawn, sensual, and in places presciently accurate.
The 1985 movie of King Solomon’s Mines, on the other hand, is merely slapdash and, moreover, unlike the book on which it is supposedly based, an insult both to the people of Africa and to the entire continent (since the film makes no effort to confine itself to one corner of the continent but absorbs the place in one gulp and regurgitates it in bite-size chunks of ignorance). In fact, the movie does not confine itself to insulting only Africans; it must surely insult intelligent people the world over. For, as John Reader (self-proclaimed “white Anglo-Saxon male”) writes in the preface to his intelligent and beautifully balanced book,  Africa: A Biography of the Continent, “Humanity evolved in Africa, and we hold everything in common—not least our destiny, now that the limits of global exploitation are understood.” What is a slap in the face to the character of what is African, by this token, is a slap in the face to all humanity.
Richard Chamberlain and Sharon Stone, the stars of the ’85 film (there are earlier and much better regarded screen translations of the novel, including the 1937 version with Cedric Hardwicke and Paul Robeson, and the celebrated 1950 movie with Stewart Granger and Deborah Kerr), embody all that is baseless and dangerous and stereotypical in the Western world’s view of Africa. With spectacular disregard for the varied character, imagination, intelligence, humanity, and resilience of the African people, and without as much as a backward glance at Africa’s reality, the couple flap breathlessly through an approximation of the continent’s landscape, tripping over one misinformed cliché after another (Stone, for instance, is alarmingly underdressed, not only for the climate but also for the mosquitoes and the culture).
At the time the movie was being shot, I was sixteen years old and ensconced at a boarding school in Harare. King Solomon’s Mines, the book, had been part of my consciousness and upbringing in the vague, inevitable way that Queen Elizabeth and marmalade and Beatrix Potter were part of my emotional landscape—something offered to me as good and British and genetically acquired. Although I had never read the book, I knew, in a hazy, indistinct way, the story of Allan Quatermain, and of his search across the desert for the great treasure, and of the tremendous battle between good and evil at Loo. In fact, to some extent, I owed my very existence in Africa to Rider Haggard and his book. My father, British born and bred, had read  King Solomon’s Mines as a schoolboy in England, and was so caught up with the romance of the tale that he had vowed that one day he would go to Africa. And in the early 1960s, as a young man, he did just that: he went to Kenya to work on a wattle plantation and, as it happened, met my mother (British bred but raised on East African soil). They married and have barely left Africa since.
It was with more than passing interest, then, that I learned that a film was being made of the famous novel. I remember seeing the location for the film on a farm outside Harare, and I remember the movie’s set and I remember all the excitement and fuss over having actual Hollywood stars on our home turf. In my own mindless adolescent way, I think I even hopelessly anticipated that Richard Chamberlain might miraculously need me to wake him from an attack of sleeping sickness or to rescue him from marauding wildlife.
Some months later, though, as I half-watched what little I could stomach of the movie, I felt something like pure anger rising in me: at the movie, at everyone involved with its creation who should have known better, and at myself for, however fleetingly, getting caught up in the shiny tin-pot romance of it all. I thought then, and I still believe, that it must take a tremendous act of blind self-importance to shoot a movie in southern Africa— about southern Africa—that could be so unbeautiful, so untruthful, and so unbearably un–southern African. If Sharon Stone was going to bubble away steamily with Richard Chamberlain in a potbellied cauldron, why, I asked myself, didn’t her mascara run? And why didn’t the savage natives savagely intent on using the couple as soup stock toss real vegetables into the water instead of plastic counterparts? And why, as southern Africans, did we let the world see us either as benignly naïve children or else as vicious cannibals with bone ornaments fraudulently piercing cartoonishly exaggerated nostrils?
It was with my sanctimonious hackles already bristling, then, that I cracked open the spine of the Haggard novel some years ago. And my knee-jerk-liberal, pro-southern-African, sniffer-dog-feminist instincts were not immediately disappointed: “This faithful but unpretending record of a remarkable adventure,” I read, “is hereby respectfully dedicated by the narrator, Allan Quatermain, to all the big and little boys who read it.” So that as a middle-size young woman, there seemed very little point in licking my fingers to turn past the first page. Only an obstinate expectation of adding further jewels to my crown of self-righteousness kept me reading on, and the pages of my copy were quickly underlined with more and more examples to showcase Haggard for what I thought he was: a chauvinistic, racist imperialistic pillager of southern Africa’s cultural and scenic riches, with half an eye toward plumping his comforts in damp old England and half an eye to the opportunity of dining out on his tales of derring-do.
And then, to my discomposure, I realized I had fallen into the old trap, as cunningly set as any that Haggard’s crafty Gagool could have laid. I had allowed my own prejudices to cloud my enjoyment, my understanding, of a book written nearly a hundred years before my arrival on the planet. Furthermore, I had mistaken the voice of Quatermain (the narrator) for the beliefs of Haggard (the author). I had not allowed that the vehicle in which Haggard had set his “faithful but unpretending record” might comfortably expose Victorian bias and belief for what it was: a thin veneer of racial and gender superiority barely stretched over the deeper truth of complicated human relations. With my blinkered determination to condemn this book, I had almost skimmed over one of the most unpretentious accounts of nineteenth-century white attitudes toward southern Africa currently available to us. I took a deep breath, packed my indignation away, and reread the book with more care, and with as open a mind as my background and education would allow.
Haggard’s book is set in a fictional Africa. This is just as well, since “Africa” as an idea and place does not exist, except in the imagination, and to describe “Africans” as a homogenous people is as ridiculous a notion as attempting to describe “South Americans” or “Native Americans” en masse. So, in having a landscape that encompasses desert (based on the Karoo, perhaps, or the Namib), rivers, and snowcapped mountains (reminiscent of the twin peaks of Kilimanjaro, Mawenzi and Kibo, which had first been described by the Swiss-German missionary Johannes Rebmann in 1848), and in inventing a people (the Kukuana), he excuses himself of the burden of absolute accuracy and allows the imagination free rein to bounce north, out of the bounds of relatively understood South Africa, over the Limpopo River, and beyond, to lands near the equator.
The Polish foreign correspondent Ryszard Kapuściński, in his book The Shadow of the Sun, writes: “The European in Africa sees only a part of it.” This is true. While most Africans know intimately the culture of the people and the lay of the lands around them (speaking as many as eleven languages, and knowing one another’s cultural differences as a matter of course, of survival, and of politics), Europeans traveling through the continent exist in a bubble of white noise, usually regarding the language and the culture of the people around them only as stereotypically one-dimensional chatter and hocus-pocus nonsense. Quatermain—elephant hunter, adventurer, and opportunist—is no exception to this rule.
“Generally speaking,” Quatermain tells his white compatriots on the safari, Good and Curtis, “elephant hunters are a rough set of men, and do not trouble themselves with much beyond the facts of life and the ways of Kafirs. But here and there you meet a man who takes the trouble to collect traditions from the natives, and tries to make out a little piece of the history of this dark land.” Quatermain is a version of the former, an elephant hunter who has not allowed himself to see and live beyond the next cache of ivory. Although he colors his language with half-Zulu phrases, they are nothing more than pebbles thrown at the glass house of his own ignorance. He frequently refers to Africans in paternalistic terms and even, occasionally, as if they belonged not only to another race but to another species altogether: “You will never persuade a Zulu to take much interest in gardening,” he says at the beginning of the book, in the same tones a man might use to express his doubt that a Pekingese might make a decent gundog.
Arguably as fatal and equally as flawed as his attitudes about race is Quatermain’s embracing the idea of “race science,” which went further than distinguishing between people of different skin color to distinguishing between those from various races based on such unreliable evidence as the texture of one’s hair, the depth of color in one’s skin, and the length and width of one’s nose. According to Philip Gourevitch in his compelling, tragic account of the 1994 Rwanda genocide,  We wish to inform you that tomorrow we will be killed with our families: Stories from Rwanda, this ridiculous “discipline” was “all the rage in Europe” in the mid-1800s. More than twenty years before Haggard wrote King Solomon’s Mines, John Hanning Speke had begun to preach the so-called Hamaitic hypothesis, in which he declared “that all culture and civilization in central Africa had been introduced by the taller, sharper-featured people,” whom he considered to be “a Caucasoid tribe of Ethiopian origin, descended from the biblical King David, and therefore a superior race to the native Negroids.”
Can we assume that Haggard himself had absorbed this “Hamaitic hypothesis” as truth? In the terrifyingly mindless and unquestioning way that so much human culture is (and has been through the ages) assimilated by various societies in the guise of science, or wisdom, or fashion, it is possible that the “Hamaitic hypothesis” was something he absorbed without exposing the idea to the lie-stripping acid tests of doubt and analysis. Indeed, Haggard’s narrator falls in line with this laughable doctrine with almost unconscious ease. Quatermain paints Umbopa/Ignosi—the novel’s true king— as aquiline-nosed, noble of bearing, and tall and well-built: “He certainly was a magnificent-looking man,” Quatermain tells us breathlessly (one example of the innocent, delightfully pre-Freudian homoeroticism that pervades the book), “I never saw a finer native. Standing about six foot three high he was broad in proportion, and very shapely. In that light, too, his skin looked scarcely more than dark.”
Twala, on the other hand—the king pretender—has Negroid qualities and blacker skin. Indeed, Quatermain narrates his first meeting with Twala in these terms: “It was that of an enormous man with the most entirely repulsive countenance we had ever beheld. The man’s lips were thick as a negro’s, the nose was flat . . . and his whole expression was cruel and sensual to a degree.”
Philip Gourevitch contends that this way of depicting various peoples of Africa “was all strictly run-of-the-mill Victorian patter,” but that this “wild fantasy,” as invented and perpetuated by the Victorians, is also “one of the essential ideas by which [Rwandans] understand who they are in the world. In November 1992, the Hutu Power ideologue Leon Mugesera delivered a famous speech calling on Hutus [perceived as flat-nosed, shorter, and with woollier hair] to send Tutsis [perceived as having more aquiline noses and less curly hair] back to Ethiopia.” In April 1994, the river was choked with dead Tutsis, “tens of thousands of bodies washed up on the shores of Lake Victoria.”
It is obvious that Quatermain’s prose is thick with racist rhetoric and the casually expressed prejudice of the time, but what is poetic—and what feels true—is that he is eventually caught up in the sheer practicality of human relations. Ultimately he must admit, if only in apologist’s terms, that people are, after all, people. Take this sly, throwaway observation, made early on in Quatermain’s account of his adventure: “What is a gentleman? I don’t quite know, and yet I have had to do with niggers—no, I will scratch out that word ‘niggers,’ for I do not like it. I’ve known natives who are . . . and I have known mean whites with lots of money fresh out from home, too, who are not.” Quatermain is forced to accept that, even in Africa, everything is not black and white. “Africa is a thousand situations,” writes Kapuściński in The Shadow of the Sun: “varied, distinct, even contradictory.”
It is widely accepted that Haggard wrote King Solomon’s Mines on a bet with his brother that he could outdo R. L. Stevenson’s Treasure Island. It is also widely accepted that R. L. Stevenson later wrote to Haggard warning him of the dangers of writing a novel too quickly. And it is widely acknowledged that the text at hand is peppered with such inconsistencies as you would expect from a book both hastily written and penned by a man whose scholarly abilities were such a disappointment to his father that he was yanked from the privilege of the good education enjoyed by his siblings and educated aimlessly at more casual institutions.
Yet it is just this impetuous quality, this shoot-from-the-hip tale telling, that I find most disarming, and because of which I am able to suspend my irritation, which would otherwise provoke me to discard the book. Without taking the time to iron out the contradictions inherent both in the actions of his characters and in their rhetoric, Haggard most deftly captures the inconsistencies in which southern Africa and human beings and trans-race relations are steeped. Without polishing his prose to a shine, Haggard brings us glimmers of half-remembered Shakespeare and completely realized chunks of Africa. He brings us the world of extremes, of the absurdly tall tales and of the illogical loyalty between disparate people that still informs this part of the world.
Haggard, in his haste, wrote from some deep, barely acknowledged well of experience, the words flying from his pen in a creative frenzy, so that some truth and some beauty spilled out of him, wrapped even as it is in the rhetoric and attitudes of his time; the subconscious accuracy of Haggard’s mind, as valuable as any gold and silver to be found in Solomon’s mines, is here now for us to read.
For me, the most telling and perhaps most important contradiction woven into the fabric of the plot is realized within the various relationships between the races. As the journey progresses, Quatermain not only expresses his own at first grudging and then increasingly felt respect for the Africans but also writes of the developing relationships between the other two white men on the expedition and the Africans of their acquaintance. Indeed, if Haggard had done otherwise, and ignored the potential for anything like a real relationship between blacks and whites, his book would have resonated with such untruth that it would have been reduced to farce. For I would say it is nearly impossible (insane, even) for men or women of any color or bias to be thrown together in as many life-and-death situations as the Curtis expedition find themselves in without communing on some deep and human level.
The first hint that the relationship between master and servant has reached beyond the stereotypical servile-employee and lordly-master scenario comes even before the adventurers reach the horror of the desert-crossing. Khiva “the Zulu boy” rushes between his master, Good, and a charging elephant, and is torn asunder by the animal. “As for Good,” reports Quatermain, “he rose and wrung his hands over the brave man who had given his life to save him, and, though an old hand, I felt a lump grow in my throat.” In fact, by Quatermain’s account, it is the African who is casually dismissive of his countryman’s sacrifice: “ ‘Ah, well,’ [Umbopa] said presently, ‘he is dead, but he died like a man!’ ”
And what of Quatermain’s respectful affection (if we cannot call it love) for Umbopa/Ignosi? What else could provoke Quatermain’s strenuous defense of his sometime servant? When Gagool cries for Umbopa’s blood, it is Quatermain who calls out, “This man is the servant of thy guests, he is their dog; whosoever sheds the blood of our dog sheds our blood. By the sacred law of hospitality I claim protection for him.” And then, more strongly, “Stand back, ye dogs . . . if ye would see to-morrow’s light. Touch one hair of his head and your king dies.”
While I struggled with the image of the servant-as-dog, I recognized that Quatermain is experiencing the sentiments of loyalty and affection even as he employs the language of the bigot and imperialist. It is his action, in other words, to which I ultimately pay attention, not his rhetoric.
And surely it is more than the threat of wounded pride or bruised manhood that compels Curtis to fight Twala on Umbopa’s behalf, for the fight seems almost certain to cost Curtis his life. And what am I to make of Umbopa’s affectionate plea that Curtis not take on the fight? Should I see this as an exchange between disparate men, or as a communication between two warriors who understand each other’s sense of duty and honor perfectly? “ ‘Fight not, my white brother,’ said Ignosi, laying his hand affectionately on Sir Henry’s arm; ‘thou hast fought enough, and if aught befell thee at his hands it would cut my heart in twain.’ ‘I will fight, Ignosi,’ was Sir Henry’s answer.”
And then, of course, there is the love between Good and Foulata. The love is young love, naïve and reminiscent in many ways of the star-crossed and socially illicit love that Shakespeare sketched between Romeo and Juliet, and is powerfully felt and richly realized by Haggard. As Foulata lies dying in the arms of her beloved Good, he (unable to speak the language) “fell to kissing her,” and so declares in actions what is inexpressible in words and universal to all of us, that inexplicable chemistry between one human and another. For her own part, the dying Foulata says, “Even now, though I cannot lift my hand, and my brain grows cold, I do not feel as though my heart were dying; it is so full of love that could live a thousand years, and yet be young. Say that if I live again, mayhap I shall see him in the Stars, and that—I will search them all, though perchance there I should still be black and he would—still be white.”
While Haggard registers, then, that in Victorian times, cross-race relations were (at best) difficult, there is the acknowledgment that attraction (sexual and spiritual) knows no racial barrier. Of Foulata’s death, Quatermain remarks, “I am bound to say, looking at the thing from the point of view of an oldish man of the world, that I consider her removal was a fortunate occurrence, since, otherwise, complications would have been sure to ensue. The poor creature was no ordinary native girl, but a person of great, I had almost said stately, beauty, and of considerable refinement of mind. But no amount of beauty or refinement could have made an entanglement between Good and herself a desirable occurrence; for, as she herself put it, ‘Can the sun mate with the darkness, or the white with the black?’ ”
Haggard would have been witness to the Zulus’ defeat of the British on January 22, 1879, at Isandhlwana during the Zulu War, which broke out on January 11, 1879, and did not end until the Zulus were defeated on September 1 of that year. Perhaps it was this experience that led to his understanding that the white-colonial-master-race attitude had a limited life, and a limited reality, in Africa:
“But listen,” the newly crowned king, Ignosi, says, “and let all the white men know my words. No other white man shall cross the mountains, even if any may live to come so far. I will see no traders with their guns and rum. My people shall fight with the spear, and drink water, like their forefathers before them. I will have no praying-men to put fear of death into men’s hearts, to stir them up against the king, and make a path for the white men who follow to run on. If a white man comes to my gates I will send him back; if a hundred come, I will push them back; if armies come, I will make war on them with all my strength, and they shall not prevail against me.”
How deeply Haggard understood that it was not only the empire builders who could destroy native culture and life and power and wealth, but also European traders (bringing with them the deadly plagues of alcohol and guns) and foreign missionaries (bringing with them the deadly message of submission and obedience). And how well Haggard puts words in Ignosi’s mouth; it’s a speech worthy of any black South African leader from a century later.
In the event, the adventurers’ search and acquisition of wealth from the mines that give the novel its title seems almost peripheral, indeed anticlimactic, next to the developing human relationships in the book. How well Gagool understands that all the mineral wealth of Africa cannot feed her people. “ ‘Hee! hee! hee!’ cackled old Gagool behind us, as she flitted about like a vampire bat. ‘There are the bright stones that ye love, white men, as many as ye will; take them, run them through your fingers,  eat of them, hee! hee; drink of them, ha! ha! ’ ” While the mines and hills of lands from South Africa to the Congo are plundered for the shiny stones that lie in their bellies, the bellies of the humans who live upon the land stay blown empty with dust.
ALEXANDRA FULLER, the author of Don’t Let’s Go to the Dogs Tonight: An African Childhood, was born in England in 1969. In 1972 she moved with her family to a farm in Rhodesia (now Zimbabwe). She has also lived in Malawi, Zambia, and Wyoming.

CHAPTER I
I MEET SIR HENRY CURTIS
It is a curious thing that at my age—fifty-five last birthday— I should find myself taking up a pen to try to write a history. I wonder what sort of a history it will be when I have finished it, if ever I come to the end of the trip! I have done a good many things in my life, which seems a long one to me, owing to my having begun work so young, perhaps. At an age when other boys are at school I was earning my living as a trader in the old Colony. I have been trading, hunting, fighting, or mining ever since. And yet it is only eight months ago that I made my pile. It is a big pile now that I have got it—I don’t yet know how big—but I do not think I would go through the last fifteen or sixteen months again for it; no, not if I knew that I should come out safe at the end, pile and all. But then I am a timid man, and dislike violence, and, moreover, I am fairly sick of adventure. I wonder why I am going to write this book: it is not in my line. I am not a literary man, though very devoted to the Old Testament and also to the “Ingoldsby Legends.” Let me try to set down my reasons, just to see if I have any.
First reason: Because Sir Henry Curtis and Captain John Good asked me to.
Second reason: Because I am laid up here at Durban with the pain in my left leg. Ever since that confounded lion got hold of me I have been liable to this trouble, and its being rather bad just now makes me limp more than ever. There must be some poison in a lion’s teeth, otherwise how is it that when your wounds are healed they break out again, generally, mark you, at the same time of year that you got your mauling? It is a hard thing when one has shot sixty-five lions and more, as I have in the course of my life, that the sixty-sixth should chew your leg like a quid of tobacco. It breaks the routine of the thing, and putting other considerations aside, I am an orderly man and don’t like that. This is by the way.
Third reason: Because I want my boy Harry, who is over there at the hospital in London studying to become a doctor, to have something to amuse him and keep him out of mischief for a week or so. Hospital work must sometimes pall and grow rather dull, for even of cutting up dead bodies there may come satiety, and as this history will not be dull, whatever else it may be, it will put a little life into things for a day or two while Harry is reading it.
Fourth reason and last: Because I am going to tell the strangest story that I know of. It may seem a queer thing to say, especially considering that there is no woman in it—except Foulata. Stop, though! there is Gagaoola, if she was a woman and not a fiend. But she was a hundred at least, and therefore not marriageable, so I don’t count her. At any rate, I can safely say that there is not a petticoat in the whole history. Well, I had better come to the yoke. It is a stiff place, and I feel as though I were bogged up to the axle. But “sutjes, sutjes,” as the Boers say—I am sure I don’t know how they spell it—softly does it. A strong team will come through at last, that is, if they are not too poor. You can never do anything with poor oxen. Now to begin.
I, Allan Quatermain, of Durban, Natal, Gentleman, make oath and say—That’s how I began my deposition before the magistrate about poor Khiva’s and Ventvögel’s sad deaths; but somehow it doesn’t seem quite the right way to begin a book. And, besides, am I a gentleman? What is a gentleman? I don’t quite know, and yet I have had to do with niggers—no, I will scratch out that word “niggers,” for I do not like it. I’ve known natives who are, and so you will say, Harry, my boy, before you have done with this tale, and I have known mean whites with lots of money and fresh out from home, too, who are not. Well, at any rate, I was born a gentleman, though I have been nothing but a poor travelling trader and hunter all my life. Whether I have remained so I know not, you must judge of that. Heaven knows I’ve tried. I have killed many men in my time, yet I have never slain wantonly or stained my hand in innocent blood, but only in self-defence. The Almighty gave us our lives, and I suppose He meant us to defend them, at least I have always acted on that, and I hope it will not be brought up against me when my clock strikes. There, there, it is a cruel and a wicked world, and for a timid man I have been mixed up in a deal of slaughter. I cannot tell the rights of it, but at any rate I have never stolen, though once I cheated a Kafir out of a herd of cattle. But then he had done me a dirty turn, and it has troubled me ever since into the bargain.
Well, it is eighteen months or so ago since first I met Sir Henry Curtis and Captain Good, and it was in this way. I had been up elephant hunting beyond Bamangwato, and had met with bad luck. Everything went wrong that trip, and to top up with I got the fever badly. So soon as I was well enough I trekked down to the Diamond Fields, sold such ivory as I had, together with my wagon and oxen, discharged my hunters, and took the post-cart to the Cape. After spending a week in Cape Town, finding that they overcharged me at the hotel, and having seen everything there was to see, including the botanical gardens, which seem to me likely to confer a great benefit on the country, and the new Houses of Parliament, which I expect will do nothing of the sort, I determined to go back to Natal by the Dunkeld, then lying at the docks waiting for the Edinburgh Castle due in from England. I took my berth and went aboard, and that afternoon the Natal passengers from the Edinburgh Castle transhipped, and we weighed and put out to sea.
Among the passengers who came on board there were two who excited my curiosity. One, a gentleman of about thirty, was perhaps the biggest-chested and longest-armed man I ever saw. He had yellow hair, a thick yellow beard, clear-cut features, and large grey eyes set deep into his head. I never saw a finer-looking man, and somehow he reminded me of an ancient Dane. Not that I know much of ancient Danes, though I knew a modern Dane who did me out of ten pounds; but I remember once seeing a picture of some of those gentry, who, I take it, were a kind of white Zulus. They were drinking out of big horns, and their long hair hung down their backs, and as I looked at my friend standing there by the companion-ladder, I thought that if he only let his hair grow a little, put one of those chain shirts on to his great shoulders, and took hold of a battle-axe and a horn mug, he might have sat as a model for that picture. And by the way it is a curious thing, and just shows how the blood will out, I discovered afterwards that Sir Henry Curtis, for that was the big man’s name, is of Danish blood.2 He also reminded me strongly of somebody else, but at the time I could not remember who it was.
The other man who stood talking to Sir Henry was short, stout, and dark, and of quite a different cut. I suspected at once that he was a naval officer; I don’t know why, but it is difficult to mistake a navy man. I have gone on shooting trips with several of them in the course of my life, and they have always proved themselves the best and bravest and nicest fellows I ever met, though given to the use of profane language.
I asked a page or two back, what is a gentleman? I’ll answer it now: a Royal Naval officer is, in a general sort of a way, though of course there may be a black sheep among them here and there. I fancy it is just the wide seas and the breath of God’s winds that wash their hearts and blow the bitterness out of their minds and make them what men ought to be. Well, to return, I was right again; I ascertained that he was a naval officer, a lieutenant of thirty-one, who, after seventeen years’ service, had been turned out of her Majesty’s employ with the barren honour of a commander’s rank, because it was impossible that he should be promoted. This is what people who serve the Queen have to expect: to be shot out into the cold world to find a living just when they are beginning to really understand their work, and to reach the prime of life. Well, I suppose they don’t mind it, but for my part I had rather earn my bread as a hunter. One’s halfpence are as scarce perhaps, but you do not get so many kicks. His name I found out—by referring to the passengers’ list—was Good—Captain John Good. He was broad, of medium height, dark, stout, and rather a curious man to look at. He was so very neat and so very clean shaved, and he always wore an eye-glass in his right eye. It seemed to grow there, for it had no string, and he never took it out except to wipe it. At first I thought he used to sleep in it, but I afterwards found that this was a mistake. He put it in his trousers pocket when he went to bed, together with his false teeth, of which he had two beautiful sets that, my own being none of the best, have often caused me to break the tenth commandment. But I am anticipating.
Soon after we had got under weigh evening closed in, and brought with it very dirty weather. A keen breeze sprang up off land, and a kind of aggravated Scotch mist soon drove everybody from the deck. As for the  Dunkeld, she is a flat-bottomed punt, and going up light as she was, she rolled very heavily. It almost seemed as though she would go right over, but she never did. It was quite impossible to walk about, so I stood near the engines where it was warm, and amused myself with watching the pendulum, which was fixed opposite to me, swinging slowly backwards and forwards as the vessel rolled, and marking the angle she touched at each lurch.
“That pendulum’s wrong; it is not properly weighted,” suddenly said a voice at my shoulder somewhat testily. Looking round I saw the naval officer whom I had noticed when the passengers came aboard.
“Indeed, now what makes you think so?” I asked.
“Think so. I don’t think at all. Why there”—as she righted herself after a roll—“if the ship had really rolled to the degree that thing pointed to then she would never have rolled again, that’s all. But it is just like these merchant skippers, they always are so confoundedly careless.”
Just then the dinner-bell rang, and I was not sorry, for it is a dreadful thing to have to listen to an officer of the Royal Navy when he gets on to that subject. I only know one worse thing, and it is to hear a merchant skipper express his candid opinion of officers of the Royal Navy.
Captain Good and I went down to dinner together, and there we found Sir Henry Curtis already seated. He and Captain Good were placed together, and I sat opposite to them. The captain and I soon fell into talk about shooting and what not; he asking me many questions, and I answering them as well as I could. Presently he got on to elephants.
“Ah, sir,” called out somebody who was sitting near me, “you’ve reached the right man for that; Hunter Quatermain should be able to tell you about elephants if anybody can.”
Sir Henry, who had been sitting quite quiet listening to our talk, started visibly.
“Excuse me, sir,” he said, leaning forward across the table, and speaking in a low deep voice, a very suitable voice, it seemed to me, to come out of those great lungs. “Excuse me, sir, but is your name Allan Quatermain?”
I said that it was.
The big man made no further remark, but I heard him mutter “fortunate” into his beard.
Presently dinner came to an end, and as we were leaving the saloon Sir Henry strolled up and asked me if I would come into his cabin to smoke a pipe. I accepted, and he led the way to the Dunkeld deck cabin, and a very good cabin it is. It had been two cabins, but when Sir Garnet or one of those big swells went down the coast in the Dunkeld, they knocked away the partition and have never put it up again. There was a sofa in the cabin, and a little table in front of it. Sir Henry sent the steward for a bottle of whisky, and the three of us sat down and lit our pipes.
“Mr. Quatermain,” said Sir Henry Curtis, when the steward had brought the whisky and lit the lamp, “the year before last about this time you were, I believe, at a place called Bamangwato, to the north of the Transvaal.”
“I was,” I answered, rather surprised that this gentleman should be so well acquainted with my movements, which were not, so far as I was aware, considered of general interest.
“You were trading there, were you not?” put in Captain Good, in his quick way.
“I was. I took up a wagon-load of goods, made a camp outside the settlement, and stopped till I had sold them.”
Sir Henry was sitting opposite to me in a Madeira chair, his arms leaning on the table. He now looked up, fixing his large grey eyes full upon my face. There was a curious anxiety in them I thought.
“Did you happen to meet a man called Neville there?”
“Oh, yes; he outspanned alongside of me for a fortnight to rest his oxen before going on to the interior. I had a letter from a lawyer a few months back, asking me if I knew what had become of him, which I answered to the best of my ability at the time.”
“Yes,” said Sir Henry, “your letter was forwarded to me. You said in it that the gentleman called Neville left Bamangwato at the beginning of May in a wagon with a driver, a voorlooper, and a Kafir hunter called Jim, announcing his intention of trekking if possible as far as Inyati, the extreme trading post in the Matabele country, where he would sell his wagon and proceed on foot. You also said that he did sell his wagon, for six months afterwards you saw the wagon in the possession of a Portuguese trader, who told you that he had bought it at Inyati from a white man whose name he had forgotten, and that he believed the white man with a native servant had started off for the interior on a shooting trip.”
“Yes.”
Then came a pause.
“Mr. Quatermain,” said Sir Henry suddenly, “I suppose you know or can guess nothing more of the reasons of my—of Mr. Neville’s journey to the northward, or as to what point that journey was
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